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	Prologue 

	Mesopotamia 30 BC 

	Numinous League

	The Beginning of the Death Merchants 
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	“I am not… 
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Description automatically generated] well with this Medgar! How is it right for us to take each first- born male child and pledge them to the Numinous, without  permission!,” Helena fussed as Medgar handed her the child. 

	“It has been written, and we would be well to commence the proclamation. We have no rights, except those which have been afforded to us by the Numinous, as well as the families. It is a Great Honor few have been garnered. Where would they  otherwise dwell Helena. 

	“The Workhouses, the Mines, the Gladiators? They are slaves of every hue Helena, they have no rights, as do not we. To the High Council they are expendable and seen as a privilege to give their lives to this Council. This is honorable, whether you deem it well or not,” Medgar snapped, his dark brown face furrowed, the  lines adding age to his face despite his power. 

	“But to take them from their mothers Medgar, surely, there is some other way? And if at some juncture, if I am gifted with a son Medgar; will you do the same?,” Helena complained; the emotion thick in her voice, her blue eyes pleading. 

	“If the Numinous deems it so Helena, then I have no will of my own. And the fathers have pledge them, so there is nothing that can be done accept to adhere to Detrick’s commands. This is well Helena, have no cares for it beyond this, least you find yourself in bondage,” Medgar warned, kissed his wife’s forehead, Helena glared at him, then began to gather the boys, motioning to the wet nurses. 

	 


1551 

	Numinous League
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	“They are… 
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Description automatically generated] indeed, to be reckoned with I swear, the lads are near to the Merchant level, and they are barely pubescent,” Argus laughed, when Poliak exhaled deeply.

	“Yet, I have trepidations Gus, is it well that one’s so terribly young should be given such power?,” Poliak asked concerned, as he watched Massimo, Landon, Dermond, Roland and Oliver duel with the instructors, Oliver and Dermond no more than six-rotations. 

	“I too have trepidations, Henry; however, the White has cast the Fate Spell if you well remember; and it is for that very reason to equal out and quell the power within them. Love, has a healing power, Poliak, believe,” Argus stated, and  Henry continued to frown. 

	“And the White has sanctioned this, Argus? For the Bonds are a power within themselves?,” Poliak cried surprised, when Argus  nodded. 

	“Yes, we only need worry, if at some point a Legacy is cast. Yet, I am not seeing that, Poliak, we have garnered the lot well. Tafar has trained each and every one of the Merchants to deal with it if ever, and these lads are so young; I have great doubt that it will ever come to pass. We are well Poliak, believe,” Argus smiled; however, Poliak had no belief in his words. 

	 


Numinous League

	1886
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	“And the charge… 
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Description automatically generated] has been given to young Harry? I daresay it may well be a bit much for him?,” Timmons asked doubtful, when Deidre nodded. 

	“Harry will be fine. He merely needs to watch her, and nothing more. Focul is not that imbecilic as to attempt to harm the girl. She is after all his descendant, and the only way for the  blood to manifest if he wishes it to develop through the line. 

	“I have already given Harry the tools in which he needs to thwart him, and if and when Harry does reach the girl; the spell will nullify any attempts Focul might make allowing for the girl to have a normal life,” Deidre said, the Grand Council  nodded, and Deidre bowed leaving the room. 

	“We can only hope all is well,” Timmons inhaled deeply, and the rest of the Council nodded.

	 



	




	White Chapple 

	London 1888 
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	“Raelle… 
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Description automatically generated] girl ye get them clothes down to Mrs. Billings afore she docks me the day’s pay!,” My mother yelled, I wretched up from the divan, simply knowing that she would take her stick to me. I was a quarter due with the wash, and the mendacious bitch that Mrs. Billings was, I was quite sure she would do just such. 

	“Yes mum, coming now!,” I yelled back as I hurried down the two flights of stairs of Ms. Bordeaux’s House of Thrills. 
As I reached the bottom of the stairs, my mother stood there, dark brown face angry. I ducked attempting not to smile, least she wallops me once more. 

	“Now girl, we cannot afford to miss this. Milly nearly wants  to throw us out with the days rubbish even now. She sees no  fancy in us being here and had even implied that ye attend the men gal, and that I will never allow,” she hissed, and I moaned embracing her. 

	My mother had done many a thing to support myself and her. 

	We were not slaves, nor had our line ever been. 

	In the 1750s we Blacks in London lived among the whites in  areas of Mile End, Stepney, Paddington, and St Giles. The  majority of us did not live as slaves, but as servants to  wealthy whites. 

	We were labeled the "Black Poor" defined as  former low wage soldiers, seafarers, and plantation workers.  There were many publications and memoirs written about us  the "black poor".  One example is the writings of Equiano, who became an  unofficial spokesman for Britain's Black community. 

	A memoir  about his life is entitled, The Interesting Narrative of the Life of  Olaudah Equiano. Equiano became a landowner in  Cambridgeshire and married Susannah Cullen, from Soham. 

	Both his daughters were born and baptized there. In 1787 4,000 Black people were transported from London for resettlement  to the colony of Sierra Leone with help from the Committee for  the Relief of the Black Poor. More groups of black soldiers and  seaman were displaced after the Napoleonic wars, and some  settled in London. These settlers suffered and faced many challenges as did  many Black people in London. 

	The slave trade was abolished  completely in the British empire by 1834. The number of  blacks in London was steadily declining with these new laws.  Fewer blacks were brought into London from the West Indies  and parts of Africa. 

	Many of us stayed, however, it was no  holiday either. I snatched up the wash, then hurried from Ms. Bordeaux’s headed for Whitechapel. I waved at several of the ladies plying their wares, who were  not affiliated with any of the better-known houses. This was  the life my mother did not want for herself nor I. The ladies  who plied their trades on their own, never lasted for long. The sickness in the last year was what my mother feared most; for although a rarity, there were men who found her attractive in that fetish way. 

	She was a negro, and I a half negro. 

	Although certainly not as atrocious as the Americans, for  England would carry themselves far above par, we negros  were still treated as second class citizens, and in many circles  feared and looked upon with disgust. I cut across Chinnery  road, paused, then grimaced to myself, for this was the area  that I had no notions of, as well as wanted no dealings with.

	“And what do we have here?,” someone said, and I turned into  the man. I was well with fighting skills, for my mother had  been a warrior before her arrival on these shores, and she made sure that I had notions of defending myself if the need arose. I drew my knee into his manly parts, then struck him  in the throat as she had taught me and forced me to practice  often. I wretched up the basket, then made haste towards the  other side of Fillery. 

	I paused in a dark cove to catch my  breath, the adrenaline, and fear mingling.  I heard no footsteps, so I assumed he would seek his quarry  elsewhere. Everything in my being seized up as I heard the blood  curdling scream. I plastered myself further against the wall, eyes wide with terror, when she dropped in front of me. 

	I shrieked, attempting to become one with the wall drawing  back from her, when she reached for me. I screeched once more as something immediately lighted onto her,  and she shrieked again. I dropped the basket, jerked away  from the wall, and ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I knew whatever it was… was hot on my heels, but I dared not look back. As I cut across Dorset Street, it seized me, and I  screamed. I looked up into the red and gold eyes. I felt it’s teeth, when it  suddenly howled in pain, jerked away from me, and I dropped  to my knees panting hard. I saw the man standing against the wall, sword drawn in a fighting stance. 

	“Flee Raelle, now!,” he yelled, my eyes widened, and I nodded,  scrambled to my feet, and ran as if the very hounds of hell  were on my heels; which if what I had merely witnessed  seconds ago, truth, it behooved me to move as such! 

	“And ye believed that I would simply allow ye to exist Focul?,” Harry Davies spat as he twisted the sword, bent his knees,  then sprang. 

	“Why must we continue on with this! The girl has my mark, and even if I meet my end here, my line will find her whether we  meet our end here today or otherwise. How long do ye imagine  yer serum will work Davies?,” Focul laughed as he surged  forward, met Davies blade, but he merely laughed seizing Harry by the throat.  

	“Ye are an abomination…that I cannot allow!,” Davies spat, smashed the sachet into Focul’s face, when he released him  howling in pain. Davies stood above Focul panting breath into  his lungs as the side of Focul’s face began to melt. 

	“Ye cannot change this Harry, she belongs to me. She is my  Primul Náscut, and that cannot be willed away. Even her  mother has no notions of it. And if by some miraculous holy event she somehow is not, it will still fester in her line, and  eventually my kind will find her…as well as have a breeding  ground to finally achieve a born vampire. I shall see ye again,  sweet innocent misguided Harry,” Focul grinned, and it  caused it to appear even more sinister, due to the fact that his  face began to melt off, when Focul caught fire. 

	Harry’s brow knitted as he noticed the scratches on his hand. Whether Focul wanted it or not, he indeed gave Harry exactly what he needed to guarantee that Focul’s line and breed would never… produce again!

	 


Blackwall 

	Buildings
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	Harry breathed … 
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Description automatically generated] out deeply as he saw the children outside and he spotted the young  woman handing out bread to them. She was quite fetching he  realized as well. She could be no more than eight and ten at the oldest, yet she was quite beautiful with her long cascading  chocolate brown curly ringlets to her waist. 

	She spotted him,  her brows drew together for several moments, when she gulped as he assumed, she recognized his face. He drew his finger to his lip, she  nodded, then took a deep breath, and he fathomed that she  had kept their encounter to herself. He watched as she began  to gather the children ushering them into the brothel, and he  assumed they must belong to the women who labored there. 

	Harry continued to watch as the dark-skinned woman walked  from the brothel. He immediately recognized the relation between the two as she motioned the lot of them indoors, noticed him, then sent him her foulest look. Harry chuckled to himself, tipped his hat, then retraced his steps. She was  not turned, so he would make sure that she stayed that way  for as long as this life gave him.

	 


Chapter One

	New York City 21st Century

	Downtown Manhattan

	Home & Orchard

	Home Office
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	I exhaled … 
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Description automatically generated] deeply as I stepped off the elevator. I had a shit ton of stuff to do today, and I chuckled shaking my  head as Adella and Delisa, my office besties waved me over. I knew it would be some spectacle that I so didn’t have time for  shit; but the gossip in me still wanted to know what was going  on. 

	I knew from last week that we had two new hires, and we  already had drama. I tried not to grin as Adella wiggled her brows. 

	“What now?,” I asked as I walked up, when they both rose and  carted me off to Adella’s office. 

	“Craig got tossed this morning?,” she squealed as Delisa shut the door and I just stared at them both. 

	“What the fuck for?,” I cried, then looked towards the door to  see if anyone in the outer office actually heard me. 

	“Fucking Elin from payroll on the roof,” Delisa laughed conspiratorially, and my mouth was doing that fish out of water thing. 

	“I know you lying!,” I hissed shocked, when they both shook their heads  no. 

	“But why…and shit … Nancy?,” I whispered harshly, and they both nodded for a second time at my reference to Craig’s wife Nancy. 

	“I have no clue, something about drinks upstairs at the  penthouse, and fucking on the roof. Ted swears he has video and photos wit his nasty ass,” Adella said making a face, and  Delisa’s cheeks tinted as she nodded. 

	“Damn, who fired him though?,” I asked still shocked as I  rotated my apparel to my other arm, then motioned them out  of her office towards mine so that I could put my shit away. 

	“Saben,” Delisa said eyes wide, and my mouth separated for a second time. Saben Nichols, our illustrious owner never ….and I mean  never showed up unless it was some serious shit. I looked towards Craig’s office, and sure enough there were a team of  lawyers…as well as our boss Saben in his office. Craig had his  head in his hands, and I was pretty sure weeping for his fuck  up. 

	Especially knowing he’d just fucked his one-hundred-thousand dollar a year  salary! 

	Saben looked up, sent a slight nod my way, I sent it back,  then traveled my brown ass on to my office, minding my own  business. I was so not getting tangled up in that mess; especially once  Nancy found out. 

	Craig’s ass was grass, and I’d be surprised if she didn’t cut his dick off! 

	Nancy was as white as they came by looks, but what most  people didn’t know about Nancy is the fact that her mother over-dosed on smack when she was about seven-years old, and not wanting social services to take her, her neighbors Mr. & Mrs. Jackson took her as their foster child. When no relatives showed up by the time she was thirteen, Mr. & Mrs. Jackson adopted her. 

	Not to mention, Nancy was pretty much already a permanent fixture at their home by the time she was seven. So, it was like she was a woman of color trapped in a white woman’s body. I’d known Nancy before I ever met Craig, and she, Delisa, Adella and I had become pretty tight over the years. Craig looked up as I passed too, his caramel face scrunched up, and I just shook my head. It was like clockwork, because the minute I walked into my office, there was a loud commotion, and I heard Nancy’s voice. 

	“Who the fuck would tell her?,” Delisa cried, eyes wide, when we both shot out my office to try and catch Nancy before she reached Craig. He shot up from his chair, eyes wide, when the entire office began to come from their offices looking on. 

	“Don’t,” I hissed looking up at her, her blue eyes pinned me, and I could see the pain in them. 

	“You are better than this, Nance! Fuck his ass, take it all,” Adella spat, she struggled with us for a moment, when Delisa spoke. 

	“Don’t make me Mawashi Geri your ass Nance, you are not this person! It is exactly what they expect, look at them. They see us as minority handouts, and you poor white trash,” Delisa hissed once more, and it wasn’t even an Asian stereotype, Delisa was Japanese and White, and she really did know karate. 

	Nancy took a deep breath, for she knew it was true as she peered around the office at the lookie-loos on their phones, just waiting to post this shit on social media. As far as minorities went, we were the only people of color in that entire office, and we were not about to subscribe to fucking stereotypes. And as for Nancy, since she grew up in the bottoms with a Black family; they placed her in the same category as us. 

	Nancy took another deep breath, when I guided her towards the breakroom out of the central office. I looked back, saw my boss mouth thank you, and Craig giving me the prayer sign. I scowled at Craig, then mouthed, “She gone fuck you up when you get home,” Craig mouthed back I know, when my boss placed his hand over his mouth to hide the laughter. I walked Nancy out of the central office then. 

	 


20-minutes 

	Later… 
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	I took …  
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Description automatically generated] a deep breath then turned  away from the elevators, satisfied that Craig would get his ass  kicked, once he got home.

	What the fuck was he thinking? 

	Craig was a good man, one of the few! 

	He encouraged women, especially us women of color, didn’t  treat women of color like shit; and his first wife was a black  woman he treated like gold! She was the one to have an affair, and if you ask Karena she regretted it to this day. He paid child support, and even had his two girls every other weekend.

	He was a standup guy, so I wasn’t sure what the fuck happened.

	I walked back into the office, looked towards his office, then sulked. It was the first time that I noticed the red tint to his aura. 

	“Fuck my life,” I hissed under my breath because it was some  bullshit ass magick! The red tint meant that he’d been  spelled, and it was more than likely a blood lust spell. He would have had no control but to fuck whoever it was that he was speaking to at the time, male or female. Although he  could be grateful for small favors that he’d been in a  conversation with Elin from payroll when whoever it was cast  the spell. I could easily find it and who did it; but these were normal  humans. 

	Nancy would never believe in a million years that  someone had cast a spell on her husband; so, I was stuck,  unless I cast a remembrance spell on them, and I fucking  hated performing magick. I wasn’t a full fledge witch, my  family didn’t work like that, at least I didn’t think it did. I’d never seen proof of otherwise. 

	My great-great-great grandmother Raelle, whom I was named after had been bitten by something when she was a teen.  My family immigrated from London three generations ago, but  as far as I was concerned, I was an American. But magick  flowed through my family, only thing, it was a female trait,  and maybe one male in each century had it; but it was minimal. I could perform small magical feats, but nothing on a grand scale, because we just didn’t have magick like that as  far as I knew. 

	However, this I could fix. 

	As I walked into my office, they were exiting his. Saben looked my way, then began walking towards my office. I moaned because he was one sexy muthafucka! Tall, at least six-two, blonde shoulder length hair, piercing green eyes, and lips that just begged to be sucked. I stood, when he walked into the office, then paused when he  was directly in front of me smiling down on me. 

	“I always forget how tiny you are. What I could do to you,” he smirked, the last part barely audibly, and I would bet my last  dime, it was only because I was a witch that I even heard it. I stared at him for several minutes shocked, nodded, then stepped away from him as I felt some crazy ass lust  suddenly surge through my body from him. 

	What the fuck was going on! 

	I swallowed hard, then looked around my office, and I saw it flowing through the office in waves.

	“Thanks for that, that could have been very ugly,” Saben said nodding towards Craig’s office, and I nodded swallowing hard, because that look said he  wanted to thank me right there on my fucking desk; and the  hoe in me was begging him to do it! I moved to the other side of the room then, nodded, licked my  lips, then took a deep breath. 

	And I ask for a second time, what the fuck was going on!

	“Have dinner with me. I would definitely say it’s been a long  time coming. We can discuss the Editorship,” he said, and I whirled looking at him even more shocked. 

	“Wow, crap, so you’re getting rid of Craig. He’s an amazing person, I swear. I’m not even sure what’s going on with him,” I groaned as I looked towards Craig’s office, and he was on the phone, I was sure with Nancy.

	“Actually, I’m not. Craig is invaluable to me. I’m simply transferring him to one of my overseas offices to hush the scandal,” Saben said,  when I spun to face him, surprised for the second time. 

	“Oh ok, awesome. He’s an amazing chief and knows his job well,” I said relieved.

	“So, dinner?,” Saben smiled, and everything in me cried no! That smile alone said trouble with a capital T, but he was sexy as fuck, I was horny as hell; and he never came into the office unless it was something major like this. So, if I fucked him, I would never have to see him again, except for important shit; and it would more than likely be out of our system by the next time I’d see him. 

	“Sure, what time?,” I smiled slightly, not letting on that I  seriously wanted to fuck him. 

	“Sayyyy…seven-pm at the Waldorf?,” he returned, the grin growing dirtier by the second; so, I knew he wanted to fuck me too. 

	“Great, seven-pm it is then,” I smiled, he smirked wider, shook my hand as if he’d just landed some huge ass business deal, then winked as he left my office. I knew it would only be a fuck with Saben, he factually didn’t have it in him to commit to one woman. I laughed shaking my head as he winked for a second time as he walked out my office door.

	 


Later that Day
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	I looked up… 
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Description automatically generated with medium confidence] at around one-pm, then sulked because I’d worked straight through lunch on this week’s images, and also because I still felt that fucking blood lust magick seeping through the office. I rose, stretched, then groaned my happiness as I saw Delisa and Adella walking towards my office with food! 

	“Ixtapa’s.” Delisa said, and I was giddy. 

	We hadn’t had tortas and tacos in a minute!

	 I moaned as I bit into one of the tacos, the juice drizzling down my chin. 

	“So, you know we’re set to sponsor the Girl Scout troupe 606 tomorrow at the natural museum of history, right?,” Delisa said, when I looked at her sharply. 

	“No,” I sent back; mouth full. 

	“Yes, for the reason that this trick signed us up to carrel twenty-five fucking brats!,” Adella snapped, and I couldn’t help laughing. Adella was the only person I knew who hated kids more than my cousin Stephanie. 

	“C’mon Del, it’s for a worthy cause, and it fills H&O’s philanthropy obligation for the month. We’re scheduled to do six a month. This is our fifth,” Delisa said attempting not to grin at Adella’s stank face, but I laughed anyway.

	“Fine, what time?,” she grumbled. 

	 “Three to six-pm,” Delisa sent back as she placed the French fry in her mouth, and I sniggered at the look on Adella’s face. 

	“Three hours hosting a bunch of bitchy ass girl scouts? They better have some fucking cookies, or I’m going postal,” she grumbled, snatched up her food, then stomped from my office to my and Delisa’s laughter. 

	Adella was such a drama queen, but I loved her. 

	“So…what did he want?,” Delisa asked as she pretended to busy herself with opening the foiled wrapped burrito.

	But I wasn’t fooled by her nosey butt. 

	Plus, I loved to shock her prude ass. 

	“To fuck me,” I replied shrugging, and the green tea spewed from her lips as she began to choke, and I laughed hysterically patting her on the back. 

	“Is that a good idea?,” Delisa wheezed when she could finally breathe, and I chuckled, giving her the same reasons, I’d given  myself. “Well, as long as you know what you’re doing,” she laughed as  she retrieved her trash, then walked from my office chuckling  shaking her head.

	 


5pm 
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	I stretched… 
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Description automatically generated] groaned as the meeting was over then walked to my office. As I walked in I began to shut it down. I had two hours to get  home, shower, change, then meet him by seven-pm. As we headed out the office for the night, I told Craig that we needed to have dinner, him, me, and Nancy before he shipped out; and he nodded. 

	I could see the regret in his eyes, but there really wasn’t anything I could do about it, unless I put my own  morals away and cast a remembrance spell. Which was why I  wanted to have dinner with them, to see if it was worth it. If  they could work it out themselves and save twelve-years of marriage, then I would certainly allow them. 

	But if they looked like they were on the verge of divorce for something Craig had no control over, then I would do it, even if it  were against what I held myself too now. Most times magick caused more trouble than it was worth, which was the reason I tried to rarely use it. I exhaled noisily as I stepped onto the A-train.

	 


Hell’s Kitchen 
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Description automatically generated] a deep breath as I walked into my  apartment, kicked off my shoes, then headed straight for my  bedroom dropping my purse on the sofa. I loved Hell’s  kitchen, even if it was gentrified to the twenty-fifth fucking power now. It was crazy that when it was hardcore when my parents were  growing up, none of the whites who lived there now wanted to live there then. 

	I was paying three-thousand-two-hundred-fifty fucking dollars a month  for a 1-bedroom apartment; when Delisa told me that for three-thousand-two-hundred-fifty dollars I could have a fucking four-bedroom house in California in some neighborhoods. 

	I was sick of New York and was seriously looking at venturing to Maine. I just needed to get my shit together in the next  year, get the promotion, then look for a company wanting a hard ass new Yorker on their staff as editor! I left my thoughts then, jerking the dress from the closet, with the roman sandals. I would put them shits on in the Uber, because they were for fashion, not actual walking.

	I had an hour and a half to be at the Waldorf. 

	Thirty-minutes later I was dressed and took the next twenty-minutes  to beat my mug, curl my hair, then raced out of the  apartment as my phone rang for Uber.

	 


Waldorf Astoria

	Midtown
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	I arrived 
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Description automatically generated] at 6:55pm and was thankful for the air conditioner in the Uber, because it was fucking hot and humid outside even at  nearly seven-pm. 

	I stepped out of the Uber, pulled open my  overcoat, then gritted my teeth as the humidity hit my body,  regretting the fact that I’d brought the overcoat in the first  place. This was New York, I should have known! I groaned  and rushed into the hotel. I was directed to the left, then saw him posted at the bar, drink in hand. I smiled, then removed my coat. 

	His mouth dropped, and I hid my grin as I pretended I was on the  catwalk. The dress was red and hugged every curve I had. It was my come fuck me dress, and from the look on his face, he wanted to do just that. 

	“Hey,” I said smiling up at him, he shook himself, smiled down on me, then cleared his throat. 

	“Hey yerself, ready for dinner?” He asked, when my brow rose as I licked my lips. 

	“Stop, or I swear to the Gods, I will scandalize you right here in front of these people.” He growled in that sexy British accent of his, then placed my hand on his crotch to prove his point. 

	I threw my head back laughing as he took my hand and walked us towards the restaurant, shaking his leg. Dinner  was marvelous, when he finally asked if I wanted the position. 

	“I’m not sure I’m ready for that. I mean editor is awesome, but  Chief Editor is a whole different ball game.” I laughed thinking  about what Craig did every day. 

	“Not up for the challenge?” He asked, and I knew that was a  question which had nothing to do with Editor in Chief. I chuckled, then killed my drink. He nodded towards it, I nodded back, when he motioned the server over for another one. 

	“A Martini Sour and a Lemon Drop for the lady.” He said, the  guy nodded, then rushed off to collect the drinks. 

	“I’m up for it, more than you’ll ever know; but I’m not sure if I want the hours. Unlike Craig, I do have a life.” I laughed, and he did too nodding, because the Magazine was pretty much  Craig’s life besides Nancy. 

	“We could do a stipulative contract?” He questioned, taking a  sip of his martini, and my eyes were immediately drawn to his  lips.

	Fuck were they sexy. 

	I saw the red hue suddenly wave through the restaurant, my brow knitted for a second time, when I took a deep breath attempting to keep the magick at bay. 

	What the fuck was going on! 

	“Meaning?” I breathed, his brow rose, and I realized that not only had it come out way too fucking sexy; but the lust went  out with it too. 

	As it hit his body he closed his eyes, took a deep breath, when his brows drew together in confusion somewhat. He shook his head slightly, then took another sip of his drink. 

	“Well, since you’re not sure if you want the job permanently,  we could do it on a trial basis. That way I have the option of  continuing to interview potential candidates, and if at the end  of the trial you don’t want the position; I simply hire one of  them.” He said a bit too breathless himself now, and my eyes  widened as it bounced off him and slammed into me. 

	It was fucking crazy! 

	Seban was a normal human. 

	What I felt was on the incubus level, something I knew he was not! 

	I ask once more, what the fuck is going on! 

	We both killed the drink at the same time. 

	“Ready?” He asked with a slight grin, and I  nodded. 

	“Like you would not fucking believe.” I sent back, and he  groaned jerking me up from the seat, then crushed my lips  with his and I moaned into the kiss. 

	Next, I knew he was  propelling me towards the lobby of the hotel, my apparel  precariously in my grasp. He gave me another scorching kiss  in the elevator, and the minute he opened the door to his room, he began unbuttoning the back of my dress. When we were both naked, he jerked me up and into his  arms, tossing me on the bed. He kissed me with slow deliberation, and I moaned as he pinched my nipple. 

	He slammed his hips forward filling me completely with hard hot cock, and I moaned my pleasure pain against his lips. He drew my legs over his forearms, pushing even deeper if  possible, drew out groaning, then back in as deep as he could  get it, knocking the breath from me. Every time he bottomed out, my cunt seized up, and I cried out my pleasure even louder to his laughter. 

	“Fuck, I’ve not had pussy this good in ages!” He moaned,  then slammed his hips forward once more, the only thing I could  do was nod, because it felt so good! His lips moved to my neck, and as he bit me, he seriously  fucked me in earnest now; and I was loving every bit of his  aggressiveness. He was taking this pussy, and I was egging him on! 

	“Oh God…fuck me!” I panted, and he pinned my wrist to the bed, bit my neck for a second time, and did what I asked. I felt the  orgasm spin up my spine, screaming every time he slammed that delicious cock of his into my body. “Fuck…shit…Saben!” I cried into it, he chuckled, then came two seconds after I did. 

	“Shite…” He groaned, then rolled to my side. We fucked twice  more, and he passed out. I laughed, then rose and dressed. We both knew this wasn’t the stay the night thing, not to  mention it would probably be awkward in the morning  anyway
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