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Prologue

 


Adrian Ormonde gazed at the woman before
him: Zendaya, queen bitch of the demon kingdom. She was a
remarkable sight––no mortal man could resist her, and few
paranormal creatures could refuse her. When Zendaya posed her eyes
on you, there was no escape.

Unfortunately, she had caught him. Adrian
Ormonde, legendary bounty hunter. Throughout the years, his
employers had been wide and diverse. He’d hunted down demons,
dragons, vampires, nymphs … it made no difference to him. However,
he’d never been summoned, let alone ambushed and caught, by such a
highly placed employer before.

“I'd like to make you an offer.”

Adrian remained impassive, and
yet, curiosity burned inside him. What sort of offer did the demon
bitch have for him? No doubt, it would be an unfair trade, but he
had nothing to lose. He never had anything to lose. Not now, not a
hundred years from now, nor a hundred years before. The
high-pitched voice of one of his many foster parents filtered
through his brain. “Don’t be so negative, Adrian. You won’t get anywhere in
life with that attitude.”

Zendaya took a small step back and he
snapped out of his reverie. The corner of his lips curled into a
smile. He’d certainly gotten somewhere: To hell, under the
penetrating gaze of its queen.

Abruptly turning her back on
him, the demon woman sauntered back to her throne. He watched her
round ass swing from side to side, the smell of her arousal thick
in the air causing his cock to stir further. She excited him, true.
However, while other men would be groveling at her feet, he could
fight her. The extent of his powers still managed to surprise him,
somehow. It was like discovering you were ambidextrous after years of using only your right
hand: An amazing feat.

Sitting on her throne, Zendaya threw open
her robe, revealing creamy white skin that begged to be caressed.
Her round breasts were full, dark nipples kissing the warm air of
the royal hall. She opened herself to him. Her vulva was free of
any pubic hair, allowing him a full view of the moist folds of
temptation that had brought death to more than one. The urge to
pull out his cock and stroke it before her was great, but he held
his ground. She was playing with him, attempting to toy with his
body and mind so that he would submit willingly to whatever offer
she had to make.

Anger rushed through his veins. He was not a
toy, and especially, not a demon toy. Tired of her games and
careless for his life, Adrian got on his feet. His reward was a
barely audible gasp from the queen, which elicited a grin. Zendaya
was a splendid succubus. She knew just how to stoke the male ego.
It was quite a shame she was bothering to waste her charms on him.
Facing her head on, he gazed into her eyes. Interesting, how they
had changed to a shade of purple. The color of passion for the
demons, he recalled a previous lover telling him. Unimpressed, he
squared his shoulders, planted his feet firmly on the ground and
crossed his arms over his chest. Enough games.

“What is it you have to offer me, sugar,
besides the obvious?”

Zendaya’s eyes shimmered from
purple to light blue in seconds. Blue was the color of
annoyance. Way to go, Adrian. Now you’ve pissed off the demon
bitch.

“Have you no manners, hunter?” Her voice was
a delicious rasp that sent a shiver down his back and into his
groin. He spread his legs a little wider, in an attempt to ease his
discomfort.

“I stoop to your level, sugar. You know,
ambushing someone and dragging them before your presence is no show
of manners, either.”

“You dare speak to me like that?”

Adrian smirked. “I’m a bounty hunter, sugar.
I dare much more.”

Zendaya’s eyes narrowed as she
realized whom she was dealing with. Perhaps she was even
second-guessing having sent all her servants and bodyguards away.
He had no doubt, however, that the blonde who’d left her presence
last was lingering behind the door, his hand poised over the hilt
of his sword at any sign of danger. Adrian smirked. Swords.
The weapon
of the truly skilled, his master used to tell him.

“Well, sugar?”

Zendaya sat up in her chair, her hands
gripping her knees with force, the white skin growing red under the
pressure.

“If you’re trying to cast me under your
spell, you’re wasting your time and if you only captured me for a
good fuck, all you had to do was ask nicely.” He grinned, passing a
hand through his hair while squeezing his cock with the other,
showing the queen bitch that he was indeed affected by her. There
was no point in being too self-centered. Better to make the demon
believe she had some power over him.

Zendaya’s full lips curved into a sexy
smile, her pleasure at his predicament rolling off in waves, her
anger seemingly forgotten. This woman changed her emotions like a
chameleon switched colors. She got to her feet again and slinked
toward him. Stopping in front of him, she pierced him with a
chocolate gaze.

“I want you to bring me a human.”

Adrian’s brow furrowed. “I don’t hunt
humans.”

Zendaya moved closer. She placed a palm on
his chest, her sharp nails prickling the skin beneath. Adrian’s
breath hitched. Yep, he was definitely affected by her.

“She’s special, Adrian,” she purred in his
ear. His cock twitched in response, a drop of pre-cum rising to the
head of the thick shaft.

“I’ve tried catching her, alluring her,
deceiving her, trapping her, but she manages to escape every time.”
The flash of blue was there, appearing and disappearing. If he
didn’t know what to look for he wouldn’t have been able to say he’d
seen it.

“How can she avoid a demon queen?” Adrian
asked. He clenched his fists, the urge to wrap his hands around
Zendaya and crush her to him growing as she walked around him, her
nails rasping over his clothes, her breath hot on his ear as she
leaned in to whisper her answer. “Coincidences, good luck, it
matters not. Just bring her to me, Adrian.”

He shivered as the bitch licked the shell of
his earlobe, nipping the tender skin and making him lose
concentration. He shook his head.

“What do you need her for?”

Zendaya stood in front of him again, both
her hands over his chest, her body so close to his her scent was
driving him wild.

“It is none of your concern, my dear hunter.
Just bring her to me.”

Unable to hold back any longer, Adrian
wrapped his hands around Zendaya’s waist and pulled her against his
chest. He groaned as her body molded against his, her heat fueling
his desire.

“My payment?”

“Gold, jewels, a demon wench, a demon queen
… you pick.” She inched closer, her lips tentatively brushing
against his.

Adrian tightened his hold on her, purposely
allowing her to feel his thick erection. Zendaya moaned, her long
fingers tangling into his hair, drawing him closer. Adrian looked
into her eyes: they were brown and pliable, burning with an
internal fire he knew to be the demon inside of her.

“I want access into your library.”

“What?”

He swallowed her question with his mouth.
His tongue pierced into her wet heat, urgently twisting and tasting
everything she had to offer. She gave herself freely, sucking him
into her mouth, mimicking the act of sex with her tongue and
causing a harsh growl to erupt from him. Her smell became
overbearing. His head began to swim, and he knew he was placing his
life on the line, yet he also knew that if her interest in the
human were so acute, she would not swallow his soul. Pulling back,
he stared at the impassioned demon. Her eyes were bloody red, her
body erupting into its demon form of red and black. Panting,
Zendaya glared at him. Fuck, if he wasn’t so sure she needed him
he’d be running out of there as fast as he could.

“I will give you access to the library,” she
acquiesced. Her voice was hoarse, raspy and venomous. It screamed
for him to watch out, that behind her eager acceptance there was a
catch, but he shrugged it off. Dealing with demons was never a
clean affair. Adrian reached for Zendaya again, their physical
business far from done, but she stopped him with a firm hand on his
chest. “You must bring her to me whole, unharmed.”

He cocked an eyebrow, dropping his hand to
his side. “A human can’t enter your realm unless they’re dead.”

Zendaya’s lips curled into a sensual smile
full of fake innocence. “Or if they enter willingly.”

Adrian groaned. He brushed his hair out of
his face and narrowed his eyes at the demon bitch. “Sugar, I’m
starting to think I might still take some of that gold you offered
me before.”

Zendaya laughed, the sound reminding him of
nails on a chalkboard. “I’ll give you more than you ever bargained
for,” she replied, bringing her mouth to his.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Victoria pressed her bag closer to her
stomach, clutching the tote hanging from her shoulder. She hated
walking the streets this late at night, especially on a Friday. The
place was filled with drunken people, staggering as they walked
from one bar to the next, screaming obscenities or simply out
smoking and making a ruckus. She loved the city of Madrid, but the
nighttime scene was not her thing. She sighed as she stepped over a
puddle and squeezed her way between some badly parked motorcycles
on the sidewalk. Just a little further and she’d finally reach the
one-room apartment she’d rented in Tribunal. It was ridiculously
expensive and she could barely afford it with her meager salary as
an English teacher, but she’d tried sharing a house when she first
arrived and she preferred the privacy of her own place.

It wasn’t that her old roommates were bad
people. Francesca was a Mexican girl staying for a semester to
finish her education, while Audrey was British and, like her, had
also come to teach English and perfect her Spanish. They were good
girls, but while they preferred hosting parties every other
weekend, Victoria was more the sort to curl up with a good book and
let her imagination soar. She didn’t say no to going out every once
in a while, or spending an afternoon having tapas and some beers
with friends, but she was a homebody.

“Joder.” Victoria cursed in Spanish as she
turned the corner into her street. Unlike other parts of Tribunal,
it didn’t have any bars or discos. It was a quiet residential
street with a few stores and a car repair shop. During the day, it
was bustling with commerce and neighbors, but after a certain hour,
the place was deadly quiet. To make it worse, there must have been
some sort of general electricity shortage, as the whole street was
plunged into utter darkness. Victoria swallowed dryly. She clutched
her things even closer for protection and stepped into the gloomy
street. Her steps were quick as they took her across the
cobblestones, her sneakers quiet. Her heart beat rapidly against
her chest, her hands clammy as she hurried toward her house. Madrid
wasn’t a dangerous city. Criminality rate was rare and according to
some study she’d read, crime in Spain was about 50 per 1000
people.

That was one of the reasons she’d moved to
the city. Victoria lived with the feeling that someone was watching
her. Ever since she could remember, there hadn’t been a day when
she hadn’t had the disturbing sensation that eyes were fixed on her
back, watching her every move. She’d learned to ignore the feeling,
to push it aside and pretend it didn’t exist, but it was there, a
constant companion. When she was fifteen, she’d made the mistake of
telling her then-foster parents of this. Alarmed, they’d rushed her
to a psychiatrist, who’d diagnosed her with paranoia and wanted to
put her on meds. She tried them for a few months but the feeling
didn’t go away. A year later, she stopped taking the medication.
Her parents found out and returned her to the orphanage, with the
allegation that they couldn’t help someone like her. To her
surprise, when she arrived in Madrid the sensation of being watched
evaporated. It was as though the person following her had given up,
and for the first time in eons she’d lived a carefree life. For
three months she went out to drinks, to museums, and even started
dating. Then, one day, the eyes returned. She particularly
remembered one evening. She’d been with Chris, the Dutch boy she’d
begun dating. They were at the place she shared with Francesca and
Audrey. The girls had left to attend some party and they had stayed
home, watching a movie and snuggling up. They’d kissed, his hand
seductively running up her thigh, causing her to tremble with
anticipation. Chris knew she was a virgin. He’d tried to get into
her pants before that night and she’d had to explain, slightly
embarrassed, that at 26, she was still untouched. Much to her
relief, he’d found it adorable and sexy and was looking forward to
the day she felt ready. That night, she’d been ready. She’d been
planning it for the whole week. God, she’d even bought some sexy
lingerie. Their kiss had quickly turned steamy as she brushed his
cock with her fingertips. Chris pushed her back against the couch,
peppering her neck with kisses. She moaned, lifting her hips to the
hard shaft trapped in his pants. Nerves and trepidation cursed
through her. That was it. She was going to lose her virginity that
night. Chris had slid his hand up her t-shirt, massaging her
breasts and causing her breath to stutter. He’d asked her if she
was ready, his voice gruff with a need she’d never heard before.
Shaking, she’d replied she was. He’d helped her remove her shirt.
Then, the lights had gone off.

Much like tonight. The whole street had
gone dark, only the light of the pale moon reflecting on the few
windows that were not open. They’d laughed, and Chris had helped
her to her feet. He’d asked for candles, the hint of mischief in
his voice so sexy that she couldn’t help pressing herself to him
and kissing him thoroughly. Victoria’s heartbeat accelerated at the
memory. She’d nodded and gone into the kitchen with her phone,
attempting to use the cell light to find a few tea candles she knew
were stored somewhere. Suddenly, she’d heard a crash and the door
shutting. Chris. She called out to him, but there was no reply. The
lights chose that moment to come back on. She went into the living
room. It was empty. Chris. His name
came out as a whisper. She searched the small house, room after
room, uncomprehending, her heart racing. She tried phoning him, but
his battery was dead or he had no line. Maybe something had come
up, or maybe he’d had to run off without explanation. Maybe. She’d
tried explaining his reasons to herself countless times after that.
Francesca and Audrey had offered their full support calling him
rude names, offering to pummel him if they ever saw him again, but
nothing really helped. The feeling of abandonment was there. The
feeling of loss was there. The feeling that something was wrong
with her was there. She tried phoning him a few weeks after the
incident to demand an explanation but the phone on the other end
never rang. He’d cut her off completely and she’d never know why.
But there was also that persistent feeling that something had
happened to him. He’d been so eager, so ready and then suddenly,
he’d vanished. She had the nauseating feeling that the eyes that
watched her had taken him away. Of course, she couldn’t tell anyone
about that or they’d think her mad, but it was there, the constant
reminder that she was never alone.

Finally reaching her apartment building and
heaving a sigh of relief, Victoria pulled out the keys to her house
and pushed inside. That was the other reason she’d left the girls.
She couldn’t stand seeing the living room where he’d left her. It
made her feel like shit. Climbing up the narrow wooden staircase,
she reached the fifth floor and unlocked her door. She reached for
the light and breathed another heavy sigh of relief as the place
became illuminated with the welcoming glow. Locking the door behind
her, she hung her purse on the hook behind the door, along with her
coat and hat. Kicking off her shoes and pulling her hair back into
a ponytail, she strode to the kitchen. That was one of the things
about Spain that no one told you about. Everyone thought the
country had a great climate, and well, if you lived along the coast
it probably did. But Madrid was a city of contrasts. During the
summer, when she arrived, temperatures got as high as 40 degrees
Celsius. They’d gone through a clumsy autumn of high and low
temperatures during October. One week you were back at 25 degrees,
and the next the temperature plummeted to a freezing one degree.
Then, November arrived and they were plunged into winter without
warning. Temperatures no longer rose above 15 degrees Celsius at
their highest point, and could go well below zero at their
lowest.

She pulled out a carton of milk and served
herself a glass. Drinking slowly, she took in her flat. It was
small: A tiny kitchen with a stove, a microwave and a small fridge,
enclosed by a glass door. Adjoining it were a couch, a coffee table
and a television set on a shelf with all her books. The owner had
also managed to squeeze in a thick wooden table that pretended to
be a dining room. Then, there was her room. A lovely queen-sized
bed was what had made her accept the place. Most flats she’d
checked out had small mattresses. The bed was her only luxury. She
opened the closet and picked out some white cotton panties, sweat
pants and a large t-shirt. Dumping them on the bed, she headed
toward the bathroom. She turned on the hot water and quickly
stripped off her clothes. Placing them on the perch behind the
door, she glimpsed at herself in the mirror for a brief second.

“You need some sleep, Victoria.”

Her dirty blonde hair was disheveled, the
bangs she was trying to grow out again, sticking out at odd angles.
Beneath her blue eyes, dark shadows lined her pale features.
Rubbing her eyes, she stepped into the shower and closed the glass
pane.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Adrian watched the human. He used the
shadows of the street to cover his movements, although it was an
unnecessary precaution. She walked head down, lost in thought and
ignoring all the rude drunks that called out to her as she passed
by. She looked tired, exhausted even, yet there was still a glowing
beauty inside of her that called to him. What the demon bitch
wanted from her was a mystery to him. Perhaps it was to steal her
beauty? Besides that pull, Adrian didn’t sniff or sense anything
out of the ordinary from her. She was human, she was mortal, and
well -- he smirked in the darkness -- she was untouched. That was
something the demon part of him could sense. She was an innocent
virgin, waiting to be broken. Damn him if he wouldn’t mind doing
the breaking. He glowered into the darkness as she walked across
her street. She appeared nervous, sweating with anxiety. Her body
was a wreck, seemingly jumping at every little noise, and her eyes
wouldn’t stop darting from one place to the next. Yet, she was
unable to sense him, unable to feel him behind her, shadowing her
steps as she walked into the apartment building. She didn’t stop to
hear the door shut behind her but hurried inside and he followed.
He followed her all the way to her apartment. For the last two
weeks, he’d kept a close eye on her. He knew her schedule. He knew
her routine. She liked going grocery shopping on Thursday evenings.
She taught English classes every day. On Mondays, Wednesdays and
Fridays, it was a Business English seminar at several firms.
Tuesdays and Thursdays, in the afternoons, it was children. Friday
mornings it was a bunch of University students. Friday at noon, it
was an intense Spanish course for her from 7 to 9 pm. That was the
reason she arrived home so late on Fridays, although she hated it,
although fear reeked from her in dizzying waves every time she
walked the darkened streets at night. What was she so afraid
of?

He’d looked into her profile, of course. Her
name was Victoria Green and she was an orphan like him. Unknown
parents. Unknown heritage. She’d gone from foster home to foster
home until when she was 17 her foster parents had kicked her out
because she was paranoid. He’d investigated her doctor’s record.
She was healthy. She didn’t have any major allergies except for a
bit of hay fever during spring, but it was very light. Her greatest
problem, according to the doctors was that she had delusional
hysteria, abdicating that she was being followed. Doctors
prescribed meds, and she took them for a while and stopped. Her
parents had decided she was a problem child that wasn’t really sick
but just seeking attention, and they’d kicked her out. From that
point on she’d made her way in life. She’d worked the odd job here
and there, also taking several Internet courses to begin to learn
Spanish. She’d gotten a part time job as a receptionist and managed
to make her way through college and obtain an English degree. With
that in hand, she’d headed to sunny Spain.

Sunny? Adrian grimaced. The weather was a
freaking disaster. He climbed up the stairs to her apartment and
opened the door, the trigger he’d placed earlier to allow him
entrance working to perfection. He heard the shower running and her
soft voice singing. He smiled, the sound causing an inexplicable
tightening in his chest. He walked further into the house,
approaching the partially open bathroom door. He peeked inside and
his breath caught. Victoria stood with her back to him, the hot
water spray sliding down her flawless skin, down her back and over
the indention of her shapely ass. His mouth watered and his cock
hardened in his pants. Had he been some other sort of man he’d have
taken the opportunity of a lifetime and entered, with the intent to
ravage the oblivious beauty. Yet, he slinked back into the shadows,
his heart beating erratically. How the hell was he going to get her
to come with him to the Demon world? Zendaya wanted her alive, and
she alone knew why. Besides, it wasn’t like he could kill her. Why
the hell not? He’d done his fair share of killing, and pretty
women, pretty dangerous women,
had been on the other end of his weapon.

Abruptly, the noise of the running water
turned off. His heart hammering, Adrian cursed. How the hell had he
managed to get himself trapped in here? He hurried to the living
room, his intention to leave, but he made the horrible mistake of
looking back. Victoria was naked. Stark naked like the day she was
born, she stood at the foot of her bed, throwing on the pajamas
she’d no doubt laid out before showering. Her white panties slid up
her smooth long legs and adjusted to her tight bottom. His mouth
watered as he imagined himself licking a path up those legs and
over the ridge of her ass. Next came her sweat pants, and he
growled low in his throat, bereft of the view of her delicious
naked skin. He moved a little closer, hoping to catch a glimpse of
her breasts as she slid into the soft cotton of an oversized
t-shirt. She heaved a heavy sigh, and he stepped toward her, an
unknown force he couldn’t explain drawing him toward her, both to
comfort and elicit pleasure. His fingers shadowed over her waist
and he felt her jump. Before she had time to turn around, he
ran.

Adrian hid in the shadows. His eyes trained
on her door as if it would magically open and she’d come out
calling his name. He huffed.

“You’re losing it, Adrian.”

The girl didn’t even know he existed, and
yet … besides wanting to sink himself deep into her virgin pussy,
he was pulled to her. Perhaps, it was the vulnerable air about her,
or maybe it had to do with the fact that she was an orphan, like
him. And not just any sort of orphan, but the sort that felt
watched all the time, observed, constantly. For him, it ended when
Dragoon had taken him in, but for Victoria it continued. Adrian
knew the demon bitch had been after her for some time, but long
enough for her paranoia to settle?

He sighed and returned to the cold darkness
of the street. Zendaya was probably growing impatient. He’d already
delayed the hunt long enough. He would have to ask for a hand if
she wanted the girl untouched. Ruffling his hair, he clamped his
jaw together and disappeared into the night, Victoria’s scent still
strong in his senses.

Adrian grinned smugly as he walked past a
bunch of girls at the exit to the metro station. One hundred and
fifty years old and he could still turn heads. Of course, it helped
that he didn’t look a day older than thirty.

The girls ogled him without shame and he had
the urge to laugh. He winked at them causing them to turn around,
giggling. It’d been a while since he’d openly walked among young
humans. He usually kept to himself and walked in shadows, unwilling
to be seen. Not tonight, though. Tonight he was hunting and it was
crucial he be seen.

Victoria was going out tonight. She wasn’t
crazy for parties, but her friend Francesca was celebrating her
birthday and she’d begged for her to attend. Tonight was the
perfect night. It’d been a week since he’d seen her in her home.
He’d followed her every day, slinking in shadows, hiding from her
view, sensing her disquiet and secretly wishing he could wash all
her pain away. A strange feeling, coming from him, and one he
pushed away hastily. Adrian Ormonde had no feelings. They died with
him the day he became a hunter. The day they killed Dragoon and he
was once more left alone in this world.

He clenched his teeth as the painful memory
jarred through his brain. It had been more than 120 years, yet
sometimes it felt like yesterday. It was something he could never
forget. Dragoon’s death and the mystery his parents had left behind
were his sole reason to live.

The night of Dragoon’s death, he’d been
asleep in the comfort of his room. His room. It was the first time
in his life he had a place he could call a home, with a room that
belonged only to him. That night he’d been dreaming of wings and
flying, of erupting through the sky with a burst of dragon wings
like Dragoon had shown him he could do. Adrian didn’t have wings,
but he could dream. A noise woke him. It had been a soft sound. As
if someone had dropped a marble on a plush carpet: barely audible,
yet, it had startled him. He couldn’t fly but his senses were
acute, sharp for a human, as Dragoon would tell him every day. He
sniffed the air. It smelled different -- coppery, ancient, dying.
Fear gripped his throat and he got out of bed. Grabbing the sharp
knife he kept on his nightstand, he tiptoed to Dragoon’s room. The
door was ajar, the only light coming from the moonlight filtering
through the window. Then, he saw it: A shadow.

A dark, looming presence hovered over his
master’s bed, red eyes glowing with malice. He’d screamed and
thrown himself into the room, ready to kill the murderous demon,
but it was gone. Tears burning in his eyes, he’d kneeled at
Dragoon’s bed. The old man was hanging by a thread, his voice weak,
as he begged for a forgiveness Adrian could not understand. As he
begged him to search for answers to questions he didn’t have.
Adrian promised he would. He didn’t know what he was doing.

Sighing, Adrian leaned against the metal
bars of the History Museum, waiting to catch a glimpse of Victoria.
He’d know when she arrived. He could smell her. Even over all the
cologne, sweat and human odor mingling in the overcrowded street,
he knew he’d be able to distinguish Victoria’s scent. That was a
legacy from his dragon mother, the ability to pick up scents like a
hound.

He closed his eyes, relaxing under the
surreptitious gaze of the passers-by. The chilly night air swept
his hair into his eyes but he didn’t bother to brush it off. He
stuck his hands in his pocket, missing the knife he usually kept
hanging from his belt, but he didn’t fancy being asked by
authorities or other people, why he was carrying around a lethal
weapon. On the other hand, what authorities couldn’t see was the
sheath in his boots and the small shotgun hidden in the inside flap
of his coat. He grinned. Just because you couldn’t see the weapon
it didn’t mean it wasn’t there. His smile died as he felt eyes on
him. Her scent reached him afterwards. Innocence and vanilla, like
that cologne she liked. An unknown hunger slammed into his gut and
he lowered his gaze, searching for her probing eyes. The moment
their eyes met, she looked away, her cheeks flushing red and her
lips trembling, undecided on whether to smile or frown. She was
alone. Standing under the street lamp, the glow lighting up her
features and giving it an ethereal quality. Adrian’s lip quirked.
It was funny. He wanted to go up to her, surprise her and gather
her into his arms, smoothing the stray lock of hair that kept
sliding over her right eye. He shook his head.

“After this shit, you need a vacation.”

“Perdón?” The guy next to him posed the
question, thinking he was speaking to him, but Adrian just shook
his head. He
kept his eyes trained on Victoria, aware that it was making her
uneasy and also arousing her. His smile bloomed. A virgin ready to
be tasted, sampled, broken into. The demon in him almost roared
with glee. He used to be frightened when it did that, when it
awakened in hunger and went into overdrive, that desperate need for
flesh, both female and male. At first, Dragoon supplied him with
plenty of willing bodies, but he also taught him control.
The demon was just a part of
him, a memory of what his father used to be. Adrian was not a
demon. Nor was he a dragon. Adrian was something else
entirely.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Victoria shuffled her feet anxiously. She
felt him staring at her. The monster of a man leaning on the
museum’s metal bars, in a nonchalant pose, as if waiting for
someone or something, kept his eyes trained on her. She peeked at
him from beneath her bangs and smiled softly. Having long bangs
still had its advantages after all. He didn’t seem to notice she
was looking at him, even though his gaze didn’t waver. Damn. He
wasn’t a monster in the creepy, ugly sense––hell, no. Quite the
contrary. He was a monster in the sense that he was massive. His
head stood well above the mass of Spanish men and women
congregating in the plaza. He was dressed in black from head to
toe. Black boots, black jeans and a black t-shirt opened slightly
at the neck. His longish black hair was cut unevenly and skimmed
the neck of his leather jacket. Victoria took in a deep breath and
lifted her gaze to him. His leather gloved hands brushed a stray
lock of hair from his eyes and he smirked, a knowing smile that
caused her cheeks to flush and her hands to tremble as she diverted
her gaze toward her bag, pretending to search for something. She
couldn’t tell what color his eyes were from this distance, but they
were penetrating, hypnotic, and calling to her like the whisper of
a warm breeze on a cold spring morning. Her hands trembled. Where
the hell was Francesca? God, she hated Spanish tardiness. That was
one thing she couldn’t get used to, the damn custom of being late
everywhere. Huffing, she swept back her bangs, a shiver of
awareness coursing through her. He was still looking, watching her
like a predator on the hunt. She swallowed dryly. Suddenly, thin
arms wrapped around her neck, hugging her close. She smelled the
faint tinge of Francesca’s perfume and smiled into her friend’s
embrace. As they broke apart, she peered at the history museum, but
he was gone. A strange feeling of disappointment washed over her
but she brushed it away as Audrey enveloped her in an equally tight
hug. Smiling, she looked at both girls with an accusatory
glare.

“Where were you?”

“Sorry, sorry, I know we’re late.” Francesca
laughed. “You have to get used to the Spanish tardiness one day,
Vicky.” Taking her hand, she pulled her to a group of people
talking among themselves. “Let me introduce you.”

After all presentations were made the group
headed to a nearby rock pub to begin the night. They nodded at the
bouncer at the door, who was too busy talking with someone else to
check their IDs. Not that it would have made much of a difference,
they were all well over 18. Loud metal music greeted them as they
opened a second pair of doors and stepped into the semi-darkness of
the pub. The place was packed to the brim













































tmp_4318412171d1228396fc844547ef3756_W7Ysl9_html_44b47933.jpg
Evernight Publishing

F






tmp_4318412171d1228396fc844547ef3756_W7Ysl9_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





cover.jpg





