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This is for everyone who fought for themselves, to heal their pasts after being dragged through the dirt, to hell and back again.





“You can close your eyes to the things you don’t want to see, but you can’t close your heart to the things you don’t want to feel.” – Johnny Depp 





Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Dedication
Epigraph
Content Warnings
The Aftermath
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18
Chapter 19
Chapter 20
Chapter 21
Chapter 22
Chapter 23
Chapter 24
Chapter 25
Chapter 26
Chapter 27
Chapter 28
Chapter 29
Chapter 30
Chapter 31
Chapter 32
Chapter 33
Chapter 34
Chapter 35
Chapter 36
Chapter 37
Chapter 38
Chapter 39
Chapter 40
Chapter 41
Epilogue
Into the Fire
Acknowledgments
Other Books
About the Author
Message From the Author




Content Warnings

Drug use, grieving, MFM scenes, depression, coping skills, talk therapy, blood play, multiple partners, bondage, light BDSM, rope bunnies, mentions of Shibari, struggles with mental health, suicide ideation/thoughts, suicide attempt survival, grief over deaths, along with the process of healing and how messy it is. 
Karina has a few scenes where she is together with her jade-eyed twins, although the twins don’t touch each other, it could be considered gray-area incestual to some or taboo. 
Always do your research and ensure safety when practicing any BDSM scenes and techniques.


As always, if I forgot any TWs, my deepest apologies as it’s not my intention.


No book is worth the expense of your mental health.


This book is intended for readers 18+ due to its mature nature.


We did it, we made it to the last book! I will hold your hand through this journey amidst the pages ahead. 
The happy ending is coming. 


-R.N.A. 






The Aftermath





A heart is a burdensome thing. Emotions are processed in the brain, but every living thing feels those processes settling heavy or light upon their chest.
It is said the heart can drive us to insanity, how intensely it can feel, the mighty highs and gloomy lows.
Love is, but an echo, a story to give others hope to find a silver lining. It is madness, illogical, but ever so freeing. Love is jealous, sexual, and liberating. Obsessive and possessive. It is blinding and all-consuming. It can be controlling, dominating, and harmful at times. 
The yearning for closeness with another person is built into our genetic coding. It’s why we bury the pain and seek escape when we feel alone or when something is missing and unfulfilled. 
We’re all searching for love, every last one of us. 
Not all love is romantic. Sometimes it’s in a stranger’s kindness, or compliment. A random act of kindness even. 
On the other side of the spectrum, grief is also consuming and maddening. It causes the body to sometimes shut down or freeze in time. 
The heart can also kill us. Too much of one thing, or not enough. Broken heart syndrome. 
It exists for people who die in such a state. Perhaps it’s stress or someone’s heart simply stops. A medical mystery as two hearts may beat but not all beat equally. A connection that transcends beyond life and death. 
Grief can keep a person from getting up in the morning and can lock themselves in silence for days or years. Like love, it feels unending. It is depression and anguish, tension, numbness, and emptiness. 
What do people do with their grief? 
Sink? Drown? Swim?
It feels like an endless ocean, dark depths pulling me under until I no longer see the light.
Heartbreak and loss have no easy answers, because if there were, books wouldn’t be written, and stories never told. Everyone has their journey, and all of us are trying to find our way under the same sky. It is why sunsets are calming but heartbreaking, and music exists to resonate within the soul. 
As with the first fall, how long can someone fall until they finally reach the bottom, or is it falling forever? 
Complicated emotions and processing them, all I can say is that the walls caved in around me, and the foundations have been obliterated. 
It’s only me standing here in the shadowy remnants of the past and present. The future is left unwritten, and all I have are questions left unanswered, and people that are no longer breathing. I’m part of the blame, but I wonder if there’s a solution underneath all the rubble and ashes of what once stood. Perhaps the answers lie in the pieces of my mosaic. Until then, I’ll let that undertow pull me under.




Chapter 1



Margo


Karina was still unresponsive when Lucien arrived alone later in the evening. When he did, Fabien and I explained everything from our perspective, and he sighed sadly asking for liquor. Patrick left immediately once he spoke the magic words. 
I could see the distress written all over everyone’s faces, minus Karina. She either stared off into space or had her eyes closed. 
No words, just an empty gaze. As if all the life had been sucked away from her, leaving an empty shell behind. It brought back my own older memories from a time when I felt those same things upon my rebirthing.
Fabien sat on another sofa nearby; I sat in the chair next to him. Lucien cradled Karina with her head buried in his neck. 
I could read my brother’s conflictions over the gesture, but there was much echoing from us all. I could see his pain, along with Lucien’s.
Karina eased her sobs not long ago and rested in Lucien’s arms as he leaned his head against hers; no one said anything until Patrick returned.
His arms were full when he walked back through the door, and I stood up to help. We exchanged a knowing look once we made it to the kitchen.
I helped Patrick prepare the glasses, neither of us dared to speak.
What could we say? Words wouldn’t bring Adrian back or fix Tristan’s mistakes.
A sigh left me as I brought Fabien a triple shot of whiskey. I sat next to him as Patrick handed Lucien the same before standing off to the side nearby.
Lucien thanked him before draining his triple shot immediately. He seemed conflicted before finally speaking as Patrick refilled all our empty glasses. All of us were feeling the tension in the room.
“I’ll get to the bottom of things, Karina. We’re in this together. None of us will leave you now; you don’t have to speak if you don’t want to, and you don’t need to see anyone you don’t want to either. However, we will not leave your side. Whatever you need, we’re here. Cry as much as you want but let us be here for you in whatever ways you need. You are not alone in this. I think everyone in this room can agree with me.”
Lucien’s words made me tear up, stealing a glance from my brother’s devastated face. We most certainly agreed.
None of us had seen Karina in such a state ever.
So broken. Frail.
She would go through fits of wailing or staring mindlessly, never speaking, not since the police showed up and we waited nearby listening to every word.
“Do you have a moment to speak with us?”
“Where were you last night?”
“We found Adrian dead…”
“Did you know of Adrian’s whereabouts?”
“We found a ring in his pocket… Did he ever mention marriage?”
She broke down again over the news and answered their questions through her sobbing. They seemed to buy it and quickly left her to her grief.
Then, we found her on the floor with the ring. None of us could say anything to reverse the damage, only to remain there.
To my surprise, she let Fabien hold her even if she stopped speaking completely. We wouldn’t force her to either, not after everything…
After a total of six shots later that all of us downed, minus Karina, she moved to lay her head in Lucien’s lap. 
Fabien moved and laid a blanket over her as she settled and closed her eyes once more. My brother sat near her feet at the opposite end of the couch, rubbing her leg in gentle circular motions. Somehow, it reminded me of the first time at Tristan’s, the weekend we all met her over a decade ago.
Along with how Fabien couldn’t stay away or resist touching his mate even then. My heart panged at the thought, reminding me of the dire situation Tristan got us involved in.
Foiré (Bastard).
Pat refilled our glasses a third time, and I felt the buzz come through already. He moved to sit beside me once he finished, lightly rubbing my thigh in comfort.
“Can I tell them, Karina?” Lucien asked so quietly I wondered if he spoke, or if I imagined it. 
She said nothing aloud, but he lightly rubbed her shoulder as she remained motionless with her eyes closed. He stared into his glass as we waited.
“She answered me in her mind. Mind reader, remember?” 
We nodded, almost forgetting that simple fact. It wasn’t easy to forget, but other thoughts occupied our minds, the main ones being, what the fuck are we going to do now, and what the fuck happened?
“Tell us about Adrian,” I urged on, keeping my tone soft and quiet as he took a sip from his glass, looking at it in great contemplation.
He took a deep breath before beginning.
“Karina originally ran into Adrian long before she met her sire, back in The States. He had only met her once, but he remembered her twelve years later. After her run-in with you in Paris,” he said indicating his head towards Fabi, “she left for Ireland as a destination she hadn’t been to before. She was still processing the aftermath with Gabriel and all that went on during that time.”
Fabien scrunched his eyebrows, no doubt thinking of all that was said at The Society meeting last year and what was possibly left out. I held back my own conflicts about everything, but I left that in the corner of my mind to deal with later. 
This wasn’t about me.
“It hasn’t been an easy road for any of us,” he continued, “but Adrian was a fast friend when they ran into each other. He offered kindness and a fresh perspective. Human and uncorrupted, at least in the sense of all the baggage we carry. Yes, he knew of loss, but he grew up in a stable environment with a loving family. Hence the perspective. A refreshing change from the previous chaos, no doubt.” 
He paused, taking a drink of his latest refill as Fabien looked at me with a myriad of emotions; emotions of his mate navigating treacherous waters, but also allowing another man into her life that wasn’t him or Tristan. Yet, underneath all of that, there was a sense of gratitude she wasn’t alone to navigate either. 
It was a strange toss-up, but it was written all over his face as if he laid open his book pages. 
My heart broke to know my friend also suffered at Gabriel’s expense. I couldn’t even imagine the real story she didn’t share all the dirty details with The Society. 
That crazy asshole. Good riddance…  
“Adrian and Karina both found friendship and healing in one another and eventually, as you can imagine, they loved each other not only as friends but as lovers. She battled with the guilt of the past few years and the uncertainty of how to navigate that territory, so while he was a distraction, he became more after she told him the truth about vampirism and her world. She left out the mate part as she didn’t want to confuse him during an already uncertain time. At some point, and at his request, Karina sired him. Even once he found out about the mate bond, he didn’t walk away. He wanted them to figure it out together. At the meeting, she didn’t want to provoke any of you or be cruel, so they pretended not to be together. He was the dark red-haired man on Carmen’s arm.” 
It took all of us a minute to recall the gentleman on Carmen’s arm, but we all nodded, remembering. 
Leave it to Karina to only romance the best. If I didn’t have Patrick, I wouldn’t blame her. We were all assholes’ years ago.
Lucien finished his drink.
“After that meeting, as heavy as it was, we all needed a break. From what Karina says,” he lightly tapped his head, “Tristan saw them holding hands briefly before you left after the meeting, or so he says. The question that comes to mind is how did he find this place and where they were?” 
That’s what I’d like to know too.
I spoke in a soft, hushed tone, “None of us knew until Tristan called angrily saying less than two sentences. We tracked his phone location and found her on the dock when we called you. I hadn’t seen Tristan be so…unlike himself in over a century, maybe two. I’m not making excuses for my brother, because none of it was right. Had we known, we would’ve stopped him or intervened somehow.”
“I know,” Lucien lightly rubbed Karina’s shoulder again as tears leaked out of her closed eyes.
“Tristan saw them out together and lost it. He snapped. He ripped his heart out like it was nothing. In front of Karina. Then told her cruel things.”
Lucien sighed and then added, “After all this time…You still chose other people. Time and time again, you chose everyone else. I’m surprised it took me this long to finally snap.”
I finished my drink and stood up walking to where the bottle was on the counter.
Fuck.

“Refill anyone?” I suggested as my hands shook anxiously.
No wonder she doesn’t want to speak after that. Dammit, Tristan!
I refilled everyone’s glasses before I sat back in my chair with the rest of the bottle.
“Thank you for telling us,” Fabi mentioned quietly as Lucien held out his drink in agreement, and they each took a long sip.
After a large chug from the bottle myself, my head was swimming with thoughts and whisky. I exhaled in defeat over my brother’s actions and leaned back into the chair staring up at the ceiling.
“My guess, knowing him, is that he searched for her. He probably made some calls to see who might know. Not sure what he told people, but he found her and her location. None of us knew, and by this interaction, it certainly wasn’t you,” Patrick thought out loud, looking to Lucien for confirmation. 
I looked up and saw something cross over Lucien’s face. It was brief, but I had a feeling he knew that answer.
“I will look into it. I also investigated; they will be transporting Adrian back to Ireland for a proper burial. His mother and family will get the notification of his death tomorrow. The official report is that he was at the wrong place at the wrong time on the way home from a late night at work. Karina was at home awaiting his arrival, but he never came.” 
I swallowed, and I could tell Fabi was processing as he looked over at Karina. His heart was breaking over his mate’s grief. She began to cry quietly; Lucien rubbed her upper back in comfort as Fabi continued to trace circles on her leg.
“I doubt having any men go with her will look good, so I volunteer myself to keep her company if she chooses to go to Ireland,” I told them after taking a long drink out of the bottle, finishing what was left.
“She agrees,” Lucien stated, mouthing a thank you to me as I nodded.
“When do you think we should leave?” I asked quietly, my vision becoming blurred with my old and new griefs plus my drunkenness.
“Tomorrow,” he answered immediately.
“What do we do about my brother?” Fabien asked in a low tone of voice, almost afraid of the answer.
Lucien sighed, looking at him before turning his gaze to the rest of us.
“I’m unsure. For now, it is best to keep him away from Karina since everything is recent and fresh. While they go to Ireland, I recommend the three of us figure out the what, who, how, and why for Tristan. Leave out the Ireland part if you see him. If he follows her, I can’t say that Karina won’t snap if pushed too far. Consider it a warning now. I think the only reason she hasn’t strangled him yet is because he left and there’s still the sire and mate bond. The past also doesn’t help… We don’t need history repeating itself in any way.”
Fabi leaned his head back on the couch staring up at the ceiling too.
What a fucking shitshow. 
Suddenly, as I looked up at the ceiling, I knew Fabi felt it too, the feeling of hopelessness. There was nothing we could do to turn back time and change things or prevent another needless death. 
I let the alcohol take me away; memories floating in the back of my mind. Distant and dark, edging me to close my eyes and succumb.




Chapter 2



Margo


Karina and I checked into a shared room in Dublin. Thankful to Lucien and his connections, he gave us Adrian’s mother’s address. I drove a rental car, and Karina still remained silent the entire time. Somehow, I knew she was trying to find the will to face his mother and sister. Perhaps the situation as a whole too. It only made everything more real to us, but especially since she witnessed his death and had to lie to their faces.
Once we pulled up to their country chic home, I told her, “No matter what happens, I’m here for you for however long you need. I wasn’t there for a long time, and I simply want to be a friend to you now with no expectations. You don’t have to speak or say anything, just know I’m here nearby when you need me. There were many deaths I had to witness over these centuries. I lost someone I was supposed to marry over two hundred years ago and loved another who betrayed me, if anyone understands the grief, it is me. I’m right behind you when you are ready.”
I hoped to offer some sort of comfort with my presence and empathy. I may not have understood the magnitude of her and Gabriel from witnessing lovers’ deaths, but there was enough empathy to go around regardless. My friend needed my support and kindness.
Staring at the vines growing over Adrian’s family’s home, I began to wonder if I was ready. I didn’t know these people and it was uncertain if they would want an outsider there. If they were kind like Lucien said, then maybe I was worried for nothing…
Karina took a deep breath.
“Thank you,” she whispered, and I realized it was the first time she had spoken in days.
My heart skipped a beat over that, and I realized how grateful I was to hear her voice finally.
She waited a few minutes, and I looked at what she held in her hands on her lap. It was the ring box found on Adrian’s body by the police.
This shit sucks.
I took a steadying breath myself, biting back dark thoughts.
Tears swelling up within me, Karina finally got out of the car, slowly making her way to the front door. I followed soon after and waited until someone opened the door.
It was a younger dark red-haired woman who quickly hugged Karina and sobbed. I could see the two women were familiar with each other, and it made me realize how deep it went with Adrian and his family. 
I walked closer to the front door after they let each other go.
“Mam is in his bedroom,” she whispered to her, looking past her toward me.
“Hi, I’m her friend, Margo. Here for emotional support and anything you need.”
A simple answer and the honest truth. I needed to be useful.
She nodded to me, saying nothing while leading us inside.
As we walked in, I looked around at their humble décor. I could see and feel the love in their home. It made it all bittersweet knowing Karina had people in her corner. I didn’t need to know them well to feel the effects in the air. Love existed in the house, a lifetime’s worth. Something I always wanted to strive for in my own home once I settled down somewhere. With someone.
Karina went upstairs towards where I assumed his mother to be.
The dark red-haired woman led me into the living room to sit.
“My name is Adriana, Adrian’s sister, can I get you anything?” She said it politely, but I could tell she was drained, uncertain about the stranger in her living room and whether I was truly a friend or not.
“I’m fine, thanks though.” 
She sat nearby pouring herself a glass of scotch. I found it shocking that she chose that as her drink of choice but who was I to judge? 
Death does things to people. I would know.
“We just saw them both over the holidays,” she began to tell me, pensively looking at the window nearby, “I understood their one-year anniversary was coming up. Adrian mentioned marriage, but he didn’t want to complicate things because Karina had unfinished business. You wouldn’t happen to know what that would be, would you? I simply assumed it had to do with her being a widow for less than two years, and he didn’t want to pressure her into anything. Now that he’s dead, it makes me wonder what baggage she truly had. It all seems suspicious to me. Adri… He—I have a deep feeling that all of this isn’t random.”
I caught her lingering gaze on me as she waited for my response. I pondered quickly about her suspicions, rightfully so, and I’m sure she didn’t know the truth about vampires or that her brother was one, and then some.
“I’m sorry for your loss, for all of you. I didn’t have the pleasure of meeting your brother, and I wish I knew the answers to your questions and doubts. I’m glad she found happiness for the time she had it. I only recently found out she was a widow too. I haven’t seen her in years until we reconnected in the UK,” I said empathetically, and she nodded with a look of disappointment that I didn’t give her the answers before drinking her scotch.
I could hear muffled cries upstairs and my heart went out to them all. It also made me wonder about all of what she didn’t say during the meeting and words left unsaid about Gabriel. 
I still can’t believe she married and killed him. 
I’m sure none of it was easy. However, it wasn’t the time to ask those questions. Perhaps, it was all of our faults in the first place for pushing her away and continuing to look for her even when the truth came out.
“When we got a knock earlier, we hoped it was Adrian and Karina coming to tell us they were engaged. We could see so clearly how much they loved and cared for each other. I was devastated to see it was the authorities instead. My mother broke down immediately when they told us about his scuffle of being at the wrong place at the wrong time. A chance thing, go figure. I don’t believe it for a second. But what can I do?
I know this death will hit her deeper than my father’s. Once she got ahold of herself, she told them to take him to be prepared just as my father was. I just finished making calls for his grave plot next to my father’s when you both arrived.”
She let her tears fall as she cried quietly. 
Sighing in defeat and at a complete loss, “It’s been a fucking day. I know it’s not Adrian’s fault for being dead, but I can’t help but be angry at him. For leaving all the women in his life alone. I can’t even imagine what Karina is feeling. I saw her holding the box… Mother told me when they left after the holidays that she gave Adrian her engagement ring to pass down to Karina if he chose to ask her for her hand. She brought it back, which means it didn’t happen, and she probably feels unworthy of it. Almost as if she’s twice widowed. A fucking shame.”
My heart lurched forward at the thought. Regret over my brother’s actions made the guilt stew within me. I couldn’t even look at Adriana then. 
Bloody hell. They practically shared the same name!
“That’s exactly it,” I whispered after she spoke, drank, and wiped her fallen tears. 
I wiped my own while remembering a love once lost over two hundred years ago to that tyrant. Hell, even the tyrant himself.
I couldn’t let my mind drift to that dark place yet. Karina needed one of us to be strong. Both of us couldn’t fall apart.
My brothers had to disguise our vampirism by making it look like we died, and I abandoned myself in the process. I was always unsure if my lover died in the revolution or after because he never came back to our town, and we faked our deaths. 
Gabriel abandoned me with immortality after confessing his desires. 
The betrayal from him stung the most, because he knew. He cared about Tristan and me, sticking around for months. I cared for and loved him, even if my intended wasn’t around because of the revolution he fought in. Teaching was a pleasant distraction, and so was Gabriel. He kept my brother company more so than me, but my nose was always in a book back then. 
After I was turned, I hated to read. I no longer enjoyed any of the things I was passionate about. 
It was my lowest point when I tried to end my life, and I dreamed of death ever since. I merely stuck around for my brothers. 
I couldn’t stand to see the look on Tristan’s face after he cried out while covered in blood, and found me swinging from the rope. He always was the caretaker of the family to the point where it felt suffocating. It’s why I left for the UK after years of us being lost newborns.
Due to the times, I worked at a brothel, turned a few vampires over the years, and my brothers stuck around well into the twentieth century.
I started up my businesses in the modern era, and my employees were all vampires I turned over the years. I made sure not to abandon them, and I certainly didn’t feel like a worthy sire, but I tried my best.
My thoughts were muddled over the past two centuries and all the shit that stemmed from it. 
A phone ringing brought me back to the present as Adriana got up to answer it.
“Sorry, funeral planning duty.” 
I offered her a consoling smile as she left me there. I glanced around at the décor and family photos. I spotted a familiar face on the mantle as I stood up and walked over. 
It was a photograph of Karina and Adrian dressed up. She wore a green dress, and they had lovely, heartfelt smiles. I could see the happiness radiating from them. I saw another of them dancing with carefree expressions, then I saw a group photo with Adriana dressed in white. 
Now I get it. 
I could see the love in the photos. My heart was sad to see the loss cross both of our families. 
Part of me wondered what her photos would look like at my own wedding if it ever happened, or Karina’s to my brothers. It wouldn’t come to fruition now. 
My thoughts drifted woefully; although my spirit mourned for that time and heartache, it was nice to see a smile on her face displayed in the photograph. 
I have known all along that my brothers were a pain to deal with. At least Fabien finally went and got help with his issues. I was proud of him, even if it did take him decades to finally do so. Mental health was a taboo thing back then, unfortunately.
Now, it seemed like he and Trist traded places. It didn’t make sense to me. The past few years and time apart for so long must have finally got to him, enough to make him act on it. I would have to convince a brother, yet again, to seek help and repair what was lost and broken. Not only with Karina, but himself too. Once he snapped out of whatever stick was up his ass, the guilt would eat him alive. Assuming he did eventually feel that guilt and remorse.
It was alarming he didn’t yet. 
One thing at a time, Margo. This is a weird time for everyone. 
Right now, we just needed to get through a funeral.
 
[image: A black and white drawing of a butterfly  Description automatically generated with low confidence]
The funeral was the next day as we put on our best funeral black clothes. I wore a black pantsuit with my hair straightened, flowing down my back. Karina looked beautiful in her attire as she wore a black hat with a black dress and matching gloves looking like Audrey Hepburn in Breakfast at Tiffany’s. All she was missing was the fancy cigarette.
When we arrived at the grave site, we put on our black shades and joined Adriana and her mother, Ava. There was a little girl by the gentleman I remembered in the photos as her husband.
“Hello, Karina. Good to see you again, Margo. Thank you for coming,” Ava said, hugging Karina and I both. 
Adriana, her daughter, husband, his family, and everyone else wore black. I stood near Karina as she had Ava on the other side of her.
“I think you should keep the ring, Karina; he would want you to have it. I want you to have it too. I already told you last year, I consider you a daughter and a part of this family. He loved you, and so do the rest of us,” she told her, and my eyes teared up. 
Damn you, Tristan, this shit fucking sucks. 
It was an uncomfortable position to be in as her friend when my brothers were her mates, yet her heart belonged to someone else that wanted to be a part of, well, whatever this shitshow we called a family was.
I heard Karina exhale a shaky breath and watched her wipe her tears.
We listened to a sad eulogy that had us all in tears and once it was finished, we placed roses on his casket. 
When Karina laid her rose down, she placed her hand on the casket.
“I’m so sorry, mo mhuirnín. You didn’t deserve this or to be dragged into my chaos. I will miss you until I take my last breath. I love you and will keep you in my heart always. I have no regrets and cherish every moment I had with you. I’m glad it was you,” she whispered as she cried, and I lightly rubbed her shoulder. 
Ava came over shortly afterward and joined her.
I gave them privacy and walked a few feet away from the crowd, taking a deep breath. The weight on my chest was fucking heavy. 
I let myself space out, taking in the overcast weather and the other tombstones. It brought a weird feeling to the surface as I remembered how many times I begged and wished for death. Perhaps I’d be in a place like this or turned to ashes like Gabriel. Or rotting somewhere else. 
I bit back those dark thoughts a few minutes later when Karina joined me watching as others said their goodbyes.
“He doesn’t deserve to be in that fucking box, Margo,” she voiced in a whisper. Half defeat and half anger.
You’re right, Karina, and I have no idea how to make any of this right for you.
I stood beside her silently. There was nothing I could do to change what had been done. I was angry at Tristan too, brother or not, Karina wasn’t wrong. She had every right to be angry. I supported her; however, I could see his point of view as fucked as it was. Yet, I couldn’t be there for him when he was acting like our crazed sire, so I chose Karina.
He was in the wrong at the end of the day and shouldn’t have resulted in our deceased sire’s methods. Yet, there was nothing we could do about it then except attend the aftermath of Tristan’s destruction. 




Chapter 3



Margo


After the funeral, we stayed with his family as people brought food and shared memories. Eventually, we left when Karina told me to go to a specific place she referred to as The Spot. 
The time there was blurry, and I didn’t know if my presence made it worse or helped my friend.
It took me a long time, but I noticed she wore an ornate black ring on her left hand and the ring from Adrian on her right hand. There was also new ink on her arm, I hadn’t seen before. 
Karina held a photo in her hand as we walked inside the place. I followed her toward the bar, taking in the cozy atmosphere.
A middle-aged man behind the counter smiled when we walked over.
“Ah, Karina. Welcome back. I heard the news about Adrian. I’m so sorry for your loss.” They exchanged sad looks as she held up the photo.
“Hi, Jack, can you put this photo up next to his fathers?”
The gentleman, Jack, nodded in understanding and gently took the photo from her. It was a photo of her and Adrian in the very same place with the biggest of smiles. They really did look beautiful together. I felt guilty in my brother’s stead. I could’ve done more. 
I didn’t blame her for how she grieved and dealt with the past few years. As much as I wished she was with me and my brothers, I was grateful to Adrian for being her rock during such shitty periods. I looked at the wall of photos behind the bar and saw Karina wiping her eyes.
“I never thought I’d be here without him, however as tradition holds, this is the place I need to be on today of all days,” she said quietly before turning away toward a table tucked in the corner.
“This is a cozy, friendly spot. Did you come here a lot?” I asked her and she nodded once we sat ourselves. 
Karina hesitated before she began to speak, and I made sure to pay attention to every word.
“Adrian’s dad came here with his best friend and brought Adrian here growing up for happy times and celebrations. His father and his best friend shared their life’s moments like when his father got sick, his children’s births, marriage—all of it. Then, Adrian brought me here, and it passed to me… When his dad died, he said he came here alone for tradition’s sake... The food and brews are good. We shared many laughs, smiles, tears, and feelings. I told him I loved him for the first time at that table over there.” 
She pointed behind me to a few tables away as I turned to look. My heart jolted, trying to picture what that scene must have looked like. It seemed to me that Adrian wanted all the best for Karina while meeting her where she was mentally yet somehow healing her too. 
Tristan took that from her.
Tears bristled my lashes as I blinked them away. 
“Another time, we left in the pouring rain, and he kissed me passionately for the first time. Well, second technically. It was one of those movie moments that just happened. He was a determined and passionate man who didn’t give up easily…”
She stared off, looking toward the window next to her.
“Before he died, he said he wanted us to sit down together. He was willing to share me with them.
He didn’t like it, but he’d rather share me than be without me. If that doesn’t showcase his character and who he was, then I missed the mark by a long shot.”
Part of me wondered what that future would’ve looked like had Tristan left her alone and didn’t see them after The Society meeting. 
Fucking hell.

“He sat next to Carmen during the meeting because I asked him to. I knew you all would be there, and I didn’t want to upset your brothers when everything was already fucked. So much was left unsaid along with regret from the past, as well as secrets. I wasn’t ready and ran for a long time. I did everything you asked of me, I wrapped Gabriel around my finger and killed him. I had to lie and destroy myself to do so, but I also lost myself in the process. The aftermath was worse, in a sense.”
Eyes watering, my heart broke alongside her as if I were the one in her shoes myself. Karina caught my gaze, silent tears running down her face.
“These years have changed me, Margo. Adrian came around, and I began to feel okay again. Slowly, but surely, I came back to life. He was so human and beautiful on the inside as well as the out. I could be myself and not worry about the past or mates I abandoned and left behind during a ruse to save their lives. It all broke me, Margo. I haven’t been myself in years. Let’s not forget those sixteen months Gabriel kept me trapped in the dark somewhere in Stockholm. It’s been one fucking thing after another. I was so fucking tired, and still am. Living takes great effort, and perhaps I didn’t understand the magnitude of how you felt for centuries. I understand now, Margo.”
We took a deep breath in unison as she wiped her cheeks. 
This is the most she’s spoken in a long time, and the truth was killing me. Yet, I needed to hear it; I needed to be there for my friend. I was a shitty one in the past, and I wasn’t sure how to make up for it, but I’d surely try like bloody hell to be a worthy one.
“I feel broken in a new way now. It was different after Gabriel. Someday, perhaps I’ll tell you that full story, although you won’t like it, that psychopath dragged me down into his rabbit hole. Despite his insanity and all the shit he had done to people, he had me wrapped around his finger too. Perhaps it was the circumstances and being forced into it, who can really say?”
I looked down at my hands in my lap. Of course, Gabriel was like that, stealing hearts before he fucking broke them. Ce crétin (That jerk). 
“Adrian was the opposite. I truly loved and cared about him. I felt guilty initially knowing the past, believe me. I didn’t want to hurt anyone or drag anyone down. Somehow, it happened anyway. His death is on my hands, and it’s something I will carry with me forever. That fucked up part was that I warned him about tangling with the likes of me and diving into all this shit, knowing how complicated everything was for me. He wouldn’t take no for an answer and wanted to be strong enough to support me and protect me. I couldn’t even save or protect him. It’s all my fault, Margo.”
Looking up at her while her voice broke, she began to cry quietly. 
I joined her. 
Reaching my hand across from where I sat, she leaned her head to the table, letting it all out in soft sobs. I ran my fingers through her hair, getting up to hug her. To my surprise, she returned it.  
“Forgive me if I lose myself once we go back to London. It’s the only way I know how to initially cope. With anything. Perhaps it’s the memories of this place, but I wanted to share this honesty with you, just as I once did with Adrian. It’s the atmosphere that makes a person comfortable to speak their truths. To honor Adrian, I’m going to buy this place and rename it The Spot. For people like us in search of a little peace in a comfortable and safe place to chat over booze and delicious food.”
She leaned back, and I wiped her face as her pale eyes stared into mine. It felt like a void would swallow me up, but I was grateful for her honesty. There was perspective and truth in her words. The blame wasn’t with her. I didn’t blame her for actions based on survival and trauma.
“I’m not mad at you. You’ve done what you needed to do to survive. I’m glad you told me; I feel like I understand more now with added perspective. My brothers aren’t perfect, and we will get to the bottom of this regarding Tristan and whatever crawled up his fucking ass. I’ll keep him away and out of your sight for as long as I can. Just don’t disappear again, okay? Not right now. I understand how absolutely fucked everything is now, believe me. I’m still your friend, no matter what tragedies arise, we can deal with them and lose ourselves together. That’s what we’re supposed to do, remember? A Donatella oath.”
She nodded, hugging me tight. 
Returning it, I continued. “Also, that’s a great way to honor him. I’m happy to help in whatever way I can. As for Gabriel, when you feel comfortable, you can tell me that tale away from listening ears when it’s just us. I’m sorry I didn’t get to know Adrian, but kudos to you because from his pictures, and the brief times I saw him in person, deliciously handsome.”
We pulled away as I moved to go sit back in my seat. I saw her lips turn up briefly.
“That was a very Donatella thing to say. Thank you for coming with me, Margo. I don’t know when I’ll be okay again, but I’m glad you’re here. I’m done running away. Everything is still fresh, and I’ll kill my sorry-assed sire if I see him all too soon. I need the space right now. If he doesn’t respect that, then he’ll see what true anger and vengeance fucking looks like. Gabriel has nothing on this Angel of Death.”
I nodded, not arguing that boundary one bit. I was angry on her behalf too.
“You know Fabi looks like him, right? I’m surprised that doesn’t set you off too,” I told her quietly, wondering if that would be an issue later.
“I know it should, but somehow, it doesn’t. Then again, I wasn’t really looking at him and was too busy crying these past few days.” 
She sighed deeply as someone came over with drinks.
“I brought you the usual, hope that’s okay, Karina. It’s on the house. Shall I send out today’s special too?” Karina scanned the sign near the bar on the specials and nodded after a few moments.
“Same for me,” I chimed in as the male grinned and walked away.
We lifted our mugs and toasted Adrian.
“It’s strange when I come here, I can feel him here with me like his spirit knew I’d be here.” 
I turned to look around, wondering about spirits and if they still lingered on the earth after they left the physical plane. 
Not letting my mind linger too much on that, we took a long drink of our brew, and I debated on what to say next.
“This is brilliant,” I told her while pointing at what we drank, “but I must ask, if Adrian were here now, what would you say to him?”
Her eyes misted as she closed her eyes briefly and then opened them to look at me. Her eyes looked like a clear ocean then. Sad, endless depths.
“I would tell him that if he asked me, I would’ve said yes without hesitation. It would have kept things fair between your brothers since I can’t have a trio marriage.” 
Smiling thoughtfully, “You always were good at wrapping people around your fingers.”
“Must be something in the brews,” she shrugged nonchalantly, and for the first time, we half-laughed, even with the underlying depression still lingering. 
We were trying to find some reminder of what smiling was, especially when everything was arduous.
Suddenly, I began to feel it too, of how the place brought that out in people, from serious to lighthearted, but also raw honesty. 
As fucked as things were, it was a step in the right direction. At least she was speaking again. 
I felt honored that it was being shared with me, and maybe it made me selfish for thinking that, but I didn’t care. She needed support and people in her corner. I was always in her corner, from day one when I saw the way she looked at my brothers and fit perfectly in our little family.
Things were civil, and I was eternally grateful to finally be at that point with her. 
I asked her before we left Ireland what she wanted to do with her home, and she took a shaky breath as my heart tugged at her pained expression.
“I don’t know. I’m not ready to sell it. I think I’ll keep it and stay there. I have to settle some of his legal affairs. I’m not looking forward to it.”
I grabbed her hand, feeling her squeeze it in thanks. 
Minutes passed before she spoke so quietly, “Are the clubs still around? Also, are there people you know where I can acquire certain…drugs?”
Wondering if she was being completely serious, I blinked feeling shocked at the directness but also not judging.
She was serious.
“I didn’t know you were into drugs,” I whispered back.
“I’m not, but I need something stronger than alcohol. I like Marijuana mostly as it’s calming, but sometimes I like MDMA/ecstasy. Magic mushrooms are fun to do at concerts or raves. I got to know people in Budapest and had a fun time. It’s not a permanent solution, don’t worry. I just need to get through these next few months and process everything. I refuse to do it sober. I know that’s fucked of me to ask for, but you don’t have to tell anyone. If you know of some names, then I’ll take care of the rest, so you don’t have to feel guilty or obligated.” 
I took a deep breath, shaking my head and patting her hand.
“I spent a long time losing myself, Karina, you don’t need to apologize. I understand completely, and I must be equally fucked-up to entertain the idea. I’ll set you up with some of my old contacts,” I caught her relaxing then, shoulders dropping, “I meant it when I said I’d be your partner in crime. I’m the last person to tell you what to do. As long as you don’t disappear on me, I’ll help you and do whatever I can to keep you safe and away from Tristan. I can’t keep you away from him if you disappear. Of course, it’s always your choice, and I won’t tell Fabien about the drugs or anyone else. I do love a good edible myself.” 
We exchanged a look as she nodded in agreement, seeming relieved by my response.
“I’m not disappearing. Thank you…for everything, and for not judging me on my odd indulgences. Let’s leave until I buy the place to honor Adrian,” she said, giving me a meaningful look as hope brimmed her watery eyes. 
I longed for the day when her eyes didn’t look so sad or in a permanent state of tears.
“Let’s go get lost for a while, my friend,” I told her honestly.
“Sounds like a plan to me,” she answered as we made our way back to the hotel and packed. 
Perhaps, I shouldn’t have enabled her, but at the same time, I just wanted to keep my friend around me. My brothers were selfish in every right, but so was I. Misery loves miserable company, or so the saying went.




Chapter 4



Lucien


I looked at the three males as I sat in Patrick’s living room that was located in the heart of London. 
Carmen and Leticia were in Paris, and I would be joining them after the current meeting. Then, we could figure out our next steps and how to handle Council matters as well as the situation in front of me.
After emptying the whisky in my hand, I listened to their thoughts.
Patrick’s thoughts were quiet, which came as no surprise, he reminded me of Karina in that sense. After things died down, I would ask him to serve as a Council member since he was smart, charming, well-informed, and brought another perspective to the table. With Karina and my sister’s blessing, I would give him jurisdiction in the UK territory and other places if he asked. 
I didn’t know Margo enough to say anything regarding her, but if I wanted to keep things peaceful then I would need to figure out just what in the fuck happened, the truth.
Speaking of, I focused on the man who was responsible for Adrian’s death. Tristan still looked angry and upset over the meeting that he felt was unnecessary.
However, I insisted.
I always masked my emotions, keeping the peace and offering logical insight when I could, although that became harder to manage when it came to the people I cared about most. 
You don’t fuck with the people I love most.
Tristan’s thoughts were scattered, angry, complicated, and full of hate; he still didn’t feel guilty. I supposed that would take a while. Jealousy and rage were hard to come down from. 
I remembered how Gabriel was over the centuries, so I knew it was best to let emotions take their course. However, I would work with Fabien, Patrick, and Margo to keep him away from Karina until they both calmed down. 
To be honest, he belonged at an inpatient somewhere far away from here. That gives me an idea.
I had begun to appreciate having Adrian around and his fresh, gentle outlook on life. I knew he cared for my friend, and like Gabriel, I was tired of all the death. 
My Orange Eye’s death was the final death I barely survived. I question it every day.
Seeing Karina break again put me over the edge, and I’d fight for her, for Gabriel’s wife. My best friend.
I admired her strength, and how she sacrificed to survive and make it out of all the situations she found herself in. Whether they were her fault or not, she didn’t deserve to suffer anymore, and I’ll be damned if I’d see her sire ruin all we were working to build within The Society and Council. 
History would not repeat itself if I had anything to do with it.
I dialed back my silent anger, keeping it at bay over the situation.
Did Ticia not see any of this coming? If she did, why didn’t she tell me?
Turning my thoughts away from my sister probably knowing all about it and Tristan’s lack of remorse, I focused on Fabien’s thoughts.
His were mostly quiet, yet anxious. He was torn between worrying about Karina and what his brother’s problem was. 
“Why did he hurt her? That’s not love, brother,” I heard his thoughts echo as if he spoke directly in my mind. 
I heard about Fabien over the past few months with him working for Carmen. He was charming and talented and had a temper that reminded me of a certain Swedish male. 
I missed him so damn much, even if he was chaotic. I loved him far longer than that. His heart was bigger than his chaos. Ticia and I, as well as Gabe, would have done anything for one another, and we all had. For centuries.
My twin and I had tried to talk him out of sacrificing himself, but he felt it was the only option. An atonement. Gabe was tired of running and he wasn’t going to do that to us or Karina. Enough was enough for him.
I nearly died with him, and it was almost impossible to leave him at my long-standing estate.
I remembered how Carmen held me and my sister as we sobbed endlessly, drinking all the stock of cherry brandy in our home. The echo of it lingered in my mind as I bit back the dark, bitter thoughts. 
I moved to refill my glass, debating on what to speak of until I calmed myself.
My thoughts drifted back to Fabien and away from the fiery lover I cherished.
I was originally happy to hear Fabien was in therapy and trying to be better for himself and Karina, but Ticia and I both knew he only joined under Carmen to find her. At least he was discreet. 
The BDSM life also contributed to his healing. He was cordial to my mate, and so as long as he didn’t hurt her, I didn’t have any problems with him. There weren’t many interactions with him or Tristan as much as I had with Patrick. 
I also didn’t like how Tristan talked to Carmen in the past, and I was afraid I’d strangle him. He led me to my mate, so I picked my battles—he wasn’t one I needed to have.
Yet.
The situation with Tristan was most troublesome because, in our interactions, he was like Patrick and so well-versed, intelligent, smart, and behaved. However, I knew that everyone had a breaking point. Mine was Gabriel.
I took a deep breath, shoving those emotions away so I could deal with the task at hand.
With it being long enough in my own thoughts and their thoughts, I finally spoke, breaking the silence while sitting back in my place across from Tristan.
“I want you to tell me the truth, Tristan, from beginning to end, on the situation regarding Adrian and why you lost control and killed him where anyone could’ve seen.” My tone was low and serious as I caught his blank expression. 
Then, I heard his thoughts. “I don’t feel guilty about his death. I don’t care what he meant to her or anyone else. She was always mine, and all she did was run away from where she belonged.”
I clenched my jaw; how many times had I seen Gabriel lose himself in his rage?
I waited silently for him to begin, keeping my own temper under wraps. He was making it more challenging. It seemed like Fabien and Patrick were picking up on my tension. 
Dracu (Fuck).
“After Fabien and I had an encounter with Karina in the elevator in Barcelona, I wasn’t satisfied. Back in our room, I packed up and debated for hours if I would search her out to speak to her again. It was already a long time, and I had enough of it. The time apart was too much to bear. She has both the sire and mate bond, as you can understand how trying and difficult that can be, Lucien.”
The way he spoke threw me off. 
Where the fuck was that composure earlier? 
Tristan continued as I gripped the glass in my hand.
“I ended up searching her out, hoping I’d catch her on her floor. It was hours before our flight when I made it, and I turned the corner, catching them hand-in-hand outside their room. I made myself scarce before they saw me.”
His angry look returned as his energy shifted, filling the entire room. The jealousy, the rage.
“I wasn’t sure if the madness began then or beforehand. It all began to sink in that she ignored us for someone else. Always fucking running from her problems. I felt so blind, a fucking love-fueled idiot. All these years, and she picked someone else over her mates. Her friends. I didn’t tell anyone once I made it back to my room as I thought and processed long and hard.”
Not hard enough apparently. 
I had to set my glass down before it shattered under my grip.
“I tried to drown myself in work after that, but it only lasted a few weeks before I obsessively searched for her. I got ahold of Carmen, and told her it was imperative that I find her or else there would be hell to pay for anyone keeping her from me… I was a bit aggressive, but eventually, Carmen told me what town she lived in. She told me not to hurt her, and I promised on my life I wouldn’t. I kept to that promise, I didn’t hurt her. I didn’t promise anyone else wouldn’t be.”
My anger ignited at the mention of him threatening my mate. 
I’d have some words for them later. Leticia fucking knew.
Tristan’s next spoken words distracted me from showing him what real rage looked like. Gabriel loved him, so I couldn’t kill him if it came down it. Well, maybe.
“I found them together on a date, and I watched from afar. The more I saw them interacting and how they were together, the more insane I became. So, I waited until the right moment when the streets were empty, and I killed him. If we couldn’t have her, no one could…
I ripped out his heart and covered up my mess. Yes, anyone could have seen it, but I’m not a complete idiot. I covered my tracks. She wouldn’t let go of him or go with me. I got rid of her fingerprints that were on him and staged it all. It took me a bit to find her because she disappeared. She wouldn’t go with me and that’s when I called Margo because she threatened to kill me and herself. I told her that she was only mad at me temporarily and she’d get over it; we would speak after we both calmed down… She essentially told me to fuck off.”
I do not blame her.
Fabien beheld a devastated look then, putting his face in his hands at his brother’s heartless confession. 
Patrick looked up at the ceiling, his thoughts still quiet minus the one, “This is so fucked.”
Tristan’s tone didn’t change too much but I could hear the undertones of pain in his words. There was no remorse over his actions, not even a fraction. I could understand the perspective of the bond guiding him to recklessness. Considering I felt similarly at the mention of my mate being threatened by him, but the shit needed to stop, and it should have been stopped before it got this far.
“You may not have hurt your mate or mine,” I bit back my anger,
“however you made some very rash choices, Tristan. This new Council is beginning again, and something like this can’t be overlooked. You may have covered your tracks, but we can’t have another Gabriel on the streets, so something must be done. When it comes to matters of the heart, you have acted foolishly. I understand perfectly clear about the sire bond and the mate bond.”
My tone was authoritative, which was something I had always been good at, making me a respectable Council leader. Perhaps it was my dark looks and my black eyes that made me look like a handsome demon, threatening to consume those who crossed me. Or intimidating at the very least.
“However, it doesn’t excuse what you have done. You feel no guilt which means madness has consumed you. Until you can gather yourself and calm down fully, you are under strict orders not to come in contact with Karina, or there will be dire consequences. We will start with six months of no contact and have you begin inpatient therapy immediately in the tropics somewhere. I will check in and make sure you are doing your due diligence. If you need to step away from your business to do it, then I’m sure Patrick can make the necessary arrangements, so you can get the help you need. This is your first and final warning to not break your word. I will also hold Fabien, Margo, and Patrick personally responsible if you go anywhere near her. No shortcuts and no free passes. Is that understood?” 
I made sure I sounded threatening toward the end of my little speech. Depending on how cooperative he’d be would decide my next reaction. 
Anger flared up in his expression as he jumped up. Patrick and Fabien grabbed his hands immediately stopping him further.
“You have no right to keep me from her.” His anger fueled my own.
I huffed a breath as I stared at where he stood; I expected such a reaction.
“I do as a matter of fact. As the second in command of The Council, since this matter involves the leader, I have every right. This is personal. Legally, you committed a crime, whether it was a crime of passion, rage, or whatever you want to call it, it must be dealt with.” 
I stood up not backing down as I finished my drink. 
All he did was grunt as I quickly hauled him over the couch, pinning him against the door with my hands around his throat.
“I’m a forgiving man, except when certain lines are crossed. I’ve been alive longer than before you were a thought. I’ve brought down entire towns, cities even. Gabriel was dealt with like many before him. Do not become another problem to be dealt with. If you keep it up, I will extend those six months. Do not push me, Tristan. Get help and stay away from Karina. If you don’t, and continue to threaten The Council members, then it won’t just be us you have to deal with but thousands of us in The Society who stand ready to prepare and defend against any threats. Is. That. Clear?” 
I could feel Patrick and Fabien behind me standing in a halted stance. My fingers tightened around his throat as he struggled, eyes blazing back into my own dark depths. 
“Nod if you agree and you can go. I will be in touch. You will not see her, call her, or provoke her. She is not just your mate anymore; she is the leader of The Society. You’ll do well to remember that fact,” the ire in my voice was honest in its truth. 
It wasn’t a threat anymore, but a promise. 
When he eventually nodded, I released him while he glared back, leaving immediately.
Not turning around to the other two men behind me, “I expect you both to keep an eye on him and be sure he follows through, or you both will be guilty by association. It turns out, I have some things to take care of. I’ll be in touch.” 
I left immediately after to head for the airport where I had my private plane ready, and it turned out, so did Tristan.
Good.
Now, I needed to figure out why in the hell my own mate thought it was a good idea to tell Tristan where Karina was. She was better than this, and I needed to confront my sister.




Chapter 5



Patrick


I stood there, eyes locked on the front door Tristan and Lucien left from. Rubbing my face, a heavy sigh escaped when I dared to catch Fabien’s devastated look.
“Things are so fucked right now, Patrick. What the fuck are we going to do?” 
He turned to splay his arms on the back of my couch. 
“For once, I don’t have all the answers, Fabien. Your brother fucked up. As much as I want to protect and defend him, he made his bed. None of us can help him out of this one. We need to make sure he stays away from Karina and follows through with inpatient therapy. I’ll manage the business, so I’ll be all over the place these next few months. Unfortunately, that means most of it falls to you and Margo.” 
I poured myself a drink, somehow the earlier shots weren’t enough. Seeing Lucien have Tristan in a chokehold was enough to sober me. Fabi wasn’t wrong though, shit was fucked. 
I couldn’t help my business partner and dear friend out of this one, not when the orders came from high up. I respected Lucien more than most people, and I wasn’t dumb enough to cross him. He was older and more powerful; there was only so much that could be done. It seemed like Fabien agreed too. 
The truth was, he acted recklessly no matter his justification. Seeing Karina covered in blood on a dock was a sight I don’t ever want to have to experience again. I’m sure Margo and Fabien would attest to it too.
“Perhaps it’s what I deserve for all I’ve done and spoken. I’ve been a pain in the ass for centuries, and I don’t know what’s gotten into my brother, but I hope therapy will help him as it did me.”
He sounded genuine when he said the words, and it showed in his actions. His responses weren’t as volcanic, so to speak. Fabien had grown a lot over the past few months. Margo and I were in disbelief over his calm reactions and rational thoughts over the past week with Karina. We expected him to go off the deep end, not Tristan.
Life had other plans apparently.
“I hope you are right. For all of our sakes. We all deal with our darknesses differently, Fabien, I’m not judging you. I just hope six months will be sufficient enough. I’ve never seen him like this. Ever.” 
Sinking down into the chair, I gazed at my refilled drink.
“Me either, not in over a century… When do Margo and Karina return?” He asked, and I pulled out my phone to double-check. 
My thoughts were distracted and overwhelmed by the task at hand. Margo hadn’t really texted me much except to let me know when they landed.
When I looked, I saw her new text of returning in a couple of days.
“In two days,” I confirmed, “my guess is that Karina will go back to Oxford until we figure out the next steps. Emotions and mental states are very fragile right now; I wouldn’t push her on anything. I think we should try to be there for her in whatever way she needs and pray to whatever gods who listen that she doesn’t disappear again.”
He ran a hand through his dark hair, giving me a slight nod.
“Wasn’t planning on it, but you have a point. I don’t even know what to say to her. We can’t do anything to make it right. I feel guilty just by association. I nearly died with her after seeing her like that on the dock. The picture is locked in my mind. The blood and how empty her eyes were… There are no words, Patrick,” his voice cracked, and I could hear his heartbreak fully.
I remembered a similar thing when Karina spoke to me before she went on her Gabriel mission. The woman I loved was struggling for a long time. With the mask she wore, I never knew, and I made sure I paid more attention. Guilt was a finicky thing, sometimes it’s not our own. 
I downed my drink, letting Fabi’s words sink in, and the realities all of us were facing.
There was absolutely nothing we could do to wipe the stain of death that stretched into our lives.
“I know. We should probably leave out the Carmen thing for now too, at least until Lucien gets more definitive answers,” I whispered, feeling equally helpless over the whole situation. 
He huffed a sigh, grabbed another drink, and sat on the sofa nearby. Fabien was processing everything too.
I couldn’t even imagine his position since I didn’t have a mate, but damn did I love another like one, or what I imagined to be mate-like anyway. 
My love for Margo ran deep.
Saying nothing else, we drank in silence until he left less than an hour later, and I would go on to spend the next two days preparing for Tristan to take a leave of absence.
I even called him a couple times to talk business matters and politely apologized for everything and how it wasn’t personal but also out of my hands. He didn’t respond with anything but a grunted sigh; at least the meetings regarding our business were handled effortlessly… 
Contacts were given to him for inpatient therapy with Lucien’s help. The Society had vampire counselors who were discreet and kept to a certain line of ethics as any normal therapist. Tristan was due to leave for the tropics as soon as possible after we tied up loose ends regarding our company. 
On the second day, after an all-day bender of meetings, I flopped onto my couch, rubbing my forehead. The stress of everything was getting to me, and just before I spiraled into an endless loop of thought, Margo called me.
Relief filled me when I answered.
“Hello love, it’s so nice to finally hear your voice,” I told her with a gentle fondness of how much I missed her.
“Hi. You too, lovey. It’s been a rough week. Are you home?”
I could only imagine, yet I didn’t have the mental capacity to imagine much more after the past few days.
“Yes, I’m home. Fabien is meeting with Carmen over the next few days or so in Paris to take a break from the Dom stuff, so he can be there for Karina. Which should be interesting,” I told her, and we both sighed in unison.
There was so much weight on us both, on all of us.
“I just dropped Karina off; she wanted a night alone with no one around. I said I’d check in with her tomorrow. She’s going to work on the legal stuff and get Adrian’s death certificate in the morning. My heart is feeling fucking heavy, Patrick.”
I could hear the agony laced in her words, and my own heart felt it too.
“Me too, my love.”
There was a long pause before I heard her sigh in defeat in my ear. “I’ll be there soon.”
“Of course. I’ll be waiting. The door is unlocked,” I mentioned while getting up and unlocking the door.
“See you soon. I love you.” 
My heart fluttered as I told her honestly, “I love you too. Drive safe.”
We hung up, and I decided to take a hot shower to rinse off the stress of the day. 
Stripping in the bathroom, I waited until the heat filled the room. I wasn’t sure how long I was under the steam as I washed and let my mind drift before hearing the bathroom door open. 
Turning around, there stood my beautiful orange-haired lover. I could see the misery on her face as her arms went around me, and she wept.
I held her close as she released all that she held within, no doubt trying to be strong for Karina. 
I tilted her chin, staring into those bright, perfect jade eyes.
“I know things are heavy right now, but I feel it too. You aren’t alone.” 
My own eyes misted as she reached up to caress my cheek. A few more tears fell, cascading down her gorgeous face. 
“Karina finally started speaking, and I wasn’t sure what shattered me more, what she said or her silence. She doesn’t want anything to do with Tristan right now and needs the time and space to process and heal, otherwise, she’ll kill him if he pushes her further… I don’t know what to do, or how to be a friend or sister right now.”
Her honest words pierced me, for I didn’t know how to be a friend or brother to Trist either. Although we were business partners, it always felt like we were brothers too.
“I feel torn on that line too. However, you don’t have to worry about Tristan for six months at the very least. Lucien mandated inpatient therapy. If we don’t work together to keep that in place, then we’re just as guilty. I must handle the business matters since he’s going somewhere remote in the tropics. He leaves next week and is currently enroute to Tokyo to handle some meetings. Lucien is investigating more into what happened on his end. If you’d like, you and I can take turns checking in on Karina, or we both can. I’m not sure what will overwhelm her. I know it’s important to you to spend time with her, so I will try not to interfere with that.” 
We shared a gaze, there was a mutual understanding of how none of it was easy, but we wanted to be useful in whatever way we could.
She leaned up to place a gentle kiss on my cheek.
“I’m grateful for you, lovey. You have kept me sane, and I’m glad to call you mine. I told Karina that I’d follow her into the dark if that’s what she needed. If the two of us get into trouble, please don’t hold it against me too much.” 
I smirked, shaking my head.
“I’ll consider it.” I bent down to kiss her, feeling her grip around me tighten.
I grabbed her ass, pulling her closer as she made a throaty noise of delight. A small smile interrupted our kiss.
“Tell me what you need, Margo, and I’ll give it all to you.”
Her eyes flashed in evident desire as she pulled us to the cornered wall away from the shower head.
“I need you, in the way our bodies need one another to fill the empty spaces,” she said as she began to cup me, and I hardened immediately.
Her touch moved like magic through my body.
Bliss filled me as I took her hands and pinned them above her head.
“Then, I won’t keep a lady waiting. I’ll be happy to keep you occupied all night, my love.” 
I kissed her zealously, thankful to have her back where she belonged under my touch. 
A moan vibrated her throat as my other hand wandered and teased. Soon after, I bit and kissed down her body. A gasp escaped those sinful lips while running her hands through my hair before tugging back. 
It did lovely things to my cock when she tugged my hair. She knew it too. I bit down on her thigh, taking my fill as she moaned how she wanted me inside her with a sense of desperation. 
I licked the spot I bit and quickly turned her around to do as she requested. Wasting no time, I was quick and feverous while pulling her against me as she arched her back. I kept my hand steadied at the base of her throat in an easy grip before I sank my teeth into her shoulder in the way I knew she liked. Claiming her as mine. Then, I sunk inside her, slow and passionate. 
Her sexy ass moan had me seeking oblivion, spots dancing in my vision. It had been so many days; I wasn’t sure I could hold back for much longer. Not when she felt so fucking good. 
After telling her just as much, I felt the rush of ecstasy flood me.
To make up for it, we joined each other in the first of many orgasms that would occur over the course of the evening. 
Ever since I confessed my feelings to her years ago, finally, it hadn’t been the same between us. I couldn’t go back and continue to call her just a friend. I had wanted her to be mine for decades, but we were both cowards, me most of all. 
I didn’t feel worthy, and I fantasized from afar, yet also closely for so long; I didn’t expect her welcoming reaction or the returned feelings.
Ever since, she had been the savior of my mind, body, and spirit. There was no one else for me, and I would love her for as long as she allowed me. 




Chapter 6



Fabien


My gaze fell on the woman across the desk from me. Her dark hair was sleek down her back as she wore a business casual black outfit instead of her usual leather. Carmen accepted my request to leave and offered her apologies. She didn’t realize that Tristan would kill Adrian. 
I didn’t address it or offer her comfort. A deep feeling overrode on how Karina wouldn’t take it very well knowing that in a roundabout way, Carmen was responsible or involved in yet another death. 
I would not be the one to tell her. 
It was Carmen’s place or her mates. Perhaps Tristan too, but it wasn’t going to fall on me. 
Damn you, Tristan. I hope you get the help you need to fix this shit.
I exhaled and caught Carmen’s stare, waiting for me to say something.
“It isn’t my place to say anything. I refuse to be the one to tell Karina, but I thank you for being understanding during this time. I’m not sure how long I will be, but any appointments I already have, I will finish up over these next couple of weeks. I’ll tell my clients, so you don’t need to worry about it.”
She nodded, considering me. The dim room lighting from her fireplace made her eyes appear as black as her mates’.
“Very well. Thank you for saying that. I understand. I take it Karina’s not handling anything very well… She had a tough time handling Gabriel’s death, and Donatella’s. Has she told you about everything yet?”
My jaw clenched. I didn’t want to hear about the guy who ruined so many lives in my family.  
“No, not yet. However, he’s dead, and it’s not as important as the present situation at hand. I’m just grateful she’s not running away.”
I counted backward in my head to stifle the rising anger. My temper may not have been such a quick fuse to ignite, but I wasn’t cured. It never went away; I just learned to manage and process my emotions better. Or I tried my best anyway. There’s only so much I can do when it comes to people fucking with my family. 
That’s not anger, its loyalty, simple as that.
“She spent a long-time running, Fabien. It’s worn on her, but it doesn’t take a genius to see that. She always was her own person and did whatever she needed to survive. At least she remembered that much when I taught her long ago to be a survivor. I’m certainly not innocent. Regretfully, this situation will be something else I carry with me. However, in my defense, your brother was insistent and wouldn’t leave me alone about it. He knew that I knew, and I couldn’t lie. He muttered a few threats and just to keep the peace, I told him the city. Adrian was a good person and didn’t deserve such a fate. I know his blood is on my hands, and whenever Karina finds out, it will be another thing she hates me for. Just when I thought we were in a stable place.”
She placed her head between her hands, leaning on her desk. 
I felt awkward about it, so I continued to speak honestly.
“It is not my place to forgive you, I didn’t even know about him until it was too late. Perhaps I’d be angry and upset, but I wouldn’t have killed him not knowing everything. However, I am like my brother, so who is to really say how I’d handle it all? I’m hurt, yes, no doubt, but at the same time, without anger consuming me constantly, my brain works properly apparently. Who knew? After hearing all that went on at the meeting in Spain, shame rode me harder than any whip. I’m sure there’s more to the Gabriel story, however, what I heard was enough to warrant some sympathy.”
I took a deep breath, gazing at the flames from her fireplace. 
“I just wanted to be there for her more than anything. Knowing she had to face all of that alone or suffering in any way, it’s what hurts me more than how she chose to survive. In a weird way, I’m glad she found Adrian. I can respect any man willing to brave the waters of two territorial mates while having her best interest at heart. No guarantees I can say I would’ve done the same if the positions were reversed, but I had perspective. I don’t own her, no matter how much I missed her. I’ve felt the weight of her being away every day for years now.”
The ache of the truth echoed within my chest. I could see Tristan’s madness as my own, and hell, we fought to find her and get her back safe. We also pushed her away as a result, not giving her the space she needed. It made us both selfish, and it was only in my error that I lost her and sought help for the grueling anger of injustices that laid fire to my blood all these centuries.
It was how I survived.
Sneaking a glance at the woman across from me, she turned her gaze to the flames too lost in thought. 
“Now that Karina isn’t running in the opposite direction, I want to do everything I can for her. She deserves my patience and understanding along with me being there selflessly. There’s no need to add any pressure regarding the past few years and the bonds we share. I love her and owe her that much at the very least.”
Amongst so many other things that my mate deserves. 
I sighed and realized that Carmen was probably the last person I should be sharing any of that with, but it came out of my mouth anyway.
“You’re good for her, Fabien. I’m glad she has you. I hope the therapy helps Tristan and the three of you to find healing and mercy with one another. I probably won’t be offered the same thing... I accept it for when the day finally arrives as I suspect she’ll finally come to finish me off. Perhaps I deserve it after these years. She gave me a second chance before, and I ruined it carelessly. 
My mates are also angry with me, and because they’re bound to me, they won’t hurt me. However, their silence hurts me most of all. That shame and disappointment, I can’t stand it. I’ll probably go back to Germany for a while. I know she loves this city, and this is your home too. I don’t want to interfere, so I’ll be packing up and wrapping up over these next few months. Well, that’s part of the plan anyway… If you decide to come back, my door is always open to you. I’ll be in Hamberg.”
She wiped a fallen tear, and I nodded after catching a quick glance.
“Of course. I have an appointment soon. Thanks for listening and speaking with me.”
I wasn’t sure what else to say after all of that.
“Thank you for listening too. Take care of her, would you? If the day ever comes, please tell her how sorry I am for everything.”
Absolutely not. Tell her yourself. I wanted to say the words, but I didn’t.
I stood up while offering a sympathetic look before I left her office and the building. Once outside, I leaned against the stone of the building gazing up into the night sky. 
Margo had sent a text, her and Karina were back the previous day, and I wondered how she was doing, how they both were doing. I sent Margo a message and asked if she could call me when she got a chance. 
My phone lit up immediately.
“Hey.”
“Fabi, what’s going on? Patrick mentioned you had a meeting. When can we expect you back up here?” She asked me. 
To my surprise, my sister sounded more at ease than when I last saw her.
“A couple of weeks possibly. I need to take care of some last-minute wrap-ups here and give my resignation, you know, being professional. Also, you said we.”
“Two weeks? What the hell? Just ditch them and come back. Yes, Patrick and I. Karina will come around, give it time.”
I can’t deny and say the statement didn’t break my heart, but it did.
“I’m a working man, I can’t just up and leave when I have clients that are expecting me… How is she?”
I shook my head as if she could see me through the phone.
“She’s enduring and processing. It’s rough but at least she’s speaking. As I told Patrick, she wants nothing to do with Tristan right now. However, luckily for you, you aren’t included in her hate list. I wouldn’t push your luck though.”
What a relief.
“Some good news at least. I’m glad she’s speaking now. As for Tristan, I don’t blame her. I’m not even sure how to handle it honestly. Obviously, not following in our brother’s footsteps.”
She sighed, waiting a moment before she spoke.
“One day at a time. Karina appreciates our efforts to be there for her. Also, yeah don’t do that. I’ll kick your ass, and so will she. Although, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind getting your ass kicked by your mate.”
I didn’t comment.
She continued. “She’s working on legal stuff right now with his car, and their house since it’s all in his name. She got his death paperwork today to show proof. Lucien has been helpful in that respect, and no one is resisting or denying her. She’s going to sell his car in a few days. I’ve just spent all day keeping her company. I’ve been considerate of her space and always ask what she needs. Sometimes she needs space and sometimes it’s company. It’s different each day. I’ve never seen her so broken, Fabi. 
Ireland was rough. I didn’t know Adrian, but I met his family… They, and he, didn’t deserve this. I hate Tristan for it and for putting us in such a position. I hope his therapy helps. It’s all fucked right now, and I hate that too. I’m glad to be around her and be in her good graces, but it shouldn’t have happened this way. None of this is fair, Karina didn’t deserve this.”
Blinking back my tears, I stared up at the sky, wondering if Karina was looking too, or if she was as lost as I felt. More than likely.
Would she dream again and find her way through the dark?
Did I need to walk on eggshells or give her space?
I took a deep breath. 
All I can do is my best.
Finally speaking a moment later, “I agree completely. I’ll try and finish up here as quickly as I can. I wanted to check in and let you know about the next couple of weeks. Carmen is regretful of her actions; she has a feeling that when Karina finds out, she’ll be hunted down, so she’ll be leaving Paris over the next few months. Who knows though.”
“Yeah, I’m not going to be the bearer of bad news. I’ll leave that to Lucien. Right now, she doesn’t need that with everything going on. I don’t know anything and neither do you or Patrick... Anyways, how are you holding up?”
“I should be asking you that, but since you already told me, I’m okay. I’m ready to leave Paris which is something I didn’t think I would say until recently. Karina needs me, and I don’t want to be here. With any luck, she lets me be there for her when I come up…”
I crossed my arms, feeling hopeful about the prospect of being in her presence soon.
“Of course. Well, finish what you need to and get up here when you can. Patrick and I are here, we won’t leave her. I’m positive that Karina will need you around.”
Wonder what that means? 
Deciding against asking and adding to my growing headache, I thanked her.
“Thank you. I would say tell her I said hi, but I doubt she’ll care or be in a place to care now… I’ll see you in a couple of weeks. Text me if anything comes up, and please check in.”
“Always. Take care of yourself, Fabi, we’ll get through this.”
We said our goodbyes and hung up. 
Perhaps we would get through it together, yet my heart was all over the place. It would be something I talked about in therapy. I needed to work out what to do to be there for my mate in a helpful way. 
I couldn’t sort it out on my own, and it wasn’t Karina’s job to sort out how I felt either. Despite it all, I was anxious to be near her again after everything. 
These next two weeks would feel endless.




Chapter 7



I was in a weird in-between place.
Grief. Numbness. 
It all hurt too damn much. 
Lucien and Patrick had been helpful with the legal stuff. The stress so soon after the funeral was too much.
Pat went with me to sell Adrian’s car, and both men went with me to find my own. I hadn’t bought one before, so I enlisted their help. I also couldn’t figure out what I wanted, so I went with a convertible. I signed the papers and they worked with me on teaching me how to drive better. 
Driving had never been important before and with the life I led, I hadn’t needed to. Calling cabs seemed easier. Something I was also used to from living in Vegas.
No one said anything, but I could tell it weighed on all of us with what Tristan had done. 
After a week and a half of taking care of shit, I didn’t have to worry about it anymore. The house was mine. A realization that broke my heart even more. He was supposed to be here for all of this. Not dead in the ground. 
Lucien was also working on helping me put in an offer for The Spot in Dublin. 
I couldn’t fill the hole within me no matter how hard I tried. I didn’t ask about Fabien or care whether Tristan was in therapy.
If he showed his face before I was ready, I’d kill him, or at least come close to it. Who fucking knows at this point.
Maybe it made me insane too; I was past the point of caring, or perhaps I cared too damn much that my mate would pull such a card on me.
How would I ever forgive him?
My heart wasn’t around, and it remained on the ground where Adrian’s had once lay. The one Tristan ripped out.
Fabien wasn’t around either, and I figured he was doing whatever he needed to do. I’m grateful that he was there in the beginning even if I wasn’t in my right mind. Still wasn’t. But the shock of seeing another die in front of me wore off. Not the grief.
Part of me wondered what he was doing, but I pushed the thoughts away. I didn’t need to think about my mates then. 
There were more important shenanigans I had in mind.
Margo made good on her promise to connect me with people for the drugs I needed and to let loose in the only way I knew how. I couldn’t stand looking at the same walls of our—my house anymore.
The first Friday, I found a fun club to dance in, eating an edible brownie. I rode the high happily, sinking into euphoric bliss until my eyes closed because I was so relaxed after giggling for so many hours. Margo and Patrick came out that night too. She kept me company for a while until I mingled with others. 
I ended up passing out on my couch, thankful for such a wonderful distraction. I didn’t remember too much of that weekend as I did the same routine Saturday and Sunday.
By the time Monday came, I had two women and a male in my bed. I shook my head at myself while getting up.
What were their names?
I threw on my silk robe and walked into the kitchen for a packet of blood before the others woke up. I saw a text from Margo asking if all was okay, and I confirmed that it was apparently. 
She went out with me solo on Saturday, but it was just me on Sunday, which I didn’t mind. I didn’t need to be babysat, although I did appreciate their efforts in trying to be there for me. 
Going on a two-week bender was all I needed. 
I’d worry about therapy later. 
I drank the packet of blood quickly before making some coffee. As it brewed, I looked at the wrist tattoo that I got with Adrian. What I once had wanted to look at every day, it hurt to do so then. My eyes misted as I traced the outline of the crown and the heart.
I miss you terribly, Adrian. I will find some way to make it okay again just as you would try to do. The first step is buying the place that was our spot. 
The photos of us and his family were taken down from the wall last week as I couldn’t look at them without wanting to cry. Instead, Margo found some light décor to put in its place so it wouldn’t feel so empty. Like my spirit felt. 
Lost in my thoughts, I didn’t realize someone had come into the room. I felt arms go around me, and I smelled a sweet scent reminding me of the gorgeous blonde woman that captured my eye last night. 
“Good morning, lovely, is any of that coffee for me?” She asked in a low sweet tone, and my lips curled up.
“Of course. I hope I didn’t wake you.” I leaned into her embrace, grateful for the distraction of my thoughts.
“My bladder woke me up, nothing to be sorry for.” She released me as I poured us both a cup.
“Thank you, do you have milk and sugar?”
I grabbed some from the fridge before I nudged a spoon and the fancy container of sugar on the counter.
Grabbing my cup, I sat at the small dining table as she walked around the kitchen in her underwear and bra. 
A smirk crept upon my face, appreciating the view. I’d forgotten how much I loved women just as equally.
Her blonde hair was messy from sleep and partying, but she still looked flawless, her curves aching to be touched.
The woman eventually walked over to sit across from me. Wonder what her name is?
“Mornings are fun, are they not?” She asked playfully, and my mouth turned up in response.
“Sometimes, yes.” I sipped my hot coffee.
Her eyes were on me then. “Last night was fun… Are you busy today and want further company?”
I raised my eyebrow feeling flattered and intrigued by how she cut right to the chase.
“What do you have in mind?”
“Simple excursions. A selfish day at the spa. I also need a hair touch-up for these grays. I don’t want to go alone, and I’d much prefer your company. You don’t have to see me after today if you don’t want to, but I’m not ready for it to end from last night yet. Please?”
I considered her as her brown eyes shone brightly, hints of mischief lingering there. Wondering what grays she was talking about for I didn’t see any, I shrugged and agreed to her proposal. 
“Sure.” 
She perked up immediately, and we made small talk as we continued drinking our morning brew.
Losing track of the time, the others eventually got up; it didn’t take long before the guy and the other woman politely left saying they had a great time. I waved them goodbye, smirking to myself as I placed my empty cup in the sink.
“Shall we shower, and get started on today’s adventure?” I offered to the woman who still wanted to remain in my company.
She appeared next to me, placing her cup in the sink too while brushing up against my arm, causing a tingling sensation to travel upward.
“Yes. Do you have anything you don’t mind losing forever for me to wear?”
I huffed a laugh at her honesty and inclined my head.
“Of course, we can figure out outfits after.”
She followed me into the bathroom, nonchalantly taking off her underwear. I began untying my robe when she stopped me.
“Here, let me.” 
I shivered at her sultry tone as she stood in front of me and slowly untied it, eyes fully on me. Snaking her fingers under the collar, she gently traced them down my shoulders letting the robe drop to the floor.
I held my breath as she gently ran her fingers down my arm and back up, moving down my torso.
“Will you continue from last night, with just us?” She asked in a whisper that made my lower belly warm. 
I was completely sober then, and I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.
“Yes.” I breathed out as she pulled me into a kiss. 
It was a sweet, needy kiss as she nudged me onto the counter, our tongues dancing. I felt her hand dip to where I ached as her other hand weaved and tangled in my overgrown hair. 
I moaned in my throat, delighted at her eagerness to please me and how I would let her. 
My hand settled on her waist as the other rubbed her erect nipples. I heard her make a noise in response as my moan grew louder while the build in me grew. Her expert touch brought me near the edge. My eyes were half-lidded when she broke the kiss.
I leaned my head back as she bit my neck with her human teeth before quickly claiming a breast. Curling her tongue around my peaks, she sucked hard, and I came undone with my eyes rolled back.
“You make the most precious noises,” her tone was low, trailing kisses down my body until her head made it between my legs. 
It was one quick look up at me before her eyes closed and her lips claimed me.
Rolling my head back to lean against the mirror, I groaned. Her tongue was delicate over my bundle of nerves, sending jolts up my spine.
I almost came again immediately at the sight of her gripping my thighs as she eagerly tormented me, flicking her teasing tongue. I had never seen a woman so hungry for me before and I let myself become consumed.
Biting my lip and steadying myself on the counter, I angled myself more into her frenzied sucking of my clit. My second orgasm rolled through me, making me cry out.
Fuck me.
My hand dove into her hair, panting while she kissed up my body in such a sweet way. As if she didn’t just ravage me with that tongue.
I tasted myself when her lips claimed mine. Wiggling off the counter, I pulled her closer toward the shower. 
It was my turn. 
I turned the shower to cold; she gasped out as I began my own similar torment with my hand going to where she was wet between her thighs and then the other to toy with her breasts as we kissed eagerly. 
Lost in the moment, I made sure she came once under my hand before I sank down and placed her leg over my shoulder, enjoying my fucking feast. By The Saints did she taste heavenly. 
Her hands were holding my head tight to her as she fucked my face. I almost bit her and was surprised that I didn’t. The way her moans blessed my ears made my wet core ache to be touched once more. 
I couldn’t help my own moans when she came upon my lips, and I drank down every last drop.
A horny vampire I was and will always be, through and through. 
While she was in her heightened state, I drank from her thigh anyway before licking the spot, my teeth marks disappearing as she sighed out still wrapped up in orgasmic bliss.
She tasted divine in more ways than one–blood and pussy. What more could a horny vamp like me want?
Moving her leg down, her brown eyes shining bright with contentment, I handed her the shampoo. 
“You first, lovely,” I purred. 
Her lips turned up in amusement, and we went forward with our shower, one that was more sensuous than normal, but neither of us were complaining. 
“You’re fun, and I’m happy you said yes to a fun day with me,” she mentioned, stepping out of the shower after we finished bathing with a grin, and I followed closely behind.
“It should be interesting indeed.”
I admired her naked body as we made our way to my walk-in closet. The woman was positively impressed with it.
“So many choices!” She exclaimed until she came across a white dress I hadn’t worn. Giving me a questioning look, I nodded that she could have it. 
She looked like an Angel of Light as she stood looking in the mirror satisfied. Considering who I was, I found myself smirking at the comparison. Light and dark.
“You look beautiful,” I told her honestly.
It was then I decided to add to it by putting on the black dress that matched. 
Now, it’s officially day and night. I was feeling sentimental. 
She giggled. “You are adorable. Lady in black and a lady in white, I love it.”
I winked playfully as we put on our shoes and began our day. It was raining, but it didn’t put a damper on our outing plans. We put on raincoats and went to get our manicures and pedicures. It felt joyous and carefree, so normal. I welcomed her distractions and appreciated them just as much. 
When we got to the salon, she had her hair touched up going with a pale blonde and cut it a few inches above her waist. I only chose to cut mine so that it fell in layers on the middle of my back. 
I even added bangs again and she told me, “You look great.”
I told her she was a beautiful Angel of Light before we did some shopping, fooling around in one of the dressing rooms followed by dinner in the late afternoon. 
Our fun day ended, and I knew that’s all she’d be—a distraction to my pain, no matter how much I enjoyed her company. 
A dark thought crossed me. Although she was a woman, nothing would stop those mates of mine from being possessive. It would have to end, and I didn’t have it in me for anything else either. So, instead, I thanked her later for a pleasant day. 
“It was wonderful, Blue Eyes. I will leave you my number if you choose to contact me again. I don’t mind flings. Not from you anyways.” She slid her number across the table, and I looked down at the numbers written and her name, Amber. 
“Thank you.” I shared her smile, her hand brushing against mine before she stood up.
“If I don’t see you, it was a pleasure. I hope you take care of yourself.” 
She placed money on the table, giving me a sad smile before she walked away. As if she knew she wouldn’t see or experience me again.
I watched her walk away until she disappeared from my sight.
What a fascinating woman. 
How many people could say the same about me? 
Lately, I was more unhinged with grief than I was with anything else. My mind and heart were a battlefield. A war I couldn’t win, forged by fate and a jealous mate. 
For a day, I forgot about my grief and enjoyed the simplicity with the arms and company of a beautiful woman. Amber. 
I hope you find happiness, Amber, you deserve it.
I left the restaurant and made my way back to my place. Once there, I looked at my phone and saw a text from Margo asking if I’d be interested in going out Wednesday to one of her BDSM clubs. I told her I wouldn’t mind dancing as I did years ago, and she sent a laughing emoji. 
She mentioned a cage above the dance floor where the dancers would be if I wanted to take part. 
I agreed, of course, and spent all of Tuesday watching movies on my couch with Margo, then we drove back to her place in London that evening.
We lounged around during the day on Wednesday, getting ready in the late afternoon for our outing. She put me in a fun leather outfit as she wore red latex.
“We look hot, Ri,” she said as we left for the club. 
The tone sparked something familiar in me, reminding me of my Donnie. She would definitely approve of a night with shenanigans.  
“We do. Wonder what trouble we can get into tonight?” I suggested while she winked, a wicked look complacent on her face as we stepped outside the cab and into the bouncing club. I slipped the MDMA in my mouth and made my way up to the cage. 
Chaos consumed.




Chapter 8



I stepped into the caged area above the main floor, and it was locked from the outside. With a slight grin, I looked at a few others that were dressed as deliciously as I was. 
There were all sorts of items in the cage as I began to dance around to the new beat that began to play. A masked male and female began circling around me as I moved my hips and stuck my gloved arms out towards them, beckoning them.
Yes. 
Come closer, Preylings.
Mistress Nyx has arrived.
When they did, and their hands were upon me, I felt the drug hit me as my cells came to life at their touch. 
For a brief moment, I wondered how it would feel to have both of my mates collared and on leashes, kneeling on all fours on either side of me.
Hmm…
I let the thoughts go, not wanting to kill my high.
That night was all about pleasure.
The female and the male began their seductive dance with me, and I lost myself in their touch. I savored the feeling as I climbed up the caged ceiling and carefully maneuvered myself to hang upside-down on the hoop in the center. The cage was large enough for various toys and several more people could join in and be comfortable in the play space. 
I twirled and moved my body, closing my eyes while the others danced in the cage. We could be seen from the main floor as it was open enough so the cage could be seen by all the guests below. 
Losing myself, everything else fell away while the lights flashed all around me as I felt riveting, so whole, so complete in such a brief time. 
Drug-induced happiness was still chemically made happiness. 
I’m allowed to lose myself there. 
It didn’t matter who I was, but what mattered was that moment, the feeling. The euphoria. I rode it for as long as I could. 
After who knew how long, the cage was unlocked, and we all received a break. I smiled at the male and female later, and they inclined their heads respectively walking away. 
I found a random bunny leather face mask and put it on, touching the ears with a smile as I walked down the stairs to the main dance floor.
I was still somewhat high from earlier as I maneuvered my way into the dancing crowd. I closed my eyes and sailed away in my mind. At least until I heard a male ask me if they could dance with me. I grinned, happy for a dancing partner.
“Okay,” I told them and began dancing with whoever it was behind me. My brain was on the cusp of recognizing the scent, but it didn’t dawn on me to check who was behind me until much later. 
I also didn’t care.
I simply enjoyed feeling hands on my hips and soft kisses on my neck and shoulder, the breath of the MDMA still riding the cusp of my veins. I’d need another to take me through the rest of the night.
After a couple of songs, I finally turned around ready to kiss the sensual male at my back. 
To my surprise, it was Fabien.
Despite my shock, I was happy to see him dressed in a harness with his dragon tattoo exposed and his leather pants, showcasing how delicious the man is. 
My mate.
His eyes were bright and twinkling as I stared at him in wonder before I sighed in strange relief to see him.
No hookups tonight, Rina.
“Kiss me, B. I need you to kiss me now.” 
My heart rate went wild as he did. Melting into him, I felt tingly as his tongue curled in with mine before claiming it for his taking. I touched his skin and swooned. Like lightning strikes to my tattered heart, reviving it slowly, so that maybe I’d feel anything other than grief and loss. 
Tonight, I didn’t want to be a widow or strung out in grief. There wasn’t a murderous mate to be angry with. I was simply a woman who wanted to be touched. To feel something, anything else.
When he finally broke the kiss, I stared him down. His eyes were blazing, dancing under the lights. Somehow, I knew if anyone would, Fabien would ride the shit out with me. Did I dare drag him down into the abyss too?
“You look delicious tonight; I’m disappointed I wasn’t locked in the cage with you.”
I grinned shamelessly, batting my eyelashes.
“The night is still young, B,” I told him as his eyes flickered over me, pleased by the sight, and I instantly wanted to swim in his jade pools.
I would if I had my way.
“If that’s what you want, Rin, then I will do whatever you ask of me.” 
He cupped my cheek. My eyes drifted closed enjoying the feel of his hand.
“There are other things I’d like to do, but perhaps it’s rude to ask when under the influence, however, this will do for now,” I stated without thinking, opening my eyes.
“Under the influence of what?” He tilted his head.
“It’s a temporary happy pill. I have more, do you want to join me? Just this once?”
Unamused, Fabi grumbled before he sighed; his tone strained, “Are you doing drugs now, Karina?”
I shrugged, not feeling the high anymore. His disappointment was the sobering interaction.
“Just temporary, come join. Don’t be a party pooper. Please?” I pouted.
He hesitated and then gave me a look.
“I’m going to regret this later, but I’ll agree. Because you asked so nicely.”
I grinned immediately reaching in my bra for the pills. I stuck two more in my mouth and then stuck two in his.
“You know I’m a good girl, baby… Let’s really have some fun in a bit, in one of the rooms. Will you?” I asked.
“Oh, really? Since when has my brat become good?”
I narrowed my eyes playfully with the intention to show him just how good when he swallowed the pills, snatching the rest of the remaining ones and putting them in his pocket.
“No overdosing on happy pills, missy, you’re a vamp not invincible. You’ve had enough. These will only lead to trouble. Now, that I know what you’ve been doing with your time, I’m going to have some words with my sister.” 
I sighed as he disappeared and returned quickly.
“Margo has nothing to do with this, leave her out of it.”
He gave me a I don’t believe you look, and I turned around pressing my ass into him.
“Less talking, more dancing,” I told him before he could get grumpy.
We swayed to the beats as I placed his hands on my hips, leaning into him. He nuzzled his nose into my neck breathing me in.
Knowing the drug would hit soon, I turned around to take in the beautiful man who stood before me. I still moved to the beats as we took each other in. 
His frustration melted away with each second as my eyes roamed over him from head to toe. 
My desire was evident, and he knew it. He was right there in it too.
Stepping closer, I ran my hands up his chest as we began our seductive dance face-to-face. It wasn’t too long before the drugs kicked in full force, and I grabbed his hands, leading him to one of the rooms upstairs. 
My hands were like electricity against his touch, begging for more of it. I needed more than sexy dancing and grazing his skin publicly.
The room was bathed in dark blue lighting with a leather couch, a few selections of fun play toys, crops, paddles lining the wall, and a variety of cuffs.
“This wasn’t how I envisioned this to go, but you are beautiful, and I can’t help myself when it comes to you, Karina,” he said as we firmly ran our hands up one another’s arms once closing the door behind us.
“I want to touch you all night. I don’t want to think, I just want to feel you. Drugs and all.” 
He groaned as his lips crashed swiftly onto mine. The need flowed deep as his cock poked me through his pants. Moaning into his mouth, I ran my hands through his hair, savoring the feel of him all over me. I felt tingly and happy as he slowly took off the garments I wore and left my bunny mask. 
The rush and euphoria of the drug and the setting were perfect as if we both needed that moment to reunite. Like so long ago when I finally wrapped myself in him.
“Although you have new ink, you’re still a goddess,” he murmured against my skin as he sank to his knees in front of me, cupping my ass, and kissing where I ached. A sense of longing filled me under his touch. All skin contact was intensified as if we were merged; vampirism already did that, but it was maxed out with the drug.
I leaned my head back against the door. His touches and sweetness felt like I was coming home, back to myself and back to him. It had been so long; I didn’t care anymore. Those familiar sparks were undeniable as were his trailing kisses leaving tingles in their wake. 
My head buzzed with those enhanced happy chemicals as I reached down and ran my hand through his hair once more. He looked up as I sank down in front of him too.
“Let me see you, Fabien. Let me touch you.” 
He released a held breath and carefully removed his clothes as I took off my mask and helped him out of his harness, both of us standing up.
I ran my hands up and down his back. Fabien’s eyes sought mine, a longing there. I ran my hands up his chest gazing into those pools I was going to swim in. We were soul bound and about to be reunited.
Without another word, I sank back to my knees and placed that delicious cock of his in my mouth. The taste of him had my eyes rolling back and locked-away feelings came to surface—the mate I left behind. 
I licked and teased, his low moaning noises and grunts fueling me forward. His hands were stroking my hair, and I was tingling in pleasure.
“Karina,” he breathed out, and my core throbbed in response, wishing he was filling me up.
Determined to finish him off, I called his name.
“Fabi-en,” I whispered.
He stopped me immediately and pulled me up before I could protest. He sat on the couch, and I was straddling him immediately. 
Those delicious lips landed on mine, and I took the initiative to place him inside me. Fabien’s arms went around me holding me tight to him. I leaned into him as he kissed my neck, and we rode the rhythm of each other. His hands were put to work on my clit and breasts before I cradled his head in my hand.
“Bite me, B, do it now.” It was a whispered plea between quiet moans, and he obliged. 
The sensations began to feel like exploding stars under my skin, my nervous system and senses overwhelmed. I cried out in release as my whole body vibrated and soared into the highest depths. 
My eyes rolled back as he kept motioning in his hips indicating that it was his turn. My moan turned unholy at the sensitivity of another blast of pleasure headed toward me before I caught my breath.
Fabien's eyes were locked on me, slowing down his pace. We stared at each other lost in lust before his breath quickened.
“Your turn, bite me, Ri.” 
His voice grabbed my core by the reins as I motioned my hips, sinking my teeth into his neck. 
Fueling my fire, his moans were all I needed. Once I finished my fill, I licked up his neck and drew him tight into my chest.
He called for me desperately, meeting me stroke for stroke as I kissed him passionately. I felt him release in a moaning roar that cracked my heart. As if his soul sought mine in desperation and basked in being reunited with its mate. A roar of pain underlined the pleasure and love.
I wondered if he could taste Adrian’s blood in my veins, the pain of his death, and if it echoed when he tasted me. Or perhaps it was all the emotions we buried for so many years to survive.
While we caught our breath, he remained inside me and in my arms. When I leaned back slightly, I saw he was silently crying, endless thick tears running down. 
My hand rubbed his nape and my heart tightened as I touched his face, wiping his cheeks.
He was as broken as I was. 
It reminded me of when I betrayed them for Gabriel and convinced him that it was over as he begged at my feet.
I remembered my cruelty and my tears came in sync with his.
“I’ve missed you so much, Ri. I…” 
I kissed his falling tears away.
“I know…and I’m so sorry, for all of it.” I gazed into his equally grief-stricken jade eyes.
“It’s always been you, and it will always be you. It doesn’t matter about the distractions. I’ve never stopped waiting and wishing for you. You are the flame that burns in this heart of mine. I know shit sucks right now, but I need you to not give up. Not on yourself, and not on me. I love you, and I’m always here for you. Don’t you understand? I never wanted to be apart from you. I am nothing without you.”
I wiped more tears as he stroked my head, another tingling sensation caressed my synapses and shot down my spine. I began to shift my hips and he was solid again. 
I moved my hips slowly against him as we continued to weep silently together. There weren’t any words to offer him all of what I felt and regretted, but I wanted to show him how much the bond and his words meant to me. 
Our tears were a release of their own.
“I’m done running away, Fabien. I’m sorry, so sorry for everything I put you through. I hope you can forgive me someday, no matter what made me make so many of those decisions…” 
He caressed my face, suppressing a low moan.
“I’ll forgive you always, just please don’t leave and disappear again. We can get through anything together. If you want to run away again or go off the deep end, don’t do it alone. Let me truly be there for you in the good times, but especially when it’s bad. I love all of you, not just when I’m inside you or worshiping you, but the parts you don’t want anyone to see. All of you.”
I leaned my forehead against his.
“I don’t deserve you... My heart may have made space for others, but I never stopped dreaming and wishing to be back home in your arms. It hasn’t been the same since I left. I’m sorry for disappearing, and someday I’ll tell you the truth about it all, all the ugly bits and pieces. I sired someone, and now he’s dead… How can you even stand to be around me? Don’t I disappoint you too?”
I searched his gaze, and he shook his head, cupping my cheeks, and stopping his movement within me immediately.
“No… I said terrible things to you, Rin; I should be asking you that. I know, and I’m so sorry. I’m tired of all the death and distance too. I’m tired of being without you, but the last thing I want is to overwhelm you with me.”
I kissed him gently as he rubbed my head, and it tingled once more. 
I returned the favor, and he exhaled with a low moan, closing his eyes at the sensation.
“You haven’t overwhelmed me. I’m glad you came back, and for being here. Slowly but surely, we’ll make it through this shit, no matter how long it takes. You and me, B. We will find our way.”
He opened his eyes as I rode him more steadily, increasing my pacing faster and faster until we came together in unison. 
I wasn’t expecting our moment of honesty but leave it to the drugs and those thoughts and feelings to spill out anyway. 
There was no dishonesty; it was the complete truth. I was happy he was near me. I could tell he was hesitant and unsure of how to deal with it, but he came back for me. 
He always did.
We remained in that room for a few more hours before dressing back in our clothes and leaving for his apartment in the city which was my old one from the time before Gabriel.
I sighed, remembering all too well how I felt when I left them that morning and all those emotions I avoided.
The same ones I’d have to face, sooner rather than later.
We donned a quick shower, but not before stealing another round before we crawled into bed, holding each other as if that one embrace would make up for the past few years apart. 
Our bond brought us home in the end.
Exhaustion hit us both as the drugs wore off, coming down from the high we rode all night.
“The high is good when it’s up, but damn does it suck when you come down,” I mumbled, half-asleep; his face rubbed into my neck before placing a gentle kiss there.
“As true as it may be, we don’t have to leave this bed unless you want to. I’m fine with sleeping it off until we both feel okay again,” he whispered as I rubbed his arm.
“Works for me. Goodnight, B,” I cuddled closer against his chest, being lured to sleep by the steady loving rhythm of his heartbeat.
“Goodnight, Rin.”
He rubbed my arm until he drifted off with me. I wasn’t sure what would come next, but the healing had to start somewhere. 




Chapter 9



Lucien


Once I made it to Paris, France, I stood outside the home I bought Carmen. Leticia was already there, and I supposed she already knew everything. They both should’ve said something before I looked like a fool.
I took a deep breath walking inside the posh gothic living room that Ticia and I helped decorate. I appreciated the bright red walls as I looked towards the black velvet furniture where my mate and sister sat.
Moving over to my anxious mate, I kissed her cheek.
“Hello, darling. Tish. Both of you should know by now how much I detest being the last to know. A rarity that is few and far between. Just because our Orange Eyes is gone, doesn’t mean you forget how it always was.” My tone was as calm as possible, considering how pissed I was, as I sat next to Carmen and took her hands into mine.
“Tell me what happened,” I urged her gently, catching her beautiful brown-eyed gaze. 
I’ve missed you, lover; now, give me the information I need to strangle Tristan.
“As I’m sure you know by now, Tristan reached out to me asking about Karina, and at first, I said I didn’t know. He called me out on it knowing better. Then, he asked about Adrian, and I figured why lie at that point? He sounded broken, and I felt bad. He was convincing and semi-threatening. He swore he wouldn’t hurt her as that was my biggest fear.”
Instead of red, I saw nothing but darkness. My mood soured instantly, and my frown deepened.
“You felt bad? What did he threaten you with? I will kill him.”
“Lucien, enough,” Leticia said in stern quietness.
I shot her a look.
“Darling, tell me what he threatened you with. Please.”
There was only so much patience, and it was running thin altogether.
“He said he would keep her from me and make her hate me forever. Plus, to goad me, he was threatening to hurt her if I didn’t tell him. He said he just wanted to talk and see his mate after so long. I figured it would be okay since they were having their meeting together anyway. I know better than to keep a sire from seeing his mate.” Her gaze lingered on me in knowing, and I worked my jaw, cupping her face in my hands—my grip was tight.
“Do you have any idea what chain of events you invoked? You realize Karina will hunt you down when she finds out, right? We were just getting somewhere with The Council.” I squeezed my grip slightly, and she winced. 
I quickly removed my hand.
“Next time any of them ask about Karina, you send them my way. I didn’t realize I had a mate that could be easily swayed into divulging information about The Council. Relationships aside.”
I shot her a disappointed look.
“You don’t know what he’s like or how convincing he can be,” she told me as I stood up angrily, walking around the couch.
What he is like? Ha-ha!
Nu, n-ai văzut încă nimic. (No, you haven't seen nothing).
“He is but a toddler. I saw him yesterday; he acted like a pouty petulant child. He killed Adrian. Did you know he planned on marrying her and wanted to work things out with her and her mates? Gabriel’s death broke her differently than this one. She was forced into it, now our newly appointed leader has yet another death to deal with. She could leave The Council forever, Carmen, then it all would have been for nothing, and my promises to my Orange-Eyed Lover would be broken. Can you understand that? I know you have known him for but a short time, but Tish and I had centuries. Centuries!” 
I was cracking under the weight. My sister and I both knew the truth; we’d never heal from the death of our Orange Eyes. We loved him enough to respect his wishes and let him go. A crack in my soul that will forever remain until I meet him on the other side.
Initially, I hated his decisions, but he reminded us both of how his games would catch up and no one would take his choices for how he left the world. He wanted us to have a full life with our mate, not to throw it away and fight for it. Not at his expense, because he knew we’d always be on his side. But who would fight for him if not his lovers? Five hundred years wasn’t enough, and I’m a selfish, sinful man.
I’m still bitter over it. 
I loved Carmen and cherished our bonds, but Gabriel should’ve been ours too. Had fate not given him a mate already, I would’ve happily disappeared for the rest of time and let The Council crumble.
My gaze turned to my mate then, and tears fell down her precious face.
“I didn’t know.”
I sighed deeply, not blaming Karina for her anger, however, I had vows to fill and a troublesome mate I needed to protect once Karina found out.
My lover and best friend’s wife. 
Over time I grew to love her equally and would always care, however, if she harmed Carmen, I was afraid of history repeating itself.
I couldn’t let it happen. 
Gabriel said it was the worst pain imaginable, and to hold onto that bond with everything I had.
So, I would. I will. 
He died for this shit, the least I can do is keep my promises despite my sire instincts. I couldn’t choose between the two women, and I refused to.
“Adrian told me before we all parted that he’d rather deal with the messes and figure it out than be without her. I respected him for it because I selfishly can’t say I would do the same. Well, maybe in a different scenario, like before, where we all knew about it. He didn’t deserve it, not him, and not Gabriel. Gabriel accepted his fate against all advice… Adrian didn’t even know of his own. They had an evening out celebrating the two of them, and she watched him die in front of her on the street as he was mid-sentence,” my anger flared up again, turning toward her,
“Ticia, did you not foresee any of it?” 
I looked towards my sister who sighed. “Sort of. I knew about Carmen telling Tristan, but he was so unbound, it was hard to figure out…”
I narrowed my eyes. What the hell is wrong with my family?
“You are the most talented person I know, somehow I don’t believe that,” I told her.
Her eyes misted.
The seconds dragged on before she sobbed out.
“It had to happen, Luc… I saw many scenarios play out, and it was the only way because as much as Adrian wanted peace, Tristan wouldn’t let it happen. It would’ve been worse later; it’s why I can’t be mad at Carmen. This would’ve happened no matter how we interfered. I’m sorry, Luc. I never wanted to hurt Karina in this way, neither did Carmen.”
I looked between both crying women.
“Then, you know if she kills our mate or not.” My tone was low as I gripped the back of the couch. I couldn’t even look at my mate as I stared at my sister, and her eyes dropped tears as she nodded.
“Goddammit!” I hit the edge of the couch in frustration and stormed off to the library, slamming the door behind me.
I couldn’t kill Karina, but I also couldn’t let her harm my mate either. Perhaps a bargain for her life could be made. 
A mate for a mate if it came down to it.
I shook my head at the thought, feeling Gabriel frown in my mind’s eye. I won’t do it, but it doesn’t mean I won’t think about it. 
As much as she wanted to kill Tristan, I had a feeling she’d hesitate at the last moment before following through. The bonds would kick in. It made me wonder what sort of heart Braun had to even consider doing that to his mate, hate for his twin aside.
Karina hesitated with Gabriel, and she didn’t love either of them the same way. 
For now, I wouldn’t bring it up to Karina unless necessary. The one truth I’d withhold. 
If she wanted to be angry at anyone, she could direct it to me. I’ve seen Karina in action, I wouldn’t put it past her to pull a Gabe move. Not at all, they were alike in that sense.
I sighed deeply, cursing as I poured myself Gabe’s drink of choice.
“What a mess left behind, My Odd One. My orange-eyed lover. Even in death you still haunt my thoughts as you have for centuries,” I said into the air, blinking back my tears. 
I took some more steady breaths. 
Karina was my best friend. However, I wasn’t sure if I could ever make the choice between her and my mate, promises made or not. Had Gabe’s mate lived longer than the time he had with her, then he would understand. It’s just the anger talking, he knew all too well when he ripped bonds apart.
I let my thoughts roam when I heard a knock at the door. Staring out of the window, I told my mate, who stood outside, to come in. 
Her thoughts were loud with apologies.
I didn’t turn around, but I finished my drink and set it on a side table.
The door didn’t close, but I felt arms go around me, and I smelled her sweet, spicy scent all the same.
Even angry, I could find comfort in her touch and scent.
“I’m so sorry, Luc. I’m sorry for ruining everything all too soon. Will you ever forgive me?” 
There was old pain laced in her words, and I turned around to see tears streaming down Carmen’s face. I hated being mad at her, and I couldn’t stand to see her cry. My previous anger began to dissolve more while I cupped her face gently wiping her cheeks.
“It’s not me that requires forgiving. When she finds out, I’ll do everything I can to keep you two away from each other. I can’t lose you. My anger is more from the fear of losing you and for history repeating while trying to protect everyone, that is all. I care and love her too. An impossible position to be in,” I said to her, trailing soft kisses over her face.
“I love you, my darling. I can’t stay angry with you… I’m angry at the situation. I would choose you over anyone,” I continued with a whisper as she sobbed and buried her head into my chest. 
I held her and combed through her dark hair as she wept.
“We’ll figure this out together, darling. I’m older and wiser, I’ll protect you. We both will,” I reminded her as I looked up and saw Ticia in the doorway giving me a sad look.
She joined in our group hug as I hugged the people I loved most.
I wasn’t sure when Karina would find out, but I certainly wasn’t ready, and neither was anyone else.
However, it wasn’t personal, and I would protect what was mine. My only hope was that it wouldn’t come to that.




Chapter 10



Tristan


“Have you ever loved something, someone, so much that it hurts? It hurts to be apart from them. You want their happiness, but it feels different when you see that the happiness is caused by someone else. Not you. There was a time when I wouldn’t have minded over a decade ago. Before all the time apart and all the shit that followed…” 
I stared off into the distance, listening to the white noise machine while remembering the journey and how much worse it became. The nominal feeling lingering in the back of my mind. The obsession.
“All of it became complicated quickly. I suppose a bond like the one I have is a form of madness on its own… I lost myself and only held it all together for the sake of my siblings. Someone had to. It’s always been me. The one time I have a slip-up, and everyone condemns me for it. Had it been Fabien, it would have been expected, but me, the older brother? Forget it. No one wants anything to do with me…”
I turned my gaze to my red-haired therapist. A vampire one. She had a bun twisted on her head with glasses, business casual attire of pants, and a brown blouse.
Although I hated being in the tropics, I had to hand it to the being across from me. She’s wise and too damn smart for her own good. It irritated me during recent sessions. 
Sometimes, it felt as if she was on everyone’s side but mine. Isn’t it supposed to be the opposite? 
Guess it’s different when you’re immortal.
“Did you know, she threatened to kill me and herself? Perhaps it was those words alone that I was able to leave her side. How can I feel guilt when she consistently avoided our interactions? I’ve been patient for so long… Now, Fabien gets her again all to himself. I hate this shit.” 
I grumbled and clenched my fist. The year he had with her years ago while I was left searching and waiting around… I had never been so disappointed in my family on such a scale before.
My vampire therapist, Sonia, sighed, rubbing her eyes. She had been around a long time without confirming her exact age. 
“You aren’t the first, and you won’t be the last to commit a crime of passion. You seem to still be in denial of any guilt. Perhaps, the meeting is just what you need to see things clearly. Maybe hearing your mate’s pain and suffering will be enough to melt those walls in your mind of the consequences of what you’ve done. Healing is a process, Tristan; it’s only been a few weeks. Forgiveness is also a process. Do you remember how it felt when she left for Gabriel, and you let her go because she asked? What makes Adrian different?”
Fuck, she has a point, but I wouldn’t admit it. And she didn’t speak to us, it was different.
I’m still fucking pissed seeing their tongues down each other’s throats and how she looked at him in that bar place like he hung the fucking moon.
“Don’t say his name,” I grumbled, “she also didn’t ask or bring it up. She hid it from us, from me. She couldn’t talk to us, but she could talk to him and love him? How is any of that fair after we heard what we did at The Council meeting?”
I caught her eyes and blank expression not being able to tell if she was angry or not. Perhaps, she was waiting for me to calm down before she spoke. 
I wasn’t here for it. The sessions were a place for me to release my anger and say whatever was on my mind.
Fuck everyone.

“None of it is fair,” she went on quietly before turning serious again, “however, instead of acting on impulses, why didn’t you just approach them instead of murdering and asking questions later? Surely a confrontation would have been better to address the issues at hand?”
Maybe, but I didn’t have the patience or the willpower.
“You don’t understand the way they looked at each other. The way she once looked at me. I couldn’t take it.” I gritted my teeth.
“Couldn’t, or wouldn’t? Mate bonds are powerful, yes, and so are sire bonds. Bonds with people you care about are also important. Combine the mate and sire bond and you have bonds stronger than fate. However, bonds don’t entitle you to own anyone. It must be given freely, not forced. You used to say that yourself, Tristan. How can we change your thinking on that?”
I glared, feeling frustrated.
“I know I don’t own her, but you don’t understand all we’ve gone through with and without each other.”
She held up her hand, shaking her head, and my mind blanked on if I wanted to strangle her or shake her. An intrusive thought, most certainly.
“What you said was contradictory, so you do know, and yet you still chose to make the conscious decision to hurt her. Also, those sound like excuses. All parents must let their kids grow up and find their way. Although you are certainly not hers, or your siblings, think of it in a familiar way. We all must learn and experience life for ourselves; no one can do it for us. The more you control other people, the more it slips from your grasp. Hate doesn’t magically appear; it grows from within. Do you like knowing that she holds that anger and hate, as you’ve said she does, toward you?”
I clenched my fists again. Perhaps my brother’s old habits are rubbing off, or my twistedness was always lingering.
“She doesn’t hate me truly, she’s just angry right now. She will get over it. The bonds will keep her from truly hating me,” I responded, looking at her bookshelf to reel my emotions back. 
The more therapy sessions I had, the more it felt as if I was a tsunami.
“That’s a selfish, manipulative thing to say, don’t you think? You must not have heard the story of how Gabriel became who he was then.”
I mumbled under my breath at the mention of his name, earning a glare from her.
“I’m not talking about that sadist.”
She leaned back in her chair, placing one leg over the other.
“Off the record? Too bad. I think it’s a tale you need to hear,” she began as I mumbled under my breath, and she shot me another warning look, continuing, “Gabriel and Braun Hellström were brothers long before The Council. They didn’t have what you and Fabien have as it was a different time. Braun could be unforgiving. Believe it or not, Gabriel was like you in the very beginning.”
I scoffed, not believing a word that came out of her pretty little mouth. I could tear her in half. Well, maybe.
“He was the original founder, and although Braun and his brothers despised it, they knew The Council and Society needed to be formed. It was Gabriel that made the rules about abandoning those sired, although a bit ironic in hindsight now.”
“No fucking kidding,” I said to myself. 
Ignoring my comment, she went on, “When they were still human, Braun killed his bride saying that Gabriel didn’t deserve anything but being alone. As a young man, I’m sure that was traumatic having three brothers, one being a twin, that bullied and belittled. Or laughing and blaming you as they killed someone you loved because you were deemed unworthy. For no reason other than they simply could.” I caught her gaze, working my jaw. 
Was I supposed to feel any remorse? He abandoned me! A fucking scheme! 
Being turned to ash was the least of what he deserved.
I should’ve been the one to do it.
“They figured out the mate and sire bonds accidentally. What do you think happened when Braun and Gabriel realized they had a mate, and how Gabriel was the sire and not Braun? It didn’t end well as you can imagine. Braun couldn’t let go of his jealousy and hate for his brother. He killed her in front of your sire. The sad part was how they bullied him for his eyes, a shifter trait that ran on his mother’s side. The whole family and town thought his mother was unfaithful, and no one ever believed her. The rest of the hate stemmed from territorial business and fighting for dominance and leadership–being the strongest, the best. It was the times.”
She paused only to clasp her hands on her knee again.
I was a fool for even entertaining this story. Why the hell should I care? 
“It was the death of Gabriel’s mate that sent him over the edge. It broke both brothers as you would expect. Gabriel fled The Society forever and lost himself for centuries. In his grief, he did manage to find true friendships and was out of sight until hearing the prophecy of his death that would bring about change. Do you think he enjoyed the crimes he committed? Do you think he could get around his brothers’ poisoning The Council and The Society against him? Something that he created?”
I ignored how it unsettled me. 
“I don’t care about him.”
Sonia took a deep breath.
“You see, that’s where you’re wrong. You care too much. All you see is hate and anger. You let it control you.” 
I wasn’t sure what look I gave her, but I leaned forward as she went on with her nonsense. 
“He became the most hated vampire in The Society. His methods were cruel, yes, but he began to plot and plan for his demise centuries in advance. Gabriel used his enemies to his advantage to avenge himself. It was his only life goal after his mate was killed. Revenge. Vengeance. You see, once the mate bond is severed, nothing is the same. You heard your mate speaking the horrors of such.”
With a heavy sigh, I couldn’t process my own emotions. How the fuck was I supposed to, with any of that information?
Fuck you, Gabriel. 
Fuck you for leaving without answers as to why you fucked me over in more ways than one.
“You should know another truth, Tristan. I also say this off the record, not as your therapist…”
I tilted my head, wondering where she could possibly go with the conversation when my head was already full.
“Gabriel took a liking to your sister because she looked almost identical to his first love. I know that’s not something you want to hear, but it’s true. It was until he saw you. You also captured him all the same. He planned to take The Council down all along knowing it would bring you to your mate someday as with other fates… There was never joy in abandoning you. It ate at his soul, like all the rest.”
For the first time in centuries, I paused. Everything she spoke made sense, but how the fuck did she know? 
When Sonia noticed my stunned, confused silence, she visibly relaxed.
“I tell you this because that seed starts somewhere, and I’m sure you do not want to be associated with becoming another Gabriel, do you? Yet, situations like the one you were in are how they start. I cannot stress this enough, Tristan; you are not the insane person you’re making yourself out to be. Frustrated, hurt, sad, and all the above, yes, but somewhere deep down you know you were wrong. 
You can justify it however you want. You acted like a savage, unhinged beast—a monster, and now your mate has that imagery stuck in her head. Her perceptions of you are changing from that act alone. It will be hard work, but you can do it, Tristan. Unfortunately, as you put it, it won’t be forever that she hates you, but you must put forth your full efforts into therapy instead of blaming others, including her. You need to be held accountable. Gabriel was, even if it wasn’t initially his fault. We all make our beds, how we make them depicts how the rest goes. You don’t have to lie in your destruction, Tristan.”
I had nothing to say after that as I sighed. There was a strange calmness, yet a bitterness still lingered.
Originally, part of me wanted to hunt him down so I could look into his face and ask why. I loved him and gave him everything. He took advantage of my loneliness, and his fascination with my sister made her spiral. Of course, I’d take revenge for her alone. It took me decades to get the imagery of her swinging from a rope out of my mind. 
He could ruin my life, but he did the same to Margo, knowing she had a fragile heart.
I’d do anything for her.
“You’ve given me much to think about, and I don’t recall all of those details being shared at the meeting… It makes me wonder how you know all of this. Tell me the truth, how old are you really? Why do you know so much about Gabriel—my sire?”
She uncrossed her legs and leaned on them, debating on how much information she wanted to share with me, I supposed.
“Older than you. I spent many years around The Council members to know the façade. I know because I was around back then, Tristan. I knew your sire, and that’s all I will say on that. Our time is almost up for this session, do you have anything else you’d like to address at this time?”
I unclenched my jaw, not realizing I had it locked tight. I needed some fucking air. It felt like the walls were beginning to close in.
“Will you look into that meeting? After hearing what you’ve told me, I’m interested in hearing more from my mate. It may help in the therapy.”
She gazed at me, mulling something over, no doubt to know if I was full of shit or not—I was.
I needed to see her. The obsession was still there, the need to be close.
Sonia sighed and nodded.
“No promises, but I will see what I can do. Can you try and make a better effort? You need to work with me too. Resisting your treatments and help from the therapists here is only going to keep you here longer… Just something to think about.”
I blew out a breath.
“Yes, I’ll try.”
She stood up, turned off the noise machine, and then opened the door for me.
“Very well, Tristan. I’ll see you next time.” 
Saying nothing else, I walked past her, out of her office and the building. There was a beach nearby that I found myself wandering to.
Taking in the waves, I tried to calm my thoughts and labored breathing. Everything I thought I knew was pulled out from under me. It turned out I didn’t know anything. 
Gabriel did care, and I wasn’t sure what unsettled me more. It felt real for me back then as it was for him. Did it eat away at him too? Realization dawned on me.
He married Karina, and she led The Council. Maybe it was partially selfish, but he did it because he knew there would be no one better for the job.
My heart broke.
If I could get that meeting and audience with Karina, then I would put forth a better effort in the therapy I hated. It would be a long road to healing all that was lost. 
I would try for her and her alone.
Yet maybe that was part of the problem. It wasn’t just her.
I needed to try and heal for me too.




Chapter 11



Margo


“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I told everyone, looking at them. There was a big meeting in my living room again.
Lucien stood next to Karina behind the couch as Fabien was in the kitchen on the bar stool and Patrick was standing behind me.
“I agree. However, it’s not up to me entirely. Although, I look like a fool for mentioning six months being nonnegotiable…” Lucien looked at Karina as she had her arms crossed over her chest lost in thought.
All of us were looking in her direction then, wondering where her mind was. I’d be shocked if she said yes.
“I’m with whatever she decides,” Fabien said quietly. 
Of course, leave it to him to be neutral.
“I’m also with Fabi,” Patrick’s words echoed from behind me, and I sighed heavily. Lucien caught my look as I thought, this is going to go very badly no matter how long we put it off.
He nodded as Karina looked up at me then.
“I’ll do it. Have him show up here and let us clear the air. Will you be nearby Lucien while it happens?”
I gave my brother the side-eye and he looked quizzical in return.
Lucien seemed hesitant but he answered, “Yes.”
Karina looked at him with a small nod, seeming relieved.
“Good. Three days from now should be sufficient. I apologize in advance for the things that will come out of my mouth.” 
She walked into the kitchen, Fabien watching her with uncertainty like the rest of us wondering and knowing that none of it was a good idea.
“Nothing to apologize for Ri. The least he deserves is a good scolding and then some,” I told her, and she shook her head.
“That’s not what I’m referring to. When I tell the full story, you won’t like it. Perhaps you’ll hate me for it as I once did.”
Oh yeah?
I caught Lucien’s look then, and he kept his schooled expression. 
You know what she’s talking about, don’t you?
The nod he gave me was barely noticeable, but I caught it anyway.
“We’ll manage; it will be alright. Are you sure about this?” Fabien asked as she looked at him and nodded.
“He’s going right back after the meeting, and I better not hear anything else from him until he gets his shit together. As much as I want to wipe the floor with him, I won’t out of respect for all of you,” Karina made the declaration while looking between me and my sibling along with Pat.
The three of us sighed in unison. 
“We’re here for you, for whatever you need,” Patrick mentioned calmly.
“I don’t know what I need, but a meeting was promised. What I said in Barcelona was all true, however, I left out some details. After the meeting in three days, I should probably help plan for the next Society-Council meeting. Can we change the yearly requirements? Unless there are some pressing matters, I think every two years would be sufficient. What do you think?” She asked, turning to Lucien.
“Works for me. I have some people in mind for Council members, but we’ll figure that out in a few weeks and set up some meetings with the potentials. Then, we’ll all work together toward a better future.” 
Karina walked over to him as he stood up placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. She touched it in return offering her own small smile to him.
“Thank you, Lucien. You’ve been a better friend to me than I have to you. I’ll work on it.”
His dark eyes glittered, a small smile forming.
“I look forward to it. You’re a leader now, all the answers do not come overnight. We are all members of the same society; we must protect each other from threats.”
We all agreed with that statement.
“You have my full support,” I told them as Fabien and Patrick agreed.
“Thank you. I’m glad you all are here. Speaking of, how are Leticia and Carmen doing?”
We tried to keep our tension locked away as Lucien answered.
“Staying out of trouble, I hope. You know how they are.” 
Karina smiled at his comment.
“This is true. Tell them I said hello. I will call them eventually after this meeting… I’m sorry.”
“Nothing to apologize for. They’ve been busy with her business and sorting through all of our feedback still trying to decipher and make note of some important topics to be discussed soon.”
They exchanged a look.
“Well, give them my best anyways. I’m sorry to constantly drag you away from your mate.” 
His gaze softened at her words.
“You aren’t dragging me away, I’m your friend too, not just co-council member.” 
She leaned her head on his shoulder.
“That you are right on,” she whispered as he lightly patted her head.
“Dumb question, but why does my house have to be the topic and central location point for all these serious meetings?” I said to break the few long stretches of silence that followed.
There was a weird tension in the room.
Everyone chuckled, and I breathed a sigh of relief.
“Perhaps you should find a non-serious location to live then,” Karina retorted playfully, and I stuck out my tongue followed by a grin.
“Well, I have a few phone calls and travel arrangements to make, some possible threats if someone gets out of line, but we’ll see.” Lucien moved towards the front door, Karina following behind.
“I’ll walk you out.”
He waved us goodbye as they disappeared outside.
Patrick walked around and sat in front of me on the couch.
“I hate this,” I told Fabien and Patrick; they seemed inclined to agree.
“It won’t be pretty, but at least we know to expect the worst. I’ll be surprised if she doesn’t kill him the first chance he opens his mouth,” Fabi stated.
Patrick added, “You and me both. We’ll have to make sure we eat well beforehand in the event things spiral.” 
I took a deep breath.
“Three days is such short notice, but then again, I can’t imagine what must be running through Trist’s mind. I’m sure he’ll be grateful, but at the same time, Karina will have no problems putting him in his place,” I told them.
“I’d pay to see that actually. It’s always been Tristan running the show and being the level-headed one. Funny how the tables turn. I love my brother, but I don’t agree with any of the choices he made,” Fabien looked between Pat and me.
Karina walked back inside.
“Well, that was eventful.” She huffed out a breath, sitting next to Patrick.
“Three days then?” I asked her.
She gave me a nod.
“I’ve been wanting to get the meeting over with for months. It’s been long enough. I want to move forward, and I want to do so in a way that makes sense to me. Making The Council better is a promise I made to multiple people, and I have another order of business that’s pending to honor Adrian. I wasn’t with him to hurt anyone; you know that, right?” She looked at all of us. 
Fabien agreed, and my heart warmed to see him acting rationally instead of showing anger. 
They grow up so fast…two hundred years later…
“Do you have an offer in place?” I dared to ask her, and her eyes brightened with tears, and she shook.
“I’m waiting to hear back, if they accept. I’m anxious but hopeful. You know how much it means to me, Mar.” 
I swooned at my nickname and smiled.
“I hope they accept. It’s truly a great place. One I think all will appreciate.” 
It was the honest truth as the two of us shared a knowing look, recalling our time in Ireland.
“Whatever it is, will you show us someday?” Fabien asked quietly.
“Yes.” She wiped her eyes as I did mine.
Progress Fabi, see? I looked at him with a short smile.
“Well, let us prepare for this meeting in three days. I still vote we hold it at Patrick’s just for fun.” I looked at the man himself with a wink as his smile drew up.
“But then I have to hide all the fun stuff we do together,” he cooed, wagging his eyebrows, and I narrowed my eyes. 
Fabien plugged his ears, getting up. “Yeah, not listening. That’s my cue.”
Karina hid her smile as I giggled shamelessly. 
I jumped up and moved into Patrick’s lap as I began poking him, seeing him try to get away from me and suppress his laughter.
“As adorable as you both are and as happy as I am to see you two together, I’ll take that cue too. We can plan later. Enjoy yourselves.” Karina looked amused, “Come on, B, let’s go get into trouble of our own.” 
I waved to her as Fabi followed her.
“Right behind you, Rin, let’s go.” 
They shut the door behind them, and I kissed Patrick eagerly as his hands tightened on my waist.
“Such a naughty girlfriend I have,” he whispered with his pale gray eyes bright with evil intent. I stared him down, taking off my top and bra.
“You started it; I’m finishing it.” 
Smirking to himself, he toyed with my breasts. The feeling giving rise to my inner heat.
Biting my lip, I leaned into his touch. “Can you clear your busy schedule for me tonight, lovey?” I asked as I snuck my hand inside his pants and rubbed where he grew.
He held his breath. “Consider it done. Not that I would leave before we finished whatever I started.” 
I licked his face in response.
“Good. Take it off then,” I purred.
“So impatient.” He breathed out as I moved off him, and I stripped out of my own clothes. 
While he worked on doing the same, I sat on the couch with my legs spread as he stood, stared, and undressed.
“Delicious,” he whispered once he was nude and dropped to his knees crawling towards me. 
Licking my lips, I put my foot up to stop him.
“Like this will stop me from tasting you.” He took my foot and kissed my toes. 
I giggled and put my foot down, jumping up and maneuvering around him. I backed up out of the living room and beckoned him with my finger as his eyes flashed, and he chased me down the hallway. 
I yelped when he picked me up, throwing me over his shoulder and smacking my ass. There was a mixture of a pleasured yelp and a giggle for my response as he took me into the bedroom.
“So playful you are this evening, love, I adore it.” He tossed me into the bed with an oomph from me.
“Come play with me,” I taunted, catching his smirk before crawling toward me and burying his head between my thighs.
I basked in the feeling as I let him love me there in that moment. Like Karina, we were all healing from the past. Sometimes all I needed was Patrick’s touch and all felt right again.




Chapter 12



The three days passed within a blink. Finally, all of us were gathered in Margo’s living room awaiting Tristan’s arrival. Ticia would be bringing him. 
Poor woman.
Lucien was beside me at the other barstool. Fabien was pacing as Margo and Patrick moved the furniture so we could all face each other.
Twenty minutes, and two shots later, he arrived.
Tristan seemed tense when his eyes fell on me.
“Hello mate,” I said bitterly. 
He said nothing, of course, but his eyes lingered.
“I know this meeting doesn’t concern us, so Leticia and I will be outside if needed,” Lucien told us while getting up, patting my knee as I shot him a knowing look.
I wish you wouldn’t leave me. 
Lucien gave me a look; you can handle it.
Ticia and I waved to one another before they disappeared outside.
“Have a seat,” I said to no one in particular. 
Tristan moved to sit by himself on the couch facing the front door as Margo sat on the far side in her chair. Patrick stood behind her, and Fabien sat on the opposite couch facing away from the door and toward his brother. 
The jade-eyed brothers shared a look as Margo rubbed her forehead. I looked at their casual appearances as they waited for me to say something. 
The long-awaited post-Gabe meeting… Saints fucking help me.
“Start wherever you feel most comfortable, Karina,” Patrick said to me gently.
I took another shot. 
“Okay, the beginning it is. First, let me apologize for initially leaving without a word. I wouldn’t have been able to leave otherwise, so I’ll apologize for that upfront to you both.” 
I looked at both of my mates. 
Fabi and Tristan shared a knowing look as if they remembered that day all too well. 
I had to look away from them as I continued, “I traveled through Belgium turning up with nothing. It wasn’t until Amsterdam that I found him. I watched his movements for a week while learning where his hotspots were. I hate that you all were right when you said how attractive he was… My plan was to toy with him and take him out once he began to trust me. If he could evade The Council, then I needed to be creative.”
Everyone’s eyes were on me as I grabbed the vodka bottle and took a swig. 
Cheers, Hubby.
“So, that’s where I started. I went out to one of the clubs, and he found me. I didn’t give away my true intentions, of course, and I just told him that I was traveling around. I danced with him that weekend and then disappeared after the second night. It was all about the chase.”
Tristan and Fabien had the same unpleasant look when I dared to glance over. They’re in for a treat then with the rest of this fucking story.
“I traveled to Germany, and it’s where I ran into people I least expected. Lucien and Carmen. To my surprise and my dislike at the time, she was immortal. I found Lucien scary and intimidating so I kept my hateful thoughts at bay… It was as awkward as you would expect.” 
I paused and wondered if he could hear such a comment. 
My guess was yes.
“The stay was short, but I made sure to meet Carmen’s request for brunch after the run-in. I behaved well enough. It was more out of fear that Lucien would be on standby ready to take me out if I so much as looked at her wrong… It delighted me at the time when she said my smack years ago stung and that she deserved it.” 
I saw them all smirk at the comment, minus Tristan who still looked grumpy.  
I suspect my friends outside didn’t appreciate the comment, but it was in the past.
“I found Gabriel again in Copenhagen. He wasn’t happy with me for disappearing, but eventually, he warmed up. We went on a vamp bender for two weeks, and I left again… The person I became during those two weeks was slightly unsettling and I got spooked. It was so unlike me, and I didn’t want to become that unhinged monster. He warned me beforehand; he wouldn’t be as nice the next time I betrayed him or disappeared. I didn’t heed that warning, unfortunately.”
I sighed, taking another shot. 
Going on to explain the sixteen months, I reiterated the points made at The Society meeting with Geoff and his mates, Gabriel’s threats, and my fears.
After another deep breath, I set the vodka down on the counter, remembering my chaotic husband. 
I only drink this stuff when I’m thinking of you, Gabe, and tonight calls for it. Even though you’re dead, you’re still a pain in my ass.
With a deep breath, I went onward, “After I saw that horror in the warehouse, I knew I couldn’t continue as I had. I had to protect you all, and I was willing to do anything and everything…And I did.”
I told them about his history, minus the details of the dark twins that stood outside. I mentioned what Gabriel said about Margo, along with him shifting into her and crying in my lap.
I stood up and carried the bottle with me as I paced behind the couch Fabien was on. I paused near Margo and looked at her sadly. She sobbed into her hands as I leaned against the front door, taking a drink from the bottle.
Tristan’s eyes were on me while Fabien stood up, making his way to his sister. The two men rubbed her back until her sobs became softer cries.
I finally looked at Tristan as multiple emotions I couldn’t name flashed through his eyes. I wouldn’t worry about him though, it might kill my buzz, which I needed for this conversation.
“The goose chases you both were on, was also Gabriel. He couldn’t have you interfering with his plans. It’s the main reason why he resulted in threatening your lives. It’s why I had to make you all believe that I wanted nothing to do with you and that I chose him.”
Tristan frowned as Fabien turned toward me with a scowl of his own.
“That wasn’t Lucien, was it? I wasn’t truly with him all those months while you were trapped in the dark? What the fuck!” 
He cursed several obscenities while Tristan clenched his fist and jaw.
“I could kill him again for all of it,” he said, looking between me and Fabi.
Margo finally wiped away her tears, steadying her breathing.
“So, the idea of marriage, whose was that?” Patrick asked.
Of course, you’d ask me that, you clever man.
“It was a spur-of-the-moment idea I came up with. I had to be believable,” I spoke quietly as my heart ached to admit it. A foot-in-mouth moment.
“He was outside that door,” I indicated with my hand, “in the event someone tried to hurt me, and so he could ensure I was believable.
If Fabi walked outside, he would’ve found him.”
Fabi grumbled, “I fucking knew it.”
My perceptive mate.

“Initially, it was a hard transition from hating him completely to tolerating him. He made it difficult to loathe him. Gabriel was a completely different person when he wasn’t completely in survival mode. He eased up on the threats and wooed me over. We jumped into the marriage thing within days… The following week, he shapeshifted into Fabien for a Council event that we snuck into.”
With another sigh and a long pause, I looked at the bottle in my hand. The clear liquid distorted the reflections of shapes on the bottle. 
“I became someone else that night as I killed people I didn’t know, and when I overheard women talking about Fabi like they even had a chance caused me to go into a rage. It was all fucking game… They were all going to die with Gabriel around but hearing that certainly didn’t help.”
I didn’t dare to catch Fabien’s expression then. Instead, I took another drink. My buzz was fueling me forward.
“Varna, Bulgaria was a fun time. It was his brothers’ best friends. Gabriel shifted into my twin, and both of us took them down. I’ll admit that bit was fun. He was a better Karina than I was… The next one was one of his brothers. That’s when I ran into Patrick where I told him I didn’t forget my promise.” 
I looked at Margo who let a few tears fall as Patrick squeezed her shoulder. His eyes were on me too, offering a reassuring smile. 
Walking back over to the counter, I leaned against it, setting the bottle down as Fabien stood up and paced, clearly unsettled.
“The last stop was Braun. We kidnapped Braun’s lover too un knowningly. We went to a safe house somewhere in Romania and essentially waited for Braun to come find us. When Braun did, it was me and the woman who looked like their dead mate. Braun then tried to kill me, and Gabe intervened. We killed him together technically. Gabriel killed her and saved me. Centuries of feuding, crimes, and regret, I’ve never seen such an expression.”
My heart folded in on itself as the bittersweet memories came to mind of those final weeks of marital bliss. He would be the only one I married, and fate planned it that way. He needed it to be that way.
“Then, I killed him,” I swallowed down the grief rising in my throat, “I hated myself for caring after all the bullshit he put not only me through but other people… He made me promise him to make it all right again. I wear this ring as a reminder of all of it.” 
I held up my left hand, looking at the wedding band I still wore. I kept Gabe’s ring stored away in my house as Adrian’s ring took its place. 
Fabien was leaning against the front door with his arms crossed, lost in thought. Blinking back my tears, the heaviness still ran deep, but I continued, nonetheless.
“I burned his body and left back to Budapest to lose myself for a while before ending up in Paris. I couldn’t exactly come back home after all of that. I wasn’t entirely sure any of you would believe me let alone speak to me. Nor was I in my right mind. I felt guilt for leaving you behind and loving an enemy. I was lost, grieving. I spent so long on the run with Gabriel, it still felt like I needed to run far away from others and myself.”
Tipping my head back, I looked up at the ceiling, sighing. 
“I ran into Fabien in Paris. The first time, I was high as a kite in a club one night and saw women all around him. I didn’t make myself known, and I certainly wasn’t ready for an encounter, so I left immediately. I was tired and I didn’t have the energy to fight anymore. It’s why I stayed away. The years away had changed me, and I wasn’t sure how to be okay again or mend anything. Fabi found me again later at a café, and I was hateful and dismissive. He called me a brat.”
I turned my gaze to his flickering hues of jade. 
My mate knows all about this brat.
“You still are, by the way.” 
I hid my smile and spoke another truth.
“I lied when I said I was with someone. It was to make you angry in hopes that you left me alone,” I added as I heard multiple sighs, “as I said, I wasn’t ready to face you all. A cowardly approach, but I fled to Ireland after that encounter. It was somewhere new where no one would know me or my history. So, I thought. It was there I ran into Adrian.”
Tension immediately filled the room.
I looked over at Tristan as he clenched his jaw.
“Well, it’s been a riveting conversation about Gabriel’s mishaps; you don’t need to continue.” 
Tristan stood up and I was immediately upon him, forcing him to sit.
Oh, no you don’t, asshole. 
“Sit. Down. You aren’t leaving until I’m finished,” I barked.
I wasn’t backing down as he glared. It wasn’t long before I leaned on the back of the couch in front of him. Both of us were having a stare-off.
“He could tell the years had worn on me since I last saw him in Vegas, and he merely wanted to be a friend to me. There was a calming air around him. A gentleness that someone like me wasn’t used to. After Gabriel, it was what I needed. He didn’t have the fucked-up childhood or abusive parents and circumstances. He was normal. He wasn’t corrupted by cruelty, yet he knew of loss. Adrian didn’t judge me when I told him about Gabe or look at me hatefully as you are now.” 
I stared at Tristan. He narrowed his eyes.
“If you wanted normal, then you should’ve said something years ago.” His tone was flat, and it only made me angrier. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Fabi walk toward me, no doubt afraid of how I’d react to anything that came out of Tristan’s mouth. 
“I chose him to sire after he asked. He wanted to navigate the chaos with me, and he was even willing to share rather than lose me forever, but you wouldn’t know that would you, Tristan? Because you selfishly took that away from him. From me.”
“And I’d do it again too,” he said without hesitation as I began moving towards him, and Fabien pulled me back holding me tight to keep me from moving. 
Patrick shifted as did Margo.
“Breathe, Rina,” Fabien whispered in my ear as I tried to ease my heavy breathing. 
Easier said than done, B.
“Do you even feel any guilt at all? Do you despise me that much?” I demanded.
Tristan said nothing while looking off into the distance away from my penetrating gaze.
“Answer. Me.” I gritted through my teeth.
He shot me a look that made me want to throttle him, and not in a sexy way.
“Why should I feel guilty when you didn’t? You avoided us at the Barcelona meeting and wanted nothing to do with jack shit. I’m not stupid. You don’t care, Karina. Had I not been a fool and looked for you later to get something out of you other than you running away yet again. Perhaps I would’ve left it alone. You don’t know what these years have been like.”
I saw red then.
“Really? Don’t I! Get over yourself, Tristan. You don’t know a damn thing or what I went through to protect you all! I sold my fucking soul to keep you alive, and what do I get, jealousy and more death. Let it sit and deeply resonate with you, Tristan. As someone who was close and personal with Gabriel, you and he are no different in letting rage consume you both. Stop making excuses and take a good fucking look in the mirror. I know what I’ve done, and I carry it with me every day. Do you? Let me repeat this one final time for your blinding ears: bonds or not, I belong to no one. Do you hear me?”
As if he couldn’t trigger me more.
“You’re bound and bonded, whether you like it or not, Karina,” he said so matter of fact, I lost it.
“Fabien, let go of me. I won’t hurt him. Trust me. There are no stakes in here.” I reeled my tone back to as calm as possible. 
He hesitantly released me. 
It took me seconds before I was in Tristan’s lap, straddling him with my arms on either side of him. His eyes were burning pools of jade. 
“Let me tell you something. Is it that you were ignored that bothers you so much, or that you couldn’t have me when you wanted me?” 
My face was inches away, the tension was at its peak. If he thought about touching me, I’d break him.
“Your lack of control says that you killed him to hurt me because I chose other people over you. I loved and I fucked other people over you. You can’t stand it. I fucked Gabriel who was legally my husband, strangers, women, and what would have been my future husband, Adrian, let’s not forget the orgies either. I enjoyed all of it. I don’t regret any of them. I would do it all again. I don’t owe you a goddamn thing,” I whispered into his ear as he pushed me quickly.
We ended up on the floor with me pinned underneath him. He was angry and breathing heavily.
I began laughing like a maniac. 
He growled and grunted as I continued. I’m sure he found it to be a mockery. It was.
It didn’t take long for the others to be up after he shook me in frustration.
Patrick and Margo pulled and held Tristan back while Fabien helped me up.
“I fucking knew it. I’m the coward? Look at you! You’re a two-century-year-old man-child who can’t get his way!” 
I shook Fabi off as I moved to take one last swig from the bottle, finding my buzz lost to me. Deeply rooted anger rising from within.
“Karina,” Tristan said through gritted teeth. 
Moments passed before I stormed toward him, my previous laughter gone. I stood a foot away and stared him down.
“I can’t even look at you, Tristan. If you don’t give me space, and get your shit together, you will lose me forever. Let this meeting serve as a warning. Don’t. Fuck. With. Me. You’ve done enough damage. I don’t care what you do or how you feel about it. You. Royally. Fucked. Up. I have nothing else to say to you. Enjoy the tropics, may it melt the poison in your mind,” I spat hatefully, poking his forehead before I yanked my coat from nearby.
Their voices echoed my name as I held my hand up.
“I’ve said what I needed to say. If I don’t leave now and show restraint, I’ll regret it later, not that Tristan would have any fucking clue what that’s like apparently. I’ll be in my house that I bought from my dead boyfriend. Thanks for everything, Tristan. Truly, way-to-fucking go.” 
My sarcasm was oozing from my lips as I left without a word into the night. I knew Lucien and Ticia were nearby.
“Make sure he goes back to the tropics and keep him there until you deem him sane enough to leave,” I said when they tried to follow me. 
I held up my hand for the last time that night.
“I’ll be fine. I’m going on a long drive and then I’ll be back in Oxford. I need some space. I’ll talk to you soon.” 
I got into my car and sped off into the night with my hatred and tears of the past three years.
There was nothing left of me to grieve after that.




Chapter 13



Fabien


I bolted for the entry door after Karina walked out, and they released my brother.
“Step aside, brother. I’m not letting her get away again,” Tristan demanded.
“That’s precisely why we’re in this shit in the first place. Sit. Down,” I kept my tone firm while blocking the door. He was nearly upon me.
“Stop it, Tristan. He’s right. You’ve done enough damage. Karina already can’t stand you; you’re not helping,” Margo added, lightly tugging him back.
“She doesn’t give a damn about us, Margo.” He was shouting then as he spun around to face her, forgetting about me. 
Her eyes watered immediately. 
Shit.
“You’re so lost yourself; you don’t even see what’s in front of you. She cares far too much. We all see it. You are blinded by rage even still. She protected you from Gabriel and survived the best she could. We all had to survive. Please.” She sobbed and hugged Tristan tight, and it took him longer than expected to hug her back.
He's acting like a major prick. What the hell is wrong with him?
“Do you not remember my suffering all these years? What happened to that brother who wiped my tears away and was right and just? Where is he? Tell me.” She looked up at him with pleading jade eyes as I continued to be on standby. 
His back was turned, and I could see the tension by how stiff Tristan’s movements were. 
“Of course, I do. It’s been hard, Margo. You are not a sire, you don’t understand, same with the mate bond. It’s not just one thing…” 
She hit his chest. Before smacking him. I could only imagine the shock on his face.
“Bullshit! It’s been hard on all of us. Don’t give me that poppycock! I will never forgive you if you fuck this up. If you don’t get your shit straight, I will leave forever and never look back. You will not only lose Karina, but you’ll lose your sister.”
She was threatening him and intended on fulfilling that promise if he didn’t comply.
Her eyes flickered over to me before focusing back on our erratic brother. I made sure to shoot her a look, what the fuck? She meant every word.
“You don’t mean it, Margaux, you’re not even her mate; why are you saying that?” Tristan’s tone changed, then his shoulders dropped.
“I mean it with every breath I take and as long as this heart still beats. I’m on Karina’s side. All of us had to be without her, you selfish ass. She’s my friend, and now that she’s back, she needs someone on her side without judgment and without force too.
We do fucked-up things, and perhaps we’re all an extension of Gabriel. He was our sire. We hated him for the wrong reasons, he was just trying to find his way like the rest of us… It’s going to take a lot for you to earn her forgiveness.”
He shook his head at her response.
“I can’t believe my ears. You’re sympathizing with the bastard?” 
I’m with Tristan on this one, sis, because, what?
Are my ears working?
“It’s too late to do anything now, he’s as dead as Adrian. When will all the death be enough, Tristan? Are you going to kill everyone that looks at Karina or hunt down her old flings or strangers she’s met?”
He grunted angrily and deep down all of us knew. He sure would in his current state.
“That’s what I thought. Go back to your tropical treatment, and don’t come out until the Tristan I knew and loved is back. If you don’t find him in the next few months, then don’t even bother speaking to me ever again.”
Margo backed away as Tristan looked at Patrick for help.
“Does that go for you too?” He croaked out.
Patrick held up his hands, stepping away toward Margo.
“I’m not a part of this. We’re business partners. As your friend, Tristan, and I mean this respectfully, please do whatever you can to snap out of this, whatever this is. I don’t want to see the downfall of this family. Please.” 
I caught Patrick’s look and nodded slightly. He’s right.
Tristan sighed heavily, the tension back up in full force as I quietly wished Lucien would knock and break up the disaster party.
Thankfully, the knock came less than a minute later.
Relieved, I opened it and gave them a warning look. Lucien nodded, catching on as he stepped through the threshold; Leticia gave me a sympathetic attempt at a smile.
“Your flight leaves in a few hours, Tristan,” Lucien announced quietly once he was next to my brother.
“Margaux.” The hurt in his voice was evident.
Margo shot him a death look—she wasn’t backing down.
“I mean it, Tristan. Go,” she turned to Lucien, “he’s ready to head back and focus on himself, Lucien. Please get him out of my sight before I disappear too.” 
I walked to the kitchen, saying nothing as the three of them left into the night. With a quick text to Karina, I told her to be safe wherever she was. 
Margo was staring at me as she wept silently. Walking over, I hugged her tight, trying to offer comfort. Patrick rubbed her back while she choked out a sob.
“He wouldn’t have listened any other way, Fabi. I’m so tired of fighting with him.” 
We all are. 
There was only so much we could do. We didn’t kill her lover. Even if we felt guilty as if we did, the blame fell on Tristan. He needed to get his mind right and fix it.
“Me too sis. The weight has been heavy on all of us. Somehow, I can’t even be mad at her. Disappointed, hurt, and all the emotions, yes, but…what hurts the most…she didn’t feel like she had anywhere to go. How alone she must have felt out there.
 She sought those things to drown in. It’s one thing to do it as a choice, not as a last option or only option.”
My heart clenched inside my chest over my mate’s pain and heartbreak. Along with how fucking brave she was to follow through and make it out alive. My fighter. My mate in all her goddamn glory and rage.
Margo leaned back ever so slightly, wiping her tears with a look of defeat.
“Adrian was there for her. The type of healing none of us could do at the time… She put in an offer for a bar and grill place. It’s meaningful to her. Tristan took something from her, and I’m still amazed she didn’t kill him. I’ve seen younger vampires do worse than Tristan, yet Karina showed much more restraint. She’s changed, Fabi, but I’m not sure it’s for the worse. Her pain and heartache are all that she had. Until we show her otherwise… I meant what I said, I’ll disown Tristan if he doesn’t straighten out. Enough is enough. I can’t take it anymore. My heart can’t take it.”
I pulled her in for another hug, leaning my forehead against hers. Another minute passed before I let go.
“I know. You’ve been holding us both together for centuries. I agree, enough is enough.”
I kissed the top of her head, grabbed my coat, and made my way to the front door.
“I’m going to go wait by her house and make sure she’s okay. I’m sure she’s not, but if she tells me to leave, I won’t argue or push. Call me if you need me. Patrick is here,” I reassured.
Both of them sat down on the couch and she laid her head on his lap. I left into the night, appreciating the cool breeze, inhaling deeply, and letting it settle into my lungs. Along with the disaster of the meeting.
I mumbled a small prayer to whoever was listening that something would give. That our brother would get back to some sense of himself before our family fell apart forever. I didn’t want to lose Karina because of him, but at the same time, I could do nothing to stop it other than keep him away from her.
She came undone at the meeting while exercising restraint, and goddamn was I proud. Even in my state, I couldn’t have promised I would have behaved if I were in her shoes.
Looking up at the night sky, I walked, hoping somehow, she would let me in completely.




Chapter 14



Time got away from me. I found myself sitting on the dock near my house after hours of mindless driving. The sky brimmed with dawn as I stared out at the water.
“Are you there, Adrian, or are you lost forever? I don’t know what to do anymore or how. I wish I had your words of wisdom and your kind heart back with me. What were you going to say before? Was it ‘I love you so much’ or something else? Your face is etched in my mind of those last moments... I miss you so much,” I spoke quietly into the stillness of what was left of the night.
I took my shoes off and let my feet dangle in the water as I laid back and looked up at the stars. I lay there until the sky began to change colors, stars disappearing from view. A familiar numbness settled into my bones.
Putting my shoes on later, I began to wonder if any of this shit would get easier. Would it always be an endless cycle? It took Adrian to finally distract me from Gabe. Now, there was another death I needed to move past. What had my life even become?
With a deeply rooted sigh, I began the walk back home, and by the time I made it, the sun had risen. Nearing the door with my key in hand, I found Fabien on the stoop. 
Freezing in place, he stood up from where he sat, locking eyes with me. After the night I had, a sense of small relief hit me. His thoughtfulness to check in on me moved me closer to him.
“I just wanted to make sure you were okay. I can leave if you still want to be alone,” he was soft-spoken while I sighed in ease and indicated my head toward the door; I offered him my hand.
“Are you okay?” He asked again, taking my hand into his while I opened the door and led us inside, locking it behind us.
“I don’t know what to feel, B.” 
It was an honest response, but it caused him to squeeze my hand in return. He was there to offer whatever comfort he could, with my permission. It made me melt more and more.
We took off our coats.
“That’s also okay to not know how to feel. If it helps to know, I don’t know how to feel either.”
I offered him an attempt at a smile, although it fell short.
He noticed.
“Do you mind making something quick to eat? I’m starving, and I’m going to take a quick shower. Please?”
He rubbed my shoulder. Indicating with his head that he would.
“Of course. Anything in particular?” 
I shook my head, walking away toward the bathroom, the numbness still resided deep within me while I turned on the hot water. There was a black robe hung up on the door that I made a note of for when I finished.
Stepping into the heat after I undressed slowly, I hissed. The water was hotter than I intended, but I let it wash over me, praying to whoever fucking listened anymore that my sins could be washed away. Unlikely, but I was beyond exhausted. Drained and empty.
I managed to wash my hair and body, then finished with my face. A typical shower took all my remaining energy. 
Until the tears began. They didn’t stop.
I kneeled, feeling myself drawn back in time where a body lay at my feet. Where there was once light in those eyes, was gone. Soon the images merged from hazel to orange.
I brought my knees to my chest in the corner of the shower. I wasn’t sure how long I had been in there before the door opened and Fabien came in. It took me a long time to realize he turned off the water and held me against him. His torso was bare, that much I knew. His warmth was encompassing, and I was shaking.
He held me there until the hyperventilating stopped, along with my wails. Saying nothing, Fabien wrapped a towel around me and began to dry me off. I merely stared off, dissociating from myself. It was when he dried my hair that my blurry gaze found his distraught one. 
He placed the robe around me, hugging me to him again.
“I will hold you until you feel alright again, Ri. You aren’t alone and you don’t ever have to be again. You don’t have to do this alone.” His words were a caress to my spirit as he kissed the top of my head.
“Is what you made cold or hot food?” I asked quietly.
“We can eat when you’re ready, it won’t go bad. Don’t worry,” he answered quietly, stroking my hair.
I closed my eyes for a few moments, afraid I’d unravel completely under his fingertips.
“Then come to bed and hold me until things are alright again,” I whispered in misery.
My throat felt like it would close up again.
“Okay.”
I led him to the bedroom, and pulled back the covers, climbing in. It didn’t take Fabien long to turn out the lights and curl in behind me, wrapping the blanket around us both so that we were in our own cocoons.
When we awoke, another day had passed, and the sunlight found us again. I finally rolled over and looked at him. His eyes were closed, and he looked serene. It reminded me of the past when I’d wake up before him and admire the mate beside me. How lucky I was then, so grateful to have a piece of him melded into my eternity.
A mate I pushed away time and time again, and there he was still. 
The fact that he didn’t hate me left me with a sense of awe. After all these years. Fabien chose to be at my side whether I felt worthy of it or not. 
All I did was run away from my problems. My pain. 
Where the hell did that get me? 
Blinking back my tears, I reached up and lightly caressed his cheek. He stirred, turning his face into my hand to place a gentle kiss on my palm. It wasn’t much longer before two jade eyes stared into mine.
“How are you feeling? I don’t mind holding you more.” That sleepy look of his made me melt instantly. 
Fabien’s morning look always drove me crazy; his effect on me wasn’t lost. I remembered how much I loved it all those years ago when we had our year together.
“I’m okay, but I’m also not declining.” He made a happy moaning noise as he stretched. He opened his arm, indicating for me to scoot closer. 
It was so adorable; I couldn’t stand it.
“How are you, Fabi?” I asked him as I snuggled close.
“I’m much better now,” he said, wrapping his arm around me and squeezing before silence overtook us. 
Before I knew it, we were waking up again, later in the day. 
I stretched out, and Fabien pulled me back closer.
“We can’t live in bed, B. I haven’t eaten in two days. I’m ravenous.” I pouted.
“Ravenous you say?
You can always take a bite out of me.” He nestled his face into my neck. 
Someone was feeling mischievous.
Hiding my creeping smile, I rolled over to face him.
“Be careful what you wish for,” I told him with a raised brow.
“Prove it.” His eyes shined brighter. 
With a grunt, I rolled over so that I straddled him. His afternoon wood poked me, and I gave him a wicked look.
“Are you awake now, B?” My tone was low and sultry, my own playfulness coming to the surface. 
I rubbed over his lounge pants on his cock, watching how he bit his lip. 
Fuck me, what was it about biting that lip?
“Yes,” he hissed out, “I thought you were going to take a bite?” He was teasing me back.
Removing my robe, I tossed it away from the bed and ran my hands up his chest, his heartbeat against my fingers. Reminding me that he was still alive.
“I’m making sure my lunch is warmed up first.” I narrowed my gaze, leaning down to steal his lips before moving slowly down his jawline. Soft, yet tempting kisses.
Trailing down his chest, my lips made their way down his body, curling my fingers at his waistband. 
“Mmm,” was all he said once he was freed before I began licking down his hard dick.
To throw him off, I bit into his thigh. As I did, I used my hand to stroke him, appreciating the low vibrations of his moaning. The taste of him was driving me wild.
With another grunt from him, I licked up his body until I straddled him again, teasing his tip at my entrance. Groaning impatiently, not taking my teasing anymore, he guided himself in. I tugged on my bottom lip, muffling my own noises as he reached for my wrist, drinking from me.
“So tasty,” he said while licking his lips afterward, seating himself fully. 
Finding him irresistible, I leaned forward to kiss him. I could drown in his kisses alone and be completely content.
His hands went to my hips, moving in unison with me. Fabi sat up, taking my other wrist to drink from as he held his own out for me. I obliged, feeling the rise of release. 
Once we freed our wrists, we held each other when we came. Jade eyes seared right into mine as stars clouded my vision. Closing them, my orgasm wrangled me in as I clamped down around him while feeling him pulse from within.
“Fuck,” was all I could get to leave my lips aside from a strangled moan. 
A smirk was plastered on his face when I opened my eyes, huffing out a laugh.
It didn’t take long before the afternoon and early evening got away from us. 
What a pleasurable distraction from my growling stomach.
We made our way into the kitchen, eating the sandwiches he had made.
“It’s been forty-eight hours, perhaps we should check in before a search party is sent out?” I asked him as we looked at our phones upon finishing our food. 
Margo had texted us both, and I had a missed call from Lucien.
“Shit, Lucien called earlier. Let me check-in. Will you check in with Mar for the both of us?” 
He nodded as I stood up from the chair and went to kiss his cheek. He stopped and pulled me into his lap for a short passionate kissing session.
I moaned in his mouth as he cupped my ass and squeezed.
“I can’t call and check in if you keep distracting me with those hands and delightful kisses.” Pouting at him, Fabien gave me a hot look, and I couldn’t resist. 
Two mated horny vampires at work.
An hour later, I plopped onto the couch with a sigh to finally call Lucien. 
He answered immediately.
“Hello, Karina. I trust things are okay with you?” He asked.
“Hi. Yes, I’m okay. Thank you for checking in. What’s going on? I should be the one asking you if everything is alright.”
I stared at the ceiling, hearing Fabien in the other room, mumbling into his phone.
“I saw to it personally that Tristan made it back to the tropics. Also, I received a call back from the owner.”
“Yeah? What did he say?” My pitch went up to an almost squeal as I sat up immediately.
I heard him chuckle.
“The Spot is yours, my dear.”
“Really, Luc? Are you serious?”
My eyes watered as multiple emotions flooded me—most of them positive.
“Yes, when you are able and as soon as you can, head to Dublin and take care of the paperwork. The money has already been wired over. Adrian would be overjoyed to know you have your special place. A piece of you and him, forever, until you decide to let others join in on that specialness.”
Tears fell. I nodded as if he could see the reaction.
“I know, Luc. Thank you so much. I don’t have the proper words to voice… I’ll head out first thing tomorrow. This is the best news.”
I was smiling then, despite my tears. I hadn’t felt such joy since… 
“I’m glad to put a smile on your face. Call me when you arrive, and I can walk you through any questions if you have them.”
“Of course, thank you. I’ll talk to you soon.”
Hanging up the phone, I noticed Fabien was lingering nearby. Wiping my eyes, I sighed in relief.
“Everything okay? What’s wrong?” He asked, moving closer to me until he cupped my shoulder.
“Nothing’s wrong for once… Tomorrow I’m flying out to Dublin to sign the paperwork. The place is mine.” 
We shared a smile, and he cupped my cheek before he kissed the other.
“That’s great news. Now, it’s your turn to call Margo back.”
I chuckled, and I did, telling her the good news. She said she wanted to be with me as did Fabien and Patrick too. I agreed with it wanting to share the joy, to show them what the spirit of the place did for broken people—immortals too.
I had trouble sleeping that night after I packed a suitcase.  
We met up at Dublin airport upon arrival the following day. I felt hopeful for the first time in a long time as I looked at my friends and mate. What I was about to share with all of them was meaningful for me, and I knew it would be the same for them. Margo already knew, but the two men would surely find out too.




Chapter 15



I spent most of the afternoon signing the paperwork, and Jack, the previous owner, showed me the ropes. He was kind and even mentioned to me at one point, “You know, I’ve been thinking about selling this place for a few months now, I just didn’t want to hand over such a special place like this to just anyone. I’m glad it is you. Adrian would be proud.”
My eyes misted as we both walked around The Spot, showing me the back storage rooms, kitchen, and break area while Patrick, Fabien, and Margo sat eating and drinking for the full experience. The three paid me no mind as they laughed about something. It was a sight that brought me warmth. 
The Spot would be my new beginning. For all of us.
Turning my attention away from them, I had Jack show me a few things at the bar such as mixing drinks and properly pouring them. After a few successful attempts, I helped a couple of customers that came in to test my skills. They were patient and made some lighthearted jokes, making me giggle. 
It was like the atmosphere of the place was slowly bringing me back to life. As it did once before.
After helping some patrons, I looked over to see Margo leaning her head on Pat’s shoulder as Fabien smiled at them. They were still enjoying themselves, seeming completely at ease.
Somehow, I could feel Adrian’s spirit in the place standing beside me in approval. At the mere thought of it, I looked at our picture on the wall beside where I stood with the rest of the Polaroid pictures. I could envision that future where Adrian and I were running the place together. It was a silly fantasy, and instantly I remembered Gabriel when he said he fantasized about a simple, carefree life. With the one he loved. 
Perhaps I’d meet Adrian in the next. Or Gabriel even. Maybe I would be someone else too. What comes after death was something I’d never thought about, except for the ending of all my suffering. I never let myself dream of more until I met Donnie, and then the whole process with Tristan. My sire. My beautiful, heartbreaking sire. 
I hoped for a different future and a different past, but there we were stuck at a crossroads.
Maybe I would forgive, maybe I wouldn’t. 
For now, I’d just be.
Although shit was complicated with my mates, I still loved other people throughout my life. I spent so long feeling guilty for loving anyone else, but it was now a part of me. The history was there, and it happened whether I wanted it to or not. I can’t change my troublesome past, but I can take those experiences and heal from them the best I know how. 
To be honest, I don’t, other than one foot in front of the other and letting people be there for me.
I turned away from Adrian’s picture of us, and my mind lingered back to Tristan. I couldn’t avoid him forever, but at the same time, the lack of feeling little to no guilt or regard for his actions…nearly killed me. His coldness and madness reminded me of Gabriel when I refused him; it didn’t sit right. The situations differed, yet I hoped he’d find healing. Someday, I would talk to him again civilly, however, not any damn time soon if I could help it. 
How did he find us anyway? Did I miss that part?
Shaking the thoughts away, more people ordered drinks, and I helped while watching my family in the distance hours later as the evening progressed. 
Margo was still Margo, and Patrick, well, it felt like we were finally becoming real friends after all these years. I realized the change in Fabien too. He still had his fire and passion, but his angry outbursts had improved a lot. Not that I’d ever try to change him, but if he was suffering as a result, then I was glad to see him better himself.
After our night at the club, I found that I couldn’t ignore the wiles of my mate. He was impossible to resist, to no surprise, and slowly we were building up our relationship again. He didn’t pressure me to say the L-Word, not that I didn’t, but it still hurt to utter those words all too soon after Adrian. Fabien had been kind and supportive, they all had. Minus Tristan. He was still being an ass. 
Emotionally, I was still torn between my anger, hurt, and willingness to forgive and stay far away from him.
As I made more drinks along with small talk with some of the customers, I thought back to the conversation with Fabien the day we packed to leave for Ireland.
“So, even though it wasn’t me, women were talking about stealing me away, hmm?” His eyes flickered suggestively as he hid a knowing sly smirk while we sat on the couch.
“Yes, I think the woman’s exact words were, ‘If she doesn’t marry Fabien, then that means he’s free right?’ It irritated me…” 
I sighed and stole a glance at his satisfied grin. He’s eating it up.
“It’s comforting to hear, even though you were off diving into the deep end, that you still thought about me and chased others away. It lets me know you still cared. It’s hot, and I find it sexy. I bet it was erotic to witness as you took them out.”
In a strange way, his words caused me to heat up as I swallowed. Gabriel had said something similar… 
“Well, aside from their hateful comments on my abilities to take Gabriel down…I killed the last lady and made sure to tell her like it is.” 
I turned to face him as his eyebrow rose in question.
“This I have to hear. What’d you tell her, Ri?”
My lips went up, his eyes held interest, a desire lingering in them.
“You will never have him, you bitch.” I repeated how I said it.
He laughed as I moved closer laying my head in his lap before I nuzzled my face into his toned stomach.
He ran two fingers on the side of my face.
“Delightful as always, my Ri. I’m swooning over you.”
I turned to look at him, feigning shyness, a smile drawing upon me.
“You know I wasn’t mad when I saw you with other women, right? In Paris, that is, before the cafe.”
Caressing my cheek, his gaze softened.
“If I saw you…I would have felt guilty and been the annoying mate that I am.”
I had no doubt about it, but I appreciated that about him. He always fought for me even when I was resistant to it.
“I was high from an edible, B. I didn’t allow myself to feel anything but that. Also, after everything…I had no right. I think the only reason I lost control with the women is because Gabriel shifted into you, and I couldn’t bear it.” 
I closed my eyes breathing him in as he gently ran his fingers through my hair.
“You don’t need to apologize. We all fucked up and made mistakes. I’m the last person to judge you. I’m proud of you for becoming a leader and kicking ass. I’m also sorry for all the suffering and trials you had to experience. I tried to help and be there, but when I couldn’t, I felt useless. I still feel like an idiot that I thought that was Lucien the whole time in Finland and the other places...”
Of course, Gabriel was sly and clever.
I opened my eyes and looked up at Fabi, my heart aching for him and all I put him through.
“Don’t feel bad, he was…rather talented at playing the roles he took on. It’s not your fault.” 
I reached up to cup his cheek as he grabbed my hand and kissed it. His jade eyes locked onto mine. 
I missed him so much.
“We all have things we regret. What I don’t regret is being here for you now. Whatever parts of you that you choose to share and give me, I’ll take it. Even if it is nothing but a listening ear or a shoulder to use. They are yours. I don’t want to know the misery of long years without you again. As much as I wanted to touch and hold you all the time, I’d settle for friendship if that’s what you wanted from me. I mean it, Karina. I’ll do whatever it takes whether I’m yours, or not. I don’t ever want to make you feel trapped or forced into an eternity with me.” 
It was his turn to caress my cheek. I adjusted myself so that I was straddling him.
“Come here,” I whispered as I hugged him to me, and his arms tightened.
His warmth washed over me, and it was there that I found solace.
“We have something good going right now, B; I like the direction we’re taking. There’s no pressure. We’re just letting things happen naturally. It’s…been so long, I don’t want it to change all too soon or slip my grasp. Then, there’s the matter of your brother and if he will get his shit together. I’m afraid of the alternative if he doesn’t change his behavior and takes his jealousy out on you. I won’t be able to live with myself if there’s sibling rivalry yet again.” 
I felt his breath on my neck as he leaned back slightly to peer into my eyes. All I saw was love and how much time we missed.
It always came back to that. 
“I won’t let it happen. We are not Gabriel and Braun. I know it’s hard to believe, but I’m trying to be hopeful with his therapy. It could always be me in that position, so I’ll give him the benefit of the doubt this once. That doesn’t mean you don’t need your family around you during these times though.”
“Family?”
“Yes, I—we are your family always. Time and distance will never change that.”
My heart fluttered as I kissed him deeply. He always captured me with just a look, his words. The heartbeat of my mate. A part of my soul I couldn’t live without it.
I understand now, Gabriel, I finally understand.
I smiled at Fabi as he caught my daydreaming gaze across from where they still sat in The Spot. His eyes were shining, and I could see the happiness there. He indicated his head toward me, inviting me over to join.
“Go ahead, you’ve been doing great for your first night,” Jack said from beside me with a bright smile.
“Are you sure?” I felt hesitant to leave behind the bar area. I was also eager to learn the ropes better.
“You’ve only just sighed the paperwork, it’ll take time. I appreciate your efforts today. It makes my resolve all the stronger that you are the rightful owner. Go, join them.”
My eyes teared up at his kind words, and he patted my shoulder.
“Thank you.” 
He handed me a brew as I made my way over to their table.
“Yay! She joins us! Already working hard, I see! You make a hot bartender, Ri-Ri!” Margo exclaimed, and I chuckled. 
“I wanted to learn the trade, what can I say?” I shrugged while sitting between Fabi and Patrick.
My mate smiled sweetly, and I winked, taking a sip of the drink in my hand.
“This place is great, Karina. It has a special vibe that I’m starting to see and experience,” Patrick said to me, and I held up my mug, satisfied.
“I’ll drink to that,” I told him, and he clinked mugs with me.
“I’m proud of you, Rin,” Fabien said as my eyes glazed over, and I reached for his hand giving it a squeeze. 
The joy was insurmountable, and I got to share it with all of them.
A small smile spread across his lips while he brought my hand closer, placing a kiss there.
“I don’t know what comes next, but I’m glad you three are here with me. I’m truly grateful, and I’m sorry it was long overdue,” I told them while I looked between them, noticing Margo was tearing up.
“To family,” she said as she held up her drink for us to clink in agreement. 
The Spot was mine.




Chapter 16



Over the next few months, I was back and forth between Ireland and the UK. I decided to have Carmen, Leticia, and Lucien come to see The Spot and plan for Council things. 
I awaited their arrival as I set a table in the center of the place up with Screwdriver drinks. I also put up some wildflowers on the table; a joy sprouting within to share The Spot with them finally.
A knock broke me out of my daydreaming. Wiping my hands and taking off the little apron, I let them in.
Lucien’s smiling face was the first I saw before the two women stepped into view too.
Leading them inside, “I know the décor isn’t like anything we’re really used to, but since it’s been passed down, I find that it grows on you.” I said it casually as they took in the surroundings.
We took turns exchanging hugs as I followed them further in.
“I like it, Karina,” Carmen said from where she ended up in front of the bar as Lucien picked up one of the drinks I set out.
“Tasty,” he went on with a slight smile while Ticia picked up another drink. I grabbed Carmen and myself a drink, walking over to where she was gazing at the photos on the wall.
Grief sat heavily on her face. Her eyes fell on the photo of Adrian and me.
“That’s a beautiful photo of you both.”
I looked with her.
Both of us were drunk when it was taken, and we had our arms draped around each other with the biggest smiles. There were more photos of us I had put away that I’d add later when I felt ready.
“It’s how I wanted to remember him,” I told her softly as we both sipped our drinks.
“So, Council business-wise, what do we have so far?” I asked aloud after side-hugging Carmen.
We both wandered to the table and joined her mates.
“Well, I have a few potential members in mind,” Lucien said carefully while looking between Carmen and me, “A couple of them you haven’t met, but I’ll be happy to arrange the official meeting. One of them, you already know fairly well, I think.”
“Oh?” I asked him with my eyebrow raised, feeling intrigued and curious about who it could be.
“Typically, in the past, we elected members to handle various day-to-day situations all around the world. If anything urgent came up, it was reported to The Council. Do we want to do something similar or to change it completely?”
I considered him before answering.
What the hell do I know about leading?
“Did that way seem to work before?”
“There was a sort of hierarchy. Braun was the ultimate decision maker, and he took Leticia’s and my misguided counseling. We had people that were non-elected Council members who reported in from all over the world. There were people who managed all the finances, historians, and other typical things that any organization has. All of us would pick meeting dates and agree on a location as well as other important voting that needed to be done... Anyway, I found Patrick to be extremely useful and level-headed. What do you think?”
I wasn’t surprised. He would make a great addition to The Council.
“I’m fine with it.” My response was immediate, and his lips turned up.
Amused he answered, “I had a feeling as much, but it needed to be asked anyway.”
“Understandable. Who else do you have in mind?” I asked, wondering who else fell on the list.
“An old friend of mine who believes in what we’re doing. His name is Marcus. Leticia also recommends a woman named Scarlet. There’s a possibility of another dear person to us, she’s a brilliant vampire counselor. She’s been around for a long time, one of Gabe’s oldest friends... Her name is Sonia. She was around longer than Ticia and me. It was her expertise I brought in to…help your mate. It may also be a favor to Gabriel post-death…”
I blinked, taking in the information, along with finishing my drink. 
Would that be a conflict of interest? 
Hearing my thought, Luc shook his head.
“It wouldn’t. She’s ethical in that way; you wouldn’t have to worry about that. However, before deciding, why don’t we set up a meeting with them? Should we start there, Karina?”
“Of course… How are things going with him anyways? I know you’ve been checking in,” I said carefully, looking up to read his expression.
His dark eyes landed on me after staring blankly at his emptied glass.
“I’m not sure honestly. He’s a work in progress from what I gathered. I assume it means something positive. You still have a while yet to find out. Nothing to worry about. I won’t let him anywhere near you… How does a meeting in a couple of weeks sound to meet other potential leaders?”
I nodded catching Leticia’s dark eyes on me. Part of me wondered what she was thinking, but as a Seer, she knew a lot. Probably shit none of us could fathom. 
“Let’s do it. And if any of you can think of other worthy people that believe in what we’re trying to do and rebuild anew, invite them too. Let’s try to at least get seven-to-ten total members. I don’t want The Society to think ill of us for low numbers. I feel like these first couple of years, all eyes will be on me. I don’t want to seem incompetent…”
“Eyes will be on you for a little bit,” Ticia stated after taking a long drink, “as a leader you have privilege, but then again you can do mostly anything you desire, within reason.”
A thought popped into my brain that I hadn’t thought about in years.
“So, I could join the Circus? Or start a rock band? Another BDSM club?” My smirk crept up, and they chuckled.
“If that would make you happy, we’d support any of those occupations,” Lucien went on playfully as we all exchanged gazes.
“I’m a free spirit, what can I say?” I shrugged nonchalantly, hiding my growing smile.
“We know you are, and we love you for it,” Ticia answered.
“I love you all too. Thank you for being my friends after all this time. Shall I make us more drinks so we can toast to many more years of friendship?” I offered, standing up.
They agreed, and I took up their empty glasses, walking behind the bar to make more Screwdrivers. I made them expertly and brought the drinks back.
“To friendship and rebuilding,” I told them in a toasting fashion, and we all clinked.
“I like the way you make your drinks, Karina,” Carmen commented.
Pride filled me since I had been working hard to be a better bartender.
“I’ve been practicing every chance I get. Bartending is easier than I expected. I’ve been working on a new secret drink menu. Inspired by a certain chaotic Swedish male. If vampires come here, I want them to feel welcome too. So, I made blood-inspired drinks. When I first met Gabe, he handed me a vodka-blood mix, and I’ve been trying to recreate it, but I’m unsure of what he used.” 
I felt troubled over it while seeing Lucien’s sneaky grin.
“It’s the same thing he’s made for centuries. If you come up with a clever name, I will share his secret,” he answered, his dark eyes dancing in amusement, along with the rest of them seeming entertained.
“Hmm. Pain In My Ass, PIMA for short, would be the perfect title.” 
I winked and their laughter echoed.
“I can come up with some other Gabe drinks in his memory too, Luc,” I said sweetly while he finished his drink and inclined his head toward the bar.
I finished my own, following him over.
“You know he used fresh blood, right?” 
I huffed a breath, thinking it was spare blood bags. “I’m not surprised.”
“He always said certain drinks tasted different when they were fresh versus other means. The key to his vodka drinks is that he mixed these two flavors.” He indicated grabbing two bottles with a splash of vanilla. Then, he used a small knife to let himself bleed into the cup as I blinked. 
Oh?
“You only need a shot of blood, and two shots total of the two vodkas, one each for the smaller glasses. For bigger glasses just double up. Here, taste,” he said casually, holding the glass out for me after he taste-tested for himself. 
Should I be doing this, Luc? Drinking your blood like this?
He shrugged.
I hesitantly took the small glass and tried it. I tasted both Gabriel and Lucien. Intrigued by what that could mean, I let the familiar taste slide down my throat.
My memories were also taken back to that night as I closed my eyes enjoying it before opening them. My mind imagined his mischievous grin just like the night I met him. He was always intending on seducing me, and in the end, he won.
“It tastes exactly like it, mischief and seduction,” I whispered, trying to hand it back to him.
He stopped me, his eyes glazed over.
“It’s yours. Next one is on you. The three of us created our own favorite drinks centuries ago,” he went on to say as I sipped on the Gabe-inspired drink, watching Lucien prepare his. 
“Here, I’ll show you. Mine involves cherry brandy. You don’t have the brandy I make back in Romania, but this will do. The brandy is already dark, so it’ll blend in.”
I watched him until he handed me the small knife. I cut my wrist and let my blood drip in.
“One shot or two?” I asked.
“Depends on my mood personally... One or two depending on the glass type. Do two.” I looked up at him as he winked.
“I’m going to name this Dracula.”
I heard Carmen cough as the two women stifled their laughs. After my blood dripped enough to satisfy him, I found Lucien’s gaze bright, seductive even, as he caught my wrist while licking where my blood dripped down my skin. 
I held my breath as his eyes shone and glittered. The dark part of me wondered if he could taste Gabriel too. It made my mind wonder further if their relationships were strictly just friends, but what business of it was mine? They had five hundred years… 
Alright, Gabe’s twin. I know there are no humans here but behave.
“Taste test,” he suggested in a lowered tone, and I did.
“Hmm. Tastes like something Dracula would like.” I felt playful before handing it back over to him.
A sinful look crossed his face before taking a long drink with a happy sigh.
I finished my drink as he walked away.
“Your turn sister. Let’s see what name she comes up with for you.” 
Ticia smirked and pinched him as she walked by. He held his glass for Carmen to try.
“Delicious,” she told him as Ticia came over and looked at what I had.
“I’m boring and prefer red wine, but Gabe helped me create something fun years ago. We called it, Red Death.” 
She mixed brandy, whisky, gin, rum, and multiple juices in a full-sized glass.
“Since this is yours, allow me,” I told her after she mixed it all up, minus the blood. 
I let my wrist flow once more and she said one shot would do it. I smiled and taste-tested.
“I’m not surprised Gabe helped since there’s vodka in it,” I teased and handed it to her. 
She grinned and seemed blissful afterward.
“Just as divine as I remember.”
“I want to call it, Seer,” I told her with a cheeky grin.
“It’s fitting, and I’m flattered.” Leticia beamed, looking dark and beautiful as she always did, but especially when she was happy.
“Your turn, Carmen,” I called over my shoulder as Ticia went to sit back at the table and Carmen made her way behind the bar.
“You know what I’m going to make, don’t you?”
“A shit can?” I suggested, and she giggled, nodding her head as I expected.
“That is the name we came up for it, wasn’t it? It was all various rums that we put in.” I chuckled, remembering Vegas days.
After making and mixing our glasses, Carmen asked, “Ticia, do you mind? I don’t want to drain Karina.” 
With a wink, Leticia made her way over and let herself bleed in our glasses. 
I tasted Gabriel again, and instantly knew their little secret. It should come as no surprise, and a deep, dark part of me wanted to know those stories over the past 500 years.
“It’s a blood party,” I said with a fun expression as we all sat and clinked in agreement. 
Okay, I’m a little drunk.
“I forgot how yummy these were, Carmen.” I wiggled in my seat, remembering how Donnie and I would get wasted on them back in the day. 
By The Saints, I missed that woman. Part of me still wondered if she’d be proud.
Lucien lightly rubbed my shoulder upon hearing my thoughts, giving me a sad look and a nod. Oh right, he probably knew all about Vegas from Carmen…
“Shall I turn on some tunes?” I offered to distract myself, finishing my drink at the same time as they agreed.
I went to turn the sound on from the back. It was a few minutes before fun, pleasant tunes filled the place. I made my way back into the main room and grabbed Lucien’s hand, wiggling my hips.
“Come on, you first, my friend.” 
He looked at his sister and Carmen as they smiled finishing up their drinks before they stood up and joined in too.
Lucien gave me a twirl as he held one of my hands and the other at my waist as we went around the room. I giggled, feeling light and airy over the effects of alcohol and blood. He seemed at ease after we did a lap, and I went for another twirl before Ticia and him switched places. She held my hand in the same fashion as her brother did.
“This is one way to open your doors for the day, Karina.” 
We laughed, and I knew she was buzzed too. A joyful sight to witness that side of her when she was relaxed and comfortable, free to be her true self.
“Drinks, friends, and music, what else do I need today?” I asked them. 
Their only response was smiles and chuckles.
It was a fun morning, nonetheless, as we danced and enjoyed each other’s company. 
After a few hours, The Spot opened for lunch, and to sober us up, I had the cooks whip something tasty up. We hung out all day, and I couldn’t remember the last time I cut back and relaxed with them as we did that day at The Spot.
It was refreshing. I had high hopes for The Council and The Society.
Cheers to the continued new beginnings.




Chapter 17



The meeting occurred over two weeks later, held in a private room in Paris. 
The people in attendance: Lucien, Ticia, Sonia, Marcus, Patrick, Scarlet, and Jim. I went still at seeing him again. Fuck.
Who in the fuck turned Jim? 
Lucien patted my shoulder as I rubbed between my eyes. 
“One of the Doms,” Ticia answered as she picked up on my nonverbal cues.
“This should be fun,” I whispered to myself as I caught The Dark Twins smiling.
This isn’t funny. 
I shot Lucien a look while ignoring Jim’s gaze as I introduced myself to Marcus first. 
Marcus was gorgeous with dark brown skin and light amber eyes.
He was polite and friendly, not quite Tristan’s age, but not as ancient as Lucien and Ticia. It was easy to talk to him and he seemed genuine enough to want to rebuild as we did.
A naturally red-haired woman with blue eyes introduced herself as Sonia. I found her beautiful and friendly too as she chatted briefly with Marcus and me. In the short time span she was chatting, it felt as if Sonia was peering into my soul with her eyes. She was polite, but I could see her psychoanalytical brain analyzing me. I was unsure whether it was a good or bad thing, and if she approved of the newest Council leader. She’s also Tristan’s therapist.
My nerves were on edge by the time Scarlet walked over to me. She had blonde hair and honey-colored eyes. 
Why were all the immortals I met so perfect and ethereal? Goodness. 
Age and beauty, I suppose. 
I was one of the youngest leaders, and somehow it didn’t sit right.
Jim and Patrick joined the conversation minutes after Scarlet came up to me. Scarlet had a calming presence, and with Patrick, it helped. 
Why was Jim here again? 
I tried to pay attention to the conversation when the two men joined, but Jim was standing so close to my side. 
So, I began to focus on what we wore instead of the awkwardness in my veins… 
The women wore floor-length dresses, and the men wore business attire. It wasn’t a fancy meeting, but fancier than jeans and a T-shirt. Scarlet wore pale blue, Sonia was in silver, Ticia donned black, and I wore red. Patrick wore his usual gray which brought out his eyes. Jim wore black, was handsome still, and I did my best to ignore his lingering eyes. 
Marcus wore black and white, gorgeous as ever, and of course there was Mr. Dracula in all black. All of us were rocking it, and I found myself feeling appreciative of our potential as a Council, not just in style, but I couldn’t think of better people to lead The Society.
The initial meeting was a meet-and-greet opportunity. The only one that made me slightly nervous was Jim. Here I thought I’d never see him again. Of course, just my luck.
Help me, Lucien. Please.
I made sure my thoughts were loud. 
To my surprise, it was Leticia who politely pulled me, Scarlet, and Sonia to our own spot away from the men.
Thank you. I caught Lucien’s small smile, and it made me realize that he sent Tish over to aid. Then, it was just the group of men chatting. 
I felt better immediately as the four of us chatted while we drank more wine. Still had no idea what we talked about since I could still feel Jim casually watching me.
After an hour of mingling and avoiding Jim, all of us were seated for dinner in another room. Patrick and Lucien sat on either side of me while Leticia was across the table directly with Sonia beside her.
I began to warm up to everyone more as we ate. Except for Jim, I knew plenty—personally. 
Patrick gave me a smirk at one point, and I sighed slightly. It made me suspect he knew, and he and Luc both got a rise out of teasing me. Rude. 
Once our wine was refilled, I toasted to all of us.
“To new leadership, having our work cut out for us, and to making it better.” 
They all repeated the last part, and we clinked glasses to those we were closest to.
Sonia said something to me after a moment. Giving her my full attention.
“Gabriel must have put you through the wringer… I heard everything and can’t imagine any of it was easy. I’m interested to see how all of us can contribute to making The Society better. I am glad you’re here, Karina.” 
Everyone else nodded in agreement.
Hmm. Was not expecting that.
“Geoff is one of my dear friends,” Marcus stated as I caught his empathetic gaze; my eyes became watery as he continued, “You have my full support. All of you. I’m happy to journey into this new beginning with all of us together.” He raised his glass for another toast, and we drank. 
Scarlet went next, saying something similar, “I’m in agreement. I’m good at reading a room, and I think all of us can do great things for The Society. It is an honor to be here with each of you.”
Jim went next.

Please don’t say anything embarrassing… 
I caught Lucien’s smiling eyes as I nudged him lightly.
Stop that; it’s awkward enough as it is.
He lightly patted my leg.
“I’m relatively young in immortal years, but I think what was told during the Barcelona meeting stands true. We can create something for old and new Eternals alike.” 
He smiled at all of us as his eyes fell on me. 
Wait, how long had he been an immortal? He was at the meeting? How far back was he turned? Guess I wasn’t the youngest…
Patrick finished it all off by saying, “I couldn’t have said it better Jim, Marcus, Scarlet, Sonia, and Karina. I’m truly honored to be here. Cheers to these new beginnings.”
We ate dessert shortly later with more light table conversation. Our next meeting would be in two weeks to discuss Council matters. I bid the two women goodbye and Marcus. 
Jim waited until I was alone to corner me and say something.
Here it goes.
“You’ve been avoiding me. Not sure if I should be offended or not,” he said with a knowing smirk.
Be polite, Rina.
“My apologies, it’s been a while.” 
He searched my gaze, stepping in front of me, and I didn’t shy away from those familiar brown eyes.
“It has… I didn’t say hello at the meeting last year because I heard you had mates. I knew better than to get involved with that after all you revealed. Despite what I told you in Germany, you don’t have anything to worry about from me, Karina. As enjoyable as our times were, I can be a behaved professional. I hope it doesn’t affect our partnership going forward.”
I exhaled the breath I didn’t realize I had been holding. He hid his smile, catching me in my I’m-not-avoiding-you lie. 
“I’ve been rude, please forgive me. It was our last encounter that had me on edge. I was uncertain of how to approach everything. I appreciate you saying that. How long have you been an immortal?” I asked curiously.
Seeming to relax, he sighed in relief at my unveiled truth.
“Not long before the last encounter, my sire was once a part of Carmen’s crew. We’re together now, but we weren’t back then when I saw you in Germany. He didn’t want to pressure me into anything, but he taught me how to function well enough. It wasn’t that long after when I saw you in Germany. I’m surprised you couldn’t tell, but then again, we didn’t share blood.”
I nodded while connecting the dots. I didn’t even realize he was a vampire years ago in Germany. Good job, Rina—great vampire detector!
“Well, congrats, and welcome… I’m glad you’re here. Best wishes to you and your sire.” I offered him a friendly smile.
“Me too. It should be an interesting ride. I’ll see you in a couple of weeks, Karina; it is always good to see you.” 
He moved to kiss either side of my cheeks, and I returned it being polite as he walked toward Ticia.
I breathed out a sigh of relief as Patrick nudged me, startling me slightly.
“You alright?”
“I am now,” I said honestly, and he chuckled.
“Old…acquaintance of yours?” He teased, and I caught mischief dancing in his eyes. 
It had to have been Sir Lucy that told him.
I narrowed my eyes with an eye roll and nodded. The man himself shot me a look across the room from where he chatted, and I winked at Lucien. 
Ass.
Lucien chuckled while Patrick patted my shoulder. 
“That went fairly well though, I think,” he added, and I agreed.
“Fabi and Margo are at a nearby club awaiting our arrival.”
“I’m not surprised,” I commented while linking my arm with his. We waved to Ticia and Lucien on our way out.
The night air filled my lungs while we walked a block or so. Strolling inside the bumping club, I separated from Patrick and made my way to the dance floor. Needing to let loose from the past few hours of tension, I began to dance, but my eyes quickly landed on him while he made his way toward me.
Fabien wore black pants and had his white shirt unbuttoned. Jesus Christ, way to make your mate drool. 
We made eye contact as I wiggled my index finger for him to come closer. 
My body heated up, desire pooling in my favorite place as he drew closer and closer until not only was he against me but his lips too. 
After a hot brief kiss, I turned around placing his hands on my hips. Throughout our times together, I never grew tired of his warmth pressed against me. The time or place didn’t matter.
Over the past few months, I found healing and comfort in having him nearby, the same with Margo, Patrick, and the others. Slowly but surely, I began to feel okay. 
I took it one day at a time. 
Adrian held a part of me that would always be there, and I know he would want me to continue with The Council and by making things better, same with Gabe. 
“You’re as beautiful as always, Rin.” He spoke into my ear with a sultry tone and chills crawled up my spine, breaking me from my thoughts of progress.
“I could eat you alive myself.” I breathed out as he kissed my shoulder.
“Five minutes and you’re already teasing me. Shameless.” I leaned into him happily and felt his arms go around me.
“I missed you, Fabi,” I whispered before turning my head to the side as his lips found my cheek. 
“I missed you. Did the meeting go well?” He asked as I turned around and nodded.
“That’s good. When’s the next?”
“Two weeks,” I spoke while putting my arms around him before I casually glanced around, searching for Margo and Patrick. 
They were behind Fabien several feet away dancing together. I found it endearing as I smiled at the adorable sight and turned my attention to my mate’s lovely gaze. His jade eyes were shining like two precious jewels as I gazed into their depths.
“Where to after this?” He asked, and for the first time, I didn’t have an answer. 
“Where do you want to go, B?” I cupped the back of his head, lightly stroking my fingers through his hair. 
He leaned into my touch, and I fawned over the sight of him.
“Do you need to check on The Spot? Have you thought about taking your club back in London?”
I considered him as the song changed.
“The Spot is good, and I’m not against the club idea. Perhaps we can reevaluate after the next meeting?”
“Okay. Let’s go to Madrid, in Spain; I haven’t been there in years. A trip with just me and you? You’ve been working so hard; a getaway somewhere is needed. Take a short break with me.”
I found him charmingly considerate, forcing me to kiss him immediately. 
“Okay, let’s pack and leave when you’re ready.”
His serene smile made my heart flutter.
“Dance the night away or leave soon?” He asked, and I appreciated that he was leaving it up to me.
“We can dance anytime, anywhere, let’s go,” I said quickly, kissing his cheek as he eagerly grabbed my hand. 
We waved to Margo and Patrick on our way out. I held his hand as he led me to his place a few blocks away.
“Thank you for waiting,” I told him while we walked.
He gave my hand a light squeeze.
“It was an important meeting, and I wanted to be there for you. I’m not a Council member, probably for the best honestly, but I still want to support you in whatever way you need.”
“And what do you need, B?” I dared to ask. 
Before he could answer he pulled me down an empty alleyway and pressed himself against me, backing me into a random building. 
He leaned down and whispered, “My answer on what I need will never change. I’m happy with whatever you give me… I always crave you and desire you every hour of each day. My torch is lit from you alone.”
Say no more, B. 
I pulled him into another heated kiss to taste those flames he spoke of. Those luscious lips moved to my neck, and I closed my eyes giving him more access as his hands began their slow and steady wander.
“Fabien,” I whispered, arching myself more into his body.
“Mmm.” 
His hummed response made my lips grow slicker. I ran my hands up his chest, guiding his face to look at me. Lust danced in those jade eyes. My thumb grazed his jawline.
“Let’s continue this back at your place. We’re not that far away. I want you naked,” I suggested heavily. 
My pussy was aching for him, more desperately by the minute. He grunted his disapproval on waiting, and I bit my bottom lip to hide my creeping smile.
“I can’t make it if you keep doing things like that.” His tone made my toes curl.
“What am I doing…that bothers you so much?”
He leaned closer, taking my hands into his, and lightly pinning them back against the building over my head. 
I held my sigh in as he spoke, “This sexy dress for one. The feel of you pressed up tight against me… The way you bite your lip and hide your naughtiness away. It does things to me, Rin. I bet if I checked, I’d find you wet. The better question is how wet.”
His breath on me made my skin tingle, and I caught his look. 
Fuck, if he kept it up, I wouldn’t be able to wait much longer either.
“Also, it’s your home too. Anytime you’re in Paris. What was once all mine, is yours now. You know that right? All of me, forever.”
He released my hands. My heart skipped a beat, and I reached up to touch his cheek.
“You are the mate I don’t deserve, but the one I’m grateful for, despite feeling unworthy.”
I kissed him gently, and he gave me a look that told me we were exactly what the other deserved.
“I wish you wouldn’t say things like that. It was me that never deserved you, yet you still chose me. That will always mean something to me. I know you still carry the guilt of the past four years, and even past the twelve. Time apart aside, all I wanted to do was be there with you, at your side. I’ve had to love you from a distance for so long, always worrying, and hating how you had to go through this shit by yourself… It still feels like I’m dreaming when I wake up and you’re still there.”
My eyes teared up as he kissed my forehead. I brought his hands to my lips and placed soft kisses on them before tugging him away from the wall. 
My words were lost to me. What could I say after that? I would have to show him by my actions that I loved him, and how we had so much time to make up for. A newfound freedom in our bonds—no more running from myself or others.
“Let’s go home, my sweet B,” I said with gentle fondness. 
He gave my hand a light squeeze as we picked up the pace. When we got back, I showed him exactly where I stood with him, the bond I ran from and back home to.
I appreciated his sweet love more than words could explain. What he didn’t realize was how he was healing the cracks in my heart too. 




Chapter 18



After more meetings and getting ready for the next Council meeting, I found myself sitting in Carmen’s living room at her Parisian residence. Lucien, Leticia, Margo, Patrick, and Fabien had also gathered around. 
We were having a small talk about the decided meeting place located relatively close by at the Château de Vaux-le-Vicomte. 
Lucien, Carmen, Ticia, and I toured days ago, and the place was enormous and breathtaking. It had plenty of space to hold Society members, it was secluded, and I was infatuated with its architecture and classic French-styled rooms that gave me a sense of walking back in time throughout the centuries. 
It was exhilarating.
“Should we dress in customary attire for the time period?” I asked everyone with a sly smile.
“That could be fun. Relive the…old days,” Lucien considered.
“Sounds good to me,” Carmen stated as her mates gave her sweet looks.
“I’ve always lived for this country, so perhaps I should break out one of my old uniforms,” Fabien mused while he rubbed my leg that was draped over his. We were seated at one end of the couch while Margo and Patrick sat at the opposite end.
“I forget, I’m practically an infant in comparison,” I voiced in a lowered tone, and everyone seemed amused by my comment. 
I also couldn’t even begin to imagine how handsome and official Fabien looked in any of his uniforms.  
“I won’t hold that against you,” Fabien said playfully, amusement dancing in those green eyes of his. 
“Paris is starting to grow on me again… Perhaps it won’t be so bad to relive the fun attire,” Margo spoke to no one in particular.
“We’ll bring it up at the next Council meeting. It took a bit of time, but we will have the place mostly to ourselves. It was pricey for the discretion, but we made it work.
It’s old and historic, so the only worry was any possible damage for so many in attendance. Patrick and I handled it well, considering… Fabien was also helpful,” Lucien told us, and I gave Fabi a sweet look of appreciation.
Apparently, he was going to donate personal, historical items of his in exchange for us hosting the event. Clever man.
Fabien kissed my cheek and I found him to be absolutely precious.
“Whatever will I wear?” I tapped my cheek.
“We can help with that,” Leticia said, and Margo chimed in too.
“We sure can.”
“It’s less than three months away, there’s still plenty of time,” Lucien settled his gaze on me.
“That brings me to another matter of business, which is partially why you all are here,” Lucien paused, and I felt slight tension arise within the room, “Tristan is clear to leave the Tropics the end of next week.” 
I felt my heart sink, not expecting the words to leave his lips. Had it really been six months already?
Maybe longer? Hell, if I knew. I’ve kept myself busy. 
I had forgotten all about him as I busied myself with Council business, The Spot, Fallen Angels (the BDSM club), music projects, and well, healing in what ways I could, of course.
Do you think he’s ready to return? I looked at Lucien as my thoughts became anxious.
“It has,” he tapped on his head, as if answering my earlier thought to myself at the time, and he continued, “I’d like to help, if you’ll allow it… I, and whoever else wants to join, will visit with him before ever seeing you. Not only to confirm for ourselves, but to spare you any potential heartache, in the event he spent all this time pretending. He’s clever, so I wouldn’t put it past him. Will you allow it, Karina?”
I nodded, trying to find the words to speak. The fact that I had such a friend in Lucien meant more to me than I could ever say to him.
“I appreciate it more than you know. It’s…been a whirlwind of a year. Some days are better than others. Slowly but surely, I’m finding my way again,” I told them honestly as Fabien squeezed my hand, and we exchanged a look of understanding and empathy.
I trusted everyone in that room. Even Carmen.
I really must be into my healing to ever say that. 
“I vote to let the men handle the first round… Do you want me with you when the time comes for your encounter, Karina?” Margo leaned forward, the question and concern filling her jade gaze.
“Yes, please. I’m not a coward, but for his safety, someone else should be there for that first meeting with me. I’m not going in with the mindset of violence, but I’m still angry with him. The hurt is still there from all the damage he’s done. Forgiveness won’t be easy, but I trust whatever you decide in your meeting, Lucien.”
His dark eyes took me in, and it made me wonder what he was thinking.
“You have every right to feel that way, Karina. It’s why I offered to help before he gets to you,” Lucien said softly and continued, “I was semi-worried with the last meeting. Ticia and I thought we’d have to break up the party.”
I gave him an awkward look.
“Yeah, I probably shouldn’t have provoked him in the fashion I did. But,” I drawled out, “his words weren’t exactly helpful either and only fueled my anger. He’s lucky I didn’t strangle him.”
“Very true,” Lucien responded, a smile creeping upon his handsome face.
“This should be interesting, either way. For your sake, Karina,” Leticia spoke, “I hope he genuinely took the past six months seriously and worked on himself. My visions are confusing, so I can’t quite tell. However, with this first meeting with him, Luc and I both will have much more clarity.”
My two voices of reason, my dark twins, and my confidantes. What would I do without you both?
Lucien caught my gaze.
“Thank you,” I told her earnestly with a meaningful look toward them both.
“Always, my friend. We’re in this together.” 
I laid my head on Fabi’s shoulder as he leaned against me.
“If I haven’t said it enough already, thank you all for everything. You are my truest friends and family. I couldn’t have done any of this without you.”
They exchanged looks of understanding as Fabi gently made familiar circles on my legs. It took me back to that first weekend I met him, and how relaxing it was to be near him even then. His presence and touch soothed me in a different way than sex and violence.
I didn’t know what would come of the meeting, but I felt nervous about it. The last meeting was a shitshow, and I could only imagine the worst at the next one. Who knew though? I certainly didn’t.
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I took a short trip to Dublin to check in with the restaurant and had some roof repairs done. As I opened the place one morning alone before other employees arrived, Lucien called me.
“Good morning, Lucien, what’s up?” 
I wasn’t sure if my nervousness at his call could be noticed, but knowing him, he already knew.
“Good morning. Do you have a few minutes to chat?”
I held my breath and sat at the bar. The call had to be about Tristan, because I couldn’t fathom anything else…
“I do… Lay it on me.” My voice became quiet, and I heard him sigh lightly.
“I don’t know where to start on the enigma that is your mate. He seems like himself, and his thoughts were less chaotic this time. I’ll be honest, he’s nervous about your meeting together. He has a lot he wants to say to you. Some of it you won’t like, but it will give you perspective on his insanity months ago, along with last year. He feels guilty about what he’s done, and he wants to work on those issues together…with you.”
Strangely, it affected me that he felt guilty. It meant I had to feel it all over again. My temporary forgetfulness and busying myself…it wouldn’t be enough.
“It’s going to be complicated, Karina, but when you have two mates, what can you really do? I know you’re nervous, and it’s hard for you to find forgiveness. You’ve been doing a lot better overall, and it must feel like a setback. However, will you still hear him out? He won’t see you unless you consent to it.”
I blinked and pulled my phone away from my ear to look at it. 
Was I hearing properly? Did I not drink enough coffee this morning? Surely, he’s not talking about the same Tristan…
Staring at the phone in disbelief, Lucien’s voice echoed.
“Karina?”
I shook myself out of my spiraling thoughts. My mind went back to when I first met him—a night and day difference from the last time I bared witness to him.
“I’m still here… I don’t know what to say honestly. I found peace without him around for a while. I don’t know how to ever trust him after all he’s done. I know I can’t avoid him forever, and shit has been complicated for over twelve years.” 
I sighed and rubbed my eyes.
Nothing ever felt simple, not with me or my mates.
Maybe the least I could do was hear him out? Try again, one last time?
“The saying, ‘One day at a time,’ comes to mind. If you aren’t one hundred percent ready that’s okay. If you meet with him, set up that boundary, but you’ll have to be careful. If you spend all your time with Fabien and blow him off, there’s no telling how he’ll react. It may be difficult initially but balance it out if you can help it. Try not to ignore him completely, or we’ll end up at square one if none of us are careful. Work on healing together if you have the mind for it. At the end of the day, he is your sire and mate, he will find it hard to stay away from you. Take it from someone who knows all too well.”
I stared at the photos covering the wall, my gaze lingering on Adrian’s gorgeous face. 
Fuck, I still missed him, so much.  
“It doesn’t matter if there is anger or happiness. I’m not saying forgive him or ignore all the damage done, just work at it, a day at a time. If you two can be in a room without you wanting to attack him because he said something to send you over the edge, then I’ll consider it a step in a better direction. I know Patrick and Fabien were worried about him because of the things you told him as well as his sister. It’s a family matter now, Karina. Healing must happen with all of you.”
My eyes watered; my heart in knots.
Could I really do it?
“I know, Luc… I will meet him with Margo at her place. I’ll call her and confirm it later with a date and time… The least I will do is hear him out and set some ground rules if he wants anything to do with me. It will be difficult, but I owe it to Adrian to try and find forgiveness… Forgiveness for myself because I can’t bear the weight of it alone. I still miss him every day, but I try to remember his heart and how he might approach things. It’s not easy because I feel like I’m more corrupted than he was… Corrupted enough to drag him down with me even if he claimed it was willingly. I don’t know anymore… I’ll give it a shot. Thank you for being honest with me, Luc,” I finished speaking and wiped my damp cheeks.
“I’m on your side. I’m your friend; we’ll get through this together, no matter what. Let me know what Margo decides, and I’ll relay the message.”
“Will do.” 
We said our goodbyes, and I quickly dialed Margo.
“It’s early, so I’m assuming you received word back… And?”
“Good morning to you too, lovely Mar-Mar,” I sang out, trying to sound cheerful.
She grumbled, and I stifled my laugh.
“Do you feel comfortable having just you and I there, or should we have Patrick on standby? Fabi too? Let’s do it at your place. Pick a time and date of your choice, and I’ll tell Lucien.”
I heard her complain before sighing in defeat.
“Fine. Have it arranged for Saturday in the early afternoon sometime. That gives us a week from now to prepare mentally and emotionally. Well, hopefully. I don’t know how it will go, but I guess we should hear him out. Also, I like how it’s always my place for these serious meetings…”
True. Couldn’t argue with her about it.
“Your place is great for family meetings… Yeah, I guess. Apparently, he’s doing a lot better and is more like himself, according to Lucien.”
She didn’t sound convinced either.
“Yeah, we’ll see about that. I’m not sure if you know it or not, but I threatened him myself after you stormed off. I told him if he didn’t get his shit together, as you like to call it, then he would be disowned by his sister. I told him I was on your side, and how he was completely in the wrong.”
My eyes misted again. She was being a true friend in defending me and taking my side. I had no words.
“You…didn’t have to do all of that, yet somehow, I’m grateful for you sticking up for me.”
“Gabriel led to my many losses, and it wasn’t a pleasant experience. I hated him for it. I killed many lovers over the course of my life after being turned. There must be something in this damn water over here. My sire, me, and now you. What a fun, unlucky bunch we are.”
I caught onto her sarcastic humor, and I couldn’t help but crack a smile.
“A sorry excuse more like, but you aren’t wrong either. I’ll let Lucien know. We’ll figure this shit out together, Mar. I’m not sure what Tristan will do against two pissed off women if he tries anything.”
She laughed finally. “I told you these brothers of mine have been nothing but a pain in my ass for centuries.”
“No kidding. Goddamn,” I mumbled aloud to myself.
“I’ll see you Saturday, Ri. Enjoy The Spot for me and have my favorite drink in my stead.”
“Will do. See you soon.”
I said bye, and we hung up. Quickly, I sent a message to Lucien, and he sent a thumbs up ten minutes later.
Looking back up at the wall of pictures, I whispered, “I’ll try for you, Adri. It’s what you would do, right? I can’t live with this hate in my heart anymore because you aren’t here. I brought you to life in this place. This place is a part of us I’ll always cherish. I wish we had more time, mo mhuirnín. It always feels like there’s not enough time with the people I treasure most. I wonder if that feeling will ever go away…” 
Perhaps Adrian was my biggest lesson, a hard one to be learned, one that involved loving more people than my mates, it was just asking for trouble. 
I still couldn’t get over that of all people, it was Tristan. I never would have thought it would be him to do such a thing. Perhaps I did push him too far unknowingly. At the end of the day, in all perspectives, we were all in the wrong.




Chapter 19



Tristan


Saturday arrived as I stood outside my sister’s door hesitating. The last time I was there, shit went down quickly. I felt guilty for coming after Karina as I did, and then I shook her. 
Why did I ever think that was okay? 
Sonia mentioned how I was similar to my brother; my anger was buried until a traumatic event triggered me. Until I went overboard. I pushed her past the point of no return, or so I thought. It would not be the end of the road if she was willing to meet.
I wasn’t sure how long I stood out there leaning my head on the door with my hands in my pockets, but I eventually worked up the courage and knocked.
Margo answered, and to my surprise her hair was dark instead of orange. I blinked as she observed me holding the door open with mixed emotions on her face.
“You have your natural hair back…after all these decades. It’s good to see you, Margaux.” I offered a small smile as she nodded. 
It seemed she was wary too. 
Well, here goes.
“Have a seat anywhere. You look well yourself. Do you need a drink or anything?” She offered, trying to be a good host, despite how she loathed serious meetings.
I shook my head and held my sigh back. 
Never had my sister not hugged me, even when she was irritated or angry. It’s how I knew shit was bad between all of us.
I finally looked over to the couch where Karina sat as Margo walked over to sit next to her.
“Hello, Tristan.” Her words were calm and steady. 
Part of me wanted to drop to my knees and grovel for the rest of my life, but the other part of me needed to tread lightly. I had no doubt that she would end me if I pushed her. Maybe I’d let her.
I had, and she showed better restraint than me. I didn’t deserve her, I never did. Especially now. 
It didn’t matter how much time or distance separated us; I was always fascinated by the beauty in front of me. I didn’t choose her for her beauty alone but for her heart and mind. 
It was her mind I loved the most after seeing her Web of Nightmares. 
She always took my breath away and she had been taking it away for over twelve years. My heart and soul too.
“Hello, Karina,” I said softly, slowly making my way toward the couch that faced away from the door but toward Margo and Karina.
“It’s good to see you both. You two look like sisters with your dark hair,” I told them; they exchanged a look and a small smile.
“I thought the same thing too,” Margo switched her gaze back to me.
The awkward tension was eating me alive… Best get to it then.
“Thank you for allowing me to visit. I’ve missed you both terribly… I don’t know what to say or where to start with all I’ve done. If I should start somewhere, I’ll start with an apology, one I will make countless times as I deal with that regret for eternity,” I paused and looked at Karina. 
Margo patted her hand and got up while mentioning drinks. 
I took a deep breath and stood up; Karina’s eyes carefully followed me as she clutched her hands tight in her lap. Her pale eyes watered, and my soul shattered at the sight. She was right all along; I was no better than my maker. 
Perhaps worse, for hurting my mate. Did that make me like Braun? 
I moved to stand in front of her before I sank to my knees. I kneeled, then I bowed at her feet, and began begging for forgiveness. 
I needed to get it all out. All my sorrow. My regret, most of all.
“Karina, my words won’t be enough to undo what I’ve done, and all the pain I’ve caused. I’m truly sorry for all the suffering and for hurting you in the worst way possible. If I could take it all back and bring Adrian back to you, I would do it for you. I was a mad, blind fool. I don’t deserve you as a mate or your forgiveness. I will spend eternity trying to earn a place in your life again. 
I was cruel and cold in my actions and words, and you didn’t deserve that from me. I said hurtful words I can’t take back, and I will make no excuses for myself other than raging jealousy. I unraveled unlike anything before; I hurt you and forced everyone away in that process. It was my fault for pushing you and being possessive. You belong to no one, not even your mates, and I had no right to shove the bond down your throat. I’m a bastard for it, and I’ll hate myself for failing you, failing my family, and for taking someone irreplaceable from you. You are right, I’m no better than Gabriel was. All your suffering and all I did was make it worse and ruin it.
I’m so, so sorry, Karina.”
I wept at her feet, letting my emotions of regret and misery escape me. The misery of all I’d done, and the misery of being without her for so long. I became someone I swore I’d never be, and all it took was hours of jealousy to ruin all the good to ever happen to me. 
I regretted killing him once my mind became clearer, and I couldn’t explain the shame I felt for how long it took for me to get to the point to admit my guilt.
I felt a hand on my shoulder and then heard my sister’s voice.
“What is family for, Tristan, if you cannot come to us when you’re feeling those emotions or out of control? We would have been there for you. We would have worked with you through it, together. Don’t ever do some shit like this again. I mean it. You put us through hell by your actions, whether it was madness or jealousy. Family is supposed to be there for each other, not deflecting and plotting demises for people who don’t deserve it. I see you are being genuine, Tristan. I knew my brother was still in there.” 
Margo pulled me up to my knees, kneeling with me before bringing me into a tight hug, crying too. 
My sister continued to speak as I wrapped my arms around her and wept.
“It will take longer for Karina to work through it, and me too, but you are my brother, the family protector, and you truly hurt us with your actions. Karina is family too; from the minute you sired her. I’m not happy with your choices, and I know it will take time. I will work with you to heal this family together. Not just from Adrian, but from all the other shit too. I know you carry guilt, and those years Karina was gone were miserable. We were all in it with you.
Rina never wanted to leave you. She survived, so she could make it back home someday. Back home to her found family. It took longer than expected, but she’s home now, and together we must work at it to make it all bearable again. After so much enduring, she isn’t the same as when she left; you must understand that it wasn’t personal. It never was. Survival.
After all we said those years ago, I wouldn’t have wanted to face us either. We all withstood the shit and went through those bad bits. Now, we must continue forward and work on healing. Together, Tristan.”
It was lost to me how long we wept before I felt another hand on both her shoulder and mine as I went to pull away. I saw Karina’s teary-eyed gaze.
“You’re right,” I looked at Margo until finally settling on Karina, “I will hate myself for ever making you cry and suffer as I did. How many more times did you cry, and no one was there to wipe your tears away? I wasn’t there for you, and that makes me the worst sire to exist. I might as well be the next Gabriel, or Braun, with all I’ve done. I understand why you did what you did, and I know it wasn’t easy… You protected me, and the rest of us for years from his wrath. Whether he acted on whims and games, or not, you sacrificed everything, so he wouldn’t hurt any of us. Perhaps that’s what hurts worst of all, knowing that, and knowing I couldn’t do a damn thing to help or stop it. 
I don’t have the words to describe what it felt like to hear at the meeting. How you had to watch souls get ripped apart… All those other people, hundreds of them, and you wanted to spare another one from happening. It could have been us. The years have gotten away from us, I know, but Margo is right. It is long overdue for healing in this family.” 
I looked up at Karina as tears ran down her face.
“I’m sorry, mon cher, for Gabriel, for being apart, for all you’ve been through, that you suffered in so many ways, for my falling into madness, for being like Gabriel and his twin, for Adrian, and for all I couldn’t get right this entire time. The weight of everything has been heavy and even worse without you.” 
Tears spilled down her cheeks as she began to sob, putting her face in her hands. 
My heart shattered immediately. The sight of my mate’s pain, knowing I caused it was unbearable. Maybe I deserved her killing me.
Margo moved in sync with me to pull Karina into our arms. Perhaps there wasn’t much we could do other than admit our truths and cry together. 
So much was left unspoken and unsaid about how we all mourned. I was a bastard for focusing only on my misery and jealousy; it was my burden to bear, and my family had to carry the weight of my sins. 
I hoped and prayed for the day to come when my mate wouldn’t look at me with disgust and hate. I didn’t know when, but I would do whatever it took to be there for her and deal with the consequences of my actions.
Whatever those would be.




Chapter 20



The three of us wept together on Margo’s living room floor. It wasn’t ideal, but we could see and hear the changes in Tristan. I certainly wasn’t expecting him to beg and grovel at my feet, but I listened with tears in my eyes.
It broke me to hear it, but I told myself before the meeting I would listen to what he had to say. I wasn’t ready to forgive him, and I was still feeling spiteful. 
Who wouldn’t be though?
Once our tears subsided. I pulled away from them and walked into the kitchen, trying to gather myself and think of how to respond. I was so tired of all the crying, the misery.
I inhaled and exhaled deeply, counting my breaths in my head. It was three cycles before I steadied my hands on the counter. 
My back was to them.
“I can’t forgive you, Tristan, and it will take a long time for me to even think of trusting you again. You caused a lot of hurt and took someone important from me. I lost so much of myself in the past decade. I haven’t been the same since, and I’ve tried to do things to honor people lost; it’s not always easy for me. It’s been one exhausting scenario after another. I still have rage and hurt, and…there’s this gaping hole inside of me. A hole that sometimes feels like it’s healing up, but other times, I feel like I’m drowning. It feels like I can’t catch a break, and I’m starting to see the looming edges of a lonely eternity. I carry these heavy things, this grief, and all the sins on my back. 
What you did Tristan was the crack in the iceberg that sank the ship, and it wasn’t just Adrian’s death and seeing it unfold before me—it was the fact that of all people to do such a thing, you were the last person I’d ever expect. You created me, you chose me forever, and I couldn’t wrap my mind around it, ‘why would he do this to me?’ Love isn’t possessive unless you’re playing a twisted game. It all felt like it was for nothing. It made me regret ever accepting the bond all those years ago. Everything. I never want to feel that way again. I can’t go on if shit like this continues. I won’t make it through if there’s ever a next time. I’m tired, so tired…”
I broke and bled as I spoke what I truly felt. 
Turning around, I found some courage to observe how he was still kneeling, looking at me with an expression that made my eyes water. He was broken too.
“You were supposed to be my protector, not physically, but of my heart. My soul.”
A few tears fell from my eyes. Margo sat near her brother holding his hand. 
“Instead, it felt like my soul was ripped to shreds. It all could’ve gone a thousand different ways. Perhaps I was a fool for running, but what other ways do I know how to deal with trauma? I make no excuses, make no mistake, I fucked up too. In a dark corner of my mind, I began to think it was what I deserved. Why else would people I care about constantly get taken away from me, or have some shit pop up that separates me from them? Fate is a bitch, and I hate her.” 
My tears still fell, not stopping anytime soon. This meeting was a reveal for all the dark things our souls carry, the burdens. If this shit was supposed to work out, then I needed to bare it all.
“I haven’t always been the best mate, and I know I’m not the easiest woman to love and have around, but…I don’t think I deserved any of it. As chaotic as he was, it was freeing to live without rules beside Gabriel. A ruse initially, but it became real. He didn’t deserve what he got in life, but he and so many others suffered. I don’t want that to be me or this family. I chose Adrian to sire because all he wanted to do was be there and help… He was willing to meet you and get to know you all. He believed that with time it would work out…while believing in the potential future of The Council—and me. His death broke me differently than Gabriel. It was unjust and unnecessary, and I still have that anger deep within me.” 
I swallowed down the lump in my throat feeling the weight of missing them both. All their conversations ran through my mind of what they pictured in the future but couldn’t have. Those dreams died for me too. It was foolish of me to ever think of it in the first place. 
One day at a time, Rina.
“So, we take it slowly, one step at a time. I don’t know when that day will come when I don’t want to strangle you or say something hateful, but I will work at it, along with my family. It’s been a long time coming. I suppose it’s only fair if everyone else is in therapy, I should get my shit together too.”
I sighed deeply wiping the rest of my falling tears. As heavy as the room felt, it was freeing too.
“That’s all I will ask from you, is to try. We’ll figure it out together,” Tristan whispered.
His jade eyes were endless watery pools, and I had to look away from them to wipe my face again.
“We could also use a bit of therapy as old as we are and as much shit as all of us had gone through,” Margo added gently.
She wasn’t wrong.
“So, where do we go from here? What do we do now? What does our near future look like?” I looked at them both and continued, “Before you answer, I’ll let you know how this year has been for me to give you some perspective and what I’ve been doing to keep busy. Will you listen? Margo already knows.”
“Yes.” His tone was quiet, and his look was contemplative as I went on.
“As you can imagine, the funeral for Adrian is something I don’t want to experience ever again. I bought a special place that means a lot to me. I’m not ready to share it with you yet, but maybe someday… Council-wise, we have more leaders. The location was picked out for the next meeting in a couple of months, and we’re still working on implementing rules and such. I feel like all eyes will be on me these next few years. We already had…sexist people leave The Society because they don’t like the idea of a lady running the show… Cowards.”
I saw Margo’s lips turn up slightly as I continued, “I started up Fallen Angels again too, thanks to Margo, for being awesome as always.” 
We shared a knowing look as Tristan listened.
“I also began some musical pursuits… It helps with the anger, amongst other things. In short, I’m doing my fucking best. Some days are thirty percent, and other days are ten percent—it varies by the ache in my chest. The hole that I’m trying to patch up.” 
Remembering the drinks Margo prepared before Tristan’s arrival, I grabbed one of them off the counter and swallowed it before bringing them one.
“Are you going to sit on the floor all night?” I asked as they quickly drained their glasses. 
After helping them both up, I took their glasses and went to get more refills. 
With all that emotional unloading, I needed to check out.
“If it’s okay with you all, my meter is filled up for the evening. Another drink?” I asked them before catching their nods.
I poured the whisky into our glasses and passed them back to Margo and Tristan. Holding up my glass, we all stood near each other.
“To healing our family,” I said as we clinked and downed our shots.
I caught Tristan’s jade gaze.
“What kind of music?” He asked casually, seeming curious, and referring to my musical pursuit comment from earlier.
“The untamable kind. It’s under the rock genre. I prefer to call it loud and angry music, and then some. Our first show is next month…”
The thought caused a thrill to flow through me. All of us were ecstatic about it. 
A battle of the bands show.
“Am I allowed to see it?” He asked carefully, and I shrugged.
“Anyone can come. You included. I’ll be busy.”
He debated on what to say for a moment as I downed my drink.
“It’s been a while since I’ve heard you sing for fun... Are you singing or playing an instrument?”
Remembering our earlier dates when I’d sing to the radio tunes, I sighed. 
“Singing for me. Sometimes keyboard. A friend of Margo’s, her name is Kat, plays bass. Margo is on guitar, and Fabi is on drums. We couldn’t find a gal drummer in time, so no all-girl band yet.” 
Margo grinned. “It’s why men fear women at the top, we’re unstoppable; perhaps Fabi is the balance to those crowds who still frown on all-girl bands. Eventually, we’ll find a worthy gal and tell the world to frig off.”
I shared Margo’s enthusiasm. 
“I love our sound so far, and I’m always ready to tell people to fuck off.” 
In full agreement, she added, “I love the sound too. If you go, Tristan, you’re in for it. Haunting lyrics, and her voice plus all the sounds?” She made a chef’s kiss gesture, and I giggled. 
“I wouldn’t miss it,” he said quietly, looking slowly between Margo and me. 
He seemed conflicted on whether to be happy about our pursuits or to hold back. Before I could consider it more, a knock sounded. We all looked, and I made my way to the door and opened it.
It was who I expected.
“Come in you two,” I said letting Patrick and Fabien in.
Fabi gave me a relieved look as he walked past me, and I hid my smile.
“I’m relieved you still breathe brother,” he told Tristan, and Patrick agreed.
“No offense, Karina,” Patrick said, and I shrugged, shutting the door. 
I was wondering too, to be honest.
“You’re just in time for more shots. We’re on our third. Karina said her meter is filled, so no more seriousness for tonight. I’m also partial to less seriousness. I’m so happy that we’re all in the same room again,” Margo said as she refilled and got more shot glasses. 
I leaned against the door, crossing my arms while observing them. I could tell Tristan was being careful around me to not set me off or push his luck. Fabien also knew not to be all over me in front of Tristan, until things became less hostile between Tristan and me. 
Me mostly, but, oh well. 
“We already made a toast, but I’ll make the same one again since we’re all here now,” Margo announced while passing everyone their shots. 
We all gathered by where Tristan stood between the two couches, holding our shots in our hands.
“To healing our family,” she spoke, and we all clinked, the shots disappearing immediately.
It wouldn’t happen overnight, and I knew I needed to find a therapist. 
Can’t wait to face the mirror of myself…




Chapter 21



I nervously twiddled my thumbs, finally turning my eyes to Geoff. My therapist.
“Does it bother you if I’m your counselor?” He asked softly, seeming more relaxed than I was. 
I squeezed my hands together before I folded them in my lap.
“No. That’s not what bothers me,” I answered with trepidation.
He sat a few feet away as he considered me, and I took in his neutral-toned office with his Zen Garden that he had set up on a table nearby. 
The lighting was soft in the room and behind his desk were inspirational quotes decorated nicely on the same wall.
“Do you mind sharing what’s bothering you? Remember, I’m not here to judge, and what is shared stays here. You can speak freely. Outside this room, I’m your support in The Society, and that’s where you lead us. In here, you don’t have to pretend or put-up fronts or bottle things, whatever the case may be. It’s what you are comfortable with.”
I took a steady breath and decided to be truthful.
“If I’m being honest, and it has nothing to do with you, but I don’t want to be here, even though I know I should be…”
He waited for me to continue, not indicating on his face whether I should or shouldn’t be there. 
“Let’s face it, shit is rough and has been for as long as I can remember. Music and BDSM can help in various ways, but it doesn’t fix the root of the problems or the stains. I’ve been on this roller coaster and I’m tired of these lows directly after the highs. I think I deserve a smoother coasting. However, it’s hard to coast when my mind feels like a prison.”
I tried to relax in the chair, settling into it more. Strangely, the smells in the room were calming; lavender, I think.
“That’s a natural reaction to have, and it’s great you have the introspection about what you need to do versus what you want to do. It’s a start, and it’s not a bad place to be. You should be proud of yourself for taking those steps and recognizing that certain issues won’t fix themselves. Yes, those outlets are helpful in expression, and there’s nothing wrong with it. It’s good to have positive, safe outlets. There’s also nothing wrong with wanting better for yourself and your life. Life is already a journey, and we pave our own paths. You, and no one else, get to make that decision. You can create the life you want and find the smooth coasting that you crave. It can often feel like our minds are a prison when so much is happening around us that’s beyond our control.”
I crossed my arms with a heavy sigh. Where would I even start?
“I don’t know where to begin. There’s so much to untangle. Forgiveness, feeling okay again, building a life that I’m proud of, and easing up on my anger. To name a few…”
“The good news is that you can start anywhere. What is something you want to work on here and now?” 
I thought a moment, and all I could think was, “Forgiveness.”
“Forgiveness for yourself or others? What do you picture forgiveness to look like for you and those involved?”
Avoiding his gaze, I looked down at the floor near my feet, focusing on the top of my foot.
“After the chaos of Gabriel and his death, I spent a year doing whatever I could to dull the pain. I ran into one of my mates in Paris. The first time he didn’t know I was there as it was at a club. I was high and saw him with women. I was so numb that it didn’t bother me. It should’ve but it didn’t. I also didn’t allow myself to feel anything. Not until he found me later in a café and pretty much demanded answers. 
I…wasn’t ready to face him or anyone else. I didn’t want to talk about those years away, I was ashamed, and guilt grabbed me by the throat. I couldn’t look at him without wanting to leave. I was nasty to him when he had every reason to feel upset. The avoidance of them…my family, my mates…”
Exhaling, I leaned back into the chair and gazed up at the ceiling, letting my thoughts and words run away from me. 
“I had trouble forgiving myself for starters. I felt like I abandoned them and found it hard to go back when so much had happened. It changed me. I was afraid too. Afraid that my suffering didn’t matter because I was a traitor, and that I abandoned them for Gabriel, whether it was a ruse or not. 
The guilt for loving my captor was another reason not to forgive myself. Who could love me after I loved an enemy who tortured and killed so many? It was like I slipped into my own little madness. I felt like I deserved to be alone, and I was willing to keep my mates at arm’s length, hell, anyone for that matter.” 
I rubbed my forehead as my eyes watered remembering how I felt back then.
“Consider this then, did you go into everything trying to betray your mates or love someone else?”
Sort of, but not really? Seduce and destroy, not love.
“No, but I was willing to do anything and everything to succeed. I had a feeling it could get complicated, and I thought I was ready for it, but those burdens quickly became heavy after being in a sixteen-month captivity. I had to make some very hard choices. I took on whatever persona I needed to make it out alive and protect my mates. My heart can’t be helped for what I saw underneath that psychotic and complicated exterior…”
I sat up straight and considered the man who lost so much across the room. Should I even be telling him all of this knowing how horrible it ended for his mates?
“There you have it. You did what you needed to do to survive, and it’s not your fault. None of it is. That is a valid trauma response. Dissociation is normal. It’s the body’s protective response to the nervous system during fight or flight. You couldn’t flee or fight, so your mind had to create another option for survival. Emotions are the same way. The first step is recognizing it after such a traumatic experience; your mind and body would feel disconnected. You were in a situation where you formed an attachment because of being threatened. Recognizing that it wasn’t your fault, and the fault of the circumstance is a great place to begin the journey. It wasn’t you who came up with the diabolical plan to take down The Society or threaten mates and use manipulation tactics for help, was it?”
My eyes misted, and I shook my head. 
Did Geoff still feel the loss of his mates? Did he have a good enough reason to betray Gabriel, his maker?
“Whether you went into the situation with a plan or not, you did what you needed to protect yourself, first and foremost, and others you care about. You survived, Karina and continued the only way your body knew how with its resources. It. Is. Not. Your. Fault. Can you say it with me?”
I wiped my tears.
“It’s not my fault,” I said each word slowly feeling the sting at each syllable.
“Loving someone that abused you is also not uncommon nor is it anything to feel guilty about. It’s why many abuse reports go unreported through manipulation. The survivor thinks it’s all they deserve and will take the abuse and stay in a situation or with the abuser because they do not know how to escape or recognize there are other alternatives. I know the situations differ, but in both cases, it was neither the survivors’ fault. It has everything to do with the abuser. You escaped, Karina; you made it out alive. After enduring the time you did and those experiences, it’s perfectly okay to want to shut out the bad to continue to survive. The fact that you’re here today shows that you want to learn another way, one that is safe for you. One that is forgiving, filled with the grace you deserve for a safe place in your healing.”
Therapy sure makes you think a lot. Maybe the effort would be worth the hassle?
“All I can do is try, right? I’m here today, whether I want to be or not. It’s a step in a better direction.”
Give in when all I want to do is give up and waste away in a river, floating and staring up at the clouds as the seasons change. My depression had begun to eat away at my brain until I was left a void, empty. 
Slowly, I would pull myself out of that abyss, out of that pain.
“Yes, it is. Remember that you’re a survivor and that while this is a truth, it does not mean you have to continue trying to survive in the same manner.”
He had a point.
“While that may be true… There’s another part to that forgiveness that bleeds together. It ties it all in a bow… A year after Gabriel’s death, I went elsewhere and met someone. Someone safe and sane. I was hesitant to let him in, not only because of the wreckage behind me, and my mates, but I also didn’t want to drag him down into my hell. Yet, he stayed and offered me friendship when I needed it. 
It was nice to feel safe even if it wasn’t my mates, not that I was ready to face them anyway... It should come as no surprise that I fell for him, especially when he had begun to heal my fragile heart. He could see how the years had worn on me. Apparently, I’m not good at hiding or masking my feelings as well as I thought. It was all so out of my comfort zone, but I began to dream again.”
I paused, looking off into the distance before continuing moments later. 
I wasn’t done. 
“He never judged and only tried to understand while being there for me in whatever way he could and to be what I needed. I was always appreciative of him for that alone as well as his kind heart. He…wanted me to sire him and venture through life together. I never sired anyone, but I wanted it to be him. It felt like a betrayal to my mates when I did it. I loved not only one person but two in the time apart from them. It also didn’t go over well when he found out that I had mates and how they weren’t old lovers or just a simple sire bond. He was angry, rightfully so, but he came back and asked why.”
“Did you tell him why?”
I looked at Geoff and nodded.
“I told him the truth, after everything, I was already hesitant, and I felt guilty about everything. I also wasn’t ready to face them or bring him down into it with me. He was honest too and said he couldn’t compete with mates and to give him time and space to sort it out. Which I did, or tried to do… He eventually came around though. 
The Council meeting happened in Spain, and it was an emotional week, not only as a leader but for Gabriel, all of it. My mates were there and the man I sired. To not provoke my mates, we came up with the plan to pretend not to be together outside of our rooms. It worked, or so I thought. There were some uncomfortable moments and close calls, but I thought it went well originally.”
Geoff nodded in agreement with the meeting going well, along with the outcomes. He had voiced it then at the meeting himself. 
We were both glad to have survived. 
“After that, I felt like healing could finally begin, you know? With Adrian, the man I sired, along with compromising with my mates on meeting up three months after the meeting to have a sit-down and find hope in the future. I felt it so close within my grasp. 
Adrian and I relaxed and celebrated the holidays with his family. His sister mentioned marriage, and it didn’t even dawn on me how he could want something like that from me. I debated it, but it was all uncertain. I told Adrian later that I’d like to reevaluate the topic after the meeting with my mates. Then, he tells me that he’s willing to make it work. He’d rather share me than be without me. He was willing to meet them and discuss everything like an adult. Adrian was realistic and practical. That pure heart of his always ensnared me…”
Sighing, my heart felt locked up tight, remembering the moments before it all crashed and burned—right in my fucking face.
“Sounds like everything was slowly coming together with what you envisioned for a better future.”
I agreed; I honestly felt that.
“It was. For the first time in years, I felt happy and whole. The situations were chaotic, but life felt like it had improved. I found the strength to face my mates and my family…”
I steadied my hands on my knees, feeling the emotions sitting in my throat and my eye sockets, threatening their hold over me still. However, I needed to get it out one last time, my pain. I needed to talk about it with someone who didn’t know Adrian.
One. Last. Time. 
My tone was quiet, ridden with despair. 
“One evening, we’re out celebrating our first anniversary slightly earlier than the actual date, and the night ended unexpectedly. Adrian was in the middle of saying something when he stopped beside me. Blood poured from his mouth, and I realized a stake was sticking out of his chest. He died before me as I saw Tristan standing there with Adrian’s heart in his hand. He had gone mad, reminding me of his sire’s cruelty. 
The last person I’d ever expected such a thing from. My sire killed my lover. The lover who wanted to be a part of my life and work through all the shit. All of it was gone and ripped away in the moment my brain finally began to put the pieces together.”
Tears were falling down my cheeks as I continued, not stopping. 
“I cried while holding him on the street sidewalk as Tristan said cruel things to me. He didn’t initially feel anything, no regret or remorse over what he had done. He was angry because I picked others over him and avoided everyone altogether. It broke me in a new way. I let hate fill me. 
I had thought, yes, finally, some happiness…just to have it ripped away by a jealous sire. I said hateful things to him and he to me, and he took Adrian away as a cover-up. I couldn’t find either of them, so I wandered in my misery.”
Geoff handed me a box of tissues that I took, blowing my nose and crying more. He sat back in his chair across the room, waiting for me to continue when I was ready to do so.
“My other mate and the rest of the family found me later at the dock. I told them I wanted nothing to do with Tristan, and they sent him away before I hurt him or myself. I was at the end of my rope too. I was fed up with the death and violence. Yet anger and injustice consumed me as well as sadness and grief. He was sent away to get help, and somehow, we ended up having that long-awaited meeting and he was so unlike himself. It didn’t end well, and I gave him an ultimatum and pushed his buttons to get his shit together. He still wasn’t regretful. He was sent back to therapy for six months… Then, we had another meeting.”
I wiped my tears while holding the emotional support tissue box. That’s what it was to me then.
“I’m sorry to hear about Adrian. You were also surviving then too. There’s nothing wrong with craving security and safety with someone else, mates or not. How did the recent meeting go, after his six months of inpatient? I’m assuming it was recent, yes?”
I nodded.
“It broke me as he begged at my feet. I began to see the mate I knew years ago and not the blood-covered beast on the street. A side I never expected. I set my boundaries and told him I’d tolerate him, but to not push me as I was still angry and hurt over his actions. The family got involved, and now healing is a group effort. We’re all in therapy now trying to find forgiveness and sanity, and our way back into the light, I guess. How can I forgive such an act? It’s hard to be in a room without wanting to be hateful, but I try, I try really hard.”
My tight grip on the emotional support tissue box lessened as I stared off into space. 
“I’m glad he’s at least himself again and not as unhinged. I suppose we all have our limits, but Adrian didn’t deserve his death, and somehow, I blame myself for all of it. I blame myself for avoiding them, running away, and for Tristan’s reactions. Even when I told Adrian it was a bad idea to tangle with me, he never listened… I still made my mates feel like I wanted nothing to do with them. 
I know I was selfish in choosing Adrian, but I did it because he brought me peace from such chaos. It was a breath of fresh air that I wanted to hold onto for as long as I could. I hate myself for it all. More than I hate Tristan. This is where I’m stuck now. I don’t know how to move past it or tolerate him without wanting to throttle him. I also can’t forgive myself.”
I leaned forward and placed my head in my hands, rubbing my forehead in distress at those key facts.
“That was a lot to unpack, but I’m glad you feel comfortable enough to share it. I cannot tell you how to forgive, but you are still surviving. I think it’s brave of you to take the chance, to be honest with yourself and others even though it wasn’t easy. Setting those boundaries was a great first step in such a situation. It’s also helpful with the whole family wanting to be a part of the healing process. 
A strong support system is a strong standing foundation for all that follows with healing from trauma. You are doing better than you think you are. You are thinking proactively about forgiveness for yourself and Tristan, so whether your consciousness is actively partaking, thinking, or not, you are already working toward it. As you know it’s a long process that takes time, but you truly are doing great. You have your family as support whom you can express honesty with, you have your outlets, and now you have therapy. 
You should be proud of how far you have come. I most certainly am. You are an amazing leader and person. I can see it, and so can others. Be kind to yourself and allow yourself the space, grace, and time to heal.”
He smiled warmly, genuinely, and I blinked away my tears.
“Thank you, Geoff. I don’t fully believe those affirmations, but perhaps with time anything is possible. I changed my mind from what I said earlier. I’m right where I’m supposed to be.”
We shared a smile as our session ended.
I took a very lengthy walk afterward through London.




Chapter 22



Margo


Karina and I grinned in the mirror.
“We look h-o-t,” I spoke proudly.
“Hell, yeah, you do!” Kat, our bass player, said from the doorway with a sexy smile of her own. 
She wore tied leather pants and a ripped shirt, and her purple-streaked hair was up in two cute buns.
I chose a plaid skirt, ripped top, and tall boots with a leg garter for myself. Karina went with an interesting black body suit that had a deep plunge and was tied across her chest, but it had something similar at her hips with her black boy shorts on and tall boots; can’t forget her leather choker necklace that was stacked three thin straps high. She left her hair down and wild. It was fabulous.
I always knew she was hot but damn. 
We shared our continued grins as we headed out into the living room where Fabi waited.
“Now, don’t you three look unstoppable?” He told us and we all exchanged a look and giggled like children. 
Okay, we may have had three shots. We were nervous okay! Our first show was that night, and we wanted to show off.
“Considering what we’re going to sing about, fuck it.” Karina booped his nose, and I was humbled to see it. 
So fucking cute.
“Patrick and the others will be there to support us, so let’s show our friends and strangers how kickass we are,” I said confidently, bringing my fist towards me in triumph. 
Kat shook her head and Karina laughed. 
My brother rolled his eyes, and I wanted to pluck them out. 
Rude.

So instead, I reached over to pinch him. It earned me a scolding look, but a hint of amusement was laced in it too.
“We’re awesome, and we’ve got this,” Kat told us, “We’ve worked hard and practiced our little hearts out.”
I gave my bandmate and longtime friend a look of appreciation.
“Is that what you’re wearing, Fabi? Really? A black shirt and jeans? Nothing fun? Come on!”
He gave me a side look, a sassy one at that.
“Everyone knows drummers are the hottest people in the band, no offense ladies,” Kat said.
“I suppose I could break out, my old trustworthy…” He considered it. 
But why did he have to word it like an old man?
“Say no more. I got your back brother, be right back… You can borrow something.” I walked away with a smirk. 
When I came back minutes later, he blinked at me as I held up a lightweight harness that was simple and had an attached choker.
“Thoughts?” He asked Karina, and her lips curled.
“The answer is yes. Let the crowd drool, and well, me too,” she mumbled the last part, and we exchanged knowing looks. 
“Get a room,” I tossed the harness toward my brother. 
He caught it with ease, teasing Karina.
“Naughty, Rin,” he cooed, intrigued.
She shook her head, hiding a sly look.
“Alright, let’s do this,” Kat said as we made our way out to Kat’s black and white VW van with all of our gear.
I sat in the front with Kat and the other two were in the back. 
As we drove, I heard Fabi whisper to Rina, “You look positively delicious. I will devour you whole if you let me.”
“Let us sing to our heart’s content, and I’ll leave my door unlocked later,” she teased in a low tone. 
Kat and I had expert hearing, so we looked at each other and winked. We left the two lovebirds in the back to flirt around, turning on the punk rock radio station, trying to get pumped up. 
The city blew by us until we finally arrived at the rather large underground show. As we unloaded and began the setup, I realized there were a lot more people than I imagined.
They were letting a newer group go first, and established bands would perform after us. We were second in line and arrived right on time. 
Whew! 
Others helped us set up, and I could hear some of the people.
“Who are they? Look at those outfits!”
“Wonder what kind of sound it will be?”
“They’re all gorgeous, I’d fuck any of them.”
I grinned at Kat, who did the same.
She was listening too. 
By the time we got situated, we were up. So, Kat and I tuned our guitars while Karina and Fabien were backstage. 
I felt vampire eyes on me, multiple in fact. I saw Patrick near the front, and Tristan too. They were dressed in fun outfits themselves. I saw Lucien, Carmen, Leticia, and a few others off to the side. I gave Pat a smile that he returned as I finished tuning. 
A few minutes later the lights dimmed as Fabi and Karina came back out. 
I began my guitar intro as the lights turned red, flashing once. 
Karina stepped up with the microphone,
“Come play with me, baby,”
she began mischievously. 
Fabien began on the drums heavily for a brief count and Kat on the bass, along with me.
We sang a cover, “Play With Me Cos I Can Take It,” by VUKOVI.
The lights went dark once the song finished as cheers rang out.
We immediately went into a cover song of Bad Reputation. 
Then, there was a song we named, “Daddy.”
I may have helped Karina write that one… Hehe. 
I made sure to catch Pat’s gaze during that one, and I saw those gray eyes dancing with promised mischief. I winked at him as we all jumped around on stage belting out melodic yells and backup vocals.
The song after that was called Sex and
Violence. 
It was obviously about Gabriel. 
Karina wrote a song about Adrian, and that one broke my heart. The sound was heavy, but she changed her vocals. It sounded like an angry cry, but it gave me the chills regardless of hearing her raspy tones mixed in too. She has such a great vocal range, we found that she could pull off most songs without problems, giving them her own spin.
We ended with two more cover songs. It seemed everyone liked us well enough. 
At one point, I saw Tristan gazing at Karina with an intensity I couldn’t figure out as she looked around at the crowd and waved while we packed our shit, and then we stayed to jam out to the other bands. 
What was amazing was how other bands complimented us in passing which only fueled our first show high.
It was a wonderful experience as I laughed and danced with my two troublemaker friends. Leticia and Carmen even joined in, after hugging us and telling us how awesome we were. 
Pinch me, I must be dreaming! 
I had fantasies of being in a fun rock n’ roll band, and it was nice to put that dream into reality. Karina and Kat were also in agreement with that dream too.
As we had our fun with more drinks, dancing, jumping around, and much laughter, the guys hung out off to the side enjoying the music without feral women. I knew Fabien wanted to join, but Tristan was there; he didn’t want to stir the pot when things were slowly getting better between Trist and Rina. 
Keyword: slowly.

It was progress though; we were all starting to become less angry about his previous actions, not that it ever excused what he did, but hateful words became less and less. I was extremely proud of all of us for getting into therapy and for continuing with it.
I dare say, Karina became less hostile towards Tristan, but I knew she took out her anger and rage with the music. I could hear it by the sound of her voice—we all could. However, it was better to release her pain and anger rather than bottle it up.
Progress.
Our first show was one of the best nights I had in a while, and I didn’t want it to end. 
After a while Lucien and the others left. Pat leaned in my ear for me to call him when we were ready to be picked up. He left after a quick kiss.
“Should we leave them? What about creeps?” I heard Tristan ask, and I rolled my eyes.
Fabien chuckled, “Oh, it’s not other people you have to worry about brother. They’ll be fine. Let’s go have some whisky back at Patrick’s. Let the women have their fun.”
I knew he was my favorite sibling for a reason. 
Not that I would ever tell Tristan that. I loved them both, but Fabien felt more like the BFF brother while Tristan felt like the caretaker and protector of our family. 
At least until I said something to piss them both off. 
Oops. It’s my job to rattle their cages though. Would I be a true sibling if I didn’t?
Karina and Kat were drunk giggling between a set as I waved goodbye to the guys who finally left. I jumped between Karina and Kat and wrapped my arms around them.
“Our supervision has left, let’s fuck shit up.”
“Woo!” Kat cheered while Karina added, “Fuck yeah!”
A solid plan I’d say. 
We drank some more shots and stumbled to a fun junkyard I put together for us raging women. That night, it wasn’t just the three of us, but I feel like Karina’s old friend Donnie was there in spirit too. As always.




Chapter 23



After an insanely awesome night, Patrick picked us up near dawn. Kat was dropped off at her van since she had sobered up by that point, then they drove me to Oxford. I stood on the stoop wearing my long coat as they drove off, and I walked inside the place, not locking the door. As promised.
Drowsiness was starting to overtake me, my eyelids barely staying open. It felt like my twenty-first birthday all over again… 
I quickly undressed, throwing the clothes on the floor randomly before I put on a T-shirt. Collapsing on my bed, sleep found me quickly.
When I woke up in the early afternoon, I rolled over feeling warmth beside me and an arm wrapped around me as my brain processed waking up after an amazing all-nighter.
“You’re a great big spoon, B, even when your boner is poking me.” I tapped his hand gently, and I heard a sleepy laugh reverberate in my ear.
“I’m happy to see you and feel you again, what do you expect?”
He pressed his face into my neck, placing a gentle kiss before breathing me in.
“Did you have a fun night out without me?” He asked, pouting.
“Is that a pouty undertone I hear? Does my mate feel left out?”
“Yes.”
Music to my ears.
I smiled and rolled over to face him. “Give it time, and we’ll be tearing up the streets again too. I’m still working on my urges to strangle your brother.”
His hand lightly grazed my arm as I stared into his sleepy jade eyes.
“I know, and I’m proud of you for the effort. It also still amazes me that I don’t trigger you at all when we look alike. Jade-eyed twins.”
I kissed his chin.
“Somehow, it doesn’t. It never did. My brain has always been able to differentiate you both as well as your personalities. The different dragon tattoo placements also help,” I teased.
We shared a sweet gaze while I lightly rubbed his bare side. The sight of him first thing when I awoke, was always a treat to me, even more so in the present.
“In case I haven’t said it enough lately, I am proud of you. I’m glad we’re making music, and your businesses are going well. We’re growing as people, and I’m happy we’re doing it together. It’s long overdue as you already know, but I’m glad for it anyway. You’re amazing, Rin, and I love you.”
I blinked once, letting his words soak in as he leaned in close meeting my lips. Deepening it, I moved my hand to grab his delicious ass.
Breaking away from me, he narrowed his eyes playfully and said, “Is my Rin ready to play?”
“Always, B.” I swallowed before licking my lips.
He grunted lightly and quickly had me pinned underneath him.
“Now what, Fabi?” I taunted, feeling his dick poke me more.
He gave me a delectable look.
“Now what, indeed.”

He pulled my t-shirt up, covered my eyes with it, and kept my arms trapped but my lips exposed. Pinning my arms above me, I bit my bottom lip. A throaty groan echoed from him, and I felt his lips grazing mine, using his teeth to tug on my bottom lip too.
“You know what that lip biting does to me, you bad girl.”
I lit up instantly within. My pussy clenched in response as if being summoned for a willing sacrifice.
“I haven’t been punished in a while, perhaps I’m long overdue… I’m always your bad girl. Your favorite brat.”
“You most certainly are.” That tone of his was wet with seduction, and I knew internally, I won. 
Before I knew it, he had flipped me over and given my ass a quick smack. Fuck yes.
I sucked in a breath as he removed the t-shirt limiting my movement and straddling my legs. 
I thought about how to make it more fun.
“That’s all you’ve got, B?” 
As the words left my mouth, he smacked it again. I was heating up.
“Someone’s feeling bratty today.”
I moved so that my ass was higher, and he chuckled, answering my ass’s needy call of a bright red handprint.
I thought I’d shatter from that alone.
“Playful too. You’re lucky I’ve missed bickering like this with you.”
I grunted, not wanting to bicker.
“Do something about it. Shut up and spank me again already.”
He growled and obeyed.
“That’s what I thought.”
He un-straddled me and was off the bed quickly pulling me up forcefully, but not violently. I knelt at the edge of the bed; his hand gripped my chin.
“If you want to mouth off with that dirty mouth of yours, then I can direct it to better use.”
His commanding look had me soaked while I lowered my eyes and then looked up into his bright green gaze.
“Yeah? What’s that?”
I gave him the typical bratty look that I saved just for him.
“I’ll be happy to show you, baby girl.”
I shivered with delight as he released my chin and pulled his sleep pants down, revealing a rock-hard cock. 
My favorite.
“Mmm,” I spoke and adjusted my position to get lower as his hands quickly found themselves gripping my hair. I moaned low in the back of my throat, opening my mouth and relaxing my jaw as he slipped in. 
I heard his gasp followed by tasteful noises that narrowed straight to my slick bundle of nerves. He continued to fuck my mouth, so I teased him with my tongue and brought my hand up to assist.
Returning his own pleasured-filled noises, a mixture of moans and grunts, I moved my head to look up at him through my lashes, and he bit his lip.
Goddamn was he sexy when he did that. It fueled me to finish him. Before I fucked him.
“Come for me, B.” 
I used my hand and gave his cock a strong lick, feeling him jolt under my touch.
“Ri,” he groaned, a silent plea as I positioned my mouth for the grand finale.
I watched him shatter, and fuck me was it a magnificent sight. His eyes were half-lidded, mouth open, head tilted back, seeking that orgasm in heavenly oblivion. His pleasure. And mine. That final moan was beautiful as I drank him down, pure goodness.
I loved when that cock filled me up, any hole, anytime.
I sat up quickly once his grip on my hair eased up. While I swallowed the last drop, I made sure his gaze was focused on me, then I casually, but slowly, licked two of my fingers.
I made purring noises for emphasis.
His eyes were hyper-focused on my fingers.
Fabien bit his lip again.
Okay, that’s it.

Before he could utter another word, I was on him. I pushed him into the wall, which he allowed with a huffed laugh of amusement at my actions.
It was cut off when I silenced him with my lips immediately before I gave his neck a swift lick and sank my teeth in.
“Not fair,” a guttural groan echoed from his throat.
“What’s not fair, is how you undo me every time, B. Bite your lip again, and I’ll be happy to demonstrate.” I huffed out after licking my lips.
Our gazes seared into reflected pools of cornflower blue and jade. Tantalizing me, he slowly used himself to nudge me back to bed.
“You say that, but do you realize what you do to me?
What you always do to me? It’s still as if it was the first time you bit me when you chose me.”
“I love you; I will always choose you,” I told him truthfully and he relaxed. 
His eyes filled with heartfelt emotion as I stole a kiss and pulled him closer to me. I turned us around as we kissed, then I pushed him lightly to sit on the edge of the bed.
His cock was erect again, and I turned around arching myself more for his long-awaited entry and guided him inside. His arms went around me as I cried out feeling the sheer bliss erupt from within. His hands roamed as we moved together. Stars clouded my mind, and the love ran deep within my veins. 
My fire and my anger. 
Everyone found him to be a troublemaker, but he was my protector too. In a more unhinged way than his brother, but I loved him for it. I always did. He always came for me ruthlessly, damning the consequences.
Now, he was fluid, with less fire and more lava. Burning straight through my flesh.
His hand gripped my right hip and then adjusted, stretching his fingers toward my wet pussy. My moan curled out as I leaned my head to the side, and against him, closing my eyes. His lips nipped and sucked on my neck until I began to whimper, panting desperately.
He sank his teeth in and drank. It took mere seconds for my release to lightning its way out of me. I clenched around him, and I nearly screamed as I dove into an orgasmic sanctuary.
“You are and will always be my home, Karina,” he sounded tender and heartfelt while wrapping both arms around me. 
Feeling his breath on my neck, my hands grabbed his as I kept huffing out breaths and quiet moans. His movements within became slow and sensual.
Fabi turned my head to the side to his welcoming lips. My hand reached back to hold his head to me as our tongues devoured one another. Our moaning breaths merged, then I felt his dick pulse within, eliciting another release. He had me hot and bothered with his dick in my mouth, now we were even.
“I love you, Rin,” he whispered against my lips, pulling me back with him on the bed.
I rolled off, and we both crawled further into the bed. I lay on my side with my head resting in my hand.
“Always, my sweet B.” 
He rolled onto his side, mimicking me with his head in his hand. I admired my handsome mate as his jade eyes looked at me in total adoration. His other hand reached out to caress my cheek. I closed my eyes briefly, nuzzling further into his hand. His scent was consuming, and by The Saints did I miss him. All those years…I was still in disbelief that I survived and made it back to him. It was an initial promise I was uncertain I’d be able to keep. 
“Like a content kitten,” he murmured.
“Mmhmm.”
“I’m happy you finally said it back to me, Karina.” 
My eyes opened. 
I’m a total ass.
I dropped my hand from underneath me and moved closer to hover slightly over him. He adjusted himself onto his back as I scooted closer to half-lean and gazed down into those green depths that were peering into my soul.
“How agonizing it all must have been for you, to not only see but to hear words from my heart reach your ears. I’m…so sorry it has taken me this long, Fabien. I’m sorry for running away. I’m sorry for my heart being conflicted, and all our time apart. Most of all, I’m sorry for even separating in the first place. Not just years ago, but even further back. I should have never let you leave L.A. Any suffering you experienced because of me; I will spend the rest of our days making up for that. You deserved to feel loved and cherished, Fabi,” I spoke from my heart as I adjusted myself more, straddling him and caressing his cheeks.
“Things with Tristan are still a work in progress, but together we will see it through. However, it doesn’t mean I can’t do what I can to repair this heart I broke too.” 
His eyes were glossy as I placed a hand on his heart.
“I’m not a saint either, Karina. None of it has been easy, for me or anyone else. We’ll repair these hearts of ours together. You and me.” His hands covered mine before entwining our fingers. He turned his head to kiss my hand that was on his cheek.
At that moment, I believed him, and I could feel it, the desired changes I wanted to happen within myself. Between therapy, fixing our family together, not murdering Tristan, and the businesses with the amazing amount of love and support, I began to believe in the light again.
I would not run away.




Chapter 24



Tristan


I walked towards Karina’s house with coffee from a café a few blocks away; I thought back to her first show weeks prior. Not only did she look beautiful and sexy, but her voice carried me away. I rode the emotions with her through all the songs. 
I nearly wept when I heard her raspy sounds as she sang about the loss of Adrian. Something I caused. 
I remembered Patrick placing a comforting hand on my shoulder, and we exchanged a look of how heavy it was and would always be. Even with therapy and its continuation, it still weighed heavy on me. I only hoped that with time, Karina could stand the sight of me again, without hate or avoidance. I didn’t deserve it after all the cruel words I said and my actions, but the selfish part of me still wanted her to. 
Despite it all, she always captured me and reeled me in; she did it to the entire crowd that night. She was and would always be my person, the one I’d choose over anyone to sire and share our mate bond with. Whether I had a brother or not, I’d still sire her.
Initially after our meeting alone with Margo, she didn’t want to be alone with me yet. Not that I would corner her or pressure her. I’d already done it far too much, and I was afraid to do it again. Her haunted looks were in my dreams at night.
She was trying her best to heal, and I was proud of her for it–tolerating me aside. 
Our visits either had Margo, Patrick, or Fabien, and sometimes a combination of all three. As much as I wanted alone time, I knew she wasn’t ready and didn’t trust herself fully. It was my duty to not be selfish. The damage was done, and I needed to repair it, whatever that would look like in the future.
The group settings made it easier on her because she didn’t hyper-focus on her anger and sadness with me, along with that disappointment I knew lingered in the back of her mind. I failed her completely. 
After a while, I didn’t mind. My silver lining was, at least I got to see her even if I couldn’t hug her. It was all so unfamiliar and awkward for me. 
Eventually, I got over feeling uncomfortable.
She has had Council business the past few weeks due to the annual meeting being right around the corner. I decided to test the waters and ask her on a coffee date, coffee that I would bring to her that morning. 
She surprisingly accepted, and I made sure to let Margo know. To which she replied, “It’s your first solo hangout, don’t do anything to piss her off or get strangled. Whether your kinky ass likes it or not, none of us will be there to save you in time, Trist.”
I shook my head and replied with a frowning emoji. She answered with a laughing one. I wasn’t an idiot; my head was on straight and had been for the past few months. Everyone was uncertain and walking on eggshells wondering when I’d snap again. I made a vow with myself once I was of sound mind. Never again.
There was no way I’d say anything to jeopardize what little progress I’d had with my mate. I wanted a solo, civil meeting where she didn’t look at me full of hate. If I had that, then I’d be happy. 
It would be a start.
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I arrived at her front step, and she opened the door seconds later before I could knock. Her dark locks were braided back as she wore jeans and a shirt looking as lovely as ever. She was heartbreaking to look at as if I didn’t deserve such a sight after all I had done to hurt her. 
“Good morning,” I said, offering her the coffee she requested. 
She said it back to me, seeming calm while she took the coffee slowly before taking a tester sip. Holding my breath, I remembered an earlier time, both in Vegas and L.A. Mornings with her at my old place, watching her and Donnie sync up with not being morning people. The memory brought me pain in a sense, because over a decade later and people lost, we were different people.
Her sigh of satisfaction brought me out of my thoughts, but it was her smile that nearly stopped me in my tracks. 
She hadn’t smiled at me genuinely in a long time. I almost couldn’t believe my eyes, but I had a feeling it would be a better visit because I got to see her smile for me. 
Maybe it was the coffee, but still.
She stepped back and let me in. I realized quickly that Margo had been there to help her decorate as it looked different to what I had last seen. Not that I was in my right mind to really pay attention all those months ago.
“Have a seat anywhere,” she said closing the door behind me. 
I awkwardly stood there, uncertain. 
Karina made her way to her kitchen table to sit, “are you hungry for real food?”
Shaking my head, she watched me carefully. I braved the waters and chose to sit on the opposite side of her.
“Thank you for the coffee. It’s as delicious as I last remembered.”
“You’re welcome,” I said gently, sipping on my own.
Coffee wasn’t a necessity, but I could enjoy it from time to time. However, every decision made lately gave me anxiety, because I too was walking on eggshells out of fear. Being back where I killed Adrian only enhanced that, but I needed to do it.
There was the fear that my mate would hate me forever, and I would dive down the hole of being a people pleaser to avoid that hateful look I never want to see again.
“Sorry, I haven’t seen you lately,” her eyes moved up from her coffee slowly, holding my stare where I admired those perfect ocean eyes, “it’s been hectic with this meeting in two weeks. Council business should calm down for a bit afterward which will be nice because I’m ready for a break from responsibilities.”
Taking a long sip of my own coffee, I answered quietly, “You’ve been working hard so it’s understandable. I can relate all too well to wanting a break from work duties.” 
She dropped her eyes back to her cup and took a steady drink too.
“You’ve had your business for…what, over twenty years now?”
“Twenty-seven years to be exact,” I said softly.
“See? I was close. I’m merely a baby in comparison, but I love what I have… Both places mean something to me.”
I considered her a moment before speaking, “Then, it doesn’t matter how long you had them in the grand scheme of things as long as you’re happy.”
Blue eyes held my own, and I wanted to keep that stare for all of eternity, it was ingrained deep within me. A sire bond, mate bond, or whatever, those instincts never went away; no matter what.
Heartbreak, emotions, and setbacks.
I wanted to be everything she needed again. Fabien felt it too. 
“I suppose. Who knew I’d become a leader, entrepreneur, and fronting lady?” She huffed a small laugh while we continued sipping our coffee casually. 
It was awkward, but I’d get over it.
“Either way, cheers to you. You’re doing amazing things, Karina. I’m proud of you.” The side of her mouth turned up slightly as we lightly clinked our recyclable cups together. 
Will this awkwardness ever go away? 
I always disliked small talk, but I learned to get over myself based on the other person’s comfort.
“Thank you. I’m happy with the direction the future is heading.”
“Me too,” I half-heartedly whispered before taking another drink.
She did the same before asking, “Did you…enjoy the first show?”
Part of me wondered if she was genuinely curious or if she was making light conversation.
“I did. I always enjoyed hearing you sing radio tunes when they played in the car, but the show was an entirely new experience I also appreciated… Do you plan to play another show in the near future?”
She nodded, finishing her coffee.
“Yes, a couple of weeks after the meeting. We were liked enough to be invited back.” 
Her eyes lit up. I watched her think about the well-deserved accomplishment. I couldn’t help but let a small smile draw up.
“That’s great news. Are you excited?” I asked after finishing my coffee.
“I am. There’s a sense of freedom I find in music. I don’t have all the answers or the questions to move forward, but the music allows me to simply feel. To feel all of it with the awesome sounds and creative expression.”
She seemed at ease when she spoke, lightly tapping on her empty cup.
“You do seem like you’re in your element from what I saw… I know some of the songs were covers, but the others?” 
I had a feeling I already knew the answer to the question, but I curiously asked it anyways.
“I wrote them. Well, there was help too, but mostly me.”
Our eyes locked on one another then. 
“You’re talented, Karina. I’m interested to hear more, assuming you’ll allow me…” I voiced quietly as she sighed. 
It was the first sigh. Shit. Here I thought things were going decently. 
“You don’t have to worry anymore, Tristan; you are more than welcome… I’m not going to hurt you. I appreciate your efforts, and I see that you’re trying. I know everyone’s been walking on glass, and in the beginning, it was needed, rightfully so.” 
She paused, crossing her arms while staring off blankly at the table before looking up at me where I carefully looked up into her conflicted gaze, holding my breath.
“I’m working with it all on my end… I still can’t forgive you, but I no longer want to strangle you. I appreciate you taking things slow and giving me the space I asked for all those months ago. Delay or not. Things are looking up, but not in totality just yet.”
Her next long pause made my heart drop. My emotions sat in my throat.
“I need you to promise me something here and now. I need you to mean it and be honest because there will be no more chances after this.” 
Her seriousness had me in a chokehold. Those conflicts showed, but I knew she still felt all the hurt and damage as if it happened yesterday for her. 
She was already trying with me. 
There was nothing I could do or say to take any of it back. I will grovel at her feet for a lifetime. It’s all in her hands now. 
I swallowed hard and gave her a slight nod, an indication for her to continue. I saw her eyes water and my heart tugged at the sight. Perhaps it was better to have a hard conversation… I wanted to know what was true in her heart, and I was grateful beyond words for her being open and honest with me. For even speaking to me.
“If we are to ever get back to even a fraction of what we once had, I need you to promise me here and now that you won’t ever put me through what happened on the street with Adrian. Jealousy or madness, I don’t care, but you will find other ways of communication first before any extreme measures are taken. I can’t go through what I went through again. This road has been long and hard already, and the healing is a lot of work… If I’m going through all of this, I need that promise from you, because if we ever find ourselves here again that will be the end of everything forever. I mean it when I say it, Tristan. I need you to understand fully…”
I watched her swallow and her eyes filled with tears, and my soul was tattered.  
“I can’t do all of this and finally let you in again to have you pull the same shit because you got territorial and selfish or whatever it is… I need your honest communication, and I will offer the same. I know I haven’t been the greatest myself, but my oath to you in return is not to run away. No matter how good or hard things become. I won’t run even if guilt is eating me alive. If I stay to fight and salvage these wounds of ruin, then I expect the same in return.” 
She wiped her eyes, taking deep breaths. I wanted to beg more at her feet or have her rip out my heart as penance. 
My own heart thrummed in my chest at her confession and plea. 
She was trying so hard, and it meant more to me than anything. Karina was giving me that second and final chance. I didn’t want to let her down anymore.
I laced my fingers together and placed them gently on the table leaning forward.
“I appreciate your words, more than you know, and that’s fair to ask of me. I…can’t take back what I’ve done and said, and you had every right to hate me and be angry. I will live with that regret for the rest of my days… I don’t want to let you down anymore, Karina,” I took a breath as I saw more tears appear in her eyes. 
If I could only live to see the day when she didn’t look at me in that way. I did this though, and I had no one to blame but myself.
“I hurt the one person I’ve longed for this entire time. I don’t intend to ever let that happen again. I don’t want to be like my maker, and it was selfish of me to react the way I did. I am without excuses, Karina. I’m sorry for the hurt and pain I’ve caused and for shattering your heart, most of all. I won’t ask for forgiveness because I don’t deserve it and I never will. But I will make you that promise here and now, not asking anything in return.”
Tears dripped down her cheeks as she looked at me in a way that made me want to draw her up into my arms and never let her go again, but I can’t do that. 
I couldn’t break her the way my sire did. She would not be forced, and I would not keep her a prisoner to me. 
Standing up and moving over toward her, she looked up with her wet cheeks, and I nearly delivered my heart on a platter at the devastating look. I didn’t, but I kneeled at her feet instead, sitting on my knees.
My eyes watered, “I, as your sire, promise not to put you through that scenario or anything like it ever again. I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life, Karina, and that reached the top of my list. Only it was too late for me to do anything about it. I vow to communicate better before things ever go past a point of no return. I take this second chance gratefully… Thank you for giving me the opportunity.” 
I said my words meaningfully even as my soul threatened to split open from seeing her cry silently in front of me knowing…I did it to her. There was an innate need to repair what I broke, no matter how painful it was. 
We shared our broken expressions, and I dared to stare back into her eyes as she tried to compose herself. I stood up slowly, itching to touch or comfort her, but hesitant to do so.
I offered her my hand and she looked at it before moving her eyes up to stare at me with slight doubt lingering there. 
Deciding to touch her, I wiped her tears with my other hand, and she closed her eyes slowly. I couldn’t tell if I fucked up with my actions, so I moved my hand away, waiting with bated breath as she kept her eyes closed for a few more moments.
Our coffee date was awkwardly light initially, but then it unraveled. Perhaps it needed to happen before anything else continued. It shattered me, but I wanted to make it right and more bearable.
Opening her eyes, she took my hand a minute later, and I pulled her up carefully into my arms, cradling her head to my chest as she wept. I held her to me, and to my surprise, her arms went around me eventually. 
I closed my eyes and allowed myself to feel that same brokenness and wrongness of all that I had done, to the heart I broke and could help heal. Hopefully. 
My tears escaped, all I wanted was this. Her in my arms. Emotions from the past, our promised moment of honesty, and finally holding her… It was a lot. 
Despite everything, it was nice to simply hold her again. I would continue to try for her and do whatever it took to see anything else other than disappointment and hate every time she looked at me. Without bitterness or resentment for something I destroyed in her. 
I cannot take back my cruelty or my words, and how I was no better than my own selfish sire. Sometimes, we must live with the beds of regret that we make, and I’d let mine burn me alive. My mate deserves so much better than what’s been given, better than me. Her strength always lay within herself, to overcome the bullshit and make a life that made sense to her. 
It’s been over twelve years, and I will always revere the captivating woman who stole my heart from a coffin and right into her web.
I needed her to love me again, and I would do whatever she needed of me to earn that trust and love back while healing my own tainted soul.
It would always be her choice, now and forever.




Chapter 25



“I’m so sorry, Karina, for all of it,” Tristan whispered in my ear after some time had passed. 
I finally composed myself and eased my arms from around him and leaned back, daring to look upon those pools of jade that once brought me so much joy, but then it turned to pain. 
Now? I had no fucking clue.
All I knew was how conflicted I felt, yet relieved that he made his promise. His actions showed how much better he was doing, even more than the man I originally met.
Tristan looked into my broken and healing spirit while he brought his hands up to either side of my face wiping more of my tears. 
“I don’t ever want to know this pain again, Tristan,” I said softly, closing my eyes once more to focus my breathing.
“Me either. I won’t be able to live with myself otherwise. I can’t break your heart again. There aren’t any words to take away the pain or change the past, but what I can do is work on where we’re at and the possibilities that lie ahead of us. No pressure, only what you are willing to give. I’m grateful for whatever that is.” His tone was gentle as I opened my eyes slowly, seeing endless jade gems staring back. 
I could tell he meant every word he spoke, including his promise from earlier. Part of me wanted to believe every word, but I needed to see it too.
His thumbs traced the edges of my face as he leaned closer to kiss my forehead. 
“Can…I…hold you for a while, Karina?” I could tell he was afraid to ask. 
He was afraid even still how I’d want nothing to do with him. I was desperately trying, and that moment was the first in a long time, where it felt somewhat bearable. I wasn’t lying when I told him not to fear me anymore, I wouldn’t hurt him. 
Whether he deserved it or not.
Internally, his holding me would be a true test of myself.
“You can,” I agreed quietly.
He moved his hands and inclined his head to the couch as I caught his eyes. I followed him. 
My heart raced while he laid down first, and I did the same after he got comfortable. 
We entwined our legs as I faced him. Our arms drew around each other, and we remained there locked in an embrace. 
It wasn’t as bad as I expected, and eventually, I found a familiar comfort in his scent and his warmth. 
Fabien and Tristan always felt different, never the same, minus the bond and how deeply I still felt about both of them. 
My only struggle was coming to terms with where I was at regarding Tristan.
While we lay there, off and on I would feel emotions from the past and cry, as did he, holding each other through it.
We did so until the tears subsided, and the room grew dark. Eventually, I relaxed and dozed off. Probably the truest miracle of all.
I wasn’t sure how much time had passed until the sun shone throughout the room again. I was facing away from him when my eyes opened, but he was still holding me. 
It dawned on me that I hadn’t done this with him since I left to hunt Gabriel down all those years ago. He was touch starved and held me all night, and in a way, I was right there alongside him. There was the part of me I left behind with him that morning when I left without a word so many years ago along with the bond right back to him. 
Now, we had come full circle.
I felt a myriad of emotions, but I couldn’t deny that I missed him just as much as he missed me. Shit was still complicated, and it would take time. Our moment then was enough for me. 
I believed him when he said he regretted everything and for breaking my heart. It shattered me again to hear it just as much as I realized I stopped seeing him hold Adrian’s heart in my nightmares that once kept me awake. 
How we got to that point, I didn’t ever want to relive it again. I just wanted to continue with all our healing and get to a better place. I was already doing so much better. 
In my healing process, I realized that instead of running from, I should’ve been running to. I needed my mates and friends all along, and I was a fool to think otherwise. 
I had lost pieces of myself, and I wasn’t sure how to put it all back together. I couldn’t go back to who I was, but I also missed having them both around me. I needed those bonds to be strong again, but not like it was, no–stronger than ever before. I owed it to them, and myself, after all those years of fighting and being apart. 
They would probably agree with me.
I stretched and rolled to face him once more. His eyes were closed but I knew he wasn’t asleep. I moved my hand to hold my head, and he kept his arm around me. Using my other free hand, I reached up to caress his face, and play with his hair. 
Slow steps, Karina. 
He made a soft, mmm sound and opened his eyes.
“Good morning. Again.” His tone was light and low as my lips curved up.
“Another morning, indeed. Seems like Margo will be overjoyed to know I didn’t strangle you, after all.”
“Thank you for that, by the way,” he whispered as we shared a half smile.
“It’s definitely time for more coffee and food though. Both real and vamp.”
He kissed my forehead. “Okay, fair enough. I’ll let Margo know I’m still alive too.”
I traced his jaw before I sat up. He released his hold and watched me, seeming at ease as I caught his expression. There was a lightness in his eyes, a sense of ease I hadn’t recalled seeing in a long time. It was different from all those years ago. 
I couldn’t put my finger on it as I went to the fridge and worked to prepare breakfast and more coffee. 
He dialed Margo, and I listened while I cooked.
“Tristan?”
“Yes, Margo, who else would it be?”
“Is everything alright? I’m assuming because you’re calling things are okay, or they’re not okay. I was slightly worried as it’s been twenty-four hours, and I didn’t hear anything from either of you. I thought, ‘Oh, great, I’m probably without a brother now.’”
I smirked while my back was to Tristan. 
Oh Mar, have some faith in me.
“I’m just as surprised as you are… I’m still with her; we’re going to eat breakfast.”
“Oh? I… wasn’t expecting that, but I’m glad to hear she hasn’t strangled you. I can breathe easier, and so can the rest of us. Should we do something together today or do you have plans? I know it was your first solo hangout, and even though it went well, I wouldn’t push it.”
I heard Tristan sigh as I turned, catching a shared glance while I shrugged. 
Perhaps Margo was right on that last part.
“Having a group outing sounds fine,” I voiced as if I were on the phone too, chopping vegetables for an omelet.
“A group outing sounds good. Should we head to you?” I heard him ask her.
“Sure, let’s meet at my place in two hours, and I’ll let Fabi know. Do we want to do something outdoors or indoors?”
“Either is fine,” I said over my shoulder, and he relayed the message.
“Okay…not helpful, but I’ll figure it out. I’ll see you two in a couple of hours.”
“Will do, we’ll see you soon.”
They hung up, and I heard him sit at the counter.
“It will be ready soon,” I mentioned while his omelet cooked, and I went into the fridge for a couple of packets of blood, grabbing glasses for us both.
“Thank you.” His content eyes found mine after I handed him the glass of blood and his finished omelet.
“It’s…a semi-peace offering. You are safe from my wrath as long as you don’t ever forget your promise. Also, with a little more time, I may be ready for more than our session last night. I’ll communicate that, of course.” 
He nodded in total understanding of not rushing things. 
I grabbed the ingredients for my omelet and put them in the pan.
“As I said before, I’m happy with whatever you choose to give me, whether it’s a conversation, a hug, or what happened last night. As much as I’d like the full works, realistically speaking, I’m happy right now in this moment being here with you, Karina.”
My heart somersaulted, and I felt touched by his words.
I hoped someday soon I could give him more of me, but I also appreciated our slow day-at-a-time pace. We were getting better, and it wasn’t a bad start at all.
All of us kept going to our therapies and working on our communication skills, which to be honest, more people should do.
Breakfast went by without a hitch, and he drove us to London and politely asked to hold my hand on the way. I allowed it and appreciated him for asking. It didn’t feel out of the ordinary, and it reminded me of years ago when he drove us places. It was a different time, and we were different people. 
Now, who was to say what the future held, yet I knew deep down I was where I was meant to be. Pain and healing–all of it.




Chapter 26



Margo


Our family hangout would involve seeing a movie, a trip to a museum exhibit, and dinner. Something light and easy for all of us. 
It seemed like a weight had been lifted between Karina and Tristan. They didn’t seem as tense or awkward, and it reminded me of years ago. I sat next to Fabi who sat next to Karina, and Tristan was on the other side of her while we watched a movie at the theater. I noticed her holding both of their hands, which was touching. I nudged Patrick with a smirk and indicated my head. I leaned back slightly as he looked over before he turned his gray eyes back to me while he kissed my cheek.
With a wink, I held his hand and laid my head on his shoulder. Life was looking up for our little family, and I felt more positive about it to finally bear witness. 
Fabien was initially worried when I told him yesterday about their solo hangout, but I tried to reassure him Karina was more than capable. I also mentioned how I warned Tristan to behave and not piss her off as none of us would be able to make it in time if anything happened. All three of us were nervous, but all we could do was wait and see. It was a relief when Tristan called the next day mentioning he was with her all night. I was happy for my brother, but at the same time, I was prouder of Karina than anything. It was a good sign she was honestly trying to make it all work.
At the museum, my brothers stayed near Karina, and it reminded me of old times before she left. They didn’t crowd her, but both always stayed near her, appreciating artwork together. 
Two puppies wrapped around her fingers as they always were. Tristan may have chosen her and sired her, initiating the bonds, but she may as well hold all the power herself. 
“It’s lovely to see them like this, Pat,” I whispered to the man himself as he drew an arm around me.
“I agree. There may be hope, after all. They’re trying.”
I looked up at him. He was just as happy for our friends as I was. Neither of us liked being in the middle of anything, but Patrick always had a more level mind than I did.
“I know, and I’m sure it won’t be long before they’re all inseparable again. After all these years, the three of them deserve it. I remember how happy they were before, and I hope they can all have that again someday. I’m proud of her, you know. All of us changed over the years, but as she once said, ‘I love our little family’.”
He leaned his head against mine as we appreciated a masterpiece painting. We weren’t close to them, so I spoke freely to my
love.
“I don’t think we’ll have to wait too long. The bonds of mates have always been without rhyme or reason; also, it’s impossible to ignore it forever as long as they live and breathe. At least she isn’t looking at Trist hatefully now. It seems they reached common ground in the last twenty-four hours.”
“Agreed,” I said honestly and turned to him, gazing into those pale gray depths I adored for decades.
I remembered our first meeting in the mid-1900s. We met at one of the Disco Clubs. After another vamp was being a dickhead, I ran him out of there, and Pat came over looking delicious in his flares and fun floral sunglasses. I giggled at it, but he kept me company the rest of the evening—simply talking and drinking.
Even then, my heart was healing, yet I was never ready for more, and for the life of me, I could never figure out why. We were content with being close friends, then Tristan came into the picture, and my brother stole him as his business partner. I didn’t want to ruin anything because of their partnership, so I left it alone.
Our friendship never changed until a couple of years ago.
Grateful that those feelings were no longer hidden, I held his gaze in front of another painting.
“I love you, darling.” 
Patrick smiled sweetly and pulled me closer, meeting my lips. Time fell away as I kissed him there in front of the artwork. 
As we all went to therapies and worked on our family healing, I still felt as in love with Patrick as I ever did if not more so that he still stuck around. He was the caretaker of my heart and the healer of it. My lover and truest friend. 
What changed for Pat and me was Karina leaving and seeing my family fall apart. My brothers lost their minds and tried to keep themselves busy, and I was good at hiding my emotions, in the beginning, trying to be strong for them. 
Eventually, I couldn’t, and it was around the time Karina was held captive, and we didn’t hear from her. Patrick started to take notice and he told me to stop pretending.
“You don’t have to stay and keep me company, Patrick, I’ll be fine,” I had told him after both of my brothers were gone one evening, years ago.
“I don’t believe you. You have tried to put on a brave face this entire time; stop pretending, Margo. It’s just me here. You can break, cry, or do whatever you need to, but please don’t hold it all in. I’m here for you, so let me be here for you. My senses still work, let me help in whatever way I can. You don’t need to hide how you truly feel from me. Not after all our decades as friends.”
My heart stopped as he spoke, and I held my breath trying to fight the tears. My truest feelings would spill out and I couldn’t let that happen with how vulnerable I was feeling. How alone I felt.
“Don’t say that. You don’t know what you’re talking about.” I managed to contain the emotions threatening to spill out of me. 
No, I couldn’t have that conversation with him then. I would not tell him the truth. 
I was already stressed about my brothers going off on their plans to find Karina, against all advice. If The Council found out, they’d get in trouble.
I turned away from him and his gaze and took a deep breath as my body betrayed me, tears filling my eyes. Dammit.
I heard him move closer then.
“Please, Margo. I mean it. A wise woman once told me that it will work out and to be honest and put forth the effort. So, let me be here for you, Margo.”
I turned around to find him right there behind me.
“You don’t know what you’re asking,” I whispered in pain as tears began to fall down my cheeks. 
He would make it all too easy to reveal what I kept inside if he kept it up with his honesty and his earnest looks. My emotions were threatening to pour over the edge and out of my mouth if he said another word.
“I do. I’m asking you to let me in and be here for you, Margo, for whatever you need. Forget the past few decades when I was lacking because of business adventures… I’m here now,” he said, taking a step closer to me, and I caught something in those gray eyes, something I hadn’t fully noticed before.
“Forget? How can I forget the past few decades? I’ve been nothing but a thorn holding a torch while threatening to burn up in her flames. That’s why I said…y-you don’t know—What. You’re. Asking. Patrick.”
He didn’t break my stare, tears fell down my face, and I angrily wiped them. 
I was so fucking frustrated.
“I absolutely do. I want your honesty, no matter how bad or good. Tell me how you really feel. I know it’s eating at you to watch your brothers tear themselves apart.”
I sighed in frustration, realizing he wasn’t getting the totality of my emotions.
“That’s not all that’s bothering me at this moment, Patrick.” 
I turned away from him to have his hand touch my shoulder to stop me. 
There was a jolt of tingling electricity from that touch, reminding me of the million other ones I ignored, but at that moment? It was becoming harder and harder to pretend. 
Maybe I should be honest? Just to clear the air?
I needed to stop being a coward.
“I feel so many things, Patrick, and I’ve felt them for a long time, bad, terrible things, and things I probably shouldn’t. It’s complicated.”
“Tell me anyway,” he urged gently. 
Well, guess it’s time.
I forcefully turned around.
“Don’t you get it? I’ve been in love with you for decades.
You blind fool. That’s the torch I speak of…the torch I’ve held for you this entire time, unable to do anything about it except be your friend and keep these brothers of mine from going off the edge. I break in silence because they won’t leave me and live their lives if they knew how I really felt. I’m a broken woman…who’s haunted by many things, and I’m impossible to deal with, and I certainly don’t deserve your friendship. 
You’ve been wonderful to me for decades along with supporting and helping my brother believe in something and doing the business stuff. I couldn’t ask more of you, so don’t you dare stand here and ask me, when we are not on the same wavelength. I know it’s been one-sided this entire time. Now, I’m the bloody idiot for admitting how I truly feel.”
I stared him down as more tears fell, and I began to regret letting those truths slip.
“This entire time,” his expression was in conflict, “You’ve felt that way?”
“Yes,” I squeaked out while wiping my tears.
Please kill me now—so embarrassing. 
“Is that what you truly think of me? That I don’t care?” Patrick looked troubled, and I couldn’t tell if it was because he didn’t like what I said or my assumptions. 
I shook my head, turning to the side and crossing my arms.
“Not in the way I do. Otherwise, you would have said so. You’re you, you don’t fear anything.” 
Refusing to look at him like the coward I always was, I took a step back and looked away as he spoke again in a strained tone, emotion tore through him as I stopped. 
“That’s where you’re wrong. I never dreamed of the possibility of you ever feeling something, and it seemed selfish too. I kept it away, locked up tight. I certainly wasn’t worthy of you, and I feared rejection from you. You’re a wildfire, and I wouldn’t ever want to put any damper on that fire with my loneliness or anything else you weren’t willing to give. You’re so opinionated, I would’ve thought you’d be honest about something like this years ago… 
I chose to keep our friendship as it was and not ruin it… I may have been your friend all these years, Margo, but I never once felt only that. I have also been in love with you this entire time.” 
He huffed out a heavy breath as I turned back around to face him, finding all my courage, and he stepped closer.
“This…whole time?” I dared to ask, afraid I wasn’t hearing properly and I made the whole conversation up. 
There was no way he was being serious, right?
“Yes. I have loved you for decades, so perhaps we were on the same wavelength this entire time without realizing it.”
I choked out a sob.
“It appears we’re both cowards then,” I said so lowly, I wondered if he heard me. 
He did.
Daring to look up, his face was heartbrokenly relieved. He moved fast and pulled me into his arms, holding me tightly as if he were afraid it was all a dream too. 
His clean scent overwhelmed me, and that was all I needed to let it all go. I cried into his shirt. Embarrassingly, until I realized a little truth was needed the entire time. 
How many decades had we lost for thinking one would reject the other and wasn’t worthy of that love? 
He said nothing for a long while, simply holding me. 
After I finished crying in his arms, he dried my tears and kissed my forehead. 
I instantly wanted more. I craved it more than I needed oxygen and blood. 
“Now that you know the truth, what do we do?” I asked, hoping with all of my might he’d give me what I yearned to hear.
“We’ll be there for each other in whatever ways needed and figure it out day by day. We wait for your brothers to return, and we’re there for each other. That’s all I could ever ask of you. Let me be here for you, Margo, and let me not love you from afar in silence anymore.”
I took a deep breath, my heart pounding anxiously in my chest. “Okay. Let’s start there then. But first I need something from you.”
“Anything.” He gathered my hands into his and held them against his chest. Part of me wondered if he wanted me closer than ever before too. 
Let’s find out.
“I’ve waited long enough; I need you to kiss me.”
I saw him visibly relax, wasting no time. 
Cupping my face into his hands, his lips were on mine with equal desperation. My head was exploding fireworks, and my heart crumbled into dust, gathered at his fingertips. 
It was all in his hands now. 
I deepened it, slipping my tongue inside as our arms wrapped around each other. His familiar cheek kisses always left an imprint, but with his lips on mine, I was completely speechless to describe how much more I preferred his lips on mine versus my cheek. 
Fuck, he tastes invigorating.
Unsure if I overdid it, I nudged him to the couch. After all we had shared finally, I needed to touch him desperately and taste him for all the magnificence that he was. A dream I craved with desperation.
It didn’t take long for him to show me where his mind was at too. His hands fisted at my hips wrapped in the thin fabric of my dress. I straddled his lap, equally eager.
“Forgive me, I’ve wanted to touch you for so long.”
“All of me is yours, Pat. I’m right there with you,” I whispered as I pulled the dress I wore over my head and tossed it randomly to the side as he took me in.
I was completely bare before him.
“I’ve desired you since I first saw you in your Disco Club outfit with white latex boots and especially that first black leather outfit, and when you had your clubs and anytime you smiled at me. I feel like I’m dreaming.” He admitted it tenderly as I unbuttoned his shirt. 
I could feel my inner heat clawing its way to the surface, done with the wait too.
“Dream no more. We are both, very much awake.” My tone became low and seducing as I cupped him where he grew for me.
“Margo.” He breathed out.
Fuck, I was about to lose my mind at the way he called my name, a desperate plea on his lips. 
A plea that if I stopped, he’d lose it.
“Don’t restrain yourself. I want all of you, and I will give you all of me. I won’t pretend anymore or deny how I feel about you,” I said to him as I undid his belt, and his eyes were shining as we stared for a moment.
“Neither will I. We’ve kept it caged long enough.” His hand cupped my nape, pulling me into an even sexier kiss than before. 
I palmed his chest, muffling my moan as I felt his cock push up against me, seeking me as much as I craved him.
Fuck.
Freeing him completely, I kept my lips attached to his, afraid to pull apart for too long. 
Sinking onto him felt like being born. 
I loved sex all my life, even after Gabriel’s abandonment. Once I befriended Patrick, I never desired someone so much. Maybe it was why I loved the leather life as I did, it taught me control, and I found a way to survive with it. But now?
The control doesn’t exist for me anymore, the minute he returned that affection.
I rode him steadily, and by God, was I in pandemonium—deliciously so.
He pulled his lips away looking into my pleasure-filled gaze.
“I’ve waited so long to have you, Margo. Let me see how you take me,” his words were undoing.
Playing with my breasts as he watched me grind and move with him, I felt my insides flare up with an oncoming rush. 
My first of many orgasms.
“Yes, come all over me, knowing that I did this to you and no one else. Any further tears will be cries of pleasure, not pain.”
And with that, my soul left my body, joining right where I came all over his cock. My arms gripped his shoulders as my head fell back, releasing one final moan.
“You are perfect, and I have decades to make up for. Turn around, so I can fuck you like you’re meant to be fucked.”
My body converted to electricity, snapping my head up and moving instantly next to him on all fours. 
With my ass on his face, he smacked it until it was red. I got louder with each smack until I was dripping again. 
I whimpered before he kissed my ass and licked my cunt. Head reeling, and his purred sounds of enjoyment, I begged him to fill me.
“Not until you come in my mouth, then I’ll give you what you want. I’m already yearning to keep you on my face. You taste exquisite, and I’m not done.”
Fuck, okay.
My body began to twitch within seconds as if my pussy was in agreement with his wicked tongue. 
It was the least I could do when we had infinite time ahead. Hopefully, he could keep up with me, and I had little doubts about it.
When I came on his tongue, he cursed before driving himself in and fucking me as promised. 
Why did I wait so long for this? I’m a bloody blind idiot because he wouldn’t get away from me again.
After fucking like animals, ruthless and animalistic just as I liked, we eventually made love, soft and sweet the following morning, whispering words of affection.
It was then that everything began to make sense in the world. A spark that ignited me back to life. Something I hadn’t felt in centuries until he came around. Not my intended marriage centuries ago, not Gabriel–nothing could compare to him.
Grinning to myself, I was brought back to the present. 
We were in another exhibit of abstract art. 
Turning to him, he caught my mischief as I looked into his eyes and kept my cheesy grin.
“What?” He asked in amusement, caressing my face.
“Well, I was thinking of when we shared our truths the first time and how freeing it was to finally tell you that I loved you. And our lovely first night together.” 
His sweet smile and wicked look indicated that he remembered all too well. We walked to an abstract mural.
“Do you have any regrets since?” He asked with a smile.
I felt a deep inner peace wash over me.
“None.”




Chapter 27



The night of our historical-themed ball at the Château de Vaux-le-Vicomte had arrived. The women had picked out a deep red dress that mimicked the fancy garb of the 1700s. Other people chose earlier or later, as long as the fashions weren’t modern wear. 
I had my hair done in the fashion of that time period with red lips and suitable makeup. My corset was tight, and I wondered if my breasts would spill out in front of everyone. I wore garters and sexy underthings, under all those layers and parts pulled over me. 
Goodness, I don’t know how people did it back then.
Leticia, Carmen, and Lucien wore all black looking positively gothic, but exotic. Margo went with a dress color that brought out her jade eyes. Tristan wore all black, and Fabien matched me. We warned Tristan that it was all picked out before he got out of inpatient therapy. He didn’t seem too bothered by it and understood. Wearing a uniform wasn’t necessary for him like it was for Fabien. To make up for it though, I promised a dance to Tristan. 
It was only fair.
Before the festivities began, Lucien told me to speak to everyone in the courtyard. Since it was all vamps, they’d hear me.
When we arrived, I realized some vampires took the dress code too seriously, and I smiled at our Council members. We got out of our limousine and Lucien took my arm as any gentleman would. I smiled at my best friend.
“You look like a queen, Karina, it’s fitting, and I adore it.”
“Thanks, Luc, you look like a modern, fictionalized Dracula, but that’s your look so it’s okay. All of you look great. I’m sure you and Tish were trouble too, centuries ago.”
His wicked grin answered my statement.
“Yes… A story for another time, but for tonight, I think we should tell The Society of our newest Council members. We’ll introduce them, reminding all of this beginning, and we’ll hold a bi-yearly meeting. It will take time, but for now, let us celebrate the old and new. The time for laws and seriousness can wait. Tonight is for pure celebration. Any questions or comments can be addressed with their points of contact. Short, simple, and to the point.”
Sounds good to me.
Patting my hand, he walked me to the front of the extravagant building as the other Council members joined me.
I stared into the faces of thousands. 
I had told Margo and the rest of them to find me when the festivities began; I’d find them at some point. 
I began to address all of them, only quiet murmuring could be heard.
“Good evening, I welcome you to this extravagant place for our celebration. I’ll keep this short and sweet, so everyone can enjoy the festivities. Any questions or comments can go through your points of contact. First, and foremost, I’d like to introduce some worthy members of our appointed Council.” 
I turned towards the others behind me and went down the line introducing the five newest members. Applause rang through the crowd as I told them to bid them all welcome.
After the applause eased up, I continued, “I know time is precious, so we’ve all decided on a bi-yearly meeting. New beginnings take time, for now, let us celebrate the old and new. There is food, refreshments, and a palace-worthy ballroom. There are places indoors and outdoors. My only advice is for you to enjoy yourselves. Thank you all for coming.” 
Lucien stepped to the center and spoke a few more words, yet they fell to my deaf ears. I didn’t pay attention as I stood on the far-left side scanning the crowd for familiar faces. It didn’t take long for me to find Fabien, then Tristan, and Margo. 
They told me what colors they’d be in ahead of time in the event I looked for them. Fabien stood in his red uniform from when he was in the military, handsome and timeless. Tristan looked classic, ethereal, and handsome too. Margo’s look took me back to a time I didn’t know, an earthly beauty with her dark hair and bright green eyes. 
Patrick stood beside me, also matching her, and I was fawning over the cute couple.
After Lucien finished speaking, we waved to the crowd and headed inside. The grounds and interior were just as resplendent, a walk-through of history across the ages. 
“You did well, Karina,” Lucien stated, and Leticia agreed from beside him. 
We found glasses of blood and joined our other Council members in a short toasting of new beginnings and a fun-filled evening. We clinked in agreement, and the music began. It started with classical music but then it changed to more modern as the night progressed. 
I found it amusing as I took turns dancing with Marcus and Lucien initially, then Patrick found me to steal a dance or two. Leticia and Carmen were next, then Jim. 
I saw who his sire was after being introduced, and he was breathtaking in his dark looks. He greeted me with a kiss on my hand.
“I see what your fascination was, Jim, she’s absolutely gorgeous.”
“Told you, Justice.”
I felt myself heat up. I began to wonder if they both would eat me alive with the heated looks they both gave… I politely gave a light bow with my head adding a small smile. Totally.
“Both of you are terrible flirts… I have mates to pester, it was a pleasure to see you both. Enjoy your evening.” 
They waved, and I found Fabien gazing at me from nearby, looking ever so handsome. Making my way over, I grabbed his hand while he kissed my cheek.
“So, you saved a dance for me, Rin?” 
I winked playfully as he led me to the ballroom.
“You look handsome, General,” I told him after a minute of dancing on the floor as he gave me a light spin and brought me back toward him.
“You are beautiful as always, Rin, and thank you. I haven’t worn this old thing in well over a century. At least it still fits. I also wanted you to see me in it.” 
I gave him a sly smile, flattered over the gesture and swooning over his uniform and boyish grin.
“I can only imagine the honorable soldier you were back then; the ladies must have fainted at the sight of you.” 
His eyes were twinkling in amusement as he gave me another twirl, and when he brought me back toward him, he stole a kiss.
“You weren’t around back then, so I don’t care.”
I brought his hand to my lips.
“You wouldn’t know of my existence until well over a century or two later, anyone with eyes can see what you look like and that you were a ladies’ man. Don’t lie to me,” I toyed.
He sighed in defeat. 
Called it.
“Practice makes perfect, what can I say?” He said nonchalantly, and I coughed out a laugh.
“In the grand scheme of things, you’re my favorite,” he added with a wink, and I rolled my eyes.
Someone’s in a playful mood this evening.
As the music slowed, I pulled him close and whispered in his ear, “I will grab you right here in front of everyone.”
I leaned back with a smug look, and he lightly booped my nose. I blinked at him as he grinned boyishly, and we both burst out laughing.
“I love you, Ri,” he whispered as the song changed into another modern one.
“I love you too, B,” I said sweetly and kissed him.
We danced and giggled for a few more songs until I went to grab a drink, and Carmen stole my dance partner away.
I found the fine wine and downed two glasses before I took a deep breath and turned to find myself in front of Tristan.
“Do you feel up to dancing with me, Karina?” 
I placed my empty glass on an empty tray nearby as he held out his hand to me. Holding my breath, I nodded and took his hand. 
He carefully led me to the floor and took my hand into his and the other went up to his shoulder and his down at my waist. 
“You look regal tonight and breathtaking. If only you were still at the front steps, so I could kneel before you.” 
We moved slowly as I looked into his pale jade eyes. I began to grow warm all over as I pictured such a thing. My mind went back to our earlier days when we worshipped each other.
“That would be a sight, indeed…” I looked around, realizing what I said aloud.
“I mean…you look handsome too, Tristan.” 
Damn wine. 
I found him smirking as I looked off into the distance at others dancing around.
“Thank you. I wasn’t sure when it was safe to cut in as everyone has stolen a dance before I could get the chance.”
“Sorry about that. I’m here with you now though.” His expression was sweet as leaned closer and kissed my cheek.
“I’m glad to be here with you. These grounds are outstanding as they always were. I think it was a good choice for tonight’s celebration.”
Wonder how many times he had been there?
“I’m glad too, and I’m also in agreement with you there. I love this place. France in general is absolutely lovely.” I took a breath as he smiled when the song changed.
“Do you think you can keep up with me on this one?” He asked, and I raised my eyebrow in question. 
What are you up to, Trist?
“Show me your moves then,” I said in a tone I hadn’t used with him in a while as it became low and seducing. 
He grinned and backed away slightly as my eyes followed him. The new song started up slowly. 
After giving me a quick twirl, we began our passionate dance to The Weeknd’s,
‘Earned It.’ 
The tempo increased slightly as lyrics filled the room. Tristan pulled me close as we waltzed around and the beat slowed, and I turned my head to his smoldering gaze. 
I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or not, but I felt a passion rising within me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. Perhaps it was the time we were separated or the time he gave me to heal and the space to do it. Or modern music and alcohol.
I remembered who I was when I met him, and who I became to the person I was that night on the dance floor. A woman who faced challenges with and without him. I realized at that moment how I missed him, and I began to feel the same longing. The same yearning, he often mentioned over the years.
My grip on him tightened as he whispered that he’d take me for a dip after the next spin. I ignored the inner heat coursing through me as he led me into a final twirl, then he dipped me fiercely. His face was mere inches from me as we looked at each other briefly, locked in a smoldering gaze. He safely guided me back upward. 
I was breathing heavily as he half-smiled. I mumbled about it being hot and how I needed another drink. 
Ignoring anyone that was looking my way, I quickly left the ballroom floor grabbing a glass of wine on the way outside. 
Inhaling the crisp, cool air instantly, I closed my eyes momentarily before I walked down the front steps and heard hurried steps behind me.
“Karina.” 
I halted, chugging the glass down before turning around to face him at the bottom of the steps. I had a feeling he followed me after I left the ballroom abruptly. 
“Did I upset you? If I did, it wasn’t—” 
I cut him off.
“I’m not upset, Tristan, but I appreciate you checking.” I meant what I said.
I saw him sigh in relief, and it broke my heart that he was still nervous around me. I suppose it was my own fault for walking off as I did and not mentioning anything or what I was feeling. I was still trying to figure it out myself.
I set the glass down on a ledge nearby, and he asked quietly, “What’s wrong, Karina? I feel like I did something. You seemed fine the rest of the evening until I asked you to dance… Are you…tired of me? Have I been too much lately? Please, tell me what I need to do to fix it.”
My eyes teared up, and I shook my head as I turned to him.
“Stop. It’s not you. It’s me,” I told him.
His tone cracked when he spoke, hesitantly taking a few steps closer. “I don’t understand what you mean.”
Just tell the tortured man already.
“I…haven’t felt what I just felt in a long time, Tristan; that passion I felt for you. I thought it was lost to me ever since I left on Mission-Gabriel…” 
I stared mindlessly beside us as he was soon upon me taking my face into his hands, forcing me to look at him.
“And what’s wrong with that?”
I shook my head, squeezing my eyes shut to the oncoming set of tears.
“I wanted to hate you so much, Tristan, and even when you came back, I tried. The kinder you were as you wept and begged for forgiveness, the more I threatened to fall apart. You’ve been patient, and you’ve been trying, and I’m an ass. I’m sorry for pushing you away, Tristan, all these years. I was so blind to think I didn’t need you despite everything.” 
A tear fell down my cheek as he gently wiped it shaking his head.
“No, you had every right to feel that way. I pushed you to that point and then ruined it. You have nothing to be sorry for Karina. I’m the one that hurt you. I don’t blame you for feeling that way.”
“I can’t do it anymore, Tristan. I can’t pretend.” I choked out, feeling overwhelmed, and he made me look at him.
“Then don’t,” he whispered wiping more tears.
I blinked up at him.
“I want to hate you, and I want to not forgive you for the rest of eternity…but my instincts betray that. This bond. I long for you; I need you as I need blood, inherently to hold you in these arms and kiss you as I never have before.” 
His demeanor changed as he closed his eyes, exhaling, and then opened them; all I saw was scorching emotion.
“Do you want to do those things now?”
“Yes, with everything,” I whispered as he leaned closer and hovered his lips, almost touching mine. 
As if drawn together by a force beyond gravity, I couldn’t resist. I felt his breath as I reached up and pulled him towards me finally, a moment long-awaited. He moved his hands from my face and tightened his hold around me, deepening the kiss. I groaned lowly in my throat losing myself in the moment. Ever since he held me through the night weeks ago, I’ve thought of nothing else but more. 
My mind and body had betrayed me, and the bonds of us took over. I hated myself for it, but ignoring it only made it worse. 
So much for hating my sire for the rest of eternity.
I licked his lower lip in permission, and he opened his mouth to me as our tongues continued the dance. He moaned low in his throat as my hand went into his hair and his hand traveled to my face again. 
We remained like such until we became breathless, and he stole another kiss.
“Forgive me, I’m afraid I won’t be able to stop if you kiss me like that again.” 
I looked up at him, finding his eyes wild, and we exhaled deeply as his eyes lingered on my lips.
“There are so many people here, I regretfully must behave,” I paused, even if I desperately wanted to escape behind some trees and have him take me against one.
It made me wonder if he was thinking the same as he looked around and noticed the trees too.
“Tristan, I’ll make it up to you. We can’t sneak away right now without being seen. We’re also not children.”
He turned back to me, smirking before capturing my lips again.
I was itching to have my hands roam over him all the same when he finally pulled away moments later.
“I suppose I can’t be selfish with our leader at these events, but make no mistake once the crowd dies down, I’ll require more of these if you’ll allow it,” he said, leaning in closer with another gentle kiss.
I huffed out a breath feeling sexually frustrated. This was going to burn me for hours yet. 
“Then, I suppose I will allow it later then,” I told him while watching him take a step back with a cute smirk. 
“Let’s return inside before our family worries.”
He linked arms and walked me back inside.
I gave him a complacent look and appreciated his beauty that always was and would be for the rest of time. There I saw my sire, gloriously so, and my first love.
As the night progressed, I swapped dance partners after another few dances with Tristan which left me feeling fiery. With his all-familiar smirk, I knew he was playing a game in which of us would break the sexual tension first. 
Margo stole me away and gave me a knowing look when her brothers were out of earshot.
“I’ve watched you this evening, Ri, and someone has been making eyes at you the entire time, besides Fabi that is.”
I laughed. 
She wasn’t wrong.
“Then, whoever do you mean, if not my sweet B?” I asked in a playful voice that caused her to grin knowingly.
“My other shameless brother. I suspected your overnight together weeks ago was a good sign, especially when you didn’t strangle him. Whether he would like it or not is beside the point.” 
I scoffed and rolled my eyes as she chuckled.
“What a kinky family we have.” 
She shrugged it off. “Who wants to be normal and boring anyway?” 
“Not me,” I countered.
“Either way, I’m happy to see it. You know I hate it when everyone doesn’t get along… Whether it’s deserved or not.”
“I know, Mar, I’ve been trying.” 
The song changed, and she breathed out a sigh, “I know you have, and I’m proud of you.”
Fabien stepped in then with a wink.
“My turn, go bother Patrick, Margo.” 
She flipped her middle finger and did just that.
Shaking my head, I looked up at my mate with a teasing raised brow. 
“So many of you fighting over me this evening, whatever will I do… Perhaps I should escape and let you all fend for yourselves?”
He let out a small grunt. 
“Don’t you dare. I’ll chase you down.” 
We both smirked as he pulled me close. I felt myself warm up as I imagined him chasing me through the trees nearby. Hmm… 
“Isn’t the chase the fun part?” I went on suggestively.
“Is that what you want?” His eyes flickered and his look became challenging. 
Perhaps it wouldn’t hurt to play with both of my mates, separately this time, but I knew there would be a day when I’d finally have them both. Wrapped around me and in me.
“Hmm. What do I want indeed…” I whispered, leaning closer as we swayed together. 
Slowly looking up to meet jade eyes, “People are starting to leave… Will you come play with me, Fabi? Can you move fast enough to make it to the trees?” I impishly taunted him, and his eyes lit up immediately thrilled at the mention.
“After you, mademoiselle.” 
I inclined my head and released my hold, quickly escaping the ballroom before anyone could notice. 




Chapter 28



I raced through the grounds with a giggle away from the crowds and the people into the forest. It was a bit of a run with what I wore, but I made it work. Fabien was right behind me like the predator he was.
I initiated it gleefully.
“I’m going to catch you, Rina, and when I do, I’m going to fuck you,” I heard his voice echo in promise through the air as I ran through the trees further and further into the woods.
He sounded utterly primal, and I was wet over it. The anticipation of getting caught was killing me. There was a natural fear since I couldn’t see him, only hear him.
It was enough to drive me wild.
Once I was sure we were alone and far away enough, I began to slow down, and he was immediately upon me, pinning me to a tree. I yelped in surprise.
“I’ve caught you, wherever will you run now?”
I felt my body combust as I breathed heavily from running.
“I’m not going anywhere, take a bite out of me,” I urged on, and he growled in approval as his lips eagerly found mine.
I bucked my hips against him and hugged him tight.
“Your dress is in my way,” he murmured.
“Make it work.” I breathed out with impatience.
He grunted and did just that by slowly moving his hands to adjust the dress before running his hand up my gartered thigh.
He snapped the straps.
“I’m going to feast; I don’t care how many layers you have on,” he said as he knelt and disappeared under my dress.
Using the tree as support, Fabien squeezed my thighs. The sound he made when he realized my pussy was exposed under the layers…priceless.
He moved my leg over his shoulder and began to devour me. Tongue, lips, and sensation were all I felt as I leaned back against the tree trunk and moaned loudly. His fierce licks brought about my own hunger. To have him fill me.
I lost myself in our moment against the tree until I felt that familiar rise of sensation. The sweat, the rush, and finally, the fall into pure bliss as I came on his face. I released a final cry, weak at my knees, finding it harder to stay up when he had me in ruins under that wicked ass tongue.
He squeezed my thighs and bit down on my left one for a quick drink. My eyes rolled back, then I felt him kiss the same spot he bit.
“What a delicious meal you are while being the sweetest.” He maneuvered out from under the layers and back into the crisp air while unbuckling himself.
I bit my lip watching him, and his gaze turned predatory—both of us were hungry for what was coming. Coyly, while making sure his eyes were glued to me, I pulled up my layers so he could take me against the tree.
At least he better unless he wants to be on the ground.
I adjusted myself as his cock fell free, nudging against me. Teasing me until I grunted my disapproval, he finally entered. Wrapping my legs and arms around him, we gasped out in the same breath before sharing a promised look of mischief and sexual bliss.
“Now that I think about it, B, I don’t think you’ve ever fucked me against a tree before.”
He smirked and stole my lips, muffling my moans.
“I saw the way Tristan had been eyeing you all evening, and while I’m glad you are moving in a better direction being less murderous, I had to steal you away first. For selfish reasons.”
My mate may have changed, but he was still fiery.  
I pulled his head towards mine and sank my teeth into his neck. His grip tightened around me as I drank and licked where I fed. His blood was pure, and the bonds of us were a shining beacon, along with his cute moan being absolutely riveting.
I leaned my head back to watch his reactions and found him biting his lip. Fuck was it a sight.
“So tasty you are. I’ll suck you dry if I’m not careful.” I caught his burning infernos of jade as he increased his pace leaning towards my neck to return the favor.
Feeling stretched and satisfied, my nails sank into him as I held on and let my head roll back. My eyes closed and I felt my next release swelling up. Fabien cursed under his breath and his hold on me increased, railing into me.
My moans became songs, then his lips found mine and he held my face between his hands as we went over the edge together. He pulsed within me as my pussy returned the favor, tightening around him.
I bit his tongue, and he did the same as we tasted each other and rode out the post-orgasm high. After being horny most of the evening, I felt invigorated.
We licked each other’s lips, and he closed his eyes as if restraining himself and his desires.
“I’ll fuck you out here all night, Rina. Whether I must share or not is beside the point… Turn around,” he commanded.
I hadn’t heard his dominant voice in so long that I forced my inner walls to clamp down on him again.
His eyes turned glassy, containing himself long enough for me to let my legs down and remove himself temporarily. His sultry look reflected my desires. If we weren’t at a meeting, I would take him up on his offer to fuck me thoroughly all night amongst the trees, raw and feral.
I lifted the dress and turned around, bending over to expose my ass more as I put my hands on the tree to steady what was coming next.
When he entered me again, he aggressively gripped my hips and went hard and fast. We said nothing for words as he pounded incessantly, over and over when I began to make unsaintly noises.
His hand tugged my hair and my eyes rolled out of my skull—almost.
I moved my ass against him, and he smacked it hard.
His favorite brat.
Fabi twitched inside me, and I held out for as long as I could when I joined him in orgasm. He filled me up, just as I liked, and I made sure to return the favor with my own cum wrapped around him.
Slumping my head against the tree, he petted my hair, both of us breathing hard. Coming down from a remarkable high of sexual bliss with one of my mates, my thoughts drifted to my other mate…
It was no surprise we’d have to adjust again to Tristan, but Fabien would always be my fire. Tristan would be the raging waters and the calming sea. Both were pure passion, but they flowed differently and completed me all the same. The bond of us—I had a feeling it would feel complete the minute both filled me. 
Honestly, I couldn’t fucking wait for that day. For so many years I dreamed of such erotic paradise.
I was having those dreams again.
A minute later, Fabien turned me around and pulled me to him.
“I love you,” he whispered sweetly, and I leaned my head against his chest.
“And I love you.”
He leaned back, caressing my face before placing gentle kisses there too.
“Now, we have to sneak back in,” I whispered.
Huffing out a small laugh, a sexy post-fuck smirk appeared on the face I adored. His green eyes were bright from our sex capade.
“I suppose, you are the leader, after all. With how Tristan has been all evening, I suspect it won’t be long now until we’re both warming your bed, Ri.”
His tone was seducing. Future intent was laced in his words… How these sneaky men of mine would promise to torture me.
I felt myself heat up yet again.
These damn mates of mine.
Well, I was still a shameless, but horny, vampire—that didn’t change.
“Torturing you two at the same time, whatever will I do…” I pretended to be dramatic as if something like that would ever bother me—or them.
“You’re stuck with us,” he said playfully and adjusted himself and his attire, then grabbed my hand to lead us back.
“I’ve been dreaming of you both filling me for years, I suppose you’re right… It won’t be long now. Can’t wait for that day.” I sighed, nearly swooning over it, until he placed a gentle kiss on my cheek.
“You always were my naughty girl.”
I could only be good for so long before my inner bratty girl came out to play, or the Mistress who enjoyed the worship.
“Mmhmm,” was all I said as we walked hand-in-hand back to the noise of the party.
Once we arrived at the same area The Council gave introductions, Fabien paused, halting us there.
I gave him a confused look.
“I’m going to head out, it’s getting late, and I know you can’t leave just yet,” he said, his thumb rubbing my held hand.
With a sad sigh, “I’ll miss you, but thank you for a pleasant…side-quest.”
We shared a smile as he leaned in for a kiss.
“I’ll see you soon, don’t have too much fun without me.” His lips met my hand and he stepped away.
“Never.” I blew him a kiss as he stepped backward and caught it trying to be funny. 
It worked.
I giggled and watched him smile until he turned and disappeared.
After several moments, I realized I should find some of the others and let them know he left for the evening. Patrick was the first one I came across, so I told him. I found Tristan and Margo dancing together shortly later. Enjoying the sight for a minute, I went in search of another drink.
Lucien came up to me after I grabbed a glass of wine from one of the tables.
“Tristan seems friendly this evening. You were dancing together, so I assume relations are improving?”
I nodded and took a drink.
“Why are all of you sires so irresistible?” I asked him playfully.
He smirked, shrugging nonchalantly. “Must be something in our blood that makes us so tasty.”
I chuckled as he grabbed a drink for himself.
“It’s that bond of being chosen, knowing the ties are unbreakable and surpassing time and space. As the stars were made and born of fire and explosions, as beautiful as they are, it works the same way for the bonds with any kind of twins. As your dearest friend, I’m happy to see you make your way back to the bonds. I know forgiveness is a long way off, but the beauty of those bonds is that you don’t need forgiveness to go into the deep together.”
My heart somersaulted at those words.
Fair point, Luc.
“Couldn’t have said it better myself. It’s like my mind and body betrayed one another because of these bonds. As much as I wanted to hate him for the rest of my life… The bonds won’t let me. It’s infuriating, and passion is consuming me now,” I admitted quietly.
“That is how it goes,” he said as we watched the dancing crowd, “If you find yourself feeling as such within the next couple of hours… Since the night isn’t done, I know a discreet spot. Top floor, backside, at the end of the hall. You’re welcome.”
He winked and walked off as I blinked in disbelief.
“Thanks, Luc,” I whispered, and I saw him wave his hand over his shoulder before he disappeared.
I shook my head with a laugh. As someone with bonds himself that he shared, I’m sure he knew the feeling all too well. He was just more subtle than I was. Seemingly anyway.
Meanwhile, I just run off into the trees with Fabien like a horny teenager after telling Tristan we weren’t children… I couldn’t help myself when it came to Fabien’s wiles–mine too.
I giggled quietly to myself before finishing my wine. After deciding to go freshen up quickly, I then made my way out the front of the place, down some steps. At one of the stone railings, I leaned and looked out at the water surrounding the outside of the estate.
Losing myself there in that shimmering reflection, it took me a while to realize Margo was calling for me.
“There you are, we were looking for you.”
I turned around, and Margo quickly hugged me.
“Patrick and I are heading out. Tonight, was lovely; you did great for your first official gathering.” She smiled big, and Patrick side-hugged me.
I caught a casual glance from where Tristan was leaning against the stone railing a few feet away.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it. Thank you for coming, I’ll see you soon,” I told them both. 
Both nodded, grabbing each other’s hands with a shared grin. They left, leaving Tristan and me standing there.
I watched Margo and Patrick walk down the steps before turning my gaze back to Tristan.
“Are you leaving too?” I asked him, and he gave me a heated look that told me it was the last thing he would ever do.
A tingle crawled up my spine at the thought and anticipation of how the rest of the night would go. My pussy had a few ideas about whether I was fully on board or not.
“Not unless you tell me to,” he said politely as I took him in fully while he leaned on his arms looking as magical as the night around us.
It felt romantic and sweet at that moment. The lighting, the vibe, and well, the obvious sexual tension. Familiar passion was brought to the surface, and I had no intention of resisting it anymore.
Fabien loosened me up. Ready to go for more in my heightened state.
“What else will you do if I ask?” Unsure of my tone, it felt like Nyx came through, a part of me that has felt locked away for years. She was coming back too.
His eyes glimmered, reminding me of the water’s lovely reflections.
“Ask me and find out,” he said in a teasing way before pushing himself from the ledge and walking toward me.
“It’s romantic here,” I said when he stood beside me, stealing a sideways glance.
“It is,” he said, peering into my bare soul, just him and me.
“So why don’t you complete the moment and kiss me?” I said delicately, watching him inch closer and closer.
“Anything for you, Karina,” he spoke as he gently took me into his arms and gave me the romantic kiss I asked for. 
There was no way I’d stop whatever came next after a kiss like that.
I put my arms around him as he pinned me against the stone ledge. My pussy was fully aware of his closeness and began to ache for more. Our kisses became more fervent and needy. A whimper left my lips as he moved those kisses down my jaw and neck.
“Finally, I have you all to myself.” He breathed against my skin, and my grip on his side tightened.
I felt his low laugh before placing a gentle kiss on my collarbone.
“Top floor, backside, at the end of the hall, let’s go, Tristan,” I got out as he lightly nibbled on my earlobe.
These mates will be the death of me—deliciously, of course.
“Lead the way, mon chéri.”
My heart fluttered, remembering when I waited at his door all those years ago and his cute nicknames.
I grabbed his hand and led him back inside. We found the stairs and made our way to the intended spot. It looked like a bedroom, but instead of a bed, there was a large fancy chaise tucked into the wall. No one was down the hall or in the room, so we closed the door behind us. I wasn’t entirely sure we were allowed to be in there, but at that moment, I didn’t care either.
As he locked the door behind him, I briefly appreciated the décor in the room before he was upon me with his lips again, nudging me towards the chaise.
“Let me straddle you as I did so long ago,” I breathed out and he stilled.
I caught his expression and saw emotion flicker in his heated, conflicted gaze as I turned him toward the chaise and gently nudged him to sit.
He watched me as I tugged on his pants indicating what I wanted. His lips twitched as he set himself free and my mouth watered at the sight.
It’s been so long without him. Hopefully, I wouldn’t regret it or think it was being rushed later.
“This dress is troublesome, so I apologize in advance… But I can’t wait a minute longer.”
We sighed in unison as I climbed into his lap and then adjusted the ridiculous, lovely dress so I could ride him there on the chaise.
“My God, Karina, how I have missed you, how I missed this.” He spoke against my neck as I tilted my head back into a pleasured sigh, once he filled me to the brim.
“It’s been far too long, and I’ve forgotten how good you feel.”
He made a noise and bit down on the top of my breasts.
I sucked in a breath of joy as he drank deeply, and I nearly came from it.
“Tristan,” I called out softly while he kissed where he bit, a gesture of lovers.
“Yes, I’m here, Karina,” he spoke, cupping my face in one of his hands.
I stole a quick kiss before I moved my lips to his throat to taste him. My fangs came to the surface and I was salivating.
“Please feast as you desire, mon chéri.”
As if that was the sentence to undo me, I sank my teeth into him and felt myself come back to life fully.
Fabien was part of the puzzle, but Tristan was the final and complete piece that joined it all together. He was my creator and original savior of my heart, long before I knew the meaning of mates and bonds.
I felt him get harder as he did in the beginning when he turned me. It made me wonder if he remembered too as I kissed where I fed from.
With a thrust from him, distracting me, I gasped before I grabbed his face kissing him fiercely. Moving my hips and grinding in a frantic yet desperate rhythm, I fucked him. Relentlessly.
“Karina,” he called for me, a desperate plea that had my pussy crying over it. 
When he came swiftly, I cradled his head to my chest while he moaned beautifully into me.
He nuzzled my bosom while I bit back my orgasm too.
We clung to each other there in that moment savoring our first time together after so much time apart. 
By the damn Saints did I miss this.
“I refuse to run away from you ever again. No more crazy missions, no more time apart. I’m done with it, Tristan. I just want my family and my mates. I can’t do it without you anymore. Can I trust you with my heart this time? Will you and Fabi keep it safe?” I questioned, but it was more of a petition from my soul.
My eyes watered when his sad jade eyes fell to my own.
“I agree completely. Fabien and I will always keep it safe. Eventually, you’ll have us both filling you up, and we’ll be as inseparable as we once were. Soon, you’ll see. All will be righted once more.”
It was a promise, I could hear it. He truly meant it.
Wiping a fallen tear, I saw his own honest emotions. A mixture of pain, sadness, and relief, amongst so many others—love.
Leaning my forehead against his, we exhaled as one.
Perhaps he was right. All of it would fall into place. Somehow, someway, we would continue to figure shit out.
But not before I kept him in that room for an hour before we rejoined the party. Dawn came and we all finally left.
It was an eventful evening full of revelations and dreams. Such sexy dreams.




Chapter 29



Tristan took me to where he stayed in Paris after we left the gathering at dawn. As much as I was thrilled to be reunited with him, he still needed to understand that it was all still a work in progress.
Once we were inside, I walked into the posh living area.
I nervously fidgeted with my fingers, anxiety crawling up my spine. Part of me feared it would send him over the edge. My senses were heightened all evening.
Now I was feeling lost again. A battle within my soul.
What if I seemed like I had forgiven him all too soon?
Be brave, Karina.
“As great as last night was Tristan,” I paused trying to find the right words and courage to face him, “I can’t dive fully in as we once were. Everything is still a work in progress…”
He moved closer to me, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder, my back still turned.
“I don’t want to disappoint you by getting too overwhelmed or if something else triggers me. It wouldn’t be fair to either of us. I’m not saying no more sex, I just mean, I’m not ready to live together or anything…” I sighed heavily. 
Panic was rising.
Was I rambling? Did alcohol influence me? Why was I feeling so panicky? Was I just being a horny vampire again? 
All these damn emotions.
“Sorry, that was random, and I just jumped into that one… I just… did we jump into things again too quickly? I’m feeling panicky.”
He turned me around gently to face him, still bracing my shoulders.
“Karina, take a deep breath.” He seemed troubled, concern filling his eyes, but appeared mostly calm.
So, I took those deep breaths with a few more added.
“Last night was a step, not a jump. As amazing as it was, I know sex doesn’t fix all our problems. I know we’re still working on things, and I know you’re not ready to live together. It didn’t even cross my mind. Sex, yes, but I’m willing to go as far as you’re ready for. I know you were drinking, and I know those desires all too well. If it will make you feel more comfortable, I won’t initiate anything unless you tell me verbally or through your actions.”
He took a deep breath himself as I tried to will my anxiety away.
“However, as you know, you only need to ask or let me know through actions what you want from me. It’s the least I can do for all I’ve done, and I know it doesn’t replace a life taken, but I will spend eternity doing whatever you need of me.”
That’s where his troubled expression was coming from. The guilt. He felt like he triggered me.
Tristan let go of my shoulders and took a step back.
“The therapy has opened me to my blindness and selfishness. I’ve always been obsessed with you, I know that. I didn’t respect your space before, and I’ll admit it to you now. You have been and will always be my addiction. I chose you because I loved you. The attraction was always there, you are irresistibly beautiful, your mind was a playground, so creative and fun, and you captured me from the start. I was always caught in your web ever since you dropped from your coffin.”
He gave me a sad smile, his eyes watering, and I wasn’t sure I could take it. My sire weeping was a sight that broke me.
“I love you for all those things, but most of all, how you cared and made me feel cherished; that I mattered. You brought me back to life and lit a fire into the very bonds of my soul. Even before the bonds and turning you, I felt the pull towards you.”
I held my breath, waiting for my heart to start working right. The same heart Tristan healed and broke. And was healing currently.
“I tell you all of this, so you remember, we all grow and change. It’s normal and okay. As much as the idea of going back to the good old days where things felt carefree and all we had was each other, I know that’s not realistic presently. Not sure anyone could.”
He took a step closer, his voice dipping low, fueling my blood—our bond.
“I will always fight for you, Karina. Tell me what I can do. I get anxious too… I never know what the right thing to say is or what will set you off and make you hate me. I’ve done it time and time again, and now that I have that realization there, I worry all the time too. Did I push her too much? Did I say something wrong and overwhelm her?”
He took a deep breath as I blinked at him.
It didn’t even dawn on me to look from a point of view that wasn’t my own.
I’d been grieving, healing, and being selfish too. It hadn’t even been a full year of Adrian being gone, and Gabriel was nearing three… So much had happened, and I was traumatized by them both. Yet, I should take ownership of my own actions too. It wasn’t right of me to pretend that nothing was my fault either.
His soul was broken and bare before me. It was time for me to be vulnerable again. To work out my anxiousness.
“Thank you for your honesty. This healing business is rough, and I feel a spectrum of emotions all the time. I know you’re trying and have been for months. I can see it, your efforts.”
Utter defeat showed in his expression, along with hesitancy. He was walking on eggshells because of me. I was working hard at communication, so it was still a work in progress as I built better habits…
Those watery jade eyes shattered me, but I kept going.
“We both carry our weight, shouldering all this shit… I know I apologized before, but I feel the need to do it again. Gabriel was a hurricane. A storm and plague to some. I went in with the intention of playing a game, but he reeled me into his. Into him. I would do it a hundred times over if it still protected you and Fabien…”
His tears fell like slow rain as I swallowed, trying not to get too choked up at the sight of him.
“I’m sorry for the unintentional harm those years resulted in. I knew it would be awful going into it and to expect the unexpected, but I wasn’t expecting him to be a shapeshifter and bond breaker… I resisted him for over sixteen months, and he locked me away, playing these mind games. Shifting into the faces of my mates. It felt insane, Trist. Then, to top it off, the situation in the warehouse I had to bear witness, and Gabriel forcing me to assist in the take down of The Council. Off the record, of course. I couldn’t have him take that one part of me I held sacred, so I loved him, and became his equal lady in madness. After doing all of that, I couldn’t face you. I still have trouble facing you, Tristan. I carry guilt too.”
Okay, now I was getting choked up.
Quietly crying, I whispered in agony, “I couldn’t admit the truth to you, and how broken I was. Bonds or not, why would you want anything to do with me, after all of that? I certainly wanted to escape from myself.”
He seemed as if he were in physical pain, restraining himself.
“Remember, we didn’t know the truth until six months later from when you ran into Patrick.”
I wiped my tears. The damage was done, whether they knew the truth or not—the trauma still happened. The chaos and death still happened.
“The damage was still done, Tristan. It didn’t change how I felt, and obviously how I coped… I’m sorry for hurting you in the ways I did. By avoiding, deflecting, projecting, and actively staying as far away as I could. It was why I ran Fabien off. I knew it was all my fault, and I was weak. Guilt tore me apart from within. The truth was, I didn’t deserve the bonds or any of you. I spent that year being selfish after Gabriel’s death. I didn’t want to feel or exist… How was I supposed to come back from that? I couldn’t even face my own reflection.”
He slowly reached up and caressed my face. It was a powerful moment, different than when he groveled at my feet. This was unlike before. My shame was laid bare. My anxiety and fears, along with familiar truths—there was a spotlight on it.
“We searched for you all that time because we were worried. When we heard nothing, we all thought the worst. I knew you weren’t dead, until I couldn’t even feel the bond. It was such a strange feeling that I can’t describe, like something was missing, a looming feeling of sorts.
There was a strange surge of energy when he died, but we didn’t realize why at the time as we hadn’t lost a sire before… How were we supposed to know?
I know what it feels like to let someone in and trust them with all of your being, just to have them love and betray you. It was pure cruelty, Karina. I was angry for so long. I loved him. I always envisioned looking him in the face and asking why. Why was revenge worth it and not sticking around? Then, he took the coward way out with death.”
Tristan battled those emotions too then… He looked pained when I glanced at his face as he took a step away, wiping his cheeks. It was no surprise that Margo and him cared for Gabriel. The clues were picked up over the years, and I knew my husband cared for them in his own demented way.
The memories of that time flashed before my eyes until I gazed down at his body at the end as the light and breath left him. I choked out a sob.
One of the worst days of my life, after Donnie. Seems like Gabriel has that effect when he exits our lives.
Tristan stepped closer, enveloping me into his arms as I cried through it. It was minutes later when he began again after rubbing my back and stroking my hair soothingly.
“We searched for you again after his death and after Patrick because you were free of him and hadn’t come back or called. We were worried about you for different reasons. The main one being was that we needed—I needed to see you alive and breathing. To touch you to make sure you were still real and that I didn’t dream it all up.”
Wiping my tears, he leaned in to kiss away more fallen ones before gazing deeply into my blurred gaze.
“My Karina… We spent more years apart than we did together. Not all of it was your fault, but different things eat away at us. Were we angry after Patrick told us? Yes, but not at you. It was the whole situation. I was scared for you. Margo even said we were all cruel; it was no surprise you didn’t want to come back. We wanted to apologize for those hateful things and beg for forgiveness then repair any damages. Unrealistically, we thought that if we could just have you back with us then all would be okay again. So, we were also selfish in those aspects.”
Tristan kissed my tear-streaked cheeks, giving me a brief hug. A familiar but new warmth. Could I ever be that mate he fell for and chose forever?
“I loved Adrian because he made me forget. I could just be. I didn’t have to think about the mates I hurt, Gabriel’s insanity, and that I made promises to make things better in The Society. I grieved and bled for those years. I couldn’t take them back and wanted to escape it.
Adrian was so human. It made me realize how fragile life was as well as precious. He healed the cracks in my heart, Tristan. The same ones I broke by my choices, and the damages of the past few years. They weren’t your fault. I know I didn’t help matters either. It was an overall shitty time.”
I paused, taking a deep breath as he held me and cupped my cheek, rubbing his thumb there against my skin.
Always trying to comfort me.
“Slowly but surely, I was working up the courage to face you again and have that long-awaited conversation. I was guilt-ridden too. About my truths and how sorry I was for dragging you through hell and back. For still staying away.
I know why you did it. I pushed you and everyone else away. Adrian didn’t deserve it, and he was willing to get to know all of you for me. He was my humanity just like your sire was my insanity. It was a fucking journey,” I huffed a bitter laugh as he wiped another tear, “If the shoes were reversed, I couldn’t say I would react the same or differently, but I understand. It hurts to admit that, but I’m sure it upset you to see it. I’m sorry for hurting you in that way, Tristan.”
He cupped both of my cheeks, that handsome face of his was splitting me open from the inside out.
Jade eyes gazed into mine sincerely, with all his soul bared.
“I’m sorry for hurting you too. For all of it.”
“I know you are, Trist.”
We held each other, breathing deeply with the emotions that came with it. A strange sense of relief to admitting it aloud.
“I feel better after talking through it,” I admitted quietly against his chest a short while later.
“Me too,” he said, kissing the top of my head. 
I squeezed him tight and realized we still had all our fancy clothes on. My mind was emptied out and I had enough of talking.
“Now that I’m sobered up and talked about my feelings… Let’s get out of these clothes. Do you have a t-shirt I can steal?” I requested as he released his hold and leaned back to look at me, seeming more relaxed than he had been in a while.
“I do. Follow me,” he took hold of my hand, leading me out of the main room down a short hallway into the bedroom.
He released it and walked to the closet while I stood near the bed. Not being in there long and emerging quickly, he placed a pair of pants and a shirt onto the bed.
I suddenly felt vulnerable, along with familiar rising desire from our steamy session at the ball.
“Will you help me out of this thing?” I asked quietly before adding, “I give you permission to continue from earlier...”
His flickering gaze of desire caught my immediate attention. I turned around so he could help with the corset. Moving my hair slowly, his fingertips left goosebumps in their wake. Layer-by-layer the fancy garb was removed.
I sighed in relief once the corset and half the bulky dress were off. Although it wasn’t tied too tight, it was nice to have it off finally.
After a few long moments of silence, I finally stood there only in my lingerie as his hands lightly trailed up my arms.
“Mmm, beautiful,” he whispered before trailing his fingertips down my back and to my ass.
In that moment, I was taken back to an earlier time, the night I was turned. How vulnerable it was to take off my gloves for him, and in a strange way—I was taking off that emotional glove with him right then.
The ache began between my thighs as I heard him shuffle around and guide me to the edge of the bed.
I began to feel slightly confused when he didn’t push me onto the bed but instead, he whispered for me to bend over. Closing my eyes, I did as much, but instead of a dick, he gave me that lavish tongue. He knelt behind me and helped spread my legs before beginning to feast himself there. His delighted moaning made me all the wetter.
Ah, yes.
It sure has been awhile.
I fisted my hands into the covers before stuffing my face into them to muffle the moan escaping my lips.
The more he licked and sucked, the needier I felt. Desperate for release, I whimpered.
His fingers slipped inside, beginning with two and circling my clit with his thumb.
Not even the covers could stifle my satisfied shout as he brought me to the lighter side of eternity. When I came, he didn’t stop right away but made me ride it out.
“That’s my good girl. The same one who waited for me by the door and gave those eyes, bringing me to my knees under a coffin.”
My pants came harder. Louder. He continued with those long fingers stroking within me. In and out, my mind was spiraling into another orgasm, harsher than the first.
Relentlessly, Tristan persisted, stroking the right places, clouding my vision.
When I shattered with a strangled cry, he quickly removed his fingers and placed his tongue in their place, tasting me, my cum.
Fuck me.
After he withdrew, I collapsed onto the bed. Spent and exhausted.
Once my vision cleared, I rolled over, sitting up.
“You taste as you always do, perfect.” He was licking his fingers and I narrowed my eyes, my pussy aching for something else.
“Tristan,” I whispered, licking my lips.
He slowly undressed as I watched him with a hawk’s eye. It wasn’t until his cock sprang free that I bit my lip.
Upon me instantly, Trist hovered over me as I lay flat on my back.  
“Karina, let me love you with all that you are and will always be. Let me love you now in this moment where we are currently. Please, touch me.”
Finding him breathtaking, he stole my lips, and I tasted myself on them. I found my eyes misting again with him showing a new intensity of all the love he felt for me. He always begged for my touch, never getting enough.
My sire and my mate, whether I wanted to run away or toward him. I couldn’t deny or pretend he wasn’t right all along; he was once my addiction too. It wasn’t just the sex, but all of him.
When he finally released my lips, I helped him roll us over so that I was on top. Appreciating his naked glory underneath me, I ran my hands all over him, straddling his thighs.
Next, I trailed kisses, licking him from his cheek down to his cock.
Hovering my lips, I looked up at him. The way his mouth fell open, that blissful pleasured look in his eyes, gleaming so handsomely. One of my favorite looks.
“Mine,” I breathed.
“Always yours,” he said with tortured, sweet emotion as I took him into my mouth. 
Groaning at the taste of him, I was wet yet again.
He slowly began to fuck my mouth, and I was purring contentedly.
“God, Karina, I’ve forgotten what that sinful mouth of yours was capable of, can’t forget that tongue of yours either.” He huffed out at the same time as I licked and sucked him hard, curling around his head.
Cursing aloud to himself, I used my hand and peeked up while his hand dove into my hair, stroking and petting before gripping.
Moaning at his reaction, I relaxed my jaw and let him simply fuck me, drool coating him with ease.
As he hit the back of my throat, my eyes watered, and he cursed before his dick swelled, tightening before pulsating in his upcoming release.
Precious fucking sounds came from above me, and I was riding the high of pleasuring him. I loved the sounds he made when he came apart, knowing that I did it to him.
His hold on my hair eased as he spilled down my throat. Moaning at his taste, I sucked down every drop as I popped my lips off his tortured cock.
“Mmm.” I sank my teeth into his thigh and drank, feeling satiated before I kissed the same spot.
A vampire’s kiss.
I stood up and stretched, closing my eyes and groaning aloud. Peeking with one eye, I saw him at the edge of the bed, sitting there in waiting. Not thoroughly fucked enough.
Yet, I was right there with him.
“Come here, mon cher,” he spoke, low and sultry, my pussy throbbing in response to his nickname for me.
He held out his hand, and I took it, climbing into his lap. Cupping my nape, he stole a deep, feverish kiss.
“Make love to me, Tristan,” I whispered minutes later when we pulled away breathlessly.
Keeping those love-filled eyes on me, he took off the lingerie I wore. The sight was sexy to watch, and it made a tender ache grow within because his burning stare hardly left mine.
His lips were on my breasts, nipping and playing with his strong tongue. As I arched my back, his hands steadied me. I enjoyed how his tongue explored and teased.
While he continued, I took it upon myself to put him inside where I wanted him.
Distracting him, I cradled his face and kissed him gently before placing my arms around him, letting myself stare deeply into a pair of jade eyes, brimming with pleasure.
We locked into a smoldering stare as I moved my hips, and he held me tight. Saying nothing, letting our quiet pants and moans speak for themselves.
It was him and me. My sire. My maker.
Our love was just as valuable as his brother’s. No more, no less.
The only thing missing was them at the same time, something I craved for over a decade.
I always wanted it all. The love. The sex.
Eternity.
I lost myself in him, and I would find myself there too. We broke each other for different reasons, but I knew we could heal those very same cracks. Together, we would meet our destiny of all that our bond could offer.




Chapter 30



Fabien


It was one month after The Society gathering at the Château de Vaux-le-Vicomte. A lot happened during that period. 
First and foremost, Karina and Tristan. Out of respect for their healing, I tried to find ways to split up the time between the three of us. Until they were both ready.
I wouldn’t push the issue for all of us being together as it finally felt like everything was settling.
Margo and I were relieved that the scowling, hatefulness, and looks of pain Karina gave Tristan eased up entirely after the gathering in France. We weren’t as on edge, wondering if she’d kill him. I was immensely proud of my girl for all she’s done and overcome. My perfect mate, battle scars and all.
It began to feel like our relationships were better than ever before. With therapy, and our improved family communication, it felt like all those years apart were in another lifetime. 
Sort of.
I felt closer and more connected, and we felt the freedom of relief. Relief that people and circumstances, or missions, weren’t coming between all of us. We could heal from the past and work toward an improved future.
Well, until Tristan let it slip about Carmen.
We were hanging out at Patrick’s place for once, and while we were chatting, Tristan opened his mouth. All of us froze at the mention of Carmen’s name in relation to Adrian. Karina stood frozen with drinks in her hand from the kitchen.
“What did you just say, Tristan?”
I heard the crack in her voice, but it was the anger that took over. I could feel it as if it were my own. My own familiar shadows of the past echoed through her.
All of us exchanged awkward glances.
Tristan began to reiterate as she stood near him, not moving yet.
I was across from him with Margo and Patrick nearby.
“You all knew…didn’t you?” She interrupted him before he got any more words out.
All I heard was the hurt then.
Tristan sighed as she looked between all of us, stressed by the knowledge of our silence.
“We did, but it wasn’t to hurt you, Karina,” Tristan said calmly as her eyes watered, and my heart skipped a beat to see her mood change.
She handed us our glasses, walking back to Patrick’s bar nearby. There was an uncomfortable silence that followed. All of us were on alert for possible scenarios of what could happen next.
Karina rubbed her eyes in frustration, gripping the edge of the counter. I stole a glance from my brother, and we shared a look of caution.
I give it five minutes before she walks out. I hadn’t seen her angry in a while, so I hoped I was wrong.
“We were told not to say anything,” Margo said quietly which caused Karina to turn around in a flash.
“What? All of you?”
I could gauge her trying to process her emotions, and it hurt to see, so I stood up slowly.
All of us were on edge and had been since Lucien told us not to mention it until necessary. Adrian’s death was so fresh, we didn’t want to make it worse. Yet, she didn’t bring it up until now.
I didn’t want her to do anything she might regret later, because of the anger.
“Yes,” I spoke softly, and Tristan added, “I did tell you once before that it was Carmen who gave me your location in Oxford… I also kind of threatened her for it when I was searching for you…” He rambled on, rubbing the back of his head with a sigh.
Scowling, Karina spoke angrily–not at him, just over the situation. 
“I only heard half of what you said that night in my grief, Tristan. For fucks sake! Why is it, it always comes back to that woman? It doesn’t matter what I do; it’s like she purposely does things to take people away from me by opening her goddamn mouth! Unless there’s money involved, of course. Now that she’s mated and immortal, I’m stuck dealing with her. FOREVER. Then, The Council… Oh, Lucien, you clever man. Fuck!”
I could see her mental wheels turning, putting the pieces together. She leaned down to steady herself on her knees, breathing hard.
“I’m trying to resist the urge to fly to Paris and strangle the lot of them… I can’t even be angry at you all… We were just reunited, and shit was already tough. I can’t put all the blame on you. I’m hurt and disappointed, yes, but I’m trying to process another piece of the puzzle I missed in my grief… Is there anything else I need to know?”
“Nothing extreme, we promise,” Margo commented as Karina looked at each of us once more.
“Very well. I need some air and space to think.” She moved, grabbing her coat.
“I’ll come with you,” I said moving toward her then quickly added before she could reject, “I won’t speak or hover while you’re doing what you need to process, but please take one of us with you.”
I grabbed my coat while she huffed.
“Fine.” Her sound of defeat made a dull ache rise within me.
She walked out, and I told them over my shoulder I’d be in touch. I quickly followed her to catch up.
“Is your car nearby? Will you drive us to the closest beach?”
I almost ran into her when she stopped and turned her head to the side.
“Yes,” I said quietly, leading her to where I parked.
She followed close behind me and got into my sports car.
“Drive,” she voiced in a low commanding tone.
I sighed, pulling us onto the road. “Yes ma’am.”
Within half an hour, I brought us to where she requested. She got out immediately once I parked. I lightly tapped the steering wheel before I got out and followed her path.
It took me longer than I cared to admit to find her. I found her shoes and her jacket laid together further into the sand. I picked them up, letting my eyes adjust quickly in the full moonlight.
I didn’t see anyone else at the time, but as I walked closer to the crashing waves, I saw her standing in the water looking out into the vast darkness of the sea.
Karina looked so bitterly beautiful.
I felt terrible for disappointing her and for her finding out again that Carmen indirectly aided in Adrian’s death. Whether Tristan threw guilt around and threatened her was beside the point. In Karina’s eyes, she would see the affiliation and connection. First, her shadiness back in Vegas, then New York and her best friend, and now, this.
I wasn’t sure why she wanted to be at a beach of all places, but I wouldn’t question it if it helped her sort things out. The water had to be freezing.
“Let me know if there’s anything I can do, Ri. For what it’s worth, I’m sorry for not telling you at the start. I’m here for you, take whatever time you need,” my voice carried with the breeze as I placed her things down and sat beside them.
“Thank you,” was all she said back as she waded further in.
Part of me wanted to go in with her, but the other rational part of me said to give her space and keep her company in silence.
I gazed at the moon debating for a few minutes until I looked back toward where she was, and she was nowhere to be seen.
Fear erupted within.
Standing up quickly, I realized she was floating on her back. What a relief.
I waited a few more minutes, arguing internally with myself, and decided to join her, after all. I stripped relatively quickly, shivering when the breeze caressed my bare skin. When the water hit me, it stole the breath from my lungs.
Karina still floated unbothered by the temperature or the waves crashing all around her. She looked like a peaceful angel with her eyes closed and arms spread out.
The owner of my soul, always. 
Can’t forget my body either. All of it would be hers forever, if she’d have me. 
Bonds or not, it will always be her choice.
The water pushed her closer to me and she opened her eyes as her hand brushed up against my thigh. She was perfectly breathtaking as she adjusted to stand before me.
“How am I supposed to function when my beautiful mate is naked in the moonlight before me?” 
She seemed calmer, playful even.
I lifted her chin, gazing into her moonlit eyes.
“Are you okay?” I asked her gently, and her arms went around me, rubbing my back in slow, soothing motions that made me close my eyes.
“No, but I will be. Thank you for giving me space earlier but for also being here.”
I kissed her forehead and held her. “Of course, whatever you need of me.”
The hard part about being there for others is not making it about you. At least not completely.
She squeezed me tightly for a moment before releasing her hold.
“There are a couple of things…I need from you if you’ll indulge me?”
I raised my brow, intrigued. “Oh, more than one? Let’s hear it.”
She tilted her chin up more without my help, leaning into me.
“Yes… The first one being, I want you to come with me to Paris while I confront Carmen. Of course, don’t tell Lucien or Ticia we’re coming, although I’m sure they’ll figure it out soon enough. I’m going to visit her soon. I have a lot I need to say to her. I have a feeling my anger will get the best of me, and I’ll become emotional, so I’d like you to come with me in the event I can’t control myself. Maybe waiting outside, nearby. Feed so you have a heightened sense of hearing too.”
I stroked her wet hair, twirling a piece around my fingers.
“Tell me when, and I’ll go with you. Why not bring any of the others?” I asked carefully just to see where her mind was at.
“I don’t think it would be a good idea to bring Tristan, considering he threatened the information out of Carmen. Margo and Patrick will be better at keeping him occupied. I need you with me. I’ll go into her place alone. I don’t want you to get hurt if they think I’m trying to hurt her.”
“Are you planning to?” I dared to ask, not judging her either way.
“No promises, but it isn’t my intention to go over there and kill her either. A smack wouldn’t hurt…”
Smirking at the thought, “At least you’re honest, Rin… I’ll be there. I also agree, Trist and Margo won’t help matters any if you brought them… What else do you require of me, my love?”
She gazed up at me where I could see the heat that lay within those clear eyes, and I exhaled deeply while her hand stroked my left side, moving lower.
My cock jerked to attention.
“Take me, B.”
Goddamn, the sultry temptress.
I felt her fingers move, wrapping her hand around the base of me.
Fuck, I was hard as a rock.
“Right here?” I asked in a tone that matched hers, tilting her chin up to look at me. 
I could see my naughty girl’s eyes dancing with lust under the moonlight.
I’d give her all she needed and more.
“Yes,” she breathed out as I smirked before moving my hand to hold the back of her head.
I brought her lips to me, taking what was mine.
“I’ll be happy to oblige the first request, but especially the second,” I whispered between kisses as her arms went around me.
I picked her up, feeling her legs wrapped tightly around me. A growl of approval left me when I realized she wore nothing under her soaked dress.
Kissing her fervently, she gasped when I entered her. Right where my cock belonged.
“Warm me up, Fa-bi,” she got out between grunts and gasps. 
Luring me in with those sweet kisses full of passion and lust. She drove me as wild as the waves around us.
As the waves crashed, so did we.
I would love her there in that endless sea.
I would give her nothing less than all of me.




Chapter 31



Carmen


I was home alone one evening at my residence in Paris, and I had just gotten out of the shower, braided my hair, then put on a satin slip with my lace robe.
My mates were supposed to be back later, so I went to the fridge to grab a packet of blood when I heard a knock at the door.
Hmm? Wonder who it could be?
Questioning the time on the black clock in the kitchen, I set down the packet and walked through the house to open the front door.
I opened it to reveal someone I wasn’t expecting, and part of me worried why she showed up without a word.
She knew.
“Hello, Karina, it’s always good to see you, please come in,” I said politely as she stepped inside, and I shut the door behind her.
My eyes lingered after her trying to predict her mood.
Has she come here to kill me?
I knew it was risky keeping my Parisian house, but I couldn’t help myself. It was sentimental for me and Lucien.
I managed to move most of the business outside of Paris and kept it in Germany, however, I let those who worked for me know that it was more than okay to safely travel, if they chose. Sometimes services called for it, and I never turned down a good opportunity. Never.
“Is everything okay? I was just about to enjoy a glass of blood; would you like one too?”
“Sure,” she responded flatly, and I walked back into the kitchen. 
As I prepared our glasses, I couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew. Fear lingered in the back of my mind.
She didn’t immediately attack me and seemed relatively calm. However, something settled in her eyes when I glanced into them briefly, I couldn’t pinpoint it.
I always loved her beautiful haunting eyes.
“Here you go,” I said politely, handing her the glass a minute later.
She took it with an attempt at a smile while I sat near her on the tufted couch.
“You seem troubled, is there anything I can help with? Even if it’s just listening, I can do that too…”
I was nervous with her so close and swore I could feel her inner rage emanating from her.
She took a long drink, saying nothing at first. 
“I’m still trying to figure it out. I needed to see you and speak with you about something… It’s something only you can answer and help me with.” She became quiet as I considered her carefully.
That’s…ominous?

My heart picked up its pace, and I slowly drank from my glass.
“Of course, anything you need,” I spoke gently, and she finished her glass quickly.
She set the emptied glass down on the side table and stood up, beginning to pace, and wrapping her arms around herself.
I noticed her thoughts were consuming her as I gulped the rest of the blood down. The tension was bothering me on a level I wasn’t comfortable with, nor was her continued silence.
“What is it, Karina? You’re worrying me.”
“Is it that guilty conscience of yours, I wonder? Did you even feel any amount of guilt or remorse after telling Tristan where I was? Did it ever dawn on you to fucking protect me? Or Adrian? Had he not found us, he would still be alive. Do you care, at all? Do you live to torture me and betray me? You say you love me, but why do you continuously disappoint me? Do you like hurting me? Please make me understand, Eldora.”
Her back was turned, and my heart sank.
I knew it.
Karina only used my maiden name when she was upset or defiant. It didn’t bother me as much as it used to. 
Eldora died a long time ago when she herself escaped. Like Karina, I worked hard to save myself and survive. Not that I didn’t make mistakes along the way. I raised her as a caregiver, sent her to school, and then one day she asked me about what I did for a living, and I told her. I never forced her into the life, she wanted to do it. So, I took her into other roles. 
Realizing how far we had come as people just to lead us back to the familiar start of over twelve years ago, I sighed heavily.
Dread of what would happen next scoured my veins.
“Of course, I did. Tristan swore to me he wouldn’t hurt you; it didn’t even dawn on me that he would hurt Adrian. I don’t think you realize how threatening that mate of yours can be. Even when he searched for you in Vegas, he wasn’t ever like that. We had our disagreements, yes, but I’ve never seen him so unhinged as he was. I never meant for Adrian to get hurt, I mean it. All of us liked him, and you remember, we were thinking of having him join The Council. He offered a different perspective, a kinder one.”
I paused briefly, seeing her back turned and her arms moving to her side. Quickly, I continued to ramble on.
“I’ve been carrying that guilt ever since I found out. I had never seen Lucien so angry. Ticia wasn’t initially because she knew the truth from her gifts. It was never going to work out long-term with Adrian and your mates.” My voice died out as she turned around suddenly, her eyes full of anger.
“Why am I always the last to know? I’m so tired of people claiming to love me but continuing to lie to me or keep things hidden. I always wait for the next time when it comes to you, so I’m honestly not surprised. You always gave in to Tristan’s demands. Never once, did you stop and ask yourself how I’d feel or what it would do to me.”
I stood up then, placing my glass down.
Shaking my head, “That’s not true, Karina, and you know it. I know you’re upset… I get that, but—"
“Upset? Ha!
I’m beyond upset, I’ve never been so tired of being disappointed by anyone than by you. For all your wise words and quotes, you are the biggest fucking idiot! The desire to kill you has never been stronger, perhaps I should’ve done it years ago after Donnie, then I could’ve been spared your torment. I thought Gabriel was the worst vampire to ever live, but it turns out I was wrong. It’s you and it will always be you.”
Angry tears streamed down her cheeks as my own began to fall out of my own misery.
“You don’t mean that Karina, please.”
It was time to beg.
“I do. I mean it with every breath that I must spend this eternity knowing you’re still around to break me apart like always. You never truly loved me. I was always this pawn on your chessboard of what I could do for you. I can’t even look at you,” she cried out, indicating her hand toward me in gesture, “I’m so tired of your excuses and lame apologies, just for you to turn around and do the same shit again! Three strikes and you’re out. Done!”
“Karina—” Before I could blink, she pushed me into another room and had me pinned to the floor.
She was supped up on blood already, of course.
Damn. I’m completely screwed!
Where are you, Lucien? Leticia?
She shook me as I tried to squirm and break her hold before she moved her hands around my throat.
“Why do I feel like even in death, you wouldn’t give me any peace? Don’t ever speak to me again, and if I see you after this all too soon, I will kill you, make no fucking mistake,” she spat, “I will burn the world down if you cross me again. As of this moment, I’m done with you forever. You will not cross my mind again. Anything you ever meant to me, done. Do you understand? Do you truly understand? NOD!”
Tears poured out of my eyes as I sobbed and struggled to breathe. I nodded, and she began to release me, but not before I heard his voice.
“KARINA!”




Chapter 32



Leticia


My brother and I were meeting for dinner in the inner city with a few of The Society's contacts. The discussions involved potential issues arising. I paused my silent listening to go to the restroom because I felt the sensation arise that I was about to have a vision of some sort.
I had learned over the centuries how to feel them coming, sometimes they were subtle and sometimes they would cause me to black out. Other times it was dreams or in the middle of conversations. It was annoying and burdensome for many years, but I learned to manage.
Thanks to my Orange Eyes. The first love of my immortal life.
Lucien gave me a quick look of concern, and I gave him a nod to let him know I was okay.
Upon making it to the bathroom, I locked the door. I grasped the sink looking at my gaze in the large ornate mirror.
Flashes appeared in that very same mirror. I saw Karina with Carmen and she was there in Carmen’s living room. They were talking, and Karina got angry and had Carmen pinned on the floor, threatening to kill her.
Then I saw Lucien and myself showing up in what we wore that evening.
More flashes occurred quickly, and I was heavily breathing, panic arising. 
Căcat! (Shit!)
I took a minute to gather myself and hastily rush out of the bathroom to our table.
Interrupting their conversation, “My apologies everyone, but an emergency has come up that requires our attention, please forgive us, and thank you for this lovely meal. We will reconvene soon. Lucien.” I said his name urgently, and the others nodded.
He stood up as his eyes flashed, and I told him nonverbally everything I saw in my head.
Once we arrived at our car rather quickly, he sped off.
“I should have known this would happen; we’ll get to them in time. Don’t worry,
soră.” (Sister.)
“Step on it, fratele meu, I don’t know if we’re too late or not.” (My brother.)
“If she kills her, I can’t say I won’t return the favor…”
I put my hand out as if to stop him from jerking his body forward.
“No, Lucien, we can’t be like our Orange-Eyed lover. We promised. I didn’t see Karina coming. Why didn’t I see her coming? She must have disguised her intentions so that if I saw it, I wouldn’t worry. Clever girl.”
I saw his hands tighten on the steering wheel.
“We’ll be there in five,” he said in a stressed tone, ignoring my words.
I sighed heavily, removing my hand, and placing it in my lap. “I think we’ll make it right on time, Lucy. What do we do about, Karina?”
I was worried about what we’d find when we arrived, and I waited with bated breath for my twin’s answer.
“That all depends on if she kills our mate or not, and if I have to result to threats. Promise or not.”
My visions showed many futures, and most of them ended with Carmen dead along with The Council and promises made in complete ruin.
I had lied to Gabriel during one of our last meals together. He needed peace, and it was the least I could do. It killed me to let him go. Had it not been for Lucien’s shared gaze of knowing, I would’ve died with him. 
We had our mate too, and we couldn’t leave her alone.
The waters were rough back then. Peace didn’t find either of us, and I was about to find out just how right or wrong I was in that future.
People could always change course.
“I know with her therapy… I had hoped that it would help curb her rage and hurt, but the dreams showed different outcomes based on certain choices. There was a small possibility she didn’t end up killing Carmen.”
Lucien gave me a furious look.
“Let’s hope luck is on our side sister. I can imagine Karina isn’t happy with any of us. I love her too much to kill her. But if she kills Carmen… I’m afraid of what I’ll do.”
Me too.
“No. Carmen let it slip that it wouldn’t have worked out with Adrian… It’s what set her off more, I think.” 
I rubbed my temples as more flashes popped into my head. Nausea overcame me, and I knew we were dragging out the time. Seconds became hours, and I wished I had a flight ability instead of visions.
Those five minutes drew on as we parked and ran inside, right in time to find Karina on top of Carmen.
Lucien shouted her name, and she paused briefly as I went to Carmen, sighing in relief when she coughed out a breath. Tears streamed down her lovely face.
I gave her a pained look as Lucien grabbed Karina and removed her from strangling Carmen.
Sinking to my knees beside my mate, I helped her sit up and cradled her to my chest as Karina kicked the air while Lucien dragged her away in a tight grip in his arms.
My tears fell silently as I graciously held my Carmen in my arms. So utterly grateful. 
I wasn’t a liar, Gabe; see?
Barely though. Part of me doubted.
“Lucien, I wasn’t going to kill her as much as I wanted to and thought about it. I’m not stupid. We made promises! Let me go!”
Carmen wept in my arms. I held her tight, still relieved as I watched Lucien’s interaction with Karina.
He had her locked in against the wall, leaning into her ear with a low, threatening tone. 
“I don’t think you realize what would’ve happened if any harm came unto our mate. Out of respect for Gabriel and how much you meant to him…it is why I’m not strangling you at this moment. Dare I say it, we’ve come to consider you as a close friend, Karina, but if you ever lay a hand on Carmen again or succeed in any sort of plan of killing or harm, I would be forced to retaliate. A life for a life. Damn The Society and rules. Mate bonds shouldn’t be fucked with. As I told Gabriel time and time again, he never listened. So, I’ll only warn you once.”
She grunted, gritting her teeth as she tried to get him to release her by trying to loosen his grip on her torso.
“How am I supposed to believe that? All of you knew this the whole time and told me nothing! How do I know that’s not a lie either? It makes me wonder if you only helped me and claimed friendship as a folly sentiment or obligation. You only did it because Gabriel asked instead of truly caring.”
He quickly wrapped his hand around her throat, his other arm over her midsection keeping her pinned.
Lucien don’t hurt her.
My twin was enraged. He made no indication of listening to me as he spoke.
“That’s where you’re wrong. We all cared. We cared the moment you sacrificed everything, and when you first showed us our mate. Leticia saw everything and then some. Years beforehand. Bits were fuzzy until meeting you.”
Karina was gasping for air.
Lucien, she can’t breathe!
“We knew the ending and what you meant to Gabriel. The way you fought the same feelings in return. We were always grateful to you for multiple reasons, never once did we lie except for this one time. Now. Only because it concerns the life of our mate.”
Lucien!
“Quiet, Tish. She’s not dying,” he said loudly over his shoulder as I sighed, pressing a kiss to my mate’s face, “I’m reasonable, Karina, and I’m hurt you think so little of us. None of it was personal, and I’ll tell you the same thing I told Gabriel. We have our abilities and know shit before anyone else. It doesn’t give you the right to have all access anytime, when it concerns those dearest, including our mate, her protection is always number one. We cannot interfere with everything we see and hear.”
He finally eased his grip on her throat but still kept her pinned. I couldn’t quite catch her expression from the floor, only Lucien’s back. I could see it in my mind, clear enough.
“We helped Gabriel because he saved us. He didn’t deserve any of that bullshit, and we wanted to give him something meaningful to leave this life with. Centuries, Karina. You selfish, infuriating woman. You were that to him, that meaning. We will never forget what you’ve done for our best friend, never. All of us were torn on Adrian, we didn’t speak of it because Carmen was involved. Leticia didn’t even tell me at first, because she saw the ending of that story. We couldn’t interfere or meddle; we learned the hard way in the past when we interfered, it’s part of the reason, Gabriel is no longer here…”
I could also hear the pain in his voice that echoed my own from our interference over the centuries. Five incredible centuries.
I closed my eyes, leaning my head against Carmen’s, her cries easing up. I could see Karina’s tears in my mind as she looked at Lucien. 
Sorrow. Guilt. Sadness. Betrayal.
“Your mates don’t like to share, you know this deep down, down to the fucking bond. They would do anything to protect you, take it from someone who understands all too well… Bonds are a burden when you aren’t careful, but they mean everything.”
Karina cried out. I could hear the heartbreak in her words as she spoke. “How do you know? There had to have been another choice to make that could’ve spared Adrian his fate? Something!”
He shook his head.
“No, Karina; it’s why we couldn’t interfere. Jealousy would’ve taken a hold over one of them sooner or later, especially after all your time apart from them. We liked Adrian, and it broke our hearts to know there was nothing we could do. We have our burdens to bear, and as I said, we’ve learned over the centuries what happens when we interfere...
It was our choices that led us here. There’s always another path, but we choose our fate. No one else.
I’m sorry we lied and kept the truth hidden, but I will never apologize for protecting what’s mine and hers. I know it still hurts, so we will give you the space you need. However, friendship, and anything else, will fall the minute you harm Carmen. Is that understood?”
His tone was stern, not quite as threatening and angry, but it held a silent heartbreaking promise. A future none of us wanted deep down.
Lucien and Karina locked gazes, various emotions—too many to name written on their faces.
“I’m disappointed in all of you. I already said my peace to Carmen. I don’t want to see her. I will do whatever I need to for The Council and show up to meetings. It might take a century for me to forgive her yet again. I will make the vow not to kill her, for your kindness and Leticia’s alone. You both have been wonderful to me so for that I’ll do as you ask.”
He eased up his hold completely, leaning closer to her face to speak quietly. I opened my eyes and finally saw Karina’s tear-streaked face. Lucien had one hand up next to her head, bracing the wall.
“Cool your head and talk to Ticia and me when you’re less angry with us. It will take us some time to forgive you for hurting Carmen from tonight’s surprise excursion… But we’re a part of The Council, and a feud is the last thing The Society needs.”
He leaned closer, inches from her face, “This friendship isn’t over, but we’ll hold for now if it will help you be more forgiving.
Carmen didn’t kill Donatella, and she wanted to give you freedom with Tristan all those years ago. Adrian wasn’t her fault. They would’ve found out about him sooner or later. Just because she’s involved indirectly, doesn’t make her the sole blame. Tristan killed him, and had you not been mated, I’m sure you’d hold onto that anger as you have for Carmen all this time.
Remember that when you’re working on forgiveness and your therapy. She’s loved you longer than your mates or any of us. Even when there’s hate in your heart. Believe it or not, Karina, you remind me of Gabriel. He had his many flaws and faults. It was the good that we loved about him, a lot of that we see in you.”
He removed his hand, wiping her fallen tears in a gesture I had seen so many times throughout the centuries.
A side that only came out when he truly cared. We spent many years playing a game and keeping up with appearances, unless around those we loved most.
I still missed my Gabriel so much.
I was extremely proud of Lucien for showing restraint when I knew he was angry and upset. However, I knew he and I both felt relief as Karina left out into the night.
Lucien shut the door and leaned his head against it. I showered kisses over Carmen’s face as she wept more.
“I’m so sorry,” she whispered as my own eyes watered. 
When I blinked them away, Lucien was kneeling beside me, caressing her hair.
“Come here, dragă, everything will be okay. We knew this encounter would happen sooner or later. I’m just happy you’re alive and breathing, my darling.”
“Me too,” I whispered as Lucien took her from me, holding her in his arms.
Leaning my head on her back, I hugged her again, breathing in her spiced scent as we all held each other.
We felt relief more than anything, and I began to feel grateful that Karina spared my mate. No one was perfect, but the dark beauty that was our mate was everything to Lucien and me. Our bonds were everything.
Luc was right, we cared about Karina too, and we all felt torn by the situation. However, none of it was Carmen’s fault. I wanted us to find a way to exist peacefully and work through the evening’s transgressions.
Life was complicated enough when Gabriel was around, and we both still felt the missing weight of his presence all these years later. Not that the complications were all his fault, but there was a trail. We loved him and would do anything for him; the same courtesy still went to Karina even after all that transpired.
“I miss him too, by the way.” His whisper made me open my eyes and look at him with all the sadness in the world. A hole that would never heal this heart of mine.
“I know. We’ll fix this someday, just for him. We will keep our promises. For now, we give Karina the space. Let’s pause all meeting activities. Maybe we should travel somewhere for a few weeks. I’m not sure I’m ready to go back to Romania and cry for days on end with the smell of Gabriel lingering. I can’t unsee his described death or the stains that are long gone…”
He brought me into his embrace too, kissing my hair. Carmen wrapped her arm around me.
“I know. It will take us a long time to be in that space again, but perhaps we need to feel it.”
I already feel it, it’s never-ending as you know. Let’s go somewhere different.
“Okay. We’ll go wherever you want. Let’s scout various garden locations for the memorial and get some sunlight.”
I closed my eyes, silently agreeing to his words, and let myself be held by them both.
It would be an even longer road yet.




Chapter 33



I walked out into the night after an emotionally draining evening. I had never seen Lucien so angry, but what he said made me realize several things.
Even with therapy, I was still an emotional wreck, and I felt more lost than ever before from when I originally started. A crossroad of sorts.
What in the absolute fuck am I even doing?
Perhaps I was the most selfish person out of everyone. Although I didn’t kill Adrian, I knew bringing him into my life would be complicated. I still blamed myself and my stupid decisions. I was a damn idiot for all of it.
I found a ledge to sit on by the water, staring out at it for a while, trying to make sense of life and all that I had done to hurt people, including the ones who were no longer here.
None of it was fair, and it made me wonder if I should’ve ever left Vegas to begin with all those years ago. It seemed like nothing but a roller coaster since I left with Tristan. Then, I was opened to the whole world of vampires and The Society, and another mate.
Then, Gabriel’s insanity, and Adrian’s healing presence. My dark twins as best friends. Along with my P.I.C. and her lover—finally.
It was all so fucked. So chaotic.
I let my thoughts roam to those dark places, losing track of time. It was unknown to me how long I was sitting there when I felt strong warm arms wrap around me tight.
“I lingered nearby as you asked, as rough as I’m sure that whole experience was, I’m glad Lucien didn’t hurt you. You showed restraint, Rin, and I’m proud of you. You’ve come a long way with your anger and rage. Every day you work hard to be a better person and a vampire. I won’t ask if you’re okay because I already know the answer, but I love you with everything that I am. Never forget that.”
I leaned into him, placing my hands on the arms that held me. 
My sweet B.
“I know these bonds of matehood are troublesome at times, but ever since you came around, you’ve brought me back to life. Two centuries of stumbling in the dark, I never really knew what I was meant to do or be. All these years, I’ve just lingered, waiting for my Angel of Death to take me into eternity...
Tristan tried to hold us both together. Margo was lost as a result of Gabriel’s lies, but I was lost in my own way too. It hurt not to be there for them or save them. So, while you were countries away trying to complete that impossible task given to you—I couldn’t. It was always you, Karina, you’ve finally found me. Me at my core, who I’m truly meant to be.”
My gloomy thoughts disappeared immediately as I listened to his truth being revealed. Fabien placed a gentle kiss on my neck.
“After those seven years, I found healing in you too, even when I didn’t initially understand. I couldn’t deny myself or how I felt. Now, I found healing yet again. As you just said, I return it. It was you that brought me back to life; you have and will always be the fire in my heart. Tristan is the raging waters and the calm sea; you both offer your love and something different... I love you, Fabien. These bonds aren’t a burden, perhaps it’s just me being a pain in the fucking ass.”
He scooped me up and turned me around, setting me back on the ledge so that I was facing him.
“It’s been a long hard road for all of us. Although you’re a pain in the ass, you’re mine. You will always be my favorite bratty, pain in my ass that I gladly welcome.”
He kissed me, and I felt my nerves tingle at his closeness, awake and eager to keep him with me, against me.
Wrapping my arms around him, I whispered, “Let’s go home, B, back to our family. I don’t want to be in Paris anymore. I need you and Tristan to hold me until all is right again.”
He caressed my cheek after I released him. Leaning into it, I knew exactly what I needed then. My mates, both of them, enclosing me within their warmth.
“Sounds good to me.” Fabien stepped back and held out his hand. I gave him a small smile and took it as we walked off into the night.
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“Karina? What’s wrong?” Tristan’s concern caused his brows to scrunch when he answered his door. 
I hugged him tightly once we made it back to London, and his new place at that.
He still had his other place in Tokyo, but Patrick was taking care of it as well as the business. He focused on therapy and working on everything with me.
How Pat stayed sane was beyond me.
Tristan still somewhat interacted in business meetings, but Patrick said he would handle everything while Trist figured his shit out. Even after all the continued therapy.
Fabien told Tristan everything that had happened as Trist held me on his couch, making those familiar soothing circles on my leg while my head rested in the crook of his neck.
When Fabi finished, “And now, here we are; she wanted to come back home and be with us both.”
I eased my hold on Tristan and captured those jade eyes.
“I want you both to hold me until all is right in the world again. The events of last night remind me of how selfish I’ve been with you both. It’s time for us to be together as one again. I haven’t slept… Will you both hold me as we sleep?”
My eyes traveled from Trist to Fabi, as they did the same. An unspoken agreement with all of us. The bond that united me to them.
Almost-Twins. Mirrors of each other, but oh so different. Delicious too.
“Certainly,” he whispered before kissing my temple.
“We’ve always been here, Rin; our arms were always open,” Fabi whispered.
My heart felt full as I rose out of Tristan’s lap.
He stood up, and they both took one of my hands. Tristan led us back to his bedroom, and I felt myself warm.
By The Saints, it’s been years since I slept between them. Old bitter memories needed to be replaced by new ones. It was slightly nerve-wracking.
Tristan indicated his head at his closet as Fabien released my hand to begin undressing for bed.
Dear Saints—God—whoever, almighty…
I swallowed as my mind tried not to jump into the gutter immediately with my sexual fantasies. There was thirteen plus years’ worth of them too…
You’ve wanted them for years. They are yours by right, Karina.
I followed Trist, and he revealed his large walk-in closet.
“I have some things for you in the event you stayed over. It’s not much, but I wanted you to feel comfortable without the pressure.”
After showing him an appreciative smile, I pulled him into a quick kiss.
“Thank you for being thoughtful, Trist.”
He gave me one of those award-winning sweet smiles before he grabbed two pairs of pajama bottoms and walked out of the closet.
I moved to my small spot in the closet and grabbed an oversized soft t-shirt that Tristan knew I liked when I wasn’t feeling my best.
Relieved, I stripped out of my clothes, tugging the white shirt on over my head. Exhaustion was filling me more heavily as I noticed deodorant and Tristan’s favorite perfume he liked. Smirking, I gave myself two sprays before putting more deodorant on.
I was nervous, okay, it’s been a few years since I cuddled with them both. At the same time.
I took a steady breath. 
Okay, Rina, you can do this. It’s just sleeping together, this first night—no sex… Right?
Walking out of the closet, I found the curtains drawn shut. Tristan was on the right side of the bed and Fabien was on the left.
Just like all those years ago when I left them.
My eyes teared up at the memory. 
The only difference this time around was how I didn’t need to leave the following morning. Perhaps it is what gave me final relief.
I crawled over Fabien, stopping to kiss him gently before I settled in with my tears. I faced Tristan as they fell.
He kissed my cheeks while both moved closer to hold me. I was emotional over not only the past few days and life in general, but the fact that I was finally with them both. It was either separately or not at all.
I let myself feel everything at that moment, and thankfully they said nothing as they held me as I cried it out. The overwhelming years and how hard I fought to save and protect them, when they were trying to do the same. My heart throbbed at how much I missed this, them holding me like this.
My mental health habits were slowly improving, but I was still a work in progress. I couldn’t do it without the support of my friends or my jade-eyed twins.
There was extreme comfort and tranquility, such that I found myself easing up on the tears and drifting off into a dreamless sleep surrounded by their heat.




Chapter 34



I woke up briefly at some point, the room was shrouded in darkness. Upon hearing their deep breathing, I remembered where I was as I rolled over to hug Fabi. Tristan had his arm draped over me.
It wasn’t like years ago, you don’t have to disappear anymore or ever again.
Remembering that I was safe and warm between them, I drifted back off. When I finally awoke hours later, there was light peeping in through the top of the blackout curtain.
I stretched out and sat up to find them both appearing ravishing. Smiling to myself, they opened their gorgeous jade eyes.
“Breakfast anyone?” I asked, biting back my thoughts of taking them both then and there.
Both were bare-chested, lazily tangled in the covers. I had forgotten how precious they looked first thing when they woke up. With their sleepy bedroom eyes, and disheveled hair. Can’t forget those up-to-no-good looks they gave me.
I had a feeling that day was going to be a great day. The best. They kept their promises and held me until I felt alright again. Now what would I do with myself?
Both men mumbled in agreement, and I chuckled while lightly patting both of their legs, moving to get up.
“Okay, I’ll get started on that, I’m feeling ravenous.” My tone was playful as I snuck a glance, seeing something flash quickly through their gazes before they looked at each other and smirked.
Well, that’s my cue to get out of bed.
Faster, leave the room.
Wait, I wanted this, what am I even doing?
Food first!
Then cocks.
I can do that.
So, I did, and quickly made my way into the kitchen.
My nerves were tingling, and I had to admit part of me wished they would tackle me in bed so I could have them both already, yet I didn’t want to be an animal our first time together. It was terrifying to think about the more I did.
I had been with multiple people before at the same time, but this was different. This felt deeper and more personal than just mere casual sex and one-nighters.
They are my mates.
Two personalities. Fire and water. 
I breathed out silently, making breakfast while lost in thought. Breathe, Karina.
About the time I nearly finished cooking, I turned to find them sitting at the island feet away.
I jumped a little because they were silent, and I didn’t hear them come in. Both had smug looks of knowing, still shirtless. Still tasty.
Oh, dear. I’m not gonna make it long today.
“Just about done,” I said, brushing off the blush creeping through my cheeks. 
Who am I today? A chicken shit or a temptress?
I turned and grabbed plates, setting various items they might need casually in front of them, while they watched me. When I stole a glance, I saw their looks and tilted my head in question.
“What?” I asked while they stared.
My pussy was instantly alert and wanted all their attention. That’s what their teasing did to me.
“You’re acting shy, and it’s adorable,” Fabien said with an attentive, knowing look; Tristan looked at him and grinned.
“Thank you for breakfast,” he said, low and sensuous, and Fabi nodded as I puffed out my cheeks pouting.
So, the teasing begins.
I put out the food, feeling hot and bothered before grabbing a plate for myself. Refusing to sit near them, I stood and ate watching them exchange looks.
By The Damn Saints.
“Stop that,” I told them after a bite.
“What?” Fabi sounded innocent.
Grr.
“Don’t ‘what’ me, I know what you two are doing. I know you’re both up to no good. I’m onto you...”
Tristan gave me a sassy look that made me wet.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Karina. Perhaps you’ve been ravenous for far too long.”
You have no idea.
I blinked, hesitating with the next bite. My thighs clenched together.
He wasn’t necessarily wrong, but I couldn’t let them know that. They were playing their own little tease-Karina game.
“Whatever,” I mumbled, and I ignored their grins as I stared at my plate and finished eating.
They finished at the same time, and I handed them glasses of blood, while I chugged mine down.
Let’s get this party started.
Once I finished, I said in a determined tone, “You two can clean up, while I take a very cold shower.”
Their eyes were bright and mischievous as I walked past them. Moving quickly, I closed the door to the bathroom, leaning against it. Heaving a sigh of relief, I looked up at the ceiling. Goodness, gracious.
Get a grip, Rina! They are yours, take them, whatever they offer. You’ve waited a long time for this.
Yes, I needed to mentally pep myself up with all my jitters and shit.
Having enough of arguing with myself, I turned on the water and made it warm instead of hot or cold. I took off my t-shirt and underwear, stepping inside the spacious area. Water fell from a fun little spout in the ceiling tile, and I found my breathing center while I washed my hair.
Feeling more relaxed and less nervous, I reached for the soap. As I did, someone entered with me. I wiped the water from my eyes and saw Tristan standing naked and glorious before me. His eyes were intoxicating, pulling me under the surface. Just when I thought I’d drown in them, he whispered, “Here, let me,” taking the bottle of soap.
I breathed out slowly, feeling the anticipation of being bathed by my mates. As I stared at him working up a lather in his hands with a sexy smile, Fabien slipped in behind me.
“Got room for one more?” He asked in my ear, and I shivered.
The shower began to feel smoldering hot. 
I remembered the feeling all those years ago when we were pressed tight on the dance floor in L.A. 
Fuck me, I waited far too long. This wouldn’t be a fantasy anymore.
Tristan passed the soap behind me to his naughty brother, who was kissing my shoulders. All of us took a step back out from under the falling water.
That's when I began to ache like the horny temptress I was and would always be. The nerves were no longer there. I was long past ready.
I heard Fabi open the soap and do the same in his hands, seeing Trist move upon me. Holding my breath, he began to wash the front side, starting with my shoulders and moving down. My sweet B was behind me washing my back then. They both went gradually as I felt my aroused senses kicking into full gear.
I felt Fabi nibble on my ear while he grabbed my ass. I let out a huffed breath, biting back a quiet noise of approval. Soon he was kneeling behind me to wash my legs.
Tristan stepped closer and continued washing my body until he neared my center. His devilish hand slipped inside, teasing between my folds before circling my clit. I closed my eyes, enjoying the feel of them both with their hands all over me. 
Overwhelming me. Torturing me.
I moaned, low and tantalizing. Tristan kissed my jaw before dropping to his knees, washing the front part of my legs. Fabien was finished by the time his lookalike caught up.
With my pouting and throbbing pussy, I ran my hands through both of their hair as they nudged me under the water to rinse off. Once all the soap was down the drain, they began to play.
Fabien knelt behind me, dipping his fingers inside as he bit my ass, drinking from there, “Fuck, Karina.”
I gasped out as Tristan kissed me while fondling my aching breasts. Enjoying them far too much, Tristan leaned toward my neck and drank too. As Fabien curled his fingers inside, I was so overstimulated by them, I came swiftly on his fingers with a strangled cry. Not long after I sighed out in bliss, Tristan stole my lips as Fabi licked up my ass.
My fingers found themselves tangled in his hair as he licked my throat.
“Our mate is so tasty,” he whispered, and Fabi agreed, standing up. Placing another kiss on my shoulder, I felt his cock poking me and looked to see Tristan hard too.
Mmm.
I reached for the soap, keeping my eyes on him as I washed him at a normal pace while Fabi washed his hair. Tugging on his dick a few times, he groaned as I grinned and sank to wash his legs.
The act of being washed by them and returning it was…perfection. Sacred, intimate, and sexual.
Although, it didn’t have to be. It was in our case right then.
“Naughty girl,” Trist whispered as I looked up between my lashes, finishing up with washing his feet.
Upon standing up, I winked as I saw an arm shoot to Trist handing him the shampoo. A small smile tugged at my lips as I turned around to pay attention to Fabien. His eyes were sensual and lust-filled as I lathered up my hands with soap.
“There’s our greedy girl. The same look you had so long ago, knowing you could have us both. Now you will.”
Before I could respond to his comment, Fabi kissed me, and I melted into him as he smacked my ass. Not as hard as I’d like, but it would suffice…
I remembered looking across Tristan’s penthouse table in L.A. at his brother, wondering what it would be like. Washing Fabien, I gave him the same look I gave him at that table so many years ago. He mirrored what I saw back then too. Except now I had plenty to taste of both.
Tugging on his dick with my hand, he leaned closer to take my bottom lip in between his fangs.
There would be no going back after this. They would be mine in totality.
Once he released my lip, I dropped down and repeated the same process on his legs, looking up with soon-to-be bedroom eyes, and the please, fuck me, eyes.
Tristan rinsed off by the time I was finished. Fabien nudged me under the water with him, rinsing himself off and splashing me. I giggled, finding myself pressed between them.
Let’s go boys.
I turned so I could look between them and used both hands to take hold of their cocks. Seeing them close their eyes in sheer ecstasy turned me on more than anything else.
The Saints have blessed me today.
They took turns kissing me and moving their hands all over my body. Playing with my tits, grabbing my ass, and looking so fucking delicious. I could eat them both, and I will.
I felt like a star, expanding and heading to my death. Or maybe I’d be reborn.
Their moans had me nearly coming with them, but I watched them come apart in my hands. The power I felt was indescribable. I watched their muscles contract, their struggle to keep those jade eyes open, yet instead they fluttered open and closed, unable to focus. I was hot, ready for both to take me already.
It was probably my new favorite thing to witness them shatter and play with me. I was so intoxicated by my mates that when we finally left the bathroom for the bedroom, I hardly noticed until I pushed Fabien onto the bed.
He bit his lip, and I immediately wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, placing my mouth on the tip. Teasing and licking him up, I was bent over and exposed. Wet need dripped down my thighs as my pussy begged to be filled and stuffed. Thankfully, Tristan didn’t leave me waiting for long.
I moaned with Fabi in my mouth as his hands caressed and tightened their hold on my hair, slowly moving his hips. As I closed my eyes, Tristan quickened his pace with a tight grip on my hips.
“As I predicted in L.A., you’re a greedy girl who wants it all. Now you have us both to give it to you. How does it feel, mon cher?”
Using my hand still, I lifted my head to see the ferocity in Fabi’s eyes, my own embers were burning with his.
“It feels fucking great,” I managed to say before letting out a cry as my core began to weep, struggling to stay afloat amidst the pleasures.
Quickly returning my mouth to Fabi’s throbbing cock, I fell back into the overwhelming sensations. It was better than any sexual encounter with multiple partners. Perhaps it was the bonds of them or how I thoroughly fucked them both so many times, I lost count. It was still as amazing as the first time.
“Get ready, Ri,” Fabi warned as I relaxed my jaw, letting him fill me as Tristan pounded ruthlessly.
After tasting Fabien, I swallowed him down, making a satisfied grunted moan as I came all over Tristan, crying out as he pulled me against him, moaning with a release of his own.
Oh my god.
I felt alive and invigorated. Tristan freed me and I laid myself on Fabien with a wicked, half-lidded eye look. 
I sank my teeth into his arm, drinking from him as he yanked my arm and did the same. Once having our fill, we let each other go as I playfully winked, feeling geared up.
With a quick turn, I pulled Tristan into a kiss before I sank my teeth into his neck. His arms tightened around me, and I jumped up, wrapping my legs around him. My sire carried me to a comfortable chaise nearby that I hadn’t realized was in the corner of his room.
He sat us down with me in his lap. I released him at the same time as he leaned forward to bite my breast and drink from me.
I let out a moan, begging Fabien to fill me from behind.
Guiding Tristan inside, I rode him feverously. I couldn’t describe how I felt other than fulfilled for what was coming. Who would be coming.
Trist adjusted us so that I leaned more on him so Fabi could do as I begged for. My panting was consistent, and I felt a liquid being smeared on my rim.
I cursed, feeling a stronger need arise within me, and my next orgasm.
He slowly stretched me with a finger, pumping in and out until I got used to it. The sensations were driving me wild.
Fabien’s hand rubbed my ass.
“Are you ready, Rina? Are you ready to have us both fill you up after an eternity of waiting?” 
I felt him stick another finger inside as I slowed my pace, loud moaning overtaking my words.
Tristan took the initiative and slowly continued those thrusts.
“Fill me up, B. I want to come with you both. As I always needed. Fuck me as I deserve to be fucked. Stuff me with the both of you.”
“Coming right up,” he whispered, poking me with his dick. I heard him spit on himself before slowly slipping in and stretching me to max. I tensed up slightly and Tristan hissed at the way my inner walls hugged his cock.
“Fuck, you’re so tight. Relax, Ri, then we’ll give you all you asked for and more,” Fabi’s sultry words reached my ears.
Tristan and I paused long enough for Fabien to fill me to the brim. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.
Both men cursed before moving slowly—timing their thrusts. Until I was stretched. Nearly an exploding star as I groaned and made ungodly sounds.
“You are taking us so well, Ri. Tell us, is it everything you imagined?”
“Tell us, mon cher,” Trist coaxed.
I answered with a pleasured scream as they moved within me.
“Y-Yess.”
Tristan kissed me as Fabien kissed the top of my head.
“Both of us agree, with how beautiful you are. How you can stand us and our bonds, but especially how we complete you—filling you deeply and stretching you until you’re spent. Soon to come apart on our cocks,” Tristan purred in my ear, and I came apart immediately.
My inner walls choked him, stroking him into his release as Fabien joined.
They didn’t stop.
Before I could dwell on it, I was overtaken by sensation yet again.
Words can’t describe how not only full of them I was but how riveting I felt, along with a freedom sought in them I had long missed. Better than anything. My mates were overwhelming my senses in all the ways I craved.
Finally having them both, it felt like the bonds were coming to full fruition. Over a decade later.
My brain stopped working and it was pure felicitous cries. Tormenting me into the next orgasm. And the next.
The reality was way better than my original fantasies. I came three times before they both finished with me on the chaise. 
These jade-eyed twins are truly sinful, and I couldn’t get enough. They were mine to finally have and enjoy. To taste. 
All. Mine.
Once we caught our breaths, Fabien went to grab extra towels and wipes. I lay limp on Tristan as he held me before a low chuckle vibrated his chest.
“Did you think we were finished with you, my love?” He asked, so smug with himself.
“Just give me five minutes,” I whined.
Fabien entered the room with a husky laugh of his own.
I moved from Tristan, and we all cleaned ourselves up before Fabien sat down where Tristan was, patting his lap for me.
“My turn. Take a seat, Rin. Feed from me and get ready before I fuck every last thought out of you. We’re not finished with you, nor will we ever be.”
I slithered into his lap on command, drinking from his neck as he slapped my ass, squeezing it hard.
“That’s my good girl,” he crooned, and I sighed as he fed from my arm while I sank down on him.
I was one ‘good girl’ away from behaving. Something a praised brat like me could appreciate.
Tristan prepared my ass, using lube and his fingers, before filling me from behind. I was already stretched and prepped so, I didn’t need as much time to adjust.
“I’m going to fuck this ass, Karina. Fuck you feel perfect. Do you like how you’re being stuffed? Is it more than you could ever dream? I always knew you were the dirty girl who wanted it all…”
“Yes,” I moaned out as they battled within me, until I screamed.
My senses spiraled after that in a sex-filled haze.
All of us were shameless horny vampires; if it weren’t for that there was no way we’d survive our sex drives or last long and get back up again so quickly.
To be honest, I wasn’t sure immortality was enough to keep them from wearing me out anyway.
Either way, I felt like I would burst into flames with how passionate they both were. Those delicious cocks of theirs filled me up, throbbing and aching for me and my warmth just as I craved for theirs, along with their unending love. Our bonds brought us back together despite all the trauma from the past.
After coming down from my pure ecstasy with added screams of fulfillment, moans from them both made me blush in excitement. It was the sexiest fucking thing.
I love them so much.
I flopped down on the bed once we finished, catching my breath and aching deliciously in all the right places. I was thoroughly fucked by both of my mates, and there was no better feeling or high.
“It’s only been a couple of hours, Rin, tired already?” Fabi teased, flopping down beside me with a satisfied smile and dreamy post-sex eyes. 
What a sight.
“You have no idea… You two wear me out.” I huffed out as Tristan gave a deep-bellied laugh and joined me at my other side.
“At least you quit fantasizing now,” Trist said into my ear.
He’s joking, right?
“I think it will be worse now… I will always fantasize. I’m creative, after all,” I said with a confident smile, lying flat on my back to see their amused faces.
“You have us both wrapped in your webs, spider queen, Ri,” Fabi whispered in my other ear, and I got the chills all over.
Always, my sweet B.
I turned to him, and he leaned closer to kiss me. His hand traveled to my breast as Tristan’s traveled down my side. It wasn’t long before we were wrapped up in each other again.
Both had wicked tongues, and they completed me all the same. The sheer sexual bliss of that day bled into the night.
We fucked like animals all over the house, but we also made love intimately, holding each other. Both in me and around me.
Late into the night, we all showered off once more and climbed into bed. I laid my head on Fabi’s chest and draped my legs over Tristan.
“I love you both,” I whispered to them in the darkness as they traced circles on my skin they could reach. I had always found it comforting even over thirteen years ago.
“I love you, Karina,” Tristan said with delicacy, and Fabien kissed my head, “I love you, Rin.”
I drifted off not long after that. I hadn’t felt more loved than in that moment by the two men who meant the most to me. I finally felt free, being home with them. A completion I didn’t fully feel until I finally had them both. Where Tristan began and Fabien ended, it reversed and flowed through me. 
Their blood and the bond…it was everything.




Chapter 35



Fall 2014


I sat in a Council meeting with the others and looked across the table at Lucien and Leticia. Jim and Marcus were at either side of me chatting with the others.
It’s good to see you, Lucien, and your sister too. I haven’t realized until now how much I’ve missed you both.
His dark gaze pierced through me, and he inclined his head toward the private balcony. I excused myself and got up before following him outside. He shut the doors behind us. 
Standing near the balcony railing, we stared off into the night. I exhaled a warm breath as he leaned down on the balcony railing beside me.
“You were always quite talented with hiding your thoughts from me until you let me in. I always admired it about you. Most people forget, or they know I’m listening and freak out. It’s always amusing,” he smiled to himself as he spoke quietly.
I said nothing as the city lights and stars twinkled in the distance. It was gorgeous outside the city of Paris.
“Do you hate me?” I asked after a minute of silence.
He answered immediately. “No. It’s quite the opposite.” 
Lucien gave me a sideways glance as I leaned against the edge looking towards the building as my flowing black dress blew with the night breeze. His dark hair matched the night above us.
“I’m one of the worst friends to have. I’ve been all over the place since you met me years ago.”
I listened to the sounds around us. A few cars. Some cats fought in the distance before going quiet. The building we were in was old and gorgeous with its French Architecture and influence.
Another breeze blew, distracting me from appreciating the building.
“You went through a lot. I never blamed you. None of us did. Even Gabe understood. We still understand, Karina. It’s been hard to not see you or speak with you as we’ve always done. But we gave you your space as you asked… For what it’s worth, I missed you too.”
I turned toward him.
“If my words mean anything to you now, Lucien, for what they’re worth. I’m sorry.” 
He stopped leaning and turned, his eyes reflecting what I felt.
“I know,” he whispered as we hugged one another. 
I squeezed him tight as he rubbed my back in comfort.
“You’re my best friend, Karina, and I care about you deeply. That’s never changed.”
I took a deep breath. He always knew the right words to say, and what did I ever do? Nothing.
“I’ve been a terrible excuse of a friend, but as I said countless times before, I’ll work on it. I will work on it for you. I also don’t want to go all these months without speaking ever again. I don’t know how I managed for over a year after Gabriel…”
We let each other go and held our gazes. He searched mine, nodding a little.
“I agree; I don’t want to fight, or ever make a choice between friendship, leadership, or my mate. I hate being in that position.”
“I know,” I whispered quietly as my eyes watered.
He lightly rubbed my shoulder.
“In time, we’ll work on it, all of us. No more feuds, no more fighting, just peace within our family. I’ve lived a long life, Karina. I’m tired of the feuds and injustices. No more death. I just want to live happily with my friends and those I love while doing what we can for The Council and The Society. It sounds naïve when I say it out loud, but it’s worth fighting for. Gabriel showed me that peace was worth the trouble, although I’m still uncertain if it was worth it if it meant not having him the next five centuries.”
His whole mood darkened at the last statement, and my heart went into his gloom too.
A couple of tears escaped me as I sniffled.
“Come here,” he said softly, wiping my tears and holding me to him. 
He truly was a friend I didn’t deserve. Always the level-headed one in the group, like Patrick was.
Leticia was quiet until she had important things to say, sometimes to tease and comfort. It never bothered me, of course, but I never questioned her friendship either. She had her own ways of being there.
“Leticia wants to speak with you too. She’s been waiting impatiently ever since you left, to talk to you and see you alone. I love you, Karina, we’ll figure the rest out together.”
He kissed my forehead as Ticia slipped out, releasing me. His coat flowed behind him like the dark prince he was. Patting his sister’s shoulder, he walked inside, closing the doors behind him.
“I love you too, Lucien,” I said, hoping he could hear my words.
“He heard you,” she said softly as she drew nearer, hesitant at first, but then hugged me tight.
“I’m sorry for what we kept from you. I can imagine the initial betrayal you felt. Being a seer has been a burden for centuries in that aspect. I had to live with what I saw become of Gabriel long before it happened. It fucking sucks, and I’m truly sorry,” she let go of me, petting my hair with tears in her eyes.
“I’ve missed having you around. I know I’m not as talkative as my brother, but as he said moments ago, I love you, Karina. I consider you a cherished friend, and you remind me of the good that lived in Gabriel. I see it more and more as you’ve grown over the years. I know things are complicated with Carmen right now, but we’ll figure it out later.”
She put her hand back to her side and took a deep breath while I listened. Like her brother, she was perfect death. Silent as the dark night, beautiful and deadly. If I met her in another time, I’m sure we’d have the same closeness as Gabriel did with them.
“With the meeting next year, we can’t exactly keep her locked away and out of Society business. I’m not asking you to forget or forgive, but I’m begging you to try for me. To try and be civil. You saw how those people were who stood up when their mates were gone and taken from them. Lucien and I cannot live without her. I know you know what that means now. You’re closer than ever before with your own mates. So, you understand the full spectrum of it.”
I nodded, offering a smile.
Those mates and I have been extra busy. Devious plans and devilish whims, wicked and delightful in every way.
“I do. I’m sorry for putting you both in complicated positions when I showed up unannounced, acting as I did. I was angry, as you know. But like you, I’m so tired of all the death. Lucien was right about what he said before I left. It’s not her fault, and that’s something I need to work on. Shitty events happen that can’t be helped, and we unfortunately must roll with those punches life throws at us. Perhaps in time, I’ll be ready, but I don’t want to go as long as we did without speaking. I’ve missed you, Tish.”
I hugged her as we wept quietly, sharing in that vulnerable moment. An honest conversation. We both wiped and kissed each other’s cheeks.
“I’m glad you finally went to the final level, Karina. Isn’t it freeing?”
Grinning at her evilly, she laced her fingers with mine and an impish smile of her own. That’s when I knew Leticia and I were similar in more than our dark hair and sense of fashion. 
Lucien saw us holding hands and hid his smile when we walked back inside. I squeezed Ticia’s hand before letting it go as I walked to where Jim and Marcus sat.
Jim patted my thigh. “Glad to see wonderful people being wonderful,” he said, looking at me and moving his hand away.
“Speaking of, how’s Justice?”
His mischievous smile perked up, all too familiar.
“Glad you asked. I sired someone and brought her into our family. Her name is Delilah, and she’s a fascinating woman. I think you’d approve. Justice is doing well, and he sends you his warmest flirts.”
I rolled my eyes with a laugh, raising my drink.
“To sires, mates, and friendships. Although the bonds of each differ, it doesn’t make them any less profound.”
Everyone agreed. and I caught meaningful gazes from the dark-haired beauties across the table.
The meeting continued without any fuss, along with joyous eating, drinking, and chatting idly before Council business.
“Should we go overseas for our next Society gathering?” I asked later.
“Canada has some decent locations,” Scarlet mentioned.
“Australia does too or New Zealand,” Marcus added.
Never been to either. Could be interesting.
“There are islands in the tropics for a change of pace,” Sonia stated.
Catching her eyes, “Can you imagine Lucien getting some sun in the Tropics?” I asked with a giggled grin.
The man himself seemed amused, and Ticia stifled a laugh.
“You’re one to talk, Karina,” he teased back.
I stuck my tongue out playfully before I added, “All of those locations are great ideas. If you choose to, find some locations that would work, and we’ll take a vote in the new year?”
“Works for me,” Jim said, and the others nodded.
We continued chatting about various Society happenings as the evening progressed. Per everyone’s contacts, there weren’t any major issues.
During the next Society meeting, we were going to renounce the tattoo requirement completely. We wanted any vampire to feel like they belonged and didn’t want it to seem so prestigious that no one couldn’t be a part of.
We still had a few traditional vampires who didn’t agree with the new changes, but they resigned, while others respectfully stayed.
It was only natural various people did not agree, so I didn’t take it personally. Change didn’t happen overnight. It took over 500 years to form The Society what it was before Gabriel and I crossed paths; it would take a long time to see real changes. The age of peace was upon us, and it was long overdue.




Chapter 36



“There’s my ocean eyes,” Fabi whispered as my eyes fluttered open, the morning sun causing me to shut them again.
With a sleepy smile, I scooted closer, breathing him in deeply. He smelled like clean laundry, which we did the evening before. It was a new norm, and cozy, that I had to remind myself I wasn’t dreaming and how I deserved to live a better life.
“Good morning, my sweet B.”
He kissed my forehead, squeezing me before running his fingers through my hair.
“You know,” he paused, and I moved my head back to capture a pair of jade eyes, “it’s been months, and it’s still a gift to wake up to you each and every morning. Sometimes, it still feels so surreal. We worked hard to get to this point, Ri.”
Agreeing with him completely, I ran my hand down his bare side. So sweet to me and reading my mind apparently.
“I feel the same. However, I also feel like we’ve earned the right to be here. The journey to get here…”
I couldn’t finish the statement because what words could describe the past few years? Heartache, death, love, and healing.
Yet, it went so much deeper than that.
He cupped my cheek. “You don’t have to say it, I know all too well. I still need to tell you anyway… How much I love you, and how grateful I am to have this gift, the gift of you.”
I needed to say something before he made me tear up more than I already was.
“I love you... I also enjoy how much anger management has made you into less of a raging ass.”
His lip curled, and he pinched my ass over the black satin slip I wore.
“And you are still a brat, even when I’m being sweet.”
With my grin wide, “Always, babe.”
He tipped my chin up and finally gave me the morning kiss I was waiting for. I always appreciated his sweetness, all jokes aside. Every face of himself, I loved—even the angry parts.
“On a serious note, thank you. I’m grateful for your kindness. It’s also nice to be greeted with your morning wood,” I purred as he poked me with his dick.
Smug with myself, those jade eyes of his turned devilish.
“I was trying to be polite, but since you pointed it out,” he hinted, rolling us so that he hovered over me with a quick kiss.
His hand ran up my thigh, “I want to say good morning, my way now,”
he murmured, trailing kisses in his wake as he moved down my body.
“By all means, please do.”
I looked down at his feline smirk before he disappeared under the covers as I opened myself to him, knowing I didn’t wear underwear to bed specifically for this reason.
His hands gripped my thighs as he kissed the inner parts before playfully licking up my labia. Tugging on my bottom lip with my teeth, I closed my eyes and moaned the minute he sunk his teeth into my skin. I could hear Fabien’s cute, muffled noises, and part of me wondered where Tristan was.
Before I could even think about asking, I felt Fabi release his teeth from my thigh and curl his tongue on my clit. With a gasp, my hand moved under the covers to tug on his hair. Groaning in bliss while being overjoyed with himself, his gravelly voice echoed low, “You taste like everything I need first thing in the morning.”
I couldn’t have said it better, Fabi.
Arching my back, muffled moans escaped me as my other hand gripped the pillow beneath my head. Whispering his name, he toyed with those nerves, drawing out my rising heat, licking at my juices.
As much as he enjoyed waking me up fully, I enjoyed receiving.
I began moving my hips the minute he started sucking my clit, and my head began to spiral into pleasure as I steadily fucked his face. He slipped a finger inside, pumping in sync with me, before adding another.
“You’re so fucking wet for me,” he got out, using his teeth to playfully nip.
“Fuck,” another stifled moan slipped, the rush rising—it was all too much for my half-awake brain.
Then, the door opened, revealing a shirtless Tristan who wore an amused smirk. 
Fabien and I froze momentarily as Tristan spoke. “It appears I missed the party invite, and breakfast will now have to be eaten cold.”
He moved across the room, taking off his pajamas, sliding next to me atop the covers.
“Don’t you dare stop,” I grunted out as Fabi began again.
Tristan’s eyes glittered before he kissed me, a hand cupping my breast.
“Good morning, my love,” he whispered in my ear as I cried out in his.
I felt his silent laugh graze against my flesh before his lips followed down my jaw and neck.
With a playful lick in the same spot he kissed, the rush came flying towards me, and Tristan sank his teeth in.
It was all I needed to explode fully. My mind went blank as I spasmed under them both crying out with my finish, coming all over Fabi’s face.
High from it, I felt Fabien kiss my inner thighs, and Tristan moved to my lips. A very good morning this is turning out to be.
One hand remained to stroke Fabien’s hair as the other went into Tristan’s, swirling my tongue against his.
Breaking the kiss a minute later, he looked down at me, “My turn.”
Lust danced in his gaze; Fabien pulled back the covers as I sat up with Tristan. Our faces were close as he sat in the center and pulled me into his lap.
As I did, I saw Fabien taking off his pajama bottoms too.
Tristan’s hands dove into my long-tousled hair, our lips merging more aggressively as I straddled him better. I felt his other hand cup my ass, squeezing eagerly. I rubbed my pussy against his dick, still wet from moments before.
Groaning at my teasing, I angled my hips, sinking onto him slowly until he could go no more.
My arms wrapped tighter around him as he held me close. I rode him slow and steady; our moans were muffled until I stopped kissing him, meeting his eyes instead.
“Good morning, love,” I breathed out as we stared at each other as he pushed up deeper, causing me to gasp.
“It’s a good morning, indeed,” he whispered holding me at my nape.
It was nearly a minute later when Fabien spoke, “Turn her around, Trist.”
We shared a knowing smile before I maneuvered up, moving to see Fabien’s sultry eyes fixed on me.
“I agree, it’s also my turn.”
I winked, smacking my lips playfully, getting on all fours as I moved closer to Fabien. Amused with me, his cock greeted my lips, and I felt Tristan’s hands running up my exposed ass before easing himself back where he belonged.
Fabien cupped my face as I stared up at him, sighing with the satisfaction that they would soon be filling me. I licked his precum, feeling him shiver under my fingertips as I reached one arm to grab his ass briefly before taking him into my hand.
“That’s my good girl,” he took a deep breath, wrapping his hands in my hair, “Anger management has nothing on your bratty mouth.”
Tightening his hold on my hair, Tristan smacked each ass cheek twice causing my moans to echo despite the dick occupying my mouth.
Fabi moved his hips pushing himself further in until hitting the back of my throat. Relaxing my jaw more, I closed my eyes and sucked him hard. A hissed breath left those delectable lips, while Tristan thrusts from behind making my eyes roll into the back of my skull.
The push and pull of both my mates had my mind spinning again. Ever since I had them at the same time filling me completely and soulfully, I couldn’t get enough.
We would start our days and end them tangled in each other. A sense of sanctuary existed that wasn’t there until having them as I always dreamed. It was like the bonds were fully alive, thriving. Sealed for eternity. A promise to one another solidified, unbroken by time.
Had we not gone to therapy, I wondered if we would’ve ever gotten to this point. With all the pain and heartache that followed Gabriel and Adrian, I wondered if I’d ever be whole again.
Now, as they fucked me relentlessly, I was whole with them both. 
To the outside world, we looked like a throuple, and I looked like I had a twin fetish, which wasn’t completely wrong, yet I never cared about the opinions of people who didn’t matter. My jade-eyed twins didn’t touch each other, but they sure touched me.
Sharing myself with them was easier when all of us were on the same page, along with balance and communication. Sometimes one of them wanted me all to themselves, but either of them would be mindful of the other. A strange, new normal. Where was this communication between us all those years ago?
It was like neither of us was traumatized enough to learn the first time… Plus, when a person is broken, they break others too, unintentionally. Unhealed minds verses healed. The journey aside, I needed both to cuddle me at night. Compromise.
“Ready to take all of me, ocean eyes?” Fabi asked as I moaned in response, feeling my own release build as Tristan went fast and hard.
“Yes, give me everything—both of you,” I demanded in my familiar Nyx tone.
Our bodies were so in sync now that when my inner walls held down Tristan’s cock, both brothers released. I felt Tristan’s cum coat me as I swallowed down Fabien’s.
They both cursed as I moved my mouth and teased him by licking up one side of his dick. Fabi hissed, and I grinned up at him.
“I take that back, you’re a bad girl, isn’t that right?”
Tristan smacked my ass again. “Breakfast is already cold; we’ll be here all day…”
Fabi and I exchanged challenging looks, still playful, while Tristan pulled out.
“You two wear me out,” I whined, pretending to pout.
Fabien pulled up his pants with a silent chuckle as I reached for Tristan, finding his wrist so I could get my vampiric fill.
“See? She’s hungry,” Tristan responded with added humor as I released his wrist.
“What’d you make for breakfast, Trist?” I wondered, sitting up.
Trist dressed, leading me to the kitchen.
“I made a bit of everything,” he answered finally, letting me go as I stood at the table observing the feast of all the goodies. 
Fabien made a plate before handing me one.
I adjusted my slip back into place, making my plate full of food.
“Thank you, Trist,” I told him as he grabbed what he wanted.
Setting my plate beside Fabi’s, I moved to sit between them, but Fabi pulled me into his lap with a smug look.
“Yes, thank you, Trist. I’m immortal and I’m ravenous.”
I giggled as Fabi and I took turns feeding each other.
Tristan seated himself beside us, moving my feet into his lap. He idly rubbed my legs in the familiar comfort I enjoyed for over fourteen years.
When we finished, Tristan thought for a moment before capturing our gazes.
“Margo sent a text this morning. Family meeting at her place. I also have news and confirmation, I found a candidate to take over the branch in Tokyo, so I’ll be able to live here permanently.”
I reached for his hand as he brought mine to his lips. “That’s great news, love. Wonder what this family meeting is about? Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”
I looked between my mates, their lips curling up.
“We will soon find out, mon cher.”
“You already know, don’t you?” I asked.
“I suspect what it is, but with our sister, there’s no telling,” Tristan finished.
“True.”
Fabien patted my leg.
“Let’s shower and dress, I’m not finished with you yet,” he nibbled on my ear lobe, goosebumps spreading down my spine.
Trist looked highly amused with his eyebrow angled up.
“Of course not. Maybe I’m not ready to be finished with,” I countered back as he patted the side of my ass.
“Mmhmm.”
I narrowed my eyes before sticking my tongue out. He patted repeatedly again until I got up and poked him in the side like a child.
“Oh, is that what we’re doing now?”
Tristan chuckled at our childish antics.
“Maybe I woke up and chose ravishing violence,” I sassed back as he stood and stalked toward me.
Tristan got up, seeming to decide to sit that one out, “I’ll clean up and join later.”
I gave him a quick thumbs up before I swatted Fabien, moving to steal a kiss from Tristan’s cheek.
“Look forward to it, my love,” I whispered as he tossed me a lovely smile.
With a girlish giggle, I quickly skipped to smack Fabi’s ass. The moment I tried to escape, his arm shot out and he grabbed me, throwing me over his shoulder, and smacking my ass in retaliation. I reached down, smacking him again as we battled back and forth, laughing as he brought me to the master bathroom.
I saw Tristan shake his head before he disappeared from view.
“You’re going to get it now,” Fabien threatened, shutting the door behind him.
I grinned unabashedly.
“Bring it, big boy.”   




Chapter 37



Margo


The phone call ended with ease, and my plan was coming to completion. Staring outside the window, I grinned to myself. Always scheming.
“Good news?” Patrick’s voice came from behind me as I turned around with my face still beaming.
“Oh, yeah! New Year’s is going to be extra special this year. It makes it easier to throw the biggest party London has ever seen, however,” I paused, moving towards his knowing expression, “I included my firework designs just for Karina.”
He rubbed my shoulders and kissed my forehead.
“I’m sure she’ll love it,” he leaned back, his pale gray eyes shimmering with a question as I tilted my head to the side, “are you available this evening?”
I wrapped my arms around his waist, deciding to tease him. 
“I think I can make myself available. What’s the occasion?”
“You and me.”
Okay, maybe not teasing then. He was in a strange, sweet mood, not that he wasn’t already, but I gathered he was scheming up stuff too. I just didn’t know the what.
I wracked my brain trying to figure out if I missed a date night or something.
“Is everything okay?”
“It will be. Wear your favorite dress tonight.”
Yep, definitely scheming, and sounds like a surprise date night. 
I can get on board. 
I raised my eyebrow. “Casual or fancy?”
“Fancy,” he tipped my chin up with his finger before placing a gentle kiss on my lips, “I need to run out and take care of some things and tie up some loose ends, I’ll pick you up at 7 pm for our spontaneous date night.”
Curling my lips up, I kissed him again.
“Okay, I’ll see you then.” I rubbed his back fondly before we pulled away, and he grabbed his coat looking all business official.
“I love you,” I told him as he made his way toward the door.
He turned back with the purest smile that left me melting. “And I love you, Margo.”
I smiled back, blowing a kiss as he left.
There were still plenty of hours left in the day, so since he was being productive, I decided to continue to do the same.
Starting with my various clubs, I went over the budget for Karina’s club with her, and we were doing a sentimental theme that I found to be swoon-worthy. She was occupying my annoying brothers, taming their inner wilds along with continued therapy.
She wasn’t speaking to Carmen still, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be too long before she made her peace with it. As a Council leading front lady, she owed it to Leticia and Lucien. I could sympathize since I was still in therapy working through centuries worth of emotions. It was a slow process, but then I found out something that made me feel more complicated about my sire.
It was after a Council meeting, and I was waiting on Patrick when he came outside with the dark twins. They had their meeting in Paris, and I was doing my best to learn to love home again.
Surprisingly enough, I kept my natural long dark hair. If I was healing old wounds, then I was going all the way. No more dying my hair until I figured my shit out.
“Good evening, Margo,” Lucien greeted me with a friendly smile as Pat leaned over and kissed my cheek.
Leticia waved before considering me as if something troubling was on her mind. She wasn’t a mind reader, but I felt as if she saw through me. The Seer abilities, I’m sure. It was slightly unnerving if I were being honest with myself, but I knew they were mostly harmless as ancient as they were. Unless you fucked with their mate.
I told them hello in return as Leticia spoke up.
“It’s good to see you, Margo, do you mind taking a walk with me?”
I saw Lucien give his sister a look I couldn’t pinpoint, but he nodded as she caught his gaze. Confused myself, I looked to Patrick for guidance as I was unsure if I was in trouble. With me, it was hard to tell since Fabien wasn’t the only troublemaker in the family. Guess he had to learn it from somewhere, even though I was a year older.
Pat nodded, hugging me, whispering sweet nothings, and how he needed to continue talking to Lucien about Council business anyway.
With a deep breath, “Sure, I’ll walk with you.”
“You aren’t in trouble, dear. My sister has some information she wants to share with you,” Lucien told me as I moved past Pat.
I paused beside Lucien and nodded. Mindreading, right…
Leticia led the way. “I hope it isn’t too strange of me to ask. I know we don’t know each other that well, but Patrick tells us like everyone else in your family, you’re working on healing and growing from the past.”
As she said it, I wasn’t sure how to take the information, but I remained silent. We walked further out of vampiric earshot of Lucien and Patrick.
“I’m not sure if it’s too forward or out of place, but as you are aware, I see and know things  other people do not. What I need to share with you, I’m not sure if it’ll help or hinder, but I leave that for you to decide what to do with the information.”
She sighed and slowed her pacing, clasping her hands in front of her as if to debate with herself on where to start. I’ve vaguely witnessed The Council Seer being troubled, but it made me worry. Then, old feelings rose within me, ones I had avoided and that’s when I knew who it was about.
“Gabriel is dead, which I’m sure is something you wished for…for a long time. He was never a saint, and I make no excuses for him. I feel it’s past time to be honest and apologize to you.”
She stopped and turned completely toward me.
“Whatever do you have to be sorry for? You didn’t—”
Leticia held up her hand, shaking her head as I blinked.
“Gabriel didn’t change you and your brother on a whim. In my visions of the future, I saw your brothers before I saw you centuries ago. My visions also showed dark-haired women. One of those was my mate, the other was Karina, and you… It was unclear back then, but my brother and I were vague with Gabriel. I didn’t know the location exactly; I just knew someday a jade-eyed female and male would catch his attention.”
Leticia looked past me, frowning slightly, still looking troubled. So, they knew Gabriel then. Interesting.
“To enact his revenge, we mentioned how your brothers would be part of what brought our mate to us… We didn’t control how, but Gabriel was already playing the game with his brothers… So, I am saying this to you now. I am sorry for your suffering. My brother and I are to blame. It doesn’t change it or make it better, but the guilt was eating away at me for a long time. From what I could see, it ate at Gabriel too. You and your family didn’t deserve it, and neither did the others following before and after. I am terribly sorry for the active part I played in that, Lucien too. I don’t expect your forgiveness, but I needed you to know the truth.”
Her eyes watered as she spoke, and that’s when I realized my own was sliding down my cheek.
Gabriel was always the heaviest weight on my chest, for more reasons than I cared to admit to myself. The truth of it is, I never hated him. It was always hurt. I loved him and would do anything for him. Tristan too.
Over the centuries, I didn’t want to see the truth of the matter. I loved him and he hurt me, betrayed me, and abandoned me. I hated him for his actions, without understanding why. Then, Karina came to us with truths that broke me. Along with an apology that he should’ve gave me his fucking self.
Now, I wasn’t sure what to think.
My brain was processing as I remained silent for a while, wiping my eyes. Leticia did the same.
Debating with myself, I finally answered, “It was a long time ago. There were pieces on the chessboard that were bigger than my understanding back then. Don’t tell my brothers, but I never hated Gabriel, not truly. It was all hurt. That bastard made me love him and then he abandoned me. Traumatic experience, yes, but I’ve been…working on it. The forgiveness aspect, for myself. What began the process was what Karina came to us with… How sorry he was for all of it. Gabriel knew of his end and still wanted me to know, for Karina to tell me his words someday. He became what his brothers sold to everyone…”
I sniffled, continuing to mutter bitterly, “Good to know that he never changed and continued to abandon people who dared to love him. Games, chessboard or not, he should’ve stayed alive long enough to right those wrongs. That’s the anger I’m still holding onto.”
Leticia sighed with a nod, gazing at me with her dark eyes. “Do you remember when you worked at the brothel in England decades after being turned?”
Thinking about it for a moment, I inclined my head as we began to walk again.
“Yes… It was a weird time full of sex and trying to liberate my thoughts and anger. I couldn’t do it near my hovering brothers.”
Leticia agreed. “I love my twin, and we’ve been through enough to last us a thousand years. Yet as a family, I can attest to our overprotectiveness over each other. It may have gotten us into trouble a few times…”
Her lip rose up as I offered an empathetic attempt of a smile, our eyes meeting briefly before staring ahead at the silent sidewalk, minus our steps.
“Do you remember the gentleman that bought your company for an entire weekend?” She continued.
I froze immediately.
No.
My eyes teared up as I remembered that weekend all too well.
“That was Gabriel’s way of asking for forgiveness. It was him. Disguised as someone else, of course. He never told anyone about it, but he tried to do the same thing to Tristan. Your brother holds a lot more hate inside, but I suspect he’ll find forgiveness within time too. After all, in a strange way, it brought him to Karina two centuries later…”
I muffled a sob, remembering that weekend the dark-haired gentleman came to the brothel. His pale blue eyes were solely locked on me as I walked around naked. His eyes were sad, mournful even.
I should’ve fucking known.
He paid a lot of money for me, and it was one of the best weekends of my life. Sex-filled, but he used it for healing what was broken in the both of us. Whether I knew it was him or not back then.
Now that I did, my heart broke open at the realization.
Leaning against a nearby wall, I steadied myself on my legs. I needed to feel it, every aching bit of what I buried. As much as I wanted to hold onto that anger, I carried it for far too long. I couldn’t do it anymore. I needed to let it go.
Let him go.
Once, I steadied my breathing, I heard Leticia’s voice from nearby.
“Gabriel broke hearts, more than his fair share, but it didn’t mean he didn’t feel the sting or regret the person he had to be in all aspects. He cared and loved in his own twisted ways. He came back. Whether he stuck around or not. The Society was always going to be his end. If it wasn’t Karina, it would have been your brothers or someone else less empathetic to him. He ruined her too. It’s why she got lost in herself for a while.”
I looked up, and both of us were crying.
“I know I should be mad at you, but what you’ve told me is more relieving than anything. Like the last pieces of the puzzle are now finally fitting into place. Gabriel was always looking for redemption.”
She nodded sadly. “Friendship and love could only offer him so much. However, losing his mate in front of him, changed him forever, no matter how much he tried. He broke and bled for centuries and became the villain everyone painted him to be. However, you and I both know deep down that’s not who he was at all.”
I looked up at her as she inched closer to me.
“No, I guess not,” I paused, seeing her sad, dark eyes, “So, what do we do now? Healing from the past aside.”
She placed a hand on my shoulder, rubbing it slightly.
“We move on the best we can. We make the future better, one paved with redemption. Love.”
With a deep breath, I closed my eyes and opened them moments later.
“One day at a time.”
Her smile brightened. “Yes. One day at a time.”
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The view for date night was spectacular. The Tower Bridge was close by, and London was bright and gorgeous all around us. There was only Patrick and me on the terrace in our romantic glass Igloo that was decorated beautifully.
“How are we able to eat here when it’s not even open yet?” I asked Patrick from across the table.
He was in a nude-toned suit, and I went with a floor-length jade dress that made my eyes pop. It was open-back and plunge, making my tits look amazing. Simple, but it made a statement. There was also an open slit on the side of my leg.
Peek-a-boo.
“I bought it, and it’s been a secret project of mine. It’s still not set to open for a couple of years, but I wanted to bring you here,” he explained. His face was serene and relaxed, making my heart flutter at the sight. He was always handsome, those pale grays won me over each time.
With a small, impressed smile, “Not surprised, but it’s a wonderful location. You did well.”
I raised my wine glass to toast him. With the ambiance lighting of the hanging lights in the igloo and the city around us, his pale eyes glittered, making it even more romantic.
“I’m glad you like it. If you didn’t, I’d change it until you did.”
I sighed, shaking my head. “You know that stuff doesn’t do anything for me, although I appreciate your efforts. You don’t need to open and change a restaurant on my account.”
He stared; it grew more intense before he sighed.
“Maybe, maybe not, but your opinions matter to me. I wanted you to sample some of the food items I have in mind.”
My eyebrow rose. “Tired of working with my brother after all these years already?”
He laughed, the sound tickling my skin, filling me with inner peace.
“No. I have other ideas in mind now.”
Confused about what that entailed, I took a sip of wine.
“Yeah? What would those be?”
He finished his wine. Not answering immediately, until I finished mine. Then, he turned those lovely eyes onto me. 
“You’re about to find out soon enough. I’ll tell you as we eat.”
Not long after he spoke, various British and Italian dishes were brought out.
“These are appetizers I think you’ll enjoy, salads, small plates, and main course foods. Please let me know what you think.”
With a nod, the plates were overwhelming as the staff disappeared, leaving us alone once more.
I ate a variety of bites, ranging from cod, a burger, steak, and chicken, along with crab pasta. They weren’t full portions, since there would be no way I could eat all of it.
I felt Pat’s eyes lingering on me. “Thoughts?”
Swallowing my bite of crab pasta down, I closed my eyes with a pleasured moan. Something sparked in his eyes when I opened mine, his lips curling upward in amusement.
“I like all of it. Simple, not too heavy, and if someone wanted something heavier then there’s the pasta option. Have you decided on a bar menu yet?”
He nodded, “Along with dessert too.”
Mmm.
I finished my second glass of wine as a few people took the plates, and brought out varying desserts from chocolate to tarts, along with dessert wines.
“I tried to think of flavors while also giving others the freedom to order their choice too. Wine, liquor, you name it…”
Impressed with his efforts, I also wasn’t surprised. He’s been running the tech business with Tristan for decades. Both were thorough and innovative, business-oriented too.
Mid-bite into a gooey chocolate brownie dish, I found him staring again. Shooting him a questioning look, I tried one of the white wines from France.
What is your deal tonight?
He really is acting weird.
“Is everything alright?” I dared to ask.
“No.”
Wasn’t expecting that answer.
Not sure what look I gave him, but he sighed, speaking low, “I’m conflicted.”
Thinking he was talking about dishes and selections still, I watched him stare into the glass, brooding about something.
“If it’s about the selection, you should breathe easier, because you did great—”
“No, that’s not it.”
Oh?
“I haven’t brought it up, but it’s been weighing on me.”
Patrick looked off into the distance to the view of the tower bridge across the water.
I huffed a deep breath, feeling my nervousness kick in on him beating around the bush. “Out with it.”
His eyes were shining when he looked up, leaning forward to place his arms at the edge of the table.
“You mentioned decades ago about never wanting marriage for yourself. Do you…still feel that way?”
He went quiet as my heart pounded.
To be honest, I’ve thought of it through the years and decided if it was ever serious between Patrick and me, I’d marry him if he asked. Were normalcies of getting married a vampire dream though, or a human one? Could I want that as an immortal?
“I don’t feel that way anymore,” I admitted quietly, reaching to taste-test another wine.
He relaxed instantly as I went on, “Is that something that you want?”
“Yes,” he said without any hesitation.
Looking up immediately and before I could say anything else, he stood up and moved to kneel beside me.
With the twinkling lights and the best views, I held my breath, because the man before me whom I loved for decades wanted marriage with me.
His gray eyes were earnest, matching the beauty around me, and the handsome exquisiteness that he held himself.
Perhaps I never married in my life because deep down I knew no one was worth the trouble.
Until now.
Patrick pulled out a pale box that reminded me of his eyes and he opened it, revealing a remarkable green sapphire.
“When I saw this, I was reminded of your eyes, and I want them to be the only pair I wake up to for the rest of my immortal life, for however long that may be. It’s no longer a secret, but I’ve loved you for decades, never feeling worthy enough to take the risks… That is the past now, and what I need is a continued future with you. It may seem sentimentally human, but I want to marry you. I will never have what your brothers have by means of mates, but you know, that’s alright. I love you, and I choose you as my forever. It’s not fate deciding it or some bond, other than what we choose to give one another.”
He slipped the ring on as I waited with bated breath. The sweetest words from his divine lips.
“Will you marry me, Margaux Anne Boisclair? Be mine forever.”
Not being able to help my heartfelt emotions, tears fell from my eyes as I nodded, and he scooped me up into his arms, holding me tight.
“I love you,” I whispered in his ear before his lips found mine like it was the answer to a question from long ago.
“It’s a long time coming, Margo; family meeting soon?”
I beamed at him.
“You are the only person on the planet I’d ever marry, also yes. My place is always the place for any conversation in this family, so to bloody hell with it!”
His laughter tickled my ear, and I wrapped my arms around him.
“Who knew vampires like us were so human?”
“We’re more human than actual humans, we just don’t lie about it,” I answered with a grin.
“Touché.”
We held each other under the canopy of lights, swaying slightly, yet appreciating the moment for what it was.
It was the answer to a question, and the answer was always. Forever.




Chapter 38



Tristan


Karina, Fabien, and I stood outside Margo’s place. Her dark hair came into view when she opened the door with a smile.
“Booze is on the table, grab a glass,” she said, letting us in before shutting the door.
I raised my brow. “Booze means celebration… What are we celebrating?”
I look at where Patrick stood handing out filled glasses to Karina and Fabien. The three of them exchanged a look before Pat smiled. He was dressed casually and seemed to be more relaxed than I’d ever seen him.
He mentioned how he wanted to hand over some of his duties within the company months ago and that he wanted to relax and enjoy life for a while. I took that opportunity to tell him that he should do whatever he wants as long as he’s happy. He said he was happy when Margo was happy and by them being together finally.
Part of me wondered if he finally grew a pair and decided to marry my sister.
It was a sensitive topic for her, but I hoped with time she’d be able to finally move forward from the past.
Recently, I began to work toward forgiving myself and my previous insanity. A vow was made to lock me away before I ever thought about hurting someone I love ever again. I was foolish back then and grief-stricken like a lovesick puppy. Obsessed and crazed over my mate’s absence. Shame and guilt rode me harder than the woman herself.
It was different when I knew what she was doing and where she was, but I lost myself over the years she spent hunting down my maker.
My maker.
Another person I worked on forgiving. He was the first male I ever truly loved, even if it was short-lived, and the first male I ever bedded. I was his sexy little blacksmith, and I would do whatever he asked of me. He met me at my loneliest time. Margo and I had let him into our lives. He ensnared us both, and then when we were wrapped around his lovely fingers, he stabbed us both with abandonment and immortality. 
My maker meant a lot to me, and I took it hard. Hate remained in my heart ever since. Whether Gabriel had his reasons or not, it still fucking killed me.
As much as I wanted to kill him myself for so long, the more I thought about it, the more I realized I probably couldn’t. I commended Karina for having the courage to do so.
Now I was left with the aftermath and healing, all of us were.
We worked hard at it every damn day.
“Here,” Margo came over with a glass, handing it to me, which pulled me out of my head and back into the present.
My favorite times were always with the people I loved most in my sister’s living room. Good and bad conversations were had there at her expense.
“So, spill it, what’s the cause for celebration?” Fabien’s question caused all of us to look at him then Margo and Patrick.
They stood close to each other as we all gathered around the table with booze on it.
“Two things, actually,” Pat went on as Margo opened her mouth but stopped.
“The first,” he continued while leaning over to kiss my sister’s cheek, “I decided to open a spot with a spectacular view of The Tower Bridge. It’s still in progress but I wanted to share my excitement for the future of it. Margo got a test run, and I wanted her approval before I shared it officially.”
We held up our glasses and clinked before taking another sip.
“And what’s the second thing?” I asked after swallowing down the whisky.
“See for yourself,” Margo said smugly, holding out her left hand to show off a ring that matched her eyes.
Karina squealed and jumped into Margo’s hold as Fabi clinked again with Pat, and I moved closer to do the same.
“I’m so, so happy that you two are finally doing the damn thing!” Karina’s excitement was contagious as I moved closer to my sister and pulled her into an approving brotherly hug.
“Finally, someone else can take the responsibility of keeping you out of trouble,” I told her, and she hit me on the arm.
“Speak for yourself! I’m a perfectly well-behaved woman…”
I moved to give her a look as everyone else snorted in knowing, and she smacked me again.
“On a serious note, your happiness is all I ever wanted, Margaux, and I’m beyond happy. Congrats to you both.” I kissed her cheek, and all of us clinked our drinks in agreement before downing the rest of the glasses.
“Oh, by the way, free your schedules on New Year’s Eve. I have a promised celebration to still fulfill,” Margo told us before her eyes landed on Karina.
“I’m not sure how I feel celebrating on a death anniversary, but perhaps it’s time to change it into something more…positive,” Karina thought aloud, and Fabien side-hugged her.
I moved around my sister and Patrick before coming up to Karina’s other side to kiss her temple.
“All of us need something to look forward to, like the rest of the world. Celebrating where we’ve been, where we are, and where we want to be,” I told them fondly, catching my mate’s appreciative cornflower blue gaze.
She kissed my cheek. “This is probably the most positive family meeting I’ve ever been to,” she commented, “so, we’re heading in the right direction.”
Fabien smirked before pouring us more drinks, and we spent the rest of the night drinking and celebrating various milestones that all of us deemed good.
Our mating bond was finally fulfilled in consummation between my brother, Karina, and me. The Council was moving along, and people were accepting Karina’s leadership as with the other Council members. 
It wasn’t too weird to see Sonia on The Council since she was my old therapist. I transferred to another vampire therapist once I left the tropics.
The progress of the memorial garden for lives lost was still in the works. Karina still intended to keep her promise to The Society.
There was also our healing.
We had each other for love and support.
An end, but a beginning, and I was euphoric to finally be there to experience it.
All of us, forever.




Chapter 39



Fabien


The wedding was a week before Christmas. It was low-key elegant and classy on a rooftop setting with the city of London as the background. There were twinkling lights and our favorite people, along with a few colleagues and friends Patrick and Margo knew.
The man himself wore a white suit while Margo wore a white open-back, floor-length silky dress.
They looked beautiful together as a couple, and I was overjoyed to see something other than misery for my sister. The happiness of knowing she got what she always wanted and lived another day.
Both deserved it after so long of them being in denial of each other. It was heart-warming to see, and a part of me wondered if I’d ever see my sister smile again after she was turned. There were glimpses, sure, but never like when she and Patrick became official.
She was my older sister, my creator, and she deserved all the happiness on earth.  
Tristan and I agreed months ago that neither of us would marry Karina. She had been through a lot, and we didn’t want to put any pressure on us to feel like she had to choose. We would keep things as they were as long as the three of us were safe, comfortable, and happy. If any of us wanted something different, then it would be a conversation to be had.
As Patrick and Margo said their vows of love and happiness, I spaced out and caught Karina crying silently next to me. 
The sight of it broke me in a way I couldn’t explain. How she must have felt marrying Gabriel, and possibly Adrian. How I wasn’t there to help her through any of it. The more I thought about it, the more it made sense if she married Adrian, so it leveled the field between Tristan and me, but my brother’s jealousy would never allow it at that time. He was possessive of a few things; Karina was the top reason. I was too in a way, but I loved her enough to let her do whatever her heart desired as long as I could be a part of her immortal life. Of course, I’d fuck and fill her all day long and love her with every inch of me, but I had been without her by my side for so long, I didn’t have it in me to fight anymore.
Fighting about anything wasn’t in the cards for this anger addict in recovery. 
I fought so damn hard to rid myself of all my anger, centuries worth, and damn did it free me. Every damn day I worked hard at it.
Rubbing my mate’s back gently, she leaned on me, allowing herself to feel those emotions, as she should.
“I’m sorry, Karina, and I love you for more than just you being here to experience this moment with my sister,” I whispered above her ear.
I caught Tristan’s sad look, and we said nothing else for a long time.
Margo and Patrick didn’t want anyone standing next to them, so it was just them and the officiator. We didn’t mind though; it was their special day and they deserved whatever they desired. It was about them, not anyone else.
I felt Karina squeeze me. She was wearing a tasteful long, elegant red dress with her angel wings on display. She always was my deadly, but sweet, angel.
“I love you, Ri,” I whispered again, hoping to offer more comfort.
Her blue eyes turned to me after minutes of silence and applause when Margo and Patrick kissed.
“Thank you, B, I love you,” was all she said as she kissed me, stealing my breath away as she always did.
The focus turned to the reception and dancing, and after a round of drinks, I let Tristan have the first dance with Margo and Karina.
Margo and Tristan smiled and laughed as I stood there with Karina leaning on me and watching. Both of us felt the same, content with the moment and Margo’s joy. 
When the dance was over, I stepped aside for Tristan as I grabbed my sister’s hand and pulled her along. Pretending to complain, her eyes said otherwise.
“As the youngest sibling, I can’t say I’m not a little sad that you won’t be the center of all my annoyance and pestering.”
Narrowing her eyes, she pulled my ear lobe as I laughed. 
Letting go, she sighed. “You have Karina and Tristan. You’ll live.”
I mocked her, and her laughter filled the air.
“I am happy for you though. Seriously. I’m proud of you too,” I told her honestly.
“Thank you. Do you think Karina will ever marry again?” She asked quietly as we turned to look at Karina and Tristan from across the room. 
He held her close with their eyes closed as they swayed.
“I don’t have it in me to do that to her, and I think Trist agrees. She’s been through enough. We are content with what we have for now. Somehow, that works for me as long as all of us are together. I don’t care what happens past that.”
She turned her head away from them to look at me carefully.
“You’ve changed, Fabien. I no longer see you as the annoying little brother or the first person I turned. I’m proud of how far you’ve come. Seriously.”
Hearing those words made me feel as if the long journey was worth it. It was mine—our story to carry, no one else could carry it.
It wasn’t a happy ending, but a healing ending for all of us. We wore our scars, some deeper than others, and some not easily seen. Yet, we could make and mold ourselves into something anew by healing and growing together as a family and learning from those past mistakes. I wasn’t sure if I could bear it again, so I was happy and grateful to have what I did for as long as possible.
“Was I not supposed to change after all of that?” I asked.
“A whiny brat for all of eternity? God, I hope not.”
I laughed, harder than I should’ve, but also not surprised by what came out of my sister’s mouth.
“You’re lucky I love you and that it’s your wedding day.”
Happy with herself, the song ended, and she pulled me into a hug before looking for her husband.
I went to the bar and grabbed some whisky when Tristan appeared to my right.
“What do we do now, brother?” I asked as he grabbed a glass of his own.
“Whatever we want. The list is endless, and eternity no longer feels looming. We can shower our mate with all the love and adoration or travel somewhere. Maybe we can buy our own house in another country and become recluses for a few decades when it’s time to change our identities,” he mused.
I gave him a satisfied nod, toasting to that. “Sounds good to me.”
With a clink, we finished off our drink and found our mate looking for us. Once her eyes landed on where we were, she gave us both such a look of fondness that my heart swelled.
Making her way over, she stood in front of us, her look turning wicked.
“I think it’s time to slow dance pressed between my two favorite men. What do you think?”
Tristan and I shared a devious smile before Karina pulled us over to where the others were. That time I stood in front of her as her arm went around my shoulder and mine to her waist. Tristan wrapped his arms around her. Her other hand landed on Tristan’s so that she was touching us both while staring at me.
I saw her mouth, “I love you,” as I did the same.
She was my home, and she always would be.
The only place I truly belonged was by her side, now and forever.




Chapter 40



“Ready for tonight?” Margo asked me, and I grinned.
We had an amazing day playing a show, days before new year’s. However, that night would involve a special kind of club night.
Like so many years ago when I had my web of nightmares where my journey to Tristan and Fabien started, I would have another. Except, it wasn’t nightmares, but a web of dreams.
In my club above the dance floor, there would be reinforced rope. Tied up into a web would be me in the center and my mates on either side of me. Exactly where they belonged.
They were smitten with the idea, and we would be mostly naked, spare for the private areas. I picked out a leather bra with matching underwear. My mates had on their spandex speedos and chest harnesses, looking delicious and edible for me to take and taste.
Not yet.
However, that theme wasn’t about control or submission, it was about love, between the three of us. Our bonds and the web we wove of our dreams and desires.
It meant a lot to me, and Margo and others spent a long time before the opening doing lovely rope art from the web, including all three of us.
They put on our leather masks as we were being tied and lifted off the floor.
Tristan had a dog one on like the one he had back in the ‘90s.
Fabien had a fun one that just covered his mouth but left his eyes open.
I wore a bunny one with red lips as I was feeling sentimental about it.
Our faces were relatively close, so we could communicate for the hours we’d be tied up and hanging above the dance floor and flashing lights. Our bodies were close but not too close, but our hands were held, a symbol that we were linked.
“This is like looking at a work of rope art, it should be in a BDSM museum exhibit if such a thing existed,” Margo told us from below once everything was finished.
Lucien and Patrick nodded in agreement with cute smiles.
Beforehand, he had asked if I was comfortable enough to allow Carmen into my club—Ticia too.
I was.
As they walked away and the club opened their doors, the music boomed, and lights flashed. I began to recall that conversation…or more of a mediation.
It was in the afternoon before a meetup on Christmas Eve. Lucien caught my gaze as he drove from the airport toward the inner city of Paris, France.
“Are you willing to go to a private lunch with Ticia and me…and Carmen?”
I took a deep breath, debating if it was too soon, but I wanted to try.
For him, I’d try.
“I’m open to it, and I promise I won’t pull a Gabe and get stabby.”
Lucien blinked and burst into fullhearted laughter. The sound made my heart feel lighter from the previous tension of his question.
“I’ll take it. You don’t have to do anything you don’t feel comfortable doing, but we wanted to celebrate your birthday. Carmen wanted to join.”
“Okay, I’ll test the waters. If I get too upset, I’ll take a walk or something, or maybe I’ll surprise myself. Who knows?”
I caught his smile as he reached for my hand and gave it a tight squeeze before simply holding it.
“I think you should trust yourself, but also know you have every right to walk away.”
I squeezed his hand back in response when he parked in front of a new café spot.
After another deep breath, we walked in.
I was greeted by a hug from Leticia and a polite hello from Carmen. I returned the hello as I sat next to Lucien, and they were seated on the other side of the table.
Strangely enough, I wasn’t as wound up as I thought I’d be. My initial reaction was wary, but I found myself not caring. I didn’t have any fight left in me after everything. It wasn’t Carmen’s fault. She didn’t kill anyone, and she always tried to support me, minus the Vegas incident, but I worked through that years ago, mostly.
Hate took so much work, and it made me wonder how Gabriel did it for over 500 years. Less than 20 years, and I was fucking tired.
With therapy, I needed to lay the past to rest and somehow make amends for trying to kill my best friend’s mate. I didn’t need to forgive her completely, but for Lucien and his twin, I’d try to do my best. 
We are The Council; I must do it. Otherwise, history would repeat itself, and I couldn’t live with myself if it did.
Would that make me like Gabriel?
It wouldn’t surprise me if that sort of future worked out, however, I refused. It wasn’t something I wanted for myself or anyone else. I can’t be bitter and resentful anymore. Adrian wanted better for me; I’d fucking do it for him.
Time wouldn’t heal that hole, but I could do it little by little. I own our special place, and I finally had my mates by my side without interference. I wanted to hold onto it for as long as I could.
Now, I needed to work on shit with the woman across from me. I hope it’s the last goddamn time.
I looked up from my plate later, after contemplating for a long while. No one said a word, almost as if they were afraid to, waiting for me to start.
Are any of you really breathing? Relax.
Their eyes landed on me as I released a sigh. Catching Carmen’s dark gaze, she looked slightly nervous, more than likely afraid to look away from me or her mates.
“I blamed you for the wrong reasons, Carmen, and I’m sorry. You didn’t kill Donnie, and you certainly didn’t kill Adrian. I almost took away my best friends’ mate, and the more I thought of it, the more I realized, I’m glad I didn’t. I wouldn’t be able to live with that. I don’t have any more room in my heart for any kind of hate. I’m so fucking tired. I don’t know how Gabriel and Braun did this shit for centuries.”
I paused, gulping down water as I stared down at my plate. No one said anything since I wasn’t done. They just listened, relaxing finally.
“Gabe once said that he wouldn’t wish the loss of a mate on anyone, as it’s the worst kind of pain. The kind that doesn’t leave and shatters the soul. It was written all over his face when we were at the warehouse in Sweden with Geoff. I…can’t do that. I don’t even want to imagine the effect and toll it took on Gabriel for so long. Pain and betrayal do unspeakable things to you, I can see that, hell, I lived it—all of us have in some way. I just… I’m sorry.”
My downcast look turned to Carmen, her eyes filled with tears, then they fell down her flawless, unchanged-by-time face.
Then, I turned my eyes to Lucien and Ticia, whispering the words to them specifically as their hands went to the center of the table, Carmen too, reaching for mine.
I took their hands as they squeezed. My eyes filled up too as I caught Lucien’s attention. I’m sorry to you specifically, my friend.
We remained silent for a while.
No words were needed.
I said my peace, and that’s that.
Eventually, we finished eating, and the conversation picked up.
“I have an idea I wanted to run by you three for the memorial garden,” I voiced, hoping they’d appreciate the next words out of my mouth, “I want us to have a large tree in the center…with orange flowers,” I finished with a small smile, catching their indebted gazes.
“I think that’s a fine idea,” Lucien smiled.
Ticia followed him with a satisfied sigh. “I think he would like something like that too. A physical place to remember him.”
“Exactly,” Carmen added, squeezing her hand before lifting it into a quick kiss.
“Long ago, during my journeys of revenge, I saw Royal Poincianas–they are gorgeous trees. Not sure if they will grow over here, but there are similar ones that should work. A canopy of orange flowers. That’s what I want to look at. You’re right, all of us need a physical place to remember him.” I saw Tish nodding with utter gratitude and misty eyes.
“Only the best for our Orange Eyes,” Lucien sighed, trying to hide the sadness laced in his words.
“I know all of us miss that pain in the ass,” I smirked, remembering all too well, “but it’s the least he deserves.”
Carmen lifted her glass for a toast, and we clinked and drained the rest of the booze.
“He’ll always be with us, Karina; he’s in our blood too,” Leticia whispered.
I rubbed her other hand in comfort. Their love for him ran deeper than mine, and they spent centuries together. I could only imagine how hard it still was. His death wasn’t easy to deal with. Still wasn’t. Although shit was complicated, he chose his end. No one could take that away from him. Except for me, it was what he wanted all along.
“Let’s plant the tree in the springtime, and watch it blossom and grow into something beautiful,” Lucien suggested, everyone agreeing.
For the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel resentful or angry. There was a sad peace ruminating at the table from all of us.
We deserved more, and so did Gabriel, Adrian, and everyone before them. They didn’t receive it, but it didn’t mean we couldn’t make future memories better somehow.
One trauma at a time. 
Day by day, we can choose more for ourselves. To dream of better and do better—it was all we wanted.
Now it was time to execute and keep it, holding onto it for as long as time allowed.
Also, we’re The Council. We’re vampires, we can do what we want. Except this time, it’s for good, not revenge.




Chapter 41



It was finally New Year’s Eve.
I spent the evening surrounded by everyone I cared about. We ate, drank, and danced in the streets. At one point, I danced with Lucien, and his eyes were lighter somehow, happiness radiating from those dark depths.
“I’m proud of you, Karina. Always have been. All of us have grown and become better versions of ourselves, healing versions that are not surrounded by broken glasses and emptied mirrors.”
I smiled a true genuine smile.
“What a fucking journey it’s been to get here, right?”
He chuckled, leaning to kiss my forehead. A gesture, I realized long ago was reserved for people he loved the most.
“Agreed. I miss my Orange Eyes, every fucking day, but we had centuries together. A time that you didn’t.” He gave me a sad look, and I rubbed his shoulder.
“I know. Someday, I hope you tell me all the stories, so I can live vicariously.”
A grin snuck onto his face as his eyes flickered under the lights of London.
“Someday, I’ll tell you.”
I offered him a smile as the music from the outdoor concert ended. The countdown was beginning.
“Let’s go find our mated lovers and go into the new year exactly where we belong. Give new breath to this awful fucking day.”
He squeezed my hand briefly before disappearing.
Appearing near the London Eye, I found my jade-eyed twins, seeming relieved to finally find me at the same time.
“Ten seconds,” Fabien told us as each of them drew an arm around me.
“Cheers to a new year, to us,” Tristan said in my ear as midnight hit, and all the fireworks exploded above us.
“Happy new year, Karina,” they told me and kissed my cheeks.
I had my arms around them both as I moved my head from side-to-side to steal kisses.
“Happy new year, I love you both,” I told them.
They echoed the words back.
I love you.
I love you.
Time froze as we held each other, watching the various designs of fireworks above us. It ranged from various pictures like vampire teeth, a web, red lips, hazel eyes, orange eyes, green eyes, and finally blue eyes.
My heart melted as the eyes winked, and I choked out a laugh.
The journey was long.
My whole life had led to that moment. I could’ve never dreamed to be loved by multiple people so wholeheartedly. Some people weren’t around any longer, but it didn’t make me love them any less.
Nothing’s permanent and time passes by in a blink, but love doesn’t. If it’s not true love, then it leaves. Everlasting love is rare and beautiful. It’s not easy, but it certainly awakens the soul. I was brought back to life with Tristan. Only for him to give me the gifts of a bond, full of love and promise, bringing me to the other half of my heart full of fire and fervor. My Fabien. He was once so angry but had found himself along the way.
Margo and Patrick, Lucien and Ticia, all of us.
Then there’s me.
I was once a broken child, surrounded by darkness. It was all I ever knew. Carmen extended a helping hand, handing me over to my Donnie, then my mates.
I had a lovely year with my aggressive, but sweet, B.
Built a friendship with Margo too, then reunited with Tristan, only to leave again…
Gabriel was an indescribable husband and friend, broken but redeemed.
Adrian, who wanted better for me, who had dreams of a future. 
The healing. Therapy.
I worked through my anger and rage, only to find forgiveness in my darkest hours.
Whether it was some grand plot or not, I ended up where I was supposed to be. Where my spirit truly wanted to be, in the arms of my mates.
I couldn’t predict the future, but if we were together, it didn’t matter. Bygones could be bygones. We just wanted to be free to love and have the time to fully do so.
Now we could.




Epilogue



“I wanted to share this part of myself with both of you. Just us. This is a special place.”
I looked at Tristan and Fabien. We were standing outside of The Spot in Dublin, Ireland.
They gave me meaningful looks, leaning forward to place gentle kisses on either side of my cheeks. I always found the gesture endearing when they both did it in sync.
I opened the front door and led them inside.
The place was still homely, warm, and inviting. All the pictures were still on the wall of everyone who deserved a place up there.
Fabien had been there before, but he kept near his brother as he looked around.
I left them alone momentarily to add the final picture. I found the instant camera in the back, making my way to the bar where I had a feeling I’d find them.
Tristan looked troubled, looking at the hundreds of photos, landing on the one of me and Adrian. There was one of Carmen, Lucien, and Leticia, and another with the four of us. Some of Margo and Patrick, Fabien and me, the siblings, then all four of us.
There was a photo of me solo by myself with a sold sign in front of the place centered in all the photos.
Fabien was looking at that one with a fond smile.
When Tristan looked at me, I saw he was crying silently.
My heart melted, and my own eyes watered as I held up the camera.
“I think it’s time we add ours up there. What do you think?”
He pulled me into his arms immediately and wept.
I held him for as long as he needed me to.
Fabien kissed my cheek and took the camera from me, giving us space.
“I forgive you, Tristan. You make it impossible to hate you forever. It’s time to forgive yourself.”
He squeezed me tighter, burying his face into my neck. As his breathing eased along with his tears, he leaned back to cup my cheeks.
“I never deserved you as a mate, but I will spend the rest of my life making sure you feel loved and by being a mate worthy of you.”
He wiped my tears as Fabien came over.
“Me too.”
I offered Fabi a smile as I reached for him too.
“Come here, both of you.”
Both men enveloped me in a warm embrace. Their scents offer me comfort in my broken, healing heart that death left behind. The same heart was healed by the two people who had the power to mold it. They had it in their hands now, and I needed to trust them with it.
And I did.
“Let’s eat before opening hours and have someone take our picture.”
They kissed my cheeks once more, and I returned it. I went on to make us breakfast, enjoying their company as I did.
It was Sunday, so The Spot didn’t open until lunchtime, but I knew a couple of workers who came in early to prepare.
We were laughing about something random, making my belly hurt when one of the bartenders came in. Her name was Lillie. She was a new hire, but I loved her personality and found her to be a welcome addition to The Spot.
“Good morning, can I make y’all a drink? I didn’t realize you’d be in town, Karina,” she said taking off her coat and grabbing an apron before making her way behind the bar.
“It’s okay, Lill, but we’ll take you up on a brunch drink,” I told her over my shoulder.
“On it,” she told us, whipping something up.
“Will you take our picture to put on the wall in a little bit?” I asked minutes later when she brought us Tequila Sunrises.
“Of course, who’s your handsome twins here?” She asked with a smile and the men themselves grinned self-righteously. 
“Tristan,” pointing to my left, then to my right, “Fabien.”
“Nice to meet you,” she told them, and they inclined their heads politely.
They didn’t say anything about her cute southern accent, but they still kept their smug looks that made me roll my eyes playfully.
“These two are trouble though, so watch out,” I warned her, amusement growing since she had never met them before.
“I do like trouble…” Lillie grinned, a special twinkle in her olive-green eyes, and I giggled.
“Fortunately for them, so do they, but they’re stuck with me instead,” I teased, looking at them as their jade eyes locked onto me, mischievous and bright.
“You love it, mon cher,” Tristan crooned.
“Don’t make us send Lills here to the back while we bend you over the counter,” Fabi threatened, no, it was a promise.
Lillie belted out a hearty laugh not withholding her amusement, but also her encouragement.
“I like them already,” she said walking away, grabbing the camera off the bar top, “where do you want to take it?”
I stood up, indicating my head toward my mates.
“In front of the photo wall is fine,” I told her as she stepped back, and Tristan and Fabien were instantly on either side of me.
She took two photos, one of them kissing my cheeks as they always did, and the other was my arms wrapped around both with authentic smiles on our faces.
Lillie showed us the photos and all of us were grinning.
“It’s perfect,” I whispered, feeling my mates lean against my head and look at the two photos with me.
“You three look perfect together,” she said cheerily, making her way back to the bar with the camera before putting it away and preparing for the lunch shift.
“We do look good together, don’t we?” Fabien voiced, and I poked his side before giving him the cheesiest grin.
“Yes, B, we do.”
He stole a kiss before I turned to Tristan.
“I want you to find a place for us on the wall, love.”
His look was meaningful as if he was conflicted on his own emotions.
“I’m honored,” he went on, taking the photos from me gently while being careful with them.
I followed him, noticing how his gaze lingered on Adrian’s photos, I could still see the guilt there eating away at him.
My hand went to his side, rubbing in comfort as he moved to where my sold photo was, placing the one of us smiling before putting the other by the one with Fabien, Margo, Patrick, and me.
“Looks great,” I said to him, leaning my head on his arm before he wrapped me in it.
“Thank you for letting me see this place. You are right. It’s sacred and special. I have no words for how much it means to me that you let me come here.”
I turned to hug him fully. “I love you, Trist. I want to share everything with you. Fabi too.”
My other mate stood on the other side of the bar, winking as he chatted with Lillie from feet away.
I kissed Tristan, letting him deepen it as he pulled me closer. Then, he leaned his forehead on mine.
“I love you. Always have. Always will.”
I looked up at him with a sly smile. “Good. Because you’re stuck with me.”
The sadness left his face as he ran his fingers through my hair.
“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
“And what about me?” Fabien appeared behind me, squeezing me as I stifled my giggle.
“How can I forget?”
“Easy, you can’t,” he teased as I turned around to jump into his arms, kissing him too.
“What am I going to do with you both?”
Fabien set me down, and before I knew it, I was being smothered by hugs from them both.
“Keep us, torture us, love us—forever,” Fabien confirmed.
“What he said,” Tristan agreed.
“I suppose that will be all right.” I smirked delightfully as they naughtily showered me with kisses, my heart feeling full.
“Bom-chicka-wah-wah!” Lille’s voice echoed, and all of us cackled.
“Let’s let Lillie do the job I pay her to, she doesn’t want to see us snogging,” I told them as Lillie snorted, laughing.
The three of us found ourselves seated in a familiar, cozy corner, sitting close yet tucked away from other patrons so we had some privacy. I was in the middle, their legs pressed to me tight.
The rest of the afternoon was spent in that corner. Chatting and laughing as if there was nothing else we’d rather be doing.
And there wasn’t. 
The End
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