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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Tonight’s performance had gone well, but Daisy couldn’t help wishing her best friend, Ella, could’ve been there. She eyed the lingering crowd with interest. Everyone wanted to congratulate her fellow actors. They had performed a play written by a member of her amateur dramatics society, with Daisy cast as the lead. She mingled, accepting the audience’s praise and thanks. She felt a little uncomfortable. The distinct feeling of being watched washed over her skin. She looked around, trying to find the source. 
 
    In the corner, leaning against the wall was a blonde haired man with dark blue eyes. She shivered. She’d seen him before, several times. She’d had enough of him following her. Excusing herself, she made a beeline for him. He gave her a rakish grin when she approached. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know who the fuck you are, but I’m just about done with this shit. Why are you following me?” 
 
    His eyes betrayed nothing as he appraised her with an air of disinterest. 
 
    “Feisty.” 
 
    She glared at him. He screamed sex and lust along with something distinctly predatory. Anger stabbed at her senses. She didn’t care if he was dangerous. He was a creep. 
 
    “Stay away from me.” 
 
    “Don’t you know what I am, little girl?” 
 
    Little girl! Who the fuck does this guy think he is? 
 
    “No, and I don’t care.” 
 
    He grinned at her. Her blood froze in her veins. His teeth. They weren’t normal. He had fangs. 
 
    He wasn’t. 
 
    He couldn’t be. 
 
    She knew there were other things in this world. Her best friend, Ella, and her soul partner, Lukas, had proved that. They were both half angel, half demon, human hybrids. 
 
    “Vampire,” she whispered. 
 
    “That’s right, little girl.” 
 
    She wanted to run for her life, but she straightened her spine. 
 
    “I still don’t care. Stay away from me.” 
 
    “You should watch yourself, little girl. You have garnered some interest.” 
 
    He grinned at her again before shoving off the wall. 
 
    “We’ll see each other again.” 
 
    She watched him leave, glaring at his retreating back. Oh, hell no. I’m not getting stalked by a vampire. 
 
    She fished out her phone. She knew Ella was away, but she had no one else to call. 
 
    “Daisy, what’s up?” 
 
    “Ellabear, sorry to call. I know you’re busy and it’s late.” 
 
    “It’s fine, we’re not working tonight.” 
 
    “Where are you two now?” 
 
    “Prague.” There was a muffled sound in the background. “Lukas, cut that out… Sorry. What’s wrong, love? You sound off. Is everything okay? Did the show go off without a hitch?” 
 
    She smiled. Lukas had been good for Ella. The two of them were inseparable. Given they shared a part of each other’s souls, it wasn’t surprising. 
 
    “The show was great.” She took a breath, slumping against the wall. “You know I told you I thought someone was following me?” 
 
    “Don’t tell me he was at your show?” 
 
    “I confronted him.” 
 
    “Daisy!” 
 
    “I know. I know, but babe, he’s not human.” 
 
    There was silence on the other end for a moment. 
 
    “What is he?” 
 
    “He had fangs.” 
 
    She heard Ella’s muffled voice and realised she must be talking to Lukas. Two minutes later, he came on the line. 
 
    “Are you sure he’s a vamp?” 
 
    “Yeah, he most definitely wasn’t trying to hide what he was from me.” 
 
    “You need to be careful. They’re dangerous. Look, I’m going to see if I can sort this out. Don’t go home alone.” 
 
    “Lucy is here so I’ll go with her.” 
 
    Lucy was her roommate and a fellow actor. She hoped she’d be safe in numbers. 
 
    “Good. I’ll be in touch. Here’s Ella.” 
 
    She could hear their muffled voices again. 
 
    “Hey, babe, be safe okay? I’m sorry we’re not there.” 
 
    “I will, I promise. Say thanks to wingboy for me.” 
 
    Ella chuckled. Lukas hated that nickname. 
 
    “All right. He won’t appreciate it though.” 
 
    “Did she call me wingboy again? I swear I’m going to throttle your friend,” she heard Lukas calling from the background. 
 
    “I better go soothe his ruffled feathers.” 
 
    She laughed. Lukas wouldn’t stay mad at Ella for long for making a joke about his impressive wings. 
 
    “I’ll see you when you get back, yes?” 
 
    “For sure. Lukas will text you when he’s spoken to the vamps. Love you.” 
 
    “Love you more.” 
 
    Daisy couldn’t understand why a vampire would take an interest in her. She wasn’t a part of their world. She only knew of their existence because of Ella. She almost wished she could ask Ella to come back from Prague, but she knew they were tracking someone down. They still worked for Hell despite their angelic heritage. With Ella’s demon father weakened and unable to return to Earth, their lives were no longer in danger. She sighed, shoving off the wall and diving back into the crowd to find Lucy. 
 
    The two of them made their way out of the theatre ten minutes later. Daisy looked around with caution. She did not want to run into that blonde vampire again. Her phone vibrated in her pocket. It was Lukas. 
 
    ‘The vamp boss is willing to meet with you. I’ll text you the address of the bar.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks. I owe you one!’ 
 
    ‘You wouldn’t happen to want to drop the whole wingboy thing?’ 
 
    ‘You love it really.’ 
 
    ‘I tolerate you for her sake.’ 
 
    ‘Ella would kill you if she knew that…’ 
 
    ‘She can’t, she’ll die too.’ 
 
    They’d learnt from Ella’s angel mother that one couldn’t survive without the other. The process of sharing souls was permanent. 
 
    ‘Just take care of her!’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Hey, Luce.” She touched her friend’s arm. “Sorry, change of plans. You okay to walk home?” 
 
    “Sure, no worries.” Lucy raised an eyebrow. “Don’t tell me it’s a booty call from Aaron?” 
 
    She flushed. She’d had an on and off thing going with Aaron for a while. He was an investment banker and right now, it was most definitely off. He’d gone back to his wife. 
 
    “No, you know I kicked him to the curb when he wouldn’t leave her.” 
 
    “Good. Would hate to see you so cut up again. Ella couldn’t even drag you out of the flat to go clubbing.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m not going there again.” 
 
    “All right, see you later.” 
 
    Lucy ambled off giving her a wave. Daisy turned in the direction of the Underground. She wasn’t exactly looking forward to meeting another vampire. However, stalking was also not on the top of her bucket list. If Lukas had put her in touch with this vampire, then he must trust them to an extent. 
 
    § 
 
    She stood at the top of the steps to the bar, trepidation running through her veins. She couldn’t help but roll her eyes at the name of the place. Could they be any more obvious? Fright Night practically screamed ‘I’m a vampire bar!’. 
 
    She made her way down the steps. A woman with black hair greeted her at the coat check. 
 
    “Um, I’m here to see the boss.” 
 
    She wished Lukas had told her the name of the vampire she was meeting. 
 
    “Ask at the bar,” the woman said with a bored look. 
 
    She went through into the bar. It looked relatively normal and not at all what she was expecting. The bartender leant up against the back bar, eying the few patrons dotted around. Her eyes moved over to Daisy and she gave her a smile. She didn’t have fangs, but Daisy couldn’t be too sure she wasn’t a vampire. 
 
    She approached the bar with an air of confidence she wasn’t feeling inside. 
 
    “Hello, I was told to meet someone here.” 
 
    “You must be Ella’s friend.” 
 
    She knows who I am? 
 
    “Gavin told me he was expecting you. I’m Neave.” 
 
    “Daisy.” 
 
    Neave put out her hand which Daisy shook with some reluctance. She was a little unnerved by how cold Neave’s skin was. 
 
    “He’s in the office in the back. Just through that door.” 
 
    “Okay, thank you.” 
 
    “Tell Ella we miss her around here.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She frowned as she moved towards the door at the end of the bar marked ‘Staff Only’. How well did Ella know these vampires? She’d never mentioned it before. They didn’t discuss her dealings with the other supernaturals that roamed the Earth. 
 
    She found herself in a narrow corridor with a few doors on each side. She eyed the labels, trying to work out where the office was. Doors for a staff room and a kitchen were on the left. She moved further down until she found a door labelled ‘Manager’. 
 
    She took a deep breath before she knocked. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    She turned the handle and walked in. She closed the door behind her before she turned to look at the man sat behind the desk. Lukas had said he was the vampire boss. She wished she’d asked more questions about that part. What was he the boss of? 
 
    “Daisy, I assume.” 
 
    He had a deep voice. It sent a shiver down her spine. He wasn’t anything like she’d expected. He had brown hair, neatly styled with a pair of bright green eyes behind a set of designer glasses. She almost laughed. A vampire with glasses? How ridiculous! Surely, he didn’t need those? From what she’d heard, they had perfect senses, which included heightened vision. She noticed his clothes. A dark blue shirt with cufflinks and a suit jacket was hanging over the back of his chair. 
 
    “Yes. I’m sorry, Lukas didn’t tell me your name.” 
 
    She was vaguely aware the bartender had mentioned his name, but she couldn’t remember what it was. The vampire gave her a small smile. She couldn’t deny he was handsome in his own way. 
 
    “Gavin. Please, have a seat.” 
 
    He was awfully polite for a vampire, but she didn’t know what to expect from them. She moved into the room, looking around with interest. It was full of framed photos of various famous people with a few filing cabinets. He sat behind a large desk with a laptop off to the side. She took a seat in one of the two leather chairs in front of the desk. 
 
    “Lukas told me you are being harassed by one of my kind.” 
 
    “Yes. He said you were like the boss or something.” 
 
    “I control this territory.” 
 
    “This territory?” 
 
    She arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “London.” 
 
    “Oh, that must be a big responsibility.” 
 
    He smiled again. It was more like an indulgent smile you gave a child rather than a genuine one. She immediately felt irritated. She didn’t need him treating her like a little kid. That other vampire had referred to her as a little girl and she hadn’t much liked that either. 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “How do you know Ella and Lukas?” 
 
    “Lukas dealt with my predecessor in matters relating to demons. Now, he deals with me.” 
 
    “Why did you agree to help with my problem?” 
 
    She didn’t care if he was annoyed by her questions. She wanted to make sure she could trust him. 
 
    “I owe Lukas a favour. It is also bad form for one of us to be harassing an innocent human. Now, will you tell me about this vampire?” 
 
    He owed Lukas? She had a sneaking suspicion that this was something to do with that vampire who kidnapped Ella. Hadn’t Lukas called this guy then to find out where Ella was? She would have to ask him about it. 
 
    “He’s been following me for like two weeks. I keep seeing him everywhere. I thought he was just some creep, but he turned up at my show tonight.” 
 
    “Show?” 
 
    His face remained impassive despite his question. It unnerved her. 
 
    “I’m in an amateur dramatics society. We put on a few plays a year.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “Anyway, he showed up, so, I confronted him. He seemed amused by me more than anything else. He showed me his fangs and admitted he was a vampire. When I told him to back off, he said I should watch myself. Something about me garnering interest.” 
 
    “You confronted him?” 
 
    He betrayed a little incredulity in his expression. His lip twitched and a small frown appeared on his forehead. 
 
    “I’m not going to let some guy intimidate me. Vampire or not.” 
 
    “You are aware of the danger my kind poses to humans?” 
 
    He placed his hands on the desk, staring at her intently. 
 
    “I don’t doubt you’re dangerous, but I don’t take kindly to stalkers.” 
 
    She folded her arms across her chest in annoyance. Who did this guy think he was? She wasn’t some kind of damsel in distress who needed protection. She was here because she wanted the vampires to keep their rogue on a leash. 
 
    Before she had time to blink, he was in front of her, hands pressed down on the arms of her chair, his face far too close to hers. 
 
    “You need to be careful of what you say. Confronting a vampire is a dangerous game.” 
 
    She glared up at him. What the hell is this? If he thought this shit was going to make her back down, he had another thing coming. 
 
    “Excuse me. You’re in my personal space.” 
 
    He looked at her with those green eyes, full of restraint. He smiled in a way that felt distinctly smug. 
 
    “You’d do well to remember how easy it would be for me to snap your neck right now.” 
 
    She gulped. She couldn’t help it. He exuded power and danger. She wasn’t repulsed by it. His eyes were captivating. She took a breath. Despite the growing urge within her to submit, she straightened her spine. 
 
    “I’m not scared of you.” 
 
    That was a lie, but she wasn’t going to admit that to him. Nor did she want him to know she was feeling something else as well. He wasn’t her type, but the danger surrounding him had her skin tingling. 
 
    “No? Why, pray tell, can I smell your fear?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe it’s because you’re up in my face.” 
 
    His eyes searched hers. Whatever he saw there didn’t entice him to move. Instead, a devious smile appeared on his lips. 
 
    “Self-preservation does not seem to be a priority with you.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “Most humans wouldn’t openly challenge a vampire.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not most humans. In fact, I’d prefer it if you backed off.” 
 
    “A little defiant, are we?” 
 
    She felt her blood beginning to boil. What was with this guy? For someone who seemed so civil and proper, he sure had a thing about her challenging him and other vampires. She wondered if he secretly got off on intimidating people, dominating them. Forcing them to submit to his will. The thought made her a little curious about what was underneath that carefully constructed facade. 
 
    “If you’re trying to intimidate me, it’s not going to work.” 
 
    “Maybe I just want to see if I can break you.” 
 
    His voice was so low she barely made out his words. She stared up at him with confusion. 
 
    Say what now? Is this guy for real? 
 
    She opened her mouth to retort, but something in his expression caused her to pause. He looked like he was trying to figure her out. 
 
    He was gone before she could blink. Sat back behind the desk, his hands folded on it as if nothing had occurred between the two of them. 
 
    “Tell me, what did this vampire look like?” 
 
    It took her a moment to regain her voice. The strange interlude had her scrambling for an answer. 
 
    “He… um, had blonde hair and these super intense blue eyes.” 
 
    “I will have my people conduct some enquiries.” 
 
    She didn’t know whether to be disappointed he didn’t immediately know who it was or not. 
 
    “I guess you don’t keep tabs on everyone.” 
 
    “I have underlings who do that sort of thing.” 
 
    “So, you vampires have a whole hierarchy and society that most humans know nothing about?” 
 
    He inclined his head. 
 
    “And I’m guessing you don’t want me asking further questions about it.” 
 
    “Your assumption is correct.” 
 
    She tapped her fingers on the arm of the chair, unsure of what else to say. She stood, deciding it was time she went home. 
 
    “Well, thank you for seeing me. I’ll get out of your hair.” 
 
    “Before you go.” He fished something out of his pocket and held it out for her. “This is my card. Please contact me if he shows his face again.” 
 
    She took a step forward, reaching out to take the card from him. Her fingers brushed against his. It tingled, sending a jolt straight to her core. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    She snatched her hand back, taking the card with it. 
 
    “Um, well, thank you again.” 
 
    She needed to get out of there. 
 
    “I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    She made herself walk to the door at a normal pace. Not wanting to draw attention to the fact that she was incredibly flustered. She waved to the bartender, Neave, who gave her a reassuring smile before she left. 
 
    What had that been about? 
 
    She could still feel the phantom touch of his fingers on hers. She needed to get a grip. Vampires were dangerous. 
 
    It was only when she was sitting on the tube that she realised she hadn’t given Gavin her number. How would he get in touch with her? Smacking her hand against her head. She pulled out his business card. 
 
    Mr Gavin Blake – Investor and Entrepreneur. 
 
    The lettering embossed on the stark white card. If he was an investor, then he must be loaded. How old was this guy? She knew they were immortal. If he had reached such a position of power, then he must’ve been around for quite some time. 
 
    She wasn’t quite sure what she should say. She popped him into her contacts list on her phone. When she got out at her stop, she dropped him a quick message. 
 
    ‘I realised you don’t have my number so here it is.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Daisy, btw.’ 
 
    She was about to put her phone away when it vibrated in her hand. 
 
    ‘I could’ve asked Lukas for it.’ 
 
    She huffed. A thank you would’ve been nice. 
 
    ‘You’re an interesting woman.’ 
 
    She read the message three times as she stood outside the station. 
 
    ‘Are you attached?’ 
 
    She almost dropped her phone. Had he just asked if she was single? She groaned. She wanted to lie and say yes, she had a boyfriend, but something about Gavin intrigued her. Despite the alarm bells going off in her head, she decided to stick with the truth. 
 
    ‘No. Why?’ 
 
    ‘Meet me tomorrow night and you’ll find out.’ 
 
    ‘Are you serious?’ 
 
    ‘Perfectly.’ 
 
    She tucked her phone back into her pocket, stunned. She couldn’t imagine what piqued his interest. They’d interacted for no longer than twenty minutes and all she’d done was piss him off as far as she could tell. But he said he wanted to see if he could break her. The thought sent her hurrying down the street towards her flat. There was no way in hell she was going to get herself involved with a vampire. One was already stalking her, and that was more than enough. 
 
    She kept an eye out for any sign of movement as she unlocked the front door of her building. She dashed inside, slamming the door shut behind her. She wasn’t usually so jumpy, but tonight had been strange, to say the least. She walked up the first flight of stairs and unlocked the door to the flat. She slumped down on the sofa after she’d walked in. 
 
    “And I thought you were lying about not having a booty call,” Lucy called from the kitchen. 
 
    She almost jumped ten feet off the sofa. She hadn’t realised Lucy was still up. 
 
    “Fuck, Lucy, you scared the crap out of me.” 
 
    Lucy popped her head around the door, giving her a small smile. 
 
    “Sorry, couldn’t sleep. Where were you?” 
 
    “I had to go meet someone.” 
 
    “At this time of night?” 
 
    She wanted to smack her head. She should’ve come up with a better excuse. 
 
    “Yeah, you know… Tinder date.” 
 
    Lucy raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Was he any good?” 
 
    “What? No, I didn’t sleep with him.” 
 
    There was no way in hell she was sleeping with a vampire. She shoved that thought away. She wasn’t going to think about the fact that he wanted to see her again or how attractive he was. 
 
    “You’re no fun.” 
 
    “It’s not my fault your boyfriend is away so much. You can’t live vicariously through me.” 
 
    “He’s back next week.” 
 
    “What day?” 
 
    “Friday, why?” 
 
    “Because I intend to make myself scarce. No offence, but I don’t want to listen to the two of you at it all night.” 
 
    Lucy grinned and gave her a little wink. 
 
    “On that rather nauseating note, I’m going to bed.” 
 
    “Night, babe.” 
 
    “See you on the flip side.” 
 
    She got up and shuffled off to her room, shutting the door behind her. She stripped off her clothes before crawling into bed in. She grabbed her phone off the bedside table and re-read the messages Gavin had sent. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who would mess around. Why was he interested in her? Against her better judgement she typed out a message. She knew he’d still be up despite it being almost 1 am. He was a vampire after all. 
 
    ‘Just tell me when and where.’ 
 
    Her finger hovered over the send button before she pressed it. Dropping her phone on the bed like it was a hot potato, she lay back, covering her face with her hand. What the hell had she done? He was right. She didn’t have self-preservation at the top of her list of priorities. 
 
    Her phone buzzed. 
 
    ‘I didn’t expect you to say yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’m curious what exactly you want with me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not going to harm you. I value my life too much.’ 
 
    She frowned. Why would he say that? Wait. Oh. Ella and Lukas would have his head if he did anything to her. 
 
    ‘Don’t want to piss off the hybrids.’ 
 
    ‘Is that what you call them?’ 
 
    ‘They did tell you what they are now, right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    At least she hadn’t put her foot in it, but it was high time she got some sleep. She had work tomorrow, but thankfully not until midday. 
 
    Another text appeared just as she was about to put her phone away. 
 
    ‘Is 8pm suitable for you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m working till 9. I could do 10?’ 
 
    ‘10 is fine. Goodnight Daisy.’ 
 
    She decided not to respond. She plugged her phone in to charge and tucked herself up under the covers. She was asleep within minutes. 
 
    § 
 
    Gavin leant back in his chair after placing his phone back in his pocket. If Daisy was guilty of lack of self-preservation, then so was he. There was something about her defiant nature that called to him. The urge to make her submit was driving him to distraction. The human girl was a force of nature. He could tell. Even in the small amount of time she’d spent in his presence. 
 
    He was playing with fire. If Lukas or Ella got wind of his interest in Daisy, there would be hell to pay. Quite literally, given that the both of them were half demons. He could handle any issues that arose, but it would be better if they weren’t involved. Although, Daisy being Ella’s best friend complicated matters. Girls liked to gossip. 
 
    Regardless of his desires, he needed to look into why one of his kind was after her. It seemed a little strange. The only connection Daisy had to vampires was through Ella and Lukas and even that was tenuous. He rose, pulling on his jacket and going through into the bar. He leant on the end, inclining his head to Neave. 
 
    “What’s up, boss?” 
 
    “Have there been any new vampires in the area recently?” 
 
    She frowned for a moment. 
 
    “Not that I can think of.” 
 
    “Specifically, a male with blonde hair and blue eyes.” 
 
    “Are you talking about Samson? He’s not exactly new.” 
 
    “Who is that?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “He used to do odd jobs for Raquel when she was in need of someone outside our territory.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    He stifled the urge to grit his teeth. Raquel was a sore subject. He had only become head of the territory due to her death at Ella’s hands. No one knew he’d asked Lukas to make sure Raquel died after she’d kidnapped Ella. If the higher ups found out, they’d strip him of his territory. The punishment for killing another vampire without a valid reason was severe. 
 
    “Do you have any way of reaching this Samson?” 
 
    “No, but I’m sure I can find someone who does.” 
 
    “Get it done. I wish to speak to him.” 
 
    Neave gave him a nod. 
 
    “Is this to do with why Ella’s friend was here?” 
 
    “It seems someone has taken an interest in her.” 
 
    “She’s pretty.” 
 
    “I hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    She smiled knowingly. He stifled the urge to slam the vampire’s head on the bar, but that was no way to treat your subordinates. Violence and blind obedience was not his style. He commanded respect without the need for force. 
 
    “Don’t look so put out, boss. I know you don’t mix business with pleasure, but that doesn’t mean I can’t.” 
 
    “She is out of bounds.” 
 
    She pouted. 
 
    “Fine. Whatever. I don’t want to get on Lukas’ bad side anyway. Shit, that guy is scary when he’s all pent up.” 
 
    He gave her a toothy grin. 
 
    “I have yet to have the pleasure of seeing his girlfriend in action, but I imagine she is a sight to behold as well.” 
 
    She shuddered a little. No one knew what to expect when it came to the half angel, half demons. They were unique. 
 
    “Anyway, I’ll get one of the guys to do some digging for you.” 
 
    “I’m sure you won’t let me down.” 
 
    She tipped her imaginary hat at him. He pushed off the bar and strolled out into the cold night air. Looking up at the sky, he sucked in a breath which he didn’t technically need. Appearing human had become second nature to him. He smiled. It was high time he fed. He may well not get a chance to do so tomorrow night. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Daisy paced the pavement outside the block of luxury flats Gavin had given her the address for. She couldn’t believe she was going through with this. She stepped up to the buzzers, taking several deep breaths. She’d been anxious about this the entire day. It wasn’t usually like her. Everything about what she was doing was out of character. She didn’t meet strange guys at their flats, let alone shady supernatural types. 
 
    She shook herself and pressed the button for his flat. She heard a crackle, but there was no other sound. 
 
    “It’s Daisy.” 
 
    The door buzzed. Well, so much for being polite. He hadn’t even bothered to say anything. She pulled the door open and walked through the lobby. It was rather elegant. How expensive must these places be? It was practically Central London. She got in the lift and rode up to his floor. 
 
    Her palms were sweating when she knocked on the door. What had gotten into her? She straightened her spine. She was not going to let him intimidate her. She was here to satisfy her curiosity. Nothing more. 
 
    He opened the door, standing there with a blank expression on his face. She couldn’t read him at all. He wasn’t wearing his glasses, but he was still neatly dressed. A dark grey shirt, the sleeves folded back and navy chinos. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    He stepped back. She was careful not to brush him when she walked in. She didn’t want to feel the same jolt she had when they’d touched briefly yesterday. He shut the door behind them and looked down at her. He was awfully close. She couldn’t help gritting her teeth. She stared back. His eyes were unreadable. She was already regretting agreeing to meet with him. 
 
    Without another word, he moved down the corridor and stepped through a large pair of double doors. She followed him into an open plan living area. There was a large kitchen with a breakfast bar and an impressive view of the London skyline. 
 
    She shrugged off her coat, folding it over her arm and went over to the window, looking out at the twinkling lights. 
 
    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” 
 
    She jumped at the sound of his voice. She turned her head to find him standing next to her. He’d moved faster than the eye could see again. Just as he had done in the office last night. 
 
    “I don’t get to look at London like this much.” 
 
    He took her coat out of her hands. 
 
    “Can I offer you a drink?” 
 
    He cocked his head to the side, his gaze intent on her. 
 
    “What do you have?” 
 
    He walked over to a cabinet by the wall, placing her coat on the back of a chair on the way, and opened it. She followed him, peering at the bottles. He had quite a collection for someone who didn’t drink alcohol. 
 
    “Oh, a gin and tonic?” 
 
    She was going to need some Dutch courage to get through this evening. He set out a glass before he wandered over to the kitchen. She watched him select a lime from a fruit bowl on the counter and slice it. He was making an attempt to be as human as possible around her. Perhaps he didn’t want to make her any more nervous than she already was. 
 
    He brought the sliced lime back with him to the cabinet along with a small bucket of ice. He placed a couple of cubes in the glass and meticulously poured out the alcohol and tonic water. He topped it off with a slice of lime and handed it to her. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    She didn’t expect him to go to that much effort. She could’ve quite happily drunk it without ice and lime, but she didn’t want to seem ungrateful. She wanted to gulp it down to calm herself, but that would be particularly unladylike. Not that she considered herself a lady. She took a sip. It was a wonder how much better it tasted when you had the expensive stuff. She gave him a nervous smile. 
 
    “Would you like to sit?” 
 
    She nodded, not trusting herself to speak quite yet. She followed him to the large sofa, making sure to keep her distance when she sat down. He turned to her, his expression blank. She was beginning to get the impression this was normal for vampires. 
 
    “What exactly is it you want from me?” 
 
    She wasn’t going to beat around the bush. She was relatively sure he wasn’t expecting her to either. He leant back against the cushions, resting his arm on the back of the sofa. 
 
    “I have a proposition for you.” 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. 
 
    “A proposition?” 
 
    “I am a man of specific tastes.” 
 
    “And those would be?” 
 
    Where on earth is this going? 
 
    She wasn’t sure she was going to like what he said next. 
 
    “I am sure you heard me last night when I told you that I wished to break you.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped open. He had been serious about that then. 
 
    “What exactly do you mean by break me?” 
 
    His expression remained impassive. 
 
    “I want to teach you to submit.” 
 
    Um, what? Was he into BDSM? 
 
    “This isn’t some kind of fifty shades shit you’re into?” 
 
    “That’s not my style.” 
 
    “But you want to dominate me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    His eyes turned predatory. It made her gulp. This was not at all what she had been expecting. For once, she’d been rendered speechless. She took a sip of her drink, just to do something. 
 
    “Well… that’s a little fucked up. You don’t even know me.” 
 
    He smiled at her in a way that made her feel distinctly uncomfortable. 
 
    “You didn’t cower away from me when I threatened to snap your neck.” 
 
    “I told you, I don’t let people intimidate me regardless of whether they’re supernatural or human.” 
 
    “I think you’re a little intimidated by my proposition.” 
 
    She wanted to curse him. He was right. She had no interest in being someone’s submissive. It was most definitely not up her street. She took another sip of her drink before placing it down on a coaster on the coffee table. 
 
    “I’m not interested.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    He arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then why are you here, Daisy?” 
 
    She had no answer for that. He intrigued her, that was for sure, but it was no reason for her to come all this way. 
 
    “You don’t know, do you?” 
 
    “You’re making a lot of assumptions about me.” 
 
    “I think you’re here because you like to flirt with danger.” 
 
    Her feathers were well and truly ruffled now. She had no interest in playing dangerous games. None at all. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “You know what I am and yet you agreed to meet me, alone. Did you think about your safety?” 
 
    “You said you weren’t going to hurt me.” 
 
    “I’m not, but I could.” 
 
    He sat up, leaning towards her. His hand extended, curling around her wrist. She felt her skin tingling again, just as it had done the night before. His grip wasn’t gentle. She winced a little. 
 
    “Do you see how easy it would be?” 
 
    She gritted her teeth. 
 
    “Yes. You’ve made your point.” 
 
    He didn’t release her. If anything, his grip tightened. His skin was cold, but hers was burning. A small tug of desire wound its way down her stomach. She tried to ignore it, but it was clear as day. 
 
    She found him attractive. 
 
    Too attractive. 
 
    It went against all her instincts. 
 
    His green eyes bored into hers. He was the predator. She was his prey. Where was her defiance now? Her courage had left her the moment he touched her. She swallowed, hard. 
 
    “Let me go, please.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. 
 
    She needed him to stop this. His smile was smug when he let go of her wrist. She cradled her arm to her chest and glared at him. 
 
    “I think I should leave now.” 
 
    “If that’s what you want.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    She made no move to get up. She was stuck, looking at his captivating green eyes. Why can’t I look away? She could feel her heart hammering against her chest. She was sure he could hear it. 
 
    Thump. Thump. Thump. 
 
    She needed to get away from him. His proximity was doing things she wasn’t comfortable with. 
 
    “Daisy…” 
 
    “I’m going.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    He smiled at her again. It took a supreme effort on her part to stand up. He rose, staring down at her. 
 
    She was an idiot. She was about to do something incredibly stupid. She couldn’t even begin to think of all the reasons why this was a bad idea. 
 
    Two steps. 
 
    It was all it would take for her to close the distance. 
 
    Common sense was not her strong point. 
 
    Before she knew what she was doing, she’d moved. Her hand rested on his chest. She rose up on tiptoes and pressed her mouth to his. His kiss was cold, yet soft, almost gentle. Despite that, she felt as though her whole body had gone into overdrive. Her skin tingled all over. 
 
    She pressed closer to him. One of his hands cupped her face, his fingers tangling in her dark hair. She let out a small moan of pleasure when he deepened the kiss. His tongue forced its way into her mouth. She relented, savouring the way he tasted. Slightly metallic, like blood. She should find it repulsive. It only served to make her heart beat faster. 
 
    There was a little voice in the back of her mind telling her to pull away. That this was the worst idea she’d ever had, but she ignored it. Her free arm curled around his back, fingers running down the hard muscle. 
 
    He felt so good. 
 
    She’d never wanted someone so much in her entire life. 
 
    As soon as the thought entered her head, she ripped herself away from him. She took several steps backwards, breath ragged and face flushed. 
 
    “I… that… I have to go.” 
 
    She couldn’t even look at him. She grabbed her coat, running from the room and hurtling down the corridor. She wrenched open his front door. It slammed shut behind her. She stood in the hallway, panting. What the hell did I just do? 
 
    She’d kissed a vampire. 
 
    A fucking vampire who wanted to dominate her. 
 
    Someone should classify her as insane because that was the dumbest shit she’d ever done in her entire life. And yet, it was exhilarating. 
 
    She shifted on her feet, uncomfortably aware of how aroused she was. She wanted to go back in there and kiss him senseless again. The urge to feel him against her was overwhelming. If she was being honest with herself, she wanted to do so much more than just kissing. 
 
    Embarrassed by her body’s reaction to him, she tried to move, but her feet refused to pick themselves up. 
 
    He knew she was still out here, and that made it so much worse. She needed to get away from here. To deal with the tumultuous ball of emotions running through her. Her mind was screaming at her, yet she still couldn’t move. She couldn’t deal with this. It was too much. She was trembling all over. What had he done to her? She wasn’t like this. She didn’t let men walk all over her. 
 
    But she’d kissed him! He hadn’t initiated it. She felt so ashamed of herself. 
 
    The door opened behind her. She turned, very slowly and met his eyes with her own. Lust burnt in those green depths. There was no doubt in her mind. He wanted her. 
 
    He stepped back, holding the door open for her. She teetered on the edge of running away, but they both knew she wasn’t going to. She straightened her spine and walked back into the flat, pushing down the rising panic coiling in her stomach. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    He opened his mouth to speak. She held her hand up. 
 
    “Don’t say anything.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrow but closed his mouth. She stared at his lips. The ones she’d kissed so thoroughly only moments before. 
 
    “This is not me saying yes to your proposition.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “One night. Neither of us mentions this again.” 
 
    He took several steps towards her. She backed away until she was up against the wall. Her coat fell from her hands. He reached out, taking her hands, pinning them above her head. She didn’t resist. 
 
    His teeth grazed her neck where her artery pulsated. 
 
    “Don’t you dare bite me.” 
 
    He chuckled. The sound made her tremble. 
 
    “I won’t. Unless… you ask me to.” 
 
    “That’s not happening.” 
 
    He raised his head, eyes meeting hers in a heated exchange. 
 
    “What is it that you want, Daisy?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She swallowed. He was so close. It was driving her crazy. 
 
    “Kiss me.” 
 
    “Is that all you want me to do?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He smiled at her in that smug way of his. She hated herself for wanting him. 
 
    “I want you to…” 
 
    “To what?” 
 
    He leant closer, his lips so close to hers. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she hissed. 
 
    She felt her face burning with shame. Some crazy, fucked up part of her wanted him to use her. She wanted to say yes to his proposition. His smile grew deadly. She instantly regretted this entire thing. What the hell was she doing? 
 
    “Are you going to let me do this my way?” 
 
    Disgusted with herself, she nodded. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    “Yes… Sir?” 
 
    As if to reward her, he closed the distance between them, their lips meeting. There was none of the gentleness from before. He kept one hand pinning hers above her as his other held her head in place. No one had kissed her like that before. She was always in control, but now, he’d taken it all from her. The darker side of her was getting off on it. 
 
    “The things I’m going to do to you,” he whispered seductively when he drew away. 
 
    She swallowed hard. What had she gotten herself into? 
 
    “You’re not scared I’m going to hurt you, are you?” 
 
    She couldn’t tell if he was genuinely concerned about it or not. 
 
    “I can smell your fear.” 
 
    Well, that clarified that then. Could he also smell her arousal? 
 
    “Maybe a little.” 
 
    “Let me make one thing very clear. If you wish to stop, we stop. If I wanted to harm you, I could. I only wish to give you pleasure.” 
 
    She trembled at his words. Not because she was afraid, but because of how much she wanted him. 
 
    “I’ve never done this before.” 
 
    “What exactly?” 
 
    “Had sex with a relative stranger and well, you know, a vampire.” 
 
    For all her bravado, she kept her legs closed more often than not. Sex wasn’t something she did with just anyone. It was an incredibly intimate act for her. Something about Gavin sent her inhibitions, perhaps even her morals, out the window. 
 
    “No? Then why do you wish it with me?” 
 
    “Because apparently being around you has made me lose all common sense.” 
 
    He pressed himself up against her. She could feel his arousal digging into her stomach. She knew her underwear was already drenched. His proximity only heightened her need. 
 
    “Do you want me, Daisy?” 
 
    “Can’t you tell?” 
 
    “I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    “I want you.” She stared up at him. “I’m aching for you.” 
 
    He growled, low. Before she had a chance to blink, he’d picked her up and moved them at a speed she couldn’t even begin to process. He pressed her down onto a soft mattress, his mouth on hers. His hands roaming across her body. She arched her back when he brushed his fingers across her taut nipple. 
 
    He was on his feet, so suddenly she blinked several times. She raised up on her elbows, looking at him with confusion. 
 
    “Undress for me.” 
 
    She was about to protest, but she shut her mouth. She’d said she’d let him do this his way. 
 
    She sat up, shrugging off her grey cardigan. He watched her, unbridled desire flickering in the depths of his bright green eyes. She kicked off her ballet flats before she shuffled forward and stood. Her fingers went to the button of her jeans, but she fumbled, hands trembling. 
 
    She felt his cold hands covering hers. He pulled them away. She looked up at him. He unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped her fly. She shimmied out of them until they were in a heap at their feet. Her hands tucked under her blue blouse before she tugged it off. 
 
    She was glad she’d thought to wear lingerie. She stood there in a black, lacy two set trembling a little. His eyes roamed over her bare skin. 
 
    “You are beautiful.” 
 
    His hands brushed over her sides. His skin was cool, but not unpleasant. He tucked his fingers under her chin, raising her face up. 
 
    “If you do as I ask, you will be rewarded. If you do not, then I will take what I want from you. I will not ask twice. And I will show no mercy if you disobey me. Have I made myself clear?” 
 
    She nodded, unable to speak. 
 
    “Unbutton my shirt.” 
 
    He released her chin. She reached for him. Carefully, she undid the buttons, revealing the hard muscle of his chest and abs. She swallowed at the sight of them. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders and it fell to the floor. 
 
    “You can touch me. I know you want to.” 
 
    Her hazel eyes met his for a moment before she ran her fingers over his stomach. She didn’t care that he felt cold. He was stunning. It reminded her of when she’d asked Ella if her friend knew of any super hot guys like Lukas. She bit her lip to keep from smiling. 
 
    “Is something amusing you?” 
 
    “No. I mean… Yes, but it’s not you. It’s just something I said to Ella once.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrow. Clearly, he wanted her to tell him. 
 
    “I asked her as a joke if she knew of any other, uh… very attractive men like Lukas after she got kidnapped. It was when I found out that, you know, supernaturals like you exist.” 
 
    “Very attractive men?” 
 
    “Okay, I may have said, super hot guys.” 
 
    “And I reminded you of this why exactly?” 
 
    “Um… because she said she didn’t, but she’s met you and well…” 
 
    She looked down at him, biting her lip again. 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    The gleam in his eyes made her hair stand on end. His hands went to his belt, unbuckling it before he undid the buttons of his chinos. Her eyes followed his movements when he pushed them down and stepped out of them, closer to her. 
 
    She could see the outline of him straining against his boxers. She gulped. Whilst he hadn’t yet bared all, she’d felt him pressed up against her. He was quite possibly going to split her in two. 
 
    He pulled her against him, kissing her again with abandon. His hands roamed down her back. Her hands were on his shoulders, holding on tight as she let him do what he wished to her. He pressed her back down onto the bed. 
 
    “Daisy.” He looked down at her. “There are so many things I want to do to you. But right now, I’m just going to fuck you.” 
 
    His hands were behind her back, unclasping her bra. He tugged it off her, throwing it halfway across the room. His fingers hooked into her thoroughly drenched underwear. He pulled them down, ever so slowly. 
 
    She stared up at him as he took her in. His fingers trailed down between her breasts, across her stomach. He parted her soft folds. The smile on his face was predatory. She was very aware of just how wet she was for him. She was more than a little embarrassed, face flaming at her body’s reaction to him. 
 
    His fingers moved to the waistband of his boxers. He dispensed with them, faster than she could track. She swallowed, hard, when she finally saw what he was packing. Her mouth went very dry. She’d never been with someone so big before. When she raised her eyes back to his, he cocked his head. 
 
    “Why are you nervous?” 
 
    This whole thing was completely crazy. It was disconcerting that he could smell the change in her moods. 
 
    “It’s just… well, you’re…” 
 
    She couldn’t say it so she pointed instead, hoping he’d get her meaning. He smiled at her. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle as it’s your first time with me.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You don’t think I can be?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that. It’s just I said this was a one night thing.” 
 
    “I heard you the first time. We have all night.” 
 
    His statement made her eyes widen. He chuckled as he moved over her. 
 
    “No more talking now.” 
 
    She held her breath as he positioned himself, pushing against her entrance. She tried not to tense up in anticipation of it being painful. He took her hand, moving it over her sex. 
 
    “Touch yourself.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to relax.” 
 
    She felt self-conscious, but she did as he asked. It took a minute for it to start to feel good. A little moan escaped her lips. She felt the pressure of him pushing into her, but she tried to stay focused on the pleasurable side of it. She bit down on her lip at the intrusion. He was so big. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    She opened her eyes, staring up into his green ones. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nodded, her lip still caught between her teeth. She kept her eyes on him as he moved again. She whimpered slightly but didn’t tell him to stop. She wanted this. She wanted to feel him. 
 
    When he was halfway, he pulled out a little. She wrapped her hands around his back, feeling the taut muscle under her fingers. She urged him on, needing to give herself over to him. He began to thrust into her, building up a rhythm as she opened herself up to him. His eyes were still on hers when he gripped one of her hips, holding her in place. He delved deeper, stretching her to her limits. 
 
    How did he do this with other women? Was this going to hurt every time? She tried to push away the intruding thoughts. Who said anything about this happening again after tonight? She’d told him she only wanted it to be one night. Why was she thinking about future occurrences? 
 
    She bit down on her lip again. She tried to focus on the sensations he was eliciting rather than her swirling thoughts. She must’ve bitten too hard because she felt blood pooling in her mouth. 
 
    When she looked at him, his eyes had darkened significantly. His mouth was open, revealing his fangs which had come out when he’d smelt her blood. She froze, her fingers digging into his back with alarm. He lowered his face towards her, keeping an eye on her expression as he sucked her bottom lip into his mouth. She had no idea what to say. He hadn’t bitten her, but this felt incredibly erotic. He continued to suck her lip as he thrust into her. The pleasure she was experiencing was unlike anything she imagined. His size wasn’t causing her any more discomfort now she’d adjusted to him. 
 
    “You taste so sweet.” 
 
    He kissed her. She tasted her own blood in his mouth. It wasn’t as repulsive as she expected it to be. She wondered what it would be like if she let him bite her. Would he make it feel good for her? Would it be as erotic as him sucking the blood off her lip? 
 
    Before she had a chance to think about it, she turned her head, revealing her neck to him. 
 
    “Daisy?” 
 
    He stopped moving, staring down at her with confusion. She turned her face back towards him. 
 
    “Don’t you want to?” 
 
    “I’m not going to bite you.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You told me not to. I’ve fed, I don’t need you to do that. It’s not why I asked you here.” 
 
    She flushed, feeling embarrassed for even assuming that’s what he’d want. But she was also feeling more than a little bold. She took a breath. 
 
    “What if I wanted you to?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    He didn’t say anything, only stared down at her with an unreadable expression. A mischievous smile appeared on his face as he began to move inside her again. He raised his hand, holding her chin as he turned her face to the side, stretching her neck out for him. He lowered his mouth to her, grazing her skin with his fangs. 
 
    “Is this what you want? Do you want me to bite you? Suck your blood?” 
 
    She trembled. She wanted him to, but it also terrified her. 
 
    “That’s what I thought.” 
 
    He pulled away, releasing her face as he stared down at her. 
 
    “You wouldn’t want me biting you there unless you want to wear a scarf at all times.” 
 
    “Where then?” 
 
    “Your inner thigh.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. She’d liked him sucking blood from her lip. Would her inner thigh be so different? 
 
    “It felt good. You sucking my lip.” 
 
    “Do you want me to do it again?” 
 
    She nodded, flushing. He leant down, taking her bottom lip in his mouth. His fangs pierced the sensitive flesh. She gasped. It stung a little. He sucked her lip, taking the small amount of blood pooling into his mouth. It made her squirm. He watched her with hooded eyes. He looked like he was experiencing some kind of euphoric high as he tasted her. 
 
    When he pulled away, his eyes were almost black. 
 
    “You taste so good.” 
 
    He thrust into her harder. She whimpered, feeling something building inside her. She needed this. Everything he was giving her and more. She cried out as he pressed into her, deeper. Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his back. 
 
    “Please, harder, please.” 
 
    She trembled, so close to the edge as he gave her what she asked for. Bucking against him, she couldn’t hold back any longer. She choked out a hoarse cry when she let go, entirely falling apart. He continued to pound into her. She shivered and clenched around him. He grunted when he met his own end, his fingers digging into her skin. It hurt a little, but she knew he was holding back. He was more than capable of snapping her in half. 
 
    When the aftershocks finally subsided, she looked up at him. He was eying her with caution. She didn’t know sex could be like that. Especially not sex with a vampire. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nodded, wondering at his sudden concern. 
 
    “I didn’t hurt you or anything?” 
 
    “No. I’m fine… Well, a little more than fine.” 
 
    He rolled off her, propping himself up on his elbow. 
 
    “Good. I wouldn’t want it getting back to your friend that I did anything untoward.” 
 
    She whipped her head around to him, eyes wide, but he was smiling at her. 
 
    “Who said I was going to tell Ella about this?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you girls do? Gossip about your sex lives?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure Ella is going to flip the fuck out if she finds out about this.” 
 
    “She doesn’t seem like the type to lose her temper.” 
 
    She shook her head. That was true. 
 
    “She told me not to get involved in this world, but she can’t really talk given what kind of weird shit turns her on.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrow at her in question. 
 
    “Oh, trust me, she’d kill me if I told you.” 
 
    “It can be our little secret.” 
 
    “I thought this was our little secret.” 
 
    She pointed between the two of them with a grin. 
 
    “I never said you had to keep it from her.” 
 
    She chose not to make a comment. She hadn’t quite made up her mind about telling Ella. She had just had the best sex of her life, but it had been with the vampire boss of London. Ella wasn’t going to be very happy with her. 
 
    “Did you know that Lukas can sprout wings and horns?” 
 
    His lip twitched a little. 
 
    “No, I did not.” 
 
    “She doesn’t usually talk about this kind of stuff. I got her drunk when he was out of town and she told me she has a massive thing about his wings.” 
 
    “Are you telling me that she gets turned on seeing him in his other form?” 
 
    She nodded, trying not to laugh. She wasn’t quite sure why she was telling him any of this, but she kind of liked the company of the vampire next to her. 
 
    “Kinky.” His eyes wandered down the length of her body. “Are you into anything specific?” 
 
    “Um, what? Not really, I mean I haven’t tried anything that I’d consider kinky.” 
 
    “Would you like to?” 
 
    “Did you have something in mind?” 
 
    “There are many things I’d like to do to you.” 
 
    “You said that. So, what? Are you going to tie me up?” 
 
    “Now you mention it.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide, but he chuckled and shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t have a sex dungeon, but I can tie you to the bed if you’d like.” 
 
    “And do what?” 
 
    “Anything I wanted.” 
 
    “Well… is it okay if I have a break first?” 
 
    He gave her an indulgent smile. She returned it with a grin of her own. 
 
    “Yes, wouldn’t want to wear you out too soon.” 
 
    “You can’t keep me up all night with sex. I have work tomorrow.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Midday.” 
 
    “Then I’ll just have to make the most of the time I do have with you.” 
 
    His hand shot out, pulling her to him before he kissed her. She immediately melted against him, lost in the sensation of his hands on her bare skin. 
 
    § 
 
    Daisy stretched when she woke up. The bed next to her was empty. The sunlight was streaming in through the crack between the curtains. She wasn’t exactly surprised he wasn’t still here given his need to stay out of the sun during the day. 
 
    She checked her phone. It was ten. Plenty of time for her to get a shower and dash home for a change of clothes before she went to work. She only worked four days a week to make sure she had time for her am-dram society. 
 
    Gavin insisted she stayed. She was grateful considering the tubes didn’t run that late on a weekday. It was 4 am by the time she got to sleep. She got up, wincing slightly. She was a little sore after all the sex. Not that she was complaining. He certainly knew his way around a woman. The things he had done to her last night made her toes curl just thinking about it. But she needed to focus. It had been one night. That’s what they’d agreed. Why then, did she want to see him again? 
 
    She made her way into the en-suite, turning on the shower and stripping out of her underwear. The water was wonderful, soothing away her lingering aches and pains. He hadn’t been rough with her, but Gavin was still a vampire and a heck of a lot stronger than she was. 
 
    After she stepped out and dried herself, she dressed and wandered through into his living area. He’d told her she was welcome to eat anything in his cupboards. She searched through them, finding a box of cereal and settled down to a bowl with a cup of tea. 
 
    She washed up before she pulled on her coat and slipped on her ballet pumps. She bit her lip, wondering if she should leave him a note. Finding a pen and some paper on his dining table, she sat down. She could text him, but this felt a little more personal. She didn’t want to leave things the way they were. 
 
    She thought about it for a moment before she wrote down what she was feeling. 
 
      
 
    Gavin, 
 
    Thank you for last night. It was very eye opening for me. I realise we agreed it would be one night. If you’d like to see me again, then I might be persuaded to accept your proposition. 
 
    Do let me know how the search for my stalker goes. 
 
    Daisy xxx 
 
      
 
    She read over the note several times before she set it down and hurried out of his flat before she changed her mind. 
 
    A little while later, she let herself into her flat, greeted by a raised eyebrow from Lucy. 
 
    “And where have you been?” 
 
    “Out.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’ve been with Aaron.” 
 
    “What? No, of course not.” 
 
    “Then who were you with?” 
 
    Daisy crossed the room, avoiding Lucy’s gaze. 
 
    “My Tinder date, okay?” 
 
    “Ooo! You dirty stop out.” 
 
    “It wasn’t like that. He just offered to let me crash. No sex involved.” 
 
    It was a big fat lie, but she didn’t care. She was not telling Lucy about her night of raunchy sex with Gavin the vampire. She was already going to have to deal with the fallout when she told Ella. That reminded her, she needed to text her friend. 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    Lucy raised her eyebrow at Daisy again who just shrugged and went through into her bedroom. She pulled out her phone and sent a text to Ella. 
 
    ‘In case you’re wondering, I met Gavin. He’s looking into my stalker.’ 
 
    She put her phone down whilst she changed. By the time she was done, there was a text waiting for her. 
 
    ‘Good. I hope he finds the dickwad.’ 
 
    ‘How’s wingboy?’ 
 
    ‘Fine, just pissed we’ve hit another dead end.’ 
 
    She went through into the living room again, sitting down on the sofa to pull on her converse. 
 
    ‘Shit! This guy must be really slippery.’ 
 
    ‘It’ll be fine. We’ll sort something.’ 
 
    ‘Can I call after work? Need to talk.’ 
 
    ‘Of course, though now I’m worried.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing bad. I swear!’ 
 
    ‘You promise? This better not be about Aaron.’ 
 
    ‘Fuck no! I told you he’s out of my life for good.’ 
 
    She shook her head, waving at Lucy before she left, hurrying down the stairs and out the door. She needed to get a move on. 
 
    She managed to make it to work with ten minutes to spare. By the time she’d finished her shift nine hours later, she was dead on her feet. After all the sex and few hours’ sleep she’d caught, she was ready to hit the hay. 
 
    She checked her phone. It’d been in her locker the entire day. There were three texts. She opened the one from Lucy first. 
 
    ‘You coming home tonight or getting down and dirty with your Tinder date again?’ 
 
    She shook her head in annoyance and typed out a quick response. 
 
    ‘On my way home now.’ 
 
    She checked the message from Ella. 
 
    ‘Gavin found anything out?’ 
 
    She decided not to respond as she was planning on giving Ella a call. She wanted to check what Gavin had to say first. She opened the message, nerves coiling in her stomach. 
 
    ‘No news on your stalker yet.’ 
 
    That was it. Nothing about wanting to see her again. The disappointment she felt was unpalatable. She was sure he’d enjoyed the time they’d spent together. Now wasn’t the time to mope over it. She needed to get it together. If he didn’t want her, it was his loss. 
 
    Just as she was about to give Ella a ring, a succession of texts came through. 
 
    ‘As for your little note…’ 
 
    ‘I was sure I tired you out last night, but if you want to come back for more…’ 
 
    She felt her face growing hot. 
 
    ‘Just thinking about how you taste makes me want to pin you down and wreck you.’ 
 
    How was she supposed to think straight when he said stuff like that? She shook her head. She wanted to reply, but she couldn’t formulate a suitable response. So, instead, she dialled Ella’s number. 
 
    “Hey love,” she answered almost immediately. 
 
    “How’s tricks?” 
 
    “Lukas is still sulking.” 
 
    “I am not sulking,” she heard his muffled voice echoing down the phone. 
 
    “Tell wingboy to suck it up.” 
 
    “I will. So, any news on the stalker?” 
 
    “Not yet, no. He assures me he’s working on it.” 
 
    She paused, wondering how on earth she was going to bring up the fact that she had also slept with Gavin last night. 
 
    “Well, I hope he has news soon. Anyway, what did you want to tell me?” 
 
    “Um… well…” 
 
    She bit her lip. 
 
    “Spit it out. You’re not usually so cryptic. What is it?” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me your supernatural friends were super hot.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, when I asked if you had any hot friends like Lukas, you said no.” 
 
    “What has that got to do with anything?” 
 
    She knew she was skirting around the subject. She needed to rip the bandage off. It was better Ella found out from her now rather than later. 
 
    “You have to promise me you won’t tell Lukas about this.” 
 
    “Really, Daisy?” 
 
    “Yes, really.” 
 
    “Okay, fine, I promise. Now, what is it?” 
 
    She took a deep breath. 
 
    “I had sex with Gavin last night.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The silence on the other end of the phone was deafening. Daisy took the time to check that the road was safe to cross. The pub wasn’t that far from her house so she usually walked. 
 
    “You fucking what? Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “Do you think I would joke about something like that?” 
 
    “No, but you don’t sleep with random blokes, especially not—” 
 
    “Don’t say it.” 
 
    Ella had clearly forgotten she’d promised not to tell Lukas. Who knew what he would do to Gavin if he found out. 
 
    “What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just kind of happened.” 
 
    “Why were you even alone with him in the first place?” 
 
    “He wanted to see me.” 
 
    “Please tell me you didn’t let him bite you.” 
 
    “No, of course not.” 
 
    Although she’d been pretty close to allowing him to. She certainly wasn’t going to mention the part about him sucking blood off her lip. 
 
    “Fuck! I told you not to get involved with anyone from that community.” 
 
    “What’s Daisy done now?” Lukas’ muffled voice carried through to the phone. 
 
    “Nothing, don’t worry about it,” Ella called back to him. “You better get your shit together. He’s dangerous. They all are. And didn’t you tell me that you were against getting involved with the supernatural community?” 
 
    “Don’t you think I know that? You’ve warned me enough times.” 
 
    She didn’t comment on the fact that she’d said she wasn’t interested in getting involved with vampires and shifters. She hadn’t met anyone other than Lukas and Ella when she’d said it. How was she to know that she’d find Gavin so alluring? 
 
    “Then why the hell did you do it?” 
 
    She was silent for several moments. She leant against the gate outside her flat. She didn’t want Lucy to overhear her conversation with Ella so she wasn’t ready to go in yet. 
 
    “Because for some reason, I’m attracted to him despite the fact that he’s arrogant and domineering.” 
 
    “Domineering? He seemed to be perfectly normal, if a little standoffish, when I met him.” 
 
    “Uh, well… I think he keeps that side of himself hidden, you know, strictly for the bedroom only.” 
 
    “Oh my god. What exactly happened between the two of you?” 
 
    She told Ella exactly how he’d propositioned her and what occurred afterwards. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t expect him to be that kind of guy. Nor did I think you would be interested in a guy who’s into the dominance thing.” 
 
    “Me either. I don’t think I’ve experienced the whole thing quite yet.” 
 
    “You’re not actually considering this proposition of his?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Daisy!” 
 
    “It’s just sex, Ella. What’s so wrong with that? Especially after Aaron.” 
 
    “He’s a fucking… vampire,” she said, whispering the last part. 
 
    “Did I have a go at you for dating a demon?” 
 
    “Well, no, but I’m not human. It’s not the same thing.” 
 
    She stifled a huff. It didn’t bother her so much that Gavin was a vampire even though she thought it would. Despite the domination thing, he was still considerate. He made sure she was comfortable with what they did. 
 
    “Look, I told you because I didn’t want you to find out from someone else. I’m going to be careful, I promise you. Now, you aren’t going to tell Lukas, are you?” 
 
    “No, I promised I wouldn’t. Although he looks curious as hell right now.” 
 
    “Please, Ella.” 
 
    “I’m not going to tell him, but I don’t know why you’re being so secretive.” 
 
    “You know, your boyfriend is scary as fuck sometimes. I don’t want him thinking Gavin has taken advantage of me or anything.” 
 
    Ella sighed. 
 
    “All right. Look, I better go. We’ve got an early flight tomorrow.” 
 
    “Where you two off to?” 
 
    “Dubai. Lukas has some contacts there.” 
 
    “Nice. Well, I hope you come home soon.” 
 
    “Me too. Love you bitch.” 
 
    “Love you more.” 
 
    She hung up and stared down at her phone. She needed to respond to Gavin, but she still had no idea what to say. She stuck to a more neutral response. 
 
    ‘Sorry, was talking to Ella. Busy?’ 
 
    ‘Always. Please tell me she flipped out like you predicted?’ 
 
    ‘How do you know I told her?’ 
 
    ‘Psychic.’ 
 
    ‘Ha. Yeah, she did, but I calmed her down.’ 
 
    She felt a sudden chill in the air when she opened the gate to go inside. She looked around, but there was no one there. She moved up the path and was about to unlock the door when a hand curled around her throat. It was like a band of steel. 
 
    “Hello, little girl.” 
 
    She stifled a scream. She felt her phone buzz in her hand. Turning it over slowly, trying not to alert the vampire behind her, she glanced down. She couldn’t read the message, but she managed to use her thumb to type one out to Gavin and hit send. 
 
    ‘Help.’ 
 
    “My master wants a word with you.” 
 
    Her phone buzzed in her hand again, several times. But there was nothing she could do now. She was pretty sure if she tried to send another text, he would notice. 
 
    “What does he want with me?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “Can you take your hand off my throat?” 
 
    “Why, so you can run away?” 
 
    “No, I’d just rather like to be able to breathe properly.” 
 
    This guy was getting on her last nerve, but she’d learnt a valuable piece of information. Someone else was pulling his strings. She had no idea who it could be. She didn’t have any dealings with the supernatural world. Why would anyone be after her? 
 
    The vampire released his hold on her neck and spun her around, his hand clamping down on her arm. 
 
    “Are you going to come quietly or do I have to use force?” 
 
    She didn’t want to know what kind of force he intended to use. No matter how annoyed she was, she wasn’t stupid. She was alone this time. Not surrounded by people like she had been when she’d confronted him at her show. 
 
    “I’ll come quietly.” 
 
    The blonde vampire grinned at her, fangs showing. She rolled her eyes. She knew he was a vampire. He didn’t need to make it so damn obvious. 
 
    He tugged her back down the path and out the gate. Her phone was still in her hand, but she didn’t want to make any sudden movements to alert him to the fact that she had it. She only hoped Gavin would realise she was in trouble and hadn’t sent some stupid message saying help for no reason. But what could he do? He didn’t even know where she lived or anything. 
 
    The vampire was still dragging her down the street at an alarming pace. She almost tripped over her own feet. 
 
    “Hey, slow down. I know you’re a vampire, but I’m a human. I can’t walk that fast.” 
 
    The vampire huffed but slowed down enough so that she was able to keep up without falling over. 
 
    By the time they’d reached the end of her road, she was getting a little worried. What if this vampire actually managed to take her to his boss? She wanted to know who was after her, but this kidnapping business was not on her bucket list. 
 
    “Who’s your boss?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “You said that before. Why won’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Stop asking questions.” 
 
    “Why? Does it annoy you?” 
 
    “Just be quiet or I’ll make sure you can’t talk for weeks.” 
 
    She snapped her mouth shut. She wasn’t about to see if he would carry out that threat. No matter how much she wanted to tell him where to go and smack him upside the head. 
 
    They rounded the corner of the next street. The vampire was ripped away from her and pinned to the floor by a very familiar figure. She staggered back. 
 
    “Samson, I assume,” said the newcomer. 
 
    “Get the fuck off me!” 
 
    “Not until you tell me why you’ve been following this lady.” 
 
    “None of your business.” 
 
    “Do you know who I am?” 
 
    “Do I look like I care?” Samson spat. 
 
    “You should. You are in my territory.” 
 
    Samson went very still. He’d been tugging at Gavin’s foot on his chest, but he let go, putting his hands up in surrender. 
 
    “You’re Raquel’s replacement?” 
 
    Samson looked incredulous. 
 
    “I don’t have time for niceties. Why are you following her?” 
 
    She’d been watching the scene quietly, but she took a step forward. 
 
    “He was taking me to see his boss.” 
 
    “Shut up, bitch.” 
 
    Gavin pressed his foot down harder on Samson’s chest. He groaned in pain. 
 
    “That’s no way to speak to a lady.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” Samson wheezed. 
 
    “I see I’m going to have trouble with you.” 
 
    Samson glared up at Gavin, who proceeded to pull out his phone and dial a number. 
 
    “Neave, I need you to send Jack over here with a car. I’ve found Samson.” 
 
    There was a long pause. 
 
    “I’m sure we can keep him occupied until Jack arrives.” 
 
    He pocketed the phone after hanging up and hauled Samson to his feet. He turned to Daisy. 
 
    “Is there somewhere we can take him whilst we wait?” 
 
    “Uh, well, I think my flatmate is home, not sure that’s such a good idea.” 
 
    “Can you check?” 
 
    She nodded and put in a phone call to Lucy. 
 
    “Sup?” 
 
    “You home?” Daisy asked. 
 
    “I was until Suzette called. Her boyfriend broke up with her again.” 
 
    “She got back with him? That fucker.” 
 
    “Tell me about it! Anyway, I thought you’d have been home by now.” 
 
    “Um, I got waylaid chatting to Ella.” 
 
    It was a half-truth, but Lucy didn’t need to know that. 
 
    “Well, I should go. She’s not in a good way. Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “All right, see you tomorrow.” 
 
    She turned to Gavin as she hung up. 
 
    “She’s gone out, friend emergency. I guess we can go to mine.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” 
 
    The three of them walked back the way they’d just come. Gavin had Samson held tightly in his grasp. 
 
    “Um, so thank you for coming. I mean, you didn’t have to.” 
 
    “I told Lukas I would make sure you were safe.” 
 
    She looked over at him. 
 
    “Is that the only reason?” 
 
    He indicated Samson and didn’t give her an answer. She got the point. He didn’t want to talk about it in front of the other vampire. 
 
    No one spoke until they were outside the door of her building. 
 
    “You’ll have to invite us in when we get to your door.” 
 
    “That myth is true?” 
 
    “As it just so happens, yes, but don’t go around blabbing it to other people.” 
 
    She smiled and opened the front door. They went up the first flight of stairs. She unlocked the door before she turned to them. 
 
    “Samson, Gavin, won’t you please come in?” 
 
    Samson just glared at her whilst Gavin gave her a nod. The two of them followed her into her living room. Gavin threw Samson down on the sofa. 
 
    “Stay there.” 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “You know what.” 
 
    She shrugged off her coat and hung it on the hook behind the front door before kicking off her shoes. 
 
    “Are you going to have to watch him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, well, I’m just going to change out of my work clothes.” 
 
    He nodded at her. He sat down in the armchair across from the sullen vampire on the sofa. She went through into her bedroom, shutting the door behind her. 
 
    She was wearing ratty underwear. If Gavin happened to want to stay awhile, she didn’t want him to see her in it. She pulled out a blue lacy set before changing into them and putting on a pair of black leggings and a long t-shirt. 
 
    She padded back out into the living room. Samson was still glaring daggers at Gavin, who was staring down at his phone. She wasn’t going to sit next to Samson. There weren’t any other seats in her living room. She opted to perch herself on the arm of the armchair Gavin was sitting in. 
 
    He looked up at her for a moment, desire rippling in the depths of his green eyes. Oh! She turned away, trying not to flush. She glanced at Samson who narrowed his eyes at the two of them. 
 
    “Since when did a little human girl have the protection of the Lord of London?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Daisy eyed Gavin for a moment. Was that what his title was? He’d told her not to ask about vampire hierarchy, so she kept silent. Although she had a sneaking suspicion Samson was saying it to get a rise out of him. 
 
    “Since you decided to play your little stalking game with her.” 
 
    “Who told you I was stalking her?” 
 
    “A friend. Do you not know anything about her?” 
 
    “Only that my boss wants her. Don’t care about the rest.” 
 
    Gavin looked at Samson with a blank expression. She knew there was something boiling under the surface. She might not know Gavin very well, but his eyes gave him away. She’d been paying a lot of attention to them last night. 
 
    He turned back to his phone, ignoring the sullen vampire. She imagined he wasn’t going to get anything out of Samson without some persuasion. He was going to get one of his underlings to interrogate the guy. 
 
    Gavin’s phone rang not long after. He had a curt conversation with the person on the other line. He stood and walked over to Samson, hauling him up by the scruff of his neck. He turned to her. 
 
    “I’ll be back momentarily. You might want to rescind Samson’s invitation to your home.” 
 
    “Do I just say… Samson, I rescind your invitation?” 
 
    Samson began to move towards the door as if compelled by some unknown force. Gavin smiled at her and followed him out. She stared after them with shock. Well, that was interesting. She would have to keep it in mind if she let another vampire into her home. 
 
    She left the door open, waiting for Gavin to return, which he did within a few minutes. He shut it behind him. He looked over at her for a moment before he was in front of her, pulling her up from the armchair. 
 
    “Did he hurt you?” 
 
    “No, he was just a dick. He probably would’ve, but I didn’t make much of a fuss.” 
 
    “What? No, ‘unhand me, you fiend’?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “No. If I was to say anything like that, it would be ‘get the fuck off me you piece of shit before I kick you upside the head’.” 
 
    “I’d like to see you try.” 
 
    “Lucky for you, I’m not taking any issue with your hands being on me.” 
 
    He looked down at his hands curled around her biceps loosely. 
 
    “If you’re not injured, then you won’t mind me doing this.” 
 
    Before she had a chance to realise what was happening, she was in his arms and he was kissing her fiercely. When he pulled away, she was a little breathless. 
 
    “A little warning might have been nice.” 
 
    “I did warn you.” 
 
    “And then you moved faster than I could track. How is that warning me?” 
 
    He smiled down at her. Clearly, he found her discomfort at his super speed amusing. 
 
    “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    “What makes you think I’m going to let you take me to bed?” 
 
    “I didn’t ask for your permission.” 
 
    “You should.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything else, merely capturing her arm and marching her into her bedroom. He pressed her face down onto the bed. 
 
    “I warned you, Daisy.” 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing? I never agreed to your proposition.” 
 
    “Oh, I think you did.” 
 
    He ran a hand down her back. She pushed herself up onto her elbows so her face wasn’t pressed into the covers. He tugged down her leggings and ran his hand over her lace-covered behind. She squirmed a little at his touch. She couldn’t help but respond to his hands on her. He nudged her legs apart, standing in between them. 
 
    “I didn’t. I said you might be able to persuade me to, but that doesn’t mean I said yes.” 
 
    “I don’t need you to say yes. Your body is telling me something very different to your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can smell your arousal. You’re wet for me.” 
 
    She was speechless. He tugged down her underwear. His fingers parted her slick folds. She shuddered as he touched her core. His fingers ran circles around it whilst she heard the clinking sound of his belt coming undone. A moment later, she could feel him at her entrance. He was hard and pulsating. 
 
    “Do you want me?” 
 
    She groaned, wiggling against him. All her need to be defiant had vanished when he pressed up against her sex. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Yes. I want you.” 
 
    “What is it you want me to do?” 
 
    She wiggled again, not wanting to say the words out loud. 
 
    “I’m waiting.” 
 
    “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    Her face was burning with shame. She was beginning to hate him for making her like this. For forcing her to admit that she liked him telling her what to do. 
 
    Without any warning, he slammed halfway up into her. She cried out, a sharp tug of pain dragging through her. 
 
    “Ouch, fucking hell!” 
 
    “You like a little bit of pain, don’t you?” 
 
    She gritted her teeth. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He began to pump his way in and out of her, gripping her hips as he moved. Each thrust went deeper than the last until she felt him pressed right up against her. Her fingers gripped the covers. She cried out over and over. She couldn’t help it. He wasn’t being gentle, and he certainly wasn’t giving her any mercy as he took her with ruthless abandon. 
 
    This was her punishment. He’d told her that if she didn’t do what he said, he’d take what he wanted. Evidently, she hadn’t realised just how serious he was about it. 
 
    “Touch yourself.” 
 
    She complied immediately. His tone brokered no objection. With his brutal pounding, it didn’t take long for her to fall apart. She let out a stream of intelligible curses directed at him, her climax rocking her. He grunted, clearly unable to hold back against the tide, holding her to him in a vice like grip. 
 
    She was panting as she came down from her high. He stepped back from her. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    She felt the bed dip beside her. She turned to him. Unlike her, he didn’t look like he’d just run a marathon. 
 
    “You should probably let Lukas know you’re okay.” 
 
    She frowned. How was he so unaffected by what had just occurred between the two of them? 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I called him to find out where you would be.” 
 
    She slumped down on the bed, aware her behind was still very much on show. 
 
    “Oh great. Wait.” She turned over and sat up. “How did you get here so fast?” 
 
    “Magic.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes in annoyance. 
 
    “Vampires don’t reveal their secrets to humans.” 
 
    “As if I’m just some random human to you.” 
 
    The words were out quicker than she could stop them. She cursed herself internally. Why couldn’t she keep her mouth shut? His expression was impassive. He said nothing in response. She couldn’t stand the silence. 
 
    “You didn’t have to come, you know. I’m sure one of your underlings could’ve handled Samson.” 
 
    “None of them are able to travel through shadows. It had to be me.” 
 
    “Uh, what?” 
 
    “I can use the shadows to move quickly from place to place. It is not a common trait.” 
 
    She stared at him in disbelief. Gavin really had a knack for rendering her speechless. 
 
    “Text Lukas.” 
 
    She sighed, standing up and adjusting her clothing so it wasn’t hanging off her legs. She picked up her phone from where she’d left it on the bedside table. There were several unread messages. She typed out a quick one to Lukas without reading any of them. 
 
    ‘I’m fine, Gavin found me. They’ve taken the vamp for interrogation.’ 
 
    The response was immediate. 
 
    ‘Ella’s been going crazy. Glad you’re okay.’ 
 
    ‘You can thank your fanged friend for that.’ 
 
    ‘I see I’m not the only one to get lumbered with one of your nicknames.’ 
 
    She snorted and dropped her phone back on the table. She could read the rest of the texts when she was alone. 
 
    “Did he say something that amused you?” 
 
    She jumped at the sound of Gavin’s voice. 
 
    “Um… no.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    He snagged one of her hands, pulling her onto the bed. She frowned, trying to tug her hand back, but he didn’t let go. 
 
    “He was just commenting on the fact that I like to give people nicknames. He hates his.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “All I did was refer to you as his fanged friend. Happy now?” 
 
    “Fanged friend?” 
 
    “You’re not going to tell me that’s offensive to you or something?” 
 
    “No. I think you can do better than that.” 
 
    “Possibly. I just haven’t put much thought into it yet.” She edged closer to him. “You’ll see, I’ll come up with something as good as wingboy.” 
 
    There was amusement flickering in his eyes. She extracted her hand from his before she ran it up his chest. 
 
    “I can see why he would dislike you calling him that.” 
 
    She shrugged, leaning closer. She tried to gauge his reaction. He didn’t seem to be rejecting her advances. When her face was inches from his, she stared into his captivating green eyes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, eyes narrowing. 
 
    “Looking at you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I want to.” 
 
    She didn’t give him a chance to respond. Pressing her mouth to his, she curled her hands around his neck. His were in her hair a moment later. There was a gentleness to his touch that hadn’t been there earlier when he’d pinned her to the bed. She almost melted. Whilst she liked his domineering side, even if she was loath to admit it, she craved his softer side too. What was it about this vampire that had her throwing caution to the wind? 
 
    There was a loud ringing sound from the living room. Someone was pressing her door buzzer. She frowned, pulling away. It was pretty late. She had no idea who it could be. 
 
    “Are you expecting someone?” he asked. 
 
    “No. Lucy probably forgot her keys again.” 
 
    She looked down at his mouth. She was a little put out by the interruption. His lips curved up into a smile. He knew what she wanted. She hated him knowing how much he affected her, but she kissed him again. 
 
    The buzzer became more insistent. She was going to have to see who it was before they woke everyone in the building. She let go of him with reluctance and shuffled off the bed. 
 
    “I’ll be right back. 
 
    She looked down at him, noting his usual impassive expression. She reminded herself he wasn’t human. He was less inclined to express any sort of emotion. Some crazy part of her wanted to push his buttons, provoke a reaction. She teetered on the edge of giving into the urge. 
 
    The buzzer went again. She wanted them to go away. 
 
    Sighing, she brushed her fingers across his jaw. His eyes snapped up to hers. She couldn’t tell if he was annoyed by her touching his face or not. He caught her hand, bringing one of her fingers to his lips. His fangs slid out. The tip of one grazed over her finger. Her breath caught in her throat. She winced a little as his fang pierced her skin before he sucked it into his mouth, eyes on hers the entire time. It was even more erotic than when he’d bitten her lip. He knew exactly what he was doing. 
 
    The buzzer sounded again. He released her finger. When she looked down at it, there was no blood. Just a small red mark. His eyes were smouldering. She trembled. 
 
    “Don’t keep me waiting.” 
 
    His tone sent her hurrying from the room. Her face flushed, liquid heat pooled at her thighs. She pressed her hand down on the intercom. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Daisy, darling. I’ve missed you.” 
 
    She froze, paling at the sound of his voice. No. No! Why was he here? 
 
    “Go away, Aaron.” 
 
    “I’ve left her. I’ve left Helen.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Daisy couldn’t speak. He’d done what? 
 
    “Daisy, aren’t you going to let me up? Please, darling. I love you.” 
 
    Her hand dropped from the intercom. She didn’t want to hear any more. The buzzer went again. This evening could not get any worse. Aaron showing up and declaring he’d left his wife was the icing on the cake. She felt her blood boiling. 
 
    How dare he come here! 
 
    She pressed on the intercom again. 
 
    “Go home. I don’t want to see you.” 
 
    “I love you. I can’t live without you.” 
 
    “Go home to your wife.” 
 
    “I’ve left Helen. It’s you I want. Please, Daisy, I need you.” 
 
    “I don’t want you here. And stop ringing my doorbell.” 
 
    She took two steps away from the intercom. She watched it for a moment, but the buzzer didn’t go off again. She sighed with relief. Just as she turned to return to the vampire, she heard something clatter against the window. She strode over to it, looking down. Aaron was there, his arms stretched out staring up at her. She unlatched the window and pulled it up, sticking her head out. 
 
    “Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do, I’m half crazy, all for the love of you,” he sang at the top of his voice. 
 
    She winced. He could not sing for shit and was going to wake up the whole street at this rate. 
 
    “Aaron, shut up! I told you to go away.” 
 
    “It won’t be a stylish marriage, I can’t afford a carriage, but you’ll look sweet upon the seat of a bicycle made for two.” 
 
    “Seriously? You’re going to wake my neighbours. Just fucking shut up and leave me alone!” 
 
    “I love you. I need you.” 
 
    “Shut the hell up creep before I call the police,” someone shouted from their window above her. 
 
    Daisy wanted the ground to swallow her up. 
 
    “Go home, Aaron.” 
 
    She pulled her head back and slammed the window shut. When she turned, Gavin was standing next to her, staring down at Aaron. She almost jumped out of her skin. 
 
    “Holy shit! Don’t sneak up on me like that.” 
 
    “Who is that?” 
 
    “No one important.” 
 
    He gave her a disbelieving look. She flushed. 
 
    “I guess you could say he’s my ex, but it was never serious.” 
 
    “He seems pretty serious or is his declaration of love a joke to you?” 
 
    “Do I look like I’m laughing? He shouldn’t even be here. He should be at home with his wife.” 
 
    She slapped her hand over her mouth. She hadn’t meant to tell him she’d had an affair with a married man. 
 
    “His wife?” 
 
    She looked away, dropping her hand to her side. 
 
    “I didn’t know he was married when we met. Look, can we not do this? It’s hard enough him being here.” 
 
    She felt tears welling in her eyes. Aaron had done a number on her, but she wasn’t going to cry in front of Gavin. He was a vampire for crying out loud. She didn’t want to subject him to her silly human emotions. 
 
    She felt his hand on her cheek. He turned her face towards him. When she took in his expression, she was a little taken aback. There was sympathy in his eyes. 
 
    “Do you want me to get rid of him for you?” 
 
    “What? No. This is my problem.” 
 
    “You’ve clearly done a great job of getting him to leave.” 
 
    “All right, Mr Sarcasm, no need to rub it in.” 
 
    She checked outside the window again. Aaron was still there. He called up to her when he saw she was looking at him. She opened the window. 
 
    “Daisy, please. I need you.” 
 
    “Aaron, for the last time. Go home to your wife.” 
 
    “Are you with someone up there?” 
 
    “I don’t see how that’s any of your business.” 
 
    She turned her head. Gavin was standing right next to her in full view of Aaron. This was not helping the situation. 
 
    “Who is that? Have you been screwing someone else? How could you?” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me. You’re married or have you conveniently forgotten you were fucking me behind her back?” 
 
    He had the decency to look a little ashamed of himself. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to deal with him?” Gavin asked. 
 
    She moved her head back inside and looked up at him. 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    “I can be quite persuasive.” 
 
    He started to make a move towards her front door, but she caught his arm. She curled herself around him, pressing her lips to his. It’d been the only thing she could think of to stop him from going downstairs to deal with Aaron. 
 
    When he didn’t pull away, she put her hands on his chest, directing him towards the sofa, away from the window. He let her push him down on it before she sat on his lap, knees either side of his thighs. Her mouth was on his again, kissing him for all she was worth. Heat coiled inside her. 
 
    His hands darted under her t-shirt, brushing against her bare skin. She shifted, grinding herself against his hardening arousal. His hands gripped her hips, encouraging her. She let go of his mouth only to trail her lips down his jaw and lower, to his neck. She let her teeth graze over his skin. 
 
    “Daisy,” he hissed, gripping her hips harder. 
 
    “I don’t think you like it when you’re not in control,” she whispered. 
 
    He grunted when she ground against him. She kissed him again, savouring the metallic taste of his tongue as it melded with hers. Her hands had found their way under his shirt, her fingertips trailing over the taut muscle of his abs. 
 
    A voice filtered up through the open window. It stabbed at her senses, breaking through her lust filled haze. 
 
    “What are you doing here, Aaron?” 
 
    She jerked away from him, her eyes going to the window, but he wasn’t having any of it. He gripped her face, pulling her back as he devoured her mouth again. She struggled against him, pushing at his chest. 
 
    “What?” he snapped, irritation filling his eyes. 
 
    His tone almost made her baulk. 
 
    “Lucy is home. She can’t know you’re here.” 
 
    “And why not?” 
 
    “She isn’t a part of this world. I want to keep it that way.” 
 
    He stared at her, his face impassive. 
 
    “Please, Gavin. I… I want you to stay, but she can’t see you.” 
 
    When he still said nothing, she sighed. 
 
    “Look, I’ll make it up to you. I swear. I’ll even agree to your proposition if that will make you happy.” 
 
    “I want you to want it. Agreeing to it to make me do what you ask is not acceptable.” 
 
    She bit her lip. She could hear Lucy’s footfall on the stairs. It was time she was honest with herself. 
 
    “I do want it. I want you.” 
 
    He watched her for a moment before he moved her off him, seating her back on the sofa. He stood and before she could blink, he was gone. Her bedroom door closed behind him. She let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding when she heard Lucy’s key in the door. 
 
    “So, I ran into Aaron outside,” Lucy said. 
 
    Daisy was still staring at her closed bedroom door. 
 
    “He said some rather interesting things.” 
 
    She turned her face towards Lucy. 
 
    “You did tell him he needed to leave, right?” she asked. 
 
    “Dur. It’s 2 am.” 
 
    She hadn’t realised it was quite that late. 
 
    “He said you had someone up here with you.” 
 
    “Well, as you can see, I’m alone.” 
 
    She rose and shut the window. It was too cold to have it open. 
 
    “Hmm, and I’m the pope.” 
 
    She turned, facing Lucy again. 
 
    “Is it your Tinder date?” 
 
    Knowing full well the vampire in her bedroom could hear every word, she sighed. 
 
    “Um, yeah. Okay, you got me.” 
 
    “You’re such a little liar. You had sex with him last night, didn’t you?” 
 
    She shook her head in frustration. Why did Lucy always seem to stick her nose in where it wasn’t wanted? 
 
    “No, I didn’t. We just talked.” 
 
    “Nuh-uh. What’s gotten into you? You’re usually forthcoming with who you’re seeing.” 
 
    “Nothing is going on.” 
 
    “Seriously? This isn’t like you. You’re being all secretive. I know you slept with him. It’s written all over your face. What happened to your two month rule?” 
 
    She cringed. She hated that Lucy could see right through her. And now she was going to have to face Gavin knowing he’d heard every word. 
 
    “Look, just drop it, please. I don’t want to discuss this right now.” 
 
    Lucy stared at her, disbelief written all over her features. 
 
    “If you’ll excuse me, I have a guest I’m neglecting. Night.” 
 
    She pushed passed Lucy, ignoring her shocked expression and strode into her bedroom. She shut the door behind her, leaning back against it, closing her eyes. 
 
    When she opened them, he was standing in front of her, his green eyes as captivating as ever. She didn’t want to talk any more. She took a step towards him. His hand came up, cupping her cheek before he brought his mouth down on hers as if he’d sensed her intentions. She moaned into his mouth. He pressed her back into the door, his hands pinning hers. She didn’t even try to stop him when he bit down on her bottom lip, fangs piercing the skin. 
 
    “I want to taste you.” 
 
    She knew what he was asking. He let go of her hands so he could tug her t-shirt off. She raised her arms to help him. She turned her face away, baring her neck to him. He growled before his tongue slid across the sensitive skin. 
 
    “I promise I won’t make it hurt.” 
 
    She believed him. His hand came up, holding her face, his thumb tracing her bottom lip. She felt the sharp prick when his fangs dug into her skin. She whimpered, trembling all over. His other hand cupped her sex, rubbing her most sensitive spot as he sucked on her neck. It didn’t hurt any longer. Instead, she felt almost euphoric. Her hands gripped his shoulders. She whimpered again. 
 
    She didn’t know how he was able to make this feel so good, but she didn’t care. She ground against his fingers, needing to feel the sweet release she knew was coming. His tongue flickered down her clavicle, catching the escaping droplets of blood. He resumed sucking on the puncture marks on her neck. 
 
    She cried out as her climax rocked through her, fingers digging into his shoulders. He licked the two small wounds, which had stopped bleeding, by the time she floated back down to earth. 
 
    She slumped against the door, feeling a little drained from the experience. He stared down at her with black eyes before he brought his own finger to his mouth. His fangs pierced the skin. He lowered his hand, pressing down on it. Blood flowed sluggishly. Before she could ask him what the hell he was doing, he ran his bloody finger over the marks he’d made on her neck. She watched the small wound he’d made on his finger disappear before her eyes. 
 
    “What did you do?” she asked. 
 
    “Look in the mirror.” 
 
    He backed away from her, giving her room to move. She walked towards her full-length mirror in the corner of the room, a little unsteady on her feet. He followed her. She looked at herself in her bra and leggings. There was blood on her neck. He was behind her, his hands curled around her waist, pressing himself into her back. He leant down and licked her neck, cleaning the blood away. When he straightened, her skin was clear. There were no marks. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “My blood. I didn’t think you’d want anyone asking questions.” 
 
    “Your blood healed me?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me you could do that.” 
 
    “Vampires don’t like their secrets getting out.” 
 
    She turned in his arms, looking up into his eyes, their colour back to their usual bright green. 
 
    “Then why are you telling me?” 
 
    “You’re my human.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You agreed to be mine. Didn’t I make that clear?” 
 
    “I never said you could own me.” 
 
    His face remained impassive. She hated it when he betrayed nothing. 
 
    “I’m not a piece of property,” she pressed. 
 
    “You’re not property to me.” 
 
    “Then what do you see me as?” 
 
    She could only stare up at him in confusion. His thumb brushed against her bottom lip. 
 
    “You are mine. No one else can touch you or feed from you. I have claimed you.” 
 
    “And what if I don’t want that?” 
 
    “Do you want another vampire to bite you?” 
 
    “Of course not. I barely even know why I let you do it.” 
 
    “Then accept that you are mine.” 
 
    “Make me understand why the hell I should!” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    “My patience with you is wearing thin.” 
 
    She tried to back away from him, but his grip tightened, painfully. 
 
    “Stop it! That hurts.” 
 
    He loosened his hold a little. She took a breath, trying to calm her raging temper. He was pissing her off with this ownership business. 
 
    “I just want to understand.” 
 
    She reached up, her fingers brushing against his jaw. He released her, taking a step back. Her hand dropped. 
 
    She felt a little light headed. She stumbled towards the bed, sitting down as the room began to spin. The adrenaline pumping through her veins from her climactic high must’ve subsided. 
 
    “Fuck, how much did you take from me?” 
 
    She put her head in her hands, trying to make it stop. She barely heard the click of the door as it opened and closed. Where the hell was he going? 
 
    She felt the bed dip moments later and something shoved under her nose. She dropped her hands. He was holding a glass of orange juice out for her. 
 
    “Drink that.” 
 
    She took it, her hands shaking, but she made sure not to let it slip through her fingers. She took several large gulps before he took it from her. 
 
    “Lie down.” 
 
    She did as he said, shuffling backwards and curling up on her side. In seconds, he was next to her, his hand resting on her head, fingers entangled in her dark hair. The room was quiet, the only sound was her jagged breath. When it finally returned to normal, he spoke. 
 
    “Vampires have been around as long as there have been humans. Many of the older ones see humans as things. Claiming a human simply means other vampires are forbidden to touch them. I see you as a person, Daisy, not a thing.” 
 
    “So, you’re claiming me for my own protection?” 
 
    “In a sense.” 
 
    “But you barely know me.” 
 
    “Does that matter to you?” 
 
    “Maybe a little. I thought this was casual, not a relationship where you literally own me.” 
 
    She looked up at him. 
 
    “To other vampires, you are mine.” 
 
    “And to you?” 
 
    “I want to break you down until you give everything to me. I want you to submit willingly.” 
 
    “Everything?” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was silent at that. She knew he wanted to dominate her. But everything? Was he talking about her heart? Her soul? She couldn’t think about that now. All the events of the evening were beginning to feel very overwhelming. 
 
    She shifted. Her bra was digging into her skin. She sat up, planting her feet on the ground. Unclasping her bra, she dropped it on the floor before she stood up, shimmed out of her leggings. She pulled back the covers and crawled into them, feeling very tired. 
 
    “Will you stay until I fall asleep, please?” 
 
    She was a little afraid of the answer. He stroked her hair but didn’t respond. After a few minutes, when she was sure he wasn’t going anywhere, she reached out and rested her hand on his thigh. She didn’t look up at him before she closed her eyes. 
 
    She drifted off with his fingers tangled in her hair. Knowing underneath that hard shell, she had the privilege of glimpsing his softer side. 
 
    § 
 
    When he was sure she was asleep, Gavin carefully placed her hand under the covers, making sure he tucked her in. He watched her for a moment. She looked so peaceful, but he was well aware of her tendency to explode at any given moment. 
 
    Daisy was a girl full of contradictions. She needed to be in control of everything, yet she gave it all over to him when he’d demanded it of her. She spoke her mind, yet she was guarded. Worst of all, she was driving him crazy. She was a whirlwind and he was caught up in her storm. 
 
    He shouldn’t still be here. He had work to do, but there had been a plea in her voice when she’d asked him to stay. It was almost as if she thought his presence was comforting, which couldn’t be the case. He was a predator, not a source of comfort. 
 
    He stood and did a quick sweep of her flat to make sure her doors and windows were secure. He watched her for a moment more before he melted into the shadows. He was back within the walls of Fright Night in a short space of time, stepping out of the shadows into the office. 
 
    “Hello, boss.” 
 
    Neave lounged in the manager’s chair. She was the owner of the bar now Raquel was out of the picture. He had no interest in running the place, but it was useful for conducting business. 
 
    He was considering making Neave his second. He wanted to see if she was up to the task first. 
 
    “How goes it with our blonde friend?” 
 
    “Jack hasn’t managed to get much. Samson is a slippery bastard.” 
 
    She threw something at him which he caught deftly. He opened his hand, looking down at the two bloody fangs nestled in his palm. 
 
    “What has he found out?” 
 
    He dropped the fangs on the desk. 
 
    “Samson said his master only communicates with him via burner phones. They’ve never met, so he couldn’t tell us who it is even if he wanted to.” 
 
    “And you’re sure about that?” 
 
    “Jack is the best at what he does.” 
 
    “Cut him loose and have someone tail him. I want to see what he does next.” 
 
    “He won’t be in a fit state to go anywhere for a while.” 
 
    He almost rolled his eyes. Jack had a thing for inflicting as much pain as possible. 
 
    “Fine, find a donor who’s willing to feed him first. Just enough to get him on his feet.” 
 
    Neave raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “How is our little human friend?” 
 
    “She’s fine.” 
 
    “Fine, huh? You were there an awfully long time and you look a little pinker. Didn’t you say she was out of bounds?” 
 
    His fists curled. He didn’t make a move towards Neave. He disliked her ability to read him, but he had a soft spot for the fun-loving vampire. 
 
    “Don’t be getting any smart ideas about what you think is going on.” 
 
    She laughed, grinning at him. 
 
    “Tsk, you need to lighten up. I’m sure you stopped by a donor on the way.” 
 
    He didn’t dignify her comment with a response. He melted back into the shadows. He re-materialised in the soundproofed room they used when the need for secrecy arose. 
 
    “Are you here to lecture me on my interrogation techniques?” 
 
    Jack stood by the sink, cleaning his equipment. Gavin glanced at the bloody figure huddled in the corner. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Neave told you I didn’t get much out of him. There’s a much bigger picture here he’s not privy to.” 
 
    Jack had only been in London a couple of months, but the two of them had known each other for a very long time. They shared a maker who was no longer amongst the undead, staked fifty years ago in a turf war. Neither Gavin nor Jack mourned her passing. 
 
    Gavin asked Jack here to help him secure his power base after the chaos Raquel’s death had left in its wake. They’d only just restored some semblance of order. 
 
    “You realise that it is awfully strange you taking an interest in a human who has no ties to our world.” Jack followed Gavin’s eyes to Samson. “Oh, don’t worry, he’ll be dead to the world for a while.” 
 
    “Lukas made it my business.” 
 
    “Since when did you become buddies with that guy?” Jack scrutinised Gavin for a moment. “Unless… You owe him, don’t you?” 
 
    “And what of it?” 
 
    Jack shrugged, turning back to the sink and picking up a bloody knife. 
 
    “You know, you never did tell me what happened to Raquel.” 
 
    “That’s none of your concern.” 
 
    “You made it my business when you asked me to interrogate one of her lackeys.” Jack paused for a moment, inspecting the blade in his hand carefully. “Tell me, how goes the search for her missing mate?” 
 
    Gavin leant back against the counter, crossing his arms. 
 
    “Why would I know? It’s Hell’s business.” 
 
    “He’s a loose end that needs tying up.” 
 
    “Why do you think Lukas asked me to ensure the safety of the girl when he’d be perfectly capable of doing it himself?” 
 
    “They’re looking for Val?” 
 
    “Glad to see all those blows to the head you received haven’t affected your mental faculties.” 
 
    Jack smirked. Their maker had discovered Jack in an underground fighting ring. He was close to death after a particularly brutal beating. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s the only reason you’re helping the demon. I think it has everything to do with why Raquel is dead.” 
 
    “You can believe whatever you wish, Jack. She’s gone and no one is mourning her.” 
 
    “Except perhaps her little pet werefox. You know, it wouldn’t surprise me if he was involved.” 
 
    Gavin hadn’t considered the possibility. It still didn’t explain why someone was going after Daisy. She was only in their world due to her association with Ella and Lukas. He’d now rendered it entirely impossible for her to pull herself out by claiming her as his own. He wondered if Daisy realised what she’d gotten herself into. Perhaps he was a little guilty of keeping her in the dark. 
 
    “I’m sure he’s a tad sour over Raquel’s death.” 
 
    “Sour? He devoted his life to her. I think he’d be itching for revenge. 
 
    “Raquel should’ve known better than to go after anyone associated with Hell. She brought it upon herself.” 
 
    “She was always an arrogant bitch.” 
 
    Gavin smiled. He never liked Raquel, even when he had risen through the ranks to become her second. But, it had given him the power he desired and the means to do what he pleased with no ramifications. 
 
    Now, he had to deal with the interference of his superiors. They were watching him until he proved that he was capable of keeping the vampires of London in line. He didn’t have any regrets about ensuring Raquel’s death, regardless. 
 
    The door opened and Neave stepped in, holding a glass full of blood. She eyed the two of them with interest for a moment before strolling over to Samson. She hauled him up into sitting position, slapping him a few times. He stirred and looked up at her with a mutinous glare. 
 
    “Here, drink up.” 
 
    She snapped his head back and proceeded to pour the blood into his open mouth. It was necessary since Jack had ripped out his fangs. They would grow back, but Samson would have trouble feeding properly for a few months. 
 
    Satisfied he’d had enough, she released him. 
 
    “Fucking bitch,” Samson mumbled. 
 
    “Nice to know you’re still a dick.” 
 
    She kicked him in the gut for good measure before she sashayed over to Gavin. 
 
    “Anything else you need?” 
 
    Gavin shook his head before he straightened. He was next to Samson in a flash. He stared down at the bloody vampire whose wounds were knitting back together. 
 
    “If I find out you’ve so much as thought about going near the girl again, I’ll personally rip your throat out myself. Are we clear?” 
 
    Samson growled but nodded. 
 
    “Now, if you’d be so kind as to fuck off out of my territory. I believe our business is concluded. Don’t make me regret allowing you to live.” 
 
    “What is so fucking special about the little girl?” 
 
    He’d been about to disappear, but he stopped. His eyes grew darker. He hauled Samson to his feet by his throat and slammed him into the wall. 
 
    “She is not a little girl. She is mine. You would do well to remember that.” 
 
    There was a deafening silence as his words sunk in. 
 
    “Yours?” Samson asked, eyebrows raised. “I thought you said you were protecting her for a friend.” 
 
    “She is under my protection which makes her mine. Now, get the fuck out of my sight.” 
 
    He shoved Samson to the ground roughly. The vampire scrambled to his feet. 
 
    “I didn’t sign up for this shit.” 
 
    After Samson disappeared out the door, the remaining occupants stared at Gavin. Neave looked amused. Jack was thoughtful. 
 
    “So, that’s why she’s out of bounds,” Neave sniggered. 
 
    “I told you not to get any ideas.” 
 
    “Whatever you say, boss. I don’t blame you for tapping that.” 
 
    “Neave.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. You’re not sleeping with her, I get it.” 
 
    She winked at Jack who smirked. 
 
    “It’s high time you two got back to work.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Jack said, chuckling. 
 
    The two of them left Gavin alone. He looked down at the bloody floor for a moment, irritated he’d lost control and revealed something he shouldn’t. He melted back into the shadows and spirited away from the bar. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Daisy hadn’t seen Gavin since the night Aaron had shown up, but he’d been texting her. He had business to attend to. She’d been pulling a couple of extra shifts at work. It had only been five days, but she was beginning to think he was avoiding her. 
 
    He’d assured her Samson would no longer be an issue, but she wasn’t so sure she was in the clear. They still didn’t know who had been pulling Samson’s strings. 
 
    She’d had no word from Aaron, which was a relief in itself. He’d clearly not been too impressed when he’d seen her with Gavin. Perhaps he finally realised she was no longer under his spell and moved on to another lonely girl desperate for attention. She didn’t care as long as he didn’t bother her. 
 
    Her phone buzzed as she let herself into her flat. She closed the door, pulling it out. 
 
    ‘Come see me.’ 
 
    She smiled, feeling a little relieved. So, he wasn’t avoiding her completely. She typed out a quick response. 
 
    ‘Okay, but only just got in from work. Going to grab a shower first.’ 
 
    She shoved her phone back into her pocket before kicking off her shoes and hanging her coat up. She crossed the room and opened her bedroom door. She flipped the light on and screeched when Gavin stepped out of the shadows. 
 
    “Holy shit! Don’t do that. Have you heard of using a door?” 
 
    He cocked his head to the side. 
 
    “Hey, Daisy, what are you screaming about?” 
 
    She turned to find Lucy outside her room, rubbing her eyes. 
 
    “Sorry, I just stubbed my toe.” 
 
    “Well, keep it down, will you? Some of us need their beauty sleep.” 
 
    Lucy shuffled away back to her room, closing the door behind her. There was still a little awkwardness between them. She sagged against the doorframe. Her heart still raced from the shock of Gavin appearing in her room. 
 
    “I was going to suggest I join you.” 
 
    She looked up. He was standing next to her with a devious smile on his face. 
 
    “Join me?” 
 
    She stared at him in confusion. 
 
    “You said you were getting in the shower.” 
 
    “Oh.” Her brow furrowed. “Oh! You… Oh!” 
 
    “Oh indeed.” 
 
    “Well, if you want to.” 
 
    “It involves you naked. I want.” 
 
    His eyes were full of desire. It made her tremble. She took his hand, leading him back through her living room into the bathroom. It wasn’t huge, but it had a separate shower which she hoped could accommodate the two of them. 
 
    “Just so we’re clear, I don’t appreciate you appearing in my room like that.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    She shrugged off her jumper before pulling off her t-shirt. 
 
    “You scared me half to death. Next time, warn me first.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind.” 
 
    She eyed him warily as she unbuttoned her jeans. He was leaning against the sink, admiring the view. 
 
    “Are you just going to stand there?” 
 
    He gave her a smile before he began to unbutton his shirt. She rolled her eyes as she finished undressing. Reaching into the shower, she flipped it on so the water could get hot. Before she had a chance to turn around, he wrapped his arms around her waist. She could feel his cool, bare skin against hers. His mouth was on her neck, teeth lightly grazing her artery. 
 
    “Put your hands on the wall.” 
 
    He urged her forward. She stepped into the shower, bracing her hands against the wall. Water cascaded down the two of them. 
 
    “Did Lukas and Ella tell you who they are looking for?” 
 
    “No. Just that it was a job for Hell.” 
 
    She turned her head to look up at him, but he stopped her. 
 
    “Stay still.” 
 
    His hands moved down, cupping her breasts. His thumbs ran over her nipples, circling them. His arousal pressed into her back. 
 
    “Did you tell Ella you agreed to be mine?” 
 
    She winced. She hadn’t exactly mentioned that part, only that she’d accepted his proposition. Predictably, Ella had lost it. Now, they weren’t speaking to each other. 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    One of his hands moved lower until his fingers were circling her core. She bit her lip to stop herself crying out. 
 
    “What did she say?” 
 
    “She went ape-shit and hung up on me when I told her she was overreacting. And I’m pretty sure you might hear from Lukas.” 
 
    He adjusted their positions before he pressed into her. She hissed, feeling him stretching her. 
 
    “I’m sure he has his hands full tracking down the wayward fox.” 
 
    The mention of a fox tugged at her memory. 
 
    “I am right in thinking you were the one Lukas contacted when Ella went missing. He talked about a fox then too.” 
 
    “You were there?” 
 
    “Yes. I was the one who made them come out clubbing that night.” 
 
    Her breathing was a little heavier as he thrust into her, fingers still circling her core. 
 
    “The person they’re looking for is a werefox.” 
 
    “Does this have anything to do with the vampire Ella killed?” 
 
    He stopped moving. She wanted to turn her head to see why, but he’d told her to stay still. 
 
    “How do you know about that?” 
 
    “Lukas told me. You know, that’s the night I found out about everything.” 
 
    “What else did he tell you?” 
 
    He still wasn’t moving. She was getting a little worried. 
 
    “Just that Ella got kidnapped and the vampire she killed was high up in your society.” She turned her head, not caring that he’d told her not to. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    He didn’t stop her. His eyes were dark. He looked a little haunted. 
 
    “How much of my conversation with Lukas did you hear?” 
 
    “I only heard his side. Hey, what is this about?” 
 
    He seemed to shake himself. 
 
    “Nothing. The less you know, the better.” 
 
    “Wait, a minute.” She almost slapped her hand on her head. “Ella killed your predecessor, didn’t she?” 
 
    She remembered Samson saying something about Gavin being someone called Raquel’s replacement. She put two and two together. 
 
    “Daisy…” 
 
    “You didn’t have anything to do with it. Why does it matter that I know?” 
 
    He moved, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her again. 
 
    “It doesn’t.” 
 
    She was pretty sure it did matter but didn’t want to push him any further. She knew it would only lead to some sort of punishment for her. Instead, she let him take her to heady heights with his expert fingers and she didn’t protest when he bit her. 
 
    “You’re intoxicating,” he whispered in her ear as he continued to pound into her. 
 
    § 
 
    Half an hour later, she was sitting on her bed, towel drying her hair. Gavin was leaning back against her pillows, only clad in his boxers. She eyed his bare chest, flushing. She thought about running her fingers over the hard planes of his muscles. 
 
    “Something on your mind?” he asked. 
 
    “What? No…” 
 
    His eyes narrowed a little. She wanted to sink into a hole and never come out. 
 
    “I was… admiring you.” 
 
    She turned away, completely unable to meet his gaze. Why did he make her feel so nervous and out of control? Her phone buzzed several times. She frowned. Who could be texting her at this time of night? She leant over and picked up the phone from her bedside table, dropping the towel on the bed. 
 
    ‘I’m watching you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to savour the moment when you’re at my mercy.’ 
 
    ‘I do hope you’ll scream when I taste your flesh.’ 
 
    ‘Enjoy Gavin whilst you can. Your days are numbered.’ 
 
    She paled. She didn’t know whose number this was or how they’d got hers. Before he had a chance to ask her what was wrong, she held out her phone to him. He took it and looked down. 
 
    He was on his feet within moments, pulling his own phone out and dialling a number. 
 
    “Gianna, I need you to trace a number.” 
 
    He was by the window, scanning the street outside. She blocked out his voice. Someone wanted her dead and she had no idea why. She hadn’t done anything. She wasn’t part of their world. She lay down, pulling the covers around her. Cracks had appeared in her mental armour and she couldn’t cope with it all. A tear wound its way down her cheek. 
 
    Why would anyone want her dead? Was it because she was with Gavin? No, this had started before they’d met. Then how did they know he was with her? There were too many unanswered questions. She tried to push down the rising panic in her stomach. 
 
    Someone wanted her dead. 
 
    She found herself encircled in a pair of strong arms and her face pressed up against a cold chest. She turned her head, resting it on him. It was only after a moment she realised he didn’t have a heartbeat nor was he breathing. It brought home to her the fact that Gavin was not human any longer. 
 
    She knew it should terrify her, being here with a predator, but she found herself comforted instead. For some strange reason, he wanted her. He could have anyone, yet he was here, with her. 
 
    “Why would someone want me dead?” she whispered. 
 
    “I intend to find out.” 
 
    “How do they know that I’m with you? I only told Ella.” 
 
    His hand was in her hair, stroking her head softly. 
 
    “Samson.” 
 
    “You said he wasn’t a threat anymore. How does he even know about us?” 
 
    He was silent for a long moment. She was beginning to get the distinct impression that he didn’t want to tell her. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “He was trying my patience.” 
 
    She felt a surge of irritation. How was revealing their weird relationship to Samson going to help the situation? If anything, it had made it so much worse. 
 
    “And that makes it okay for you to put me in even more danger?” 
 
    “I do not share. I will not let another man touch you. You are mine.” 
 
    She sat up, pulling away from him. Her eyes blazed with fury. 
 
    “What part of I’m not your property did you not understand? Do you have any idea how fucking psychotic you sound? All this bullshit about me being yours has just put my life at risk. Yet you don’t even seem to give a shit that it’s partly your fault. Someone wants me dead and I have no idea why!” 
 
    Her breathing was erratic. She wanted to smack him. 
 
    “I didn’t ask to be a part of your world. I didn’t want this. I’m such a fucking idiot. I knew this was a bad idea. For some stupid reason, I went along with it anyway. Well, you know what, no. You can take your stupid ownership crap and shove it.” 
 
    He’d sat there, taking her barrage of abuse without blinking. She panted, desperately wanting to quiet the raging storm inside her. 
 
    “Are you quite done?” 
 
    She stared at his blank expression, quite unable to comprehend how calm he appeared to be despite her outburst. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then, by all means, continue.” 
 
    “I…” She faltered, feeling exhausted. 
 
    His lack of reaction had taken the wind out of her sails. Last time she’d snapped at him, it had almost escalated into a full-blown argument. Why was he so passive this time? 
 
    “I’m done.” 
 
    He cocked his head to the side, looking at her with those damn captivating green eyes of his. 
 
    “Do you wish to end your association with me?” 
 
    Anxiety coiled inside her. She’d been so angry, she hadn’t really thought about what she was saying. Would it really be that easy for him to walk away? She didn’t want that, not one bit. The thought of never seeing him again made her feel sick. What was wrong with her? Had he really become so important to her that walking away felt like it would completely tear her in two? 
 
    “No,” she whispered, shaking her head. 
 
    In seconds, she was in his arms, kissing him with reckless abandon. She couldn’t think of anything else other than the driving need to make sure he didn’t leave her. 
 
    “I’m still angry with you,” she said. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She let him push her back down onto the bed. He covered her body with his. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have told Samson I’m yours.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He ran his fingers over her bare skin. She hadn’t bothered to get dressed after their shower. She arched into him when he kissed her neck. 
 
    “Then you know you put me in danger.” 
 
    “You were in danger the moment you stepped into the bar that first night.” 
 
    She was silent. He was right. She might not have wanted to get involved with vampires, but when she’d gone to Fright Night, she’d sealed her fate. She was involved now whether she liked it or not. 
 
    “Are you going to punish me for shouting at you?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    His lips trailed down her clavicle and lower until he captured one of her nipples between his teeth. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She shivered. She had signed up for this. He’d given her an out and she hadn’t taken it. She didn’t strictly deserve any sort of punishment. He was the one in the wrong, but she knew he had some weird need to be in control. To make her submit to him. 
 
    “I’m going to pleasure you until you’re so close to the edge, you feel like you’re going to explode.” He paused, looking up at her from where he was nestled between her breasts. “Then I’ll stop, let you calm down before I pleasure you all over again. You’ll be begging me for a release by the time I’m done with you.” 
 
    She gulped. That was not the kind of punishment she was expecting. 
 
    “Before you do that, can I ask you something?” 
 
    He cocked his head to the side, eying her expectantly. 
 
    “The thing is… Lucy’s boyfriend is coming home from his business trip tomorrow. I’d prefer not to be here, you know, listening to them all night. Usually, I stay at Ella’s, even when she’s out of town, but we’re not talking at the moment.” 
 
    “Are you asking if it is okay for you to come over?” 
 
    “Yes. I promise not to get in your way.” 
 
    There was a pause whilst he considered what she was asking. 
 
    “I have business to attend to. You’ll have to keep yourself entertained.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    He gave her a slight nod before he touched her again. She lost all her ability for coherent thought for a long while. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    It had been three weeks since she’d received those threatening text messages. Things had been quiet. Too quiet. The vampires’ attempts to trace the number had turned up a dead end. It was unregistered. They assumed it had been a burner phone and Samson had disappeared without a trace. 
 
    It was becoming difficult to keep her relationship with Gavin and her regular life from colliding with each other. The late nights spent having undeniably sinful sex were beginning to take a toll. She was always tired at work and she’d cancelled twice on her weekly am-dram meetings. 
 
    She had patched things up with Lucy, having taken her out to dinner one night and grovelled at Lucy’s feet. However, Ella was a different matter. The two of them had argued again. Daisy wasn’t looking forward to her and Lukas coming home next week. They’d followed the trail of the werefox back to the UK. 
 
    She couldn’t help but think it might not be a coincidence that he was back in the country and her life was under threat. She couldn’t shake the feeling that this all had something to do with Ella killing his vampire mate. Her strange conversation with Gavin in the shower aroused her suspicions. But she hadn’t mentioned it to him. She worried that he’d tell her she was being paranoid. 
 
    She hated the fact that he’d come between her and Ella, but she wished her friend could be a little more supportive. She’d backed Ella when she’d embarked on a relationship with Lukas despite her initial reservations. She sighed. Things would work themselves out, eventually. 
 
    She was walking home after a particularly brutal shift. She hated working Friday nights. It was always busy and full of dickheads looking to get wasted. Gavin was dealing with some inner conflict within the vamp community. She opted to get a good night’s sleep instead of going over to his. 
 
    She’d sent a text to him to let him know she wasn’t coming over when she looked up. There were two men with long hair coming towards her. She frowned. Why did they look familiar? 
 
    “Is that the girl he described?” one said. 
 
    “Pretty sure, long dark hair and she smells like she’s been around vampires,” the other replied. 
 
    She faltered. Before she had a chance to turn around and run, one of them clamped a hand around her arm. 
 
    “Hey! Would do you think you are doing? Get off me,” she said. 
 
    “You’re one of the vampires’ little playthings, aren’t you?” 
 
    “That’s none of your business. Who are you?” 
 
    “Come on, little lady.” 
 
    The man started to drag her away, but she dug her heels in. 
 
    “What the hell? Do you usually go around accosting strangers and trying to take them places they don’t want to go?” 
 
    “Only if it pays well,” the other one said over his shoulder. 
 
    She realised why the two of them looked familiar. She’d seen them before in The Incubus the night Ella had got kidnapped. Ella and Lukas had been eying them. She got the distinct impression they weren’t human, but she knew they weren’t vampires. 
 
    “Wait, you’re shifters, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Don’t fucking call me a shifter. We are weres,” the one tugging her along growled. 
 
    “Weres?” 
 
    “Wolves,” the other supplied. 
 
    She paled. Werewolves. 
 
    “I’m not the girl you’re looking for.” 
 
    “Oh, I think you are. I can smell vampire all over you. Fucking disgusting if you ask me, letting the undead bleed you. Clearly you get off on being with walking corpses.” 
 
    “Hey! I don’t think I like what you’re insinuating.” 
 
    She tried to tug her arm away from the werewolf, but instead, he picked her up and tossed her over his shoulder. 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    She pounded his back with her fists but he laughed. 
 
    “Seriously, Dan. Put her down. What if someone sees us and calls the cops?” 
 
    “The car is just over there, don’t fret so much.” 
 
    She continued to struggle in his grasp. She didn’t like the werewolf having his hands on her. She knew if her vampire found out, this Dan chap would be a dead man. 
 
    Gavin! Shit. 
 
    She needed to find some way to let him know she was in trouble again. But her phone was in her pocket and she couldn’t get to it. Dan threw her into the back of their car before grabbing her hands and securing them behind her with a zip tie. He’d made it far too tight. She winced. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” she asked when the two werewolves had gotten into the front seats and started off. 
 
    “Don’t ask questions.” 
 
    She was fed up with people telling her to shut up and stop asking questions. Fed up with being told what to do. 
 
    “You two should know better than to mess with someone under vampire protection.” 
 
    “Ha, like we’re scared of them,” the one called Dan said. 
 
    “You should be.” 
 
    “Whatever. You’re the one whoring yourself out to them.” 
 
    “I am not a whore. You make it sound like they pass me around.” 
 
    He looked at her in the rear-view mirror. 
 
    “Don’t they?” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “No, they don’t like sharing.” 
 
    “So, you admit you’re fucking one of them?” 
 
    “Well, you clearly already knew that.” 
 
    “Go on then, who is it? I bet it’s that bartender.” 
 
    The two werewolves gave each other a knowing look. 
 
    “I don’t date women, arsehole.” 
 
    She kicked the back of his seat which earned her a glare. 
 
    “Go on then. Enlighten us?” 
 
    “No. As if I’m going to tell you two anything. You’re kidnapping me for fuck’s sake.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. Of course, they’d think she was a lesbian. What was it with men and their obsession with two women being together? 
 
    She sat back, ignoring the two werewolves. This time she knew she was screwed. She couldn’t reach her phone. She couldn’t let Gavin know she was in danger again. She should’ve gone to his like they’d arranged. She cursed herself internally. She’d be long gone by the time he realised she was missing. She looked out the window at the houses passing by. She had no idea where they were going, but she was sure she wasn’t going to like what was at the end of this journey. 
 
    § 
 
    Gavin sat back. He’d finally gotten off the phone with his superiors. 
 
    What a clusterfuck. 
 
    One of the vampires in his area had turned a teenager. They’d got loose and killed someone. Jack was out cleaning up the mess, but he’d spent the last hour being berated for not keeping his territory in order. 
 
    He looked up at the clock and frowned. Daisy should’ve been here half an hour ago. His place wasn’t exactly close to where she worked, but it shouldn’t have taken this long. He pulled out his phone, noticing she’d messaged him an hour ago. 
 
    ‘I know you’re really busy. Heading home to crash out. Work was shit.’ 
 
    If she thought she was going to get away with not seeing him this evening, she had another thing coming. He knew she hated it when he popped up in her room without warning. At that moment, all he wanted was to lose himself in her body. 
 
    She didn’t even have an inkling of how much of a hold she had over him. His need to make her his completely was consuming his every waking moment. He hated it. Hated that she made him weak. He should cut her loose, but he couldn’t. She was just too damn intoxicating. 
 
    He stood and stepped into the shadows, which folded around him. When he stepped out, the room was dark. Daisy’s bed was neatly made and there was no sign of her. He sniffed the air. Her scent wasn’t fresh. She hadn’t been home since she’d left for work. He was sure of it. 
 
    Something was wrong. 
 
    Very wrong. 
 
    Within moments, he was outside on her street, trying to find her scent. He’d always had an unusually sharp sense of smell, even for a vampire. He detected it, close to the top end where she would usually come from if she was walking home from work. There was another scent mingling with it. Shifter. Werewolf specifically. He cursed. Fucking shifters. He immediately had his phone out. 
 
    “Gavin, to what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
    “Gianna, if I send you a phone number, can you find out where it is right now?” 
 
    “Most likely. Why?” 
 
    “I need it done. Text me the location and make it fast.” 
 
    “All right, don’t get your knickers in a twist. What’s the number?” 
 
    He gave her Daisy’s number and hung up, immediately dialling Neave. 
 
    “What’s up boss?” 
 
    “Fucking werewolves have taken Daisy. Get Dalia on the phone. I’m coming to the bar.” 
 
    “Seriously? She hates me.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure she hates everyone. Just do it.” 
 
    He hung up without waiting for a reply. He was going to kill whoever had taken her. He couldn’t care less that their Alpha might object. Dalia could take it up with the vampire council. 
 
    There was only one pack in London. It was a particularly large one. By some strange miracle, their female Alpha kept them under control. Most of the time. 
 
    He checked the street, but it was empty. He stepped back, melting into the shadows. 
 
    “Hold on, he’ll be here.” 
 
    He stepped out into the office at Fright Night. Neave was sitting at the desk with a phone to her ear. He put his hand out and she handed it to him. 
 
    “Dalia,” he said. 
 
    “Gavin, this better be important.” 
 
    “Who in your pack would accept kidnapping jobs?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do I need to repeat myself?” 
 
    His patience was shot. Daisy was gone. His Daisy. 
 
    “No. Is someone missing?” 
 
    “A human girl.” 
 
    “And you think one of mine has taken her?” 
 
    “I know they did.” 
 
    “Fine. I think I know who it might be. Let me make a call.” 
 
    “Please inform them if they wish to keep their heads, they will return her to me, unharmed.” 
 
    Dalia was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Please don’t tell me they took your girlfriend. For fuck’s sake, I’m going to kill those two.” 
 
    “I trust you will deal with them appropriately.” 
 
    He wanted them dead. He wanted to tear their heads from their shoulders himself. 
 
    “They’ll wish it was you who found them when I’m done with them. You can count on that.” 
 
    The line went dead. He placed the phone on the desk and stared down at the wood for a moment. 
 
    “You’re literally the only vampire Dalia is ever pleasant to.” 
 
    “Why do you care? Crushing on the big, bad Alpha, Neave?” 
 
    She turned away, looking a little pink. He’d most definitely hit a nerve. Perhaps if Daisy wasn’t missing, he would’ve teased her more about it. 
 
    “Is Jack finished cleaning up the shit show Xavier brought down on us?” 
 
    “Yes. Xavier’s sentence was carried out.” 
 
    He nodded. He was keeping a tight lid on his inner turmoil. If he didn’t have Daisy back soon, he was going to tear this entire place to pieces. 
 
    “Are you going to continue to pretend like you’re not involved with the girl?” 
 
    He stared at her impassively. 
 
    “Jack and I both know.” 
 
    “Do you two enjoy gossiping about me behind closed doors?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “You need to lighten up. Neither of us cares that you’re enamoured with her.” 
 
    “Don’t you have work to do?” 
 
    “Whatever you say, boss.” 
 
    She turned back to her laptop. He paced away from the desk. He felt like a caged animal. Where is she? Have they hurt her? His phone buzzed. Whipping it out of his pocket, he found Gianna had messaged him. 
 
    ‘Coordinates attached.’ 
 
    He searched for them on Google Maps. They were no longer in London. He cursed. She’d been missing for far too long. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    Neave was looking at him with confusion. 
 
    “They’ve taken her out of the city.” 
 
    “You got Gianna to trace her phone I assume?” 
 
    “Yes. They must be driving.” 
 
    “Then you’ll just have to wait for Dalia.” 
 
    He paced the room for a moment before he stopped dead. He needed to get to her. He didn’t have a choice. He needed her and when he’d retrieved her, he’d make sure he was never in this position again. He had never done this with a human before, but Daisy was different. Her life was at risk and he wasn’t going to let the person terrorising her get their hands on her. His Daisy. 
 
    “Gavin. Don’t be an idiot. Materialising in a car is not a smart idea.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for Dalia.” 
 
    And with that, he was gone. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Daisy was uncomfortable and bored. They’d been driving for a long time and she knew they’d left London far behind. Once they were off the motorway, the werewolves had stuck to the back roads. She had no idea where they were. 
 
    She hoped by now the vampires knew she was gone, but there were no guarantees. She’d told Gavin she was going home to sleep. Would he have left it at that? She wasn’t quite sure. After all, it had been two days since they’d seen each other. He’d begun to demand more and more of her time. She hadn’t really stopped to think about why. She was just as eager to see him. He was like a drug and she was well and truly addicted. 
 
    A phone rang. The noise startled the three of them. Dan, who wasn’t driving, pulled it out of his pocket. 
 
    “Shit, it’s Dalia.” 
 
    “Fucking answer it, Dan.” 
 
    He put the phone to his ear. She could hear a woman shouting down the phone at him. 
 
    “What? No, she can’t be…. Fuck! Dalia, we’re sorry. We didn’t know. I swear.” 
 
    There was more shouting, but she couldn’t make out the exact words. She wondered who this Dalia was. Must be someone important if she had Dan so scared. He looked like he’d pissed his pants. 
 
    “The client didn’t tell us which vampire she belonged to.” 
 
    She stifled a laugh, but then she stopped. Maybe if she’d told them she was Gavin’s, then they might not have taken her. They probably wouldn’t have believed her. 
 
    “Okay, okay. We’ll bring her back. Shit, Dalia. We would’ve never accepted the contract if we’d known.” 
 
    A minute later, the line went dead. Dan lowered his hand. 
 
    “What the hell, Dan?” 
 
    “Gerry, we need to turn back. Seriously. We’re fucking dead.” 
 
    “Why? What did Dalia say? Whose is she?” 
 
    “Mine.” 
 
    Daisy turned her head so suddenly, she thought she might get whiplash. Sitting next to her was her vampire. 
 
    “Gavin?” she whispered. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Dan shouted. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Gerry yelped. 
 
    Gavin didn’t pay the two werewolves any mind. He was looking at her. 
 
    “Are you hurt?” 
 
    “No, but how did you get here?” 
 
    “We’ll discuss it later. Now, turn so I can free you.” 
 
    She did as he asked. He snapped the zip tie with ease and she sat back, rubbing her wrists. Her arms ached from being tied behind her back for so long. She wanted to throw herself at him, but she knew that he wouldn’t be very pleased if she did it in front of the werewolves. 
 
    He turned to the two occupants in the front who both looked terrified. 
 
    “I’m taking her now. You two will return to Dalia. Are we clear?” he said. 
 
    “You’re not going to do anything to us?” Gerry asked, confusion in his voice. 
 
    “I think you’ll wish I had.” 
 
    The two werewolves paled. Gavin turned back to her. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He reached for her. She shuffled into his arms. 
 
    “Hold on to me. Don’t let go.” 
 
    She buried her face in his solid chest and wrapped her arms around his back. She felt a weird rushing sensation around her, but she didn’t dare look. She squeezed her eyes shut, her grip on him tightening. She felt relief sinking into her bones. 
 
    He’d come for her. 
 
    He’d come. 
 
    It was all that mattered. 
 
    She didn’t know how long they were moving through the shadows. When she felt the ground beneath their feet as they stepped out, she didn’t want to let go. She felt his hand underneath her chin, tipping her head up to him. There was relief in his expression. She reached up, touching his cheek. For once, he didn’t seem to mind her doing it. 
 
    “How did you know where I was and isn’t appearing in a moving vehicle dangerous?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. It is.” 
 
    “They were just about to turn around and bring me back.” 
 
    “And what if they hadn’t? They’d have taken you to whoever it is that wants you dead.” 
 
    She couldn’t think of a suitable retort. He was right. 
 
    “Who is Dalia?” 
 
    “The Alpha of their pack.” 
 
    “Is she scary?” 
 
    He smiled at her. 
 
    “She is a force to be reckoned with.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me how you knew where I was.” 
 
    “I had someone trace your phone.” 
 
    “But I was moving, they can’t have got an exact location.” 
 
    He closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them, he looked a little conflicted. 
 
    “I didn’t know exactly where you were, but I had the general area. There weren’t many cars about and by process of elimination, I found you.” 
 
    She stared up at him, stunned. 
 
    “What if you’d stepped out in the wrong place? You could’ve been run over.” 
 
    “It was a calculated risk.” 
 
    “Why would you take that kind of risk? You could’ve waited until they brought me back.” 
 
    She was a little irritated by how reckless he’d been. Whilst she was certain he wouldn’t have died if a car hit him. She was sure he’d have needed a lot of blood to heal from such an accident. 
 
    “I needed you safe, which is why you’re not going to like what I’m going to do now.” 
 
    “What? What do you mean?” 
 
    He didn’t respond. Instead, he brought his wrist up to his mouth and bit down. Her eyes widened. 
 
    “What are you—” 
 
    He shoved his wrist in her mouth. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    She spluttered. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He held her face, forcing her mouth to stay open. She could taste his blood as it dripped into her mouth sluggishly. Metallic. She struggled against him. She didn’t want to drink his blood. Was he fucking crazy? 
 
    “I’m not going to stop until you drink.” 
 
    She already had it in her mouth. There was no going back now. She felt sick, but she dutifully sucked on his wrist. His green eyes darkened. It felt like forever, but it was only a few minutes. He let go of her. She stormed away from him, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. His blood coated her mouth. She needed to get rid of the taste. 
 
    Disgusted with herself and him, she turned and glared. 
 
    “That shit is not cool. What the fuck, Gavin?” 
 
    “You’re not going to turn into a vampire.” 
 
    She wanted to pound her fists on him. 
 
    “Why the hell did you make me do that?” 
 
    “I need you to be safe. I can always find you now you’ve got a part of me within you.” 
 
    Anger clouded her senses. He hadn’t even asked her if that was okay. 
 
    “You!” 
 
    She stormed over to him. 
 
    “You are the most infuriating man I have ever met.” 
 
    “Am I?” 
 
    He didn’t look the slightest bit perturbed by her assertion. 
 
    “You drive me fucking crazy. God only knows why I can’t stay away from you. And now you’ve made it impossible for me to leave because you’ll just track me down.” 
 
    “Do you want to leave me?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She was in his arms. They tore at each other’s clothes. He bit down on her lip. She groaned as he sucked the pooling blood. She hated that she found him doing it such a turn on. She hated everything about him at that moment, but she needed him like she needed air. 
 
    Their clothes were in shreds on the floor. He pressed her down onto it. She was clawing at his back as he entered her. 
 
    “Fuck you,” she whispered. 
 
    His response to it was to bite her neck. She cried out when his fangs pierced her skin, but it felt so good. It was as if she was floating in the clouds when he sucked her blood. He thrusted into her ruthlessly. She almost couldn’t handle the overload on her senses. 
 
    “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.” 
 
    Her nails dug into his skin as she let go. 
 
    “You’re mine, Daisy. Mine.” 
 
    She cried out his name, hurtling over the edge and tumbling down the side. Her body trembled uncontrollably. Why did he have to make it feel so damn wonderful? She could never go back now. No, he’d ruined her for anyone else. She was utterly at his mercy. 
 
    She panted, lying next to him when they were both spent. 
 
    “I hate you.” 
 
    She turned to look at him. He was smiling, his green eyes full of amusement. 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    “You think I’m joking?” 
 
    “No, but if you really hated me, you wouldn’t let me fuck you like that.” 
 
    She glared before prodding him in the ribs. 
 
    “Fine. I don’t, but I’m still really fucking pissed off.” 
 
    “I can’t think why you stick around. I seem to make you angry a lot.” 
 
    “Like you don’t know.” 
 
    He continued to smile at her. She found her irritation evaporating. He looked so handsome when he gave her a genuine smile. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For coming after me. I worried you wouldn’t discover I was gone until it was too late.” 
 
    “I wasn’t best pleased when you decided not to turn up.” 
 
    She bit her lip. 
 
    “Why? Were you looking forward to seeing me?” 
 
    It was a dangerous question to be asking him, but she did it anyway. Like he’d said when they’d first met, self-preservation wasn’t top of her priorities. 
 
    “You are fully aware that I want you. Are you fishing for compliments?” 
 
    “No. I was curious.” 
 
    “If it will satisfy your curiosity, then yes, I was. I was also displeased to find you missing when I came to look for you.” 
 
    “So, you just appeared in my room with no warning again?” 
 
    “You weren’t there.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make it okay.” 
 
    Despite that, she felt her heart swell. He looked forward to seeing her. She wanted to squeal and have a girl moment, but she refrained. Breaking through that hard shell of his wasn’t easy. 
 
    “It is fortunate for you I broke that rule.” 
 
    She shuffled closer to him and rested her head on his chest. His arms went around her. For the first time that evening, she felt safe. 
 
    “You ruined my clothes.” 
 
    “I’ll buy you more.” 
 
    “I don’t have anything to go home in.” 
 
    “Did I say you could go home?” 
 
    She turned her head, looking up into his face. 
 
    “I didn’t say now. Just make sure it’s before dawn, wouldn’t want you combusting in the sun.” 
 
    “You think that’s amusing?” 
 
    “No. What would I do without you around being overbearing and demanding?” 
 
    “I’m sure you’d manage.” 
 
    She shifted out of his arms and straddled his hips. She knew he could stop her at any moment, but she was counting on the fact that he seemed to be in a playful mood. She took his hands, curling her fingers around his. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Teaching you a lesson.” 
 
    “What kind of lesson?” 
 
    “Lesson 101. How to let someone else be in control.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You will keep your hands here until I say otherwise.” 
 
    She placed his hands by his sides. There was an indulgent smile on his face. 
 
    “Am I allowed to talk?” 
 
    “As long as you don’t try telling me what to do.” 
 
    She kissed him, holding his face in her hands. He eagerly responded, trying to devour her mouth. She pulled away and received a sour expression from him. She rolled her eyes before trailing her fingers down his chest. She replaced her fingers with her mouth. He hissed. 
 
    She moved lower, running her tongue down his cool skin. She could tell he was itching to touch her. She smiled when she noted he was keeping his hands at his sides. She was low enough now that she was level with his hardness. He was watching her with hooded eyes. She brushed her fingers along the length of him. Without any further warning, she took him in her mouth, tongue swirling. 
 
    “Daisy,” he groaned. 
 
    She knew he wanted to bury his hands in her hair, to press her down on him. She wasn’t going to let him set the pace. She moved, taking more of him in her mouth. She took it slow, teasing him enough that she could see his hands curling into fists at his sides. 
 
    “Fucks sake! You’re going to be the death of me,” he growled. 
 
    His green eyes were blazing. She knew he was going to make her pay for this, dearly, but she didn’t care. She had him at her mercy for once. She increased her pace. She could feel him twitching. He was getting close to exploding, but she wasn’t quite done with him yet. Her nails dug into his thigh. She took more of him until she was almost gagging, rewarded with a bunch of intelligible curses from him. 
 
    “Daisy, please.” 
 
    That one word threatened to unravel her. There was a slight hint of a plea in his voice. She didn’t have it in her to deny him. She went faster, tugging the base of him with her hand. Within moments, he was pulsating. She felt his orgasm rock through him. 
 
    When he’d stopped twitching, she let go of him, crawling back up his chest. He was looking at her with a satisfied smile. 
 
    “I didn’t think you’d go along with that.” 
 
    “I did not wish you to stop.” 
 
    “So, it was good for you?” 
 
    “I think you already know the answer.” 
 
    She pouted. She wanted to hear it from him. 
 
    “You have bewitched me.” 
 
    Before she had a chance to respond, he’d reversed their positions, kissing her furiously. She melted into him, feeling like she was floating on air. 
 
    Gavin might be hell-bent on making her his completely, but he was hers too, even if he hadn’t realised it yet. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Daisy raised her hand to ring the doorbell, feeling more than a little nervous. How was Ella going to react when they saw each other? They were still at odds. It’d been Lukas who’d messaged her to let her know when they would be home. 
 
    The sound rang through the quiet street as she pressed down on the bell. A few moments later, Lukas opened the door. 
 
    “Hello, stranger.” 
 
    “All right?” she asked. 
 
    Lukas tugged her inside and gave her an affectionate hug. She followed him through into the living room. Ella had moved in with him not long after the showdown with her dad. She was sitting on the sofa, her hands clasped in her lap. Daisy stood in the doorway for a moment before she stepped in. 
 
    “Do you want a drink?” Lukas asked her. 
 
    She shrugged, her eyes trained on Ella who was staring back, hesitation in her expression. 
 
    “All right, I’ll fix you something anyway.” 
 
    He stepped past her into the hallway to go through into the kitchen. 
 
    “Just give her a hug,” he said in a low voice as he left. 
 
    Daisy took a few more steps into the room. 
 
    “Look, babe—” 
 
    Ella launched herself off the sofa and barrelled into her arms. 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    She let out a sigh of relief and hugged her friend back. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “We’ve both been idiots.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.” 
 
    They drew apart, both smiling sheepishly at one another. Ella dragged Daisy over to the sofa and they sat down. By the time Lukas came back with three steaming mugs of tea, the two of them were chatting animatedly. 
 
    “I see you two have kissed and made up,” he said with a smile. 
 
    Daisy rolled her eyes and accepted a mug from him. 
 
    “I didn’t really want to fall out over… you know.” 
 
    Ella’s expression became a little strained as she sipped her tea. Daisy hadn’t wanted to bring the subject up, but they needed to deal with it. She turned to Ella. 
 
    “Look, I know you’re not happy about it, but it is what it is.” 
 
    “And what is it exactly?” 
 
    She didn’t know how to answer that. Not really. They were fucking, but beyond that, she didn’t know what to say. How could she tell Ella he’d forced her to suck his blood, so he’d be able to track her at all times? Unless he chose to give her up, she was tied to him. Permanently. 
 
    “It’s hard to explain.” 
 
    “Try.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you want me to say.” 
 
    Lukas sat down in the armchair across from them, eying the two of them warily. 
 
    “Start by telling me what’s been going on since we stopped talking.” 
 
    Daisy took a sip of her tea, taking a moment to gather her courage. She set the mug down on the coffee table before taking a breath. 
 
    “Lukas must’ve told you about the kidnapping attempt.” 
 
    “Yes, he did.” 
 
    “I like being with him. Is that so hard for you to understand?” 
 
    “He’s a vampire.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And they’re dangerous and unpredictable.” 
 
    Daisy was silent. She could tell this wasn’t going to be remotely straightforward. 
 
    “You don’t really get a say in who I see and don’t see. I would appreciate it if you at least tried to support me.” 
 
    Lukas winced. She knew she’d said the wrong thing. Ella sprang up and stormed over to the window, clenching her fists. 
 
    “He has some weird hold over you. This isn’t right.” 
 
    “I chose to be with him. He didn’t make me do anything.” 
 
    Lie. Lie. Lie. 
 
    He’d made her suck his blood. 
 
    “Are you sure? Lukas told me they glamour humans so that they do their bidding.” 
 
    She knew he hadn’t done that to her. He’d given her a choice. Regardless of how much he wanted to dominate her, he also wanted her to submit willingly. He didn’t want to force her into being his. 
 
    “I’m sure.” She was on her feet, blood boiling. “You don’t even know him and yet you’re flinging around all sorts of accusations.” 
 
    “Neither do you.” 
 
    “I know he wouldn’t do that to me. He gave me a choice and I chose to be his.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Daisy, are you saying you let him claim you?” Lukas interjected. 
 
    “I didn’t let him do anything. Why can’t either of you see that?” 
 
    A look passed between the two hybrids. She couldn’t help but want to throw something at their heads. 
 
    “You know what, if you’re just going to be fucking judgemental and shit, then I don’t know why I’m here.” 
 
    “Because I care about you. I don’t want you to get hurt,” Ella shouted. 
 
    Daisy threw her hands up in the air in frustration. 
 
    “If you cared so much, you would accept that I want this. I want him.” 
 
    “I don’t understand you. You’ve never been interested in guys who have weird control issues. Here you are, allowing him to walk all over you.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    She stormed over to Ella, eyes blazing with fury. 
 
    “You haven’t even been here. He has. He rescued me from those werewolves even though it was fucking dangerous for him to do so. He’s the one keeping me safe. Even when I had to deal with fucking Aaron turning up and telling me he’d left Helen, he was there. So, you don’t get to tell me fucking shit!” 
 
    She panted, all her anger raging inside her like a swirling storm. 
 
    “He has done nothing to deserve this distrust from you. Nothing. You don’t even know him. You don’t know anything.” 
 
    “I know he’s a vampire. They don’t think of humans as anything but toys.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake. Gavin doesn’t think I’m a toy. What will it take to get through to you?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Daisy. Maybe if you ended it with him, then I wouldn’t be so fucking pissed off at you.” 
 
    Daisy turned, striding away before she knocked Ella out. She’d never been so angry in her entire life. How dare she! Why couldn’t she accept it? Why was she being so difficult? 
 
    “Ella, you need to tell her the truth, sweetheart,” Lukas said. “We talked about this. You’re not helping the situation by keeping it from her.” 
 
    She turned to the both of them. Lukas looked sympathetic. Ella’s eyes welled up with tears. 
 
    “Tell me what.” 
 
    Lukas gave Ella one more look, but she shook her head. He sighed. 
 
    “Fine. Then I’m going to do it because the two of you are acting like children.” 
 
    Daisy bit down on a retort. Were they really both being childish? Ella ran from the room, tears falling down her face as she brushed passed Daisy. 
 
    “Don’t. Let her go. She’ll come back in her own time.” 
 
    She teetered on ignoring his advice. Instead, she sat down and took another sip of her tea to try to calm herself down. 
 
    “Look, Ella has had a really hard time dealing with what happened when she got kidnapped. Raquel was rather psychotic. She finds it difficult to separate that from the reality that not all vampires are like Raquel.” 
 
    She stared at him. She had no idea her friend had been suffering. 
 
    “You know Gavin isn’t a monster, right?” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I had no idea, Lukas. I wouldn’t have said all those things if I’d known. I’m such an idiot.” 
 
    He gave her a small smile. 
 
    “I know. It’s been difficult for both of you, but Ella needs to respect that you’ve made a choice even if she doesn’t agree with it.” 
 
    She was silent for a long moment. Her heart went out to Ella. She was just having a hard time dealing with her traumatic experience. It didn’t make it right that she’d taken it out on her. At least she could understand Ella’s animosity towards Gavin, however undeserved it was. 
 
    “We’ve never fought like this before.” 
 
    “She’s been really cut up about it. She feels like she’s let you down. I don’t think she meant what she said about wanting you to end it.” 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    He raised his eyebrow but nodded. 
 
    “Do you think I’m being stupid, you know, for being with a vampire?” 
 
    “No. They’re high maintenance for sure. Gavin is a decent sort, for a vampire at least.” 
 
    She wanted to ask him more about the night Ella had been kidnapped. About what had happened and what his conversation with Gavin had entailed. She wanted to know why everything seemed to centre around what went on the day she’d discovered a world outside humans existed. 
 
    The doorbell rang and Lukas got up to answer it. She heard the door open. Lukas’ voice filtered through from down the hallway. 
 
    “Well, this is a little unexpected.” 
 
    “I know she’s here, Lukas.” 
 
    Daisy immediately got up and went out into the hallway. Standing just outside the front door was her vampire. His eyes met hers. She could see turmoil in their depths. 
 
    “Lukas.” He turned his head towards Daisy. “Invite him in.” 
 
    Lukas eyed her for a moment before turning back to Gavin. 
 
    “Won’t you please come in?” 
 
    Lukas had barely finished his sentence when Gavin was in front of her. He pushed her back through the open door of the living room. He held her face in his hands, looking down at her with concern. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked. 
 
    “I felt you. Anger, hurt, pain. So much rage. It woke me before the sun had set and then there was nothing. I couldn’t come to you.” 
 
    Her heart contracted. He’d felt her emotions? 
 
    She took his hands from her face, placing them back by his sides. 
 
    “But you’re here now.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I had a fight with Ella…” She wanted to look away from him, but she couldn’t. “About you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    She sighed. She stepped towards him, wrapping her arms around his back and pressed her face into his shoulder. She breathed him in, feeling calm now he was there with her. His arms came around her, cradling her close. 
 
    She felt safe, secure and wanted. 
 
    “Yes, you. She is having a hard time accepting I want to be with you. She’s got it in her head that you forced this on me.” 
 
    “She has met you, right?” 
 
    She looked up at him with a frown. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “You’re a force of nature. My force of nature.” 
 
    “I did lose my temper quite spectacularly, Lukas can vouch for that. It was worse than the diatribe I aimed at you.” 
 
    She hung her head, a little embarrassed by her outburst. His hands ran down her back. It was soothing. She looked up at him again, noticing that he was wearing his glasses. She grinned. She’d found it amusing the first time they’d met, but now she realised just how human they made him appear. She also found they had the side effect of making him look incredibly sexy. 
 
    “What are you smiling at?” he asked. 
 
    “You’re wearing glasses again.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I know you don’t need them.” 
 
    She reached up and plucked them off his head, putting them on her own face. 
 
    “How do I look?” she asked, posing. 
 
    “Very fetching.” 
 
    She rose up on her tiptoes, pressing her mouth against his. He pulled away after a moment, taking his glasses back from her. 
 
    “Do you like it when I wear them?” 
 
    “Honestly, at first, I thought it was funny, but now…” She ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his head. “Now, I think I want to see you in just them and nothing else.” 
 
    His eyebrow arched up in surprise before a devious smile appeared on his face. 
 
    “That can be arranged.” 
 
    He kissed her again. She melted into him, feeling her nerves tingling at his touch. She was losing herself in him when someone cleared their throat from behind them. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Daisy pulled away from Gavin’s mouth, looking over his shoulder. Lukas was watching the two of them from the doorway with amusement. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt, but you know, this is my house.” 
 
    Gavin rolled his eyes. She gave him a sharp look, but she didn’t step away. Lukas walked further into the room and behind him, was Ella. Her eyes went a little wide when she saw them with their arms around each other. She kept her mouth firmly closed. 
 
    “Well, this is going to be awkward,” Daisy muttered under her breath. 
 
    Gavin stroked her hair, giving her a smile. She knew he’d heard her. Damn vampires and their super senses. She stepped away from him, but he enclosed her hand in his. She stared down at their entwined fingers. This was the first time he’d shown affection towards her in front of anyone. She didn’t count the night when she’d practically pounced on him in front of Aaron. When she met his eyes again, he was expressionless. She didn’t know what this meant. Maybe he was going to prove to her friend he wasn’t the monster Ella thought he was. 
 
    Ella and Lukas sat down on the sofa together, his arm wrapped around her shoulder. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he murmured to her. 
 
    She nodded, still staring at Daisy and Gavin with hesitancy in her eyes. Gavin tugged Daisy over to the armchair and sat down, pulling her into his lap. He curled a hand around her waist and laid his other on the arm of the chair. She felt a little uncomfortable. She didn’t want to rub her weird relationship with him in Ella’s face. 
 
    “I think we need to clear the air between the four of us, don’t we?” he said, appraising the two hybrids on the sofa. 
 
    “For the record, I don’t have a problem with this,” Lukas said, waving his hand at them. 
 
    Daisy cringed a little. The only one who had an issue was her best friend. 
 
    “I think the problem is that Ella doesn’t really know you. Isn’t that right?” Daisy said, trying to ease the tension. 
 
    “I don’t trust your kind,” Ella said. 
 
    Daisy tensed. Ella wasn’t going to make this easy. 
 
    “Do you trust your friend?” Gavin asked. 
 
    “With my life.” 
 
    “I am not Raquel, Ella.” 
 
    The room was deadly silent. Ella’s hands shook. He’d well and truly hit the nail on the head with that comment. Ella looked away, blinking back tears. 
 
    “I know,” she whispered. 
 
    Daisy’s heart broke. Her best friend was in pain. Gavin’s hand around her tightened. He could feel her emotions. She hadn’t even begun to process what it meant or how she felt about it. She took his hand, giving it a little squeeze before letting go and standing. She skirted around the coffee table and knelt by Ella’s feet. She took Ella’s hands. 
 
    “Ella, babe, I’m sorry you’re hurting. I’m sorry that happened to you even though you won’t tell me exactly what she did.” Ella looked down at her. “I love you, you know that.” 
 
    Ella nodded, squeezing her hands. She lowered her voice to a whisper even though she knew both Gavin and Lukas could still hear them. 
 
    “I like being with him. He makes me happy. You do want me to be happy, don’t you?” Ella nodded again. “Then please, try to understand, for me.” 
 
    Ella was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Okay,” she whispered. “God, Daisy, I’m so sorry.” 
 
    The relief Daisy felt was palpable. She crawled up onto the sofa and they were in each other’s arms, both crying for all they were worth. 
 
    “I’m such a shit friend,” Ella said into her shoulder. 
 
    “No, you’re not. You just care too much.” 
 
    They drew apart, smiling sheepishly at each other, eyes shining with tears. Ella turned her head, looking at the expressionless vampire. 
 
    “You better not hurt her or I’ll hunt you down myself.” 
 
    “I don’t intend to.” 
 
    Daisy looked over at him, well aware she looked like a mess. Something in his expression had her standing, walking over to him. He stood, looking down at her with his captivating green eyes. He ever so gently wiped away the tears from her face in a gesture which almost made her fall apart again. Her breath caught in her throat. 
 
    The rest of the room melted away as they stared at each other. 
 
    Daisy knew right then and there she’d fallen in love with him. 
 
    § 
 
    Gavin’s chest constricted as he stared down at Daisy. He’d felt all her pain seeping into him and now, he felt something very different from her. 
 
    There was shock in her eyes as if she had come to a sudden realisation and it didn’t sit well with her. But her emotions, they were a mess. Confusion mixed in with affection roiled inside her and by extension, him. He wanted to ask her what she was feeling, but he was well aware they had an audience. 
 
    He’d come for her because he felt her anger, her pain. He found it disconcerting. He’d never tied himself to a human before. Never wanted to. Never needed to. But he needed the girl in front of him. It was her life force that sustained him. 
 
    His hand was still on her cheek, but he let it fall. Daisy blinked as if stepping out of a trance. She turned away to look at the other two occupants in the room who were staring at them. Lukas looked amused. Ella had a small smile on her face. 
 
    He felt irritation flaring inside of him. In a moment of weakness, he’d allowed them to see the effect Daisy had on him, even if the girl herself hadn’t realised it. She’d ensnared him and was completely oblivious to it. And now, he wanted to punish her for it. He wanted her to feel as helpless as he did. What is she doing to me? 
 
    “Unless either of you has any objections, I’m going to leave with her now,” he said to the two angel, demon hybrids. 
 
    Daisy looked up at him with a frown, but when she saw his face, she paled a little. She knew what was coming. 
 
    “We can catch up another time,” Ella said. 
 
    Before Daisy could protest, he wrapped his arms around her and stepped into the shadows. He felt her clutching him, fear running through her. Good. She should be scared. 
 
    When they stepped out of the shadows, he threw her down on the bed, roughly. Her eyes were wide. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Silence. You will not speak.” 
 
    “Gavin, please, I didn’t do anything.” 
 
    He yanked her towards him by her ankle before pulling her up and gripping her chin so she looked at him. 
 
    “You will obey me.” 
 
    She was trembling, but she kept her mouth shut. His eyes were almost black. The control he exerted over his dark side had snapped. She was his. He was going to make damn sure she knew it. 
 
    “Undress,” he snapped. 
 
    She fumbled with her clothes, but she did as he asked. He could feel her fear rolling off her in waves. It fed him. He needed it. 
 
    She stood there, her naked skin gleaming in the low light. 
 
    “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    She stared at him, pleading silently for him to stop, but it was too late. When she realised the same thing, she whimpered, but she turned around. 
 
    He whipped over to his closet, selecting a suitable tie before returning to her in a flash. He forced her hands behind her back, roughly, before he secured the tie around her wrists. 
 
    “That hurts,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    He pushed her forward, forcing her onto the bed. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    He didn’t respond. He made her onto her knees, her face pressed down into the bed. She turned to the side, gasping for air. 
 
    “Gavin, please.” 
 
    His hand ran over her luscious behind, cupping her cheeks before he spanked one. She flinched but stayed silent. 
 
    “You are mine.” 
 
    “I am. I know I am, but why are you punishing me? I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    He couldn’t tell her the truth. Tell her that she had him under her spell and he could never walk away even if he tried. He was hers and hers alone. This fragile girl in front of him had taken the one thing he didn’t realise he still possessed. He was going to make her pay for it. 
 
    She didn’t struggle as he continued to spank her until her cheeks were blossoming red. He unbuckled his belt, sliding out of his own clothes with ease. He pulled her to the end of the bed. He stood behind her, stroking her softness with a finger. She was dripping. It almost broke him. Despite her protests, she’d let him hurt her and she’d liked it. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered. “Gavin, please.” 
 
    He entered her, gripping her hips with an iron hold. She cried out. He looked down at her face. Her eyes were watery, the bed damp with her tears. The sight of it had him pounding her mercilessly. 
 
    “You. Are. Mine.” 
 
    She sobbed. He leant forward and bit her neck, sucking at the blood which pooled. It was the sweetest nectar. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Whatever it is I did, I’m sorry. Please, Gavin.” 
 
    Fire burnt inside him. She consumed him. She cried out again and again. He coaxed her along, his fingers brushing against her core. He could feel her emotions screaming out to him. Anger, fear, disgust, pleasure and most unexpectedly, affection. He’d felt it from her before when she’d looked at him at Lukas’ place. Does she care about me? Does she really feel something for me? 
 
    Her imminent climax pulled him out of his thoughts. She was a tightly wound cord and when it snapped, she screamed his name. It was like music to his ears. He grunted, following her down the well. Gripping her hips as he pulsated. 
 
    When she came down, he released her. She lay there, her tear-streaked face twisted with distress. He untied her wrists, rubbing them gently. She dragged herself away from him to the top of the bed, holding her hands to her chest. 
 
    “I hate you,” she whispered. “I hate you so goddamn much.” 
 
    He sat on the end of the bed, watching her. He deserved nothing less. He’d let his darker side take over. She’d suffered the brunt of his frustration with himself. She hadn’t once asked him to stop. She’d let him use her. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me to stop?” 
 
    “You don’t know?” She looked incredulous. “I wanted to give you what you needed and now, I hate myself for it.” 
 
    He moved towards her. She flinched, but he didn’t stop. She let him take her in his arms and cradle her to his chest. He kissed the top of her head. 
 
    “Do you know why I hate myself?” 
 
    His arms tightened around her. 
 
    “For some sick, twisted reason, I enjoyed it,” she whispered. “I don’t know why I let you do these things to me, but I can’t stop. I can’t let you go.” 
 
    She nuzzled his chest, her hands coiled around his neck. She enjoyed it? He couldn’t quite believe his ears, but he felt her emotions. Felt her affection, her wants, her needs. She was telling the truth. 
 
    “Gavin?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do I make you happy?” 
 
    He froze. Her voice was cautious. He could feel anxiety coiling inside her. Her feelings were more pronounced now she was in his presence. It was still disconcerting how he could feel everything she did. 
 
    “Yes, Daisy. You do.” 
 
    She relaxed into his embrace. She needed to hear the truth. He found he couldn’t deny her it. She shifted, looking up at him with her hazel eyes. She had no idea just how beautiful she was. How so very precious she was to him. 
 
    “I know you heard me when I told Ella you make me happy.” 
 
    He stroked her cheek, fingers brushing against her heated skin. 
 
    “I worry I’m not enough for you,” she continued. 
 
    “You’re more than enough. I have no need for anyone else.” 
 
    Her brow furrowed. 
 
    “Are you serious about me?” 
 
    “Are you asking if this is a relationship?” 
 
    She bit her lip, twisting it in her teeth. 
 
    “Is that what you want?” he asked. 
 
    She flushed a violent shade of red. 
 
    “I just want you.” 
 
    He couldn’t help smiling. She had no idea. No idea at all. 
 
    “If you want it to be a relationship, then I’m not going to object.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped open. 
 
    “Please tell me you’re being serious.” 
 
    “Perfectly.” 
 
    She stared at him for a moment before she pressed her mouth to his. He could feel relief and joy coursing through her. He kissed her back, feeling a little of that joy himself. 
 
    She didn’t know it, but he’d just laid his cards out on the table. 
 
    She had him. 
 
    All of him. 
 
    Including the useless organ in his chest which had stopped beating over a century ago. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    “Are you ever going to turn up to a society meeting? It’s been weeks.” 
 
    Daisy stared up at Lucy with uncertainty. 
 
    “You know I had to swap my shift pattern,” Daisy said. 
 
    “So, what? You’re just quitting?” 
 
    “Fred understands my circumstances have changed. Look, what exactly is your problem? I know we joined it together, but things change.” 
 
    Lucy threw her hands up. 
 
    “You’ve changed. Ever since you met that guy off Tinder, you’re with him all the time. I don’t see you and you won’t let me meet him.” 
 
    “It’s complicated.” 
 
    “It shouldn’t be complicated. It should be simple. He should be letting you live your life rather than stomping over it and demanding all your time.” 
 
    She was sick to death of having to justify her relationship to other people. He consumed her every waking moment. She needed him. She needed him so much it hurt. But they weren’t going to understand that part. All she wanted was for them to accept she was happy. 
 
    “I’m sick of this. First, Ella and now you. I thought you’d be happy I moved on from Aaron.” 
 
    “I am. That guy was a Class A dickwad. But I don’t know anything about this one. You won’t even tell me his name.” 
 
    She had to give Lucy something. 
 
    “Gavin. His name is Gavin.” 
 
    Lucy sighed and slumped next to Daisy on the sofa. 
 
    “What’s he like?” 
 
    “He’s…” 
 
    She didn’t know how to describe him to Lucy. She couldn’t tell her that he was a vampire. 
 
    “He’s smart and sophisticated. He’s got this whole geek chic look going for him, but he’s always immaculately dressed. He’s got the brightest green eyes I’ve ever seen. I could stare at him for hours.” 
 
    It didn’t even begin to describe him or the power he exuded, but she had to start on safe ground. 
 
    “What does he do?” 
 
    “Um, he’s an investor, but we don’t really talk about his work.” 
 
    She couldn’t mention the fact that he ruled over all the vampires in London. 
 
    “So, he’s like a bit of a big shot.” 
 
    “I guess so.” She shrugged. “We have an intense connection.” 
 
    “Oh, I know. I’ve heard.” 
 
    She flushed bright red. She’d tried to keep quiet when he was over here and he did things to her that drove her wild. But clearly, she’d failed in that endeavour. 
 
    “Is it any worse than you screaming ‘Oh yes, Victor, screw me with your love rocket’?” 
 
    Lucy gave her a shove and smiled. She’d woken Daisy up once with all her yelling. She thought Lucy was being assaulted until she’d heard that. 
 
    Daisy stood up. It was time she disappeared. Work was calling. 
 
    “I want to meet him.” 
 
    She paused. She couldn’t allow that to happen. Lucy was not a part of the supernatural world and she needed to keep it that way. 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “Ella’s met him.” 
 
    “That’s different.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    How could she explain her reluctance without revealing he was a vampire? He didn’t have any objections, but she needed her life to remain separate. 
 
    “You keep telling me it’s complicated, but I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    She shrugged on her coat, tying her scarf around her neck. Before Lucy could say anything else, she rushed out the door. 
 
    § 
 
    Work was busy as usual. She was more than a little fed up of drunk businessman leering at her. She was pulling a pint when she looked up, sensing someone staring at her. Standing by one of the tables nearby was a man with flaming red hair and blue eyes. She couldn’t help but stare at him. It was like he had some strange hold on her. She felt compelled to stop what she was doing and go over to him. To wrap herself around him and kiss him for all she was worth. 
 
    She shook herself, breaking eye contact to make sure she didn’t over pour the drink. She set it on the bar and spoke to the customer who’d ordered it. 
 
    When she looked for the man with red hair again, he was gone. That was weird! She must’ve been seeing things. It unnerved her all the same. Why on earth would she want to kiss a stranger? Especially when she already had someone who rocked her world. 
 
    By the time she finished work, the strange incident had all but disappeared from her mind. It had been a trying shift. She pulled on her coat and checked her phone. Three texts all from an unknown number. 
 
    ‘You are so beautiful.’ 
 
    ‘I could watch you all day.’ 
 
    ‘It’s such a shame you have to die.’ 
 
    She felt like a cold hand had run down the back of her spine. She hadn’t had any of these messages for weeks. Had that guy been at her workplace tonight? Could it have been the strange man with red hair? 
 
    She couldn’t take this anymore. She was done having her life threatened. Done with her awful bar job and so very done with her friends giving her shit about her relationship. 
 
    She dialled the number of the only person who could make this all go away. 
 
    “I’m a little busy. What is it?” 
 
    She didn’t usually call him. He must’ve realised something was up. 
 
    “He’s texted me again.” Her voice was a little shaky. 
 
    She was angry, but also afraid. If it was someone in the bar tonight, then they were far closer than they should ever be. 
 
    “Forward them to me.” 
 
    She took a deep breath. She trembled. The reality of how much danger she was in came crashing down. Hearing his voice tipped her over the edge. 
 
    “Gavin, I think he was in the bar tonight. I’m… scared.” 
 
    She would never usually admit to being afraid to anyone, especially not him. Her ability to deal with this all was shot to pieces. There was a moment of silence on the phone. She had no idea what he was thinking. 
 
    “Go straight home. I’ll come to you when I can.” 
 
    She stifled a sob. She needed him now, not later. But she couldn’t impose herself on him. He had a territory to run which was far bigger than her little drama. It sounded like he was choosing his words carefully. He must have company. 
 
    “Okay,” she whispered. 
 
    “As soon as I can, okay?” His voice was a little softer as if he realised she wasn’t coping very well. 
 
    “Yes, okay.” 
 
    He hung up. She slumped against her locker. She couldn’t go home. She didn’t want to leave the bar in case whoever was after her was waiting. She forwarded the messages to Gavin. Then she called only other person who knew about this world. 
 
    “Hey, babe.” 
 
    “Ella,” she sobbed unable to hold back any longer. 
 
    “Daisy? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I can’t deal with this anymore. Someone wants me dead.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “More text messages. I think he was here, at work.” 
 
    “Did you tell Gavin?” 
 
    “He’s busy. He said he’d come to me when he could, but I can’t leave the bar, not alone. What if the guy is out there? What if he tries to take me?” 
 
    She knew she sounded a little hysterical, but she didn’t care. She was panicking. She didn’t want to die. 
 
    “Daisy, love, shh, it’s okay. I’ll come, okay? I’ll come get you and bring you here.” 
 
    She felt like she couldn’t breathe. She tried to gulp down air as her chest constricted. 
 
    “Daisy, I’m coming. I’m leaving right now. Just hold on.” 
 
    She didn’t know what was happening to her. Was she having a panic attack? Her heart was beating uncontrollably in her chest. Her hands trembled. Someone was trying to kill her. She almost sunk to the floor as she put her hand on her heart. 
 
    “Ella,” she whispered. 
 
    “It’s okay, I know. I’m here.” 
 
    “I can’t. I can’t die. Ella, I’m all they have left.” 
 
    “I know. I know, babe. It’s okay.” 
 
    She hadn’t thought about them for a while. The two people who were meant to love her unconditionally but couldn’t. Not after what happened. She couldn’t breathe. Seeing them at Christmas had been a bad idea. She should’ve stayed in London and spent it with Ella and Lukas. 
 
    “It’ll be okay, Daisy. Just breathe.” 
 
    She gulped down air, but everything was going fuzzy at the edges. She didn’t usually break down like this. The weird incident with the red haired man had been the last straw. It was all too much. 
 
    There was movement at the edges of her vision. She felt enclosed in an iron grip. Her free hand clutched at the shirt of the person who had a hold of her as the air around them darkened. She had the distinct feeling they were moving but everything was black. 
 
    “Daisy? Daisy, what’s happening?” 
 
    She couldn’t speak. She knew who had their arms around her. The surrounding air began to clear as they stepped out of the shadows. She stared up at him, her eyes wide with confusion. 
 
    “You’re safe now,” he whispered before he kissed her forehead. 
 
    He loosened her fingers from his shirt, placing her hand by her side before he stepped back. Then he disappeared into the shadows. She took two steps back, the sofa bumping against her calves before she sat down, heavily. 
 
    “Daisy?!” 
 
    “He came. He came.” 
 
    “Who? Daisy, what the hell just happened? It sounded like you were in some kind of tunnel.” 
 
    “Gavin. He… he brought me home. His home, but now he’s gone.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    She couldn’t understand what had just occurred. He said he was busy. How did he know? But then she remembered. He could feel her emotions. She’d tied herself to him for life. 
 
    “He brought me home, through the shadows. I… he knew I was having a panic attack.” 
 
    “You’re at his now?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m coming. Just stay there. You can explain everything when I reach you, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She didn’t know how long she sat there, her phone on the sofa where she’d dropped it after Ella hung up, staring at the wall. The alien sound of a buzzer went off. She jerked in surprise. What was that? She shook herself as the noise blared again. She stood, going towards the intercom on the wall and pressing down. 
 
    “Daisy? It’s Ella, let me up.” 
 
    She pressed down on the other button for several moments and it buzzed. She went through into the hallway, opening the front door and standing with her back to it whilst she waited. She didn’t know if she’d be able to stand up again if she collapsed back on the sofa. 
 
    A few minutes later, Ella stepped out of the lift. She rushed over, wrapping her arms around Daisy, who immediately burst into tears. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay, love. I’m here.” 
 
    She let Ella lead her back into the living room and settled her down on the sofa. She sobbed. Her head was on Ella’s shoulder, soaking her coat with her tears. 
 
    When she finally got a hold of herself, she released Ella, sniffling. Ella shrugged off her coat, ignoring the damp patch on the shoulder. 
 
    “What happened, love?” Ella asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Things have been so crazy. I just can’t take it anymore. The threatening messages, kidnapping, werewolves, vampires. It’s all too much.” 
 
    “Did something happen at work?” 
 
    “I got a bunch of text messages.” She showed Ella her phone. “And something weird happened before that.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “There was this guy, but it was strange. I felt like I was compelled to stop what I was doing and go over to him. Like he was irresistible and when I looked away, the compulsion was gone. I don’t understand it.” 
 
    “What did he look like?” 
 
    Ella looked a little nervous. She took Daisy’s hands in hers. 
 
    “Bright red hair and blue eyes.” 
 
    Ella stiffened, her hands tightening in Daisy’s. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s just weird, the compulsion thing.” 
 
    “I know. I thought I imagined it because when I next looked up he was gone.” 
 
    Ella nodded, her eyes a little glazed over. 
 
    “And you said Gavin brought you here? Like he did when you and he disappeared from my house?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s how he saved me from the werewolves and Samson. I didn’t know vampires had all these powers, but it seems that his are rare.” 
 
    “Yeah, learn something new every day it seems. I didn’t know he was so… powerful.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “He doesn’t exactly tell me much about vampire stuff. It doesn’t matter that I’m his girlfriend. They’re a secretive bunch.” 
 
    “Girlfriend?” 
 
    She froze. She’d forgotten to tell Ella about her little conversation with Gavin. 
 
    “Um… yes. I didn’t tell you. Shit.” 
 
    “I didn’t realise he was that serious about the two of you.” 
 
    She wanted to shake Ella, but she refrained. 
 
    He was serious about her. He’d given her his blood. She was pretty sure he hadn’t done it with anyone before and wasn’t something vampires did on a whim. She just didn’t think Ella would understand if she told her about it. 
 
    “He does care about me, Ella, in his own way.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Daisy was asleep on the sofa with Ella by her side, stroking her hair. Gavin stepped out of the shadows into his living room. He cocked his head to the side. Ella blinked. 
 
    “You know, that’s a little unnerving.” 
 
    He almost smiled. Daisy had told him the same thing. He wanted to look at her, but he had to deal with Ella first. 
 
    “How is she?” he asked. 
 
    “Asleep. She calmed down after we talked.” 
 
    She stood up, leaving Daisy on the sofa. She had a determined look in her eyes. 
 
    “I have a bone to pick with you.” 
 
    “And that would be?” 
 
    “Is letting her call you her boyfriend your way of appeasing her? I’m trying to go along with this for her sake, but I don’t appreciate you playing with her feelings.” 
 
    He eyed her steadily. Her question hadn’t come as a shock to him. He knew Ella was suspicious of his intentions towards her friend. 
 
    “No. Daisy is not a game to me.” 
 
    “She thinks you care about her.” 
 
    He took two steps towards her, his hands folded behind his back. 
 
    “Do you think vampires incapable of feeling?” 
 
    “Clearly you do or weird as fuck relationships like the one between Raquel and Valehal wouldn’t exist.” 
 
    Her features tightened. It was clear she didn’t like talking about his predecessor and her shifter mate. 
 
    “And therein lies the real problem. Valehal.” 
 
    “Daisy saw him tonight.” 
 
    That made him pause. Val had been at Daisy’s bar. He must’ve sent her those texts. 
 
    “Are you sure it was him?” 
 
    “She said he had red hair and blue eyes. To top it off, he had what Hell wants with him.” 
 
    “And what exactly is that?” 
 
    Lukas and Ella had mentioned something about this before, but never revealed exactly what he took. 
 
    “An artefact which makes him irresistible to humans. She felt the compulsion to go to him when she looked at him. It affected me when I saw him. When I was still more human than supernatural.” 
 
    She paused for a moment as if remembering the incident. Shaking herself, she continued. 
 
    “It’s dangerous. I am telling you this so you know what you’re up against. She won’t be able to resist if he gets close to her.” 
 
    This complicated matters further. If he had that sort of power over humans, it explained how Val had been able to carry out his little murder spree. 
 
    He moved over to the window, staring out at the London skyline. 
 
    “You’ve known all along he’s been after her.” 
 
    “I… have. Yes.” 
 
    “Were you ever planning on telling her the truth?” 
 
    She said nothing for several moments. 
 
    “The only family Daisy has in this world is me ever since…” 
 
    “Ever since what?” 
 
    He turned, looking at Ella who had slapped her hand over her mouth. Clearly, there was something she wasn’t meant to reveal. 
 
    “I could make you tell me.” 
 
    She lowered her hand. He felt a change in the sleeping figure on his sofa. 
 
    “Did you ever wonder how she’s able to afford all her nice things and her flat considering she works in a bar?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He’d thought about it, but he didn’t want to pry into Daisy’s life. He wanted her to tell him on her own terms and in her own time. 
 
    “She owns her flat, Lucy just pays utilities. Daisy’s parents gave her everything including her trust fund. Don’t get me wrong, they’re not dead, but they might as well be. Things were just never the same after what happened.” 
 
    He stared at Ella, unblinking. Daisy never spoke of her family. Never spoke of anyone other than her circle of friends. 
 
    “She’s going to have my head for saying anything.” 
 
    Ella sighed, rubbing her temple. 
 
    “When Daisy was twelve, her older brother was in Peru on a gap year. He went missing. As far as anyone knows, he’s dead. Daisy’s parents lost the will to live. George was an utter tool, but the apple of his parent’s eyes. Daisy could never compete. They gave her all that money because they felt guilty for neglecting her.” 
 
    She paced away. 
 
    “Daisy feels like if she dies, her parents will have nothing left even though she doesn’t owe them anything. I am her family. I couldn’t tell her that I’m responsible for putting her life at risk.” 
 
    His eyes went to the girl on his sofa. His chest felt tight. She’d clearly lived in her brother’s shadow her whole life. It wasn’t any wonder she was always so guarded. She was fiery, yes, but she was also fragile. He was in awe of her. A feeling which was rather alien to him. She had suffered so much in her short life. 
 
    “It is my fault Val wants to kill her. He can’t go after Lukas so he’s going to take away the only other person I love because I killed Raquel.” 
 
    “Ella, Raquel would’ve died that night, regardless.” 
 
    She stopped pacing and stared at him. He usually didn’t care about human sentimentality, but this affected Daisy. He found he couldn’t abide by that. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I asked Lukas to kill her in return for discovering where Raquel had taken you. It’s why Lukas asked me to keep Daisy safe when Samson started stalking her. He knew I couldn’t say no. I owed him. Well, technically I owed you since she died by your hand.” 
 
    Ella’s mouth dropped open. There was a long moment of silence as she took in his words. 
 
    “It doesn’t change anything. Val is still after her and will kill her if he gets his hands on her.” She paused. “You didn’t embark on this relationship with her as a ruse to keep her safe, did you?” 
 
    He almost smiled. Ella was a little too paranoid for her own good, but he had to choose his words with care. He’d noted when Daisy’s breathing changed. She wasn’t asleep any longer and hadn’t been for some time. 
 
    “No. That part was unexpected.” 
 
    Ella watched him for a moment before she sighed. 
 
    “You do care about her.” 
 
    “More than you know.” 
 
    “I should go, Lukas will be wondering what’s keeping me.” 
 
    “I will tell her you said goodbye.” 
 
    “Just… keep her safe.” 
 
    He gave her a nod. She gathered up her coat and let herself out. He waited a moment before he strolled over to the sofa. He looked down at the prone figure who was trying not to open her eyes. 
 
    “So, you know the truth now,” he said. 
 
    Daisy opened one eye to peer up at him. 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “You’re not angry?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Can I touch you?” 
 
    Her other eye shot open. She sat up in surprise. 
 
    “Why are you asking permission?” 
 
    “Because you’ve been through enough this evening.” 
 
    “You know I can’t say no to you, right?” 
 
    He smiled, sitting down beside her and taking her into his arms. 
 
    “I can’t believe she told you about George.” 
 
    “Were you going to tell me?” 
 
    “One day, maybe.” She let out a small sigh. “It’s not something you just come out and say. Oh yeah, my parents suck because my brother went missing, and they wished it had been me.” 
 
    “Do they?” 
 
    “Yes, at least mum does. ‘Daisy, I have never been more disappointed in anyone. If only it had been you instead of George.’ I remember it like it was yesterday. She’s doped up on prescription meds half the time, but she told me in one of her more lucid moments.” 
 
    “Your parents don’t sound like very good people.” 
 
    “They were fine until George disappeared.” She smiled up at him. “Ella had a crush on him.” 
 
    “She did?” 
 
    “Ha, yeah. No idea why. He was mean to her. My parents sent him to Eton. When he was home for the holidays, Ella would always follow him around like a little lost puppy. It was sad to watch.” 
 
    He leant down and placed a chaste kiss on her mouth. 
 
    “You told Lukas to kill your predecessor?” she asked. 
 
    “Raquel had become a liability.” 
 
    “So, you didn’t want all her power?” 
 
    “If I wished to have the vampire council on my case all the time, I’d have killed her sooner.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “Is it that bad?” 
 
    “Worse.” 
 
    “Mmm, I think being the big, bad boss suits you.” 
 
    He quirked an eyebrow up. 
 
    “Does it now?” 
 
    “Maybe… I think it’s kind of hot. But, you know I like it when you take control.” 
 
    “So, you admit it?” 
 
    She twisted around in his arms, moving so she straddled his lap. 
 
    “I admit nothing.” 
 
    He ran a hand over her inner thigh. She let out a little gasp. The noise made him hard. She had a way of making him want her so much it ached. 
 
    “Is that who you were dealing with when I called you?” 
 
    “The council? No. Just some idiotic squabbling between two vampires. They don’t have anything better to do. They were not impressed when I disappeared in the middle of it.” 
 
    “You didn’t need to do that for me.” 
 
    “I couldn’t concentrate with you feeling all those things.” 
 
    She stroked his face. He fought not to turn into her hand, to kiss her palm and up her wrist. He wanted her, but they were having a conversation. She didn’t need him interrupting it with sex. He almost didn’t recognise himself. He’d never been considerate of any human before, but Daisy was different. She’d always been different to him. 
 
    “Do you feel what I feel all the time?” 
 
    “No, only strong emotions when I’m not around you. When we’re together, that’s a different matter.” 
 
    “Have you ever done this before?” 
 
    “Shared blood with a human? No.” 
 
    She cocked an eyebrow. 
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    “You heard what I said to Ella.” 
 
    “That you care.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, I care too… you know, about you.” 
 
    “Will you show me just how much you care?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed a little. 
 
    “How exactly… Wait… Are you giving me control?” 
 
    “Only if you wish it.” 
 
    She chewed her bottom lip. The sight made him harder. He wanted to press her down into the sofa and bury himself in her. Her beautiful hazel eyes met his. 
 
    “No, Gavin. I want you to have it. All of it. Every part of me is yours, completely. I want only you. Need only you. I don’t want to leave, not now. Not ever.” 
 
    He could only stare at her. It was the last thing he expected her to say. She was giving him everything willingly. He never thought she’d submit to him completely. 
 
    He felt a surge of an emotion long dormant. 
 
    Daisy. I love her. 
 
    For the life of him, he couldn’t understand how or why this had happened. Vampires didn’t often feel such things. 
 
    “Isn’t this what you wanted?” she asked. 
 
    He turned his face into her palm, breathing her in. 
 
    “Yes,” he murmured. 
 
    He picked her up. They were in the bedroom within moments. He sat her down on the bed, kneeling before her. She looked a little startled, but he took her face in his hands and kissed her gently. Her hands buried themselves in his hair. He liked it more than he cared to admit. Having her run her fingers through his hair. 
 
    He pushed the cardigan off her shoulders, discarding it. He pulled away to remove her t-shirt. His own shirt followed along with the rest of their clothes. He lay her down on the bed, looking at her porcelain skin as she squirmed underneath him. She was beautiful. Inside and out. 
 
    “Daisy, you are everything I never knew I wanted,” he whispered, kissing her neck. 
 
    He wasn’t going to bite her. He didn’t want to be rough. He wanted to make love to her. To show her the side of himself, he kept hidden from the world. He could feel her affection and desire for him through their bond. He worshipped her body until she was a trembling pool of need. Kissing and trailing his fingers over every inch of her bare skin. 
 
    “Gavin, please, I want you so much.” 
 
    He couldn’t deny her. He lay over her, pressing her legs apart before he entered her. She was so hot, burning for him. He took it slow, savouring every moment until she enclosed him fully. 
 
    He took her hands in his as he stared down into her hazel eyes, kissing her fingertips. He began a slow rhythm, watching her carefully. She hooked a leg around his back, drawing him in. He released one of her hands, so he could cup her face and kiss her. 
 
    He could feel the tension inside her building as he pressed into her. He wanted to give her the release she desperately craved. He moved, flipping them over so that she was in his lap and his back was to the headboard. 
 
    She rose and fell on him with his encouragement, her hands on his shoulders. One hand was on her waist and the other in between them, coaxing her along. She was moaning, clutching him closer. Her hands were on his face, kissing him with abandon. She was so close. He could feel it. 
 
    “Gavin,” she cried out. 
 
    He couldn’t hold back any longer as she twitched and pulsated around him. The heat between their legs was just too much. He shuddered, fingers digging into her hips, pressing deeper inside her. She held him tightly, her face pressed into the side of his neck. 
 
    He loved her. Loved this beautiful human with a fiery temper. 
 
    “Daisy.” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “I’m all yours too.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Daisy felt as though she was in the clouds when she awoke. She reached out, but the bed was empty. Opening her eyes, she could see the covers dappled in sunlight. She was alone again. Letting out a small sigh, she sat up and hauled herself out of bed. 
 
    She resented the fact he was never there when she woke up, but it was a necessity. She just wished she knew where he spent the daylight hours. She wanted to be with him even when he was dead to the world. But it was just wishful thinking. Gavin might be all hers, but there were things he wouldn’t reveal. Where he slept was one of them. Vampires were too secretive by half. 
 
    She couldn’t get over his little revelation last night. He’d given himself to her. It wasn’t quite a declaration of love, but she didn’t care. He’d been so gentle with her when they’d had sex, it’d felt like they were making love. But that was ridiculous. He didn’t love her. She didn’t know if vampires were capable of feeling love. 
 
    She’d almost told him she loved him in the heat of the moment. It was something she couldn’t afford to say. She’d given herself over to him but saying ‘I love you’ was an entirely different matter. It made her feel far too vulnerable. What if he left her when he got bored? Where would she be then? She couldn’t go through losing someone else she loved. 
 
    Not again. 
 
    Her heart ached a little when she thought about her brother. George might have been a complete arse to most people, but he’d always looked out for her. He wouldn’t let anyone give her any trouble. Deep down, she missed him more than she cared to admit. 
 
    She didn’t often think about her older brother. It had been fifteen years since he’d gone missing. He’d be thirty-four now. If he was even still alive. Would her life have been different if he was still here? 
 
    Shaking herself, she took a shower and got dressed. She scrounged up a late lunch in Gavin’s surprisingly well-stocked kitchen. She’d never thought to ask him why he kept all this stuff around. She knew he had human aids who took care of his place, but it was still strange. Maybe he had human guests here a lot. She didn’t like to think about it. He said he only needed her, but she couldn’t be sure that he didn’t entertain other women. 
 
    A raging bout of jealousy flooded through her. She didn’t want another woman touching him. He was hers and hers alone. She slammed her fist down on the breakfast counter. If he thought that was going to fly with her, he was going to have a serious wake up call. 
 
    She paused. She was being idiotic. She didn’t have any right to tell him what he could and couldn’t do, did she? She wasn’t quite sure where this was coming from. He’d never given her a reason to suspect he was with anyone else. She needed to get a grip. She was the only human he’d ever bonded himself with. That meant something. Hell, it meant he’d never cared about a human enough to want that before. Did she really mean that much to him? 
 
    This line of thought was dangerous. He’d already given so much of himself to her. It was selfish to expect more. 
 
    She dragged herself from his flat and out into the cool spring air. The sun was out. It was a nice afternoon. She smiled a little to herself. It was almost summer. 
 
    She was so lost in the enjoyment of the sun on her face, she hadn’t realised someone had stepped out into her path. She stumbled, stopping just in time so she didn’t walk into them. Her eyes rose upwards, following the broad chest until she met a pair of blue eyes. 
 
    “Hello, Daisy.” 
 
    Her mouth went a little slack. She gazed at him in wonder. 
 
    “Hello. You must be Valehal.” 
 
    “I see your friends have told you about me. You may call me Val. We are going to get acquainted with each other, intimately, after all.” 
 
    She nodded. There was a voice screaming inside her head she needed to turn around and run back to Gavin’s building. Something kept her frozen on the spot. She couldn’t look away from him. She felt the need to touch him. 
 
    “You have pretty eyes.” 
 
    Wait, what the hell was she saying? He chuckled as if sensing her internal discomfort. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    He put a hand out to her. She took it, looking up at him in awe. She didn’t want to go with him, but she had to. What is happening to me? Why can’t I look away? 
 
    She tried to struggle against her own body’s compulsion to follow him, but it was like wading through wet cement. 
 
    He led her away down the street. Further away from her vampire. 
 
    Gavin. 
 
    He would be asleep and have no idea Valehal had taken her. Her heart sank. She was in the clutches of the man who wanted her dead and there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting to meet you. You are the one thing in this world Ella treasures other than Lukas.” 
 
    He’d said Lukas’ name like it was anathema to him. 
 
    “Alas, he is far too dangerous. You are only human. Perfectly breakable and break you I shall.” 
 
    It made her think about the first night she’d met Gavin and he’d told her he wanted to break her. What he had meant and what this werefox meant were two very different things. 
 
    Valehal wanted to kill her. He was going to make it as painful as possible. 
 
    He stopped, turning and cupping her face with his free hand, his blue eyes bloodthirsty. Her skin crawled at his touch, but she couldn’t move away. 
 
    “I did not expect you to be quite so beautiful. It will make this all the more enjoyable for me. Especially since I know whose hands have been all over you. I never understood why Raquel allowed him to rise through the ranks. He was always too quiet. Too discerning. He saw right through me.” 
 
    She wanted to claw his eyes out. That was her vampire he was talking about. Her anger broke through the hold he had on her momentarily. 
 
    “Don’t you fucking talk about him.” 
 
    His eyebrows rose in surprise before he smiled wickedly. 
 
    “You care for him.” He paused. “No. It is more than that.” 
 
    She immediately regretted saying anything. She’d given him something he could use against her. 
 
    “You love him.” 
 
    He brushed his thumb along her cheek. She almost whimpered. 
 
    “Oh, this is just wonderful. Tell me, does he care for you too?” 
 
    She wanted to clamp her mouth shut, but she couldn’t. The need to answer him was too strong. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. “I’m his and he is mine.” 
 
    His smile turned deadly. 
 
    “This just gets better and better. I had only thought to break your best friend’s heart just as she has done to me. But no, to take you away from him also, that makes it so much sweeter.” 
 
    Tears welled in her eyes. Her heart was tearing in two thinking about how much this man wanted to hurt the people she loved. He dropped his hand from her face and tugged her along again. In the next street, he shoved her into the backseat of a car and sat next to her. 
 
    “Drive,” he commanded the person in the driver’s seat. 
 
    She didn’t recognise the man at all. 
 
    “Tell me, Daisy. How do you think he’ll feel when he discovers I’ve taken you?” 
 
    “He’ll kill you.” 
 
    He laughed. The sound made her ears hurt. 
 
    “I’m not scared of him. He can use all his resources, but he’ll never find you.” 
 
    She clamped her mouth shut, biting the side of her cheek. She couldn’t tell him about their bond. She was relying on it. Gavin could find her that way. He’d said he could. It’s why he’d given her his blood. 
 
    A single tear fell down her cheek. 
 
    “Give me your phone.” 
 
    She fumbled around her pockets, but she realised she didn’t have it. She racked her brain. It was still on Gavin’s sofa where she’d left it last night. She’d forgotten to pick it up. 
 
    “I left it at his.” 
 
    He clearly didn’t believe her as he searched her pockets and her bag. When he was satisfied she was telling the truth, he sat back, a smile on his face. 
 
    They drove for quite some time before the car pulled up outside a large warehouse. He ordered her out of the car and led her into the building. There were two men standing guard just inside the doors. 
 
    “Tell the others to make sure I’m not disturbed. Inform me immediately if there is any trouble. I do not imagine the human’s friends will find us but be prepared in case they do.” 
 
    The two men nodded at him. Valehal hustled her through the building and up some stairs onto a mezzanine area. He shoved her into a room. Her blood ran cold. There was a metal chair with straps and besides it a large table full of tools. She dreaded to think what he was planning to do to her. 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    Her body moved of its own volition. She tried to resist, but she couldn’t. She couldn’t even protest, her mouth jammed shut. She sat down in the chair, setting her arms on the sides, her hands flat. He secured her to the chair tightly by her wrists and ankles with straps. 
 
    “Now I have you where I want you.” He paused, pulling off a little tie-pin from his shirt collar. “We can dispense with this. I want you to feel everything. To fight back.” 
 
    He dropped the pin on the table. It clattered loudly. She immediately felt the control he’d wielded leave her. Her body was her own again. 
 
    “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Did Ella never tell you why her demon was after me?” 
 
    “No. Ella and Lukas don’t talk about their work much.” 
 
    “That little pin holds magic. You could not resist me even if you tried. It compels you to obey the wearer. Humans are so simple.” 
 
    He looked over the tools on the bench before he picked up a pair of pliers. 
 
    “What will Gavin say when he finds his little human’s corpse, mutilated beyond recognition?” 
 
    Terror ran through her at his words. Her heart pounded wildly in her chest. Sweat beaded on the back of her neck. 
 
    “I imagine it will break his poor lifeless heart.” 
 
    He took two steps towards her before he placed his hand over hers, flattening it to the cold metal. 
 
    She couldn’t speak. She knew without a doubt when he decided to use those on her, it would be agony. Agony that would channel through her bond with Gavin. He was going to suffer her pain right along with her. He’d told her he could feel strong emotions when they weren’t together. This was going to hurt both of them, but Valehal couldn’t find out. He already knew enough without that extra piece of information. 
 
    “Nothing to say? I heard you were fiery. Tell me, Daisy, where is that fire now?” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    He smirked, showing off long, sharp canines. He’d shifted just a little. She felt a ball of nausea rising in her stomach. He was going to enjoy inflicting pain on her. 
 
    “Surely you can do better than that.” 
 
    His hand twisted over hers, splaying out her fingers over the sides of the metal arm. He gripped her forefinger, holding it still. 
 
    “Fuck you!” 
 
    She struggled, but he was a lot stronger than he looked. He moved the pliers down, placing her fingernail in between the pincers. She tensed. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    She felt them pinch down before he tore out her nail. She screamed, pain ripping through her hand and right up her arm. Before she had time to recover, he tore out the nail of her middle finger, followed by her other two fingers. She screamed again, looking down at her bloody fingers. They throbbed, blood dripping down the sides. 
 
    “Fuck you,” she whimpered. 
 
    He leant down, his tongue flicking out and licking the blood which pooled on the surface of the metal. Her stomach turned at the sight of it. It wasn’t remotely like when Gavin sucked her blood. 
 
    “Oh, sweet girl. We have only just started.” 
 
    He rose a little so his head was level with hers. She stared into those cold, blue eyes. He was psychotic. There was no doubt in her mind about that. 
 
    His hand gripped her chin, holding her in place. He brought his mouth down on hers. She wanted to be sick. She could taste her own blood on his lips. She tried to turn away from him, but he held fast. He shoved his tongue down her throat. She choked back a whimper. 
 
    When he finally pulled away, she spat in his face. 
 
    “Go fuck yourself!” 
 
    He said nothing as he straightened and went back over to the table. He selected something else which she couldn’t see. She was still reeling from the disgust she felt when he’d kissed her. 
 
    It was only when he was next to her again that she realised what he was holding. A small knife was dangling from his fingertips. 
 
    “It’s time for you and me to get a little more familiar.” 
 
    He tore her t-shirt open, ripping it at the seams. He used the knife to snap open her bra at the join between her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, but aren’t you perfect? I can see why Gavin finds you so alluring.” 
 
    “Shut up. Stop talking about him.” 
 
    He just smiled before he dragged the knife down the middle of her breasts, the tip piercing her skin. She winced as the blood pooled in droplets. 
 
    “Do you like it when he fucks you? Do you let him bite you?” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    She daren’t move in case he used the blade to cut deeper. 
 
    “Oh, I think you do. You enjoy it when he shows you no mercy. I know all about his little perversion. How he likes to be in control.” 
 
    “You don’t know anything.” 
 
    He wrapped his hand around her forefinger on her other hand. 
 
    “I know that he likes women who do his every bidding. But you, you’re different. I bet you challenge him. He likes to punish you when you step out of line.” 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    She spat at him again. Her blood was boiling. The pain in her fingers and her chest caused her temper to snap. Valehal smiled at her. He knew he was getting to her. He took her finger and bent it backwards. She growled until she felt the bone snap. The pain was like nothing else. She screamed again as it flooded her. 
 
    He wasn’t going to stop. He was never going to stop. Tears pricked at her eyes. She wasn’t strong enough to hold them back. 
 
    He was going to kill her. 
 
    There was nothing she could do to stop him. 
 
    Nothing at all. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    Gavin sat bolt upright. Pain flooded his chest with an intensity he’d never felt before. For a moment, he thought it was his own pain, but he realised quickly enough it was something else. Daisy. What was happening to her to cause her such agony? 
 
    He put a hand to his chest, trying to dampen down the feelings, but it was too much. They flowed into him, burning hot. He rose from the bed, pacing the room. It was still daytime. He could feel the sun even through the layers of concrete above him. His skin itched. He hated waking during the day. 
 
    He felt for her, but her pain was so intense that he couldn’t get a read on her location. She wasn’t in the flat nor was she at her own place. Someone must’ve got to her. There was only one person who would cause such agony. 
 
    Valehal. 
 
    He cursed. He couldn’t warp to her. He would burn up in the sun. All his underlings were asleep for the day and this wasn’t something he could use his human workforce for. He knew of only two people who had Daisy’s best interests at heart. 
 
    He felt another stab of pain. Daisy. She was in agony. He clutched his chest as he sat back on the bed. He could barely concentrate with it raging through him. He managed to grab his phone from the bedside table. He’d made sure to link their phones together so that he could track her that way. Her phone was in his flat judging by the GPS signal. He cursed again. She must’ve left it there by accident. He should’ve damn well told her not to leave the flat today. 
 
    He searched his contacts and dialled. 
 
    “Well, this must be important if you’re up during the day.” 
 
    “Lukas,” he said through gritted teeth. “Val has her.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Val has Daisy.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Because I can fucking feel it.” 
 
    He grunted as another wave of pain battered him. Lukas was silent for a moment. 
 
    “What exactly are you saying?” 
 
    “I can feel her pain. It has to be Val.” 
 
    “How can you feel that?” 
 
    “Because we’ve exchanged blood. I can feel her emotions, feel where she is.” 
 
    This wasn’t a conversation he wanted to be having with anyone, let alone Lukas. Vampires did not reveal their secrets to outsiders, but this was a life or death situation for Daisy. He had to get to her somehow. 
 
    “Why on earth would you let her drink your blood?” 
 
    “Because I needed to keep her safe. Look, we don’t have time to discuss the how’s and why’s. You need to help me find her.” 
 
    “If you can feel her, then you must know where she is.” 
 
    “It doesn’t work like that.” He grunted again, the pain intensifying. “I can’t tell you exactly where she is. I could use the shadows to go to her, but it’s daytime.” 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “No. Whatever Val is doing to her is crippling her and by extension, me.” 
 
    “What do you need me to do?” 
 
    “She’s in too much pain for me to accurately tell where she is, but I think I know where Val might have taken her. I need you to check it out. If she’s not there, then there are other places she might be.” 
 
    “Okay, Ella and I will get on it.” 
 
    “Just find her. Find her and make sure Val doesn’t kill her.” 
 
    “I’m going to do my damned best to try.” 
 
    Lukas hung up. Gavin fired off several messages to him with addresses where Val could’ve taken Daisy. He knew all Raquel’s old haunts and some of the lesser known places that Val liked to take human girls to murder them. All their investigations into his little killing spree last year had finally come in handy. 
 
    He lay back on the bed, unable to stand the agony he was feeling from Daisy. Her suffering tore at his heart. He needed to go to her, to save her, but he couldn’t. He was useless, and it killed him more than anything else. As powerful as vampires were, their one weakness was the sun. Val had exploited it by taking Daisy during the daytime. He knew the vampires couldn’t go after him. 
 
    He must’ve been wearing the artefact Ella had told him about. Daisy would never have gone with him otherwise. He cursed. That fucking werefox had been a thorn in his side for years. He knew Daisy wouldn’t reveal their bond to Val. The fox would only make it worse for her if he knew he could get to Gavin that way. He was going to make Val pay dearly when he got his hands on that fucking fox. I’m going to tear him limb from limb. 
 
    A new wave of pain shot through him. He dreaded to think what Val was doing to his Daisy. What state would she be in when they found her? Lukas better work fast or she would be gone before they got to her. He couldn’t even begin to comprehend the magnitude of devastation he would feel if she died. It didn’t even bear thinking about. Lukas and Ella would find her. They had to. Nightfall was still an hour away. He only hoped that she would survive until then. 
 
    The pain suddenly stopped. No. Was she dead? He could still feel her. She’d just fallen unconscious. The agony in his chest lessened. He could finally move again without it crippling him. He had some calls to make now it was close to sunset. 
 
    § 
 
    Daisy cracked her good eye open. The other was swollen shut. Her whole body radiated pain. She’d passed out when he tore out the fingernails of her other hand. Val had broken several of her fingers and toes. There were cuts and bruises all over her torso and legs. She’d lost too much blood. She felt weak and woozy. 
 
    There were no windows in this room. She didn’t know what time it was. Val was no longer here and for that, she could only be thankful. 
 
    Where was Gavin? Had he felt her pain? She couldn’t imagine what he was feeling right now, knowing she was suffering. She struggled weakly against the restraints. She felt desolate. Who knew how much more her body could take before it gave out. Why couldn’t he just kill her and get it over with? Why was he making her suffer like this? Her only crime was being friends with the person who killed his mate. She didn’t deserve any of this. 
 
    Valehal was a sick, twisted individual. If he was this cruel, then she couldn’t imagine what Raquel had been like. She didn’t want to think about the fox and his games but thinking about Gavin only made her heart ache. She had been too cowardly to tell him how she really felt. She’d been an idiot. Too worried about his reaction. 
 
    Fuck his reaction! 
 
    She wanted him to know he had her heart and now she couldn’t tell him. All her idiotic concerns seemed so insignificant in light of the fact that she could die. She’d never really felt that way about anyone before. She thought she’d been in love with Aaron, but really it was just an infatuation. The way she felt about Gavin eclipsed everything else. She didn’t care if he laughed or said it was stupid of her to be in love with him. But she knew he wouldn’t laugh at her or make fun of her. He wasn’t that type of person. Vampire. Whatever he was. He was just Gavin to her. He cared about her. More than anyone had cared about her in her entire life, Ella included. Even if he never loved her. It didn’t matter. All she needed in this world was him. 
 
    She whimpered, tears streaming down her face. 
 
    “I swear,” she whispered to herself. “I swear I’ll fight to stay alive long enough to tell you.” 
 
    The door to the room swung open and in walked Valehal, rage contorting his features. 
 
    “You have been keeping things from me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you play dumb.” 
 
    He strode over to her, picking up a huge knife before slamming it down into her hand. She screamed. The pain drove all the way up her arm. 
 
    “Explain to me how your two little friends found us?” 
 
    “What? Ella and Lukas are here? I don’t know. I don’t know how they knew I was missing. I swear.” 
 
    She did know. Deep down she knew all her suffering had woken Gavin from his slumber and he’d sent Lukas and Ella to find her. It was the only explanation. There could be no other way that they’d know. If he’d sent them, it was still daylight outside. He couldn’t come until the sun had set. Could she hold out long enough for any of them to get to her? 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    He twisted the knife around. She cried out. 
 
    “Please! I don’t know. I don’t know anything.” 
 
    The knife twisted further. 
 
    “Lies! Tell me the truth. Tell me how you got a message to them.” 
 
    “I didn’t. How could I possibly have done anything in this state?” 
 
    She sobbed from the pain in her hand and everywhere else. 
 
    “I see I’m going to have to give you a little more of an incentive.” 
 
    He left the knife in her hand. He loosened the strap on her other wrist before he grabbed her arm and applied enough pressure. A sickening crunch sounded as the bones broke in several places. She screamed again. Her arm hung limply on the armrest. The fingers at odd angles from where he’d broken some of them before. Tears streamed down her face. She couldn’t. She just couldn’t tell him about her bond with Gavin. She would take all the pain Val gave her to keep that secret safe. 
 
    “Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “No,” she whispered. 
 
    He ripped the knife out of her hand. Blood gushed out. Her head began to lull. 
 
    “Oh no, you don’t.” 
 
    He backhanded her across the cheek. Her head snapped back against the chair. 
 
    “No. I won’t tell you anything.” 
 
    Fury burnt in his blue eyes. She didn’t know how much more of this she could take. How much more her body could take before it gave out. 
 
    He tugged off the strap of her other arm before he broke that wrist too. Her throat was hoarse from screaming, but she couldn’t hold back. Pain was everywhere, filling all her senses. Her vision blurred a little. 
 
    “Go to hell,” she whispered. 
 
    “Tell me, Daisy. What should I break next?” 
 
    She didn’t know if she could even speak any longer. Her whole body was on fire. She could barely move. She blinked several times. Her body threatened to give out on her. 
 
    “They’re going to kill you,” she croaked. “Whether I live or die, you won’t survive. If Lukas and Ella don’t get you, he will. I’m his and you took me from him. He won’t show you any mercy.” 
 
    He just laughed in her face. 
 
    “Your idiot vampire doesn’t scare me. I’m not afraid of dying. Only in death will I be reunited with my beloved.” 
 
    “Then why don’t you just end it now?” 
 
    “Because I want them to suffer. Suffer as I have. Raquel was my whole world. Ella took her from me. I’m going to take you from her and from him because he deserves nothing less.” 
 
    Maybe if she could keep him talking, it would buy Lukas and Ella enough time to get up here. She almost felt sorry for the werefox. If he wasn’t so psychotic, the whole thing would be tragic. But she couldn’t feel any sympathy for him. Not when he’d caused her so much pain. So much agony. 
 
    It would be stupid to feel sorry for him. He clearly had no regard for her or anyone else. All he wanted was to cause everyone else pain and suffering. He thrived off it. She could see it in his eyes every time he broke one of her bones or cut her skin. 
 
    “None of this will bring her back.” 
 
    “Don’t you think I know that? She was alive for five hundred years. I only had the pleasure of knowing her for ten of those. They were the ten best years of my life. We did everything together until those fucking vampires intervened. They tore us apart and for what? Because I killed a few worthless humans. They didn’t deserve to live. They were pathetic. Just like all you humans are.” 
 
    “What did they do to you?” 
 
    “Nothing. I don’t care about humans. You’re all so weak. Raquel and I enjoyed tearing you to pieces. We’d done it for years but your idiotic vampire decided enough was enough. So, what? We broke a few vampire laws. They don’t care about human lives either. They were too worried about exposure. They forced Raquel to banish me. Me!” 
 
    She felt more than a little disturbed by his revelation. He killed for sport. The only person he’d cared about was psychotic too. They deserved each other. 
 
    “But enough of this, you still haven’t told me how Ella and Lukas found us.” 
 
    “I told you, I don’t know.” 
 
    He raised his hand to her again, but there was a commotion outside the door. He frowned, turning. Something slammed against it. 
 
    “It seems this will have to wait.” 
 
    He strode towards the door, wrenching it open before he went through. It slammed shut behind him. She could hear loud noises, but the hold she had on her consciousness was fading. She knew she’d lost too much blood. Her body was shutting down. She needed to hold on. She had a promise to keep to herself. 
 
    She had to tell Gavin she loved him before she faded from this world forever. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    The sun set. Within moments, he was travelling through the shadows, pulled by the thread of life binding him to Daisy. Ella and Lukas discovered where Val had taken her not long before. He’d ordered Jack and Neave to assemble as many vampires as possible and meet him there. Val had several shifters and vampires under his command. He was not going to go down easily. 
 
    He felt Daisy’s agony again. Val had tortured her further, but she was still alive. He had to get to her. Had to reach her before it was too late. He slowed, stepping out of the shadows in front of the warehouse. He could hear sounds of chaos inside. He zipped in, dodging around a flying werewolf. 
 
    Ella and Lukas were both in their other forms. Horns sprouted from their forehead and brilliant white wings from their backs. He almost faltered when he saw them. That was different. Daisy told him that Lukas had another form but seeing the two of them in person was a sight to behold. 
 
    He didn’t have time to stop. A werewolf came at him in his shifted form. He tried snapping at Gavin’s neck, but he grabbed the wolf mid-jump by its snout. Crunch went the bones in his jaw as Gavin applied the right amount of pressure. The wolf whimpered. He threw it away from him. 
 
    He turned around as vampires attacked him. He avoided being thrown to the ground. Three of them were on him, trying to land a punch. He whipped around them, keeping out of reach. They were so much younger than him and didn’t possess the same strength or speed. 
 
    There was a screech of tyres outside followed by slamming of doors. More vampires swarmed into the building. Neave must’ve driven at breakneck speed to get here so fast. The others would’ve run. 
 
    They weren’t here for Daisy. Many of them had lived under Raquel’s rule and resented Val’s influence over her. The chance to destroy the werefox was something none of them were going to pass up. 
 
    “All right, boss? Need a little hand,” shouted Neave. 
 
    She caught one of the offending vampires by the arm and slammed him into the wall. 
 
    “Keep them off me. I need to find her.” 
 
    “Leave it to us,” Jack called as he fought with a shifter. 
 
    He was still fending off one of the vampires who had her fangs bared. She uttered a low growl and launched herself at him. He heard further commotion above him, but he didn’t have time to look. He careened into the floor with force as she jumped on him. Her fist connected with his jaw. He grunted from the impact. He threw the female off him before he zipped over to her, stepping on her chest until it crunched underneath him. She screamed in pain. He pulled out a stake from inside his jacket pocket. 
 
    These vampires had allied themselves with Val. They didn’t deserve to live. He slammed the stake down into the female’s heart. She screeched before she began to rapidly age and disintegrate. He picked it up again before turning and throwing it. It soared into another vampire who was coming up behind him, ripping through his chest. The vampire looked down in shock before he began to age and disintegrate too. Fucking idiots! 
 
    There was a loud noise above him and he looked up. Ella was airborne and throwing a shifter into the railing of the mezzanine. She launched the female against a door. She had a staff in her hand. She fended off another shifter on the stairs who was trying to grab one of her wings. 
 
    The door slammed open and there was Val, his flaming red hair shining under the fluorescent lights of the warehouse. He flung the door shut behind him. Val let out an almighty roar before he launched himself at Ella. She hurtled into the ground below the mezzanine, Val on top of her. She blinked, stunned for a moment. Val wrapped his hands around her neck, trying to choke the life out of her. 
 
    “Lukas!” Gavin shouted. 
 
    The other hybrid was locked in battle with another shifter mid-change. The shifter had huge golden paws. How had Val gotten a lion shifter to follow him? 
 
    “I’m a little busy,” Lukas called back. 
 
    “I’ll just go save your mate then. No problem at all,” he muttered. 
 
    Gavin zipped over to where Ella was struggling with Val. He picked the shifter up by his collar and threw him across the room where he landed face down on the floor groaning. Gavin put a hand out to Ella who took it. He hauled her up. She winced a little. The fall clearly hurt. 
 
    “Go find Daisy. I’ll deal with Val.” 
 
    She nodded and lopped off towards the stairs. Her wings hanging limply at her back. She needed time to recover before she could fight again. 
 
    Val picked himself up from the floor and glared at Gavin. 
 
    “YOU!” 
 
    “I didn’t think you’d show your face around here again after Raquel died.” 
 
    Val began to advance on him. There was fighting all around them, but Val didn’t pay any of the others any mind. 
 
    “I’m going to fucking kill you. Then I’m going to finish with your little human bitch.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at Val. 
 
    “Oh, she is sweet. Not your usual type, is she? Fire runs in her blood. You know, you should be proud. She didn’t give up any of your secrets.” 
 
    He was trying to keep his anger in check. He couldn’t underestimate the fox’s craftiness. He was going to tear Val to pieces when he got his hands on him, but he didn’t care if he wanted to run his mouth off a little. Val always had too much to say. 
 
    “I wonder what you did to make her so loyal. The little bitch deserves to die for fucking a piece of shit like you.” 
 
    “You were always fond of the sound of your own voice.” 
 
    Val’s face contorted further. Gavin wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of allowing his words to affect him. 
 
    “Fuck you, Gavin. You ruined everything! You made her banish me. She would’ve never died if I had been by her side.” 
 
    “Raquel was foolish enough to mess in Hell’s business. It’s her own fault for going after Ella.” 
 
    “That fucking bitch is going to die too.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Val launched himself at Gavin, his hands shifted into paws, claws extended. Gavin rolled his eyes before he backhanded the fox, sending him flying again. The werefox was no match for him. Blood was dripping from Val’s lip when he stood. 
 
    “She refused to beg for her life, to beg me to stop when I broke each of her fingers.” 
 
    White hot rage consumed him. It was all very well for Val to taunt him, but knowledge of what he’d done to Daisy was killing him. 
 
    “You’re going to fucking wish you never touched her.” 
 
    “It’s too late. She’s close to death now. You can’t save her.” 
 
    He launched himself at the werefox. 
 
    “Gavin,” Ella shrieked from above them. 
 
    Neither of them heard her as Gavin smashed his fist into Val’s nose. The bones crunched, and blood poured from his nose. He didn’t let up, he grabbed hold of one of Val’s arms and wrenched it out of its socket. He tore the limb off and threw it across the room. 
 
    Val just laughed, spitting out blood. 
 
    “Killing me won’t bring her back.” 
 
    “Neave, hold this fucking piece of shit.” 
 
    “Gavin,” Ella shouted again. 
 
    Neave was at his side in a moment. She locked her arms around Val’s torso. The fox didn’t even struggle. He continued to laugh. The sound echoing and mingling with the noise of grunting and fighting. 
 
    “You’re pathetic. You let a human girl blind you. She means nothing. She is less than nothing. Worthless human scum.” 
 
    “I dare you to say another word about her, Val. I fucking dare you.” 
 
    “Oh, you want me to tell you how I mutilated her perfect skin, do you? How I touched her in all the places you have. She was so sweet. Pity, she had to die.” 
 
    Gavin had heard enough. He stepped towards Val and put his hands on his head before he twisted. The sound of his head ripping from his shoulders was sickening. He threw the werefox’s head across the room where it splattered against a wall. 
 
    Neave let go and his body fell to the floor. 
 
    “I always fucking hated that guy,” she announced. 
 
    “Gavin!” Ella screamed. 
 
    He whipped his head up towards the mezzanine. 
 
    “I can’t… She’s… You need to come now.” 
 
    He looked at Neave. 
 
    “Deal with the rest of them as you see fit.” 
 
    She gave him a nod and sped away. He was up the stairs within seconds and through the open doorway. He faltered as he took in the scene. Ella was behind him in moments, her eyes bloodshot. She’d been crying. 
 
    There was blood everywhere. Daisy’s blood. The smell assaulted his senses. She was on the floor in front of a metal chair. Beside her was a table full of tools, blood coating many of them. 
 
    He took slow steps towards her and knelt beside Daisy, paying no mind to the blood sticking to his knees. He lifted her into his arms. She was limp but alive. He could see her fingers were at all sorts of angles and wrists broken. The sight of her destroyed him. She had so many injuries, he couldn’t even begin to count them. 
 
    “Is… is she dead?” Ella asked. 
 
    “No. Not yet.” 
 
    He stroked her hair out of her face. His sweet, innocent Daisy was brutalised almost beyond recognition. There were bruises all over her face and one of her eyes was swollen shut. 
 
    “Ella?” 
 
    Gavin heard footsteps behind him. 
 
    “Oh, Lukas!” 
 
    He turned his head and found Ella had thrown herself into Lukas’ arms, sobbing on his shoulder. He was staring at Gavin and Daisy with a horrified expression on his face. 
 
    “Is she alive?” 
 
    “Just,” Gavin said as he looked back down at her. 
 
    “Can you save her?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Before he could finish his sentence, Daisy’s good eye fluttered open. 
 
    “Gavin,” she croaked. “Is it really you?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m here.” 
 
    A tear leaked from her eye. She took a shallow breath. 
 
    “I hurt everywhere,” she whispered. 
 
    “I know. It’s going to be okay.” 
 
    She tried to move, but he held her tighter. 
 
    “No. Don’t move, please.” 
 
    “I need to say something.” 
 
    He needed to give her blood. It was the only way to save her life. The longer he waited, the less likely she’d survive. 
 
    “What is it? We don’t have much time.” 
 
    She gave him a very weak smile. 
 
    “I’m dying. I know I am. I don’t want to, but it’s okay.” 
 
    She knew the gravity of the situation. 
 
    “No, Daisy. I’m not going to let you die.” 
 
    A wave of emotion crashed down over him. He couldn’t live without her. Without his Daisy. 
 
    “I… I don’t want you to turn me.” 
 
    “Daisy.” His voice broke on the word. 
 
    “No. Please, don’t make me become like you. I don’t want that. I don’t want to be a vampire. If you can’t save me, then let me go. Promise me, please. Promise me.” 
 
    “I can’t promise you that. I can’t.” 
 
    He felt something pricking at his eyes. He couldn’t lose her. Not now he’d found her. Not when she was the most important person in his life. Not when he loved her with a fierceness that consumed every inch of him. 
 
    “You can. You have given me so much happiness. You are everything to me.” 
 
    There were tears running down her face. It was breaking him apart watching her like this. Hearing those words. 
 
    “Gavin, I love you. I love you so much it hurts. I didn’t think I get a chance to tell you before I went but I love you. I need you to know that.” 
 
    “Daisy,” he whispered, bloody tears fell down his face. 
 
    He cupped her bruised cheek, careful to be gentle. His heart was in his mouth. 
 
    “I love you, always. Promise me you won’t turn me.” 
 
    He couldn’t deny her anything. He’d never really been able to. He hadn’t cried since Yvonne had turned him one hundred and fifty years ago. The thought of losing Daisy had well and truly broken him inside. 
 
    “I promise, Daisy. I promise.” 
 
    She closed her eye as she began to drift away. His chest constricted. She loved him. He didn’t deserve her, but she loved him anyway. And now she was fading. 
 
    “No!” Ella cried. “Gavin, do something. Please!” 
 
    He froze in place. He didn’t know if he could save her without turning her and he’d just promised he wouldn’t. 
 
    “Ella, sweetheart,” Lukas said. 
 
    “No! I don’t care what she said. Save her! He has to save her. Please, Gavin. Save her life.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    This was the hardest decision of his entire life. Ella was screaming at him and yet he didn’t know what to do. Daisy was so horrifically injured. He didn’t know how much blood it would take to keep her alive. She would never forgive him if he turned her. Never. No matter how much she loved him. He couldn’t do that to her. 
 
    “Please, Gavin. Keep her alive long enough for us to get her to a hospital. Please!” 
 
    He could feel her heart slowing. He was running out of time. His own selfish desire to keep her alive was overriding his promise to her. 
 
    He would try. 
 
    He would try to save her without turning her into a vampire. 
 
    He bit down on his wrist and held her mouth open. The blood dripped down sluggishly. If he could give her enough to heal her internal injuries. Allow her to rest. Maybe he could heal her completely. Maybe he could keep her alive without turning her. 
 
    When the wound on his wrist closed, he didn’t attempt to re-open it. He had to be careful about how much he gave her. Her breathing wasn’t as shallow. Her heart beat a little stronger. 
 
    “Why are you stopping?” Ella asked. 
 
    “Because he can’t give her too much. He gave her his word,” Lukas responded for him. 
 
    At least one of them understood what he was trying to do. Lukas knew a vampire’s word meant something. 
 
    “I don’t care about that shit. If she has to be a vampire to live, then so bloody be it.” 
 
    Ella was distraught at the prospect of losing her friend. It killed Gavin, but he had to keep his emotions in check. He couldn’t fall to pieces when Daisy was so close to death. 
 
    “Ella, sweetheart. Do you really want to force your best friend to turn against her will? To be something she doesn’t want to be?” 
 
    She was silent for several moments. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He picked Daisy up, turning to the two hybrids. 
 
    “I need to take her to rest.” 
 
    Ella tried to step towards him, to take Daisy, but Lukas held her shoulder. 
 
    “No, we’re going to take her to a hospital.” 
 
    Gavin shook his head. That couldn’t happen. 
 
    “And how exactly are you going to explain what happened to them?” 
 
    She faltered. It was clear that she didn’t have an answer to that. 
 
    “I’m going to try to save her. Please trust me. I want her to live as much as you.” 
 
    She stared at him for several moments. 
 
    “I didn’t realise she loved you. She didn’t tell me. I can’t believe I didn’t know, that I didn’t see it.” 
 
    “I didn’t know either.” 
 
    He knew of her affection, but love? It was far more than he ever hoped for. Ever deserved from Daisy. 
 
    “Do… do you love her, Gavin?” 
 
    He didn’t know how to respond to that. He did. He loved her so much he felt like his chest was going to explode. Lukas gave him a little nod as if to say, ‘go, you don’t need to answer that right now’. He looked down at the bloody girl in his arms. Several of the cuts on her body had closed. She was healing, slowly. He closed his eyes for a moment. She wasn’t out of the woods yet, but he’d given her a fighting chance. 
 
    When he opened them again, he looked at Ella again. He gave her a small smile. 
 
    “You’ll have to ask her if she survives the night.” 
 
    He stepped into the shadows, leaving the hybrids staring after him. 
 
    When he stepped out, he’d brought her somewhere he’d never taken anyone. His daytime resting place. He didn’t know how long it would take for her to heal. He needed to keep an eye on her. He couldn’t do that at his flat if the sun came up. Dawn was many hours away, but he wasn’t going to take any chances. 
 
    He carried her into the bathroom and placed her on the floor before he took her ruined clothes off. He would throw them away later. He took her into shower and turned the water on, not caring that he was still dressed. He washed her with care. Her bones were still broken. He was going to have to give her more blood at some point if she was going to have any chance of them healing. 
 
    For now, she needed to rest. Her body could only take so much vampire blood at one time. He wrapped her up in a towel and placed her on his bed before stripping out of his wet clothes. He dried her and dressed her in one of his t-shirts and some boxer shorts. 
 
    She looked so pale and fragile. He couldn’t think about how much pain she’d been in. How much she’d suffered. He needed to be strong for her. He put his own clothes on before he sat beside her, watching her chest rise and fall. Listening to her heart beating in her chest. 
 
    His phone rang. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You alright, boss?” 
 
    “Not particularly, Neave.” 
 
    “Is she okay?” 
 
    “I don’t know if she’s going to be.” 
 
    “Well, shit.” 
 
    Well, shit indeed. Neave certainly had a way with words. He almost smiled. She had more than proven her worth to him. 
 
    “Have you dealt with the stragglers?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ve called in the clean-up team. It’s a fucking mess. Shifter bits everywhere. Why can’t they be more like us when they die? At least we just turn to ash. Now we’re going to have to dump a bunch of body parts and that’s always such a fucking hassle.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. Neave liked to complain, but she was smart and always did what he required of her. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll manage. Is Jack with you?” 
 
    “Yeah. You want to speak to him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oi, Jack, the boss wants you.” 
 
    There was a muffled response and a few minutes of silence before Jack came on the phone. 
 
    “What’s up, Gavin?” 
 
    “I’m going to need you to look after things for a couple of nights.” 
 
    “How badly did Val fuck up your human?” 
 
    “You don’t want to know.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll keep an eye on things.” 
 
    Gavin knew he could rely on Jack to keep things under control in his absence whilst he tried to keep Daisy alive. 
 
    “I need you to do something else for me.” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “I need you to find out what happened to someone who went missing fifteen years ago.” 
 
    Jack was silent for several moments. 
 
    “Is this for her?” 
 
    “Her brother disappeared in Peru. Find out what happened. I’ll text you the details. I know you have contacts there.” 
 
    Even if Daisy never woke up, he felt as though it was the least he could do for her. She would never be at peace completely until she discovered what had happened to George. He didn’t much care about her parents. Perhaps Daisy could rebuild her relationship with them when they all got some closure. 
 
    “All right, but Gavin, just what is going on between you and this girl?” 
 
    He almost sighed. Jack knew him far too well. After their maker had turned Jack, he’d stayed with Yvonne and Gavin for ten years. Then they’d all gone their separate ways. Gavin had spent time on and off with his maker throughout his life until her final death. 
 
    “She’s important to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, I gathered that, but it’s more than that, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Don’t make me come beat the shit out of you for asking too many questions.” 
 
    Jack laughed. 
 
    “No need to be so touchy.” 
 
    “She’s not just another human to me. She is everything. And don’t fucking blab that shit to Neave.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t worry. I get it. I’ve got your back, you know that.” 
 
    “Do you think Neave is ready to take on the role?” 
 
    “Sure. She’ll do you proud. It’s not like I want to deal with all that shit, so you couldn’t find a better vampire. She’s always had a soft spot for you.” 
 
    “You’re not implying that Neave is pining after me?” 
 
    “Fuck no. You know she’s got the hots for Dalia, right?” 
 
    Gavin chuckled. 
 
    “I’ve noticed.” 
 
    “Neave is strangely loyal to you. Even when Raquel was still around, she always looked up to you.” 
 
    “It’s because of my good looks and charm.” 
 
    “You’re a fucking idiot, you know that, right?” 
 
    Gavin chose to ignore that comment. 
 
    “If you think she’s ready, then I’ll inform her of my decision.” 
 
    “Well, I best let you tend to your human.” 
 
    “Thanks, Jack. For everything.” 
 
    “Don’t get all soppy now, Gavin.” 
 
    He hung up and dropped the phone on the bed. He stroked back Daisy’s hair from her face. Her heartbeat was getting stronger. Maybe she would be out of the woods soon. He couldn’t tell. 
 
    He spent the rest of the night watching over her. He set all of her broken bones before he gave her more blood to make sure they healed in the correct positions. He could only be glad she was unconscious. It would’ve been incredibly painful for her if she had been awake. 
 
    Just before dawn, he had a phone call from Lukas. 
 
    “Sorry, Ella has been up all night fretting. She refused to go to sleep unless I called you.” 
 
    “It’s fine.” 
 
    “How is she?” 
 
    “Alive. Her body is healing. It’ll be a question of whether she wakes up.” 
 
    “This whole thing has been a fucking mess from the start.” 
 
    “Raquel and Val were always trouble. I knew it would only end in bloodshed one way or another.” 
 
    “At least it’s over now and my contact in Hell will be pleased to have their belongings back.” 
 
    “Yes, Ella told me about that.” 
 
    “I don’t know how Val got his hands on it in the first place.” 
 
    “He was always cunning, but Raquel turned him into a psychotic piece of shit. She had a habit of twisting those around her.” 
 
    “What he did to her. I’ve seen some fucked up shit in Hell, but this…” 
 
    “Try being on the receiving end of her pain.” 
 
    “Fuck. I knew Val was insane, but to think of what all those people he killed and Daisy must’ve gone through.” 
 
    “You clearly haven’t lived in a nest of vampires.” 
 
    “Your kind is fucked up.” 
 
    Gavin wasn’t offended. Vampires could be cruel and vicious. He’d done unspeakable things himself. Those pursuits no longer held any interest for him. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He frowned a little. Why would Lukas be thanking him? 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Taking care of Daisy, she’s become like family to me.” 
 
    “She’s one of a kind.” 
 
    “She’s strong. She’ll be okay, you know?” 
 
    “I’m going to make sure she is.” 
 
    “Let me know if anything changes. I’ve got to go put my girl to bed before she collapses.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    The line went dead. He placed his phone back on the bedside table. Dawn had broken. He felt the familiar itch of the sun. The need to sleep was almost overwhelming, but how could he when Daisy still needed him? He stroked her hair, looking down at her face. It was clear of bruises and the swelling around her eye had disappeared. 
 
    “When you wake up, I promise I’m going to spend the rest of our lives taking care of you. I’m never going to let anyone hurt you like that again. I’m going to keep my promise to you, Daisy. I’ll never turn you if you don’t wish it. Even if it means one day, I’ll have to let you go forever.” 
 
    He leant down and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty One 
 
      
 
    She felt very strange. Daisy had been sure she’d died but for some reason, she felt very much alive. She opened her eyes, looking around the strange room with confusion. She didn’t recognise where she was. 
 
    How was she alive? How had she survived what Valehal had done to her? 
 
    She lifted her hand up to her face gingerly. Last time she had seen it, her fingers were at all sorts of angles. Now, it looked as if nothing had happened. Her skin was smooth and unblemished. She choked back a gasp in surprise. How? Had Gavin managed to save her without turning her? She didn’t feel like she was undead. She was still breathing. She felt her chest. Her heart was still beating steadily. 
 
    She was alive. 
 
    She tried to sit up but found all the blood rushed to her head and made her woozy. How long had she been out and where the hell was she? She managed to lift her head enough to look at her surroundings. 
 
    It was a large bedroom with no windows. There were two doors on separate walls. One was shut and the other ajar. She could make out that there was a sink. Bathroom perhaps. There were two ceiling to floor sliding doors and a large desk with a laptop resting on it. 
 
    There was no one else here. 
 
    She dragged herself up into sitting position, laying back against the pillows. She still felt a little weak, but her body seemed to be completely healed. She did a quick check under the t-shirt she was wearing. All evidence of the torture and mutilation she’d endured had disappeared. 
 
    She smiled a little. At least having no scars would mean fewer reminders of those hours of agony she’d suffered. She didn’t want to think about what Val had done to her. The memories were threatening to flood back in an unstoppable tide. 
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, she saw movement. When she turned her head, Gavin stepped out of the shadows holding what looked like a takeaway bag. Their eyes met, she let out a little sob of relief. He placed the bag on the desk. He was at her side, sitting on the bed. She reached out, cupping his face with both hands to reassure herself he was real. She could feel his cool skin under her fingers. 
 
    “Gavin,” she whispered. 
 
    Tears ran down her face as she pulled him towards her. Their lips melded together. It was gentle and unhurried. She cried with profound relief, half sobbing into his mouth. He pulled away, resting his forehead against hers, his hand cupping her face. Wiping away her tears with his thumb. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m here. I’m here.” 
 
    “I thought I was dead.” 
 
    “No.” He shook his head against hers. “You’re alive. Very much alive.” 
 
    He placed a hand on her chest where her heart was beating. She couldn’t begin to process how she felt having him here with her. Her fingers curled into his hair, the familiarity of it grounding her. 
 
    “How did you save me?” 
 
    “With no small amount of patience.” 
 
    “You healed me. All of me.” 
 
    “I kept my promise.” 
 
    She smiled. He had. She was still human. 
 
    “Although, you may feel some side effects for a while.” 
 
    She pulled away, looking into his green eyes that she adored so much. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Enhanced senses, but it will fade in time.” 
 
    If she did have any side effects, she hadn’t noticed them. She also had only been awake a short time. Perhaps they would make themselves known later. 
 
    “Is he dead?” 
 
    She was sure Gavin wouldn’t have let him live, but the question still remained. 
 
    “He is. I gave him no mercy.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Valehal might have been a person once, but the man she had met was a monster. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around his neck, burying her face in his shoulder, breathing him in. He held her close, his hand running in a soothing motion down her back. 
 
    “I’m sorry I wasn’t here when you woke up. Keeping you alive has been taxing. I needed to feed.” He pulled away to look at her. “I brought you something to eat.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to do that.” 
 
    “You’ve been asleep for a week.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. Had it been that long? No wonder she felt so weak. 
 
    “You looked after me the whole time?” 
 
    “Yes.” He smiled. “I couldn’t let you fade away.” 
 
    She could’ve sworn her heart skipped a beat. Her face felt hot. She knew she was blushing. If she’d been asleep that whole time, he must’ve had to take care of her human needs. She wanted the ground to swallow her up. 
 
    “I’d rather not know details. In fact, can we pretend it never happened? Not that I don’t appreciate it, but you know…” 
 
    She bit her lip and looked away from him. 
 
    “My lips are sealed.” 
 
    He moved away before she could blink and was back. He handed her the bag and a drink. She gawped. He’d bought her McDonalds. 
 
    “Ella may have told me what you’d want when you woke up.” 
 
    She wanted to bundle herself up in his arms and kiss him for all she was worth. But she also wanted to dig into her food. She grinned as she pulled it out. A Big Mac with chips. She bit down on the burger, savouring the taste. 
 
    “Oh my, thank you.” 
 
    Her mouth was still half full, but he didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he was just smiling at her with happiness radiating in his eyes. She sucked on the straw of her drink and almost squealed with delight. She couldn’t believe Ella had told him she always got them to make her a mix of chocolate and banana. 
 
    “I have to know… Did you order someone to get this for me?” 
 
    “No. I went myself.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped open. 
 
    “You went in a McDonalds? Seriously?” 
 
    She almost couldn’t believe it. Gavin, her big, bad boss vampire, who liked to order her around and be in control, had gone and got this himself. 
 
    “Yes. It would’ve taken me longer to get back to you if I’d sent someone else. But if you tell any of my underlings I did this, I will punish you.” 
 
    “Not even Neave?” 
 
    “Especially not Neave.” 
 
    She’d only met the bartender once, but she’d heard him talk to Neave enough times on the phone. She was someone of importance in his hierarchy. 
 
    “Thank you. For this. For keeping me alive. For everything.” 
 
    She went back to eating, trying to keep her face from heating up again. 
 
    Things felt different between them. When she’d thought she was going to die, telling him she loved him had felt natural. Now, she was unsure of herself. He hadn’t brought it up. She didn’t know if he was even going to. 
 
    He was silent as she finished her food and sat back with her milkshake. She felt a little better. Less woozy. He picked up the empty containers, stuffing them back into the bag before he went over and placed it on his desk. She looked down at herself. She was in his clothes. She hadn’t noticed before. She wanted to ease the growing tension a little. 
 
    “Do you like seeing me in your clothes?” 
 
    He looked up at her, a little surprised by her question. 
 
    “Not quite as sexy as your see-through lingerie, but it does have its own charm.” 
 
    “Oh? You like that?” 
 
    “Very much so.” 
 
    A little tug of desire coiled in her stomach. He watched her, eyes darkening. She still found it a little disconcerting that he could sense the slightest change in her. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    Instead of his usual speed, he walked over to her slowly and stood at the end of the bed. 
 
    “We need to talk about what happened.” 
 
    She wanted to pout, but she didn’t. 
 
    “I felt everything, Daisy. It almost broke me. I couldn’t prevent him from taking you and breaking you.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault.” 
 
    Her heart contracted. He sounded so matter of fact, but there was a hint of regret in his tone. 
 
    “I have been a vampire for a hundred and fifty years. I was thirty when my maker turned me.” 
 
    Daisy’s mouth dropped open. She knew he had been alive for a long time, but a hundred and eighty years? 
 
    “But I have never suffered as much as I did when he hurt you. I’m sorry I could not spare you that pain. That he took you and I was helpless to save you until nightfall.” 
 
    “Hey.” She reached out to him. “It’s okay. I don’t blame you for what that psycho did to me. You saved me, Gavin. You saved my life. You could’ve changed me or let me go, but you didn’t. I’m still here. Still me.” 
 
    He didn’t move. She let out a frustrated sigh before she threw back the covers and crawled over to him. Her body protested at the sudden movement. She hadn’t used her muscles in a week, but she didn’t care. She stood up on the end of the bed and put her hands on his shoulders. She took a deep breath. She still felt awkward about her confession, but she steeled herself. 
 
    “I meant what I said before I passed out.” 
 
    His captivating green eyes were full of hesitation. 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She kissed him, needing to show him what he meant to her. How grateful she was that he’d cared for her. 
 
    “I love you,” she whispered. “I love you so damn much.” 
 
    His mouth was on hers again. His hands under her t-shirt, fingers trailing along the bare skin of her back. His familiar touch made her feel like she was in the clouds. All the trauma she’d been through at Val’s hands melted away. All she wanted was Gavin’s skin on hers. She wanted him to kiss it all away. She knew her body had healed, but the memories were still there. He would be the balm to soothe away all the hurt. All the pain. 
 
    Her fingers were on his shirt, fumbling with the buttons. She needed it off. He stilled, putting his hands over hers as he pulled away. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She blinked rapidly as if coming out of a daze. 
 
    “You need time to recover your strength.” 
 
    Her mouth turned down. Is he for real right now? Didn’t he know how much she craved him? 
 
    “But I want you.” 
 
    He smiled. It lit up all his features. 
 
    “I want you too, but you’re still human. Even with all the blood I’ve given you.” 
 
    He’d never once said no to sex. Hell, he instigated it more often than not. He seemed to have an insatiable appetite for her. 
 
    “Just hold on one minute. I’m not a fragile flower. You’ve never treated me like that.” 
 
    “You never asked me to let you die before.” 
 
    She wanted to shake some sense into him. Where was her overbearing and demanding Gavin? The one who threw her down on the bed and pounded her mercilessly. 
 
    “You don’t get to put that on me. That’s not fair.” 
 
    “Fair? How is any of this fair? You bounded into my life like a tornado and bulldozed over my heart. I wouldn’t exactly call that fair.” 
 
    She stared at him. She repeated his words in her head just to make sure she’d heard him correctly. 
 
    “Your heart?” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes, you infuriating woman. Do you think I would’ve gone to all the trouble of keeping you exactly how you are if I didn’t love you? I could’ve easily changed you, but I didn’t because you forced me into promising not to. You had no consideration for how your death might affect me. None! Damn it, Daisy. You almost died in my arms and the thought of losing you damn near killed me. You are the most irritating, inconvenient woman I have ever met and yet you are everything to me.” 
 
    She could hardly breathe. Her blood pounded in her ears. He’d called her an infuriating woman, but he’d also said he loved her. 
 
    Her vampire loved her. 
 
    “Say that again.” 
 
    He cocked his head. 
 
    “Which part?” 
 
    “The love part.” 
 
    His face softened. He took her face in his hands, thumb brushing over her bottom lip. 
 
    “I love you, Daisy. Beyond all reason and comprehension, I am in love with you.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty Two 
 
      
 
    She couldn’t speak for several long moments. Shock and disbelief written all over her face. 
 
    Gavin loved her. 
 
    All the fight left her in that moment. He watched her with those captivating green eyes. She couldn’t for the life of her understand how she’d managed to earn the love of a 180-year-old vampire. There weren’t really any words left. 
 
    Instead of responding, she threw herself at him, wrapping her legs around his waist. She held his face and kissed him furiously. He groaned a little. His hands cupped her backside, holding her up. 
 
    “Daisy…” 
 
    “Don’t you dare tell me we need to stop.” 
 
    “You really are the most stubborn woman.” 
 
    “Less talking, more taking off your clothes.” 
 
    She was unbuttoning his shirt, but he knelt on the bed and pushed her down onto it. 
 
    “Off,” she demanded, pointing at him. 
 
    His lip quirked up at the side. He finished what she’d started. His shirt was on the floor followed by his shoes and trousers within moments. He moved over her, his hands trailing under her t-shirt before he whipped it off her. 
 
    “You once said I was demanding,” he murmured. 
 
    His teeth grazed over her nipple. She arched up, gasping. Her skin tingled where he touched her. 
 
    “You are.” 
 
    Her fingers were in his hair, tugging him upwards before she claimed his mouth. His chest was flush against hers, her breasts rubbing against his cool skin. She was burning up with need. Her thighs were already damp from her arousal. 
 
    His fingers hooked into the waistband of the boxers he’d dressed her in. He pulled them off before dispensing with his own. Tension coiled inside her. She was desperate to feel him. He touched her sex, fingers parting her folds to reach her core. She cried out as he circled it. 
 
    “Gavin, please,” she whimpered. 
 
    She didn’t want his teasing. He pressed her legs open wider before nestling himself between them. She was more than ready for him when he pushed inside her. Her hands clawed at his back as he kissed her. He was being gentle with her but she didn’t care. It felt so good. 
 
    “I’ve missed you,” he whispered. 
 
    He gripped her legs, pushing them up as he gave her more. She groaned as he thrust harder. He was going to send her hurtling right over the edge. Angled in such a way that he was brushing up against her core, sending little jolts running up her spine. She was right at the precipice, desperately trying to hold back. Wanting it to last, but knowing she had no hope stemming the tide. 
 
    She let out a series of garbled cries. She shook and trembled, fists clenched in the sheets. Everything about being with him was magic in her eyes. She’d never experienced pleasure or satisfaction quite like it. Even when they fought with each other, giving into their baser instincts. It resulted in an explosive and passionate climax. 
 
    She would never get enough of him. And she loved him. With every ounce of her being. 
 
    Both spent, they lay there, wrapped up in each other’s arms. Her fingertips trailed down the hard muscle of his back. 
 
    “I’ve been meaning to ask… Where are we?” 
 
    She turned her head so she could look up at him. He looked a little conflicted. 
 
    “My daytime resting place.” 
 
    She would’ve sat up in surprise if she wasn’t locked in his embrace. He’d taken her to the one place vampires never revealed. Her breath caught in her throat. 
 
    “It is the only place I can watch over you during the day.” 
 
    “You trust me,” she blurted out when the shock had worn off a little. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    His tone was so matter of fact. She hadn’t realised quite how much she’d dug her way into his life, into his heart. She smiled, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    “Will you let me stay here with you when you sleep?” 
 
    “Why would you want that?” 
 
    His expression was inquisitive. 
 
    “Because I hate it when I wake up in the morning and you’re not there. I promise I won’t wake you up or anything. I just… like knowing you’re there.” 
 
    He was expressionless for a long moment before he smiled. 
 
    “Why, Daisy, anyone would think you like being with me.” 
 
    “Shut up.” She pushed against his solid chest a little. “Do I have to tell you again how I feel?” 
 
    “Mmm, yes. I think you do.” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “I’m not saying it.” 
 
    He smiled at her again, chuckling a little. 
 
    “Oh, I can think of many ways to get you to admit it.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    His fingers trailed down her back. Her skin felt like it was on fire where he touched her. 
 
    “Hey! That’s not fair.” 
 
    “I thought we talked about fair. Nothing about you and I is fair.” 
 
    She didn’t stop him touching her, but she glared again. 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question.” 
 
    He gave her an indulgent smile. 
 
    “Yes. You can stay with me, but you are not to reveal this place to anyone.” 
 
    “Oh, well, there goes my plan to check in on Facebook.” 
 
    He let out a frustrated sigh. 
 
    “I didn’t even tell Val about the whole blood link thing under torture. Why would I reveal this? Didn’t you just admit that you trust me?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Then you’re not really worried I’d tell anyone, are you?” 
 
    “I suppose not. I’ll have to show you how to get in here by yourself. I don’t usually use the door.” 
 
    “Yeah because you’re magic and can appear anywhere at any time.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes and frowned. 
 
    “I don’t possess magic. If you want magic, you can go live with the witches.” 
 
    “There are witches?” 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up. Was he serious? 
 
    “Yes, but they don’t like vampires. Apparently, we are unnatural.” 
 
    “I suppose the whole needing blood to survive and super-enhanced senses could be construed as unnatural.” 
 
    “They’d say you were unnatural for carrying on with me.” 
 
    She decided she didn’t like the sound of witches. If they were going to make out like there was something wrong with her because she loved a vampire. They could all get stuffed. 
 
    “They don’t know me and quite frankly, I don’t care what a bunch of stuck up bitches say about me.” 
 
    “They’re not all women.” 
 
    “If you’re a man and you go around calling yourself a witch, then you deserve to be called a stuck up bitch.” 
 
    She could see him trying not to smile. 
 
    “You think I’m funny.” 
 
    “I think you’re crazy.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I’m sure most people do.” 
 
    He grinned. She found herself smiling back. This was quite possibly the most normal conversation the two of them had ever engaged in. If talking about witches could be called normal. He stroked her face before he rolled over and grabbed something off the bedside table. 
 
    “Here.” He put her phone in her hand. “I kept it charged for you.” 
 
    “Well, aren’t you sweet?” 
 
    “If you tell—” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I know. You’ll punish me, but you forget, I like it when you do that.” 
 
    She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. He gave her a searing kiss in response. She very nearly forgot all about her phone. 
 
    “As much as I want you to screw me senseless. I think there’s someone who needs to hear from me first.” 
 
    He grinned at her comment. Clearly, he wanted to pin her down and pleasure her, but she couldn’t let him distract her. She pushed him on his back and lay her head on his chest. She held her phone to her ear. 
 
    “If this is you playing a trick on me, I’m going to fucking murder you, Gavin,” Ella said, her voice stony. 
 
    “No trick, love.” 
 
    There was silence for a long moment before a sob rang out. 
 
    “Daisy, you’re alive?” 
 
    “Yes, alive and awake.” 
 
    She kissed Gavin’s chest. She felt his rumble of approval vibrating on her skin. His fingers traced a line down her bare arm. 
 
    “I was so worried. I don’t know what I’d do without you.” 
 
    “I’m okay and still very much human thanks to a certain somebody who you apparently want to murder.” 
 
    “Your vampire wouldn’t let me see you. Not even when I begged.” 
 
    He wasn’t going to allow Ella into his daytime resting place. 
 
    “Um, well, I’m certain there’s a good reason for that. I’ll come to you tomorrow, okay?” 
 
    “Yes. Just tell me one thing.” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “How fucking long have you been in love with him and why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “That’s two things.” 
 
    “Daisy!” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Since the day we had that huge bust-up at yours. I didn’t tell you because I’m not sure you’d have understood.” 
 
    Ella was silent for several moments. Daisy felt a hand under her chin, turning her face upwards. He was giving her a questioning look. She’d just admitted how long she’d been in love with him. She looked a little sheepish. 
 
    “I… guess that’s fair. I’ve been the worst friend. I should’ve just been happy for you.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Ella. I understand why you felt the way you did.” 
 
    “I don’t anymore. He saved you. Wait… Daisy, he told me to ask you when you woke up.” 
 
    “Ask me what?” 
 
    She frowned. Gavin gave her a wink. She was instantly suspicious. 
 
    “I asked him if he loved you.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “You should’ve seen him when you were fading away. It was heartbreaking.” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows at Gavin. He could definitely hear every word of their conversation. Ella didn’t know he was here. She didn’t know if she could answer the question. 
 
    “Tell her,” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes, Ella. He does.” 
 
    “He told you?” 
 
    “Yes… Well, it wasn’t exactly romantic or anything. We were fighting.” 
 
    He frowned at her. She bit her lip. 
 
    “What on earth were you fighting about? You’ve only just woken up.” 
 
    “Um, you don’t want to know.” 
 
    She wasn’t about to tell Ella that he’d been refusing to have sex with her. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll ever understand the two of you.” 
 
    “What can I say? Fighting leads to making up. In the best way possible.” 
 
    She felt the rumble of laughter from his chest. 
 
    “Is he there?” 
 
    She put her hand over his mouth. 
 
    “What? No.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you. I know you can hear me, Gavin.” 
 
    She released his mouth, laying the phone on his chest and putting Ella on speakerphone. 
 
    “Hello, Ella,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you for keeping her alive. Even if she’s a huge pain in my backside.” 
 
    Daisy huffed. 
 
    “Oi, bitch, you couldn’t live without me. Who else would drag you out for fun and games?” Daisy said. 
 
    Ella chuckled. Daisy shifted before she placed a kiss on his cheek. He turned his face and caught her mouth. It wasn’t gentle. It was hot and heavy. His hand caught her head when she tried to pull away. She uttered a mewl of protest. 
 
    “Hey, you two need to hang up if you’re going to start messing around.” 
 
    Her cheeks burned. She was going to make him pay for that. 
 
    “Text me about tomorrow,” she said. 
 
    “Love you.” 
 
    “Love you too.” 
 
    She hung up and dropped her phone on the bed behind her. He caught her up in his arms. He was looking at her with a pensive expression on his face. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me how you felt that day?” 
 
    “You stole me away from Ella’s and punished me. Did you expect me to be willing to share my feelings after that?” 
 
    “I’m sorry I punished you.” 
 
    She could only stare at him as her mouth dropped open. Is he apologising to me? 
 
    “I shouldn’t have taken my frustrations out on you. I… that was the same day I realised how I felt.” 
 
    “Wait? What? Is that why you did that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He hadn’t wanted to love her. She could see it written on his face. 
 
    “Do you regret falling in love with me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I could never regret you. I only regret how I reacted. I promise. You are the only person who has given me happiness in my long existence.” 
 
    She didn’t feel like talking anymore. She pressed her mouth to his, her hand curled around his neck. The other rested on his chest. 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered. 
 
    She let him take her under again to ride the wave of pleasure he brought every time they joined. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty Three 
 
      
 
    Daisy shifted nervously outside the bar. Why he’d told her to meet him at Fright Night was beyond her. Teetering on heels that were far too high, she descended the steps, holding her coat around her. The vampire manning the coat check raised an eyebrow when Daisy exchanged her coat for a ticket. When she went through the door into the bar, several heads turned, appraising her with interest. She straightened her spine and walked over to the bar. 
 
    “Look at you,” Neave said with a smile. “Must be some occasion.” 
 
    “Hello again, Neave.” 
 
    “Boss didn’t say you’d be stopping by. Can I get you a drink?” 
 
    Gavin hadn’t told her what they were doing. It was her night off. She wanted to stay in and sleep. There were too many late nights involved with having a vampire for a boyfriend. She couldn’t help but smile to herself. It had been a few weeks since she’d been tortured by Val. Gavin wanted to treat her, apparently. 
 
    “Um, sure.” 
 
    “Let me guess, you’re a cocktail kind of gal.” 
 
    “Surprise me.” 
 
    “I like you already.” 
 
    Neave gave her a little wink and set about fixing her a mystery drink. 
 
    Daisy looked around the bar. It was busier than she expected, but it was the weekend. She couldn’t always tell who was supernatural and who was human, but there seemed to be a mix in here tonight. Over in the corner was a woman with piercing grey eyes. She felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She hastily looked away. 
 
    “Don’t worry about her, Dalia likes to intimidate everyone,” Neave said, causing Daisy to jump. 
 
    “Dalia as in the werewolf Alpha?” 
 
    “You’ve heard of her then.” 
 
    “Well, I did get kidnapped up by some of her weres.” 
 
    Neave grinned as she slid over a drink to Daisy. It was blood red with a little strawberry hooked over the top of the glass. She picked it up and took a sip. 
 
    “This is good.” 
 
    “Thanks. It’s my own creation. Vampire’s Kiss.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. Neave chuckled, but her face fell and her ears grew pink. Daisy frowned, wondering at the sudden change. When she turned her head, she saw who made the vampire nervous. Dalia was standing next to her, her grey eyes pinning Daisy in place. 
 
    “Neave, who is this?” 
 
    Neave spluttered, unable to say a word. Daisy put her hand out to the werewolf. 
 
    “I’m Daisy, it’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    Dalia looked down at Daisy’s hand like it was a grave insult that she’d stuck it out to her. She retracted her hand and looked at Neave. The vampire was still pink and tongue-tied. She had a sneaking suspicion that Neave might have a bit of a crush on the imposing woman in front of her. 
 
    “Dalia, are you being rude to my human?” 
 
    She jumped at the sound of his voice and almost tripped over her heels. Gavin put a hand around her waist, steadying her. 
 
    “You look delectable,” he whispered in her ear. 
 
    She blushed furiously. Delectable? She wasn’t sure if he was complimenting her outfit or telling her she looked good enough to eat. Knowing Gavin, it was likely both. 
 
    “This is the girl?” Dalia asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes, she is mine. Though I suppose you’d be more comfortable if I refer to her as my girlfriend.” 
 
    Daisy would be infinitely more comfortable too. He knew she hated the vampire concept of ownership. Neave’s mouth was hanging open. She tried not to laugh at the gormless expression on the bartender’s face. 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait! After all your ‘Neave, don’t get any ideas’ and denials and now, she’s your girlfriend. I knew it. I fucking knew it.” 
 
    Daisy had no idea what was going on. She didn’t feel particularly comfortable being in the middle of this weird conversation about the status of her relationship with the Gavin. She turned to him with questioning eyes. 
 
    “Neave, don’t make me regret promoting you,” he said smoothly. 
 
    Neave grinned. 
 
    “No, boss, course not.” 
 
    “Promotion?” Dalia asked. 
 
    “Neave is my second.” 
 
    Dalia turned to the bartender with an expression that was a mix of respect and disgust. 
 
    “Well, now, here I thought you’d give it to Jack. He is your brother after all.” 
 
    Daisy’s eyebrows shot up. Brother? Vampires didn’t have siblings, did they? There was so much she had to learn still. 
 
    “What Dalia means is Jack and I shared the same maker,” he said as if sensing her confusion. 
 
    “Shared?” she asked. 
 
    “She’s dead.” 
 
    She wasn’t quite sure what to say about that. 
 
    “I’ll tell you about Yvonne another time.” 
 
    She was going to hold him to that. She wanted to know more about his life. It seemed he was more willing to share things now. 
 
    “Anyway, you two are very dressed up. Got something special planned?” Neave asked. 
 
    Daisy looked Gavin up and down. He was wearing a tux. She hadn’t noticed before. She couldn’t get over how sexy he looked, and he had his glasses on. She grinned. She was looking forward to taking that tux off him later. From the twinkle in his eye, she knew he was thinking the same thing. 
 
    “Yes. Very special. Now, if you don’t mind. I’m going to whisk my lady friend here away,” he said, taking her hand. 
 
    Neave gave the two of them a little wave. Dalia watched them expressionlessly. 
 
    “Don’t let him keep you up too late,” Neave called as they left. 
 
    Daisy turned her head and gave the bartender a wink. He helped her into her coat and led her outside to a waiting car. She put her head on his shoulder when they were settled inside. 
 
    “I like her,” she said. 
 
    “Who? Neave?” 
 
    “Yes. She’s funny, but I have no idea what she sees in Dalia. She’s intense.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Neave has a thing for shifters. The last one… let’s just say it was very messy.” 
 
    “Messy how? She didn’t kill them, did she?” 
 
    “No. Neave is no match for someone who shifts into a dragon.” 
 
    “What? Wait, what? A dragon? You’re kidding me, right?” 
 
    He gave her an indulgent smile. 
 
    “It’s rare. He left town in a hurry after that disaster.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Neave has no gender preference.” 
 
    She was silent. She’d learnt some very interesting things about the bartender tonight. 
 
    She turned her face up to Gavin, giving him sad puppy dog eyes. He hadn’t kissed her yet. She missed the feel of his mouth on hers. 
 
    “Don’t do that.” 
 
    “Do what?” she asked innocently. 
 
    “That.” He pointed at her face. “Stop looking at me like that.” 
 
    “Kiss me, then.” 
 
    “Is that all you want?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes, but he moved, pressing his lips to hers. She felt a thrill of pleasure rush through her. Her hand curled into his hair, feeling the silky strands beneath her fingertips. 
 
    “Mmm, you taste so good,” she murmured. 
 
    “I thought that was my line.” 
 
    “I stole it.” 
 
    “You steal a lot of things.” 
 
    He kissed her again, his fingers dipping beneath her coat. He cupped her breast, thumb rubbing circles around her nipple over her dress. She moaned. He took the opportunity to deepen their kiss. His tongue devoured her mouth. She was hot and bothered immediately. 
 
    “Gavin,” she hissed. “Not in the car!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She indicated her head to the driver. She wasn’t going to have sex with him in front of someone else. 
 
    “I thought you were taking me somewhere special. Do you want to ruin my outfit?” 
 
    “I very much want to ruin everything about you.” 
 
    She gave him a long-suffering look before she pushed his hand away. 
 
    “At least let me help you find a release. I can feel your desire,” he whispered in her ear. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    His hand crept up her thigh and under her dress. 
 
    “Gavin.” 
 
    His path didn’t slow. He smiled when he realised she wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
 
    “Oh, Daisy. You naughty girl.” 
 
    She flushed. She’d meant it to be a surprise for later. His fingers brushed over her heated sex. She stifled a groan. 
 
    “Stop it,” she whimpered. 
 
    “You don’t really want that, do you?” 
 
    “Gavin, please. This isn’t fair.” 
 
    “Let me pleasure you, love.” 
 
    Her resolve broke when he called her that. His fingers swept over her core. She arched up into him. She turned her face into his neck, biting down on her lip. 
 
    “That’s it, love. Let me take care of you.” 
 
    “I hate it when you call me that.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It makes it very hard to resist you.” 
 
    He chuckled. His fingers became more insistent. She nuzzled closer to his neck, her teeth grazing against his cool skin. 
 
    “Daisy,” he groaned. 
 
    She kissed along his jaw until she met his mouth. He kissed her. She could feel his fangs. They often popped out during their lovemaking. Her hand ran down his chest until it found its prey. He was rock hard, straining against his trousers. He bit down on her lip, blood pooled immediately. Ecstasy drove through her. She wanted him inside her. Right now. Her fingers fumbled with the zip as she tried to free him. 
 
    There was an embarrassed cough from the front seat. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt, boss. We’re here,” the driver said. 
 
    She cursed quietly. 
 
    “Charlie, would you mind stepping out for a moment?” Gavin asked. 
 
    “Um, of course, boss.” 
 
    He hurriedly disappeared from the car. Gavin had his trousers open within moments. He moved her into his lap. She sank down on the hard length of him. His hands gripped her hips, coaxing her into taking all he had to give. 
 
    “Gavin,” she cried out as they moved together. 
 
    It was hot, hard and fast. She was almost crying with relief when she came. It was exactly what she needed. The sweet release he gave her was unlike anything else. 
 
    “I love you,” she whispered, curling her hands around his neck, her head resting on his shoulder. 
 
    She needed a moment to regain her senses. He’d well and truly sent her into a tailspin every time they had sex. Sinful sex. She couldn’t get enough of it or him. 
 
    “Come on, love. The night is still young.” 
 
    She frowned, but shifted off him, rearranging her clothes. He adjusted himself before opening the door and helping her out of the car. The other vampire was leaning up against a lamp post nearby. 
 
    “Charlie, this is Daisy. Charlie is my driver,” Gavin said. 
 
    The other vampire gave her a wide-eyed look. 
 
    “The boss said I’m to take care of you if you need taking anywhere,” Charlie replied. 
 
    “Um, thanks,” she said. 
 
    Gavin nodded at the driver before he tugged Daisy away to a tall building. When they were in the lift, she turned to him. 
 
    “You can’t ask your underlings to do stuff for me.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m human, won’t they resent you and me for that? If he doesn’t already hate me for almost having sex with you in front of him.” 
 
    “I assure you, Charlie does not hate you nor will he resent you.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Daisy, trust me, please.” 
 
    She grumbled but wrapped a hand around his waist and rose up on her tiptoes, giving him a kiss. 
 
    “Why are you treating me tonight?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do anything. I’m happy just being with you.” 
 
    “Can’t a man do something special for the woman he loves?” 
 
    He cocked his head to the side. 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “Wait and see. You won’t be complaining in a few moments.” 
 
    The lift dinged and the doors slid open. He took her hand and led her through the lobby and down a long corridor. There was an open set of double doors at the end. They stepped through into what looked like a large ballroom. He tugged her hand as she looked around. 
 
    It was beautiful. The room opened out onto a large roof terrace in front of them. Decorated with fairy lights strung across a decked area was a table. It was set for two with a vase full of daisies in the centre and candles surrounding it. Her breath caught in her throat. 
 
    She turned to him, eyes welling up with tears. 
 
    “You arranged all of this… for me?” 
 
    “Yes, love. All for you.” 
 
    She had no idea what to say. This was hands down the most romantic thing anyone had ever done for her. 
 
    “This is rather uncharacteristic. I didn’t think you were the type.” 
 
    He gave her a soft smile, cupping her cheek. 
 
    “There are many things you don’t know about me.” 
 
    “I hope you’re going to remedy that.” 
 
    He chuckled before leaning down to kiss her. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty Four 
 
      
 
    A man she’d never seen before stepped out onto the terrace with them. He was as tall as Gavin with dark brown hair and blue eyes. 
 
    “May I take your coat?” he asked. 
 
    She gave Gavin a questioning look, but she shrugged out of her coat, handing it to the man. 
 
    “Daisy, this is Jack,” Gavin said with a grin. 
 
    Jack smiled at Daisy, bowing his head. This was Gavin’s vampire sibling. 
 
    “It’s nice to finally meet you,” Jack said. “You’ve been causing quite a stir.” 
 
    She flushed, turning into Gavin’s side. 
 
    “I thought you promised to behave yourself,” Gavin said. 
 
    “Always,” Jack said as he indicated they should sit. 
 
    She followed Gavin over to the table. He pulled out her seat for her before sitting down himself. Jack opened the wine which was sitting on the table and poured her a glass. He nodded at them before he disappeared again. She wasn’t quite sure what to say, so she took a sip of her drink instead. It was cool and crisp on her tongue. Gavin reached out and took her hand. 
 
    “So, that’s your… sibling?” 
 
    “In a sense, yes. Jack was turned sixty years ago.” 
 
    “Which makes him?” 
 
    “Eighty-five.” 
 
    “Got nothing on you then, old man.” 
 
    She bit her lip. 
 
    “Is that my nickname now?” 
 
    “It’d be pretty lame if it was. I hadn’t thought of one for you yet. There are too many options. Let’s see…” 
 
    She tapped her finger against her chin. 
 
    “You’re super strong, sexy and seem to spend a lot of time rescuing me. How about I just settle for my hero? Or I could call you my knight in shining armour?” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “No? I suppose not. I mean, you’re not exactly knightly material.” 
 
    “And why not?” 
 
    “I don’t think knights sex up their girlfriend in the back of cars.” 
 
    “I plan on doing a lot more ‘sexing up’, as you so lovingly put it.” 
 
    Jack appeared on the terrace again, saving Daisy from answering. He placed a plate in front of her. It was a little onion and goats cheese tart. Jack put a glass full of red liquid in front of Gavin. She knew what it was but chose not to think about it too hard. She enjoyed him sucking blood from her during sex, but she’d never seen him drinking someone else’s. As he took a sip, she found it didn’t bother her so much. 
 
    Jack left them to it as she tucked into her own food. 
 
    “You know, it’s kind of weird eating when you can’t,” she said after a moment. 
 
    “I could, but I’m not sure you’d want to watch me throw it all back up again afterwards.” 
 
    She almost choked on her food. Not the mental image picture she wanted when she was right in the middle of dinner. 
 
    “Um, no. I really don’t. That’s just gross.” 
 
    The rest of the meal followed with mild conversation. She had a perfectly cooked medium rare steak with vegetables. A chocolate and peanut butter cheesecake followed. She’d grinned from ear to ear when Jack brought it out. 
 
    “This is why you asked me about my favourite foods last week,” she said as she set her fork down. 
 
    She resisted the urge to lick the plate clean. It had all tasted so good. 
 
    “I’ve never taken you out on a date. I thought this might make up for it.” 
 
    She entwined her fingers with his again. 
 
    “This more than makes up for it. It’s perfect.” 
 
    He stood, tugging her up with him. Jack whisked the table away, along with the chairs. They stood on the deck together. She looked up at the nights sky, spying a few stars despite the glow from the city’s lights. 
 
    When she looked back at Gavin, he was holding his hand out to her. 
 
    “May I have this dance?” 
 
    Music started to tinkle in through the open doors of the terrace. She put her hand in his and he pulled her close. They swayed to the music before he spun her around and they twirled across the deck. It was perfect. She couldn’t have asked for more. 
 
    “This really is the single most romantic thing anyone has ever done for me,” she said, smiling up at him. “I love you.” 
 
    He brushed his fingers along her jaw before he cupped her cheek. 
 
    “There’s something I want to ask you.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She had no idea what he was thinking. His eyes betrayed nothing. 
 
    “You’ve chosen a life with me or at least I hope that’s what this is. I cannot give you all the things you would have if I was still human, but I want to give you the life you deserve.” 
 
    She furrowed her brow a little. Where was he going with this? 
 
    He released her before he got down on one knee. She put her hand to her mouth. What on earth did he think he was doing? He surely wasn’t going to ask her that, was he? 
 
    “I cannot offer you a human marriage, but if you will have me, I wish to make you my human wife under vampiric law.” 
 
    She stared at him, eyes wide, completely unable to comprehend what he was saying. Human wife? Vampiric law? 
 
    “I don’t understand. Why would… Have you lost your mind? Gavin, we hardly know each other.” 
 
    “You love me, don’t you?” 
 
    “That’s hardly the point! I don’t even know what you’re asking. What is marriage under vampiric law?” 
 
    “You would be my equal rather than a human I owned. I know you don’t want to become a vampire and you don’t like the concept of vampire ownership.” 
 
    “So, I would have the same rights as a vampire?” 
 
    “Essentially, yes. If something happens to me, you’d be under the council’s protection.” 
 
    He took her hand, his eyes earnest. He was serious about this. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know what to say. I hadn’t thought about the future. Only that I hoped you would be in it.” 
 
    “I told you, I’m yours. I never want to leave your side, love.” 
 
    “All this.” She pointed around them. “Was so you could ask me this?” 
 
    “Not all of it.” He cocked his head to the side. “Are you going to leave me kneeling at your feet?” 
 
    She tugged on his hand, but he didn’t get up. 
 
    “I don’t have an answer for you.” 
 
    He reached into his jacket pocket and took out a little box. He let go of her hand to open it. Resting inside was a ring with a black diamond nestled in the centre. Tears pricked at her eyes when she looked down at it. She didn’t know what to say. Her heart pounded in her chest. He’d even gone to the trouble of getting her a ring. But they still barely knew each other, and he was a vampire. How could she marry a vampire? 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” she whispered. 
 
    “You’re beautiful, Daisy. You are all I need in this world. For now, and always.” 
 
    “I’m going to grow old. One day I won’t be here any longer. You’re immortal. Why would you want any of this with me?” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    What could she even say to that? 
 
    “I don’t need a ring and a marriage, you know. I just need you.” 
 
    She reached out and cupped his cheek. She loved him with every inch of her being. He was giving her everything. How could she say no? 
 
    “Will you at least think about it?” 
 
    Her thumb brushed over his mouth. Despite how utterly crazy the whole thing was, she’d already made up her mind. 
 
    “I don’t need to.” 
 
    She released his face and put out her hand to him. He took the ring from the box and slid it onto her finger. It fit perfectly. She didn’t care how he’d found out what her ring size was. Instead of waiting for him to get up off the floor, she barrelled her way into his arms, clutching him tightly. 
 
    “You’re crazy, but I love you,” she whispered. 
 
    He pulled away, so he could kiss her. His fingers tangled in her hair. In this moment with him, it all felt so very right. She had no idea what the future would bring. She was content in the knowledge that he would never leave her. Even if she grew old and faded away. She could choose to be immortal too, one day. She wasn’t quite sure if she wanted to become like him, but it was a bridge they could cross at a later date. All she cared about was being with him. 
 
    “How does this vampire marriage thing work?” she asked when they finally pulled away from each other. 
 
    He got to his feet, tugging her up with him. 
 
    “It is not like a human marriage. You don’t take vows. You sign a contract in your blood.” 
 
    She wrinkled her nose. That seemed a little sickening, but vampires did have a thing about blood. 
 
    “No special ceremonies? No council approval?” 
 
    “No, just a witness. It’s very simple. The council don’t have a say in the matter.” 
 
    “So, we could do it now? Jack’s still here, isn’t he?” 
 
    His eyes widened a little. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you haven’t had it drawn up already. I know you. You like to be in control of everything.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect you to want to do it tonight.” 
 
    “I can’t have second thoughts if we do it now.” 
 
    She smiled at him. She’d been half joking. She didn’t want to give herself a chance to back out of this. They’d already shared a blood bond. A vampire marriage wasn’t exactly going to change much, was it? He’d clearly thought about this or he wouldn’t have asked her. She knew enough about him to know he never took a decision lightly. 
 
    “I am already yours. What difference does it make? Plus, you made a good case. I would prefer not to be considered your property any longer.” 
 
    “If you’re sure, I’ll be but a moment.” 
 
    She nodded. He touched her cheek before he disappeared before she had a chance to blink. She’d never get over how fast vampires could move. 
 
    This was insane. She couldn’t imagine how Ella would react when she found out. Heck, this was the most reckless thing she’d done. 
 
    Gavin returned with Jack. They laid out the contract on a table along with a knife, two small bowls and a quill. She went over to them, a feeling of trepidation running through her. 
 
    “Can I read it first?” 
 
    Gavin nodded at her. She wanted to know exactly what she was signing up to. It went into detail about her rights under vampiric law. She was entitled to exactly half of everything he owned. As the wife of the ruler of London, she would be able to take her grievances in front of the vampire council. 
 
    She looked up at Gavin. There were a lot of things in here she never imagined she’d be signing up to. 
 
    “Here goes nothing,” she muttered. 
 
    Gavin picked up the knife and cut his hand. The blood dripped into one of the bowls. The cut on his hand healed quickly. He took her hand and dragged the blade across it. She hissed. He let it bleed into the second bowl. 
 
    He bit down on his finger, smearing his blood across her cut. Within a minute, it had healed perfectly. He was always considerate of making sure he didn’t leave marks on her skin when he bit her. This was no different. 
 
    He raised her hand to his mouth, cleaning the blood away with his tongue. She flushed as a small tug of desire drove through her stomach and lower. His eyes darkened. She didn’t dare look at Jack who surely knew how aroused she was becoming by Gavin’s simple gesture. 
 
    He released her hand, smiling at her. His captivating green eyes shone with love. He picked up the quill, dipping it in his own blood before he signed his name. He handed it to her. She took a deep breath before she dipped it in her blood and signed her name under his. 
 
    “That’s it?” she asked as she placed the quill back on the table. 
 
    “Yes, love,” he replied as he took her hand. 
 
    “So, you’re like my husband now? Wow… that’s a bit weird to say out loud.” 
 
    He pulled her to him before leaning down to capture her mouth in his. She felt embarrassed about kissing him in front of Jack. When he released her, her face was flaming red. 
 
    “Congratulations are in order,” Jack said, giving them both a small smile. 
 
    He slapped Gavin on the back and gave her a wink. 
 
    “Oh yes. I have one last surprise for you,” Gavin said. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Isn’t all this enough for one night?” 
 
    “It is. However, I do not think this can wait.” 
 
    She frowned. What else could he possibly spring on her? She thought them getting married under vampiric law was enough. 
 
    Jack nodded at Gavin before he curled the contract up under his arm and disappeared. 
 
    “Where’s he going?” 
 
    “He’ll be back in a moment.” 
 
    “I don’t know how I’m going to explain any of this to Ella and Lukas.” 
 
    “We can do it together. You can place the blame on me if you wish.” 
 
    She smiled. Despite all his faults, Gavin was always considerate of her feelings. 
 
    She heard footsteps behind them. He stepped away from her as he turned. Her eyes widened, mouth going slack. 
 
    Jack was standing in the doorway with another person. Someone she hadn’t seen in a very long time. 
 
    “George?” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Twenty Five 
 
      
 
    Her brother didn’t look a day older than the last time she had seen him. The day he’d left for Peru. Hazel eyes stared back at her. He was very pale. She knew immediately why he still looked nineteen. 
 
    She reached out for Gavin’s hand blindly until her fingers met his. She squeezed his hand in a vice like grip. She couldn’t believe her eyes. 
 
    George was a vampire. 
 
    “You… this is why you disappeared?” she asked in a small voice. 
 
    George took a step towards her. She flinched, stepping closer to Gavin. He hadn’t died like everyone thought he had. She didn’t know if this was worse. 
 
    “I’m sorry, D. I never meant for you to find out,” George said. 
 
    She turned, looking up at Gavin. Tears welled in her eyes. Her brother was alive. 
 
    “You found him for me?” 
 
    “I wanted you to have closure. I didn’t know he was still alive until I asked Jack to find out what happened to him. It seems the two of them know each other,” Gavin said. 
 
    “I spent some time in Peru after Gavin and I parted ways,” Jack said. 
 
    Daisy turned back to George. She released Gavin’s hand, taking two steps towards her brother. She wasn’t mad at Gavin for doing this for her, but George had been gone for such a long time, she’d given up hope. 
 
    “You’ve been in Peru this whole time?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. I have been with my maker, but when Jack contacted me and told me you knew about our kind, I had to come.” 
 
    She understood why he had to disappear. Vampires couldn’t allow their human families to know what happened to them. It didn’t make it any better. He’d left her to deal with their parents. 
 
    “Fuck, George. Do you have any idea of how much I want to kick the shit out of you right now? Nothing was the same after you disappeared. You fucked up everything. Our parents have spent the past fifteen years wishing it was me who left.” 
 
    George’s expression was impassive. She wasn’t quite sure what she expected. She turned away from him. She couldn’t look at her brother any more. It was too much. Her eyes met Gavin’s, they were full of sympathy. She didn’t want that from him. She paced away towards the edge of the terrace, looking out at the London skyline. She needed a moment to collect her thoughts. She didn’t know why he’d even bothered to come back. It would’ve been better if she’d never known. The fact that he was now a vampire didn’t bother her. He’d just left her alone in the world. 
 
    “Why are you here, George?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve spent a long time wondering if you were okay, D. I wanted to be there when you grew up, but I couldn’t come back. How could I explain this to you, to them? I’ll never look a day over nineteen.” 
 
    She turned to look at him. He was still standing near the door, but his expression softened. He looked genuinely sorry. She put her hand out towards him. He was next to her in an instant. She hurtled into his arms. He was a wall of solid muscle and cold, but she didn’t care. 
 
    George is here. 
 
    When they pulled apart, she smacked him on the chest. 
 
    “That’s for leaving me alone with them.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I know they weren’t easy.” 
 
    “Easy? They’re impossible. You ruined their lives, you know. Mum can’t get through the day without popping Valium. Dad drinks himself into oblivion on a regular basis. Not to mention his countless affairs with his secretaries.” 
 
    “You know that went on before I left.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “I was twelve. I didn’t know until much later.” 
 
    “You’re okay, though?” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m okay. I haven’t done much with my life, but I have him now.” She waved towards Gavin. “I’m happy.” 
 
    George looked over at Gavin and Jack for a moment. 
 
    “I didn’t expect you to get involved with one of us.” 
 
    She shrugged again. She hadn’t expected it either. 
 
    “It’s a long story.” 
 
    “Did you keep in touch with Ella?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. She’s kind of why I met Gavin. So… you’re probably not going to believe this, but Ella isn’t actually human.” 
 
    George raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “She’s half demon, half angel, like some weird kind of hybrid of the two. It’s another long story.” 
 
    He stared at her for a long moment. 
 
    “I always knew that girl wasn’t normal.” 
 
    “She isn’t pining after you still, don’t worry.” 
 
    She knocked his arm lightly. 
 
    “Ah, damn, there goes my plan to sweep her off her feet.” 
 
    “You’d have to go through Lukas first.” 
 
    “And he would be?” 
 
    “Her boyfriend, fellow angel, demon, soul partner.” 
 
    “You know what, I’m not even going to ask what that means. You can tell me about it another time or maybe she can.” 
 
    She smiled. Ella was going to flip when she found out George was alive and a vampire. 
 
    “I’m sure she’d love to see you.” 
 
    “So, you really are happy?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Her eyes sought out Gavin. He was the reason for her happiness. He was her family. Her home. 
 
    “I’m glad. That’s all I ever wanted for you.” 
 
    “How long are you staying in London?” 
 
    “A while. We have a lot to catch up on.” 
 
    “Is your maker with you?” 
 
    She wanted to meet the person who’d changed her brother into a vampire so she could give whoever it was a piece of her mind. 
 
    “No. Colel never leaves South America. She prefers to stay close to her roots.” 
 
    So much for that idea. Daisy stifled a sigh. She couldn’t really be angry at Colel. George was an adult and she could hardly blame him for choosing this life. 
 
    One day she might do the same. She couldn’t imagine her life without Gavin in it. He was never going to age. She was. Would her one lifetime be enough? She couldn’t rightly answer that question. 
 
    “Well, as nice as it is to know you’re here and alive. I think maybe we should call it a night. I’ve had a few too many revelations this evening.” 
 
    There were a lot of questions she had for George, but they could wait. She needed time to process what him being alive meant. And she’d technically got married this evening. She hadn’t even had time to process that either. 
 
    “Of course. We can speak again tomorrow if you would like.” 
 
    She nodded. George gave her hand a squeeze before he walked back over to where Jack was standing. The two of them spoke in low tones with Gavin. They both disappeared, leaving her alone with her new husband. He walked over to her slowly, not making any sudden movements. 
 
    “Are you all right?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes. George being alive changes a lot of things, but at least I know why he disappeared. I always wondered. Thank you. I mean, I didn’t really know that I wanted him found, but you did it anyway. I appreciate it. I can’t give my parents closure, but I have it.” 
 
    He took her hand. 
 
    “Are you ready to go home?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He tugged her into his arms. She wrapped hers around his back as the shadows encompassed them. She’d gotten used to travelling through them now, she’d done it so many times. 
 
    He stepped out into his bedroom. He’d brought her to his daytime resting place. She knew he intended to keep her here all night, so she could wake up with him. He really did look dead to the world when he slept, but Daisy knew he wasn’t. She appreciated he allowed her to stay with him when he was vulnerable. 
 
    His hands were at the zip of her dress, dragging it down her back. He slipped it off her shoulders. It fell to the floor in a pool of fabric. She stood there in just a bra and her heels. He undid the clasp and pulled it off her, throwing it away from them. 
 
    “Those really are ridiculous shoes,” he said, eyebrow raised. 
 
    “They aren’t exactly easy to walk in.” 
 
    He picked her up and set her on the bed before he undid the buckles and slipped them off her feet. His hands ran up her inner thighs. She stifled a groan. 
 
    “You know.” She fiddled with his bowtie. “I think you’re wearing far too much.” 
 
    She tugged it off him before she started unbuttoning his shirt. He shrugged off his jacket, placing it on the bed. She continued her path down his chest and tugged the shirt out of his trousers, pushing it off his shoulders. 
 
    “I don’t want to over inflate your ego, but you really are a sight for sore eyes,” she said. 
 
    He cocked his head to the side and grinned at her. He moved to take off his glasses, but she stopped him. 
 
    “No, I want you to keep those on.” 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “Yes. Didn’t I tell you I wanted to see you in just them and nothing else?” 
 
    “I remember.” 
 
    He stood, unbuckling his belt before slipping out of the rest of his clothes. She edged back on the bed, hooking her foot around his leg and urging him onto it with her. He knelt between her legs, fingers trailing up her stomach. 
 
    “You really are the most exquisite woman. I could look at you all day.” 
 
    She flushed and pulled him towards her, catching his mouth so he couldn’t say any more. His hands cupped her breasts. She arched into him, feeling the tension inside her building. He kissed her neck, fangs grazing over the sensitive skin. She wanted to feel the ecstasy of his bite. Her hands tangled in his hair. His fingers moved lower, trailing down her stomach before they found her sex. He stroked her. His fangs trailed down her neck again. 
 
    “Stop teasing,” she muttered. 
 
    She felt the sharp prick of his teeth. His tongue swept across her neck. Her body burnt with fire. She arched up into him again. Her hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging into his skin. 
 
    “Damn it, Gavin. I want you so fucking much,” she hissed. 
 
    He moved so quickly, she didn’t even had time to blink. He pushed inside her. She cried out, feeling the sweet sensation of him filling her whilst he sucked her blood. 
 
    He was hers. Her vampire. Her husband. 
 
    There was nothing else in this world she wanted more than to be with him forever. 
 
    “Harder.” 
 
    He gripped her hips, giving her more, giving it to her harder, faster. She panted, her orgasm building at an alarming rate. 
 
    “Daisy,” he grunted. “My fiery wife.” 
 
    He captured her mouth as he pounded into her, drowning out her cries of pleasure. She couldn’t hold back the tide. It crashed over her, the waves taking her under. She was lost. Utterly lost. Nothing and no one ever compared to the way Gavin made her feel. 
 
    She was hot and sticky when he rolled off her, but she didn’t care. She curled into his side, holding him close. Her heart thundered in her chest. 
 
    “Gavin.” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “Maybe one day… I’ll change my mind.” 
 
    He turned his head, looking down at her with curiosity. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About staying human.” 
 
    From his expression, she knew he hadn’t been expecting her to say that. 
 
    “I don’t want you to change for me.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be for you. It’d be for us.” 
 
    “We don’t need to talk about this now.” 
 
    “I’m not ready to make a decision. I’m just telling you I’m thinking about it seriously. I mean… I did just become your wife.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes. Wife.” 
 
    “Husband.” 
 
    He smiled at her, his captivating green eyes lighting up. He was still wearing his glasses. She plucked them off his face and placed them on the bedside table. 
 
    “I know we’re technically equals now, but I’d rather you didn’t change. I kind of like your domineering and overbearing side.” 
 
    “Do you now?” 
 
    “Mmm… yes… I love everything about you, at least the bits I know about. The rest, well, I guess I’ll just have to wait to find out.” 
 
    He captured her mouth with his for a moment. 
 
    “And I love everything about you.” 
 
    “What? Even when I’m being disobedient and infuriating?” 
 
    “Even then.” 
 
    Her arm around him tightened. She had never felt such happiness in her entire life. Gavin was her everything. She smiled up at him. 
 
    “I meant what I said to George. I’m happy. I didn’t think I’d ever find my knight in shining armour. Even if he’s a little dark and twisted.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “Darkly, handsome knight in shining armour.” 
 
    “Hmm, I was going to go with sexy as fuck, but that also works.” 
 
    He captured her mouth before she could say any more. And Daisy lost herself in a sea of pleasure with her vampire husband. 
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