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  Dedication


If you had a lot of feelings about a certain tall, dark, and broody winged man made of rock when you were growing up, this one is for you. 
*wink*
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Chapter 1


Mariana waited for the man who had just killed her father to burst through the door of her bedroom and say what his intentions were with her. She sat at the foot of her bed in her favorite dressing gown with the skirt arranged so her crossed legs were visible through the slit. It was hardly necessary since the fabric was so gauzy it left almost nothing to the imagination.  
The necklace she’d worn since she was sixteen had fallen from her neck ten minutes ago, and she knew there was only one reason that would have happened: Basilio Reyes, the demon king of Las Vegas, was dead.
For the first time in a long, long while, Mari had no idea what was about to happen. When the usually silent Rio had whispered to her to stay in her room after dinner, goosebumps had prickled all over her body. Somehow, she had known exactly what that heralded, although she couldn’t say what would happen as a result.
Out her third-story window, the lights from the Strip glowed in the distance. Though some might call the display garish, she found it soothing. The same could not be said for the room around her, which was decorated to her father’s tastes rather than hers. The blue and gold color scheme might be tasteful to some, but she found it grating because it felt so thoroughly not her. She was bold, bright colors and plush textures that begged to be touched.
She’d waited what seemed an eternity, straining to overhear when an argument started and then wincing when the sounds turned more obviously toward violence. Finally, she heard the heavy tread of a large person move up the hall and pause outside her door. The shouting had stopped a while ago. Now came the reckoning.
The timid knock surprised her. She composed her face in the blank mask she normally wore and called, “Enter.”
The door opened to reveal one of the largest men Mari had ever seen. He wasn’t just tall, but so broad he almost couldn’t fit through the door. His leathery wings rose behind him, granting him an even more imposing stature. He’d obviously been in a fight, judging by the bruising and cuts she could see fading on his matte gray skin even as she watched. When his all-black eyes found her, she couldn’t help but flinch, not because she was scared of him, but because of the pain she saw there.
“Princess,” he drawled.
She pitched her voice low so he had to lean into the room to actually hear her. “Francisco.”
“Your father is dead.”
“I know.” She held up the remains of her necklace before casting it aside. She’d expected at least some feelings of sadness, but there was nothing, just a bottomless void where her grief should have been. She supposed that had to do with the type of man her father had been.
The necklace had been fastened around her neck the night of her sixteenth birthday. Her father had orchestrated a ritual to bind her magic, but in order to accomplish that, he had to kindle her power. So he’d sold her virginity to the highest bidder and made the entire awkward experience into part of the spectacle. 
Thanks to the man in front of her, who had been little more than a boy himself at the time, she barely remembered any of that night. He’d offered to put her into a trance so that she wouldn’t be aware of what happened, and she’d accepted gratefully. When she awoke the next morning, the ornate necklace with a motif of links and chains was around her neck and impossible to remove. Cisco told her that if she wanted, he could restore the memories, but so far, she’d never wanted to relive that experience.
Cisco’s eyes followed the now useless collection of platinum and sapphires as it hit the ground with an expression of distaste twisting his mouth. She knew he wished he had done more at the time, but he’d been no more able to stand up to Basilio than she had been. They’d both feared his wrath—and rightfully so. He’d killed bigger and more powerful foes than the two of them to take his place as the king.
She tossed her head to dispel the specter of the past. This was not the time to let her father pull her down yet again.
Cisco passed his hand nervously through his hair and made the dark curls even more haphazard where they caressed his curving horns. Lowering his wings slightly, he took a single step into the room but still blocked the entire doorway. “The others are securing the grounds to make sure there are no surprises. You should go now before they get back.”
Mari laughed, high and light. The shocked expression on his face at her response was an absolute delight. “I’m not going anywhere.”
Cisco took another step, his large hands tipped with dangerous talons curling into fists at his sides. “This is your chance to get away. That’s all you’ve ever said you wanted.”
“I wanted to get away from him.” She tilted her head to one side and smiled. “But you’ve taken care of that, haven’t you?”
He took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh, his expression hovering between guilt and confusion. “If you don’t leave now, I won’t be able to let you go.”
She twirled her foot, considering if he meant that sentiment the way she desperately hoped he did. There was only one way to find out. “This is my home. I have nowhere else to go.”
He came toward her, almost angrily, his clawed feet clicking on the hardwood floor, stopping when he was only one of his long strides away from her. “I wouldn’t abandon you. I’ll give you whatever you need to make a life somewhere far away from here.”
“That is a very kind offer, and it means more to me than you will ever understand that you are willing to let me go.” She smiled again, softer this time. “But you need me. You can’t rule all of this without me, and you know it.”
His jaw worked for a moment, and then all the air seemed to go out of him at once. Cisco went to sit in one of her chairs, the only one in her room capable of bearing his weight, another heavy sigh escaping him. His wings drooped behind him. “I’ll figure something out.”
“When word gets out that you couldn’t hold on to his daughter, my father’s enemies will eat you alive.” She waited until he met her eyes. “If you can’t keep the magic that powers the city flowing, they will kill you and everyone else in this compound. And you can’t keep the magic flowing without me.”
“What would you have me do?” His eyes pleaded with her for an answer. She wondered if he had any idea how far she would go to help him.
She stood slowly, taking the time to arrange her gown, and then walked to him. Standing between his knees, she reached to run her shaking fingers through his hair and then stroked the elegant curve of one horn. It was not lost on her, or him, from his body’s shivering reaction, that it was the first time she’d ever dared to touch him this way. Her father would have killed Cisco if he had known even a fraction of what was between them in the form of lingering glances and whispers in dark corners, so they never let a hint of it show. 
She lifted his chin so that he looked up at her, fingers catching slightly in the stubble of his beard. “If you want to take this kingdom from him, the first step is to take me. We both know it.”
He put his hand over hers, his fingers shaking as he pressed her palm to his face. “That’s why you have to go.”
“This was built to keep me prisoner inside of it, Cisco. If you let me go, there’s nothing left.” She passed her thumb over his sharp cheekbone. “Does it make it easier if I tell you that I’ve wanted exactly this for years?”
“You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted to hear you say that.” His chuckle was dark and deep and made something tickle along her power that she couldn’t identify. “I’m still not sure you know what you’re signing yourself up for.”
“Would you like me to clarify, then?” She curled her fingers so her nails scratched along his jaw. “You need to claim me, publicly, so there’s no doubt about who I belong to. You need to utterly destroy the image he built this empire to protect and contain: the untouchable sex witch who powers this whole place. And most importantly of all, we need to provide them so much magic that they never think for an instant of betraying you.” She lowered herself to sit on his thigh, basking in the way he looked at her like she was answering his every whispered prayer for the last decade. “Does that cover it?”
She leaned closer while he was still searching for a response, rubbing as much of her body on his as she could manage, until her lips almost touched his. The simmering desire bubbled up through her, making her skin feel tight. She kept her eyes open, staring into his until she couldn’t stand the building tension anymore. “Use me,” she purred. “I want you to.”
He grabbed the back of her head at the base of her skull and pulled her into a blistering kiss that she’d been ready for but had not been prepared for the brutality of. He drank in the desperate sound she made as he bit her lower lip and then pressed into her mouth with his tongue, scouring every thought from her head with his fervor. 
When he finally broke the kiss, he lowered his face to savage her neck, pulling her head back by tangling his fingers in her hair. She moaned when he bit her ever so gently, feeling her body’s visceral response to his razor-sharp teeth denting the delicate skin of her throat without causing even the smallest slice. His iron control almost undid her.
He pulled away slightly, his eyes searching her face for any sign of distress. He’d always been so desperately careful with her. “Is this okay?”
Mari nodded and moved his hand to where her heart raced and the eager bloom of her magic unfurled. “More than okay.”
He stared at the spot where his hand touched her as if he couldn’t believe she was real. She knew he could feel the desperate ache of her magic humming through her skin. “As much as I want you, we don’t have to do this tonight.”
She slid their joined hands around over her breast and pressed his fingers tighter against her gown. “I want to. We’ve both waited long enough.”
Cisco’s talons barely scraped the gauzy fabric but didn’t tear through it. She moaned as she imagined his massive hands all over her once he surrendered to desire. “We need to discuss a few things first.” He touched her chin lightly. “How far do you really want to take this?”
She knew what he was asking, and it touched someplace deep inside her where she was softest that he was so concerned. Part of this empire her father had built was the biggest and most infamous sex club in the city, where the wealthy and powerful went to have fun and get their kicks—because that was how her father had gathered his power, literally and metaphorically. “All the way.”
“You’re serious.” He exhaled hard. “You want me to parade you in front of his friends and enemies at the club for everyone to see?”
Mari shivered at both the slight growl in his voice and the image he evoked. She smiled slyly. “I think I would like that.”
He shook his head and laughed. “I don’t know what I did to deserve you.”
Mari ran her fingers down the buttons of his shirt, plucking at them with not quite enough force to unbutton them. She smiled again, not looking at his face. “Are you okay with all this?”
“That depends on a few things.” He lifted her chin so she looked into his eyes. “Listing you at the club is an absolute no.”
She let out a sigh of relief. A part of her had been afraid he might want that to prove his control over her, but her father had a lot of enemies, and some of them would love nothing more than to get their hands on her. She didn’t want to know what they would do with her, regardless of what the rules said and how valuable she was. “Agreed.”
“And me and Rio are also non-negotiable.” He smiled slightly. “I’m bound to him. I don’t have to share you with him, but I will still be with him.”
Mari didn’t know a lot about gargoyles, but she did know that while they were polyamorous, once bonded to a partner, they bonded for life. She’d suspected for a while Cisco was bound to Rio, but they hadn’t spoken about it before. Though he could take lovers, and even bond with others, nothing would part him from Rio; and in any case, she wouldn’t want to. “I don’t mind if you share me, with Rio or otherwise.”
His fingers tightened on her chin. He considered her again, searching her face for a moment that drew out long. “You know what I like, then?” he asked gruffly.
She swallowed and fought not to look away from his gaze, though she could feel the blush rising in her cheeks. She’d thought about this a lot, especially when she was alone in her room late at night. “I snuck out after one of the parties and watched through the window of the barracks.” Rio, Cisco, and a few others had shared one woman, passing her around between them while all of them watched and enjoyed themselves. At the time, she’d wanted to be that woman. Even now, the thought of it made her breath catch.
He whispered a curse in Spanish under his breath. “Is that something you’d want to try?”
She looked away, now truly too embarrassed to cope. “Only if you think it would help.”
He squeezed her chin gently until she met his eyes again. “So not good enough. Not for that.”
She licked her lips. “Yes.”
His gaze burned into hers. “Say it. So I know you understand.”
Mari exhaled a shaky sigh. She didn’t know what something like that would do to her power, but the prospect of it made something shiver along her veins. Her father had kept her chained in more ways than one. The necklace he’d magically fastened around her neck had siphoned her power for him to use, never letting it build in a way that was natural. “I’d like you to share me with people you trust and then take me yourself at the end.” 
His expression sharpened into something more feral than she’d ever seen. “I’ll consider it.” He moved his hand to hold her neck. “Yes, I’m okay with all of this.” His thumb traced a small circle. “And I’m glad you didn’t leave, because I’ve wanted you for a long time.”
She shivered at the sincerity in his voice. “There was no world where I would have left you alone in this to be destroyed. Not after you freed me.”
He searched her face. “I don’t want to do this here.” With careless ease, he lifted her up in his arms as he stood. “Until we can remodel the place, I figured it was too weird to stay in the main house. Feels like he’s lurking around every corner.”
She couldn’t believe she hadn’t thought of that. “Where then?”
He grinned. “Your new room.”
Mari tilted her head. “Is it your room?”
He nodded. “Rio’s too.”
She let out a soft laugh. “I hope the bed is big enough.”
“Gigantic.” He carried her out into the hallway as if she weighed nothing at all, and she supposed for a gargoyle, she did. “Pool house.”
“Oh, I’ve always loved that space.”
“I know.” His lips curled. “A small crew has been down there straightening up.”
“And you want to parade me in while they’re still there, like the prize you’ve won.”
“Does that bother you?” He started down the back stairs.
“Not in the slightest.” She put a hand on his chest. “I’ve always been a trophy. Better yours than his.”
He kissed the side of her head. “I like it when you say that, probably more than I should.”
She reached up to where his skin was bare above his shirt, caressing him with one finger. Repeating it felt too vulnerable in that moment, like it was tempting fate. “I do too.”
“Stop causing trouble, or I’m going to have to ravish you as soon as we get to our new bedroom, no matter who’s around.”
Mari smiled. “Okay.”
He laughed as he kicked open the door to the courtyard. “Just remember, you asked for it.”
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Chapter 2


Mari realized what Cisco was smirking about as soon as they were through the back door. Every member of her father’s very significant guard force was out in the yard, milling around and talking about what their next moves were. Of course they were. They had the second half of a coup to plan.  
Two dozen curious gazes, sharp with feral intensity, pivoted their way. There were shifters of various types, a few hellhounds, and a handful of other paranormals that were strong and liked to hang out in packs. Her father’s recruitment was very single-minded.
Some of them didn’t watch them at all, but many of them did. Some of them had hunger in their eyes, but some had other emotions too. Pride. Awe. A couple of them bumped fists. There was even a high five. She could hear the murmur of their continued conversations over the beat of her magic in her chest. She could feel their desire rising up. Hell, when she squinted, she thought she could almost see it spiraling away from them toward her in every color of the rainbow.
“Fuck,” she said under her breath. Her eyes went to the pool house, where the wall of windows stood open in the warm summer night. She felt her cheeks heating already. She’d known something like this would happen eventually, but she didn’t expect it so soon. For sex witches, orgies and exhibitionism were common, even expected.
He leaned to whisper in her ear, “What’s your safeword, Princess?”
“Dandelion,” she said as steadily as she could manage so there could be no misunderstanding. Though she felt a bit shy, every inch of her stubbornness rose up to meet the challenge in front of her. “This isn’t even as many people as would be watching me at the club.”
He shrugged as much as he could while holding her, still grinning ear-to-ear. “That’s true.”
“That’s not helping as much as I thought it would.”
“Well, this definitely isn’t going to help then.” He leaned close again. “They know exactly what’s going to happen now.”
Mari suddenly felt like she couldn’t breathe. Her skin prickled with magic. “Oh, Saints.”
They were inside the pool house in another moment, and he ordered everyone out with the world’s most annoying smirk on his face. The large bedroom was decorated tastefully in neutral colors and had mostly been used as a guest house for business associates over the years, but it was spacious and had good light, so Mari had used it as a hideout from time to time. 
He set her down on the bed, thankfully facing him and not the yard. He waited until the last of the crew that had been preparing the room left. “I haven’t heard the word yet.”
She knew without doubt that if she used the word, he would let the matter drop with no judgment. Instead, she shook her head because she couldn’t say anything. She was too nervous. And too turned on. It felt like a dozen pairs of eyes were boring into her from behind. Somewhere inside her, she could feel her magic rising in response. 
The fear she’d expected when facing down the specter of the awakening ritual wasn’t here, in this space between them. She supposed that was because, this time, it was her choice. Something she walked into under her own power. She could stop him with a whispered word, and that made all the difference.
He started unbuttoning his shirt, giving her a few more seconds to consider and anticipate. The shirt slid from his shoulders, and then his wings, in a practiced and elegant movement that was like a full-body shrug. When he reached to toss his shirt aside, she knew her time was up. “Turn around. On your hands and knees.”
She closed her eyes, because he hadn’t said she couldn’t, and then did as he commanded, carefully turning around on the bed. After a long, tense moment, she felt him reach over her, and then a low whirring noise came from the windows. When she opened her eyes, the blinds were dropping into place, cutting off the view to the courtyard beyond. She looked back at him over her shoulder.
“I decided I didn’t want to share you.” He smiled wide, showing his fangs. “Not this first time.” He smoothed one hand over the curve of her ass with relish. “I hope that’s okay.”
Her magic swelled as her skin prickled under his palm. At the same time, her hips moved of their own accord, rocking into his touch. “Yeah, that’s okay.”
“Good.” He pushed her hip to one side, turning her so she was sitting on the bed in front of him. “I also want to see your face when you come undone under me.” He traced one claw delicately over her cheekbone.
Mari’s power bubbled to a simmer as a blush rose into her face. “I don’t know how much longer I can take your teasing.”
Cisco smiled, slow and hot. “You won’t have to wait much longer now.” He dropped his hand to her thigh and pulled open her gown, his fingers whispering over her bare skin and raising goosebumps in their wake.
“Cisco…” she said on a whisper.
His eyes drifted to her lips as hunger took over his expression. “I love it when you say my name like that.” His hand skated up her thigh. “Like you need more.”
“I do need more.” She rocked her hips to try to tempt him, but his hand remained frustratingly still. Her magic unfurled, reaching for him, willing him to touch her with more intent.
“Tell me what you need, Princess,” he rumbled seductively. His thumb eased down to rub over the damp lace fabric between her legs.
Mari arched her back, trying to increase the pressure of his featherlight touch. “I need you to fuck me, Cisco.” She gained more confidence from the lust rising in his all-black eyes when she voiced her desire. “I need to feel you inside me.” She put her hand over his and pressed it closer. “I’ve ached for it for so long.”
He used his thumb to pull her panties aside and parted her folds. Her power surged through her body, turning every nerve into a wildfire. Cisco groaned when her magic wrapped around him and then claimed her mouth with a hungry kiss. He thumbed her clit with a firm touch that coiled the tension low in her belly.
Cisco worked her clit slowly, building her arousal until she moaned against his lips. He nipped her lower lip as he pulled back from the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Undo my belt.”
She reached for him with shaking hands and did as he asked. He rewarded her by slipping his fingers inside her and then stroking hard with his thumb until she was panting for breath and rocking her hips in time with his movements.
“Keep going,” he urged as he set up a steady rhythm that threatened to drive her to distraction.
She unzipped his fly slowly, letting her fingers enjoy the feeling of his erection through the fabric of his jeans for as long as possible. When she finally managed to free him, his cock sprang up, hardening as she handled him. He was immense, far and away bigger than anyone she’d been with in the few times she’d managed to sneak away with someone during one of her father’s interminable parties. 
The instant she grabbed his cock, she felt in control again, like she’d been born for this. Her magic roared inside her, the heavy press of it making her skin tingle. Three raised ridges encircled the thick base, and when she ran her thumb over them, he rumbled with approval.
Though she could tell he wanted to urge her onward, he pulled back to watch her handle him. He knew exactly how inexperienced she was and the baggage she carried. He was letting her take the time she needed, and that made her feel cared for, even cherished.
She squeezed, enjoying the firm feel of him in her hand and the way her power purred inside her. “I’m okay.” She smiled when he met her eyes. 
Cisco nodded hurriedly, and she felt a moment of regret when he withdrew his fingers. “I need to see you.” He tore her gown open and pushed it from her shoulders with little fanfare. 
Mari lifted her hips to assist him when he reached to remove her panties. She thought she might feel bashful when she was bare before him, but the desire in his gaze as he took in her nude body only made her feel bolder. Leaning back a bit, she parted her thighs and was rewarded with a deep groan of appreciation as he watched her.
He stepped into the space between her knees, and she welcomed him by wrapping her hand around his cock. His hissed intake of breath was everything she needed to hear. She pulled him closer and worked the head of his cock over her clit a few times, relishing the way his hips twitched as she bit her lip at the glorious sensation.
Her teasing didn’t last long, because she needed so much more. She moved toward him until the first few inches of his length slid into her. Her thighs shook as she engulfed him, desperate to feel more of him but not wanting to rush. Chuckling, he ran his hands over her hips and around to her ass, scooting her forward a bit more and further onto his cock.
She shivered. The combination of the feeling of him inside her and his hands ravaging her ass was delicious. She rocked her hips, moaning as she worked herself back and forth along the first few inches of him to give her body time to adjust. She felt the magic building deep in her belly, spreading slowly through every part of her. It was the first time she’d felt her power completely unfettered, allowed to grow and consume her arousal as it swelled. She knew he could feel it, too, all around him.
He leaned down to kiss her, his mouth hard and demanding. At the same time, he pulled her hips forward so that she took him all the way to the hilt. She moaned into his mouth as the thicker ridges passed into her. The sharp prick of his teeth very nearly broke the skin of her lips, but his control was tight as a vice.
Cisco pulled back from the kiss with a shuddering breath, his hands gripping her ass so she was flush against him. “Saints, you feel so good.” 
Mari rocked her hips. The sensation was delicious, and she wanted to make it last, but she wasn’t sure how much more she could handle. His fingers dug in, and she shuddered at the possessiveness in his grip as it amplified the growing pleasure until she wasn’t sure she could stand the tension of it all a moment longer.
He squeezed again, and she knew what he wanted immediately. She began moving her hips in long, slow strokes, fucking herself on his cock, her magic rising inside her like a dark tide she had no hope of holding back.
She let herself really enjoy the slick friction of his cock entering her body over and over, allowing the noises of pleasure to rise up and crest until she was sure they shook the windows and poured out into the yard. Cisco didn’t move beyond curling his fingers every so often to slightly adjust her angle. He let her desire run the show, and it made her feel so powerful in this moment that exposed her in a way she’d never been exposed before. She rode his entire length, picking up speed slowly and increasing the intensity until their bodies slapped together with every stroke. The power rising inside her felt too damned good.
“It’s so hot watching you take my dick like this.” His voice rumbled around her. “Like you were made for it.” 
Her climax roared over her, inevitable as a tidal wave. She embraced the sensation, letting it crash over her and around her and through her. She knew those still out in the yard would feel the magic crest, and somehow, that felt exactly right.
Cisco took over when her movement stuttered as she clenched around him. He dug his hands into her ass and fucked her forcefully, grunting as he drove into her. He didn’t give her a moment of respite as he took his pleasure from her still quivering body. She collapsed back on the bed, and she moaned helplessly as he continued, unable to fight the surging of his powerful body any longer.
She held on for dear life. The only thing keeping her in her body was the feeling of his hands on her and the impact of his hips against her. She came again, the pleasure twisting and sharp, like she was being rent apart from the inside out. This time, she cried out, wordless and triumphant, though the sound was muted by the ringing of her ears. Her power finally fully unfurled, releasing into the network of wards that centered on the compound around them and into Cisco because he was in intimate contact with her.
The movement of his hips sent jolts of sensation and prickles of power into her. Still, her traitorous hips lifted to welcome him, unable to get enough of the feeling of him surging into her even though she was wrung out and getting sore. He held her fast, making her feel every inch of him as he drove into her repeatedly. 
Plunging to the hilt one last time, he gripped her ass tightly as he groaned with his release. He tensed over her, his pulsing cock buried deep within her. When he recovered a few moments later, he leaned over her to claim her mouth with a long, slow kiss.
As the kiss lingered, her body started to respond to him again, her skin heating and her back arching. He pulled back slightly and grinned down at her.
Her nipples hardened as they rubbed against his chest. “Saints, how am I horny for you again already?”
He moved to cradle her face in one hand. “You’re a sex witch who hasn’t been able to properly exercise her libido. It’s to be expected.”
She leaned into his touch. “I can’t wait to feel all the ways you’re going to help me exercise it.”
He chuckled, low and dark. “Neither can I. But right now, I have a few things I need to go over with the guards to get ready for tomorrow.” He pulled the blanket around her, kissing her twice softly. “Wait here. I’ll send Rio in to keep you company.”
She tried to convince him to stay a while longer, and it almost worked, but he grumbled good-naturedly and wrapped a few more blankets around her before settling her in the middle of the bed. She watched him as he went into the bathroom to clean up a bit and splashed water over his head to calm his curls. 
After buttoning his shirt, he stopped by the bed again on his way out. He kissed her upturned mouth with the longing of all the years they’d wanted each other somehow wrapped into it; filled with the promise of a lifetime of carnal pleasures ahead of them. When he began to pull away, she pressed her face into the base of his throat, inhaling the scent of him so she would never forget it: orange and spice. Some combination of hair product and cologne and him that she hoped she never unraveled. She snuggled down into the blankets with a smile as she watched him walk out the door.
Once she was alone, she reached out with her magic. She’d been afraid that without her father, her magic would no longer be harnessed properly, but she felt the lines of power humming around her, heavy and potent with what they had just released. Satisfied that the wards that protected this compound and the entire city weren’t going to collapse overnight, she relaxed back into the bed.
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Chapter 3


After Cisco was gone, Rio stood in the doorway, not saying anything for a heartachingly long time, still staring off in the direction his gargoyle had gone.  
“You can come in,” Mari said as gently as she could. Even so, he started when she spoke.
He moved like someone who wasn’t sure what to do with all his limbs, crossing toward the bed where she lay wrapped in the truly ridiculous number of blankets Cisco had bundled around her. Rio looked down at his hands briefly and then back up at her for an instant before glancing away again. “Cisco said I could sleep in here?”
The concerned look on his face tore her heart into a million pieces. She wondered how many pieces his was torn into to make him wear an expression like that. “You can.”
“You’re sure it’s alright?” He was so nervous his deep brown eyes had shifted to golden as they darted around the room. He probably wasn’t even aware of the change.
At first, she thought he was worried about what Cisco might do, but she quickly realized Cisco wasn’t who Rio was worried about hurting him. “Rio, look at me.” She waited for the eternity it took him to meet her gaze. “I would never punish you for doing something I told you to do. Never.”
All of the breath rushed out of him in a shaking sigh. “Gracias, princesa.”
Mari didn’t tell him not to call
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