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Celyn was instantly attracted to the sexy vampire when they met by chance at a pub. Thinking he was about to experience the best hook up of his life, Celyn never expected to end up running across the streets of Budapest with Remi while the High Council of Sorcery was trying to kill them.
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Foreword
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Sheena Jolie is my new pen name. You might know me as SJ Himes. This story is largely standalone but bookends neatly with the events set in place at the end of Love Springs Eternal, and the characters introduced in this novella will be present in The Beacon Hill Sorcerer series forthcoming from this point. Also, I’ll be switching everything over to Sheena Jolie from SJ Himes, but there will be no substantial change between the old name and the new in terms of style. Same great books, new name.

I’ve taken some creative license with the ancient ruins of Aquincum, adding to them more details and structures than are currently excavated. Though the actual ruins are impressive, especially considering that the region has been inhabited for over two thousand years on a continuous basis, the ruins aren’t as large as I’ve made them in this story. Any errors compared to the real Roman city of Aquincum’s ruins in modern-day Budapest are mine. I’ve tried to maintain the charm of the modern city.

Many thanks to Alyson Roy, history professor extraordinaire, for her first-hand experience and photos of Budapest.


Chapter
One



Remi sipped his blood-laced wine and leaned back on the bar, eyeing the other patrons in the packed pub. Budapest was a city with a rich nightlife, and the nearby universities supplied a steady stream of undergrad and postgrad students as patrons. From every corner, he overheard earnest discussions about the meaning of life from inebriated philosophy majors, and scathing opinions from the literature majors. It was the art students who were the easiest to bear in conversation, as they were passionate about the art and just as passionate about calling out the artists if warranted. And philosophers had been debating the meaning of life since the beginning of time, so they were unlikely to come up with anything new.

Not that he was there for idle conversation—Remi was waiting for his contact to arrive, and his physical appearance and age let him fit in seamlessly with the college crowd.

At the table holding an overflowing gaggle of art students, a young man laughed, and Remi found his gaze drawn yet again to the beautiful man. Remi sipped his drink, eyeing the young man over the rim of his glass. Slim and short, delicate in an athletic way like a runner or a dancer, and with a wild mass of light brown curls on his head that he kept pushing back out of his eyes, the young man was pretty, and drew more than only Remi’s attention. A young woman next to him was trying to flirt with him, though Remi suspected the young Adonis was oblivious, considering the increasing frustration on the blonde’s part. And another young man at the table kept leaning across the surface, gesturing wildly and trying to engage the pretty man in an intense debate about some obscure artist. He too was growing frustrated when Adonis failed to rise to the bait, and he ended up getting in an argument with the blonde woman across the table.

Remi chuckled softly when the Adonis took his chance and slipped away from the table, heading for the bar. He made his way through the crowd, ducking people trying to stop him with a quick smile and excuses. Remi continued to sip his drink, arching a brow when the young man slipped up beside him at the bar and leaned on the glass surface, waving at the bartender.

Remi said nothing, but the way the young man blushed as Remi checked him out from head to toe told him Adonis was very aware of his perusal and didn’t mind in the slightest. Remi changed his opinion of the young man’s ignorance of the others’ interest; clearly he just hadn’t wanted to encourage anything with his two ardent suitors. Remi set his glass on the bar top and focused completely on the young man.

Dark blue eyes flirted with him under thick black lashes, and a fetching blush spread over his cheeks and down his neck. Arousal flooded the air and Remi breathed in deep, scenting mint and sage, and a hint of something that reminded him of rain-soaked summer nights.

The young man was fae. Mostly human, but a touch of fae in his ancestry. Enough to account for his grace and humans’ intense interest in him. Poor Adonis probably had to fight off suitors with a stick. No wonder he pretended ignorance of flirtations—encouraging any of them, even a little bit, could be at the least uncomfortable, and at the worst, downright dangerous.

“I didn’t know this place sold blood drinks,” Adonis murmured, dark blue eyes flitting up to meet Remi’s before dropping away to stare at the bar. He spoke English, too, but then Remi wasn’t surprised. A lot of people in this area of Budapest near the university spoke it, and it wasn’t a stretch to assume Remi spoke it as well, considering he was dressed like an American action movie star, in a light leather jacket and dark blue jeans with combat boots and a skintight black Henley top.

Remi hummed, twirling his glass on the bar top. “Lucky for me they do,” Remi said just as softly in English. He would have needed to shout for a human—but this young man clearly had no trouble hearing him, cementing Remi’s certainty that he was at least partially fae.

Not that it mattered since Remi was there on business, regardless of what his desires were screaming at him to do. He wanted to nibble and nip along the young man’s sharp jawline, then down his delectable neck before sipping from his smooth skin. There were no mortal practitioner energies floating around him, and the blood Remi scented was merely that of mundane human and a younger species of fae. Luckily for vampires, most of the younger fae species weren’t poisonous—the magic they carried in their bodies remained with them and did not transfer through the bite—sickening vampires as it would with a human practitioner. It also made fae relatively safe from vampires, since they gained no sustenance from feeding off fae species. Most fae species didn’t shed life magic like other mortal beings, it remained within their essence and bodies in a constant cycle, never overflowing and never going to waste. Humans shed life magics with every second of their existence, including within the blood and other natural body fluids that vampires consumed.

And it made it a simple matter to Turn fae, too. He’d never done it, but he knew vampires who sired fledglings from the younger fae species—those from bloodlines that had bred with humans, at least. The more their bloodlines intermixed with humans, the easier it became. A full-blood fae could not be Turned—they either healed or died. It was the human blood that made a sentient being susceptible to the death magics inherent in the Turning process. Without it, every attempt would be a failure.

Vampirism was an ancient death magic that only affected humans or those who were mostly human.

The pub was busy as hell, and the bartender was still taking orders down at the opposite end of the bar. The young man turned to face Remi, a crooked smile on his plump lips. He was tanned from being outside and smelled of oil paint. Remi imagined this young man outside under the sun, painting a landscape for class, maybe even a portrait of a classmate in the university gardens.

“My name is Celyn.” The young man said abruptly, biting his lower lip before ducking his gaze and fidgeting. Remi smiled. His flirting was both direct and awkward, a charming mix of confidence and shyness.

“Welsh for holly,” Remi replied. In fact, he could hear a bit of a Welsh accent in the English, though it was subtle. Celyn’s delighted smile was bright and swift. “Hello, Celyn. You may call me Remi.”

“Is that short for Remington?” Celyn asked, tilting his head to the side, a long golden-brown curl falling over his eyes. Remi wanted to reach out and brush it aside, but he didn’t want to presume.

“Remigius,” Remi replied with a tiny smile. “An old Roman name.”

Celyn blinked up at him in wide-eyed wonder, and Remi could almost see when Celyn had the realization that Remi could very well be as old as his name suggested. Most people scoffed if Remi divulged his original name or origins—a two-thousand-year-old vampire who looked all of twenty years old and dressed like a TV version of an American punk biker wasn’t what people expected. He was fine with that, too. The doubt led people to underestimate him, to their detriment.

“I go to the university,” Celyn said, waving a hand over his shoulder in the vague direction of his table packed with fellow students. The blonde girl and the insistent guy were both glaring at Remi, united in their envy that he had Celyn’s attention. Celyn didn’t even spare them a glance, staring up at Remi with wide eyes and a sweet smile. “I’ve never seen you in here before.”

“I’ve been away for a while,” Remi replied. The bartender was still swamped and would be for a while yet. He spared a swift glance for the rest of the pub, but his contact wasn’t there yet. He smiled down at Celyn, who would fit perfectly under his arm, snuggled up to his side in bed. “I’m meeting a colleague for a drink in a bit, but my evening is free afterwards.”

Celyn knew immediately what he meant and the blush on his high cheekbones grew redder, and he sucked in a sharp breath. “We’re…um.” He sucked in some more air and tried again. “We’re talking about our final group projects so we’re busy too, but if you’re still around after your work thing I’d love to have a drink with you.”

If his heart could beat it would be racing. Remi nodded slowly and reached out with the hand not holding his drink and gently took one of Celyn’s hands, watching for any protest in his dark blue eyes. He lifted Celyn’s hand to his lips and gently pressed a kiss to the back of his knuckles, treasuring the fine tremor that raced down Celyn’s arm and the way Celyn licked his lower lip with the tip of a pink tongue. Celyn smelled like sex and warmth and a hint of fae that was not at all a deterrent.

The pub door opened, and Remi knew immediately that his contact had arrived. A sharp-dressed practitioner, a woman with dark brown hair and skin that gleamed in the atmospheric lights of the pub as she slowly cleared the threshold and looked around for him. Her rich gold wool pants, sharp black high heels, and white wool jacket caught the attention of many of the pub patrons, but she coolly ignored them and finally saw him at the bar. She nodded once, long black curls bobbing as they brushed her shoulders, and she casually looked around the pub so as not to draw attention to Remi with her entrance.

He’d never met this woman, but he recognized the scent mixed with hers—his sire, the Lady Philippa. He rarely dealt with his sire face to face if he could help it, and the relationship between the practitioner and his sire was relatively new in terms of their long lifespans. They weren’t mates as far as he knew though maybe one day they would.

The scent of his sire on the practitioner was unmistakable even through the myriad scents in the pub. Philippa was an old, old vampire, and one who rarely surfaced in public, but somehow always seemed to know what was going on in the world of supernatural politics. She eschewed social media but encouraged her inner circle to indulge, since it gave her more insight into the state of the world than ever before. This woman who was his sire’s lover was the more public face of the ancient vampire noblewoman.

“My colleague is here,” Remi said regretfully, pressing one more kiss to Celyn’s hand before letting go. Celyn flushed hard and flexed his hand, a bit flustered, and the scent of sweet arousal emanating from the tempting young man was almost enough to make Remi forget his purpose at the pub. “If you’re still here after our meeting is over, come see me at my table.”

Remi tilted his head to the far side of the bar where several deep booths were roped off from the main floor, tiny white reserved signs on each tabletop. Celyn blinked hard a few times then looked in the direction Remi indicated, and he nodded quickly, at a loss for words. Remi smiled and then lifted his hand, the bartender appearing almost instantly in front of them. “Please get my friend here anything he wants, on my tab,” Remi told the bartender, who nodded and looked expectantly at Celyn.

“Oh! Thank you,” Celyn said with a sweet smile, and Remi regretted needing to walk away. His contact wasn’t waiting for him and was already heading for the reserved table.

“See ya in a bit,” Remi said as he backed away through the crowd. The last thing he saw before he turned away was Celyn’s shy smile.
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The very hot vampire disappeared into the crowd and Celyn sighed forlornly, knowing he looked as dazzled as he felt.

“What do you want?” the bartender asked, a bit impatiently. Celyn understood, the bar was busy.

He looked away from the spot where he last saw Remi and tried to hide his irrational disappointment that Remi was there to see someone else. He gave the bartender a thin smile. “Two pitchers of the pale ale on tap, please.”

He wasn’t drinking that much, too worried about his upcoming final and the hounding he was getting from Meryl and Saul. Meryl was determined to catch Celyn’s eye, and Saul was determined to make sure Meryl didn’t get it. Saul was annoyingly obvious about his fetishization of Celyn’s appearance and heritage and was determined to get into Celyn’s bed.

Being descended from an unknown mix of fae species was both amazing and frustrating. Amazing in that he was likely going to live a long time, since his mother was nearly seven hundred years old and looked like she was thirty, and his dad was about three hundred years old and barely looked old enough to drink in most countries. Thankfully his father was obviously fae, like Celyn, and he didn’t get much trouble from humans. Their features were a shade too symmetrical to be human, eyes vivid and enchanting, and they were unable to get intoxicated. Unfortunately, that meant the weed his classmates indulged in did nothing for him either.

The bad part of being fae was dealing with the groupies. One peek at his features, the slightly pointed tips of his ears, and people got stupid. Hounded by people for dates or sex, bombarded with inappropriate sexual comments from employers and university staff, and people taking his picture without his consent in public and in private. No wonder his ancestors had a habit of hiding from humans.

Both his parents were of mixed blood. Both sets of grandparents had one human and one fae—though very powerful fae—of mixed ancestry. Both his grandmothers were still alive, and they were both over a thousand years old. Neither of them knew for sure what their specific heritage was, and they merely responded with younger fae when pressed. That meant any number of fae species that came after the elder species like the High Court Sidhe. The elder fae peoples were so old that they were rumored to have once walked beside dinosaurs. Both his grandmothers were born during the great migration of fae species in response to human encroachment on their territories, a period when so much of their heritage had been lost.

Aside from a long lifespan, he was stronger, faster, and more durable than humans, though not as strong as, say, a mature vampire who could hold him down and fuck him hard, with black hair, long fingers, and a sexy black leather jacket that did everything to showcase a pair of strong shoulders and a lean build.

Celyn shook himself out of his sexy thoughts when the bartender returned with the two pitchers of ale. He took them with a nod and a smile when the bartender waved off his card. Mentally girding himself to deal with more unwanted flirting, he regretted agreeing to come out that night for a drink, yet he was also very glad he did. He wanted to wait for Remi to finish his meeting, but he also really didn't want to return to his table. He sighed quietly, pasted a smile on his face, and carried the two pitchers back to his table, deftly avoiding the other patrons in the packed pub.

He slid one pitcher down the table, and it was grabbed by eager hands, and he left the second in front of Meryl, who poured herself a glass before passing it across the table to Saul with a fake smile. Celyn saw a chance and said, “Hey, move down a seat? I’d love to sit on the corner. Makes going to the restroom easier after all that beer.”

She frowned slightly, but he gave her a huge smile and she quickly decided it was no big deal. “Sure!” She grabbed her glass and slid down to his vacant seat and Celyn sank into the one she vacated, glad he was no longer wedged behind her. He also had a better view of the private booths on the other side of the pub. He saw a hint of Remi sitting across from a woman but then the crowd surged, and he lost sight of the vampire.

“So, Celyn,” Saul said loud enough to get some frowns from their tablemates. He poured himself a huge glass of ale and then pushed the depleted pitcher to the middle of the table, oblivious to the expectation to pass it down. “I heard that Professor Royal was selecting your painting for the senior exhibition at the end of the term.”

Graduating with a double major in art history and studio art was almost within his reach. He was proud of the hard work that got him there, even if his own personal artwork garnered him a bit more attention than he was comfortable with—he’d always been leaps and bounds beyond his peers as a child and teen. The word prodigy was tossed around a lot, as was speculation that his bloodlines had something to do with the skill and talent he brought to a canvas. That irritated him the most—he worked hard, and spent hours every day honing his craft.

Saul was waiting on an answer. Celyn smiled tightly in response and tried for gracious instead of uncomfortable. “I’m honored to be selected. There’s a lot of fantastic artists this year.”

“And none of them are as talented as you are,” Meryl piped up. “You’re the best painter I’ve ever seen.”

Celyn really doubted that. He smiled and nodded, trying not to show how uncomfortable the fawning made him.

The classmate sitting next to Saul loudly demanded the pitcher be passed down and Celyn used the change in conversation to look for Remi. He caught a brief glimpse, a hint of shiny black hair and vampire-pale skin, before the crowd blocked his view. Celyn plastered a fake smile on his lips when his friends down the table called his name.
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“He’s pretty,” Celeste murmured, pulling Remi from his distraction.

He turned away from the tempting sight of Celyn sitting amongst the raucous mortals and nodded once to his sire’s second in command. Celeste was Lady Philippa’s lover, too, of long standing. Celeste was powerful in her own right, and like most practitioners her lifespan was extended as a result. Drinking from Lady Philippa merely added more youthful years.

The privacy spell she cast around their booth obscured their scents and their voices from being sensed outside their table, but anyone could see inside the booth. Obscuring sight would draw too much attention. And with all those protections, they still spoke as vaguely as possible.

“He is. If he’s still around after our conversation, I may go say hello again.”

Celeste quirked a brow. “Then I won’t keep you too long. Your mother needs you to visit a cousin of hers in Boston.”

His actual mother was long dead, but if anyone watching them was strong enough to breach the privacy spell, they wouldn’t know that. Lady Philippa was his sire, and in some fashion his immortal mother, though they never treated each other as such. Their relationship was far more practical, and always had been.

Boston was one hell of a trip from Budapest. It also meant traveling over the Atlantic, and as a vampire, that could be tricky. “My price goes up for any ocean crossings.”

“She warned me of that and authorized additional funds.”

“Object or information?” Remi asked.

“Both,” Celeste casually slid one hand across the table and left a small thumb drive behind his beer glass. He grabbed it with his enhanced speed, far faster than any mortal could see, and slipped it into a secure pocket in the waistband of his black jeans. That would be the information.

“And the object?”

“Your grandfather left you something in his will,” Celeste said, and slid a small iron medallion across the table, leaving it behind his beer glass as well. This one he blinked at in surprise, unprepared to see the emblem after two thousand years. A small, heavily bespelled medallion, it carried a hint of blood despite appearing clean, if very old. It was no bigger than the palm of his hand, a dragon head in profile, surrounded by a ring of iron and little ripples of what could have been waves, but Remi knew was meant to depict sand dunes. Relatively plain, not beautiful, but hard-edged and solid. Dangerous.

“Is it time at last?” Remi asked quietly, not taking his eyes from the medallion.

“Lady Philippa is unsure, but she would make the attempt. The world is changing, and the neighbors are growing…inconvenient.”

The neighbors being the High Council of Sorcery, a long-time fascist organization with a history of hatred and exploitation against supernatural species. The council held more sway in Europe and Asia than it did in the Americas or Africa, but it had its fingers in everything in the pursuit of wealth and power. Officially the High Council was seen as a governmental body overseeing the human practitioners around the world, leaving the mundane humans and other supernatural species to govern themselves. All the species with larger populations had their own set of laws and traditions, and governing systems. Covertly, the High Council was determined to subjugate, disenfranchise, and destroy any group, species, or person seen as lesser than, or as a threat to their dominion. Several vampire clans in Europe were unfortunately beholden to the High Council already, exchanging wealth for assistance in maintaining territorial claims against human governments or judicial interference. And they paid dearly, in far more than money. Remi rather graciously called it serfdom, heading right for utter subjugation.

Budapest was the location of the council headquarters. It was no wonder Lady Philippa was there and keeping a low profile. Celeste would blend in with the high-ranked practitioner population. A vampire was more of a standout than a sorcerer in Budapest. Thankfully, Remi was a bit of a regular in these parts and blended in better than many of his brethren would.

He carefully palmed the medallion and slid it into another secure pocket, feeling the press of the hard metal against his skin. It didn’t hurt, but he was very aware of what it was and what it meant.

Power. Unlike anything seen in thousands of years, and more than enough to warrant the neighbors’ curious eyes tracking any vampire sired by Lady Philippa.

He would need to be careful.

“Any chatter about Grandfather?” He kept it casual, pretending to sip from his glass.

Celeste was just as calm, smiling and shaking her head like he’d said something witty. “No, but Lady Philippa feels it best for the heirloom to be out of reach. The scales of power are shifting at last. Take it to your cousin, along with the information.”

“Timetable?”

“Urgent, but not so urgent as to draw attention.” Celeste tapped her cell that was on the table next to her elbow. “Funds have been sent to your accounts to cover the cost. And there’s a bonus at the post office if you need it.”

“Understood,” Remi said, and set aside his glass. “She knows how to reach me if things change.”

“She does indeed, Remigius.” Celeste waved a hand, and he felt the privacy spell fall. She smiled, bright and cheery, and stood. “It was lovely catching up with you. Do give everyone my best.”

Remi stood as well, nodding politely. “It was a delight, and I shall. Have a great evening.”

Celeste left with a tiny wave and disappeared through the crowd, heading for the exit. Remi left the beer behind and eyed the milling crowd, the bar packed near to bursting. He cut through the press of bodies with ease, dismissing a few curious and interested glances sent his way.

Leaving immediately after Celeste would only draw unwelcome attention if either of them were being watched. A courier detail with some urgency, but not so much to cause interested parties to look his way—all that meant he had time to find a pretty college student and make him smile again.


Chapter
Two



Celyn was ready to go, and the only thing keeping him in the pub was the glimmer of hope that Remi wouldn’t forget him and would come back. He fidgeted with his glass and tried to keep from glancing over at the booths every few seconds. He was supposed to be out with friends and enjoying himself, but Meryl and Saul were being too pushy, and he was trying not to lose his temper.

“Celyn, how about it?”

“Huh? Sorry, I was watching the TV over the bar.” He wasn’t, but saying he was looking for a sexy vampire wasn’t something he wanted to share.

“Want to get out of here?” Meryl’s smile was overly bright, and she leaned into his arm. “You haven’t had a drink for a while, so I figured you were ready to go.”

There was no way he was going to leave with Meryl. That would get awkward.

“Ah,” he stalled. “Nah, I’m good. I’m gonna grab something else to drink.” He stood and she frowned slightly before her smile renewed and she made to follow him.

“I’ll come with you!”

“Gonna hit the restrooms first,” he lied, and then practically dived into the crowd and did his best to disappear. He heard her call after him, but he didn’t stop.

He couldn’t see Remi, and since he was up already, he figured he might as well use the bathroom, and headed in that general direction.

Thankfully there wasn’t a line, and once he was done, he stood at the sink washing his hands and hoping that he hadn’t missed Remi. Hurrying back out to the pub, he stood along the rear wall and tried to spot the vampire.

Nothing. Celyn was disappointed, and leaned back on the wall, wondering if he should just sneak out of the pub and text his friends later so they didn’t worry. He could get some sleep, or maybe study for his finals.

“You’re even beautiful when frowning,” Remi whispered at his shoulder. Celyn jumped and spun, blinking at the vampire who merely smiled crookedly and shrugged one shoulder. “Sorry, thought you saw me.”

Celyn narrowed his eyes at the rogue and Remi’s smile grew. He tried to keep the frown on his face, but a laugh escaped, and he shook his head, chuckling at himself. He was certain Remi hadn’t been anywhere near him when he came out from the hallway with the bathrooms, but that didn’t seem all that important when Remi was standing within reach.

“Hi,” Celyn breathed out, trying not to sound ridiculous and failing.

“Hi,” Remi replied, stepping closer. They could touch, Remi was so close.

“Is your work meeting over?” His voice was breathy and shaky, and it was entirely due to the handsome man who was so close Celyn could smell the leather jacket and something metallic.

Blood.

Nothing gross or alarming—with his increased longevity came enhanced senses. Nothing on par with a vampire’s, of course, but better than the average mortal. Leather and blood were an interesting blend and he found himself really liking the combination.

“I’m all yours,” Remi replied. Celyn shivered the tiniest bit and Remi’s eyes glowed softly in the dim lighting. “Do you want to stay in the bar, get another drink?”

Celyn looked past Remi’s shoulder and saw Saul leaning out of his seat, frowning as he presumably searched the crowd for Celyn. He ducked back behind Remi’s taller frame and shook his head. “Not really. I’m here with a group of friends and I’m not really in the mood for drinking.”

Remi quirked a sharp black brow. “The blonde and the jerkoff aren’t helping either, I take it.”

Celyn snorted out a laugh. He shook his head. “They’re both rather…insistent.”

“Come back to my place?” Remi asked, holding out a hand, palm up. “You can tell your friends where we’re going. Give them my name, too, if that makes you feel safer.”

“You’re a local?” Remi didn’t have much of an accent, a faint hint of something that could have been a regional accent in Budapest, but Celyn didn’t have much of an ear for the local dialects. They both spoke English—as did much of the university population and local businesses, and Remi was old enough to know far more languages than Celyn.

“Sort of,” Remi shrugged slightly. “I lived here when Budapest was called Aquincum. I’ve been back several times over the years. I’ve got a suite at the Black Dahlia Hotel a few blocks to the west.”

Celyn slipped his hand into Remi’s. “That sounds really nice.” Especially since Celyn lived in a cramped housing complex with six other students and minimal privacy.

He pulled out his phone with his other hand, and thumbed open the group chat he had with his flat mates. He told them he was going out with Remi, and Remi gave him a charmingly wicked smile when Celyn snapped a photo of him and sent it in the chat. He got a few read notifications, and a smiley face emoji response as well. Most of them were at the table in the pub, anyways, and they knew how much he detested having Meryl and Saul fight over him, so he could count on them not saying a thing to either.

“Ready to go.” Celyn put his phone away and squeezed Remi’s hand.

Remi’s whole face lit up and he smiled wide, fangs visible. Celyn shivered again, and not in fear. Remi was the least threatening vampire he’d ever met. Celyn went willingly toward Remi and found himself tucked under his arm, plastered to his side, and while the vampire’s body was cold to the touch, it warmed quickly where their bodies met. He knew that happened, but had never experienced it. There were a lot of things about vampires that he knew but had no practical experience of, and he wanted to see what else was true.

Remi guided him through the crush toward the door, and Celyn waved at his table as they passed. Both Meryl and Saul were busy sniping at each other and Celyn got some grins and waves from the others. They exited the bar without accruing any stragglers and Remi pointed with his chin to the left, and they walked in what Celyn assumed was the direction of the hotel.

“Do you live in the hotel, or are you visiting?” Celyn asked, and he dared to slip his arm around Remi’s lean waist. Remi tightened his arm around Celyn’s shoulders and Celyn was glad it was dark out, as he didn’t want any pedestrians to see exactly how attractive he found Remi.

“I live there whenever I’m in the city,” Remi answered. He leaned down just enough to run his lips along the top of Celyn’s ear, and Celyn pressed into Remi, encouraging the touch. A quiet chuckle and a tiny nip followed, and Celyn gasped, arching his neck. He was ready to let Remi fuck him right there on the street.

Remi pulled back, and gently squeezed Celyn’s shoulders. “Let’s get to the hotel before I explore that lovely reaction.”

Celyn blushed, and nodded, sucking in a shuddering breath, trying to calm his arousal. “Good idea.”

Packed with college students and tourists, the crowded streets kept their walk to a slow amble, and Celyn wished them all to perdition. He wanted nothing more than to jump Remi right there in the street. Forcing himself to pay attention to where he was walking and the surrounding buildings helped take the edge of the aching arousal he felt every time he looked at Remi. This area was right beside the Danube River, packed with universities, nightclubs, pubs, and restaurants. The closer they got to the river, the more the streets were pedestrian-only, with limited vehicle traffic, except for those heading to hotels. There were several luxury hotels in the region, and Remi led them in the same general direction where Celyn knew those hotels were located.

The streets transitioned from grand avenues to narrow, crowded pedestrian routes the closer they got to the hotel, giving them every excuse to walk close together. It had rained earlier, the streets still wet and damp, and if Celyn concentrated he could smell the Danube, even several blocks away. It was a maze of one-way streets and packed with people, nightclubs spilling discordant music and cluttered ambiance onto the sidewalks as people came and went. Lines for restaurants crowded the sidewalks, and neon lights cast artificial hues over the natural stone facades of the heavily Neoclassical city. Businesses lined the street levels of buildings with the upper stories full of small, cramped apartments, usually full of college students and hospitality and restaurant employees. Random patches of greenery popped up in unexpected places in micro-parks, lined by wrought iron fences and chained gates that closed at sundown.

The air smelled of liquor, damp stones, and salt. The numerous baths built over the natural hot springs lent a sulphurous odor to the air, redolent enough to be smelled even blocks away.

They continued toward the river and went north, flashes of the Danube visible through spaces between buildings the nearer they came to Remi’s hotel.

Not too far from where they started at the pub, Celyn and Remi walked into the lobby of the Black Dahlia Hotel, marble under their feet, surrounded by dark wood and gold accents. It smelled of expensive colognes and leather. Remi directed him across the lobby to a lift set off to the side, away from the main bay, and he then pulled out a hotel keycard and tapped a sensor by the doors. They slid open with a faint chime, and they stepped inside, the doors shutting with a soft thud that felt loud in his ears. It was a private elevator and they were alone. Celyn’s heart raced in his chest.

Celyn turned to Remi and tipped his head back, and Remi didn’t hesitate, arms slipping around Celyn and yanking him forward, plastering their bodies together from chest to thighs. They were kissing, hungrily, biting and nipping, the kiss wet and deep and so hot Celyn trembled, and his knees gave out.

Remi held him around the waist, and angled his mouth to delve deeper, kissing Celyn so thoroughly there was no place left unexplored. Celyn went limp and let Remi lead, and the vampire growled low in his chest, a deep, sexy rumble that made arousal spike through his whole body.

The elevator stopped and chimed just before the doors opened, revealing a private foyer and sleek, shiny, dark wood double doors that had to lead to Remi’s rooms.

Remi lifted him into the air, and Celyn laughed when he was gently tossed over the vampire’s shoulder. Remi’s ass was a work of art, carved from marble, and felt like it when he grabbed it as Remi carried him off the elevator. Remi chuckled. “Found something you like?”

“Oh yes I have,” Celyn said. “Loveliest ass I’ve ever seen.”

“That’s the closest you’re getting to it, so enjoy it while you can,” Remi said as he finished opening the door to his suite and carried Celyn over the threshold.

That meant Remi was…Celyn’s whole body clenched in anticipation. “No problem with that at all, as long as I can look at it.”

“To your heart’s content.” Remi replied with a chuckle.

Celyn saw plush rugs and shiny flooring as Remi carried him into what must have been his bedroom. The next moment, Celyn was dropped carefully onto an impossibly comfortable bed.

The breath stalled in his lungs when he saw the glowing red of Remi’s eyes. Remi stood over him at the base of the bed and his brilliant, admiring gaze fell upon Celyn with a heavy weight. He gasped softly, desperately aroused, and Remi wasn’t even touching him yet.

“Tell me what you want,” Remi ordered him in a low growl, fangs fully descended.

“I want you to fuck me,” Celyn said quickly, words nearly tripping over themselves in his haste. Remi smiled, sharp and swift.

“My pleasure,” Remi promised with a wicked gleam in his eyes. “Take your clothes off.”

Celyn was moving immediately, toeing off his shoes and attacking his jeans. Remi was stripping, too, though slower, watching intently as Celyn all but ripped his clothes off in his haste. Celyn was breathing hard by the time he was naked and various articles of clothing were tossed in random places around the room. Remi was chuckling when he crawled naked on the bed, climbing on top of Celyn and pressing sharp kisses along his belly and chest.

Lanky, naked vampire pressed him into the bed and Celyn shivered, enjoying the cool, rock-hard flesh with some slight give beneath the soft, smooth skin. Remi was cool to the touch, but within moments of skin-to-skin contact, he warmed, and Celyn relaxed. Except for his cock, which was straining eagerly between them.

Remi took his mouth in a deep, drugging kiss, and he moaned, wrapping both arms around Remi’s neck and holding on as the room disappeared and his head spun. He broke the kiss and panted for air.

“Alright?” Remi asked, lips wet and red from their kisses. At the sight of Remi’s fangs, a deep shiver ran through Celyn’s body and he wanted Remi to bite him. He’d never thought of it before but he was right then and now and he wanted to experience this vampire biting him.

Celyn nodded quickly, eager to continue. “You stole the breath from my lungs.”

Remi’s grin was the definition of wicked. “Want me to do it again?”

“Yes, please,” Celyn replied hurriedly, arching his hips, making Remi growl low in his chest at the friction. It felt so damn good. He did it again, then shifted his hips so he could wrap his legs around Remi’s lean waist. Their cocks slid together like they were lifetime lovers, and the red fire in Remi’s eyes grew into an inferno.

“Minx,” Remi said right before taking his mouth in a mind-blowing kiss.

Words weren’t important after that kiss, and Celyn slid his hands up to card his fingers through thick black hair, cool and silky, heavy and impossibly soft, and it made a sharp growl of pleasure rumble out of the predator pressing him into the bedding. Encouraged, Celyn did it again, tugging impatiently, tilting his head to coax Remi deeper into the kiss.

He slid the tip of his tongue over one fang, a slight sting following the touch. Remi held him tighter, the faintest hints of blood in the kiss making everything feel a thousand times more intense.

Strong hands slid underneath him and held him tightly, and Remi kissed and nibbled along his jaw and behind his ear. “Does blood bother you?” Remi whispered softly between gentle bites.

“Never thought about it,” Celyn gasped out when Remi sucked hard on his skin, the love bite stinging deliciously. “But I want you to bite me.”

Remi paused, lifting his head to look Celyn in the eye. “Are you sure? I don’t need to bite to enjoy sex.”

He meant it, Celyn could tell. He smiled and squeezed his thighs around Remi’s waist. “I’m sure.”

Remi dipped his head and sipped a few affectionate kisses from his lips. “If you change your mind, I’ll stop.”

“I know,” Celyn murmured, the kisses deepening. He didn’t even know Remi, but he trusted him, at least with biting.

The way Remi kissed, intently and without haste, left Celyn aching in all the right places. Remi really enjoyed it when Celyn played with his hair, growling softly in between nips and sucking love bites he left all along both sides of Celyn’s neck, and the tops of his shoulders.

Remi kissed his way down Celyn’s chest, tongue teasing his nipples with hard suction and a quick flash of pain. Celyn gasped, arching upwards, hands clutching at Remi’s shoulders. He looked down, panting, to see a tiny droplet of blood well up from his skin just above his left nipple, and Remi locked glowing red eyes with him as his clever pink tongue lapped it up.

“Mmm,” Remi moaned, briefly closing his eyes as if relishing Celyn’s taste. He opened his eyes, which glowed like a banked fire full of embers. “Sweet.”

Celyn blushed. “I am?”

Remi nodded, slowly licking the tiny puncture, and the faint sting was soon gone. “You’re meant to be savored, kedvesem.”

At the Hungarian endearment, Celyn shivered in delight. My darling. He liked that, a lot. He had a conversational grasp of the language and he’d yet to have anyone call him that—and if Remi wanted to call him darling, Celyn would let him.
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He hadn’t meant for the endearment to slip out, but the way Celyn reacted to it made Remi want to shower him in kisses and even more words of affection. His eyes lit up and his hard, hot cock strained against Remi’s side as he made his way down Celyn’s torso. He sucked the pretty cock into his mouth and put a hand on Celyn’s chest to keep him in place as he arched off the bed with a shout of shocked pleasure.

Careful with his fangs, Remi sucked on the hard cock in his mouth, watching Celyn lose his mind. He experimented with suction and pressure until he found the best combination to send Celyn into a state of whimpering pleasure, gorgeous eyes fluttering shut, soft lips parted as he gasped and moaned. The young man tasted delicious, too, his essence full of life and vigor. Sweet and soft, alluring and tempting Remi to sink his fangs in vulnerable flesh. He would never bite there without specific invitation, but the femoral artery was within inches and Celyn had already given him permission…

He popped his mouth off Celyn’s flushed cock and grinned wickedly when Celyn swore at him for stopping, hands tugging on his hair. “No coming just yet,” Remi teased, placing an open-mouthed kiss on the soft skin on the inside of Celyn’s thigh. His skin was soft and warm, his scent sinking into Remi’s senses and igniting a fiery hunger in his belly. “May I?”

Celyn’s eyes went wide with a surge of lust, and he hurriedly nodded, curls falling over his eyes, biting his lower lip. His cock jerked and precum dripped from the tip. Celyn swallowed loudly and whispered, “Will it hurt?”

“Not even a little bit, kedvesem,” Remi promised. It would not—he was old enough to control even the first slip of the fangs through flesh. Celyn would feel plenty—but none of it pain. “Only pleasure for you.”

Biting mortals was an art. He found no pleasure in tasting their fear or pain, and the stink of stress-induced sweat was off-putting. Guaranteeing them a pain-free experience meant using the same mental abilities that let a skilled vampire Charm a mortal or vulnerable supernatural. Swiftly, he unfurled his mental awareness and extended it beyond his body, gently catching Celyn and sending pleasure signals along his nerves to his brain. There would be no pain.

He proved it with the bite, fast—so Celyn would not have time to anticipate and grow tense—and efficient, hitting his target high on the inside of Celyn’s thigh, the femoral pierced with one swift strike. A soft, low moan was pulled from Celyn, heavy with arousal and stunned pleasure. His head fell back, mouth open, legs spreading wider. Remi held fast to the thigh he drank from to keep Celyn still so they could both enjoy themselves.

Rich blood full of life flowed over his tongue, and his body absorbed it hungrily, each cell drinking in the sweet blood even as he pulled lightly on the artery. Celyn shook, abdomen tightening, balls pulling up, precum dripping from the flushed head of his pretty cock. Remi slipped his free hand around the young man’s cock and stroked firmly, and Celyn came with a shout, his body shuddering. Cum spurted across his abdomen and lower chest, thick ropes of pearly white fluid that Remi wanted to taste. Remi swallowed one last mouthful of blood, and followed Celyn into his release, shuddering as he spent onto the sheets.

He carefully pulled his fangs from Celyn’s flesh and lapped at the bite, the enzymes in his saliva sealing the punctures and accelerating healing. Celyn’s heart was beating loudly, skin flushed red across stretches of smooth skin and muscles, limbs relaxed, eyes heavily hooded from pleasure and release. Remi slowly crawled up over Celyn, who watched him with dazed eyes as Remi licked up the salty spend from Celyn’s shivering belly and chest. He hummed loudly in appreciation, the cum full of the same living magical energies as Celyn’s blood. Celyn blushed hot at Remi’s obvious enjoyment, and he looked away, suddenly shy.

“None of that now,” Remi said, gently cupping Celyn’s jaw and bringing him back for a soft kiss. “You are delicious and delightful.”

“Really?” Celyn whispered, doubtful, brows pulled low over deep blue eyes.

“Enchanting and handsome, with a smile that can light up a crowded pub,” Remi swore, lying down beside Celyn and pulling him into his arms. Celyn went eagerly, curling into his chest and making happy little sighs.

Remi pressed his face to soft curls and breathed in deep, enjoying the scents of arousal, happiness, contentment. Celyn was nearly asleep when he jerked in Remi’s arms and looked up at him, wide-eyed and shocked. “I’m so sorry!”

“What for, kedvesem?”

“What about you?” Celyn looked down, then back up, biting his lip.

Remi was briefly confused, then clarity came, and he smiled, dropping a kiss to Celyn’s brow. “I came when you did. All is well.”

“You did?” Celyn blinked up at him, clearly surprised.

“Drinking from you during your release was magnificent,” Remi replied, tucking Celyn back into his arms. He snagged a blanket and dragged it over them, making sure Celyn was warm.

“Oh,” Celyn breathed out, sounding a bit dazed. He happily curled back into Remi’s chest, arms and legs clinging. Celyn was incredibly warm to the touch, Remi’s body absorbing the heat and reflecting it back, keeping them both warm. “I guess I’m staying?”

“Unless you want to leave?” Remi asked, slightly embarrassed at his presumption. He would gladly escort Celyn home or call him a cab.

“I want to stay,” Celyn quickly assured him, and Remi was delighted by the soft kiss pressed to his chest.

“Then stay, kedvesem,” Remi said. “I’ll wake you for breakfast.”


Chapter
Three



Celyn woke slowly, a bit confused initially as to where he was but utterly comfortable and unwilling to move. Remi was wrapped around him, and Celyn had his head tucked right under the vampire’s chin. His skin was soft, the muscles underneath a weird and fascinating combination of rock hard and yet with some give. Everywhere they touched skin to skin, Remi matched him in heat. He once thought the mirror effect was a myth—vampires reflected the heat of the living, turning from tombstone cold to living warmth within moments of contact. It was a comfortable feeling, soothing and relaxing.

He lay there, half asleep, and realized he couldn’t hear a heartbeat beneath his ear. It was a bit unnerving but didn’t scare him. Just different.

Fingers carded through his hair at the back of his head. “Can’t sleep?” Celyn murmured, voice rough from sleep.

Remi took a breath, the first one he heard, Celyn realized, since he woke to find himself in Remi’s arms. “We don’t sleep, not like mortals. We can shift into a trance, which is close to sleep, but our minds never fall into a REM state.”

“You’ve been holding me for hours while I sleep?” Celyn asked a bit incredulously. He’d never had a hookup with that much patience and caring. “Weren’t you bored?”

The soft carding through his curls continued. “No, not at all. I like holding you. Does that bother you?”

Celyn thought about it. It wasn’t like Remi was a human, staring at him all night as he slept. Remi’s nature was different by a wide margin if vampires could not sleep. He breathed only to speak and likely scent, and his heart didn’t beat at all. He was cold to the touch unless skin to skin with a mortal.

“It doesn’t bother me at all,” Celyn answered. “It feels nice.”

“It does feel nice, kedvesem.” Remi dropped a kiss to the top of his head.

Celyn really liked the pet name. He kissed Remi’s throat and pushed in a bit closer to the vampire, hoping they had time to have some fun before the sun rose. He wasn’t sure when that would be, but the suite was meant for vampires, judging by the grids above each window ready to drop metal sunshades to prevent guests from burning up in the sunlight, so he wasn’t going to worry about it. “What time is it?”

Remi chuckled, hands sliding down to grip his hips, rolling them both until Remi loomed over him like a lanky panther, eyes flashing as they caught the light from the window. “An hour or so before dawn. Did you have something in mind to pass the time?”

Celyn was rarely so brazen, but with Remi he felt safe to share what he wanted. “Think you can feed from me and fuck me at the same time?”

A huge grin revealed both fangs, eyes simmering to a low, red glow. “I can. Think you can handle it?”

“I’d like to try,” Celyn teased, reaching up to tug Remi down into a kiss.

Being kissed by Remi was an experience all by itself—effortless and encompassing. Every nerve in his body was focused on the kiss—firm yet soft lips, the taste of blood and something sweet, and the sensual glide of a tongue that found every nerve hardwired straight to his dick.

He moaned, cock waking up, blood stirring as arousal swept away the last vestiges of sleep from his mind. That’s when he noticed Remi freeze, an unnatural stillness that no human could ever achieve. Celyn pulled back, startled. “Remi?”

Remi tilted his head, like he was listening, and Celyn was about to ask what was wrong when Remi slid to the side, and gently put a finger to his lips, silencing him. His expression was one of caution, asking for patience, and Celyn, trusting Remi, nodded his head once and closed his mouth. Remi gave him a small, thankful smile, and sat up in bed and faced the door of the bedroom.

Celyn heard nothing, and he sat up, thinking perhaps that a vampire’s senses were stronger than his own, despite his fae blood. He wasn’t alarmed until Remi slid from the bed so fast, he was almost a blur, and then Celyn heard it. A scrape of metal on metal, out near the entrance to the suite. Was someone trying to break in? It was too late for dinner and too early for breakfast, and Remi wasn’t acting like he ordered room service and was expecting a delivery. And the private elevator was keyed, so how did whoever that was get to the entrance to the suite?

Remi held up a hand when Celyn made to get out of bed. “Stay here. Get down if things get loud.” Remi spoke in a nearly silent whisper, and Celyn’s eyes went wide, and the air caught in his lungs. Definitely not room service. Celyn nodded without hesitation, and when Remi turned back to the front of the suite, Celyn slid from the bed to the floor, crouching down. He wasn’t stupid. He had no idea what was going on, but he wasn’t going to take any chances. He wanted to live long enough to graduate college.

Remi was naked and didn’t care one bit as he stood out in the living room of the suite, eyeing the door suspiciously. There was silence, but it felt odd—a tingle of energy swept over Celyn where he huddled by the bed. Magic. There was a practitioner nearby. He exhaled a soft hiss of discomfort, and Remi spared him a quick glance in concern.

The explosion was deafening. The door hurtled inward, flying across the room, Remi dodging it with ease. Plaster and bits of the doorframe showered down, dust and smoke fogging the suite. He lost sight of Remi almost immediately.

“Remi!”

“Stay there!” The shout came out of the smoke-filled living room, and Celyn listened. He looked around for his clothes and grabbed his jeans, dragging them on while trying to stay covered by the bed.

The energy fields in the suite were going haywire. While not able to use mortal magic like practitioners, he could sense it, see it if he focused, and he could absolutely feel it if it touched him or he was about to touch something warded or enchanted. Side benefit from his heritage, but nothing useful when getting attacked. Not that he’d ever been attacked before—he ducked when a glowing yellow spell came zipping out of the smoke, impacting the wall over the headboard.

A feral snarl ripped through the suite. Figures moved in the smoke, thuds echoing in what sounded like a thrashing. Magic jumped, and the film of a shield cut through the smoke, but it soon rippled out of existence after the resounding crash of something breaking.

Remi strode out of the smoke like a dashing antihero from an action film, utterly naked, black hair tumbled about, fangs down and eyes a vivid red. He knelt next to Celyn, the hands gripping his shoulders hard as iron. “Are you alright? Kedvesem, are you hurt?”

Celyn swallowed, tore his eyes from Remi’s naked body, and shook his head. “I’m fine. Are you okay?”

“Perfectly well,” Remi said, one corner of his mouth hiked up in a wicked, yet rueful smile, eyes receding from the intense feral red to a gentle glow. “Get dressed, quickly.”

Celyn wasted no time—he shot to his feet, looking for the rest of his clothing. Remi was doing the same, much faster than Celyn could see. The vampire was a blur of white and black as he sped around the room, only coming to a dizzying halt fully dressed when he knelt to tug on his black leather boots. Celyn forced himself to stop staring and got dressed as fast as he could. “What’s going on?”

Remi stood and patted his waistband, nodding to himself before looking up at Celyn. “I’ll explain as best I can once I get you to safety.” He ducked down and came back up with Celyn’s shoes, and brought them to Celyn, holding them out. “I’m sorry you’ve been put in danger. Please hurry.”

Celyn finished dressing and tugged on his shoes, sitting on the edge of the bed. The smoke had cleared enough in the other room that he could see a person dressed all in black, half buried under the remains of the coffee table. They weren’t moving.

Celyn finished and stood, nervously eyeing the living room and the blown-open door. He heard people speaking worriedly to each other downstairs, but not clearly enough to make out any words. The elevator was coming—if he heard it, Remi heard it, too. It didn’t sound like hotel staff, and certainly not police.

“Remi…” he said, worried, and he squeaked when Remi came out of nowhere and picked him up in a princess carry with remarkable ease.

“Arms around my neck,” Remi ordered kindly, and Celyn obeyed instantly, holding on tight. He was grateful Remi didn’t need to breathe—he would be strangling a mortal man right then for certain.

Remi carried him toward the glass door that led out to the balcony. Remi kicked out with one booted foot and the glass doors opened with a smack to the exterior walls, some panes breaking. The view over this portion of the city was breathtaking, and alarming—the eastern horizon was brighter, dawn approaching. “Remi, the sky.”

“I see it,” Remi assured him, tone soothing and far more patient than Celyn could have managed. “Hold tight to me. Are you afraid of heights?”

Celyn eyed the long drop to the street below from the balcony as Remi carried him to the steel railing along the edge. “A…a bit.”

Remi hopped up on the railing effortlessly, maintaining perfect balance. Celyn yelped in fright and buried his face in Remi’s neck. “Don’t look down, kedvesem. Do you trust me?”

Celyn squeezed his eyes shut and nodded quickly, hearing people shouting behind them in the bedroom in Hungarian, ordering them to stop. “Yes.”

Remi jumped.


Chapter
Four



The sun was close. Too close. Remi felt the first stings of the morning sun creeping through the clouds, even as he glided over the busy street below. Celyn was curled up nearly in a fetal position in his arms, face pressed to his neck, holding tight enough to strangle a man.

He landed on the roof of the building across the street from the hotel, Celyn safe in his arms. He looked back over his shoulder, seeing black-clad Council enforcers standing on the balcony of his room. Thankfully it was too far for most casters to toss a spell, and he felt safe enough to turn his back on them, running in a blur for the far side of the rooftop.

“Are we alive?” Celyn asked quietly, lifting his head and peering around cautiously. His brows went up, eyes wide. “Are we on a roof?”

“Brewery across the street from the Black Dahlia,” Remi said as he stepped up onto the ledge and leaned over to check the alley below. Celyn squeaked, an adorable sound that made Remi smile. The alley was clear, and he squeezed Celyn gently, who took the cue and tucked his face into Remi’s neck right before Remi stepped off the edge of the roof.

Seconds later, he lightly hit the pavement on the balls of his feet and pressed a kiss to Celyn’s mess of curls. The alley was dark, though the streets were well lit on either end, traffic already buzzing despite the hour.

Remi gently put Celyn down, and he clung to Remi with a dazed expression. Remi enjoyed it, despite knowing he would need to say goodbye to Celyn.

“I can get you a cab home,” Remi said absently, listening intently for pursuit. So far, the enforcers were arguing about what they should do next. He was old and could hear them quite easily. They were berating each other for failing to kill him. And… “Celyn, where’s your phone?”

Celyn checked his pockets, eyes wide when his phone failed to appear. “It must be back in the hotel.”

“They have it,” Remi growled, “and they’ve the means to break into it. They’re going to know who you are any minute.”

“That’s…bad?” Celyn asked, eyes even wider, nervous. He looked so small and scared. “Remi, what’s going on?”

Remi checked the sky, and grimaced. He swept Celyn back in his arms, holding him close. “I promise to explain everything I can, but dawn is too close.”

“You can come back to my place?” Celyn offered, wrapping his arms around Remi’s neck and holding on tight.

Remi smiled at the sweet offer but shook his head. “Once they break into your phone, they’ll check there next. Safest bet is to not go home, especially if you have roommates. They came after me with the intent to kill, and no one else needs to be in the line of fire. I know a place where we’ll be safe.”

Remi wasted no more time. He ran, faster than mortals could see, a blur of light and a breeze from displaced air. Celyn held on tight, safe in his arms.
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Trusting Remi wasn’t hard. Celyn got the measure of him when he let Remi bite him during sex. Holding on as Remi ran faster than Celyn could ever imagine, he couldn’t make out the world around them beyond some sounds and blurs of colors and lights, and a slight change in the tone Remi’s footsteps made as they crossed the bridge. He had no idea where they were going and that didn’t bother him as much as it would have with someone else.

It wasn’t Remi’s vampiric charm, either, that was making him so sanguine about the situation. Just as he could sense and identify human magics, he was able to see the Charm talent Remi used when he bit, helping Celyn enjoy it. There were chemicals in vampire saliva too that were supposed to help lovers and donors enjoy being bitten, but Remi was able to skip right over the pain of the first bite and take them both to pleasure. Celyn’s gut told him to trust Remi, and he did. Dissecting the whys and hows of it further was something he could do later when it was safer.

It was cold, and growing colder. Remi ran fast enough that the breeze cut through Celyn’s clothing like shards of glass, and even the vampire’s ability to reflect heat back wasn’t doing much when the wind stole Celyn’s heat from him faster than Remi could absorb it. He shivered, trying not to let Remi know how cold he was—he didn’t want Remi to feel bad.

Of course, Remi felt him shiver—the vampire slowed to a light jog, heading for deep shadows under a huge pine tree that stood back a few yards from a well-lit path in a park of some kind. Remi gently set him on his feet.

“Sorry, I forget sometimes that people can get cold.” Remi shrugged off his leather jacket, and before Celyn could voice a denial, had him bundled up in it. Heavy and yet silky, the jacket helped cut off the worst of the chill and Celyn blushed when Remi caught him sniffing the collar. It smelled like Remi.

“Where are we?” Celyn asked, having not seen much during their escape. What he had seen of the passing world as Remi ran was the Danube, and the Chain Bridge over the river as they headed west and then slightly to the north. Everything else had been a blur of light and sound.

“Castle Hill, in the park. There’s a safehouse nearby.” Remi pointed off into the darkness, out of reach of the lights around a gazebo in the manicured space. From the height they were at, Celyn was able to make out Buda Castle to the immediate south, and to the north, the Hungarian Parliament building on the Pest side of the river. Remi held out a hand. “We can walk the rest of the way. It’s not far.”

Celyn took Remi’s hand and followed him into the dark under the trees.
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Celyn’s trust was headier than the taste of his blood. Hand hot in Remi’s cold one, Celyn held on to him like he never wanted to let go. Remi was finding himself reluctant beyond all his experience to let this mortal go.

He had a mission to complete, and the High Council of Sorcery to dodge to fulfill it. Finding a way out of Europe and to Boston alone was easy—finding a way to keep Celyn safe while dodging council enforcers was more important.

His lady mother might disagree, but Philippa could hang.

The old safe house was located in the Labyrinth of the old castle to the south of Castle Hill, a place that once held Vlad Țepeș, whom the mundane world called Count Dracula. The secret entrance was located in a small stone building no bigger than a shack at the rear of the park, hidden under a wall of trees and brush that merely looked like a maintenance building to anyone curious enough to investigate. Remi dipped under encroaching vines and low-hanging boughs and led Celyn into the trees just off the path.
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The secondary entrance to the tiny stone building underground was ragged due to long-lost stones from the arch and the lashing of passing weather, and Celyn instinctively ducked as he followed Remi inside. His heightened senses were useless in pitch black, and he hoped Remi could see enough to keep them from falling into any potential abyss that might be hiding in the dark with them.

Instead of them stepping into a small room, Remi paused and Celyn sensed a door just ahead, and heard the chirping of sleepy birds and the stillness of stagnant air. At least he thought the chirping was birds—there was a dim hint of green light and then the switch of air pressure as Remi opened an unseen door.

“Come this way,” Remi whispered, gently squeezing Celyn’s hand. The dim green light was from a keyless touchpad that unlocked the door, and it was the only light in the darkness until Remi shut the door behind them, the lock engaging once it was closed.

The passage angled down, soft dirt under their shoes. It was a bit cold, though it grew warmer as they went deeper. The air beyond the door was calm, but felt lighter. Circulated.

“Where are we going?” Celyn whispered. They were walking at an angle that with the hill being shaped as it was would take them deep under the buildings below.

“There was an ancient castle that once stood to the south of the Hill, that held Vlad Țepeș during his imprisonment. There is nothing left of it but a series of catacombs and dungeons called the Labyrinth. The safe house is in a small offshoot of tunnels that haven’t been discovered by the humans and is used by my sire and her people.”

“Wow,” Celyn breathed out, thinking he should be creeped out more but he felt safe with Remi. He wished he could see more.

Celyn kept close to Remi and the vampire led him safely down into the darkness, coming to what Celyn suspected was another door. No touch pads this time, just the creak of a knob turning and the gray slit of the dimmest light greeting them as Remi ushered him in and shut the door behind him. A flick of a lock, and then Remi hit the lights.

“Shit,” Celyn squinted, eyes watering.

“Fuck, I’m so sorry,” Remi muttered, gently rubbing at Celyn’s eyes with his thumbs. “I keep messing up.”

“I’m mortal, not dying at this moment,” Celyn said with a wry smile. “I’m not counting slights.”

“You might not be,” Remi grumbled, making Celyn snort out a laugh.

“Where are we?” Celyn asked as he blinked, taking in the room.

“In the secure area of the Labyrinth. No one can get in here and no one knows about it. We should be safe here until we decide what to do.” Remi gestured to the side where the space opened up. Lights flickered to life and showed a wide, low-ceilinged room that was lined with shelves and chests, and the hum of electronics at the far end of the room where a set of steps went down to a sunken computer station. “I’ve got minimal food, dry emergency rations, but plenty of water and medical supplies.”

“No need for vampires to eat regular food. Understandable.” Celyn looked around the safehouse, trying to take it all in. It was a combination of action movie set piece and the better version of any sexy daydream he might have had about being rescued and swept away to a hero’s sexy lair.

He wasn’t going to mention it to Remi, but he’d had plenty of daydreams wishing for someone to sweep him off his feet. Remi had done it a few times already. And then some.

Celyn found a chair tucked along a shelving unit and sat, trying not to get in the way as Remi flitted about the space, almost too tall for the room. He looked extra sexy in his dark t-shirt and jeans, and Celyn tugged the edges of the leather jacket closer around him. Remi turned on what looked to be a security system, monitors and camera views and a few keypads, and he pulled a laptop from a black padded crate and flipped back the screen before powering it on.

The room was slightly chilly, but Remi solved that by searching through a stack of crates and tugging free a battery powered space heater, which he set proudly in the center of the room and turned on. Celyn smiled his thanks, and he blushed when Remi sent him a lightning swift wink.

It warmed up relatively quickly, and Celyn relaxed, curling up in the chair. He enjoyed watching Remi as he moved around the room. Fluid and graceful, sexy and yet efficient. Not at all human, which Celyn knew verified Remi’s supposed age. The older the vamp, the less human they were in their mannerisms and behaviors. Though Remi was a bit odd there too—he didn’t stand out in any means that an older vampire usually would—he had the economy of motion down, but none of the eccentric behaviors seen in the very old sentient undead.

“What’s going on, Remi?”

The question escaped before he even realized he was thinking about asking it. He remained resolute when Remi stopped fussing with things and slowly turned to look at him with a sheepish expression on his handsome face.

“Long or short version?” Remi finally asked, grabbing a crate and dragging it into place so he could sit on it not far from Celyn.

“I’ll take an honest version. Long or short, we’re here until sunset.” Celyn checked a nearby monitor—“Since sunrise was two minutes ago, we’ve got plenty of time.”

Remi snorted out a low chuckle. “So we do.”

Remi reached out and took one of Celyn’s hands in his, cold fingers gentle and soothing. “I am sorry for putting you in danger. My current job is one of importance, but the active risk was meant to be low. Nothing like this should have happened. I would never have taken you back to my place if I thought you were in danger being with me.”

“I know.” Celyn surprised himself and Remi with that statement, but it was true. He believed Remi. “I’m not mad at you. Though I am worried. They meant to kill you outright. I’m not sure they were after me, but they didn’t worry about collateral damage at all.”

“You could see the magic they used.”

Celyn nodded. “I could. Can’t use mortal magic worth a damn, but I can see it just fine, and sense it nearby.”

“I can sense it if it’s right on top of me, but you’ve got better range than I do. That’ll come in handy.”

Celyn internally cheered and squeezed Remi’s hand. “Tell me what’s going on.”

Remi stared up at him, gaze searching, contemplative. Celyn sensed Remi was wondering if he was trustworthy, and he hoped that Remi came to a favorable conclusion.

Remi nodded as if to himself and began talking. “I’m a messenger, a courier. I carry high-value items or messages that can’t be sent safely through normal commercial means or done safely electronically.”

“Government secrets?” Celyn asked.

Remi grimaced. “Nothing related to human governments, at least not directly. Usually what information I carry is vampire business.”

Celyn nodded, accepting that. “Why did the High Council of Sorcery try to murder us?”

Remi said nothing for a long moment, then stood, letting go of Celyn to put both hands in his waistband. Celyn blinked in surprise when Remi opened two pockets he never noticed before, pulling out a small zip drive and a weird, black metal object.

It glowed to his senses with a red hue, and felt heavy, slumberous. It was dangerous though—that he felt quite clearly. A prowling menace at the edge of his awareness.

“What the hell is that?” he breathed out, leaning back in the chair and keeping his hands curled up in his lap. He did not want to touch that item, whatever it was. “That thing feels old. Very old.” Celyn said quietly, staring warily at the object.

“It is indeed very old. It unlocks a wealth of power that the High Council wants. They’ve coveted the power for centuries, but this is the first time in several hundred years that it’s been outside of my sire’s reach.”

Remi held it out but Celyn shook his head and scooted back a bit. “No thanks. It feels…alive, almost.”

Remi flipped it over in his hand, thumb sliding over the old metal. “Old vampiric magics, a generation away from the First Vampires. It would shift the balance of power irreparably if the Council were to gain control of it.”

“The High Council of Sorcery is run by fascists and authoritarians. That would be horrifically bad.” Celyn kept his thoughts away from the mention of the First Vampires. They were pure legend at this point, and scarce ones at that—no one had any facts about them beyond that they must have existed at some point.

A crooked smile lit up Remi’s face. “Yes, it would indeed be horrifically bad.”

“I don’t need to know what it does. None of my business.” Celyn assured Remi, hands up and palms out. “As long as its magic doesn’t creep out looking for a victim while I’m helplessly asleep.”

“I’ll keep you safe,” Remi promised with his devastatingly perfect crooked smile. He set the metal talisman on the crate next to him and held up the small zip drive. “Information I need to get to Boston. Also horrifically bad if the High Council gets a hold of it.”

“Then that can’t happen,” Celyn murmured. “Can I help you?”

Remi stared up at him in surprise, brushing back a thick lock of black hair from his eyes. “Celyn, kedvesem. I’d rather get you somewhere safe, and draw the danger away from you.”

“If you leave me somewhere safe and then hightail it for Boston, does that mean you’re certain the Council will leave me alone and just chase after you?”

Remi thought about it but shook his head after a moment, grimacing. “No, dammit. They’d probably arrest you, torture you for information, and then try to coerce me into giving up the package in exchange for your life.”

Celyn had thought so—the High Council had a reputation for arresting people and their whole families, regardless of involvement or legalities. Even murdering whole families in an attempt to kidnap gifted children. He’d heard a rumor about a famous practitioner family almost being wiped out in Spain, all because the youngest member had some rare magic the Council wanted. Thankfully, the child escaped with his parents and they were in hiding somewhere. He hoped. The High Council was nothing but bullies and killers hiding behind a veneer of lawfulness. “Then we stick together and both of us go to Boston. Will we be safe there?”

Remi held his gaze for an intense moment before slowly nodding. “My sire’s cousin, Constantine, is City Master in Boston. There is no safer place.”

Celyn smiled, a bit wan. “I’ve always wanted to go to the US. This should be fun.” He paused. “I don’t have my passport, though. That’s back in my dorm room.”

Remi chuckled. “You won’t need it.”

Celyn squinted at Remi in suspicion, but the vampire just smiled at him, innocent.


Chapter
Five



There was a tiny microwave tucked into the packed shelves next to what was likely meant to be a kitchenette, and Celyn waited patiently as it ticked down on a mug of water. Remi was chatting not far away on a video call with the same woman he met at the pub the night before.

Celyn appreciated that Remi wasn’t trying to hide him. The incredulity on the woman’s face was hard to forget.

“You kidnapped your one-night stand?” she blurted out when the image stream steadied on the call.

Celyn suspected if vampires could blush, Remi would have right then. Celyn had leaned over and said, “I demanded he kidnap me and refused to be left behind. Hello, I’m Celyn.”

Celeste was her name, and she was Remi’s mother’s girlfriend? He was unsure of the exact nature of the relationship, especially since Celyn was certain that Remi wasn’t speaking of blood bonds in the same way mortals would be.

His mug finished and he carefully pulled it out, then poured in the crumbled instant soup mix and stirred it as he unabashedly eavesdropped on Remi’s call.

“Police have cleared the hotel suite. The dead enforcer was a badged magistrate with the High Council. The police are demanding answers and the High Council is merely stating you’re a suspected kidnapper and they’re attempting to rescue Celyn.”

Celyn glared in the direction of the screen. “Such poorly thought-out bullshit.”

Celeste blinked at him in surprise then spoke to Remi. “I thought you said he was shy and sweet.”

“Apparently fascists piss him off,” Remi answered for him with a smile over his shoulder. “Understandably.”

Celyn held a thumb up and kept sipping from the mug. He was starving. He’d eaten nothing last night except some chips at the pub, fed Remi in the sexiest way possible, then got carried across Budapest while they were pursued by fascists.

“Too bad they don’t piss off more people, then we wouldn’t be having these problems,” Celeste said with a sigh. “Remi, your cover is blown and the Council is sending everyone after you. The rumors must be true—they’ve got a blood mage on the Council and they can track the talisman.”

“And what does Mother think?”

“Remigius, do stop calling me that,” a sultry, lightly accented European voice said from off camera. Celeste smiled and moved over, and a beautiful and nearly incandescent woman filled the screen. “I’m certainly not your mother.”

“Habit, I suppose,” Remi replied with a heavily sarcastic tone, though nothing near malicious. “Lady Philippa of Aquincum, may I present Celyn…”

“Walsh,” Celyn said, sitting up straight.

“Celyn Walsh,” Remi picked up, and he gestured for Celyn to approach the screen and camera. He got up and hoped he didn’t have soup on his face, leaning into Remi’s side as he finished introductions. “Celyn, this is Lady Phillipa, my sire.”

“Hello,” Celyn said with a tiny, awkward wave. If she was Remi’s sire, she was even older than Remi—perhaps by a wide margin. His mind balked at trying to wrangle such long lifespans, and half his family was older than most countries.

She was short, curvy, and blonde, skin vampire pale, but with the golden undertones of someone who was blessed with darker skin in her mortal life, and her eyes were so dark as to be nearly black. Her fangs were down, and he was surprised by how large they were, even though they fit neatly within her mouth and didn’t seem to impede her ability to speak. Most vampires kept them hidden away unless roused by lust or strong desires. Her mouth was lush and probably inspired a million lines of poetry throughout history.

She was old.

And didn’t look a day over twenty. Damn vampires.

“My childe, he is lovely,” Lady Philippa smiled wide. She said child with emphasis, the old childe, a favorite term for vampires in ages past. He saw, too, why they fell back on familial terms when addressing each other. Old habits never died when one was immortal.

“Thanks?” Celyn replied, still hungry. He went back to sipping his soup, Remi chuckling silently in the chair beside him. He did his best not to slurp.

She turned her attention to her girlfriend. “My love, see if we have any exit strategies in place near Remigius and his pet, will you? I’ll keep them entertained.”

“Of course, my lady,” Celeste answered, pressing a kiss to the back of Lady Philippa’s hand and assisting her into her seat as she got up. “I’ll be right back.”

“Thank you, dear,” Lady Philippa murmured with a charming smile. Celeste disappeared from the screen and all emotion dropped from Lady Philippa’s face. “Remigius, my childe, what on earth are you doing? Involving a mortal in our affairs.”

“Hi, mortal involved in your affairs standing right here,” Celyn waved. He rolled his eyes at her scandalized expression and leaned down, kissing a grinning Remi a few times as his mom—sire—gasped from the screen. “I’m gonna finish eating and crawl into bed. Are you hungry?”

“I’m fine, thank you, kedvesem,” Remi murmured, deviltry in his dark eyes. “I’ll join you shortly after dear ole mom finishes yelling at me.”

“I am not your mother, Remigius!” she railed from the screen, her voice tinny.

“Stop acting like it, and perhaps I won’t call you that.”

Celyn hightailed it for the low-slung cot at the other end of the safe room and the safety it promised. He did learn something, though—vampires fought like cats.
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Remi turned off the monitor and leaned back in the chair, enjoying the quiet. His sire was difficult at the best of times and downright trying on her worst. She was particular about how she wanted things to happen, and Remi’s choices since accepting the assignment weren’t to her liking. Remi was useful to her though—his gift was one she found useful and his bloodline too valuable to waste, so she reined in her worst aristocratic impulses. She was once a Roman noblewoman—in fact her old villa was now part of the Aquincum ruins—and while she had been progressive for her day and age, she was a bit conservative for modern times, and she held to old beliefs that humans were only meant to be food, blood servants, or potential fledglings.

It was that old holdover attitude of hers that put her at odds with the rest of their extended family. Remi was quite solidly on the side of progress, as was Constantine, and Celeste was steadily wearing down Lady Philippa’s sharper edges, but it would take time. The only thing that got his sire more aggravated than Remi was the High Council—she refused to bow to anyone, and the High Council had been trying to bring her to heel for centuries.

It was still daylight and while he was no longer young and held hostage by sunlight lethargy that forced their kind to sleep during the day, he still felt the weight of the sun’s passage overhead. And even when he slept, it was nothing like what he experienced as a mortal. The days of true sleep were gone.

Celyn breathed softly from the cot at the far end of the safe room. Remi had never used it, never needing to sleep, and he hoped it was comfortable.

“Does your mom not like mortals?” Celyn asked, soft and hesitant despite his earlier sass.

“My sire sees mundanes as little more than annoyances, and sustenance. She has no patience for those with no power.” Remi stood and walked slowly down the length of the room, ducking around supplies hanging from the rafters. “She has held on to too many ideals from her human days. She was once a Roman noblewoman from a very rich, and powerful political family. She hasn’t changed all that much since she was Turned.”

“Aren’t you contemporaries?” Celyn asked, pulling back the blanket in clear invitation. Remi sat on the edge of the bed and took off his boots, eyeing the near-naked man waiting for him.

“Of a sort,” Remi replied absently. “She is my elder by some two hundred years.”

“Hhmmm,” Celyn hummed, scooting back enough for Remi to slip under the covers and pull the blanket over them. “She knows I’m not totally human?”

“None of her business, though I’m sure Celeste will find out everything about you soon enough. Money leaves few secrets. Philippa sees you as an inconvenience though, regardless of your bloodlines.”

Celyn smiled and snuggled into his arms. “I’ve got no secrets.”

The young man slipped into sleep quickly, relaxed and at peace in Remi’s arms.

Every word felt like the truth, and Remi smiled, pressing a kiss to Celyn’s curly head. He had a feeling that they held different versions of what constituted a secret, but he agreed with Celyn. The mortal was as honest as the sun was deadly.

The truth was in his blood. Remi should be a bit hungry since he didn’t feed to satiation the evening before, but he was still fully sated. And the way his emotions felt fuller, stronger, more energized since the evening before—those were clues to the truth as well.

Vampires weren’t quite like human mythos described them—the weaknesses were usually on par to some degree, as were the strengths, but the myth about instant love forging mate bonds was a fallacy. For vampires, at least—werewolves were another matter entirely, and the fae were a mystery in their mating rituals.

For vampires, mating with the intent to soulbond was a patient thing, and required time. Which they had plenty of, luckily.

Vampires mated where true love bloomed. Requited, honest, true love, unencumbered by fear or miscommunication.

Remi never expected it to happen to him, and technically, it hadn’t—but the potential was there, in his arms, the thinnest of golden soulbond threads shining in the darkness between sentient beings, reaching out for Celyn. It was nothing but a vague promise of what could be—and he was surprised by how much he wanted it to become more than a promise.
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Celyn woke nestled in Remi’s arms, the vampire watching him with dark eyes, soft and luminous. A smile erupted without conscious thought and Remi leaned in just enough to press a chaste kiss to his lips.

“Good evening.”

Celyn stretched, loving the way he rubbed up against Remi, the vampire’s hands inquisitive and arousing. He was almost naked but for his boxer briefs, and Remi was just as bare. Silken skin and smooth, lean lines drew his gaze and held it. Remi was sleek, like a panther or a housecat, enticing and encouraging touch despite the dangers. He slipped his fingers into silky black hair and tugged Remi back, kissing him slow and deep.

“You tempt me, kedvesem,” Remi whispered over his lips, fangs descended. “A morsel to savor and explore.”

“Savor me, please,” Celyn begged, rolling to his back and holding out his arms. Remi slid over him and pressed him down on the narrow cot. He tilted his head, exposing his neck, and Remi growled low and rough, sending quivers of need through Celyn’s belly. He wanted to be bitten and fucked.

“Delicious,” Remi whispered like a prayer over the tender flesh of his neck, eyes glowing softly, hints of rubies in the shadows. Cautious talons skimmed down his sides and his underwear fell away, and Celyn’s thighs were firmly pulled apart. Remi licked slowly and far too lightly over the length of Celyn’s aching cock, and lapped at the clear fluid beading at the crown.

Rubies became embers, reflected in his eyes as Remi’s arousal grew, fangs white and sharp, shoulder and chest muscles like chiseled marble. Celyn didn’t want to miss a chance to get Remi inside of him. “Fuck me, please, Remi, please,” he begged.

Remi grinned wide and lowered his head, pink tongue coming out and licking slowly along his crack, pressing flat on his hole before slipping up to his balls and licking each one. Celyn sucked in a breath, eyes wide and startled, as Remi did it again, going even slower.

Remi’s tongue was cold and shocking, and it slowly warmed the longer Remi ate him out. Celyn moaned, loud and long, as Remi slipped the slick tip of his tongue into his hole and took a deep taste of him. His moans matched the aroused growls from the vampire tongue-fucking his hole and he lost his mind when Remi gripped the base of his cock hard enough to keep him from coming.

“You better fuck me,” Celyn growled, spine arching as Remi teased the rim of his hole with the agile tip of his tongue.

“Mm, I’d love to,” Remi murmured between licks. “Hold that thought,” Remi said, and in the space of a blink, was gone and back just as fast, the abrupt breeze of his blurring the only proof he moved. That and the small bottle of lube he held up for Celyn to see, grinning. Celyn nodded eagerly in approval and gestured for Remi to crawl up between his legs.

Remi obeyed and leaned over him on one arm, the other working lube onto his straining cock. Remi wiped the excess lube on Celyn’s cock, stroking him a few times as he whined in needy impatience. “Now!”

Chuckling, Remi grabbed his thighs and pushed his knees back, holding him open. Remi speared his cock into Celyn’s body with one long, unforgiving thrust, and Celyn reveled in the burn and stretch.

“Fucking hot inside, kedvesem,” Remi growled, fangs fully extended. “Tight and hot.”

Eyes rolling back from the sensation of being stuffed full, Celyn moaned, body limp and at Remi’s mercy. He was fucked hard, deep, and slow, the glide on that huge cock filling him so thoroughly he couldn’t do anything but weakly cling to Remi’s shoulders and gasp with each deep-seated thrust.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Celyn gasped out desperately, clawing now at Remi’s shoulders. Remi changed his angle and each thrust arrowed in on the bundle of nerves inside and Celyn was losing it. “Soon,” he gasped. “Bite me.”

Remi bit him high on the side of his neck, right below his ear, and Celyn came with a shout, spurting cum between their bodies. Remi thrust deep even as he drank from Celyn, the pull as arousing as the urgent thrusting inside his body.

He rode the high of his release, growing limp in Remi’s embrace, the vampire gently easing his fangs from his flesh and lapping at the bite, sealing it. Remi thrust twice more, then pushed in deep and came with a low, rumbling growl that sounded feral and satisfied.


Chapter
Six



Sunset was an hour away when his phone chimed with a message. Remi carefully slid out from under his sleeping lover and padded naked across the safe room, ducking around gear suspended from the metal rafters that held up the ancient stone and dirt floor overhead.

His phone chimed again, and he woke the screen, seeing several texts from Celeste in quick succession.

Lady Philippa has arranged an emergency pickup from her cousin Constans. You must reach these coordinates before dawn tonight to make the rendezvous. Chatter here in the city has the High Council moving against the necromancer and the bloodclan in Boston, and they’ve ramped up their efforts to locate you and the talisman. A dozen magistrates and enforcers are searching the city in your general location. Be careful.

Constans, the Boston cousin, was Constantine Batiste, the City Master of the Boston Bloodclan, and he shared his sire Rageshi, an extremely powerful and ancient vampire, with Lady Philippa. In vampire terms they would be more siblings than cousins, but Lady Philippa and Master Batiste didn’t get along and maintained the barest of connections even though they were both firmly allied against the High Council of Sorcery. Master Batiste was deeply progressive for a vampire of his age, and Lady Philippa held to her human beliefs despite being a vampire in a modern world for far longer than she had been mortal. Only their sire and their mutual animosity toward the Council kept them on the same side.

Remi sent back a quick acknowledgement so Celeste would know he got her texts, and then entered the coordinates for the rendezvous into the computer, pulling up a map grid on the main monitors.

The rendezvous was a few kilometres away, in the ancient ruins of Aquincum, north of the city. Last time he was in the company of the Boston City Master was back in the 1970s in London, and he hadn’t spoken to him much since, passing along intel and messages and the occasional object in the briefest of meetings. If it weren’t for the threat to Celyn, he’d look forward to seeing Constans again. Constans was a powerful vampire and had a special gift that came from his primeval lineage, and his gift would come in handy right about then. It was that shared lineage that gave Remi his own gift.

“What’s going on?” Celyn murmured sleepily from the pile of blankets on the cot.

“Coordinates for an emergency evac tonight.”

Remi sent the map and route to his phone before shutting everything down. He grabbed his phone and returned to the bed, standing over Celyn and looking his fill. He smiled at the decadent sight of Celyn, all mussed hair, flushed cheeks and sparkling dark blue eyes. He was beautiful.

Celyn slipped from the bed, trailing a blanket, and immediately stepped into his arms, wrapping the blanket, warm from his body, around them both. Beautiful and sweet. “Where are we going?”

Naked and soft, warm and enticing. Remi closed his eyes and breathed him in, cementing the moment forever in his memory. “A few kilometres north in some of the ruins of Aquincum. We’re meeting a…relative of mine there. My sire’s cousin, Constantine Batiste.”

“Another vampire relative? Do you like this one?” Celyn asked, rubbing his cheek along Remi’s chest, eyes closed and sleepy. Remi was practically holding him up.

“I do like this one. We haven’t interacted much beyond me ferrying intel back and forth between him and my sire, but he’s a solid fellow.”

“That’s good.” Celyn cracked a huge yawn, as adorable as a sleepy kitten, and Remi felt the first crack in his heart. Celyn slipped within and the first glimmer of golden threads hovered in the darkness of his ancient heart.

He was in trouble.
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The bathroom at the safehouse was a tiny closet in the basement set back in a corner, with a brand-new toilet that looked like it never saw use, and a small sink. No shower, but there were clean cloths for washing and body wipes meant for backpackers and camping enthusiasts. He cleaned up as best he could, thought to his own nose he smelled like sex and blood, and Remi. It pleased him on a visceral level, and when he passed Remi in the tight quarters of the safe room, the vampire’s eyes had a hint of red.

Remi liked it, too.

The vampire held out a bundle of dark clothing. “Here. Shirt, jacket, pants. I put a couple pairs of boots by the cot. Find what fits and change.”

Since he’d been wearing the same things for the last two days, he was more than willing to change. He peeled off his dirty clothing and pulled on the new gear—it was solid black, and made from thick, tightly woven materials that insulated his core and protected his joints. He had a feeling it was high-tech vampire tactical clothing. Or maybe that was his imagination, but Remi was wearing the same kind of clothing, and he looked sexy as hell in it. Especially when he opened a small black crate and began attaching weapons to his belt and to Velcro patches on his thighs.

Celyn forced himself to stop drooling and went back to getting dressed, finding a decent fit with one pair of boots and tugging them on. He tried to tie them like Remi but gave up and went for as secure as he could manage. He didn’t want to crack an ankle while running from the highest magical authority in the world.

“I’m gonna miss my final if this doesn’t end soon.” Celyn sat back, rubbing at the back of his neck.

“I’m so sorry,” Remi said softly, regret lacing every word. “Is there a way you can do it remotely?”

“Maybe,” Celyn worried. He doubted it. “Once we get to Boston I need to call a bunch of people, including my parents. They’ve got to be worried sick.”

“I can contact some acquaintances, have someone check on them from a distance. I’m afraid any direct contact with them before we get to Boston might put them in danger.”

“Ok,” Celyn replied with a long sigh.

“I am sorry, kedvesem,” Remi said, kneeling at his feet where he sat on the edge of the cot. “I would never have approached you if I thought this would have happened.”

“Do you regret…me?” He was afraid to ask.

Remi shook his head. “No. Not at all. I merely regret interrupting your life and putting you in danger. I don’t regret anything we’ve done together.”

He smiled, and Remi leaned forward, meeting Celyn halfway for a kiss. Closing his eyes, he sank into the kiss, needing to remember everything about it. Blood, copper, sex. Remi kissed him like he had all the time in the world, and Celyn loved it.

Remi stood slowly, and Celyn stood as well, their lips hardly parting. Celyn arched back over a strong arm, solid as stone. Remi held him off the ground, devouring his lips, a hint of fang teasing him. Celyn deliberately slid his tongue along the front of Remi’s fangs, nicking the tip.

Remi growled, lifting Celyn higher in his arms. The slow blooming of the taste of blood between them was heady, and the way Remi kissed him as if he were yearning to devour Celyn left him hard and aching.

“You tempt me, kedvesem.” Remi whispered when he withdrew for Celyn to gasp desperately for air. “We must go, otherwise I would bend you over this cot and devour every inch of your delectable body.”

He wanted that so much. But Remi was right—they needed to go. “Dammit. You’re right.”

Remi nodded, resigned, and pressed a soft, sweet kiss to his lips before gently setting him on his feet. Remi hugged him, tight and yet with aching tenderness. “Please be careful,” Celyn whispered. Remi’s eyes were dark, luminous in the low lighting of the safe room.

“I was about to say that to you,” Remi replied with a soft chuckle, his expression one of longing and a hint of worry.

“We’ll be okay.”

He hoped that was true.
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Remi carried Celyn on his back, covered in a thick thermal jacket with gloves, a scarf, and a wool beanie to keep him warm. Pausing only long enough to check his phone and the map within, and to make sure Celyn was warm enough, they managed the distance of a few kilometers in minutes.

Remi stopped half a kilometer from the coordinates Celeste gave him. The shadows beneath the ruins of an ancient aqueduct were deep and perfect cover. He set Celyn down and gestured for him to stay silent. Celyn nodded, and looked around curiously.

Aquincum was a ruin, the ancient city reduced to an open-air museum of collapsed buildings, random bits of stone roads, and a few pieces of once mighty infrastructure like the aqueduct.

It was once his home, when he was a mortal. It was too easy and too painful to overlay the moon and the shadowed ruins with a memory of the sun high overhead and warmth on his face, insects humming, people calling to each other. A cool, late summer night overlaid by a warm spring day, and memories full of heartache and troubles.

“Remi?” The tiny whisper traveled no farther than his ears, Celyn standing beside him, one hand on his arm, eyes full of concern.

He tried to smile to reassure Celyn but it likely failed. Celyn slipped into his arms like he was born to be there and held him. No idea what was wrong, but willing to comfort regardless.

Remi tossed aside the melancholy and focused his senses on the surrounding area. He frowned, stifling a curse. He leaned down and whispered in Celyn’s ear. “Three practitioners are nearby. I can hear their heartbeats. One at least is a sorcerer.”

Celyn nodded against his chest.

The sorcerer was a worry. They were the highest ranked of the various power levels within practitioner society—it had nothing to do with political power and everything to do with the punch they packed magically.

“Enforcers?” Celyn whispered, so low as to be near voiceless.

Remi hummed quietly in affirmation. Celyn stayed in his arms, trusting Remi to keep him safe.

It was earth-moving, the amount of trust Celyn had in him.

Celyn stiffened, and a moment later Remi could smell a hint of magic in the air, coming closer. “They’re searching for us.” He whispered that directly in Celyn’s ear. Celyn nodded, trembling a bit, but he stayed still and quiet. “If I tell you to run, do it. Head north,” Remi pointed, and a dark shadow of another structure loomed in the distance. “That’s the old amphitheater. It has plenty of places to hide. It’s where Constantine should be waiting for us. Go there.”

Celyn nodded quickly, heart rate increased.

Remi was tempted to grab Celyn and run to the amphitheater, but he suspected there were magical traps laid out waiting for him to do just that very thing. He had no intention of getting caught in a High Council trap.

His suspicion proved right when in the distance a soft red glow fanned out over the ground, briefly illuminating bushes and small trees, the knee-high grasses in the small fields between dig sites. A net of orange and red sank into the ground, disappearing after a short moment.

It was a motion trap. Anything bigger than a dog and it would be held fast in a net of magical energy, alerting the caster. One foot to the ground under the spell and they’d be caught and held fast.

Remi leaned down again. “Can you see the spell still?” He made sure to speak as low as possible.

“I can,” Celyn said after a moment. “It’s all over the ground, starting about ten feet from where we stand. I don’t think it’s that big though, just covering the area in a radius of thirty feet or so. It stops just before the small white shack,” Celyn pointed carefully at what must be a dig site storage shack about twenty yards away. “There’s nothing past that point that I can sense or see.”

“Is there anything on the ruins themselves or just the ground around them?”

Celyn squinted, taking a thorough, long look before shaking his head. “Nope. Just the ground. Nothing on the buildings or the stone ruins.”

“Good.” Remi listened, and pinpointed a heartbeat that had to be the caster nearest to them. Thankfully they were off to the far left, out of the direct line they needed to travel to reach the amphitheater.

“What are we going to do?” Celyn asked.

“I’m going to sneak us past them. Hopefully Constantine is already here and is waiting for us to reach him.”

“Did he bring a helicopter or a plane?” Celyn asked, confused.

Remi smiled and shook his head. “You’ll see once we reach him. Do you trust me?”

Celyn nodded. “Yes.”

Remi couldn’t stop his smile. “Good. Let’s go.”
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Celyn had no idea what Remi meant, and he held back the surprised yelp when Remi swept him up in a bridal carry. Remi backed up a step, tilted his head back, eyeing the aqueduct above them. He squatted low and then jumped, fast and smooth, landing on top of the aqueduct surface thirty feet from where they had been standing on the ground below.

He held on tight to Remi and tried not to scream. He trusted Remi not to drop him but they were quite high off the ground and his heart was about to burst from his chest in fear. Trying to steady his breathing, Celyn closed his eyes and breathed in slowly through his nose. Remi kissed his temple and that did more than anything to help calm him down.

“Open your eyes,” Remi whispered. “Just look at me.”

Celyn did and stared at Remi’s handsome face. The cold breeze lifted black strands off his forehead and the moonlight lit off his cheekbones like some romantic hero in a movie. He was totally gone on Remi.

The vampire carried him to the edge of the ancient aqueduct and Celyn refused to look down, instead enjoying the vista of Remi against the distant mountains and the stars above in the inky black sky.

“Don’t scream,” Remi whispered, and Celyn nodded, expecting Remi to jump like they had the night before.

The world twisted and Celyn felt like he was being spun on a carousel at incredible speeds, but they weren’t moving. He bit back a groan as his stomach protested, and he plunked his head down on Remi’s shoulder and continued to breathe, slow and steady.

The breeze was gone and the air was colder, and what light there had been was now shadows. He squinted, and realized they were on the roof of a landscaper’s shed at the edge of the lines of the magical trap cast on the earth. The tall aqueduct’s shadow covered the shed, leaving it in darkness so thick it was hard for him to see at first.

He opened his mouth to ask, but Remi shook his head in an abrupt motion and Celyn shut his mouth, realizing they might be overheard. To his senses, the practitioners’ magic glowed in a baleful light that grew stronger the more intently he searched it out. Thinking Remi needed a new place to jump to, Celyn looked ahead toward the amphitheater and pointed at another ruin, this one a crumbled square foundation with two walls still intact and a partial roof of stone arches. It was the same distance as the shed from the aqueduct, and he saw no magic.

Remi nodded, and before Celyn could close his eyes, the world spun again. Yet this time Celyn kept them open and saw that Remi did not jump—the world moved instead of them.

Heart seizing in astonishment, Celyn tried to process what happened. They hadn’t jumped. Remi held him safely in his arms and they went from the roof of the shed to the roof of the ancient stone building in the space of a single second.

Remi crouched and set Celyn down so he sat on the base of a stone arch, and had him freeze in caution with a warning glance as Remi peered over the side and looked down. Celyn shook off his shock and did the same, looking for magic and spells. He saw nothing in their immediate area, but there was magic being used off to their left and back from whence they came. They were about fifteen feet off the ground, and he was afraid their weight might collapse the ancient ruin.

The vampire held inhumanly still, and stayed crouched on the edge, only his eyes moving as he searched for danger. Celyn didn’t relax until he saw Remi’s shoulders ease from their taut line, the vampire now moving his head about as he scented and listened. Celyn heard nothing, but he figured a vampire over a thousand years old might have better senses.

Remi slinked back from the edge and returned to him, and Celyn was scooped back up in his arms and before he knew it, the world spun yet again and they were somewhere else entirely.

Remi set him on his feet in the grass, a finger to his lips. Celyn nodded that he understood and stayed silent, watching as Remi scouted out around them. Remi was fast, and was nothing but a blur as he went from one side of the small clearing, then blurring to another, returning to Celyn’s side a mere moment later.

Remi leaned down to speak softly in his ear. “No one is nearby, but keep an eye out for spells. I think we passed the Council enforcers, but they are heading in that direction, too. It’s the largest building here so it makes sense they would check there, if they haven’t already. They might have laid out some traps. Stay beside me and be careful.”

Celyn nodded in agreement and clutched the hand Remi held out to him. Remi led the way through the uneven ground, dirt, grass, and stones hidden beneath crumbling earth making it dangerous to move too fast. Remi seemed able to see the safest places to step. Celyn’s vision in the twisting shadows and random bursts of light from the moon behind the clouds overhead left him feeling a bit disoriented.

The shadows they traversed were cold and damp, and Celyn was nearly blind within them, his enhanced senses no match for the gloom. Thankfully, he trusted Remi and followed him without qualm.

The amphitheater seemed to loom overhead in the darkness, full of partially collapsed arches and black shadows encompassing the walkways around it. The ancient amphitheater was cordoned off behind a chain link fence and signs in Hungarian and English warned people not to cross into a restricted area. A sign warning of falling stones had Celyn casting worried glances up at the imposing walls.

It was too quiet. Before, when they first arrived, there was the occasional bird call and the creaking of branches in the wind. Now it was silent, oppressively so, and it left Celyn jumpy.

Remi approached the fenced gate and let go of Celyn’s hand to address the lock. Celyn was worried that Remi might rip the gate apart and draw attention, but he laughed silently when Remi merely unlatched the gate, the lock hanging uselessly from the chain link. Remi gestured him through the opening with a winsome smile and a slight bow, and Celyn blushed as he passed the vampire into the restricted area around the amphitheater.

Remi followed on his heels, and they headed into the deeper shadows at the base of the nearest wall, the ruins imposing in the night. Gravel covering a recently added parking lot crunched under his boots and he winced, hoping it was quiet enough to go unnoticed.

A hint of light grew ahead as they passed under a collapsed arch, down near the center where the city had set up a portable stage for some sort of performance or concert. The grassy hillside that covered where seating once would have been sloped down. Celyn saw nothing until they began heading down. The source of the light was a single orb of fire about the size of an apple spinning in the air above the platform.

About halfway down, as Remi kept watch all around them, Celyn saw two figures step out from the shadows cast by several artificial columns erected beside the stage.

One man was in his early twenties, tall and lanky with dark brown hair in a sexy cut, and a leather jacket that clung to his shoulders and accentuated his trim waist. His clothing looked casual but had that air of being expensive. Tattoos peeked out around the leather collar, hints of black ink and vibrant reds. Magic sparked around his shoulders, little fireflies of energy. He was a fire mage.

Celyn was nervous right up until he saw the second man more clearly—he was a vampire, and the handsomest man he’d ever seen. Immaculate in a gray suit, a salmon-colored tie, and thick blond hair swept back, the City Master of Boston was eye-catchingly elegant and moved with an inhuman grace he shared with Remi. This was Constantine Batiste, Remi’s “cousin.”

“Master Batiste, thank you for the assistance,” Remi said quietly as they climbed up the stage and into the shadows of the columns.

“Greetings, Remigius. It has been many years.” The other vampire dipped his chin in acknowledgment, ice blue gaze alighting on Celyn briefly before turning to the tall, dark-haired man beside him. “This is my mate, Isaac Salvatore.”

“A mate at last? Wonders never cease,” Remi teased, with a wide smile. He bowed at the shoulders. “Greetings, Master Salvatore.”

Isaac quirked a brow and smiled, and turned his attention to Celyn.

“Hi,” Celyn said, awkward, piping up before Remi could introduce him. “I’m Celyn. College student and anti-fascist.”

Isaac’s smile turned into a wicked grin and he chuckled. “Hi. I like you.”

He felt rather plain surrounded by devastatingly handsome, and much taller, men, and he edged closer to Remi. The Salvatore name was very familiar and it poked at his memory, leaving him wondering exactly who the young man was aside from the City Master’s mate. Both Isaac and Master Batiste sent him smiles of approval and he relaxed a bit, though he stayed beside Remi.

“I managed to get around the Council on the way in, no one saw us. I’ve got a bit left in me before I need to recharge. How’s it looking for our exit?”

“There are a handful of Council enforcers heading this way. I need a moment as well to gather the energy needed to get us out of here. It is a rather long way.”

Celyn had no idea what the vampire meant but he gathered it had to be somewhat like how Remi teleported them across the historical site without being caught or seen. And that luck ran out when Remi and the City Master both looked up toward the top of the semi-circle of stone seats, where Celyn just made out the growing shimmer of enforcers pulling on their magics.

Isaac looked to his mate. “Get your mojo moving. I’ll handle the enforcers.”

“Be careful, ma petite flamme,” the City Master said with a soft yet stern stare at his mate. Isaac grinned wickedly and winked at his mate.

“I will. These hacks have nothing on me,” Isaac said with a casual shrug and a crooked smile. His accent was strong and Celyn recognized it after some musing as one he’d heard in films from the States. Bostonian, he thought.

“How long do you need?” Remi asked.

“A few minutes. I recouped most of what I expended while we waited for you.”

Remi nodded. “I’ll help.”

Celyn looked up at him, nervous. Remi smiled down at him and pressed a swift kiss to his lips. “Stay with Master Batiste. He’ll keep you safe.”

“Be careful,” Celyn whispered, suddenly short of breath.

“I will.” With that promise, Remi slowly backed away, then jumped down from the platform and followed the young Bostonian mage, who was tossing colorful taunts up the rows to the emerging enemy.

Celyn turned to Batiste, who was watching him with one perfect golden brow arched in contemplation. Celyn squinted at the old vampire. “Are you gathering your mojo?”

Batiste chuckled in amusement. “I am indeed.” A hand snapped out, and gently grabbed his elbow, yanking him out of the way of the fragment of a spell that ricocheted off the shield cast by the young fire mage. “Stay behind me.”

Celyn didn’t argue. He huddled behind the powerful City Master and watched as Remi and the fire mage confronted the enforcers.
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“So what’s your gift?” Isaac asked casually after Remi appeared from nowhere behind the enforcer that had foolishly squared off against the fire mage. Remi dropped the body with its head lolling on its broken neck and eyed the young man. “Constans says you’re gifted, and it’s similar to his ability.”

Remi dodged a green mist of corrosive particles while Isaac merely shielded himself and walked through them, dissipating the mist with a flick of his wrist. The enforcers were indeed hacks compared to the youngest Salvatore scion. If rumors were true, the eldest brother was even better. They backed the enforcer into a corner near the top of the rows, and the practitioner freaked out and tried to get the earth to swallow Remi whole. A huge hole in the stone and earth yawned open and crept forward with a groan. He rolled his eyes and merely teleported himself directly behind the fool, inside his shields.

He snapped the enforcer’s neck and dropped the body as he had the first one, looking around for the remaining enforcer—this one was the sorcerer.

“You can teleport, and through shields, too!” Isaac declared rather obviously since Remi had done so in front of him. He trusted Constantine, and by extension would trust his mate. It was a secret he closely guarded. Isaac sounded quite pleased by his realization. “You’re sired by Rageshi, too?”

Startled by hearing that name, Remi almost missed the spell aimed right for his head from the main entrance. He dodged just in time to avoid losing his head. “I am not, though my sire was.”

“Sorry, my bad,” Isaac sighed, rueful. “Lemme kill this asshole and we can get going. Constans told me he’s ready to leave.”

If they were communicating telepathically, that meant their soulbond was fully mature and the exchange of power flowed between them seamlessly. Usually that took years to accomplish, and as far as he was aware, the young man wasn’t old enough for that to be the case. He set aside his questions and followed behind the fire mage as the enforcer cast a spinning ball of sapphire blue energy right for them.

It lit up everything, the ground and walls, and shot its light high in the sky, casting long shadows and nearly blinding him. Isaac’s shields withstood the blast, and Remi watched in awe as the fire mage sent a torrent of fire right at the other sorcerer, pushing him back. “I’ll distract him, and you get in his shields and end this,” Isaac yelled over the roar of the flames.

Remi nodded and waited for his chance. The sorcerer kept moving, likely having seen what Remi did to his compatriot, and his shields were pulled in as well, nearly to his skin. No room for Remi to teleport himself inside the shield with the sorcerer. Isaac saw it too, and with a wave of his hand, sent a towering wall of fire at the magistrate that made him stumble backward, arms flailing. The heat was intense, sweat beading and running down the magistrate’s face.

His shield was too close to his body, the flames eating away at his resolve. With a shout, the magistrate fell to the ground and expanded his shields, giving himself space between his body and the fire Isaac continued to bear down on him.

Seeing his chance, Remi teleported inside the magistrate’s shields. He crouched behind the fallen man and without mercy grabbed his shoulder and spun him around in the dirt. A rake of his clawed hand, and the magistrate’s shields collapsed. Remi ‘ported away in time to avoid being crisped to ash by the fire mage’s wall of flame.

Remi grimaced in distaste at the thick red blood running down his fingers and shook out his hand. The fire wall dissipated in a puff of smoke and ash, leaving Remi glad he didn’t need to breathe.

Isaac strode through the smoke and saw him, then came running up. “Holy Hecate, that was too close. You alright?”

“A bit warm, but nothing harmful,” Remi knelt and wiped his hand in some long tufts of grass that grew stubbornly between stone pavers near the wall. “Are they ready to go? I think that was the last of the enforcers in this area, and we should go before they miss their check-in.”

Isaac nodded. “Yup. Let’s get out of here.”


Chapter
Seven



Celyn threw himself into Remi’s arms when the vampire and the fire mage rejoined them on the wide metal platform. Remi caught him and buried his face in his neck, scenting him. Celyn held on as tightly as he could, and the scent of blood and fire made him shiver. After a moment, Remi set him on his feet, and Celyn pulled back enough to examine his lover from head to toe.

“Are you okay?” Celyn asked, unable to see any injuries, but still worried.

“I’m fine,” Remi said, and he lifted one of Celyn’s hands to his mouth and kissed it. “Let’s get out of here.”

Celyn blushed and went right back into Remi’s embrace as his lover addressed the others. “Ready?”

“Yes,” Constantine said. He held out one hand, palm up, holding Isaac under his other arm. “Take my hand, cousin, and hold tight to your young mate.”

Remi grinned wide and grabbed the City Master’s hand, holding tight to Celyn, winking down at him. Celyn blushed harder, and was about to ask what the other vampire meant when reality cracked right down the center and they were led into a roaring maelstrom of light.
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Celyn lay on the very comfortable bed in the guest suite of the intimidatingly named Tower, the skyscraper in downtown Boston that served as the Vampire Headquarters and Bloodclan residence in the city.

It was early afternoon, and the bedroom was quiet. Remi was talking to someone out in the hallway.

“Thank you,” Remi said. “Please tell Master Batiste we’ll join everyone for supper.”

A low murmur and whoever it was left. Remi came back into the room, shutting and locking the door behind him. The bedroom had bespelled windows that let in some dim afternoon light, made safe by expensive, chemically treated glass and spells so Remi and any other visiting vampires didn’t go up in flames from the sunlight. The Boston Bloodclan was rich.

“Supper? It’s so late,” Celyn whined. “It’s the middle of the night back home.”

“Not nearly, maybe nine p.m., but close enough,” Remi said, approaching the bed. He smiled down at Celyn where he had flopped gracelessly on the bedding. “Are you well, kedvesem?”

“Traveling by teleportation is so much easier than traveling by planet-spanning wormholes,” Celyn groaned. “I can’t believe I threw up in front of the City Master and his mate.”

“The Way Between is unkind to everyone the first time,” Remi said with a fond smile. “And it makes me happy knowing you prefer my method of travel, even if it doesn’t reach as far as Batiste’s gifts.”

Celyn sat up with a groan and swung his feet to the floor, patting the bed beside him. Remi sat immediately and took one of his hands, holding it firmly. “How far can you teleport?”

“If I have a clear line of sight to my target location, about fifty yards. I need to be able to see where I’m going. I’m limited on range, but I can teleport through wards and shields, and other magical barriers. Nothing can keep me out.”

“Wow,” Celyn breathed out. “I heard Isaac mention Rageshi, your grandsire? Does that mean your vampire bloodlines have something to do with your gift?”

Remi nodded. “My grandsire is exceptionally powerful. Every single vampire he sires develops a gift, one of unusual magnitude and uniqueness. And the odds are stacked in favor of any vampire they may sire developing a gift as well, though not usually as potent. Each generation removed from Rageshi is weaker.”

“What does Lady Philippa do? Can you tell me? If not, that’s okay.”

“I trust you not to tell another soul,” Remi said with a soft smile. “She has telekinesis.”

Celyn blinked in absolute surprise, staring at Remi. “I thought telekinesis only existed in movies. Do you mean she uses kinetic magic?”

Remi shook his head. “True telekinesis. She can move almost anything with her mind. She’s even managed to fly.”

Celyn stared at Remi in shock, then slowly shook his head. “I’m tired. But it’s still daylight. Is this wormhole jetlag?”

Remi snorted out a surprised laugh. “I can’t feel it, but it sounds accurate. Do you want to stay up for the rest of the day so it passes faster?”

Celyn groaned, sort of overwrought at the thought of staying up even longer when the last several hours had been hectic. “I don’t even know what day it is.” He held up a hand when Remi opened his mouth to answer him. “No, don’t tell me. I’ll be reminded that I just traveled halfway across the world with a vampire I’ve only known for a few days after some assassination attempts and adventures.”

Remi gently hugged him to his side. “Do you want to go home? I’ve already given the talisman and the drive to the City Master. My job is done. The High Council knows they failed. You’re probably not in danger anymore.”

Celyn wrapped both arms around Remi and held on tight. “Do you want me to go home?”

“I’m going to be selfish and honest, and tell you that I want you to stay with me.”

“Here?” Celyn asked.

“Yes, here. Master Batiste has asked me to stay. It might get dangerous, but the Council is moving against the Bloodclan and their allies. It might be best if you do go home, but I want you to stay.”

Celyn pulled back and looked up at Remi, smiling. “I need to call my professors and see what I can do about my finals, and then my parents so they don’t think I’ve been kidnapped by a murderous vampire. But, yes, I want to stay with you.”

Remi’s smile was full of joy and fondness. Celyn swallowed and then said rather breathlessly, “I think I could fall in love with that smile.”

“Then I shall endeavor to smile at you every single day, kedvesem,” Remi said softly as he leaned down for a kiss. “And hope that you kiss me for every smile, for the taste of your kiss has sent me falling in love as well.”

Celyn tackled Remi back onto the bed, both of them laughing. All thoughts of sleep vanished as Remi showed him a surefire cure for wormhole jetlag for the rest of the day.
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Want to see more of Remi and Celyn’s world? It’s all part of the Infinite Arcana, an expanded universe of connected series. They’ll be back in the next book of The Beacon Hill Sorcerer Series. Want to catch up? Read the series from the very beginning, with The Necromancer’s Dance, BHS#1.

Find me on Patreon at: Sheena Jolie (SJ Himes)
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