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Chapter One

	Bora Guards Pub 

	Downtown Missouri...
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	I…
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	hated walking at night! I frowned as I passed old Gabe’s garage, and the lights were off. I could make out my old piece of shit Nova in the back and boy did that chap my hide. It was the third time this month, but I certainly couldn't fault old Gabe, because he told me three times already that old Bessie was doomed for the junk yard. 

	I exhaled deeply as my cowboy boots clicked on the pavement as I walked on knowing that I surely couldn't afford to lose the one and only job that had seen fit to come my way in months. I'd tried my hand at California, but that didn't work out so well for me. Most of the people were either privileged, or felt that they were entitled, so they rubbed me the wrong way.

	I was a country girl, and always would be. 

	I figured my car was completely done this time, and even if I wanted to fix it, I just didn’t have the money. I was barely scraping by on rent as it was, so I was thankful to the good lord that this job was only about a mile from my tiny match box of an apartment. 

	I could probably go home, or even bunk with some college friends, but there was nothing like having your own; even as tiny as it was. 

	I didn't want shit from no one, and I certainly liked the boys! 

	I just landed this job a month ago at one of the local pubs, but the folks round here were a bit… I guessed you'd say choosy.

	I was not their normal patron. 

	My brown skin and gold eyes put them off a bit. 

	But it wasn't nothing I wasn't used to.

	Country folk can be very choosey, and most often other people call them racist. But you got racist everywhere, it isn’t just the country, and that's what made me so sick with some city folks. 

	They assumed we were all like that, black or white. 

	Why I knew some good, God-fearing white folks who would give you the shirt off their backs, with love. And they didn’t pretend not to see the color of your skin, they did and loved and appreciated you for it. I sighed as I passed Pete's fishery and realized that Pete was one of those people. I was raised by a Creole mother and a Cameroon father; my parents had been married for thirty-five-years, and I hoped that maybe one day I’d find that same kind of love. 

	The crazy part though…my mother was a practicing witch, taught me everything she knew; but I just felt like that wasn’t the path for me, especially with what happened with Jake. I exhaled deeply shaking that from my thoughts. Those are feelings best left buried.

	Anyway…I was a curvy chick with ass for days. 

	And I liked that just fine too. 

	My ex used to say, 'nothing wrong with a gal with some meat on her bones'. For the last week I thought the lead bartender might have thought the same…but so far, he hadn’t made a play for me. 

	He was a sexy looker too. 

	At least six-three with shoulder length brown hair and the most amazing green-blue eyes.

	Every now and then I would catch the hint of an accent, but whenever I asked him where he was from; he would just grin and say, 'America just like you'. 

	I would never in a million years believe that!

	I groaned as I walked into the bar, and said hottie looked up, then nodded.

	“Hey sexy.” He called, and it just about caused me to squeal. That face, and them eyes would make any red-blooded woman give into him in an instant, no matter her color.

	“Hey yourself sexy.” I grinned and couldn’t quite decipher the look he sent my way as he paused in what he was doing to stare at me for several moments.

	“You find me attractive?” He returned, and there was that slight accent again. Now it was my turn to stop what I was doing and look at him as if he’d just grown a mess of heads.

	“You serious? ” I asked stunned.

	“Quite.” He stated with a slight frown, and I couldn’t help laughing.

	“Let's just say I definitely wouldn’t put you otta bed.” I winked, then sauntered off to the bald man at the bar choking on his drink. 

	 


She is mine 
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	Grant …

	[image: Image] smiled as he continued to wipe down the shot glasses. 

	He'd found her attractive the instant she walked in looking for a job. 

	What drew his attention was that amazing thick round ass of hers, and he'd find himself daydreaming a lot about doing her from behind. He sighed, then laughed as Hector shoved him.

	"That one might be a bit too much for you vato." Hector laughed, and Grant shoved him back chuckling.

	"That is my honest hope." Grant sighed as he watched LaShay bend over to retrieve the box of paper napkins in the storage room. He been wracking his brain for an entire month on how he could come up with some kind of way to get her to sleep with him. 

	Something in him craved her! 

	He had never in all his three-hundred-years seen a woman like her. 

	Why the gleaming nearly chocolate brown skin of hers made him want to caress her entire body with both mouth and hands. 

	He had no ties to his world after Queen Adaira took the throne. 

	She had no need of him, so she allowed him to leave. 

	He fingered the scar on his right wrist, then the crest of his people on the back of his neck and sighed again. 

	They were lost to him now, especially since he didn’t belong to them anymore. 

	He was never to be Fae again, and had accepted the loss of his magick, and his fate. 

	Yet, there was something about her. 

	He would swear that whatever magick he did have that was dormant deep inside of him attempted to jump to the surface every time she was near him. 

	Or was it just a supreme urge to bed her? 

	He exhaled, smirked as she walked back into the main portion of the bar, then winked at him. Fuck it, he thought and just came out with it.

	"Wanna head over to my place after work?" He asked, she paused wide eyed, then tilted her head to the side.

	"Me?" LaShay asked confused, then looked around the bar for that lil blond honey pot she was used to seeing him flirt with. He beamed, then nodded waiting for her to reply. "Sure, if you think you can handle it." She winked, he threw his head back laughing, then lifted a shot glass tossing it back.

	"I can…and will." He winked back, then someone at the end of the bar sought after him. By 1am I was good and wasted off my ass and giggled the entire time as he tried to get me into his car.

	"You got my purse right doll-face." I giggled, he chuckled, then nodded as he climbed into the driver's seat.

	"Never been called doll-face, not sure that would fit me." He chortled, and I hopped over the seat to straddle him, the steering wheel in my back. I moved on his lap, and that soldier jumped to attention to salute me.

	"There's plenty of things I'd love to call you, not to mention do to you." I whispered, he shivered, when I sucked his lip into my mouth grinding my hips on his lap.

	"Cease woman, before you cause me to blow my wad right here!" He chuckled once more, then easily placed me in the seat next to him. My brow rose, because I didn't realize he was actually that strong.

	"So where do you live hot shot?" I smiled, and he returned it.

	"I'm not sure we'll make it." Grant winked, then gulped as he felt the power shoot through him from long ago.

	"What the hell is that?" I screeched, but he seized me and brought me back to his lap, his lips covering mine, and all I could do was accept whatever it was that shot through me as well.

	 


Fearann Na 

	Fae Divide…
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	Queen…
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	Adaira huffed up, then rushed from her throne room towards the seers; her Council following her quickly.

	“It’s him?” She whispered as she skidded to a halt in the grenadine room, very unqueenly. Rothan grinned, and Adonine simply shook her head attempting not to grin.

	“Yes, my queen. It has been fifteen-years, twenty in human. I am not quite sure what has caused the magick to resurface, but it has!” Kamenion stated as he pointed to the yellow roses by the window that were in full bloom now.

	“But surely, it’s a trick?” Pollian suggested, his hand on his sword.

	“Nae, it was mentioned in his prophecy. Graeme left this kingdom, because he knew if the Dark Council were able to obtain him, then all was lost! He gave up everything! His home, the one he loved, as well as his power; to keep the lot of us safe. If he has been able to tap into that power, then we have an issue my queen?” Kamenion stated frowning.

	“I am confused?” Queen Adaira countered as she motioned her Council from the seers back towards her throne room. She and Graeme had grown up together, were inseparable as children, and she was completely heart broken when he decided to leave; however, she was never given the full story of why he’d done it and refused to speak to him years afterwards whenever he did call upon her; because she felt betrayed!

	“My Queen, the Dark Council has had knowledge of Graeme for centuries. However, he had never been an actual threat to them, until ye took interest in him. No one would ever believe that the both of you would become as close as you did; so, he was never seen as a threat. 

	“On his power day ceremony, the elders were quite shocked to find that he was indeed a descendant of Denarius. In fact, the oracles found that he was indeed his son. And well, when the Queen bequeathed him with her gift, he became even more of a threat to them. He left, because yer father asked it of him.” Kamenion sent back, and the queen gave him wide eyes, shock, and disbelief as she took seat on her throne.

	“Why did father never inform me of this?” She accused, when Kamenion sighed.

	“This I cannot say milady, may hap to keep Graeme safe? However, I have no clues as to why he did not explain who and what he was to Graeme. I only knew it was the reason he kept Graeme close at hand. Equally, he allowed the two of you such closeness, hoping that something would spark there.” Kamenion smiled slightly, and the queen exhaled.

	“I had high hopes as well, until we came into our power day. I realized that I was more suited to Thasos, and he Grenada.” She laughed, and they nodded. The queen looked up smiling as Thasos walked into the room, kissed her forehead, then took seat on his throne.

	“So, what do we do milady?” Rothan asked sighing, and she returned it.

	“Nothing, we must simply wait, until the magick draws him back.” The Queen exhaled deeply.

	“But will he be allowed to return milady? And does not his prophecy state that he must indeed be married to the one he is linked to as well? Grenada is deceased milady?” Pajeon stressed, her green face scrunching up.

	“Yes, but what most did not know was that Grenada was not his other half.” The queen stated inhaling deeply, and the members in the room huffed up.

	“Milady?” Kamenion solicited and she nodded.

	“No, she was not. Father saw it centuries ago, however, did not inform me of this until before his epoch. I believe it was one of the reasons he had no objection when Grenada wed Helios some years later; he also knew that Graeme would regain his stripped magick, once he met his other half.” The queen explained.

	“A bloody human?” Rothan declared and the queen nodded.

	“But what shall we do milady?” Pajeon asked wide eyed.

	“By tomorrow his magick will have manifested to its completion. He will indeed become a target for the Dark Council, so you Rothan will retrieve him.” She commanded, and they gaped at her.

	“But milady…” Rothan began, when the Queen raised her hand.

	“No descension , they will kill him and the other half if they find him; and I will never allow that!” She spat, they nodded, then walked with her as she went towards the Council chambers.

	 


Missouri 
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	As …

	[image: Image] the power subsided Grant gaped up at her. He took a deep breath, she stared at him wide eyed, and he nodded as he placed her on the seat next to him.

	“We need go…and now.” He breathed, she nodded, jerked on the seatbelt, and he pulled out of the spot. The ride was silent, and when he pulled up in front of his house, she frowned at him.

	“How can you afford this on a bartender’s paycheck?” She asked confused, he sighed, frowned, then opened his door.

	“Come, I’ll explain.” He commanded, she sat there for several moments, then nodded reaching for her purse. As they walked into his house, Grant seized her hand and propelled her towards his sitting room.

	As she took a seat, he groaned jerking down the bottle of scotch, two glasses, then sat down in the chair across from her.

	“Is there any magick in yer family?” He asked, she choked on the scotch, then simply stared at him wide eyed.

	 


No…

	I will not go there!
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	I took …
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	a deep breath wheezing when he smacked me on the back. Damn it Mamma! My mind cried, because obviously from what happened in the car, he was magickly delicious as well! 

	It was the one thing I tried to hide on a regular basis. 

	Most people didn’t cotton to the fact that I was a witch.

	They automatically thought it had to do with the devil, or some kind of doggone dark magick, but that just wasn’t true. I exhaled noisily, because he appeared completely different. I slowly rose wide-eyed, then shot towards the door, but he seized me before I could reach it. He jerked me up and into his arms, and as his lips crushed mine; I moaned despite my fear. 

	“I would never hurt you LaShay, tis just the opposite.” He stated as he wrapped my legs around his waist, then walked us back to his seat. He jerked my hips forward, and I moaned against his lips.

	“But--” I tried, and he shook his head.

	“No buts, you felt that as well. We belong together.” He stated, and I panted because I was sitting in his lap in my undies only.

	“I don’t understand Grant, what are you saying?” I said, but he cut me off with his lips. I blinked at him and swallowed hard. Our breath caught as something shot through us stinging! I jumped up from his lap, and he rose from the chair wide eyed as well. A vivid image of taking his dick deep inside me right now blazed across my mind and my thighs clenched involuntarily as I too stood gaping at him. 

	What the hell was happening to me? 

	For some reason I instantly felt as if I was spelled!

	My vaginal muscles suddenly ached. I normally would never fucking think of it so clinically, but the feeling was akin to an affliction now. No longer just a dull itch, but a very present distraction bordering on discomfort. I frowned, backed up, but he shook his head.

	“I need to tell you what I am?” He whispered as he drew closer into my body, but he didn’t touch me. I panted for a second time as his warm breath caused a shiver to go up my spine, and I couldn’t help the moan.

	“I already know.” I moaned again, and I felt the allure.

	I didn’t even think they fucking existed anymore! 

	Especially since my Nana said it was at least a century that anyone on our side had contact with them.

	“How?” He asked as he stepped closer into my body, yet still not touching me. I suddenly jerked away from him, then snatched up the glass of scotch pacing. I had never experienced allure in my life, and it was fricken insane! Something about this place and him made me way too fucking hot! It wasn’t unlike me to want sex after sitting on his lap like that, but this was different; like there was something else he wasn’t telling me. 

	Like I normally had control over my impulses; but right now, there were fucking me up! 

	I drew my legs together tighter, because as I looked at him and his eyes began to spin; I knew my body was completely losing it. 

	Presently no logic… no focus to my desire! 

	There… was no way that I could be this horny, after simply sitting on his lap for a few minutes! There had to be something he wasn’t telling me. I knew from my Nana that Fae were tricky as fuck, so I guarded myself the minute I realized what he was sitting on his lap. 

	But fuck, I wasn’t sure if I could handle him! 

	I looked at him again wondering what it might feel like to have him buried to the hilt in me. I swallowed hard wide eyed and could have sworn he grinned as he drew his hand through his now waist length brunette hair, his eyes spinning.

	“You okay?” He asked, and I knew he had a fricken accent. 

	I knew I wasn’t crazy! 

	Two fricken words made me quiver, and I had to close my eyes to get myself under control. He rose, snatched off his tee, and my eyes immediately went to his pecks. I swallowed hard for a second time as they rippled as he kicked off his shoes, jerked off his jeans, I saw that huge ass dick of his strain against his boxer briefs. He sat back down in the chair, then beckoned me over. I gawked at him, then shook my head no.

	Where the fuck had my courage of hours ago gone? When we were at the bar, I was all for tossing his salad, despite the tequila! But now that I knew he was Fae…I wasn’t sure if I could put it down like I said. 

	They were on a whole nuther level sexually, then humans were! 

	I hadn’t even tapped the surface level of what he was capable of…my magick included! He licked his lips, tilted his head to the side, then pointed to his lap again. My mouth watered I swear, and my pussy began to tingle in a way that it never had before!

	“Come.” He said it again, the smirk on his face wider now.

	“I’m…I’m not sure--” I tried, when he beckoned me anyway.

	“It won’t take long.” He said cryptically, running a hand through his hair again.

	“What won’t take long?” I countered crossing my legs, because I felt something sear through me; pointedly at the center of me. My hot little pussy began to ebb on its own; as my nipples grew hard, and he licked his lips once more.

	“The magic. You know it’s what you feel. The prophecy states that when you and I find each other, it shall begin. It’s your destiny as much as it is mine. Now that you’re in the current of the magic, it’ll take you where it needs you to be.” He gulped, and we both moaned as it seeped higher into the room, but he remained seated, and I just stood there like an idiot with my legs crossed; begging my salivating pussy to behave! 

	I wasn’t as sure as I was when I left that fucking bar with him if I wanted this now. He was talking like commitments and shit, that was not my stelo! I liked to fuck, and that was it!

	This was magick I’d been saving for years, for something I really wanted. How in the hell had I met a Fae, and not even known it! I was slipping!

	 


Shit…
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	He…

	[image: Image] took another deep breath, and my eyes bulged because his dick looked even bigger…and better! 

	I seriously wanted to wrap my lips around it. 

	He bent that delicious looking dick forward, and pure lust it seemed shot through me, and I cried out despite my attempt of keeping it in. 

	“And where is that?” I asked panting, a pang of anxiety dimly present inside me, but not enough to counteract the lust. 

	Why the hell was I humoring him?

	He was speaking gibberish. 

	And the witch in me knew something greater was going on here, besides him pumping me so full of lust right now.

	“I imagine you already know.” He countered softly, stood, then walked to me. He stood directly in front of me, and I looked up at him. God! I had never wanted to fuck a man so bad in my life; but that’s what had me freaked! 

	Was it me…or the allure and him? 

	Could I even trust my feelings right now?

	“I didn’t use any…yet.” He smirked, and I gawked at him.

	“No? Should I be frightened?” I asked with nearly the last shred of my logic. I knew this was magick, and old magick at that; but it was still hard for me to believe that he was here. The magick was on another fucking level than anything I’d ever felt before; and it didn’t just feel like Fae magick! Something else huge was residing right in the middle of it! 

	Or the fact that he was even real!

	“Of course not. This body will belong to me soon, and I will simply fuck it every way that I can think of.” He stated matter of factly, and if my mouth could open any wider it did as I stood there gawping at him. And despite it all, got damn if I wasn’t curious enough to let him prove it to me. He chuckled and let his eyes drift down over my sweaty body. 

	The cut off tee I had on stuck to me due to the ninety-degree temperature outside; even if it was 1am. He drew his finger close to my nipple but didn’t actually touch me. His smile widened as it puckered even though he hadn’t touched me. I bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out. I peered up at him, and the smirk was wider.

	“And a pussy this sweet, I will definitely take my time with. I’d fuck you now if I were allowed to.” He returned, and I frowned confused.

	“If you were allowed to? What the hell is going on?” I cried taking a step back from him, when he frowned.

	“I must allow the magick to facilitate us, as well as manifest between us; before I am allowed to touch you. Do you not feel it all around us?” He asked, took another deep breath, his eyes spinning. I swallowed hard nodding, then took another step back from him.

	“Do not be frightened LaShay, this is your destiny.” He swore, seized me, then crushed his lips against mine and I screamed as the magick seeped into me. He jerked away from me gasping. “I’m sorry…I got carried away; we can’t force the magick.” He panted, when I nodded wide eyed, contemplating on whether or not I should get the fuck outta there! “It will merely follow you, and you know that.” He countered, and I frowned panting.

	“And the magick?” I asked taking several deep breaths.

	“It’s everywhere in here, can you not feel it Shay?” He asked with an all-encompassing wave of his arm that made the muscles in his broad back flex alluringly.

	Fuck! 

	I hissed as my eyes immediately went to that enormous dick of his, and I could have sworn that I could see it pulsating with vibrancy from where I was.

	“And it’s the strongest it’s ever been since I left my kingdom, and that’s because of you. Now it’s time for the magick to rekindle to the realms again, and that is because of you as well.” He smiled.

	“Fine, but why me?” I moaned, some of the lust dissipating, he frowned slightly, then sighed.

	“Because you were chosen.” He stated, then walked completely around me, stopping directly behind me. He stood close behind me; his breath distinct in my ear. Goosebumps rose up on my skin at the caress of his words. I wanted to spin to face him, kiss him savagely, then fall on the floor and fuck him. I spread my fingers thinking to reach back and touch him, when he shook his head. 

	“You can’t touch me yet, the magick isn’t finished.” He said in a near whisper that tickled my skin. “I know you want to, but it isn’t allowed yet. Not by human hands yet. You’re a witch, but until my magick has joined with yours, it will be too painful for either of us.” He promised.

	“Okay, but I’m still confused?” I returned, then screamed as what I was sure was pure power shot through the room, taking the both of us to our knees winded. We both rose panting, but I could still feel the slow ebb of power, so I knew it wasn’t over!

	“We are destined for this.” His blue-green eyes met mine intent and steady. He didn’t look like he was crazy, but the human in me was having a hard time accepting this! I came from a long line of Louisiana witches, had studied the craft all my life; but I’d always felt like there was more than that out there for me, so I left. But everything he was saying to me still sounded farfetched, and seriously fictional! 

	Why the fuck didn’t I know about any of this! 

	Should I believe him? 

	And even if I did, what next?

	“What the hell is this Grant?” I questioned, and he sighed.

	“My name is not Grant, truly.” He stated, when I frowned.

	“Then what the hell is it?” I asked.

	“Graeme.” He smiled, and I shook my head.

	“Look Graeme…I hope you understand I’m having a very hard time believing any of this poupee! I only wanted some dick, now you telling me that I’m destined for something I ain’t got no clue of?” I declared, the Louisiana in me coming out, and he had the nerve to laugh.

	“Oh…you’re getting that! You just need to wait until the magick is finished.” He swore laughing, and my eyes widened. He stripped off his boxers, my mouth widened, and watered as his erect dick bounced to attention! I felt that shit to the core of me, and my mind yelled for me to shove him onto the floor and ride that shit like I was in a rodeo! I suddenly realized the tats that covered portions of his body. 

	Not only did he have the dark coil of a dragon intertwined with what looked like Fae wings around his sculpted torso, but his strong thighs were tattooed as well in what looked like some kinds of Celtic battle cords. His erection was spectacular…too. Long and thick, with a glistening bead already dripping from his tip.

	I reached for him but stopped, my knuckles curling in like I’d hit a barrier just an inch away from him; so, close the heat of him seemed to sear my skin. But he’d said that I couldn’t touch him, without the pain until the magick finished. I shook my head thinking it was bullshit.

	“God, I wanna taste you so bad!” I moaned licking my lips before I realized it, he brushed his hand across his dick, sighed, then shook his head. “You can’t.” He stated frowning, and I narrowed my eyes.

	“We’ll see.” I countered, and his brow rose. I dropped to my knees intent on proving him wrong, but frowned at the effort to get closer, because I couldn’t. It was like the magick suddenly would not allow me near him. I scowled because my mind wanted him, but my body was commanded by something beyond me. I sulked, tried to move towards him again, but it was like something held me back.

	“Fuck.” I muttered. “Fine, if I can’t give it to you, I’ll give it to myself.” I said, rose, stepped out of my undies, his eyes began to spin even more, and he licked his lips. “Don’t.” He said, but it sounded more like a plea as I kneeled in front of him looking up at him bringing my hands toward my throbbing pussy. My nipples were hard as small pebbles, and I moaned deeply as I pinched one between my thumb and forefinger A jolt of pleasure shot straight between my thighs, I panted, and his eyes widened. 

	“Shite…Shay…don’t.” He groaned, and I grinned looking up at him giving him sultry eyes as he stood in front of me; seized his dick and his breathing was a bit heavier now.

	“Don’t what? Don’t jerk off in front of you? You like looking at me. I know you do. Plus, if you ain’t gonna touch me with this much lust going round, then I’ll do it myself. I’m about to explode.” I cried as I inserted a finger, inhaled from the pleasure, his eyes going straight to my pussy. 

	“I love looking at you, for six months now; but this won’t help until the magick finishes.” He moaned as he drew his shaft up, then closed his eyes for a moment at the pleasure it gave him.

	“It’ll help me.” I moaned back as I drew my other hand up my slick pussy, my clit a hard thick bundled, swollen and throbbing. My fingertips swept over it sending a rush of tingles up through my body. “Fuck, you could be doing this Grant.” I purred, looked up at him, and grinned as I continued down, sinking into the slick heat between my pussy’s lips.

	He swallowed hard, sighed, then walked back to his comfy chair. I grinned wider, then sat down completely on the floor, spreading my legs wider, and his eyes went straight to my wet glistening pussy. He stroked his dick up, and it was like something I had never felt before shot through my body, and I gasped deeply; because I would swear it felt like he touched me too. My head flung back, and I cried out. 

	I gathered the wetness, then back up to rub with two fingers over my clit in delicious slow circles. I squeezed one breast in my free hand, rubbing my nipple with my thumb while I watched him. His eyes stayed fixed on the movement of my hand, when he finally sighed, then released that delicious raging hard dick of his.

	“It won’t help Shay.” He said, and I ignored him closing my eyes giving myself up to the feeling my hands were creating, feeling the orgasm as it crept up my legs.

	“It will when I cum, and you’ll wish you did it for me.” I moaned as I felt my core grip tightly, the orgasm about to hit me. 

	“That’s just it. You can’t. Now that the magic is in you, me, and this room, it belongs to it.

	“We’ll just see about that.” I moaned, the rush already beginning, my muscles clenching and my body tingling all over. But just as I was about to shoot headlong into the orgasm, it dissipated as quickly as it had begun. I panted, rubbed my clit harder, chasing the sensation I was so ready for! 

	I just needed a little bit more stimulation to get there. I opened my eyes, and that glories dick of his was still erect, and the slight smirk on his face was sexy as fuck. The lust shot through me again. I flung my head back, and concentrated harder. My jaw clenched in the effort to find it. I sped up my motions, tweaked my nipple harder, heard him hiss fuck, grabbed my other breast, and teased, but nothing. 

	I was there! 

	Why the fuck couldn’t I come? 

	It had never been hard for me to have an orgasm. 

	If I wanted it all I had to do was this… exactly what I was doing. 

	And most times better if someone happened to be fucking me at the same time, but it had never been a fucking requirement! 

	What the hell was going on?

	“Why aren’t you touching yourself anymore?” I asked, breathless pausing to let my tired muscles rest for a moment. 

	“No point. As good as you fuckin look, and as bad as I want my dick so far in you that I can feel your cervix; no point. The magick will not allow it.” He said, slumped back against the chair, then looked down between his thighs at his rock-hard dick like it was some foreign beast he couldn’t quite comprehend.

	“What! This is crazy! You can’t touch me, and you can’t touch yourself either? So why would this much lust be between us?” I groaned, suddenly angry! 

	If I didn’t cum soon, I was going to fucking explode! 

	Or kill someone!

	I glared at him then. My clit throbbed beneath my touch and the familiar surge of sensation made me speed up to reach that orgasm. 

	He had to be lying; I’d thought when I got close to the edge. But just before I climaxed, my pleasure hit a wall. 

	The tension pooled deep in my belly, seeking a release but nothing came; and as I sat on the floor now completely naked, I glared at him. I surged to my feet, snatched up my clothes and made for the door; but he seized me before I got to it, and we both yelled from the sting of the magick as our bodies collided. He ground his lips into mine, anyway, squeezing my nipple before he released me panting.

	 “You can’t.” He huffed, and I panted frowning at him. He waved me back into the room, and I threw myself into the other chair, raised my legs, then began to finger myself again; when he sat down chuckling, shook his head, then licked his lips to watch me. 

	It was the same. 

	Every time I was close to climaxing, it would simply dissipate.

	“Fuck!” I cried, and he had the nerve to laugh. He shrugged, fisted his dick, and groaned out loud in pleasure after the first stroke. 

	His eyes held mine, and I felt it shoot through me. He was sexy as fuck, and my pussy snapped to attention as I watched him. Graeme imagined her dark hair falling to the side as he ran his fingers through it right before he sent straight dick up to her cervix, biting her in the middle of her back to hear her scream his name; while she bent on all fours before him displaying that perfect ass and dark mocha skin of hers for him. 

	The ache in his balls just intensified, but he couldn’t cum. 

	He did it, basically to prove to her that neither of them could as she licked her lips and watched him intensely. 

	Graeme hovered on the edge, but no amount of stroking could bring him past it. He sighed, shrugged, she gave him a look, when he rose and walked towards the kitchen. 

	He needed something stronger than scotch.

	He removed the dew from his side bar, poured an entire glass, then downed it, repeating it twice. When he turned to walk back into the living room, she was standing there. He contemplated going to bed as he looked over at the clock, knowing that the magick would solidify them for another three hours, and knew that he couldn’t continue to salivate over her sweet pussy, and not fuck it, or taste it. 

	But he couldn’t sleep like this. 

	A cold shower was out of the question, because it would simply piss him off. 

	He bit his lip, then frowned deeper. He was Fae, he could take care of them
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