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Exquisite pain dawned inside him. It fired in his belly, sizzled in his groin, pierced his very soul. He hadn’t expected it, hadn’t expected to feel the agony so fiercely once more. Seeing her enflamed him beyond imagining. Time couldn’t diminish the effect she had on him. Had a hundred years passed, he would know her, recognize her form, the autumn red flow of her hair, the eyes of spring green and summer gold. Fay magic could not hide her from him, no mask could shield her charms.

Always she haunted him, his dreams, his waking hours. And he’d finally found her.

Initially, Frost Tamann’s first reaction upon seeing her again was a mixture of shock and relief. As she entered the room, swaying sensually with the music, however, he could see she’d suffered no lasting harm, no imprisonment, no torture. She appeared, in fact, healthier, happier, and more beautiful than she ever had at the community.

Slowly, stunned relief dissipated as anger swallowed him whole. All these years, he’d feared the worst, never believed his counsel, who’d said she’d run away. He’d thought her kidnapped, drugged, imprisoned somewhere beyond his reach, in a place dark and cold. A place where no life sustaining sunlight could touch her.

Wrong … he’d been so wrong … and they were right. The rumors and sightings he’d trailed in his last desperate hope had led him here, to the new country. He’d never expected to find her, never expected that she would choose exile from their people rather than�

Red hot rage and frustrated desire merged, honed sharp as a blade, overpowering soft emotion and fueling senses long frozen. Unfamiliar heat surged in his groin at her proximity, closer than he’d been in years. He cursed beneath his breath, clenching his jaw, tightening his fists as he fought for control over base reactions that hadn’t surfaced in ten years … and she had been the cause before.

It was worse now. The raw pain had built steadily, eating him from the inside until he felt wounded entirely, a hollow man incapable of living. And here she was, enjoying a costume ball, the picture of happiness and contentment.

It didn’t seem right that she should be happy, not after what she’d done. He watched as she accepted a beverage from a flirting bartender, watched her smile, sip her drink, touch her collarbone in a gesture of surprise as the heat of the liquor burned its way down her throat.

His fingertips prickled, closed in his fist, as though he had touched the silken smoothness of her skin, brushed the hair from her neck. He willed her to turn to him, longing to see her eyes as she looked on him. Again and again he called to her. Slowly, as though his mind’s voice finally carried above the din, she faced him.

He felt as though the wind had been knocked from his lungs, a blow struck to his solar plexus as he caught and held her gaze across the crowded ballroom. In an instant, Frost knew she wore no protection. Her guard was down. Even at the distance, he could sense the quickening of her pulse, knew her breath grew harsh and uneven. Her skin flushed beneath the white fox mask, blooming pink on her cheeks. Did her womanhood flush with the excitement so apparent to his immortal eyes? The thought conjured bittersweet memories, of kisses stolen, pleasure denied, her hot mouth and soft body begging and torturing him like no other could.

She held still, as a hare rather than the snow fox of her costume. She didn’t run.

She didn’t recognize him.

Frost smiled. She had no idea how much danger she’d just placed herself in with her inability to flee. Deep inside, he’d known it would be this way when he found her again. He never truly believed the lies he’d told himself.

Ten years he’d waited. A decade of searching, of torment, of insatiable longing for the woman who would not have him, even when he gave his heart freely.

She’d crushed it until it was as cold as his namesake, barren as his homeland in winter’s grip.

She would know what it was to be spurned, to be destroyed.

There would be no escape for her this time.

   

The steady pulse of music, the tinkle of glasses, the roar of a hundred laughing, talking revelers�they all faded away, muted by the harsh thump of her own heart. Darcy MacNair felt like she was drowning in blackness, being swallowed by a great void that wiped away her sensation to everything else but the man standing across the room.

Movement surrounded him in a vortex of energy. He stood in the center, like the eye of the storm�untouchable and dark with mystery, an unmistakable threat of some kind that her mind couldn’t�wouldn’t�comprehend.

He was no more than a stranger in black, a somber force against all that bright color surrounding him, and yet, she felt he was guarded, shielded somehow from her vision. There was something more to him that she couldn’t understand. She felt, inherently, that she knew him, and yet there was nothing of the familiar in him. Despite that dismissal, the feeling nagged her, holding her in thrall when she would have otherwise turned away.

More so than the niggling familiarity, some subtlety of his stance suggested a peril to her. Some danger; a flexing of fingers, a tightening of the jaw, tension potent and powerful as her own, apparent even at the distance.

He wanted her. His look of desire was unmistakable, undisguised by the half mask he wore. It fair hummed on the air like a plucked chord.

Darcy was unable to tear her gaze from him. She was trapped mentally, as if she’d sprung a snare. Something wasn’t right. Her brain screamed with warning, racing to discover the stranger’s identity. It eluded her, remaining just out of reach. She begged her feet to move, to carry her away.

As if tiring of his game, he dropped his gaze, allowing her freedom that she couldn’t take. Enraptured, she felt the caress of his eyes touch her breasts, her waist, the apex of her thighs. She felt his look over her entirety as though he physically touched her. Her body responded. She blushed with heat, broke into a fine sweat that misted her upper lip and the valley of her breasts. She felt chilled and hot all over, probed … naked.

Her nipples hardened under his deliberate stare as though plucked by rough, callused fingers. Tingling, they pressed into the opaque body stocking of her costume like rosebuds seeking the light.

She was suddenly keenly aware of the fact that she wore nothing beneath the body stocking but skin. Why had she not worn something more substantial to the Mystery Ball? Why had she not anticipated this encounter? Had she been gone so long from the community that her Fay powers had deserted her?

His lingering look left her skin feeling electrified, sizzling from awareness. Without conscious volition, Darcy slipped her glamour on like it was some shield that would defend her from his probing. In that moment, his eyes flashed with darkness, apparent to any who looked, though none did. The air shimmered around him, growing hazy and indistinct as his charm slipped one betraying second.

Had she been dowsed in ice water, she couldn’t have frozen more.

By the holy mother, it was him !

The moment she knew it, the shreds of his glamour stripped away. She met the full force of his natural self like a wall of ice.

She felt beaten by surprise, shocked into stillness. It pained her even to look at him, to have the memories she’d blanked out brought back full force in one blinding, heart stopping moment. Her chest ached; her belly fluttered with nervousness; threads of fear and excitement drenched her veins. His mask did nothing to obscure the fatal beauty of his face. How she remembered it, those eyes that glowed with blue fire; the sensuously cruel, taunting mouth. She cursed her stupidity, her trust that the ancients would never leave their precious communities. That carelessness would be her downfall.

He saw that she’d discovered his identity, and he smiled. Darcy’s heart floundered in her chest as though wounded. With deliberate intent, he stalked her across the room.

Strangling a gasp, Darcy whirled around. She had to get out, get away. Escape chanted in her ears, deafening her to her surroundings. Nothing else was important now, only getting away.

She saw the entrance past a thick throng of drunken revelers, knew she could make it if she tried. Darcy gathered her nerve and darted across the dance floor.

From her right, blackness caught the edges of her vision. A black gloved hand closed around her forearm, tugging, turning her around until she was caught against a silk-clad chest that reeked of masculine strength.

She couldn’t scream, couldn’t move. He controlled her, just as he’d always done. Something about his presence sucked the life force from her body, sucked away her free will. Near to him, she could only think of taking him inside herself, clinging to him as though her life depended on it, as though she couldn’t breathe unless he willed it so. The familiar desperation rose to a fever pitch, terrifying her. Her body responded to him with breath-taking force. She felt if he kissed her, she would shatter.

She was immersed in his scent. It engulfed her, evoking faraway images of the wild tundra. He smelled of ice and rich earth, a rough, untamed scent that shook the foundation of her core with vivid memory.

Remembered sensation flashed, as real in her mind as if it happened even now. Memory of the dark returned, eyes that glowed blue in the night, a hot mouth branding her neck, hands stroking her breasts, and the hardness that burned like fire and ice at her groin.

It pressed against her belly now, that hot, huge erection that enthralled and debilitated her. She felt a tickling ooze of arousal dampen her folds�her body salivated to devour him.

Darcy whimpered, hating herself. Hating him. The will to scream and run eluded her. How much had she wanted to see him again, knowing it was wrong, knowing that she would be hurt?

Leather encased fingers dug into her flesh, punishing, commanding. She instinctively pulled back, but his hand slipped to her waist, allowing her no escape. He moved her on the dance floor, grinding against her with subtle, sensual menace in a dance of the ancients. Magic flowed through him, through her. It shimmered on her skin like a summer breeze, lulling her fears, arousing her instincts�instincts of creation.

Darcy shuddered, not daring to look at him, waiting only for the chance to escape. What punishment had he planned? Would there ever be another chance to flee?

He continued to dance with her, making no accusation, no attempt at conversation. His frustration was palpable, infusing the dance with an edge that kept her nerves taut. She felt his rigidity in every muscle, in the tense silence. It boded ill for her and with each passing minute, she felt the tension tighten to unbearable limits.

Unable to stand another moment, she blurted out, �Why have you come for me?”

He made a grunt of disbelief. �Can you claim to not know why?”

Darcy felt the deep timbre of his voice in her bones. His accent had always affected her that way, sparked chillbumps over her skin with each husky word�a magic all its own.

When she didn’t answer, his hands tightened around her. Anger flashed through the nerves of her skin, reflected through his magic. �You dare claim you don’t know?� His voice was strained, unlike him, full of cold anger.

He had every reason to be, and yet, she thought it was more her leaving than any deeper feeling that drew him to her this way.

He pulled her infinitesimally closer, forcing her to meet his eyes. They blazed. The mask couldn’t hide his anger. How long had it been since she’d seen the eyes of her kind, to see the markings of power each Fay was born with? Around the half mask, the scrolling birthmark seemed almost black with the contrast of his eyes.

Her fingers ached to smooth the frown from his brow, to trace the other marks upon his body. She had not the power to soothe him�she never had.

“I’ve come for what is mine, for my wife, Darcioney.”

She stiffened. She’d ceased thinking of him as her husband the moment she left, though every day had been hell, every night torment. �The marriage was never consummated. It is void in the eyes of our law.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. �It hasn’t been … yet. I will bind you to me, Darcioney. Tonight if need be.� He propelled them to the edge of the dance floor, closer to the entrance, closer to her doom.

Why would he do this? Was he so bent on binding himself for eternity that he would forsake his chances at true happiness? It would destroy her to have him and then see him turn away in disgust, to live through eternity with someone who would hate her for what she was. She felt sick with the thought.

“You don’t mean this,� she said, resisting her instinctual urge to struggle.

“I never break my vows,� he said accusingly.

No, he was a man of his word, in every matter. Which meant only his pride called him to her, as she knew it must be. How many times had she wished it was different, that he could love? Her own pride forbade her to ask him if it was his heart’s wish. She knew it didn’t matter, regardless.

He ended the dance and released her, watching her intently, as though she would dash away the instant she was free. Darcy knew his ways, knew that she had just this one chance. �I will go with you,� she said softly, meeting his eyes without guile.

He studied her a long moment and finally nodded. There was no touch of suspicion on his countenance. Darcy dared to hope that he trusted her still. She couldn’t allow herself to think any differently. �My lord, I … I must collect my purse before we go. I left it upstairs rather than trust it with the doorman.”

“Very well. I will await you outside.� He was quiet a long moment and frowned at her. �Do not break my trust again.”

Darcy nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and watched him go. The vice around her body eased as he disappeared from her view, and she took a calming breath. She felt sick with what she had to do, but there was no other choice. Long ago, when she was chosen above all others as the bride for the Dark Fay prince of the frozen kingdom, she’d thought it a dream come true. To have the fate of the kingdom rely on her restoring the prince’s virility was something out of her most exotic fantasies, for she’d watched him from afar for years when he visited her community. Her tainted blood coming in to question never crossed her mind, but her arrival at his kingdom went unnoticed by none. And they could not forgive her impure genes.

Human ran through her veins, distant, but still there. How could impurity save them, they cried. She was dirty, unworthy. More than that, Lord Tamann had not chosen her, but rather the counsel of elders had. She was but one of six brides for six kingdoms, light and dark. For all she knew, her name had been selected from a lottery.

She was horrified. The kisses they’d shared couldn’t erase what she was�the mistake they’d made�and she couldn’t condemn Frost to life with a woman he didn’t love. Lustful cravings waned�he would betray her with another eventually, and her heart would break. It was unfair making the decision, but she couldn’t change what she felt or how she thought, be it ever so silly to others of higher thought. She had to act according to her own heart, despite the consequences.

Darcy had thought it best, then, to free them both from harm rather than blindly continue on and hope for the best. The farce could damage the already crumbling foundation of the Fay kingdom.

Now she must disappear forever. Darcy swallowed her hurt and moved through the crowd to the back of the room. A line of French doors opened into the gardens. From there, she would escape and never look back.

Darcy passed through the fogged doors into the night, shutting them softly behind her. Outside, the air was surprisingly warm. A breeze tickled through her hair, carrying with it the scent of fresh bloomed greenery. In the center of the garden, a rounded pool stood, blocked with natural granite. Streams of water shot from its center in a pattern lit by recessed lights. The edges of the garden lay in shadow, difficult to discern. She moved from the terrace onto the grass, looking for the gate.

After a few precious minutes of looking about, she spotted the wrought iron entrance, almost overgrown by new vegetation. Darcy chanced a look behind her toward the lighted doors to make sure he hadn’t followed. She saw nothing, and breathed a sigh of relief. As she turned back, two hands grabbed her and hauled her against a solid wall of muscle.

Darcy shrieked in surprise and a hand covered her mouth, choking off her cry. She struggled, knowing he’d found her, not caring if she hurt him�though she knew she wouldn’t.

He halted her ineffectual struggles, wrapping his arms around her until she was encased by him, unable to move for the binding arms against her back and the hard muscles before her. Some weakness stole over her at her vulnerability, at his utter control of her. She wanted to deny it, deny the sudden excitement that had her blood pounding in anticipation. His aggression enflamed her. Her thighs dampened in expectation. Her clit throbbed, awakened by his scent and her mind’s wantonness.

He pressed his lips against her ear, smothering her mouth against the crook of his neck. She tasted the silk of his shirt and wished it was his skin. Beneath her, she could hear the acceleration of his heartbeat, affected as her own. Hot breath tickled the sensitive shell of her ear, birthing shivers across her skin.

“Did you think you’d get away so easily again? I’m not a fool as I once was,� he ground out, anger hot as he bit her earlobe.

Pleasurable pain scored her lobe, danced across her nerves. Darcy gasped with it, moaned as his hands found her buttocks and pulled her to her tiptoes to grind her pelvis against his erection. It was huge, painful against her cleft but so good. She felt herself soaking her slight body stocking with want. She cursed the flimsiness of her covering, wished for more barrier, for less of his heat.

He sucked her lobe, traced his tongue around the whorls of her ear, moved to her neck and lathed her as if she were a piece of candy. His hands kneaded the cheeks of her buttocks, squeezing her into him. He rubbed roughly against her cleft, urging the saturation of her arousal. Teeth scored her flesh, just to the point of pain.

Darcy shuddered, biting her lip, shaking her head. She flattened her palms on his belly, felt him suck in a sharp breath as she touched him. The muscles contracted in surprise, shaking as though he could barely control himself. She pushed more, attempting to gain distance, succeeding only in separating her chest from his own by a few inches.

He lifted his head, gazing down at her. The mask was gone, leaving her in no doubt of his intentions. He released her suddenly, and she slipped back, gasped in surprise, her balance saved only by his hands caught around her wrists. He moved them behind her back, transferred them to one mammoth hand as he traced the fingers of his free hand around her scooped neckline. He teased the edges, slipping one fingertip under it as he neared her cleavage.

Her breathing increased, panicked. He watched her steadily, moving another finger inside, gripping the fragile fabric in a lazy hold. His nails felt unbearably cool against her fevered skin, like polished metal. He tugged suddenly at the neckline. Darcy jerked in surprise, unable to break his grip on her wrists. The rip was deafening in the silence. She felt air slice against the top of one breast, knew he meant to expose her completely to his view.

He glanced down. Something skittered across his gaze. Slowly, his fingers drew feather-light across the top of one breast.

Darcy flinched, unable to hide it. He looked up at her, his eyes stormy. �Don’t do this. Someone will see,� she whispered, throwing herself upon his mercy. Deep inside, she was proud she’d held on to herself this long, when all she wanted was for him to touch her, mar her flesh with his suckling mouth.

He twisted her closer, until her back arched deeply and her breasts were thrust forward, easily taken by his mouth. He rubbed a thumb against the peak of her near exposed breast. Her nipple hardened beneath his touch, ignoring her command not to respond. �Is this why you protest? I assure you, no one can. I’ve frosted the windows and sealed the doors with ice. Unless … you would rather they see?”

Darcy bit her bottom lip against the sensations gamboling through her breast. She shook her head, trying to gain her voice. �You know what I meant, my lord.”

“Do I? Why do you not call me by my name?”

“I have not thought of you by that name for almost a decade, my lord.”

“You have not thought of me at all. Say my name, flamier do’me saol .� Flame of my soul .

Her eyes burned at the endearment. She could feel tears bubbling up from somewhere deep inside her. �I can’t, my lord. You cannot force me to love you.”

“Then I will hear you call it in passion,� he ground out, ripping the stocking to her navel. Air on her skin shocked her. One hand delved into the torn opening, grasped one breast in a rough grip.

She gasped, closing her eyes. �I will scream.”

“They can’t hear you. The music is too loud,� he said with deadly coldness. Ice touched her nipple, making it pebble unbelievably hard. Touch of ice. He commanded the cold and the water. Some said he could suck the water out of any living being and control it with his magic.

Darcy shuddered, unwanted pleasure blooming between her thighs. �It’s rape if you take me now.”

“I’m your husband.”

“It changes nothing. Worse�you take unfair advantage of your spouse.”

His grip shifted to her arms. He shook her. His breath was harsh in the stillness, labored as if he’d been running. �Like you did with my trust?”

“You’re scaring me,� she whispered, feeling the heat leave her, replaced by fear. She wasn’t afraid he’d hurt her, not that way. These changes in him terrified her. Could she have affected him so much?

He thrust her away and growled in frustrated anger, a mournful sound that poured out from somewhere deep inside him. He turned away, his head hanging down, his shoulders shaking. �Leave me,� he said, his voice breaking.

She’d broken him. The changes she’d seen, they were real, deeper. The wound in his soul echoed in her own. How much damage had she caused? Salt stung her eyes as tears welled. She hated herself and him. Pride would destroy them both. She couldn’t leave him, not now. No matter how much she wanted to cower, to run from responsibility for her actions, she could not.

“Go!� he yelled, turning around. Anger etched across his features. His black brows arched like the devil’s own.

“I can’t.”

“You stay to torment me.� He grabbed her biceps in a punishing grip. She felt her flesh bruise and welcomed it. �Don’t you know the edge you tread?”

When she made no answer, he pulled her hard against him, as if he was starved for the contact of her body. His cock dug into her belly, his fingers dug deeper. �I could hurt you and enjoy it,� he whispered harshly

Darcy rubbed her face against his neck in supplication and looked up at him. He closed his eyes as if in pain. �Stop this,� he whispered brokenly.

She knew what she had to do. Only in complete control would he purge his wounds. She had to relinquish it to him, beg that he take her, use her in any way he saw fit. To be punished would be reward. Her muscles quivered, awash with weakness at the thought.

“No, my lord,� she said, finally. She nuzzled the crook of his neck, nibbled his flesh. The birthmark that scrolled down the column of his throat tasted as pure as glacier ice, smelled of the tundra. It was his gift, and she could taste it on him, feel it in his muscles. Would that she had her own Fay gift, but her magic existed only in glamour.

“I will break you,� he said with unflinching honesty.

“Then will it so, my lord.”

As if unable to control himself any longer, he tipped her back and crushed his mouth against hers. His lips bruised with coaxing force. His body melded to her own, driving her need higher. Her tongue literally ached to feel his own, to feel the suckle of his mouth, taste the darkness inside him. Darcy parted her lips beneath his onslaught, reveled as his tongue thrust into her mouth, delving her crevices like a man starved. His body shuddered, his grip tightened as he tasted her. His chest rose and fell with heaving breaths as he devoured her.

Darcy moaned into the kiss, moving against him. She was desperate to fill him, touch his markings, know the feel of his cock deep inside her. She wanted him to dominate her, bend her to his will. She wanted to relinquish control.

He broke away from her mouth suddenly as if reading her thoughts. His eyes were dark with desire, like a storm on the edge of twilight. He released her only enough to shove his hand in the rip at her navel, down to her cunt. Darcy clenched at the sudden move, too shocked to do anything but feel his rough fingers play in her swollen folds, tease her slit. She groaned, jerking as his thumb rasped her clit. It perked with the touch, blood rushing from her head to that wet spot, leaving her dizzy with lust.

“Say you want me, flamier ,� he said, his voice a baritone so deep, she felt it vibrate in the muscles of her pussy. Fire licked her nerves as he roughly forced her legs apart, ripping her costume until it bared her cleft to him, leaving her vulnerable.

“I want you,� she said, resisting the impulse to whimper, to beg him to cease his torture and fill her with his cock.

He teased the opening of her vagina, smoothed the cream of her arousal through her folds, pushing inside her just enough her muscles quivered in response. �Do you hurt for me?� he whispered against her neck, nipping her flesh with his teeth.

She whimpered to feel his lips near her ear, to have his fingers so close, teasing her with the soft edges of pleasure. �Yes, my lord.”

He plunged two fingers deep inside her. Darcy screamed, coming onto the tips of her toes. A desperate plea erupted from her throat as her body convulsed around the drive of his fingers. �You are so hot. Your fire burns me,� he growled huskily. He retreated before she could climax, removing his fingers from her depths, ignoring her silent plead for him to continue.

“Sit. Here,� Frost commanded, gesturing toward the edge of the pool. �Close your eyes. Do not open them until I give my permission. Do not speak unless spoken to.”

She did his bidding, sat on the lip of the fountain, closed her eyes. The stone felt cool against her bottom, seeped into her heated flesh. Excitement surged through her, made her breasts heave with each ragged breath. Anticipation heightened her senses. Her nipples throbbed with want, her ears perked for the slightest sound.

“Spread your legs. More,� he demanded gruffly.

She swallowed, hard, and parted her thighs. It wasn’t enough. He grasped her knees in a firm grip and hauled her legs apart, spreading them further, stretching her nearly as far as she could go. She grasped the edge of the fountain to keep from losing her balance. The anticipation merged with a strange sort of fear that infused her blood. Her cunt lay vulnerable to him, completely open. Air licked her slick folds, slowly drying her lubrication.

He was utterly silent. Her skin burned, flushed between her thighs. She could practically feel the probe of his interest there. She wanted to open her eyes but couldn’t. Afraid one false move would break the fragile connection.

Frost looked down at her, anger and desire seeping into him. He wanted to break her, as he’d been broken. Hurt her, as he’d been hurt. She was so damned proud, so unfeeling.

He looked down at her. Pale pink flesh cut a swath down the center of her, the edges of her ragged garment accentuating the smoothness of her skin. Her markings were pale, a coral scroll that twined around her breasts like flowered vines, moved down her belly to her womanhood. It was naked, glistening with the proof of her arousal. Her lips were a deep coral, plumped by the probe of his fingers and her own excitement. He could smell the sweet scent of her cream.

His cock throbbed painfully with each heartbeat, straining against his pants. It took all he could do not to rip the fly open and fuck her now, before she’d been punished, before he had a chance to lay bare her soul. He groaned inside, fire searing his groin like lancets. How easy it would be to press his advantage. She couldn’t know how close to the edge he tread, how savage his intent.

“Take off your mask,� he said, not recognizing his own voice, thick with lust.

She reached up and pulled it off, baring her finely delicate face to his eyes. He wanted to see her eyes, open, glowing golden green with passion. But he couldn’t bear the touch of her gaze on him. He felt shamed for the lust that could not be slaked, the lust that drove him insane with need.

The coral markings scrolled around her eyes, slanted, making her appear as exotic as she truly was. How he longed to trace those lines with his tongue, travel the length of her body, until she screamed his name, until she was hoarse and could scream no more.

He shrugged out of his shirt and dropped it to the ground, kicked off his shoes, pulled off his socks, bent and removed his pants. He stood naked as the day he was born. His belly spasmed with his movements. His cock stood at attention, as if sensing his proximity to losing control. It throbbed with the need to ram, to force, to bury deep inside her. He took a shaky breath, knowing it was time to begin.

Darcy slowly became aware the soft gurgle of the fountain had ceased. A current of energy slid over her skin, electrifying her senses. She heard something soft drop to the ground, like the rustle of clothing.

Something cold touched her thigh, ice. She jerked involuntarily, surprised. It melted against the heat of her flesh, water trickling down her skin in a sensuous movement. She released a small gasp of surprise when he moved it closer to her apex, teasing her with its nearness.

The cold made her shake, but didn’t freeze and burn as normal ice. He’d done something, something she could scarce imagine….

His mouth suddenly sucked the opposite thigh, molten heat that shocked her with its contrast to the ice. Her breath became thready with anticipation. Her lips parted to drag in air. Her body responded, arousal soaking her, despite her exposure.

She lost her breath when his tongue suddenly swiped across her clit. He lapped at her pussy, swirling through her cream-laden slit, sucking at her clit until she was mindless with the heated ecstasy spreading from his tongue.

He growled against her mound, nuzzling her clit with his nose as he rubbed that icy shaft against the opening of her vagina. Darcy flushed, kept from burning alive only by that cool rod, wanting to feel it quench the numbing fire threatening to eat her alive. She wanted to scream for him to finish it. He sucked her swollen bud until spasms wracked her pussy, making her muscles clench in an agony of desire unfulfilled.

He leaned her slowly back until she rested on the wide lip of the pool, one knee in the air, her other foot on the ground. She sucked in a deep breath, her belly trembling, her body jerking with imagined and real touches.

He moved that icy probe to her anus, continuing to lap her folds as he slid the tip in slowly.

She clenched in surprise as he moved it around, stretching her, working her own cream into her back entrance. The muscles stretched, seared with cold and by the thick, foreign object. She wanted to tell him to stop, but the lust built as he moved the rod further inside her, until it rose to a pitch that had her silently begging for more. Small explosions rocketed her body, made her whimper deep in her throat. She’d never been so vulnerable before, never so much at his mercy.

Her juices flowed in abundance, and he lapped them up, growling with supreme satisfaction. His tongue moved rapidly, ravenous, stoking that pitch, cooling the fever as he worked the rod inside her.

He lifted her legs with rough, eager hands until they bent over his shoulders. He stabbed his tongue into her cunt as he slid the ice dildo deep in her rear.

Darcy screamed. She arched, grinding her cunt on his face, clenching her hands on grass and stone as sweet agony ripped through her veins. Pleasure and pain lanced through her, riveted in her core, making her gasp for breath. Waves of lust licked at her from his penetration, the molten glide of his tongue, the frigid pressure at her rear. She bucked against him as he fucked her anus with the bite of cold and lapped at her pussy with liquid heat.

His mouth moved from her entrance, dragged over her achy lips. Something prodded her core. More than ice, water. Hot, it scorched her, moving inside her vagina like a molten cock..

She was stretched to overflowing, rammed deep in each opening. Her kegels quivered with unsated desire. She was too full even to breathe. And still he didn’t stop. She didn’t want him to stop. She needed to climax if she was to live.

He lifted off her, pressed her knees wide, to her belly as his mouth sought her neglected breasts. Molten liquid rippled inside her, stroking her g-spot as ice delved her rear. His teeth scored one nipple, then another, dragging them to attention. They throbbed, lanced with pain and the pleasure of his mouth. He tugged one nipple with his lips, pulling her until lightning shot through her breast and spread to her belly.

Darcy cried to have him, to have his magic inside her, as it should be. Rough waves built in her, higher and higher. Her body clenched with it, with the feeling coming so close, she could die.

“You are mine,� he snarled soft against her breast, biting her almost to pain.

The magic withdrew, leaving her empty. She cried out at the denial of bliss, the sudden loss. He growled with rough possessiveness and dragged his lips over the column of her throat.

“I’ve hated you, wanted you. You drive me insane,� he ground out, hard on her breasts, pinching her nipples until they throbbed and her breasts grew heavy.

He shifted, pressing down on her harder, her legs splayed, her knees high on her chest now. She had to gasp to breathe, assaulted on all senses, glorying in the feel of his weight bearing down on her.

Her labia parted unaccustomedly wide. The broad head of his cock nudged against her vaginal opening, making her cunt tighten like a fist.

“You are so hot, flamier. Will you burn me alive when I fill you?� Regret and heat filled his voice, rumbled in his chest. He shuddered against her, tense as if in pain.

He pushed forward, the mushroomed head of his cock easing past the thin fold of skin at her entrance. �Too tight, sweet flamier, � he whispered in a tortured voice. �You will be the death of me.”

Darcy groaned as her delicate flesh stretched to encompass him. He was so much bigger than she’d imagined, so incredibly thick. It hurt to take him in�it hurt not to. Her body craved him like a drug, needed the unknown ecstasy of his stroke. He worked slowly inside, moving his engorged tip forward in torturously small increments.

His breath grew ragged, matching her own. Sweat misted her skin as she fought the pain of his entrance, striving to embrace the pleasure so close to fulfillment. And still her cunt salivated for him, soaking them both to ease his passage.

His pace threatened to drive her mad. She could take no more, needed the agony, the pleasure. She reached up, touched his face and brought him down to her lips.

She kissed him, felt his shudder through her body as she thrust her tongue into his mouth and tasted his wildness. He groaned into her, sudden and hard, and pushed his cock inside, stretching, burning. Pain and pleasure knifed through her soft muscles as he sank to the hilt.

Darcy screamed into his mouth, stretched to the limit and needing more. Incredibly, he moved deeper still, so thick, she could feel every vein, feel the hardened ridge of his cockhead buried inside her.

She begged with her mouth, needing the drive of his cock in her, anything to make her feel one with him, anything to erase the emptiness. He forged a rigid path through her tightness. Her tender tissue parted with a forceful gush at his hard thrust.

Her blood screamed in her veins. Her body wept. Every nerve ending stood on end. She clutched him with her pussy, demanding, pulling him deeper instinctively. He pulled back and drove in again, lifting her with the thrust, grinding his pelvis against her throbbing clit.

She ached inside. Her muscles rippled with trembling pleasure.

He rocked into her in a driving motion, like a piston, her cunt tightening harder and harder on his engorged shaft. Every fiber burned. Her pussy screamed for release, clamping down on him, devouring each thrust and begging for more.

He pushed her until she parted, crushed her beneath him. Her thighs stretched with each movement, bordering on a pain all their own that only heightened the driving of his cock inside her. Her swollen nub pulsed, abraded by his groin, until it swelled with the beat of rushing, pumping blood.

Frost tore his mouth from her kiss, scored her throat with lips and teeth, pumping with abandon, driving the fire of her blood higher.

The lines of his markings touched her own, merging. She felt them heat along her skin, flow like water, moving, growing hotter and hotter until it almost burned. It ravaged her nipples like a hot mouth, moved down her belly, straight to her core.

His hips jerked against her as the fire and ice of their joining merged, became a lava that melted away the last of her resistance.

His cock swelled inside her. His seed exploded into her depths as her core pulsed with the mind numbing fire of her climax. Her orgasm tore through her, rapturous, throbbing to the beat of her heart.

Frost’s guttural cry echoed her own. She screamed as her muscles contracted with near pain, riding the shuddering bliss until she was sobbing in exhaustion.

Her feet dropped, enveloping him between her thighs in comfort.

Long moments passed in sweet agony. He moved, freed his cock from her depths with an erotically wet sound. Her body protested but acquiesced.

He kissed her, his lips soft and coaxing, making her want more. It felt sorrowful somehow, out of place. Like a kiss good-bye.

Darcy opened her eyes as he lifted off her.

“You were supposed to keep your eyes closed,� he said, without heat.

She sat up, covering her breasts with one arm. She flinched as her sore bottom and cleft took her full weight. �Why, so I couldn’t see you leave?”

His eyes flashed with anger. �I release you from our binding. No one need ever know�no one cares. They all think you are dead … at least to our kind.”

The bitterness in his voice, his words, hurt, even if it was true. She suddenly didn’t want to accept it. She shouldn’t have to sacrifice the only person she ever wanted to be with.

He bent and retrieved his fallen clothing.

“You’re leaving me then? Why? Why did you come at all?� she asked, trying to keep her misery out of her voice. He didn’t turn around as he dressed. She watched the play of his muscles, the dwindling glow of his markings, and knew that she would never know their touch again.

“Because I’m a fool, to this day, I remain one. Why should you care if I leave? It’s what you wanted. What you … always wanted.� He walked toward the gate, his voice low and mournful.

No! Not like this. So cold and unfeeling. This couldn’t be the last time she’d ever see him. She’d done what he wanted and still it wasn’t enough.

“Don’t go!� she cried, standing. Her knees gave out, weakened from the energy sap of their joining. They ached as she struck the ground. She ignored the bite of pain. �You can’t leave me. I … want you, Frost.”

He stopped. His shoulders shook as though she’d struck him a mortal blow. �It’s too late for that,� he said, his voice cracking with emotion.

“I’ve always wanted you, Frost. I couldn’t make myself say it before. I was too proud, too childish and stupid.”

He faced her, pain etched across his features, dimming the light in his eyes. �Why do you do this? You’ve had your pleasure. There can be no more.”

“There never will be if I lose you.� She stood slowly, walking to him.

He closed his eyes, in agony. �What are you saying?”

“Open your eyes, Frost,� she murmured, stopping before him, cupping his jaw in her palms. He looked down at her. The anger was gone, leaving him strangely unprotected, open to her. She could destroy him now, if that was her desire.

“I love you. I always have. There is no life for me without you.”

A ragged cry escaped from his throat as he wrapped his arms around her and brought his lips to hers. She opened for him, soft and sweet, the bloom of love shimmering between them in a warm haze that glowed on their skin.

He pulled back, kissing her closed lids, the corners of her mouth. She looked up at him, felt her breast swell with emotion.

“You thawed the ice of my heart long ago, Darcioney. I don’t care about ruling if I can’t have you by my side. Understand that. Nothing else matters. My life means nothing if I don’t have you.”

He kissed her again, and she felt this time, the elder counsel had been correct. She was meant to restore her dark prince’s kingdom … through love.


The End

––––––––––––––––––––––––––—
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