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—- The real demons live within. —-


Laurent. Time traveller. Devoted husband. Stubborn as the devil himself.
Beast. Kings of Hell MC president. Will stop at nothing to protect his family.

After everything Baal put them through, neither Laurent nor Beast considered ever making another pact with a demon, but in the spur of the moment, temptation becomes too great, and they decide on one more deal. 
This time, with Mr. Magpie.
But the gift might prove to be more than they can handle. The danger to the human world has already strained their relationship, but Magpie’s offering brings out the worst in both Laurent and Beast. Confronted with each other’s flaws, they need to decide if, despite all they’ve been through together, perhaps they’re just not meant to be.
With the world on the brink of collapse, and their pact binding them in new and unexpected ways, they have to put their differences aside to stand a chance at saving their family.
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  Chapter 1

Laurent


Minutes were excruciatingly long. Each time Laurent glanced toward the clock, the long hand had barely moved, and he was on the verge of concluding that the device was powered by the same faulty electricity that resulted in the burning smell coming from the bar’s kitchen. He glanced at Fox and Rev, who sat in the booth across from him, but they were discussing something engine-related Laurent had no context for. The conversation was as normal, as if the two men weren’t worried about the fate of their close friends—and in Rev’s case even his last remaining son—settled with beer and burnt French fries. 
Laurent despised that the word ‘French’ was attached to anything so revolting.
“Shouldn’t they be back yet?” he asked Elliot, who was nervously chewing black nail polish off his fingers.
“I can’t wait to go home. Fingers crossed that Maureen will be too busy to spy on us,” Elliot said, though he crossed his thin arms over his chest.
Fox frowned. “Who? Maureen? Is a granny spying on you?”
“It’s one of the ghosts. She was in the asylum, because she’s so sex-crazed, and apparently that was a reason to be locked up back then,” Elliot told him, playing with his empty cup.
Laurent swallowed, horrified. At least this was something to take his mind off the danger Beast was up against. “You mean she’s watching you... when you’re intimate?”
“It’s not that big of a deal when she stays hidden, but last week she tried touching Knight’s dick, and that was so not on.” Elliot complained, before looking at his wrist watch. “Where the hell are they?”
Rev sighed and put down his beer bottle with a loud thud. “You whine like two girls. They’ll be back as soon as they can. Those kinds of operations require patience. Maybe something held them up.”
“There is nothing feminine about worrying about one’s husband,” Laurent said, not holding back on the venom. He was not in the mood for Rev’s attitude. What if what ‘held them up’ was a bullet through Beast’s skull? Laurent had seen the terrible damage firearms were capable of.
He wasn’t stupid. It was obvious that breaking into a rich man’s house to steal his most prized possession would be no easy feat, but he didn’t understand the process such deeds involved when technology offered a level of security that to Laurent’s mind was akin to magic. All he needed was a time frame. Or, perhaps, some reassurance from men who should know the situation better.
Instead, he was stuck worrying that his husband was up against guns that could shoot dozens of deadly projectiles in the blink of an eye.
Fox cleared his throat. “They need to be careful. That’s why it’s taking so long. Just chill and get some French fries.”
“If anything, they are American potato sticks, but thank you.” Laurent was not having any of that greasy food, but he definitely needed to ‘chill’ so he pulled out his notebook to take his mind off matters he couldn’t influence.
Elliot smiled. “Here we go. The notebook’s out. Alert. Alert!”
“This is no laughing matter. The fate of all humanity could hinge on what I’ve got here.” So maybe he was being a tad dramatic, but his research was very important.
Rev rolled his eyes, but that was his usual reaction to anything he didn’t enjoy, so Laurent ignored it. 
Elliot, however, took the bait and shifted closer, glancing at the open page. “Wow, how do you write in such straight lines? It’s inhuman.”
Laurent straightened with pride, even though his skill had been beaten into him with a cane. “Just practice. You said Maureen visits you often.” He pointed to the ghost’s name in his notebook. “She’s definitely made a pact with Baal if she still roams the clubhouse. Has she ever mentioned what it was about?”
Elliot shrugged. “Not really. She always changes the topic when I ask. Why?”
Rev chewed on his fries and lit himself a cigarette, as if his food weren’t burnt enough. Most modern establishments did not allow tobacco products on the premises, but in this place neither the staff nor the sparse clientele seemed to care. “Maybe she did some crazy shit and doesn’t wanna admit it.”
Laurent frowned. Since when was Rev a part of this conversation? He turned the pages in his notebook to get to the bit about a child born without a navel. “But she was in the asylum at the time of the strange child’s birth. Maybe she could help us find out more about the other woman. Any leads could be useful.”
Fox watched him with a half-smile. “And why do you care about a baby someone had fifty years ago?”
Laurent took a deep breath. “Because anything out of the ordinary might have involved Baal’s influence. Which in turn could lead us to discovering more about his powers.”
Rev groaned. “He’s literally the devil. What more do you want?”
Laurent had no patience to argue with someone so ignorant, so he was glad to hear the roar of many engines. His heart leapt when he spotted Beast’s familiar shape at the front of the formation. Wide in the shoulders and seated on the huge motorcycle, he was a beacon pulling Laurent to the window.
Each heartbeat brought them closer, and when Beast parked the bike in front of the bar, followed by the remaining club members, it took all of Laurent’s willpower to keep himself from climbing over Rev’s lap like an excitable animal.
But as the herd of men on steel mounts arrived, the commotion inside the bar was impossible to miss. Laurent ignored the hushed comments about their kind and didn’t mind it in the slightest when some of the patrons gathered their things, hurriedly preparing to leave the establishment.
Good riddance. This was Beast’s night, and he didn’t need to see disapproval in the eyes of people who didn’t even know what powers the man they so despised was up against every day.
When Beast stepped away from his bike and removed the helmet, Laurent stood still, admiring his husband for a few moments longer. Even love couldn’t blind Laurent to the fact that Beast’s face was scarred to the point where no one would consider him classically ‘handsome’. Yet when he was around, Laurent barely noticed anyone else. Beast’s presence sent ripples wherever he went, and Laurent couldn’t help but smile at the thought of being married to a man so strong, so confident, and so powerful.
A hot flash pierced Laurent and trailed all the way to his toes when Beast’s blue eyes met his. The red neon above the entrance shed a colorful glow on his powerful figure, but his face, scarred as it was, softened with tenderness. Beast hadn’t expected Laurent’s presence, but he’d appreciate it nevertheless. Laurent might not be competent at using guns or fighting, but he would support Beast as best as he could on the difficult path his man needed to walk.
When Gray started talking to Beast outside, taking away his attention, Laurent refused to wait any longer. He put his notebook away and went straight for the door, itching to put his arms around his man. He doubted thinking of Beast in such a way would ever grow old. His. Man. A concept unthinkable in year 1805, the time Laurent had left behind.
“How did it go?” he asked when Beast had finished the hurried conversation.
Beast didn’t answer at first, instead sweeping Laurent to his chest until Laurent’s feet left the asphalt. Relief was like warm water splashing down Laurent’s back, and he circled the thick, warm neck with his arms, bumping their foreheads as tenderness took root in his heart.
“We have it,” Beast whispered into Laurent’s ear.
Laurent kissed Beast with a smile, itching to see the jewel. “But are you not injured?” he asked when he spotted dried red dots on Beast’s vest.
Beast shook his head and gave Laurent another peck on the lips. If the blood wasn’t Beast’s, Laurent didn’t need to know who it belonged to.
“Naughty boy. I remember telling you to stay home,” Beast said, but there was no anger in his voice, just teasing.
Laurent ran his fingers over the uneven skin on Beast’s nape where Baal’s sigil had been burned when Beast had sold himself into servitude to keep Laurent with him. It was all the proof of love Laurent would ever require. “I needed to be at least this close.”
Outside, Gray was talking on the phone, visibly agitated, and Laurent nodded toward him before glancing at Beast. “Is everything fine with them?”
Beast put Laurent down and led the way farther inside. The bikers had already turned the bar into their private party, changing the music to the noisy kind they played at the clubhouse, and filling several booths that had previously been empty. 
“We have the Pigeon Heart,” Beast said and patted his leather jacket, indicating where the precious stone was, “but Shadow needs a ruby of his own if he’s to survive. They’re fishing for information where to find one large enough to sustain him.”
Laurent squeezed Beast’s hand. Now that his partner was safe, there was room in his heart to feel for others. “Can Magpie really not spare one? He must be bathing in them after so many years of collecting the gems.”
Beast scowled before lowering his voice further. “Magpie never does anything that doesn’t benefit him. No matter how many expensive shoes he buys or how many people he fucks, he’ll never have the conscience of a human.”
He exhaled and rubbed his eyes, which darkened with tiredness, reminding Laurent that Beast’s night had been tough and brutal.
Laurent was confused when their friends erupted into whistles, applause and yelling. He understood what happened as soon as he saw Gray’s and Shadow’s lips meeting .
Gray looked away, trying to ignore the spectators, but didn’t stray from Shadow’s touch. Behind closed doors, their relationship must have become more intimate, and Laurent’s heart bled for them when he realized how high it made the stakes for getting more rubies. He didn’t even want to imagine how it would have felt to see Beast’s existence hanging on something so difficult to obtain.
Laurent stroked his man’s arm when he noticed him frowning at the sight outside. “How about you sit down, and I’ll get us beers?”
Beast looked toward the counter. “If they ask you for ID, say you’re with me.” 
Questions could wait, because despite Beast’s assurances, there could be bruises under his clothes that he wasn’t talking about. But Laurent was also proud to be able to buy things with his own money. Granted, his pay came from the club, but he’d still earned it.
Laurent gave Beast a gentle kiss before walking off to the counter. He was about to call out to the barmaid when a curious machine lit up with flashing colors right next to him.
The woman spotted him nevertheless and leaned over the counter, exposing her bosom in a low-cut sleeveless top. “What can I get you, sweetheart?” she said, but before Laurent could have produced an answer. “Wanna use the juke? It’s only a quarter.”
Laurent swallowed, staring at the pulsating lights of the device that reached his shoulders and featured a multitude of buttons. If the king could have afforded such a thing back in the nineteenth century, it would have been the pride of his court.
“What does it do?”
She smirked, betraying her age when the crow’s feet by her eyes deepened. “Ah, you must be real young. It plays music. What do you want to listen to?”
Laurent took in the list of names and titles in a window at the front of the device. “Something melodic and elegant, please.”
“Will that be all?” the barmaid asked. When Laurent ordered the beers, she gave him a long once-over, but then looked at the Kings and asked. “You with them?”
How ingenious of Beast to know that such a question would arise! When Laurent confirmed, the woman gave him two bottles, and the aggressive music rapidly made way for a slow guitar tune that agreed with Laurent so much more. He squeezed the cold bottles, already locking his eyes with Beast, who beamed at him, making space on the seat next to him.
“I’m so happy it’s all going so well.”
Shadow jumped to his feet, watching his lover with the eyes of an eager puppy. “I’ll get you beer, too. I’ve got money.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a whole bunch of crumpled bills.
“Don’t even ask,” Gray said once Shadow was off to join Joker at the bar.
The evening transformed into a regular party. A couple of cars pulled into the parking lot in front of the bar, but only three people decided to enter, out of which two took their food in plastic boxes. Not everyone felt safe around the Kings of Hell MC, but for Laurent there was no place more secure. The patches on his back proclaimed him ‘property’ but he no longer took it literally, and instead relished what his status meant. He was under Beast’s protection, even when they weren’t touching, but when he could sense the warmth, weight, the fresh scent of Beast’s arm across his shoulders, Laurent felt untouchable.
He was glad to hear Magpie offered Gray and Shadow a lead on a ruby they could use, but at the end of the day, he was too focused on Beast to listen to the whole conversation. He was realizing that this night might have ended differently. With Beast hurt. Gone. Laurent sent back to the gallows in year 1805. 
He nuzzled Beast’s jaw, struck by a need for affection that couldn’t be quelled. He was far from wanting to make out in public the way Elliot and Knight often did, but he too wanted to proclaim his love for everyone to see, all propriety be damned!
Beast hummed, diving his thick fingers into Laurent’s hair and massaging his scalp. “What is it?”
“May I see the ruby?” Laurent asked, running his hand over Beast’s thigh under the table. How could one man possess another so, he didn’t know, but he wouldn’t be fighting it either.
Beast’s breath caught, and his leg stirred under Laurent’s touch. “The ruby? You can always see the ruby,” Beast whispered, leaving the booth with a smile tugging at his lips. He had such a dirty mind. Then again, now that the suggestion was there, so had Laurent. He’d never claimed to be an angel.
“I really mean it. The actual ruby,” he said, but ran his hand up the back of Beast’s vest with a smile. Two birds with one stone, he supposed.
The restrooms were in the back, and while Laurent hoped nobody would notice their departure, the whistle coming from the billiard table triggered a flush burn his cheeks. To add insult to injury, Beast pushed his hand down the pocket on Laurent’s buttock and squeezed his flesh. And the worst thing was that, while Laurent was embarrassed by the display, he also loved how illicit it felt. In his own time, being seen like this with another man would have been a death sentence. Today? Perhaps a misdemeanor.
“Do you, really? Maybe I should make you work for it?” Beast asked, opening a white door, which hid a single toilet and sink.
Laurent laughed, entering first. “What would you make me do? Scrub this filthy floor? Because anything you’re insinuating will hardly be a chore.” He slipped his fingers into the waistline of Beast’s jeans and pulled him in.
Beast snorted and turned the key as they entered, locking them in the tiny cubicle. It smelled excessively of a cotton-scented diffuser, and the spider webs on the ceiling were so numerous it might have made some people squeamish, but Laurent had seen conditions far worse than this in his lifetime. 
“Show it to me.”
Beast grinned and spun Laurent around, pressing him against the door. “What do you want to see?” he asked but directed Laurent’s hand under his cut, to a secret pocket in the leather.
Laurent reached in with his fingers trembling. “I will gladly see the other ruby later,” he whispered despite there being no need to. He sensed the shape under his fingers and pulled the gem out of Beast’s pocket. “Was the fight for it brutal? I’ve seen Jake recuperating with an outrageous amount of food.”
Beast smirked, playing with a strand of Laurent’s hair as if the break-in were nothing. “He always needs his carbs after he transforms into the gargoyle.”
But Laurent barely listened anymore. The glow of the ruby has been etched on the back of his eyelids the moment he removed it from a clean paper handkerchief. Even when he shut his eyes, the shape of the Pigeon Heart, its color—this vivid red with just a drop of purple—created a hue that defied straightforward description and filled his heart with relief. 
Beast had done it. He’d obtained the precious jewel that could stop Baal from destroying their beautiful world. The cycle which had been set in motion hundreds of years ago, long before Laurent was born, could now be halted so that Baal never hurt anyone or lead them to temptation again.
“It’s magnificent.”
Beast smirked. “Almost as pretty as mine,” he said, showing Laurent his engagement signet.
Laurent stood on his toes and pulled on Beast’s T-shirt to get a kiss. “Almost.” He looked down at the ruby, mesmerized not only by its color but by its value as well. “What if Magpie takes it for himself?”
Beast blinked, clearly not expecting this question. “Why would he do that?”
Laurent grasped Beast’s hand and met his gaze. “I believe we should rethink handing over the Pigeon Heart. What if we are being too hasty? I implore you to take into account that Magpie himself had said he didn’t know the details of the upcoming ritual. He doesn’t know what the next stages are, only that they all lead to Baal pouring his world into ours.”
Beast’s hand squeezed Laurent’s, but he shook his head. “That’s what you worry about? Maybe he doesn’t know for sure how it’ll all work, but he is a creature from that world. He knows the mechanics of that ruby magic. How could any of us compete with that?”
“Would it hurt to wait and see if there are other ways of approaching the issue?” Frustration became denser in Laurent’s veins when Beast took the ruby from him and put it back into his secret pocket, as if he wanted to wordlessly uphold his original opinion. “You said yourself he is a selfish creature. There’s no guarantee he’s not working with Baal to trick us.”
Beast’s throat worked as he weighed Laurent’s words. “He is capable of good deeds when it’s not a bother to him. He’s saved Vars, because he likes him. And he likes all the stuff he can have in this world. If Baal takes over, his expensive possessions and glamorous lifestyle will be history. He would be back to being a cog, one in a swarm of similar creatures, and he won’t let that happen if he can help it. Besides, he is our best bet. Who would you ask for advice? I don’t think there are any specialists in interdimensional relations with demons.”
Laurent groaned. “There are many answers we can still seek. I could go to the library—”
Beast put his big warm hand over Laurent’s mouth and kissed his forehead, drowning Laurent in the musky scent of his body. “You could continue doing that forever. There’s plenty of books out there, and many of them don’t offer anything but lies disguised as truth. At some point, we need to make a decision and follow what we know at the moment. The trees have already blossomed, Laurent. Waiting is too risky.”
Laurent frowned at the patronizing gesture and spoke as soon as Beast took the hand off his lips. “This isn’t one of your television games where you get to try again if you fail. This is about our lives, those of our loved ones, and all of humanity on this planet. If you don’t believe in the knowledge preserved in books, then we could ask the oldest ghosts what they know. Maybe even the ghost of the person who started it all. We’d just need to urge Elliot and Knight to look for him. Why wouldn’t you be on the side of caution?”
Beast briefly closed his eyes before glancing at Laurent with a more serious expression. “Because we need to put trust in someone, and the fact is that each and every one of the ghosts trapped on club grounds has made a pact with Baal. They’re dead, and we don’t know if Baal’s victory wouldn’t be in line with what they want. For all we know, they might be lying to us, too.”
“You refuse to trust ghosts of people but you’re ready to leave our lives in the hands of a creature who is literally the son of Baal? I know you want to stop the end of the world, but you need to be more flexible. You’re willing to use the hammer in your hand where a screwdriver might be what the job requires. Be willing to reach for another tool and see what works best.”
Beast leaned closer, again distracting Laurent with his touch. “Can’t you trust me?”
Laurent swallowed, fighting a losing battle with the desire to lean those two inches forward and kiss Beast’s lips. “At least promise to keep your heart open, were there an alternative option to appear.”
“Sure. I think all of us need to be open to whatever opportunities come along.” With an infuriating grin, Beast slid his hands to Laurent’s ass and squeezed. “It will be all right.”
Laurent wasn’t as optimistic. Still, they were married. As husband and husband, they needed to create a united front, even if that wasn’t always the case behind closed doors. Things would have been much easier if Beast weren’t so stubborn.
Laurent pressed his forehead to Beast’s chest. “I wish this could be easier.”
“I’m pretty easy. Is that enough?” Beast teased, sending his fingertips dancing over Laurent’s nape.
Laurent had no idea how Beast still made him smile with the weight of responsibility on their shoulders. “It’s true that your morals are loose at best.”
Beast’s hands gravitated down Laurent’s flanks again, and he nipped on Laurent’s chin in a way that bordered on pain while being excruciatingly gentle. A soft whine escaped Laurent’s mouth as he pushed back into his man, seeking his warmth. 
“I was thinking about you all the time when I was there. But I’m back, and nobody was hurt. We’re gonna be safe,” he whispered.
Laurent glanced to the blood on the leather vest and ran his hands down Beast’s chest, once more forced to think about that horrible wait. Anything could have happened. “I hate it when you’re away.”
Beast gave a raspy laugh and caught Laurent’s wrists, pinning them above his head and diving right in to shower biting kisses down his neck. “I’d have hated it if you were anywhere near those bullets. I can only focus when I know you’re safe.”
Those words sweetened the wait Laurent had to suffer through before. He met Beast’s blue gaze, and his breath sped up. Maybe he should stick with thinking of his man as indestructible? After all, Beast’s strength couldn’t be matched, and he moved through the world with such confidence Laurent envied him sometimes.
Beast’s knee pushed apart Laurent’s legs, already moving up to rest against Laurent’s sensitive manhood. It triggered a whirlwind of shivers that ran all the way up Laurent’s body and resonated with the heated touch of Beast’s lips.
“It’s more difficult to put my life on the line now, but I’m also more set on returning home safe. There’s someone to come back to,” Beast said, pressing Laurent against the door.
“Would you not rather wait until we get home?” Laurent whispered, even though the need for Beast’s touch was so urgent waiting wasn’t exactly a welcome idea. He rocked his hips against Beast’s leg with a groan. So he too had a dirty mind. Beast had a way of twisting him into a creature of desire, no matter how virtuous Laurent’s upbringing had been.
“No,” was all his man had to say before he spun Laurent around with the same ease most people moved plastic chairs. His weight wasn’t crushing Laurent only because Beast didn’t want it to, but it kept Laurent immobile nevertheless, with a hardening cock pressed to his back and a big hand clutching his hair.
He arched against his man with a whimper. Just thinking about the tattooed cock in Beast’s pants was getting him hot, bothered, and rock hard. No one else had this kind of power over Laurent, no one could bring him to his knees with a well placed touch the way Beast could.
Teeth pulled on his ear, followed by a tongue so hot it reduced Laurent to shivers. “I think I deserve gratitude for saving the world. What should I take in return?” Beast asked.
“Anything you wish,” Laurent whispered. He couldn’t deny that the illicit nature of doing this here had his blood run hotter. Maybe it was the years spent under strict discipline that made breaking the law so sweet. Not to mention that their friends were enjoying conversation and drinks close enough to hear some of the noise.
But Laurent lost the will to protest when Beast opened his pants and dove his huge, rough hand inside.
“You know what I want,” Beast said, rocking his hips against Laurent’s lower back.
“If this is what you were thinking of during the heist, I’m surprised you didn’t get shot.” He had to bite back a smile at the touch of those beloved fingers, and slid his jeans that bit lower to give Beast better access. He’d meant the vow he’d made to Beast at their wedding. He was Beast’s. Body and soul.
Beast laughed against his scalp and pulled Laurent’s hips back until he was leaning on the door. “I think it was highly motivating,” he said, uncovering Laurent’s ass with a firm tug on the jeans, and then sat on the closed toilet, facing Laurent’s buttocks with a wide smile.
A flush crawled up Laurent’s neck when he glanced over his shoulder. Only Beast knew Laurent was excited by confidence and firm hands. He was about to make sure the door was locked when Beast pulled his cock out, and looking away was no longer possible. His mouth went dry at the sight of Beast stroking his prick while he admired Laurent’s shamelessly exposed ass, first swiping his palm over the flesh, then circling the hole with his thumb.
He had no shame.
Laurent loved that about him.
“I don’t think we have that much time now,” Beast said and leaned closer to Laurent, keeping their gazes locked. He spat between the buttocks, and the dampness trickled down Laurent’s balls, making him tremble and curl his toes.
His own dick was so hard it was starting to throb between his legs, and he gasped when his hips were pulled back as if he weighed nothing.
Beast hauled him into his lap, and his thick cock nestled between Laurent’s buttocks, a thick, warm presence pulsing at the entrance to Laurent’s body. His legs could only spread so far while he still wore jeans, but Laurent straddled Beast, breathing harder when he imagined the view he presented his husband. The girth rested against his damp hole, but before he could have done anything at all, Beast grabbed his jaw in a kiss so firm Laurent already knew it would leave his lips swollen. 
“You want it… right?” Beast whispered, pushing the tip of his finger past the rim of Laurent’s hole and pulling on the entrance.
Laurent nodded so fast hair fell on his face. “Yes. The place doesn’t matter when it’s you who is touching me.”
Beast’s hand briefly tightened on Laurent’s neck, but then it curled into his hair, holding Laurent still when Beast’s thumb returned to his hole, this time slick and easing into him with no issue. “I know you’d hate it, but I wish everyone knew what we’re doing right now.”
The heat in Laurent’s face gained a life of its own, throbbing with both excitement and the embarrassment he’d been taught to respond with. He groaned when Beast pushed his finger in faster. “This is only for my husband,” he rasped.
Beast hummed and delivered the tiniest slap to Laurent’s ass while he stretched his hole in a hurry. “I know. But I’m so proud to have you that I sometimes dream of you stretched out on a table during a party,” he said and winked at Laurent.
Laurent panted, arching to press his back to Beast’s wide chest. The vision was so lewd Laurent could hardly believe the words coming out of Beast’s mouth. “You would have lost your mind to jealousy within ten seconds.” He bit his lip and reached for Beast’s thick prick, unable to wait any longer. He wanted that massive, inked tool inside him. 
Beast gave a quiet laugh but still pushed his cock into Laurent’s fist. “You might be right. But a man can dream everyone else would be even more jealous that you’re only mine,” he whispered, quickly pulling out a condom. They didn’t use them very often, but in situations like this, the ease of cleanup they offered was a lifesaver.
Laurent grinned at the upcoming pleasure when the tip of Beast’s cock teased his stretched hole. “You can always imagine it. Me completely naked, and everyone watching as you drive your cock into me.” He could only whisper such illicit words, but forming them with his mouth gave him an unexpected thrill that curled up in his balls, and he rocked against Beast impatiently.
Beast’s breath caught behind him, but it seemed the words were the final straw for him. One strong arm tightened around Laurent, and the cock pushed in, breaching the tight opening and going deeper as Laurent sank lower until his ass met Beast’s balls and thighs.
He had to bite his lips to prevent a moan from tearing out of his throat, but Beast helped him on that front by putting a hand over his mouth. Laurent exhaled against the fingers under his nose, dizzy with the arousal and the wonderful pressure of Beast’s dick inside him. There was nothing he wouldn’t give his man right now. His whole body trembled in Beast’s grip, but Laurent didn’t hesitate to raise his hips and push them down, riding that thick rod as if he could only come himself once he satisfied his Beast.
There was no mirror in sight, and for once Laurent was glad, because they looked like a predator and his prey struggling for life. But it felt amazing. Bent in half, he couldn’t breathe as easily, and the lack of air made his head lighter with every thrust. They started out with Laurent keeping his feet on the floor and moving his hips in tune with Beast’s, but at some point, Beast gave a low growl and hauled Laurent’s legs up, embedding himself inside him.
The deep penetration had Laurent whimpering into his man’s neck, but his choices were taken away from him, and he let himself feel the movement deep inside as Beast slammed home over and over. Few men would have the strength to hold their partner like this. 
Laurent slid one hand to Beast’s thigh, kneading the flesh that wasn’t covered with scars, while the other reached between his legs when he couldn’t take the pressure anymore. He stroked his cock in tune with Beast’s thrusts, arching back on the verge of orgasm. Their eyes met, and the magnetic connection it triggered pushed Laurent over the edge. He flew in his husband’s arms, feeling the thick girth inside him pulse in triumph too.
Moments later, his feet were back on the floor, his warm hole almost painfully empty, but when Beast’s arms slid around him and pulled him to the firm chest, Laurent felt home again.
With his pants still down, he stumbled into Beast’s lap, gasping for air and uncaring about the dirty room, because all that mattered was that he’d gotten to make love to Beast after hours of not knowing if they would ever see each other again. 






  
  Chapter 2

Beast


Beast faced the monumental colonial facade at the front of the clubhouse. It was late in the day, and the light had a strange tint to it, dancing over the columns like ghostly flames when the clouds passed between the earth and sun all too fast. 
The ruby had been sealed away in a safe and was constantly guarded so that no man, woman, nor creature could put their hands on it before Mr. Magpie’s arrival.
Beast and the others had gone to such great lengths to recover the precious stone that even Laurent, self-righteous as he could be sometimes, excused the heinous crime of stealing from an elderly couple. After all, if the survival of the entire world depended on a single robbery, as brutal as it had been, then there was no other way. 
Laurent wasn’t as certain about giving the Pigeon Heart away to Mr. Magpie, but Beast didn’t need to consult him on everything. As the leader of the Kings of Hell, he had the responsibility of keeping his people safe, and while advice was usually welcome, he wouldn’t bend to someone else’s fears. Even when that someone was his husband.
Joker ruffled his dry, heavily bleached hair as he approached Beast. Magpie was due to arrive any minute, and most of the club members gathered in the front yard to welcome him, but time was stretching unpleasantly.
“The bastard’s taking his time,” Joker said, pulling at the new piercing in his septum. The world would be working like clockwork if we cut off people’s ears for bailing.”
Beast’s shoulders relaxed somewhat when he laughed. “That’s kinda extreme. And you’d have none left at this point.”
Joker shrugged. “I’d cut my own ears off and game the system, prez. He could have let us know he’s runnin’ late. It shows a lack of respect for our time. I could be getting another blowie instead of freezing my balls off. It’s colder out here than it looks,” he said and rubbed his shoulders. 
“Don’t think he respects anyone but himself,” Fox said, appearing out of nowhere with a steaming cup in hand. “To be fair, he can do things none of us can.”
“And that makes us his bitches,” Joker grumbled with a scowl. “Makes me wanna bite his nose off. Didn’t sign up for this to take someone’s shit.”
“That’s barbaric,” Laurent said, appearing out of nowhere between Fox and Joker. His chin was high up in that snotty way Beast found adorable despite detesting it so much sometimes. Beast hadn’t told Laurent when Magpie was to arrive to minimize interference, but Laurent must have found out, because why else would he be out when his hair wasn’t perfect just yet?
Not that he didn’t look beautiful, but the waves, which were always so carefully defined, now appeared like an untrimmed bush of messy curls. And he hadn’t even bothered to tie the mop of dark hair back, as if he’d left the apartment in a hurry.
No one else would notice the change, but Beast had learnt Laurent’s habits by heart and paid attention to every detail that could inform him of his husband’s moods. It didn’t go just one way either. He and Laurent irreversibly changed one another. And the same way Beast analyzed Laurent’s mane, Laurent would be drawing conclusions from the fact that Beast hadn’t mentioned why he and his men had been standing in one place for the past thirty minutes. And behind his pleasant smiles was venom that would eventually end up in Beast’s flesh if Laurent found something amiss. No matter the violence Beast’s fists were capable of, Laurent trusted they would never turn on him and wasn’t afraid to challenge his husband.
That was the kind of relationship they both wanted, even if it came with unexpected consequences.
Joker snorted. “You are married to one of us ‘barbarians’. Get used to it.”
Laurent stepped closer to Beast and hugged his arm, despite still wearing that snotty scowl. “Beast is an exceptionally well-read man.”
Beast saw the tension on his friends’ faces when they tried to keep from laughing, but the sudden appearance of a cavalcade of vehicles gave everyone new focus. “That’s him,” he said, noticing the huge golden Hummer flanked by two black limousines.
Everyone remained still as the vehicles paraded along the asphalt road, only to stop in front of the main entrance of the clubhouse. The driver’s door opened in a flash, and a bald man in an immaculate gray suit and reflective shades emerged, speeding to open the back door as if his life were under threat if he couldn’t reach the handle within the span of two seconds.
Vars squeezed Beast’s shoulder in passing and approached Magpie, who left the Hummer in all his finery. Despite it being late April, cold wind blew under Beast’s jacket, and the same gusts of air pushed Magpie’s black curls into his face, leaving the initially perfect hairdo in disarray. The man’s leopard print coat—which Beast hoped was fake fur—waved in the air like a ripped sail during a storm, and his scarlet suede loafers had to suffer the indignity of sinking into mud as soon as he stepped outside. 
The driver gawped and dove back into the car, returning with a beautifully-carved wooden plank, which he placed at Magpie’s feet. And once the red loafers were safe from dirt, the… servant, guard, or whoever else that man was, crouched next to his master and proceeded to clean the colorful suede with a brush and cloth.
Laurent’s hand tightened on Beast’s, but they both followed Vars’s example and pretended to not notice the slavish gesture.
“Shall we move this conversation inside?” Laurent asked, as if he were the host. With the heavy wind, Beast couldn’t blame him for wanting to take initiative, bur he was not the host, and Beast needed to take the reins of the situation. He left Laurent behind and shook Magpie’s hand, even though it meant having to awkwardly hover his arm over the servant’s head, before gesturing at the entrance in invitation.
Magpie waved his manicured hand and stepped off the board, straight on the first step leading inside the old building. “Malachite, you can continue inside.”
Nobody questioned the servant gathering the wooden plank and following his master inside while two other men remained in their black limos as if they’d been given their orders telepathically.
Beast led the way, while the club members flanked their guest on the way inside. The life partners of bikers didn’t get involved in important matters without being asked, and the girlfriends of his brothers would have surely taken the hint, but Laurent followed them like a bloodhound.
Beast chose to ignore his presence for now and settled on walking alongside Magpie, who was eager to catch up with his former henchman, Vars. They were halfway down the main hall of the original manor house, which was now devoid of the sculptures Laurent had told him used to stand in alcoves, when Beast heard hurried footsteps.
Laurent had broken into a jog in an attempt to overtake men much taller than him, his puffy hair floating with every step he took. Laurent had told Beast that in his own time, he was considered tall, and the way he compared in that department to the men of today remained a source of frustration for him. Which was exactly why Beast didn’t want to say anything, even though his partner’s sudden approach pulled on the strings of his nerves even before that pretty mouth opened.
“May we finally find out how you intend to use the Pigeon Heart?” Laurent asked, attempting to maneuver himself between Magpie and Malachite, but the demon’s servant was protective of the short distance between his master and him and forced Laurent back with his presence alone. Despite the serious nature of the situation, Beast had to bite his lips not to snort.
Magpie looked back with a pleasant smile reminiscent of the Mona Lisa. “My boy, I will tell you everything in due time. I wish to see the jewel first,” he said as they all entered one of the many rooms dedicated to common use. “And what in the world happened to your hair?”
Laurent stumbled, clearly not expecting the tactless question. “Nothing... just an experiment with a hair washing method for curly hair. It is not of importance right now.”
But Magpie was dead serious. “When you visit New York, I will make sure to book you an appointment with my personal stylist. That woman has magical hands.”
Laurent, whose face was pink like a ripe raspberry, struggled for breath even as he faked a laugh. “Certainly. But as I was saying, we are all curious about your plans. I hope you don’t just intend to keep it for yourself. I can imagine it would make a delicious snack for your kind.” Laurent said, but he wasn’t doing a very good job at making it sound like a joke, and Joker actually hid his face in his hands, staying behind.
Fantastic.
Magpie’s chuckle was like the ring of a bell—full and thrilling to the ear. “Ah, they are sweeter than maple syrup, but this time, I’ll restrict my diet.”
Vars glared at Laurent, rubbing his graying beard. “We all want this world to survive.”
Laurent frowned, even though his skin got even darker. “I am not implying otherwise,” he said curtly.
“Actually, you are,” Joker said, catching up, with a cool frown.
Beast stopped in front of a large mirror, hit by the realization that it appeared so much clearer than usual without the odd dark sheen at the edges. That dusky effect was a sign of Baal’s presence and always made him feel like he was being watched, but the moment Magpie had marched into the building with the leopard print coat floating off his shoulders like a cape, even the light coming in through the windows seemed brighter.
“Maybe we could continue discussing this without outsiders?” Laurent suggested as if he were a patch and had the right to all the information he wanted. And to make his thoughts even more obvious, he glanced at Malachite, whose face revealed nothing. If Beast didn’t know better, he might have assumed the man was a robot.
Magpie pursed his lips, but after a moment’s reflection, he pointed to the wall and Malachite stood by it without a word. “Lead the way then.”
Beast swallowed when he saw Laurent flinch once they left the corridor and met the large gargoyle sculpture at the foot of the circular staircase, which led to Knight’s apartment. Laurent always felt uneasy in this part of the clubhouse, close to the secret passage into the cellar. Over two hundred years ago, or last year—depending on how one chose to look at things—Laurent had killed William Fane in one of the dusty rooms below and barely made it out alive. It had been what triggered the chain of events that brought him to year 2017, and while Beast detested seeing his partner’s unease, he couldn’t help but be grateful.
Laurent had been a beacon of light in Beast’s world of self-loathing and loveless misery, and as much as Beast wanted Baal gone forever, he owed the demon for changing his life for the better. No matter how snotty, reckless, and self-righteous Laurent sometimes was, he was Beast’s family and offered him the kind of unconditional love Beast hadn’t known existed before they met.
But there was no time for sentiment. Beast walked behind the statue and pushed the carved wooden tulip, which served as a hidden button to open the passage, and while he should’ve asked Laurent to leave, he didn’t have the heart to push his husband away when he joined them. After all, Laurent was in this mess as much as everyone else.
Beast looked down the narrow stairs leading to the threshold of hell before facing his men. With Knight, Elliot, Gray, and Shadow gone to investigate a lead on a ruby that could keep the latter alive, there weren’t that many of them. But even a group so small would end up crowding the cellar. 
“Jake, get the drivers to park in the garage and take them to the kitchen. They’re surely hungry. Fox, take care of Malachite. Joker, make sure the girls have everything ready for the party. We shouldn’t be long,” Beast said.
Once jobs had been assigned, the dim lightbulb downstairs went on, and Beast led the way into the abyss that smelled of damp stone. He needed to hunch over in order to fit his bulk under the ceiling, but his shoulders still rubbed the walls of the narrow tunnel. But this place had not been made for people their size, and Laurent was the only one who didn’t have to watch his head on the way down. 
As they descended, Beast heard the steady metallic thud ahead, and the noise grew ever louder as the four of them—he, Laurent, Magpie, and Vars—made their way toward the underground workshop. The noise was dull, like the clomping of devil’s hooves, and when Beast reached the downstairs corridor, his hand itched to seek out Laurent’s to protect him from painful memories.
But Laurent must have remained unaffected, because he approached Magpie and went on with the uncomfortable conversation from earlier. “We’re about to see it. Is it not time for us to find out what you intend with the ruby?”
Magpie stopped in front of the closed door, waiting as Vars knocked on the reinforced entrance in a coded sequence. “I see we have a doubting Thomas in our midst.”
Beast’s lips pressed together, and he shot Laurent a sharp glare before making the tiniest shake with his head.
The door unlocked, and Rev emerged, dressed in gray overalls. The white light behind him created a sharp contrast with the orange glow in the corridor, framing his bald head, large yet powerful body, and making prematurely deep wrinkles more obvious. His nostrils flared when he noticed he was face to face with Magpie, but he politely stepped back, letting them enter the space cramped with specialist equipment Rev used when working on stolen jewelry.
Metal bolts slid into place as soon as everyone was inside. But the moment the door locked, a flash of dread passed through Laurent’s features, leaving them pale and tense. He’d told Beast that gruesome memories of a powerful man threatening him with rape and death returned to him every time he entered those underground rooms, and Beast’s heart bled for him.
He stood closer and discreetly placed his hand on Laurent’s back, relieved to sense his husband relax somewhat.
Magpie waved his hand with a smile, heading toward the safe at the back of the room. “I understand your worries, my dear Laurent. I decided to keep my cards to myself until now, in case the jewel heist fell through, or if other circumstances made the plan unfeasible. To make sure you sleep soundly, Laurent, I will leave the Pigeon Heart with you until the day it’s needed. All I wish for now is to take it in my hands and feel its power. The ruby will be of use once the trees bear fruit.”
He made an annoying pause, as if they were involved in a play, not talking life and death, but eventually went on. “When I was still a young human being, and my thoughts were deeply tainted by the darkness of my own world, I followed Baal’s guidance, collecting rubies and the energy to feed them. I did my work, because I expected that the power would be needed for a higher purpose, but the results are all the same. During my years among humans, I have not wasted this power by enticing many people into frivolous pacts. It was to serve a higher purpose, and even though my goals have changed since then, my resources have only grown. Now that we have a ruby large and pure enough, I can use it to focus the entirety of the energy I’ve gathered throughout centuries. You have all seen Shadow’s original form. I can create a similar creature with the Pigeon Heart, and use it to stop Baal.”
“Is that how you were made, too?” Laurent asked softly.
The room stayed silent apart from the creaking of the safe door when Rev pulled it open.
Magpie clicked his tongue. “Yes, Laurent, it is indeed. But unlike Shadow, I was made with living flesh.”
“But your life has been so long already. It spanned centuries while poor Shadow is predicted to only have weeks left if he can’t obtain another gemstone. Does this mean the ruby inside you is as powerful as the Pigeon Heart?”
Magpie’s sapphire eyes narrowed. “That is correct. What’s keeping Shadow alive now is just a shard while the ruby inside me could keep me alive for millennia to come.”
Vars was the first one to lose his patience. “Laurent, where is this going?”
Laurent’s dark eyes caught the glow of the work lamps, hypnotizing Beast, who could barely comprehend the magnitude of Magpie’s potential. “I just wish to establish if there is another option, in case the Pigeon Heart couldn’t serve its purpose.”
Magpie frowned, but his gaze was fixed on the large jewelry box Rev removed from the safe. “What does it matter? I am working with you, because I want this world to continue. What would be the point of my sacrifice if I didn’t get to be a part of the aftermath? Don’t be ridiculous. The sole reason I want to fight for you all is the fact I find the comforts of this realm superior to living in Baal’s domain.”
Beast clenched Laurent’s shoulder. There it was, the selfishness Beast had learned to expect from this strange creature and the reason why Beast chose to trust Magpie. “How about you let him finish?”
Laurent’s lips thinned as he watched Magpie handle the priceless jewel. It was huge, the size of a duck’s egg and so clear it couldn’t be compared to any other jewel Beast had ever seen. The rich color, shine, and clarity of the Pigeon Heart couldn’t have been reproduced with plastic or glass, and even Beast was drawn to the glow it exuded when Magpie brought the stone to his face and took an ecstatic sniff.
“Magnificent. Pure. And so powerful. The perfect future heart for the creature to save us all,” he said, pressing the stone to his chest. “I will bring him to life once the time comes, and he will seal the open portal by walking through it, filled with all of my power. The Pigeon Heart will be gone, but so will be Baal. Locked out of this realm forever.”
Laurent took a sharp inhale. “That’s it? That’s all it will take? A living cork?”
Beast wished he wasn’t here to make such crude comments when he didn’t understand the issues Magpie was discussing. He squeezed Laurent’s arm discreetly, but Magpie’s expression didn’t lose any of its serenity. Magpie cocked his head, but didn’t even look at Laurent, massaging the ruby instead as if it were a baby.
“It’s no small feat, Laurent. Three centuries’ worth of pure energy and the finest ruby in this world. Once the creation of the golem is over, I will be as weak as a human, and expect you all to take care of my earthly vessel to the highest standards.”
Beast cleared his throat. “And the golem will seal the portal without any issue?”
Magpie sighed. “I can only hope so. If not, we’re doomed.”
Beast was glad to leave the claustrophobia-inducing cellar. But despite the contentment of finding out what the plan was—abstract as it seemed—Laurent’s behavior remained a thorn in his side. Magpie wasn’t the kindest of creatures, and the last thing they needed was to leave him with a grudge.
As soon as they were out of the secret passage, Beast excused himself and pulled Laurent with him, because that fire needed to be extinguished as soon as possible. He led the way toward the part of the building that had been affected by the fire ignited by Vars’s former lover. There had been too much going on since to waste time on extensive repairs, so they’d marked areas that suffered extensive structural damage with bright yellow tape and hoped the hangarounds would know what was in their best interest and stay away.
Beast lifted the tape and entered the damaged section of the building. Some of the floors had collapsed farther on, but this far from the epicenter of the fire the risk was low. Though the rubble and blackened walls should serve as warning to any trespasser. The air smelled of damp soot, and the empty windows let the breeze run freely, howling in the corridors like a pack of wolves about to chase down any visitor.
Beast took Laurent past a pile of broken furniture. The room they entered used to be a location for orgies, but its sofas and daybeds had become history. The demolished space was a wordless warning of what the world could become if things went according to Baal’s plan. 
Laurent looked around as rubble crunched under their feet. “Why are we here?” he whispered.
“I need you on my side, so stop undermining me. I wanted to talk to you in private, but away from Vars or Magpie. We talked about the whole thing yesterday and you said you’ll follow my lead, so what are you doing questioning Magpie like that?”
Laurent crossed his arms. “I just want to point out any issues with Magpie’s plan. Our lives are on the line.”
Beast had to take a deep breath. “When the trees bear fruit, Magpie will use the ruby, and lock Baal out of this realm. It really is that simple.”
In the past couple of months, he’d let Laurent do all the research he wanted, but this was the time of making hard decisions based on the knowledge they had. And he would be the one to have the final word. 
Still, he didn’t want to argue and reached out to Laurent’s shoulder. His husband stepped back with a grumble, but as he moved, Beast spotted a flicker of light on the sooty wallpaper and focused on the rubble beneath their feet. The burn of annoyance was instantly replaced by fear, and blood drained from his face when he saw a disturbance in the black dust. Half a second later, air blew from the floor, scattering the light debris, as if it originated in bellows operated in hell. A dozen pieces of broken glass unraveled, glimmering in the ashes between charred pieces of wood like bloodthirsty grins.
Beast tugged on Laurent’s hand. He sped up and wouldn’t stop until they passed the yellow tape and entered one of the rooms that remained unaffected by the fire. His palm was damp with sweat, but he offered Laurent a tense smile, pulling him into the safety of his arms.
“He knows.”
Laurent put his forehead against Beast’s chest and stayed completely still. They had been careful all along, only talking about such things when Magpie or Vars, whose body was Magpie’s domain, were there to counter Baal’s influence. Baal could have been suspicious about some of their activities, but before tonight he likely didn’t have proof the club was plotting against him. 
Laurent might believe they were all in the same boat, but as the leader of the MC, Beast carried a disproportionate amount of weight on his shoulders. By choosing to make a deal with the devil for Laurent’s sake, he’d become a cog in the machine that could ultimately turn the world into nothingness. And even now, knowing what Baal’s end goal was, he would have chosen the same. Their love was worthy of any sacrifice in the world.
“He cannot affect us from the Other Side. His power lies only in making pacts with humans,” Laurent said.
Beast inhaled, shutting his eyes as he took in the familiar scent of pine shampoo in Laurent’s hair. “There’s plenty of people passing through the clubhouse during parties. Those parties that I need to throw if I want to keep my end of the deal with him. Because if I don’t, he’ll take you back to your own time to make sure you’re safe. We need to be vigilant.”
Laurent exhaled, hugging Beast more firmly, but they both knew it was Beast’s fault that they’d been heard by Baal. He should have bitten his tongue and waited for a trip off the premises. But no, he couldn’t wait to tell Laurent just how much he disliked his attempts to undermine Beast’s decision. 
Beast licked his lips and glanced over his shoulder, half-expecting to see the tall horned figure looming in the empty corridor. He felt as if he should’ve been more shaken by being found out, but the fact that Baal had chosen to reveal his presence was a sign of the demon’s weakness. A man could only take so much stress until it got reframed into annoyance. Beast was too tired of this to be afraid anymore.






  
  Chapter 3

Beast


Nothing related to sex should ever feel like a chore, and while Beast wasn’t physically participating in the orgies he organized, he didn’t even enjoy watching anymore. Before he’d met Laurent, the decadent parties had made him self-conscious about his burnt skin, but he used to appreciate the loose atmosphere and sights, to some degree. Now that Laurent’s very existence hinged on whether there was enough fucking, drinking, and brawling under their roof, Beast wished he could spend his evening reading a book. 
Here was hoping that once the portal was closed forever, he wouldn’t have to fulfill the conditions of his pact with Baal any longer. The orgies were still a club tradition to uphold, but maybe he once Baal was done with, he could leave the organizing to the other guys, because if they fucked something up, it would be their loss.
On the stage, Nao and another hangaround were engaged in a fellatio contest, but what were the rules and prizes? Beast didn’t know and had no interest in finding out. The jade glow cast by lamps placed around the space slid over bodies twisting like snakes swarming in a pit. 
Past the door, some of the guests jumped around to music so loud it prevented Beast from thinking clearly. Some were dressed in complete outfits, others—not so much, but with minds stunted by alcohol and drugs they trembled and jerked in the primal mating dance that would end with
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