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Chapter One


 


Anna swiped her damp
hands on the sides of her A-line skirt and blew out an exasperated breath,
which lifted the ends of her fringe off her forehead. Trust the air con to
break down when London actually suffered from a heat wave. Heat in the
summer—unheard of. Anna smiled grimly at her flushed expression reflected back
at her from the mirrored door to the conference room. She had been summoned.
There was no other way to interpret her boss’s curt order down the phone.


“I expect you in the
conference room in five. Bring the files. You’re needed to entertain him, and
remember, what he wants he gets.”


Every feminist bone in
her body had balked at the order, even though she had half expected it.
Jonathan Symmonds’s visits followed a pre-conceived order, or so she had been
told. As the new girl she had drawn the short straw, at least as far as Anna was
concerned. The rest of the female office staff had pouted and called her a
lucky bitch, and some of the men, too, had given her some envious glances, as
though being at the CEO’s beck and call was akin to the Holy Grail. Sure, the
man was sex-on-legs gorgeous, if his picture was to be believed, but that did
not give him the right to pick and choose from the staff, as though they were
his personal sexual snack bar.


Classic case of sexual
harassment right there, yet no one had ever complained. And was she any better?
Anna rolled her eyes and had to admit she wasn’t. Here she was, despite the
heat wave, dressed in tight fitting blouse, skirt, and suspenders and
stockings, as per instructions, even if she had drawn the line at the vibrating
panties she had found on her desk this morning. An uneasy feeling settled low
in her tummy at the thought of having disobeyed a direct order.


“Whatever you do, just
go along with his orders. He doesn’t like to be crossed—in business or in his
personal life.” Louise’s whispered warning rang in her ears like clanging
cymbals. She’d dismissed it at the time. What could he do to her after all?
Sack her, and that was about it, and CEO or not, she would not take that lying
down. Oh no, he might be dangerous and ruthless and kinky as fuck if rumors
were to be believed, but she was not some whimpering wallflower who would
simply sink to her knees and meekly do as she was told.


Even if the thought sent
a rush of heat into her knickers. Anna had never met a man dominant enough to
make her want to submit, and the devil sitting on her shoulder, the very same that
had almost had her putting on those blasted panties, simply grinned at her now.


Enough of this!


Anna fixed a polite
smile on her face and pushed open the heavy door. Several pairs of eyes trained
on her, and she held on to her smile by sheer force of will. She had
interrupted a heated discussion, if the atmosphere in the room was anything to
go by. Her boss threw dagger looks at her, before nodding to the chrome clock
on the wall with a frown. So what if she was a couple of minutes late? She
scanned the room for the elusive CEO, and the fine hair on her damp neck stood
on end when the door pinged shut behind her. She sensed rather than saw him
step away from the wall behind her. One large, surprisingly calloused hand
settled over the iron grip she had on the files she had been asked to bring,
and his hot breath skittered along the sensitive skin under her ear.


“I’m glad to see you
followed some of my instructions, little one.”  He whispered the words just loud enough for
her to hear, and then addressed the room.


“These files ought to
settle the matter once and for all. We will see how you’re really performing,
shall we, gentlemen?” The cool inflection he put on the word made it clear what
he really thought of the assembled heads of department, and the bunch of
overpaid and heavily sweating business men squirmed in their seats.


Brian, the guy in charge
of marketing, visibly paled and loosened his tie as though it was strangling
him. Anna would have felt sorry for him, had she not known exactly what was in
those files. She had been brought on board specifically to investigate the
apparent discrepancies in accounts. According to the computer records the firm
was thriving. However on paper the sums did not add up. As far as everyone else
was concerned Anna was just a P.A. In reality she had undertaken a
painstakingly thorough investigation, and all of her findings were in that
file.


Jonathan Symmonds had
insisted on hand-written paper records that could not be hacked into by the
powers that be, as well as a flash drive, which was already in his possession.
He smiled at Anna now, and gestured for her to sit down next to him at the oval
table dominating the room. Anna was only too happy to oblige, because that
smile alone had her knees knocking together.


The man was
devastatingly handsome close up. Piercing blue eyes ringed with heavy lashes
and surrounded by laughter lines seemed to see straight into her soul, and she
slid into the proffered chair with more haste than elegance. He kept one hand
on her shoulder, his thumb stroking her neck, and it took every ounce of
willpower to not lean into that slight touch. 


What was wrong with her?
She kept her gaze focused on the pile of papers in front of her and licked her
suddenly dry lips. His scent surrounded her—not the expensive cologne one would
have expected—this was dry, earthy, essence of man that stirred something deep
inside her. She couldn’t hear a word of what he was saying to the assembled little
group. She was too focused on the simple act of just breathing, so aware was
she of the weight of his hand on her shoulder. Every slight scrape of his
perfectly manicured thumb across her neck sent tingles of awareness along her
nerve endings, and she crossed her arms over her chest to hide her body’s
reaction to his presence. Like shameless little come-get-me-beacons, her
nipples firmed and pushed against the lacy confines of her bra. Liquid pooled
between her thighs as she listened to his deep, commanding voice.


She breathed a sigh of
relief when he released her shoulder and sat next to her. He shuffled the
papers in front of him, frowning at something she had written over the top of
her report. A short lived reprieve, because he chose that moment to look up and
study her. Her lips parted, and she swallowed past the lump in her throat as
his gaze slowly travelled over her. As though it was his incredibly long
fingers trailing across her sweat-slicked skin, his gaze left gooseflesh in his
wake. She hastily dropped her crossed arms to her sides when he paused at her
breasts and raised just one thick eyebrow. Her breasts grew heavier and her
breathing shallow, and she grasped the armrest of her chair for support. The
rest of the room faded away under his silent regard. She clamped her thighs
together to relieve the delicious ache in her core, only to open them as wide
as her narrow skirt would allow, when he frowned again. His smile of approval
when he finally raised his gaze back up to her face had her insides melt with
joy.


“Good girl.” 


The whispered words
seemed spoken straight in her head, and it was her turn to frown. How was that
possible? His lips hadn’t moved, had they? Or was she that far gone that even
that simple observation was beyond her?


Clearly it had been way
too long since Anna had last gotten laid if her body could respond to a
complete stranger in this fashion of reckless abandonment. 


He turned his
attention back to the room, and Anna released the breath she’d been holding.
Brian glared at her, and that uneasy feeling in her stomach returned. She
squared her shoulders and stared him down, before Jonathan’s hand on her thigh
pulled her attention back to him.


“I would like
to thank Anna for her diligent attention to detail in drawing up these
reports.” He shifted his hand higher during those few words, until he reached
the top of her stocking. Digging one finger underneath he caressed the soft
skin of her inner thigh, and Anna forced herself not to squirm and give the
game away. “She has been most thorough, and the results will show once and for
all who is responsible for this current … mishap.”


He smiled
briefly, and looked toward Brian. The older man shrank in his seat. His Adam’s apple
bobbed wildly as though he could barely hold onto his saliva. Beads of sweat
broke out on his ruddy complexion, and Anna was half expecting the pencil he
clutched to splinter under the strain of his white knuckled grip.


“I also feel the need to
make it clear that Anna acted under direct orders from myself and her immediate
superior.” He nodded toward Anna’s boss, and Leonard Peterson shifted to stand
behind Brian, his expression as grave as she’d ever seen it.


“No one here should have
any reason to hold the findings of this report against Anna.” Again he paused,
and his penetrating gaze swept around the room until he seemed satisfied that
he had everyone’s undivided attention. At the same time he shifted his hand
higher up the inside of her thigh, until his knuckles brushed against the damp
fabric covering her slit. Anna bit her lip to stop herself from moaning. The
feather light touch seared her core, and her internal muscles clenched in need.
The fabric grew wetter, and he was bound to notice. She risked a peek at his
profile, and the slight elevation to his bottom lip told her that he knew
exactly how turned on she was.


He took a deep breath
and brushed his forefinger against her clit, pressing down just enough to make
the little nubbin tingle in anticipation. That smirk of his deepened, when she
couldn’t help her involuntary jump in response.


“Likewise no one in this
room has anything to fear from these findings, unless they have not been acting
in the company’s best interests. If you have indeed been mishandling funds then
now would be a prudent time to own up to this fact.”


Again he paused, and
Anna held her breath. He looked every inch the ruthless and dangerous business
man he was reported to be. His harsh features had drawn tight, his high cheek
bones accentuated under the artificial lighting that filled the room, despite
the blaring sun outside the windows overlooking London’s skyline. He held
himself perfectly still, the muscles bulging in tension under the light summer
suit he wore. Only his finger moved in slow, measured circles, designed to
drive Anna to the brink of insanity. She grasped hold of her armrests again,
and coughed to hide her moan as that finger slipped under the elastic of her
underwear and teased her entrance.


“I-I—” Brian shot out of
his chair and looked as though he would have made a run for it, had Leonard not
grabbed him by the suit lapels and pinned him against the wall. The door burst
open, and two burly security guards took over and dragged Brian from the room.
Anna was barely aware of the ensuing commotion, because Jonathan chose that
moment to thrust two fingers knuckle deep inside her channel. Her pussy walls
tightened around the digits, and Anna shut her eyes against the rising
sensation deep within. There was something so deliciously naughty about the CEO
finger-fucking her under the table. 


The barely functioning
rational side of her brain urged her to scream, to do something. He was taking
liberties with her body that he had no right to take, but the other horny as
hell part of her told that side to shut the fuck up, even as Jonathan added his
thumb to her clit, pushing her closer and closer to release.


“Leonard, get Anna a
glass of water. She is looking a little flushed.”


Her eyes flew open at
the amused words, and she knew her cheeks must be as red as the roses in the
vase across the room, when her boss stepped close enough to her to see exactly
what was happening under the table. Jonathan did not release her. If anything
he stepped up his assault, curling his fingers in such a way that he massaged
her sweet spot deep inside.


Leonard cleared his
throat repeatedly, and the water splashed over the side of the glass he was
pouring for Anna, masking the wet sounds of Jonathan’s fingers thrusting in and
out of her sopping cunt. She would leave a visible stain on her skirt and chair
at this rate, but Anna could no more stop herself from climbing towards bliss
than she could stop breathing. She dug her fingers into the arms of her chair
and bit her lip so hard she drew blood, as her orgasm hit her with the full
force of a speeding train. Irrespective of where she was, or perhaps because of
it, waves of pleasure crashed over her, as her body shook in delicious
aftershocks. Jonathan did not withdraw his fingers until the last of her
shudders stopped, and when she opened her eyes it was to find the room empty,
bar the three of them. 


The unmistakable
evidence of her boss’s erection straining the soft cotton of his trousers had
renewed heat climbing into her cheeks. Jonathan swiped his fingers coated in
her essence across her lips, and his eyes darkened when she opened to take them
into her mouth. She could taste herself mixed in with the coppery evidence of
her own blood, and both men groaned. Jonathan withdrew his fingers and licked
them clean with a wicked grin in her direction.


“This one is indeed the
sweetest one yet. Clever and tasty. You chose well, Leonard.”


Her boss adjusted
himself with another groan and tipped her chin up with his free hand, searching
her expression. Whatever he read in her face made his tense features relax, and
some of her embarrassment fled. At least if she acted like a hussy, it had been
under orders, so her job was safe. Not that that would mean she would be able
to look at her reflection once whatever spell she was under had lifted. And she
had to be under a spell. She never acted like this—never. That uneasy feeling
returned, erasing the left-over fog of her body’s arousal. She was missing
something, something vital.


Jonathan released his
fingers with one last appreciative murmur and then wiped them dry on one of the
paper napkins left on the table. 


“You should have worn
the panties, but I will admit this was more fun, little one.”


His superior grin irked
her, and she pushed the chair away with much more force than was strictly
necessary, as she got up on legs still too wobbly to support her. Leonard’s arm
round her waist steadied her, and she murmured her thanks.


From somewhere she found
her voice.


“As the meeting is over,
I trust my presence is no longer required.” She straightened her shoulders and
pushed away from her boss and his still raring erection. It made her feel
decidedly uncomfortable and downright angry. He had no right to put her in this
position. Not her, not any of his staff.


“I don’t know what sick
little arrangement you two have got going here, but I will not be party to this
anymore. You had your fun, but this stops now, or I will get you both reported
for sexual harassment. There are laws against this sort of behavior, you know
and…” Her voice trailed off as Jonathan moved so fast he was on top of her in
the blink of an eye. With Leonard stood behind her and Jonathan in front she
had nowhere to go. She had never truly appreciated how well built her boss was.
But pressed against him like she was she could feel every inch of hard male
muscle, and her traitorous hormones jumped in excitement. Taller and leaner,
than her boss, Jonathan towered over them both, and Anna forgot to breathe. His
azure eyes blazed in fury, and his hot breath feathered across her face when he
leant down so close that his lips almost touched hers.


“It’s only harassment if
one party doesn’t enjoy the attentions, and you, my little one, enjoyed that
very much. Justify this to yourself any which way you please, but know this. We
are not done until I say we’re done. You can run, but you can’t hide from me.”







 


Chapter Two


 


Anna pushed the covers
off her with a frustrated groan and squinted at her alarm clock. Four A.M. and
she was wide awake—again. Ever since that fateful day in the office three weeks
ago sleep eluded her. When it did come it was full of disturbing images she
could not make sense of.  She would wake
up screaming and covered in cold sweat fighting off some unseen evil sitting on
her chest until she couldn’t breathe. The nightmares took her straight back to
her angst-ridden childhood, and that fateful night when the view of her beloved
daddy changed forever. She hadn't thought about that night in years, the
memories too painful to process. Why they should come back to her now, was
completely beyond her. It was not as though Jonathan Symmonds was one of the
evil creatures of the night that had driven her father to the brink of
insanity, and had ultimately robbed her of her parents. No, it was just her own
guilt talking.


If that wasn’t bad
enough the other dreams were worse, and would leave her panting for breath, her
body clamoring for release. Release that never came. Anna was no stranger to
self-pleasuring, and she had an impressive collection of toys, but none of them
could bring her the release she craved. All she would see were Jonathan
Symmonds’s piercing blue eyes, hard as flint with disapproval, and her arousal
would flee like dust motes in a gust of wind. Something about his natural scent
that stirred needs and memories she couldn't grasp. Comforting and terrifying
at the same time, it made no sense at all. 


She’d only caught
glimpses of him around the office since that encounter in the conference room,
and her boss was back to professional indifference as though he hadn’t been
there to witness her come apart like some whore on speed. Part of her was
grateful for that at least, but the other reckless half wanted to shake him and
demand answers. 


The conversation she’d
had with Louise had to have been the most bizarre yet.


“So.” Louise had scooted
her office chair across and talked in hushed whispers when she’d made it back
to her desk, after a visit to the ladies’ to freshen up. “Do you remember what
happened? We all saw Brian be escorted off the premises, but I can’t get the
dirt from him on anyone, and believe me I tried.”


Anna had rolled her eyes
at the other woman’s nosiness.


“Of course I remember.
I’m not a complete dimwit, and if you needed to know why Brian was let go, then
I’m sure you would be told. If you haven’t then you sure are not going to hear
it from me.”


Louise had blinked twice
and pursed her lips.


“But no one ever
remembers what happens when he is around. Not when they’ve been summoned
like you have? I don’t understand, I mean—“


“Louise, meet me in my
office, please.”


Leonard’s disembodied
voice coming over the intercom had made them both jump, and Louise had gone an
interesting shade of white, before she‘d scrambled to her feet, and had
disappeared into his office. When she had reappeared moments later, she had
avoided eye contact with anyone and had avoided Anna like the proverbial
plague. In fact, most people in the office gave Anna wide berth. Had she been
given to paranoia she might have thought they were all avoiding her on purpose.
Which was a ridiculous notion. It hadn’t been her fault that Brian had been
sacked, and his replacement, a bland faced, married man in his thirties seemed
studious and had seamlessly blended into the company as though Brian had never
existed.


Whenever Anna allowed
herself to dwell on these goings on, that sense of unease invaded her. Like a
thousand little insect legs it marched across her consciousness, always just
out of reach, and try as she might she could not grasp the reason for it.


So Anna threw herself
into her work instead. As soon as the last “t” was crossed she could hand in
her resignation and get away from this place. And maybe then the nightmares
would stop.


It meant many a late
night in the office, and she could have sworn that she was being watched. Even
now Anna couldn’t shake the feeling that she was not alone. Her nipples firmed
and her breasts grew heavy, and moisture soaked her pajama bottoms as a
familiar scent engulfed her. Her heartbeat slowed and then turned into a jack
hammer when she drew back the curtains and peered down into her deserted street.
A black Mercedes was parked under the street light again. Anna couldn’t see
anything past the blacked out windows, and just like before it silently drove
away the minute she opened the curtains.


The scent intensified,
and gooseflesh broke out all over her skin.


“I’ve got you, little
one. Don’t be afraid.” Jonathan’s voice in her ear made her spin around, fully
expecting him to stand behind her, but of course he wasn’t there. She was going
insane. Lack of sleep was making her imagine things; that was all. She was on
the fourth floor with her windows locked and the front door dead bolted. No
living creature could get in, and whatever Jonathan was, he was very much alive
and kicking. Far too alive and utterly delectable, damn him.


Anna padded into the
bathroom to splash cold water in her face and to will her breathing to slow
down. If she closed her eyes she could almost see him standing behind her, feel
his calloused fingers kneading her tense shoulders. She leant back into his
reassuring warmth and let her head fall back onto his broad shoulder. It was an
illusion, that was all, but a sense of calm settled over her.


The shrill sound of the
telephone shook her out of her trance, and she bumped into the wash basin in
her haste to get away from… From what? There was no one there.


She snatched the phone
of the receiver, and uttered a silent prayer of thanks when her pop’s gravelly
voice came through loud and clear. 


“Are you feeling all right,
Anna?”


Anna rolled her eyes and
looked at the time again.


“Am I feeling all right?
Grand-pops, you do know what the time is, don’t you? It’s the middle of the
night. Couldn’t you sleep again? Where is that nurse? She’s supposed to look
after you, and—”


“I don’t need some young
whippersnapper of a nurse ordering me about. I told you that before. I am not
senile. I am perfectly capable of taking my medication and going to the
toilet by myself. I do not need a nurse-maid.”


Anna suppressed a sigh
and switched off to the tirade. This was an old argument and one she did not
have the patience for right now. Grand-pops was in his late eighties and
refused to leave his huge house in the country and downsize to something more
manageable, despite the fact that he lived in just two rooms of the big old
rambling house. Once upon a time it had been full of laughter and love.
Nowadays it gave Anna the chills. The upstairs had long since been boarded off
as Grand-pops found the stairs harder and harder to negotiate, and he had set
up home in the large kitchen. Warm all year round, thanks to the huge Aga, the
kitchen had always been the focal point, even when Grand-mama had still been
alive. It hadn’t been a huge surprise when Grand-pops had decreed that he would
live out his days in the kitchen and adjacent study–cum-library.


As a child Anna had
spent hours in the study, where floor to ceiling book shelves groaned under the
weight of too many books to count, waiting for her parents to return from one
of their many trips. It had been there she had been told the news of their
fatal car accident when she had been just twelve. An accident she still felt
responsible for. Had she not made that wish…


“Anna, are you listening
to me?” The edge of command and authority she hadn’t heard from her beloved Grand-pops
in far too long pulled her back to the here and now.


“I’m here, no need to
shout Grand-pops. And, yes, I am fine. No need to worry over me. That’s my
department. I’ll come and see you on Sunday, as usual … Yes, Grand-pops…”


They passed the next
half hour catching up, and by the time Anna finally hung up the sun was shining
right into her windows. It was going to be another scorcher of a day, and she
would be late for work if she didn’t hurry.


She couldn’t deny the
tiny spark of excitement. She had been summoned again. And she was going to
piss him off by not following orders. It was too hot for office attire, and, as
part of their client meeting was at a posh hotel, Anna was going to dress for
comfort. 


Let’s see what the high
and mighty Jonathan would do about that.


****


“Right, that’s settled
then.” Anna flinched when the American client grasped her hand between his
beefy ones and pulled her a bit too close for her liking. All through the meal
he had not so subtly stared down her cleavage, and Anna had begun to wish that
she had worn something more conservative.


Not that her summer
dress was revealing exactly. The pretty halter dress had a high neck, which left
her back exposed, flared out over her hips and ended just under the knees. It
was light and airy, and whilst she normally did not wear anything underneath
she had donned her strapless bra and matching thong set, so she knew she was
adequately covered for the business meeting.


Still, it hadn’t stopped
any of the men round the table from taking a far too close interest in her
cleavage, and Jonathan had wasted no time in taking advantage of the
distraction. Anna had bristled inside at the proprietary manner in which he had
kept placing his hand on her shoulder. It only seemed to serve to egg the other
man on, and despite his wife sitting right next to him, he had continued to
openly flirt with Anna. She in turn had done her best to ignore the lot of them
and had struck up a conversation with the wife. Anna had become so engrossed in
quizzing the older woman about her children—she had really opened up to her at
the mention of them—that she had almost enjoyed herself.


At one point she had
looked up to see Jonathan watching her. Approval had replaced the thin lipped
way he had greeted her on arrival. His eyes had swirled with a myriad of
emotions she hadn’t been able to decipher, their ice cold disdain replaced with
the warm pool of a Mediterranean Sea. Her skin had heated under his quiet
regard, and an army of butterflies had danced in her tummy, until he’d broken
eye contact and turned business-like once again.


Finally released from
the clutches of the visiting client, Anna breathed a sigh of relief and turned
to leave. 


“Not so fast, little
one. We’re not done yet.”


Jonathan’s voice had
dropped an octave, and Anna’s insides clenched in need. She was a sucker for a
deep, commanding voice, and pitched this low, that almost growl had her already
damp thong soaked in her own arousal.


She just had to be close
to him, it seemed, for her body to ready itself. She closed her eyes and took a
deep breath, willing her hormones to behave, but it was useless. His warmth
seeped into her bare back as he pulled her back against his long frame with one
hard arm around her waist. His slight and ever present stubble scraped along
her neck, awakening every female cell in her body, and she moaned when he took
her earlobe between his teeth and bit down.


The sharp pain focused
her attention solely on him, and the rest of the crowded restaurant faded away,
until she was aware only of his hot breath on her neck.


“You can’t fight this,
little one. I can smell your need. You want this as much as I do.”


Her heart shuddered to a
stop, before it started beating so fast she felt faint. His grip on her
tightened, and he kissed her neck in just the right spot to turn her knees to
jelly.


From somewhere she found
her voice. A breathy, need filled version of her voice, but at least she
managed to say something.


“No, I don’t.”


He went still, and she
could feel him smile against her shoulder, before he stepped back. Bereft of
his body warmth and despite the humid day, Anna shivered. He traced a finger
down her exposed spine, and slowly the noises of the restaurant faded back into
her consciousness. Her cheeks heated. People were staring at them, stood as
they were in the middle of the room.


Jonathan would draw
glances wherever he went. His commanding presence filled any room he entered,
women and men alike drawn to him like moths to the flame, but Anna refused to
fall under his spell again. She had no intention of becoming another one of his
conquests. While sex with him would no doubt rock her world, he also had the
ability to rip her heart to shreds. How she knew that, she couldn’t even begin
to explain to herself, and then there was the danger she sensed. It surrounded
him like an invisible cloak. Her nightmares had started again since their first
encounter. Nightmares that hadn’t plagued her since childhood, and Anna did not
think this was a coincidence.


No, she had to get her
feet to move and get away from him.


“The meeting is over,
and I need to be back at the office, so…”


His smile was sin itself,
and Anna balled her hands into fists to stop herself from reaching out to him.
With his dirt-blond hair falling messily over one eye and that bad boy smirk on
his handsome features, he looked good enough to eat, and of course he knew
that. He pushed his hands into the pockets of his Armani suit and simply looked
at her, until she dropped her gaze to the floor.


“You have the afternoon
off. To spend with me of course, and I have no intention of letting you slip
away a second time.”


“And I have no intention
of sleeping with you.” She whispered the words and took a step back and away
from him. For every step she took he matched her easily, the predatory way he
stalked her turning the earlier butterflies into a swarm of buzzing bees. Short
of running away from him at full pelt, she was stuck, and even then she
wouldn’t get very far. The high heeled strappy sandals she wore looked pretty,
but she would break her neck if she tried to run in them.


He offered her his hand
palm up, and she stared at it for the longest time.


“Trust me,
little one.”


 


 







 


Chapter Three


 


His hand on her waist
branded her. Every cell in her body heightened in awareness of the man standing
next to her in the crowded lift.


When she’d placed her
hand in his, he’d smiled, and something deep inside of her had simply let go. A
sense of calm had invaded her at his whispered, “Good girl.” She had let
herself be led out of the restaurant and across the foyer into the lift. It was
slowly emptying as they rode up to the very top. When the door finally pinged
open and the smiling bell boy stepped aside to let them through they stepped
into a plush corridor. It was cool up here, the air conditioning working
overtime, and Anna shivered again. Instantly Jonathan shrugged out of his suit
jacket and draped it over her shoulders.


His scent and warmth
engulfed her, and Anna closed her eyes and simply allowed herself to feel. He
chuckled into her ear, and the sound of a door opening had her eyes fly open. She
followed him through into the expensive suite, and then stopped dead. The views
over London were magnificent, and she drank in the beauty of her home town. It
was a glorious day out there, and she smiled at the sight of children chasing a
dog in Hyde Park, tourists hurrying along the busy streets. From her vantage
point up here, it all looked picture perfect. The smells and sounds didn’t
travel through the plate glass windows, and she sighed as Jonathan stepped
closer. He pointed a remote towards the wall and then rubbed his hands up and
down her arms.


“It will be warmer soon.
The cleaning crew always turns the air con too high.  I like it cool, but we can’t have you
shivering, little one.”


“I’m okay, really. I
just … just. Why won’t you just let me go?”


He sighed and turned her
around, tipping her chin up to make her look at him. His pupils dilated, and a
curious warmth settled over her. A languid feeling spread through her limbs.
Her heart beat slowed, and her breathing grew thready. She leant into him, his
erection a hard ridge against her belly, which spiked her need for him to fever
pitch, and she whispered his name. He swore and released her so abruptly she
stumbled.


“Jonathan?” she asked.


Tension emanated off his
broad shoulders in almost palpable waves, and he ran an unsteady hand through
his hair.


“You better run while
you can, little one. You tempt me far too much.” The growled reply settled low
in her abdomen and had the completely opposite effect to the one he was no
doubt attempting.


She dropped his jacket
on the floor and stepped close enough to him to touch. A shudder went through
him at the first tentative slide of her hands over the corded muscles in his
back. They rippled under her fingertips, and she indulged herself by running
them over his shoulders and his flexing biceps straining against the thin
material of his shirt.


“Anna.” His warning
growl stalled her exploration for a second. Low and feral, it didn’t sound
human, and she closed her eyes as an image invaded her mind—an image from her
nightmares that should have terrified her. Here, however, in the bright light
of day, that image just pitched her arousal higher. He inhaled sharply in
response to the gush of her essence soaking her thong. It trickled past the
elastic and coated the tops of her thighs, and she resumed her discovery of his
body.  Without breaking contact she
circled him until she stood in front of him, so close that their thighs touched
and the hard ridge of his cock pressed against her lower abdomen. She rocked
her hips, and he growled again, low in his throat. His hands fisted in her hair,
and he yanked her head up to study her face.


A ray of sunshine
slanted past the blinds. It caressed the sharp angles of his face like a
lover’s kiss, and Jonathan blinked and shifted them slightly until they were in
the shadows. Not hidden exactly, but not in the direct glare either, and when
he smiled at her, the fangs just confirmed what she already knew, what she had
suspected from the minute she’d seen him up close.


He was too virile, too
perfect, too altogether enticing to be anything else. Unlike the monsters that
had plagued her childhood dreams and seemed to want to stake their claim in her
life again, Jonathan didn’t scare her. 


Her parents had died in
the eradication of his race, and whilst she was no slayer, she should be
running away, not drawing closer to him. She rested her hands on his chest, the
warmth she found there, his thundering heart beat under her finger tips
testament to the fact that he was not one of them.


“Anna.” Her name rolled
off his tongue, as much a warning as a promise, and she smiled up at him.
Standing on tip-toes she slanted her lips against his, needing to taste him, to
prove to herself that he was indeed alive and not a figment of her imagination.


He groaned into the
kiss, and when their tongues touched, he took over. He claimed her, deepening
the kiss, until she fisted her hands into his shirt, clinging on, lest her legs
fail to support her. He released her just enough for her to draw much needed
air into her lungs, before he delved back into her. The scrape of his fangs
across her kiss-swollen lips, the way he held her head permitting her no
movement, the way his other hand trailed to her ass, molding it and pushing her
closer into him, all served to stoke her need into an inferno.


Nothing mattered but
him, the heat they created between each other, the insistent throbbing between
her legs, and she whimpered into his mouth. The action seemed to bring him to
his senses, because he released her and took a step back, his breathing as
heavy as her own, his pupils so dilated his eyes were almost black. He shook
his head and then framed her face in his large hands. He ran his thumbs over
her lips, and his expression darkened when she whispered, “What are you?”


“I would have thought
that was obvious by now, little one.”


He smiled grimly when
she shook her head and retracted his fangs with an audible click that made her
stomach flip flop wildly.


“You’re alive. You
breathe. You have a heartbeat. You can walk in the sun. You’re not a … a…”


“A what, little one? Go
on, say it.” The grip he had on her face tightened, and she couldn’t hide her
flinch. “A monster? That’s what you’re going to say, right?”


“No, that’s not what I
mean. If you were a monster, you’d have simply hypnotized me, had your wicked
way, and then erased my memories, like … oh.”


Her conviction faltered
when she realized that he had done just that in the past—countless times if the
rumors round the office were to be believed. Had she herself not acted completely
out of character around him? That scene in the conference room played itself
out in her mind’s eye in glorious Technicolor detail, and bile rose in her
throat at the thought. She pushed against his chest, and he released her.


“Leonard, is he?” She
covered her hand with her mouth, afraid to be sick, when he nodded just once.
“There are a number of us in the organization, and no, I am not telling you who
they are.”


She staggered backwards
until her legs hit one of the plush chairs, and she sank down. Anna brought her
knees up to her chest in a defensive gesture, and she shook her head in denial.


“No, it’s not possible.
I would have known. You’re warm. You walk in the sun. You look human, damn it.”


His short, cruel laugh
wrapped itself around her heart like an ice cold fist.


“Your kind has hunted us
to extinction. To enable us to survive we had to evolve. Mixing the bloodlines
was always punishable by death, but it was the only way for us to blend in.
There are still some original Vampyrs left. Heavily guarded against the
slayers.” He spat the word at her as though it was poison on his tongue, and
she flinched when he moved in a blur of air.


In the blink of an eye
he was on top of her. Arms on either side of her, he pressed her against the
seat of her chair. His breath mingled with hers, as his eyes bored into hers.
Like lasers they pinned her in place as effectively as any bonds would have
been, and despite the situation a small part of her just melted. 


“My kind?”
she whispered. “You mean us humans, right? What did you expect us to do? Sit
back and be happy at being walking, talking snack bars? Have our babies stolen
from our cribs because your kind treasure the blood of the young?” He
flinched as though she had physically slapped him, and the compassionate part
deep within her, the part that still wanted/needed to see good in everyone,
wanted to swallow her tongue whole. The nightmare stories she grew up with,
however, tumbled forth without restraint. She’d read the family journals. The
tales of untold cruelties forever imprinted on her brain.


She hadn’t
wanted to believe them, had chosen at an early age to not go down that path,
and even her parents’ early demise had not changed that conviction.  She wanted no part of that world, so what on
earth was she doing here? What cruel twist of fate had thrown her into the
vampire’s path? Had her even now aching with the need to touch this man in
front of her. He represented everything she should hate, and yet, her heart
just wasn’t listening. She couldn’t reconcile those dark tales with Jonathan.
He had plenty of opportunity to hurt her, yet he hadn’t.


“There we
have it. You do think I’m a monster.” He stepped away and simply looked down on
her. His lips curved into a self-depreciating smile when she shook her head.


“It’s ironic
then that it is my kind who are facing extinction, is it not? It’s we who have
to hide who we are, whilst you and yours thrive and overcrowd this planet we
share. It’s humans who are capable of killing each other without a moment’s
thought. At least when we kill it is for food, not that I have ever killed a
human I feed from.” 


He ran his heavy-lidded
gaze slowly over her body, and Anna had to force herself to sit still and not
fidget. Every cell in her body yearned to take him up on the promise in that
heated perusal, and she dropped her knees and squeezed her thighs together at
his next words.


“Most would
say it has given them the most intense orgasms they ever experienced. They may
not remember the ins and outs in the morning, but they do remember the
pleasure, little one.” He paused again, his smile sin itself as he stepped
close enough to trail just one finger up her exposed leg. It left a trail of
gooseflesh in its wake, and when he tapped her knee she couldn’t help but open
to him.


“You and I
both know that I could have taken you anytime. I still could, despite you
knowing what I am.”


Anna’s
breaths came in short agonized pants of pleasure, and she put up no resistance
when he grasped her knees and yanked her ass forward until she was half hanging
off the edge of the chair. He folded her dress up in slow measured moves,
exposing her to his hungry gaze, and she gasped when he dipped his head and
inhaled against the sodden fabric barely covering her slit.


“Jonathan,
please…”


“What?” He
mumbled the word against her clit, the vibrations of his deep rumble against
the sensitive nubbin the most exquisite torture. The soft click of his fangs
sent a shudder of anticipation through her, and her mouth went dry when he ran
his fangs along her inner thigh. Digging in just hard enough to leave marks, he
didn’t break the skin, and Anna found that she desperately wanted him to.


As though
he’d read her mind he raised his head from between her legs.


“Do you want
me to take away your choice? Have my wicked way with you, so that you can
justify this to yourself in the morning, rather than face up to your desires?
Is that what you want me to do, little one? Is that what it takes for you to
look at yourself in the mirror?”


His growled
words hit too close to the mark, and Anna frantically shook her head.


“Yes, no, I
mean …. Fuck.” All coherent thought fled her befuddled brain when he took the
elastic of her thong between his teeth and pulled. The lacy fabric bunched
inside her slit, exerting pressure on her clit. He moved his head from side to
side creating friction against that bundle of nerves, and Anna gave herself up
to sensation. Her head fell back, and cool air hit her swollen folds when the
fabric finally gave way with an audible rip.


“So wet for
me, so responsive, little one.” His breath feathered over flesh slick with her
arousal, and her cunt clenched in need. 


“Look at me.”
She responded to that edge of command instinctively, and he smiled his approval
when her eyes locked with his.


“You need to
ask me, little one. I will not make this easy on you. If we’re going to do
this, if we’re going to explore this connection we share, it has be to your
decision. Your body tells me all I need to know, but I want your mind, your
heart, your soul, or I will walk away. I will make you forget you ever met me.
I’ve done it before, and I will do it again to keep you safe.”


The words
broke through her haze of arousal and dimmed some of her ardor.


“What do you
mean, you’ve done it before? I remember the conference room … I mean you—”


She tried to
scoot away from him, but he had an iron grip on her legs.


“You were
with me every step of the way in that room. I did not influence your decision.
I wouldn’t do that. Not to you. Not once I recognized you.”


“Recognized
me?” she asked, more confused than ever.


“Anna Chapman
is a common name, and you had red hair when you were little.” He smiled at her
pussy, and Anna squirmed a little. She hadn’t shaved in a few days, and the
little fuzz she did have would show her true hair color. Heat suffused her
whole being, and he chuckled into her core, nuzzling against her and kicking
her arousal right back up again. His breath against her sensitive lips, the
lick of his tongue as he lapped the renewed gush of her juices slipping past
her labia, caused the tingles to start. He tunneled his tongue into her
quivering channel, his nose nudging her clit, and Anna couldn’t help her moans
and sighs. She grabbed hold of his hair in a bid to keep him there, to urge him
on, but it was useless. He took her right to the edge, and then withdrew.
Sitting back on his haunches he smiled at her and licked his lips.


“Delicious,
little one.” His voice was hoarse, his hard long cock clearly outlined against
the fabric of his trousers, and Anna’s pussy clenched in need. She so needed to
feel him inside her. She must have said that out loud, because he closed his
eyes and groaned.


“Say that
again.”


His fingers
dug into her soft flesh, and she winced, the pain just adding to her sensation
overload, overriding the questions batting against her brain. He could explain
that afterwards. Right now, she needed him like the air she breathed


“Fuck me,
please. Make me yours.”


 


 







 


Chapter Four


 


His growl
vibrated through her, and he stood naked in front of her in the blink of an eye.
She blinked to try to get her eyes to focus, to take in the perfection standing
in front of her. He was big all over, his cock jutting up to his abdomen, the
heavy sac swinging underneath covered in a dusting of blond hair that she was
just itching to explore. He didn’t give her the chance to, however.  He pulled her up, lifting her effortlessly,
and she locked her ankles behind his butt, as he slid her down on his cock with
infinite slowness. Anna clung to his shoulders, taking him inch by slow inch,
until she thought she was going to burst.


He kissed
her, murmuring endearments into her neck, until finally, she was impaled. He
held himself perfectly still to give her time to adjust, and then he moved.
Locked together as they were he walked across the living area. Every careful
step lodged him deeper still, and Anna rubbed herself against him in shameless
abandonment. By the time he had her pinned against the window, she was hovering
on the brink of release. The glass was cool on her exposed skin, and he used
his fangs to slice through the thin strip of fabric holding up her dress. It
fell away, exposing her breasts barely concealed in their lacy confines. The
heavy globes spilled across the top of the cups, and Jonathan groaned. 


He flexed his
knees, pulling out just enough to enable him to thrust into her core, whilst
biting her nipple through the bra. His fangs sank in, and Anna tensed, only for
her orgasm to hit. Jonathan started thrusting in earnest, pounding her back
into the window. She arched into his mouth. Every suck sent her over the edge
again, as liquid fire sped through her veins down towards her thighs. The feel
of his thick member pistoning in and out her tight clasp with ever-increasing
speed, made her lose all sense of time and self.


Anna screamed
her ecstasy.  Her body shook
uncontrollably under the onslaught on all her senses, and she was dimly aware
of Jonathan tensing, before he spilled deep inside her core and the world
turned black. 


****


When she next
became aware of her surroundings satin sheets caressed her naked body and a
heavy weight pinned her into the huge four poster bed. Her arms were bound
above her head in silk restraints, and her legs were similarly tied. Open,
exposed, and vulnerable, she ought to have been terrified, but instead
excitement coursed through her veins.


“Hello,
sleepyhead.” Jonathan’s deep rumble against her abdomen had her yank on her
restraints. Her heart beat galloped, and she felt his smile in the light kisses
he delivered to her tummy. His stubble scraped the underside of her breast, and
then she arched into his touch. He licked a path of awareness around her
areola, soothing the faint sting left over from his earlier bite marks, and her
already erect nipple firmed to the point of pain. She squirmed as much as her
bonds would allow, and Jonathan laughed.


“It’s no use.
I have only just finished restraining you. You will not get free unless I untie
you. I rather like having you at my mercy. I owe you an apology, and this way
you’ll just have to hear it.” He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked, and
Anna panted her question.


“Apology for
… for what?” He sighed against her, the sensation giving her goose bumps, and
then he released her only for his fingers to play with her nipples instead.
Like livewires of electricity, her nerve endings sparked and sent darts of need
towards her clit.


“In my haste
earlier I didn’t use anything. I’m clean, but is that going to be a problem?”
She froze, and he cupped her chin, his face so close to her now his breath
fanned over her. “Anna, answer me.”


She blinked,
once, twice, and he frowned.


“Yes, I mean,
no, it won’t be. I’m on the pill, but it wouldn’t anyhow. I mean you can’t …
can you?”


“Can I what,
little one?”


Heat rose in
her cheeks at his intense study of her. He settled one heavy hand on her
abdomen, and she swallowed hard, watching his hand just rest there.


“Seems
slayers don’t know everything.” She flinched at the hardness of his tone and
looked up at him from under her lashes. He looked tense, but above all hurt.
His beautiful eyes held a maelstrom of emotions when he glanced at her briefly,
before removing his hand. She ached to reach out to him, but she couldn’t move,
so she had to use her words instead.


“I’m not a
slayer. I decided long ago that I wanted no part in killing off another
species, no matter what they did to stay alive. That obsession killed my father
and my mother. It broke Grand-pop’s heart to lose Mummy. I was not going to put
him through that again—ever.”


Jonathan
nodded once, and encouraged, she rushed on, the words now tumbling out of her
mouth.


“And you’re
right. It seems my father did not know everything. I loved him with all my
heart, but I wasn’t blind to his faults, and neither was my mum. She was going
to leave him, you know, before … before the accident. I’d heard them arguing
when I couldn’t sleep.” 


She yanked on
her restraints, blinking furiously to stem the threatening tears from falling.
She hadn’t thought about that night in years, the memories too painful to
process. Jonathan made a rough sound at the back of his throat when a lone tear
did spill down her cheek, and in a few swift tugs he’d untied her arms. Her
ankles followed, and he gathered her up against him, his hand in her hair, one
arm around her waist, and simply held her.


Cocooned by
his big body she felt safe, cherished even, and she buried her face into his
shoulder.


“You don’t
have to tell me this, little one.” His voice rumbled against her cheek, and she
nodded her head.


“Yes, I do. I
haven’t told anyone, not even Grand-pops. Dad hit Mum that night. It wasn’t the
first time, but this time was the worst. And I wished, I wished with all my
heart that he would die. And then the next day, Mummy took me to Grand-pops,
and they went on one of their trips, and they never came back.” She choked back
a sob, and he tilted her head up. Jonathan kissed the tears off her face with
such tenderness it made her cry harder.


“Don’t. It
was my fault. I …. I wished him dead, and I killed Mummy, too.” 


The menacing
growl erupting from him at her stuttered words made her jump. Fear coiled her
muscles, and she would have clambered off his lap had he not stopped her.


“Your
father’s death is not your fault, little one. He brought that on himself. I
should know. I was there.”


He froze as
though he realized he’d said too much, and this time when she pushed against
his chest he released her. 


“What do you
mean, you were there?” The words came out as a choked whisper, as a new
scenario dawned on her, one too horrifying to contemplate. “You said you hadn’t
killed anyone. Was that a lie? God, what have you done? What are you? Who are
you really?”


He didn’t
look at her, a faint flush creeping across his high cheek bones, and she
pummeled his chest in frustration.


“Damn you,
answer me.”


“I was under
orders, little one. Orders to watch over you. When a slayer as obsessed as your
father was procreates, the council has a decision to make. Let that child live
or eliminate the future threat to us all.”


He smiled
grimly at her sharp intake of breath and caught her still flailing hands in
his.


“A watcher is
assigned to assess that child. That watcher was me. I’ve been the voice in your
ear, the shadow flickering across your consciousness, from the minute you took
your first breath, until they day your father killed my entire family.”


“What?” He
couldn’t mean what he’d just said. That would mean…


“You heard
me, little one. He massacred them all in their sleep. None of them ever harmed
a human being in their life. Your mother pleaded with him. He’d left her in the
car, and she tried to save my sister. She was the same age as you, and by all
accounts, she’d run out of the house. In his rage he killed them both.”


“No.” Anna
clamped her hand over her mouth at the inhuman sound she’d just made. But his
grim words had woken the monsters inside. Her nightmares weren’t dreams. They
were snatches of reality, projected to her, as seen through the eyes of her
dying mother.


“I wasn’t
there to save them, because I was with you. You saw it all. Woke up screaming,
and your grandfather ran in about ready to stake me. When he realized what was
happening he made a bargain with me. Erase all your memories and kill the
bastard who stole your mother from him.”


He ground his
teeth, and the sadness radiating off him broke her heart. Tentatively she touched
his cheek, and he shook her off.


“I couldn’t
be your watcher after that, not that you needed one anymore. The other part of
the deal was to leave you alone. Something I stuck to until you walked into
that conference room.” He smiled ruefully and ran a hand through his hair.
“Your Grand-pops will stake me for sure this time when he finds out.”


Despite the
gravity of the situation Anna laughed, and his eyes narrowed.


“Grand-pops
couldn’t stake a plant, let alone you, and besides … I—I … wouldn’t let him.”


“Going to do
it yourself, little one?”


“No, of
course not.” She glared at him, and he smiled and tucked a lock of her hair
behind her ear. Such a simple gesture, but one that her mum used to do all the
time, and her eyes filled with tears again. She rapidly blinked them away and
chewed her bottom lip between her teeth.


“Don’t do
that, little one. It makes me want to bite you and claim you as mine.” The
words were hoarse and told of his need for her as much as his hardening cock
under her ass and the way his fangs ran out. 


A shiver of
anticipation went through her, and she couldn’t tear her gaze away from those
canines. He held himself perfectly still when she ran her index finger over
them, and tingles spread up her arm. Calm settled over her, the knowledge that
all was as it should be, and she could almost see her mum smiling at her
through the mists of time.


“It is
ironic, is it not?”


He frowned at
her, and again she giggled.


“What is
ironic, little one?”


“Us,” she
said. “Assuming you want there to be an us, and you didn’t just say all those
things earlier to get into my knickers.”


He framed her
face in his hands and touched his forehead to hers. Their breaths mingled, and
Anna shut her eyes, letting all her worries drift away. She couldn’t explain
this bond to herself, let alone anyone else, but there was nowhere else she’d
rather be right now than here in the arms of her very own vampire.


“There are
things I still need to tell you, little one, but never doubt that I meant every
word I said. I swore to protect you from the minute you were assigned to me.
You opened your eyes, and I was lost.” He smiled and kissed her nose. “Finding
you again after all those years, and to see the beautiful woman you have grown
into.” He stopped and pulled back to study her, the depths of emotion in his
crystal clear gaze making her chest feel tight with longing. “You have no idea
how much self-restraint it took for me to not just fling you over my shoulder
and storm out of that room, ethics be fucked. But I had to expose Brian, and I
had to clear this with the council. Contrary to popular belief, we are governed
by strict rules of conduct. It’s what keeps us all safe and existing in harmony
with humankind as much as we can. You had enough uproar in your life already
without me adding to it.”


“And if I
want your kind of uproar in my life?” she asked, shifting on his lap. 


He groaned
and wrapped her long hair around his hand, forcing her head up, and exposing
her neck. She held her breath when he ran those lethal looking fangs up and
down her pulse point. Her blood rushed in her ears, and she tried to free her
hands, but he held them securely in his other hand.


“Then you
have it, for all eternity, little one. All you have to do is ask.”


He kissed her
and shifted them until she sat straddling him, his cock nudging her entrance.
She moaned and lifted herself slightly to let him slide home. His hands dug
into her hips holding her still, and they stayed locked, looking into each
other’s eyes, seeking confirmation of the feelings pulsing between them.


She rocked
her hips, grinding herself against him, and he swore and took over.


“Anna, you’ll
be the death of me, you know that, right?”


She smiled
and tipped her head sideways to offer her neck in silent submission. He
hesitated for only a moment before his fangs sank in, and Ana saw stars. Joined
together as closely as two people could be, she rode the waves of sensation, as
every thrust of his hips, and every sip he took cemented the bond between them.
Release, when it came for both of them, stole their breaths, and they collapsed
on the bed, holding each other until they fell asleep.


The last
conscious thought invading Anna’s brain was his whispered, “I love you, little
one.”


She sensed
rather than saw his smile in response at her answering thought.


“I love you.
Now get out of my head and let me sleep. I think you broke me.”







 


Epilogue


 


“Stop
fidgeting. You’re making me nervous.” Jonathan held his hand out and
pulled her out of the car in one fluid move. He turned her around, and they stood
facing the impressive old house together. 


Dread filled
Anna’s stomach, vying to destroy the bubble of happiness she had been in since
Jonathan had claimed her. They had not made it out of his hotel suite at all
that weekend. She had made her excuses to her Grand-pops, not ready to explain
the nature of her relationship with Jonathan. Despite her assurances to him
that her grandfather would not stake a plant, she wasn’t at all sure what Grand-pop’s
reaction to her dating a living, breathing vampire would be. He had lost his
family to that race after all, and here she was, as good as married to one.


The bond they
had created could not be broken. Every time Jonathan drank from her, her life
span extended. Already she could feel the changes in her body. Her hair was
softer, her skin smoother, and that niggling back injury she’d carried for
years after a riding accident did not plague her anymore. Her hearing was
sharper, and she had perfected her mind conversations with Jonathan to such a
degree that folks looked at her funny when she burst into peals of laughter at
something he’d whispered to her consciousness.


The dratted
man loved to tease her, and many a boring business meeting had taken on an
entirely different meaning in her head. Anna had been deliriously happy for the
last month in fact, but her time was up. She had to tell Grand-pops about
Jonathan, and not even to herself would she admit how nervous she felt at the
possibility that the two most important people in her life could end up hating
each other. 


Somehow she
got her feet to move, Jonathan’s hand a reassuring presence at her back, and
she pushed open the heavy door left open as usual. Jonathan clucked his
disapproval.


“I know. I
keep telling him, but he won’t listen. Anyone could walk in.”


“Hardl[bookmark: _GoBack]y anyone, Anna.” 


Her eyes
widened in the gloom of the long hallway, as she stared down the barrels of a
shot gun. Her beloved grandfather stood on the bottom of the unused stairs, his
grey eyes trained on Jonathan with unwavering directness. The heavy gun in his
hands was rock steady and ready for use, she noticed.


“Grand-pops,
what on earth are you doing?” she asked, instinctively moving in front of
Jonathan to shield him as much as she could. Not that he was letting her.


He stepped
around her putting himself in the direct line of fire.


“Wooden shot
I take it? Enough to bring me down and enable you to take my head?” Jonathan
put his hand up to silence Anna, and she complied immediately. He was in full
alert don’t-mess-with-me-mode, which was sexy as hell in the bedroom, not so
much when he was facing her grandfather who seemed intent on killing him.


“I told you
fifteen years ago if I ever saw your kind near my granddaughter again I’d kill
you with my bare hands. I have enough of the slayer’s weapons left. I may be an
old man, but I will not let you corrupt my Anna.”


“Grand-pop,
I—”


“Let me
handle this, little one. Go and wait in the car for me.” Jonathan interrupted
her.


“No.” Anna
crossed her arms and stamped her foot. “I am not going anywhere, and you two
can stop this macho bullshit right now. Grand pops, put that gun down before
you fall down. I’ll make you an Earl Grey, and we’ll discuss this like
reasonable people. There is no need for violence, and if you kill the man I
love, I will never forgive you.”


Two pairs of
eyes settled on her, one blue, one grey, eyebrows raised in disapproval, and
Anna glared at them both.


“I love you
both. You’re the most important people in my life, and this is my fault. I
should have told you straight away, but I knew you would react like this. I’m
not Mummy, Grand-pops, and I’m not under the influence or whatever you want to
call it. You’ve raised me to know my own mind, to know right from wrong, to
make my own choices, and my choice is Jonathan. He isn’t like the others. All
the things that Dad drummed into us were half-truths at best.  Jonathan helped me to research him. He wanted
to be turned, you know. But the vampire he loved said no. It’s against the
rules to turn a human, so he killed her. And then he couldn’t stop killing. He
became obsessed, turning against the ones he once wanted to be like.”


She ran out
of breath, having rushed the words as fast as she could, needing to make him
see sense, and slowly that barrel lowered until it pointed to the floor.
Jonathan stepped forward palm up.


“May I?” he
asked, and Anna blew out the breath she’d been holding when Grand-pops nodded.
He swayed, but before she could do anything Jonathan had him propped up against
him. Grand pops looked old and frail now that he’d surrendered the weapon, and
allowed himself to be led to his favorite spot in front of the Aga.


Anna sank to
her knees and rested her head on his thigh, like she used to do as a child,
whilst Jonathan stood back to give them some privacy.


Grand-pops’s
fingers, bent by arthritis, stroked her hair, and Anna shut her eyes.


“I would have
shot him in an instant. I still would if he ever hurts you, Anna.”


She looked up
just in time to see the look of understanding pass between the two men.


“I would lay
down my life for your granddaughter, Sir. I would never hurt her, and I will
kill anyone who tries to, human or otherwise. She is under my protection and
the council’s.”


Jonathan’s
solemn words settled in the quiet room, and Anna smiled at him. She didn’t want
him killing anyone, but his protectiveness made her feel cherished. Now, if
only Grand-pops would see it her way. The silence grew uncomfortable, the
ticking of the old grandfather clock far too loud.


When Pops finally
spoke his voice was rough with unshed tears.


“That’s all I
needed to know.” 


A ton weight
lifted off Anna’s shoulders, and
she jumped up and hugged him. He held her close for a minute and then laughed
and shooed Anna away. “Now, go make us that cuppa, whilst I quiz this young
whippersnapper of yours. I left the teapot in the study. Take your time. Some
things are not for women’s ears.”


Anna snorted
her disgust and glared at Jonathan’s smirk. She paused on the doorstep to see
the two men with their heads together. Jonathan laughed at something that Grand-pops
had said. No doubt he just told him one of his famous dirty jokes. Anna pulled
the study door shut behind her. She would take an extraordinarily long time
finding the teapot, left in its usual place by the fire.


Sitting down
in her chair in the study, she picked up the photo of her and her mum,
taken a few weeks before she died.


For the first
time since her mum’s death she knew with absolute certainty that everything was
going to be all right. She had never been so glad to be under orders.
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