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Prologue 


He sat in his massive chair at the head of the table. A dark figure with his hands wrapped around the chair’s intricately carved arms, he looked out over the large stone-carved room and into the gloom. There were few of them now, his Shadow Ryders. Like him, they had been slipping further and further into the shadows that beckoned to them, promising comfort and respite, but in truth offering a sort of suspended animation, a waking dream in which nothing mattered. Nothing had mattered in quite a long, long time. But that was about to change. It had to if he and his men were to survive. 

How long had he lived in this castle of shadows? Civilizations had risen and fallen, thousands of years had come and gone in the blink of an eye. Even his name was lost in time. He was the Shadow Lord, immortal and powerful. A leader of men who, like himself, had been powerful warriors in their own times. Men of unequalled skill, determination and conviction. 

He had gathered his men to him over the long years. One at a time, he had gone to them as they lay dying and offered them a chance to right the wrong done to them. He did not offer vengeance, but justice. Many times he had met Death as that dark figure had come to claim them, but always with the chosen few, Death had stepped back and allowed him to make his offer. If the fallen warrior declined, then Death took them on their way to the other side. If they accepted, they became warriors of the shadow realm. 

Soldiers of justice. 

At least that is what they had been. Now the shadows that had been their salvation had become their curse. It had been several centuries since any of them had bestirred themselves from this realm to even be concerned about what was going on in the world from which they had all sprung. Once, they had trained daily, keeping their skills sharply honed so they were ready when needed to face down evil. Now the greatest evil they faced was their own apathy. They could not die unless beheaded or exposed to complete daylight without shadow. But they could drift into this sea of never-ending gloom for eternity. And while he no longer cared about himself, he did care about the men who had sworn allegiance to him. 

His eyes pierced the darkness, seeing everything it sought to hide. Men lounged on benches and stared into nothingness. Seldom did they eat, drink or laugh anymore. At one time, laughter had rung freely though the hall. Now if he listened, he could almost hear its mocking strains still echoing. It shocked him to realize how many were missing, lost in the cloak of darkness. He did not know if they could be reclaimed, but he would not rest until he had fought for each and every one of them. 

The time had come. 
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For his powers had given him far-reaching vision and what he had seen had shaken him out of his apathy. If things did not change from the course they were on, soon they would all be lost. Forever. 

But there was always hope. And it was this one thought that stirred him from his rest. His fingers dug into the arms of the chair, gouging the wood as he pushed himself up. Slowly, he stood to his great, imposing height. 

“Warriors!” His voice rang out, reaching thought the shadows, pulling his men toward him. He could hear them stirring, answering the call, fighting the darkness within them. For a moment, he closed his eyes, grief-stricken at what he had allowed to befall them all. But when he opened them again, all sign of grief and doubt were gone, replaced by a steely look of determination. Eyes, dark and black, that saw right though every man and straight to his very soul. 

Only a dozen had answered. So be it. There were dozens more out there and he would search them out and haul them back, kicking and screaming if necessary. But for now, he would start with these men in front of him. His deep, fathomless eyes skimmed over them one at a time. No detail was too small or insignificant for him. One never knew where the key to salvation might lie. 

All tall, all strong, all warriors. From different periods of time, from different cultures and countries, they had formed a brotherhood all their own. Bound by their word and their bond to one another, they stood shoulder to shoulder, their faces impassive as they waited for him to speak, to command them. 

“There is a woman.” Those four small words created a stir among them. He could sense their interest growing. None of them had had a woman in centuries. Lust and need would grow among them as the craving for a woman became sharper. Indeed, he was counting on it. 

“She must be protected at all costs.” He paused, pleased when they all moved closer to him. A tiny candle sprang to life in the center of the table. Its light barely cut through the smothering darkness, but it was a start. If more were to be lit, it had to come from within them. Only with their hearts and spirits could they drive back the all-encompassing shadows. 

“Why?” The voice startled him. It had been a long, long time since any of them had spoken. One warrior detached himself from the group and stepped forward, crossing his arms over his massive chest as he stood with his legs braced apart. The Shadow Lord almost smiled. He’d known that Gideon would respond to the challenge. 

“She will bear a child who will be the salvation of mankind.” He stepped toward Gideon and was pleased when his warrior stood his ground. “And now she has flung herself heedlessly into danger.” As he sauntered closer to Gideon, the other men moved back slightly. “It is your job to protect her.” 

Gideon nodded immediately, his hand going to his heart. It was both a pledge and a salute. The Shadow Lord gave silent thanks to the loyalty that still bound his men to him. It was one of the few things that could save them. He reached his hand out to 127  
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Gideon, wrapping his hand around the warrior’s forearm. His arm was immediately clasped in return. 

Drawing Gideon toward the head of the table, he motioned to the others to follow. 

“There is much you need to know…” 
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Chapter One 

“Come on, you sneaky bastard. Where are you?” Jo Harris squinted into the darkness, trying to see into the surrounding shadows. She knew it wasn’t smart to meet her informant in the middle of the night in a deserted alley, but she was desperate. The unknown man had promised her information about her missing sister and for that she’d walk through the fires of hell. So a dark alley was nothing in comparison. 

Besides, she was a cop. Well, technically she was a cop. Just because she was temporarily on medical leave didn’t mean anything. The bullet wound in her thigh was healed and she’d been cleared to go back to work next week. The familiar weight of her weapon nestled in her shoulder holster reassured her. She had a knife tucked into her boot as well. Her senses were keen and her body, while not quite at its physical peak, was a formidable weapon. She was ready for anything. 

The slightest sound of a foot scraping along the dirt put her on alert. Her breathing slowed and she listened as she froze in the shadow of the building, blending with it. 

Just when she thought she might have imagined it, she heard it again. Closer this time. 

Taking a deep breath, she let it out slowly and prepared to move quickly. 

“I know you’re there.” She was moving even as she finished speaking the last word. 

Silently, like a wraith, she changed her location, so he wouldn’t be able to pinpoint her position. 

“Did you bring the money?” The voice was off to her left about fifteen feet in front of her. 

Taking a chance, she stepped into the middle of the alley where the faint light of the street lamp reached. She drew herself up, taking advantage of every inch of her five-foot-eleven frame. With her low-heeled boots, it made her an even six feet. Her shoulders were broad, her legs long, her short hair as black as the night. But it was her cold gray eyes that intimidated men. 

At least that’s what her fellow officers had always told her. Most meant it as friendly teasing, but some followed it up with a few other words, like bitch or ball-buster. Usually when she was smacking down their crude sexual advances. Right now the only man who interested her was slinking out of the darkness and her interest certainly wasn’t sexual in nature. 

Shaking like a junkie too long without a fix, he sidled closer to her. His hair was cropped off short to his skull and his face looked like it had been beaten one too many times. Her entire body was on high alert, ready for anything. “I’ve got the money if the information is worth buying.” She wanted this over and done with. 
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“You said you’d pay for information about the girl in the picture you were flashing around.” His high-pitched whine made her head hurt. She held her ground, not speaking. Instead, she crossed her arms over her chest and waited. 

Sure enough, he started to fidget, tugging on the front of his ragged coat. His gaze flickered away from her face and he started to put a hand in his pocket. “Leave them where I can see them.” The authority in her tone stopped him cold. 

He held up his hands in a placating gesture. “I don’t mean nothing.” 

She’d had enough. “Stop wasting my time.” It was a gamble, but she turned as if to walk away. 

“Wait. I heard that the woman you’re looking for was seen down at Whitey’s Bar.” 

Now that he’d started speaking, what little he knew tumbled out of him at once. “She was asking questions and making guys nervous.” He stepped toward her. “Do I get my money now?” 

“What questions was she asking?” 

“I don’t know.” 

When she turned away again, he grabbed her arm. Whirling around, she slammed him up against the wall. “Think harder.” Her face was right next to his, her voice a whisper. His breath stank of onions and she held her own breath as she waited. 

“Okay. Okay. She was asking about Dirk Becker. And that’s just not smart.” 

“Who is he?” She pushed his face harder into the wall when he tried to squirm out of the way. 

“Dirk’s the man, you know. You want it, he’s got the connections. I told you all I know.” She sensed he was telling her the truth and eased up her grip. “I want my money.” 

“Yeah sure.” Stepping back, she reached into her pocket and hauled out a crumpled fifty dollar bill and tossed it to him. Her mind was whirling. Why was her sister asking about a man like that? 

Her inattention gave him the opening he was looking for. Her senses kicked in before she even fully registered the threat. He had a gun drawn and pointed straight at her. Well damn. Now she’d have to go to the trouble of disarming the asshole. Her body began to move even as her mind was sorting through her options. 

A gigantic shadow fell in front of her and her informant disappeared from her view. “What the hell?” The shadow whirled back toward her as she spoke and she drew her gun and aimed. “Stand back, I’m armed.” 

Without warning, he was right in front of her. She took an involuntary step backward, stumbling slightly, but never losing her grip on her weapon. Holy shit, he was big. No, make that huge. The dim light shone straight at his face and torso and she froze. Every cell of her body went into overdrive. He was without a doubt the most gorgeous man she’d ever laid eyes on. 
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His hair looked black, but she couldn’t be sure if it was just the lack of light. But it was long, hanging down over his bare shoulders. He was wearing a plain black leather vest that was open, revealing the widest chest she’d ever seen, and with her years in the police force she’d seen plenty of buff-looking guys. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. If she wasn’t mistaken, there was a tattoo of a large black bird right in the center of that magnificent chest. 

He stood as still as a statue, his eyes never leaving her face. Now it was her turn to be unnerved by his stillness and his silence. Even though she knew what he was doing, it was still very effective. Those eyes looked so deep and dark, she could almost swear she could see her reflection in them if she looked hard enough. 

And his face looked as if it was chiseled by the hands of the gods. His jaw was strong, his cheekbones high, his nose aquiline. But his lips, his lips made her want to taste them, lick them. She licked her own lips instead, fascinated as his eyes followed her tongue as she trailed it over her bottom lip. 

Oh lord, she wanted him. Her entire body was screaming at her to jump him. Her nipples were hard points against the soft cups of her bra and she could feel the cream flowing between her legs. The crotch of her jeans was wet and it took all her discipline not to squirm to try to alleviate the growing ache. 

This kind of thing just didn’t happen to her. Sure, she’d had sex before, but not often. Her size scared off most men and the few times she had been serious about a guy, it hadn’t lasted long and had always ended in disappointment on both sides. But this guy didn’t look like anyone would scare him off. He had to be at least six-foot-eight, maybe more. 

It was getting harder for her to breathe so she sucked in a deep breath and then forgot to let it out when his eyes went straight to her chest as if he could see her swollen breasts and pointed nipples through her top. She knew it was too dark for him to see her, but it still made her uncomfortable and incredibly aroused at the same time. 

She had to get a grip on herself. The sound of someone scrabbling in the dirt reminded her of her informant. How could she have forgotten? Moving quickly, she skirted around the unknown man, keeping him further than arm’s length and her gun trained on him. She was just in time to see the back end of her informant as he fled around a corner. 

“Damn it,” she swung back around. “You let him get away. I wasn’t finished with him yet.” 

“I was protecting you.” She almost melted into the ground as his deep voice washed over her. 

“Yeah, well, I didn’t need help.” Realizing how ungrateful that sounded, she shook off her disappointment. “Look, I appreciate what you were trying to do, but I didn’t need any help.” 

“He had a weapon pointed at you.” His logic just ticked her off. 
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“I could have disarmed him. I can take care of myself.” She turned and started walking back down the alley toward the light, sheathing her weapon as she went. Her mind was already planning her next move. 

There was no sound, no warning at all. One minute she was almost out of the alleyway, the next, her back was up against the wall, her hands trapped in his. He lowered his head until his forehead was all but touching hers. The scowl on his face left no doubt that he was angry with her. Leaning even closer, he whispered, “Can you now?” 
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Chapter Two 

The woman’s scent was driving him insane. Every instinct Gideon possessed was urging him to strip her bare and fuck her. She wanted him. Of that, there was absolutely no doubt. Her arousal teased his nostrils and he longed to bury his face between her thighs and breathe in her unique smell, taste her essence. The rise and fall of her breasts had fascinated him. He could see the tips of them clearly against the outline of the shirt that she wore. The darkness could hide nothing from his keen eyes. Yes, she wanted him. But he also sensed she wasn’t happy about it. 

He was infuriated at the easy way she’d placed herself in danger. It didn’t matter that he’d never set eyes on her before a few minutes ago. Deep in the pit of his gut, he knew that she belonged to him. There was something about her that awakened every male instinct that had lain dormant for more centuries than he cared to count. 

His cock had started swelling from the moment he’d emerged from the Shadow Realm and into this one. Now, it was as hard as steel. Pressing against the front of his leather pants, it was almost painful. But it was a pain he welcomed for it told him he was still alive and that was something he hadn’t felt in a long, long time. 

“Do not be afraid.” He whispered the words in her ear as he flicked out his tongue and tasted the delicate swirls. Her breathing quickened and he could feel the tiny puffs of air against his neck. 

Anchoring her hands in one of his, he raised them over her head. Ever so slowly, he brushed back a lock of hair that had fallen over her forehead. Her gray eyes were smoky with desire and wonder as she stared up at him. Her lashes were long and black, and when she blinked they looked like the wings of a raven against her pale skin. Her cheekbones were high, her nose slightly tilted at the end, and her chin was more pointed than rounded, giving her the look of an inquisitive fox. Using his thumb, he traced every feature of her face, learning her, memorizing her. 

Her neck was long and slender and he could feel her swallow as his fingers brushed over it. He traced her slender collarbone before moving lower. Finally, he allowed his hands to cup her breast. The plump flesh fit perfectly in his hand and even through the soft fabric covering it, he could feel the hard nub of her nipple. He moved his thumb, rubbing it back and forth across the swollen bud. 

Her moan of pleasure was like music to his ears. And as he watched her, she licked her lips. They were rosy and plump and he had to taste them. Leaning forward, he lowered his lips toward hers. So close. 

It was instinct that saved him. Many centuries as a warrior had honed his reflexes to a sharp edge. As her knee shot upward toward his groin, he jerked to the side before 133  
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slamming his body over hers. Now his legs shackled hers to the wall. Anger surged through him, at her, at himself. Then he heard her whimper. 

“Did I hurt you?” He was too smart to relinquish his position. He would not make the mistake of underestimating his warrior queen again. And he realized that was how he thought of her. She would have been a queen in another age, in another time. Her bravery and fighting skill would have made her a much coveted prize among kings. 

She didn’t answer him and he began to worry. “Josephine, answer me.” Although it was physically impossible, she seemed to pull further away from him. 

“Nobody calls me Josephine. It’s Jo,” she responded automatically. “And how do you know my name?” Her gray eyes became flinty as they narrowed on him. “Who the hell are you?” 

Sighing, he realized that this wasn’t going to be easy. “My name is Gideon. And I am your protector.” 



Jo just stared at the man who held her captive. It was infuriating and frustrating to be restrained so easily. It made her want to scream and curse, but she did neither. 

Obviously, this man had training. He’d disarmed her informant quickly and quietly and now held her like it was no effort at all. He wasn’t even straining or breathing hard. But for some reason, she wasn’t afraid of him. Even when she’d tried to knee him in the balls he hadn’t retaliated. He’d simply blocked her move and held her tighter. But at no point had he ever hurt her. 

Gideon, he called himself. “Gideon what?” 

“Just Gideon,” he answered. 

The name echoed in her brain. And then it was if the world suddenly retreated. “Oh lord,” she whispered as the world in front of her disappeared and was replaced with a vision of her and Gideon making love, their bodies entwined in a heated embrace. This couldn’t be happening. 

The women in her family were either gifted or cursed, depending on your point of view, with the ability to recognize the love of their life within moments of meeting him. 

Jo had heard the family legends for years, but hadn’t quite wanted to believe them. Her family was legendary for quickie weddings and her mother had wed her father within days after meeting him. But it always happened before their thirtieth birthday. Jo had turned thirty almost six months ago and she was sure that she’d escaped fate. Part of her had been elated, but there was a part of her deep down that had been crushed. 

And now, here was this dark stranger in front of her and he was the love of her life. 

The irony of the situation threatened to choke her. The world came back into focus and she became aware of strong arms locked around her, rocking her from side to side as a comforting voice crooned in her ear. For the first time in her life, she felt safe and protected and loved in a man’s arms. It was only the fear for her sister that made her push against his hold. 
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“Listen, I appreciate it, but I really don’t need a protector.” She tried to push away, but his arms were like velvet manacles, keeping her captive. His skin was hot against her cheek and the steady beat of his heart lulled her. Unconsciously, she rubbed her face against him, loving the feel of the muscled chest beneath her cheek. She felt something flutter against her face and could have sworn that it was the soft brush of feathers. 

Pulling back slightly, she stared at the tattoo in the center of his chest, but was barely able to make it out. It had to be her imagination. 

“From what I have witnessed, you need someone to keep an eye on you.” Her head jerked up at his words. 

“Well, that’s not your business. So let me go. I’ve got things to do. Important things.” 

“I will go with you and help you do whatever it is you must do.” 

She almost declined his offer, but the more she thought about it, the more she grew to like the idea. He was big and obviously had training of some sort. If he’d meant to hurt her, he already had plenty of opportunity to do so. He might be of some use to her. 

She raised her head to look at him and got lost in his dark, liquid gaze and when his head dipped toward her, she didn’t move. Instead, she stood up on her toes and met him partway. Soft but firm, his lips brushed hers. Not demanding, not taking, just offering them to her. 

Gripping his shoulders for support, she leaned closer to him, wanting to taste him. 

When his tongue swiped across her lower lip, she moaned. Deep in her body an ache began to grow once again. Really, it had never stopped, but had been increasing steadily since she first laid eyes on him. This was her man. Her mate. And she wanted him. Needed him like she’d never needed anything in her entire life. 

His tongue traced the opening between her lips and when she parted them, he thrust it inside, claiming her mouth. His huge hands cupped her cheeks as he angled her head so that he could deepen their kiss. She could feel his cock, hard and thick against her stomach and rubbed her body against it. Her own juices were flowing now, her panties wet with need. 

And when he tore his mouth from hers, she tugged on his hair to bring him back. 

But his hands were busy and he pulled her hands away from him and whipped her T-shirt over her head in one motion. Before she could even blink, her bra disappeared. 

Naked from the waist up, she could feel his eyes caress her skin just as she could feel the cool night breeze against it. Her nipples tightened and her pussy throbbed. 

“You are so beautiful.” His voice was hoarse and shaky, but his hands were sure as he cupped her breasts. The calloused pads of his hands shaped her breasts and his thumbs traced her nipples. 

“Yesss,” she hissed, pushing closer. 

His hair brushed against her skin as he lowered his head. She held her breath as his tongue flicked out to tease one of the swollen buds. Without warning, he sucked her nipple into his mouth, laving it with his tongue. 
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She was already so close to coming. Her blood was pumping wildly though her body. Every part of her was screaming at her to take him. She wanted his large cock in her body, slamming into her pussy, giving her relief. 

Ignoring his vest, she reached down and struggled with the fastenings of his leather pants. They almost defeated her. Laced instead of buttoned or zipped, it took her a few minutes to get them undone. He didn’t even try to help her, but continued to suck and lick at her breasts. She couldn’t think straight as the pleasure coursed straight from her nipples to her sex and back again. When she finally got the laces open, she shoved the leather out of the way and his cock sprang free from its confinement. He wasn’t wearing any underwear. Hard and hot, it all but leapt into her hands. 

Stroking her fingers over his cock, she learned his shape and texture. But now she wanted his hands on her pussy. As if he knew what she was thinking, he slid one of his hands to the front of her jeans. They were open in a flash. Cupping her waist with his hands, he slowly slid them inside her jeans. Stroking down over her hips, he shoved her jeans and underwear down as he went. He didn’t stop until they were around her knees. 

He shifted slightly away from her so that their bodies were no longer touching except where her hands wrapped around his cock. She refused to let go. Reaching out his hand, he laid it on her stomach. The heat was incredible and her hips arched forward. One slow inch at a time, his hand moved over her belly until his fingers sifted through her pubic hair and over her sex. 

She desperately tried to open her legs wider, but caught as she was in the jeans and underwear, she could only part them slightly. But it was enough. His fingers traced over the wet folds of her flesh and her stomach clenched as he grazed her swollen clitoris. Crying out, she jerked her hips, desperately wanting him to do it again. 

But he ignored it and traced the wet opening to her sex. Leisurely, he traced round and round until she thought she’d go mad. “Gideon,” she wailed, tightening her hand around his cock. She continued to pump it up and down his entire length. Using her other hand, she cupped his heavy testicles and gently squeezed. 

“I want to fuck you.” The rough need in his voice startled her and delighted her at the same time. No man had ever said those words to her in a way that made her feel powerful and womanly. 

“Then fuck me,” she taunted, rubbing her thumb over the swollen head of his cock. 

“Face the wall, brace yourself with your hands and stick your ass out so I can take you from behind. You can’t take off your boots and I can’t get inside you any other way.” One of his fingers dipped inside her. It wasn’t enough. Not nearly enough. 

His crude words excited her as she realized he was right. With her jeans around her knees, the only way he could take her was from behind. She’d never had a man fuck her from behind. But she wanted him to do it. 

Giving his cock one final squeeze, she turned and placed her hands against the cold wall. The rough stone of the building dug into her palms, grounding her and dousing 136 
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her in reality. She was about to allow a man she’d just met to fuck her from behind in a dimly lit, dirty alleyway where anyone could come along and catch them. For a moment, common sense and fear rose up within her. What was she doing? 

His hand cupped her ass before dipping between her legs. This time he pushed two of his long fingers deep inside her. Her inner muscles clenched hard around them and Jo gasped as her entire body strained toward completion. All other thoughts disappeared. She had to have this man. 

Leaning forward, she pushed her ass back toward him and spread her legs as wide as the restricting clothing would allow. The cool air on her heated pussy aroused her even further. Her breasts swayed as they hung down, her nipples puckered so tight it was almost painful. She waited, suspended in agony. She was so close to coming. 

He withdrew his fingers from her body and she could feel him standing behind her, watching her. She almost cried with relief when his hands gripped her ass and spread the cheeks wide. The broad head of his penis pushed its way deep inside her pussy, stretching her. And then he stopped. 
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Chapter Three 

Gideon’s lungs were working like a bellows as he struggled to breathe. It had been so long and he wanted her so much. But he wanted her to be sure. Needed her to be sure. He almost came when she wiggled her hips, trying to take him deeper. 

“Are you sure, Jo?” He found it strange to call her by a name better suited for a man. 

She gave a snort of laughter. “It’s a little late for that.” 

He wasn’t quite sure what she meant, but he started to withdraw. It might kill him, but he’d finish the job by hand rather than take a woman who didn’t want him. 

She cried out, clamping her inner muscles down around him. “Don’t you dare stop, Gideon. Fuck me. Now.” 

He almost roared with relief. Instead, he drove himself into her waiting warmth as far as he could. She was tight and her body resisted the intrusion. But gradually she softened, taking him deep inside. He felt as if he’d finally come home. Swallowing back the emotion that threatened to overwhelm him, he cupped her breasts with his hands, determined to give her the greatest amount of pleasure that he possibly could. 

Both of them were so primed, neither of them would last long. Catching her nipples between his fingers, he pinched them lightly as he pulled his hips back and then thrust forward. He could feel the sweat rolling down his back even though the air was cool. 

He’d never wanted a woman this much before. She was different. She was his woman. 

And he was determined to keep her. 

Her soft, breathy cries were an aphrodisiac. Everything about her fired his blood, making it hotter. He pulled his hips back and drove into her again. Harder this time. 

She shoved her bottom back as he thrust, pushing his cock even deeper. He could feel her inner muscles tightening more and more with each thrust. 

He released one of her breasts and positioned his hand lower. Sifting his fingers through the silky black curls between her thighs, he found the swollen nub of her desire and began to stroke it. His hips were pumping faster now as he hammered into her welcoming heat. The slap of flesh against flesh was loud in the stillness of the night. 

She stiffened, arched back her head and cried out. Gideon didn’t stop or slow his pace. He could feel his testicles drawing up tight to his body. His last thrust brought her right off her feet. Her pussy clamped down on his cock as he emptied himself inside her. Gritting his teeth to keep from yelling, he rode the pleasure, trying to make it last, milking it to the very end. 

He slumped against her, still holding her close. She was totally limp in his arms and he held her tight, trying to keep them both from toppling to the ground. His breathing 138 
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slowed and the sounds of the night penetrated his foggy brain. He’d never done anything this undisciplined in his life. It didn’t matter that a part of him was constantly monitoring the surrounding area. He was responsible for Jo’s safety and well-being. 

And that certainly didn’t include getting fucked senseless in a back alley. 

Carefully he released her breast, which was still clamped tight in his hand. He slid his hand down until it covered her warm, smooth stomach. Next, he removed his hand from between her thighs. She moaned as his finger stroked her clit one final time. Her pussy spasmed around his cock and it was his turn to moan. Holding her steady, he pulled back until he was no longer inside her. 

Closing his eyes, he gave himself a moment to recover before bending down and grasping her jeans in his hands. Unable to resist, he licked a wet trail up the curve of her spine as he pulled her pants back up around her. She swayed as he eased her away from the wall and turned her to face him. 

Frowning, he looked at her palms, displeased that they were scratched and red. She deserved silk sheets and flowers, not stone and grime. He gently wiped the dirt from the center of each hand before placing a kiss there. All the while, she watched him silently. He was afraid she was already beginning to regret this. 

It didn’t matter. He’d make it up to her later. “You’re mine now.” He said the words knowing they would anger her. She was an independent woman who wouldn’t easily welcome any man’s possession. But he was not about to let her go, not after thousands of years of waiting. For she was his soul mate. He knew that as surely as he knew every dark corner of the night. 

“I know.” Her easy agreement surprised him and made him wary. She ignored him then, bending down and searching for the rest of her clothes. 

He set her aside and picked up her bra, fingering the soft lace before handing it to her. As she slipped it on and fastened it, he snagged her T-shirt off the ground, shook it out and held it out to her. While she was pulling it on, he fastened the front of his pants. 



Jo almost laughed as she watched Gideon lace up the front of his tight leather pants. 

The look on his face was priceless. He watched her warily as if he expected her to explode at any moment. Ordinarily, she would have. They’d just had sex without protection, for heaven’s sake. She’d never done that in her entire life. But because of the family gift, she knew he was her one true love. At this point, she didn’t know if they’d end up together, but she wanted any time she could get with him. She’d known that sex with him would be phenomenal and she’d been right. Actually, that was an understatement. There were no words to describe how perfect, how right and good it was. 

As much as she’d like to explore this attraction further, she knew it would have to wait. She didn’t regret what they’d just done, but she couldn’t waste any more time. She had a lead to finding her sister and that was more important than anything else. 
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“What worries you so?” He cupped her chin  in  his  hand  and  tipped  it  up  so  she was looking straight at him. “It is too late for regrets.” 

It made her feel a little better to know that her big, strong warrior wasn’t quite as confident as he seemed. But still, she found herself offering him reassurance. “I don’t have any regrets.” He said nothing, but nodded his head and grunted. She almost smiled at him, he looked so pleased with himself. “But I’ve got to go.” 

The black scowl was back on his face. “I will go with you.” 

“Fine. Come with me. But I’ve got to find my sister.” Tears pricked the back of her eyelids as she contemplated that something might have happened to her sister. 

“Tell me.” And as simple as that, she found herself pouring out her troubles to him. 

“My sister Jac and I are very close. We talk every day and tell each other everything. You know?” He nodded, but said nothing. 

Taking a deep breath, she continued. “A couple days ago, I couldn’t reach her. I didn’t think anything of it at first. I just thought maybe she stayed out late on a date or something. But when I couldn’t get hold of her the next day, I went to her apartment. 

I’ve got a key to her place, so I let myself in. It was empty. Her purse was gone, a suitcase was missing and her car wasn’t in the parking lot. I called her workplace and they said she was on two weeks holidays. But I know she hadn’t planned any holiday.” 

Jo knew she was babbling, but couldn’t stop now that she’d started. 

“So I start looking for her, questioning her friends and the people living in the apartments around her. Her neighbor said Jac asked her to take her mail for a couple weeks. I also had a closer look around her apartment and found a couple of crumpled notes that led me to this part of town.” 

Jo laughed. “Jac and I are total opposites. She’s a real girly-girl. Not that she’s not tough, but she likes nice clothes and makeup and she wouldn’t be caught dead in this section of town. Not without a good reason.” 

Gideon nodded thoughtfully. “And that man you met tonight?” 

“He had information. Said she was asking questions at some bar called Whitey’s.” 

Jo sucked in a deep breath. “So that’s where I’m headed.” 

“No.” His voice was implacable. “That is where  we are headed.” 

The relief was so great that she started to slump back against the wall, but before she could touch it, his arms were around her, pulling her close to his body. “Thank you,” she whispered. She didn’t need the help, she assured herself, but it was nice to have backup. 

“It is upsetting you, so we will deal with it.” Wrapping his arm around her shoulder, he guided her out of the alley. “Then we will talk about us.” 

“It’s that simple?” She couldn’t believe that Gideon was for real. He was more like a knight errant out of some legend than the biker dude that he looked like. 

“Yes.” He led her unerringly toward her car, which sat by itself in the middle of a deserted lot. “Why is it that you and your sister have men’s names?” 
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The question caught her off guard and made her laugh. “It’s actually Josephine and Jacqueline, but nobody but our mother ever called us by those names. We’ve always been Jo and Jac. Truthfully, I think my dad wanted boys but got stuck with us.” That was a running joke in their family for it was well known how both girls had wrapped their father around their fingers from the day they were born. 

“He did not appreciate you?” Gideon’s anger surprised her and she hastened to reassure him. 

“No, he loves both of us. That’s just a family joke.” She patted his rock-hard chest and he grunted in satisfaction. The tattoo drew her eyes again. As she watched it, it seemed to move slightly. But that was impossible. 

“The raven is part of me. It shares its strength with me.” He flattened her hand against the body of the large bird that covered a substantial portion of his chest. 

“It’s great.” The tattoo was forgotten as she dug into her pocket for her keys. 

Unlocking the car door, she opened it and slid into the driver’s seat. “You’re not going to be one of those men who doesn’t like it when a woman drives, are you?” 

Her heart almost stopped when he smiled at her. Honestly, the man should come with a warning label, he was so hot. He leaned down and dropped a quick kiss on her lips before closing her door and sauntering around the front of the vehicle. She was still in a stupor when he tapped on the passenger side window. 

“I guess that’s a no, then,” she muttered to herself as she leaned over and flipped up the lock. 

Gideon climbed in beside her, leaned back against the leather seats and crossed his arms over his chest. “Whenever you’re ready.” 

Darn it, he’d made her forget her surroundings again. Shaking off the sensual haze that cloaked her, she started the car and drove out of the lot. 
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Chapter Four 

Whitey’s was like a million other seedy bars that sprang up in cities all over the world. The clientele were questionable, the drinks were straight up and bar fights were a daily occurrence. Gideon was glad that the Shadow Lord had taken the time to bring him up-to-date with the world that now existed. But even without that, he would have recognized such a place. They had existed in different forms since man had first settled in permanent towns and cities. 

He was glad that he was here with Jo. Even now, she strode boldly through the door and into the gloomy interior. He didn’t know whether to applaud her bravery or lock her away somewhere safe. Both, most likely, depending on the situation. He took in the entire room at a glance and knew that she did too. Placing his hand on her back, he gave her a slight nudge toward the bar. She hesitated for the barest of seconds before marching forward. 

Leaning on the bar, she caught the bartender’s attention. At first, it seemed as if he would ignore her, but then he noticed Gideon looming large behind her. “What do you want?” Not the friendliest greeting, but then they hadn’t expected one. 

“Two beers,” she ordered. The bartender looked at him and Gideon nodded. He could feel Jo bristling in front of him. If the barkeep wasn’t careful, he’d quickly find himself on the receiving end of Jo’s fury. If it wasn’t for the seriousness of the task in front of them, it might be fun to watch. 

Jo slid a twenty dollar bill across the bar when he placed the two bottles in front of them. When he reached for it, she slapped her hand over it and dropped a small picture next to it. “Have you seen her?” 

“No.” The denial was immediate. 

“Look at it,” Jo demanded, her hand still covering the money. Gideon could sense that they were starting to attract attention. A waitress caught his eye as she hurried behind the bartender. She glanced at them worriedly, but kept on going. 

The bartender was a tough-looking man of about forty. His head was shaved and his beard was thick. Several small gold hoops adorned each ear. He scowled, but glanced at the photo. “Like I said, I haven’t seen her.” 

Jo was quivering with anger beside him and he knew he had to distract her before she did something she might regret. There was still much they might learn here, but that wouldn’t happen if they got tossed out. 

Just then a slow country song started playing from the jukebox. “Dance with me.” 

Not giving her time to reply, he drew her into his arms and led her onto the tiny section of scarred wood floor that didn’t have tables on it. Gripping her ass in his hands, he 142 
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tugged her close. She was stiff at first, but as he swayed with her in his arms, she gradually relaxed. 

“What was that all about?” Her hands slid up his chest before wrapping around his neck. He sensed that she thought about squeezing, but thought better of it at the last second. It surprised him just how quickly he was coming to know her. 

Leaning down, he nuzzled her neck. Even through the stench of stale smoke, beer and body odor, he could smell her fresh womanly scent—a tangy lemony scent, tinged with the underlying musky flavor of pure woman. He took her earlobe between his teeth, nibbling on the tender flesh, and was pleased when she tilted her head ever so slightly to allow him better access. “I didn’t want you to get us thrown out of here. I think the waitress knows something.” 

She started to jerk away, but he was ready for her. Gripping her tight ass in his hands, he pulled her pelvis toward his, grinding his erection into her stomach. He could sense the other patrons watching them but quickly losing interest as they went back to whatever they’d been doing. That was good. They might actually learn something if people weren’t too wary of them. 

Gideon swayed with Jo in his arms. She suited him perfectly, her height making it easy for their bodies to fit together with ease. Her intelligence, bravery and loyalty shone through in everything she did. He’d worried at first that she might have a boyfriend or husband, but he knew with certainty that if she did, she never would have allowed herself to have sex with him. 

That made him wonder about the Shadow Lord’s pronouncement that she would bear a child that was important to mankind. His arms tightened around her. Just the thought of another man’s hands on her sent pure anger pulsing through his veins. He would have to find out more information, but he knew deep in his heart that he would never let her go. He would challenge the very demons of hell in order to keep her. 

He realized he was holding her too tightly when she squirmed in his embrace. 

Forcing himself to loosen his hold on her, he tried to relax. 

“Are you all right?” Her quiet concern was a balm to his soul, soothing his anger. 

The song ended then and he took her hand and led her to an empty table in the corner of the room. 



Jo watched Gideon closely. Something was bothering him, but she had no idea what it could be. One minute he’d been in an amorous mood on the dance floor, the next he’d been holding her so close she could hardly breathe. She wanted to prod him until he told her what was wrong, but this wasn’t the time or the place. 

A waitress hurried up to their table and plunked two bottles of beer down in front of them. She shot a nervous glance at the bar before dropping a piece of paper next to the bottle. Before Jo could speak, the woman had hurried on to another table. 

Grabbing the paper, Jo pulled it into her lap and carefully opened it. The sight of the familiar writing made her heart clench. 
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“What is it?” Looking up, she met Gideon’s questioning gaze. 

“It’s a note from Jac.” Taking a deep breath for courage, she squinted so she could read the words. It was dated only yesterday. “The water’s fine. I found three shells. I’m not swimming.” Jo closed her eyes as relief washed over her. 

“This means something to you?” 

Jo nodded. “We’ve written in code like this since we were kids. She’s fine. The three shells are three days and since this was written yesterday that means she’ll be at the beach where we used to play as kids in two days time. The part where she says she’s 

‘not swimming’ means that she is in danger but she’s staying away from it.” She could tell that he didn’t understand, so explained further. “There was a bad undertow at the beach, so we were never allowed to go out swimming because it was dangerous.” 

“Now that we know where she’ll be, we can meet her and find out what the danger is. Once we have established that, we can eliminate the problem.” Pushing back his chair, he stood. “It’s time for us to leave.” 

Jo could feel herself creaming her jeans as he stared down at her with lust in his eyes. Now that she knew her sister was safe and she’d be meeting her in two days, she knew that she wanted to spend the next two days with Gideon. Preferably in bed. The quicker they got out of here the better. 

“No need to leave quite so quickly.” The new voice was filled with menace. Jo scolded herself for once again allowing her attention to wander before they were safely away. 

“We’re ready to leave.” She kept her voice even and firm. The man standing beside their table was a few inches over six feet tall with long blonde hair and piercing green eyes that looked almost feral. His face was long and marred by scars. Anger radiated from him. 

“I don’t think so. You’ve been asking questions about me. Too many questions. And I find myself asking why.” His tone was amiable enough, but Jo wasn’t fooled for a second. “Don’t bother trying to leave.” He jerked his head toward the door and Jo saw that two large men now stood in front of it, both of them brandishing shotguns. While they watched, one of them barred and locked the door. “Oh, by the way, my name is Dirk Becker.” 

Slowly, she came to her feet. “You’re misinformed, Mr. Becker. I really have no interest in you at all.” Her tone was dismissive, as if he was unworthy of her regard. 

“Now that’s not nice at all.” He stroked the short beard that covered his chin. 

“Mickey told me that you weren’t nice to him this evening.” He motioned to the bar and Jo could see her informant from earlier tonight skulking in the far corner. He must have slunk in since they got here. She definitely would have noticed him. 

“Enough.” Gideon’s quiet voice cut through the bar like a gunshot. “We are leaving now.” Reaching out, he snagged Jo’s hand and tugged her next to him. 

“I don’t think so,” Dirk smirked. “Why don’t you sit back down so we can all have a little chat?” 
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The two men by the door started forward and suddenly everything changed. The room seemed to get darker and the air got thicker. Men started to grumble and even Dirk looked around the room as if sensing danger. And then Jo could see no one. They simply disappeared, swallowed up in the darkness. Only Gideon’s hand wrapped around hers anchored her to where she stood. 

When he started to move all she could do was stumble along behind him. And when she tripped and started to fall, he scooped her up into his arms and carried her. 

They were climbing a set of stairs, but she could see nothing at all. “Stand here.” He lowered one of his arms so that her feet touched a ground that she couldn’t even see. 

When he let go of her hand she almost cried out and pleaded with him not to leave her. 

Biting her lip, she waited, her nervousness and fear growing with each passing second. 

The sound of a boot hitting a door split the quiet and then suddenly moonlight was shining through the darkness. Grabbing her hand again, he dragged her onto the rooftop. “We’ll be trapped up here.” Already she could hear footsteps on the stairwell. 

The gloom had cleared behind them. 

“Do you trust me?” Gideon tugged her to the edge of the roof. 

“Yes.” Her answer was instinctive and quick. She knew she trusted him with her life. 

He smiled at her then. The devil was enjoying this, she realized. Turning his back to her, he bent down, wrapped his arms around her thighs and lifted her piggyback style onto his back. She flung her arms around his neck for support. 

Men burst out of the doorway and she turned her head in time to see Dirk smirking at them. “You’ve got nowhere to go.” 

“Hang on tight and don’t let go.” Before she knew what Gideon meant to do, he plunged off the side of the building. Burying her face in his neck, she waited for the sickening splat as they hit the pavement below. She prayed they wouldn’t die. 

Their downward plunge stopped suddenly and they began to move forward. Jo almost lost her grip when she realized that Gideon was no longer carrying her. 

Grabbing at feathers for support, she blinked as she looked down. She was riding on the back of a huge, black raven exactly like the one tattooed on Gideon’s chest. “I’ve lost my mind. We fell and I’m in a coma or something,” she muttered to herself. 

“You are fine.” The voice filled her mind. “Will you come home with me? I have questions that need answers.” 

“Yeah. Sure. Fine.” The wind whipped through her hair and over her face as she flew through the air on the back of the giant raven. “I’m either dead, severely injured or just plain nuts, so I guess going home with you is fine. As long as I’m back in two days.” 

Gentle laughter filled her head. “You are fine and someone will meet your sister.” 

Before she could correct him on that fact, the shadows wrapped around them, enveloping them completely. Jo clung to Gideon as the darkness overtook them. 
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Chapter Five 

“Why did you bring her here?” The deep voice penetrated Jo’s consciousness. 

“Because I could not leave her in jeopardy and I needed answers from you.” She relaxed when she heard Gideon’s voice. Somehow she had known he would never abandon her. She pretended she was still sleeping. Maybe she’d get some answers. 

“You are wondering about the child?” She waited for him to continue, but instead, she felt a hand on her arm. “I know you are awake, Josephine Harris.” 

Opening her eyes, she glared at the giant man hovering beside her. This was one scary looking dude. Darkness seemed to cling to him. The corner of his mouth quirked up as if he had heard her thoughts and was amused by them. Gideon appeared on her other side and sat down on the padded bench that she was lying on. “How are you feeling?” His quiet concern melted her heart and she smiled at him as she sat up. 

“I’m fine, but I want to know what’s going on.” 

The dark man nodded. “I am the Shadow Lord and you are in the Shadow Realm.” 

Now Jo began to really think that she must be dead. She glanced around, but couldn’t see more than a couple of feet in any direction. Shadows seemed to blanket the room. 

The man just laughed and confirmed that he did indeed know her thoughts. “You are not dead.” 

“You mentioned something about a child?” Better to keep this interview rolling along. 

“You will have a child that is important to mankind, in that it is important to us.” 

She sensed Gideon’s surprise, but she squeezed his hand to keep him quiet. “Your child will bridge our world and yours, able to live freely in both with all the powers of both.” 

He paused before continuing. “You see, ours is a world of shadows and Gideon is one of my Shadow Ryders. He is immortal and can die only if beheaded or if caught in full sunlight in a place where there is no shadows. We visit your world, but must return to this realm.” He sent her a sad smile that pierced her heart. “But we were facing something even worse than death. Sheer apathy was drawing us deeper into the shadows until we had all but forgotten why we even existed. Even now, some of my men will be lost forever in the never-ending darkness of shadows, drifting aimlessly for eternity, feeling nothing, caring for nothing.” 

He ran a hand over his face and Jo thought he looked incredibly tired. “You are our only hope. The first light in the darkness. You and your child will give us hope. And from your one light more will grow and draw the men back from the darkness.” 

“But I’m not pregnant.” 

146 



 Shadows Stir 

He gave her an enigmatic look. “Are you not? You used no protection earlier this evening.” 

Gideon growled with menace, stalking toward his Lord. Jo jumped up, grabbed his arm and held on tight. “Wait.” Gideon stopped in his tracks. 

“I’m so sorry, little one. I knew you would bear a child, but did not know I was destined to be the father. I would not have tricked you that way.” 

“I know,” she reassured him. She turned back to the mysterious dark man. “So, you’re saying I’m pregnant.” He nodded. “So I’m going to be a single mother. I mean, if Gideon has to stay here…” Her head was reeling with the possibilities. 

“There is a chance for you to be together if you are willing to take it.” 

“What?” Gideon’s voice was hoarse and she sensed his growing agitation. 

“You are darkness, Gideon, but Jo is light. She can anchor you to her world so that you may live there. You will still die if exposed to full sunlight or are beheaded. And in joining with you, Jo will also be immortal but face the same limitations.” 

Jo shrank back against Gideon as the Shadow Lord seemed to grow even larger. 

“When you make love face to face, place your hands on each others hearts and concentrate only on the love you both feel for the other. You will feel the transfer of power, a melding of light and shadows. Or,” he paused and looked straight at her, his eyes seeming to penetrate her very soul. “You can refuse and Gideon will remain here and your memory of this will disappear. You will miscarry the baby without even knowing you were pregnant.” 

His words sent Jo to her knees. She felt Gideon crouch behind her and gather her into his arms. Pain racked her body. To lose her memory of Gideon was unthinkable. 

She wrapped her arms protectively over her stomach. To lose their child was unbearable. There was only one choice for her. 

Raising her head, she glared at the dark, shadowy figure in front of her. “Send us home,” she ordered him. 

Gideon nodded solemnly, and darkness began to envelop them. She thought she saw the Shadow Lord smile as he disappeared from sight. 

When the gloom parted, she was sitting in the center of her own bed with Gideon’s arms still locked around her. The light was on and everything looked familiar. Nothing had changed since she’d left home earlier this evening. Yet, everything had changed. “It wasn’t a dream.” 

“No.” Gideon spoke softly as he released her, rolled off the bed and came to stand in front of her. She immediately missed his presence, his sheer strength behind her. 

He seemed so huge in the light and even more gorgeous then she’d thought. His black hair shone like a raven’s feathers. And maybe that was truer than she’d even thought. “You really were a bird?” It seemed a silly question to ask, but she asked it anyway. 
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“Yes.” He absently rubbed the tattoo. “We all have an animal or bird that we have an affinity with. We can shadow-shift into them and also share many of the animal’s characteristics and talents.” 

He knelt on the mattress in front of her and took her hands in his. “I swear I didn’t know I was meant to father the baby. But I’m not sorry I did.” Masculine pride dripped from every word he spoke. “I will protect both you and the child with my life.” His lips curved into a faint half-smile. “After all the centuries in shadows, I’m not sure I’ll know how to be a good husband, but,” he laughed, “I’m sure you’re more than willing to instruct me.” 

She launched herself into his arms and buried her face against his chest. His heart was thumping as wildly as her own. “Everything will be okay.” She didn’t know who she was trying to reassure, him or herself. But she’d set herself on a course and there was no turning back. And she didn’t want to. 

Cupping his face in her hands, she kissed him, infusing it with all of her love and her passion. He groaned and thrust his tongue in her mouth, stroking and mating wildly with hers. Slanting his head to the side, he cupped the back of her head in one large hand and devoured her. 

Breaking away from him, she hauled her T-shirt over her head and flung it to the floor. His heated gaze practically scorched her flesh when she unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. Slowly, almost reverently, he reached out and brushed the pad of his thumb over one of her distended nipples. She felt that small movement all the way to her toes. Her core was hot and wet, throbbing for him. 

Coming up on her knees, she pushed the leather vest off his shoulders and slid it down his arms. When it dropped behind him, she stroked her hands back up his arms, marveling at his massive biceps and shoulders. Continuing down his chest, she flicked his flat nipples with her fingers, smiling when he suddenly gasped. 

He swooped down on her, plucking her off the bed and laying her flat on the mattress. Before she could blink, he’d yanked off her boots and had pulled off her jeans and panties. She lay totally naked in front of him. Rather than feeling self-conscious, she felt her own power as a woman, to be able to enthrall a man such as this. 
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Chapter Six 

Gideon was a starving man at a feast. He couldn’t even begin to fathom the giving, generous spirit that this woman possessed. She knew it all. Knew everything about him, yet still offered herself freely to him. His eyes never left her as he kicked off his boots, unlaced his pants and pushed them down his legs. His cock sprang out in front of him, large and hungry. Her eyes latched onto it and he almost came when she licked her lips. 

“Oh my,” she whispered. “I knew you were big, but…” She trailed off as she rolled up and knelt in front of him. Wrapping her fingers around his length, she lowered her head and swirled her tongue around the head, licking off the pearl of white fluid that had seeped from the tip. She made a small sound of pleasure before lowering her mouth over his cock, taking as much of it as she could. 

Gideon had never felt pleasure like this. Or if he had, it was so long ago that he had long since lost the memory. Threading his fingers though her short, silky hair, he guided her mouth as she stroked up and down his length. Her hands stroked the bulk of it that wouldn’t fit in her mouth. As much as he wanted to come in her mouth, he knew that this time needed to be different. 

Reluctantly, he pulled her head back until his cock sprang free from her mouth. He didn’t give her time to protest, but tumbled them both back onto the mattress. Taking one rosy, tight nipple into his mouth, he suckled gently while his hand cupped the other one. He loved every sigh, moan and cry he dragged from her as he continued to pleasure her. He loved the way that she tugged at his hair and his shoulders trying to get even closer to him. 

Giving the turgid bud one last nip, he began to lick and kiss a path down her torso. 

He took his time, tasting every square inch of her pale, soft skin as he worked his way lower. She moaned and squirmed when he nipped at her hipbones. But she held her breath when he reached the tight curls that covered her sex. 

Breathing deeply, he inhaled her essence before parting her lush, pink folds with his hands. Spreading her lips wide, he lost himself in her beauty. Wet. She was so wet, her flesh glistened. Needing to taste her, he lowered his head and licked all the way up one side and down the other. Then he blew gently on her pussy just as he sank two fingers inside her waiting heat. 

She bucked her hips as she thrashed her head from side to side. He loved to see her like this. Wild and uninhibited, reaching for her pleasure. His own skin was damp with perspiration, his cock was throbbing with need and his testicles were so tight they ached. Not yet. First he wanted to see her come. See her fly apart under his hands. 
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Gently catching the tiny nub of her clit between his teeth, he flicked it with his tongue as he continued to work his fingers in and out of her pussy. Her inner muscles tightened and he knew she was close. 



Jo shoved her hips toward him, wanting his fingers deeper inside her. Her chest hurt, she was panting so hard and her heart felt like it might explode from her chest. 

Every flick of his tongue sent a lightning bolt of desire through her. “More,” she moaned, gripping the sheets in her hands.  Now. Now. Now.  She chanted inwardly with each stroke of his fingers. 

Her entire body jerked as she spasmed around his thrusting fingers. The sheet ripped as her fingers tore through the fabric. Her hips arched toward him. Stars practically danced in front of her eyes as the intense pleasure engulfed her. Her thighs finally relaxed and fell open and her head lolled to one side. She felt amazingly replete and totally boneless. 

Gideon knelt up between her legs, leaned over her and pushed the damp hair from her forehead before gently kissing her lips. Placing one hand under her lower back and another under her shoulders, he lifted her into a sitting position. 

As if she weighed no more than a feather, he adjusted his hold on her, raised her up and slowly lowered her onto his waiting cock. As his thick erection surged into her pussy, she moaned. She was so tight and the sensitive tissue was swollen, but it felt so good that she wiggled her hips to try to take him deeper. 

He laughed, his breath tickling her neck as he controlled how quickly she took him. 

When he finally filled her completely, he sighed. The contentment in that small sound brought tears to her eyes, which she quickly blinked back when he leaned back to look at her. 

“You’re sure this is what you want?” His eyes were deadly serious. “There are risks and you are giving up the pure sunlight forever.” 

“I’m sure.” Her heart knew that this was the only man she would ever love. If fate had chosen him then she would take all of him, good and bad. “Besides,” she joked. 

“I’m grumpy in the mornings and I’m not always easy to get along with.” 

A ghost of a smile skirted at the edges of his mouth. “There is that,” he nodded. 

Slowly, almost tentatively, he reached out and laid his hand over her heart. She smiled at him and then did the same. Then she began to move. 

Knowing that it had to be her choice, she was the one who had to make love to him. 

Keeping her hand anchored over his heart, she raised her body up until only the tip of his cock was still inside her. Then she pushed back down, taking him as deep inside her as she could. 

There was something different about this time. An energy seemed to snap in the air around them. There was a charged sense of expectation. Of waiting. Her entire body thrummed with it, reached for it. Her breathing quickened and so did his. He matched her breath for breath and she drove them both toward ecstasy. 
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Her inner muscles suddenly began to spasm and as her hips fell toward him one last time, she cried out. Gideon captured her lips with his, swallowing her cry and offering her his yell of completion. His cock jerked inside her as he came. 

She felt it then as they were joined, mouth to mouth, heart to heart, sex to sex. 

Darkness filled her and she almost panicked. It was only her love for Gideon that kept her from pulling away. Light, a rainbow of energy chased the shadows away, but she sensed that it was still there deep inside her and knew that it was a part of her now. Just as Gideon was. Just as their child was. 

She slumped forward as exhaustion took her and she didn’t protest when she felt him disengage their tangled bodies and tuck her into bed. Climbing in next to her, he rolled her into his arms. With her head pillowed on his chest, she could hear the comforting rhythm of his heart. “I love you,” she whispered. 

“I love you, Jo. For now and for eternity.” She fell asleep with those words echoing in her heart, safe in his strong, caring arms. She still had lots of questions, but she had eternity to have them all answered. 
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Epilogue 

The Shadow Lord sighed with relief. He had felt the shift in the energy and his heart lightened. Most would never see the difference in the darkness, but he could. It had lightened considerably. But it was still just a beginning. 

His men shifted uneasily as they, too, felt the change. He shifted in his chair and they all looked his way. Once again, he crooked his finger toward them. “Blade, I have a task for you if you are willing to undertake it.” 

Blade detached himself from the crowd and sauntered toward him. The Shadow Lord could see the curiosity burning in his eyes and knew he had done the right thing. 
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