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Rio

The city never sleeps. It’s my job to keep her safe, not to lust after or wish she belonged to me. I’m Rio, doomed, cursed, and I’ve lived alone for too many years. Three hundred years, to be exact. Yeah, I’m not your average human, I’m more. 

Erica Walters is a beauty with honey-blonde hair and caramel-colored eyes who needs a keeper, a Seer, to keep her safe from evil, because she’s a Fae. Just twenty-one, vampires, werewolves, and demons desire her; her essence, magic, and, as legend tells it, the ultimate sexual partner.

She’s not for humans, just for all the creeps and critters who want to devour her purity and magic.

She’s captivating, enchanting, and her beauty is breathtaking. However, she oozes desire and passion. 

How do I, a three-hundred-year-old, mere seer, protect her without wanting her? Well, that’s what you are about to find out.
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Erica Walters
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I combed back my gray-tinged mop of hair. Damn, wrinkles dominated my face lately, and I had to laugh, “What do I expect, I’m a three-hundred fucking year-old Seer,” I growled. 

I picked a dark grey suit and a white starched shirt to wear. Yeah, I still liked my shirts starched. A sign of age? Maybe, but old habits die hard.

I adjusted my thousand-dollar black leather belt. My thirty-three-inch waist and tight abs were a gift. You see, I’m a seer, an ancient smartass who now has to keep an eye on one hot, stunning piece of ass named Erica Walters. Easy? Fuck no, she smells of sex, female pheromones, and every damn inhuman male and some females are sniffing up her beautiful ass.

I was her driver and her protection.

I grinned at my reflection in the mirror because I had visions of eating her perfect pussy. But I’d never stop there, I knew myself too well. I’d wind up fucking her until she’d ask for mercy.

And these freaks would do the same if they got to her. Hey, the werewolves were hot, charming, and hung. The vamps, well, they had a way with words, and they too were hung, and the demons all had big, evil dicks. I had no choice but to make sure none of these animals, misfits, and monsters got too close to her.

Myself included. Seers had powers, controlled ancient magic, and, did I mention, were also quite gifted sexually? Yeah, there was nothing evil about my damn cock, it rivaled any one of these old and young monsters.

I adjusted my tie in the mirror, licked my lips, and smiled at my three-hundred-year-old and not-so-bad-looking image. Erica was my responsibility: to keep her safe and, hopefully, chaste. Fairies were a unique lot, prey for most, but to me, the Fae were kind and too damn naive. 

I checked my image one last time, slipped on my disgustingly expensive watch, and was ready to pick up Erica. I was bringing her to meet with her father for lunch. Benard Walters, better known as Bennie, was an old friend. He was maybe even an old enemy, because we shared one common ground: Netta Walters, his wife, the woman that I loved and lost.

However, that was ancient history, which was why I considered my connection to Erica sacred and forbidden.

I took the keys to my new car, a big black luxury model, and left my apartment. I was off to get the wayward beauty.

Just last night, I had to rescue her from Tommy Tomadito, a werewolf who had designs on getting a taste of Erica’s untried pussy. 

It didn’t go well for Tommy, and I knew today I’d have to listen to Erica bitch about my interference.

Erica was waiting on the curb when I pulled up, arms folded, chin lifted, and eyes narrowed into a look sharp enough to cut glass. As always, her honey-blond hair was perfectly coiffed, and her caramel-colored eyes, which were now staring angrily at me, needed very little enhancement. She didn’t move toward the car. She just stood there in a pale blue dress and a temper that made the morning air crackle.

“Before you say a word,” she snapped, pointing at me through the open window, “Tommy has a split lip, a bruised shoulder, and absolutely no idea why the terrifying old man in the expensive suit decided to redecorate the alley with him.”

“He knows why.” I leaned across the seat and pushed the passenger door open. “Get in.”

Erica didn’t budge. “No. You don’t get to grunt two words at me and pretend that explains everything. I was on a date, Rio. A normal, pleasant date, until you showed up like a thunderstorm with fists.”

I shut off the engine because apparently this was going to be a street-side trial. “There was nothing normal about Tommy. He was circling you and getting ready to woo you with promises of a night of passion.”

“He was walking me to my front door, and I was hoping for a goodnight kiss.” Her voice dropped, not softer, just colder. “And even if you were right, you don’t get to decide I’m helpless and can handle the guys I date. You don’t get to scare off every guy I like because your ancient instincts start barking.”

That landed harder than I wanted to admit. I could still see Tommy’s eyes flashing gold in the dark, his hand closing around Erica’s wrist a little too tight, his smile turning hungry when she tried to pull away. But I could also see Erica now, furious and embarrassed, trying to claim that he wasn’t about to rush her into her apartment. That he wasn’t about to force himself on her, as most werewolves did when they were in heat. She also refused to admit that her father had me standing guard over her.

“He grabbed you and was heated,” I said.

Her mouth tightened. “Then say that. Don’t just beat the crap out of someone and act offended when I ask questions.”

For a second, the city noise filled the gap between us: traffic, horns, the far-off wail of a siren. I rubbed a hand over my jaw and reminded myself that she was not a child, not a relic, not something fragile to lock behind bars and warnings.

“Fine,” I said. “Next time, I’ll explain before I knock some sense into a horny young werewolf.”

Erica stared at me, then dragged in a breath like she was counting to ten and losing patience at seven. “Next time, you don’t beat up anyone unless I ask for help.”

I opened my mouth.

She lifted one finger. “Unless I ask.”

Against every instinct I had, I nodded. “Sure, Erica, unless you ask.”

Only then did she slide into the passenger seat. She shut the door with more force than necessary and faced forward, still bristling. “Good. Now take me to lunch before my father decides you kidnapped me.”

I started the car. “Technically, I’m preventing your kidnapping.”

“Technically,” Erica said, without looking at me, “You’re on thin ice.”

I laughed as I looked at her through my rearview mirror. “Sweetie, I doubt that. Your father was explicit with his instructions. No one, werewolf, demon, or vampire, is going to get into your pants until he has a mate picked for you.”

“Oh,” she hissed. “I’m never going to have any fun.”

I watched her beautiful face, her full pink lips pout, and all I could think was how they were so damn kissable. But Erica was trouble, I had to keep on telling my damn cock that. I was there to protect her from stray cocks. 

It took less than fifteen minutes to arrive at her father’s restaurant, El Condo Chef. 

I pulled up to the front, and she was out of the car before I had a chance to open her door. 

“Your father will text me when he wants you to be picked up.”

She stuck her tongue at me and sashayed into the restaurant, leaving me shaking my head as I watched her. And I did watch her heart-shaped ass sway back and forth as she entered the restaurant. I was ready, needed some playtime, and knew where I was headed: Caitlin and Clementine. I could fuck the afternoon away with them, and it would be guilt-free. 
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I Needed Two 
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I needed to blow off some steam, so I called on two of my naughty, sexy go-to demons, Caitlin and Clementine. They were perfect for passing the time.

I met them at their place, and I was raring to go. Being near Erica had me hard, and the only way to appease my desire was to fuck her out of my system.

Caitlin was tall and slender, with platinum blonde hair, and Clementine, the absolute opposite, but was just as tall. Both of these beauties were always ready to please and appease. And man, oh man, I needed both.

Caitlin opened the door to her high-rise city apartment. “Well, well,” she cooed, look who is here. Are you horny, Rio?”

I grinned and pulled her to me and kissed her. “Baby, you know I am.”

Clementine was standing right behind her. “Rio, I am so happy to see you. My pussy misses you.”

“Then, sweetie, let’s get naked and let’s have some fun,” I said, already undoing my tie.

Magic always makes for strange bedfellows, so we shed our clothes and fell onto the large four-poster bed in the room. How I needed these two very eager demons. Erica had my damn cock in an uproar.

Clementine was on me immediately, her warm, full lips encompassing my hard and needy cock, and Caitlin was down on my balls. I was so ready to pop.

The two beauties knew what I liked and needed.

Their purrs
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