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  Dedication




If you need a little fire to keep you warm tonight, this one's for you.
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Kindled


During Hers to Keep
Gloriana D’Vere chuckled when the barrel of a gun pressed into the small of her back. She’d been in the hired muscle business a while now, and it wasn’t often that someone could sneak up on her. Instead of putting her hands up, she carefully pulled her coat back on the right side so the butt of her gun could be seen. “Been looking for you. You’re real quiet when you want to be.” 
“You been lookin’ for me?” A deep voice she recognized purred back at her. “I’m honored.” He pulled the gun away, and the hammer clicked back into place. “What do you need, hot stuff?”
She turned slowly so that she could see him. “Just cashing in that offer from the last time.”
He was four feet of burly muscle and bad attitude wearing a bowler hat with a pair of beautiful green and gold wings rising incongruously behind him. With warm brown skin and curly black hair, he might seem cherubic, if not for the absolutely shit-eating grin he wore. Llanzo was the surliest pixie she had ever met, but she liked the way he looked at her, like she was the best thing he’d laid eyes on in maybe forever.
She’d done a job for him a while back and helped him out of a tight spot, and when the work was done, he’d implied there was more than a tip waiting if she ever looked him up again. That had brought her back to the area he frequented tonight, hoping she’d run into him.
Llanzo tilted his head slightly, then the offer in question dawned on him, and the left corner of his mouth lifted higher. “Oh yeah?”
“You got a place around here somewhere?”
“Yeah. I got a place.” He holstered his gun and gestured her forward. “This way.”
Ori followed him through several twists and turns around the busy neon-lit neighborhood until they finally came out in a quieter alley. She didn’t recognize the area, but she trusted him not to lead her into a trap. His loss if he did, anyway. “You didn’t expect me to come find you?”
He glanced over his shoulder. “Not if I’m honest, no.”
“Don’t think you give yourself enough credit. You’re a charmer.”
“Oh, that I know. I just figured you had lotsa offers on the table.” He chuckled. “So to speak.”
“I do.” That was a lie, but if he noticed, he had the good grace to not say so. “But I like your style.”
He grinned back at her, showing off a slightly chipped tooth. “It’s the hat, ain’t it?”
“And the attitude under it.”
He laughed as he stopped at a nondescript door. He lifted a key fob, and the lock gave a quiet chime before popping open. “This is one of my bolt-holes. You know, for when it gets a little hot.” He held the door open for her.
She moved past him, letting her hand trail over the side of his face. “I’m hoping it’ll get more than a little hot, actually.”
Ori had just come off the worst week of her life, and she needed a safe harbor for a little while with someone who wouldn’t ask her questions or make her think about things she didn’t want to right now. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the body of her mentor falling to the ground as if in slow motion.
He grabbed her wrist and nipped at the base of her thumb, his gaze panning up to catch hers. His eyes were a deep and mossy green. “You just let me know how hot you want it.”
She curled her fingers into the slight stubble at his jaw. “Is there a setting above scalding?”
He slid the rest of the way inside and shut the door behind him, still holding her hand to his face. “Mmhmm.” He lowered his voice into a growl. “You like it that hot, Babygirl?”
The thrill that went through her at the cutesy nickname was unexpected. Sure, she’d come for a little stress-relief session but really hadn’t expected that much. She was almost always the dominant partner in relationships, but she enjoyed the way he seized that role without asking. 
She pulled off her duster slowly and tossed it over the back of a sofa inside the room. “I’m half-demon. I like it to hurt a little. Sometimes more than a little.”
His eyes were taking in every inch of her as she turned back to him. “Fuck, you’re almost too sexy to be real.”
She started unbuttoning her shirt slowly. “Have you fantasized about me?”
“Me and half the city.” He laughed. “I’m actually not sure I’m not dreaming right now.”
As used to the attention as she was from her days as a player of Cyclone, Vegas’s favorite violent pastime, it was still nice to hear it from his lips.
It turned out you couldn’t get away with everything if you were a popular athlete after all—getting photographed by the paparazzi with your hand up the skirt of the commissioner’s wife would still get you fired and dumped on your ass, no matter how loud the crowd cheered for you on game day. She pushed that memory away with the others she didn’t want to think about right now.
Smiling, she let the shirt slide off her shoulders but left her bralette in place. She stepped closer to him and bent to take his left hand, placing it on her hip above the low-slung waist of her painted-on leather pants. “That feel like a dream to you?”
His fingers slid delicately over her skin to the small of her back. “Nope. You feel better than any dream I’ve ever had.”
Ori chuckled at the rougher edge his voice had taken on. She leaned forward a bit to reach the clasp of her gunbelt above the inside of her knee, giving him an eyeful that, based on his rapt expression, he appreciated.
He tilted his head to kiss the top of her breast with the faintest touch of his lips.
Shivering, she reached for the buckle of her belt but didn’t move her chest away from his face. His hand slid to cup her ass as he turned his head to kiss the other side. This time, she sighed at the soft touch of his mouth and almost dropped the gunbelt.
“Stay right there, Babygirl,” he said, his lips whispering over the curve of her breast. She tried her best to comply, but it was an awkward position, bent forward at a steep angle. He took the belt from her and tossed it on the sofa. Then he moved both his hands around to her ass and squeezed, pulling her forward toward him.
She was a little unbalanced and ended up rubbing her tits all over his face as she tried to regain her footing, which had obviously been his intention judging by the gleeful laugh he exhaled into her skin. He was stronger than his size indicated, though, because he steadied her easily.
She knocked his hat off in her hurry to grip his head and pull him more firmly against her, guiding his mouth to her nipple. He mouthed the hard nub through the lacy fabric of her bra as he continued fondling her ass. He took his time lavishing attention on her breasts, smiling up at her like he couldn’t believe his luck.
After a good long while, when her nipples were hard and aching, he snapped, “Pants, now.”
She slid out of her pants as quickly as she could manage with him still holding her as if afraid she’d run off any second.
When her hands moved to the waistband of her panties, he grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her back. “Leave those, for now.” He met her eyes with a serious expression, heat starting to rise in his face. “You got a safe word?”
Her lips curled. “Offsides.”
Llanzo barked a laugh. “Shit. You’re sexy as all get out and funny.” His hands closed tightly around both her wrists to pull her closer as he leaned forward and placed a nibbling kiss at the bottom of her sternum.
He took his time, trailing a line of scorching kisses down her centerline to the waist of her panties. Deftly, he switched the hold on her wrists into one hand. He maneuvered her back until her thighs hit the arm of the sofa and then lifted her right leg up onto his shoulder.
She was unsteady in exactly the right way as his mouth continued downward, skating over the lacy fabric of her panties and nudging between her legs. She tilted her hips toward him to give him better access, pressing into his kisses and moaning wordlessly. He kept at it until she was absolutely soaked and weak with need.
She strained toward him, trying to get more friction. “I need more.”
He pulled back slightly to slowly rake his hot gaze over her skin along her body up to her face. “Ask nicely for what you want.”
“Please,” she panted. “I need you to fuck me.”
He traced one finger teasingly along the edge of her panties. “Almost,” he purred. “Call me Daddy.”
She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Fuck. Why was the idea of that so hot? “I desperately need you to fuck me, Daddy.”
“That’s my good girl.” The praise made her tingle all over. He tugged her panties aside roughly and slid two fingers inside of her, hard and fast, driving the breath from her lungs. “Daddy’s gonna to take good care of you.”
She groaned at the sudden sensation of fullness. “Oh, fuck.” The leg supporting her almost gave way, but Llanzo held her up from behind as he drove his fingers in and out of her.
He added a third finger without missing a beat and continued to fuck her with almost brutal ferocity. She was lightheaded and shuddering when he finally stopped with his fingers buried deep inside her. She moaned, her hips flexing in the small space she had to hump his fingers ineffectually.
“That’s it. Ride my hand.” He groaned as he watched her wriggle. “Fuck. I could watch that all day.”
The idea that he would hold her like this rather than give her what she needed drew a whine from her throat. “Please, Daddy.”
“Of course, Babygirl. I’ve got what you need.” He turned her around in a whirl of motion and pushed her over the arm of the sofa. She had trouble catching her breath as he tugged her panties down just enough to drive his fingers into her from behind again.
She cried out as he drove deeper than he had been able to before. He fucked her with slow, deep thrusts of his fingers as he opened his belt.
“Yes. Please.” She turned her head to try to see him over her shoulder and panted for breath. “I need you.”
He grinned as he leaned over her to grab her wrists and bind them with the belt, leaving the end of it draping across her back. “Oh, don’t worry, you’re getting fucked within an inch of your life.”
She shivered as he grabbed her tail, holding it out of the way as he withdrew his fingers and then drove his cock home with a long, hard shove. Her entire body tensed at the roughness of the abrupt penetration.
“Oh, fuck,” was all she could get out between harsh breaths as he started thrusting, slow at first, but with an intensity of angle and power that was almost too much.
“You feel fuckin’ amazin’,” he said, his drawl thick with desire. “Hot and slick.” He picked up his pace gradually, holding her in place with both hands so that she couldn’t move at all beyond arching her ass up into him a tiny bit. “Fuckin’ perfect.”
She curled her tail around his arm, trying to increase the intensity in any way she could. “Harder. Daddy. Please.”
Llanzo dug his fingers into her hips and shoved her into the arm of the couch with more force, hips driving hard so the sound of slapping skin rose above even her cries. “Come all over my dick.”
She came undone at the sound of his growled command, shuddering under him and around him. The rising tension inside her collapsed in on itself with the rush of her release. He slowed his pace, taking long, luxurious strokes as she gradually calmed, drawing shivers from her muscles.
He leaned over her, cock still rock hard inside her, making her gasp as he grabbed one of her horns and turned her head to the side so he could see her face. “You doin’ okay?”
She smiled lazily, enjoying the hum still thrumming through her body. “Yes, Daddy.”
Grinning wide, he removed the belt from her wrists, gently checking them to make sure she wasn’t hurt. “You mind if I take a picture of you, all freshly fucked and gorgeous? I can crop your face out.”
She chuckled, turning a bit more to watch him. “How are you friends going to believe it was me
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