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Chapter One 

Jaida walked up to one of Kansas City’s most popular tattoo shops and opened the door. 

She took one step in and then retreated, intending to head back to work. Two slow breaths 

later, she approached Irezumi again and entered.  

“Can I help you?” A burly tattoo-adorned man leaning over the display counter asked. 

“I’d like to get a tattoo.” Jaida nervously glanced around the spacious lobby of the studio. 

Two private rooms opened to the left and right of her. She swallowed past the lump in her 

throat and called forth the grit she knew she possessed. 

“My name is John. I take it this is your first tat,” he probed. 

“Yes.” She turned toward the door, thinking about backing out. 

“We have plenty of designs. Notice the encased designs hooked onto the wall. Each artist 

who’s sold to us holds between six and ten pages called flashes. Take your time deciding.” He 

smiled at her. 

Jaida saw the buttons in the display case, and then stared at the thick ones in his ears. She 

studied the different sizes with a frown on her face. 

“Gauges. They stretch the hole and then it widens to inches.” Amused, the body piercer 

stared back at her. 

“Oh. I couldn’t…um…that’s interesting.” She turned from him and slowly walked over 

to the first wall to begin flipping through images. Nothing held her interest in the first set of 

designs, but how was one to choose with so many possibilities.  
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Get it together girl. You wanted to do something drastic—this is about as drastic as it 

gets, unless you’re willing to get something pierced. She thought about the later and firmly 

shook her head, no, to herself. With a sigh, she fought the urge to twirl a strand of her hair. 

The next set of designs held more promise. Rich colors illuminated the numerous sheets of 

paper. Hearts, banners, naked women, flowers, an array of different themes, all caught her 

eye.  

In the background, she heard the artists and piercer conversing. Part of her questioned if 

they thought she’d leave. She moved to each section browsing through different selections. 

Tribal art didn’t fit her purpose. She found herself going back to the heart and wings section. 

And there it was—her tattoo, shimmering on the underside of one of the flashes, alone. The 

heart glowed to her, the wings, soft to the tips of her fingers, pulled her out of the trance she’d 

fallen into. No way could an image feel so real. “I’ve found my tattoo!” 

“Great. We just need to get some paperwork done, draw up your tattoo and get you set 

up. If you could please fill out this page and give me your driver’s license, we can get 

started.” 

Jaida unlocked her slender pocketbook and used her thumbs to get the ID out of the small 

compartment. She took the clipboard with the paperwork and clipped her ID onto it. “Fill this 

all out?” 

“Yes. It shouldn’t take you too long. Where would you like your tattoo at?” 

“I hadn’t thought of that.” She tapped her finger on the clipboard. “Um, lower back.” 

“How big?” 

“Not the length of my back, not to the small but in the dead center either.” Jaida glanced 

down at the paperwork and filled it. She took the completed forms up to the counter and 

waited while a photocopy was made of her driver’s license.  

“Here,” John said as he handed her plastic back to her. “Jay will be doing your body art. 

His chair is the first on the left.” 

Jaida took a deep breath to calm her shaking insides. 
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“It’s okay to be nervous. Go on ahead and get comfortable in there. I’ll be right with 

you.” Jay comforted her with his encouraging tone. 

Jaida entered the small private studio and shut the door behind her. Faint antiseptic scent 

tickled her nose. Artistic sketches of tattoos hung in frames on the wall. A few scattered 

drawings littered a lone wall, held up by tacks. She slid onto the chair and eased back. The 

plush leather cushioned her body. Why did she imagine she’d be sitting on a cold hard chair 

or gurney type table? She heard a rap on the door and craned her head around. “Come in.” 

“We’re all set, are you ready?” Jay laid the tattoo drawing on the table and sat in the 

swivel stool beside the custom made bed. 

“I think so.” Jaida rubbed her sweaty palms on her thighs. 

“You need to be absolutely sure before we begin. Once I start there’s no going back.” Jay 

touched her arm. “It’s okay if you’re not ready. No harm done in walking out.” 

“I’m okay. Um—how should I sit or lie?” 

“On your stomach would be best.” Jay turned to his supply station and set up the ink caps 

with the colors she’d requested. “Now the outline will be the worst. It’ll sting a bit, and then 

go numb. I’ll have a hold of the area I’m working on—but please don’t move. Once we get to 

the colors it’ll move faster.” 

“Do I need to remove my shirt?” 

“How can a man say no to a question like that?”  

“I’m sorry?”  

“Relax, you can raise it up and we’ll be good, but go ahead and slip your skirt down 

lower on your hips.” Jay spoke in a soft tone and smiled when she clumsily obeyed.  

The first puncture of the needle hurt like the dickens. Jaida bit down on her lip. Her 

body’s natural reaction was to tense up. She willed her body to relax. His hand on her skin 

calmed her. Soon the stinging pain began to ebb into nothingness. “How long will this take?” 

She ignored the humming sound of the striking gun. 
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“You’re doing great. We’re almost done with the outline. I’ll get you colored in and out 

of here in no time. What made you decide to get a tattoo?” 

“Defiance. My family would frown on it.” She found talking raised her comfort level. 

Jay wiped her back with a towel and kept working.”There are other ways to defy,” he 

said with a chuckle.  

“I don’t see how making a drunken fool of myself would compare.” Jaida laughed only to 

feel the smarting pain of her tender flesh. “Ouch.” 

“How about a date with a tattooed, pierced artist?”  

“Oh. I’m flattered, but…” Jaida winced when the gun needles picked up the pace, against 

her skin. 

“Coloring it in now. I’m sure a hot woman like you has a guy,” he said. 

“I’ll think about it.” Jaida blushed. His gloved hand swiped across her skin. “What are 

you doing?” 

“Good—and I’m wiping off excess ink.” He finished off the remainder and wiped again. 

“Looks great, let me finish cleaning you up and you can see it before I bandage it.” Jay 

removed his gloves and donned a new pair. With gentle strokes, he cleaned her with a bar of 

antiseptic soap. “I’m going to put a thin layer of antibiotic ointment on your tattoo.” He 

applied the ointment and handed her a mirror. “There’s a full length mirror behind us.” 

Jaida all but jumped out of the chair, excited to see. The silver wings infused with light 

lavender surrounded a dark purple heart, which held a glowing orb in the middle as if it 

pulsated with life. “I love it!” 

“I’d be offended if you didn’t.” 

Jaida walked back over to him and winced as he covered it up with a bandage. When he 

turned to face her, she blushed. “Thank you.” God how awkward, she paused. “Here’s my 

number and email address, you can contact me.” Shyly she handed him the small business 

card. 
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“That’ll come in handy.” He assisted her to the lobby area.”Remember wash four to six 

times a day with ivory soap and gently dry it. Slather lotion on morning, noon, and night for a 

couple weeks. Avoid soaking in water, swimming in public pools or lakes and, not that you 

need to worry with your skin, no tanning.”  

“I um, need to pay still,” she stammered as her face flushed red. She had to hand it to 

him, dating this man would make her parents livid. Not that he wasn’t nice, but their 

perception of the perfect catch was not hers. To her appearances didn’t matter. Sadly, she 

possessed little to no backbone in dealing with them and their circle of vultures, often times 

feeling like she was the milkman’s child. 

“Right this way.” He pressed past her. 

Jaida’s gaze fell to his swagger. She followed him, drool pooling in her mouth. How 

could any woman not appreciate his appeal? A bad boy with humor, great muscles and such 

beautiful ink, running her hands over each design crossed her mind. She near stumbled into 

the counter that jumped out from nowhere. 

“Careful there. That’ll be one hundred-fifty.” 

Jaida handed him her credit card. “Thanks again.” She signed the slip and pocketed the 

receipt he handed her. 

“Just make sure to come back for your second one.” Jay handed her the card and his own 

personal one and leaned over. “You know we don’t have to date. I like causing disturbances. 

If you find yourself in need of a savior from your fam, call me.” He winked. 

“You’re too much!” Jaida shook her head and left the shop. 

 
* * * * 

 
 Jaida stared at the computer screen attempting to ignore the burning in her lower back. 

She thought about calling the parlor, but didn’t want to appear like a wimp. Not only that, she 

wasn’t sure she was ready to talk to Jay again. She wasn’t stuck up by any means. The way 

the tattoos on his skin told a story, she’d sit for hours to find out the history of each one. 	  
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Unfortunately, attraction like that could land her in more hot water, with her immovable, 

impossible to please, overbearing parents than she wanted to deal with right now. Her ink was 

just the first act of her rebellion.  

Remember, breaking the mold here.  

To top it off, the statistics on the new penile dysfunction drugs didn’t add up. Jaida 

slipped her reading glasses back onto her face and stared at the data. Next to her eight books 

filled with graphs, correspondence from team meetings, clinical trials, documents and all 

pertinent data confirmed what she’d suspected all along. Not every male member for the 

second trial reported back to the clinicians to fill out the survey. A groan left her mouth. She 

couldn’t have concrete reports without the surveys. She officially hated her job as head 

statician for Nelson and Myrtaz Pharmaceuticals. Confidentially she could think of at least a 

few past lovers who could use some Zephal. She reached for her ruler and dug down her back 

in an attempt to stop the irritation.  

“Jaida?” An intern popped her head in. 

“Yes?” Jaida knew she was caught red-handed, but man it itched so damn bad. She 

slipped the ruler back on her desk and gave the intern her full attention. 

“I have the list of contacts you requested this morning. Do you, um, need help with 

something?” 

“Excellent, if you could contact them all for email conformation, I’d appreciate it. I’d like 

their surveys in my inbox by the end of the week. Make sure to advise them no more Zephal if 

they can’t follow through on their obligations, as well as no financial reimbursement for their 

time.” She wiggled in her chair trying to scratch her itch. 

“Jaida…” Thomas barged in without proper protocol. “What’s wrong with you?” He 

approached her desk. 

“Nothing but a little itch.” Jaida half growled. “Can’t you people knock and wait for an 

answer?” 

Thomas looked at her back. “Is that blood?” 
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“Where?” 

“On your back.”  

“Miriam. Could you please go do what I asked? Thomas can you go back from where 

you came and give me some peace please?” She finished in exasperation. 

“Yes, boss.” Miriam ducked out of the room. 

“Thomas…you’re still here.” Jaida fumed. 

Thomas clamped his arm on Jaida’s and hauled her out of her chair. With his free hand, 

he yanked up the back of her dress shirt. “You got a tattoo?”  

Jaida slapped his hands away. “Just because we happened to have dated in high school 

and your parents happen to be friends with mine, doesn’t give you permission to pry into my 

life, or manhandle me!” She shot him an icy glare and then smoothed her shirt down. 

“What’s gotten into you lately? Behavior like that is going to bring down your mother’s 

wrath.” 

So he appeared to be worried. She couldn’t dislike him for that. “One tattoo isn’t the end 

of the world.” She sighed. 

“People like us don’t get tattoos.” He frowned at her. 

“I’m a person, not a people and I wanted a tattoo.” Here was the side of Thomas she 

disliked, the pompous holier–than-thou type. 

“You should go see a doctor about your back. I doubt you’re supposed to bleed and 

please tell me you went to a clean shop.” 

“If we weren’t working I’d tell you what I think about you. Of course the place was 

clean, hell it’s cleaner than that hovel you call an office. Get out. I have work to do.” 

“Excuse me Miss, is everything all right?”  

Jaida turned to the liquid sex voice that penetrated through her fog of anger. What she 

saw stole the rest of her tirade. Eyes the color of midnight stared at her, etched in worry. She 

held her breath and gazed from top to bottom, strong jaw with slight stubble, bulging muscles, 
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tattoos galore, downward her eyes went, landing smack dab on his crotch. Oh mamma. She 

looked up. 

“Oh mamma wasn’t what I expected,” the stranger replied. 

“Look Mr. T-shirt and tight jeans. The clinical study for Zepal is down the hall in suite B. 

Make an appointment, they’ll give you a before and after physical including a measurement of 

your equipment and length of time for elongation,” Thomas interjected and pointed toward 

the door. 

“Zepal? Clinical trial? Elongation.”  

“It’s the penile dysfunction study. They measure the penis before and after taking the 

drugs to plot how long getting happy takes and the lasting effects of the drug wearing off, to 

make sure there are no adverse side effects before leaving. After that you get a two week trial. 

They trust as a volunteer you’ll give an accurate accounting of how long you can go before 

detonation with your partner,” she squeaked. 

“I can assure you there is nothing dysfunctional about my penis and I’m straight.” He 

quirked a brow. 

Jaida choked on her words, struck stupid with embarrassment. 

“Miss, are you okay?” 

“No, she’s not okay. Your people tattooed her and she’s bleeding,” Thomas answered. 

“I’m fine really. Thomas get out of my office.” She changed her tone as she addressed 

mister dark and sinful. “Sir, I don’t know your name, but can I help you?” 

“Wait until your parents find out.” Thomas shuffled out of her office. 

The pretentious ass had to have the last word. Jaida exhaled a deep breath. Get yourself 

together girl. “How can I assist you?” Stuck staring again, she blushed and had to look away 

from his physique before drooling or better yet started stammering like a school girl. 

“Let me take a look at your back.”  

“Can I at least get a name before you strip my shirt off?” Not that she’d mind removing 

every article of clothing if he ordered.  
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“Torquatus, but you can call me Torq.” 

“Torq-ate-us.” She bit her tongue, the tip protruding through her lips. “Hmm. I’m not as 

smooth as you are.”  

“I’ve had years of practice.” 

When he grinned his dark eyes lightened. “I do suppose you have. Can’t say it’s a name 

I’ve heard before. Did the tattoo shop send you?” 

“Something like that.” Torq raised the back of her shirt and peeled the corners of the 

taped gauze to the side. “Just a spot of blood, you’ve been scratching.” He frowned at her. 

“It itches. Since we’ve confirmed I’m not bleeding to death, who are you and what do 

you want?” 

“Torq, like I said, Miss Winters. As for why I’m here…I’m going to help you.” 
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Chapter Two 
 

Torq enjoyed watching the young, uptight woman fidget. He waited for her to answer his 

question with amusement. Being spelled into her skin gave him plenty of time to observe her 

routine. He’d fished through enough memories to find her deepest need. In a way he 

understood her way of life, how she had to conform to please her parents. Jaida’s endeavor 

reminded him of his own power struggle for self-expression and individuality. He witnessed 

her lack of freedom, understood being trapped within your own existence. 

“Hello! Do I need to repeat myself? How can you help me?” 

“Oh, I apologize, I was thinking.” Torq smiled. “I’m here to fulfill your needs as you 

fulfilled mine.” 

“Whoa? Come again?” She glanced at her work and the steadily blinking switchboard. 

“You need a break. Let’s go.” He held his hand out to her. 

“I don’t go with strangers.” She stared at his hand.  

“Haven’t you ever wanted to do something you shouldn’t?” Torq dangled the dare in 

front of her. 

Jaida sighed. “You like to pull out all the big guns, huh.” Shaking her head, Jaida 

powered down her computer and set her voicemail to away.  “Where are we going?” 

“To prove I don’t have penile dysfunction.” He chuckled. 

 Tentatively, she placed her hand in his. 

“I don’t have comeback for that one.” She followed him out of her office. As they passed 

reception, she waved goodnight, a whole two hours earlier than normal. Neither Torq nor she 

missed the thumbs up sign from Miriam. 

 Torquatus winked at the young receptionist and slid his arm around Jaida’s shoulders. 

Paths were made for them as they headed to the elevators.  



16	   	   Mahalia	  Levey	  
	  
	  

 He ran his finger down the column of her throat, wishing to place soft bites along each 

inch of her skin. Instead, he tipped her head back and brought his lips down to hers, pushing 

into her surprised squeak. She tasted sweet. He indulged himself in sipping her intoxicating 

mouth. How long had it been since he’d touched, caressed, enjoyed flesh as a hot-blooded 

male? A hundred years. His cock ached hot and heavy confined beneath his leather pants.  

Feed. The urge brought him back to reality. He brushed his lips one final time over Jaida’s 

kiss-swollen mouth. “Forgive me,” he rasped, in an effort to contain the animal within him 

demanding to be fed. 

 “Well.” She darted a furtive glance around them, stunned faces staring at their public 

display of affection. “What’s done is done.” She blushed. 

 When the elevator bay doors opened, Torq ushered her inside. “I apologize for 

embarrassing you. I owe you my thanks and I show my gratitude by taking what I’ve wanted 

since—” He tore his gaze from her increased breathing and dazed expression. Hell, he hadn’t 

even stolen into her thoughts. Life starved. Sex starved. Curious. Aroused. He’d seen the 

expressions many times—none held a grain to the attraction coursing through his being right 

then. 

Torq punched the button for the first floor. Her facial expression told him she didn’t 

believe anything would be okay, as did her rigid body posture. He touched his pendant and 

kept his musings to himself. When the elevator dinged, he waited until she walked out, falling 

into step next to her with ease. “Jaida.” 

“What?” Jaida whipped around at him. “You just man handled me in my job!” 

“You’re right. However, all I can do is apologize for my actions.” The tick in his jaw 

began to increase. He closed his eyes for a moment to cancel out her scent and her growing 

confusion at being attracted to a stranger. When he opened them again, he caught her staring 

at his chain. “When we reach privacy, there is much I have to tell you. I believe your 

apartment is not far?” 

 “How do you know?” She frowned. 
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 “It’s just up the block, the top loft.” He smirked at her surprise. “I know many things 

about you, even things you don’t or haven’t realized about yourself.” He placed his palm on 

her lower back to ease the itch she ignored, and left it there while they walked the final paces 

to her building’s front door. 

“I’m not sure I want to let you in,” she admitted and keyed in her code.  

“You can always scream or call emergency services.” 

“True. Come on. It’s not as if I haven’t done anything unlike me in the last few days.”  

“Life is not white and black. There’s a multitude of colors, more than on any scale.” 

“Yeah, oookay.” She opened the door for him. 

“After you.” He reached over and grasped the handle to allow her entry first, then shut it, 

following her to the old-fashioned gate rising lift. After securing it, he leaned back, just shy of 

her personal space. 

“What’s that around your neck?” Jaida reached to touch the stone. The lift stopped and 

she opened the gate, stepping into her living room. 

Torq ran his fingers over the Sumerian Stone of Fire. “The history of my life. But first, I 

wish to enjoy your home.” He followed behind her. So she filled her dwelling with what was 

missing in her life. He took in the vibrant art work as he passed through her living room, 

peeked into the cheery kitchen and found the source of her arousing scent. 

“Sure, make yourself at home.” Jaida scoffed. 

“No need to get your panties in a bunch doll-face.” He strode to the back of her place and 

peeked into her bedroom. “Ah. The master bed. When I first saw you sleeping your choice in 

bedding was a pleasant surprise. I’d expected flowery sheets or stuffed animals not a mature 

queen-sized canopy bed with silk drapes the color of dark chocolate and burgundy.” 

“My bedroom is hardly appropriate for any conversation we’ll be having.” Jaida blushed. 

“Conversations happen in many forms, talking is only one of them. Come here.” He sat 

on the edge of her bed and pushed the silk away. 

“I-uh,” she stammered. 
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“Jaida, I’m not going to—” The doorbell rang. 

“I’ll be right back.” Jaida left him.  

 Torq sighed and followed after her. When he reached the living room entrance, he came 

face to face with her visitors. The glare she sent his way brought a chuckle to his lips. No 

doubt she had wanted him to stay in her bedroom. He strode across the room, not needing to 

know names. “Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Winters.” He held out his hand, when no hand 

was reciprocated, he dropped his and crossed his tattooed arms, holding back a smirk. 

 “Mother, Father, meet Torq, my…” 

 “Lover,” he finished for her, and tried hard not to chuckle at the indrawn breaths. 

 “Jaida, can we speak to you in private?” 

 “No. You can’t.” Torq’s voice garnered their attention. 

 “I don’t believe—” her mother spoke. 

 “That you were invited,” Torq cut her off. “You’re interrupting my plans on devouring 

your daughter with your stuck up mindset and uninvited visit. Get out. She’s a grown woman 

in an adult world not a porcelain doll you can keep under your thumb.” 

 “Now listen here, young man.” Jaida’s father bristled. 

 “Young?” Torq laughed. “I’ve seen your fantasies. Go home and indulge. Let your 

daughter live her life.” His favorite part of searching his prey’s mind meant diving into their 

darkest sexual fantasies. Even the rich and pompous had them.  

When her father turned red, grabbed his wife’s hand and headed for the lift, he snickered. 

“Have a great evening.” He filled them with enough lust that—Ugh, some things he didn’t 

need to visualize. Clearing the unwanted image, he turned to Jaida and swept her into his 

arms. “Let’s get back to where we were.”  

 “I can’t believe you did that.” She closed her arms around his neck. “My mother is going 

to rant for weeks.”         

Torq kissed the column of her throat. “Trust me, she’ll be too busy with—charity 

functions to bother you.” He coughed, covering his laugh, striding into her bedroom with her. 



Inscribed	  Love	   	   19	  
	  
	  

“I still don’t see why you lied to them. You’re not my lover.” 

“Yet.” Torq grinned and set her down. “I believe you asked about my pendant. I’m an 

incubus, Jaida. My pendant holds my past in it, a way to remind me why my life takes a 

certain direction and how my choices affect my future. Thanks to you I am able to walk 

around in corporeal form. A hundred years ago, I pissed off a witch by seducing her charge. 

Albeit, the innocent young woman begged me to save her from a life she was destined to hate. 

I gave in and sated my demon, only to be cursed into the tattooed image on your back. Your 

ink set me free, and now I’m here to set you free.” 

“Huh?” Obviously stunned by his off the wall, nonchalant explanation of whom and what 

he was, Jaida blinked trying to take it all in. 

Torq shifted his weight and let his magic shimmer, his tattoos moved across the skin of 

his arms, illuminating. “I’m not human.” He smiled enough to show fang and run his forked 

tongue across them. 

“You’re not human?” Wide-eyed, she moved onto the bed. “You’re a demon. A sex 

demon!” She shrieked and tumbled off the edge in a tangled heap of comforter and sheets. 

“Maybe the dancing tribal art and forked tongue were a bit much.” He reached over and 

hauled her back to him. His finger brushed her wrist, where her pulse bounded. He inhaled her 

scent. “Doll, you’re more aroused than scared. Here’s the deal, hand in your resignation and 

teach like you’ve wanted since you were a child. Give me your word and I promise I’ll take 

care of you.” 

“Teach? How do you know?”  

“I read you. Do we have a deal?” 

“Read me? How do I know I can trust a demon?” 

“My kind sees your thoughts as vivid as a painted canvas. That being said, it’s a win-win 

situation for me. I need to feed. You need a better way of life. I get the woman. You get not 

only your dreams met but your fantasies as well.” 

“How can a girl deny herself something like that?” 
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While she thought, he began to strip, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’ve too many 

clothes on, doll-face.”  

“It’s daylight.” She fastened her gaze on his chest. 

Such a rare treat. “Sex, happens at anytime during the day.” When he realized it would 

take time to get her to let go of her inhibitions, he snapped his fingers and watched her clothes 

instantly dissolve off of her. “Very nice.” He ran a heated gaze over every tantalizing curve 

she had to offer. 

“Your tongue is kinda freaky, so is the dancing artwork.” She reached up and touched his 

skin. Her gaze skimmed down to his erection jutting out.  “I don’t think so,” she stammered 

pointing to his impressive organ. 

Torquatus grinned. “Oh trust me, doll, you’re about to forget thinking, period.”  

Jaida swallowed hard at his devilish expression.  

“I’ll take care of you, sweets.” Torq moved to her and pushed her onto her back. “Your 

job is to enjoy.” He spread her legs wide and flicked his tongue out, licking up the inside of 

her thigh to her weeping sex. The exotic smell of her juices incited his demon. Fighting his 

other side for control, he devoured every succulent drop she released for him. Using his first 

and second finger, he fucked her pussy. Adding another element to his seduction, he sent 

flashes into her head, erotic images of caressing her pebbled nipples and sucking them, 

showing how he’d plow into her with his thick cock. So real was his mind fuck, he felt her 

indrawn breath and how hard her body responded to his unworldly ways. Good girl. 

Jaida’s trembling body teased him. So much repression, so much untapped need, he 

couldn’t get his fill. When she keened her first orgasm, he lapped up her cream and nipped on 

her clit. Gazing up from his place between her thighs, a groan slipped out his mouth at how 

unabashed she looked lost in pleasure. When she met his eyes, he knew he had to take her 

then or die a thousand times over. He passed his fingers over her clit and into her channel 

again, watching the kaleidoscope of colors flitter across her orbs. 
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  He rose over her, roving his hands up and down her soft body. He enjoyed women, in 

any shape, enjoyed curves, soft or sharp. Her body ignited deeper longing within him. 

Shocked that such a small woman with a big heart could affect him, he gazed at her stupefied. 

Her small whimpers caught his attention. He returned to caressing her skin. From the arch of 

her foot, to kissing the back of her knees, he skimmed his fingers over each inch of her skin.  

  “Ready?” 

  The impatient flash of attitude drew another chuckle from his lips. He knew that his 

kind didn’t have any diseases, or that pregnancy couldn’t occur unless mated. For an incubus 

to find a mate took a lifetime. Still, he reached over and grabbed protection, sheathing his 

engorged cock, not for his peace of mind, but hers. With a gentle caress of her brow, he 

pushed the tip of his cock into her pussy and eased his length in to the hilt.  

  Jaida took him off guard when she ran her palms up his chest and widened her legs to 

better take him. He thrust home hard and withdrew in slow time stopping movements. Her 

walls contracted around him, sucking away his concentration and his control.  

  “Torquatus.” Jaida writhed under him and locked her legs around his hips. 

  “Doll, you feel damn good around my cock.” Torq drove into her. His pace rougher, he 

mind shared how he felt moving within her body with hers. He loved mixing physical with the 

tele-link and how it heightened the pleasure on both sides. With Jaida, he didn’t need to push 

his lust into her. She thrived on her own drive. The knowledge that she could stand her own 

without him draining her energy dry—there were no words descriptive enough to express his 

pleasure in her ability to take all of him. He bent his head and took her lips with his, in a slow 

drugging kiss, his elbows braced on either side of her head, his body laid completely on hers 

as he surged within her.  

  He felt her peak, her heartbeat accelerating under his sweat-drenched chest. Tender 

kisses turned possessive, the demon rode out of his skin basking in her completion as she 

shuddered around his cock, her tightening sheath gripped him hard. He came within the thin 
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barrier with such a force that he broke off the kiss, raised up and slammed hard one final time 

within her convulsing pussy.  

 “You weren’t lying about taking care of me.” Jaida broke the silence. 

Torq placed a kiss on her brow. “Would a demon lie?” 

 “Hmm. That’s open to interpretation. How do you know I didn’t lie? I never answered 

you before we?” 

 “There are some things a man just knows.” Torq slid out of her and slipped off the 

condom, tossing it in the waste basket next to the head of the bed. He’d protect them until 

they had a chance to get to know each other, discuss their future together and find out her 

feelings on having half-breed incubus or succubus offspring.  

    “My parents.” Jaida sighed. 

    “Do not live your life.” He kissed her slowly. “Do we need to repeat this exercise?” 

    “Ohhh, we could. When my body isn’t liquefied.” 

    Torq smirked. “You can hand in your resignation when you’re ready.” 

    “Do you believe I will? “Jaida ran her hands up his chest and toyed with his nipples. 

    “Will you?” 

    “Yes.” 

    “Then I believe you. Oh and Jaida.” 

    “Yes?” 

    “Make sure you call the artist and tell him you’re not available.” 

    “You’re staying?” 

    “Who else is going to be the muscle you need to help jumpstart your new life, protect 

you, and feed your newly awakened hunger? 

    “You?” 

    “Bingo.” 

    “Speaking about hunger, I’m ravenous.” Jaida grinned. 
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       “Damn, I must be slipping on the job.” Torq winked and began the process of 

showing her new delights. 
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Chapter Three 

 
Much had changed for Jaida in the past month. Handing in her resignation didn’t go the 

way she’d assumed. She completed her two weeks and walked out of the stifling no chance 

for advancement job without guilt causing her stomach to revolt and acids to spew up, 

burning her throat. Twice a week Torquatus and she had dinner with her parents. She never 

thought she’d see the two most important people in her life adapt and accept a new way of 

thinking, not out of polite manners, but an actual change. The significance in their new 

attitude and her change in career, meant no more nights of excruciating stomach pains 

resulting in a handful of Tums. She updated her resume and checked into substitute teaching 

at the local college when the fall semester started up.  

The real joy for her was showing Torquatus all about the new age technology outside of 

her home. When she put him in her car and drove, he’d held on tight as if he were going to 

perish. A night out at a club affected him so much they had to leave. All those naked gyrating 

bodies and smell good perfumes proved too much stimulation for her guy. After he was 

through with her, she couldn’t move the whole following day.   

Obsessed with Torq’s story, she couldn’t let his past go, wanting to know about other 

things that went bump in the night…not the human kind but non-homo sapiens. 

Laughter bubbled up in her throat as she watched Torq dismantle her kitchen appliances 

to see how they worked. “You’ve destroyed my toaster and my microwave.” 

“I replaced them too…with new ones from that place you call Hell mouth.” 

“Yeah well, what else would you call a store with a hundred plus customers and only two 

lanes open to purchase.” 
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Torq shrugged. “You said no magic, no mind games. Do you now wish I’d have charmed 

them into letting you go first?” He fiddled with the appliance some more. 

“No. And I said no mind games or no magic that will do harm to others.” Heck she’d buy 

the whole store if she had enough money just to watch his muscles bunch and ripple as he 

tugged apart piece after piece. A fine line of sweat made the images on his body shine. She 

sighed and returned to her book. Two pages later, and antsy, she looked up. 

“You’re giving me a headache with your rambling thoughts. What’s on your mind?” 

“You never told me more about your pendant, about you. You can see everything about 

me in a flash and I feel your ability is one sided, since I can’t do the same.” 

“Doll, the jewel is what you call a p.i.t.a.” He put down the espresso machine parts on 

newspaper he’d spread over the table, and crossed over to her side.  

“I didn’t mean to make you stop.” She dog-eared the page she was on. “There are so 

many things I don’t know and so many you do.” Torq brushed his knuckles across her 

jawline. She knew it was an act of affection and leaned into his touch.  

 “You forget I was trapped for a very long time. There wasn’t electricity last time I 

roamed the Earth or all these gadgets.” 

“You have lovely tattoos though. If not here, where?” 

“We have artists in Hell love, and ways to travel to other places. Tattoos aren’t hard to 

come by.” 

“The pendant, you don’t wear it as such a lot of the time, you have it tucked in a pocket. 

Why?” 

“I don’t need a constant reminder of how I got from point A to point B. I have a very 

long memory.”  

 “How did you feed before you were captured?” Jaida slipped her hand across the table 

into his. From the expression on his face, Torq wasn’t sure how to answer her. 

“Ladies of leisure.” 

“Hookers?” 
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“I don’t know what a hooker is. If you mean by your term it’s a woman who takes 

payment from strangers for sex, then yes.” 

Jaida scrunched up her nose. “Gross.” 

“When staring at your beauty or buried in your body, I forget how young you are. 

Women weren’t like you are now, how all women are now. Times have vastly changed. Back 

then I had a need to eat and they one to provide for themselves or family.” 

“Didn’t you ever wonder if being with them was sanitary?” 

“No. Demons don’t carry or pick up disease, that would defeat the purpose of eating as a 

necessity. Aside from that, the women I tupped were very clean, knew to be clean for me.  I 

fucked or I’d grow weak and be subject to dying and rebirth or captured for another demon’s 

purpose.”  

“You must’ve been in agony while on the tattoo flash.” 

“Weak but not in agony. I felt pleasure through touch, thoughts and small pieces of lust 

within the establishment. Hungry, but not ravenous until you touched me.” He delivered a 

fangy grin. 

“You’re something else.” Jaida melted on the spot. He said the damndest things, and for 

one gone from corporeal form for a few lifetimes at the least, his suave appeal hadn’t 

suffered. Hell she bet back in those times he was beyond larger than life. 

“I’m the same now and wiser in ways than before.” 

“Uncanny and frickin’ odd that you just breeze in and do that.” She huffed and plucked 

an apple from the table and bit into it. Tartness filled her mouth and she sucked on the juice 

leaking down her fingers. Glancing up, she noticed Torq’s flared nostrils and dark hunger 

etched in his eyes. “What?” She challenged biting off another piece of the fleshy forbidden 

fruit. 

“You take pleasure in everything you do. I’ve never wanted to be an apple so bad,” he 

jested and snatched it from her hand, taking a bite himself.  
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“Get your own mister.” Jaida lunged across the table, narrowly missing the machine 

parts, to snatch back her delicious bounty.  

“Oh I got my own all right.” Torq locked his hand around her arm and shoulder keeping 

her from clearing the table back to her own side.  

“I’d like to finish my snack.” Jaida used her grown up tone. 

“You’re too far from me.” 

“Ya think? You’re a sex demon.” She wiggled to get free knowing that if she used her 

one only arm she’d drop her apple and he’d pounce on her. Damn-it she wanted to finish 

eating. 

“I’ll practice self-control.” 

His amusement tickled something deep within her. “You might not eat actual food all the 

time, but I need it to survive.” She let out an appreciative sigh when he released her. 

Okay…so perhaps her own reaction to him was the reason why she didn’t want to be perched 

on his lap right then. Not that he could help being who he was, close proximity meant 

shredded clothing and lots of moaning and skin slapping against skin. No one could do that 

twenty-four-seven. She settled back into her chair and ate in silence as he brooded over 

having to let her go. 

“Done yet?” 

“No and we’re not having sex, so get that thought out of your mind and your eyes, and 

tell little you no playtime.” 

Torq growled at her statement. The sound sent her pussy into convulsions. She slammed 

her open legs shut and forced her mind to other things. “Like I was saying…Can I see where 

you come from?” 

“Doll, where’d that come from?” Torq manifested a drink in front of him and took a sip. 

“You met my parents you know.” She wondered what he drank, not sure if she wanted 

the answer if it was someone’s soul. 

“Demonic energy drink. And no you can’t meet my parents since I don’t ever go home.” 
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She finished her snack and bank shot the rind off the wall into the trash.”Why not?” 

“I don’t care to get into the whys.” 

Talk about sucking monkey balls. He clammed up tighter than a virgin on prom night 

protecting her virtue. “I see.” 

“The Mayan Hell is no place for such beauty of yours.” 

“Flattery won’t get you anywhere this time.” Jaida slid from her chair and rounded over 

to his, planting her ass right on his lap. “Sex for answers? That book you found for me is 

opening up my eyes to new possibilities.” 

“Not gonna happen.” 

“Works when you do it.” She scowled and thumped his shoulder with her fist. “I only 

want to get to know you more.” 

“I’ve made a habit of making my own way, ignoring demonic conventional laws. My 

family and I don’t see eye to eye. That’s it in a nutshell.” He slid his arms around her waist. 

Jaida laid her face against his neck and toyed with the buttons on his shirt, trying to 

picture how he’d have looked in the various fashion styles in past times. “And the witch?” 

“Seda?” 

“Somehow, I thought she’d have a menacing name.” Jaida kissed his neck. 

 Torq shook his head. “Not in the least. Her charge, Haani, is how I ended up enslaved.” 

“Will you at least tell me ‘bout them?” Silence met her ears and his body stiffened under 

hers. His hand running patterns over her back. 

“It was a very long time ago when a young beautiful woman asked me for help. Her 

breathtaking beauty inside is what drew me to her. Innocence unspoiled. Not just sexual but in 

nature. Sheltered, she was cultivated for the temple to serve her Gods.” 

“So you took it all away from her?” 

“Yes. Perhaps I should’ve said no, but then I wouldn’t have met you if I had.” 

“Did you destroy her spirit?” Jaida didn’t want to know but something deep within pulled 

her to ask.  
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“Not intentionally. You have to understand the dark nature of my beast, it’s alluring. 

Seda wailed in despair for what Haani and I did together. There was no love there but a hot 

wave of lust, one that fizzled and didn’t grow to anything substantial. Had Haani been my 

other half, a white light of my soul would’ve shown—the grievance would’ve been 

forgivable.”  

Jaida bit her lip. “But the act takes two people to complete. I don’t understand why you 

were punished.” 

“To Seda, I should’ve said no when Haani asked me to show her what she’d be missing if 

she hadn’t been chosen for the temple. I gave her a mental glimpse that instead of 

discouraging her from pursuing shot lust through her so heavy she became a beacon of 

pulsating need neither she nor I could ignore.” 

“You didn’t mean to go all the way with her?” 

“I didn’t mean to be the reason she turned her back on the beliefs and morals she was 

raised with.” 

Jaida had to admit he chose his words carefully. Insecurity flashed through her mind. She 

quieted it. “How did she find you to ask?” 

“She summoned me with one of Seda’s spells.”  

“Naughty girl was looking for and found trouble it seems. Are you angry with Seda for 

what she did to you?” 

“She no longer lives, so anger is irrelevant in this instance.”  

“I’m sorry you were enslaved and alone for so long, that no one, not even your family, 

could help you.” She ran her hands up the back of his neck and brought his head down to her 

lips, kissing him softly. “I’m sorry you were abandoned in the dark,” she whispered. 

 
* * * * 

 
Torq tore his lips from hers and leveled his gaze on her. “Thank you.” His human 

continued to amaze him.  Her self-doubt surprised him. He noticed she set her sights on what 
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she wanted with a little prodding from him and yet allowed him to remain in her life. Her 

sweet words unmanned him. As a demon, her ability to affect him on such a profound level 

added to his contentment. Happiness was an elusive emotion he’d gone without for so long. 

He locked his arms around her, trapping her within the confines of his frame, binding his lips 

once more to hers, he pressed possessive drugging kisses into her and slipped his tongue in to 

devour her syrupy sweetness, the addictive drug called Jaida. Soft exhales of breath came 

from her yielding mouth each time he dragged his bottom lip over hers.  

Jaida responded to him with such wild abandon, her actions heightened everything to 

unbearable levels for him. His cock trapped under her curvaceous ass, made it impossible to 

stick with the no magic rule she instituted. 

         In frustration, he ripped her shirt off, letting the buttons scatter across the floor. He loved 

her tits, craved a taste so bad, he parted ways with the decadence of her sultry lips to latch on 

each breast. 

His beast snarled to be given free reign with this feeding. Torq suppressed the dark 

shadows within separating man and beast for the first time in his existence. “So fucking 

beautiful.” With a guttural growl, he brushed his stubble over her nipple. He slapped one and 

palmed the lush mound, tweaking the engorged rosy bud. He played with each one, plucking 

and sucking, teasing her to a frantic writhing mass of unquenchable desire. Hot and ready to 

fuck, he jerked out of the chair and yanked down her leggings. Using the pants, he swept the 

machine parts and newspaper out of the way.  He made contact with her thong and pulled it to 

the side. 

“I’m going to bend you over the breakfast nook and take you.” He freed his erection from 

the suffocating confines of his pants and pumped from base to tip, rolling the drops of cream 

over the tip.  

“Torqatus.” Jaida wiggled her bottom and then spread her legs. 

“Doll-face, what a beautiful offering.” He let go of his cock long enough to grope and 

splay his fingers over the fleshy globes positioned at the right angle. Between the cheeks her 
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pink clit glistened in the middle of plump pussy lips. Only a fool would resist the urge to drag 

a finger along the folds of her sex. Intimate touch was an important factor in loving many 

chose to ignore, too focused on the act itself. Torquatus trailed his finger down the cleft of her 

ass, to the glistening treasure weeping for him, for invasion. Her ragged breathing hit his ears 

and he stopped his fingers to listen for her groan of impatience.  

“Jaida what do you want?” He let the sensually filled words of his beast roll over her as 

resumed his trail to her outer labia. Strumming his fingers over her sex, he parted her folds, 

then ran a light touch along the swollen tissue. Her musical whimpers filled his ears, the scent 

of her arousal made him salivate for a taste. While he waited for her response, he dipped a 

finger just inside her vagina and withdrew it, bringing her cream to his mouth to suckle off 

loudly. 

“I’m so…Please?” 

“I know you are doll-face.” Torq penetrated her core with his index and middle finger, 

his thumb caressing her clit with each retreat.  

“Fill me.” 

Torquatus sheathed himself within her at her insistence, letting out a ragged breath and 

pressed the tips of his fingers into the holding spot of her lower back. He drank in her luscious 

body moving on and off him, matching each thrust. When she added a little swivel of her hips 

and bounced that ass fully on his dick he almost blew his load. For a sex god, blowing first 

simply wasn’t acceptable. But Tantra be damned, how the hell was he supposed to remember 

that with his sweet thing fucking him instead of the other way around.  

“Slap,” she demanded. 

Fuck yeah. He repeated the action twice more liking the sound and his print decorating 

her before disappearing into a soft pink color. He locked her hips in place again, sliding out of 

her convulsing heat and diving right back in. Her breathing faltered. Torq increased the pace, 

his balls slapping against her sex. Her nails raked across the cherry wood stained table top.           
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“Lay down, breasts onto the table,” he ordered without breaking stride. Too bad he 

couldn’t see her nipples crushed against the wood. Satisfied she wouldn’t face plant and get 

hurt, he trailed a finger around her sex, and ran it up to her hole, teasing the puckered tissue. 

When he slammed home, he slid a finger in slowly, testing the striated muscle. 

“You like that don’t you doll-face.” He added a second finger, imagining his cock 

surrounded by the tight orifice. “Want my dick ramming you? Taking you in such a dirty 

way?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good.” He pulled out of her and lifted her pussy up to his face, sticking his forked 

tongue out to flick and suck her juices. “No coming.” He conjured a sweet smelling cream his 

kind used to prepare their lovers. “I’m going to use something special on your rim doll, you’ll 

feel a bit of cool then warming to numb okay. First I need you to flip over on your back.” 

“O-okay.”  

He reached for his shirt and pants, folded and rolled them, placing the bunch under her 

neck. “There you go.” He began teasing her hole with the cream, around the striated muscle, 

inside her hole until his fingers slid in easy. She bore down on him without being told, the 

walls clenching his digit. “Nice, just like that, adding another,” he said, scissoring inside her 

to test her for his dick. “Soon you’ll feel my fat cock fucking you, and your pretty little hole 

will suck me deep down,” he murmured, leveling his gaze with her curiously aroused one. 

She bucked her hips up and he slapped her clit with his free hand. 

“Oh my!” Jaida’s body shook.   

Torquatus added a third finger and rotated his wrist and pulled out. With his tips he 

stretched her wide, opening her hole with ease. His prick dripped with her juices and his pre-

come. He itched so bad to be in her, he couldn’t control his jerking dick. Unable to resist the 

urge, he shoved into her pussy, taking her harder, savagely, bringing her quickly to the peak 

again. Her passion didn’t take long to spark and combust. She grasped the edge of the table in 

a white knuckled grip. One last thrust and she came hard, creaming all over him. He rode out 
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her miniature explosions, then slid out and pushed her legs to her chest. His cock fit level to 

her hole, he worked the glans in slowly, hissing at how good being there felt while giving her 

time to adjust to his girth. “Press down doll-face.” He wanted to make sure the cream had 

done its job. She hadn’t screamed or wiggled in discomfort, if anything, her face flushed 

more. “Yeah you’re takin’ it.” 

“You feel so good.” She licked her bottom lip as her mouth parted in a soft sigh of 

pleasure. He saw her nipples pebble, standing at attention. Suppressing a groan, Torq pressed 

down on her abdomen, filling her fully, then stalled. Her eyes dilated and he grinned wickedly 

at her. “Time for a wild ride doll-face.” 

Soft mewls left her slightly parted mouth.  

Torq took that sweet whimsical cadence and began pumping, watching her kaleidoscope 

of expressions at feeling a whole new sensation. “Fuck yeah.” He pushed in and out of the 

tight wall of muscle gripping him in velvety silk. A groan left his mouth as his passions rose 

and his beast took over, feeding off them both. Wrapped in perfection, movement became 

jerky. “So good. Make me come.” He talked dirty to her and shoved his fingers into her wet 

sex, pressing her bundle of nerves begging for a second orgasm. Jaida let loose a raspy wail 

and he lost it, his fertile seed spurting into her channel. Next time he’d fill her womb. “Damn 

doll-face.” He fought the muscled walls that milked his dick within her, shuddering with each 

pass. Heart hammering, he pulled out and gathered her into his arms. 

Jaida wrapped her long legs around his waist and kissed him softly. He growled and 

nipped her bottom lip. “Sweet thing.” He moved to the arch of her neck and plunged his fangs 

in, delighting in the taste of her crimson. Her response sent an adrenaline surge through his 

body. Satiated, he basked in the final effects of receiving emotional and physical sustenance 

she offered freely.   

Moving across the loft, he brought her to the master bath and set her on the counter long 

enough to draw some warm water. Waiting for it to fill, he added her favorite bubbles and 

then gingerly set her in. “Sleepy love?” 
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“Umhmm, relaxed.” She lay back against the bath pillow. 

“Good. Let me take care of you,” he said, and began to slowly wash her body, cleansing 

her from their lovemaking. He stopped as that thought crashed down on him realizing he’d 

never used that term loosely. The significance wasn’t lost on him. 

“You okay?” A sleepy voice asked him. 

“Perfect doll.” He brushed a hand across her forehead and dipped his hand underwater to 

wash her treasure hidden from his view. “Clean as a whistle, time for a nap, you.” He lifted 

her wet body from the tub and grabbed her favorite fluffy towel. Setting her on the bench, he 

kneeled at her feet and began drying each inch of her skin. 

Using no magic was killing him. He sighed and shifted them from the bathroom to the 

bed, using his mind he turned down the sheets and situated Jaida’s fluffy body pillow behind 

her back and tucked her into his arms. 

With a thought, he encased them in darkness and pulled the comforter over them both. 
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Chapter Four 

 
Even though Torq didn’t eat supper, Jaida still made a full meal and expected him to be 

there to join her. Unfortunately, he’d disappeared, saying he had to go. The aroma of asiago 

filled tortellini with grilled chicken in a cheese sauce with spinach made her stomach grumble 

loudly. She turned to put in the bread and ran into her man. “Oh, hey sexy, that was fast.” She 

reached up and looped her arms around his neck. His delicious scent smelled almost as good 

as her cooking meal. 

“Cat got your tongue?” She grabbed his cock in one hand and squeezed. When he 

growled and carted her to the table, knocking all plates and utensils off of it, her pussy 

shuddered. “Casanova, I’m allowed to tease, remember? We’ve been through this. No sex all 

the time.” 

He snarled. 

“Not working.” She gazed into dark eyes filled with intense hunger. “I know how hard it 

is for you—and for the record I appreciate how you deny your beast for my comfort. I’ll even 

reward you tonight. Some fellatio?” She winked. 

“Damn. I know why he won’t let you go now.” He bent down and trailed his forked 

tongue up her neck. 

“Talking about yourself in a different tense is sexy. Are we playing strangers? If so, we 

should meet in a dark alley or a smoky club and you can take me.”  

“You’re killing me.” Torqatus hovered over her, letting out a husky groan and trailed his 

fangs over her pulse. 
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“Killing you is nice then.” Jaida pitted her nails into his chest. “I’ve been reading more of 

the material you left. I think I’d like to do some kink. We’ve talked about a lot of aspects. I 

really want to role play some, but there was this after section called, ‘For the Really Dirty 

Sluts.’ The pages described glory holes in public settings and how a woman could be on the 

receiving end with her mouth or sex. Suddenly I have a fascination with them. You know we 

could do that…Build a partition here and you could make me suck you.” 

“I’ve fucking created a monster.” 

Jaida whipped her head to the side. “Torq?” Confused, she kicked at the mirror image of 

her lover as rage took hold. 

“Lotharious, get the fuck off my woman.” Torq advanced and grabbed the back of the 

doppelganger’s shirt, effectively dislodging him. “Doll-face?” 

“I’m fine.”  

A loud crack resonated in the room. “Do that again and I’ll cut off your balls and feed 

them to the gators,” she snapped and looked from one to the other.  

“Damn brother. She’s a feisty human. Is there another one?” He rubbed the sting from his 

cheek and rotated his jaw. “She packs a wallop of a punch. Too bad I love those.” 

“Lotharious, why are you here?” Torquatus crossed his arms. 

If dynamics were anything to go by, by her guesstimation…Torq didn’t seem happy to 

see his brother. 

“Are you two going to fistfight?” 

“We can’t, it’s forbidden.” 

“Now that’s odd. Why not? 

“For us, law demands no fighting each other…or at least not to unconsciousness.” 

“So you weren’t gonna protect my virtue?” 

Torquatus grinned. “Doll-face, you did just fine, but trust me, Lotharious will pay when I 

tell his intended he overstepped his bounds.” 
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“No need for threatening measures bro, was just having a spot of fun seeing what has you 

refusing to return home.” 

“So are you two twins?” 

“Identical.” They supplied in unison. 

“Tattoos?” 

“The same,” Torq answered. “Brother?” 

“You know why I’m here. You’re being summoned home.” 

“Finally, I get to know about his home.” Jaida crossed her arms. 

Torq looked at her and shook his head. “No.” 

“Come on I’m dying to meet your family.” 

“You just met him. He’s it.” 

“Let me introduce myself correctly. I’m Lotharious Darkblood, at your service.”  

“Please?” 

“No. We have other things to discuss. One of them being glory holes, things a sweet 

young woman shouldn’t know about.” 

“You told me to expand my horizons and gave me a book. The net filled in the rest, and I 

figured there’s a whole world of kink to explore.” 

“This could get interesting.” Lotharious crossed his ankles and arms, leaning against the 

wall. 

Torq ran a hand through his hair. “Jaida. Not in front of my brother. He can only take so 

much before his beast takes your playful innocence as an invite to dinner—not one of yours, 

but his dinner.” 

Torquatus’ willful disregard to mention he had a brother, no less a twin, smarted. She 

frowned at him and shrugged her shoulders. “Lotharious, why doesn’t he wish to return 

home?” 

Torq slammed his fist on the table. “I don’t belong there.” 
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“You’re in enough trouble without adding breaking my furniture to it.” She stood her 

ground. 

“I love the passion let loose in lover’s quarrels.” 

“We’re not having a fight.” Both Torq and Jaida yelled. 

“Right…” 

“Doll-face, what’s your problem?” 

“Of all the stupid things to ask…Figure it out yourself.” The idiot was totally clueless. He 

just stood there, staring, like he had the right to be mad at her. Pfft.  “Anything yet?” 

Aggravated, she shook her head when he didn’t speak. “If you’d told me you had a twin 

brother I might not have come perilously close to fucking him instead of you.” 

Torq laughed, the sarcastic tone grated her nerves. “He wouldn’t have let it go that far. 

Besides, I knew he was here as soon as he came to this realm.” 

“Why is that so funny? He could be having his schlong through a hole in our bathroom, 

and I could be sucking him off.” 

“Keep talking and I’m going to think you want to fuck my brother. You got a thing in 

mind for twins?” Torq stalked over to her and fisted his hand in her hair, forcing her to meet 

his leveled gaze. 

“No.” 

“Good. I’m a demon, remember. That means I’m also a selfish bastard. No sharing 

what’s mine and you’ve been marked.” 

Jaida shivered from the intent in his words. “You told me to work on being more vocal 

with wants and desires.” Her tattoo burned hot like his glowing eyes.  

“Brother you’re hurting her.” 

“What? How?” 

“My tattoo feels like it’s on fire.” She bit her lip, forcing tears back. 

Torqautus spun her around and lifted up her shirt, placing his palm on the scorching 

image. “I’m sorry love. You’re making me crazy with your new sexy talk.”  
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“Oh…rub my ink again. I think your fingers make it cool down.”  

Torq ran his palm over her skin. “We can’t fight love, neither one of us would win, we 

feel each other’s pain. Our parents left that lasting mark on us to prevent us from warring with 

one another.” 

“That’s so much better and you’re forgiven for the wacky eye thing.” 

“It wasn’t my intention to harm you.” He kissed her nape and returned his attention to his 

sibling. “You couldn’t have found me while I was trapped?” 

“Tried to. Every time I got close, the flash must’ve been moved. You really pissed that 

witch off enough to keep you locked up even after her natural death at an old age.” 

“Yeah, never do things half assed is my motto.” 

They seemed at ease with one another as if time hadn’t separated them. She wondered if 

Lotharious would come out and say please come home I miss you or if demons didn’t miss 

one another. 

Torq chuckled.  

Jaida enjoyed hearing his resonating voice smile almost as much as how he rubbed her 

neck. When he kissed her nape softly nothing else mattered. “Well Lotharious, I suppose 

you’re forgiven too. Have a seat and tell me everything about your brother and where you 

come from.” 

“I think I will.” He took a seat at the kitchen table. “Torquatus hates coming home. His 

name means locked in chains by the neck and mine means royal ruler. I’m two minutes older, 

though if he returned, I’d split the responsibilities with him and our parents would be pleased 

to have both sons in one home again.” 

“So why don’t you really want to go home Torq?” Jaida nestled into his arms. 

“They told me to get out. No, rephrasing. ‘You useless bastard, get the fuck out and don’t 

ever set foot on our plane again.’”  

“Parents say things they don’t mean. Father’s been trying to get you to come back. You 

just don’t listen.” 
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“He kicked me out and had you to head the family. I made my own way and find it’s 

enjoyable. There’s a lot of responsibility running a realm. My father rules with an iron fist. I 

enjoy freedom, not bogged down by soul taking, soul swindling, the torture levels and the 

sulfuric stench.” 

Lotharious nodded his head in agreement. “Torq is more like our father than I am. Their 

tempers match.  Except Torq’s never fit well with authority or conformed to who we are and 

all we can do. He enjoys the more pleasurable side of our existence, while I rule over our 

legions.” 

“I don’t blame him, none of the other options sound fun.” Jaida had yet to experience the 

baser side of the demon lifestyle, and from the sounds of it would rather not. 

“What if he came home six months out of the year and did none of the things he 

dislikes?” Jaida interjected, trying to find a balance for her man. 

“We’d be glad to have him back in the family fold.” 

Jaida beamed a smile at Torq. “See, that’s perfect. We can have a vacation home here 

during half the year and your birth home for the rest. Maybe my parents will come visit as 

well. Take me home.” 

Torquatus laughed. “They may have loosened up a tiny bit but, I don’t think they’re 

ready for my world yet doll-face.” 

He didn’t say absolutely not, and she suspected that after being locked up for so long 

he’d had time to contemplate and needed his family as much as they needed him. Who knew 

her inherent trait of the importance of family despite good or bad could be used as a strategic 

tactic. “Seeing everyone won’t be so bad. We could have a welcome home party.” 

Lotharious threw her a wicked grin, not quite the same as her love’s but close. “I’ll have 

the women plan it now. Thank you Jaida, you’re one special woman.” 

“Who is mine.” 

“No one will challenge her, Torq.” 
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“I know they’re not stupid. Now get out, you got what you wanted you manipulative 

bastard.” 

Giving his twin the offensive finger salute, Lotharious shimmer out. She saw many years 

of devilish mischief in her future, all thanks to her new brother-in-law. He might make a 

promising partner should she need help handling Torq.  

“Now where were we? I overheard alley fucking and glory holes. Well, we’ll say no to 

the glory hole and settle for sensatory deprivation. And you know I will never turn down 

fellatio, especially since I’m taking you home half the year now. I deserve such a treat.” 

“I can work with that.” Jaida smiled and led him to their room with the knowledge that 

her life with Torquatus Darkblood would be anything but ordinary. 

*The End* 
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