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The full moon was breathtaking, bathing the campground in shimmery light. The stars were vast and visible, unlike living in the city, where the light pollution kept the stars hidden from view.

“Finnely, come on,” Martha said. Her voice was ever so gentle. She wore a bright pink frilly dress, and her hair was done up in pigtails, not at all reflecting her true age.

“Rushing is only going to make you fall,” Finnely said. But he let his cousin pull him along. They’d moved to Multicity together years ago. She was the only family he had left; the others had turned their back on him years ago. They belonged to the same coven in Multicity, and it was on the smaller side, only having twenty witches in total. It was no surprise with Multicity being a vampire-run city.

“You dyed your hair a new color, I see,” Martha said.

He had. It had been time for a change. His previous colors had faded over time, and Finnely didn’t allow that to happen too much. “Keeping the same colors makes my asshole itch.” Finnely got itchy when his hair stayed the same for too long. He went from neon green and blue to violet and a royal blue. Who knew what colors he’d choose next.

“Why are you like this?” Martha asked, her face scrunched up in disgust, but there was a hint of a smile.

“Honest?”

She shook her head. “I was going to say weird and rude, but you know, honest is good too.” Martha chanted under her breath, and magic sparked in the air, making the fine hairs on Finnely’s arms stand. A small orb of light appeared before them, lighting their way.

She lit up the pathway just in time for them both to avoid a magic trap.

“That one was overkill,” Finnely said as he allowed magic to fill his sight. It was a simple spell that allowed him to see the intricate workings of other spells around him.

Martha hummed in agreeance. “Heard there was an attack on a few covens, one in Solvis and Odale City.”

Finnely wanted to act surprised, but he wasn’t. He still hadn’t mentioned the little field trip he’d been on with the vampires that ran and oversaw Multicity’s supernatural and criminal belly. It had been a few months, and Finnely still had no way of letting them know there might be a vampire uprising. He’d have to explain how he knew about it, and then would come the hate for vampires, and the distrust and shit would get too complicated.

“You look as if you are trying to solve the meaning of life,” Martha pointed out.

“Maybe I am,” Finnely muttered just as they cleared the last magical trap and made it to the clearing where the others from the coven all mingled. Finnely pulled his leather jacket tighter around him. They’d picked a cold fucking night to have the meeting.

“Finally, you two are here,” a fellow coven member said.

Finnely had been with the coven for over three years, and still, he never bothered to learn everyone’s name. A coven was safe and a place filled with family. At least, that’s what Finnely had been taught his entire life, but he knew the truth. Covens were safe because numbers mattered when against an enemy, but he didn’t consider them family besides Martha and possibly Dean. The elder was a good man and gave off the sweet grandpa vibes.

“My bad. Next time I’ll make—”

“Finnely and I are here. Is there any reason for the rush?” Martha asked.

Finnely sighed. His comment would have been better, but he got it. He was on thin ice with the coven for a relationship that had been over for an entire two years.

The man nodded, none the wiser to Finnely’s annoyance. “Heard there’s some trouble brewing around here.”

Finnely tensed for a mere second, but it was enough for Martha to take notice. She glanced his way, and he avoided her knowing gaze. He untangled himself from her and found a tree to lean on. There was no way the vampire issue had made it this far. Cambridge had said he was handling it. And as much as Finnely wanted to punch Cambridge, he knew he could trust the man at his word.

The three elders walked to the front of the crowd and cleared their throats. Finnely rolled his eyes—here came the theatrics. And sure enough, magic crackled in the air as the three elders started to chant. Others soon joined in. It didn’t take long for a bubble to form around them with the bonus of an illusion spell. The double layer of magic made Finnely pull his leather jacket tighter. He hated the chills magic gave him sometimes. He’d been using it since he was a child, and still, the effects made him grit his teeth at times.

As the magic settled and the chanting stopped, it was time for the meeting to start.

“My brothers and sisters, welcome. May the power you seek warm you and protect you.”

Finnely returned the greeting, as did many others of the coven.

“Today’s meeting is a bit different. I know we usually practice new spells and talk about the newest happenings within the city.” The elder moved forward, making sure she grabbed everyone’s attention. “However, tonight, I’ve come to you with startling news and possible changes to our way of life.”

The murmurs among the coven were instant.

“I know most of you have heard about some covens being attacked. We have confirmed that some have been kidnapped, while others were killed.”

Shocked gasps filled the air, and instantly people were asking who’d done it. More importantly what, because everyone knew it wasn’t other witches attacking the coven. Things like this happened many times over the years. Witch killing, as sucky as it was, happened for any number of reasons.

“I know most of you are worried for your family, especially the children,” the elder said.

“Is it the humans again? We won’t survive a witch hunt.”

True, but Finnely doubted it was. The covens that had been attacked weren’t the most powerful, but they’d been high up in numbers. It no doubt had to be supernatural.

“No, it was wolves and vampires,” the elder said.

“Together?” someone shouted.

That was strange, but then again, Finnely’s gut twisted with the knowledge that it wasn’t impossible.

“They are enemies,” Martha spoke up above everyone else.

“Yes, but the evidence doesn’t lie. I went there myself to help some of the other covens cover it up,” the elder woman stated.

Dean moved next to her, his stark gray hair swept back as he cleared his throat. “I know this brings panic amongst us, but we must be prepared for whatever comes our way.”

The last elder stepped up. “We need to come to a decision. The vampires and werewolves are making a move, and we cannot be taken out by them.”

There was a resounding cheer, and Finnely refrained from rolling his eyes. Not every single vampire and werewolf were after them. Finnely distinctly could think of a few.

“We should march up to Weasley and demand change and protection,” one of the coven members said.

Did he mean Weston? Finnely muffled his laughter. That man was asking to be killed a hundred different ways. Weston, the prince of vampires and current vampire in charge of Multicity, couldn’t be demanded to do anything; he’d kill the guy before he’d even finished speaking. The only person Finnely had ever heard talk off the wall to the vampire had been Lola and sometimes Karter. But that was because Karter was in the vampire’s bed, and Lola got a pass being Karter’s twin sister. Finnely seriously doubted the courtesy extended to anyone else.

“Or better yet, we should link up with other covens and take a city for ourselves,” someone else suggested.

Finnely readjusted against the tree and stopped listening to the idiotic suggestion. What they were talking about was a full-on war or, better yet, a genocide of witches. Out of the three kinds of supernatural, witches were by far the ones with the biggest disadvantages. Werewolves, sure, were animals, but they healed quicker, and their pain tolerance was ten times higher than most supernatural. Vampires lived far longer lives and had time to perfect their fighting, not to mention their speed and healing.

“What do you think, Finnely?” one of the elders asked.

Finnely wanted to say he thought they should leave him the fuck out of it, but instead, he cleared his throat as he pushed off the tree. There went blending in at the meeting and going along with whatever hoopla the coven had going on this month.

“You have personally worked with vampires, even so much as dating one. Surely you have an opinion on this,” the elder woman so helpfully pointed out.

They just loved to bring up Finnely’s past dating history. He got it—no one approved of it. Vampires were still seen as the evil fuckers of the world, and the guy Finnely had dated certainly hadn’t proven anyone wrong.

Supernaturals were hunted and killed by humans, but more, they were murdered and detested by each other. Vampires once upon a time enslaved werewolves. The wolves rebelled and freed themselves, and a bloody war followed, plunging all the supernaturals into years of constant fighting. There were mass killings on all sides. And where were witches during that time? Easy—thriving off both species.

Witches both hunted and used vampires and werewolves for ritual magic. But vampires killed off an entire bloodline of witches. It was a never-ending cycle of hatred all around. It was no surprise that everyone in Finnely’s coven had detested the idea of him shacking up with he who shall not be named.

“I think if we go marching into the vampire prince’s territory without evidence and a proposal, we will be laughed out of there.” Finnely could feel all their eyes on him. He knew some of them had to hate that he was there. There’d been a petition to have him removed from the coven all because of what he’d been dating. A vampire and a witch just weren’t supposed to be.

“Not only that those two covens lived in areas outside of vampire influence—”

“Are you saying the vampires here are protecting us?” someone interrupted. The apparent disgust and anger in his voice let Finnely know none of them would listen any further.

He forced a smile. “I’m saying that we don’t know who’s attacking—”

“But we do. It is clearly vampires and werewolves working together. I saw the carnage myself,” the elder woman said.

Great, then why the fuck were they asking for Finnely’s opinion again?

“Stop interrupting him. Let him speak,” Dean said sternly. “Finnely, how do you believe we should proceed?”

Finnely wanted to both thank and yell at Dean. He wanted nothing to do with running things or even deciding for other’s lives.

“I think if you want to work with the vampires of the city, you have to come up with a full plan. We already have a truce treaty in place, but it means nothing when we are feeling threatened, but just going to Weston with complaints about other covens being hunted will get you nowhere.”

“So, you’re saying we must bargain with the dead?” the other male elder said. His thin lips turned down.

“I’m saying we can’t just go in there demanding things.”

“Why not? We have more witches in our coven now. We can take a measly four vampires, and I heard they took in a werewolf. I bet it’s them hunting our brothers and sisters,” someone shouted.

Finnely was officially over their shit. He was done trying to assist. He shook his head and leaned back against the tree once more. There was no way in hell they were the cause of what was happening.

The meeting went on for another hour with the same bullshit. Arguments broke out amongst the coven members. Half wanted to fight, the other half wanted to relocate, and a small portion of them, like two or three, wanted to speak to the vampire prince who oversaw the city.

Finnely gave no input in the matter, although he was pretty sure they’d all change their tune if they knew the vampire king himself was in town and there weren’t one but two vampire princes within the city. Yeah, it was best to keep that to himself as well. They were already panicking.

“For now, this will be tabled. We have weekly check-ins with each member. Be sure to stay alert. We are stronger together.”

Finnely rolled his eyes and turned just as the magical bubble popped. His ears were clogged for a second, and he swallowed to help clear them. He wasn’t about to stick around.

“Wait, Finnely,” the elder woman called out.

Finnely sighed but stopped. He might be rude to some, but he genuinely tried to be nice first. “Yes?”

“I want to make sure you are checking in as well. And about your choice of company.”

Finnely cocked a thick brow at the woman’s implications. By choice of company, he knew she meant Cambridge and the few vampires he’d done business with. But then again, they didn’t know specifics, just that Finnely was willing to work with and date a vampire.

“Don’t have to worry about me. I’m tougher than I look.” Finnely didn’t wait to hear her bigoted speech or warning. She’d no doubt freak out if she knew the actual company he kept. Like the shy and beautiful werewolf who lived with him and helped in his shop. Not to mention Cambridge had made it his fucking life’s purpose to pop in unannounced now that he was back in the city.

Yeah, he wasn’t telling them about anything, and if possible, he’d be keeping the checkups to phone calls or even emails only.
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“Rome, can you please pass me that box over by the bookshelf?” Finnely asked.

Rome moved fast. No matter his compact frame, he still had the strength and speed of a wolf shifter. The way he moved with just barely held back wild power, there was no mistaking him for human. Rome picked the heavy box up with ease, his arms flexing, and a single vein appeared. His arms looked good enough to bite. 

“Where do you want it?” Rome asked. His voice smooth and effectively pulled Finnely from his inappropriate daydream. 

The werewolf was ever so attentive. Rome helped Finnely with everything possible in the shop, and at first, Finnely just had plans to help the young-looking wolf get on his feet. But over time, Finnely had stopped seeing Rome just as a broken werewolf but a man. 

Finnely cleared his throat. “I need to put it up here.” Finnely reached for the box, but Rome dodged his attempt with ease.

“Let me,” Rome suggested.

Finnely, although he was a witch, still had the average strength of a human. He stepped off the stool and moved out of Rome’s way. Rome stretched his body, and his loose shirt rode up, showing off the smooth, light brown skin. There was dark brown fine hair on his chest that Finnely could practically feel tickle the tips of his fingers. He quickly clenched his fist to refrain from testing out his imagination. 

Rome was no longer malnourished-looking. He went from skin and bones to lean, defined muscular build. Finnely stared at the sliver of bare flesh like a man starved, and Rome was a buffet. He quickly turned away, berating himself. 

The last thing Rome needed was Finnely lusting after him. Especially with the life the man had lived up until recently. It had only been half a year since the traumatic experience Rome had gone through. Being held by vampires and broken to their will. It wasn’t fair that someone as sweet and understanding as Rome had been the target of some sadistic vampires. The fact that Rome could still smile and go about his day as if he was unaffected by it all showed how strong he was. He was willing to keep fighting, and Finnely couldn’t help but admire that about him. 

It had been one of the many reasons Finnely had so easily opened his home for the werewolf. One glance at Rome back then and his heartstrings had tugged for him. Finnely was sure Rome’s willingness to keep moving forward had a lot to do with a stubborn wolf they both knew. Karter was a force to be reckoned with, and some of his stubbornness was rubbing off on Rome. 

“Anything else you need moved?” Rome asked. His voice was so close that Finnely could feel heat radiate off the man’s body. 

Oh, how he wanted to lean back and close the distance between them and soak up every ounce of warmth. Finnely couldn’t stop himself; his body had a mind of its own, and he sagged slightly against Rome. He reminded himself that wolves were touch-driven, as it was completely normal and platonic. Finnely took in a steady breath, repeating the reminder that he got nothing from it, even when his heart rate picked up and something inside of him just melted like butter on fresh toast. It was for Rome.

No matter how he chanted the words to himself, his chest eased as Rome seemed to relax under the slight touch. Time seemed to stand still as he allowed Rome to take more of his weight. He knew Rome could handle holding him up, especially with the muscle he’d gained over the past few months. 

Serenity blanketed him, and Finnely’s eyelids drifted shut as Rome’s arms tightened around him. His hair moved slightly over his ear before warmth brushed up against it. Finnely’s heart rate had only just settled and was once again racing as Rome’s soft lips pressed against his ear. The sharp inhale was the only warning he got before Rome was pressing his nose against the nape of Finnely’s neck. 

Finnely swallowed back the moan before it could escape him. There was nothing he could do about his erratic pulse or the blush that no doubt crept up his neck and to his face. 

Wolves scented the people that made them calm, Finnely reminded himself. But his body gave no fucks. It reacted to the man touching and scenting him. 

Traitor. Finnely’s head tilted to the side, giving better access to Rome. He couldn’t help himself. His breath hitched as Rome’s warm breath ghosted over the sensitive spot right behind his ear. Finnely bit his bottom lip so hard it should have bled with the restraint he was holding back the moans that threatened to break loose. 

More, please. A soft sigh slipped between his lips, and Finnely would have sworn on every religion known to man that Rome growled and pressed his body closer.

A shrill ring shattered the moment and dragged Finnely back into reality. He was careful not to yank away from Rome; instead, he righted himself slowly and dug into his pocket. He’d learned that pulling away too quickly could make Rome feel rejected. Karter’s name flashed across the screen.

“Our favorite werewolf is calling,” Finnely said. He pulled the last little bit away and severed the connection he had with Rome. His body craved for him to fall back into the warmth that was the werewolf once more, but he suppressed that unwarranted need.

The deep chuckle that came from Rome was the sweetest melody ever. Finnely would happily play it on repeat. The werewolf needed to do it more often, especially when accompanied by a million-dollar smile that turned Finnely’s heart into goo. 

It was thanks to Karter that Rome had made it out alive of the shitshow that had been his life. Finnely was never given too many details, but he’d been there when they’d gone to rescue Karter from the vampire rebellion. Rome had been a frail man holding on to life against all the odds. Looking at him now, it was almost impossible to remember that Rome from before. 

Finnely answered the call, but before he could get a hello out, Karter, the brash asshat, was yelling over the line.

“Fuck, what took you so long to answer?” Karter shouted.

Finnely shook his head. “You know, if we weren’t friends, I’d hang up right now.”

“You wouldn’t fuc—”

Finnely ended the call. Rome gave him a worried glance, but Finnely just smiled. Karter talked the most shit. It was why he got along with the werewolf. The man spoke his mind regardless of the trouble his mouth got him into. 

He realized why Rome had been a little tense all day.

“Did you want to go over there?” Finnely asked.

Rome hesitated, his shoulders back to his ears and his hands steadily opening and closing.

“I can’t shift. It’s not really—”

“It doesn’t matter if you can’t shift,” Finnely interrupted. 

It was a constant argument between them. Even Karter had reminded Rome multiple times that no one cared if he couldn’t shift. He still held the wolf spirit. But trying to reassure Rome seemed always fall short. It was just him and his magic. And if he didn’t have access to his magic, he’d be human. But that wasn’t the case for the werewolf. 

Rome’s mouth opened and closed, and Finnely waited patiently for whatever Rome had to say. His phone rang once more, but he ignored it in favor of Rome. Finnely gazed into hazel eyes, unwilling to break the moment. Karter could fucking wait. He seriously doubted it was life or death.

“You should answer that,” Rome finally said. 

Finnely quirked an eyebrow at him. “Say what you want, Rome.”

A flash of anger came over Rome’s beautiful face, but it dissipated all too quickly. One day he’d be able to express himself freely. Finnely kept his arms to the side to keep from coming off as confrontational. He only wanted Rome to say what he wanted; there was no longer need for him to hide it and force it down. 

Rome blew out a breath, and he broke their stare-off. Instantly Finnely missed the way Rome’s gaze had the effect of wrapping him up in a warm blanket and making his chest flutter with butterflies. 

“I want yo—” Rome’s eyes closed, and his head tilted back. 

His neck was on display, making Finnely’s mouth water, but more than that, he wanted to hear what Rome wanted. He held his breath as he waited for Rome to finish. 

He met Finnely’s gaze once more. “Yes, I’d like to go over there.”

Finnely clenched his fist to keep from asking Rome what he was about to say before. He gave a curt nod and forced himself to relax. He’d gotten his hopes up, and for what? There was no need to hold out hope when there was nothing there. His phone rang again, and he rolled his eyes as he answered. 

“You done being a dick?” Finnely asked. 

“Fuck you,” Karter shot back. 

Finnely laughed. “No, thank you, and how the hell are you still asking for more dick when you have four already stuffing you?”

Karter huffed out a laugh. “First off, it’s only three. I bend Braydon over and—”

“Karter, I don’t want to hear about your goddamn sexcapades with your vampire boyfriends.” 

Finnely ran his hand over his face before glancing to Rome. The werewolf barely covered the laugh that tried to bubble out of him, his beautiful hazel eyes darting to the side as he coughed and straightened himself once more. He knew with Rome’s enhanced hearing he’d be able to hear Karter’s loud-ass voice clear as day. If Karter wasn’t so good at helping Rome relax, he’d ignore the crazy wolf more often.

“Then don’t make fucking assumptions.”

“Did you call me just to get on my nerves or what?” Finnely asked, trying to get to the bottom of why Karter called. 

“Yes.”

Finnely rolled his eyes and went to hang up on Karter once more.

“Don’t hang up. I can see why you and Cambridg—”

“Karter,” Finnely grumbled in a warning.

“Yeah, yeah. Anyway, I was really calling to ask if Rome was nearby?” 

Finnely glanced at the werewolf. “You know he has a phone, right?”

“Yes, but that fucker never answers, or it’s always dead,” Karter grumbled. 

Finnely tuned out the rest of the rant and gave Rome a questioning look. Rome shrugged in answer. He’d have to bring it up to him later.

“I am not used to having a phone.”

“It’s been goddamn months. The fuck he mean he isn’—” 

Finnely pulled the phone away from his ear and turned it down just a tad bit and glared at the phone before he shook his head. He pushed the mute button as Karter went on a tangent. Finnely had to applaud Karter—the man knew how to use the word fuck in every way possible, some unique. 

He refocused on Rome. “Are you avoiding them?”

Rome’s eyes dashed to the side, breaking eye contact only for a mere second, but it was telling. The ball in Finnely’s stomach twisted and turned. He wanted to pull Rome close and hold him and keep him away from anything that made him feel uncomfortable, but Finnely also knew werewolves were pack creatures. 

“I’m not avoiding them all the time. I know they are there for me, but—” Rome let out a heavy sigh. 

Finnely nodded. “But sometimes you feel as if you don’t belong?” He got it. He might not understand it entirely or be in Rome’s exact shoes, but he got it. 

Rome nodded, and Finnely left it at that. Only time could help heal the deep mental wounds that Rome bore. 

“I know the flying fuck you didn’t put me on mute,” Karter growled over the line. 

Finnely couldn’t contain his reaction. He rolled his eyes as he unmuted the phone and placed it to his ear once more, Karter cursing up a storm. When didn’t the werewolf swear? Finnely bet Karter’s first word as a child was “fuck.”

“Karter, would you shut up already?” Finnely interrupted the werewolf’s tirade. He hit the speakerphone button. “Okay, he’s here.”

Karter growled. “You baby him too much. Lynk is coming over with Avery and Faith. Some pack meeting or some shit.”

Finnely ignored the first comment about him babying Rome. He did no such thing. “Good, we were going to head that way soon.”

“Perfect. Oh, and Finn, just so you know, douchebag is here,” Karter warned before hanging up. 

Finnely didn’t even have to ask who the douchebag was; there was only one man he’d give that title to. He was the damn king of the title. Finnely sighed and put his phone back into his pocket. 

“We don’t have to go,” Rome said. His thick eyebrows were drawn together. 

Finnely waved it off. “We will go, and if Cambridge says anything to you, let me know.”

Rome hesitated. “And what if he says something to you?”

Finnely caught the slight growl that came from Rome. Was he worried about him? They all knew by now that Cambridge and Finnely had some sort of past, but was Rome worried the vampire would hurt him or something else? Finnely shook his head of the ridiculous question. Of course Rome was just wary of the vampire. It was to be expected, especially with his past with vampires.

“I can guarantee you he will say something to me.”

A deep growl rumbled out of Rome, and there flashing in his hazel eyes was a predator. He could complain about not shifting and how that made him less of a wolf all he wanted, but Finnely caught a glimpse of the beast Rome was sometimes. And every time, it took his breath away. 

Rome seemed to catch himself as the growl abruptly stopped, and he shook his head. Finnely almost asked him not to stop. There was something thrilling and intoxicating about staring a predator in the eyes and knowing that they could kill you, but they’d do anything but. 

Yeah, Finnely had some issues, but really, who the hell didn’t? 

“If he bothers you, come find me,” Rome said. 

He would not read more into it. Finnely waved it off. Cambridge was an asshole, but he was mostly all talk when it came to Finnely.  

“Don’t worry.”

Finnely started moving stuff around the shop before he paused. “He isn’t always like that. I mean, he is a hundred percent an asshole, but…” Finnely pushed his fingers through his hair. 

“But you know a side of him that no one else gets to see,” Rome supplied. 

And wasn’t that the truth, but that wasn’t enough? Finnely shrugged. “Yeah, something like that.”

Rome nodded, and they fell into a comfortable silence as they worked. It was strange how quickly he’d come accustomed to someone in his space, but as Finnely peeked over to Rome, he knew he wouldn’t have it any other way.


[image: ]


Being a werewolf and being with a pack was supposed to be relaxing and freeing. By nature, wolves were pack animals, and humans needed touch and interactions all the same. And yet Rome couldn’t help the ball of unease in the pit of his stomach, like lead at the bottom of the ocean.

He couldn’t shift, and yes, he knew no one seemed to care, but he did. It bothered him that he held his pack back. He was grateful for them, and he wasn’t strong enough to leave them and become a lone wolf, but still, it was one of his topmost frustrating things. Well, maybe not anymore. His gaze slid over to Finnely, who stood next to him as they made it to the top steps of the mansion Karter called home. Finnely’s long slender fingers combed through his blue-and-purple-streaked hair.

Finnely was just slightly taller than him with broad shoulders and tan skin. The chain around his neck chimed as he moved, and his dark brown eyes were suddenly locked onto Rome.

Damn. It happened every time. When Finnely stared at Rome, his chest fluttered, and his breath hitched. His body reacted to Finnely on pure instinct. For the longest time, Rome thought something had been wrong with him. Especially when it had happened the first week of staying with Finnely, but he knew now he wanted Finnely. No, that wasn’t right either—he needed the witch in every way possible.

But Rome knew Finnely didn’t see him that way. Rome was broken. Hands and fangs had touched him, and he’d been nothing more than a toy to be used and abused for so long, Rome was sure it was still all he was.

“Hey.”

A warm hand touched Rome’s face and brought him back before he traveled down the dark path that was his past. His lashes fluttered as he came back to focus, and he took in a sharp inhale, instantly filled with the scent of Finnely. Firewood with a hint of lavender. It chased the inky blackness that was his past away.

“There you are,” Finnely said lowly. He pressed their foreheads together, and Rome matched the man’s breathing.

He hadn’t realized he was hyperventilating until he was forced to match Finnely’s breathing. Soon, he felt as if he had some semblance of control.

“Sorry,” Rome whispered.

The corner of Finnely’s mouth quirked up in a half-smile, and it made Rome’s palms sweat, and his heart sped up for different reasons than his slight panic attack.

“Don’t be. Are you better now?” Finnely kept his voice low, and Rome was appreciative of it.

Everything sounded so loud for a second there, and the smells had threatened to overtake him. But focusing on Finnely made everything go blank. As if they were the only people on the planet.

Rome nodded and moved slightly so he could place his nose in the crook of Finnely’s neck. He closed his eyes and took in the man’s scent, pressing his nose firmly against hot flesh. Saliva pooled in his mouth, and ever so softly, he brushed his lips against Finnely’s neck.

He was so attuned to Finnely, he didn’t miss the sharp inhale or the way the man’s hand flexed on his hips. Rome wanted to do it again.

“Why don’t you two just fuck already?” Karter said.

Rome jerked back, and his face felt aflame as reality came crashing back down on him. They were not the only humans on the planet, and they weren’t even at home.

“Shut the hell up, Karter, before I suggest a magical leash and whip to Eddison. I’ll make sure it burns your ass,” Finnely growled out.

Was he upset? Rome studied the witch. He was frowning at Karter, but whenever he glanced over at Rome, there was a soft smile on his face. Rome wanted to ask if he was angry about Karter’s comment or— No, Rome didn’t even need to get his hopes up.

“Hmm, will the effects last longer?” Eddison said, appearing out of nowhere.

The fine hair on Rome’s arms rose instantly. He knew theoretically none of Karter’s vampires would hurt him. They’d never sink their fangs into him and tear his flesh for the fun of watching him bleed, but fears were hard to get rid of.

Eddison was the one who looked as if he’d be the kindest out of all of Karter’s boyfriends, but Rome knew looks could be deceiving. He’d known firsthand the vampires who’d given him kind words and lured him with sweet promises had been the ones to do the most damage.

An involuntary shiver worked its way down his spine, and he moved closer to Finnely on instinct. He knew Karter didn’t miss the movement, and neither had Eddison, but neither one of them said anything.

“I could see about that. I’d need some of Karter’s blood, but I’m sure I can create something,” Finnely answered.

“Good. I’ll order a few things,” Eddison said before turning away.

Karter rolled his eyes. “Sadistic fuck.”

“Aww, but you crave it,” Eddison said.

Finnely shook his head at them, and Rome, still, after all this time had passed, was astounded at Karter.

“Close your mouth, Rome. We both know I’m a pain slut.”

Finnely laughed. “You have issues.”

Karter shrugged, and they followed him into the house. The mansion was freaking huge and nothing more than a labyrinth of hallways with more doors and rooms than there were people.

Karter moved over to Rome’s other side. He glanced at him from the corner of his eyes.

“What?” Rome asked.

Karter pointed at him. “Lynk is going to be pissed you aren’t incapacitated whatsoever, and you haven’t answered the fucking phone once.”

Rome scratched the back of his head. He’d been telling the truth. He wasn’t used to having a phone. Not that he tried hard to have it on him either.

“I am not pissed,” Lynk’s deep voice echoed around them just as they made it outside.

There was something so comforting about being around Lynk. It was as if he radiated safety and control. Rome’s shoulders dropped, and he let out an easy breath.

Lynk was a huge guy, towering over them easily by a foot. He placed his large hand on the back of Rome’s neck, and it was instant relief. Tension entirely melted out of him, and he was sure if he could shift into a wolf, he’d roll over to his back for the alpha.

“Alpha,” Rome said, baring his neck slightly in submission.

Lynk squeezed before releasing him.

“Hey, Rome, I’m glad you could make it,” Lynk said. He had a huge grin on his face.

“Oh, he gets all the happy, but I get yelled at,” Karter whined.

Avery ran over to them with Faith right on his heels. “That’s because you throw a bitch fit every single time.” Avery knocked shoulders with Karter, and the two went down wrestling.

It was hard to imagine Karter hadn’t grown up with the pack that was still so new. They all got along. Faith came over to Rome and nudged him softly. He looked down at the woman who’d heard so many of his problems.

Rome smiled at her.

“Hi, Finnely,” Faith said.

“Hey, love the pink stripe you added to your hair.”

Rome loved that Finnely was always friendly with his pack members. The witch never held any prejudice against them, although there was a long history of vampires, witches, and werewolves not getting along.

“Are you sticking around?” Karter asked as he punched Avery in the abdomen.

Finnely didn’t hesitate as Rome held his breath. He always felt more comfortable when Finnely stayed around and waited for him.

“Yeah, the shop is all closed up, and I wanted to bring something up to Mr. Weston.”

Karter rolled his eyes, muttering under his breath, “Mr. Weston.”

Finnely glared at him. “I’m not trying to die.”

Rome stepped closer to Finnely instantly at the thought of anyone hurting him. Lynk’s gaze danced over to them, and a slight tilt in his mouth let Rome know the alpha wolf hadn’t missed it.

They stood there talking, the cool night air wrapping around Rome, and as time ticked by, he found himself moving from Finnely’s side finally.

“I better leave y’all to it. I’ll go see Eddison about his order and what specifics he wants,” Finnely said.

Karter’s head shot up. “Oh, and what about my opinion on it?”

Finnely ignored him, and instead, his molten brown eyes were focused on Rome. He didn’t say anything, but Rome felt lighter by the second. Finnely smiled before touching his shoulder and moving toward the house.

The moment he was out of sight, Karter’s big fat mouth opened.

“Again, the major question here is, Why the hell aren’t you two fucking already?”

Rome growled, and Lynk sighed. “Karter, it’s none of your business.”

That and there was no way Finnely wanted that from Rome. Right?
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Weston was an intimidating vampire. He had the same face as Cambridge, but his eyes were ice-cold and void of emotion. Karter either had the biggest balls in the world, or the man was a straight-up idiot. Finnely’s spine was ramrod straight as he forced his fear down.

Weston didn’t even blink as he sat there staring at Finnely. Ugh, he did the creepy vampire thing where he didn’t so much as breathe. Every instinct in Finnely said to walk away and get the fuck out of there. But he couldn’t. He knew Weston wouldn’t attack him unprovoked.

“What is it that you need?” Weston said calmly.

Finnely swallowed thickly. “Yes, umm.” He cleared his throat. Maybe he should have just brought it to Cambridge, but he was barely on speaking terms with the vampire.

“Stop giving him your death glare,” Cambridge said as he leaned against the door to Weston’s office.

Finnely bit the inside of his cheek as he took in Cambridge. His angelic face, with short blond hair, and blue eyes that looked like they were made from glaciers. Cambridge was damn near godly, but his attitude was shit on a good day.

“I don’t think I asked for your help,” Finnely said. His fear disappeared instantly when faced with Cambridge. To any outsider, it was probably insane. Cambridge never hid the bloodthirsty side, and any person could tell he was a predator through and through, and yet Finnely’s stupid body relaxed in his presence, and his stomach stopped twisting with discomfort.

“Oh, I know, Firecracker.” Cambridge vamp sped over to him.

Finnely’s hair flew back just as Cambridge appeared in front of him. His heart began to race for another reason as he stared at Cambridge. Fuck.

“I have repeatedly told you to stop coming by,” Weston said. His tone was flat and filled with deadly intent.

“Little brother, you and I both know I will do whatever I want.”

Weston scoffed, and Finnely wanted more than ever to run out of there before they came to killing blows. 

Cambridge didn’t even turn to face the other vampire. Finnely’s breath hitched as Cambridge grabbed a piece of his hair and twirled it in between his fingers.

Fingers that Finnely knew all too well. The same digits that had brought Finnely unimaginable pleasure. The same fingers that were covered in blood and countless deaths.

That last thought should have Finnely moving away from the monster that stood before him, but even knowing that Cambridge was the type of vampire the folklore warned people about, he swayed closer.

Damn it all to hell. Why couldn’t he leave the monster alone?

“Come to my place and ditch the mutt,” Cambridge said.

It was as if ice-cold water was poured over Finnely’s head. He jerked away from Cambridge and took a step back from him. The vampire always put his fucking foot in his mouth.

“In your fucking dreams,” he said through clenched teeth and composed himself once more. He was there to speak to the vampire in charge of the city, Weston.

“I thought I’d inform you about the few attacks that have been happening within the witch community as of late,” Finnely said.

Weston’s thick golden eyebrow cocked, and his head tilted slightly. It was the only indication that Finnely got to continue.

Vampires, werewolves, and witches stayed out of each other’s issues. There was an undeniable hatred between all the supernatural, but there was also a truce. Weston had every right to tell Finnely to fuck off, that he had nothing to do with witches, but the issue they were facing involved all of them.

“There have been attacks in various cities. Covens slaughtered and some gone missing entirely,” Finnely said.

Cambridge had moved and taken the seat opposite Weston’s desk. “Hmm, normally I’d say who cares, but then again, it could be the self-proclaimed king again.”

Finnely nodded. “My thoughts exactly.”

Weston’s steely gaze landed on Finnely, and he was so quiet that Finnely felt the need to shout to hear something. “What is your coven doing about it?”

Finnely shook his head. There was a fine line he was crossing. He worked with vampires and was even friends with Karter, but he couldn’t outright betray his coven. They were his people. He’d tell them what he could.

“Nothing so far. None of our sister covens have called in help, but…” Finnely’s gaze moved over to Cambridge against his will. He forced it back to Weston. “But they are placing blame on werewolves and vampires.”

Weston nodded as if he expected as much. “They will no doubt seek revenge soon if this continues.”

Finnely said nothing because Weston was right. It would be war all over again. They’d have to go back to living in hiding to the point that families would be forced to move every few years. It was a shitty way to live. Hiding from the human population was difficult but hiding from other supernaturals was even more challenging. 

“It’s best to nip that in the bud. Killing them all will do the job,” Cambridge said.

Finnely’s heart nearly stopped. He clenched his fist. “That is my coven you are talking about.”

He really should stop expecting to see some type of humanity in Cambridge. It just didn’t fucking exist. He was ancient, and he’d undoubtedly lost sight of what it was like to be hopeless and weak over the years.

Cambridge shrugged. “Erasing them from existence would be quicker than trying to convince them that we are not the enemy.”

Finnely took in measured breathes. “That is not an option.”

Cambridge’s head tilted, and the way his piercing gaze studied Finnely, it felt as if he was trying to peer into his very soul. The oppressive silence that built made every muscle in Finnely’s body tighten.

Finnely didn’t dare break the intense stare-off, no matter how crazy it seemed. But he couldn’t let it happen. Cambridge sighed as if the man needed fucking air to breathe. 

“You are asking for a lot, Firecracker.”

Finnely bit the inside of his cheek. He didn’t want to hear his nickname from Cambridge’s mouth now. Even if the way it drawled from Cambridge made his stomach tighten and heat pull to the pit of his abdomen. 

“I’m not asking, Cambridge. They haven’t done anything wrong, and we have been at peace with all the supernatural in this territory. Killing my coven simply because you don’t want to be bothered with cleaning up after a bunch of power-hungry vamps seems oddly unfair,” Finnely said. 

Cambridge’s beautiful glacier eyes seemed unfazed. He shrugged as if it wasn’t a big deal, and Finnely was seconds away from shouting at him and possibly walking over to the maddening vampire and punching him in the fucking face. 

“I agree,” Weston said. 

His voice was smooth and pulled Finnely from his angry, lust-filled state that Cambridge seemed all too capable of doing to him. 

He pulled his gaze from Cambridge and focused on Weston, the brother that instilled fear in him and not desire and frustration. 

“Thank you.”

Weston nodded. “We will do what we can. I do hope you try and keep your coven under control. I can’t guarantee their survival if they start attacking vampires in the city or the werewolves.”

Finnely gave a curt nod. It was about as good as he was going to get for now. He’d bring it up again and talk to his coven once more. Maybe we could work together? He nearly laughed out loud at his own ridiculous thoughts. 

Weston turned away from him, and Finnely knew instantly that it was a dismissal. He turned away from both princes and moved toward the door. 

“Oh, Finnely, I hope you are keeping everything confidential still,” Weston said. His tone promised death. 

Fear made sweat trickle at the nape of Finnely’s neck. “Yes, I was on the job with all of you, nothing more.” Even if telling the coven the truth might save lives, Finnely knew to keep his mouth shut. 

He didn’t wait for another threat. He walked right out of the office, and the moment the door was shut, he let out a pent-up breath. He shook himself of the last of the lingering anger and fear and sought out Eddison. Better to get some work done. Not to mention making Weston’s pockets bleed would make up for the amount of fear he placed upon Finnely’s shoulders.

By the time Finnely finished with Eddison, he was more than worried for Karter. How in the fuck had the man lived so long with someone so sadistic? Finnely would have placed the sadistic, cruel crown firmly on Weston’s head, but after going over everything Eddison wanted the enchanted tools to have, he was a clear winner. Finnely couldn’t imagine how any of it would be pleasurable. 

He found himself in the kitchen, where Eddison said he could see the blood. That way, he wouldn’t need to interrupt the pack time. Finnely stopped short of the kitchen entrance as Braydon stood there squeezing a blood pack in his mouth and slurping as if it was a Capri Sun. 

“Uh, I hope you left some in there,” Finnely finally said. 

Vampires drinking blood should probably bother him, but it was more natural to him than he’d ever let anyone know. 

Braydon licked his lips and smiled, his teeth still covered with Karter’s blood, no doubt. 

“Why?” 

His dark blue eyes danced with mischief, but there was a hint of danger hidden behind it. Finnely wasn’t fooled. If Braydon didn’t like his answer, he’d attack. Every single one of them was ferocious. The only reason he probably didn’t kill Finnely was that he worked for them on occasions, and he and Karter were currently friends. 

“Eddison is ordering some new fun toys, and Karter’s blood is required to weave the magic into them,” Finnely answered. 

The smile that appeared on Braydon’s face could only be described as pure madness. 

“Oh, I want something too, but for Karter to use on me,” Braydon said. 

If Finnely didn’t know any better, he’d think Braydon was still the twentysomething he’d been when he was changed and not over a hundred years old. 

“Sure, what were you thinking?”

Braydon tapped on his chin before ripping the blood bag open and licking it clean. There wasn’t any evidence of the blood that had been in the bag prior. 

“Not sure yet. Just make it wild and unpredictable,” Braydon said. 

That was vague as fuck, but Finnely was a professional, and he specialized in making magical tools. “Okay.” 

Braydon grinned at him. “I think I like you.”

Finnely shook his head. “Thanks, I think.” He moved toward the cooler where the blood was stored and took one. He could feel Braydon’s eyes on him the entire time. His skin crawled with the awareness that a predator watched over him. Finnely grabbed his bag, chanted under his breath, and infused magic at his fingertips as he opened a magically sealed pocket. He placed the blood in there so that it stayed to temperature and loaded up. 

Finnely left the kitchen at a leisure pace, even if his instincts said run. He breathed another sigh of relief as he relaxed in the living room. He checked outside and squinted his eyes, but he couldn’t see any of the wolves or Rome. He let the thick curtain fall back into place, and he just relaxed. 

“You’ve been spending a lot of time with that fleabag,” Cambridge said.

Finnely moved quickly, jabbing the vampire in the stomach. Cambridge smiled at him as Finnely’s elbow came clashing with his hard abs.

“Son of a bitch. Are you wearing a damn metal vest?” Finnely said through clenched teeth.

A deep chuckle left Cambridge. Once upon a time, that laugh would have brought Finnely down to his knees. It might still make his knees weak sometimes, but he’d be damned if he let Cambridge see it.

“Laugh all you want, fucking vampire.”

They stood there together alone. It had been a long fucking time since he’d been left alone with Cambridge. The meeting from earlier still played in Finnely’s mind, and he chewed on his lip.

“Would you really have slaughtered my coven?” Finnely finally asked. He already knew the answer before Cambridge even opened his mouth.

“Yes.” There was no hesitation or even remorse.

Finnely knew the man next to him was a monster. Fuck, he knew the day he met Cambridge that he was danger embodied.

“What about me?” Finnely breathed out, refusing to look at the vampire. If he did, he wasn’t sure he could keep up the angry facade.

Fingers danced along the nape of his neck and lightly touched his hair. The soft touch nearly fooled him into a sense of relaxation. Cambridge’s fingers moved farther up, threading through Finnely’s hair.

Finnely gasped as Cambridge took hold of his hair and yanked his head back. Ice-cold eyes of a killer looked down at Finnely. It was a gaze of a man who could kill without blinking, one who didn’t lose an ounce of sleep over his victims. Finnely knew all of this, and yet his knees wobbled, and his cock hardened.

So fucked in the head.

“You,” Cambridge growled and moved closer until there was only an inch of air parting them, “are mine.” Cambridge brushed his cold lips on the corner of Finnely’s mouth. “I have allowed you your freedom, but now it’s time to come back home to me where you belong.”

God fucking damn it. Where the fuck did he get his lines? The fucking devil himself probably couldn’t have tempted someone better.

What was Finnely supposed to say to that? His heart and body screamed for him to give in to Cambridge. But he knew better. Finnely couldn’t go through the bullshit again. He had to stay firm, no matter how intoxicating Cambridge was. And the vampire prince was like Finnely’s own personal drug, one he’d quit cold turkey, but with him being so close again, it was as if he was fighting a battle every single day not to give in. 

“Come back to me,” Cambridge growled against Finnely’s ear. 

Fucking hell. 

By the will of the goddess, Finnely pulled himself free. He knew Cambridge was letting him, but he still allowed his mind to believe it was all him. Finnely froze instantly as their eyes locked together, and he visibly shivered. 

“I can give you everything you desire, unlike that waste of space,” Cambridge said. 

And just like that, Finnely found it in him to fight off his addiction to the man. He yanked himself free entirely. Fuck you. He wanted to say it out loud, but he knew Cambridge would simply take it as an invitation, and Finnely doubted he’d have the mental strength to withstand Cambridge if he kissed him or, goddess forbid, fucked him. Just remembering how good it felt handing his body over to Cambridge sent an involuntary tingle of pleasure down his spine.

Finnely turned away from the man, but he didn’t make it two steps before a hand wrapped around his arm. 

“Let me go, Cambridge.”

“What’s so important about—”

“If you insult him again, I will put my foot up your ass,” Finnely said. He yanked his arm free and promptly walked away and right into a firm chest. Fuck, was every vampire in the world made of metal? 

Finnely glared at Jacob, and the pretty man dared to smile even brighter at him. He’d known Jacob just as long as he’d known Cambridge, but still, there was an air of mystery around the man. 

“Are you okay?” Jacob asked. 

Finnely could honestly say he had a thing for mystery—blame it on his magic side—but regardless, he’d never crossed that line with Jacob. But it didn’t mean Finnely hadn’t noticed the way his brown eyes twinkled with mischief or his plump lips curved up into a smile. Or the way his shoulder-length, wavy, bleach-blond hair looked soft to the touch. 

Finnely could just imagine how good Jacob would look after tossing, all that hair tousled by a hot night in the sheets. But it couldn’t happen.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Your boss is an asshole.”

Jacob chuckled. “You know, you’re the only one he’d allow to speak that way about him.” Jacob’s hands were heavy against Finnely, where they still rested on his hip. “I can see why you are one breathtaking man, Finnely Maslik.”

Finnely’s full name shouldn’t sound so sexual, yet Jacob made it sound like he was moaning it out.

“I have to go,” Finnely said. 

Jacob nodded. “Sure thing, see you around.”

Finnely wanted to say he wouldn’t, but he knew that wasn’t true. Over the past few months, he’d seen more of his ex and his mysterious bodyguard than he’d needed to. Finnely shook his head and moved outside, where he found Rome sitting while a bunch of werewolves played as if they were overgrown puppies and not grown men and a woman with the ability to kill masses. 

Finnely plopped down and knocked his shoulders with Rome. His shirt was missing, and there was a light sheen of sweat coating his body. Finnely kept his face facing the giant wolves, but he still took in Rome, drinking in the sight of him from the corner of his eye. Fuck, he was a grade A perv now. 

“Having fun?” Finnely asked. 

Rome nodded, a smile on his face, and although he was breathing heavy, he seemed ten times more relaxed. Finnely made a mental note to come by more often, even if it meant running into Cambridge and Jacob. 

“Good.” 

“Are you done with talking to Eddison?” Rome asked, his hazel eyes drawing Finnely in and trapping him there. 

“Yeah.” 

Black fur moved in Finnely’s peripheral before he was pulled onto Rome’s lap and pressed against his hot chest. Karter slammed into the deck five seconds later. The huge black wolf shook the ordeal off as if it was an ant bite. 

“Watch it, Karter,” Rome growled. 

Oh. Finnely liked Rome’s growl entirely too much. He was tempted to ask the man to do it again. Karter shifted into his human form and pushed back his long jet-black hair back. 

“Don’t start growling at me,” Karter growled back. 

Rome did just that, and the two got into a growling match. Finnely rolled his eyes and realized that he was still firmly in Rome’s lap. His cheeks heated, and he attempted to stand up. But Rome’s arm tightened around his waist like a solid band. 

“You two, stop growling,” Lynk said. 

Instantly both stopped, but as if Karter had to prove a point, he growled once more. It got him a slap to the back of the head, but he seemed happy with getting the last word. 

Finnely would have said something clever about it, but he was too occupied with where he was sitting and how close he was to Rome. Shit, he noticed how strong Rome was and how far he’d come along, but sitting there in the man’s lap, Finnely got to feel more of Rome. His impressive muscles were flexing against him. Now, what would make it even better would be if Finnely were also shirtless. 

Lynk cleared his throat. “Rome.”

Warm arms unwound from around Finnely, and he was reluctantly released. He wanted to protest but stood all the same. He moved to the side and let them finish up the pack meeting. When Rome moved over to him, Finnely couldn’t help but lean toward the werewolf. He tossed his arm around his slender shoulder and dragged him inside. 

“Let’s head home.” Their home. 
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Working with humans was a double-edged sword. On one end, Cambridge had insight on all the underhanded shit the human government did. Even when they tried to be sneaky, he saw through them. But they were the pathetic life-forms that couldn’t handle knowing they were nothing more than livestock. 

Weston sat next to him in their shared limo. Jacob and Axel, their ever-valiant guards, sat across from them, their gazes scanning the open road. There was more than one occasion of them both watching the brothers closely. The likelihood of Cambridge killing Weston or vice versa was unlikely but never zero percent. 

“It has gotten to this point,” Weston said. 

Cambridge sighed. With him being around humans more than his brother, he’d learned to blend in more. He blinked and breathed as if he was still a fragile meat sack. 

“Apparently, the FBI and CIA have tried getting involved on more than one occasion. Now the governor of the city is intertwining himself,” Cambridge said. 

Weston tsked. “And I am here because?”

Cambridge smirked at his younger brother. Their relationship was rocky on a good day. Because of Cambridge, Weston was given eternal life, and the man never let the resentment go. But if Cambridge were a gloater—which, on occasion, he was—he’d point out to Weston if it weren’t for him, Weston wouldn’t have lived long enough to meet the mutt he called his. 

“You are the vampire in charge of the city, and as such, you’re over the vampires who reside here. The joys of being a prince.”

“You are one as well.”

Cambridge shrugged. “With no territory, my name is just fear, nothing more. The humans have it in their head that meeting you will result in having all their problems solved.”

Weston looked uninterested, and Cambridge couldn’t blame him. They tended to stay out of human affairs, sticking to the darker side of humanity. It was easier to work within the blackened hearts of those who already assumed they were the scariest monsters that walked the earth. 

It would no doubt be Weston’s first time meeting the governor or even the police chief. What in the world would his brother do without him there? Cambridge shook his head. 

“This meeting was bound to happen sooner or later,” Cambridge pointed out. 

“Perhaps, but it does not mean I look forward to this.”

The limo pulled to a stop, and Jacob and Axel both exited the car. 

“This is becoming more of a problem than any of us anticipated,” Weston said. He relaxed against the plush seats as if they didn’t have somewhere to be. 

Cambridge was in no rush and rubbed his jaw. “I have to agree. Even our sire hadn’t seen this coming. We underestimated them, but no longer.”

Weston hummed in agreeance. “Yes, they were better off staying hidden until they were ready, but instead, they overstepped.”

Cambridge nodded; they would have continued to underestimate them if they hadn’t taken Karter from Weston, which became personal. They’d been attacking the vampire royal family in various ways in multiple territories, and it was going to be their downfall. 

Cambridge turned and exited out of the limo on his side. Jacob stood there with an umbrella, keeping the pouring rain from touching Cambridge. Axel did the same on Weston’s side, and they looked very much like the royalty they were. 

Heading into city hall was Cambridge’s least favorite thing. They made Axel and Jacob both check in their guns and knives. It meant nothing. They were all deadly without them, but humans were stupid in that way. 

They were ushered into a meeting room, and the men already there stood to attention. The acrid scent of fear was thick and made Cambridge want to stop breathing it in. The smell was only making him want to hunt and kill—stupid prey. 

“Welcome, Agent Jones and Mr. Castivol.”

It was a last name that had changed a million times over the years. It didn’t matter. The humans would understand who or what they were. They knew Cambridge and Weston were vampires, but they couldn’t possibly comprehend that Weston and Cambridge had lived so long they’d seen the city fall and rebuild itself again and again.

Cambridge’s technical boss looked to him and then Weston, and there was no doubt he saw the resemblance. It was one of the reasons their sire had changed Weston. Having two golden angels, as he’d put it, was a dream come true. 

Cambridge took a seat, and although everyone looked at him like he was terrifying, they recoiled from Weston. He moved like a man who was no longer human. His movements were too graceful and filled with danger. 

To the humans’ defense, they stayed in the meeting room and took a seat. 

The governor cleared his throat. “I want to thank you for meeting with us—” He hesitated now that he was staring at a monster, the vampire of the city he thought he ran, unsure how to speak to someone that was so much higher than him. 

Weston stayed silent, letting the human sweat it out. Agent Grayson covered for the governor. The man was technically Cambridge’s superior but only in the humans’ eyes. As far as Cambridge was concerned, only their sire sat above him. 

“This is the first time meeting, and we would prefer to have a peaceful meeting. Do you have a title you prefer?” Agent Grayson asked. 

Cambridge had already established himself as a vampire who was low on the totem pole. It was easier to infiltrate the humans’ government that way. 

“Mr. Castivol will be fine,” Weston finally answered. 

There was a collective sigh of relief. Humans were entirely too quick to place their faith in monsters. Pathetic. 

The meeting finally started, and it was no surprise they all started with the lighter side of things. But it would only be a second before they switched to the main reason Cambridge had been asked to bring in the vampire who ran Multicity. 

The stupid fucking resistance and their insanity had made them even more public. The governments were taking more and more interest in the creatures that stuck to the shadows—resulting in ten times the amount of work that landed on Cambridge’s lap. 

When he found the ungrateful son of a bitch who’d gotten the bright idea to try and overrule the current vampire royal family, he’d personally tear every fingernail and toenail off him and follow it by hammering nails into each bloody digit. He’d bask joyfully in the screams of the worthless scum. 

Cambridge was pulled from his daydream of skinning the man responsible for the meeting as the conversation turned to the issue at hand. 

“Humans are dying at an alarming rate,” Agent Grayson pointed out. 

They were always dying. Cambridge kept his face impassive. Human life spans were short, and it made their existence meaningless, yet they fought to live their lives equal to the monster that went bump at night. 

“Cambridge, if the vampires aren’t doing their job to control this matter, there is only a matter of time before the public fully knows of your existence.”

“We are handling it. All you have to do is follow instructions,” Cambridge said. It was the same talk over and over. 

The governor of the city, a simple figurehead, didn’t look all that convinced. The vampires had ruled over Multicity for decades, and yet they thought it fitting to question him. Some might say in their defense they hadn’t known that vampires ran the city. Sure, they knew that vampires lived there, but they assumed that they only ran the city’s underground—but oh, how wrong they were.

“It’s not enough,” the police chief stressed. “I get more and more murder cases on my desk every month, not to mention the missing person reports.” He shook his head, and his hard exterior crumbled as a haunted look came over his face. “They are taking random people—women and men, and there have even been cases of children.”

Cambridge was seriously contemplating adding every human in the room to the police department’s current deceased records. 

“We understand your frustration, but there is no need to act irrationally,” Weston said with cool indifference. 

Cambridge would much rather slaughter them all. Fuck humans. They were no better than cattle. But with their numbers far exceeding their own, it was best to work with them than against them. No one wanted to fight multiple wars. 

All the humans looked between each other, and Cambridge’s spine tightened. He’d been the one forced to work with humans. His sire thought it best. It was a punishment from over three hundred years ago, and Cambridge was still fucking paying it. Most of his siblings had their own territory to look over and foresee. Unlike Cambridge; he was ordered to work with the human government and go wherever needed. 

There, of course, had been perks, but lately, Cambridge was getting more and more annoyed with humans and their stupidity. It was as if having a short life span made them irrational and idiotic.

The meeting went on the same, them pointing out all the killings and missing people. There was no designated area, and they even brought up another city, one consisting mainly of werewolves, and Cambridge had no intention of helping them out. It was enough that he’d helped get his brother’s mutt back. He had no desire to be near werewolves.

By the time they were leaving the city hall, there were only two hours before sunrise. Cambridge looked at his brother, and if anyone else were to look at him, they’d think he was calm and collected after the meeting, but Cambridge could see the truth. They had been blood brothers before turning into vampires. 

“They are getting antsy,” Weston said. 

“Doesn’t mean they can get away with talking that way to their betters.”

Weston didn’t argue, and Cambridge knew his brother agreed. They were taught from the moment they were turned they were above everyone. It was forced down their throats and beaten into their flesh—Weston more than Cambridge—but they’d come out stronger, truly embodying the monsters they’d been changed into.

The sooner they got things under control and those who thought they could overpower them learned their place, the sooner Cambridge could go back to enjoying his immortality. 


[image: ]


There was something about working with magic and weaving it into items that was so relaxing that Finnely lost himself in the act. He had the latest order item in his hand—a leash for Karter. He didn’t want to think about how it would be used on his friend. It made his skin crawl, and he shook the unwanted images free. 

“Great, I’m going to bleach my brain later and maybe take a shot of tequila,” Finnely said to the empty room. He was below his little shop. It’s where he did his orders that required magic. 

He placed the black leash to the side and pulled out the crisp white thread that he’d sew into the belt once ready and placed it in the bowl of Karter’s blood. It would need to sit and soak up all the contents. He went about breaking the ingredients down that would go into the blood mixture. 

He crushed the tiniest bit of crystallized wolf tears just as his phone rang. Finnely was tempted to ignore it, but one glance and he saw it was Karter. He smirked and answered the phone. 

“Just bend me over already and fuck me,” Karter said to someone else. 

Finnely rolled his eyes, regretting answering the phone. “Karter, I swear if you called just to gloat about your cheeks being clapped, I will make sure Eddison’s order takes twice as long,” Finnely grumbled back. 

Karter laughed. “No, nothing like that, but if I was to gloat, just know it’s daily, multiple times.”

“Fuck you.”

“No, thank you, I’m booked solid.”

Finnely rolled his eyes again and measured out the right amount of liquid silver. “What the hell do you want?”

“Oh, I meant to tell you before you left the other day. We can smell it.”

Finnely tried to decipher what Karter was hinting at but couldn’t figure it out. “Be a little clearer—what clue did you find, Scooby?”

“I will fucking bite you, you dipshit,” Karter said, but it was void of any genuine threat. 

Finnely hummed and stopped before he fucked up and had to start over, and Eddison’s order truly would be late. “What?”

“Your arousal,” Karter said. Laughter fluttered over the line as Finnely went deadly silent. “I can just picture you sitting there looking like a fucking owl.” Karter laughed even harder. 

“Wait, what do you mean you can smell me?”

“Simple—when you think you’re being all subtle, your scent doesn’t lie. Only vampires can pull that shit off, annoying fuckers. So, when you’re all close to Rome, trying to keep a straight face, we all know you’re secretly thinking about bending him over and making him cry around your dick.”

The image Karter painted wasn’t bad, but Finnely was still stuck on the fact that they all knew. 

“Does Rome know? Can he smell it?”

“Probably not. His own scent probably gets in the way.”

Finnely held his head in his hands. “What does that mean?”

“Damn, am I supposed to do all the hard work here? I just called to tell you so you two can stop tiptoeing around this.”

Before Finnely could ask for clarification, Karter hung up. “Motherfucking dog-biscuit-eating bitch.” 

He tossed the phone and stared at his work ahead of him, but how in the world was he supposed to focus when he’d just found out that werewolves could smell his fucking arousal? Just how long? His mind swam with questions, and Finnely groaned. 

He drowned himself back in his work, trying to keep the thoughts at bay, and he might have stayed at the shop a little longer than expected. And it wasn’t because he was avoiding Rome and his sense of smell either. Who was he kidding—Finnely was a coward as he finally walked into the apartment building and climbed the three flights of stairs until he stood outside his door. 

He swallowed thickly and pressed his ear against the door, trying to listen in, but no matter how he concentrated, he just had normal hearing. He sighed and gave in, ready to face the werewolf that currently had a leading role in Finnely’s dreams. 

He twisted the key into the lock and then pushed the door open. He’d think calmly and be vigilant, shut down every horny thought that crossed his mind, like walking into the kitchen and finding a naked Rome with the finest apron and stirring pasta. 

Finnely’s stomach growled at the same time his cock jerked in his pants. Fuck. He shook his head, his hair falling from the half updo he’d done it in so no strands got in his face while he worked. 

Clean and wholesome thoughts. Finnely chanted it to himself as he made his way into the two-bedroom apartment. It took him entirely too long to realize that it was quiet. The living room and kitchen were both empty. 

On the island in the kitchen was a plate of food, wrapped, and Finnely instantly felt shitty. He’d been so busy cowering away that he’d missed eating dinner with Rome. 

The clock on the stove read four in the morning, and he sighed, knowing Rome had gone to sleep. He confirmed it as he peeked into the guest room. Rome was sound asleep in the bed, the comforter firmly on the floor and only the sheet covering his lower half. 

Finnely’s gaze traveled over Rome’s bare chest, and before any thoughts could come to him, he shut it down and closed the door again. He quickly showered and got ready for bed, slipping on a clean pair of boxers before making it back to the kitchen. 

A warm feeling filled his chest as he unwrapped the plate of stuffed mushrooms with a side of garlic mash potatoes and steamed broccoli. Finnely’s stomach growled as the smell of the food hit him head-on. Shit, Rome could cook, and because of it, Finnely was finding himself at the gym more often, but it was worth it. 

He put his plate of heaven in the microwave before tearing into it. Finnely licked the plate, cleaning it entirely before he rinsed it and placed it in the dishwasher. He made his way down the hall and stopped outside of Rome’s door before forcing his feet to carry him to his room. 

Finnely got into the bed and lay there, staring at the ceiling. The clock read 5:00 a.m., and his eyes stung with the effort of keeping them open. He shut them, and just as he drifted off, he was awoken by a loud crash. Finnely was up and out of the covers in seconds. His bare feet pounded against the hardwood floor as he opened the door to his guest room where Rome stayed. 

Some nights were rough, but it had been a few weeks since a bad one had occurred. The bedding was torn, and half of the sheet was tangled around Rome’s legs and arms, no doubt making him feel trapped. 

Finnely moved over to Rome. He cried out, and the sound that left him hit Finnely squarely in the chest, and he found it hard to breathe. 

“Rome,” Finnely called out. He reached out and tried to rip the sheets from Rome’s body. More cries and screams were forced out of Rome’s mouth. Finnely swore under his breath. 

“Rome, wake up,” he said a bit louder than before, but still, the werewolf didn’t wake. He was trapped in his nightmare, and Finnely started to feel useless. The damn sheets were practically glued to Rome’s flesh. 

Finnely growled and yanked with all his strength, and Rome twisted, making the sheets tangle further around him. “Damn it.” Finnely felt frantic as Rome’s shouts became louder and more frequent, as if whatever he was dreaming was getting worse. 

Finnely took in a breath and centered himself. He couldn’t be chaotic in thought for what he needed to do. He reluctantly blocked out Rome’s shouts and cries of agony and focused on himself. He chanted the spell. The fine hair on his arms prickled and stood on end as heat enveloped his arms. 

Using fire magic always resulted in pure exhilaration coursing through Finnely. He couldn’t contain the grin that stretched his lips as the blue flame built. He opened his eyes once more, finding Rome bent backward and still fighting the sheets. Finnely blew out a steady breath and slowed his heart rate. He wouldn’t hurt him. He was in control. 

Finnely let the flames dance at his fingertips, and he fined it to one single flame, making it as small as possible as he brought it down to the sheets. 

The sheets lit up instantly, and Finnely held his breath the entire time, tracking as the blue flame ate up the fabric and filled the air with the scent of burning fabric. 

The moment the flame got the last bit of sheet around Rome’s wrist, Finnely snuffed it out and forced his magic down so he didn’t accidentally set the entire apartment on fire. 

Finnely moved over to Rome and touched his shoulders. His skin was hot to the touch, nearly making Finnely pull back. Another whimper slipped from between Rome’s lips, and his usually calm face was scrunched up in anguish. 

“Rome, wake up. It’s not real,” Finnely said. He shook Rome, trying to pull the man free of his nightmare.

Finnely wasn’t fast enough. He caught sight of Rome’s fist moving before it collided with his chin. He bit his tongue, and the coppery tang of blood flooded his mouth.

Finnely fell back and groaned, but the pain meant nothing. Rome was suffering far more than him. He picked himself back up and clutched Rome once again, shaking him much harder than before. 

“Rome, wake up,” he shouted, and still nothing. 

Finnely groaned in frustration. Rome started kicking, and Finnely had no desire to be punched again, let alone kicked. Especially with werewolf strength. But leaving Rome to suffer wasn’t an option either. 

Finnely wrapped his arms around Rome and pushed the man’s face against his neck. Maybe if he smelled Finnely, it would wake him up. 

“It’s okay. You aren’t there anymore.” Finnely ran his fingers through the tight coils of Rome’s hair. “Shh, wake up, Rome. You’re safe now.”

Finnely continued to whisper into Rome’s ear, waiting for the man to wake up. Ever so slowly, Rome stopped thrashing about. His whimpers finally quieted down, and Finnely thanked the goddess as the man calmed down tremendously. 

“Finnely.” Rome’s voice cracked slightly. 

But that hadn’t mattered. Hearing Rome’s voice was like sweet music to Finnely ears. He let out a relieved breath. “Thank fuck.” He went to pull back. He could look into Rome’s eyes, but arms banded around him and clutched him tighter to Rome’s sweaty body. 

Finnely didn’t fight it. He moved to cover Rome completely and relaxed, giving his entire body weight to Rome, knowing it would help the man. 

Rome’s breaths were shaky as he kept his face pressed firmly up against Finnely’s neck. Time seemed to tick by, neither one of them willing to move or break the comfortable silence that fell on them. 

Finnely shifted onto Rome and went stock-still as he realized for the first time that the werewolf was stark naked. Finnely’s heart stuttered as he tried to ignore the trickle of arousal. It was not the time for his body to take notice of its proximity to Rome. 

Just when he thought he got himself under control, Finnely moved again, and his breath caught at the breathy moan that came from Rome. His gaze fell upon the man under him instantly. He drank in the sight of Rome’s lips parted and slightly flushed under his light brown skin. There was undiluted heat that swam in Rome’s hazel eyes, begging Finnely for something he wasn’t sure he could quite grasp. 

Rome’s cock was hard as it pressed firmly against Finnely, and he wanted nothing more than to strip the boxers off and feel his hot flesh pressed firmly against Rome’s. 

He needed to get up ASAP and apologize, but Finnely couldn’t get his body to respond to the demands of his mind. Instead, he rotated his hips, making them both groan in unison. 

“Finnely,” Rome moaned. 

Finnely’s heart rate picked up, and for a second, all he could do was stare at Rome’s mouth. His desires were overpowering his logical thoughts. He cleared the distance between them in a measly second. Their lips crashed together, and they both just sat there. Surprised before pure heat engulfed them both, and the kiss quickly switched to one filled with hunger. 

It felt as if nothing was enough. Finnely fitted himself firmly against Rome, trying to get as close as possible. He wanted to burrow under the man’s flesh. That’s how close he wanted to be. 

Rome rolled them over, his fingers tugging at Finnely’s boxers, and Finnely couldn’t find it in him to remember why he should even have boxers on. He assisted in shoving the material off his body. 

“I want to touch you,” Rome said. 

Shit, Finnely wanted that too. He nodded and took Rome’s lips in another passion-filled kiss. How had he lasted so long not kissing Rome? His lips were soft and perfect. 

Finnely hissed, and his entire body jerked as Rome’s hand wrapped around his aching length. He was so hard he could fuck a hole into the wall. 

Rome bit his bottom lip, and a muffled groan echoed around the room. Finnely pried the abused flesh free and wrapped his hand around Rome’s cock. 

It was heavy, and so thick his hand barely wrapped fully around it. Shit. He stroked Rome’s cock a few times, earning a bead of precome. Rome’s head tossed back, and his hands stilled for a second as he visibly shivered. 

Hazel eyes focused back on Finnely, and Rome batted his hands away. Before Finnely could protest, Rome lined their cocks up and wrapped both of his hands around them. 

Finnely groaned in pleasure, and he couldn’t help but get lost in Rome’s hazel eyes. 

Rome’s hand tightened around their cocks, and pleasure shot straight to his balls and made him roll his hips and thrust up. Rome panted, and his heated gaze had Finnely moving closer to climax far too fast for his liking. 

Finnely’s eyes fell to Rome’s lips. They were plump and looked softer than marshmallows. A slight growl of desire rumbled out of Rome’s mouth, and the last of Finnely’s will broke. He crashed their mouths together. 

Pure ecstasy wrapped around Finnely, and he doubted there was anything else like it. His eyes fluttered closed as he pulled Rome even closer and devoured his mouth with a kiss. Rome swiped his tongue along the seam of his lips before being granted entrance. 

He mapped out his mouth as if it was his sole mission in life, and shit, maybe it was. Finnely swallowed every groan and whimper that tried to escape Rome. It felt so good, and to know he was the one pulling such sounds from Rome filled him with a sense of power that was unmatched. 

Rome’s other hand moved from resting on Finnely’s hip to cradle his balls, making him groan as waves of pleasure crashed through him. He bit into Rome’s bottom lip, making the werewolf cry out and his hand stutter as he stroked them together. 

“Don’t stop,” Finnely said breathily. 

Rome’s hand tightened around them, and electricity shot up Finnely. It was as if him speaking had woken the beast inside of Rome. His hazel eyes glowed slightly in the dark room, and a feral growl erupted from him. 

A normal person would pull back and get away in a heartbeat, but Finnely was far from sane or normal. His cock jerked from the sound, and he nearly begged Rome to do it again. But before he could open his mouth, Rome’s lips were on his, and he was the one being devoured instead. 

A heady feeling overtook Finnely, and he submitted to Rome’s demanding mouth and the way his hands were quickly bringing Finnely to climax. 

Teeth snagged on his lip, and his tongue swiped against the sting that was left behind. Finnely’s hands tried touching every inch of Rome he could get. He clutched the back of Rome’s head as he thrust his cock against Rome’s, making them both moan. 

“You feel so good against me, Finnely,” Rome said. They kissed again. “This is better than my dreams, and I’ve had a lot of them.” 

What? Did that mean Rome had been pining over Finnely as long as he had the werewolf? Finnely’s mind went blank as Rome growled and picked up the pace of his strokes. 

“I want to do so much more.” Rome groaned. “I need you.”

Finnely couldn’t even think to question it. He responded on instinct alone. “Yes, please, Rome.”

His climax stole every ounce of air from his lungs as it crashed through him. Finnely’s back arched, and his head pressed firmly against the pillow as he rode out the orgasm of a lifetime. He barely registered the hot come that splashed on his cock from Rome. 

The only sounds in the room were their heavy breathing. Finnely’s heart pounded, but as he came down from his high, he came to the realization of what he had done. 

Rome moved away, and panic settled in Finnely’s chest, and he started sweating for an entirely different reason. But Rome didn’t leave the bed. He turned back to Finnely as he wordlessly cleaned them both up of the come with Finnely’s discarded boxers. 

He tossed it to the side, and without a touch of hesitation, Rome curved his body into Finnely’s. His eyes shut, and Finnely waited another second before wrapping his arms around Rome and holding him close. A sigh tickled against the fine hair on his chest, but neither one of them said anything. 

They lay there together, and Finnely’s mind started to toss endless questions at him. Did I cross the line? Rome snuggled in closer, and his breathing evened out, and Finnely couldn’t find it in him to truly regret his actions. Tomorrow, he’d talk to Rome about the things he said and what had happened between them. For the night, he was content with holding the wolf to him. 
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Someone was watching him. Finnely sat at the local coffee shop, no longer drinking his chocolate mocha. The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end, and the creepy feeling of eyes on him had him scanning the damn near empty shop. It was eight in the evening, and he’d needed a caffeine fix before going back to work.

He was currently behind, but since he was his own boss, he tended to lose track of time.

“Where the fuck are you, creep?” he muttered. 

“Where is who?” Jacob said as he plopped down right in front of Finnely. 

Finnely nearly yelped, but he recovered quickly, covering the slight noise that had escaped him with a cough. The smile that danced on Jacob’s face told him that he hadn’t exactly succeeded in covering up his surprise. 

Finnely cleared his throat. “What are you doing here, Jacob?”

The man just smiled wider, and it did a funny thing to Finnely’s stomach; it felt as if he was flying down a hill at maximum speed. 

“Don’t be that way, Finnely. You’ll hurt my poor heart,” Jacob said, placing his hand over his impeccable chest. His lips even dipped in a frown, and he gave Finnely puppy dog eyes. 

Jacob could have been a fucking actor with how good he was. Finnely shook his head. “Stop with your theatrics. Why are you here?”

The bright smile was back on Jacob’s face. “Well, it’s a coffee shop.” 

And just as he said that, a barista brought him a mug of coffee with a foam bear floating on top. 

“Thank you, Shante,” Jacob said, smiling at the woman. 

She practically swooned on the spot. A blush colored her cheeks before she let out a meek “You’re welcome” and skipped away. She giggled with the other workers behind the counter. All of their attention was on Jacob. 

Finnely shook his head, and he took a sip of his coffee. “You don’t even drink coffee.”

Jacob poked the cute little bear in his coffee. “Well, I can drink it.”

Finnely cocked a brow. “But it will taste like ash.”

“Not if I had some blood to mix with it.”

Finnely’s pulse picked up instantly. He’d only shared blood with Jacob once, and it was a memory he’d never forget. 

The way the man had greedily lapped up his blood… and the moans he’d pulled from Finnely as he’d held him over the edge of the roof… 

Finnely shook his head, keeping himself from falling down that memory hole. A lapse of judgment and one of his favorite memories to jerk off to. He avoided Jacob’s too-knowing blue eyes before he gave in. He pulled out his pocketknife from his leather jacket and sliced into his arm just above his wrist. Blood swelled, and just as Finnely reached for Jacob’s mug, the man caught his arm with speed too fast to track. 

Finnely glanced up and bit the inside of his cheek, keeping the moan from slipping. Pure lust and hunger shown in Jacob’s dilated eyes.

“Your blood smells better than anything I’ve ever experienced, but the taste is even better.” Jacob licked his lips, and Finnely was so tempted to let the man lick the blood off his skin, but he knew how that would go, and he wasn’t sure that would be the best option at the moment. 

“It’s going to drip on the table, and you’re making a scene,” Finnely whispered. He glanced around. No one was really paying them much attention, but that could change at any moment. 

“I would happily lick any drop from the table.”

Finnely’s face scrunched up as he looked at the table. “I know they clean the table, but that’s still gross.”

A devilish smirk appeared on Jacob’s face. He moved closer and practically pulled Finnely over the table as he brought his mouth just over the cut. His breath ghosted over the open wound, and Finnely’s heart picked up the pace. 

Jacob’s eyes bored into Finnely’s, challenging him, and he’d be damned if he backed away from it. Finnely held his breath as Jacob’s pink tongue poked out from between his lips. It was as if the world had slowed down, and every nerve in Finnely’s body lit up like New Year’s as Jacob ran his tongue over his flesh. 

Heat pulled in his lower abdomen, but all too soon, Jacob was pulling back and pushing his coffee mug over toward Finnely. With the cut closed, he was forced to cut himself again. Pain radiated up his arm, but it was manageable as he dripped some of his blood into the mug. 

Jacob’s gaze left him for a second, and finally, Finnely took in a breath. Once he was done, he was tempted to ask Jacob to lick the wound closed but thought better of it. They’d gotten lucky so far that no one had noticed them. Finnely pulled out a cloth from his pocket and pushed healing magic into it, chanting under his breath as he intertwined his magic with the fabric. Once complete, he wrapped it around his arm, tied it tight, and hid it under his leather jacket sleeve once more. 

“I would have happily ran my tongue over your flesh again,” Jacob said teasingly.

Finnely laughed. “I bet you would and then follow it up with your fangs in my arm and the entire coffee shop finding out about the supernatural.” Finnely shook his head as he leaned back in his seat. “No, thank you. I do not want to become some internet meme.”

Laughter bubbled up out of Jacob, and Finnely found himself joining in. He couldn’t help but laugh around Jacob. There was something about the vampire that made him feel at ease and forget everything. 

“Seriously, what are you doing here?” Finnely asked, drinking his coffee. 

Jacob sipped his own and actually moaned out loud, making Finnely’s cheeks warm with a blush. 

“The secret ingredient really brings it alive,” Jacob said as his smoldering gaze pinned Finnely in place. 

Finnely shook his head before he was distracted once again from getting his answers. One thing about Jacob was that he could lead a man to his death with a smile on his face and a false sense of safety. 

Finnely opened his mouth to ask again what he was doing there when the creepy feeling overcame him again. His back straightened, and he glanced around the room subtly, trying to figure out who was watching him. 

“What’s wrong?” Jacob asked. 

His playful and flirty tone dissipated instantly, leaving behind the deadly vampire that he was. 

Finnely rolled his shoulders back. “I feel like someone is watching me.”

Jacob leaned back in his seat, and a smile once again appeared on his face, but he didn’t dismiss Finnely’s concern. 

“Whoever it is would sooner die than make a move.”

Finnely cocked a brow at Jacob. “Is it a vampire thing to be murder-happy?”

Jacob laughed and pushed his fingers through his bleach-blond hair. “No, I think it’s just who some of us are.”

And what the hell did that say about Finnely that he got hot and bothered by two very pro-death vampires?

The creepy feeling disappeared again, and Finnely relaxed a bit and finished his coffee. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed you have yet to tell me what you’re doing here.”

“Oh, you noticed that, did you?”

“Yes, now tell me.”

Jacob sighed as he placed his half-drunk mug down and moved his hand across the table. He lightly touched one of the black rings on Finnely’s finger. The slightest touch sent sparks dancing up Finnely’s arm from his hand. 

“I always watch you on Thursdays,” Jacob said as if it was normal as fuck to be a stalker on a schedule. 

“Every Thursday?”

Jacob sighed. “Okay, every Thursday and one Tuesday out of the month.”

Finnely’s mouth dropped open as he gawked at the fucking audacity of Jacob. “For how fucking long?”

Finnely was still trying to figure out if he was pissed off, slightly turned on, or crept out. Was it possible to be all fucking three? 

“Hmm, about a year now since we moved back,” Jacob said. 

Finnely internally groaned. “Wait a damn minute. You’re saying you’ve just been slinking in the shadows following me every Thursday?”

Jacob looked fucking proud of himself. “And one Tuesday out of the month.”

Finnely pinched the bridge of his nose. How the hell was he supposed to respond to that? And it didn’t help that Jacob seemed so happy about it. He sipped his coffee with an all-too-pleased smirk on his handsome face. 

Finnely finally gave in and laughed. “That’s some stalker murder shit. I feel like I’m on one of those crime shows.”

Jacob’s blue eyes twinkled. “Ah, your murder would be a masterpiece. Not a drop of your blood would be wasted.”

Finnely bit his bottom lip. “Have you thought about murdering me, Jacob?”

Death looked back at him through Jacob’s deceptively beautiful eyes. “Yes.”

Finnely’s heart stuttered, and his breathing picked up. 

“My favorite dream of how I’d do it is you tied to the bed on crisp white sheets. I’d sink my fangs into your soft flesh first on your wrist.” Jacob touched the skin, and Finnely swore under his breath, but he didn’t pull away. 

Jacob continued as if they weren’t in a coffee shop amongst humans who would balk at his words. 

“Then I’d bite your shoulder and then just below your carotid artery and do the same to your other side.” Jacob’s fingertips brushed along Finnely’s neck, making him shiver. 

“Before you could bleed out, I’d take out my cock and move between your legs and gather some of the blood for lube.” Jacob’s head tilted to the side, and his eyes glossed over as if he was genuinely getting lost in the fantasy. 

And fuck, Finnely wasn’t that far behind. He wasn’t too much into pain. Of course, little aches added in pleasure were enjoyable. He probably shouldn’t be getting so hot for Jacob’s fucked-up murder sex fantasy.

The man wasn’t done. He licked his lips with such purpose Finnely could vividly imagine it against his flesh. 

“I’d grab my gun from the holster and switch off the safety.”

Finnely’s heart thudded so loudly he was afraid he’d miss the following words that came out of Jacob’s mouth. 

“And just as I line my cock up to your hole, I’d place the cold metal of the gun to your temple with my finger hovering over the trigger and slam into you.”

Finnely’s entire body was on the edge of his seat, and he was painfully aware of how hard he was. Shit, how in the world had Jacob found out Finnely’s morbid addiction to death? Not that he wanted to die or anything like that, but there was something beautiful about the sweet kiss of the afterlife just a breath away. 

Jacob shifted in his seat. “I’d hold your life on the edge of death as I forced you to come on my cock until you’re practically out of blood and can no longer get hard.”

Fuck yes. Okay, so Finnely had a thing for danger, and Jacob clearly knew that. 

Finnely licked his lips and swallowed a few times, trying to get his shit together. And once he had, he leaned back in his seat and pushed his fingers through his colorful streaked hair.

“Is that all?”
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Is that all? If Jacob had a beating heart, it would no doubt be thrashing wildly against his rib cage. He’d just told Finnely one of his desires, and he hadn’t held anything back, and the witch sat there. Instead of looking disgusted, there was a slight flush under his tan skin, and his lips parted as if begging for Jacob to move across the table and take him and make the scenario real. 

Shit, Jacob nearly gave in to the urge. But he was a predator, one with time. He could wait just a bit longer until he had his prey where he needed him. 

Finnely snapped his fingers in front of Jacob’s face. The witch was either insane or had a death wish. But then again, he’d also seen Finnely respect and hold his tongue around others like Weston and the king. 

“We were talking about your creepy-ass hobbies. Did you go back down to dreamland?” 

Jacob smiled at the handsome witch. “I am practically living a dream right now. Although, I’d much rather be in between your legs.”

Jacob couldn’t help but chuckle at the blush that blossomed over Finnely’s cheek. 

“Fuck, Jacob.”

“Oh, you into voyeurism?” Jacob licked his lips, and his gaze traveled over the patrons in the small coffee shop. He wouldn’t lie—the thought of people watching him reduce the witch to nothing but moans and screams made his blood hot. But was he willing to share such a prize shot with others? 

“I’m not,” Finnely hissed out, his mouth in a flat line. 

Jacob waved it off and relaxed further. He was still attuned to their surroundings, searching for the person who Finnely had felt watching him. But there wasn’t a spike in a heart rate or any shifty movements. 

“I’m not willing to share anyway.”

Finnely sat up straighter, and Jacob smirked, knowing what he said affected Finnely. The witch had a strange draw to the little wolf. Rome was weak and couldn’t even shift, but after watching them together for the past few months, Jacob knew instantly when Finnely’s caregiving emotions morphed into ones of pure desire. Even if he gave Finnely the ultimate pleasure, Jacob was fairly certain that the man wouldn’t be able to walk away from the wolf. 

But that wasn’t Jacob’s only complication. His own master was captivated by Finnely. Jacob had denied himself when they first got together, but now he doubted he’d be able to handle it. He needed Finnely. It was a heady feeling to have. He was an apex predator, a destroyer of lives, and never wanted for anything. He could walk into any bar and have any woman, man, or nonbinary flesh bag he wanted. And yet, he needed Finnely. 

Finnely pushed his fingers through his hair, one of his black rings slightly catching on the colorful strands. “Look, Jacob—”

Jacob cut Finnely off. “There are exceptions, of course.”

Finnely’s mouth shut, and his dark brown eyes bored into Jacob as if begging him to explain. But he wouldn’t. Jacob let silence fall on them, letting the implications of his words settle and burrow into the witch’s mind.

Finnely tugged on the chain around his neck, and Jacob’s own fingers twitched against the coffee mug. He wanted nothing more than to pull it taut against Finnely’s neck and hear him whimper and beg for air. 

A delicious groan slipped free of Finnely as if he knew what Jacob was thinking. Ah, time to put it away. Jacob allowed his carefree smile to appear on his face once more. It had always hidden his monstrous side; very few knew how bloody he truly was. 

“Why’d you show yourself today?” Finnely finally asked the million-dollar question. 

Jacob drank the rest of his coffee. “Last Tuesday, I witnessed something, and I just couldn’t find it in myself to hold back any longer. Especially if my prey might be taken by another predator.”

Finnely’s thick eyebrows lowered, and an adorable v formed in between them. A genuine smile came over Jacob’s face, but that was always the case with Finnely. He didn’t have to pretend. The witch saw him for the killer he was and the laid-back man he used to be.

“What happened las—” Finnely’s eyebrows nearly touched his hairline, and as shock gave way to rage, Jacob couldn’t help but groan. Even angry, Finnely looked good enough to rip apart.

“You were in my goddamn apartment,” Finnely whisper-yelled through clenched teeth as if he was trying to hold himself back. 

Jacob smirked at the witch as he relaxed further. “Of course, it’s really sad that you don’t have more protection around your place.”

Finnely balled up his fist, and if looks could kill, Jacob would be truly dead. It only made him smile broader at Finnely. 

“I never fucking expected some vampire stalking asshole to break into my apartment,” Finnely growled out. 

Jacob tsked, the smile never leaving his face. “You really should have thought of that.” He reached over and bopped Finnely on the nose, which earned a growl from the witch. “Always be prepared for the unexpected.”

“Fuck you.”

“Oh, I hope so, but I won’t be nearly as gentle with you as your little wolf,” Jacob said. 

The most tantalizing blush crept up Finnely’s neck and filled his face. Jacob licked his lips. He’d been in the corner watching over them. The wolf should have noticed him, but he’d been too wrapped up in Finnely, and Jacob couldn’t blame him. The witch was alluring; the fact that Jacob was back to his old human habits only proved it. 

His sire had broken him of his obsessive behavior long ago, but the moment he met Finnely, it came rearing back in him like an old friend. 

“How many times?”

“How many times have I snuck into your apartment and lain in the bed with you or just snuck into your place in general?”

Finnely shook his head. “Fuck.” He pointed a finger at Jacob, and he had the urge to open his mouth and suck on Finnely’s finger. “Damn it, Jacob. Boundaries.”

“Would you rather I knocked before entering?”

Finnely opened and closed his mouth as if he wasn’t sure what to do with Jacob, and that was fair. Most people had no idea how to handle him. Cambridge was the only one, and it was the reason why he’d been placed with the prince. 

“Or, you know, keep your creepy ass at home,” Finnely said. 

Jacob shook his head. His chest felt heavy with the idea of not watching Finnely sleep. He’d miss out on the cute way his face scrunched up or the curve of his ass under the covers as he slept with one leg picked up. And due to Finnely having damn near vampire hours, Jacob only got to witness those sights for an hour at most before he had to rush back home for the day hours. One day, he’d be able to stay there.

“Wow, you actually looked as if that suggestion pained you. What the hell is wrong with you?” Finnely asked. 

Jacob shrugged. “I like watching you.”

Finnely’s head tilted to the side, and a few colorful streaks draped over his face. “That…” Finnely seemed lost for words, and Jacob couldn’t help him either. He knew what he liked, and there was nothing like watching Finnely, especially when he didn’t know Jacob was there. 

“Fine.” 

Jacob cocked a brow at the witch. “Fine what?”

Finnely sighed and crossed his arms over his chest and shifted in his chair. The chain necklace was clinking and drawing Jacob’s gaze to Finnely’s neck. His mouth watered, reminding him the small amount of blood in the coffee hadn’t been nearly enough. 

“I accept that you’re a creepy fucking stalker who will be watching me, but when you come to my place, let me know. I am not the only one who lives there. Rome has had enough shit happen to him from vampires. I don’t want to backpedal on his healing journey.”

Jacob thought about it, and it was fine with him. He gave a curt nod. He’d still be able to watch Finnely other times. Like when he went to the bookstore on Silver St. and when he was taking orders at his store. 

“Is that why you feel guilty about what happened between you two?”

Finnely looked taken back by Jacob’s question. “Yeah, no, this isn’t happening.” Finnely got up from his seat and headed outside. 

Jacob was quick to follow him. Even if Finnely ran, Jacob would easily keep up with him with his vampire-enhanced abilities. 

“Is that a yes?” Jacob asked. 

Finnely glanced over his shoulder. “What happened between me and Rome is between us, that’s all.”

Jacob couldn’t help but smile. “So, does that mean what happens between us is just us?”

Finnely stopped before he made it to his bike, and his eyes slightly widened. “I, um. Fuck. Um. Us?”

Jacob nodded. “Yes, that is why I approached you today. I’m done waiting.”

Finnely didn’t look shocked at the proclamation, but he still stared at Jacob as if he was waiting on the punch line. “So, you want to be what exactly? My stalker or actual bo—” Finnely bit his own tongue to stop the words from leaving. Was he really about to ask if Jacob the insanely hot vampire wanted to be his boyfriend. How fucking embarrassing, they weren’t teenagers.

Jacob hadn’t thought of it. He just knew he wanted Finnely. He wanted his blood, his body, his mind, and his soul. 

Finnely got on his motorcycle, straddling the machine between his powerful thighs. Jacob couldn’t help but take in the sight of the witch. 

“Stop panting for me.”

Jacob laughed. “I don’t see that happening anytime soon.”

Finnely’s teeth sank into his bottom lip, making Jacob want to vamp speed over to him and pry it free. Shit, the witch always had Jacob wanting and acting as if he wasn’t over hundreds of years old. 

“So, what do you want?” Finnely asked. 

Jacob forced his gaze to meet’s Finnely’s. “You.” Before Finnely could question it, Jacob moved with vampire speed, gripped Finnely’s chin between his fingers, and kissed him. He gave in to the urge and groaned as sparks danced over his lips. 

“I’ll be watching you,” Jacob said before he pulled back. He was in serious danger of bending Finnely over the bike and showing him how much he truly wanted him. 
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In a room full of the most powerful vampires and two werewolf pack alphas, Finnely felt so out of place. He wasn’t even remotely at the top of the hierarchy of his coven. 

“We crush one group, and it feels as if ten more pop up,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely sighed as he leaned back in his chair. He was sitting next to Rome and Cambridge. No matter that he’d tried to sit as far from the prince of vampires as possible—the man wasn’t going to let him go. That should have made Finnely afraid or at the very least worried. Instead, he was filled with an overwhelming heat that turned in the pit of his stomach whenever he thought that Cambridge would never let him go. 

Finnely shook his head and paid attention. He was the only witch there, and as such, he needed to have his shit together. 

“They have been making waves amongst the other supernaturals,” Weston said. 

Lola, Karter’s sister growled. “We’ve heard from a few other packs that the abductions have stopped, but there has been some recruiting. Guess they figured they’d get more wolves with honey.”

“Some are even thinking about siding with them,” Ryker said. He was Lola’s mate and the alpha of the largest pack in the Multicity district. 

“They’d be fools to do so,” Rheland said. His lips dipped in a frown. “The aimorragísoun apó ta chéria mou.” They will bleed by my hands.

The king of vampires looked young, but there was no way he could be mistaken for anything but a danger. Tension rolled off him in tangible waves. Finnely sat up straighter, and Rome leaned closer to him. 

The room was eerily silent as everyone waited for the man who could single-handedly slaughter them all in a matter of seconds as he rolled his shoulders back and withdrew his bloodlust. 

“And as for the witches?” Rheland asked. 

His piercing gaze landed on Finnely, and he wanted to slide under the desk. How the fuck did anyone meet the man’s eyes. He was as old as time, and to survive that long was an astonishment. And not to mention the bloody stories about the king of vampires. He came into power centuries ago and had held the title for so long because of how ruthless he was. 

Finnely never wanted to be the object of that man’s hatred. He didn’t even want any attention from the king. He swallowed and tried to slow his racing heart down, knowing all too well that every supernatural creature in the room could hear the erratic thump. 

A firm hand squeezed down on his leg, and Finnely instantly knew it was Cambridge. A sense of calm overcame him, and he opened his mouth to respond. 

“I can’t speak for all the witches, but from what my coven is currently hearing, there have been attacks. Covens going missing or being slaughtered. They aren’t hiding that it’s vampires and werewolves doing it either.” Finnely made sure to look at Rheland but not in the eyes. Vampires weren’t like werewolves and didn’t consider it a challenge, but he was cautious. He doubted just because Cambridge had some insane claim on him that that would save him if the king of vampires decided he was better off dead. 

“From the information, the attacks are more concentrated in vampire- and werewolf-run territories. The ones that are predominately witches are mostly left to be,” Finnely said. 

Please let that be all his questions.

As silence settled once more, Finnely started to relax. The next thing Finnely knew, he was pressed against the wall, and Cambridge shielded him just as a loud crash echoed around the room. Growls erupted, followed by a hiss. 

Finnely’s heart thrashed against his ribs, and he moved so he could look around Cambridge at the splintered table. It was in pieces, wood scattered everywhere. The king stood there holding a few pieces, a frown on his face. 

The werewolves Lola and Ryker had brought growled at Rheland, and his vampire guards hissed back, ready for bloodshed. 

Shit. If they started fighting, there was no doubt people were going to die. Finnely frantically searched for Rome and found him crouched down by his feet. Finnely feared that Rome was shaking in terror, but he finally heard the growl emitting from him. 

Holy shit, hot—no, wait. Finnely needed to get Rome to calm down before Rheland showed them why he should be feared regardless of his appearance. 

Lynk moved closer to Rheland, and Finnely held his breath as the tension in the room rose higher. They might have all had the same goal in mind, but it was hard as hell to erase centuries of hate away. Finnely might have been young, but it didn’t mean he hadn’t witnessed the animosity between supernaturals in person. 

One of the guards hissed at Lynk, but the giant of an alpha didn’t so much as bat an eye. He moved closer to Rheland until the shorter man was forced to look up. 

It felt like the oxygen was ripped from the room as everyone waited to see what would happen. To Finnely’s, and more than likely the entire room’s, relief, Rheland’s lashes fluttered and he clapped and turned back to face the room. A smile curved his mouth. 

“Stop hissing at them. They have every right to growl,” Rheland said. 

His guards instantly followed in his direction. “Oh, Weston, we can go table shopping.”

“Eddison, buy a new table,” Weston said, his tone dead and filling the air with a chill. He had Karter pushed behind him, with Braydon standing next to Karter. Eddison and Axel boxed them in. 

Rheland pouted, and Finnely swore he was in an alternate universe. The king of vampires stuck out his bottom lip and tried to use his looks to his advantage. 

“Well then, meeting adjourned,” Rheland said. 

Finnely blew out a sigh and sagged a bit as everyone started to leave the meeting room. It took a second for his brain to realize he was still pressed up against Cambridge. He turned his head, and just like that, he was mere inches from kissing Cambridge. 

“Rome,” Lynk called out. 

And Finnely turned his head away before he could give in to his lapse of judgment. 

“Cambridge,” Rheland said. 

“Wait for me, Firecracker,” Cambridge whispered. 

Finnely’s knees buckled. He was blaming the amount of terror that had possessed him a moment ago and not the way Cambridge’s deep voice made him weak. 

Rome still stayed near Finnely, and he was all too aware of what Karter had said about the scent of arousal. He tamped down on his weak body and gave Rome a meek grin. 

“We are heading out to stretch outside. Are you coming?” Lynk asked. 

Faith and Avery stood behind him. 

“Mind if we join in?” Lola asked. 

Lynk nodded, smiling at her. Karter rushed over with a huge grin on his face. 

“So, Lynk—”

Lynk growled. “Don’t.”

Karter looked ready to say something stupid, which would no doubt result in getting his ass handed to him, but Lola jumped onto her brother’s back, and he got sidetracked wrestling with his sister. 

They were all saved for the time being, but this was Karter—he’d say it one way or another. 

Rome glanced over his shoulder at Finnely. “Go ahead. I’ll relax for a bit. I need to recharge after the meeting anyway,” Finnely said.

Rome’s hazel eyes bored into Finnely’s for another second before he turned away. “Yeah.”

All the werewolves left the room, and Finnely was again struck with the realization that he was the only witch. He thought about his coven, but just as the thought entered, it flew out. His coven was made of many older witches in their hundreds to two hundreds, and their views on vampires and werewolves weren’t likely to change anytime soon, if ever.

Finnely left the meeting room and ran straight into the one vampire he probably should be avoiding. And yet, he always found himself suspiciously near him. 

Finnely sidestepped to move around Cambridge, and the man used his vampire speed to move right in Finnely’s way. It happened two more times before Finnely’s anger won out.

“Fuck off, Cambridge.”

The stupidly handsome vampire only moved closer and ever so softly brushed some of Finnely’s hair from his face. “Come on, Firecracker, don’t push away the best thing that’s ever happened to you.”

And there it was—Cambridge’s usual fucking god complex coming out to play. Finnely moved closer to the vampire, a wicked smile on his face. “I’m your firecracker, huh?” The crazy side of his brain wanted to play with the vampire. 

The complete spell would take too much time, and although his ex pissed him off, he didn’t truly want to kill Cambridge. Maybe hurt him but nothing more. A small spark appeared at the tip of Finnely’s finger, and he discreetly lit the vampire’s pants. The cologne the vampire wore was intoxicating. Finnely allowed himself one second to bask in it.

“I will set your goddamn nuts on fire.” Finnely moved back, a smirk on his face.

“What are yo—” Cambridge glanced down, his lips turning down in a frown. “Motherfucker. Again—really?” Cambridge vamp sped away, and Finnely couldn’t hold it in any longer. He bent over at the waist, cracking up.

“Please tell me it was because of you that I just saw Cambridge with his pants on fire?” Karter asked as he laughed just as hard as Finnely.

Finnely shook his head. “Aren’t you supposed to be outside?” 

Karter was too busy laughing. He finally settled down. “Yeah, I came in here right quick to make Weston a cup. He was supposed to feed before everyone got here.” A glossy look came over Karter’s eyes, and Finnely had no desire to know why Weston had gotten too busy to feed. 

Finnely shook his head. He caught sight of Jacob before he disappeared. No doubt Jacob would still be watching him. Such a sexy creep. Finnely walked away from Karter. He made his way down the hall in search of the library. He’d do something with his time as he waited for Rome. 

He traveled through the hallways, wondering how in the hell Karter did it. There needed to be a map at every corner to navigate the large mansion. 

It wasn’t strange that Weston had a mansion. He was the prince and in charge of Multicity, but most vampire rulers kept their dens full. Weston kept only Eddison, Braydon, and Axel in his. What the hell did they need all the space for? 

Finnely let his mind drift as he strolled around. A door opened, and a hand struck out, grabbed him, and pulled him in. His back hit the door before Finnely’s mind could even comprehend what was happening. Two glacier-blue-colored eyes bored into him, and an angelic face stared back at him.
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Mine. The thought echoed in Cambridge’s mind, along with the need to put Finnely firmly in his place. The witch was pushing against him in every way, and for some reason, Cambridge enjoyed it. But he also loved when Finnely was firmly under him, crying out his name and clinging to him as if Cambridge held his life in his hand.

His hand tightened around Finnely’s throat. The cold metal chain around his neck bit into his flesh, only making him want to squeeze harder. Cambridge couldn’t and wouldn’t ever truly let Finnely go. His firecracker was unlike anyone else in his life. The centuries had passed by, and no one had ever captured his soul like Finnely had. 

“Your little stunt out there deserves to be punished,” Cambridge said coolly. 

Finnely’s heart rate picked up slightly, giving him away. 

“You deserved it.”

Cambridge tightened his hold on Finnely’s neck, pulling a breathy moan from the man before he eased up once more. “Mm, maybe, but your actions have consequences.”

Finnely’s tongue swiped against his lips, drawing Cambridge’s gaze to the action. 

“Cambridge, I don’t think—”

Cambridge’s hand tightened once more, and whatever else Finnely was going to say got stuck as he kept the man from speaking. 

“I didn’t ask for you to think.”

Cambridge pushed his body up against Finnely’s and barely held back a growl. The man felt like molten lava against his cold flesh, his heart beating so hard Cambridge could practically feel the organ in his own chest. 

Cambridge let Finnely throat go and caged him in, placing both hands on each side of Finnely’s head. The witch sucked in ragged breaths but didn’t try and push Cambridge out of the way. 

Cambridge ran his hand over the sharp edge of Finnely’s jaw, the slight stubble there slightly scraping against his fingers. 

“You want to be punished, don’t you?” Cambridge asked. 

Finnely audibly swallowed. He moved slightly, but Cambridge quickly slammed him back against the door. Lining their hips up together, he smirked as he felt the outline of Finnely’s hard cock straining against the material of his jeans. 

Defiance glittered in Finnely’s brown eyes, but desire outshined it. Cambridge’s gaze was once more drawn to Finnely’s lips, and he gave in, pressing their mouths together. It felt as if they fit together like a puzzle. 

Their tongues intertwined, and Finnely held still all of one second before he was moaning into the kiss. Cambridge’s chest tightened, and he gave more into the kiss, trying to possess the man under him.

Finnely’s fingers worked quickly as he started to undress Cambridge. 

“We shouldn’t do this.”

Cambridge bit his bottom lip and worked his mouth over Finnely’s jaw and down his neck. “I didn’t ask.”

Finnely groaned, and Cambridge was done tiptoeing around the witch. He’d given the man plenty of space and time, and he was so tired of it. Their steady push and pull was fun, but in the end, Cambridge wanted Finnely fully.

They stripped each other as if the world was on fire and the only way to save it was to get butt-ass naked. The moment Finnely’s hot flesh pressed up against Cambridge, it felt as if everything was right in the world. 

Finnely whimpered, and his hands moved all over Cambridge as if he was trying to commit it to memory. “Missed you” was on the tip of his tongue, but he’d never utter the words. Instead, Cambridge flipped Finnely around and bent him over, groaning at the sight of his shapely ass. He brought his hand down three times in quick succession. 

Finnely yelped but moaned in the end. Cambridge would have happily spanked him until he was bright red and his flesh was on fire, but the need to be inside of Finnely overpowered the will to punish the snarky witch. 

Cambridge vamp sped over to the coffee table that was in one of the many sitting rooms. One thing his brother seemed to do right was to have a supply of lube lying around the mansion. He was back to Finnely before the man even realized he was gone. 

Finnely glanced over his shoulder, his pupils blown, only leaving a sliver of dark brown showing in his eyes. For a second, it looked as if he was going to argue that they shouldn’t be doing this, but Cambridge wasn’t going to let him. 

He squirted some lube on his fingers and teased them around Finnely’s hole before plunging two into him. 

“Shit,” Finnely moaned out, his head dropped back down. His colorful hair fell forward and curtained around his face. 

Cambridge roughly stretched the man, his patience wearing thin. He curled his fingers, and Finnely cursed and shoved his hips back, wordlessly begging for more.

Perfection. 

Cambridge withdrew his fingers and grabbed the lube. 

“I’ll have to punish you more next time.”

A throaty laugh left Finnely, and Cambridge, for a moment, was frozen, captured by the man before him like he was a siren. 

“Are you already asking for seconds? What if this is onetime slipup?” Finnely’s brown eyes glanced over his shoulder at Cambridge, challenging him. 

Cambridge hissed. “We will see about that, Firecracker.”

Cambridge stroked his cock, coating it in lube, and lined himself up with Finnely’s hole. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t even stop to ease Finnely into it. He plunged into the tight heat of Finnely’s body and nearly lost it. He clutched Finnely’s hips so hard he could feel the bone pressed in against his fingers. If he wasn’t careful, he could break the witch. And just that thought alone had him pulling out to the tip, only to shove back in. Their skin collided together, and the sound echoed around the room, accompanied by their shared groans. 

Cambridge was on the borderline of using his vampire strength as he thrust into Finnely again and again. He lost himself in the feel of the man under him clenching tightly around him as if he feared that Cambridge would pull all the way out and leave him wanting. 

Cambridge was an asshole, but he was far from willing to cause himself agony. He moaned as he leaned further over Finnely’s back. His fangs dropped, and he scraped them down Finnely’s back, making goose bumps rise. 

“Yes,” Finnely moaned out. He threw his hips back, meeting Cambridge thrust for thrust. 

The fine hairs on Cambridge’s arms stood to attention, and the tangy taste of magic hit him a mere second before the electric shocks danced through his body. 

“Ah shit.” Cambridge’s hips stuttered, and he slammed into Finnely. His balls tingled as he pulled Finnely up, and his back was flush against Cambridge’s front. He lifted Finnely with ease as if he weighed no more than ten pounds. 

“Fuck,” Finnely cried out. 

Cambridge smirked to himself, but it was quickly wiped off as he thrust up into Finnely at a new angle. He momentarily wished they had a mirror so he could watch Finnely fall apart while being used like a rag doll. 

“Cambridge,” Finnely moaned. 

His name needed to forever be said that way. He’d make sure Finnely never forgot it. 

Finnely’s head fell back and rested on Cambridge’s shoulders as a string of curses left his lips. His hole tightened even further around Cambridge, and his climax slammed into him like a freight train, stealing all thought. 

Cambridge lowered Finnely back down, still holding him as he shallowly rocked against the man. He’d been drained of every drop of come. Finnely panted, and Cambridge felt the urge to do it all over again. 

“Be mine and only mine,” Cambridge said. 

The idea of the mutt touching what was clearly his made him want to brand his name on Finnely. 

Even after coming and crying out Cambridge’s name, the witch’s body grew tight. Why couldn’t Finnely let go of that annoying wolf and only need him? Was it such a hardship? Their previous relationship played in the back of Cambridge’s head, and he knew very well that couldn’t be the case, but what was wrong with just having vampires? 

Even the slutty wolf that Weston called his stayed with just vampires. And yet Finnely needed the one thing Cambridge couldn’t stand. The stench of the mutt had been on Finnely’s skin ever since the pathetic creature stayed so close to him. 

“Cambridge,” Finnely ground out. 

Hearing his name on the man of his obsession’s lips was the headiest feeling. It would be even better if his fangs sunk into Finnely’s flesh and his blood coated Cambridge’s tongue. He ran his tongue over the spot he was tempted to bite. 

When was the last time he’d tasted Finnely? Too long. His body slightly trembled, just remembering how good Finnely’s blood tasted. No, it was beyond good. There was something about Finnely that grabbed ahold of Cambridge, and his blood quickly became Cambridge’s personal drug. He’d tried drinking others and even sought out other witches, and no one had ever come close. 

Even now, he drank because it was survival but never for enjoyment anymore. He missed bathing in blood and getting high off the deliciousness of it. But now, he could only get that rush from one person and one alone. God damn it. 

“Yes, Firecracker?” Cambridge finally said. His fangs dropped on their own as if he was a vampling and not a damn centuries-old vampire. He scraped his fangs over Finnely’s bare neck. Just a little more pressure and he’d break the skin and be rewarded with the most exhilarating droplets of blood. 

As if craving the same thing, Finnely tilted his head more to the side, offering himself to Cambridge. His heart beat erratically, and Cambridge pressed his tongue firmly against his pulse point, letting his eyes close shut as he focused every sense on Finnely. It went against everything he’d been taught; no matter what, he was to stay attuned to his surroundings, but when Finnely was in his arms, it was impossible. 

“Ask me for it,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely’s breath hitched. “I shouldn’t.”

No, he shouldn’t, but Cambridge needed to hear the words come from Finnely. Needed to hear the witch once again beg for his bite. The ball in his chest tightened further, and he waited on bated breath for Finnely to give in to the inevitable. 

Finnely sagged against him. “Please.” 

Cambridge tightened his hold on Finnely’s hair, tugging his head to the side. “Please what?”

Finnely groaned. “You are being an ass on purpose.”

A laugh tumbled out of Cambridge, and he knew only Finnely could cause such a reaction from him. If anyone else ever dared to speak to him that way, they’d be dead before they could even finish their words. But not Finnely. His firecracker had made Cambridge feel something that he hadn’t felt since he was human. And what a foreign concept that was. 

“Bite me, or I will leave you high and dry,” Finnely threatened. 

Cambridge was tempted to point out that he was naked and not nearly as strong as him. But instead, he tightened his fist around the soft strands of hair and let his fangs drop down. He sank his teeth into Finnely’s flesh, and the moment his lips pressed against the witch’s neck, a sultry moan spilled from Finnely’s mouth. 

Mine. Cambridge tried to pull him closer, and he was hit with a slight regret that he wasn’t buried deep in Finnely as he drank from him. Next time. He let his eyes close as literal sparks danced along his tongue as he pulled Finnely’s rich blood into his mouth. 

Nothing ever compared. Drinking from Finnely was like having a raging fire slide down his throat and fill his stomach. It was as if his blood tried to spark life into a corpse, and Cambridge was addicted to it. 

A muffled groan left him as he reluctantly pulled his fangs free. He licked around the bite marks but was unwilling to lick them closed. He wanted to see his mark on the man that claimed his very fucking soul. 

“Again?” Cambridge asked. His hand traveled down Finnely’s body, one he knew like the back of his hand. Finnely’s semi-hard cock was attempting another round, and Cambridge would more than happily do it again. 

Finnely’s head fell forward, and his hips rocked a little. “Cambridge.”

The way Cambridge’s name was moaned out had him wanting to grab Finnely and chain him to his bed, never allowing the man another day of freedom. 

Cambridge took a step back before he gave in to the bloodlust and drained Finnely of every drop of blood. He stumbled back. Finnely’s blood tended to give him a giddy feeling, reminding him what it was once like being drunk. 

Finnely turned and faced him, his body on full display. Bruises in the shape of Cambridge’s fingers decorated his tan flesh. It appeased the possessive side of Cambridge. 

Finnely shook his head, his dark eyes still dazed and pupils blown. 

“Remembering why you should come back to my bed?”

Finnely groaned. “Maybe.” Finnely took a shaky step toward his clothes. 

Cambridge’s mood plummeted instantly. Maybe wasn’t good enough. He took a step toward Finnely just as the man slipped his black jeans on. 

Brown eyes looked at him expectantly, and Cambridge was lost as to what to say for a split second. He didn’t chase. He didn’t pine. He didn’t do anything that could be referred to as begging, yet he was contemplating pleading with Finnely to come home with him to stay with him. Because when Finnely was around, he felt not so alone anymore.

“Cambridge?” Finnely asked, moving closer to him, his thick brows dipping slightly and a frown appearing on his face. 

Cambridge abruptly let the witch go and created some distance between them before he got himself dressed. Why the hell was he so obsessed with Finnely? No matter how hard he tried to erase the witch from his memory, he gravitated back to him. One hit and all the things that made him less vampire came crashing through him. 

Cambridge made his way to the door without looking back. 

“All right then, be a fucking ass,” Finnely said. 

“Never expect anything else from me.”

“That’s not all you are.”

Cambridge didn’t argue with Finnely. He left him in the room to finish getting dressed. He vamp sped until he was at the front door of his brother’s mansion. A moment later, Jacob was right behind him. If the other vampire noticed that Cambridge had fled, he didn’t mention it. 
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Finnely stretched out on the couch at his cousin’s house. Three cats jumped on him instantly, and he scratched each of them behind the ears, giving them plenty of compliments. 

Martha came back into the room, her brightly colored dress trailing around her. 

“You should think about getting a cat.”

Finnely scoffed. “And be a stereotype? No, thank you.” Not to mention he had a werewolf living with him. And although werewolves were more than just their wolf side, he’d seen how Rome reacted every time he came home smelling like Martha’s cats. 

She shook her head at him and passed him his own cup of tea. 

It smelled divine. Finnely was a coffee drinker, but he’d happily drink Martha’s tea. He wasn’t sure what she did to it to make it taste so good, but it was hard for him to turn it down. 

Finnely sat up and glanced down at his black shirt covered in cat hair. He sighed, knowing no amount of sticky paper on a lint roller would get all the hair off. 

Martha smiled at him, and magic sparked in the air. Martha was more of a house witch. She specialized in mini-scaled spells. A rush of power dropped over Finnely like a blanket being tossed over his head. When he glanced down again, there wasn’t a single cat hair in sight. But also, the grease stain that had attached itself to his dark blue jeans had been lifted. He whistled his thanks and sipped his tea. 

“Shit, you make the best tea.”

Martha drank her own and leaned back in her seat. “Yes, well, it’s one of my specialties.”

Finnely had felt the tension in the air when he’d suggested they do their check-in at her place, but he’d thought it had just been his imagination, but now that they were sitting in awkward-as-hell silence, he wasn’t so sure. 

Martha sighed, seeming to get tired of the pressure and Finnely’s silence. He wasn’t saying anything if he could help it. He liked his cousin. She was the only one in the coven he truly felt close to. But where Finnely was only twenty-nine, she was seventy, still looking as if she was twenty. 

“Are you going bring up why you don’t want anyone to come to you?” Martha asked. 

Finnely leveled his cousin with a look. “You know I deal with all clientele.” Finnely tried to tread the line carefully. He liked his cousin—he did—but he knew she had her own thoughts about vampires and werewolves, ones that didn’t necessarily line up with his own. He hadn’t kept it a secret from his cousin that he worked with vampires, humans, and werewolves on specific projects. Of course, he never worked on weapons that could come back and bite them all in the ass. 

She hummed. Martha had never judged him for it and, in fact, had told him to find his place. Every witch had different magic, and everyone had to work with what came more accessible to them. Finnely’s was weaving and connecting magic to everyday items. And fire, but fire didn’t bring in money.

“Yes, and I get that, but it’s nothing else?” Martha asked. 

Finnely cocked a brow and tried to act relaxed, but he could feel his nerves bouncing around like a spring inside of him. 

“Ask what you want.”

Martha nodded. “Okay, fine, I will. One of the coven members saw you at a coffee shop talking to a—”

“Vampire.” 

So there had been eyes on him. Shit, he should have known. He opened his mouth to say Jacob was a client, but he remembered their conversation while there, and he knew if anyone had been watching them, then they’d got the clear message that he and Jacob were more than friends, even if that wasn’t exactly true. Yet. 

She stared at him intently, and Finnely had to force himself to relax further. 

Martha sighed. “Are you getting in over your head? Do I need to remind you of what vampires will do to you?”

Finnely had to hold back the eye roll. He’d heard the lecture since he was able to form magic. It was all the same. Vampires would drain him dry, and he’d die a slow and agonizing death. 

“They are monsters with bloodlust that rules their very being,” Martha said. Her tone was so airy and light that anyone would be fooled into thinking she was talking about the latest fashion show and not vampires being raging murderers. 

“Our blood is special; it’s laced with magic, and those vile creatures will do anything to drain us dry.”

“Not all of them are that way.” But the moment Finnely said it, he knew it was a mistake. The disdain that came over Martha’s face let him know she would never see it his way. 

“Perhaps,” Martha said. She sipped her tea, and her features once again relaxed. “You certainly work more with them than I.”

Finnely felt an inkling of hope trickle down his chest. Maybe there was a way for them all to unite. 

“But as they attack and kill our kind without remorse, I see no reason to open my arms to them.”

Finnely opened his mouth to argue, but the sharp edge to Martha’s gaze kept his mouth shut. 

“After all, they killed an entire branch of witches. A genocide of women and children alike.”

“They were necromancers. Not exactly the purest of hearts,” Finnely said. 

Yes, it was fucked-up how the vampires had wiped out an entire kind of magic, but magic was funny in the way that any witch could possibly possess the ability of necromancy. 

“They were our true defense against the vampires,” Martha said. 

Finnely couldn’t help but agree, and if the necromancers had been left to live, would they be dealing with this crazed vampire and his followers? He wondered if Rheland ever regretted his decisions. 

“But that’s neither here nor there. As long as you’re careful and not falling into the clutches of those monsters, then all is well,” Martha said. 

Finnely forced a smile on his face. “No, it’s work.” The lie felt like ash against his tongue, and he wanted to scrub his tongue clean instantly. Jacob was more than that. And shit, there was Cambridge. Finnely enjoyed the way the vampire bit him, and he didn’t fear that he’d be drained either. 

Martha clapped her hands and smiled cheerfully at him as if to clear all the bad air between them. “Good. I do love and worry about you, Finnely. You rarely come to crafting circles.”

Finnely relaxed a bit more now that the subject had changed from the company he kept to more mundane topics. 

“Because last time I went, they all wanted me to teach the blue flame trick, and it’s damn near impossible.” It was true he’d created the spell by combining a few and weaving the magic into his own arms as he’d done with so many inanimate objects. 

Martha nodded, a proud smile on her face. “Yes, your blue flames are the talk of the circle often. No one has been able to replicate it either.”

Finnely fidgeted in his seat and felt the tug on the corner of his lips as he tried to fight back the smile. It taken him years to master the blue flames, and to know the others were envious of him was an ego boost. Finnely, for so long, had been the mediocre witch, and he was good with that most days. He could do fairly most magic, but it took him longer and a lot more of his power. 

Martha eyed him. “You are truly one of us. Make more of an effort to join us outside of our coven meetings.”

Finnely knew he should, even if sometimes he felt like an outsider amongst his own people. “Yeah, I will. Might even pick up a new spell.”

“Or a boyfriend,” Martha supplied. 

Finnely choked on his tea. “Martha.”

She chuckled. “Well, I figured after that failure of judgment with that vampire two years ago.”

Finnely groaned. 

“I’m not judging. We all were young once,” Martha joked. 

Besides her prejudice against the vampires, she hadn’t once turned her back on him. She’d kept her door open to him and always backed him if too many people spoke up about his dating choice. The fact that they knew it was a vampire was terrible, but they’d all shit bricks if they’d known it was a prince of vampires. Cambridge’s name was known, and it didn’t exactly have the greatest of reputation attached to it. 

“But now that you are done with that, you should settle down with a nice witch,” Martha said. 

Finnely chuckled. “And where is your nice witch?”

“Touché.” Martha laughed, and Finnely found himself relaxing even more. She was his family, and no matter what, he’d always felt at home with her.

They continued to talk about all types of magic spells, and Martha even attempted to help Finnely work out a particularly difficult weaving spell he was working on. They settled into their usual banter and conversation. It no longer felt strained, and Finnely was glad for it. 

Martha moved from the couch across from him to sitting next to Finnely and looking over a spell book. One of her cats, a black one with green eyes, jumped into her lap, and she instantly started to pet him. The purr practically radiated from the creature. A small part of Finnely thought about getting a cat, but then the image of Rome curled up around him in the bed as Finnely’s fingertips drew lazy circles down his spine had him realizing he didn’t need a cat when he had Rome. 

“I hear we’ve got a new witch joining us,” Martha said. 

Finnely cocked a brow at that. “Really?”

She nodded. “Come from the east, in a witch city of Gambyx.”

“Why in the hell come this way, then?”

She shrugged. “It is strange, especially with everything that’s been happening lately in the community.”

Finnely was reminded that he tended to stick out of the community like a sore thumb at times like this. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to be a part of it. It was just that sometimes he didn’t stay confined in their little box very well. 

“What else has happened?” He needed information, yes, but at the same time, he truly wanted to know. 

Martha tsked at him. “You would know if you came around more often.” She honestly looked as if she was a young twenty-year-old and not the older woman she truly was. 

“Enough with the guilt,” Finnely laughed. 

Martha smirked at him as if she knew she had him in her guilt-laid web. For the next two hours, she went into detail about how there was a hanging recently. A coven of witches had been found by humans and taken at night and hung like the old days. 

No humans were involved. Rheland had mentioned it seemed as if some human governments had decided to side with the vampires who were dead set on making the world an ocean of blood, but why the fuck would anyone want that? What the flying hell was even happening?
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Blood. The sweet metallic scent filled the air and was the best smell in the world. Jacob closed his eyes and bathed in the stench of his latest victim. 

There was a muffled cry as the man came to, and Jacob sighed and leaned against the wall. His chest was decorated with the man’s blood, along with his hands and the knife he was playing with. 

The vampire’s eyes fluttered open, and Jacob tried for the life of him to remember what his name was. Regardless of his name, he was a vampire who’d thought he was too big for his fucking britches. He was young, no more than two hundred years old, but he acted as if he was fucking ancient. But then again, old vampires like the current royal family were hard to come by. Some vampires didn’t make it. It was hard changing with the times, and if you didn’t have the mental capacity to forget and move forward, you tended to lose your fucking mind. 

“Just start talking and this can all be over,” Jacob said. He was still using his nice-guy voice, the one that tended to make people feel like he was their friend, even while he tore limbs from their bodies. 

The vampire’s bloody face scrunched up in disgust, and he spat a wad of blood at Jacob’s feet.

It was ridiculous no matter who they dragged in. They never got a name. It was getting a little out of hand. Cambridge was seconds away from going full-on mad prince and bathing half the city in blood. And there wouldn’t be anything Jacob could do to keep him at bay. 

He broke another leg; the fractured bone tore through the man’s flesh like a pencil through wet tissue paper. His screams echoed off the warehouse walls. But it didn’t matter how much he yelled because no one would come to his rescue. 

Some of the vampires that followed Cambridge stood outside, keeping their senses alert for any unsuspecting bystanders wandering by. They were useful and the closest thing Cambridge had to den members. But because Cambridge didn’t have a territory, he never made it official, so they were more like unofficial groupies. At least that’s what Jacob thought of them. Even groupies had their purpose. 

“I’m getting bored,” Jacob sat in a flat tone. His smile was gone, and he pulled out his gun, then flicked off the safety and placed the barrel in between the vampire’s eyes. He wasn’t getting any answers anyway, and he’d been beating the shit out of the man for well over an hour. 

But Cambridge would be upset with him if he shirked his duties too quickly. Jacob sighed and put the safety back on. The vampire was still trembling but unwilling to give any valuable information up. 

Jacob moved away from the vampire and pulled his phone out, pulling up Finnely’s contact with ease. 

Jacob: Missing me?

Jacob: I bet you’re hard just thinking about me.

Finnely: Who the fuck are you?

Jacob bit his lip, wishing he could see Finnely’s face at the moment. Maybe he’d set up cameras next time he stopped by. 

Jacob: Mmm, wouldn’t you want to know. 

A few minutes passed, and Jacob almost gave in and told Finnely it was him, but a second before he sent the message, Finnely responded. 

Finnely: Fucking Jacob. How in the hell did you get my number?

Jacob: I have my ways.

Jacob: How did you figure it out?

Finnely: I have my ways.

Jacob shook his head, no longer fighting the genuine smile that Finnely so easily pulled out of him.

Finnely: I started watching the show You. I swear if you start doing fucked up shit like Joe Goldberg, I will set you on fire and piss on you only after your pretty face is unrecognizable. 

Jacob’s fingers flew over the digital keyboard. Fucking technology was a blessing. In the old days, he wouldn’t have thought staring at a single small screen that fit in the palm of his hand could make him genuinely smile. 

Jacob: Aww, you think I’m pretty.

Finnely: That wasn’t the point. 

Jacob: But it was the one I noticed. 

As he waited for Finnely to message him back, Jacob checked the tracking device he’d planted on all of Finnely’s things. He couldn’t always be around the witch, couldn’t always watch over him like he desired. 

Finnely was currently at his apartment; no doubt the wolf was with him. It gave Jacob a little peace of mind. Rome couldn’t shift, but the man still had his enhanced strength. He’d protect Finnely if the occasion arose. 

Jacob thought about it, and normally when he became obsessive over someone, he had to own their soul. Had to possess their every thought and need, but he didn’t hate the idea of Cambridge and Rome having a piece of Finnely. But then again, it could be because he hadn’t truly had Finnely yet, and maybe once he did, he’d fight his boss over the witch and kill the little wolf. There was no telling with his mind. 

Finnely: Fine, you’re movie star hot, but don’t let the shit get to your head. 

A laugh burst from Jacob, and his victim let out a muffled scream. 

Jacob: Aw, shall I come join you and give you something to dream about tonight. 

Finnely: More like nightmares with your creepy stalker ass. 

A sense of lightness overcame Jacob as he chuckled under his breath. He had the urge to see Finnely. He wouldn’t even know that Jacob stopped by. He shrouded himself in the shadows and watched Finnely as he moved about or lazed on the sofa.

Jacob: A nightmare with a happy ending. 

Finnely: What are you, a teenage boy trying to get in my pants? 

Jacob shook his head and hurriedly sent the last message before pocketing his phone.

Jacob: There will be no trying. I will have what is MINE. 

Jacob waltzed back over to his victim with an extra pep in his step. He was grinning like the cat that ate the canary, and he couldn’t help but think soon he’d be devouring his own bird. 

Jacob licked his lips and groaned in hunger as he dropped down and squatted in front of his victim. He’d given the man time to stew in his own blood and come to terms that there was no escape or even rescue. 

“Are you ready to talk?” 

The vampire cracked open his blood-crusted lips and hissed. Where his fangs used to be were just bloody gums now, his once yellow teeth tinged orange and brown from all the blood in his mouth.

Jacob sighed and propped his elbow on his knee and rested his cheek on his hand as if he was highly disappointed in the vampire in front of him. It was becoming a reoccurring occurrence. No matter who they caught and questioned, it happened three different ways: the vampire knew nothing and was too low on the totem pole to be of use, they killed themselves before Jacob or goddess forbid Cambridge got their hands on them, or lastly, they suffered through the torture, and sometimes it would be days depending on the mood, but they would hold firm.

“What exactly is this self-proclaimed king promising all of you for such loyalty?”

His mouth was done gushing blood as the gums had already healed, but his fangs wouldn’t be coming in anytime soon. Then again, they’d never have the chance to grow back. Jacob fought back the smile at that thought. 

“Freedom,” the man said. 

Jacob sighed. “And you don’t have it now?” Jacob waved his hand, dismissing anything the vampire said to him. He stood up once more and moved behind the man, placing his hands on his shoulders. He smirked at the way the vampire flinched at his touch. 

“You see, I might have a potential date later tonight, and you’re currently keeping me from it.” Jacob squeezed hard, feeling the clavicle bone under his fingers, and he knew just a little more pressure and it would snap, resulting in excruciating pain. “So, I need you to start talking.” Jacob leaned forward and blew on the vampire’s ear, drawing a pathetic cry of terror from him. “Now.”

The man started swearing or praying in Italian, but it was of the old dialect. Jacob sighed. It had to be one he hadn’t bothered learning, and he was starting to regret such a thing. His sire would be disappointed in him. 

Jacob could pick up the barest of it. A curse for him to burn and yada yada. He just didn’t understand what freedom they all wanted. They suffered for it, but when it came down to claim the so-called freedom, they had to take in the possible repercussions. Blood would run out if they killed all of their victims. Humans would no doubt succeed in massacring them all. It had nearly happened a few times in the past, so why test it?

Jacob gave up trying to decipher the mind of an imbecile. He squeezed until there was a resounding pop followed by a scream that had to come from the deepest parts of the man’s soul. Jacob walked around and grabbed the ax, a smile playing on his lips. It was his favorite part, cutting them to pieces as they still held consciousness. 

“I can cut your head off first and end your suffering right here and now, or I can start with your toes and prolong it until the very last second.” Jacob was hoping the vampire chose the first option. He did want to do a little B&E and watch over a certain witch. It was honestly the perfect date. 

The vampire’s head raised, his piss-colored eyes shifting to the ax in Jacob’s hand and then back to his face. 

“You obviously enjoy the bloodshed—why not side with the true king? We will be free to be our true selves again. We won’t have to hide and lurk in the shadows like cockroaches. That bastard on the throne would rather have us be pathetic instead of the monsters we are.” The vampire spat that last part as if he wasn’t about to have the kiss of true death.

Boisterous laughter tumbled out of Jacob, and he dropped the ax. It clattered on the floor as he bent over. He couldn’t get a word out as he laughed so hard. The shit these whimpering bitches say. 

“Why do you laugh?”

Jacob straightened and picked the ax up once more and moved closer to the vampire. He bent down and removed his shoes, all while laughing. 

“What?” the vampire shouted. 

Jacob didn’t answer him, removing his socks with care, folding them to the side, and placing them in the blood-covered shoes. He continued to chuckle under his breath, even as the vampire swore and shouted and demanded to know why Jacob was laughing. 

Jacob pulled his phone out, checking the time, and suddenly his smile dropped and his laughter instantly stopped. Even the vampire who’d been yelling went silent as he no doubt noticed the change in Jacob. 

The muscle in Jacob’s jaw ticked, and he raised the ax and ignored the scream as he slammed it down right over the vampire’s toes, severing them. Blood gushed out, a few of his toes scattered to the side. 

Jacob placed his phone in his pocket and turned to face the vampire, allowing him to see the full rage that now rattled behind Jacob’s skin like a snake ready for the kill. 

“You just had to open your mouth and insult the king of vampires.” 

Jacob usually enjoyed punishing those who overstepped, but he wanted to get to Finnely, and he knew he had to draw out the vampire’s death, which meant he wouldn’t have any damn time. So now the dumbass was getting the usual punishment added with Jacob’s own anger. 

The vampire would beg for death before Jacob even fathomed giving it to him. He swore it to himself. 
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A fresh shower had helped calm Finnely’s mind. He looked at his hair and noticed the colors were already starting to fade. Maybe he’d go for a purple-and-orange combination or a red and green. But even as he thought of it, he knew it would be best to save the last one for Christmas. The familiar itch was starting to creep into his veins, and he knew he’d be making a trip to the hair store soon to pick out random colors and bleach. 

Finnely combed through his shoulder-length hair, making sure it was free of any knots. He already knew using it as an excuse to get out of his promised activities for the night would only make his cousin worry further about him. Finnely had to go through with it not just for Martha but for himself. He was a witch, and the one place he should feel most home at should be his coven. And yet, Finnely couldn’t quite dispel the twist in his gut. 

The bathroom door creaked open, and Finnely was met with hungry hazel eyes as Rome leaned on the doorframe. He wore light jeans and an emerald-green shirt that fit his lean frame. Finnely’s gaze traveled up and down Rome, taking in everything about him from his fair brown skin, long legs, compact frame, and high cheekbones.

Shit, Rome’s gorgeous.

The sudden urge to close the distance between them and kiss Rome nearly consumed Finnely. He balled his fist, and his blunt black-painted nails bit into the flesh of his palm as he held himself back. He and Rome had been sleeping in the same bed ever since the night they’d crossed some barrier. 

Neither one of them brought the night up, but it hung between them a memory unwilling to be forgotten. And if Finnely was honest with himself, he didn’t want to forget it. It was one of his star memories for when he was in the shower alone.  

He’d replayed the night over and over in his head multiple times, especially the days he woke curled around Rome, his ass firmly pressed against Finnely’s cock. The thin barriers of their underwear were not nearly enough to keep his body in check. 

A deep growl emitted from Rome that had fire licking up Finnely’s spine. He remembered all too clearly what that growl had felt like pressed against his skin. 

“Shit,” Rome muttered, and his nostrils flared, and he took a step closer. 

Finnely licked his lips, unwilling to disturb the moment. Not when it felt as if he was about to get everything he wanted in that very second. But should he want that? What if Rome wasn’t sure? The doubt started to creep in, and his heart went from racing from arousal to an erratic beat of nerves. 

Finnely didn’t want Rome to feel as if he had to do anything just to pay him back. The idea alone had bile burning the back of his throat. 

Rome’s head tilted slightly, and he stopped moving toward Finnely for a second before he shook his head. A playful smile was playing on his sweet lips. The sight warmed Finnely like hot soup on a winter night.

“Going somewhere?” Rome asked. 

Finally, Rome stood mere inches from Finnely. He could smell him over the citrus bodywash he’d used. His eyes fluttered closed for a second or two while he took in the smell of books and grass. If Finnely associated the scent with anything besides Rome, it would be freedom. 

Slender fingers danced along Finnely’s bare skin just above the towel around his waist. He sucked in a breath and lost himself in Rome’s lust-filled gaze. 

It felt as if time itself had frozen as that small point of contact zapped Finnely with countless shocks of heat. Rome lifted a brow, and it took Finnely an embarrassing amount of time for him to realize the werewolf had asked him a question.

Finnely’s breath hitched. “Yeah.”

Rome moved farther into the bathroom and turned them both to face the mirror. 

Fuck all the plans. 

Finnely thanked every deity and god possible in his head. He didn’t believe in anything, but still, he thanked them for the moment he was having. His guilt was nothing more than a tiny voice in the back of his head. It was as if Rome’s touch had banished them. 

Rome was just a tad bit shorter than Finnely’s six-foot self. But the way he stood next to Finnely, his hands splayed possessively on Finnely’s shoulder and hip, made him feel bigger. 

Rome nuzzled into Finnely’s still-damp hair, and Finnely found himself relaxing against him. His eyelids lowered as he let Rome take more of his weight. 

They stood there in silence, neither one of them willing to break the moment. 

“Where are you heading off to?” Rome asked gently. 

Finnely wanted to say nowhere, but he knew he still had to go. Even if he’d much rather stay in Rome’s arms and just veg out. Maybe start the new video game they’d bought last week. Instead, Finnely was going to be in a room where he no doubt would be in the corner alone. 

He sighed and reluctantly pulled from Rome’s warm embrace and went back to getting ready. He’d made a stupid promise, so he was going to see it through. 

“I told Martha that I’d stop by one of their gatherings,” Finnely said. 

Rome’s nose scrunched together. “Like how packs meet up?”

Finnely thought about it, and it was kind of like that, except they weren’t shifting into massive wolves and jumping on each other. Instead, they sat in circles chanting and talking about new magic. 

“Yeah, somewhat.”

Finnely applied the thinnest layer of black eyeliner that made his brown eyes pop even more. He caught Rome staring at him, and a blush crept up his face.

“You’ve never gone to one before,” Rome pointed out. 

Finnely laughed. “Yeah, that’s because I don’t go to them. Normally.” Finnely moved out of the restroom and headed toward his room. Rome was hot on his heels. A smile tugged at Finnely’s lips as he couldn’t quite contain the joy of Rome staying close to him. It was ridiculous, but it still filled him with emotion. 

“Martha asked me to go, and I technically should make more of an effort to be involved with my own kind.”

“You don’t like the company of vampires and broken werewolves anymore?”

Finnely pulled on a fitted black wifebeater and glanced at Rome. There was a smile playing on his lips. 

“Of course I do, and you’re my favorite to hang out with,” Finnely flirted back. 

He grabbed a pair of boxers and dropped the towel. Werewolves were used to nudity. It didn’t matter that he wasn’t one, but still, the groan that echoed around the room made Finnely pull on his boxers just a tad bit slower. 

He bit his lip and refused to turn around. He was playing with fucking fire, and sure it was his specialty, but Rome had the ability to burn him. 

He grabbed his favorite pair of ripped black jeans. Finnely was going to be as comfortable as possible. He felt eyes on him as he threaded his silver chained belt through the loops. 

“I feel like I’m a deer,” Finnely said. He hadn’t meant to sound so breathy, but fuck, Rome’s eyes on him were doing funny things to him. 

There was a creak, and it was Finnely’s only warning before a muscled body slammed into him and took him down. Finnely shouted as he wrapped his arms around Rome and twisted just in time and landed on his ass. 

Rome’s tongue swiped over his cheek, leaving a hot streak in its wake. 

“Uh, you did not just lick me,” Finnely grumbled, but he couldn’t keep his laughter contained. 

“I figured I’d taste my prey before devouring it,” Rome said on a growl. 

Shit, shit, shit. That shouldn’t have sounded so hot, but it did. 

Rome leaned forward and brushed the tip of his nose along Finnely’s neck and over his jawline. He lifted his face, and his mouth brushed right against Finnely’s, a barely there kiss, and still, it had Finnely gasping. 

“You smell good enough to eat,” Rome practically purred. 

Finnely swallowed a few times, trying to get his tongue to work. It felt thick, and his hand itched to reach out and touch Rome. He was trying to figure out why that was a bad idea as Rome continued to torture him. 

“Do you always play with your food?” Finnely teased. 

Rome chuckled, and it was like liquid warmth poured directly into Finnely’s soul. Before Finnely could say anything else, Rome took his mouth in a heated kiss that had his toes curling and all thought vanishing from his mind. 

Finnely groaned into the kiss and opened up for Rome’s demanding tongue. Rome was normally nonchalant and relaxed, but it felt like when he was on top of Finnely, he let his beast out, and Finnely loved it, thriving on how he affected Rome. 

Their tongues dueled for all of a few seconds before Finnely relinquished control to Rome. The growl that rumbled in Rome’s chest pulled a moan from Finnely. Rome’s hand pushed into the back of Finnely’s hair and tugged, adding that small bite of pain and making Finnely’s cock harden instantly. 

He lost himself in the kiss, the thought of it ending close to what he thought the end of time would feel like. He never wanted it to be over. Even as his lungs burned for the need for air, he pushed past it, tilting his head to taste more of Rome. 

But like all good things in Finnely’s life, they came to an end regardless of what he thought. Rome rested his forehead to Finnely’s, and they just sat there breathing. Finnely wasn’t sure what to say, not even sure words were possible yet. 

“We need to do that more often,” Rome said. 

Finnely stared into Rome’s hazel eyes, trying to find the lie in them, but all that shined back at him was the truth. Did he dare hope? 

His phone alarm went off, letting him know he would be late if he didn’t leave in the next few minutes, but he wasn’t sure how to go from there. It felt as if there was so much that needed to be said and so much he wasn’t sure if he should say. 

Rome pulled back and sat back on his legs as he studied Finnely. Uncertainty flashed in his hazel eyes, and Finnely felt like a piece of shit for putting it there. 

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out. So much doubt and so many questions plagued him that it weighed heavily on his tongue. The very tongue Rome had just been sucking and biting on. 

Shit. 

“I—” 

Rome pushed himself up, and he offered a hand to Finnely. Damn, he was pathetic. 

“You have to go to your pack run or whatever witches do,” Rome said. 

There was a smile on his face, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. Finnely felt as if he’d just told a kid Santa wasn’t real. But what if Rome didn’t want him? Granted, the hard-on he’d felt during their kiss should have been proof enough, but Finnely knew Rome had gone through traumatic shit in the past; his bodily responses could be completely different than what was going through his head. 

Finnely stopped thinking for a second and let his instinct direct him. He moved toward Rome and tugged his hand he was still holding. Rome came to him, and Finnely kissed him lightly on the forehead. 

“I’ll be back later,” Finnely said. 

He let Rome go and headed out of his bedroom. Maybe time would give them a chance to look at what was happening between them.

Finnely put on his black biker boots, and his hand rested on the doorknob. Rome stood there smiling at him. 

“We’ll talk when you get back.”

Finnely nodded. Those words always led to a break or something terrible, and he knew the day would come when Rome would be strong enough to leave and be with his pack. He ignored it and hoped it wouldn’t. And that thought made him feel even shittier. He left his apartment with his heart in his throat. 

He planned as he rode down the streets of Multicity. For better or worse, he was going to lay it all out there for Rome. He was going to place his thoughts and feelings out like a buffet and hoped Rome had an appetite.
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Boredom was a real thing, and Rome was currently suffering from it. He’d already straightened up the apartment and even called to talk to Karter. It had been short, of course, with it being night, and Karter’s vampires apparently had needed him. How the werewolf did it was beyond Rome. He understood it a little bit, but the idea of being at the mercy of vampires ever again filled him with dread. 

He shook his head as he tried to push the memories back. He wasn’t in that place anymore. He wasn’t a prisoner, and he wasn’t a victim. No matter how sometimes that feeling weighed down on his shoulders and tried to force him to submit. 

Rome sprang up from his spot on the sofa and started to pace. He needed to keep his mind off his sordid memories. He thought about messaging Faith, but she was undoubtedly enjoying her time with Avery, and he hated to call her when it wasn’t time for their session. 

Rome checked the time, and it was a bit past midnight. Hours had passed since Finnely left. He wondered if he was having fun. Since he’d moved in with Finnely, he’d never seen the witch go to anything besides their monthly meetings with other witches. 

Rome wasn’t sure if it was because of him or if Finnely just had a hard time spending it with other witches. Well, besides Martha. He’d heard of her plenty since he came to live with Finnely. She’d yet to come to visit, but Finnely tended to see her often. 

Rome looked at the clock on the wall. “Fuck, time is moving slow.” He started to pace, and the small voice in the back of his head expressed how pathetic he was, but Rome just needed to talk to Finnely.

Okay, he didn’t just want to talk. He wanted to lick every inch of Finnely and roll over him, making sure he smelled of him. Rome wanted so desperately to break the wall that sat between them. He’d thought that night they’d given in to each other would be enough, but it hadn’t, and every day he didn’t have Finnely entirely was like a day without air. 

The sound of the doorknob turning had Rome stopping in his tracks, and he moved around the couch to be near the front door like an excited pup and not a grown-ass man. He didn’t have time to feel embarrassed as the door opened all the way and revealed Finnely. He had chocolates in one hand, Rome’s favorite. Dark chocolate with chilies and cherries. His mouth watered just from the sight of it. 

“Hey, I, um, stopped and the store happened to have this, and I thought I’d bring it to you,” Finnely stumbled out to say. 

Rome knew for a fact only two stores in Multicity kept it in stock, and neither one of them should have been open at two in the morning. But he didn’t have to say anything as Finnely spilled the beans on himself. 

“Okay, that was a lie. I felt nervous as hell coming back home, and I know you wanted to talk, and so I thought chocolate would be the best way to lighten your mood.”

What was Finnely talking about? But the man continued to ramble on. 

“One of the witches, Jeffery, a Santa Claus–looking man—I mean, he has the white hair, big belly, and joyous laughter down pat. Not to mention he can talk a man’s ear off, I was stuck in the corner with him for almost an hour before Martha came to save me.”

Rome moved over to Finnely and rested his hand on the witch’s shoulder, trying to get him to calm down. He’d completely gotten off track. But he kept going as if he was possessed. 

“We talked about everything—all right, that’s not true either. He talked and talked and talked. I didn’t even have anything to add to the conversation after saying what I did for a living. But that’s beside the point. He started talking about he had a shop on Faithless Street, and I instantly knew it was the one with your favorite chocolate bar in stock.” 

Aww, he suffered just to get me chocolate. 

“So, I made sure to keep close to him during the events and stuff and convinced him to take me to his store, and I bought the chocolate,” Finnely finished. 

He gazed at Rome, and his mouth hung open slightly as if he was surprised he’d finished telling his story already. Rome didn’t give him time to go into another story. He pushed up slightly and took Finnely’s surprised lips into a kiss. He pulled back too fast for his liking, but he knew they needed to talk first. 

Rome took the chocolate bar. “Thank you.”

Finnely just nodded as if he still wasn’t sure what to do with himself. Rome shook his head, dragged the man farther into the apartment they shared, and pushed him down on the sofa opposite Rome. He wanted nothing more than to sit next to Finnely and draw comfort from touching him, but he needed to be patient. 

“What I wanted to talk about is this thing between us,” Rome started. He’d rehearsed it a billion times, but as the moment settled, nerves had him forgetting all the words he’d memorized to convince Finnely to give him a chance. 

“I don’t want to take advantage of you, and if you’re really ready to go, I won’t hold you back. I want you happy, Rome,” Finnely said. 

Fuck, Finnely was sweet—damn near too sweet. He was the kind of man Rome used to dream about while locked away. A man like Finnely sweeping in and saving him on a white horse. But it had never happened. Instead, he’d been beaten and abused until he was nothing more than a talking blood bag. 

Rome had to stay positive in thought simply to spite the vampires who’d robbed him of everything. It took another natural-born werewolf coming in there swearing up a storm, with a backbone as tough as steel, for Rome to see there might actually be the hope of freedom. 

And he had gotten free even if some nights his mind dragged him back into that dark place where mildew and blood clung to the air and the sounds of screams and cries were the only company he had. He’d wake and find himself in Finnely’s arms, and just staring at the witch as he slept wiped any lingering pain away.

Rome looked at Finnely as he fidgeted, chipping away at his freshly painted black nails. He cared, as in truly cared, for Rome. He wanted to make sure everything they did was Rome’s decision, and going from a place of no choice to one of freedom had been a shell shock. Still, Rome knew what he wanted, and if he got to have it, then he’d grab it because if there was one thing he’d learned in his life, it was that anything and everything could be taken away in a drop of a hat. 

“Finnely, did you know I’m a natural-born wolf like Karter?” Rome found himself saying. 

Finnely nodded but said nothing else as Rome took in a breath. 

“I had no idea what I was though. I was adopted when I was a baby by a lovely couple. They were human, and, well, they hadn’t known they’d adopted a werewolf baby,” Rome said. He swallowed thickly. “You know, I like to think that the kin—” He closed his eyes. No, the man wasn’t a king. The false king was evil incarnate. “That they broke me with the beatings, the countless bleeding out, and the dark holes they shoved me into. But I was born broken. A caged wolf.”

Rome looked up in time to see Finnely moving over to sit next to him, and he sighed the moment the man touched him. Those darkened places used to be the worst punishment. The beatings hurt, and being drained near death was uncomfortable, but he hadn’t been alone and starved of touch. He kept that to himself how he’d started to crave the beatings and feeding time. 

Rome leaned into Finnely’s touch, one that was filled with warmth and acceptance that nearly made him break down in tears. Rome made himself continue. He wanted Finnely to know him, but he also wanted Finnely to understand that Rome was true to himself; his desires were his own. 

“Being here with you has done more to heal me than anything, but I feel most whole when I’m in your arms. I feel as if I am more than the broken glass that you picked up and decided to keep,” Rome said. 

Finnely cupped Rome’s face, and he forced his eyes open. He hadn’t even realized that they’d closed. Finnely’s brows were pinched together, and he had a frown on his face. 

“Rome, you are more than what happened to you. When I look at you, I don’t see a damaged wolf. I see one that is fierce and survived regardless of the odds stacked against you.” Finnely’s thumb swiped away a few stray tears. “You may be broken, but it doesn’t take away from your beauty. I’ll happily continue to help you glue pieces together because each crack in you, Rome, is just another piece I get to hold and cherish.”

Rome was lost for words. His heart thudded wildly, and he was sure he was in a dream, but it all felt too real. And the smell of Finnely was so strong. It was real. He knew he had to keep going; he couldn’t let the moment pass. They’d be back to square one if that happened, and Rome refused to let that happen. He knew he wasn’t the only one vying for Finnely’s time, and Rome knew if he didn’t place his claim in now, then he might lose it entirely.

“You said once that I could have anything I wanted. That I was free to choose the life I desired,” Rome finally said. 

“Of course. Name it,” Finnely said. 

Rome licked his lips, tasting the salt from his tears. He sat up straighter and grabbed Finnely’s hands from his face and clutched them like a lifeline. 

“I want you,” Rome said. 

“Huh?” 

Rome chuckled nervously, but he didn’t break eye contact with Finnely. He wasn’t an overly dominant wolf, or at least that’s what he’d always been led to believe, but he found he liked leading with Finnely. He enjoyed dominating the man and holding him and pulling moans from him that were sweeter than maple syrup. 

“I want you in every way, Finnely.”

The look of pure hope blossomed on Finnely’s face. 

“Can I have you, Finnely?” Rome asked.

“Ye—”

The moment Finnely tried to say yes, Rome lost control. He pounced on the witch and pushed him into the couch as he kissed him. Finnely laughed, and Rome peppered his face with kisses before taking his mouth in a heated one that stopped any laughter from spilling free. 

Rome blanketed himself over Finnely, but it wasn’t nearly enough. There were too many clothes between them. Rome groaned as he had to pull back a little and bunched up his shirt in the back and pulled it over his head. He tossed it to the side. His torso and chest were covered in white scars. And for a split second, he’d been self-conscious. It hadn’t mattered that Finnely had seen them all plenty of times. All Rome could remember was how malnourished he’d been when he got there, and all that had stood out about him were the scars and bones. 

He forced himself to meet Finnely’s gaze and sucked in a breath as he saw nothing but lustful heat gazing back at him. There wasn’t an ounce of pity in sight, and he was eternally grateful. 

“I know nudity is normal for werewolves, but I don’t think I will ever not be affected when I look at you,” Finnely confessed. 

His calloused fingers traced a few scars and sent shock waves of pleasure throughout Rome just from that simple touch alone. Rome lost it in that very second. To hell with holding back. He shoved his hands under Finnely’s shirt, needing to touch more of him. His need for the witch fully unlocked, he was unable to hold himself back. 

“Shit, Rome,” Finnely groaned as Rome bit into his flesh. He wanted to mark Finnely so the world knew who he belonged with. 

“Wait, Rome, I have to tell you something,” Finnely said between moans. 

A growl tumbled free of Rome, but he slowed down his movements by sheer will alone. He was panting, and they’d only just started. But in his defense, he’d wanted Finnely for a while, and the small taste he’d had before had done nothing but fuel his desire for the man even more, like tossing gunpowder in a roaring flame. 

“What?” Rome said. He tried to push down his werewolf side, but it was hard. His prey was right here. 

Finnely smirked at him, those tempting lips drawing Rome’s gaze to them. They were kiss swollen, and it only made him growl again and move closer to Finnely. He shook his head before he attacked once again. 

“This is more than sex for me,” Finnely said. 

Rome forced his eyes up and met Finnely’s gaze. “Me too. I lo—want to be with you.” Rome was pretty sure Finnely wasn’t ready to hear how Rome loved him. And the last thing he wanted to do was scare the witch away. If he had to keep that feeling locked up for a bit longer, he would. 

If Finnely had heard his slipup, he ignored it as he nodded and went on to say why he was interrupting their mind-blowing moment. 

“If we’re going to be together, you need to know I’m not into monogamy,” Finnely said. 

Rome’s head tilted to the side; he had questions. But he found he wasn’t bothered by it. Maybe his need for Finnely overshadowed what he was saying, but Rome couldn’t find it in him to question it.

“But you will still be mine?” Rome asked. 

Finnely smiled. “Yeah, Rome. I’ll be yours.”

Rome gave in to the wolf side of him and pounced once again. He used his enhanced strength and ripped Finnely’s shirt. 

“Damn, that was fucking hot,” Finnely moaned out. 

Rome ran his tongue over Finnely’s chest. He tasted as good as he looked. Finnely squirmed under him. Rome growled and gripped Finnely’s hips to keep him still. 

Finnely tried to thrash about, but he was no match for Rome’s werewolf strength. Rome leaned back over and bit into the now exposed flesh. The sounds that came from Finnely nearly had Rome coming in his pants. Finnely groaned as Rome tugged on his nipple with his teeth. The noise felt as if it wrapped around his cock and squeezed. A whimper forced its way up his throat, and Rome could barely contain himself. 

He tugged at Finnely’s pants. 

“Don’t rip these. I’ll take them off,” Finnely said, batting Rome’s hands away. 

Rome growled a warning, his inner wolf right under the surface. He couldn’t shift, but he still felt the beast, and it seemed to come closer every time he was near Finnely. 

“Hurry the hell up,” Rome growled. He was doing entirely too much of it, but he couldn’t help it. 

Finnely moved from under him and raised a brow at him. “Someone is being bossy.”

The growl tumbled out before Rome could stop it. 

Finnely chuckled, even as his eyes widened. His hands were finally going to his belt buckle. “Who’s to say I’ll be the one to bend over for you?”

Rome didn’t give a fuck, but his wolf had other thoughts. The idea of dominating Finnely and bringing the man to ruin was all Rome could think about once the idea had appeared. 

Rome slowly got up from the couch, his prey in his sights. He crept closer, leaving his limbs loose, ready for the attack. 

“Rome,” Finnely called out. 

But Rome was beyond talking. Finnely had already said yes to being his, so he’d have the man. And he’d show Finnely even though he wasn’t some macho alpha wolf, he could still dominate him in every way in the bedroom. 

Rome licked his lips, and his stomach growled as if he was about to have a fucking feast. 

“Rome,” Finnely moaned out, taking a tentative step back, and that only made Rome’s inner wolf want to howl. The chase was half the fun. 

“Fuck, stop looking at me like I’m a snack,” Finnely groaned out. 

He took another step back, and his hips twisted to the right even as his feet were turned slightly to the left. He was going to try and fake Rome out, but he already saw through it. 

Finnely jerked left but dashed to the right around the sofa. Rome gave him five seconds before he growled, but that wasn’t enough. A howl worked its way up his human throat, and he gave chase. He ran into the kitchen, running circles around the island, and Rome lost himself in the chase letting his prey get a little farther, only to eat the distance up in seconds. It was a steady back-and-forth, his adrenaline pumping his heart as if he was out in the wild hunting.

“Oh shit,” Finnely shouted. 

Rome was hot on his heels and leapt just as the man cleared the doorway to his bedroom. He placed his hands in front of him, catching his fall as Rome lay on his back. He bit the back of Finnely’s neck roughly. 

“Mine.” It came out muffled, but he bit until Finnely went still under him. 

Rome pulled back and pushed all of Finnely’s colorful hair out of the way as he stared down at the marking he’d left on Finnely’s tan flesh. His cock jumped at the sight, and he knew he’d do it again and again. 

Rome fisted Finnely’s pants in each hand, and before even a peep of protest could be heard, he tore them down the middle. He flung the fabric to the side as he let his gaze eat up the sight before him. 

“Damn it,” Finnely moaned. His labored breathing matched Rome’s. “My favorite pants—really?” 

But he didn’t sound all that angry, and Rome couldn’t find it in him to feel bad at that moment. Instead, he moved down and bit into Finnely’s firm, shapely ass. 

Finnely moaned, and any anger over the pants was forgotten. Rome didn’t wait anymore. He grabbed both cheeks and parted them. Rome dove in like a man starved and lapped at Finnely’s hole. He groaned as he buried his tongue inside of Finnely, feeling the tight heat around his tongue that would soon be around his cock. 

Rome lost himself in tongue fucking Finnely’s entrance. He nipped and licked until Finnely was reduced to swearing and panting in need. Rome stroked Finnely’s cock, and it was thick and long. He’d held the weight once in his hand and had dreamed about it ever since. He groaned as he pushed a finger in Finnely alongside his tongue and stroked him at the same time. He wanted Finnely to go insane, for Finnely to shatter at his hands, and then they’d be broken together just for that small moment. 

“Rome, fuck.” Finnely pushed his hips back, fucking himself on Rome’s finger and tongue. 

But Rome didn’t give in just yet. He added a second finger, stretching Finnely as safely and quickly as he possibly could. He growled as Finnely pushed up on his hands and knees fully. 

Rome curled his fingers, found the spongy bundle of nerves, and stroked against it, making Finnely shout out more curses. No doubt the neighbors heard him. But that thought only made Rome’s chest sweat. He wanted the world to hear Finnely scream his name. 

The idea came to Rome, and he was pulling his fingers free of Finnely and standing up. 

“What the hell? Why did you stop?” Finnely asked, panting. His hair was covering half of his face in purples, blues, and pinks. He looked like a man straight out of a fantasy novel. 

Rome walked over to the window and pushed it open. The sounds of the city fluttered in, but he planned on overpowering it with the sounds he pulled from Finnely. While he was up, he yanked open the drawer from the nightstand and found some interesting items that he’d filed away for later. He caught sight of the lube and grabbed it, then moved back over to Finnely, still on his hands and knees on the floor. As if he knew he wasn’t supposed to move. Rome’s inner wolf approved wholeheartedly. 

Rome dropped back down on his knees behind Finnely.  

“Why did you open the window? The air-conditioning is—”

Rome shoved two lubed fingers inside of Finnely, cutting off his words, and pumped them into Finnely’s tight hole. 

“Shit,” Finnely muttered, and his head dropped. 

But that wasn’t enough. Rome curled his fingers, drawing out a shout that turned into a long, drawn-out moan. That’s more like it. 

Rome reluctantly withdrew again, and Finnely’s shoulders sagged a little as he sucked in air. It would be the only rest he’d be getting for a while. Rome shoved his pants down and freed his hard cock. He groaned as the air kissed his rigid length. The head of his cock was already wet from his precome. He stroked himself a few times, but the idea of being inside of Finnely was too alluring to prolong it anymore. 

Rome coated his cock in lube before tossing the bottle to the side. He lined up with Finnely’s entrance, placing his free hand on Finnely’s shoulder. His soul felt as if it was vibrating with anticipation. 

“I want the world to know you’re mine,” Rome growled as he pushed into Finnely and bottomed out. 

“Fuck,” Finnely shouted, and he fell forward on his forearms. 

Rome growled and swore under his breath as he was welcomed into fucking heaven. He swallowed thickly, catching his breath and making sure he didn’t give in to his body too fast. Once he felt under control, he pulled out before snapping his hips forward, earning another moan from Finnely. 

Rome lost himself in the feel of Finnely’s body wrapped around his cock and continued to draw the most delicious sounds from him. Finnely didn’t just take it; he was quickly matching Rome thrust for thrust, and their bodies collided in the best rhythmic beat Rome had ever heard. Their sounds overpowered the noise coming from the city below. 

Rome changed the angle, and the moment he did, Finnely shouted so loud, there was no doubt the world had heard him. He tightened around Rome, sucking him in and making it hard to pull out. Rome wrapped his arm around Finnely’s waist and stroked his cock in time with his thrusts. 

“Rome,” Finnely cried out just as hot come splashed out over his fingers and to the floor.

A growl vibrated up Rome’s chest. He pushed Finnely down so his chest lay flat against the wood floor. Rome followed, blanketing his back, and bit down on his shoulder as he rutted against Finnely, chasing after his climax. 

A muffled groan slipped free as stars burst behind his eyelids and shock waves of pleasure rolled through him. It felt never-ending, dragging Rome along for the endless roller-coaster ride of bliss. 

As his orgasm subsided and he could see once again and his toes weren’t tingling, he slowly pulled out of Finnely and rolled over on the floor so he wasn’t crushing him any longer. 

They lay there for a second, both busy catching their breath. Finnely was the first to move, and Rome watched him walk out of the room only to reappear after a few minutes with a warm towel. He cleaned Rome up, and it made him feel cared for, but that was Finnely. 

Finnely smirked down at him. “Come on. The bed is more comfortable.”

Rome got up, not willing to miss snuggling with Finnely. It was his absolute favorite thing to do. It now took second place to having sex with Finnely. 

He got into the bed, and like every night since that day, Finnely pulled him against his chest and wrapped his arms protectively around Rome. They both settled, the sounds from the city still coming from the open window, neither one of them getting up to close it. 

He’d done it, and Finnely had said yes. Even after having Finnely, Rome was shell-shocked. He got lost in his own thoughts as he contemplated the new possibilities their future held now.

Rome curled into Finnely, enjoying the soft touches against his back.

“Rome, are you still awake?” 

“Mmm.” Rome pressed his nose against Finnely’s bare chest and just inhaled him for a second. 

“I know I told you I’m not exactly good with monogamous relationships.”

Rome knew that, and if he’d met Finnely before his life had changed, then he’d probably judge him or walk away, but now he couldn’t even fathom the idea. “Yeah, I know. Why?”

Finnely sighed, and for a second, Rome was sure he wasn’t going to get the answer. “It’s just never worked. I know it sounds like a cop-out, but I’ve always felt as if just two people wasn’t a tangible thing. At least not for me. I tried it with Cambridge, and that was the last time. I need things he couldn’t give me, but I also needed what he could give me.”

Rome didn’t care too much for Cambridge. The asshole was rude and reminded him every single time they saw each other that he hated him. But Rome had smelled Cambridge on Finnely a few times, and he saw them when they were near each other. It was as if they were two magnets getting pulled together. It didn’t matter how often Finnely moved away; Cambridge could stay perfectly still, and Finnely would move right back over to the vampire, and the moment he did, he’d relax instantly. Cambridge was tolerable when Finnely was around. Rome still believed the man should be buried ten feet underground in a superglued coffin inside an iron-welded box, but Finnely saw something in him. 

“As long as I get to have you, I’m happy,” Rome finally said. It might have been crazy, but he felt slightly calmer about them being together, knowing that someone else might catch Finnely when Rome couldn’t. 

Finnely moved, and Rome tilted his head back to look up at him. He pushed his colorful hair back. 

“Are you sure? And don’t worry, I will tell you if I start another relationship,” Finnely said. 

Rome smiled, knowing Finnely would never seek out to hurt him. The man did everything in his power to protect him, and it was honestly one of the many reasons why Rome had fallen in love with Finnely. 

“Like two certain vampires?” Rome asked. 

Finnely stiffened, but he didn’t deny it. Rome laughed how the confident witch seemed to blush over the littlest things in the world was adorable in its way. 

“There is nothing concrete with that yet. But are you going to be okay with it?” 

Rome gave it some serious thought. Vampires still terrified him, but he found that being around Karter’s vampires and the others of the royal family hadn’t bothered him as much. He’d been a lot more terrified of them before, but it had felt like they all went out of their way not to scare him on purpose, as if they were conscious of a broken wolf in their presence. The only one who hadn’t treated him like glass was Cambridge, but he was a piece of shit to everyone, and Rome had found that Cambridge had been the easiest of the vampires to accept and not be a trembling Chihuahua in front of them. 

“Yeah, I’m not going to lie—Cambridge is a piece of work, but I see how he is around you.” It physically pained Rome to compliment the man. “He is decent around you.” 

“Wow, it looked like you were forced to eat puke,” Finnely chuckled and squeezed Rome closer to his body. 

“As for Jacob, he is always smiling at me, which is creepy, but at the same time, I don’t feel like he’s a terrible person. But above all that, I trust you, Finnely. If you say these two give you something that only they can, then I want you to have it.” Rome let out a contented sigh. 

“You have no idea just how creepy he is,” Finnely said. 

But it didn’t sound as if he was put off by it. It felt as if Finnely was turned on by the fact that Jacob was creepy. Rome chuckled, his inner wolf content and surprisingly not jealous. Rome wouldn’t have minded keeping Finnely to himself, but he got the sense that wouldn’t have worked. 

Rome made a mental note to talk to Karter about it. The werewolf had an entire harem of vampires. 

Finnely seemed to relax even more, and as silence descended upon them, Rome felt more at peace with Finnely than ever. There was no longer a barrier between them. He still couldn’t believe it. 

He snuggled up against Finnely once more and let sleep drag his eyes close. He had Finnely, all of him. Some might say that wasn’t the case, but Rome knew for sure he did. The man was his, even if he belonged to others as well. 
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Cambridge sauntered into the shop as if he owned the place, and Finnely couldn’t help but admire the vampire’s pure confidence. He wore an open suit and a crisp white shirt with the top three buttons undone, and Finnely wanted to undo the rest of them. 

“Come along, Firecracker, so you can do what your eyes are promising me,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely bit the inside of his cheek and forced his eyes to meet Cambridge. “Set you on fire?” Finnely couldn’t give in to Cambridge too often. It was fun keeping the vampire on his toes. He was far more powerful than Finnely and had lived his life multiple times over. 

Cambridge smirked as if he knew that wasn’t what Finnely had been thinking at all. 

“If that’s how you plan on getting me naked, I’m willing to give it a try,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely choked on his own saliva as he thought about burning Cambridge’s clothes away in a sexual way and not just to push the vampire’s buttons. 

Fuck, that’s hot. 

Jacob laughed, drawing Finnely’s eyes to him. His bleach-blond hair was in a half updo as laugh lines appeared around his eyes. 

“Looks like you aren’t against that idea,” Jacob so helpfully pointed out.

Finnely rolled his eyes. “Stop paying such close attention to me.”

Jacob just smiled at him, and Finnely knew the man wasn’t going to stop watching him anytime soon. And that should have worried him, but instead, he was filled with excitement and a strange sense of safety. 

“What are you two doing in here anyway? Don’t you have some mysterious thing to do?”

Cambridge cocked a brow, not laughing at all at Finnely’s suggestion that vampires were mysterious on fucking purpose, but Jacob got it. He chuckled behind Cambridge. 

“We were in the area,” Cambridge said. 

“That’s all I’m getting on the subject?” 

Cambridge shrugged, and Finnely questioned why he was into the vampire again. Did assholes just do it for him? 

“Okay, well, you stopped by; you can keep it moving now.”

Finnely moved around them and headed for his wall of leather material to do something with himself. He felt eyes on him the entire time. His flesh broke out in goose bumps the farther he moved away from the vampires. 

Just as Finnely touched the wall, a small gust of wind fluttered through his colorful hair. It was the only warning he’d got just as a hard body pressed up against him. He knew instantly who it was; he had been pressed firmly against the vampire often. 

“Cambridge, what do you think you’re doing?” Finnely was surprised by how steady his voice was. 

Cambridge pressed up against him usually had his voice shaking and his cock taking notice. His length had taken notice, but Finnely was doing a bang-up job of ignoring the little bastard. 

Elegant fingers threaded through his hair, and the moment they tightened and the small kiss of pain joined the lust that already thrummed through his veins, Finnely knew he was a goner. A heady groan tumbled free before he could catch it. 

“I’m here to remind you where you belong,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely licked his lips and stared into Cambridge’s eyes, his head tilted with Cambridge holding a fistful of his hair. 

“Oh yeah, and where is that?”

Cambridge smiled and moved closer till his lips brushed Finnely’s as he spoke. “Under me.”

Finnely bit Cambridge’s lip before he could think better of it. The vampire groaned, and in a flash, Finnely found himself shoved against the wall. Some boxes fell, but he couldn’t find it in him to care as Cambridge’s mouth met his and the world melted away.

Finnely allowed himself to drown in the kiss for a moment longer before he bit Cambridge’s tongue. The coppery tang of blood with the earthy taste of vampire coated his tongue. 

Cambridge groaned and only deepened the kiss, and Finnely pushed against him. But his hands were gathered up and slammed once again against the wall. 

Shit. His cock was hard and straining against his jeans.

Cambridge pulled back, and his ice-blue eyes pinned Finnely to the spot. He was like a god staring into his soul and just with a look alone trying to make him bow to his power. And fuck Finnely sideways if he wasn’t contemplating getting to his knees for the arrogant fuck.

Oh, and while he was on his knees, he could unzip Cambridge’s pants and free his hard cock. The one he felt pressed against him and begging for attention. Finnely’s mouth watered at the thought, and he licked his lips as his gaze traveled down Cambridge’s body. 

“Fuck off, Cambridge. I’m at work,” Finnely said 

“Why don’t you put that mouth to some good use?” Cambridge shot back. 

And it took everything in Finnely not to groan like a two-dollar hooker.

A deep growl pulled Finnely from his lust-filled moment, and he shook his head just as Rome’s hands wrapped around his arm and pulled him taut against his naked chest.

Ah, shit. The moon goddess was fucking testing Finnely all around. He shivered against Rome’s hot flesh and swallowed thickly. All three of the men he desired equally but in different ways stood before him. 

“Keep your hands off of him,” Rome growled.

“Watch yourself, mutt. I have no problems skinning you alive,” Cambridge said coldly.

Finnely shook his head and stood up taller before either of them could get any further. “Cambridge, don’t, and Rome, don’t start with him.” Finnely turned to face Rome, placing his palms on Rome’s warm cheeks and forcing him to look at him.

Any sane person knew that giving Cambridge his back would be a terrible idea, but Finnely knew Cambridge, and he knew he wouldn’t attack him.

“Rome, we talked about this,” Finnely started. What if Rome couldn’t handle him being with Cambridge?

“I know, but he is an asshole. And you sounded like you didn’t want it.”

Cambridge scoffed. “And what did you think you could do, mutt?”

Rome growled, and his beast flashed in his hazel eyes. Finnely sighed. How in the world was he supposed to explain that was his thing with Cambridge? They went back and forth until Cambridge dominated Finnely, bending him to his will. Finnely wasn’t submissive, but he loved being dominated. It was a huge difference. It shouldn’t be so hard, especially since Rome had conquered him already, but still, he found his tongue sticking to the roof of his mouth.

“Tell him the truth, Firecracker. You were panting for it,” Cambridge said, and Finnely was sure it was just to piss Rome off. 

Finnely glanced to Jacob for help, but he looked too busy laughing at the situation to be actually fucking help. Finnely swore the man had been a clown in his past life or something.

“Look, you two need to get over thi—”

Finnely froze in place, and fear curled around his shoulders and weighed down on him like lead. In his shop doorway were two elders and other fellow witches from the coven. 

“Son of a bitch,” he murmured. 

All three deadly creatures turned to regard the three witches. The room filled with tension, so thick Finnely practically choked on it. 

How long had they been standing there, and what exactly and they heard and seen? Fuck, he should have been more careful. His shop was public, and any witch from his coven could walk in. But he’d allowed himself to get wrapped up in the three men before him. 

“Is there a problem, Finnely?” Elder Graize asked. 

Finnely smiled at him, but he was sure it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Everything is perfectly fine, sir. Just another day in the shop.” He hoped to the fucking goddess that they bought it. 

But the way their assessing gaze roamed over Rome, Cambridge, and Jacob said otherwise. Finnely’s stomach turned with unease, and he pulled Rome closer to him. He didn’t too much like the way they were looking at them. He knew for certain Cambridge and Jacob could more than stand on their own against witches, but he wasn’t sure about Rome yet. 

Elder Graize’s eyes zeroed in on Finnely’s hand wrapped around Rome’s wrist before cocking a brow at him in question, one Finnely had no desire to answer at the moment, if ever. 

“We decided to check in on you, but we can see that you are busy—working?”

Finnely wasn’t sure what to say to the questioning tone, but he didn’t need to as Jacob moved and all three witches turned to him, their hands free and ready to cast a spell if need be. 

The faintest touch of magic sparked against Finnely’s skin, but before he could say anything, the elders bid their farewells, never giving their backs to the predators in the room.

The moment they left, Finnely let out a breath and let Rome go.

“Fuck,” Finnely said. He pushed his fingers through his hair. 

“What?” Rome was there, worry in his hazel eyes. 

Finnely couldn’t quite meet Rome’s gaze. 

“Guessing those were your coven members?” Jacob asked. The glint in his eyes promised bloodshed, and Finnely needed to shut that down right away. 

“Don’t do anything crazy, Jacob. And yes, in fact, two of them were the elders.” 

Rome glanced back at the door. “And it’s a bad thing they saw us?”

Finnely nodded. “They aren’t exactly accepting of my choice of clientele.” 

“I can make them disappear,” Jacob said. 

“No,” Cambridge said in unison with Finnely. 

“They aren’t some twelve-year-old kids. One of them was already performing magic the moment he walked in,” Cambridge warned. 

Finnely tugged on the end of his hair. Just when he thought lady luck was looking out for him, she took a massive shit on his life. 

“I’m just going to close up shop and wait for the call,” Finnely said. He started gathering his shit. He had his leather jacket and keys in hand. His mind was going over everything they might have seen. 

Jacob’s hand stopped him from leaving, and he was pulled into the ocean depths that were Jacob’s eyes.  

“I can bring you their heads with their tongues severed. That way no one will know,” Jacob offered. 

Why was it so sweet that he was offering such a bloody, traumatizing sight to Finnely? 

“No, that’s okay. I was going to need to tell them sooner or later. They knew about Cambridge once or about a vampire once, but—” They’d made it very clear that he was to not place the coven in such danger again. Although not once had Cambridge attacked them or shown his face to any member. But they had felt Finnely’s relationship somehow placed them all in harm’s way because a brokenhearted vampire would slaughter an entire coven or some shit. 

Finnely shook his head. “Thanks, but let’s just see what the hell they come up with. Push comes to shove, I’ll find a new coven.” But it would never be that easy. Finnely just hoped it wouldn’t get to that point.
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A week had gone by, and Finnely hadn’t been summoned or called or reprimanded in any way. He wasn’t breaking any rules—well, any written rules—but he knew what the coven had thought about the other supernaturals in the world. 

And Finnely couldn’t even have pretended that they were just customers. He’d been caught red-handed lying all up on Rome, eye fucking the hell out of Jacob, and practically flirting with Cambridge, even if it came in the form of insults and the vampire threatening to teach him a lesson. A lesson Finnely wouldn’t have been upset about learning one bit. 

“Why the fuck did they have to come to the shop?” Finnely grumbled for the twentieth time since that day. 

“Are you sure you’re okay by yourself?” Rome asked. 

Finnely nodded. He’d been cooped up at home. He’d shut down the shop for the past few days in anticipation, but nothing happened, and he’d soon need to open back up to take in some orders. It wasn’t as if he needed a crap ton of money, but his work allowed him to flex his magic more often. 

But with him keeping himself cooped up, he’d inadvertently made Rome do so as well. But Rome was a werewolf, and he needed to go out and be all animally or something. 

“Go be with your pack,” Finnely said, making sure to smile. He didn’t want Rome forcing himself to stay and miss out on pack time. He might not have been able to change, but he still got something out of it, and Finnely didn’t want to rob him of that. 

“I can stay,” Rome said. 

Finnely shook his head. “No, go have fun. Sniff each other’s butts.”

Rome’s face scrunched up in disgust, and Finnely couldn’t help but laugh. “Is that what you think we do?”

Finnely shrugged. He didn’t really think that, but he’d been to a dog park before, and he pretty much thought that’s what wolf packs were about. 

Rome shook his head, laughing. “I’m telling Karter just so he can call you and get on your nerves.”

Finnely groaned, but he couldn’t say he hated that idea. Karter had a way of making him laugh at the stupidest shit. 

“I’ll be fine. I know how much this means to you,” Finnely said. 

They were going to try and get Rome to shift; his wolf presence was stronger than ever, and Lynk was sure his ability to shift was going to come any day. They just needed to help him along. Rome was excited with the potential of shifting. 

“Okay,” Rome said as he leaned forward, and Finnely couldn’t help but smile as he kissed him. 

He cupped Rome’s face, running the pads of his fingers along the smooth line of his jaw to the back of his neck. Finnely pushed his fingers into the tight coils of Rome’s hair and tugged, earning a growl from the werewolf. 

The eyes of the wolf flashed in Rome’s gaze. “You’re doing a shit job of convincing me to go.”

Warmth spread throughout Finnely’s chest and to the pit of his stomach. They didn’t have time for a quickie, but shit, he seriously thought about it. Instead, Finnely kissed Rome once more, biting his bottom lip before shuffling the man out the door. 

“I’ll be here when you get home.” Trying not to worry about the damn coven kicking me out. He didn’t say the last bit, but it was heavily implied. 

He closed the door and went about distracting himself. Time flew by as he lost himself in a few projects, he was contemplating just calling the coven himself to get the inevitable over with. But Finnely chickened out the moment the phone was in his hands. He didn’t have the balls to call Martha. She’d probably be the most understanding out of everyone, even if she had her judgments about vampires and werewolves. 

Finnely sighed and went to take a shower. As the hot water started up, he thought about the other coven in the city. It was small, just four people, and he’d heard they were extremely young, which meant they’d no doubt disband in a year or so. Another heavy sigh left him, and he got under the hot spray of water. 

He just stood there, allowing the hot water to help ease his tight muscles. With all his freaking free time, he’d started working out with Rome, but there needed to be a damn warning sign about working out with a werewolf. They went ten times longer than a sane person, and they tended to get overly competitive. 

Finnely started to wash his hair when the fine hairs on the back of his neck tingled. He didn’t hesitate as he whispered a spell and yanked the curtain back, ready to light a bitch up. 

Except he came face-to-face with his own personal stalker. 

“Jacob, what the fuck?” Finnely shouted. 

Jacob’s blue eyes skated down Finnely’s naked, wet body, and he unashamedly stared at Finnely’s cock for far too long. Finnely started to get hard, and he groaned and yanked the shower curtain in front of him. 

Laughter filled the bathroom. “Why are you trying to hide from me? I’ve seen it all.”

Of course he has. “What are you doing here? And I thought we agreed that you would knock now.”

“I did.”

“And so, when I didn’t answer, your logical response was to break into my place?”

“Technically, it’s not breaking in if I have a key.” As if to prove himself, Jacob held a copy of Finnely’s house keys. 

“Motherfucker.”

Jacob snatched the keys back before Finnely could grab them. Damn vampires. 

“Are you just here to watch me?”

Jacob pulled the shower curtain back once more, and Finnely oddly felt exposed, but he didn’t grab it again. Finnely decided to ignore Jacob and went back to washing his hair. He might have washed his body a little slower than usual, letting the suds run down his body before getting under the spray of water. 

Finnely peeked through his lashes, watching Jacob as he hungrily stared at Finnely. It was intoxicating to know that the vampire who could easily get anyone he wanted was lusting so hard after Finnely. 

“Are you done?” Jacob asked. 

Finnely rinsed the conditioner from his hair before he got out. “Maybe.” He stayed under the hot spray of water, trying to see what Jacob would do. 

The vampire moved so fast his movements were nothing but a blur. He turned off the water and wrapped Finnely in a towel, all in a few seconds. 

Finnely found himself pressed against Jacob’s firm body. Finnely wasn’t some small man either. He was just as tall as Jacob and built the same as well. Jacob just had the added strength of his vampire-enhanced body. 

Finnely yelped as he was moved from the bathroom to the bedroom and tossed onto the bed. 

“What was that for?” He was laughing, but he was trying to pull off serious and failing tremendously at it. 

“You decided to tease me, so I will show you what that gets you,” Jacob said. A devilish smile was firmly on his face.

Finnely’s heart skipped a beat at the implications of Jacob’s words. “Now wait a minute. What do you have planned?” Finnely asked as he backpedaled on the bed, nearly sitting up. 

Jacob wrapped his hand around Finnely’s ankle and yanked him back down the bed, and he swore under his breath. He pushed up on his elbows to look at Jacob as he spoke to him, but he didn’t get to say anything as Jacob took Finnely’s stiff length into his mouth and swirled his tongue around the sensitive head. 

“Shit,” Finnely moaned. He fell back against the bed as Jacob teased his cock with licks. 

Jacob moaned, and the vibrations had Finnely’s toes curling and his back arching as he tried to shove his cock down Jacob’s throat. But Jacob wouldn’t let him. 

Finnely growled in frustration, but Jacob cupped his balls and rolled them, making Finnely spread his legs wider as he waded in the sea of pleasure. 

It was as if Jacob was purposefully keeping him on the edge of climax but not allowing Finnely that last final push. Motherfucker was teasing him. 

Finnely thrashed as it got to be too much. Jacob changed up how fast or how slow he went. Finnely was reduced to just curses and moans as Jacob had his fun. 

Finnely’s pleasure was building up once again, and he knew the inevitable was going to happen again. Jacob was going to change it up, and he was going to miss out on another orgasm, but as Jacob continued to suck his cock, Finnely’s balls pulled up, and before he knew it, he was coming in Jacob’s mouth with a shout. 

Finnely panted and pushed his fingers through his still-damp hair and stared at Jacob. He opened his mouth to say “Finally,” but he didn’t get a chance. 

Jacob grinned before he pushed Finnely’s legs wider, making him accommodate Jacob’s broad shoulders. A wet tongue pressed against his taint and made Finnely’s body sing in rapture. He’d just come, and his body was still dealing with the aftershocks. But that didn’t seem to matter to Jacob as he lapped at Finnely’s hole. 

No words could explain the amount of pleasure he was getting at once. It damn near hurt how much he was receiving. He thrashed against the bed, and on instinct, he pinched his own nipples, heightening his own pleasure. 

He was fucking floating. “Yes,” he shouted. 

Jacob bit one of his ass cheeks before pushing his tongue inside, driving Finnely off the fucking edge. He’d never in his life come back-to-back like that. He hadn’t even known it was possible. 

“Again?” Jacob licked his lips as if he was feeding from Finnely like a damn succubus. 

Finnely shook his head. He was already getting too high from his climaxes. If he kept going, his very heart might stop. 

Jacob’s skillful tongue danced along Finnely’s inner thigh, making him moan. He attempted to close his legs, but the vampire overpowered him easily. 

“Damn it, Jacob. No more.” Finnely had already come twice—wasn’t that good enough? “We can switch it up, and I can—”

Jacob bit down on the soft flesh of Finnely’s thigh and turned his words into a heady groan. Jacob bent him in half as he went back to feasting on Finnely’s ass. He was giving him the rim job of a lifetime. 

Finnely gripped Jacob’s hair to push him away, but a hand wrapped around his come- and saliva-covered cock, rendering him helpless. A plea spilled from his lips as Jacob played with his sensitive body, but he was like a man on a mission, and nothing would deter him. 

The words echoing around the room weren’t asking for Jacob to stop but to keep going to destroy Finnely. Fuck, he had it bad.

Jacob forced another orgasm from him, and as if he wanted to actually reduce Finnely to tears, he forced him to have another one right after. Finnely was ready to scream for someone to intervene. 

Jacob’s mouth was wet and wrapped so tightly around his cock that it was like heaven and hell all in one. Fucking vampires didn’t need to breathe, and Jacob made sure Finnely felt the true effect of that. He kept Finnely in his throat, swallowing on repeat and groaning, the vibration going straight to his aching balls. 

Finnely was like putty in Jacob’s hands, and he knew exactly how to shape and mold him. He was losing himself quickly and hard. He dug his fingers into Jacob’s hair. The silky strands were gliding through his fingers as he gripped them through an earth-shattering climax. 

Stars sparkled in his vision as Finnely sagged back against the bed. He was twitching uncontrollably. Jacob pulled his mouth off him, swallowing greedily as he licked his lips. 

Finnely’s eyes felt heavy as he lay there, spent. He couldn’t so much as fathom twitching his toes. The mere thought felt like it would take too much energy to do. 

“Aww, now I can have my way with you,” Jacob teased. 

Finnely’s head lolled to the side, and he looked at the vampire. “You’vehadyourwaywithmeready.” His words slurred and ran together. 

Jacob stared down at him with mischief dancing in his blue eyes. “That was just the warm-up.”

“Fuck my life,” Finnely groaned out. He didn’t have it in him. Jacob had thoroughly taken him apart. 

Light laughter filled the room from Jacob. “Now you get it.”

Finnely could barely think straight, and Jacob thought he was about to pull another orgasm out of him. Yeah, he doubted it was happening. 

“I can see the doubt in your eyes, and it hurts me right here,” Jacob said, pointing to his heart. “This dead organ can still feel things, you know.”

Finnely blew out a breath. “What are you trying to do, start it back up by fucking me unconscious?” 

Jacob’s eyes lit up, and he was on top of Finnely in a flash. He gathered his wrists together and slammed them against the bed. 

“What a great idea.”

Finnely gawked at the vampire. He couldn’t be serious. “What idea? Making a vampire’s heart beat is impo—”

“No, not that one.” Jacob’s fangs dropped as his gaze zeroed in on Finnely’s neck. “I’m aiming for blackout.”

Finnely’s heart picked up its pace, and he stared into Jacob’s eyes, trying to see how serious he was. And shit, the vampire looked deadly serious. 

“Jacob,” Finnely warned. 

But he was met with a cocky smile. The vampire hummed, unfazed by Finnely’s warning tone.

“This isn’t bingo,” Finnely argued. 

Jacob chuckled. “If it was, I can’t win until I get blackout.”

The vampire was batshit crazy, and Finnely was stupidly into it.

Jacob let Finnely’s hands go. “Keep them there. If you move them, well, you know punishments will be delivered.”

Shit, shit, shit. Finnely just nodded, knowing there was no talking Jacob out of it, especially when the look of determination appeared in his blue eyes. 

Jacob finally started to get undressed. He pulled off the suit jacket he wore and revealed a holster holding a gun on each side, and Finnely was assaulted by the images of what Jacob had said in that coffee shop so long ago. His heart thrashed wildly in his chest as his cock started to get hard against all fucking odds. 

“Oh, are you getting excited about these?” Jacob asked, pulling out the sleek black gun. He kept it pointed away from Finnely and toward the floor. But some wild notion in Finnely’s head begged for Jacob to turn it on him. 

“The sound of your heart is making me hungry,” Jacob said. His fangs dropped down, and he flicked his tongue against the point of his fangs. 

Finnely wasn’t going to say shit. Nope. He wasn’t going to fall into begging again. Jacob might have won the first time, but Finnely was determined to hold out. 

A warm chuckle tumbled out of Jacob, and it had the effect of making Finnely’s balls tingle. 

Jacob moved over to the nightstand and opened it. His eyebrows shot up, and he grabbed a vibrator and the butt plug from their satin pouches. 

“First time seeing them?” Finnely asked. His voice slightly wavered, but he held firm, still keeping his hands where Jacob had placed them. His legs were still spread, and his naked flesh on display. 

Jacob’s gorgeous blue eyes danced along Finnely’s skin, making it feel as if a hot caress had kissed everywhere he looked. 

“I was a bit distracted,” Jacob said. 

“By watching me like a creepy stalker? Although I feel like I should take some points away from you for this slipup.” What in the flying hell was he even saying? Was he seriously flirting about Jacob’s stalking habits?

“I can’t argue with that. So, for that reason, I’ll let you choose. Which bag?” 

Jacob started to fix his hair; it looked as if he’d fought with a bear, the bleach-blond strands sticking up all over the place. But all too quickly, Jacob was the sight of perfection again, and Finnely couldn’t wait to make a mess of him once more. 

Finnely looked between the two bags. “And if I don’t want to?” 

Jacob said nothing, but Finnely saw his choice being taken away all too quickly, and knowing Jacob, the vampire would just use both. 

“The blue one,” Finnely said. It held his vibrator. He hadn’t used it in a while; the last time he’d touched it was before Rome started to sleep in his bed with him.

A thrill of excitement and dread swirled in the pit of his stomach. He couldn’t believe he was going to be forced to come a sixth time. 

Jacob nodded and grabbed the lube before he came back to the bed. His gaze was glued to Finnely, watching everything he did. It was exhilarating as much as it was creepy. 

“I’m going to have fun with this.”

Finnely didn’t get to say anything as fingers pushed inside of him and stole his breath away. His back arched as he fought to keep his hands where Jacob had placed them. 

“I should taste you again,” Jacob said. 

Finnely groaned both in agony and pleasure. He doubted he could handle Jacob’s mouth anymore. The man knew his body like it was his own. Finnely would be dry coming in a matter of seconds. 

Laughter filled the room as Jacob curled his fingers inside of him and pressed heavily against Finnely’s prostate. Finnely’s arms flew up as he shouted, his body jerking with the onslaught of too much pleasure. 

“Now you need to be punished,” Jacob said. 

He withdrew his fingers, and Finnely shook his head. He opened his mouth a few times, trying to get it to work. “You cheated.”

Jacob chuckled. “Prove it.”

How in the fuck was he supposed to do that?

“Do you have it on video?” Their gazes met, and Jacob held him there by it alone as he lubed up the vibrator. 

“No, why would I have one in my bedroom?”

Jacob looked fucking disappointed by that fact. He sighed. “Don’t worry. I’ll set one up for you. In fact, I’ll have them placed all around the apartment.”

“Hell n—” Finnely’s words were cut off as Jacob turned the vibrator on and pressed it against his taint. His mind went blank as his body experienced shock waves of steady pleasure. 

Fuck, what was he saying no to again?

Jacob gave him a break, pulling away the vibrator that had been wreaking havoc on him. Finnely sucked in a rigid breath as the sound of a zipper coming undone echoed around the room. He glanced down and moaned at the sight of Jacob’s hard cock. 

It was long and curved slightly up. He just knew it would hit all types of new spots and fuck him sideways. He was hard and ready to have another orgasm. 

“See something you like?” Jacob teased. 

Finnely spread his legs even more. “I don’t know. I like to test out my rides before buying.” 

Jacob went still before he started laughing. “Ah, you truly are a treat, Finnely.” 

Instead of him pushing his cock into Finnely, he pushed the vibrator in, and Finnely couldn’t stop the slight whine of disappointment from leaving him, but it didn’t last long as Jacob fucked him with his vibrator. 

Finnely gripped the sheets as he swore, tingles wrapping around the base of his cock and threatening to make him come too soon. 

“Hold off as long as you can, or we will go again,” Jacob threatened. 

Fuck that. 

Jacob stopped thrusting the vibrator into him, and Finnely sucked in gulps of air. His body was on fire. His hands ached with how hard he was holding on to the sheets. 

“You look good like this,” Jacob complimented. 

Finnely looked at the man who was trying to destroy him and flipped him off. “You should see me when I’m getting myself off.”

Jacob’s eyes lit up like fireworks. “Oh, I plan to.”

Finnely didn’t get to reply as he felt pressure at his entrance, the vibrator still firmly in his ass.

“Fuck, you’re not going to do what I think you’re going to do.”

“Of course I am,” Jacob laughed. 

Words halted as Jacob pushed inside of him, stretching Finnely past his limits. It was too much. He was too full, and there was no way in hell he could keep him in there along with the vibrator. 

Jacob kept pushing, and Finnely swore as colors danced in his vision. The vibrator moved inside of him, and as pain started winning out against the pleasure, the vibrations attacked his prostate, and blinding ecstasy shot up through him. 

“Jacob,” Finnely cried out on a sob. 

A soothing cold hand rubbed circles on his overly heated skin. Finnely realized Jacob wasn’t pushing in anymore. The vampire was perfectly still as his blue gaze stayed focused on him. Finnely sucked in air, not feeling as if he was getting enough. 

As the seconds ticked by, he grew accustomed to the fullness and relaxed just the tiniest bit. Jacob took that moment to pull out and thrust shallowly in. Finnely expected pain, but it was just a dull ache. He groaned as the movement had the vibrator moving against his prostate. 

Finnely closed his eyes as he let Jacob have his way with his body. 

“Open your eyes,” Jacob commanded. 

Finnely’s eyes snapped open, and he moaned louder as Jacob snapped his hips forward. 

“Watch me,” Jacob said. 

How could he not? Jacob was breathtaking, and as he laid claim to Finnely’s body, he was trying to figure out why he hadn’t given in to the man before. 

Tingles started at the base of his spine, and Finnely’s back arched. A hand wrapped tight around his cock too tight, and just as Finnely’s climax was building to the point of no return and tried to crash through him, he was denied. 

“Shit god motherfucking damn it,” Finnely swore as frustration at his lack of release boiled under his skin. 

He came down, his cock still hard and aching to come, and his body trembled with the need. “Why?” 

Jacob smirked at him. “Punishment.”

Finnely growled. “You can’t fucking spank like a normal person?”

Jacob laughed at him. “You’d enjoy it too much.”

Jacob rolled his hips, and for a second, Finnely forgot about his anger as more pleasure sparked to life inside him. 

Finnely lifted his hips slightly, but he couldn’t get good footing spread the way he was. More laughter filled the room, and Finnely was seriously starting to get turned on by the sound. 

Jacob slowed down, and Finnely caught the whine before it left him. The vibrator was taken out of him, and he gasped at the feeling of being empty just as Jacob pulled out too. 

“Turn over,” Jacob said. 

He moved back slightly to give Finnely room. The vampire nearly looked unfazed. Finnely ached to touch Jacob, to trace all the man’s muscles and feel his flesh under the pads of his fingers.

He did as he was told and forced his shaky limbs to move. Jacob grabbed his waist and sank back into him when he was on his hands and knees. 

“Fuck.”

“We are,” Jacob groaned out. 

Finnely’s head fell forward as he took the powerful thrusts coming from Jacob. Finnely started to push back, meeting Jacob thrust for thrust. He wanted the vampire just as affected by the joining together as he was.

Pure ecstasy coursed through his veins. Finnely shouted as Jacob pulled him up onto his knees, and his back was flush to his back. Finnely was barely hanging on, but Jacob was jammed hard against his prostate, making sparks light up and down his spine with the new angle. 

He breathed heavily as the vampire behind him tried to eradicate him. The discarded vibrator next to him was placed against his hip, and the vibration traveled through Finnely’s body, making him groan in pleasure. 

“Jacob. Fuck I’m close,” he warned. 

The vampire laughed—actually fucking laughed—as he picked up the pace. “How close are we talking here?” His tongue tickled the shell of Finnely’s ear, making him swear under his breath. 

He had nothing to hold on to, nothing to sink his nails into as the world started to crash around him. Finnely tossed his arms back and clutched tightly onto Jacob as if he was the last lifeline he had. 

Fangs scraped against his shoulder, making Finnely shiver, and he tilted his neck, offering it to Jacob, wordlessly begging for him to bite him and to drink from the vein. 

Something glittered in Finnely’s peripheral, and he turned to see it was a Swiss blade. Jacob twirled it around his skilled fingers, all while he continued to thrust into Finnely. 

It was hard as hell to pay attention, but it didn’t matter. Jacob slammed into him, and Finnely’s eyes fluttered close as pure bliss shot through him like a fucking drug. 

Something sharp pricked his skin right along his jawline. Finnely’s eyes flashed open once he realized what it was. Adrenaline rushed through him, making him grip Jacob tighter. His nails were biting into the vampire’s flesh. 

He squeezed down tighter around Jacob’s cock as the realization sank in. Jacob had him at his complete mercy with the blade resting against his throat. One wrong move and Finnely could say goodbye to the world. It should have been a boner killer, and yet Finnely’s cock jerked, and precome dripped from his slit. 

He was afraid to talk, his tongue heavy in his mouth as all he could do was stay still as Jacob continued to wreck his body with pleasure. 

“I could slit your throat right here and now and continue to fuck you as you gasp and cling to your life,” Jacob whispered against Finnely’s ear. 

A heady groan spilled free as his back arched, making him slightly push against the knife. The kiss of pain only fueled his pleasure even more. 

“You’re one depraved soul, Finnely.” Jacob bit his ear. “My corrupt witch.” 

“No,” Finnely forced out, but he really wanted to scream yes. That he was, in fact, Jacob’s little fucked-up witch. He wanted it, all of it, to roll in the depravity that only Jacob gave him. To be used and given a glimpse of death. 

Jacob chuckled, his warm breath ghosting over Finnely’s shoulder. “Tell the truth.” 

The blade moved from his neck, and Finnely whimpered from the loss. 

“Please,” Finnely choked out. 

“Hell yes. Beg more for me.” 

Jacob’s thrusts were punishing, borderline too much, but Finnely loved it all the same. He didn’t have the strength to hold out anymore. The pleading spilled from him before he even noticed his lips moving and words coming out of him. 

“Please, Jacob, don’t stop.” Finnely panted as air sawed in and out of his lungs. “Show me I’m yours.”

It was as if Finnely had snapped the wire holding Jacob back. The blade was once again placed against his throat, forcing him to tilt his head to the side. The vibrator moved from his hip to against his cock. 

“Fu—” Finnely’s breath caught in his lungs as Jacob sank his fangs into his flesh. 

The vibration, the sharp blade, Jacob’s thick cock, and the fangs in his neck were the end of Finnely. It was the perfect mixture of pain and pleasure that had fireworks bursting throughout his body. White light blinded him as his climax grabbed him and robbed him of all his senses. 

Fluffy clouded bliss surrounded Finnely as he reached heights he wasn’t sure were real. 

Jacob might have actually gone and done it—killed Finnely. 

Finnely slowly came to, and he blinked a few times, his vision blurry as hell. The first thing he noticed was the warm cloth slipping between his ass. He was so fucking sore he doubted he’d be walking anytime soon. At least until he got his hands on some healing potions. 

Finnely groaned and turned his head on the pillow, his hair covering his eyes. 

“Oh, you’re awake,” Jacob said in such a light tone that Finnely swore right then and there Jacob was the fucking devil himself. 

The bed dipped, Jacob’s fingers brushed his hair from his face, and his playful blue eyes captured Finnely. He was surprised to see a hunger in the man’s eyes as if he hadn’t just had Finnely in every way possible. 

Finnely opened his mouth to tell Jacob no more, that he forfeited, but the vampire leaned forward and stole a kiss instead. It was so light and filthy that Finnely forgot why he should object to Jacob touching him again. 

Jacob pulled back, a smile playing his lips. 

“You got blackout,” Finnely said. 

Jacob laughed. “Yes, I did, and it was well worth it. I might have to go for four blackouts in a row.”

Finnely’s heart stuttered from the thought. “I will die.”

“Mmm, but it’s a good way to go out, don’t you think?”

Finnely just stared at the bastard. He wanted to believe Jacob was joking with him, but he was fairly sure the vampire was serious. 

“Finnely,” Rome called out. “It smells like Jac—oh.”

Finnely wasn’t sure what to say or do at the moment. He glanced over his shoulder to check Rome’s reaction, waiting to see if he really would be okay with sharing Finnely. 

“Hello, little wolf,” Jacob greeted. 

“Not little,” Rome growled, but he moved farther into the room and made his way to the bed. He bent over and took Finnely’s mouth into a kiss. 

“Welcome back,” Finnely said lamely. 

Rome smiled at him, but his hazel eyes faced the vampire still sitting next to Finnely. “Are you staying, Jacob?”

His tone was surprisingly devoid of a growl. 

“Maybe one day, but are you sure you don’t want to fight me for having my way with him?” Jacob teased, running his fingertips down Finnely’s spine. 

“No, I already know I have Finnely. What we have is real,” Rome said. 

“Confident fits you, little wolf,” Jacob said. He stood. “I can’t stay tonight. Maybe we can have fun another night. Maybe show your little wolf just how desperate you can get.”

Finnely flipped Jacob off as he left, laughing. 

Rome stripped and climbed into bed, curling around Finnely. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Finnely asked. 

Rome nuzzled against him, making him relax further. “Yeah. When I smelled sex, all I could think about was that I missed out, but when I saw the smile and glow on your face, it made me strongly happy.”

Finnely turned in the bed, wincing slightly, and made a mental note to grab a potion first thing in the morning. For now, he’d enjoy the ache and curl around Rome. 
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“Rome, let’s go,” Finnely called out. 

He grabbed his bike keys. They could have taken his truck, but he preferred the feeling of the open road. And the bonus of Rome pressed firmly against his ass. There was honestly nothing better. 

Rome poked his head out of the bathroom, a toothbrush hanging from his mouth. “One second,” he mumbled out. 

Finnely leaned against the wall and pulled his phone out when he got a ding. 

Jacob: You should wear the jeans with more holes in them

Finnely: I am

Jacob: No, you aren’t. They are in your top drawer on the right-hand side. 

Finnely froze in place and looked around the room. There was no way Jacob was here; Rome would have smelled him by now. Finnely licked his lips as another ping alerted him to another message. 

Jacob: Stop just standing there. Little wolf is nearly done, and you need to be changed already. 

“Motherfucker.”

Rome came out of the bathroom. “What?”

Finnely started lifting stuff and moving it around, looking for the damn cameras the vampire had no doubt placed in his apartment. He’d completely forgotten about Jacob’s threat. Bastard. 

Jacob: You won’t find them. :X

Finnely: When I see you, I am going to set your ass on fire. You come here and take them all down.

Jacob: :X

Finnely growled at his phone. 

“What, there are cameras here?” Rome asked, looking over Finnely’s shoulder. 

“Yes.”

“Why is he such a creep?” Rome asked, but he was laughing, and Finnely couldn’t help but join in. 

“Oh, want to have some fun in front of the cameras?” Rome asked in a sultry voice. 

Finnely licked his lips as his cock hardened at the thought of making Jacob watch them together. So maybe he wasn’t so angry about the camera as he should be. 

Rome pulled Finnely down for a kiss, and they groaned into each other’s mouths as they deepened on the kiss. Finnely’s phone pinged four times before he pulled back with a breathy chuckle. 

“You better check that.”

Jacob: Turn slightly to the right so I can get a better view.

Jacob: You have about ten minutes to spare. Strip the little wolf. 

Jacob: I will need to add microphones next time I stop by. 

Jacob: Does the little wolf top you?

Finnely rolled his eyes at every single message. 

Finnely: Fuck you. You get nothing and take these damn cameras down.

Finnely pocketed his phone. “You’re ready, Rome?”

“Yeah.” 

They left the apartment and made their way to the suburban area just outside of Multicity and a little farther to the ritzy, glam side of town. 

Finnely took the corner hard, making Rome squeeze tighter around him, and he let out a groan. He parked all too soon, ending the tortuous but exhilarating ride. 

“I know you took those turns on purpose,” Rome said. 

Finnely grabbed the helmet and put both of them away. “Maybe I just like feeling your cock up against my ass.”

Rome growled and took a step toward Finnely, but the front door flew open. 

“About motherfucking time,” Karter said. 

Finnely had already noticed Cambridge’s car wasn’t there yet, so it wasn’t as if they’d been the ones to hold up the meeting. He’d heard there had been more and more meetings with the government of the city. It had been determined that the false king hadn’t swayed Multicity government. And as they were learning about the true rulers of their city, they were more than eager to work with them. No human still had been invited into the private meetings. No one was willing to place all of their trust in them. It was agreed their lives were too short, which resulted in them choosing the path that would lead to their best chances of living right then and there and not a hundred years later.

Karter tossed his arm over Finnely’s shoulder just as he walked into the mansion.

“Oh, look, it’s a walking campfire,” Karter joked. 

Finnely rolled his eyes. “Says the labradoodle.”

Karter laughed. “Fuck you. I am no labradoodle. My fur is silky straight.”

They laughed and poked fun at each other. Avery, Faith, and Lola had joined them. The moment Cambridge walked into the house, Finnely’s gaze instantly went to the vampire. 

“What is it between you two?” Lola asked. 

Finnely had heard the question a million times, and every time, he’d said nothing, but it was getting harder and harder to believe that. Sure, they had broken it off, but Cambridge kept drawing him back in, and it was getting difficult to keep that in mind. 

“Nothing.”

“Yeah, and I can’t suck cock,” Karter said. 

“Why the fuck are you like this?” Lola asked, her face scrunched up in disgust. 

She looked so much like her twin brother it was uncanny. 

“I’m just saying I give a bomb-ass blow job, so there is something going on between the two of them,” Karter argued. 

Finnely got up and cracked his knuckles. “Or your vampires are sparing your feelings and not telling you that you really suck.”

Finnely walked away from Karter before the man started comparing blow job notes. Rome brushed up against Finnely just as they entered the meeting room. Finnely didn’t even fight it anymore. He went and sat next to Cambridge like he did every meeting. Rome went over to stand near his alpha. Lynk still surprisingly took the seat to the left of the king of vampires. If anyone else noticed some weirdness happening between them, no one dared mention it. 

Karter, Avery, Faith, and Lola joined shortly after. Karter sat with Weston and the rest of his vampires, and Lola took a seat next to Ryker, who kissed her on the cheek the moment she was close. Avery and Faith stood next to Rome, right behind Lynk. 

Rheland cleared his throat as he smiled at them, and if Finnely didn’t know who he was or was able to sense the danger the man presented, he’d think the king was some sweet twenty-year-old ready for college and to take on the world. His snow-white hair curled slightly over the top of his ears, and his gray eyes gave him an innocent look about him. But he was more than likely the one person covered in the most blood in the room. 

The power in the room practically spilled over, and being in a closed-off room with so much of it was suffocating as hell. 

“We’ve killed more vampires recently than in the past two years,” Cambridge said. 

“It is as if there is a traitor turning up every day,” Misha said. He was one of the four guards that stayed by the king’s side. Finnely was starting to remember all of their names. Mostly Gaize had attended every meeting, but the other three were coming around more often. 

“What about the werewolves?” Rheland asked. His calm face was not fooling anyone. Behind his slate grey eyes was pure fury waiting to be unleashed on someone. 

“There are more rogue wolves popping up around the city and slaughtering innocents,” Ryker said. He sat up straighter in his seat. “We’ve banded with a few other packs just outside the city to keep track. No one knows who’s turning them, but I’m fairly certain it’s the bastard who serves the false king.”

Jacob moved toward the table, and all eyes moved to him. He was smiling as if they weren’t talking about the massacre of hundreds of people and their existence potentially being outed to the world. The life they lived now could be changed in a blink of an eye. Hiding while living in the shadows wasn’t terrible, just the best way for optimal survival. 

“We have a name,” Jacob said. 

The entire room went deathly still. 

“Go on, then, Jacob. Don’t leave us waiting,” Cyril said, the guard to the king’s right, with a sharp gaze and tattoos covering his body, no doubt from his time as a human. They gave off an ancient tribal feel, symbols that were so unfamiliar covering his hands and neck. The man was Jacob’s sire, and the way Jacob’s spine straightened said that he very much respected or feared the man. All the royal vampires had a personal guard sired by the king’s very own guards. 

“Maximilian Valentine. His maker was—”

“Asher,” Rheland said. 

Who the fuck was Asher, and why in the hell had his name been said with so much dread? 

The guards around the king moved closer to him as if they were getting ready for an attack, as if just saying the name alone would conjure the bogeyman. 

Rheland stood. “Everyone is dismissed.” He said nothing else as he vanished, his guards right behind him. 

“What the fuck?” Karter asked. 

Weston stood and fixed his tailored suit. “Who knows.”

Finnely looked to Cambridge, completely blocking out Karter’s shenanigans with his men. He looked as confused as everyone until a blank mask came over his face. 

Finnely sighed, knowing he wasn’t going to get any answers either. Lynk stood and ushered his pack out of the room, but Finnely swore he saw a flash of hurt in the man’s eyes as he gazed at the door the king had gone out of. 

Finnely stood. There was nothing else left with the meeting over. Rome sauntered over to him with a grin firmly placed on his face and heat swirling in his hazel eyes. 

“Ready to go home?”

“You two finally fucking?” Karter said. He draped his arms around them, and Finnely punched the werewolf in his abdomen. 

Finnely shook his head as a hand grabbed his arm and pulled him. He turned to see Cambridge, his dark blond eyebrows scrunched together and a scowl showing on his face. It would have been cute if Finnely didn’t think the vampire was ready to murder him. 

“A word,” Cambridge said. 

Rome growled, but before they could start, Finnely smiled back at his werewolf. “Sure, Cambridge.”

He was picked up and vamp sped out of the room and away from prying eyes and ears. Finnely wanted to point out it would only make the others talk more, but he held his tongue as he found himself in the very room they’d last been in together. The one where his moans had echoed off the walls. 

“What did you want to talk about?” Finnely asked. 

“I leave tonight,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely was trying to read between the lines, but he needed more than that. “Okay.”

Cambridge stared at him a long while, and Finnely fought back a squirm. 

“Am I supposed to know something here?”

Cambridge bared his fangs before he got himself under control. Finnely had to bite the inside of his cheek; not many people could gloat that they got under a powerful vampire’s skin. 

“You chose not to be with me, and yet you have chosen that mutt,” Cambridge said. 

Holy fuck, he’s jealous.

“I would not have to be if you just accepted that you are mine,” Cambridge said in a clipped tone. 

Cambridge rarely read Finnely’s thoughts. In fact, Finnely could count on one hand the number of times Cambridge had done it to him. Only the old vampires held some extraordinary power, a fact Finnely technically wasn’t supposed to know. But he’d learned of it when he’d been with Cambridge. And Finnely had learned to shield from such things, but Cambridge was obviously in a mood. He kept his anger in check about being invaded in such a way and focused on the issue at hand. 

“First, he isn’t some mutt. His name is Rome.” Finnely raised his hand, cutting off any protest Cambridge had. “And I told you I didn’t want a monogamous relationship. You were the one who threw a fucking hissy fit and decided if I couldn’t only be yours, then we had nothing else between us.”

A look of agony came over Cambridge’s face, and Finnely nearly went to the man, but he knew he shouldn’t. 

“That does not mean you jump into bed with some mu—”

“Cambridge,” Finnely warned. 

“He is fine with you seeing others, knowing you will never be his?” Cambridge spat out. 

Finnely was getting really pissed off with the way Cambridge was talking to him. He got it—society shoved down everyone’s throat that they needed to be with one person, and when you found that one, you would feel complete. It was bullshit, but it was hard trying to get an ancient being to see it that way.

“I know monogamy wasn’t the way all the time throughout history. How in the fuck are you such a stick in the mud?”

“I want to possess you—every living part of you,” Cambridge said. 

The confession had Finnely sucking in a sharp breath and his heart beating erratically against his rib cage. 

“You can! Just because I’m with Rome doesn’t mean you get any less of me,” Finnely said. 

Cambridge looked unconvinced, and Finnely wanted to bash the vampire’s head into a wall till he realized he spoke nothing but the truth. The man could read his mind about stupid shit but refused to read it to see the truth in Finnely’s words. Fucking vampires were the most dramatic beings ever.

“Do you honestly think you don’t already fully possess me?”

“If I did, you wouldn’t need anyone else,” Cambridge said with a sneer. 

“Well, you’re wrong. Get your head out of your ass and open your goddamn eyes. You have me—I’m already yours regardless of how I think I need to walk away from your toxic ass.” Finnely pointed at Cambridge. “You either accept me for who I am or fucking move on and stay the hell away from me so I can heal.” Finnely didn’t wait for Cambridge’s words. He stormed out of the room, his anger and hurt crushing his heart. Why the fuck did he want the stupid vampire? 

Flashes of Finnely in Cambridge’s arms and losing himself in the embrace of a man who’d ended lives but decided to treasure Finnely’s held him captive and had his heart aching for those moments once again. He’d been honest. Cambridge possessed him like no one ever had, and maybe that was why Finnely always went back to him.

Lost in his own head, Finnely ran right into Jacob, and the other vampire cupped his face, his smile strangely missing. It just didn’t feel like Jacob without it. 

“He will realize it soon. Princes just have a hard time accepting things that don’t go their way,” Jacob said. 

Finnely sighed. How crazy was he to have fucking hope for such a thing? He should just give up on Cambridge, but his chest ached with the thought. He nodded, unable to say anything else about it. 

Jacob stole a kiss and nipped at his lips, making Finnely gasp. He pulled back, grinning at Finnely. 

“There it is. Go on to your little wolf. He looked ready to actually shift.” J wiggled his eyebrows, and laughter tumbled out of him. 

Finnely found Rome, and he was near his pack, Faith and Avery rubbing his arms in a soothing gesture. The moment Rome saw him though, he pulled away from them and ran over to him. 

“Are you okay?” 

Finnely chuckled at Rome’s fingers, tickling him as he checked Finnely over. “Yes, of course.”

Rome sighed in relief and leaned up for a kiss Finnely was all too eager to oblige. 

Karter whistled at them, and Finnely pulled back laughing. “Fuck off, you pervert.” Finnely shook his head at Karter. “I swear, you should be too busy with your own sex life to be worried about anyone else’s.”

Karter shrugged. “I pencil it in.”

“Of course you do.”

Lynk moved over to his pack members. Lola and Ryker seemed to already be gone. “The night is still young. Want to practice, Rome?”

Rome’s gaze met Finnely’s, and he shrugged. They had no other plans for the night. 

“Yeah, I feel like I’m getting close.”

Lynk nodded. “You’re more than welcome to come out with us, Finnely.”

“Oh, um, okay. I’ll stay to the side so as not to distract.”

He followed the wolf pack out of the house. He felt eyes on him but refused to turn and look. 

“The number one asshole is watching you like a hawk,” Karter whispered to him. 

There was no doubt Cambridge heard it. 

“Yeah, well, until he gets over himself, he can keep looking.”

Karter laughed. “I knew I liked you.”

They stayed outside for another hour or two, but no matter how hard Rome tried, it didn’t look as if he was shifting. But Lynk stayed near him, cheering him on. Finnely was just glad Rome wasn’t giving up. 

“All right, let’s stop for the night,” Lynk said. 

Rome nodded and wiped the sweat from his forehead. His light brown skin glistened with it as his chest heaved. He was obviously exerting himself. 

Finnely tried not to ogle the werewolf that belonged to him, but it was damn near impossible. He licked his lips just as Karter plopped down near him. His long black hair was pulled back in a ponytail. 

“You got it bad,” Karter said. 

Finnely turned away from his wet dream and glared at Karter. 

“All right, all right. But seriously, you care about him, right?” 

Finnely knew Karter was talking about Rome. “Yeah.”

Karter stared into his eyes for a long time. It felt as if Finnely was being assessed, and he subconsciously sat up straighter. 

“Good. You make him happy, and Rome deserves all the happiness life can provide,” Karter said, relaxing. 

Finnely agreed. He turned to look at Rome as he spoke to Lynk and Faith. 

“I plan on making him as happy as possible as long as he lets me.” Finnely shook his head. “Shit, I might still try even if he dumps me and finds someone better.”

Karter bumped shoulders with Finnely before getting up. “I don’t see that happening. Rome looks at you like you hung the moon and stars.”

No way. But even as Finnely tried to deny it, the tiny voice in the back of his head argued, and a memory tried to surface, but it was wispy, and Finnely was unable to focus on it. 

Rome jogged over to them, and Karter escaped himself. 

“Ready to go home?” Rome asked. 

Finnely smiled like he always did when hearing Rome call his apartment their home. 

“Yeah.” 

Rome threaded their fingers together, and they left the mansion. Cambridge was long gone, and so was Jacob, and Finnely tried not to dwell on how much it had hurt. The morning was still three hours away. With winter right on their heels, nights were getting longer. Not that Finnely would complain. Witches might walk around during the day, but magic continuously flowed best at night, especially when the moon was out.

The drive home was peaceful, the hard moon guiding their way until they hit the city, where the lights were so bright it was hard to fathom it was nighttime at all. Finnely loved the quiet out by Karter’s home, but the city held its own allure. They drove through the central part of the city. The casinos, brothels, and bars lined the street. 

Finnely made it all the way to downtown until he pulled up right outside their apartment building. He parked to the side, not in the mood to go to the garage a block away. No one would say anything, and he’d move it come morning. 

The hairs on the back of his neck stood to attention, and Finnely got that weird feeling of being watched again. It was nothing of how he felt when he felt Jacob’s eyes were on him. It felt just like the gaze that had been on him at the coffee shop. He scanned the area, even with his helmet on, but he didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. 

Rome got off the back of Finnely’s bike and stretched his arms over his head. And instantly, Finnely forgot about everything else. The sliver of bronzed skin called to Finnely, and he couldn’t help but stare at it and be fixated for a beat. 

Rome growled, and Finnely’s head shot up as he got caught in Rome’s hungry gaze. “Bed now.”

Rome was so sweet and laid-back. He was usually the one taking direction, but when he was with Finnely, the man was all alpha male, and Finnely couldn’t say he hated it one bit. He licked his dry lips and swung his leg over the bike, making sure the stand was secure before he dismounted his motorcycle. He took the helmet off, placed it securely on the handlebar, and sauntered over to Rome. 

“And why exactly do you want me upstairs?”

Rome growled again, and an involuntary shiver raced down his spine. He loved pushing his werewolf. It only riled Rome up even more, and then he went all growly and predator-like on Finnely. 

“I’m feeling like I want to be the one—”

Rome turned his head and his nose in the air before he grabbed Finnely and shoved him away just as a resounding boom knocked him back. Heat covered him, and Finnely shouted as he was blasted back. His head hit the pavement, and for a second, everything went dark. He fought with himself to stay up. There was a ringing in his ears as he tried to get his eyes focused. He blinked rapidly; they burned like he’d rubbed sand in them. He blindly reached for Rome and tried to get up at the same time. But something heavy weighed his legs down. 

Finnely touched something hot and wet and brought his hand toward his face. 

Blood.
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Jacob tended to go with Cambridge most times when the prince went out on business. Whether human-related or supernatural, but this time he was left behind to watch over a certain blue fired-up witch. Especially with the impending war practically knocking on their doorstep.

He rechecked his computer as he sat back in his chair. Finnely was home officially. They’d spent most of the night at Weston’s, and Jacob had contemplated going back after dropping Cambridge off at the private airport but left the witch to be with his little wolf. No doubt Jacob would get a show later on that night. And if they waited till morning hours the cameras could record, he’d make sure he didn’t miss a moment of them together. 

It surprisingly turned him on the thought of watching Finnely with Rome. He’d thought with his obsession with Finnely being so strong, he’d be a lot more jealous and turned off by the idea. He’d accepted Cambridge long before Finnely had settled in Jacob’s mind like a termite in wood.

He bit his lip; Jacob bet the little wolf and witch were getting up to some fun activities. He eyed the little app on his computer that would allow him to see throughout Finnely’s home. He’d been all too serious about the cameras. They were nothing like the excitement he got watching Finnely in person though.

Jacob would let them be by themselves tonight, but tomorrow, he’d make sure to go and see Finnely in person while the witch was none the wiser. Then again, he could maybe wait till Finnely was sound asleep and then have his way with him. Jacob’s cock throbbed from the thought, and he knew it was something he’d be making possible soon.

He clicked the app and as nothing appeared, Jacob’s feet fell back to the floor, and he scooted closer to the screen. He clicked it again and restarted the app—still nothing. There was no signal. There was no way in hell Finnely had found the cameras, and even if he had, Jacob was sure the witch would be putting a show on for him, not tearing it down.

Jacob’s instincts screamed at him that something was wrong. He picked his phone up, and sure enough, Finnely was at home. He tried pushing down the unease, but he didn’t live so long ignoring his instincts. He dialed Finnely’s number as he stood from his desk and grabbed the car keys.

It was better to have eyes on him anyways. The phone rang and rang, and just as Jacob was about to hang up and call again, the phone clicked. Sirens wailed in the background, and coughing came over the line.

Jacob swore and was on the move before Finnely got any words out. He bypassed the elevator and vamp sped down twenty flights of stairs.

“Finnely,” Jacob called.

More coughing and a groan. “He protected me.” Finnely’s words came out strained like someone had scrubbed his throat with sandpaper.

Jacob was in the car in a matter of seconds. He was tempted just to run to Finnely. It would be faster, no traffic, but he got the sick feeling if Finnely was hurt, then jostling him too much could do further damage.

Jacob cursed every single person who’d decided to be on the road at the same time as him. He drove at neck-breaking speeds. He ran more than a few red lights.

“Finnely, baby, I need you to talk to me. What’s wrong?” Jacob asked.

“Rome,” Finnely cried out.

Sirens sounded as if they were getting closer.

“Finnely, are you two hidden?” Jacob asked.

Shit, why weren’t cars faster? He took a turn so sharp he ended up on two wheels for a few seconds. As the car got back on four wheels, Jacob’s head tapped the roof, and he scowled.

“No, we are… My apartment… and there is… It’s all gone, Jacob,” Finnely said. He said the last word as if the world itself was ending in that very second.

“Baby, I need you to focus,” Jacob tried again. He couldn’t allow Finnely to break down or lose his shit at the moment. He’d let the witch blow shit up or set fire to whatever he wanted. And then they’d hunt down the person responsible for it. But now, he needed to get the two away from the fire. Rome might not be able to shift, but he still healed like a werewolf, and that would be hard as hell to explain. And Jacob doubted Finnely was in any headspace to be questioned.

“Okay,” Finnely finally said.

“Is the little wolf awake?”

“He’s… There is so much blood.”

Jacob cut people off, swerving between cars as if he had a compact car instead of the hulking SUV.

Rome groaned, and Jacob blew out a breath. “Get up, little wolf, and move.”

“Shit, Rome, you’re hurt,” Finnely argued.

“Finnely, he’s a wolf, baby. Just get out of there. I’ll find you both—I’m coming,” Jacob said.

“Hurry, Jacob,” Finnely said. And the line went dead.

Jacob’s fingers clenched tightly around the steering wheel; the leather tore as his nails bit into it. It creaked under his strength, and he had half a mind to tear it off and chuck it out the window. But what good would a car without a steering wheel do him?

Jacob forced himself to calm down, but the thought of someone taking Finnely away from him had his blood boiling. Someone dared to attack him.

He checked his phone, and the tiny dot attached to Finnely moved, and he quickly took the next turn and parked.

Jacob jammed the car in park and hopped out of the SUV, not bothering to turn it off as he vamp sped down the alley Finnely and Rome were heading.

“Fuck,” Finnely said as he jumped.

Finnely’s brown eyes were big and dirt-smeared his face. Jacob checked him over, and a few bruises were forming, but nothing life-threatening. On the other hand, Rome was breathing heavily and bent over slightly, the smell of his blood sweetening the air. The back of his shirt was burnt half off, and most of it was soaked with his blood.

The sirens were blaring not too far away, and Jacob knew they needed to get out of there. The last thing they needed was for humans to get further involved.

Rome groaned, and Jacob picked him up. “Good job, little wolf.”

“Not little,” Rome groaned out, but he laid his head on Jacob’s shoulder all the same. Jacob chuckled a little, but he couldn’t quite feel it deep in his soul. Once he had them both in the car, he vamp sped over to the scene, and anger rolled through him like a hurricane. Jacob couldn’t allow it to take hold. He moved around the firemen in a blur as the humans battled the raging fire, and Jacob made sure to pick up any evidence of Finnely and Rome being there.

Jacob was back to the car in record time. He pulled out and merged into traffic as if they’d decided to take an evening drive. His hands still gripped the steering too tight, and he couldn’t get himself to talk.

He’d checked for anyone who could have tried to kill Finnely. But there hadn’t been a soul lurking, and Jacob hadn’t had the luxury of time. His inner monster felt deprived of the kill they were so rightfully owed.

They made it to the loft in record time, and Jacob went to the back seat to pick Rome up. The wolf growled at him and got out on his own. The wounds on his back were already starting to heal, still leaving the blood there as evidence of what he’d done. Jacob wanted to grab the wolf and kiss him in thanks for protecting Finnely. He would if he didn’t think he’d get growled at and make Finnely upset.

Jacob didn’t take offense to the growl. He knew Rome’s history with vampires and honestly was surprised by how calm he’d been around vampires as of late.

“Come on,” Jacob said.

Jacob caught Finnely’s gaze a few times, but the witch’s mind seemed to be a million miles away. The elevator dinged, and Jacob grabbed Finnely’s elbow. He directed them both to the end restroom.

“What? Why did this happen?” Finnely asked.

Jacob didn’t answer, and as he looked to Rome, the werewolf looked just as sullen.

“We will figure that out later,” Jacob promised.

He caught the skepticism on Finnely’s face and grabbed the man before he could think twice about it.

“I will find who did this, Finnely. I don’t care what his reasons were, but he will pay in blood and tears for it,” Jacob said with every fiber of his being. He’d kill the person who’d nearly taken away his obsession.

Finnely nodded and relaxed in Jacob’s hold.

“I would shower with you two, but I figure you need a moment,” Jacob said. He handed out an offer, but neither one seemed inclined to take it. Another time, then.

“Everything you need is in there.”

“What about clothes?” Finnely asked. His voice was still too shaky for Jacob’s liking.

“Don’t worry about it. I will take care of it all,” Jacob answered.

He looked ready to argue, but his shoulders sagged, and he gave a single nod. Jacob wasn’t used to the tugs his heart was going through. Finnely always made him want things that made no sense to him, things he’d given up when he stopped being human. 

“You two will stay here,” Jacob said. He cleared his mind, but there was nothing he could do about the uncomfortable weight in his chest. 

Finnely sighed, but he went to the bathroom, followed closely by Rome. Jacob busied himself by ordering them both some clothes. He knew Finnely’s sizes by heart, and he might have also checked Rome’s when he installed the cameras. His lack of knowledge of what was in Finnely’s nightstand had opened his eyes to how badly he’d been slacking. 

With all the clothes ordered and the delivery set for tomorrow, Jacob walked back out of his office and found himself just waiting for the two to emerge.

The bathroom door opened, and Finnely stepped out. His wet hair was pushed back from his face, and the bruises were more visible. Jacob clenched his teeth as anger gripped him in a vise. 

Rome stood up straighter; no doubt cleaning out any of the debris from the blast helped his healing process.

Jacob pulled out his phone, and Finnely stood there, fresh out of a shower, but he still trembled slightly from what he’d gone through. Jacob knew letting his anger free wasn’t going to help the witch at the moment.

“You want to be the one to call him, or should I?” Jacob asked.

There was no need to explain who they were referring to. Rome came up behind Finnely and glanced at the phone. His back had already healed up, only redness left on his brown skin.

“I need to call Lynk,” Rome said.

Finnely nodded.

Rome looked between Jacob and Finnely, and for a second, Jacob thought the little wolf wouldn’t leave Finnely’s side. He didn’t blame him; Jacob felt the same urge. To protect Finnely, no one would ever hurt what he saw as his.

Finnely chewed on his bottom lip, and with him devoid of all his jewelry and the light black eyeliner he normally sported, he seemed far more naked than usual.

“Think we can get away with a few days?”

Jacob shook his head. “No doubt Karter will know soon, and that wolf doesn’t know how to keep his mouth shut. So, better to hear from you than Weston.”

Finnely groaned but didn’t argue. “I don’t know who did it.”

Jacob had been keeping track of all vampires as of late, and Braydon was also out there. None of the damn resistance should have even come close to the city between the two of them. They were cleaning it out daily and having the king himself along with two princes had pretty much made most of them vanish. It was already hard enough tracking down traitors. But Jacob didn’t think it was the resistance. What reason would they have to attack Finnely? No, but some who would find fault in Finnely were his own coven, but Jacob bit his tongue.

The phone rang three times before Cambridge picked up. Finnely placed it on speakerphone and leaned against the doorframe to the hall bathroom.

“Jacob, is it urgent? I am bus—”

“It’s Finnely.”

A beat of silence passed, and Finnely, if possible, was trembling even more.

“What happened?”

Finnely blew out a breath, and he nervously pushed his fingers through his hair. “Uh, well, my apartment was blown up.”

Pure uninterrupted silence. Jacob stood taller as chills crept down his spine. Cambridge was an asshole, and he wore his monster out on his shoulder, but the true beast that lived inside of him was one that even made the most ruthless vampires quake.

“Where is Jacob?”

Finnely’s brown eyes fluttered up to him, and Jacob held out his hand.

“Here,” Jacob answered.

“The person who is responsible for this?” Cambridge asked.

“Unknown.” Jacob just hoped Cambridge didn’t ask him to go out hunting. He was reluctant to leave the witch.

Jacob pulled Finnely close; the witch stiffened in his arms before he relaxed and just stood there listening to Cambridge no doubt break everything in sight wherever he was.

“He stays with you. Don’t let him out of your sight,” Cambridge growled.

“I had no plans to,” Jacob confirmed.

He ran his fingers over Finnely’s sharp jawline, loving the tiny pricks his stubble left on his fingertips.

“I will be back first thing tomorrow night,” Cambridge said in a flat tone. No doubt there was going to be a cleanup.

He hung up. Jacob pocketed his phone. Cambridge was supposed to stay out of town for another three nights, but he wasn’t surprised the vampire was cutting the trip short. 

Finnely sighed. “He sounded angrier than I felt.”

Jacob was only a few inches taller than Finnely, but he still gripped the man’s chin and tilted his head back. He met his warm brown eyes head-on.

“Of course he is. Someone tried to kill you,” Jacob said. His own anger was lacing his words, making him sound deeper.

Finnely audibly swallowed. “Yeah, but I’m nothing to him.”

A cruel laugh bubbled out of Jacob, and he tightened his hold on Finnely; no doubt it hurt. “That is where you are sorely mistaken. You are everything.” Not just to Cambridge but to Jacob as well. And he was fairly certain that the little wolf would yip for him as well.

Finnely’s mouth opened and closed like he was a goldfish, but he didn’t argue. How could he? He had to notice how addictive he was. Cambridge couldn’t help but gravitate toward him when they were in a room together. And the shit Finnely got away with saying to Cambridge—men had been skinned for far less.

Jacob ran his thumb over Finnely’s bottom lip and wanted nothing more than to bring their mouths together in a heated kiss. His body screamed for it. He needed to make sure Finnely was there and not some figment of his imagination.

“Jacob,” Finnely said entirely too breathily for Jacob to ignore.

“You’re real and here right now,” Jacob said. The words spilled from him before he could think better of them. But he’d felt genuine fear. In his years of being a vampire, he could count on his hand how many times fear had dug its claws into him and torn him to shreds. And he could say, when he’d called Finnely, that had been the most gut-wrenching fear he’d felt yet.

Jacob forced himself to release Finnely. He vamp sped to the office safe and opened it up to grab the healing potions they had in stock. It was rare for vampires to need such a thing, but it was always better safe than sorry. He went back to Finnely, not wanting to leave him alone even in the loft. 

Rome was back, and he looked exhausted and no doubt in pain. The scent of his blood was in the air. Jacob was old enough to control himself. He only lost it on the rare occasion of bloodlust. He passed them both the small tube of glimmering purple liquid. 

“Thanks,” Finnely said. He popped the cap and downed it in one go. He shook his head, and his face scrunched up in disgust. 

“You too, little wolf,” Jacob said. 

Rome sighed. “I’m not little.” But he popped the cap. “It’s gross—do I really have to? I’ll be all healed up by tomorrow night.”

Before Finnely could say anything, Jacob fixed Rome with a glare. “And if we are attacked right now, what use would you be to Finnely?”

Nothing further needed to be said as Rome downed the gross potion.

Finnely fixed the towel around his waist, but it was like he didn’t see it. A chill ran down Jacob’s spine. He didn’t like that look. Finnely should never look lost and unsure of the world around him. The fiery witch was outspoken, a tad crazy, and bold. But it was as if all the things that made Finnely him were under a wet blanket, trying to snuff out his fire. 

Jacob was moving before he’d even come up with a plan, but he wasn’t the only one. Rome moved closer to Finnely at the same time. Jacob didn’t question it as he cupped Finnely’s face. 

“Come on. Let’s go to the bedroom.” His hand slipped into Finnely’s, and the witch intertwined their fingers. 

Finnely enjoyed the glimpse of death. Jacob knew that he’d seen what it did to the witch, but he also knew this was very different. Finnely hadn’t asked to be nearly blown up or to lose everything he’d worked for.

Jacob brought them to the only guest room on the first floor. The other rooms on the first floor were Jacob’s and Cambridge’s office and one reading room. The room was decorated in royal blue, gray, and accents of gold.

If Finnely was impressed, he hadn’t said anything; in fact, it seemed he couldn’t even see the room. He made a move to go to bed, but Jacob stepped in his way, not willing to let the witch go to bed in the state he was in. 

Jacob met Rome’s hazel eyes, and the little wolf gave a nod of understanding. Finnely needed a distraction. He was headed down a dark tunnel, and Jacob couldn’t allow that. He wrapped his hand around Finnely’s bicep, enjoying the feel of his muscles under his hand before tugging the witch to his chest. 

“Jac—” 

Jacob took Finnely’s lips in a heated kiss. The witch was still for the first second or two, but as Jacob swiped his tongue along Finnely’s bottom lip, he was granted access on a sigh. Rome moved to the back of Finnely; they caged him in between the two of them. 

“Please,” Finnely breathed out as one hand was fisted in Jacob’s shirt and the other wound around Rome. 

That was all Jacob needed. He took Finnely’s mouth in another demanding kiss. If it were possible to gobble up his soul, he would. Finnely groaned, and he moved between the two of them. 

Rome’s growls echoed around the room, and Jacob found he liked the sounds they both were making. Jacob pulled back from Finnely’s mouth and turned the man’s head so that Rome could claim him next. He watched with a hungry gaze as Rome dominated Finnely through a kiss alone. The little wolf was more big bad wolf than Jacob had assumed. 

Jacob flicked his tongue against his fangs. He wanted to drive them into Finnely and taste his electrifying blood, but he knew it would be ten times better when Finnely came. 

He yanked the towel away, wrapped his cold hand around Finnely’s hot cock, and stroked a few times. He circled the tip of his length, collecting the precome beading there on his palm, and slicked up Finnely’s cock with his own precome. 

Finnely wrenched his mouth free of Rome to let out a guttural groan. His pupils swallowed up his brown irises. His lips kissed swollen, he never looked better. A few colorful strands hung in front of his face. 

Jacob was transfixed. “You want us to help you forget, to remind you that you’re here and safe?” Jacob asked. 

A needy sound came from deep within Finnely, his eyes practically pleading with Jacob to follow through. 

Rome pulled Finnely against his chest and placed his nose right behind Finnely’s ear. The whiff he took was loud, and Jacob had no doubt the wolf was reassuring himself. 

Jacob stripped out of his clothes with vampire speed; he made sure to place the guns he always kept on him in the nightstand, where he’d be close to them if need be. He might have super speed and strength, but the new-aged weaponry was far more advanced. He could be as fast as he wanted to be, but a bullet through the head would still put him down for a while until someone had the time to decapitate him and burn his body. And Jacob just wasn’t willing to run that kind of risk. 

Rome slid down Finnely’s body and landed on his knees in front of the witch. Jacob licked his lips as he watched the werewolf open his mouth, take Finnely in, and draw moans from the man they seemed drawn to. 

Jacob moved back over to them and slid behind Finnely like a silent predator. He ghosted his hands over Finnely’s hot flesh, giving the promise of his touch but not quite giving it to him. Finnely tried to push closer to him while at the same time not pull away from Rome. 

It was a fun game, and Jacob did it until Finnely whined. He scraped his dull nails over Finnely’s abdomen, making him cry out and flex his hips forward. Rome took it like a pro, growling around Finnely’s cock in his mouth. His hazel eyes glanced up and met Jacob’s. There was a challenge there that he was more than happy to meet. 

Let’s play, little wolf. Who can ruin Finnely first? 

Jacob scraped his fangs over Finnely’s shoulder, knowing how much the witch enjoyed the pain of the bite. And just as he’d hoped, Finnely’s head tilted to the side, exposing his gorgeous neck. Jacob lapped at the pulse point that quickened under his tongue. He looked down Finnely’s body as the sounds of sucking got too loud to ignore. 

Rome was deep-throating Finnely’s cock, and Jacob found himself groaning as he moved to rub his own aching length in between Finnely’s ass cheeks. 

Finnely was perfection down to his ten toes and up to his colorful hair. Everything about him pulled Jacob in and threatened never to let him go. Jacob couldn’t even understand what that life would be like. It was insanity, and he should know—he was practically the definition of insanity walking around. 

Jacob pinched Finnely’s nipples and turned his head so he could capture his mouth once more. He and Rome were the ones dominating Finnely and were determined to reduce the man to nothing, and yet it had felt as if Finnely was the one holding the strings attached to them.

Finnely’s back slightly arched, and his breathing got heavier. Jacob smiled just as he pulled Finnely away from Rome’s hot mouth and dropped his own hands from the hardened peaks of his nipples. 

“Fuck,” Finnely groaned out. He was panting, and his eyes looked crazed as he glared at Jacob. “Why?”

Jacob was elated. Finnely couldn’t have genuinely thought Jacob would allow him to come so fast. 

“Damn it, Jacob,” Finnely shouted. 

Rome stood, his own cock jutting out and leaking precome. “How did you know he was about to come?”

Finnely groaned. “Because he is a fucking stalker-ass creep. I bet you have it documented somewhere.” Finnely’s chest was heaving, and although anger showed clearly on his face, his hard cock was saying he wasn’t truly all that upset. 

“I do,” Jacob confirmed. 

Finnely gawked at him as if he hadn’t expected Jacob to admit to it. But Jacob’s obsession with Finnely ran deeper than the ocean. He grabbed Finnely and tossed him onto the bed. 

“After you, little wolf,” Jacob smirked. 

“Not little,” Rome growled, but he was already stalking over to the bed. 

Jacob snickered. “Oh, I can see that for myself.” He pointedly stared at Rome’s impressive cock. 

Rome unashamedly stroked it, and Jacob looked back up. He met Rome’s hazel eyes. Cheeky wolf. 

Jacob vamp sped past Rome and pounced on Finnely first. He’d given Rome a head start. 

“Damn vampire,” Rome growled as the bed dipped slightly. 

Jacob was too busy kissing Finnely again, grabbing a fistful of his hair and tugging on it. Once Jacob was free of the soul-crushing kiss, he looked over at Rome just as he pulled Finnely onto his hands and knees. 

A deep growl resonated from Rome as he dove on Finnely. There was no need to give him any instructions as he feasted on Finnely’s hole. 

Finnely’s eyes widened as he moaned, and his eyes glazed over. Jacob had missed staring at Finnely while he’d been between the man’s legs before. There was indeed a benefit to having a threesome. 

Jacob allowed Finnely to lose himself to the feel of Rome’s tongue and no doubt teeth for another second before he yanked on his hair. Finnely hissed, and his dilated eyes focused on Jacob the best they could. Shit. If Jacob needed air, Finnely would have firmly stolen it away from him in that second. 

Jacob couldn’t even think of anything catchy to say. Instead, he directed Finnely’s face to his cock, and the hunger that lit in his dark brown eyes had warmth flooding throughout his body. He could almost remember what it felt like to have a beating heart. 

Finnely’s mouth opened, and his tongue swiped out around the head of Jacob’s cock, and all thought ceased to exist. Jacob never took his eyes off Finnely; it was impossible. Finnely’s cheeks hollowed as he pulled up on Jacob’s cock. His moans vibrated around Jacob’s cock and had him wanting to lose all control and thrust wildly into Finnely. 

Finnely looked up at him through his thick lashes with the come-fuck-me eyes, and Jacob lost it just a tad bit. He snapped his hips forward, shoving his cock down Finnely’s throat, making him choke. Jacob groaned as Finnely’s throat squeezed his hard length just for a short second. 

Jacob pulled free of Finnely’s hot mouth; a string of saliva connected his cock with Finnely’s mouth, nearly making Jacob shove his cock back in. But he refrained and collected the bead of precome that formed at the tip of his cock and placed it on Finnely’s waiting tongue. 

“You are magnificent,” Jacob said. It wasn’t even flattery; it was the truth. Jacob couldn’t think of anyone else befitting such a compliment. 

As Jacob’s own need started to claw at his chest, he tugged Finnely away from Rome’s mouth. The werewolf growled at him as if he’d taken his food away from him before he’d finished. 

Jacob flipped Finnely around to face Rome, and the growling stopped as they started to kiss. Jacob pushed two fingers into Finnely’s sloppy wet hole and groaned from the heat surrounding him. He withdrew them and moved Finnely over him. A warm hand wrapped around his cock to help him, and he was thankful for Rome at that moment as he pulled Finnely down on his cock. 

Pleasure zapped from his cock throughout his body. Jacob grabbed Finnely’s hair and didn’t give him a chance to get accustomed to the intrusion as he started thrusting in and out of him.

I’d almost lost him. One of Jacob’s hands tightened on Finnely’s hips, and he used a tad bit more of his strength and pulled Finnely down on his cock just as he thrust up. Their flesh collided, and the sound thundered around the room. 

Jacob gave in to the deep-seated fear and anger that swirled around inside of him. How could Finnely nearly have gotten himself killed? Didn’t he know Jacob couldn’t be without him? Hadn’t the witch come to the realization that he now held Jacob’s entire world?

“Uh, Jacob,” Finnely cried out. 

Jacob wanted to hear more—no, he needed it like a fish needed water to live. He thrust harder and pulled Finnely’s hair so his back was arched, and Jacob was hitting new angles. 

“Oh fuck,” Finnely moaned. 

Rome moved between their legs, and slurping sounds accompanied the chorus coming from Finnely, and Jacob knew they were driving him insane. He tightened around Jacob’s cock, making him swear. His hand on Finnely’s hip tightened; there would be fingerprints there later, and that thought alone had him barreling over the edge. He crashed into Finnely over and over as he came inside of him. Jacob was marking him every way he could. 

Finnely tightened further around him, prolonging Jacob’s orgasm as he came apart. He attempted to flop back, but Jacob pulled him off his softening cock and bent him over, lapping at his own come leaking out of Finnely’s abused ass. 

Jacob groaned as he pushed his tongue inside and tried to devour Finnely. Rome fisted Finnely’s hair as he thrust up into his mouth, growling under his breath as he used the witch. Rome’s face scrunched up as he fought back his release, and Jacob knew what the werewolf wanted. He reached between Finnely’s legs and stroked his cock, making him squirm between them. But he was already half-hard, and Jacob knew the man could come multiple times, even if he came dry. They’d tear every climax from his body. 

Jacob licked his lips and admired Finnely’s glistening hole before he moved out of the way. Rome pulled free of Finnely’s skilled mouth and moved around behind Finnely. He didn’t even let Finnely catch his breath as he shoved into him. 

Jacob hummed his approval as he moved to the front of Finnely. His eyes were glazed over like he was high, and shit, he just might be. His lips were swollen, and his colorful hair was all over the place. He looked thoroughly fucked, but they would do more. Jacob never wanted to see that lost look in Finnely’s eyes again. 

He cupped Finnely’s face, a contrast to the wild thrusting of Rome’s hips. Finnely moaned, and his eyes rolled to the back of his head as Rome pulled him up slightly and started pounding into him. 

Jacob moved closer, and his fangs dropped down. He’d been too swept up before that he hadn’t bitten Finnely, but he’d have his fix of the witch. Jacob tweaked and teased Finnely’s hardened nipples as he and Rome brought Finnely to another orgasm. 

Jacob saw it the moment it started. It took Finnely by surprise. His eyes widened, and his mouth hung open on a soundless cry. Jacob struck in that very second, sinking his fangs into Finnely’s neck. Electricity sparked along with his tongue and warmed his insides. It was like sticking his tongue into a light socket. 

Rome howled in his human form as his head fell back, and he gave in to his own climax. Jacob licked the puncture wound closed. There will be a repeat.
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There was no room for fear as ecstasy and bliss filled Finnely to the brim. His hand trembled for an entirely different reason. He sucked in labored breaths as he stared up at the ceiling. Rome curled next to him, his head firmly on Finnely’s chest and his hot fingers tracing unknown designs into his flesh.

Finnely arched his head back and blew a breath so his hair would move out of the way. He stared up at Jacob, the small bedside lamp casting half his face in light and shadows. His blue gaze locked with Finnely’s, and his award-winning smile split his face.

“Admiring me, are we?”

Finnely cocked a brow at the vampire. “Don’t like being watched?”

Jacob chuckled and moved down the bed and cupped Finnely’s face. “I’d much rather be the one watching.” His tongue swiped against Finnely’s bottom lip, and although Finnely was spent and he couldn’t even feel his toes, he still let out a needy groan.

“You know, in the past, I’ve always grown bored of my previous obsessions once I’ve tasted them.”

Finnely’s stomach turned with the thought of Jacob with others. The man was over four hundred years old. And not to mention Finnely was currently seeing more than just him. Rome groaned and plastered his naked body closer as if to drive the point home.

“But?” Finnely asked because he was pretty damn sure there was a “but” in there somewhere. Or was Jacob telling him in a light-hearted way that now that he’d officially hit it, he could quit it? Finnely’s chest felt as if it was trying to cave in with such a thought.

Jacob smiled wider as if he could tell Finnely was panicking. “But one taste and you have me running back begging for more.” Jacob’s fangs dropped.

“Fuck,” Finnely moaned.

Jacob groaned, and his blue eyes filled with heat. “Oh, are you wanting another round?”

“Hell no. There is literally nothing left in my balls,” Finnely said.

Jacob’s hand moved over Rome’s and pressed against Finnely’s skin. He was cold compared to Rome’s warm touch. He thought he was used to it after being in both of their arms for the past few hours, and yet his body was having a fucking field day. His cock tried in vain to harden, but as if to prove his mind and body wrong, Jacob’s hand wrapped around his cock.

Finnely’s head fell back to the pillow, and a guttural groan was pulled from his throat. Blue eyes bored into him, and Finnely remembered all too well the anger that had flashed in Jacob’s eyes earlier. He’d never seen the vampire so cold-looking.

Jacob stroked Finnely’s cock as they stared into each other’s eyes. It felt like it was more than simple pleasure. A warm tongue swiped against his sensitive nipples, and Finnely sucked in a breath through clenched teeth. He glanced down, and Rome’s tongue swiped against his nipple again as his fingers stopped tracing patterns and moved to Finnely’s other nipple, tweaked the peaked flesh, and made him groan.

“You two can’t be serious?” Finnely didn’t think he would survive another double team from them. He’d die of lack of come or too many orgasms.

They both laughed at his words as if he was insane for questioning them. Finnely felt his own smile tug at his lips as his hips rose and his back arched. They were playing with his body as if they were trying to win the gold medal in sex.

A shrill ring echoed around the room, and Finnely let out a sigh of relief. He was saved. Jacob tsked as he grabbed Finnely’s phone.

“If it had been Karter, I would have continued,” Jacob said.

Rome laughed and snuggled back up against Finnely as if he hadn’t been ready to bring Finnely to ruin again.

Martha’s name flashed on the screen, and Finnely contemplated for a second before answering.

“Hel—”

“Oh, shit on a fucking brick. Finnely, thank goddess you’re alive,” Martha said.

Finnely was taken back by the genuine emotion that rang clear from Martha.

“Finnely, are you okay? Are you there?” Martha asked.

Finnely cleared his throat. “Yeah, I’m here, and I’m fine.”

Finnely had thought it was his coven who’d bombed his place, but now, as he listened to Martha explain to others from his coven that he was, in fact, okay, he wasn’t so sure anymore.

“Do you need a place to stay? Charles says his home is open to you, and you already know you’re more than welcome to come stay with me.”

Finnely sighed, still caught in his own head.

“Finnely, are you sure you’re okay?” Martha asked.

Finnely sat up fully and looked at Jacob and Rome; they could hear Martha with their enhanced hearing. Jacob’s face was blank, giving nothing away. As for Rome, he had a frown firmly placed on his handsome face.

“Yeah, sorry I—it’s been a long night. I’m just going to turn in for the night,” Finnely finally said. He pushed his fingers through his colorful hair and tugged on the strands as so many questions played havoc in his head.

“If you’re sure,” Martha said.

“Yeah, I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Okay, make sure to take care of yourself, and don’t worry. We will help you find out who did this. One of us is attacked, then we all are,” Martha said.

“Might have been those vampires he’s always hanging around,” someone said in the background.

It sounded as if Martha muffled the phone and told the same person to shut the hell up. It brought the tiniest bit of a smile to Finnely’s face. But he knew for sure it wasn’t the vampires he kept as company. Jacob had been too angry, and Cambridge wasn’t even in town. But it might have been the ones that were out to destroy them all.

“Make sure to call me. Anytime—you know I’ll wake up for you,” Martha said.

Finnely felt a pang of guilt. He should have called Martha right away. “Yeah, I will. Night, Martha.”

Finnely ended the call and just stared at the device in his hand for a long second. What did it mean? Cold fingers touched his chin, and Finnely looked at Jacob for answers he doubted he’d get.

“Let’s get some rest,” Rome said.

Finnely nodded and allowed the werewolf to pull him back down into the bed, and he turned to curl around Rome. Jacob surprised Finnely when he stayed, and he glanced over his shoulder at the vampire.

“I’ll watch over both of you till sunrise.” Jacob winked at Finnely, and another ball of unease unwound. Finnely sank into the comfortable bed and begged for the oblivion of sleep to take him and ease his mind.
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Finnely had spent the entire day talking to his insurance company, checking on his policies, and he’d spoken with the fire department to let them know he was out of town and hadn’t been home when the apartment building went up in flames. 

Finnely had avoided the news like the plague. He refused to acknowledge the number of people who died. He’d already been informed that the supposed gas leak that set off the explosion had been in his apartment. 

“Finnely,” Rome said softly. 

Finnely turned to Rome, unable to comprehend who would have done such a thing. The easiest and obvious choice would be his coven, but would they really take innocent lives just to kill Finnely? And why would he be their target anyway? He posed no true threat. But then again, he did. If one of the elders recognized Cambridge, maybe they thought Finnely would unleash the deadly prince of vampires on them. But wouldn’t killing Finnely result in the same effect? 

Finnely was pulling at fucking straws, and he couldn’t grasp a solid one. As soon as he thought he’d figured it out, it slipped right through his damn fingers. 

“You need to eat something,” Rome said. 

But Finnely was far from hungry. Their home was gone, their stuff nothing more than ashes. Shit, everything Finnely had worked for was gone in an instant, priceless objects that couldn’t be replaced gone forever. 

Finnely tugged on his hair, the tiny pinpricks of pain doing nothing to help clear his mind. Rome was suddenly in front of him, concern in his hazel eyes. Finnely wanted to set the man at ease; he no doubt was having an even tougher time than Finnely, but he was like an anchor in a tsunami of turmoil inside Finnely. 

Jacob and Rome had helped him forget the night before and hold on to himself, but the day had proven to be a bitch, not willing to let Finnely take in a breath. 

“Finnely, come on. Sit down,” Rome said. 

Finnely gave in as the panic started to rise and make breathing even harder. He pulled his legs up and rested his forehead on his knees, one hand holding Rome’s. Who in the world knew how long they sat there, but Rome hadn’t attempted to remove his hand or move from the spot he was in next to Finnely, and he couldn’t help but be grateful. 

As the panic started to slowly back away and breathing became easier, Finnely turned his head to look at Rome resting his chin on his knees. “Sorry about that.”

Rome just gave Finnely a sad smile. “Want to eat a little bit, and then maybe we can watch a movie?”

Finnely liked that idea. Cambridge had a huge fucking screen covering half the wall in the living room. He nodded, and Rome tugged him along to the open kitchen. Finnely sat at the bar as Rome rummaged in the kitchen and made him a light sandwich. 

“How are you feeling, Rome?”

The werewolf met his gaze, and it looked as if he wasn’t about to answer at first. 

“I don’t want you to think it doesn’t affect me—it does. It was our home, and all the stuff you got me was there, but it was just stuff to me. I have been without before.” Rome took in a shuddering breath, and Finnely hurt for the werewolf. “But I don’t think I’d be okay if I’d lost you. You’re my home regardless of if we have a roof over our heads or not. When I’m with you, Finnely, I have everything I could ever want.”

Finnely enveloped Rome in a hug and just held the man who saw something good in the world that had only given him bad for so long. 

“How about that movie?” Finnely said. 

Night fell on them, and Jacob appeared as Finnely and Rome cuddled up on the sofa. His blue eyes softened, and he didn’t hesitate as he sat on the couch and pulled them close to him. Finnely groaned, loving the odd softness from Jacob. 

“Cambridge will be here soon,” Jacob said. 

Finnely bit his lip. “Isn’t he supposed to be gone much longer?”

“Yes, he went to speak with Princess Nyha. She will be sending some of her own den members to help out. She’s also the only territory Maximilian hasn’t touched. It might have to do with the fact that Nyha runs that place like a dictatorship.”

Finnely thought about asking more questions, but he found himself just wanting to continue to relax and watch mindless movies. Anastasia went off, and Jacob chose the next one, Beauty and the Beast.

“Leave it to you to choose the one that’s all about Stockholm syndrome,” Rome teased Jacob. 

The vampire laughed. “Well, I’d lock Finnely up if I didn’t think I already had him crazy for me.”

Finnely rolled his eyes, but he didn’t deny that he was, in fact, crazy hot for Jacob.

“I say we watch Twilight after this,” Rome suggested. 

“Oh, let me guess. You’re team Jacob?”

Rome gave Jacob a duh look and rested back against Finnely. 

“Sparkling vampires for the win,” Jacob said. 

It was strangely more calming to hear the two get along and joke. Finnely felt for the first time all day that things might be okay, that he might be okay. 

“Let’s get the glue and glitter out, then,” Rome said. 

“Oh, I will, and then I’ll fuck Finnely while sparkling like a diamond.”

Laughter burst from Finnely, and he covered his mouth to muffle most of it, but the idea of Jacob sparkling like a damn pixie was just too funny. 

Rome sat up, and the smile on his face was stretched so big Finnely just knew his cheeks had to hurt. Jacob sported the same smile, both of them looking at him. 

“What?”

“You look good when you laugh,” Rome said. He glanced down. “Sorry about the house.”

Finnely’s shoulders dropped. “It wasn’t your fault.”

“That’s right, little wolf, it was neither of your fault, but what matters is that both of you are here,” Jacob said. 

Finnely nodded. They settled back down, and Finnely felt even lighter than before.

The door of the loft banged open just as the first movie of the Twilight series finished. They all turned to see a highly pissed-off Cambridge storm into the room, his ice-blue eyes pinned on Finnely intently. He vamp sped over to them, and Rome growled and flinched away. 

Cambridge paid him no attention, and Finnely tried to soothe Rome. He was ready to chastise Cambridge, but the vampire had him off the couch and in his arms, crushed to his chest in mere seconds. 

“I will tear whoever attacked you to pieces. They will not be able to recognize it’s a body after I’m done with it,” Cambridge promised.
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It’d been a week since all his shit was blown up, and Finnely was finding it hard to grasp on straws. Cambridge and Jacob had replaced what they could. But they couldn’t replace memories in the apartment he’d had since he moved to Multicity. 

It had been a warm place and all his when he’d moved there. Sure, he could have moved and afforded better once business started picking up, but he’d found it hard to let go, but that choice had been ripped away from him. And now, Finnely was still reeling from its effect. 

The only reason he got out of bed was because of Rome, Jacob, and even Cambridge. They never let him stay down for too long, but Finnely was still lost. He knew deep down that the important thing was he and Rome were okay and alive, and shit could be replaced, but it felt like so much more. 

Finnely fidgeted in the bed, not wanting to leave it but unable to fall back asleep now that he was awake. Rome was curled around him, the perfect heater, and the ceiling fan above him kept him from getting too hot. 

Staying there contemplating his life and everything in between was probably what he was going to do, but his annoying-ass body thought differently. A heavy sigh left him as he tried to fight the need to pee. But as the seconds ticked by, Finnely gave up and left the perfect warmth that was Rome. 

Finnely tracked his way to the restroom. It was the middle of the night, and he usually would be wide-awake, but his current sleep schedule was all over the place. He slept randomly during the day and night. Once he went back to working, he’d have to fix his schedule, and that was going to be a bitch. Being up all night came easier to him, but it still took a few days to get used to it. 

Finnely washed his hands and stared at his reflection in the mirror. Dark circles decorated under his eyes as if he hadn’t been sleeping at least twelve out of the twenty-four hours given in a day. Even to him, his brown eyes were lackluster, as if his puppy had died or something. 

“Shit, get it together.” Finnely splashed warm water on his face to help wake him out of the stupor. He didn’t want to be a zombie in his own life, but it felt as if he was sinking in quicksand and he’d only just noticed that he was waist-deep. 

Finnely sucked in a shuddering breath and splashed more water on his face. He turned it from warm to freezing cold, trying to shock himself out of it. But the water fell flat, not fazing him whatsoever.

What could possibly drag him out of this? Finnely stopped staring at himself in the mirror. There was nothing there, none of the answers he sought. He’d planned to head back to the bedroom, where he knew a warm spot would be awaiting him. He’d curl around Rome and hope tomorrow would be different. 

Finnely blinked rapidly as the light in the room was entirely too bright to be the bedroom he slept in with Rome. He stopped moving as reality came crashing in, and he realized he’d bypassed the room and gone straight to Cambridge’s home office. 

The sound of keys tapping pulled Finnely’s gaze over to the huge mahogany desk. Cambridge sat there typing away on his computer. It was almost unsettling to see Cambridge do such mundane things. There was an aura about him that screamed godly, and his looks alone would have men and women falling to their knees for him. 

Guess it helped that he didn’t have the personality to match it. How could anyone be that good-looking and so cruel at the same time? Ice-blue eyes flicked up from the screen and locked on Finnely. 

The moment their gazes locked, Finnely sucked in a breath, and for the first time in a while, the tiny spark in him flickered.

“I thought you were going to sleep all night with your mutt,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely noticed how the word “mutt” was said just a tad bit less aggressively than usual. He figured it helped that Jacob had mentioned how Rome had protected Finnely from most of the blast. Finnely had walked away with a head bump and a few bruises, whereas Rome’s entire back had been flayed and scratched up from flying debris. 

Finnely had felt like shit, but Jacob and Rome reminded him werewolves healed ten times faster than witches and humans. It had been the only thing to keep him from freaking out that night, knowing that Rome would be completely okay. 

Cambridge cocked a brow at Finnely as if challenging him, and that spark again flickered, and Finnely craved to hold on to it. But it slipped away too quickly, and Finnely was once again left in the dark.

“I was going to head back there,” Finnely said. 

Cambridge gave a curt nod, but neither of them looked away. There was a pull to Cambridge that always yanked at Finnely’s resolve. Before he knew it, he found himself moving farther into the office and toward Cambridge, neither one of them breaking the stare-off. The closer Finnely got to the vampire, the more the spark inside of him flickered. He didn’t question it; he just knew there was one thing Cambridge always made him feel, and it was a raging inferno of lust, anger, passion, and love. 

Finnely made it around Cambridge’s desk and stopped short of touching him. His skin tingled just from being close to Cambridge. Sure, he’d been staying at his house, but the vampire hadn’t touched him once since the first night he’d been back. And Finnely was itching for him. 

He clenched his fist to keep from scratching at his arm like some crack addict, but he knew only one person could scratch the unbearable itch. And that man sat before him, staring at Finnely with such indifference it hurt. 

But Finnely welcomed the pain. He was so tired of being numb, of feeling nothing. And Cambridge knew how to make him feel all types of shit. Air sawed in and out of his lungs, and he hadn’t even done anything yet but stare Cambridge in the eyes. 

“Finnely, what do you—”

Finnely reacted instantly, not a thought in his head as he shoved everything off Cambridge’s desk. The vampire did a slow blink; it was Finnely’s only warning before he was slammed onto the desk. 

“Have you lost your mind?” Cambridge’s tone was just as icy as his eyes. 

Finnely didn’t fight at first as his stomach warmed with the fire that was more than a spark. A heady groan tumbled out of him, and he glared back at Cambridge. 

Finnely finally spoke. “Don’t call me by name like that.”

Cambridge’s hand tightened even further, making Finnely’s head go light. The pressure only made him want to beg for more. He could breathe just fine, but still, he gasped as the fire grew inside of him. It was nowhere near the size it normally was. 

“You were the one who told me to let you go,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely had said that, but he could honestly say he hadn’t meant it. He’d wanted Cambridge to open his fucking eyes to see that they both thrived off each other and there was no walking away. But he also wanted the man to see just because he wanted others didn’t mean he wanted Cambridge any less. 

“So. Why. Are. You. Holding me?” Finnely gasped throughout the sentence, but he made sure to stare Cambridge in the eyes as he asked the question. 

Cambridge squeezed tighter, and that time he cut off Finnely’s air supply. 

“Maybe I will end you here and now,” Cambridge said. His face was blank, as if he was truly going to do it. He leaned forward. “If I did, then you could die mine and mine alone. No one else would ever have you.”

Finnely didn’t fight him, even as his lungs started to burn, begging for air. He fought his body’s natural reaction to fight for life. 

“I’d be the last person you see before you die. Wouldn’t you want that?” Cambridge brushed his lips over Finnely’s. “Firecracker.”

Darkness crept at the corner of his eyes, but Finnely blinked rapidly, trying to push them away by sheer will. He knew he should feel fear; Cambridge was a killer, and he’d never hidden his monster from Finnely, but it was one of the things Finnely admired about him. 

“Do it,” Finnely squeezed out with the last little bit of his air. 

Cambridge let him go and was halfway across the room in a flash. Finnely rolled over as he tried to breathe in as much air as possible while he coughed. His hands trembled as he pushed them through his hair, but he could feel the smile tugging at the corner of his lips. 

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as he sought out Cambridge once more. The vampire stood there watching him with a hunger that bordered on crazy. Most sane people would have gone running from that look alone, but it only made Finnely want to pull Cambridge closer. Because maybe the man was just as hooked on him as he was. 

“Aren’t you supposed to be some badass vampire? Why are you in the corner like I’m your own personal monster?” Finnely’s voice was raspy, and there was a twinge of pain when he spoke. 

Finnely swung his legs over the desk and faced Cambridge. His chest burned, but it was a good kind, his neck sore and no doubt sporting bruises in the shape of Cambridge’s hands. But the most important thing was he felt as if he was waking up. 

“You are,” Cambridge confessed. 

Finnely laughed. An authentic bent-over, full-belly chuckle. He gripped the edge of the desk as his laughter calmed down, and he stared at Cambridge once again. 

“So why don’t you slay me, then?”

Cambridge’s fangs dropped down. “That’s what makes you so dangerous.”

Finnely was about to ask what, but Cambridge was in front of him in a flash and tilted his head up. 

“I can’t kill you—the thought tears me apart. You are my weakness as much as you are my own nightmare. You hold power over me that none ever has,” Cambridge said. 

A fluttery feeling started up in the pit of his stomach and soon raced up his chest. Was Cambridge saying he loved Finnely? Was that the power he held over him? 

Finnely opened his mouth to say something, but words failed him. It didn’t matter because Cambridge sealed their mouths together in a savage kiss that held the promise of death and life. 

Finnely fought him, giving just as good as he was given. He grabbed fistfuls of Cambridge’s clothes and yanked the vampire closer. There was too much distance between them for his liking. 

Cambridge snarled, and his fingers wound around Finnely’s colorful hair and yanked, pulling a groan from him. Pinpricks of pain danced along his scalp, and Finnely tugged just a little bit more to increase the pain. His legs spread out, and Cambridge rested between them. 

Fangs scraped along his neck, making Finnely’s heart race. Cambridge hesitated, and Finnely couldn’t have that. He’d made up his mind, and it was selfish as fuck, but he’d have the man before him. Even if he had to drag Cambridge by his fangs. 

Finnely tapped into the magic that lived within him at all times. He let it rush to his fingertips as he chanted the spell. It blossomed through him without hesitation, and before Cambridge could move away from him, Finnely wrapped his legs around the vampire’s waist. 

“Finnely.” Cambridge stared at him intently. 

“Trust me,” Finnely said. 

To his surprise, Cambridge didn’t move, didn’t even flinch as the first spark of Finnely’s blue flames appeared. He’d been practicing the new change to his fire spell. Finnely finished weaving the magic, making sure to concentrate, and slid his will into the flames itself. 

The fire grew to a dark blue and covered Finnely’s arm. The heat of it penetrated his flesh and warmed him throughout. He looked to Cambridge and dared the vampire to move. The flame covered Finnely from head to toe, and his pajama bottoms burned away. Not even dust was left behind. The dark flame consumed all. 

It licked up Cambridge’s body, and the vampire stayed still even as the fire burned away every article of clothing in sight. Finnely’s blood was rushing; it nearly blocked out any sound around him. He licked his lips as the last of Cambridge’s clothes were burnt away. 

Cambridge trusted him. Finnely’s entire soul screamed. 

“Cambr—”

Finnely’s lips were taken in a heated kiss, and he gave in. He submitted to the vampire, who wanted to possess him. Finnely willingly would hand over his soul if the man hadn’t already held it in his possession. 

Cambridge led rough kisses and bites from Finnely’s mouth to his jawline and down his neck. Cambridge’s tongue pressed against Finnely’s pulse point. There was a promise there, and Finnely was all for accepting it. 

Cambridge dipped his head down, and teeth sank into his flesh over his collarbone. 

“Uh.” Finnely pushed his fingers through Cambridge’s short golden hair and held him there. “More.”

Cambridge listened and bit him again on the other side, pain radiating from the spots left behind. Finnely sucked in air as his body came alive under Cambridge. Blood rolled down his skin and smeared Cambridge’s lips.

“You will tell no one,” Cambridge said.

Finnely saw the severity in Cambridge’s eyes, and he knew the vampire was serious. “No one.”

Cambridge wrapped his hand around Finnely’s sore throat once more and kissed him so softly that Finnely would have sworn it never happened. Finnely pushed his magic back down, and the flames covering them died down, not burning either one of them. 

They sat there for a few seconds, just breathing at the moment that just passed. The amount of trust Cambridge had just placed in Finnely’s hands gave him a high. He felt dizzy and fully energized at the same time. 

Cambridge moved closer, and their cocks touched, making Finnely moan. He was hard as a fucking rock. 

“That mutt of yours not satisfying you enough?” Cambridge taunted. 

Finnely tried to push him away. “He more than satisfies me. I’ve screamed his name plenty of times.”

Cambridge growled, and the world twisted before Finnely’s eyes. His face smashed against the thick wood of Cambridge’s desk. 

“You piss me off,” Cambridge said roughly. 

Finnely pushed himself up only for Cambridge to slam him back down on the desk, stealing the air from his lungs. Wet fingers touched his entrance, and for a second, his brain stopped, and he widened his legs just a bit more. 

“Whatever spell you have placed on me, remove it now,” Cambridge growled out as he shoved two fingers into Finnely. 

The burn of the entrance stole Finnely’s breath again, and he shouted and went limp against the desk as Cambridge punished him for something he didn’t do. 

Finnely sucked in a breath and turned his head so his cheek rested on the desk that offered him nothing. It wasn’t even cool to the touch. 

“You piss me off too. Why won’t you let me go?” Finnely said.

Cambridge grabbed his hair and yanked. Finnely’s back arched, and he hissed but didn’t close his eyes. He was met with an angry vampire. 

“You’re mine.”

Finnely laughed. “But you don’t want me.”

His heart was firmly lodged in his throat as the words left him without thought. 

Cambridge didn’t blink or even breathe. He went stone still, doing the creepy vampire thing where everything about them screamed, “I’m not human.” 

“No, I don’t.”

Finnely felt as if the earth caved under him and he was plummeting to his death. He never thought the day would come. 

Cambridge yanked on his hair harder, and Finnely was pulled back with the movement. He blinked away his blurry vision as he stared at Cambridge. 

“I need you. Want would mean that one day I will be able to walk away from you. That will never be the case. My need for you outweighs logic. It is a constant pressure inside of me demanding I seek you out, that I claim what is mine.” Cambridge’s gaze bored into Finnely’s soul. “You are my weakness, my destruction, and my addiction. You are all these things for me—that means you are mine.”

Finnely could only see the truth in the vampire’s words, and it had everything coming back together. 

“Then claim me.”

Cambridge looked ready to argue, but Finnely didn’t want to hear his bullshit. He was fighting what they had and what they both felt.

“Show me that I truly belong to you, Cambridge.” Finnely wiggled free and turned around to face Cambridge fully. “Or someone else will.”

Something broke into Cambridge’s ice-blue eyes, and Finnely found himself pinned to the desk once more. His legs hooked on Cambridge’s shoulders just as the man slammed in with a vicious growl. 

Finnely’s back arched off the desk, and pain and pleasure warred in his body. He wasn’t given a single moment to get used to Cambridge’s thick cock stretching him out, and he wouldn’t ask for one either. 

Finnely gripped the desk near his head and held on for life as Cambridge laid claim to his body. Every thrust fueled the fire inside of him, pulling him entirely from the darkness he’d felt so stuck in.

Cambridge’s hand wrapped tightly around Finnely, and his legs dropped from the vampire’s shoulders. Finnely let the desk go the moment Cambridge pulled him closer. Their chests rubbed together. 

Finnely quickly wrapped his arms around Cambridge’s neck and held on. Moans tumbled out of his mouth as he drowned in the pleasure Cambridge was giving him. 

“I nearly lost you.” Cambridge angrily whispered the words against Finnely’s ear as he thrust savagely into him. 

“You won’t ever lose me,” Finnely gasped out. 

He was claiming Finnely so roughly, but Finnely felt desperate for it. He wanted to beg Cambridge to go harder, to remind his body that they hadn’t only cheated death but fucking ruled it, and what better way of feeling that than fucking a man who’d caused more deaths than saved lives. 

Cambridge groaned. “I told you. You belong to me. You aren’t allowed to ever leave, not even die.”

“Then keep me,” Finnely said. 

The pleasure was threatening to take him out completely, and he swore as he felt every word Cambridge uttered to him. Fangs tore into Finnely’s flesh, and a hoarse scream tore from him as pleasure and pain sank into him and tethered him to the world around him. 

“Mine,” Cambridge repeated as he fucked Finnely to within an inch of his life. 

And there wasn’t a doubt in Finnely’s mind that he was, in fact, Cambridge’s; he just hoped the vampire realized it as well. 

Finnely was no longer capable of speaking; he was too far gone. But he held on to Cambridge and nodded every time the vampire groaned mine. 

Yours. 

His climax was like a rocket as it blasted off. Finnely shouted as come was forced from his cock, and his entire being went to another universe. 

He was vaguely aware of Cambridge grunting as he finished filling Finnely with every drop of his come. Finnely slowly came back down, his breathing erratic, his heart rate off the charts. He was limp in Cambridge’s arms, and he doubted any of his limbs would be working anytime soon. 

Cambridge’s hand moved off his neck, and the vampire wrapped his cold arms around Finnely’s overheated body. Finnely forced his eyes open just before Cambridge sat down, his cock still inside of Finnely. 

Seconds ticked by with neither one of them breaking the silence that fell around them. Finnely was too comfortable; he could drift off to sleep actual good sleep. He felt more like himself than he had in the past couple of days. 

“What are you trying to do, keep your come locked inside of me?”

“Okay,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely pulled back slightly to look the vampire in the eyes. “Uh, okay what? I need a little bit more context here.”

Cambridge’s ice-blue eyes softened a bit as they flicked to Finnely’s lips and then the bite marks he’d left on him. 

“I can’t resist you, and I’m done trying,” Cambridge said. 

A jolt went right through Finnely and had him sitting up straighter on Cambridge’s cock. Fuck, should he even hope?

“Okay, so that means exactly what? I need to understand fully,” Finnely said. 

Cambridge’s blank face gave nothing away. Instead of answering Finnely, he pulled him down and kissed him before licking the small puncture wounds close. 

“Go to your mutt. I need to finish up some work before dawn,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely wanted to push, but he’d already gotten so much vulnerability from Cambridge, and he didn’t want to go backward on whatever progress they had made so far. 

Finnely groaned as Cambridge’s cock slipped out from his ass, and an ache was left. He’d be sore as hell the next day, but fuck, it was worth it. He wouldn’t be taking a healing potion either. A part of him wanted to see the bruises around his neck and feel the ache for a bit longer. 

“Night, Cambridge.” Finnely headed toward the door with a slight limp in his walk. 

“Night, Firecracker.”

He made it back to the bathroom at the end of the hall and checked his reflection once more. His face was flushed, and his hair looked thoroughly fucked. His neck had red fingerprints around it, and a stupid fucking grin was on his face. 

Finnely showered to the best of his ability, and it took him too long, his body screaming for him to go to bed. He wrapped the fluffy white towel around his waist and left the bathroom. He intended to go to bed, curl up around Rome, and pass the hell out.

The door to the loft opened, and Finnely turned to see Jacob striding in with a bright smile on his face and blood splattered all over him. His once crisp white button-up was a deep crimson with only the smallest of specks of white left. There was even blood on his face. 

“Finnely.” Jacob walked up to him, and Finnely must have hit his head on the desk at some point while Cambridge was ramming him because he thought Jacob looked hot as hell. 

Psycho never looked so good. Serial killers are in, right?

“Hey, Jacob,” Finnely said breathily like he had the energy to go again. 

Jacob’s blue eyes focused on his neck, and his smile widened even more. “A certain prince cracked. It’s hard denying your addiction when your favorite drug is right there for the taking.”

Finnely’s head tilted to the side as he took in Jacob’s crazy-as-hell words. “Uh, okay.”

Jacob stopped just short of touching Finnely as if giving him a choice to close the distance or not. Finnely didn’t hesitate as he grabbed Jacob’s bloody shirt and tugged him the rest of the way. His blue eyes lit up as he took Finnely’s lips in a heated kiss. 

“Aww, I got my own fix before bed,” Jacob said. 

Finnely shook his head. He had no idea what the man was talking about, but he guessed crazy people had their own way of talking. 

Finnely washed his hands of the blood. He didn’t think about who it belonged to—no doubt they were dead. It probably made him just as crazy and cruel as the others, but Finnely wasn’t human. Death and murder were normal to him and had been since he was a child. 

He made his way back to the bedroom and found Rome sitting up. His eyes tracked all over Finnely, and they widened slightly at the sight of his neck, but Rome didn’t say anything, and for a second there, Finnely swore he saw the longing in Rome’s eyes. 

But it was gone too fast for Finnely to be sure. Rome pulled the covers back. “Come on.”

Finnely dropped the towel, crawled into the bed, and snuggled up next to Rome and let out a sigh of relief. He didn’t feel so weighted down. 

Just as Finnely was about to drift off, he felt Rome stiffen, and he forced his eyes open. 

“What?”

Rome growled before he stopped, blew out a heavy breath, and relaxed. “Don’t scare me like that.”

Jacob crept out of the shadows in the corner, and Finnely swore. 

“My bad little wolf. Usually you are too deep in sleep to notice me.”

Rome looked horrified. “How often have you just stood in the corner and watched us sleep?”

Laughter burst free from Finnely. He’d had the same question, but now he found Jacob’s stalker habits comforting. 

Jacob smiled. “Go to sleep.”

“Fucking creepy,” Rome muttered. 

Finnely pulled Rome to him and hushed the werewolf with a kiss before wrapping him up in his arms. The world could go to shit, and Finnely would still smile because he had three men who were his. And he was theirs. 
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How stupid was he for believing that the people who were supposed to be his family didn’t plant a bomb in his apartment and blew it to outer space? 

“Finnely.” Martha’s sweet voice came over the line, and he sighed. 

“It’s just really suspicious that my apartment was bombed literally after some of the elders came to visit me at the shop.”

They’d been going back and forth for the past few weeks. He’d missed one meeting, and usually, it wouldn’t bother him so much, but his skin itched to perform magic on a larger scale like he’d done with his coven so often.  

“Finnely, they have all been worried sick about you,” Martha said. It was familiar, and every time Finnely wanted to believe that to be the case. 

“You’ve already missed one, but it’s the full moon, and we usually make moon water together,” Martha stressed. 

They’d moved to Multicity together, and his cousin was truly the last biological family Finnely had left. He pinched the bridge of his nose as he watched the sun start to dip. The view from Cambridge’s loft was immaculate. The city painted in various oranges, pinks, and blues was breathtaking and were wallpaper dreams. 

“No one in the coven would ever hurt a fellow member. We took the oath. We are born of the same goddess. Our magic binds us more than any blood could ever,” Martha said. 

Finnely’s stomach clenched. She was right. His coven, although he hadn’t fit in perfectly, had still been a place for him. Would any of them genuinely hurt him, all because he had the prince of vampires in his shop? 

Finnely couldn’t see it clearly, or he might not want to. Regardless, he needed facts. 

“You should be here with me; witches need to band together, especially when one of us is attacked.” Martha sounded as if she was fiddling with something. “Did you tell any of the elders that you’ve been attacked and ask them if they were the ones to do so?”

Finnely hadn’t because Cambridge, Jacob, and Rome had all been pretty damn sure it had been them in the first place. 

“No.”

Martha sighed. “Finnely, why are you shutting your own people out?”

She sounded pained by the thought, and Finnely briefly shut his gaze to the view. His mind was a mess. 

“It all happened so fast. I just needed a second.”

“To be homeless? You refused to come stay with me or any of the other coven members,” Martha questioned. 

“I’m not homeless. I’m at a fr—” Finnely glanced over his shoulder at the covered ceiling-to-floor windows. What was Cambridge now? Were they anything, and if they were, what did that make Jacob and Rome? He shook his head. 

“Friend’s.”

Martha tsked. “Not a witch friend. You are being targeted; how can you just trust anyone?”

And yet, she expected him to trust the coven blindly. And maybe he was supposed to, but he couldn’t quite squash the suspicion toward them. 

“Are you with the vampire prince?” Martha asked.

Finnely stopped breathing for a second. She shouldn’t have known about that. “How?”

Martha sighed. “Elder Graize recognized him and—”

“Everyone is gossiping behind my back.”

“You won’t talk to any of us, and we all know how you were with a vampire before, but Finnely—Cambridge, really?”

The way she said his name with such loathing and warning grated on his nerves. “Who I am with is no one’s business.”

“Sorry, that came out rude,” Martha said. “I just worry about you, and the vampire prince doesn’t have the best of records—well, really, none of them do, but he is one everyone is warned about constantly.”

Finnely gritted his teeth before he cursed out his cousin. She was sweet and looked out for him, but he despised the way she saw Cambridge. She wasn’t wrong, but he wasn’t always that way. 

“Well, there is a big warning on witches in general, so does that mean I don’t deserve happiness?”

Martha huffed. “No, Finnely—look, I don’t want to argue with you.”

Finnely felt like a damn child at the moment, and that thought alone was the only reason he didn’t start yelling at his seventy-year-old cousin. 

“If he makes you happy, then I’m all for you two being together. I’m not perfect, and I know I let some of my old ways sink in. Times are changing, and we aren’t in a constant war with vampires and werewolves. Well, not all of them. But I was a child living through that, and it’s hard to imagine there are some decent ones out there when you’ve seen the monstrous side of them up close and personal,” Martha said. 

Finnely pushed his fingers through his hair. He’d missed his cousin, and yeah, he got it. “I’ll be there.”

Martha whooped over the phone. Finnely rolled his eyes but felt the smile on his face all the same. 

“Oh, and for the record, he pisses me off on a daily basis, but yeah, they all make me happy.”

“Wait a hot minute—all? How many are there?” Martha laughed. “You are getting down and dirty. Wait, tell me later at the moon ceremony.”

Finnely laughed and agreed to tell Martha about all three men he was seeing. He still wasn’t sure if he could officially count Cambridge but fuck it. The man had decided not to let him go, so Finnely was counting. 

Finnely made his way back inside, and he knew it would be difficult, but he was a grown-ass man who surely could go out. Cambridge sat at the kitchen bar with a laptop in front of him and a wineglass full of blood next to him. He fit into society way too well for him to be so freaking old. 

“I’m going to the coven meeting. Don’t wait up,” Finnely said. 

“No.”

Finnely bristled at the finality of the word. He looked Cambridge in the eyes. “I don’t have to listen to you.”

Cambridge looked unfazed by Finnely’s words, walking past him as if Finnely had no say-so in his own damn life. Finnely whirled around, and magic sparked in the air as his anger grew. The spell always came easier when his emotions were all over the place, which made it wild and harder to control. But fuck control. 

“I am going,” Finnely said. 

Jacob and Rome both looked between them.

“Even the mutt knows it is a bad idea,” Cambridge said. 

Finnely glanced over to Rome, and the small hope in his chest crashed as the werewolf nodded, but he looked angry that he had. 

“I’m telling you it wasn’t my coven. You can’t keep me from them. They are my people.”

Cambridge scoffed at Finnely, and he saw fucking red. Fire licked up his arms, but just as quickly as the flames had appeared, he doused them and shook his arms free of them. 

“I don’t want to be smothered,” Finnely groaned. It was why they hadn’t worked out before. Cambridge alone would place Finnely in a box and never let him see the light of day again if given the chance. 

“You nearly died, and I am certain—”

“You aren’t certain of shit. You suspect, and that’s just not good enough for me.”

Rome stood to the side, still not coming to Finnely’s defense, and that was pissing him off as well. 

“You are to stay here,” Cambridge said and walked away. 

“Motherfucker.” Finnely ignored Rome and Jacob’s attempt to talk to him. They could all go sit on a rusty nail. 

Finnely sat in the reading room alone, staring out the window. He opened it and just took in the fresh air—his bike keys in his pocket a heavy weight. 

He needed to go not only because he wanted to do moon magic but also because he needed to know it wasn’t his coven. He glanced at the door and fiddled with the keys in his pocket for another minute before he gave in. 

Finnely got up and moved out of the room. He didn’t stop and look for any of the guys. He made sure to place a spell on his shoes so they didn’t make a sound. He kept surprisingly calm, and his heart was still at a resting beat. 

He cracked open the door and ran. Finnely didn’t even close it all the way. There was no way in hell they wouldn’t have noticed he was gone. The garage held the new bike that Jacob had gotten him, and Finnely had made sure to pay him back for it. The sleek black chrome felt like perfection under his fingertips.

Finnely rode his new bike, breaking speed limits and not giving a flying fuck as he let the world around him pass him in a blur. He arrived at the latest meeting point and parked his bike. Martha stood over by the ballpark fence. She sported her usual pastel clothes. Her dress looked extra poufy, and her hair was done up in pigtails, making her look even younger than usual. 

Finnely shook his head. And people liked to talk about vampires looking different than their true age; some witches did the same. He had stopped physically aging when he hit twenty-five. It was different for every witch, and the progression of aging would pick back up in another fifty years or so. 

Martha jumped up and wrapped her slender arms around him. Finnely sighed with relief. He hadn’t noticed how much he’d missed his cousin until that moment. He hugged her back and just enjoyed the moment. 

Finally, he let Martha drop down from their embrace, and she wiped the tears from her face before they ruined her makeup. She punched him in the arm, and he flinched back from the sudden attack. 

“Do better. I was worried,” Martha said. 

Finnely nodded because that was all he could do. He wanted to promise he would, but he wasn’t sure. He knew Martha would never try and kill him, and it had hurt to shut her out a little, but he’d been so unsure. Still, as he stood outside the ballpark and only the coven’s barrier keeping him from the meeting, he felt a little uneasy. Cambridge was going to kill him and possibly Jacob and Rome too. But he’d needed to come. 

“Come on,” Martha said. Her small hand slid into his, and he took in one final breath before they entered the ballpark. The barrier washed over him, welcoming him in like he was a child coming home from college. The ache in his chest slightly eased the farther they went in. 

Witches milled about, and Finnely had thought he felt like an outsider before, but as they turned to look at him, there was slight mistrust in their gazes. 

One of the women, who Finnely was pretty sure her name was Bell, walked toward them. She smiled at him. “Are you okay? We heard about the attack.”

“Um, yeah, I’m okay. I was at a friend’s when it happened,” Finnely said, keeping the lie in place. 

Bell looked saddened. “We’ve all been housing together in groups. There haven’t been any more attacks, thank goodness, but if you ever need anything, you can stop by.” She shook his hand before going over to the man she’d been with when Martha and Finnely had first walked in. He was sure it was her husband. 

“You guys have really been shacking up together?” Finnely asked. 

Martha nodded. “I have three people at my home. And I know most of the families with kids have moved in with the elders.” She turned and stared up at Finnely. “The coven really didn’t attack you, Finnely.”

And for the first time, Finnely truly believed her. His people hadn’t turned on him. The relief that flooded him nearly made him fall to his knees. Magic pricked along Finnely’s skin, and he knew Martha was chanting an enhancement spell, making herself strong enough to hold up his bulk. He’d laugh at the sight they portrayed if he wasn’t so busy trying to hold back relieved tears. 

He said nothing, his tongue too heavy in his mouth to form the words he wanted to say, but he hugged Martha to his side. She smiled brightly at him, and they settled into an easy conversation about what latest movies they’d both seen. 

The last of the elders walked into the ballpark, and a hush came over the coven. Elder Graize looked to Finnely, and relief passed over the man’s face for a short second. 

As the elders began to talk, Finnely calmed down, listening to them talk about the spell they would do together. It was the usual moon water spell. It would enchant the water, and people could use it for multiple potions such as healing, concentration, fertility, and more. 

Finnely rolled his shoulders, his leather jacket keeping him safe from the wind that blew around them. The elders headed Finnely’s way, and his stomach turned the moment they got to him. Usually, they’d tell everyone to get in a circle and get ready. 

Elder Holise gave him a stern look. “Finnely, we need to talk to you first.”

Martha bristled at the woman’s tone and stepped closer to Finnely. He’d worried for a second there his cousin wouldn’t have his back; he was sorely mistaken. 

“Anything you have to say to him I can hear as well,” Martha said flatly. 

Elder Dean knew them too well and nodded. He was over three hundred years old, which was damn near ancient for witches. The oldest recorded witch had been seven hundred years old, and she’d started to use blood magic to stay alive once she hit five hundred. 

He flicked his fingers, and a magical bubble formed around them, keeping anyone around from hearing what was going to be said. He hadn’t even needed to chant. Shit, one day, Finnely hoped to get that good with his fire magic where it could be conjured from thought alone. 

“Finnely, it has come to our attention that you have started to keep a certain kind of company,” Elder Holise said. 

Martha laughed, but she said nothing. She stayed next to Finnely, and that was all he needed to know about her stance on the subject. 

“You mean vampires?”

“And werewolves,” Elder Graize supplied. 

Finnely squared his shoulders. “And that is your problem because?”

Elder Holise looked at Finnely as if he was insane. “One of them is a prince of vampires. He is the most volatile of his kind. He has killed more witches than you could even comprehend.”

Finnely knew precisely how bloody Cambridge was, and the vampire had never shielded him from it. There had been plenty of times Finnely had seen Cambridge covered in the blood of his enemies or victims. And maybe it was fucked-up that Finnely didn’t care enough to turn away Cambridge, but he’d accepted that the vampire was a monster, but he was his monster.

“I’m not seeing what business is it of yours who I decide to have in my bed. You three are my coven elders, not my personal cock police.”

Holise balked at Finnely words, and her face went beet red. Elder Dean muffled his laughter, and Graize looked unamused. 

“That may be the case—”

“No, it’s for sure the case. My personal relationships have nothing to do with this coven.”

“And if your personal relationships should go bad, where do you think the vampire will take his anger out on?” Elder Graize asked.

Finnely looked him right in the eye, knowing he had the most issue with it. “I’m sure there is a point here, so why don’t you all tell me so I can go ahead and say no.”

Elder Holise composed herself once more and straightened her robe like they were living in the 1950s. 

“You need to choose. We don’t need the coven to be in danger because you want to dip your toes in danger. And who is to say that attack on your apartment wasn’t the vampires you surround yourself with?”

She was out of her fucking mind. Finnely was ready to give the bitch a piece of his mind, but Martha stepped forward, going toe to toe with Elder Holise. 

“First off, that’s bullshit, and you know it. Unless you have evidence, you can’t accuse them, and where my cousin decides to stick his dick is none of your concern or anyone’s.” Martha jabbed her finger into the elder’s shoulder. “And how dare you tell him to choose. A coven is supposed to be support and family. Yes, we all have our own thoughts on the other supernaturals, but it doesn’t mean we toss one of our own out just because he doesn’t hold such corrupted thoughts about vampires and werewolves.” 

Finnely was shell-shocked for a second as pride filled him. The elders looked just as shocked as he felt. Martha wasn’t a pushover, but she never went against the grain. She was a team player and the ideal witch in a coven. So, for her to be talking back was astonishing. 

Elder Dean cleared his throat. “I agree. Leave the boy alone. He knows not to disclose our coven meetings, and Finnely has never given us a reason to doubt his devotion to the coven.”

Finnely nodded. He hadn’t even in the meetings held at Karter’s house; not once had he discussed anything too close to the coven or given them any indication where their monthly meetings were. 

Holise and Graize looked displeased with the outcome, but they seemed to drop it. 

“His choice has been made,” Elder Dean said. 

But had he? If Finnely had truly faced the reality of losing his coven, would he have dropped the men he claimed as his? Or would he have chucked up the deuces and turned his back on his people?

He shook his head as the bubble popped and the outside sounds filtered back around him. It was slightly disorienting, but he got used to it quickly. The elders walked away, and Finnely couldn’t quite get his heart to settle back down. Martha grabbed his hand and tugged him to follow. There was a creek behind the ballpark, and that was where they would all gather the water they needed. 

“Thanks,” Finnely said. 

“Anytime. I give you shit, but that’s because we’re cousins. I won’t let them ever kick you out,” Martha said. The moon reflected off her pretty eyes. 

They both headed to the creek. 

“Oh yeah, where is the newbie you were talking about?” Finnely asked. He looked around, and everyone was familiar, even if Finnely didn’t know all their names.

Martha glanced up and shrugged. “I don’t know. They tend to show up late sometimes, but I’m sure the elders told them to come early.”

“Are they powerful?” Finnely asked. The excitement in his tone rang out clear even to his own ears. 

Martha chuckled. “Hell yeah. We performed a starlight ritual with them, and holy crap, the forest had lit up like the city.”

Finnely was pissed he’d missed it, but maybe they would show up and something grand would happen with the moon ceremony. 

Just as they made it to the creek, someone passed them mason jars, and Finnely went to gather the water. He stopped as the familiar prickle trickled down his spine and had the hairs standing on his neck. 

Finnely looked around, but he couldn’t figure out where the feeling was coming from. Someone was watching him. Kids were playing in the creek as their parents gathered the proper amount of water. A couple was whispering their excitement at the fertility potion they’d make. It was all good vibes except for the pure trepidation that sank in the pit of his stomach. Finnely grabbed Martha’s wrist, and she dropped her mason jar. The glass shattered, and Finnely hardly paid any attention to it. 

“Finnely, it was perfect. Even had a little moss in it,” Martha argued. But she went silent as she looked at Finnely. “What’s wrong?”

“I’ve been getting this weird feeling for the past few months,” Finnely started. His gaze was still scanning, but he felt so exposed. “Let’s go back to the ballpark.” He began to pull Martha that way, and she didn’t argue, although they didn’t have any water. 

Finnely picked up his pace as the feeling increased. 

“Explain it?” 

Finnely opened his mouth to tell her it felt like someone was watching him, but gunshots cracked in the air like thunder. A shrill scream came from the right by the stream, and Finnely turned to see one of the kids lying down in the water, his blood coloring it crimson. 

All hell broke loose, and Finnely tugged on Martha’s wrist and headed back toward the ballpark, but wolves appeared, frothing at the mouth as they attacked. 

“Fuck,” Finnely said. 

Martha’s magic sparked, and she threw up a mud shield as they ran back toward the stream. The trees were too thin to hide behind, but they’d give better cover than nothing. The witches of his coven were running and fighting back to the best of their ability. 

Finnely chanted his own spell and pushed his magic to his fingertips. He blasted a wall of flames in front of them. He turned to look at Martha, but she’d gone running toward a woman who was struggling against an onslaught of bullets.

Finnely focused back on the enemy that stood in front of him. He wielded the blue flames like it was a limb. His breath sawed in and out of his lungs as he kept them all back. Whimpers and howls rang throughout the air, along with the screams of his people. Fuck. 

Finnely couldn’t keep the amount of firepower he needed and still hope to go help the others. So, he ran. He left the wall of fire there and dashed toward the small trees. A bullet whizzed right past him and into the bark of the tree where his head would have been if he’d been a second faster. Shit. 

Finnely pulled his phone out of his pocket and hurriedly dialed the one person he knew would save him. Finnely’s heart was beating fast as he ran like Satan himself was after him, conjuring magic and throwing a fireball the size of a basketball. His breathing was erratic. Still, he held the phone to his ear. 

“The fact that you snuck out deserves punishment alone. And now you called to crawl back where you bel—”

“Cambridge, help me. I—” Something crashed into Finnely’s side and took him down. His head slammed into the ground, and he could feel the hot sticky blood drip down his face. He didn’t have time to be dazed. Cambridge would kill him if he died, Jacob would lose his fucking mind, and Rome… Sweet Rome would be left in the world alone again. 

A fire so hot burned through Finnely his fingers and arms went numb. He wouldn’t leave his men behind, no matter how stubborn and right they’d been. 
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If Cambridge had a beating heart, it no doubt would have stopped in that very second. He was up and out of his office in a matter of seconds. The call had died, and he attempted to ring Finnely two more times. He knew he should have locked the damn witch up. 

“Jacob,” Cambridge called out. 

His personal guard was there in seconds, his usual smile plastered on his face, but it dropped all too quickly as he took in Cambridge’s mood. He was ready to kill someone—and mainly Finnely. He’d told him not to go. Someone was actively trying to take the witch from Cambridge, and he couldn’t let that happen. He didn’t want to dig too deep into why that would be a problem. He just knew Finnely was the one person he couldn’t allow to be taken from him. 

Over his years of immortality, Cambridge had seen plenty of people die young and from old age, but the thought of Finnely not being there anymore had him seeing red and wanting to slaughter every person in sight. 

The mutt walked out the hall restroom and stopped dead in his tracks. Cambridge pulled in his bloodlust as best as he could. To Rome’s credit, he only trembled slightly, but it didn’t stop him from speaking to Cambridge. 

“What’s wrong?” Rome asked. 

If he was in the right state of mind, he might’ve been slightly impressed, but as he wasn’t, Cambridge had half a mind to tell the mutt to fuck off. Instead, he swallowed back his retort. Just maybe Rome had the answer he needed.

“Do you know where the witches meet?”

Rome’s eyes widened, and his entire body stiffened. Gone was the tremble, his own safety forgotten as he stepped closer to Cambridge and Jacob. “No. Did something happen to Finnely?” 

A muscle in Cambridge’s jaw ticked with annoyance. “Finnely called. He’s in trouble, but that damn coven changes their meeting spot too often.”

Cambridge was about to murder everyone in 2.2 seconds. Jacob’s hand landed on his shoulder, and he nearly ripped it free from the other vampire but stopped as he saw Jacob concentrating on his phone. 

“Found him. Let’s go,” Jacob said.

Cambridge didn’t question him; he knew Jacob had a unique hobby, and his latest fascination happened to be Finnely. It should have bothered him, Finnely was his, but Cambridge could only be thankful at the moment that Jacob had such an obsession with his witch. Or was Finnely more theirs? He still wasn’t counting the wolf; he’d be damned if he started counting the mutt as an actual person and not a fleabag. 

Still, Rome kept up and slid into the back seat of the car with zero hesitation. He couldn’t even shift; what possible use could he be? Cambridge remembered hearing the gunshots and figured the wolf could be a decent shield at best.

Jacob passed Rome one of his guns, and Cambridge figured maybe he could be of some use besides a shield. 

“You know how to use it, right?” Jacob asked. 

“Yes,” Rome said. He didn’t supply any explanation, and no one asked for him to clarify. If the mutt ended up shooting himself in the foot, Cambridge would take that chance to rid himself of the vile creature.

“Don’t be dead weight, or I will personally rip your head off,” Cambridge grumbled. 

Jacob snorted a laugh, but his gaze was focused on the phone and the directions some app was telling him to follow. 

“Don’t get in my way and I won’t accidentally shoot you between the eyes,” Rome said back. 

Cambridge nearly smirked at the bravado of the runt. By all accounts, he should still be shaking in his boots when around Cambridge. But he seemed to have grown a lot more than Cambridge had originally taken notice of. Maybe Rome wasn’t as broken as everyone liked to think he was. He glanced over to Jacob’s phone and typed the coordinates to Weston. 

Cambridge: Be here. There has been an attack.

Cambridge thought about contacting the vampires he had under him in the city, but it was getting harder and harder to know who to trust. He didn’t have a den, so none of them were directly under him. None of them owed him loyalty. Finnely’s life was too important to be potentially bringing in more enemies. No, they’d do it themselves. He might have despised the mutt in the back, but he knew without a doubt that Rome would do whatever he could to protect Finnely. It had already been proven when the werewolf had shielded Finnely from the blast when their apartment had been blown up. 

Cambridge hadn’t thanked Rome for saving the one thing in the world that made him feel things besides blood, lust, and anger. Finnely was his firecracker; he lit up new emotions every day in Cambridge and made his world brighter. Living for a long time meant Cambridge had seen more than anyone should in their lifetime. 

But Finnely reminded him all the time that there was more to life. That just because he lived forever didn’t mean he shouldn’t cling to the joys life can give you. He thought he’d been living fucking and feeding, but even that had grown tiresome. 

“We are coming up on it now,” Jacob said, pulling Cambridge from his melancholy thoughts. 

Cambridge fidgeted in his seat. Centuries-old vampire fidgeting—what the hell was Finnely doing to him? 

Cambridge strained his hearing but didn’t hear a sound, no gunshots or screams, all sounds he’d heard clear on the phone. He gripped the armrest between his and Jacob’s seats. It creaked, but Cambridge paid it no mind, not until it crumbled under his grip. 

“I thought you sai—” Cambridge stopped talking the moment the magic washed over him, making his teeth hurt and his body scream in agony. A small whimper came from the back seat, but no one protested as they kept driving on, and finally, the pain from the magic receded. Cambridge’s ears popped, and sound flooded in. Screams, gunshots, howls, and bombs were going off.

Jacob whipped around the ballpark Cambridge hadn’t even noticed was there, and it was a fucking war zone. The first moment Cambridge’s feet hit the ground, he took off in search of Finnely. A bullet snared his ankle, tearing flesh and blood. 

The pain only pissed him off even more. He moved in a blur and went around the humans that dared shoot at him. He didn’t so much as make a sound as he grabbed the first one crouched down. He broke his neck with a beautiful crunch. The same sound Finnely made when he was eating a bowl of Crunch Berries. 

Cambridge dropped the dead body and was on to the next human before he could even fully turn around. He yanked the man’s head to the side hard, and it was an instant kill, but his flesh tore and the coppery scent of blood tinged the air. 

“You are not worth eating,” Cambridge said. He let his eyes roam around humans, vampires, and werewolves, all fighting the witches of Finnely’s coven. Cambridge didn’t care about any of them. There was only one particular witch he wanted to see at the moment, and he couldn’t seem to track him down. 

A blur moved in his peripheral, and Cambridge cursed under his breath just as the vampire attacked, his fangs bared. 

“Fucking child. Nothing more than a vampling.” Cambridge moved faster than him with ease, and all that was on his mind was blood. The vampling was stupid, and if he knew what was best for him, he’d be running the opposite way. 

But Cambridge had no desire to allow such a thing. He would take his anger out on him. The vampling charged again, but instead of dodging, Cambridge allowed him to attack. He gripped both arms in each hand, and the vampling snapped his teeth at him like some rabid dog. 

Cambridge pulled with all his strength, soaking in the screams and the cries from the vampling as one of his arms was torn his body. 

“Should have been smarter,” Cambridge said as he pulled the other arm clean off. Blood splattered all over his face, but it did nothing to calm his bloodlust. The monster inside of him was hungry, and it planned on being fed. 

“Must you make a mess?” Weston’s voice carried to him, and Cambridge laughed. 

“You would do the same for your wolf.”

His brother appeared next to him, covered in blood, and if they were a different kind of brothers, Cambridge might have thanked him for coming, but as it stood, he just offered him a grunt. 

“Is he that important to you?” Weston asked. 

Cambridge couldn’t even deny it anymore. He’d thought Finnely was just a scratch, something fun to play with to pass his time, but that hadn’t been the case at all. 

Cambridge took a few steps away from his brother, still scanning the area. There were so many fucking people it shouldn’t be so hard to find him. 

“Cambridge,” Weston called. 

He turned to look at his brother by blood and by death. “He is mine.” That was all Cambridge could offer. 

Weston nodded. “Then we shall slaughter everyone here.”

There were four more vampires, and two wolves charged at them, and Cambridge didn’t hesitate in any of his kills. He hoped Jacob or even the mutt found Finnely. Because if his witch was dead, there would be nothing in the world to stop Cambridge from destroying everything. 
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A sharp knife sliced into the flesh of Finnely’s arm as he twisted out of the way just in time to avoid the blade going into his rib cage. His heart was pumping hard, and his lungs worked double time as he fought the human before him. He might lack magic, but he moved like a skilled fighter, and Finnely was trying his damnedest to hit him with his fire, but the bastard was dodging. 

There was nothing but blood and bodies all over the place. He wanted to find Martha to make sure she was okay. He needed to help get his coven out of this, and then he wanted to burn every single one of the people who thought they could attack them and get away with it. 

The human lunged for him, and Finnely barely moved out of the way. The blade sliced into his black shirt and nicked his side. Finnely didn’t wait or even try and get sound footing. He pushed the fire from his palms and lit that sucker on fire. 

Magic rushed through him like acid. The more he used it, the more it hurt, but he ignored the pain. If anything, it just reminded him he was alive. The human screamed all of five seconds before he crumbled to the ground, his body turning to ash and swept away by the wind. Finnely’s fire was the hottest flame known to man. 

Finnely didn’t have time to focus on any of that. He was in the middle of a fucking war. Humans, werewolves, and vampires were killing off his coven. He jogged over to a couple in the coven, who were struggling with three werewolves. 

Magic boiled under his skin as Finnely chanted and conjured a circle of blue flames around the couple. It would only hold for a few seconds, and he hoped they made use of it. The werewolf tried jumping through the blue flames and learned quickly that was a wrong decision. It fell to the ground, whimpering and howling, but once the flames caught, there would be no putting it out. 

The other two werewolves turned their attention on Finnely, and he swore. They came after him, and with his focus on his fire magic, Finnely couldn’t do much else. A gun would be nice. 

Finnely dropped the ring of fire at the last second; the couple would have to finish off the humans. Finnely flicked his fingers and dropped down in a fighting stance. His entire body cried out in agony. He was sporting cuts and bruises from head to toe. Shit, someone had stabbed him in the shoe. Granted, they’d only scratched his foot, but Finnely loved his boots. He’d set that fucker ablaze in seconds. 

He shook his head, focusing on the wolves coming at him. The moment the one on the right leaped for him, he pushed his magic into his right hand, willing the fire to bend to his will. A whip formed, and Finnely twisted and swung the whip of pure blue flames down on the werewolf with a crack. 

Finnely flicked his wrist, and the whip wrapped around the werewolf. The flames instantly attacked the creature. The smell of burning fur tinged the air, followed by the burnt metallic scent. 

Finnely let the whip of fire dissolve, but it was too late for him to conjure another one as the other werewolf slammed into him and took him down. Claws sank into his flesh and pulled a scream from him. Dark spots danced in his vision as he tried to block out the pain and figure something out. But his concentration had slipped, and the fire wasn’t responding. Saliva dripped from the werewolf’s mouth, and Finnely saw his death in the huge razor teeth–filled mouth of the beast on top of him. 

Fuck, Cambridge is going to be pissed. Rome will be lonely, and Jacob just might go off the deep end. Even at that moment, Finnely thought of his men. 

A black blur moved in his peripheral just before the werewolf’s mouth could come down on Finnely and end him. The black blur crashed into it, freeing Finnely. 

He cried out as claws were torn from his body. Blood welled and soaked into his tattered clothes. Finnely took in a shuddering breath. He’d been close to pissing himself. He pushed himself up and forced his body to move. It could rest when he was dead.

The black wolf tore into the werewolf that had been attacking Finnely savagely. Blood- and fur-covered flesh scattered over the ground. 

Holy shit. 

The next thing Finnely knew was the black wolf shifting, and a naked Karter stood there, covered in blood and his long hair blowing in the wind. 

“You okay?” Karter asked. 

“Uh, yeah, thanks.” Finnely pointed to the dead wolf. 

Karter grinned at him, blood all over his mouth. “Let’s kill these fuckers.” 

Before Finnely could say anything, Karter shifted back into his wolf form and attacked a human from behind. Finnely shook himself from his daze, but he knew if Karter was there, that meant his men were there as well. 

Finnely scanned the area, but it was too much chaos, and every time he thought he saw Cambridge, Jacob, or Rome, he’d lose sight of them. 

A scream pierced the air, and a chill ran down Finnely’s spine. He ran toward it, pushing his body to its limits and beyond. He rounded the corner just in time to see Martha bleeding, clutching her arm as four children cowered behind her. 

Finnely wove the magic through his fingers and sent all the fire he could conjure at the first vampire. He screamed, running around, looking like a blue blur until he dropped down to the ground and turned into ash. 

“Thank fuck, Finnely,” Martha said. 

Finnely worked with Martha’s magic, and they took down two more enemies. Martha was panting, and Finnely was running low. 

“You need to get to the ballpark. The barrier is still up,” Finnely said. 

“Every time we try, they surround us. Shit, I’ve never seen them work together.” Martha sounded so scared. 

Another blast rocked the ground they stood on, and one of the kids began to cry. Finnely looked around but wasn’t sure what to do. He didn’t have the time to think. Five humans ran toward them in tactical gear, with guns raised. 

“Fuck,” Finnely groaned. 

“I have the two on the left,” Martha said. 

Finnely nodded. He had flames licking up his arms and formed fireball after fireball, throwing it at them. Martha had a wall of dirt taking the bullets aimed at them and the kids. 

Shouts of agony had Finnely checking out the two guys Martha took on; they were skewered on a spike of dirt. Finnely whooped and enlarged his fireball just as a bullet grazed his cheek. White, blinding pain radiated over his face, but he gritted his teeth and tossed the ball toward them. They couldn’t dodge it fast enough and lit up like marshmallows over a campfire. 

But kill one and four more show up. 

“They are like fucking cockroaches.” He got ready to throw another fireball, but just as he peeked around the wall, the men dropped. Elder Dean raced over to them. His face was flushed, but he looked unharmed. Shit, to be that powerful. 

“Oh, good, you all are okay,” he exclaimed. 

Finnely sagged a little, but he couldn’t squash the worry in the pit of his chest. He hadn’t seen any of his guys. The only person he had seen was Karter. 

“Come, Finnely. Dean is going to take us where some of the others are,” Martha said. 

“I can’t.” He wanted to tell her everything, but now didn’t feel like a good time. “I’m going to keep fighting and helping.”

She looked ready to argue with him, but she was far more injured than him. “Okay. Come back.”

Finnely nodded and raced off into the battlefield. He fought tooth and nail. Just when he thought he caught a glimpse of Jacob, the man was gone. And then Finnely was left taking a few humans. He saved three more witches from his coven and told them where to go and look for Elder Dean. The moon ceremony was special, and witches tended to bring their families. So, their typical number of twenty or so witches had more than doubled. But as Finnely made his way through the battlefield, he knew there wasn’t going to be even twenty witches still alive from his coven.

Wounds covered his body; there were places that hurt he hadn’t even known possible. Finnely coughed, and fresh blood splattered on his hand. The world tilted to its side, and he stumbled as he tried to right himself. His fingertips were tinged and numb from the use of his fire magic. The veins in his arms turned black the more he pushed magic through his body. 

He’d burn out, but it would be worth it as long as he didn’t go out alone. Finnely forced each step, and it was like walking through drying cement. But he didn’t stop until he made it to where he’d last seen Martha. 

All he could taste was blood and breathe in the death in the air. Finnely sucked in a wet breath and looked up, hoping that Martha and the kids were okay.

All hope came to a screeching halt as Finnely took in the sight before him. Martha’s once joyful eyes were dull and unseeing. Finnely stumbled over to his cousin and dropped to his knees, uncaring of the war around him. He scooped her up, unable to comprehend how it happened. 

Finnely looked all around for Elder Dean and the children. She’d been with them.

“Finnely,” Dean called out. 

He was alive. Finnely found him huddled down, a shield around him, but where were the kids? Finnely didn’t want to leave Martha, but he knew she’d want him to protect the kids at all costs. She’d always said they were the future of the coven. It didn’t matter how long they lived; children would always be a fresh start. 

Finnely promised to come back for her body and moved over to Elder Dean. “What happened?” 

Elder Dean looked concerned. “Come on. Hurry.”

Finnely stumbled and cursed his body for shutting down on him. “What? Why is Martha dead? She was supposed to be with you?” There were so many questions, and he needed answers, even in the middle of the battlefield. 

“You know Martha was headstrong. She went after you, and she died. Now, come on, lad,” Dean said. 

Yeah, that sounded like Martha, but Finnely couldn’t quite believe it. She’d been protecting the children so fiercely. Even when Dean had offered to take them into the safety of the ballpark, Martha had refused. 

A warning flashed in Finnely’s head, and he tried to grasp the little voice that said, Don’t trust him. Finnely pushed his feet under him again but fell right back down. 

“Grab him,” someone said. 

Finnely glanced up through his colorful hair. He’d know that face anywhere. What were they doing there? The witch who’d protected the false king, Maximilian Valentine. The air in Finnely’s lungs seized up, and he knew he had to work fast. 

“Oh, Doc, I was just grabbing Finnely,” Elder Dean said. 

“Go ahead and kill him and your position is secured in the new world to come.”

“He is young and still learning. I am sure he could be of some use,” Elder Dean argued. 

“No, he sides with the enemy.”

Finnely’s heart squeezed in his chest, and it had nothing to do with his injuries. Martha had said a new witch had joined the coven, that they were powerful, and Finnely knew firsthand just how powerful Doc was. 

If he’d warned them or at least his cousin, then maybe she’d— Finnely pushed it all away. He couldn’t do shit about the past at the moment, and guilt wasn’t going to help him. So, he forced guilt and grief down deep to be dug up later and let his anger take front and center.

Finnely hadn’t practiced the spell, not to the full extent, but it was a one-time thing, and he knew he had to give it his all. He dug deep inside and forced every drop of magic he had into the spell. 

He might die doing the spell, but it would be worth it to take out the bastard who they’d trusted. Who’d killed Martha? 

“Aiónia flóga Foínikas.” Phoenix eternal flame. 

Finnely whispered the final piece of the chant with every ounce of his being. Magic erupted from him, and before Dean even knew what was happening, blue flames rushed from Finnely’s hands, tearing through his body, searing him on its way out. 

Yes, Finnely was young, and his magic still had a ways to go, but there had been one thing he did better than everyone else, and it was conjuring blue fire, the hottest flame. 

“Shit,” Elder Dean shouted. 

The oxygen around Finnely was taken away, and he hadn’t been prepared. Finnely wavered where he stood. Still, Dean had cast his own spell too late. The flames weren’t going to die out. Finnely’s fire was on another level.

The blue flames formed into a giant phoenix, and its screech rattled the air. Finnely’s ears hurt, but he didn’t stop to check them. He kept pushing his magic, even as dark spots swam in his vision and his lungs burned for the need for air. The phoenix swooped down and set Dean and everything around him ablaze. 

He didn’t even have the chance to scream, and as the phoenix flames covered him from head to toe, his death hadn’t been drawn out how Finnely wished it could have been.

Sweet, glorious oxygen rushed back into Finnely’s lungs and had him bending over, coughing. The phoenix let another cry as the fire stopped flowing from Finnely. It burned everything in its sight until it was no more. 

Doc, that pesky fucking witch, stood there half-burned. Their glare was set on Finnely, but if they were expecting more fight from Finnely, he didn’t think he had it. But they didn’t seem to have it either. They shouted at someone or something, but Finnely’s brain couldn’t comprehend the words.

Finnely’s arms burned and just the barest of glances at them showed what he feared. His fingers were pitch-black, and black veins went up to the crook of his elbow. Small cracks formed on his fingers, and a blue light glowed just below the surface—his flames. 

He gasped for a breath as he dropped down to the mud as the rain pelted down against him. It sizzled as it touched his hands, and Finnely wanted to laugh. He was just too hot to touch. He was so tired. Just so fucking exhausted. 

Finnely lazily blinked, and when he opened his eyes again, his head rested on the ground. He needed to get up. A growl sounded too close to him, and he knew he was a goner if he didn’t get up and fight. Run. But Finnely didn’t have the energy for it. His entire body felt like one sore spot.

He couldn’t go down like some bitch. Finnely groaned in frustration as his body refused to listen to him. He saw them coming at him, three big-ass fucking werewolves. They looked hungry, even with blood splattered on their muzzles. No matter how he screamed in his head, his body wasn’t budging. Finnely couldn’t even take in the amount of air he needed to shout for help. He had no idea how everyone else was faring in the fight, but he hoped it was better than him. 

He closed his eyes; maybe it was best that he died too. If he’d told Martha what was happening in the background of the world, maybe she’d been more wary, and just maybe she’d still be alive. But even as the guilt and grief tried to take root, faces flashed through his mind, and he remembered why he still wanted to live. Even if he didn’t deserve it, he clenched his teeth and drew on every ounce of strength he had left and let out a bellow filled with pain, heartache, anger, and hope.
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Flesh and bones caved under Rome’s fist. The gun Jacob had supplied him had been emptied ten bodies ago, but Rome still fought tooth and nail. He was scouring the ground for Finnely. Humans came from every fucking direction, werewolves hot on their heels, and Rome’s inner beast clawed at him to be let out, but he still hadn’t been able to shift. Even in the dire moment, Rome was too fucking broken to shift. 

Hot, wet blood covered his knuckles; he could no longer tell if it was his own or that of his enemies. But that didn’t matter—Rome had no time to quake in his shoes and try to find help. He was no longer that wolf. Yes, he was broken, but he was sharp glass and, as Finnely had pointed out, just as strong. 

Rain cascaded down around him, but the blood on his hands was like a stain. Nothing would ever get it off, and Rome was honestly okay with it. He hadn’t grown up in the supernatural world like the others, and when he’d been tossed into the world, unknowing of the truth, he’d thought he would never get so bloody. He’d never be a monster like the others around him. 

But that had been naive thinking. For Finnely, Rome would bathe in blood and howl to the moon in victory. His inner wolf loved the violence, and Rome let that side of him take front and center in his mind. He had no time for morals and other such thoughts. Finnely was in trouble, and the people who thought they could take the one good thing in Rome’s life away from him would learn that although he didn’t have his claws and teeth yet, he was still a monster.

A werewolf was barreling toward him, but Rome didn’t have to worry. A sleek, dark brown wolf jumped over his head, his coat nearly looking black with the amount of blood splattered all over him. Avery took the beast down with the effectiveness of someone used to fighting in their wolf form. Mud splashed around as the rain pouring down on them made the ground slick.

Rome was grateful for his pack; they’d gotten there a tad bit sooner than them with Weston’s mansion being closer to the outskirts of the city, and that was where the ballpark was. 

Rome was up and grabbed the machine gun the human had. He checked, and the motherfucker was empty. He tossed it to the side just as a shout caught his ears. For some reason, it tugged at him, and Rome didn’t ignore his instincts. He turned, searching out where the sound had come from, and the moment his eyes landed on a still form on the ground, his heart stilled. 

No. Rome’s feet were moving before he could even comprehend what his eyes were seeing. He ran as fast as he could, arms pumping at his side and air sawing in and out of his lungs. It couldn’t be true. 

A howl he didn’t know cracked through the air like thunder, and Rome’s heart nearly tripled in speed. He pushed his body even harder, but he wasn’t going to make it in time. The mud under his feet slowed him down, and Rome cursed it to hell. He was fast, but two legs were nothing compared to the speed of four legs. 

Three wolves bounded toward Finnely. Their mouths were wide open for the hunt. No. Run fucking faster. Rome shouted, trying to get their attention. Maybe he could lure them away, but no, they were dead set on Finnely. 

A burning sensation built in Rome’s chest as he pushed himself harder and harder, the thought of Finnely being torn to shreds tearing him apart. Rome growled in anger as he ate up the distance. The wolf in the middle of the three was nearly at Finnely, his mouth ready. 

The wolf leaped, and the burning sensation in Rome grew to unimaginable heights. He screamed as it pushed through him, but he didn’t let his gaze flicker, even as it changed and sharpened so that he could count each tooth in the wolf’s mouth. 

The pain threatened to trip him up, but Rome couldn’t let it. He shouted to the world as the need to get to the man he loved overcame him. It went from sounding human to a howl of a wolf. 

For a split second, Rome lost focus, and dread had his stomach sinking, but as his eyes came back to focus, he noticed the world passed him in a blur. He didn’t question it as he threw himself at the wolf just as it got to Finnely’s body. Rome didn’t allow his focus to waver, even if he noticed Finnely still hadn’t moved. 

He clamped his mouth around the scruff of the wolf and yanked his head left and right, pulling with all his might. He didn’t dare stop, even as blood flowed into his mouth and covered his tongue. 

Claws sank into his back and bit the back of his neck, but his fur protected him as he clamped down harder on the wolf. The wolf whined as Rome yanked his head back and tore a gaping hole into the wolf’s neck. 

Rome didn’t have time to celebrate his victory. Pain lanced through his back, and he thrashed onto the ground, trying his hardest to dislodge the other wolf. 

He got free, blood pouring down his front paws. Rome lowered himself and growled at the two wolves that were left. They attacked him together, and Rome fought tooth and nail. Claws sank into his flesh over and over, but for every scratch, he attacked them just as hard. 

The wolf on his right leaped at him, and Rome rolled on the ground to his back, and the moment the wolf came down over him, he clawed into his underbelly as if he was digging a hole. He bit into the wolf’s chest to hold him there as blood started to pour over him. The wolf above him thrashed, but Rome wasn’t letting him go. He didn’t even stop as his claws came in contact with bone. He continued till the wolf gave a final cry with his life. 

Rome wiggled free, and the other wolf attacked instantly. His razor-sharp teeth sank in on Rome’s front paw, and his bone crunched under the powerful bite. Rome howled out his pain, but he snapped his teeth down on the wolf’s ear, making him yelp in pain. Rome quickly backed up. 

Rome was bleeding all over, and he wasn’t healing nearly fast enough, but he gave no fucks. He would rather die than allow the fuckers anywhere near Finnely. He growled low; he couldn’t put any weight on his front left paw. It couldn’t hold his weight any longer, and the pain alone from it made him want to scream in agony. 

There was just one wolf left. He should be able to take him on. But blood dripped over his eyes, obscuring his vision. He shook his head and covered Finnely’s body with his own. 

The shuddering breaths coming from Finnely were the only reason Rome was determined to keep fighting. If the witch had— No, he couldn’t even imagine a world without Finnely. 

Rome growled in warning. He’d die before he let anything else happen to Finnely. A blur of movement caught his gaze for a split second, and the wolf used the minor distraction to his advantage and leaped for Rome. 

He never made it. The wolf yelped as arms encircled him, and a sickening crunch resonated around them. The whine from the wolf cut short. Its body was tossed onto the ground as if it was nothing more than a dirty rag. 

Rome breathed heavily as he looked up at Jacob. Blood coated him so thickly everywhere that not even the rain could clear a path through it. The vampire’s usual smiling eyes were dead, and it was as if Rome was staring death in the eyes. 

He’d always thought Cambridge was the most terrifying out of the two, but staring into Jacob’s eyes in that moment, Rome knew that was far from the case. The usual happy-go-lucky vampire was deadlier than he ever let show. 

Fear trickled down Rome’s spine, and he lowered his head and tucked his tail between his legs. Jacob stepped toward them, and Rome growled in warning. He knew logically Jacob would never hurt Finnely, but his fear overran all other thoughts. 

Rain pelted down on them as Jacob stood there staring at Rome. Time seemed to stand still as the vampire Rome was used to seeing came back into existence. Jacob blinked twice, and the dead look in his blue eyes was gone. Light flickered in them, and a small smile pulled at his bloodstained lips. 

“Look at you, little wolf. You shifted,” Jacob said. 

He sounded genuinely happy for Rome, and finally, he relaxed a bit. 

Jacob sauntered up to him as if he had nothing to fear, and technically he didn’t, but still, most people would be wary of an injured wolf. His soft fingers ruffled Rome’s fur, and he scratched behind his ears as if he was a common poodle. Still, it helped relax Rome a bit. 

“I need you to move, little wolf. I have to check him over,” Jacob said. 

Rome could still hear Finnely’s shallows breaths and his too-slow heartbeat over the pouring rain. A whimper worked its way free.

“Don’t worry. I won’t let him leave us,” Jacob said. 

His words held such conviction Rome couldn’t help but believe him. He was sure Jacob would fight the grim reaper himself to keep Finnely. 

Rome moved off Finnely and dropped into the mud next to him. Jacob moved with a quickness that could only be vampiric. He pulled out a test tube of the gross-tasting liquid. But Rome knew it was a healing potion. Thank goodness the vampire had thought to grab it before leaving. 

“The other three shattered, but one is better than none,” Jacob said. His hands lightly shook as he picked Finnely’s head up, his beautiful colorful hair caked with blood and dirt. 

Jacob tossed his head back. His blond hair clung to his face as he popped the cap and took the potion into his mouth. He bent over and pressed his lips to Finnely’s mouth. Rome pressed his nose to Finnely’s arm, just hoping that it worked. That they wouldn’t lose the man who had become each of their own personal addiction. 

Jacob pulled back his gaze, never wavering from Finnely’s face. It felt as if the world went still. The fight was winding down, and from the sounds, there was only a few left. 

Rome’s wolf ears flicked back as he heard someone approaching. The last thing he wanted to do was move, but he pushed himself up. He knew even if he died, Jacob and even Cambridge would watch over Finnely. They’d make him happy in their way. 

Rome got up on his paws the moment the human came from around the rock with a knife in hand. He attacked, and Rome opened his mouth and clamped down around the human’s ankle. He snatched his head back, and the human fell but twisted around, and the knife carved through the air in an arch before plunging into Rome’s hind leg. He growled and bit down harder. 

The blade was ripped from his body, and blinding pain radiated up his back. He shook his head, making the human nearly drop the knife, but no such luck. An arm wrapped around Rome’s neck, and he couldn’t get good footing to pull away. Lightning lit up the sky, and the blade in the human’s hand glittered from it. 

His life hadn’t been the best, but it hadn’t been complete shit. He’d had a loving home until he was thirteen, but he never forgot what it felt like to have parents who cared. And then, when his life had felt like it ended when he was in the false king’s hands, he’d been saved. He’d started piecing the broken shards of his soul back together with Finnely’s help. Finnely’s smiling face came to mind, and shit, Rome regretted one thing. He never got to tell the witch how thankful he was for him, but more than that, he wanted to say the words that burned like fire in his heart. I love you.

The killing blow never came, and as the arm around his neck went slack, Rome removed his teeth and found the head of the human in Cambridge’s hands. He glared down at Rome. 

“I told you not to be useless, mutt,” Cambridge said. 

Rome couldn’t reply, and he sure as shit wasn’t barking at the vampire. 

“Good job, but how about you not die? It’s the least you could do.” Cambridge headed toward Jacob, but Rome still heard his whispered words. “Damn mutt making me save him.”

Rome wasn’t going to question it, wasn’t even going to thank the vampire, but shit, he was grateful.
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Finnely groaned as his body moved. Pain shot through him, and instantly, Finnely’s eyes flashed open. He blinked away the raindrops as he took in a breath. It didn’t feel like he was breathing underwater any longer, so he could only assume he’d recently had a healing potion. 

His body was in a world of pain, but his toes twitched in his boots, and his fingers responded when he moved them. He’d no doubt need at least three more healing potions and a shit ton of sleep, but he was fucking alive. 

Fingers caressed his face, and Finnely turned his head slightly to see Jacob there, his blue eyes watching Finnely keenly. 

“Even when I’m near death, you don’t stop watching me,” Finnely said hoarsely. He choked out a weak laugh. 

“Of course not. I will always watch you,” Jacob said matter-of-factly. 

“Fuck, you’re such a stalker.”

Jacob chuckled, but he didn’t deny it either. Before Finnely could say much else, Axel appeared out of thin air. Fucking vampires and their fast-as-hell legs.

“We need to get out of here,” Axel said. 

Finnely blinked a few times, and with Jacob’s help, he sat up. He coughed, but luckily there was no blood, so the healing potion was going to town. 

“There was a magical dome on this place earlier, but Braydon said it’s gone,” Axel said. 

Finnely heard him, and he was sure it was for the best. “I can’t leave her body here.”

He pushed himself up until he was standing on his wobbly legs. His arms still burned with an intensity that threatened to knock him over, but he ignored it. The single healing potion he had was keeping him up, and that would have to do. 

Cambridge picked Finnely up. “Cambridge, I can’t leave her,” he stressed. 

Cambridge looked ready to argue. “Jacob, take the mutt to the car. We will join you shortly.”

He looked at Finnely. “Where?”

Finnely’s chest eased, and he wanted to say thank you, but what he was about to do and see had the words choking in his throat. He pointed in the direction he remembered, and Cambridge vamp sped them over. He stopped just as he got to Martha’s body. 

It was covered primarily in dirt, and she’d be pissed off that her outfit had been ruined. Finnely made Cambridge put him down, and he touched Martha’s cold face. He pushed her eyelids down and held them closed. 

His tears mixed with the rain that poured over him. He needed to hurry. Dawn would no doubt be creeping upon them, and the sounds of faraway sirens alerted him that humans would be coming soon, and the last thing any of them needed was to fight more humans. They were all battered, bruised, and bleeding. 

“Thank you for everything you did,” Finnely said. “Sorry.” He took off the bracelet he always wore. It had meant a lot to him, and Martha had always complimented it. And witches always sent the dead off with a parting gift. 

Cambridge’s hand appeared, and a single silver ring rested on Martha’s chest. Finnely had no words, but every emotion swirled in him and made his chest tight. He tugged on the tiny spark of magic he had left, and he chanted the words for his blue flame. The rain wouldn’t be strong enough to put it out. 

He breathed through the pain as he pushed the fire out from his fingertips and watched as it engulfed Martha’s body. Cambridge didn’t rush him and hadn’t said a word, but his presence meant everything to Finnely. He hadn’t gone through it alone. 

“May the magic of the goddess welcome you and hold you deeply in her embrace where you belong. Den tha xechasteís poté.” You will never be forgotten.

A minute passed, and Martha and everything that had been here was turned to ashes. Finnely stood, knowing he couldn’t spare any more time. 

“Let’s go.”

They made it to the mansion with time to spare. A shower was needed for everyone. Finnely didn’t even argue or yell as they ended up in a spare room within the mansion. 

He was pushed into the shower, and Finnely was vaguely aware that Jacob was cleaning him, but he was stuck on the loop of seeing Martha’s body burn up. 

Cold hands touched his face, and Finnely turned to look at Jacob. He stared into his blue eyes, looking for some hope that the night had been a nightmare. But Finnely already knew that wasn’t the case, and he was forced to accept the reality. 

“I don’t want to think about it right now,” Finnely said. 

Jacob kissed him, and he fell into his arms, letting himself be distracted from his grief. He’d happily let all of his men take his mind off things, but he also knew there wasn’t time. The sun would be up soon, and Rome was still hurting. 

Jacob pulled back. “Be here with us for now.”

Finnely nodded. They finished their shower, and Rome joined them. Jacob was instantly washing him as well. Surprisingly enough, Rome hadn’t argued or even growled when Jacob called him little wolf repeatedly. 

Cambridge took his shower once they were out, and Finnely thought about the good. And as he watched Jacob and Rome, he knew he was happy he survived the battle. 

Finnely’s heart ached, and as fucked-up and selfish as it was, he wanted to ignore his heartache for a bit longer. He just breathed in that all three of his men were alive.

“Here, you need to drink a few more,” Jacob said. 

Rome growled. “It’s disgusting.”

“Drink it, or I will hold you down, little wolf, and shove it down your throat.”

Finnely had no doubt Jacob would follow through on the threat. The man would probably enjoy it as well. Cambridge came out wearing low-riding sweats, and it was the hottest fucking thing in the world. Finnely thanked the goddess for gray sweatpants season.

Cambridge sat on the bed, and it looked as if he was about to get up and leave. Finnely reached out for him. “Wait.”

Cambridge met his eyes, his already starting to look glassy. Soon they’d turn into a frosty white as he fell to the spell of daytime and sleep. 

Vampires were vulnerable during that time, and although Cambridge was old, he wouldn’t be able to move nearly as fast during the day. Sure, he could move, but he’d be like a sitting duck. 

Knowing all of that, Finnely still couldn’t find it in him to let the vampire go. “Stay,” Finnely said. His gaze bored into Cambridge, pleading with him. “Please,” he added for good measure. 

Cambridge’s ice-blue eyes went to Rome, but surely he didn’t think Rome would try and kill him while he slumbered. Finnely’s heart thrashed in his chest. He’d never once slept with Cambridge during the day. The vampire had always made it a habit to go off on his own. But Finnely was feeling needy. 

Jacob was already under the blankets as if he needed them to keep warm, a smile on his face, and he closed his eyes. 

“You will sleep between Jacob and the mutt,” Cambridge said. 

It wasn’t a no. Finnely’s heart was singing as he nodded, refusing to argue. He knew the moment he tried, Cambridge would be gone before he could even list one complaint. 

Finnely got into the bed, and he looked to Rome to talk to him about it, but his werewolf was already falling asleep. Finnely pulled him close and pressed a kiss to the top of his head. 

Finnely gazed over his shoulder at Jacob and smiled at the man watching him. “Watch over me?”

Jacob nodded. “Always, hot stuff.”

Cambridge turned the light off, and the bed dipping was the only indication that he’d gotten into bed with them. Finnely smiled to himself and closed his eyes, even if he wanted to jump on the bed and do a victory dance. 

As time ticked by and Rome’s light snoring failed to lull him to sleep, Finnely knew it was futile. He was plagued with too much on his mind. His pain was all too real. Like there was an open wound on his chest.

Finnely slipped out of bed and made his way through the vast mansion. A huge part of him wanted to be back home. He stopped short as the image of Cambridge’s loft came to mind instead of the place he’d called home before it got blown up. He’d only been staying with Cambridge for a short while, and yet Finnely could barely picture his old home. 

He reached to twist the bracelets on his wrist, but they were gone, and his heart clenched. His fingers were still tinged black, and his veins were still black as well, but at least the burn there was tolerable; Finnely could almost forget it was there. Hallway after hallway, Finnely walked around aimlessly. The first few minutes, he’d laughed, but now he was just pissed the hell off. 

“I keep telling them they need to put maps up,” Karter said. 

Finnely’s shoulders sagged with pure relief. “Thank fuck.”

Karter laughed. “No, thank you, and from all that noise that came from your room last night, I’d think you’d be worn-out.”

Finnely didn’t even care that Karter had heard. The fact that he was up and moving was all thanks to the five healing potions Jacob had shoved down his throat. Rome was still out cold, but that was to be expected. Healing potions worked on other supernatural creatures, but it took time. On the other hand, witches’ bodies thrived off magic, and once the potion entered, it worked fucking miracles. 

Finnely was still exhausted, and he should probably be dead to the world like the two vampires in his bed, but he had restless energy about him. 

He caught up to Karter and followed the werewolf around until they came to the kitchen. Finnely dropped in the chair and watched as Karter started fixing them both coffee. 

“I’m going to need something a little stronger.”

Karter cocked a brow before grabbing the gin instead. 

“Here you go.” He poured a good helping in a shot glass and passed it over. 

Karter poured himself some before sitting across from Finnely. It felt nice, as if Karter was sharing in Finnely’s grief. Neither one of them said anything, but every time Finnely’s glass was empty, Karter poured more. 

By the fourth one, Finnely felt his tongue loosen before words spilled out. “She took me in when I was seventeen. I was just some scrawny witch who swore he knew it all.” Finnely twisted the glass in his hand, the contents already burning in his stomach. “My family was mostly humans, with the random witch appearing out of nowhere. Muddy bloodlines and shit.” 

“Families are shit,” Karter added and poured another shot into the glass. They clinked them together, and Finnely downed it. The burn blossomed throughout his chest and warmed him throughout. 

“Well, I was born a witch, the only one out of my five siblings. I hid it as long as I could. I knew what my family thought of witchcraft.”

“Did they find out by an owl showing up at your house trying to get you to go to magic school?” Karter joked. 

Genuine laughter burst from Finnely. “Fuck no, that shit is in movies. Witches don’t attend school. They are taught by an elder in a coven or an older family member.” 

“Sounds like a shitty education,” Karter said. 

Finnely shook his head. It was the way of the witches.

“So how did they find out?”

Finnely took in a breath, letting those memories come to him. He hadn’t looked back in a long time. 

“My father was being an asshole, pushing me around. Said I was a devil worshiper and a fag. It wasn’t anything new, but that day, I had a shitty day at school, and he just kept pushing and pushing. Till finally I exploded. Magic erupted from me. All those years I’d kept it pent up resulted in a huge-ass fire.”

“Please tell me you lit that fucker on fire?”

Finnely smirked. “Yeah, though he lived. Can’t grow hair anymore though.”

They both laughed at that, and Finnely was feeling a bit lighter, but he was getting to the part of the story where his life changed for the better. 

“My father’s family were human through and through. The magic had come from my mother’s side. She tracked down a cousin she’d heard was like me and bought me the first ticket to Odale City. That’s where I met her. This sweet woman who looked no older than twenty and wore nothing but pastels. She took me in without question and helped me work through my shit.”

Finnely sucked in a breath as his eyes stung with unshed tears. “Martha stood by me, even when I started shouting the same crap my family had yelled at me. I refused and ignored my magic for another two years, but she hadn’t given up on me once during that time. Shit, she slapped me in the back of the head every time I got a little too hotheaded and it looked like I might explode again.”

Finnely closed his eyes, and he could practically feel the sting on the back of his head. She had been a short little thing, but she reached his head every time, knocking some sense into him. Martha had even stuck by him when her own coven refused to allow Finnely in. They were about pure power, and that hadn’t been Finnely, who’d come from a human family.

The sound of glass clinking pulled Finnely from his memory, and he opened his eyes to see Karter pouring them another drink. “This last one for the baddest B ever known?”

Finnely couldn’t help but smile, even as his heart clenched in pain. “Martha.” He downed the last shot and basked in the slight pain that wasn’t caused by grief. 

Finnely stood up. “I need to get back in the bed.”

Karter nodded. “Same, but I have to call my sister back. She left me over twenty messages already, and half of them are threats to castrate me.”

Finnely snorted. Of course—and Lola was one of those women who’d follow through on her threat. “I don’t think your guys would be too happy if your balls were gone. Half of my money would disappear as well. Weston and Eddison alone keep my bank account fat.”

Karter laughed, and Finnely soon joined in. It had felt nice to remember Martha and the woman she’d been to him. She’d been more than a cousin. She was a mentor, a mother, and a friend. 

Karter walked Finnely back to his room. The hallways had been confusing before his alcohol consumption; he was pretty sure he would have been roaming till nighttime if it wasn’t for Karter. 

Finnely crawled into bed between Jacob and Rome. He pulled the wolf to him, drawing on his heat and sighing. He reached over Jacob to grab Cambridge’s arm and draped it over the other vampire so it touched him. 

Blissful sleep didn’t take long to take him, and Finnely couldn’t find any better way to go to bed than lying with his men.
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Nighttime fell, and Finnely groaned as he was woken up. 

“If the world isn’t ending, leave me here,” he grumbled, the mother of all hangovers plaguing him, and he cursed Karter to hell and back. 

“Finnely, get up,” Cambridge said. 

He flipped the vampire off while smashing his face into the pillow. 

Jacob’s laughter echoed around the room and made Finnely’s head feel like it was splitting. 

“Finnely, there has been some news update. Everyone is meeting downstairs,” Rome said. 

Finnely was a second away from telling him he could shove the news, but the pillow was snatched from him, and light flooded over him, making his splitting headache worse. Glass was pressed to his lips, and he opened on instinct. The buttery taste of a healing potion washed over his tongue, and his headache eased. 

“Those things are expensive. How in the hell do you have so many?” Finnely asked. 

He used to have his own stock, but with his place gone, he’d lost them, and a good healing potion needed moon water, which could only be harnessed during a full moon. And the best moon water was made in a coven with combined magic. Finnely didn’t have a coven anymore. The pain tried to drag him down, and he nearly let it, but Jacob forced him to look up at him. 

“That was from Prince Weston’s supply. Apparently, Karter gets into a lot of shit and gets hurt a lot more than most,” Jacob said. 

Finnely could honestly see that. He chuckled, and the moment of pain went away. He got dressed in the spare clothes in the mansion and followed everyone out. King Rheland and his guards still hadn’t come back from fuck knew where. And as everyone sat around the television in Weston’s mansion, the news blazed on. 

The newscaster was talking. It was a repeat with all of them having been asleep during the day. She stood there, her eyes slightly glassy and her face a bit pale, and behind her was the ballpark littered with bodies. The shifters had all shifted back into their human form, stark naked on the bloodstained ground. The images were blurry, but still, they could make out the shapes. 

It had been impossible to clean up the mess with the dawn rising on them. They’d been left with a precious two hours max. Finnely had damn near been dead, and now they were facing the aftermath. 

“The destruction behind me is only a glimpse at the carnage that lies out here behind Cedar ballpark. Citizens of Multicity are distraught at the sight that lies out here. No one knows for certain what transpired here last night, but it is clear there was a massacre,” the news lady said. 

“They should call it the battle of bloody balls,” Karter said. 

Finnely snorted a laugh. Leave it to Karter to find some damn humor in what could possibly be all of their destruction. 

“Some are saying gang war occurred here, but as there are military-grade weapons, there has to be more to it. I have gotten news that this isn’t the only place this sight has occurred.” The screen changed, and multiple pictures appeared, the images slightly blurred, but Finnely knew each one was a dead body lying on the ground. Four other cities were hit at the same time.

“Officials are doing everything in their power to figure out what occurred here. Citizens of Multicity, if you know anything, please reach out to your local official. We must keep the city safe.” 

She looked genuinely scared, and to be fair, the sights before her were probably the equivalent of war. But Finnely had been there, and he sure as shit thought the ground looked ten times better than it had the night it happened. 

“There will be a cleanup,” Cambridge said. His phone was ringing, and he looked irritated. 

Weston was no better, and his mouth turned down in a frown. “Things are going to get a bit more difficult. If it had just happened here, it would be possible to clean up, but…”

“Four other cities is a lot. What the hell is happening? It’s like they want the public to know,” Lola said over the phone. 

“That’s exactly what they want,” Weston said. 

He looked about ready to murder, and Finnely wasn’t about to speak up, so he’d be the first one to go down. Karter, of course, had none of those issues. 

“Why the fuck would they want humans to know about us?” Karter asked. 

Edison pushed up his glasses. “Because then it only makes it easier to take the crown. If we are busy trying to clean this up, which I highly doubt we can, then we won’t be able to focus all our efforts on them, which is what they want.”

“Fuck, that’s some diabolical villain shit,” Karter grumbled. 

Lynk sighed. “And where is Rheland?”

Cambridge and Weston went still and hissed at Lynk. “King Rheland.”

Finnely doubted fighting amongst themselves was going to help anything. And Lynk calling Rheland by his name was the least of their issues. 

“Your king, not mine,” Lynk said, meeting all of their eyes. 

Finnely could practically feel his alpha power, and he wasn’t even a werewolf. 

“Okay, we can’t clean it up. So what’s the next best solution?” Finnely made himself ask. They didn’t need to engage in another fight. 

Neither prince spoke. Jacob had a deck of cards out, a smile on his face as if he had nothing in the world to worry about. His blue eyes flicked over to Finnely constantly, and Finnely knew he was being watched closely. 

Eddison spoke again. “The most effective course of action would be to come out to the public and make it our terms. If we are forced out, there will be more bloodshed than necessary.”

Finnely hadn’t expected that answer, and he fell back against the couch. “Shit.”

“Of course, not right now. We need this to blow over first. I’d give it about two months. Conspiracy will come up and cover it up, and it will be covered.”

“People will remember finding a damn field of dead bodies,” Lynk said. 

Lynk, Faith, and Avery were the only ones in the room who’d been human only a few years prior. Finnely was sure it was hitting them differently than everyone else in the room. 

“Yes, but by then it will be harder to place the blame, and it can always be woven to be another’s fault,” Eddison said. 

Finnely pushed his fingers in his hair. To come out to the public was freaking insane. Witches had the most extensive history with humans tying them up and burning them at the stake, hanging, stoning, or Finnely’s personal fear, drowning. 

“It is a thought,” Eddison said, and Finnely tuned back into the argument. 

The room was silent as everyone took in what had happened. 

“Once King Rheland gets back, we can go over the options again,” Eddison said. 

He seemed to be the neutral party in it all. Finnely was glad for it. He stood up, rolling his shoulders before he went over to Rome. He was about to tell him “let’s go,” but Finnely remembered they’d have to wait on Cambridge. 

He sought out the vampire and found him talking to Weston with a severe look on his face. 

“Come on, Finnely and little wolf,” Jacob said. 

They said their farewells and headed out. Something occurred to Finnely as he followed Jacob out of the house. A plan was set in motion, but he had to be smart about it. If Cambridge caught on, everything could crash down around him.
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Two weeks after the Battle of Bloody Balls

The plan was set, and Finnely rubbed his hand together like some evil mastermind. 

“Hey, Rome.” Finnely smiled at the werewolf in the kitchen. He glanced over Rome’s shoulder as he added fresh mozzarella to a pizza. “Are you busy?”

Rome placed the pizza in the oven and arched a brow at him. “Uh, no? I have a few minutes to spare before the pizza’s done.” He washed his hands, and Finnely knew he had to play this right for both of their sakes. 

He leaned closer, barely holding back the groan of being so close to his man. By the way Rome paused, and the heat flooding his hazel eyes, Finnely wasn’t as careful as he’d thought. He cleared his throat. 

“I was hoping you’d shift for me. I didn’t get to see your wolf form,” Finnely said. 

He would bat his lashes, but that was a step he wasn’t willing to commit. He was dedicated to his mission, just not that dedicated. 

“I don’t thin—”

“I just want to run my fingers through your fur and see you up close. You know, without the blood.”

Low blow, but Finnely wasn’t pulling punches. The plan only worked if Rome shifted. 

“Okay, but we are supposed to be lying low, and the loft doesn’t have a yard.” Finnely smiled but quickly pushed it down as he tried going for a thoughtful look. “Just do it in the living room. You’re big but not bus big. I’ll just move the furniture.” 

Finnely walked around the kitchen and started pushing the couch. Soon he had the area cleared, and he subtly checked that there was no one else there. 

Rome looked nervous for a second before he stripped his clothes off and folded them. He placed them to the side, and Finnely unabashedly took in the glorious sight that was Rome naked. But he only had it for a little bit as Rome shifted into his wolf form. 

Finnely stared at Rome in his breathtaking form. His fur was a deep rich brown with red undertones that glittered in the light, but around his eyes were lighter patches of brown, which drew attention to his golden wolf eyes.

Before he could touch him, Jacob was next to Finnely. He shouldn’t be surprised—the vampire was always watching him. Finnely pushed his fingers into Rome’s fur, and although it had been a part of his plan, it was still amazing. Rome had been missing a crucial part of himself for so long, and now he had it. Finnely was so happy for him.

“Sneaky little witch,” Jacob whispered to Finnely just as Cambridge came in.

“What the hell is the mutt doing?” Cambridge asked. His voice was dripping with a threat. 

Finnely swallowed but stood his ground. “Why can’t he shift here?”

Cambridge looked pissed off. “This is my home.”

“Maybe it’s time we left, then. I have enough money saved up. I can go—”

“No,” Cambridge shouted. 

Finnely knew it was the plan, but he had the strongest urge to do it anyway when Cambridge told him no. He wanted to stay there in the loft, but now he was seriously thinking about going to buy a place just to rub it in Cambridge’s face that he hadn’t listened. Stick to the plan. 

“You will stay here,” Cambridge demanded. 

“Says who?”

Cambridge took a step forward. “I did.”

Finnely had to try hard not to laugh or even smile. “You can’t tell me what to do, Cambridge. I will live wherever the hell I want.”

Cambridge looked ready to break Finnely’s neck, and he couldn’t help that poking at the vampire made him feel somewhat better. 

“I don’t care what you want. I am telling you that this is your home now,” Cambridge said. 

Home. The word sent warm fuzzies throughout Finnely. He opened his mouth to argue, but the vampire kept going. 

“And the mutt can stay here. Push comes to shove, I can make a nice rug out of his fur.” Cambridge turned on his heels and headed toward his office. 

He probably felt like he’d won, but Finnely knew who really won the argument, and by the huge smile on Jacob’s face, he knew too. 

“Did you hear that, Rome? Cambridge thinks your fur looks good.”

Cambridge’s office door slammed shut, and the laughter Finnely had been holding bubbled out. Each day since the bloody battle behind the ballpark had made laughing hard. But when he was with his men, the world didn’t feel so bleak, as if there was no hope. 

Rome shifted back and started to get dressed, a bemused smile on his face. Finnely let himself groan and practically pant over all the exposed, light brown skin Rome was slowly putting away. Tease.

“Why do you antagonize him?” Rome asked, looking nervously to the door. 

“Honestly, it leads to some of the hottest sex.”

Jacob chuckled at them before swooping and picking Finnely up and tossing him over his shoulder. 

“Hey.” Finnely glared at Jacob’s ass, and damn, what a fine ass it was. “I am nearly as tall as you. Why the hell are you picking me up?”

Jacob just continued to laugh and moved into the living room. “It’s time for our movie night. Three movies.” He vamp sped around the room and fixed it. It was as if Finnely hadn’t even moved anything.

“I’ll make the popcorn,” Rome said. 

Finnely was tossed onto the couch, and laughter caught in his chest just as Jacob settled down next. 

“Shouldn’t you be working?” Finnely chastised. 

Jacob waved him off. “There isn’t much to do. Everyone is either in hiding or underground. Not to mention after the battle on public ground, humans are questioning a lot of shit. It’s best that we all lay low for a bit, humans and their crazy conspiracy theories will no doubt take care of it.” 

It was strange how the world kept moving although people had died. Finnely wanted to be left to his grieving, but his men never let him stay in it for too long. Maybe he should cry more and pause longer during the day to think about his cousin and some of the coven members. But Finnely sucked at it, and it never felt like enough, so he’d settled on something he could do: revenge. He’d make Doc pay, and he’d be right beside his men when the evitable war happened. 

The smell of popcorn and the pizza Rome had in the oven had Finnely’s mouth watering and his stomach growled. He took a handful just as Rome came to curl next to him. Finnely knew blood, pain, loss, and death awaited them, but he was going to enjoy the stolen moments. The ones where he was held in one or all of his men’s arms, the moments where he got lost in their eyes, and the moments where he felt whole being with them.


Finnely’s Promise



RIP for all the lives lost in the battle of Bloody Balls. You will never be forgotten. May we always hold you close.

Halo Coven members:

Martha Maslik

Grace Evergreen

Daniel Evergreen

Archer Nom

Penny Grace

Harley Ovlan

Ela Dears

James Dears

Noah Dears

Ollie Dears

Finnely Maslik swears in your names he will burn them all to the ground and send them to the afterlife.


Thank you for reading Addicted to His Blood, I hope you enjoyed the craziness that is Finnely and his men. I don’t know about you but I was unsure there for a second if Cambridge would give in and have Finnely the way he is. I would appreciate a honest recipe if you have the time, Informing other readers on your thoughts about this book.
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The next book in the Blood Series is Our Blood the second installment to Finnely, Cambridge, Jacob, and Rome’s story. Things will get twisted and certain enemies just might become semi lovers.

— Brea Alepoú
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Join the Heart Family




I have a facebook reader group, where we talk about all things that are books. I share early teasers, cover reveals, snippets of WIPs and cat pictures. So come for the books, smexy men, and smexy women but stay for pictures of my cat Bagheera. I’d love for you to join the Heart Family.

Facebook Group: Brea’s Hearts


Our Blood



A COVEN ISN’T A HOME WITHOUT WITCHES. 

Finnely is still dealing with the aftermath of losing all that he’s known. The guilt that eats at him every day is only pushed down by his men who give him purpose:  A stalker vampire, an a-hole prince vampire, and a broken wolf. 

The humans are done turning a blind eye to the supernatural. They are causing too many casualties, bodies litter the street and innocents are leaving the world too soon. 

Stress levels are high as the weight of the world rests on their shoulders. The search for the false king is not only seeming impossible but deadly. They have to stick together in order to keep from being killed. 

What lies in the dark must come to the light. Supernaturals will be forced into the eye of the public and there are so many things that could go wrong. How in the world will FInnely, Rome, Jacob, and Cambridge stay together?

Our Blood Is book 4 of the Blood Series and is best understood when read in order. Addicted to his Blood and Our Blood focuses on Finnely, Rome, Jacob, and Cambridge. There is blood, death, love, unlikely interest, secrets revealed, and much more. The MC in this book will have more than one love interest and readers should read the warning before continuing.

PreOrder Now


Keep updated on what Brea Alepoú is working on, Subscribe to her Newsletter.

Brea Alepoú realized her dream was to write and tell stories after spending five years in college getting a degree. She has since been writing and letting her imagination free. She thought she would only write contemporary at first but soon found her love for making worlds. So now she rights it all. With her wild imagination, expect lots of different stories, from fairies ruling, to vampires killing everyone, to the sweet loving between two men, passion between two fierce women, or the love of multiple partners. She believes that everyone deserves love even if not all of her characters get it right away. Love is passionate, hot, needy, confusing, painful, draining, fulfilling, and all-consuming.

M/M & F/F Romance: Paranormal, Contemporary, Dark, Fantasy, Shifter Mpreg, Shifter Fpreg, & Harem

There will be a book for everyone.

Insanity is Contagious. Brea Alepoú

Brea.alepou@gmail.com


Also By Brea Alepou



Blood Series (M/M/M/M+)

(Dark Paranormal Romance)

More Than Blood [Audio]

Holiday Blood (Short)

Spooky Blood (Short)

Their Blood

Addicted to His Blood

Our Blood

Trading in Blood (Coming Soon)
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Paranormal Delights (M/M/M/M+)

(Dark Gay Harem Paranormal Romance)

Mafia Prince

Dragon Boss (Coming Soon)
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Our King, Our Master Series (M/M/M/M+)

(Gay Harem Fantasy Romance)

A King to be Claimed [Audio]

A King to be Protected [Audio]

A King to be Feared

A King to be Crowned

A King to be Loved
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Standalone

Finding Mr. Claus (M/M) (Daddy Romance)

Boyfriends Maybe (M/M) (Contemporary Romance)

Inconvenient Attachments (M/M/M) (Dark Paranormal Romance)

Crimson Painted Snow (M/M/M+) (Dark Paranormal Romance)

Bloody Wishes (M/M/M/M) (Dark Paranormal Romance)
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Unexpected Mates Series (M/M)

(Sweet Shifter MPreg Romance)

His Bewildered Mate

His Royal Mate

His Apprehensive Mate

His Runaway Mate

His Devoted Mate

His Forever Mate
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Witch Queen Series (F/F/F+)

(Lesbian Harem Fantasy Romance)

Beast Caller

Beast Tamer (Coming Soon)
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Freebies

Night’s Calling (F/F) (Paranormal Romance)

An Unforgettable Night (M/M) (Tentacle Romance)

In Debt to the Devil (M/M+) (Dark Erotica)
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