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Moonlight

A creepy mansion house might not be everyone’s idea of the
perfect vacation, but to Ashlyn it’s exactly the peace and solitude
she’s been looking for. Arriving in the middle of a thunderstorm,
she imagines Dracula coming to greet her but has no such luck. As
the storm passes, she heads out into the moonlit garden and
discovers a mysterious man, handsome enough to rival
Dracula.

Tristan is as otherworldly as they come. With an old way of
speaking and antiquated dress, his aura of mystery is only enhanced
by the fact he claims to know Ashyln and only appears at night.
Spending her days thinking about him, Ashlyn realises that she does
know his face, but she can’t remember where she’s seen him
before.

One fateful evening, she’s walking the grounds of the house
when she comes across a statue in the garden and the mystery of
Tristan is revealed when the moonlight touches it. When he explains
that he was cursed centuries ago by a relative of hers because he
didn’t love her and that it was Ashlyn’s touch years ago that made
him able to walk under moonlight, Ashlyn decides to do everything
in her power to free him, even if that means falling in love
again.
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Moonlight

Lightning
arced across the black clouds, illuminating the two turrets on
either side of the facade of the manor. Their conical roofs reached
up towards the dark tempestuous heavens. A weathervane spun
fiercely in the wind above one. Ashlyn feared the lightning would
strike there next. Thunder rolled overhead, low and threatening.
The windscreen wipers of the taxi squeaked rhythmically in time
with the swish of water as they cleared the heavy rain. Her warm
breath fogged the window nearest her. Did she really want to go out
there, in there?

Her
aunt’s house had never seemed so frightening and
haunted.

With
trembling fingers, she handed the taxi driver the fare and then
slung her backpack over her shoulder. She pulled her black umbrella
from the side pocket and armed herself with it. It wouldn’t stand a
chance against the weather, but she had to give it a shot. It was
better than admitting defeat and getting soaked without putting up
the slightest fight.

She
opened the door and took a deep breath. The moment she stepped out,
she pressed the button on the umbrella with one hand and shut the
taxi door with her other. The umbrella burst open and was above her
head before the door had even closed. She hunched up and ran
towards the arched door of the house.

Lightning
struck again, closer now, and she froze on the gravel drive. Her
hands shook along with the rest of her body when the thunder boomed
above her. The storm was overhead.

Another
bolt drew her eyes back to the imposing house. Not a single light
was on. The windows reflected the white light of the storm and
flashed like cat’s eyes. She willed her racing heart to slow down
and tried to get a grip, but the sight of the dark house in the
midst of such a heavy storm was creeping her out and making her
imagination run riot.

Wind
blasted against her, plastering her legs with fat rain drops and
saturating her in an instant. The trees surrounding the house and
garden swayed ominously, black pines against an even blacker
sky.

When
lightning arced directly overhead, she ran to the door. The wind
claimed her umbrella, ripping it from her hand. She turned in time
to see it dancing across the garden, heading for the dark woods.
She swallowed and shoved her key into the lock on the door. She
could get another umbrella. There was no way she was going into
that forest. It had frightened her when she was a child and it
still frightened her now.

Pushing
the door open, she burst into the entrance hall and struggled to
keep hold of the door in the wind. She pushed hard against it,
fighting the weather and eventually managing to get it closed and
locked. Silence greeted her. The violence of the storm drifted into
the background.

She
flicked the switches near the door and the lights slowly eased into
life in the exact way she remembered. Everything about this house
made her feel the age of it. Her aunt had told her that it affected
people and made them slow down too. She hoped it would relax her.
She needed these two weeks of alone time to get her life into order
and her head together. Since her parents’ death, she’d been a
mess.

The air
in the house was chilly and drained her of what little body heat
she had left. Her wet clothes turned cold and goose bumps prickled
across her skin. The dark wooden interior of the house mixed with
the grey stone did nothing to brighten her mood. It was an interior
that matched the haunting exterior and the storm perfectly. In
weather like tonight, it made the house look like something from an
old Hammer House of Horror movie. She expected Dracula to come
drifting down the wide mahogany staircase in front of
her.

A
moment’s wait said she wasn’t going to be that lucky.

A man
would definitely take her mind off things for a while. There wasn’t
a chance of finding one out here in the wild British countryside
though. She was miles from the nearest village and had never really
ventured out of the boundary of the garden in all the times she’d
been here as a child. The last time she’d been here was several
years ago now. She walked up the stairs, following her memories to
the room she’d used then. It was the only time she’d been here as
an adult.

She
stopped at the top of the stairs. The lights here were dim,
offering no respite from the eeriness. They weren’t strong enough.
She wished her aunt would invest in bulbs that were a little
brighter. It wasn’t creepy when there were other people in the
house. Now she was alone though and she couldn’t stop her mind from
conjuring up horrifying things.

Her heart
leapt into her throat when a squeaking scraping sound filled her
ears. A shiver bolted down her spine. It sounded as though someone
was running fingernails down a blackboard. It grew louder as she
neared a turn in the corridor. The sound of something knocking on
glass joined it, making her heart race to its limit. Her breaths
became pants and she slowly crept down the hall, fearing what she’d
see when she turned the corner. There was a crash and wind rushed
past her, rattling the paintings on the dark wooden walls. She
jumped out into the corridor at the turn, ready for
anything.

The
window slammed against the wall again, the wind battering it and
the tree outside it swaying wildly. Rain hammered down on the
windowsill and floor. She ran to the end of the hall and pushed the
window shut, shoving the black wrought iron latch into place so
hard that it jammed. At least it wouldn’t blow open again. The thin
end branches of the tree outside rattled and scraped against the
glass.

Taking a
deep breath, she released it slowly and tried to calm down again.
If the weather continued like this, she wasn’t going to be able to
relax at all. It had her more on the edge than ever. Every door she
passed, she expected someone to jump out of it. Every sound she
heard became the noise of an intruder, some dark demon come to kill
her.

She wiped
her hand over her face, clearing the water away, and sighed. Her
skin was freezing. She forced a happy smile.

“I’ll get some dry clothes on and light a fire downstairs and
the storm will blow over before long.” The sound of her voice was
soothing, alleviating the empty silence of the house and the
terrifying sounds of the storm.

Thunder
chased across the clouds again.

She sang
to herself and opened the door to her bedroom. She didn’t stop
singing the whole time that she was unpacking and getting changed
out of her wet clothes and into a dry pair of loose jeans and a
thick dark red jumper. She tied her long brown hair up into a knot
at the back of her head. It didn’t matter that she kept getting the
lyrics wrong, as long as she kept singing. The more she sang, the
less she imagined monsters and murderers.

Heading
downstairs, she followed a path through the house that made it all
more familiar and less frightening. Happy memories filled her mind,
chasing away the pointed black shadows of her fear. She’d passed
several summers here with her parents when she’d been a child. Each
one had been blissfully happy and full of fun and laughter that
still warmed her heart. Her last visit had been without her
parents. She’d come to see her aunt, wanting to keep the close bond
they had. She’d passed most of the holiday painting and drawing in
the garden with her aunt, or sometimes alone. At home, she had
several sketchbooks that she’d filled while here.

She found
the main reception room and was relieved to see that her aunt had
left wood beside the empty fire grate. Two worn and comfy brown
armchairs flanked the fireplace. Between them was a low table. She
remembered playing chess against her father there when she’d been
small. He’d always let her win, even though he was far better than
her at the game. A smile touched her lips. She bent down in front
of the fire and stacked several logs up on the grate. Some kindling
and a little miracle work with the matches, and she had the start
of a blaze. It instantly warmed the room, making the raging storm
feel even more distant as the heat of it caressed her thigh and
arm.

Her gaze
roamed around the room, refreshing her memory of the huge family
portraits that hung on the walls in gilt decorative frames and the
expansive mirror on the far wall opposite the fireplace. It
reflected the light from the fire back at her, brightening the dark
green walls of the room and bringing out their colour. The doors
either side of it led through to the ballroom where she’d spent
hours in the past pretending to dance with princes and dashing
young men.

Something
on the table beside her caught her eye when she went to stand. It
was a note. She picked it up with a frown and turned it over when
she saw her name written on the front in her aunt’s neat
script.

She
smiled.

Her aunt
had left her with a full refrigerator and told her to use the art
materials in the studio if she felt inclined to draw. It had been a
long time since she’d drawn anything. Perhaps she would.

She
settled down in one of the armchairs and leaned her head back. The
fire roared and danced in the breeze coming down the chimney. It
warmed her from her toes up, chasing away the chill of the
rain.

Her
fingers idly traced the rows of books beside her in the bookshelf
that filled the wall at this end of the room, intersected by the
fireplace. Her eyes casually followed them. Her aunt loved poetry,
all romantic and flowery. She couldn’t stand it herself. Love
wasn’t all hearts and roses. It needed to be challenging and
exciting, not something easy.

The
lightning struck close by and the rain fell heavier. She could hear
it pummelling the patio outside the French doors on the wall
opposite her. Another flash illuminated the curtains that covered
the glass doors, silhouetting the criss-cross of wood that held the
panes in. The fragrance of wet earth and ozone joined that of the
blazing fire. She curled up on the armchair and snuggled into her
jumper. The grandfather clock in the entrance hall chimed out the
hour. Ten. It was getting late.

She
closed her eyes and stifled a yawn. The warmth of the fire made her
sleepy and it wasn’t long before she’d drifted off.

Ashlyn’s
eyes slowly opened. She blinked to clear the haze of sleep from
them and then stretched in the armchair, a contented moan escaping
her. The fire was dying. She reached over and placed a few more
logs onto it. The silence hit her. The storm was gone.

Getting
to her feet, she padded across the room to the French doors and
pulled the curtain aside. The grass glistened and the puddles on
the patio shone brightly, twinkling. She opened the doors and then
slipped into the wellington boots she spotted beside them. They
were too big, but they’d do.

Her feet
slid inside them when she stepped out onto the wet patio and looked
around. The whole world was silent and so beautifully peaceful. A
bright full moon shone down, its’ light so pure and white that it
made everything blue. The air was cold and smelled of earth. It
refreshed her and chased sleep away. It was strange how the world
could look so stunning after a storm. The tranquillity was such a
stark contrast to the rage of the lightning and thunder.

The trees
across the garden were still creepy. The tall, dark blue pines
towered over her, surrounding the house and making her feel cut off
from the world and isolated. Church bells rang out the hour in the
far distance, travelling to her across the still Earth. They gave
her courage, even though they announced that it was two in the
morning. She stepped out onto the grass and raised her eyes to the
heavens. The stars were beautiful, drowned out by the strength of
the moon but still there shining down on her. It was so
peaceful.

Something
shifted on the edge of her vision.

She
instantly looked there, her heart accelerating when she realised it
was a man sitting on one of the stone benches around the circular
fountain. The rosebushes almost blocked her view of him, but she
was sure that it wasn’t her mind and the moon playing tricks. He
wasn’t a shadow made a man by her imagination.

Heart in
her mouth, she turned to go back into the house. The crunch of
gravel under a heavy boot made her tremble and she doubled her
speed, no longer fearing disturbing him as he came towards her. She
reached the patio. It was only a few more steps to the
doors.

“I mean you no harm,” a lush male voice said, caressing her
ears with its subtle tones and arousing her interest.

She
didn’t stop walking.

He
reached the patio too.

Turning
to face him, she backed towards the doors, her heart pounding
painfully against her chest.

“I had not realised that someone was here.”

There was
a look in his dark eyes and a gentle tilt to his bowed lips that
said he was telling her the truth. Maybe he was. A burglar would
probably be startled if they suddenly realised they weren’t
alone.

“Are you intending to break in?” she said, finding courage
somewhere around her feet and bolstering it so it would return to
her stomach.

His smile
widened and when he moved slightly, the moon shone on the side of
his face. God, he was good looking, and oddly familiar.

“No, no such thing,” he said with enough hurry and horror that
she was swayed again. “I often walk here. Meredith allows me
to.”

The name
of her aunt being pronounced by his stunningly kissable lips only
mildly reassured her. She kept her distance when he stepped towards
her.

“Do you live close by?” She managed to hold the tremble from
her voice.

He
nodded. “I can leave if it will ease your mind.”

She
frowned. He had a strange way of speaking, and now that she was
looking, an even stranger way of dressing. The tight black
trousers, shiny riding boots and loose white shirt made him look
like something out of a ‘Pride and Prejudice’ inspired fantasy
she’d had once.

He went
to leave. She made a strangled noise in her throat and held her
hand up. His head turned and he looked over his shoulder at her,
his dark eyes meeting hers and making her whole body flush. He
wasn’t the fantasy man. He was just a guy from the area that knew
her aunt. Telling herself to get a grip had no effect. The question
in his eyes demanded an answer. Was he to leave or not?

“It’s a little late for a walk,” she said, deciding not to
answer it.

His head
tilted back and his eyes shifted to the moon. “The storm kept me
from walking.”

Moonlight
kissed his profile, making it glow softly in a way that had her
heart fluttering like a butterfly. She swallowed and gave up trying
to get a grip because there was something about him that made her
instinctively throw all self-control out of the window. Long dark
hair caressed his shoulders, tied at the nape of his neck with a
ribbon. He held a jacket in his hand, black like his
trousers.

He moved
to face her again and shadows hid his features. “May I ask why you
are here?”

Her
eyebrows rose. He didn’t have to ask if he could ask.

“My aunt... Meredith... let me stay here while she was away. I
needed a break and some quiet.”

“I had not realised that your aunt had a guest. If I had, I
would not have presumed that I could still walk the
grounds.”

He did
have a strange way of speaking. Something about it made her warm
inside and slowly swept her back to that fantasy. She wondered what
kind of jacket he held. In her mind, it was exactly the kind that
Mr. Darcy had worn.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said and moved out towards the edge
of the patio, forcing him to turn so his face was again bathed in
moonlight. She didn’t venture too close, just near enough that she
could clearly see his face. His gaze pierced hers again. “Did you
come from a fancy dress party?”

He
smiled, handsome in the clear white light.

Something
about him was so familiar. It made her feel strangely comfortable
around him.

“Have we met before?” she said, narrowing her eyes on his and
trying to discern whether he matched any face in her
memory.

He
nodded. “We have, once or twice, seen each other. You are Ashlyn,
Meredith’s youngest niece.”

Her eyes
widened with shock. He really did know her. How could he remember
her when she couldn’t recall where she’d seen him?

“I haven’t been here for a long time,” she whispered with a
frown. “It’s been seven years... since I was twenty
six.”

He nodded
again and ran his eyes over her. They settled longest on her
face.

“You do not look any different. Your hair perhaps and there is
a little more worry in your eyes.” Something surfaced in his eyes
that looked like concern. They softened, losing the hard edge
they’d gained during his appraisal of her.

“I really don’t remember you at all,” she said with a nervous
giggle, fear creeping back in at the edge of her mind. He knew her
so well. How? Why was he walking the garden so late at night? “But
you are familiar.”

She
stepped forwards. He countered her with a step back, leaving her
even more curious about him. A moment ago, he’d wanted to be close,
had allowed her to move into a position that brought them within a
few feet of each other.

The
church bells chimed in the distance.

He looked
towards them, his jet eyebrows meeting in a heavy frown.

“I must go,” he said without looking at her. “Good
night.”

Before
she could utter a word, he’d bowed stiffly in her direction and had
walked away, disappearing around the corner of the house. She
stared there a moment and then went inside.

He hadn’t
told her his name.

It didn’t
matter.

Something
told her that she’d see him again.

***

The rain
was really beginning to spoil her holiday and ruin her mood. She
huffed, turning another page of the novel. It wasn’t holding her.
She’d been so distracted all day and she knew who was to
blame.

The
mystery man.

Who was
he?

Several
times she’d picked up the phone to call her aunt to ask her about
him but each time she’d lost her nerve.

Wind
splattered the rain against the large windows of the reception
room. She curled up tighter on the armchair beside the fire and
glared through the French doors at the wet world. This wasn’t what
she’d imagined. She’d pictured sunny days spent lazing in the
garden thinking. With all this rain, she didn’t want to think. No,
it wasn’t the rain stopping her. It was him.

Whenever
she let her mind wander, he came up. Why had he been dressed like
that and who really spoke that way?

The clock
down the hall chimed the hour. Six. The weather showed no sign of
letting up. Would the man walk the garden again tonight if it did?
She told herself that she didn’t care if he did or
didn’t.

Giving up
on the book, she went to the kitchen to fix herself dinner. Not
even that could rouse her. The meal tasted plain and boring. The
wine didn’t stir any emotion inside her. She set the empty glass
down and looked at the ceiling, listening. It was quiet again. She
glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece above the cooking range.
Eight thirty. Had the rain stopped?

She
slipped from the stool, dusted her black jeans down and walked back
up the stairs to the ground floor. The dark windows in the
reception room revealed that it had stopped raining, although there
was no sign of the moon. She picked up her dark red jumper from the
back of the armchair and pulled it on. The fine strands of her rich
brown hair stood up, tousled by the neck of the jumper. She
smoothed them back and ran her hand down the length of her
ponytail. Her eyes strayed to the mirror on the far wall and she
walked over to it. She didn’t look as tired as she had done
recently and the few pounds she’d put on since her parents’ death
made her look more shapely. Her brow furrowed as she thought about
them. It had been so hard learning to live without them. Her aunt
had been so good to her and her two older sisters. She’d spent
weeks at their house, consoling them and cheering them up. It must
have been hard for her to lose her sister too. Pushing away from
the dark thoughts, Ashlyn stared into her almost black eyes for a
few seconds longer and then walked towards the French doors. She
slipped her black trainers on and then opened the doors and stepped
out onto the patio.

The
clouds were thinning to reveal patches of dark sky and an
occasional hint of the moon. It turned them white and silver where
it hung in the heavens, throwing long shadows across the
garden.

She
wandered aimlessly at first, letting her feet take her wherever
they wanted to roam, and then decided to head towards the woods.
The moon had no chance of penetrating the tall black pines. No
matter how hard she looked into the woods, nothing but darkness
greeted her. An owl hooted in some distant tree. A twig snapped
closer by, sending her heart racing. She stepped backwards, away
from the trees in case someone was in there watching her. Another
step and she hit something solid.

It
moved.

She
shrieked and turned on a pinpoint to face her attacker. He smiled
at her, still as handsome as she remembered him. Her cheeks blazed
with embarrassment. She’d never felt so foolish.

“I was coming to see you. I did not mean to frighten you,” he
said, honeyed tones warming her.

“I wasn’t scared.” She placed her hands on her hips to
emphasise her words, her head tilting back to show him her most
fearless expression.

He
laughed.

She
smiled at her own pathetic lie.

“Would you take a walk with me?” Those words made her heart
beat a little quicker. She blamed the wine. It always made her
giddy.

“Sure,” she said and started towards the fountain at a slow
pace. There was no need to rush. She looked up at the moon, clear
of cloud now, its full disc bright and almost blinding. It was
still early.

He walked
beside her, a silence between them that felt peaceful and
comfortable. Her gaze took in his profile. There was still
something familiar about him, but she couldn’t place where she’d
seen him before. She must have done. He’d said that they’d met
before. Her eyes lowered to his clothes. His black jacket was just
like Mr. Darcy’s.

“I am sorry the weather has not been better for your stay,” he
whispered, as though he feared breaking the pleasant
silence.

She
shrugged. “It’s Britain. It’s supposed to rain.”

He smiled
again but it was short lived. “Why do you worry so
much?”

A frown
creased her brow and she stopped to look at him. Last night he’d
said that she had worry in her eyes. When she’d looked in the
mirror, she hadn’t seen any sign of it. Perhaps she’d grown used to
seeing her eyes like that and no longer saw the
difference.

“It’s not worry,” she said and began walking again. When they
reached the fountain, she followed the path around the rosebushes
and sat down on the same pale stone curved bench he’d occupied the
night before. She tried to figure out what to say and how to say it
without getting upset. If she started crying, he’d probably leave.
She didn’t want that. She’d come here for peace and quiet, and time
away from everyone. Now she wanted something different. She wanted
to talk. She wanted to talk to him. “It’s been hard since my
parents died.”

He sat
beside her, concern etched on his face. “I am sorry. I did not
realise they had passed on.”

Her
forced smile didn’t hold. It wavered at the corners of her lips and
then failed completely. Tears stung her eyes. She held them
back.

“It’s nothing to apologise for. It’s been a few months now. I
still miss them so much. Aunty let me come here to relax and
think.”

“I have seen your parents several times. They were good people.
Your mother especially so. I have only seen a brighter smile on one
person.” He turned away from her and stared at the
fountain.

Who was
that one person?

His
expression hid everything from her, his eyes too dark for her to
read. She wanted to know who the person with a smile brighter than
her mother’s was.

She
pressed her hands into the bench either side of her, fingers
curling over the edge of the seat and holding it.

“I don’t remember another house around here,” she said, needing
the distraction from her thoughts about her parents so she didn’t
start crying. “You must have to walk a long way to get here. What’s
wrong with your own garden?”

He looked
across at her and placed his hands down on the bench. His little
finger brushed hers, the touch making her forget everything. She
made no move to stop them from pressing against each other. Neither
did he. Her heart picked up again. This time she didn’t blame the
alcohol. There was no denying it was a reaction to him.

“This place is the most beautiful garden I have seen in a long
time. I like it when I can walk here.” He raised his eyes again,
head tilting back as he looked up at the moon.

She
looked there too. It was turning out to be another beautiful night.
Her eyes lowered and her shoulders sagged when she saw heavy clouds
in the distance. Perhaps it wasn’t going to be such a quiet night
after all.

Wrapping
her arms around herself, she wondered how long she’d have before
the rain reached them.

“Are you cold?” His melodic voice cut the silence, dulcet tones
caressing her ears.

Before
she could answer his question, he’d removed his black jacket and
placed it around her shoulders. The backs of his fingers brushed
her neck, sending a shiver through her that chased away any cold
she might have been feeling.

“Won’t you get cold now?” she said, looking him over. The loose
white shirt he wore looked thin, barely hiding the defined shape of
his chest. She could see part of it through the low V down the
front of the shirt. It hadn’t been undone so much last night. She
frowned. Hang on. He was wearing the same clothes as last night.
Did he always dress this way?

He shook
his head and smiled. “I do not feel the cold.”

His dark
eyes held hers, mesmerising and sending fire into her veins. She
didn’t feel the cold when she looked at him. There was only intense
heat.

The moon
disappeared.

The wind
picked up.

The
heavens opened and, for the second time that night, she
shrieked.

She’d
barely even made it to her feet when his hand grabbed hers and
tugged her towards the house. The rain drenched her in seconds, fat
drops that pounded the grass loud enough for her to clearly hear. A
gust of wind caught his jacket and it fell from her shoulders. She
stopped and turned to grab it. His hand pulled on hers before he
stopped too. He picked up the jacket and ran with her. She laughed
and held her hand above her head, trying to shield herself from the
downpour.

Her
fingers were cold and stiff, making it difficult to open the twin
glass doors. She rushed inside when they gave and then stopped when
she realised that he’d let go of her hand. She turned and looked at
him where he stood on the patio in the rain.

“I have to go,” he said.

The smile
fell from her face.

“Why? Come in for a while,” she said, walking back to the doors
and him. He couldn’t leave now. Things had just been getting
interesting. She’d been starting to find out more about her mystery
man, and now he was going to run away with the rain, leaving him
more mysterious than ever.

She
grabbed his hand and gave it a gentle tug, playfully trying to
convince him to come in. They could dry off in front of the fire
and keep talking. She wanted to keep talking to him.

“I am sorry. I wish that I could... but it just isn’t
possible.” There was a hint of pain in his eyes that made her go
still and stop pulling on his hand.

She
stepped closer to him and then stumbled forwards when he tugged on
her hand, pulling her back out into the rain.

Her eyes
shot wide when his other arm curled around her waist and his lips
crushed hers in a rough, passionate kiss that melted her heart. Her
eyelids dropped and she leaned into him, holding his hand tight as
her lips danced against his, matching his fervour. Her heart raced.
Her body trembled. Every inch of her hummed with the pleasure and
heat of his kiss.

His hand
left hers and he turned away. She grabbed his wrist and he looked
back at her.

“Why do you have to go?” she said, breathless from the thrill
of such a stolen kiss. She gave him a shaky smile. “The storm will
pass.”

His eyes
held a wounded look that cut her to the core and made her smile
disappear again. He really was going to kiss her and leave
her.

“It is not possible,” he whispered. “I do not have time to
explain.”

He raised
the arm she was holding up and took hold of her hand. She stared
blankly at him as he kissed the back of it. His eyes met hers, full
of regret, and then he was walking away into the storm.

She stood
there a moment, confused and shocked that he’d left her. It didn’t
make any sense. Why would a man kiss her like that, with so much
intensity and hunger, and then leave? If he was playing hard to
get, he was doing a good job of it. No. She’d seen the hurt in his
eyes and heard the honesty in his voice. He’d wanted to stay and
for some reason he couldn’t.

The rain
crept down her neck. She shivered and went into the house, closing
the doors behind her. There had to be a reason he couldn’t
stay.

Slumping
into the armchair beside the fire, she stared at the flames. Her
thoughts remained firmly with the man. Why hadn’t he had time to
explain?

What was
it he needed to tell her?

***

Ashlyn
wandered around the garden. The shrubs and bushes turned golden in
the evening light. Sunset painted the wisps of cloud crimson and
pink, edged with thin strips of purest gold. Above her the sky was
already darkening.

The
weather had been finer today, but she’d still spent the whole of it
indoors. She’d rediscovered her passion for drawing, although only
one subject came to mind. The mystery man. She hadn’t captured him
well in any of her paintings or sketches. If he visited again
tonight, she planned on asking him to sit for her so she could draw
him properly and do him justice. She wanted to capture his handsome
face and way of dressing. She wanted to see him again.

Turning
the corner that led away from the main garden where the fountain
was, she paused when she saw a statue in the middle of the grass.
She rarely ventured this side of the house. There were no doors
from the house and no patio. There was only grass and a thin line
of trees that separated the garden from the fields next door. Now
that she stood there, she remembered coming here during her last
visit.

She
walked to the statue, folding her arms across her deep purple
jumper to keep herself warm. The light was fading now, the night
creeping in. She walked around so she could see the face of the
statue and then raised her eyes up to look at it.

She
froze.

It was
unmistakeably him.

It was
her mystery man.


How?

She
stepped back and almost fell over a bench behind her. Collapsing
down onto it, she stared up at the face of the statue. He was even
dressed the same. Everything about him was exactly the same—hair,
face, clothes.

Just what
was going on?

Was this
how she knew his face and why he felt so familiar?

Statues
didn’t come to life.

She
frowned, her head aching as she tried to make sense of everything.
A statue couldn’t walk and talk. It just wasn’t possible. Maybe she
was dreaming or imagining it was him. She’d been thinking about him
so much that he was etched on her mind, his visage easy to recall.
Perhaps she was placing his face on the statue. She looked harder
at it.

No, it
wasn’t her imagination.

It really
was him.

The night
fell and still she sat there, mesmerised and confused by the
statue. She couldn’t remember exactly what the statue had looked
like during her last visit. It was possible that her aunt had put
up a new statue. But why one of the man? God. Her eyes widened.
Perhaps they were lovers. She laughed at how ridiculous that
sounded. He definitely wasn’t her aunt’s type, and he’d kissed
her.

Still,
there had to be a reason she was sitting in her aunt’s garden
staring at a statue of a man that had kissed her.

The moon
rose from behind the trees. Every hair on her body rose along with
it as the light touched the statue and it twinkled. Thin ribbons of
swirling glitter swept around it from foot to head. He moved and
colour crept into the pale stone.

She fell
off the back of the bench and landed on her ass, still staring at
the statue as it came to life.

Her whole
body shook and her heart pounded when he looked at her.

She was
on her feet before he could blink and running for the other side of
the house. He gave chase. His hand caught her wrist and stopped her
near the corner. She trembled, fear crushing her insides and making
her struggle against his hold. His fingers tightened and then he
pulled her into his arms. They wrapped around her, restraining her.
She struggled harder, pushing against his chest and trying to
wriggle free.

“Ashlyn, stop,” he said, his voice laced with panic that she
felt inside her. “I am not going to hurt you. I can
explain.”

Her
breath came out as short pants that made her head spin and her fear
increase. She tried to get free but he only held her tighter,
stopping her. A voice of reason at the back of her panicked mind
said that he’d wanted to explain something last night and he was
promising to explain it now. Was this what he’d needed to tell her?
He was a statue.

“Wait,” he said when she struggled again and almost broke free.
“You have to listen to me. I need to explain.”

She could
hear that need in his voice. It was calming, soothing but edged
with fear. Forcing herself to calm down, she reined in her fear and
panic and breathed slow, hoping to regain control completely. His
grip on her loosened and she stepped free of his arms. Her eyes met
his. They held so much fear. He needed to explain. She needed to
hear what he had to say.

“Two centuries ago I was cursed to spend each day and night as
a statue. The woman who cursed me said that she loved me. I know
that this sounds ridiculous, but you cannot deny what you saw. I
was a statue and I may become a statue again before
dawn.”

It did
sound ridiculous, but right now, it was making a lot of sense and
was chasing her panic away. Anything was possible after all. If he
said that someone had cursed him, then it explained why he turned
to stone.

“I have waited patiently for a woman who could lift the curse,”
he whispered and his fingers brushed her cheek in a light caress.
She blinked and kept looking into his eyes, needing to see the
feelings and the honesty in them. “I waited for a relation of the
lady who had cursed me, one who would save me from this life
stranded as a statue. Seven years ago, you walked into my life, and
on a moonlit night you read my name and asked me why I looked so
solemn. I longed to reply, but could not.”

Her eyes
widened. She remembered that night and his name.

“Tristan Newell,” she whispered to his chest and then met his
eyes again. “I remember you.”

He smiled
but it was short lived.

“On a second moonlit night, you returned and touched my hand.”
He touched hers and she again remembered the moment he was speaking
of. She’d felt so sorry for him. There had been something about
him, a look in his distant eyes, that had made her feel such strong
emotions. She hadn’t thought about how strange it was. She’d been
moved to touch him. “From that night on, whenever the moon is full,
I walk this world a free man, but not free. I am still stranded
here within the house’s grounds, bound to be trapped as a statue
for eternity.”

“I released you... is that what you’re saying? By touching you,
I broke the bond to a degree. If I released you to this extend, I
must be able to free you entirely, somehow.” She held his hand, no
longer frightened but excited. She could help him, she was sure of
it.

“I have spent these seven years thinking of you... wanting to
feel your touch again and see your warm smile... and now I have,”
He pointed to the sky. It had clouded over, “the moonlight no
longer needs to touch me. I am sure it is because of your
kiss.”

Her heart
skipped a beat.

She shook
her head.

“No, not the kiss,” she said, her voice rising with her
excitement as she realised the key to unlocking his curse. “It’s my
feelings. It was how I felt when I looked at you that released you
then, and how I felt when you kissed me that broke the curse a
little more. A relative of mine cursed you because of love, perhaps
it takes love to lift that curse.”

His dark
eyes widened. “Love?”

She
nodded and stepped closer to him. If she was going insane, she no
longer cared. The thought that she could help this man that she
felt a growing attachment to compelled her to keep going. There was
something about him that had her captivated, lost. Her gaze fell to
his lips. She wanted to kiss him again. The memory of their kiss
last night had been burning at the back of her mind all day. She
was desperate to do it all over again.

“I did not love the lady who cursed me. That is why she placed
this spell on me, so none but her could have me.” He drew her close
to him, until her hands pressed against his chest and she had to
tilt her head back to hold his gaze. There was dark fire in his
eyes, a hunger that matched her own. He dipped his head and she
closed her eyes when his lips met hers in a gentle kiss that
tickled and teased. She tiptoed, pressing her mouth harder against
his and deepening the kiss. He rested his forehead against hers,
his breath warm against her face. “Perhaps I might love you.
Perhaps it is my love freeing me.”

Love her?
Her heart beat painfully hard at that thought. What if he did love
her? Did she love him? She just didn’t know. She’d always thought
that love was something that challenged and had to be fought for.
She was willing to fight for Tristan, not only to free him, but to
have his arms around her.

“Ashyln,” he whispered, low and promising of
passion.

When he
said her name like that, she didn’t want to think about the
consequences of anything that might happen tonight or tomorrow. She
wanted to give in to her desire to feel his hands on her body and
his lips against hers.

She
wrapped her arms around his neck and tilted her head back in
invitation. He kissed her again, deeper this time and with so much
fire that her heart burst into flames. Her eyes closed and she
leaned into the kiss, her tongue tracing his lower lip and then
sliding into his mouth to meet his. He didn’t seem shocked by her
actions. She didn’t know how they’d kissed or made love two hundred
years ago, but he was about to find out how they did things in the
twenty first century. She didn’t know if he’d even made love. All
those tales of rakes meant some men must have had sex out of
wedlock. Tristan didn’t strike her as that type though.

His hand
was shaking when she took hold of it and there was a look in his
eyes that spoke of nerves. His smile trembled at the corners, his
breathing heavy.

She felt
a little naughty as she led him towards the house, intent on
getting him inside this time. He tugged on her hand when they
reached the door and she stopped to look back at him. The nerves in
his eyes were easily visible now as he glanced between her and the
house.

“Come in,” she whispered, sweet and coaxing. His pupils
widened, darkening his eyes, and for a moment passion and hunger
overruled fear. “It’s not wrong.”

He
swallowed.

He was
such a contrast to the man who had stood in this same spot the
night before and kissed her with such force and aggression. No one
had ever kissed her like that. That passion was in him somewhere,
restrained by nerves and propriety. She pulled gently on his hand
and he stumbled forwards a step.

“I... we...”

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she said,
hoping to calm him. His fingers tightened against hers. His eyes
darkened another notch. “We could just talk.”

Now he
looked disappointed.

She felt
it too.

Neither
of them wanted to talk. She wanted him and he wanted her. They were
two people attracted to each other. It was as simple as that. It
didn’t matter what era he came from or the curse her distant
relative had placed on him. All that mattered was that she felt
something for him, and he returned those feelings.

She took
a step back and was relieved when he followed again. His eyes went
wide when he stepped into the house. Had he never been in here
before? He’d said he couldn’t leave the garden. Perhaps he couldn’t
enter the house. Maybe this was another step towards breaking his
curse.

Her
father had once said that her mother had bewitched him. Had he been
telling the truth? Did the power that the woman who had cursed
Tristan had live on to this day in her and her sisters? She liked
to think that it did. The idea of being different to everyone else
was exciting.

She led
Tristan to the armchairs beside the fire. When she went to place
more logs onto it, he stopped her. He took two of the logs and
stacked them onto the fire and then stoked it with the poker. It
was nice to have a man to do that for her. It had been a long time
since she’d been with one. Decent single men were hard to come by.
She glanced at Tristan out of the corner of her eye. He sat down on
the armchair. She’d had to bring a statue to life in order to find
one.

He looked
up at her as she approached and frowned when she pushed his jacket
off his shoulders.

“You look uncomfortable,” she whispered into his ear, letting
her cheek graze his.

He
shuddered against her. She smiled when he leaned forwards and
helped her remove his black jacket. She placed it over the tall
back of his chair.

“Better,” she said and stood to look at him.

The
nerves were coming back. She could see them surfacing in his
eyes.

“You want to talk?” she said and went to move away.

He caught
her wrist and tugged her towards him. She lost her footing and
ended up crashing down onto his lap.

“Sorry,” he said and gave her an awkward smile.

She
giggled and stared into his eyes. “I wasn’t expecting you to be so
forward.”

He looked
mortified. She wrapped her arms around his neck and shuffled closer
to him on his lap. The mortified look disappeared along with any
sign of nerves. His gaze fell to her lips. Leaning over, she kissed
him slow and soft, her lips barely touching his with each movement.
His breath trembled against her mouth and the hard beat of his
heart pounded against her palms when she pressed her hands against
his chest.

Surprise
filled her when his hands claimed her waist and pulled her closer
still, until she had to twist on his lap to face him. Straddling
would have been easier, but she got the impression he’d run a mile
if she did that right now.

Her
fingers found the collar of his shirt and she risked running them
down the open V of it. His breathing roughened and his fingertips
pressed into her side, clutching her tight. She traced patterns
against his silken hard chest and sighed into his mouth. He felt
good for a statue.

She
couldn’t believe that she’d brought him to life again. She’d freed
him this far, she was intent on freeing him completely. If that
meant she had to love him and he her, she was willing to go that
far. She was rapidly realising that her feelings ran deeper than
she’d originally thought. There was a chance that she loved
him.

“Tristan?” she said, drawing back a little so she could see his
eyes. They were rich chocolate brown in the warm firelight, his
skin golden and alluring.

“Yes,” he husked, not taking his eyes off her mouth.

“Just this.” She leaned back, caught hold of his shirt, and
tugged it up.

His eyes
widened a moment and he looked down. She didn’t stop. She pulled
his shirt up and slid her hands beneath it. His muscles tensed
below her wandering fingers and she moaned internally at the feel
of them and his warm skin.

“You are very forward,” he whispered.

She
looked up at him. His eyes were closed, his lips parted. He liked
her being forward.

“Things are different now. Lovers get up to all kinds of stuff
that you probably think is taboo.” She pulled his shirt up higher.
He raised his arms and she smiled at how one moment he was telling
her she was forward as though he wasn’t going to do anything with
her, and the next he was going along with it.

“Lovers?” he said as she tossed his shirt onto the
floor.

Her hands
recaptured the toned planes of his chest and stomach, exploring
them.

“Lovers,” she whispered against his lips and kissed him again,
her palms pressing into his chest.

Before he
could touch her again, she moved backwards on his lap and bent
over, peppering his shoulders with wet open-mouthed kisses. She
licked and kissed her way over his collarbone and up his jugular to
his ear, where she sucked on his lobe and elicited a moan from him,
and then down towards his chest. She flicked his left nipple with
her tongue and then traced the shape of his pectorals with her
tongue. He tasted warm and sweet, fuelling her hunger for
him.

Sliding
off his lap, she knelt on the floor between his feet and kissed
down his stomach. He moaned again. Out of the corner of her eye she
saw his hand grasp the arm of the chair and his knuckles whitened
with the strength of his grip. She smiled against his stomach and
kissed a little lower.

He
shifted backwards.

“Wait!” he said in a strangled voice.

She
looked up, wide eyed and innocent. He was starting to presume
things now. Perhaps people in his era had been naughtier than she’d
thought. He still didn’t strike her as the kind that had
experienced such things though.

“What?” she whispered up at him, her fingertips tracing
patterns on his stomach muscles.

“I know what you are going to do.”

She
smiled. Every other man on the planet wouldn’t have stopped her. He
was so sweetly chivalrous.

“You don’t want to?” She sat back on her heels. If he didn’t,
she’d happily spend the evening kissing him instead. He seemed
comfortable enough with that.

He
hesitated.

A guilty
flicker in his eyes said that he did want to.

Waiting
for him to answer, she removed her jumper and tossed it onto the
empty armchair. The fire was hot enough, but kissing Tristan had
set her burning so fiercely that she was flushed. She adjusted the
straps of her black camisole top and then turned back to face
Tristan. He was staring at her chest.

“Is that underwear?” His mouth was agape.

She
laughed. “No. Women wear clothing like this now. It’s hot and I
don’t want to boil to death in that jumper.”

He
swallowed hard.

“Where was I?” she said, voice low and sultry, and knelt before
him again. Her hands ran up the length of his thighs towards his
hips. She felt them shaking.

Her eyes
held his, waiting for his answer.

He was
silent. The material of the armchair creaked under the pressure of
his fingertips as he gripped it harder.

“Here?” she said and pressed a kiss to the left of his navel
and then another to the top of the line of dark hair that led
downwards into his trousers.

When she
looked up at him, he nodded. She dipped her head again and kissed a
little lower. He sighed shakily and she glanced up to see he had
his eyes closed again. His head pressed into the back of the
armchair. Every muscle tensed before her eyes when she reached the
waist of his trousers.

She
paused and looked down at them, at the hard outline of his erection
pressed against the black material. Her eyes flicked to the
fastenings.

Her
eyebrow rose.

“Erm... how the hell do you open these?” She laughed at how
dumb she sounded. She’d never encountered trousers that didn’t have
a fly.

His hands
trembled as he undid them for her and then froze over his crotch.
She looked up to meet his eyes. They were wide again and the edge
of fear was back. Taking hold of his hands, she smiled warmly at
him and slowly removed them. Her own hands shook when she opened
his trousers and freed his erection. It lay against his stomach in
a nest of dark curls, hard and long, begging her to touch it. She
took a deep breath and then leaned over.

He made a
garbled noise of protest that she ignored. The only way to conquer
fear was to face it. It was time he learned that and how
pleasurable it could be to have a woman’s mouth on him.

She
kissed gently up his length and then took hold of it. She pulled
down to reveal the sensitive crown and ran her tongue over it. He
groaned and grasped the arms of the chair again. His legs shook
against her. She licked again, eliciting another moan from him that
made her smile. If he was moaning now, he’d be dying in a
second.

Opening
her mouth, she wrapped her lips around his length and took him
inside. His hips eagerly bucked forwards and he breathed a heavy
groan. She pressed her free hand into his stomach to restrain him
and pulled back, sucking gently on his shaft. Keeping the rhythm of
his cock gliding in and out of her mouth slow, she closed her eyes
and focused everything on him. He moaned with each slide of his
length into her and when she sucked him a little harder, he tried
to buck again. A shaky hand found her shoulder and held it. She
smiled at this little show of hunger and dominance. His other hand
claimed her hand that pressed against his stomach. She swirled her
tongue around the head of his erection and he groaned.

“Stop... I...”

She
stopped, sensing how close he was by the tightness of his length.
Her eyes met his and she jerked her hand along the length of his
erection, sending him crashing over the edge. His hips shot up as
he came, warm seed splattering his stomach and her hand. His face
contorted, his eyes screwing shut as he panted and arched away from
the chair. His hand crushed hers.

When he
was calm again, she released his softening length and went to the
table against the wall. She took some of the tissues from the box
there and cleaned her hand before bringing some back with her and
wiping the semen from his stomach. She tossed the used tissues into
the fire.

“I...” he said, still breathing fast.

She
smiled to reassure him. “Enjoyed it?”

He
nodded, smiling open-mouthed at her. Her fingers idly stroked his
soft penis. He closed his eyes and sighed. A wiggle revealed that
her panties were wet with need. Taking hold of his trousers, she
pulled them down and frowned when she reached boots. She went to
take them off but he leaned over and did it for her, placing them
carefully to the side. She thanked him with a smile and finished
undressing him. When she was done, she looked back at him. He
looked so rough and wanton sitting in the armchair beside the fire,
exposed and breathing fast, long hair slightly tousled and coming
loose from his ponytail. Her crotch pulsed with desire and she
squeezed her thighs together to make the most of it. She needed a
little relief herself.

Standing,
she ignored his confused look when she kicked off her trainers. The
confusion rapidly disappeared when she undid her jeans and shimmied
out of them. His eyes were wide now, dark with hunger and
curiosity. She pulled her camisole off and tossed it onto the other
armchair with the rest of her clothes. How far did she go? She
looked down at her black bra and knickers. All the way? She
shrugged. He was naked. She might as well get naked too.

She
unlatched her bra and met his gaze before removing it slowly,
teasing him with it before fully exposing her breasts. His penis
twitched. He liked that. Turning her back on him and looking over
her shoulder, she slipped her thumbs into her knickers and bent
over as she pushed them down her legs. His cock jumped again. She
definitely had his interest.

She
stepped out of the knickers and turned to face him again. His eyes
narrowed and his lips compressed into a thin line as he raked his
gaze over her body, stirring fire in her veins. She lowered her
gaze to his cock, watching it as it started to grow hard
again.

“You want to touch?” she whispered, gliding two fingers gently
over her right breast to tease him. His mouth fell open. He nodded
and didn’t stop until she’d reached him.

Dying to
feel his hands on her, warm and strong, she leaned over him and
then went one step further. She pressed her knee against the patch
of seat beside his thigh, and squeezed her other one in on the
other side so she was straddling him. She sat back on his knees,
not too close. She’d didn’t want to frighten him again. His
confidence was growing and she didn’t want to make it disappear.
She looked down at his length. Confidence wasn’t the only thing
growing.

Her heart
jumped when hot hands pressed against her breasts. She’d been so
lost in staring at his groin and she hadn’t expected him to just
take hold of her. Her eyes widened when he snaked an arm around her
back and pulled her towards him. His lips claimed a pert nipple,
sucking it into his mouth. She groaned and leaned back, hands
clinging to his shoulders as he drove her out of her mind with
need.

He
released her back and brushed his thumb over her other nipple while
his tongue swirled around the one in his mouth. She bucked her hips
forwards, needing him to touch her there. Insanity was beckoning if
she didn’t get some satisfaction soon. Her hand covered his,
holding it against her breast, and then removing it. She raised
herself up. His lips never left her other breast. He kissed it, his
free hand cupping it and squeezing. She groaned and pushed the hand
she held downwards towards her crotch.

Their
joined hands brushed her curly hair.

He
froze.

“Touch me,” she whispered, breathless and desperate.

He
released her breast and looked up at her.

“Please, Tristan. I need to feel you touching me.”

She
opened his hand and turned it, guiding his fingers towards her
swollen arousal. He tensed when she made him circle it. She closed
her eyes, sighed, and then opened them again.

“That’s good.” She kept his fingers moving against
her.

His eyes
narrowed hungrily on hers and his erection bobbed. She stared down
at it, imagining how it would feel inside her, its long length
pleasantly stretching and teasing her.

Releasing
his hands, she placed hers against his shoulders.

“Take a tour,” she whispered with a smile, wanting to encourage
him to explore her as she knew he wanted to. She could spend days
covering every inch of him. He had to feel the same about
her.

She
gasped when his fingers slid lower, caressing her opening. His dark
gaze held hers. She moaned her encouragement. Even if he hadn’t
experienced any of this before, he certainly knew where things
went. A lone, long finger slid into her folds, easing inside her.
She tensed, groaned and bucked against it, wanting it to thrust.
Biting her lip, she started to ride his finger, moving up and down,
showing him how to make her climax.

He looked
down, took his other hand and rubbed her swollen nub. She threw her
head back and moaned at the ceiling, harsh and guttural. Her moans
only grew louder when he removed his finger from her and slid two
back inside.

“Jesus,” she muttered and rode them, clamping her muscles down,
desperate to orgasm.

It came
swift and fast, blinding her with spots of white light. She
convulsed forwards, riding out the waves of pleasure on his fingers
and breathing hard into his neck. His fingers probed her a little
deeper and then disappeared. He took hold of her thighs, hands wet
with her arousal.

“Was that good?” he whispered close to her ear.

She
nodded dumbly, struggling to find her voice as she panted to catch
her breath.

Peppering
his neck with kisses, she slowly regained control of her trembling
body and worked her way around to his mouth. He claimed her lips
the moment they were within reach, his kiss searing her heart like
a branding iron, stamping his ownership of it. She melted against
him, every inch of her humming with pleasure.

“I... I liked being inside you,” he said and she jolted back to
look at him and make sure it was him who had actually said that. It
sounded a little too coarse to be coming from his lips. It sounded
rough and rakish. It sounded hot.

She
kissed him hard, until their teeth clashed and the familiar
stirrings of arousal began in the pit of her stomach.

“Tristan,” she panted between kisses. “I want to feel you
inside me.”

He moaned
into her mouth and kissed her harder, his tongue fighting hers.
Breaking the kiss, she slid off his lap and took hold of his hands.
She moved the small table out of the way and knelt on the rug in
front of the fire. Giving him her best ‘come get me, tiger’ look,
she waited to see what his reaction would be. His hard length
bobbed and twitched. He wanted her, it, but whether he was brave
enough to come and take her was a whole different
matter.

She
shuffled backwards when he knelt in front of her. Her heart
thundered when her eyes met his and she saw all the feelings in
them. She’d rushed him enough. Perhaps it was time to go a little
slower now that lust was giving way to love.

Taking
his hand, she lay back until she was stretched out on the soft
Chinese rug and he was above her. He didn’t look at all nervous.
She couldn’t fathom why. She was shaking like a leaf.

He looked
down between their bodies. She spread her legs, reached down and
took hold of his length. He leaned on one elbow as she brought him
towards her.

“Wait... what if I—?” He caught her hand to stop
her.

She
blushed when she realised he was asking about coming inside
her.

“We have a thing these days, a little pill that stops babies
from being made when people make love.” Could she have sounded more
ridiculous? Babies? He wasn’t five. She could’ve explained it in a
more adult way.

“Oh.” His eyebrows rose. He grinned.

She
smiled too.

It turned
into a moan when he dipped his hips and eased his hard cock inside
her. He covered her completely, elbows pressing into the rug beside
her ribs. She settled her hands in the arch of his back and then
slid them up to his shoulder blades. A beautiful look of
concentration settled on his face. She tilted her head to one side
and stared up at him.

“You okay?” she whispered.

He
swallowed, nodded and made an odd squeaking noise that she presumed
was supposed to be a ‘yes’.

His
initial thrust was slow and tentative, shaky. She wriggled into a
better position and raised her backside so he could go deeper. He
groaned and furrowed his eyebrows, plunging harder into her core.
She clung to his shoulders, arching against him with each deep hard
thrust. It wasn’t quite making love. But then, whose first time
ever was? She clamped her muscles down on his cock, encouraging him
to go with the flow and give up trying to restrain himself. He
thrust harder, moaning into her ear as he buried his face in her
neck. The sound of flesh against flesh filled the room along with
their breathy groans and heavy breathing. Her breasts stuck to his
chest, skin tacky with sweat from the heat of the fire and their
love making. She dug her fingertips into his shoulders when he
began to draw out further, giving her longer strokes that made his
pelvis roughly hit hers.

He
muttered obscenities in her ear that surprised her, things he
wanted to do, things he’d seen in books. She let herself go and
whispered what she could do to him in his ear. He tensed, groaned
and thrust hard inside her when he came, his cock pulsing and
sending shivers of arousal through her.

“I...” he breathed hard into her ear, his heart pounding
against her chest. He went to pull out of her. She pressed her
hands against his backside.

“Wait. Stay in me a moment... I want you to feel it.” She held
him with one hand and reached between them with her other. Her nub
was slick when she found it and she tensed to make the most of the
feel of him inside her. It took barely a few seconds to find her
own climax and she groaned against his neck when she came,
convulsing around his softening cock.

He moaned
again and pushed forwards with his hips.

She
wrapped her arms around him, holding him close and savouring the
moment.

It was
one she’d never forget.

***

Ashlyn
slowly opened her eyes and looked over at Tristan where he lay
beside her in bed. The clock on the side table behind him revealed
that it was only eight in the morning. She’d only been asleep for
three hours. She moved, pleasantly sore and aching. Tristan was
insatiable. After their time in front of the fire, they’d gone up
to her bedroom, but it hadn’t been sleep on either of their minds.
She’d introduced him to several of the positions he’d whispered to
her during their first time, and the one that had made him climax
when she’d mentioned it. He hadn’t lasted long that
time.

She
stretched and smiled.

The sun
shone through the curtains and she looked back at Tristan with wide
eyes.

She
shoved him. He woke with a groan.

“You’re still here!” she shouted, pouncing on him. His eyes
snapped open, his right one hidden beneath his long hair. It spread
across the pillow, enticing her to run her fingers over
it.

“It is morning?”

She
nodded. He pushed her off him and was out of bed before she could
say another word. Seconds later, he was dressed and heading for the
door. She grabbed her robe and slung it on, fastening the belt as
she walked, desperate to keep up with him in case he suddenly
disappeared or turned to stone.

“Is it over?” she said, striding beside him down the
hall.

He ran
down the stairs.

“I do not know,” he said.

She
dashed after him when he opened the front door and walked out into
the morning light. It was dewy outside, the grass heavy with
crystal drops that made it sparkle in the early sun. She wrapped
her arms about herself and hobbled across the gravel, muttering
ouches in her head. He crossed the gravel to the grass and stopped
so quickly that she bumped into his back. She offered a sheepish
smile when he looked over his shoulder. He grinned at her, and then
up at the sky. His eyes closed. The sunlight bathed his
skin.

He looked
happy.

His hand
found hers and held it. “Come with me.”

She
followed him across the grass, staring at his hand. It felt nice to
have him hold it, grasp it tightly as though he would never let her
go. Was he cured now? Her eyes found his face and studied his noble
profile. Her heart fluttered at the sight of him, so handsome and
determined. She hoped he was cured and that his theory about love
was right. She wanted him to love her, because she was falling for
him.

He let go
of her hand and she looked at her surroundings. It was the wall of
the garden. The small wrought iron side gate was in front of her.
Tristan looked at her again and then pushed it open and walked
through. She frowned, not quite understanding.

“It is over,” he said with a wide smile, happiness shining in
his warm brown eyes.

He ran to
her and she squeaked when he grabbed her around the waist, lifted
her off the ground and twirled with her. She grabbed his shoulders
to steady herself and laughed with him.

“It’s really over?”

He
grinned and nodded. “I could not pass the boundary before. I am
free.”

She
smiled into his eyes, pleased that they had lifted his curse and
happy to be in his arms. He lowered her, strong hands firm against
her backside, and kissed her. It was slow and deep, a speaking of
their hearts to one another. She didn’t fight it. She let her
feelings carry her along so he would know them from this
kiss.

It took
her a moment to realise he was walking back towards the house,
still carrying and kissing her. She pulled away and looked over her
shoulder towards the drive.

“How long did you say your visit was?” he said, a hint of
mischief in his voice.

“Two weeks.” Her eyes met his. They twinkled at her.

“Then I do not plan to leave you for two weeks.”

Her heart
sunk. “And when I leave?”

His smile
widened and he kissed her again, this time with enough fervour to
make her glad she was being carried because her legs turned to
jelly.

“When you leave, I shall leave.”

“Where will you go?” she said resting her head against his
shoulder and not wanting to think about the fact he might
leave.

He
jostled her. “With you of course.”

She
pushed herself up again and stared into his eyes, her own
reflecting her shock.

His eyes
widened to match hers.

“If you want me to, that is.”

She
swallowed, told herself that this was crazy, and then nodded. Their
teeth clashed when she kissed him, a little too excited by the fact
he wanted to stay with her. She couldn’t believe that all this
time, her perfect man had been waiting for her to return and bring
him to life. It was too surreal, too amazing to comprehend. It was
challenging enough to be real love.

“Ashlyn,” he whispered against her lips.

“Mmhmm?” she hummed back at him.

Her heart
fluttered again.

“If you allow me to... I will always be with you
now.”

She
closed her eyes and rested her head against his shoulder, her arms
holding him and her legs wrapped around his hips.

She
sighed.

“Always mine?” she whispered.

“Always.”

A smile
teased her lips. Tristan had waited for her. He had given her a
night she’d never forget. He was offering her a lifetime with
him.

“Tristan?” she said and pressed a kiss to his neck.

“Yes?” There was such hope in that word.

Her smile
became a grin.

“I’d love it.”

He
carried her into the house, holding her close in a way that made it
clear he would always be with her. Her heart warmed and she smiled
properly for the first time in months. Tristan wasn’t the only one
who had been brought to life by their love.

He’d
brought her to life too.

She
kissed him softly, snaking her arms around his neck and smiling
against his lips.

Two weeks
with him would be heaven.

Her smile
became a grin.

Her aunt
was going to flip when she got back and realised Tristan was
free.

Free and forever hers.

The End
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An angel without a mission, Apollyon lives trapped in Hell
guarding the bottomless pit. Surrounded by endless darkness, he
longs to fly free on Earth once more but his master hasn’t called
him in centuries. When the call finally comes, it’s to serve a new
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Kat, a hunter with the Werewolf Control Forces, fled her alpha
werewolf lover, Amon, when he told her that she too had the gene in
her blood and would one day mature into a werewolf—into his
mate.

Four years on, Kat has now matured. Each night she fights the
‘beast’ inside of her and her desire to return to Amon. She hunts
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gaining satisfaction from eradicating those that have surrendered
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craving for Amon is becoming stronger with every dream she has of
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When Amon’s pack finally catches up with her, she discovers
that he’s dangerously close to turning rogue and only she can save
him from the darkness. An encounter with Amon reignites the passion
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A heat wave isn’t the only thing making London too hot for
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body and heart on fire. The problem? He’s a man that always sprouts
black fur and purrs, and he’s only a dream. Walking into work on
the hottest day of the year, the last thing she expects is to meet
Erik, a man who sends her temperature soaring and who resembles her
dream guy exactly.

A black panther shape-shifter, Erik Blackwell has been
searching for his mate for twenty-seven years. The visions they
share each night are getting hotter but finding her is proving
impossible as he’s never seen her face. That is, until it turns out
she’s working as his lawyer on his contract negotiations with his
brother, Alistair.

Kim can’t deny her attraction to Erik. The heat she feels with
him is intense and it’s only a matter of time before they surrender
to their desires, but something haunts her. Is Erik really the man
of her dreams? If so, can he grow fur and purr? And what about the
terrible feeling she has about Alistair and the contract? How far
is he willing to go to get his hands on the company Erik
owns?

What will Kim do when she discovers Erik’s secret? Will she
turn her back on him, or will she complete the mating and become
like him so they can be together forever?






In Heat: Mating Call

The English winter weather has no chance of cooling Kim down
when her dreams of Erik return, and this time they’re hotter than
ever! Having spent the past two years waiting to be in heat again
so she can mate with her black panther shape-shifter lover, Erik
Blackwell, Kim is excited about the prospect that she’s ready at
last. But there’s one thing that she isn’t ready for...

The handsome white tiger shape-shifter that walks into their
visions and then into their life, proclaiming himself to be her
potential mate too!

With two shape-shifters hearing her call, Kim doesn’t know
what to do. All she wants is to be Erik’s, but she has no control
over the visions they share and she finds herself starting to enjoy
the intensely sensual and sexual things she and her two would-be
lovers do in them.

Erik’s jealousy of the newcomer is only made worse by the fact
that the man turns out to be the crown prince of Denmark, Prince
Kristian, and he’s as intent on winning Kim as Erik is on keeping
her for himself.

Torn between two lovers, will Kim have the strength to ignore
Kristian’s heat and her attraction to him? Unable to stop herself
from joining in the carnal pleasures in their visions, will she be
able to resist the lure of Kristian in real life? Will Erik believe
everything that happens or will he see past the lies to the truth
and fight for the woman he loves?
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