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His Lover’s Fangs

 


The gravel crunched beneath Olivia’s boots,
the sound so familiar she had never paid it any mind—not until that
moment. Damn, but it was loud. The sound rose in the night air, a
clear warning to anyone who was listening that she was approaching
the back of the house. She remembered hours of working in the sun
with Logan to create this path, just days after they’d bought the
house. She remembered how hot it had been and how the sun had
played over his golden skin until she had needed to touch him.
Ludicrous. How much time and energy had she devoted to this stupid
path? As for the sun being enjoyable…

A curtain of evergreen trees lined the
back of the property, giving privacy not only to the backyard but
also to the master bedroom. She snickered. Curtains hung on either
side of the French windows, but as usual, Logan had forgotten to
draw them. Perfect. She had lectured him about it dozens of times,
warning him that an intruder might take the open window as an
invitation. I’m a big boy. I can defend myself, he always answered, laughing. They would quickly
see how well that worked for him this time.

As soon as she turned the corner of the
house, she knew the window was open. She could hear water running
inside from the master bath as clearly as if she had been in there.
Silly man. Stepping more lightly than ever, she continued to
advance, keeping to the shadows. A gust of wind swept by her, cool,
carrying the scent of the evergreens. She’d never noticed it
before.

In three more steps, she reached the window.
She gave up on the pretense of hiding and stood just beyond the
open glass door, looking in. The bedroom was as she had left it—had
it been only five nights? It felt like much longer. An entire
lifetime. It was crazy how much things could change in five short
nights.

Clothes were strewn across the floor, waiting
to be thrown into the laundry basket. On the wall, the crossbow
seemed as out of place as it ever had, but the sense of comfort and
security it had once given Olivia was gone. She scowled at the
weapon. Had Logan used this one to kill Ann?

Shaking the thought off, she continued to
observe the room. The bed was unmade, heavy cotton sheets rumpled
and askew.

A flash of memory coursed through Olivia like
a bolt of lightning, and for a second, just a second, she was back
to five nights earlier, kneeling on those same sheets, Logan’s
hands tightly clutching her hips as she thrust herself down onto
his cock, over and over and—

Unconsciously, she took a deep breath to
clear her mind. Bad idea. It didn’t help, far from it, and she
could feel her panties growing wet from excitement. Even though
five nights had passed, the scent of sex was still there. She
doubted Logan could have noticed it, but to her, to what she now
was, the scent was there, oh, yes, heavy and musky, the scent of
his sweet come filling her, of their shared pleasure before they
had gone out to hunt. Her Sire had told her she smelled good,
before the bite, before the blood. Olivia hadn’t understood then.
She did now.

Movement caught her eye through the open
bathroom door. Her sudden smile bared her fangs. Jackpot. Logan was
standing in the shower, oblivious to the show he offered her. Her
eyes followed the curve of his neck and slid down along his back to
his firm ass. Silly, silly man. How had she ever—

Another memory seared her mind and senses,
overwhelming her. They’d been sharing a bath, and one thing had led
to another, and she had soon been bent over, her hands flat on the
porcelain edge of the tub, groaning with each slide of Logan’s cock
inside her, so hot and hard—

She squeezed her thighs together, relishing
the pressure. She almost cursed when she realized she had missed
him stepping out of the shower. He was wearing a robe now, and it
remained open, revealing a long strip of his muscled chest, tanned
skin, and the dark curls from which his cock hung, heavy and thick
even at rest. Olivia’s eyes followed him as he walked around the
room, oblivious to her presence—or not that oblivious, after all.
He had just picked up the crossbow from the wall and turned
straight toward her, aiming the wooden arrow in the direction of
the open window. His accuracy with that thing was excellent; she
had trained him herself.

“Logan, my love,” she started, raising a hand
to her still heart. “It’s all so different—”

“Don’t even try.” His voice was sharp as a
knife. “We learned that lesson together, remember?”

She shrugged, grinning, and dropped the
pretense. “What can I say? You look so fuckable, I had to try.”

He didn’t acknowledge that she had spoken,
but for just a second, the crossbow wavered.

“Why are you here?”

Her smile vanished. Ice encased her chest,
making it hard for her to breathe—until she remembered she didn’t
need to. “You know why. You killed my Sire.”

“I did my job. And I avenged the woman I
loved.”

Despite herself, she growled. “You tore a
hole in my chest and mind, that’s what you did! Did you even stop
to think about it? You knew it would happen. They told us at the
Academy about that. Don’t you remember?”

“Go for Childer first,” he quoted, straight
out of the textbook. “Killing their Sire might make them insane
with pain and that much harder to kill.”

She took a step closer to the window and
rested both her hands on the invisible magic barrier that was
stopping her from entering. “Why didn’t you do it, then?” she
asked. “Why not follow protocol?”

He lowered the crossbow and used his free
hand to hold the robe closed. When he met her gaze, she could see
rare tears in his proud eyes. Closing her fists, she pounded on the
barrier, resulting in nothing more than to make him start slightly
in surprise.

“I knew she had killed,” he said softly. “I
didn’t know if you…”

She snorted when he couldn’t even finish. And
to think she’d once believed he was a better Special Enforcer than
she was! To think she had come here believing it would be a fitting
end to their story! She was a fool, that was what she was. And he
was no better.

“Why don’t you come out here, my love?” she
taunted. “You’ll know firsthand—”

Without warning, he raised the crossbow again
and pressed the trigger. Caught by surprise, Olivia barely had time
to move. She felt the arrow graze her shoulder. It didn’t even tear
the fabric of her shirt, but the memory flashed brightly through
her mind anyway, blinding her for an instant. When she could see,
feel, hear, she remembered at once. She’d just come home from the
hospital, with the doctor’s strict orders to take things slow and
easy for a while. And they had slipped into bed and done just that.
Slow and easy. Lying on their sides, kissing and touching and
holding as they rocked against each other, not trying to reach a
climax but merely to reassure each other. It had been a close call.
She could still hear his voice, repeating over and again as she
fell asleep in his arms—

“I love you.”

Blinking back to the present, Olivia looked
at the man in front of her, just beyond her reach.

“I love you,” he repeated. “But if you kill,
I will stake you.”

Pain and anger pulled a growl from her
throat. He shouldn’t have said that. He should have known better.
She had hoped he’d be able to see her for what she was. She still
wasn’t sure he did, but she could help him get there.

“Not if I kill you first, lover,” she
replied, snarling.

For just an instant, she thought she saw him
smile.

“It’s a date, then.”

“A date?” she snorted. Only Logan would come
up with such a silly notion. “I guess you didn’t get the program,
but it’s already started, lover. Why do you think I’m here?”

His eyes never leaving her, he placed the
crossbow on the dresser. “I don’t know. What did you expect to do?”
With a shrug of his shoulders, the robe slid off him, leaving him
nude, just two yards away from Olivia. He might as well have been
on the other side of the world. “It’s not like you can get in,” he
said, mocking, echoing Olivia’s thoughts.

Her hands returned to the barrier that
protected him, and she unconsciously pressed forward. Inside, Logan
had turned away from her. She watched him put on some boxers, then
slide into tight jeans and a white t-shirt. Only when she noticed
the extra wiggle to his ass and a furtive glance from the corner of
his eye did she get it—he was putting on a show for her. And it
worked. Her panties clung to her folds, her hands clenching in thin
air the way she wished she could rip his clothes off his body.
Another growl erupted from her throat. Logan threw her a triumphant
look.

“Problem?” he said in a falsely sweet
voice.

“Only for you when I rip out your
throat.”

All emotions drained from his face. He took a
step back, then another, and left the bedroom, swinging the door
shut behind him. Olivia closed her eyes and, for a moment, rested
her forehead against the barrier. Hunger tore at her guts,
demanding that she feed, but her desire was even stronger. She
didn’t know how she could bear to talk to him when her body yearned
so much for his. She didn’t know how she would get through this
anymore. She just knew she had to.

 


* * * *

 


The fridge started buzzing more loudly, a
reminder to Logan that he had been standing in front of it for a
little while already. He finally closed the door without pulling
anything out. He couldn’t think of eating, not when Olivia—no, he
couldn’t think of her as Olivia; that wasn’t who she was
anymore—not when she was outside,
throwing threats and glares at him.

If he was honest with himself, he had known
she would come tonight. Neither of them had ever cared much about
holidays, but they had always made this day special. This was the
day when they had graduated from the Academy together and made
their relationship official. It was the closest thing they had to
an anniversary.

He wondered if he should call the agency. His
coworker had been nothing short of supportive for the past five
days. He had understood Logan’s need to take that one assignment
and offered to help him. Logan hadn’t wanted help, though. Not for
this. He had made a promise, long ago, and he would get through
with it. He just needed time. Time to say goodbye, to see her for
who she was, to accept that it was over. Time to see her again,
just a little longer.

Barely aware of what he was doing, he turned
toward the bedroom door. It had been a while. Was she still in the
backyard? He struggled against himself not to return to the
bedroom. If he went, he still wouldn’t be able to kill her the way
he should. Instead, he’d only look at her, fill his mind with her
image, listen to her voice while trying not to pay attention to the
actual words. He had enjoyed the reverse strip tease a little too
much, enjoyed the look of raw lust that had bloomed on her face as
she watched him, and while his mind knew it was crazy, his body
longed for her touch. Would it be so bad if just once—

Glass shattered with a booming crash. Logan
jumped. Instinctively, he turned away from the noise, away from the
kitchen window, and covered his head with his arms.

“Come on, lover!” Olivia shouted in. “Let’s
get on with it!”

Logan’s heart jumped with a flash of fear,
instantly followed by anger. He looked at the broken glass on the
floor, sparkling edges of pain lying around his bare toes, then
raised his eyes to the window. Any hurried step he took now would
result in blood and pain; any rushed decision he made about Olivia
would only bring the same.

He felt a muscle tick in his cheek as he
forced himself to ignore her and carefully picked his way to the
broom and dustpan in the corner of the pantry. She continued to
shout at him, her voice more angry with each passing minute, but,
at least outwardly, he remained calm, even when she threw another
rock and broke a piece of glass still clinging to the window
frame.

Inside, he was seething. What did she expect
to gain from angering him?

“Are you too scared to face me?” she called,
her voice dripping with contempt. “You always knew I was better
than you, didn’t you? You realize what it means. You’re next,
honey. It’s just a matter of time. You can either come out or
I’ll—”

“Or you’ll do what? Glare at me until I
wither and die?”

She scowled, but it brought Logan no
satisfaction. Despite his mocking words and the strong front he
tried to maintain, something had broken inside Logan. He had known
she was better than he was. He did know that, sooner or later, it
would be his turn—to die or to be turned. He didn’t want to think
about which it would be. But he also knew that, before anything
else happened, he had to keep his promise. Dumping the glass into
the trash bin, he dropped the dustpan and broom and strode over to
the stove. A spark of pain radiated from the sole of his foot when
he stepped on a bit of glass he had missed. He clenched his teeth
and raised his foot to pull it out.

“First blood to me,” Olivia crowed. “Will
you—”

He grabbed the box of matches next to the
stove and threw it through the window as hard and as fast as he
could, but even so she caught it easily. She looked at it, then at
him, frowning.

“You want to kill me?” he said, keeping his
voice at a normal level even when he wanted nothing more than to
shout. “Go ahead. Burn our house, and me inside. Start a tradition
for summer bonfires.”

Her frown deepened. Her jaw clenched and she
pulled out a match. Logan’s body stiffened as he watched her,
waiting for her to strike the match and put an end to the dreams
they had built together in this home. After a few seconds, she
broke the lone match and dropped it and the box to the ground.

“Don’t tell me you’re afraid of fire,” he
taunted. “You’re a big bad vamp now. Surely a little bit of fire
doesn’t scare you?”

Her eyes narrowed, and for an instant, Logan
could have sworn they weren’t green anymore, but the color of burnt
amber. Was she angry, he wondered, or were other emotions tugging
at her heart?

“Or maybe you don’t really want to hurt me,”
he said, his voice gentler now. “You came here to see me, but
killing me? You could never do it.”

Deep down, he knew better than to believe a
word of what he was saying. They had learned this lesson together
in the Academy classrooms. After being turned, vampires couldn’t be
expected to retain any of the feelings or allegiances they had held
before changing. There were exceptions, there were stories, urban
legends, but the truth was that the first instinct of a vampire was
to take blood, and killing was not a concern to a hungry fledgling.
Logan knew it. He had known it would apply to Olivia, too, from the
second he had realized what had happened to her.

Still, he couldn’t let go of that tiny and
fragile thread of hope that was wrapped around his heart. Olivia
severed it with just a few words. Her scowl deepened before
vanishing abruptly. She sneered at Logan, baring her fangs for just
a second. “Keep telling yourself that, lover. We’ll see how long
you last.”

Turning around abruptly, she strode away. The
darkened yard swallowed her. Logan caught himself just before he
could call her back. What was wrong with him? He didn’t have a
death wish, and he wasn’t ready to stake her yet. It was better if
she left. Next time they met, maybe, he’d be able to…

His hands curled into fists, and he banged
them on the cabinet doors behind him. Who was he trying to fool?
Next time, nothing would be different. Nothing would ever be
different. He would love Olivia until the day he died, and nothing
would change that. Not threats, not fangs, not any pain she chose
to inflict on him.

He took a step to the side and again nicked
his foot on the broken glass he hadn’t finished sweeping up. His
back to the cabinets, he let himself slide down to sit on the
floor. Still looking at the shards of glass, he traced his finger
along the grout lines between the tiles she had picked.

It had been three years, almost four since
they had bought the house and renovated the kitchen. In his mind,
the memory was as fresh as if it had happened last week. The smell
of dust and broken plaster had been thick in the air when they had
torn the old kitchen apart with the help of a couple of friends.
Laughing, they had worked hard, tasting each other’s sweat in the
crook of a neck or the softness of a shoulder, while their friends
pretended not to notice. That night, when everyone had left, they
had washed dust and grime from each other, and—

With a groan, Logan pressed the heels of his
hands over his eyes. He couldn’t do this. He couldn’t keep seeing
Olivia everywhere he looked. He couldn’t keep seeing her in that
vampire that wore her face like a mask—like an insult. He owed it
to her to be stronger, smarter than that.

Willing away the memories and his love, he
stood and cleaned up the glass debris more thoroughly than on his
first try. If there was a job to do, it had to be done fast and
right. As he threw the glass away, he looked out through the broken
window, his eyes searching the darkness. Was she truly gone? Would
he find her if he went after her?

There was only one way to find out.

His resolve renewed, he returned to the
bedroom, intending to pick up his boots and jacket. As soon as he
pushed the door open, he saw her. She was standing behind the open
window, her hands pressed against the immaterial barrier that kept
her out. She gave him a twisted smile. Logan’s determination
wavered. He paused on the threshold and watched her. Her clothes
were the same, cotton shirt and pants; her long, dark hair was
still gathered in a tight ponytail at the nape of her neck. But it
wasn’t his Olivia standing there anymore. With that thought echoing
through his mind, he finally stepped into the bedroom.

 


* * * *

 


“I was trying to decide what anniversary
present to get you. What would you prefer? The neighbor’s head or
her heart? Or maybe your parents’? I still have time to cross town
and come back.”

Olivia kept her eyes on Logan as she taunted
him, certain that she’d know when she crossed the line and finally
pushed him over. She was a little disappointed when his only
outward reaction was a snort.

“My parents know better than to let you
inside their house,” he said, not looking at her. He picked up the
laundry basket in the corner of the room and started throwing in
the clothes that had been scattered about. “So do the
neighbors.”

She shrugged the news off. She wasn’t really
surprised. It was standard procedure to immediately inform family
members as well as casual acquaintances when someone was turned
into a vampire. She wondered if he had done so himself or if he had
had someone else do it.

He stopped just in front of the open window,
his dark eyes scrutinizing her as he added, “And so do your
parents.”

Olivia braced herself for the emotions she
was sure would rise at these words. All she felt, however, was mild
curiosity. Who had said they knew this would happen first, her
mother or her father? It didn’t matter much anymore.

“Maybe I’ll visit them when I’m done here,”
she said, still trying to get a rise out of Logan. “See what the
food is like in Texas.”

Logan still didn’t react. His scent, however,
shifted abruptly when he picked up yet another item of clothing
from the floor. Olivia took an absentminded step forward, curious
as to why he smelled so… hurt, suddenly. She had first learned to
recognize this scent from the humans her Sire had brought her to
feed from. Thralled, the two young men had not felt any fear, but
her bite had caused them pain, and their scent had reflected
it.

She rubbed at her nose as she recognized the
lace-edged nightie she had slept in a few nights earlier. She
hadn’t known until now that mental anguish held the same bitter
scent as physical pain.

“Are you going to keep patrolling like this,
lover?” she asked, her voice raw and throaty. She tried to move a
little closer to Logan, only to be stopped, yet again, by the
protective barrier. “So depressed and wounded you can’t even see
straight?”

He threw a hard look at her, and maybe he was
trying to sound mocking, but he missed by a mile and only sounded
angry. “Seeing straight or not, I got Ann, didn’t I?” He shook his
head, his gaze hardening a little more. “Even you couldn’t do it.
But all it took me was two nights. Two nights of hunting one stupid
vamp—”

Before she even knew it, a growl rose from
deep in Olivia’s chest, from the same place where the pain of
losing her Sire was still tearing her apart. She had not
liked
Ann, but that didn’t matter to
the force inside her that only knew Ann as the person to whom she
owed her complete obedience, along with her existence.

“Careful, Logan,” she said, venom tinting her
words. “Insulting my Sire isn’t all that wise.”

He snorted, then shook his head and turned
his back on her. “Really?” he threw over his shoulder. “What are
you going to do? Threaten me some more?”

Without thinking, Olivia lashed out, hitting
the barrier of thin air with her fist. She could have sworn she
could feel the magic rippling beneath her skin. She growled again,
drawing Logan’s eyes back to her.

“She did that a lot, before I staked her,” he
said, almost idly. “Threatened me. Said she’d kill me as easily as
she had killed you.”

As hard as Olivia tried not to react in any
way at his words, she flinched. She wasn’t proud of her last fight
as a human. She had made stupid mistakes, let Ann get much too
close. She had no one to blame for her death but herself. Her Sire
had made sure she knew it, twisting the knife in only hours after
Olivia had awakened in her lair.

“Oh yes,” Logan said, triumphant. He must
have noticed his words had hit straight home; he had always been
able to read her face much too well to her liking. Now, he used
that to push his advantage. “She wasn’t all that complimentary
toward you. Kinda mean, actually. You sure you want to avenge
her?”

Pulling away from the window, Olivia made a
conscious effort to clear her face of emotions and let her arms
hang loose at her sides. She didn’t feel the calmness she was
trying to project, but she clung to it with all her might and even
managed to push a smile to her lips.

“I’m not here to avenge her.” Her smile
deepened a little to punctuate her words. “Funny you’d use that
word, though, lover. Is that what you did? Kill her to avenge me?
You must have been heartbroken, you poor thing.”

“I killed her because she was a killer,”
Logan replied at once, too fast, too loudly; whom was he trying to
convince? “You were only the last of her victims. And I’m not going
to be your first.”

It struck her suddenly that Logan shouldn’t
be doing this. He shouldn’t have been talking to her, arguing with
her, allowing her to goad him—even if that barrier stood between
them. They had learned this together at the Academy; they both knew
it was a mistake to engage a potentially violent vampire like this.
But if she could make him forget his training this far, maybe she’d
make him forget more, make him break other rules. After all, almost
from the moment they had met, he’d always been unable to resist
her.

 


* * * *

 


Olivia had dreamed of attending the Academy
and becoming a Special Enforcer for as long as she could remember.
Her parents had thought it was cute, at first, and they had often
made a joke out of it.

And this is our youngest,
Olivia, they would say,
introducing the family to new friends. She just turned six, but she already
knows what she wants to do when she’s a grown up. Go ahead, Olivia.
Tell them what you want to hunt.

By the time they understood it wasn’t all a
silly dream imagined by a child, to be forgotten by the time she
grew up, it had been too late to make her change her mind.

And by the time she understood that the reality of the Academy was far
different from the romantic idea she had imagined, giving up was
not an option anymore.

The physical aspect of it was just as she had
expected: close combat, endurance and strength training, basic
weapons at first with the promise of being able to choose from a
few more advanced ones later on. She was pretty good at it; years
of martial arts helped—and surprisingly, so did the ballet training
she had only stuck with to appease her mother.

But she had never thought she would need to
read textbooks, attend lectures, memorize things, participate in
discussions, and actually write essays about what she learned.

She had always been terrible at
writing
essays.

Up to their first graded essay, she was at
the top of her class.

After… she wasn’t anymore.

It wasn’t all that hard to identify the
candidates who were better at the academics part of things than she
was. It was a little more difficult to find someone who wasn’t too
snooty—or too boring—for her to approach. She first talked to Logan
when they were paired up for close-combat training.

“I need help organizing my thoughts for our
next essay,” she said, inches from his ear, while they were in the
middle of practicing a new move the instructor had just
demonstrated.

Logan chuckled, drawing a sharp look from the
instructor, and it was a few more moments before he could answer
without earning a reprimand.

“And I need to get a better aim when I shoot
a crossbow,” he said dryly.

“Done.”

Her reply seemed to puzzle him, but she
didn’t have a chance to elaborate as the instructor broke up all
pairs and reassigned the partners. The rest of the day passed very
fast. That afternoon, after they had been assigned another essay
topic, it was time for their daily crossbow practice. Olivia wasn’t
near Logan, but she was close enough to observe him closely.

After dinner that night, she took her notes
to the men’s dorms. Women were allowed there until nine thirty at
night as long as they signed in with the dorm master when they
arrived.

She easily found his room number and headed
there. When she knocked on the door, it took a few moments before
he opened it, and she understood why as soon as she saw him. His
hair was wet, a towel draped over his bare shoulders, and he was
tugging the drawstrings of his sweatpants tight at his waist.

He blinked several times when he saw her
there, then frowned. “Huh… Hi? Can I help you?”

“I hope so,” Olivia said with a grin.

She couldn’t help following a bead of water
with her eyes as it glided over the tendons of his neck and right
down the center of his chest. He crossed his arms, and her gaze
snapped back to his face.

“You drop your shoulder,” she said, returning
to the business at hand. “Every time you’re about to hit the
crossbow trigger, you lock your breath, and when you do your right
shoulder drops half an inch. That’s why your aim sucks.”

His frown deepened. “I do? Huh. No one ever
noticed before. Are you sure?”

Olivia nodded. “I watched you. Twenty-five
arrows, you dropped your shoulder twenty-two times. And the other
three times—”

His eyes widened excitedly as he understood.
“Were the three arrows I put in the center of the target. Wow. That
explains a lot. Thanks.”

“No problem. I can watch again tomorrow if
you want, tell you when you’re doing it right so you get a feel for
it.”

The frown returned, now cautious. “Thanks,”
he said again. “But why are you doing this?”

“I told you I needed help with my essays,”
she said, grinning. “And you said you needed help with your aim. I
helped. Your turn.”

The look he gave her was pure fish out of
water, complete with a mouth opening and closing again without any
sound coming out.

Patience had never been Olivia’s strong suit,
or at least it wasn’t when there was no good reason for her to be
denied what she wanted at the moment she wanted it. She looked down
pointedly at the books and notebooks she was carrying, then back up
at him. Eyebrows raised high, she asked, completely aware of how
this would sound to the people passing in the hallway behind her
and not caring one bit, “Are we doing this outside or are you going
to invite me in?”

 


* * * *

 


Pulling herself out of her memories, Olivia
forced a grin to her lips. “So. Are we doing this outside or are
you going to invite me in?”

Logan blinked very slowly, and she could tell
that he remembered, too. Of course he did. Back then, he had been
flustered when he had answered. Now, he seemed angry.

“If you think I’m going to sleep with
you—”

“Who said anything about sleeping?” she cut
in, her grin taking a predatory turn. “I was thinking a bit of a
fight.” Raising a hand to her face, she tapped her lips
thoughtfully with a single finger. “Although we could precede that
with a nice fuck. What do you say, lover? A last fuck for old
time’s sake?”

Logan’s cheeks darkened in anger. He had
always hated that word. Sometimes, though, there was no other way
to describe what they did. Olivia’s body remembered climaxes
wrenched out of her, frantic thrusting by moonlight, claw marks and
light bruises that no vamp had inflicted on them. They had often
been tender, but when the mood had struck them both, flesh could
take over minds for a few minutes, or even a few hours.

Without a word, he picked up the laundry
basket and turned away. As she watched him walk out of sight,
bristling with anger and pain, Olivia could only wonder what it
would have been like to sleep with him one last time. She doubted
she’d get to know before it all ended.

“Doing my laundry?” she called out, knowing
he would still hear her from the laundry room. “You were always so
thoughtful, lover.”

He didn’t reply, and soon she could hear the
low buzzing of the washing machine starting its cycle. It was a few
more minutes before Logan returned to the bedroom, long enough for
Olivia to wonder what he would do with her clothes after washing
them—what he would do with all her things.

“Did you call the Salvation Army, yet?” she
asked as he reappeared. “When are they going to come to pick up my
stuff?”

Logan started to shake his head, only to stop
himself short, but it was too late. If he wasn’t going to donate
her belongings, what was he going to do with them? He wasn’t going
to keep living like this, with reminders of her all around him, was
he? The mere thought made Olivia’s hands clench into tight fists,
her nails digging into her palms.

“It’s getting late,” Logan said abruptly.
“You going to stay there all night and let me watch you burn at
sunrise?”

Olivia forced a savage grin to her lips.
“Would it upset you if I did?”

“Upset me?” Logan snickered, but it sounded
forced. “It’d just save me from having to kill you myself.”

“Save you, huh?” She tapped a thoughtful
finger to her lips. “Now that’s an interesting choice of words. Are
you saying killing me would hurt you?”

Logan shook his head, but he didn’t reply.
She expected him to leave the room, get away from her, maybe even
call for backup; it was what he should have done the moment she
arrived, and they both knew it. Instead, he remained standing
there, watching her, hiding his pain so badly that it angered her
all over again.

“You should never have become a Special
Enforcer,” she spat at him. “You were always a weakling, always a
bleeding heart with a savior complex. Guess what, lover.” She
spread her arms out. “Here I am. The love of your life. And you
couldn’t save me, could you?”

“I tried,” he snapped back. “I told you to
wait for me. I ran—”

“You ran?” she interrupted him, laughing. “Of
course you ran. You ran away, you coward. Four vamps against two,
those were not odds you wanted to play, were they?”

His face reddened, and she could hear his
heartbeat accelerating. She knew him too well, knew exactly what
buttons to push, and—

“You’re calling me a coward?” he shouted, incredulity and anger
equally thick in his voice. “Come here and say it to my face
if…”

For just a second, he looked just as
shocked by the words that had passed his lips as Olivia felt. She
had been almost sure that in the end he would come out to her, that
he wouldn’t be stupid enough to
invite a vampire in their—his home. She had been so sure of it, actually, that a flash of
rage ran through her even as she realized that she could now step
inside. She rushed in with a snarl.

Logan’s eyes flickered to the crossbow he had
left on the dresser, but she was closer to it. Turning on his heel,
he ran from the bedroom, and she knew at once where he was going,
just like she knew that she had to stop him before he reached the
dining room and the swords on the wall. The rest of their weapons
were in the trunk of the car or at the agency, and a sword would be
his best chance to hurt her without letting her come close enough
to hurt him.

Running as fast as she could, her boots
screeching on the tiles, she caught up with him just as he exited
the kitchen. She grabbed his t-shirt before he could enter the
dining room and flung him to the opposite side of the hallway into
the living room. He crashed into the back of the sofa, and for a
moment Olivia thought she had knocked him out. She froze,
hesitating, but then Logan stood again, stumbling backward and
putting the sofa between them.

She grinned at him, baring her fangs as she
approached. “Think you can hide?”

He shook his head. “No. I think I need a
weapon.”

She didn’t understand what he meant until he
grabbed the edge of the wooden coffee table and flipped it over,
then tore off one of the legs.

“Improvisation?” she said, mildly surprised,
stopping as she eyed the makeshift stake in his hand.

“You taught me well,” he replied, and didn’t
wait to finish before he launched himself at her.

She blocked his arm as he swung the stake
toward her and pushed him hard enough that he stumbled back,
crashing into the coffee table and completely destroying it. He
attacked again at once, but this time the swinging stake was only a
decoy. He kicked at her leg, wrecking her balance. She crashed into
the wall hard enough to leave a dent in the plaster. She glared at
him but didn’t say a word and attacked. It was his turn to parry,
counter-attack, defend, and they continued to move around the room,
circling each other, destroying the furniture, breaking a window,
chipping the tiles they had laid out together around the fireplace.
Neither of them was gaining the upper hand.

As she struck at him, Olivia kept having
flashbacks of the many hours they had spent training together. They
had sparred together at the Academy sometimes, but it had always
been by chance, even after they had started enjoying each other’s
company. The instructors paired the trainees up with different
partners for each lesson, and there were enough trainees that they
didn’t train with the same partner more than two or three times a
month.

After they had graduated, though, when they
had funded their own agency together, sparring had become part of
their daily regimen. Most sessions finished with kisses at the very
least, shared showers usually, and when they pushed each other to
their limits and beyond, they always ended things with a lot more
than kissing.

In the end, it wasn’t really a mistake on his
part that finally allowed her to trap him beneath her. Instead, it
was her intimate knowledge of how he moved and breathed, of the
rhythm his blows followed. She knew him just as well as he knew
her, and while he had always had the advantage of power over her,
she had made up for it with her speed and agility. Becoming a
vampire had accentuated her strengths, but it had also given her
more power—enough to match Logan’s. Hand to hand, with nothing but
a stake, he had been doomed from the start—just like she had been
when Ann had confronted her.

Had she really been trying to kill him, it
might not have taken her so long to take him down, but she couldn’t
afford to hurt him too badly.

Instincts drew her down until her mouth was
only a couple inches from his throat. She could see his skin pulse
with life, with blood, and it made her fangs itch.

The same instinct caused her to freeze when
she felt the tip of the stake press against her chest. Everything
inside her screamed for her to move back, away from that piece of
wood that meant death. Away from the man who had meant so much to
her. She forced herself to remain very still and waited. Moments
ago, she had wished for a last fuck before it all ended; now, she
could only regret that she would never get a last kiss.

 


* * * *

 


For years, the feel of wood in his closed
hand had been as familiar to Logan as the feel of his own skin. He
had staked vampires without hesitating, knowing that each of them
was guilty, knowing that each kill meant saved human lives.

But now… He couldn’t do it.

Memories assaulted his mind, freezing him in
a stalemate with the ghost of a woman he had loved—would love until
he died, whether that was that moments or years away.

He remembered the night she had shown up at
his dorm at the Academy. He had noticed her before, like he had
noticed the fifty or so other students in his class, each of whom
he had been paired with for training at one point or another. But
until she had stood in front of him, he had never noticed how clear
her eyes were, like perfect jade stones, almost translucent.

He remembered another night, just weeks
later. She had shown up at his dorm window that time, in the middle
of the night, and simply said he was distracting her too much
during class. Her solution was for them to sleep together—expulsion
risks notwithstanding—and get it out of their systems. “And don’t
pretend you don’t want me,” she had added with a wicked grin. “I’m
not blind, and neither are you.” It had only been the first of many
times they broke that particular rule together.

He remembered… so much. So many smiles, so
many laughs. So much love. So many dreams. All of it replayed in
his mind, and he wondered if that was what people meant when they
said their lives flashed before their eyes when their lives were in
danger.

Olivia’s fangs were just inches from his
neck. Her weight was pinning him down, but he could easily have
thrown her off him. Doing so, however, would have required that he
let go of the stake, or at least shift his grip on it, and he had
no doubt that his stake and the threat it represented were the only
things stopping her from killing him. It pressed against her chest,
precisely over her heart. All he needed to do to save himself, to
fulfill his promise to her, the same promise she had made to him,
was to push the stake up. If either of them was to become a
vampire, they had long ago agreed, the other would be the one to
kill them.

He just couldn’t do it.

Blind panic coursed through him, the kind of
fear he had never experienced before. It wasn’t the first time his
life had been in danger, far from it. But to this day, he had
always fought with one clear certainty at the back of his mind:
Olivia was there, close enough to help him if he needed her.

And now… She was there, like always. But she
was also the reason why he was in danger.

He knew he would die if he didn’t kill her
first. She had attacked him and so given him the right to kill her.
But having the right to kill her and the opportunity to do so, did
not mean he could do it. He had loved her too much.

He had told her earlier and it had been not
only stupid but also dangerous, but there was no denying it. He
still loved her. That promise had been a mistake.

Time passed. Long seconds ticked away by the
slowing beats of Logan’s heart. Olivia’s hair had slipped free of
the ponytail and was falling like a curtain over her shoulder.

He didn’t press the stake upward; she didn’t
bite him.

“What are you waiting for?” she sneered,
almost mocking. “A last goodbye? A last kiss before I tear your
throat out?”

Despite the threatening growl in her last
words, she wasn’t moving, either. Poised above him, she seemed to
be waiting. Waiting for what, he wondered? For death? Why would
she—

The thought struck him out of nowhere and
left him dazed and breathless. She hadn’t hurt him. They had
fought, and he had put all his strength, all his skills into each
blow. He knew he had hurt her. Through it all, though, she hadn’t
really hurt him. Oh, he would have bruises come morning, but
nothing that would last more than a few days, nothing that could
have truly incapacitated him. He had received worse while training
before. Not only that, but at no moment had Olivia tried to pick up
a weapon. She had passed the crossbow when she had first rushed in.
She had run past the knives in the kitchen. She could have grabbed
a sword from the dining room after she had stopped him from
entering it. Any of those would have helped her kill him faster, or
at least allowed her to incapacitate him if she wanted to finish
him with her fangs. And those, the one weapon she had, she didn’t
use.

He finally understood, and the realization
made burning anger course through his veins. He shoved his hand
up—hitting her shoulder with his fist rather than the stake,
pushing her off him and rolling away from her.

“Damn it, Liv! How dare you do this to
me!”

She sat back against the wall, feet flat on
the floor and knees in front of her chest. All the emotions he had
seen on her face tonight were gone. The anger, the threats, the
hunger, and the desire had disappeared. All that remained was an
immense weariness.

Logan pulled away until his back hit the
opposite wall. His right hand was still clenched over the stake,
and he breathed in deeply to try to calm his raging heartbeat.

“Why?” he asked when he trusted his voice not
to waver.

Olivia gave the smallest of shrugs, her eyes
avoiding his. “I was just trying to make it easier on you.”

“Why?” Logan said again, shaking his head in
disbelief.

Olivia smiled, but the warmth that usually
radiated through her entire face was absent. She had never looked
so sad, and something twisted inside Logan. He wanted to reach out
to her, draw her into his arms, but he was still too mad for that.
All he did was drop the stake, and it clattered on the wooden floor
between them.

“Because I can’t live like this,” she said
with a sigh. “You know I never wanted to.” She finally looked up
and met his eyes. “And it had to be you, lover.”

Jumping to his feet, he shook an angry finger
at her. “You selfish—” He pressed his lips tightly together rather
than letting out an ugly word. He’d never called her names before
today. As angry as he was, he still didn’t want to. “I can’t
believe—”

He gritted his teeth and pushed the heels of
his hands hard against his prickling eyes. He wasn’t going to cry.
He refused to. He had cried enough when he had lost her, he wasn’t
going to start again now. Not when he was realizing that, maybe, he
had just found her again.

He heard her come closer to him. She took his
hands in hers, gently pulling them away from his face. He snatched
them free and tried to push her back, but she slipped closer to
him, kneeling over his legs, and wove her arms around him. She
pressed her face against his chest and breathed in deep, like she
had done a hundred, a thousand times before.

Logan’s mind was a mess, with too many
contradictory thoughts bouncing through his head. His body, on the
other hand, recognized the pattern. Without thinking, he wrapped
his arms around Olivia and held her tightly, pressing a kiss to her
temple. Her skin was cool, but it was as soft as he remembered.

“Are you going to do it?” she murmured
without looking up at him. And then, a little louder, she added,
“You promised, Logan.”

“Are you killing?” he asked and tried not to
hope too much.

Olivia met his eyes for a second before
dropping her gaze to his chest. She grimaced. “I didn’t have a
choice, the first couple of nights. My Sire was watching me pretty
close. She threw these people at me, and I had to—”

Logan wanted to tell her it wasn’t her fault,
wanted to ask if she felt guilt, but something else was more
important. He had been hoping for a reason not to kill Olivia, and
he might just get it.

“And since I killed Ann?”

 


* * * *

 


Should she lie, Olivia wondered, or should
she tell the truth? If she lied, she’d probably get what she
wanted—peace. If she told the truth, it might be easier for Logan
to hear, but where would that leave them?

Time trickled by while Olivia considered the
now calm and regular beat of Logan’s heart. Sometimes, she had
trouble remembering her life before she had met him. He had been
her partner, in all senses of the word, for close to ten years.
They had learned their job together, had learned to love it as they
learned to love each other. They had saved each other’s lives. They
had laughed and cried, argued and made up, held each other and
guarded each other’s backs. Never, though, had Olivia lied to
him—not until this night. She didn’t like to lie. She didn’t want
to do it anymore.

“No,” she finally answered, her voice barely
louder than a murmur. “I haven’t killed a human since you killed
her.”

“Then you can control yourself?”

An immense hope filled his words and twisted
Olivia’s guts. She shrugged, putting all her resignation into the
gesture. “So far. It doesn’t mean I’ll always be able to.” How
could she explain to him the hunger gnawing at her, the call of
blood, and how hard it was to be so close to him when the cuts from
their fight released the scent of what, to her, was now pure life.
She couldn’t promise him anything. She couldn’t even promise
herself she’d never hurt him.

“There are other ways for vampires to feed,”
he insisted. “You don’t need to kill.”

There was such expectation in his eyes
that Olivia had to look away. It would have been so easy to let
herself be seduced by his words. So easy to follow him on this
path, even though she knew how dangerous it could be. How dangerous
for him.

“Even so…” She sighed. “I never wanted—”

“You never wanted to be a killer,” he
interrupted her, laying a finger across her lips. “And it looks
like you still don’t want to be. So where’s the problem?”

She shook her head and tried to pull away
from him, but he wouldn’t let go. “Did you hear what I said?” she
sighed. “I killed—”

“Tell me this,” he cut in again. “Would you
have killed them if she hadn’t made you?”

Olivia thought back to those first nights, to
those humans cowering in front of her and her Sire, and to the
thrill of the hunt that had pulsed through her in place of the
heartbeat she had lost. “I…” She lowered her gaze to the floor and
swallowed hard. “I don’t know.”

Logan cupped her cheek into his palm and
gently made her look up at him. “I do,” he said, his voice shaking
with intensity. “You wouldn’t have killed. You haven’t changed a
bit.” Lowering his hand, he grinned. His eyes were sparkling,
already warning her that he was about to tease her. “You’re still
the same idiot.”

Olivia narrowed her eyes at him, giving him
an exasperated look. “Hey, a bit of respect for the vamp who could
rip out your throat.”

“Could you?” he said, clearly incredulous.
“Really? Nothing is stopping you. Why don’t you?”

He spread his arms wide, angling his head
and baring his throat as though to invite her—or maybe taunt her.
And he called her an
idiot?

With a quiet growl, she lunged for his neck.
She expected the scent of fear to rise from him, but seconds passed
and his scent didn’t change. His heartbeat did not stutter. He did
not try to push her off. All he did was close his arms around her
again and hold her tighter. Part of her wanted to berate him, bite
him with blunt teeth, hard, and give him a lesson he’d never
forget: she was dangerous. He couldn’t afford to trust her. Not
ever. She could kill him.

But all she did was kiss him, a light brush
of her mouth against his pulse point.

Logan’s hand moved up her back until he was
cupping her head in his palm. He held her close. “I was hoping so
hard,” he murmured. His other hand ran up and down her back,
soothing away her fears like nothing had changed. “I knew I
shouldn’t be. The Academy warned us not to. I knew what I’d have to
do. But I couldn’t help just hoping still.”

You shouldn’t
have, she wanted to tell
him. I could
have killed you. Turned you. And then what? But when she raised her head, when she
looked at him, no words came to her lips. Instead, she caught
herself staring at his lips. She
had wanted that last kiss so much, and now nothing was stopping her
from taking it. Nothing was stopping her from asking for more than
a kiss.

And there was no reason for any of it to be
their last time.

She laid her mouth against his, soft and
caressing, and slipped her tongue along his bottom lip, then the
top one, licking gently without slipping past his lips.

Logan pulled away and grinned at her, his
eyes sparkling. “You don’t need an invite for this, too, do
you?”

She crashed her mouth back onto his and
proved to him that she didn’t.

 


* * * *

 


Logan could hardly believe this was
happening.

He had almost killed Olivia, only to realize
that was what she wanted. He had finally managed to convince
himself that he had lost her, only to have her come back to him
like this.

Any second, now, he was going to wake up and
it would all be a dream.

Any second, he would wake up and lose her all
over again.

He held her tightly, more tightly maybe than
he would have dared if she had been human and breathing. She only
kissed him harder still, her hands framing his face at first, then
sliding down to caress his neck, knead his shoulders and biceps,
clinging to him as she always did.

Finding the hem of her shirt, he tugged it
out of her pants and pulled it up. She protested when they had to
break apart so that he could pull it off her, the sound low in her
throat, almost like a growl. Logan shivered. As he finished
divesting her of the garment, she grabbed his shoulders with both
hands and tugged him away from the wall against which he was
resting, pushing him down until he was lying on the floor. She tore
his t-shirt off him. The sound of ripping fabric filled Logan’s
mind when she plunged for his neck.

He waited for his body to tense, for fear to
flow through his veins like blood and ice. But the shiver that
coursed down his spine all the way to his balls wasn’t due to fear
or how cool her lips were. Instead, need made him arch against her
and offer his throat to her. He had done as much so often before
that it was hard to remember why it could prove to be a terrible
idea.

At the feel of her mouth, his eyes closed.
She wouldn’t hurt him. He knew she wouldn’t. And when she sucked
hard on his neck, the mark she left was no different from the many
hickeys she had left on him before. He’d always teased her about
it, joked she had an oral fetish. It didn’t seem like a joke any
more.

When she lifted her mouth to admire her work,
her hair spread on either side of her face and tickled him. He
grabbed her waist and twisted, rolling their bodies until he was on
top of her. He took hold of her wrists and held them above her
head, gathering them in one hand. She could have broken free
easily, but she kept her arms in place as he kissed her temple,
then her cheek, then slid down to her neck. The bite marks that had
made her what she now was were healed but easily recognizable under
his tongue. She bucked and moaned when he scrapped his teeth
against them.

“Like that?” he murmured, kissing his way
lower still. “How ‘bout this?”

He licked a path along the strap of her bra,
then followed the lacy edge to the valley between her breasts. She
kept moving under him, not hard enough to throw him off, but
clearly trying to guide his mouth to whichever of her nipples he
was closest to at any given time. He thwarted her efforts and
continued to kiss along the edges of the bra until she understood
his game and became very still beneath him.

Pressing his grin into her right breast, he
finally gave her what she wanted, closing his mouth over her nipple
and sucking until the fabric was soaked through and clinging to the
hardened nub. Not to neglect the other nipple, he cupped it in his
hand and rubbed his thumb back and forth until it hardened,
too.

A tiny, wordless, needy sound rose to
Olivia’s lips when his mouth resumed its journey down her body, but
one hand lightly caressing each of her breasts appeased her.

His mouth trailed lower still, sliding on
skin he knew so well and that seemed so different now that it was
cooler. He raked his teeth against her stomach, and she arched into
him with a quiet grunt.

“Stop playing,” she demanded, but to Logan
it sounded like, keep doing what you’ve been doing.

He tried pulling the zipper of her pants down
with his teeth, but he had to admit to himself that wouldn’t work.
Dropping his hands to her pants, he undid them quickly and started
drawing them down. As close as he was, he could smell the scent of
her desire, thick and heady. His movements became jerky, impatient,
as he continued to undress her.

She raised herself onto her elbows, and he
could feel her eyes on him as he pulled off her pants and panties
in the same movement, stopping at her knees to tug her boots off so
he could finish. Her gaze was scorching.

When he sat back on his heels, he was panting
as though he had just run a hundred-meter dash; his body felt just
as heavy, just as reluctant to move. He could have spent hours
simply watching her, as she sat there in nothing but a bra,
disheveled, wetness glistening in the curls that hid her sex. He
felt a pang of need at how beautiful she was. He’d always
considered himself lucky, and had always wondered what she saw in
him. He wondered that same thing when he realized she was watching
him back just as intensely.

“You’re overdressed,” she said, deadpan.

Logan swallowed back a laugh. “Yeah? You
gonna do something about it?”

Her lips twitched with the beginning of a
smile. “Did I say I care that you’re
overdressed?”

Sliding her legs to one side, she kneeled,
then leaned forward. The entire movement looked like a dance. She
crawled toward him on all fours, and Logan’s heart jumped in his
chest. Even when she had flashed her fangs at him, even when she
had growled while they fought, when her mouth had rested an inch
from his neck, she hadn’t looked quite as predatory as she did now.
Logan gulped. His cock twitched in the confines of his jeans, and
while she kept her eyes on his face, her lips curled into a
grin.

She undid the buttons of his jeans and
sneaked her hand inside his boxers. He jumped at her touch, and she
froze, her fingers fleeting against his cock.

“Too cold?” she asked, starting to pull
back.

Logan shook his head jerkily and raised his
hips to follow her retreating hand. “No, not cold, just… cooler?
But I don’t mind.”

He didn’t mind at all, actually, and hissed
when her hand returned, curling around his hardened cock then
gently drawing it out though the hole in his boxers.

“Missed me, did you?” She grinned, pumping
her hand up and down his cock, her thumb swiping the precome in
that move that always made him gasp.

“Told you… told you I did,” he replied, his
voice breaking halfway through.

Finally remembering he had hands, too, he
wrapped his arms around her and battled with the clasp of her bra.
It didn’t help at all when she leaned in closer and started
mouthing his shoulder, his chest, his throat, pressing her lips
everywhere she could reach and tattooing lines of desire on his
skin with the tip of her tongue. With his hands and entire body
trembling, he almost gave up on taking that last scrap of fabric
off her, but he wanted to see her, all of her, every inch of her
skin, and reassure himself again that, yes, she truly had come back
to him.

When the clasp finally came undone, Logan let
out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. He almost sobbed
when Olivia sat up, taking her mouth and hand off him so she could
slip the bra off her arms. Losing her touch was unbearable, and he
had to reach out again. His fingers followed the curve of her
breasts before continuing down her body and to the apex of her
legs. He missed the heat of her flesh, but it was still her, her
skin just as silky, just as responsive as she sighed softly in
response to his caress. When he touched between her legs,
fingertips slipping over her clit and sliding lower to her opening,
he had to pinch his lips tightly or risk whimpering. She was
practically dripping already, and he had barely even touched her
yet. Logan froze and took a deep breath, staring at her; did she
want him that much?

“What’s wrong?” she asked, and for the first
time he could hear hesitation in her voice.

“Nothing. I…” He swallowed hard. “God, you’re
so wet.”

Her features softened again, and whatever
trace of worry she’d had now faded away. “What did you expect with
your little striptease?” she whispered, arching her hips to press
harder into his hand.

“I don’t know. I guess I was trying to see if
you still liked the view.”

Her eyelids fell to half-mast, and she ran a
trailing gaze over his body. “I do.”

“If you still wanted me,” he pressed on, his
voice as unsteady as his fingers, which caressed her folds with the
gentlest touch.

She shivered against him, gold flames
flickering in her eyes, and said huskily, “God, I do.”

Taking a deep but shaky breath, he held her
gaze. He had to know if she felt the same way about him. “If you
still—”

Before he could finish, her mouth descended
on his, her tongue slipping inside to caress his own. At the same
time, she climbed onto his lap, one hand on his shoulder to steady
herself, the other still wrapped around his cock and guiding it to
the entrance of her body. She was so wet that he slipped in, all
the way in, right as she lowered herself onto him.

Their mouths broke apart when Logan gasped.
His eyes wide in pleasure, he looked at her, at this woman, his
lover, his love. He had thought he had lost her, but here she was.
His chest tightened, and he breathed out her name. “Liv… I…”

She ran the fingers of one hand through his
hair and smiled at him. “You what, lover?”

But he had no words yet to tell her how
thankful, how happy he was that she had come back. He kissed her
again, nice and slow, and hoped that she knew.

He clutched her hips tightly when she started
moving, immediately finding a rhythm and angle that caused both of
them to moan. She rose slowly and pushed down fast, with a wicked
twist of her hips on that last inch that always made Logan’s eyes
cross and his cock jerk inside her. They’d done this so many times.
He had watched her dance on top of him so often, and this was just
like all those other nights. And at the same time, the feel of her
flesh warming at his contact and the new strength hiding in each of
her movements made everything different.

Suddenly, it struck him that this was them
now: different and yet the same. Maybe. If she still loved him, it
would be. She hadn’t said she did yet. He didn’t want to think
about how he would feel if she didn’t say it.

She would say it, wouldn’t she? She did love
him, right? Wasn’t that why she had come back? But then, why hadn’t
she said it?

With that sudden fear gripping his insides,
Logan reversed their positions again until he was lying on top of
her, supporting his weight on one elbow. He looked down at her and
tried to see the love he had seen for so long in her eyes, but all
he could see were flames, the fire of desire that consumed her and
urged him onward.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice only
echoing what her legs, locked around his waist, and her hands,
tight on his shoulders, were already saying.

He pressed deeper inside her, resting all his
weight onto her until she was gasping with each thrust.

“I love you,” he breathed against her lips.
“Liv, I love you so much. Do you—”

Rather than answering, she cupped the back of
his head in her hand and drew his mouth to hers. Even more afraid
now that she had avoided answering twice, he bucked harder against
her, grinding against her clit and pushing her relentlessly toward
her orgasm.

This time, she was the one who ended the
kiss, arching against him and throwing her head back as she moaned
aloud. The sound of her pleasure and the feel of her body
contracting around his cock set him off, and he buried himself one
last time inside her, pressed his face to her neck, and tried not
to think about what it meant that she hadn’t told him.

After only seconds, by sheer force of
habit, he pushed himself off her, rolling to lie by her side so she
would be able to breathe. Only when his own breathing started
slowing down did he remember: she didn’t need to breathe anymore.
But even so, she was breathing,
her chest heaving as fast as his own. He rested his hand above her
heart. There was no thumping beneath his fingers even though his
hand moved up and down along with her ragged breaths. Her heart was
silent, but it was still there. Did it still belong to
him?

“I love you.”

He held his breath and waited for her to
reply in kind. Seconds passed. The lack of air burned his lungs,
and he had to exhale. Had he been wrong?

“Even with what I am?” Olivia asked at last.
Her fingers raked through his hair almost absently. “What I’ve
done? Can you still—”

He didn’t let her finish and repeated the
words, his voice fiercer now. “I love you.”

Again, he waited for her answer. Didn’t all
lovers expect this very thing: the same words given back to them
when they professed their love? Was he expecting too much?

“Do you know what my first lesson was when
I woke up?” she murmured, rolling onto her side to face him. “Vamps
don’t love. Can’t love. Ann
kept repeating that to me, telling me how fun it would be when I
killed you, because you’d still be the same and I wouldn’t. I think
it’s like… a rite of passage or something. Vampires who expect
their Childer to kill humans make them kill someone they love. She
said her Sire did the same to her.”

There was something in Olivia’s voice that chilled Logan to the bone
and made him shiver. Something dark and dangerous, an intonation he
had never heard from her when she had been human. But then, he had
never heard her talk about humans dying at a vampire’s fangs in
such a casual way. Another chill ran through him, raising
goosebumps all over his body, and he tried not to be scared of
where she was going with that train of thoughts.

“The first thing my Sire taught me,” she said
with a shake of her head. “And I knew after just minutes that she
was wrong. And so everything else she tried to teach me after that,
it just didn’t stick. I kept telling myself, she’s wrong about not
being able to love so she can be wrong about this other stuff, too.
About feeding and biting and having to obey her.”

Logan’s apprehension faded away as she spoke,
and with each word he was more and more certain that she was doing
more than telling him how she had pulled away from her Sire. She
was telling herself, too, reminding herself that, yes, she could
say the words and she could mean them, too. There was no reason for
her not to.

He didn’t have to wait very long.

“I love you,” she murmured, eyes clear and
shining with truth that rang like a silver bell through her words.
“Every bit as much as I did when I still had a pulse.”

Leaning in close, he kissed her again, and if
earlier their kisses had been like a blaze, burning his mind to
cinders and trailing tongues of fire down his spine, this was
different. Gentle. Sweet. The kind of kisses they had shared when
they had been too tired to touch each other, too exhausted to even
talk, but still, always needing each other.

When they pulled apart again, lying side by
side, heads tilted toward each other so that their temples just
brushed together, Logan closed his eyes. He was beginning to feel a
little cold, and the floor wasn’t all that comfortable, but he
didn’t care. Not when Olivia was right next to him. Five nights
without her, not one of them a good night of sleep.

“What now?” she asked after a little while,
just as he was starting to drift toward dreams.

“I was thinking sleep,” he mumbled.

“That’s good seeing how the sun is up and I
can’t go anywhere,” she said dryly.

Logan opened his eyes and, frowning, turned
his head to look at her.

“But what about when night falls?” she asked,
her eyes still on the ceiling.

He rolled onto his side and rested his
temple against his fist. “Do you want to go anywhere?”

She turned toward him, mirroring his
position. “Not particularly.”

“Then I suppose you don’t have to leave,” he
said slowly, waiting to see how she would react, but she remained
poker faced. He pushed on to see if he could make cracks appear in
her too-complacent façade. “What you do have to do, on the other
hand, is help me fix this place. You wrecked it.”

She snorted. “As I recall, you did half the
damage. If not more than half.”

Logan stroked her shoulder with his
fingertips. A bruise was blooming there, dark purple against her
tanned skin: a bruise he had caused, and he hated that he had, even
if at the time he hadn’t known he had another choice. “Only because
you forced me to with your silly plan,” he muttered and leaned
forward to kiss the place he had been caressing.

He expected her to argue that it hadn’t been
silly, but instead, she looked around again as though assessing the
damage. “It might take a while to fix it all,” she said, and he
knew that light, casual tone. She only ever used it when she wanted
something but was afraid of the answer he would give. It rarely
took him very long to figure out what was on her mind, but this
time it was even easier than usual.

“I guess it might take a bit of time, yeah.
You got a problem with staying here a while?”

Her sigh was very soft, but the relief in it
was all too obvious. “No problem at all, no,” she said, and
although she seemed to fight back a grin, it bloomed on her face
like a flower opening its bud toward the sun.

“Time is not an issue anymore, I guess,”
Logan said, tongue in cheek.

“No, it’s not,” she chuckled. Her
expression softened, and she pressed her face against his arm. “But
then,” she whispered, “time never was an issue. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you.
If you still want me, I’ll do just that.”

Weaving his fingers in her hair, he pulled
her face up and kissed her lightly.

“Happy anniversary,” she said right against
his lips.

“I hate to break it to you, but it’s not our
anniversary anymore.”

She shrugged. “I’m just a bit early for next
year, that’s all. You don’t mind, do you?”

Logan laughed.

 


The End
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CheckMate

Lilia is a vampire; Vincent hunts vampires.
They’ve each sworn to kill the other, and have battled many times
without either of them winning. But when a spell gone wrong links
them through bonds of shared blood and sex, the game stops abruptly
and with no clear winner.

Trying to stay alive, they learn to guard
each other's back against old and new enemies alike. The game takes
a new turn as the memories of what they shared under the spell
become too hard to ignore and they succumb to lust - or could it be
more than that?

 


Carte Blanche

When a lobbyist opposed to vampires’ rights
is found drained of her blood, Special Enforcer Grace Alkins
investigates the woman’s connection to a local BDSM club and its
vampire customers. It has been a long time since Grace played on
this particular scene, but old habits return easily when she puts
on the attire of Mistress Red.

On her first undercover visit at the club,
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submissive whose Master left town abruptly. The Dominant in her
enjoys the opportunity – while the Special Enforcer is shocked to
realize Ray is a vampire, and possibly a suspect for the murder she
investigates.

Will Grace manage to keep a cool head and
find the killer when every new meeting with Ray cranks up the heat
a little more?
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Grace needs to leave town for a few days, but
she doesn't go away without giving Ray, her submissive, clear rules
to follow during her absence.

These rules prove very difficult for the
vampire. Will he manage to follow them--and earn his reward--or
will he disappoint his Mistress?

 


Baby Steps

As a Special Enforcer, Alexandra should know
better than to get close to a vampire like Joseph, even if he saved
her from certain death. The S.E. records name him as a likely
killer, and his interest in her can't possibly mean anything good.
And so when her friends introduce her to a potential human
boyfriend, she ignores her feelings for Joseph and demands that he
leaves her alone.

Fed up with her games, Joseph takes her to
her word and leaves Cleveland, intending to put as much distance as
possible between them and forget her along with his feelings for
her.

Two years later, though, when Joseph has to
return to Cleveland, he still cares about Alexandra, much more than
he would like. And Alexandra, single again and now a new mom to
baby girl Marian, never managed to completely put Joseph out of her
life and mind.

Step by step, Alexandra will offer Joseph her
friendship before entrusting him with her life and her child's. But
will Joseph ever trust her again with his heart?
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