CHAPTER 7
LIFE IS OURS...

PART 1
"I'm the deep silence
I'm agony's wing
I'm melancholy"
He had had those lines stuck in his head for hours. Very appropriate.
Blaylock sighed, sitting on the couch, his eyes pinned to the wall of the room in Havers' clinic, the way he did all that long day. He wished he could see the snow that the nurses talked about, but the underground rooms had no windows. Qhuinn loved snow, it was one of the few things that softened his inner frenzy and allowed him to sit in his room just staring outside.
The redhead looked down to his boots when he tried to post his feet on the ground. He didn’t think about leaving the damn clinic until he knew exactly how Qhuinn was doing.
- How do you feel, honey?
He faked a grin, offering his back to his mother when the wound in his hip made him slack off for a moment. Given the mess that he had been engaged in, he had come out rather good: a bruised rib and a shallow wound on the hip. After resting all that day he could walk, as long as he didn’t make sudden movements.
-I'm fine, Mom.- he turned to her with a composed look, capturing the expression of anger in his mother before she could hide it. He tucked his shirt into the pants as he spoke. He had eluded the issue all the hours he had been locked up by the sun in the clinic with his parents-.It’s not father’s fault. These things happen in war and ...
-This is exactly the reason by I didn’t want you fighting .- the redhead eyebrows of his mother joined for a moment over the nose. Then she shook her head and walked over to him, holding his face with her hands-. Blaylock, honey, I know you're brave. And I know you want to help the race but there are other ways to do it! You do not need to risk your life ...
Blay took the doll hands of his mother and put them away gently.
- And who is going to do it? There are only five warriors, Mom. Five. Nor is there a body of soldiers in Caldwell and Dad knows that very well. He understands.- he murmured, his eyes fixed on his mother, surrounded by fine wrinkles-. I want to fight. And I think I can do it well.
- Is it for Qhuinn? – the female crossed her arms over the chest, crushing the pearl-gray suit jacket-. Is that why you want to fight; because he does it too? I know he's your best friend since you were a child and his personality is ... well, he pulls you at his side. But look how he ended up.
Blay took a deep breath.
-This is not for Qhuinn. It has nothing to do with him. It's for me. It's what I want. And I don't know how he ended up because no one tells me anything.- he took the bag his mother brought with another set of clothes and slung it over his shoulder-. Can we go? I want to ask the nurses.
His mother pursed her lips in her classic "leave it for now" and repositioned her leather bag, nodding.
Blay walked slowly down the aisle toward the admissions desk, thinking he was caught in a crossfire. Neither his mother nor his father knew he was gay and that his desire was to become a Brother or, at least, a warrior. Probably, -even if he couldn’t bet on it - his mother would come to accept that her son would never marry a female of worth, but not for him to lose his livers in the streets. And his father could accept the latter as long as his son would have offspring to carry on the family name.
One day he’ll have to tell them both. He will have to have a talk like "Mom, Dad, I have to explain something to you", while sitting in the living room with cups of tea. And wait for the cataclysm. Some day... For now, he needed to cling to the hope that his parents weren’t like Qhuinn’s, who judged him, and that his will always love him, no matter what.
He sighed when he saw the tall figure of his father signing papers at the counter. Rocke seemed to detect his presence because he raised his head as Blay appeared, leaving the forms for a moment to embrace him.
-Good to see you standing, son.- he patted his shoulders looking at him proudly from behind his spectacles. Now he was a head shorter than Blay.
-At the moment I can’t do an obstacle course, but I'm fine and ... Oh!
Blaylock came dangerously forward when someone gave him a pat on the back that made his vertebrae dance a twist.
- Hallelujah! We already have one on the crest of the wave again.- the booming voice of Rhage  resounded like a gong.
The Brother smiled from ear to ear. Blay knew that he had been wounded in the arm, but had no dressing. The regenerative capacity of the Brotherhood did justice to its reputation, apparently. John came striding from the waiting room, giving him a hug with more care than Rhage.
"How are you?" He looked him up and down.
-In one piece. Tomorrow I'll be fine. Have you been here all day? - both nodded- And Qhuinn? Did they say something?
Rhage swore under his breath, making his mother jump on her heels and give him a reproachful look without the giant to notice.
-Not a fucking word. We heated chairs all damn day. We just know that he’s been operated and has taken long. I've smiled to all the nurses, but they didn’t catch the bait.
John began to gesticulate a comment when everyone turned to hear the name of his friend in a strange voice.
-Good afternoon. We have been called. I think they have here a patient named Qhuinn.- the whispers came from just the other side of the emergency desk.

The Brothers would qualify the newcomer as a noble with a stick in the ass, and the rest of the race as a male of worth. The guy had dark hair, perfectly cut, gray eyes, marked features. He wore a pinstriped suit, immaculate, under a black coat, probably custom made. The sleeves of the jacket left visible the sparkle of the diamonds in his shirt’s cufflinks when he placed his hands on the counter. On one of his fingers he wore a thick gold ring with a family crest.
Ehlena, the nurse on duty, blinked, unaccustomed to see a member of the glymera appear there.
-Yes, ah ... And you are? – she raised her eyebrows, waiting for an answer.
The male drummed his fingers on the counter, frowned, and replied in a voice so low that everyone had to lengthen the neck to hear him.
-Family.
Upon hearing how he pronounced the word as if he were confessing under torture, Blay’s bulb lit. He approached the unknown male with cautious steps.
- Eckle? - the male turned in a blink, as if he had been caught stealing from a supermarket, and the gesture made him look as young as he probably was. The redhead put his hand to his chest-. I'm Blaylock, son of Rocke, Qhuinn’s friend. You're his brother, right? We have seen each other on occasion.
When he had gone to take Qhuinn from home and the guy secretly spied on them from behind a pillar with a face of not understanding why anyone would go out with his failure brother. Blay extended his hand. The male looked back and forth and then shook it so fast that the boy thought he had dreamed the contact.
-Well, it was time for someone to come from his family.- Rhage stood beside the noble, making him look like a baby in diapers next to his huge shadow. The Brother was not smiling-.Qhuinn is very serious.
The look on Eckle looked to Blay like that of a scientist if one of his lab rats dared to speak.
-Yes. We were very busy .... sir.- he turned to Ehlena-. Give me the forms I have to sign, miss. I guess that's why you called me.
-Oh, certainly.-the female fumbled with the papers on her desk, looking for the right ones-. I guess you will wait a moment for Dr. Havers to explain how your brother is, will you not?
Eckle didn’t look at her as he pulled a pen from his jacket’s pocket and inspected the forms.
- Qhuinn’s awake?
-Uh, yes ... but he needs to recover a lot more before he can go and ...
-I understand, it’ll take a while.- the nobleman quickly signed his name at the bottom of the pages and then placed the lid on the pen-. I’ll send a doggen for when you’ll call to pick him up .- he put the pen in his pocket.
Blay was sure he could tear off his trachea. There and without regret. And, by John's face, his friend was more than willing to follow the plan. He clenched his fists, ready to tell some hard truths to that son of a bitch, when Rhage leaned an arm on the desk inches from Eckle, swelling his muscles until it seemed that they’ll burst out of the shirt. His eyes lowered to the same height as the noble.
-Your brother Qhuinn-he emphasized the relationship, while something flashed in his neon eyes- proved to be of great worth, as did Blaylock and John. All three are a pride for the race and both the Brotherhood and the king appreciates them highly.- his blond eyebrows fell over his eyes and his knuckles made a loud noise when he cracked them-. Surely your father shares our view and will be glad for you to plant your ass here until Havers tells us exactly how is the boy and what care he needs. Even if you’ll miss the fucking tea. And certainly he’ll welcome us with open arms if my brothers and I are to visit Qhuinn when we please in your home.
... asshole.
Rhage did not say it out loud, but the noble received the words like a slap in the face and Blay had to look away to his boots so he won’t see the smile of "fuck you, jerk", painted on his face.
-I have no doubt that the Brotherhood knows how to make an appointment by phone, sir.- Eckle spent one last derogatory look at Hollywood, suggesting that his level of civilization was at the height of the gorillas, before making an entire scene putting back on the coat.
Rhage’s eyes turned white for a split second. Blay gulped and stepped forward, willing to stand in between the Brother and Eckle, when the double doors giving access to the hospital area  opened, and Havers appeared, hands in the pockets of the white coat and gold glasses sliding down his nose.
Fuck Eckle. There come the news.
OOO
-Viiiiiiii-shouuuuuuus ... look what I goooooottttt ...
The stupid ditty was not what got V’s eyelids to opened as if someone had lifted them with a crane. It was the whiff of freshly brewed black coffee right under his nose. He groaned and rubbed his face against the sheets, cursed the world and the need to get up just as he was sleeping like he didn’t in months and, finally, opened his eyes with a resigned sigh.
Butch was standing beside the bed, handing him a steaming cup of coffee in front of his face with a smile.
-Welcome to the world, Sleeping Beauty.
Vishous mutter sounded like a mix of "fuck you" and "good night", but he lay on Butch’s side of bed, resting his head in one hand, and stretched the other towards the cup.
-I made a whole tank. I had the feeling that you would need a caffeine transfusion to the vein to move.- the cop dropped onto the bed next to his legs. His hair was wet, he smelled of aftershave and was wearing some jeans and an expensive shirt.
- When did you woke up? Hell, what time is it? – he sipped the coffee, ignoring the burn on his tongue.
-It's eight o'clock, sun just went down. And I woke up a half an hour ago, when Wrath had shipped us the millionth message. If he could yell by SMS, he would have.- Butch smiled and rubbed his face-. I think tonight we’ll make another move.
-And when don’t we ... - V left the empty cup on the floor beside the bed, looking at the cop with a half smile.
Butch squirmed.
- What are you looking at?
-You.- his goatee went up a little more at one end.
- Why? I left my fly open?
Vishous chuckled.
-Let me see if I can convince myself that yesterday was real.
-Just look at you, it’s enough to know.- Butch became a little goofy, with a sudden burst of tenderness. He cleared his throat-. How are you? –he reviewed what he could see of his covered to the waist body.
Vishous reached out, grabbed the cop’s hand and pushed it down his abs, under the covers.
- Why not find out?
Butch laughed, withdrawing his hand.
-Because then we won’t get out of this damn room and this time Wrath is serious. But - he bent over him-, I can give you a “good night”...
V would never get used to having his cop on top of him, kissing him with the freedom of someone who is not ashamed to love. When Butch moved away from him, the Irishman smiled like a bastard.
- Awake now?
-Fucker.- V stretched on the bed in a long wave, under Butch’s eyes. Then he noticed something. The cop was the color of dry wax, huge dark circles and shaking hands. It wiped the smile off his face in a breath-. Butch, you have to feed before we start whatever it’s going down tonight.
-Of course. I was just going to get me a cup of blood from the fountain in the living room.- Chestnut eyebrows twitched-. It’s not that easy.
-From my experience, you’re quite good at sinking your fangs and sucking blood.- V raised an eyebrow.
Butch rubbed his neck nervously, looking down.
-It was different. It was you.
Vishous studied him a moment and decided that the world could go to hell for a few hours more. They had to fix that. He started to move to sit on the bed when something pierced his: the hangover of his roughly and repeatedly used body. He swore and sat on a side.
-Butch, if we are going to be mates, we have to solve this. The two of us will need to feed, sooner or later.-he was silent for a few minutes-. I'm not going to keep drinking from my ... ah, subs.
The cop shot him a sidelong glance.
- No?
-No, you damn twit.- his goatee raised in a corner-.What would you do if I told you that I was going to call one of them?
-Make you ground meat and serve V’s sausages for breakfast.- given the dark expression on the cop,  it wasn’t all a joke.
-Relax, tahlly, I don’t even think about that.- he stated, a proud smile on his face-. So we need to find a solution for both. We'll talk to Rhage, he has a Chosen.
Butch sighed.
-V, you only have to change your donor. I was human until eight weeks ago, right? It freaks me out a little imagining myself looking for a babe to sink my teeth into. Literally.- he rubbed the palms on his jeans-. Last night, with you, it was right. You were ... ah, you. I mean, we both were... together. It’s not something cold.
His cop always so sentimental.
-Think of it this way. Wrath will not let you take a step outside the mansion once he sees your face. So you're going to miss the action yet another night. And that is before you're so hungry to jump on Bella, or Beth, or any other female.
-I wouldn’t do that ...
-Yes you will. Your body cares a damn shit about your scruples. It’ll happen in a few days. Believe me: I’ve gone through it.- Vishous rose from the bed, completely naked, knowing he had won when he saw the cop's face-. I’ll take a shower, okay? Then we'll go to Rhage.
-He’s not come back.- Butch raised his eyes and looked over his body-. He’s still in the hospital with John and Blaylock, waiting for news on Qhuinn. I guess we'll know something soon, but in the meanwhile Wrath wants everyone in his office. Hey- the cop pinched his nose-, do you think your mother would lend us one of her girls after telling her to take that Primale shit and shove it up her ass?
Vishous fantasized a moment about telling her just that and then ask for one of the Chosen. He barked a scoundrel laugh.
-It would be worth to see her face before she’ll fry us, of course. We’ll see in what order we’ll do things.-he became serious-. You’re still on board with the plan to threaten to leave the Brotherhood?
-Yap.- Butch pressed his lips to recreate the "I'm a mule" pose-. But explaining it to Wrath will be even more fucked up than to tell the Virgin.
-I shower and we go there.- Vishous rubbed the one day beard of his cheek with a wry face.
For some reason, Butch was looking at his naked body with a worried smile.
-You better put something on with long sleeves and high neck. And baggy pants.
Vishous turned halfway to the door, running his hand along the neck to feel the bite marks, in a self-exam. They were so deep that they were probably still visible, like the ones on his wrists, a faded lilac. Walking made him see stars and his cock looked like a red bar.
-I don’t know what you mean.- his goatee twisted-. Why not prepare me a sandwich while I shower ... sweetheart?
He left Butch’s room leaving the cop to vent suggestive combinations of "bitch", "fucker" and "ass."
OOO
In the clinic, Havers’ appearance had the effect of a magnet. Blay, John and Rhage jumped to the doctor while the redhead's parents kept a discreet distance in the line of hearing. Eckle stood at the counter, knowing that the doctor was obliged to give him the news first. Havers offered a couple of quick smiles to the group and headed to Qhuinn’s brother.
-Sire.- he extended his fine-boned hand and shook Eckle’s in a quick gesture-.Why not go into a small room with me?
-Perfect, that way we’ll change the scenery.- Rhage’s bull neck flexed.
-Sorry.- Qhuinn’s brother raised his dark eyebrows towards the warrior-. But I think the interview with the doctor will be private.
-You’re excused.- Rhage’s huge hands, with clenched fists, ended up resting on his hips-. But until Qhuinn will be discharged, he’s under the protection of the king and the Brotherhood, like these guys.- he showed to Blay and John-. Do you want to discuss rights or find out how is your brother? – he cracked his knuckles, suggesting that his method of discussion might not necessarily be a talk.
Eckle sighed and raised his eyes to the ceiling, asking the heavens to give him patience. After that, he pointed to a corner of the waiting room with his chin.
-Doctor, please, you first.
Blay pursed his lips in a thin line and turned to John, who spelled “bastard” with his hands, taking advantage of the fact that Eckle probably didn’t speak sign language. The redhead nodded. In the corner of the room they formed a small circle around the doctor. Havers took off his glasses and wiped them with a neat tip of his robe.
-Well, let's see. We operated young Qhuinn of multiple fractures in his knee. We have managed to reconstruct the major bones, the rest is in the hands of his regeneration.- he sighed, suggesting that the intervention had been long and tiresome-. Fortunately, we had the assistance of the Chosen Layla.- the doctor nodded to Rhage, thanking for his suggestion with a myopic look-. In addition to the knee, he has two broken ribs from the vest impacted by the gunshots in the back.
-Holy shit.- Rhage grunted, pulling the hair from his eyes and ignoring the look of contempt on Eckle-. Will he be okay? Will he be able walk? What about the fighting?
Havers cast a mist over his glasses and continued rubbing them hard.
-I would say almost certainly yes, provided that he follows to the letter a number of indications.
-He’ll follow.- Blay exchanged glances with John.
-I have no doubt, young man, but I think it is his family who will have to watch over him .- Havers gave an empathic look to Eckle, who at that time was glancing at his watch. The doctor cleared his throat to get his attention-. Qhuinn needs a few days of complete bed rest and tranquility. Both the ribs and the knee must weld. Within ... say, five days, I have to see him again. If the fractures have healed, he will need rehabilitation sessions. That, and lots of support, will possibly make him regain 100% mobility.
Blay glanced at Eckle adding in his head the words "peace", "support" and "family". The equation was precisely like that frigid cocoon of a brother beside him. Eckle nodded, taking the phone.
-As I said, I will tell a doggen to pick him up.
Rhage’s shadow seemed to grow to two meters. Blay began to hear ringing in his ears, as if his brain had become a pressure cooker trying to contain the rage, and John pulled both jaws, looming fangs. The nostrils of the Brother opened and closed and Rhage stepped close to the noble.
-If I may ...-Blay's mother heels rang a few steps when she came toward the group, putting a hand on the shoulder of her son-. Blaylock is also recovering, it would do him much good to rather have his best friend close.- she dedicated Eckle a charming smile-. Would this cause his family a major disappointment if Qhuinn stayed with us for the duration of his recovery?
Blay turned to his mother with wide eyes and fought the childish urge to jump on her and give her a kiss. Oh, damn, if Qhuinn could stay at his house... He looked at his father, who nodded. He almost broke his neck when he turned back to Eckle, who was examining his parents as if trying to decipher a mysterious genome.
-That would be a great idea.- Rhage’s two arms crossed as two barrels on his chest while sending rays through the eyes to Eckle-. So the Brotherhood would not disturb the rest of your home. You could still play your games without hearing our boots pounding every time we’re visiting ...
The noble pursed his lips a moment, ignored Rhage and then gave a condescending nod of his head.
-There would be no problem, ma'am. Qhuinn can stay at your home, if you really accept him. Allow me a moment, please ... - Eckle approached one of the plastic chairs in the waiting room, away from the group, opened his leather briefcase, took out something, then the pen and in the end, turned to Blay’s mother with a paper in his hand-. Of course, this is just to cover minimum expenses. Qhuinn ... can be a wasteful burden. If you desire any additional payment please notify us.
His mother raised an eyebrow but before anyone could send Eckle to eat shit, Rocke took a step forward, picking up the check from the hands of the nobleman with an educated smile.
-You are very kind and we appreciate your concern, but we feel Qhuinn as part of our family.- he cast a glance at his wife and son-. He can stay with us as long as necessary. We do not charge the family, we like to think we are above these little pettiness. However- he turned to a Havers that tried his best to mimic the walls-, I am sure that the clinic will gladly accept a donation so large.
Blay regretted not carrying pompoms. Because at that moment he would be dedicating a  dance to his parents. Eckle muttered something under his breath, opening and closing the hand, about to make the gesture to take back the damn check but didn’t dare to do so. He grabbed his briefcase, buttoned his coat and left the clinic down the hall with his chin so up that his neck had to be cracking. Blaylock jumped over his mother.
-Thanks, Mom.
-Don’t mention it, honey. It is simple justice.- she withdrew a reddish lock of hair from her face-. You know I don’t like to speak ill, but Qhuinn deserves better.
-Well, dear, let's wait for the boys out while the car warms up.- his father put his arm around her shoulders-. I’m sure they’ll love having time alone with Qhuinn.
Both took Havers’s hand, Rhage’s and John’s before leaving. The doctor rolled up his spectacles on his nose with his usual absent expression, as if nothing of that exchange had taken place. If a glymera’s member learnt something through his life, it was discretion.
-Well, if they want to see him, they can. As the nurse helps him dress you can take him home.- He lifted a finger of warning-. In a wheelchair to the car, please. He cannot make any effort.
-Thank you, Dr.- Blay walked through the hinged doors with winged feet.
John touched his shoulder and then signed.
"Your parents are great. I've always known that Qhuinn’s family were jerks, but I never figured they would treat him like this. "
-They don’t treat Qhuinn in any way .- he murmured, staring straight ahead-. They just ignore him. That’s why he’s who he is ...
A noble warrior filled with an inferiority complex and mended with false arrogance.
OOO
That would kill him. For sure.
Qhuinn made a sore face as he leaned on the mattress with his hands to sit on the couch, looking at his bandaged leg from thigh to ankle almost as if it had all fucking blame in the world.
The bloody shit was the reason he had to stay in his home to rest, like a cripple.
If his family already ignored him for having mismatched eyes, when they’ll see him as a war crippled the party would be complete. And what about doing the rehabilitation under the noses of his parents and brothers? He would die before that. The fucking problem was that, he either did it, or could stay lame forever, and that limited his chance of becoming a warrior someday and flee the bloody family love nest.
So he had to swallow and endure. To know the face of his father when he would leave the room in a wheelchair…
He breathed hard and the broken ribs gave him such a pang that he sat back on the bed straight as a rod, gasping.
-Shit ... fucking great, piece of ... shit.
At that pace, he would have to let a nurse dress him, like a broken doll.
No way.
He glanced at the clothes that were folded on a chair. Taking into account that he had been admitted the whole day, no one could have left the clinic to take changes for him, so he had to settle for emergency items that the nurses kept for cases in which patients lacked resources. From what he saw, they got him a grungy khaki green tracksuit, underwear that he already decided that he would not use and some old sneakers.
Why imagine that his father had thought of bringing his some of his clothes.
Hi Daddy, how proud would you be taking your toddler home in this outfit?
He was about to attempt the heroic suicide of the century just to get out of bed and to the chair even if dragging himself there, when the room’s door opened, banging against the wall.
-Motherfucker. He’s already trying to get up.- Brother Rhage filled the doorway and his expression suggested that he would have giving him a beaten if not for his doormat state-. Get back down or I’ll put you there.
Qhuinn had to smile. At least someone cared about him.
-I’ve been told that I can get out of here.
Rhage approached the bed in two strides, showing his teeth when he smiled.
-For that you need someone to dress and carry you, little prick. And you’ll not do it alone or you’ll open the wounds again and all the time I've been making my ass square in the waiting room will have served shit.- he nodded toward the door-. And help brigade is just behind me.
Qhuinn twisted his neck, ready to put on his best poker face waiting for his father with some doggen to come in and get him. He almost levitated in relief to see John and Blay. The redhead walked somewhat stiffly, but what the hell, he was in one piece. John approached him and extended his arm, holding his wrist with bear force and then released him to gesticulate.
"You've scared us to death, you bastard."
- You see? I always make life more exciting for those around me.- fuck him if he wasn’t getting a lump in his-. Are you okay?
"Safe and sound. You've taken the worst part. "
Blaylock appeared right next to John, blue eyes inspecting him and that pursed mouth in the gesture of "I'm worried, but I don’t want you to realize it."
- How are you? – he murmured.
The picture of the lesser at the top of the embankment and pointing directly at Blay popped in his retinas. Hell, in that split second he thought he was going to lose him. Now he could not stop looking at him as if he could ensure himself that Blay had all the pieces in place.
-Dreamy. –he tapped his knuckles on his bandaged thigh-. Give me a sword and I’ll be a pirate. And a patch, if you’re there ...
Shit, he didn’t intend to sound so pathetic with that last comment. Must be the remains of the anesthesia. Blay just smiled a little, his eyes still fixed on him.
-I have to get out.- Rhage reached a hand to him, squeezing to almost break his bones, like he was a poor chicken-. You busted balls. You three. The Brotherhood thanks you and Wrath also.- he held the grip a moment longer.
- How did it all end? - Qhuinn sat upright on the bed.-The sniper? The GPS on the boss’s car?
Rhage moved his neck, making the vertebrae crack with a smile. A very wide smile.
-All have reunited with Big Daddy, except for the boss. Him, we’ll send to hell tonight. John hooked the gadget to his car and we have him, so there’s a party waiting.
Qhuinn sighed. Weak, just like him.
-The Texan admitted that they had killed and buried Rahg.
Hollywood’s smile disappeared at once. From movie star the guy went to look directly like a murderer.
-Son of a bitch. Bloody son of a bitch. We're going to make him pay. Starting with his limbs, one by one, before bringing Rahg’s body home.- he inhaled strong, opening and closing his fists until he could calm down. Then he looked at the three one by one-. It would be a pleasure to fight with you. I thought you should know.- he walked to the door and turned for a moment before leaving-. You coming back with me, John? I have a meeting with Wrath.
The boy nodded and turned to Qhuinn.
"Take care. Do what Havers told you. Don’t make jackass, okay? "
-’f course, I’ll take care. I’ll stay in the house and let mom put me to bed.- he grimaced.
They bumped knuckles and then John went out, shoulders slumped by the fatigue of a whole day in the waiting room. Qhuinn started cheering mentally for himself spirits again and put his hands on the mattress to move very slowly to get the leg over the edge. Blaylock almost jumped.
- What are you doing?
-Trying to get dressed. I’ll not let my father see me in this stupid hospital gown and a nurse to play with me.- he lowered the bandaged leg, placing the foot on the ground, and needed all his pride not to whine like a Nancy. He stood with his ass sitting on the matters and legs resting on the ground, stiff and trembling-. Christ ...
Blay sighed and lowered his gym bag from his shoulder, leaving it on the bed.
-Your father is not going to see you, with or without clothes.- he opened the bag, stirring inside. Qhuinn turned to him, gasping with pain-. Your brother has come to sign the discharge papers.
-I see ...

It wasn’t as if he didn’t predict it. His father would not go to a hospital to look after his damn kid, because that would have implied a recognition that he had no fucking intention to give. And even less to risk having to meet someone who would see him with his kid, deformed and crippled. Shit, the surprise was that he had sent Eckle instead of a doggen. They must be busy polishing the silverware. For some reason, to appear next to his loved, perfect and complete brother in front of his father was the superior humiliation.
-We have the same size.- Blay was getting out a brand black tracksuit-.Mind wearing my clothes?
-Yes, I prefer the rags.- Qhuinn had to return to sit on the bed with his legs dangling. Hell, he couldn’t breathe-. Of course I don’t care. Thanks, buddy.
Blay looked at him sideways and Qhuinn was certain that he had suffered each and every one of the hours he had been unconscious. It made him want to hug him. The redhead coughed.
-The underwear is clean but not new.- it seemed that his color had gone to the cheeks.
-I don’t need it.- for some reason, Qhuinn lowered his voice-. I'm not going to impress any lady for a while. The only ones seeing me will be the doggens.
-As for that ...-Blay played with a T-shirt, looking at his hospital white coat-. You come to my house. If you want to.
- What? - Qhuinn had to take a hand to his ribs when the exclamation stole his air.
-Try to lift your arms. I’ll get you dressed.
Blay took advantage of his surprise and smiled when he obeyed. He took off his hospital gown with a cotton fuss. Judging by his expression, Blay was not expecting Qhuinn to be naked underneath. The blue eyes instinctively lowered from his chest to what he had between his legs and freckled cheeks changed color completely. Qhuinn heard perfectly Blay’s breathing accelerate.
This was not a good idea. Nope. Zero. Because his breathing had done exactly the same.
If Blay would keep looking at him like that, miniQhuinn will shortly come up to salute. With or without remnants of anesthesia.
He faked a cough, which brought Blay out of his astonishment with a startle. His hands fret the pile of clothes to give him the shirt again.
-Explain that to me.- Qhuinn raised his arms as he could with that pain in the ribs, sending urgent orders "stay as you are, fucking traitor" to his groin, when Blay had to approach him to pass the shirt over his head and arms-. Ouch!
-Sorry.- Blay spoke in a whisper-. My parents will be happy for you to stay in our home while you recover. They are waiting outside. If you want, of course.
-I don’t want to cause you problems.- Qhuinn almost drowned with the shirt wrapped around his neck. Blay was trying to put it on him without getting too close to his body-. I'm not… a favorite son.
-You’re welcomed and we want you in our house. My mother told you a thousand times.- he extended his arms trying to accommodate the shirt-. We would like you to stay with us.
Blay had to approach him to lower his shirt, which now had become entangled under the arms. Their hips were touching, his cock rubbing the redheaded male jeans. Qhuinn cursed silently when his lower self gave a satisfaction leap. His colleague was waiting for a response, biting his lip as he looked at the bed, his shirt, anything that was not down. Qhuinn swallowed; the last thing he expected was for someone to offer him a refuge. And being naked and vulnerable before Blay didn’t help his oratory.
-Shit, of course I want to. Christ, I don’t know how I can repay you.
Blay giggled. Nervously.
-Go to hell, Qhuinn. You don’t have to. My parents love you and I ...- the pink in his skin went to scarlet red- ... well, I’ll have someone to match on the Xbox.
Qhuinn's hand moved alone, sliding to Blay’s neck, thumb stroking the silky skin of his jaw. The blue eyes flew to his.
-I swear I will honor your parents’ house and make your kindness worth it in the best way I can. I shall never commit dishonor against them or against you, Blaylock, son of Rocke.
His thumb continued to stroke Blay’s cheek when he finished his promise in the Old Language, his voice trembling after exertion of moving, but honest to the core. If he ever thought about the family he would have love to have, Blay's parents came to mind. The redhead looked straight into his eyes for a moment, a rare treasure that Qhuinn didn’t often receive, and raised his arm to catch the wrist of the palm that was resting against his face.
-You're not what your family thinks of you.- he whispered, then looked away-. And your eyes are ... beautiful.
Qhuinn thought that someone was squeezing his lungs and it wasn’t the broken ribs. Despite himself, he couldn’t think of anything to say other than a mockery of what Blay wanted to hear. He withdrew his hand from his face and lay still and silent while his friend leaned down to put on socks, feeling the cool air in his hot crotch. He hated himself for needing Blay to bend down to help him dress, the place his friend deserved would never be at his feet. Rather miles above him.
Blaylock took the tracksuit pants and knelt without a word, putting his each foot in them, and then pulling them up the legs. As he was, Qhuinn had in the same angle of view his cock and Blay’s head going near it. Blay's eyes flew up, tripping over his crotch.
He had to end that. Now.  Or what he just promised, not to dishonor his friend's parents, would go to shit in a second.
He stopped supporting his hands on the table and grabbed his pants, ready to pull them up in one move and cover himself already, for the love of God. Blaylock did the same and their hands tangled. Blay’s palm brushed his cock and Qhuinn hissed.
-Sorry, I didn’t mean ... - Blay began to emanate waves of sexual heat, biting his lip as he looked away.
Qhuinn wondered if he would still make that gesture as he come. In his hands. Or in his mouth.
Moron! Stupid bastard...
Cursing himself to hell and back, he decided he had enough of help. He planted his feet on the floor, sitting tall.
And he bit his tongue to stifle the cry that rose to his throat when the knee seemed to disintegrate into fragments even more shattered and small.
- Qhuinn! – Blaylock’s arms went round him to his back, holding him against his body when he collapsed-. Are you okay?
-The ...fuck.- reluctantly, he leaned his head on the shoulder of the redhead and clung to the back of his shirt. To keep himself from falling.
-Stop making brave. You'll have to wait on the bed until I’ll bring a wheelchair.- Blay’s heart rumbled like a jackhammer-. Let's sit you down again.
Blay clinched the embrace, ready to lift him enough to sit him down. What made them stick to each other from the chest to the knees. Hips included.
Fuck.
Qhuinn had an erection. Blay, too.
And neither could conceal it.
They remained as they were, tightly embraced, with Qhuinn’s head resting on Blay’s right shoulder, the redhead face staring straight ahead. Still as statues as their bodies showed what no one wanted to say out loud.
In that moment, Qhuinn was sure he was at a crossroads, one of those rare moments of extreme lucidity that you know the decision you make in the next second will change every year to come.
He could do what his body really asked for, hold his friend’s face with his hands and kiss him and relief the pain between their legs and by doing so, never being able to break away form Blay for the remaining centuries of his life.
Or he could keep his word not to disgrace the only son of a noble family and not give hope to Blay of something too good, something that Qhuinn was unable to offer.
He raised his head from his friend's shoulder, their faces close, mouths ajar. Blay bowed his head to one side, imperceptibly, and Qhuinn tightened the grip on his back ...
... to divert the face a second later.
-I think I'll need that chair after all.- he murmured.
Blaylock said nothing. Just looked at him a long moment and then clear eyelashes covered his eyes when he looked down. He left the room quietly, gently closing the door.
-Fuck me ...
Sitting on the bed, with his legs dangling, Qhuinn ran a hand through his spiky hair, his shoulders slumped and head down. Why the fuck did Blay had to feel that for him? Why did he had so much faith in his nobility and his integrity when he knew he was just a bunch of unstable crap full of complexes?
Why did he had the damned feeling that, no matter how many times he’ll refuse Blay, would fail to take off those blue eyes out of his head even after fucking the entire city of Caldwell?
Why the hell did he felt like roaring at the thought that anyone but he could do what he had been about to do?
OOO
Butch did his best to disguise that he was shortening his strides as they walked to Wrath’s office, both because the world was spinning and to keep himself at V’s pace. Who, of course, did his best to hide the pain after he had fucked him like an animal, trying to pretend it didn’t hurt. Not at all. And that wearing tight leather pants without boxers when he had cracked his cock with two fangs didn’t hurt. Not at all.
Of course, V had put a round neck shirt, wearing purple markings on his neck. And he had the sleeves rolled up, as if the half healed bruises on the wrists were not visible enough. The long shower hadn’t managed to completely eliminate his bonding scent from V’s skin.
Butch didn’t know if to shrink in anticipation of the face the others will make or inflate his chest because his boy was proud to show off their relationship.
For now, he was concerned enough with walking without fainting. Vishous was right: he either fed that night or be a burden for everyone. If he had awakened, it wasn’t only from the messages of the King, but also because the hunger felt like of a trap squeezing his throat and he had spasms in his stomach. Fuck him. He didn’t know what could be more awkward: accept the vein of someone known and loved, like Marissa, or some stranger’s. Because there was a chance he’ll get um ... horny. That. Damn, he had to ask how Rhage managed to feed from Layla without offending Mary.
-You look like a fucking zombie, cop.
Butch looked away from V to almost crash faces with Zsadist, who was walking to Wrath’s office from the other side of the aisle. He was frowning.
-I... Yeah. I have some issues to resolve with my new diet.
-Do it soon or you'll miss the big party tonight.
Vishous raised his eyebrows.
- What is it?
- On what fucking planet you lived since the shit at the bridge with the lessers yesterday? - Z folded his arms across his chest, staring, head cocked-. John put the GPS on the Texan’s car. We have him. He’s on a farm outside Caldwell so as soon as night comes we go dancing.
- Who the fuck has been fiddling with the GPS on my computer? - Vishous stood next to Butch with his eyebrows in a line over the eyes.
- STOP GOSSIPING IN THE HALL LIKE OLD HAGS AND COME INSIDE TO DISCUS, FOR THE LOVE OF THE VIRGIN!
Wrath’s bull roaring from behind the door of his office almost made them dance on the toes of their boots. Butch sighed and opened the door. Wrath was drumming on the desk with his right hand, the left turning that damn silver letter opener. The cop was sure that one day he’ll dream of the king putting the bloody thing right through his heart like to one of those fucking undead pals.
He wanted to make a mock bow, but his body lacked red blood cells and he became a gelatinous mass. Vishous’s arm prevented Butch to end up on the ground.
-Jesus ...
-I see we have many issues to resolve this evening.- Wrath’s tone suggested annoyance and concern in equal parts.
V practically dragged him to the couch and Butch had a vague awareness of Phury - had to be him, by the smell of red smoke- lifting to make room. He dropped like a felled tree and breathed a gasp until he cleared his sight. Vishous was standing before him, staring at him as he pulled the sack of tobacco and gold lighter from his pants.
- Focused? – he asked as he pulled out a cigarette already prepared from the loose herbs.
-Yes, I fucking focus...
Wrath opened his mouth to say something when the sound of boots coming down the hall announced Rhage. The giant appeared at the door, muttering as if his ass was burning.
- What happened? - Phury sat in a chair opposite to Wrath’s desk.
-Qhuinn’s son of a bitch brother, that’s what happened. His family is a stinking pile of shit. The guy deserves better.
-Amen.- Zsadist took his usual place beside the door.
- How is he doing? - Vishous raised his head to exhale the smoke toward the ceiling.
-Needs some R&R.- Rhage’s eyes stuck like a magnet to the bite marks on V’s neck-. He’ll stay in Blay’s house for a while ...- he cocked his head to one side, looking at more purple marks. Then he smiled like a chicken and raised a hand to point the finger-. Fuck me ‘till I choke, I think V holds something kinky back from us ...
Butch was about to choke on his own saliva.
Vishous raised his right hand to re-take the cigarette to his mouth, imperturbable. Rhage’s eyes followed as a detective the path to the red signs the leather belts left on the hand with the cigarette. Then towards the other wrist. In the silence that followed, Zsadist’s eyes joined the observer's exploration. And those of Phury, who turned at once to his boots, clearing his throat. Wrath's frown suggested that the king was narrowing his eyes, trying to distinguish what the hell generated that comment.
-Of course, Hollywood. Yesterday I lost my virginity in the backseat of a car.- V watched the wisps of smoke rise-. So don’t choke ...
Butch flinched a little more in the seat.
Rhage’s jaw fell out of place.
Vishous crouched, ready to sit on the couch next to Butch.
-I wouldn’t do tha...
The Irishman didn’t warn him on time. Vishous slumped on the couch, just on his ass. The one properly used, by the way, and without delicacy.
- Fucking bitch!
The Brother rose again like a fucking bouncing ball. If Butch had felt uncomfortable sitting the day after his, uh, deflowering, Vishous had to hurt like hell.
All pairs of eyes in the room stared at V. And descended to his lower half. Pondered the situation. Then diverted to Butch with the classical "what if ..?" expression on them. Phury shifted in his chair. Zsadist twisted a smile that made him look like a Halloween pumpkin and Rhage’s jaw hit the ground.
V stood, resting his hip casually against the couch, just next Butch’s shoulder.
- What the hell do you look at? Didn’t you ever get a spring from a sofa in the ass?
He couldn’t help it. Butch laughed like an idiot, bending with hands on his belly while V twisted his goatee and the others they looked them as if they were two fucking aliens. Rhage recomposed his jaw while sniffing the new perfume that the two held glued to the skin.
- Are you...? I mean, you're both...? Um, "that"...
Butch wiped tears of laughter with the back of his hand and, after exchanging a look with V, did his best to regain the seriousness.
-The two of us are "that" Hollywood.
Here we go again with the passing glances from V’s marks to him as if he had just taken the dark haired male seat on the throne of the Sadomaso King. Vishous dedicated a killer glare to Rhage.
-Stop thinking dirty.
- Huh? You read my mind? - shit, it seemed that Hollywood was about to blush like a girl.
-Loud and clear.
Okay, V was going back to being Vishous rapidly so that, overall, was good news.
-Fuck me.- Rhage collapsed on the couch, right where V had tried to sit before. Then he seemed to notice what he said and began to fuss with his hands-. Um, okay, guys, it’s just a figure of speak, eh? Not that I care what you, you know ... really .... It’s fucking cool! You two together, I mean.- he smiled as if he had made the most brilliant Oscar speech and pulled a lollipop from his pants pocket.
-You're a fucking poet, Hollywood.
Butch bumped knuckles with the blond, watching V from the corner of eye. The Brother exteriorized nothing, as usual. He was calmly smoking, but the cop saw the twinkle in his eyes and the high arch of his mouth under the goatee.
-Congrats, lovebirds.- Z's smile was just a little more open than that of V.
-I'm glad for you.- the murmur seemed to be floating form Phury at ground level, instead of reaching their ears.
-Let's see, do you all live in a world different from mine or did I missed something? - Wrath took a couple of taps with the knife on the table, his eyebrows a “v” over his nose-. Not that I'm not happy for you, dammit, but haven’t you forgotten something important? Primale sound familiar?
-Shit, it's true.- Rhage turned to Butch and V alternatively-. Damn, it’s 24/7 job, how the hell will you make it?
-Quitting the job.- Vishous took a long puff glancing at Butch.
- Can you do that? I mean, we know that she is your ... ah, mother.- Rhage almost shrugged, as if waiting for a lightning to fall from heaven and fry him for the blasphemy.
-No, he can’t.- Wrath cut in-. The son of a bitch gave his word.
-The circumstances had changed.- V intervened, using the phrase Butch had said to him only two nights ago.
-Which seems perfect to me. Now explain it to her.- Wrath snorted-. I went to the Virgin and, if you remember, she sent me to hell.
-If I may, sir.- no one gave attention to Phury’s suave implication.
-I don’t think you had, let’s say, strong enough leverages to negotiate with her.- Butch started rubbing his temples. Damn, the pangs were back.
- What did you say? – Wrath’s head turned toward him like a cobras’.
Shit, he had chosen the wrong words. Never tell a half-blind warrior king that he does not have the required strength for anything.
-What I mean is that you couldn’t squeeze into the only weak point she has.- he squinted, trying to focus the increasingly raged face of the king-. This time, Vishous and I’ll go talk to her.
-Actually, that would not be nece ...-Phury raised a hand.
- What the fuck are you going to say that I didn’t? - Wrath seemed to be growing larger by the minute.
-That we’ll leave the Brotherhood if she does not absolve V of his promise to be the Primale.
Okay, maybe he should have chosen other words to say it. Softer ones. Because Butch almost heard the creaking of Wrath as he solidified to salt. Phury’s yellow eyes flew to the two of them and Rhage stood with the lollipop halfway to his mouth. The only one still smiling was Z.
-Do repeat that because I haven’t heard it well.- Wrath’s fangs protruded from between his lips as he spoke through clenched jaws.
-You heard it perfectly. The only way that the Scribe Virgins will stop threatening V is because something endangering the survival of the race. Two brothers less means extinction for the vampires long before a dozen miniVishous can patrol the streets.- cop reasoned, speaking slowly.
Silence.
The anger of the king exploded in toxic waves.
-For your sake, I’ll pretend that I haven’t heard anything about this.- the knife, which had been on the table, began to vibrate, like the pens and magnifying glass.
-Pretend what you want, but we’ll talk to the Virgin. As soon as Butch feds .- V extinguished the cigarette on the sole of his boot and kept in the back pocket.
The objects on the king's table rattled.
-No. You are NOT. Going. To. Leave. The. Brotherhood.
-Of course not, because the Virgin will settle.- Butch stood up, unable to keep his ass still for longer.
Wrath gave such an exhale that the objects on the table levitated.
- You cannot blackmail a goddess, lunatic asshole! Who the fuck do you think you are? - The vast bulk of the king stood up, turning the office into a small can of sardines filled with testosterone-. Do you think that what you have is above the survival of the race? How about the lives of innocent civilians?
-In fact, if you allow me ... - Phury stood with palms outward, in a vain attempt at conciliation.
Butch took a step toward the King, with the thirst stoking the anger.
-I’m going to leave V, with or without the Brotherhood ...

Vishous stepped toward Butch, their shoulders touching.
-We would continue fighting.
Wrath took two strides until he was two feet away from them.
-Not after I’ll split your bones, bastards.
- Will you listen to me, for the love of Fade?! - Phury stood at a step of the trio.
V’s and Butch’s rage shook the paintings. The two seemed a solid wall in front of an angry dragon.
Wrath retreated his lips and bared fangs. Butch followed. A white glow rose from under the glove of V through his body.
The three strained muscles.
Z and Rhage prepared to jump over to them.
- I WILL BE THE PRIMALE!
For a second, no one processed Phury’s cry. The bodies leaned forward, the canines longer and the atmosphere charged as for shedding blood.
- I SAID I WILL BE THE DAMN PRIMALE! - Phury almost set fire to the three with his look-. I offer myself to replace V!
OOO
Blaylock looked without seeing the snowflakes dancing at the lamplight while his parents’ BMW slid into that cold start of a night, rolling slowly through the human traffic coming home after work.
Qhuinn was a silent shadow, sitting beside him on the back seat of the car. None of them had re-opened his mouth since they had left the clinic.
The redhead took a deep breath and the smell of his friend came to his lungs, making the pain go up to a degree difficult to conceal with an impassive face.
What did he lack for being at the height of Qhuinn’s expectations in someone? Shit, he fucked in pairs in any dark corner. Women and men alike, by what he had said. He made no distinction of complexion, race or hair color. What did he had so disagreeable for Qhuinn to refuse him? Because the guy knew very well what Blay felt for him, although he never humiliated himself as to say it.
It was clear that Qhuinn also reacted to his touch. A tracksuit without boxers can’t hide too much. But that meant nothing, Qhuinn reacted to anything with a hole to pass within a feet of him, yet he always said no to him.
Blay had something in him that repelled Qhuinn.
He clenched his fists on the jeans, deciding not to look at him.
Why did he had to feel that way for Qhuinn, among all the millions of people worldwide? For someone who had no fucking idea of ​​self-worth and made others pay for his insecurities? For someone who would never touch him, no matter how many years would Blay expend looking at him?
He’ll never tell him. Never. Qhuinn will never know he loved him.
Because, if it ever happened for that unofficial information to become official, Blay was sure that what he was now suffering would become a bed of roses compared to what he’ll expect then.
OOO
In the King’s office, the trio faces turned very, very slowly to Phury, frozen in a surreal mix of aggression and wonder.
- What? – Wrath’s huge fists clenched.
Phury ran a hand through his hair, deleting the aggression of his face.
-I said that I offer to replace Vishous as Primale. I am a Brother, right? That is the only requirement.- he looked at them one by one-. Do you think the Scribe Virgin would accept a change?
Butch, V and the King gradually straightened. The cop looked Vishous in the eyes.
-Technically, yes. I suppose she could accept it.- V didn’t even blink-. All she needs is the DNA of a Brother and a cock.
Phury glanced down at his feet a moment and shrugged.
-Well, I guess it's time to repay two hundred years of celibacy.
-Damned asshole, you fucking son of a bitch .- Zsadist ran a hand through his skull trim. Several times. Very fast. Took two steps up and down, then stepped back and turned to his twin-.Why? Why the hell should be you?
Phury shrugged again and felt a nervous smile as he spoke. He didn’t looked Z in the face.
-I'm not in love with anyone.- he murmured-. I being the Primale won’t hurt anyone and, in return, they –he pointed his chin to Vishous and Butch - would be happy. So why not? As stated by V, the requirements are quite simple.
Z pressed both lips to a line and his eyes turned black coals that scanned Phury for a moment, then he turned his face, cursing under his breath.
-Jesus, what a shitty night ... - Rhage dropped back on the couch rubbing his heart as he was about to stroke.
Phury turned to the King.
- Do you accept the change, my lord?
Wrath took off his glasses, rubbing his face with his hand. Then he sighed so hard that his shoulders slumped.
-Shit, yeah. If the Scribe Virgin accepts it, for me it’s green lights.- he focused on V and Butch-. So are you happy now, demanding sons of bitches?
The two looked at each other a moment, eyes wide open, feeling as if they had warmed up to throw themselves against a whole damn army and suddenly were in a flowered meadow. Butch laughed. Vishous smiled. A smile so huge that the cop thought his mate’s cheeks would explode.
To hell with dignity, THAT happened once in a lifetime.
Butch reached out to pull V by the neck and kiss him on the mouth in front of all the Brothers. And the King. And, if the whole world was watching them, the better.
He loved that bastard and now they had a 99% chance of being together. In the Brotherhood. A future as a couple, fighting with honor.
Hell, if he could jump while kissing Vishous, he would.
When they parted, V pursed his lips, trying to suppress from his face that stupid smile  pulling at the corners of his mouth and lowered his look. Not because he was trying to hide the gleaming in his white eyes. Of course not. As if the bright halogen bulb light he was giving off didn’t shouted that, for once in 303 years, he was happy. Pure and without nuance, big time. Vishous coughed.
-Shit, now I could use a Goose.
-Yeah…get the fuck out of here to the Pit, for all the saints ... - Wrath growled.
Phury looked at them with a half smile, mixed with discomfort and satisfaction in equal measure. Vishous reached out, grabbing his wrist in a grip that seemed a struggle between two bears.
-How the hell can we ever thank you ...- he murmured.
-I would say some corny as “be happy" but you would break my mouth.- Phury frowned-. You still have to talk to the Virgin, we don’t know if she’ll accept.
-We have to, you mean.- Butch gave his wrist another squeeze-. I want to go.
Wrath made a gesture with his eyebrows that suggested he rolled his eyes.
-It’s not wise, cop. Let V clarify things with her alone.
-No.
The king turned to Vishous with a raised eyebrow and the Brother shook his hand.
-Don’t look at me, my cop is stubborn as a mule. If he wants to come, I’ll ask permission to the Virgin and take him with me.- he turned to him and must have saw that Butch was rapidly becoming the color of a marble. He lost all traces of a lighter mood-. And of course, we will ask a Chose to feed him. Rhage, the one you use… Layla, is available?
Hollywood shook his head.
-Negative. She served Qhuinn in the hospital and the boy must have left her dry, as he was.- he cracked his knuckles-. But she has spoken very highly of one called Amalya.
-I met her in the clinic.- Phury nodded-. It was she who helped me when I blew my shoulder. She’s good.
The moment the words left his mouth, he pressed his lips together. It was one thing to appreciate a Chose who you will never see and another to do it knowing you’ll have to fuck her. Butch did not envy Phury’s reddish skin and peering at Z, he saw that he had followed perfectly the mental thread of his twin. He didn’t like it at all.
-Okay, go to the Other Side and fix it. All issues. I want you back and ready in a couple of hours .- Wrath settled back in his chair behind his desk, pulling out a painful crunch-. Tonight we have a big party. Let's storm the damn farm. This time I don’t want any lesser to escape, starting with that Texan piece of shit.
-I ask shotgun on half a dozen bastards.- Rhage flexed his arm, showing biceps-. Let's leave that farm clean as a whistle.
-Sleep while these guys are on a visit to the Other Side. You've spent the day in the hospital.
Hollywood took a hand to his forehead in a military salute and stood up with a smile.
-Let’s go, lovebirds.- he passed between V and Butch giving them a pat on the shoulders-. Eh …I want to be the best man.
-What you are is a pain in the ass...
- ... but we'll let you wear the crown of flowers.
-Shit, look at them, even finish each other’s sentences. Freeeeeaky.- Rhage half-closed an eye and pointed to them as he left the office walking backwards.
-I'm going to prepare the weapons.- Zsadist left the office without adding a word more, looking straight ahead.
He knew better than anyone what was the substrate to Phury volunteering, thought Butch. And that would cost the twins another scar in their relationship. He was starting to feel like a filthy selfish vermin for not thinking of anything but his happiness, when he sensed a change in Vishous, standing at his side. Looking at him, his hair stood on end: he had his eyes fixed on Phury, and the right pupil had increased in size to hide the white iris.
Oh-oh.
Phury seemed to think the same thing because the color drained from his face.
-Have you seen my death?- he said.
To everyone's surprise, V turned his goatee on a reserved smile.
-No. I've seen your future.
-Yeah ... Well, don’t tell me, okay? I don’t think I can withstand so many emotions in the same night.
-As you wish, Brother.
Vishous continued with the same expression when he threw his arm over Butch’s shoulders to leave the office.
-Your visions are back. And you can read minds again.
-Yup. I seem to have returned to normal.- he winced-. My normal. I guess my Mommy was right- they went down the stairs-. She said I lost them because they were blocked by emotions or some shit. That they’ll return when I’ll find my way.
- What way is that?
Vishous didn’t answer, but turned to look at him and the arm that hugged his shoulders squeezed a little more.
Shit, this is how it feels to be happy, Butch thought.
OOO
If there was something that Mr. D hated more than the vampires, muscle guys, smart bastards and the fucking barriers in his plans, was the Black Dagger Brotherhood.
Those suckers were the sum of the parts, the list of "choose what you hate more."
He muttered a curse, sitting in a chair in the dining room of the old dusty farm, rubbing his injured thigh. At least the stinking mess that ran through his veins did its work well: the two bullets had healed and now his leg hurt only if he kicked it on the floor, which was an almost irresistible temptation, given his bad mood.
His eyes narrowed when the last lesser entered the farm with the knapsack on his shoulder, nodding without a word, and walked to the upstairs in search of somewhere to temporarily be able to claim as his cot. That was the only positive surprise of the day: the last twelve lessers who were still alive in Caldwell had held a sort of geek Conference and had decided that their chances of survival improved if, instead of going out alone on the streets every night, they gathered under an informal leader .
Yay! D just got a Fan Club.
Not a day to soon, he thought. Because the damn desire to reorganize the Lesser Society in Caldwell came back to him and he longed to re-crush gray matter with another Machiavellian plan to fuck the vampires. The latter had gone to hell last night.
As he reached the shelter of the farm, after leaving with his tail between the legs from the bridge, he had called all the lessers left on the streets. None had responded. Neither that call nor the others he did in all the hours after. Which could only mean that his suspicions had been correct, that the two boys who he had tried to kidnap had brought the Brotherhood and those gorillas had made a clean sweep with his boys. And those high-level cocksuckers should also have been watching the mansions of the nobles and had wiped his two kids with crossbows.
D was a captain without soldiers.
And with zero targets in his list.
So he had no fucking idea what the hell he would do with those twelve guys who had come to his farm that morning, waiting for some sort of Lesser Commando Vampire Killer.
He was beginning to think that saying "yes, sir" was much better than having to be the brain. At least, you could curse anyone else instead of yourself when things went wrong.
D took off his cowboy hat and wiped his forehead, reminiscent of his human years in the heat of Dallas. He stretched his wounded leg and cursed when the pain started. As they’ll stop throbbing, he’ll think of something. Now he would spend at least a couple of hours watching the snowfall out the window.
OOO
- Ready? - Vishous turned to Butch while fingering the bloody black beads in the hall of the Pit.
He had just received motherly permission for a hike with a companion to the other side after a quick consultation of the Chronicles of the race. His cop nodded, and V could have sworn that the hand he rested on his shoulder was not there only to allow access to the realm of the Virgin but for him not to go to the ground. It was going to be a fuck up thing to ask his mother one of her Chosen.
He inhaled, bringing in the serenity needed to send his molecules through the planes along with Butch.
-Holy shit, I’m dizzy ...
They materialized on white marble slabs that the cop was about to kiss from up close. Vishous held his waist until the world stopped turning for him. After that, Butch gasped and sat up, blinking at the sight of their surroundings. A huge white marble fountain from which a crystal waterfall flowed, giant snowy buildings straight out of a travel guide to classical Athens, and a silver gray trunk tree with white leaves where dozens of birds were chirping. Above them, a blue sky without clouds or shades, like in cartoons, shed the precisely amount of light, not too much or too little.
- What have they ... against colors? - Butch tried to hold himself up alone.
-Welcome, warriors. You arrive early for the ceremony. The Chosen are being prepared.
Both turned to see appearing in one of the paved roads what Vishous was only able to define as a frigid old maid in a Venus robe. The woman seemed to continually being chewing lemons, judging by her rigid expression and stiffened body. A bunch of keys hung from her waist.
-Directrix.- he greeted, with the same amount of warmth in his voice as she did-. We’re not here for the ceremony. We want to see the Virgin. We had an appointment.
The female concealed her surprise at his manners but straightened herself further. Shit, if the Scribe Virgin accepted the deal and replaced him with Phury, he wouldn’t want to be in his skin when he had to fuck her. That female seemed able to shoot him in the heart only for daring to step on her domains. The bitch.
-Of course. I will announce your arrival.- she made a little bow that seemed to require all her willpower, to disappear like a silent ghost from where she had come.
-Jesus, V, what bullet you just dodged.- Butch shrugged his nose at his side.
-Don’t declare victory too soon. And you'd better sit on the edge of the fountain before you faint.
-Thanks, but no. I ..
-The acceptance of your destiny honors you, Vishous, son of my flesh. You arrive before the hour.
V‘s face drained of all expression before turning to the Scribe Virgin. Her small hooded figure floated with feet off the ground, just under the tree. The birds greeted her with a symphony of trills and chirps. The god damned. At his side, Butch made serious efforts to provide a dignified pose and V had to fuck the protocol. His arm went over his cop’s shoulders, moving his body towards himself in a gesture that meant not only helping him stand.
-I’ve come to discuss issues with you.- he replied, maintaining at least a neutral tone.
The hooded head turned to them and V could see the brilliant white under the hood. How the fuck hadn’t he noticed the resemblance in all those centuries?
-Your education remains low. I will want you to try harder when you’ll have carnal knowledge of my Chosen. They deserve better.
For that we’ve come to deliver another bed partner, so don’t hold your breath. V tightened his jaw, ignoring the jibe.
-Bu ... Dhestroyer needs the services of a Chosen.
The Virgin held out an arm covered by the robe, poking a finger of light, and a small pink bird went to sit on it.
-Dhestroyer is a warrior of the Brotherhood, it will be a pleasure for the Chosen to serve, as an ancient tradition.- she turned to the cop with the bird on her finger-. Name your favorite, if you have it.
-Er, can I... - Butch looked to the Virgin, the fucking bird and the faded surroundings as if in a surreal nightmare, but refrained from asking the question just in time-. Um ... we would like it to be Amalya. Rhage has recommended her to us.
The goddess stroked the birds’ chest with one finger, gently, and V hated her for it. Even more. What the hell did the birds had that he didn’t as a child?
-Amalya is a good choice. I will send for her.-  she moved her finger, encouraging the bird to fly back to the branch before the hood turned toward them. V sensed that she was not smiling-. Why you use the plural, warrior? You've come to ask nourishment for you, not for my son.
Vishous was about to throw a lot of things with "fuck" and "sadistic" and "bitch" in her face, when Butch spoke before him.
-You know ... it's what happens in couples. Just talking plural.- he ran a hand over his sweaty brow. The light emanating from the Virgin rose slightly, but the cop didn’t see it or didn’t care-. Vishous and I are together. Er, bonded. As a couple, I mean. I'm not sure what to call him now, but I guess that “my hellren” covers it. Not that I'm a shellan, of course. Or my nallum .- he wobbled a bit on his feet.
-I think she got the idea, Butch.- V whispered in his ear, trying to stabilize the cop.
The Scribe Virgin completely turned toward them, slowly, her hands folded in front under the robe.
-My son is the Primale of the Chosen, warrior. Regardless of how I consider this kind of sterile unions, my son’s loyalty must be with my females.- her words rang with a hollow echo.
-That’s why we’re here to make a switch.-V’s arm was still around Butch and, shit, it was going to stay there-. I for Phury. He’s a brother and has offered willingly. You know he’ll treat your Chosen better than me.
-You gave your word, son of the Bloodletter. Do not try escaping your fate.
His fangs descendent by themselves from his gums.
-You put some very easy requirements for one to be Primale. And the change is within the law, has already been done before.- hell, for that he had reviewed the Chronicles before coming to the Other Side-. You demanded a Brother and a Brother will be.- he showed his canines-. But my destiny… I’ll chose it myself.
-You were born with a mission. You were conceived with the aim of providing the best blood for the race.- the air around the Virgin was charged with electricity when she floated-. You have a purpose and you lose your way when you do not fulfill it. Have you not lost your vision, your gift?
Gotcha, daughter of a bitch. V's smile was that of a wolf.
-My visions have already returned. Along with all my gifts. You yourself told they’ll come back when I’ll pick my fucking way. And you admitted you didn’t know what that way was. I do. Now I know.- to hell with everything. His masculine bonding scent broke the harmony of the environment-. I choose Butch-. he reached into the back pocket of the pants to get the gold medallion of the Primale. He left it on the marble fountain with a clink-. You lost any right on me when you left me in that fucking camp.
-Your training was necessary to mold you as a warrior ...
Screwed up. The Virgin was screwed up. Vishous had been willing to do things in a civilized manner. Until the beatings, hunger and loneliness of his most vulnerable years of life combined with the word "mold you," the concept of "mother" and the being in front of him.
The radiance of his hand exploded across his body, covering him with the same brightness as the Scribe Virgin.
- Mold? – he spit out the word-. Do you see me? Do you see what I've become thanks to their molding? – he let go of Butch, putting his arms outstretched to embrace himself fully, the tattoos on his face standing out against the shine-. I've killed. I’ve lived alone. I’ve caused suffering, and by all gods, I’ve enjoyed it. I’ve tortured females and males for the sheer pleasure of feeling in control of some part of my fucking life. Something! – he walked over to the Virgin with tensed muscles-. Is this how you wanted me shaped? Good. But now choose: either accept the fucking change or I’ll fuck your Chosen in a way to make them pay every damn one of the years I spent in camp. When I’ll finish with them you’ll give thanks for the way the Bloodletter fucked you.- He hissed through clenched teeth.
The figure of the Virgin shrugged a moment and then expanded with pure brute force. Vishous was thrown back a couple of paces, literally with his feet in the air, but managed to land crouched, panting. Hot blood gushed from his lip and he felt his body as if he had just been roasted on a grill.
Just in that moment, with the skin burning and the Virgin floating next to the stupid tree with birds, the concept of "mother" was erased from V’s mind. Forever. What little had survived of that idea, the ghostly image he had created as a child, while trying to keep warm crouching on a stone, was dissolved.
He had no mother.
The being in front of him was an enemy.
And, Goddess or not, would pay all together.
Slowly, Vishous stood, removing his glove for the unrestricted glow to pour out.
OOO
Look at that. Time out.
At the risk of ending fried, Butch jumped unstable to put himself between a completely out of his mind Vishous and a Scribe Virgin about to make use of all her divine powers. At the same time. The tiny figure pulsed, like a fucking black hole.
- V! – he put his hands on his warrior's chest, clenching his teeth when the brightness bristled his body hair-. Look at me, V. Look at me.- he took his face in hands, muttering-. Let it be. She’ll not return what she took from you but she can put an end to what WE HAVE.- he shook him from side to side-. IT. DOESN’T.WORTH. IT. Now breathe, true? Come on, that’s it, tahlly, that's it...
Vishous straightened in all his brutal stature, inspiring the whole air of that place, eyes narrowed into two slits of white fire. He shook Butch's hands off his face, looking at the Virgin with pure hatred. The Irishman decided it was time to take the reins.
-Accept the change. Or we’ll leave the Brotherhood. That IS in our power to do. We’ll not fight on behalf of someone trying to force his own child. It will leave you with three warriors to protect thousands of civilians.- he chewed the words.
The Scribe Virgin’s tiny form raised a hand from which emerged a dying glow.
-Enough. Silence.
Butch opened his mouth ... and no sound came out. He turned to V with panic in his eyes to see the Brother showing fangs of the goddess, fists clenched at his sides, irascible but fearless. Okay, that could mean that, if she didn’t killed them yet, and only had stolen his speech capacity, they had a chance.
Or it could mean that V had enough and gave a damn about everything.
The Scribe Virgin floated back to the foot of the tree, supporting a delicate translucent hand in the silver bark. She stood motionless and downcast, cradled in the murmur of water and the soft chirping of birds. After God know how long, she turned toward them.
- What is the nature of love, Dhestroyer? – she murmured-. You have been human. Is it not the duty of a son to love and obey his parents?
Butch's eyebrows shot up. Was he delusional or did the Goodess just asked him to do family therapist? Vishous had the same look of pissed astonishment as him. The profound philosophy had never been his strong point and dealing with gods had not even been on the agenda of his worst nightmares until a few months ago. So he took the only decision that seemed right: say what he thought.
-Love isn’t an obligation, is a choice.- he found voice again, and by God he was going to use it-. You can’t force your child to love you. Hell, my father never succeeded with me, neither my brothers. To love a father or a mother, you must first feel that they protect and look after you. And also they have to respect who you are. Forcing someone to fu ... ah, to play against his will is not respect.- he glanced at V-. You’ll never get anything from Vishous if you don’t leave him alone.- he wobbled back and grabbed V’s arm-. Shit .... Hey, you asked me, so I said what I think.
-That is a very rare virtue that I only appreciate on occasions.- She answered, dully-. Luckily for you, this is one of those times.
-Okay. Then I'll tell you one other thing. I don’t know how a goddess thinks, but I know how a man and a vampire feels.- he clenched his teeths -. Vishous is right. You lost any chance that he would love you the moment you left him with his father.- he took a breath in a couple of gasps when his throat closed with a spasm of thirst-. You won’t be able to mend that. But you can, maybe, get his respect at some point in his life if you now accept his change as Primale. Out of love for him.
The hidden face under the hood looked at him for a long time and then turned thoughtfully to V. The Brother ignored her. He stared at Butch as if he had never seen him.
The Virgin raised her hands to pull off the hood that covered her exquisite face, delicate as a marble timeless statue and totally inhuman in its perfection. She approached Butch with a sad expression.
-I gave you my blessing to your mating with Marissa, warrior. It would have been fruitful.
Butch heard Vishous inhale beside him and begged for his boy not to lose control. That comment would have been a stab in the back just one week ago. Now it just ripped a nostalgic smile.
-Thanks, but it wouldn’t have been a happy marriage.- he said softly-. Sometimes, what seems normal or predestined is not the best. I chose Vishous.
-You will not have a ceremony like a hellren pairing a shellan. I do not consent.
-We didn’t ask.- curiously, Butch had reached a state of total karmic tranquility.
The Virgin watched Vishous for a good time, with some emotion distantly related to sadness in her luminous eye. Then she raised the hood.
-Shit ... - V put his hand to his throat when his voice came back.
-I accept your substitution as Primale with Brother Phury.- the goddess murmured-. And I make you a gift, warrior. From this moment, you are freed from the burden of considering me your mother, Vishous, son of the Bloodletter. Follow the path you have chosen.- the figure began to move away, alone, along a paved  road and her voice barely reached them-. Amalya will come shortly.
OOO
-Rhage ... - Mary murmured, stretching between the sheets, still half asleep, as he entered their room. She lay on her side, with brown hair scattered on the pillow, nightgown strap sliding down her shoulder-. How are your wounds? What about the boys?
Hollywood fell on the bed, sinking the mattress with a miserable groan from the inside, and let his fingers roam the bare shoulder. They had sent each other several messages during the day, but hadn’t been able yet to explain the latest news.
-Blaylock is pretty good, only slightly wounded. Qhuinn is the one most fucked up, that knee is going to keep him off the streets for a few weeks.- he bent to kiss the silky skin-. The boy's brother is a pile of garbage. Luckily, Blay's parents invited him to stay at their home while recovering. Mmmm ... – he nuzzled Mary’s neck-. Are you wearing vanilla perfume?- when she laughed, he sat bolt upright-. Wait! You’ll never guess what happened with V and Butch.
Now it was Mary who lay aside, with her head on one hand and a peculiar smile.
- What? That they’re together?
Shit, all this was going to dislocate his jaw that night. Rhage sat on the bed making a fuss.
- How do you know? Damn, I thought Butch was still obsessed with Marissa.
His shellan shrugged.
-I think both were obsessed with an ideal.- Rhage must have a poker face because Mary laughed, laying her hand on his arm-. It wasn’t what they both needed, only what they felt they needed. Marissa is ok with it and, well, and I know that Butch will be happy. As much as he can be with Vishous.
-Yeah, he’s a true bastard.- Rhage laughed-. But the cop knows how to handle him, that's true. Damn, what he must have done to Vishous...- he whistled under his breath-. I really hope they can make it because with the ...- he jumped in bed- Mary, you don’t know! Phury has taken V’s place! As Primale! Damn, so much has happened in that meeting I don’t know where to start.
Mary sat with her eyes wide.
- Can it be done? Do you think the Virgin will accept?
-I don’t know. V says yes, and if he says it, then Amen.- he shrugged-. Butch did look very convinced, so I hope they're right. It’ll be very strange to see them ... together. In that sense .- he gestured with his hand.
Mary smiled.
- Really? Leaving aside what they do in their room, what is going to change in comparison to the relationship they had so far?
Rhage looked at her for a moment, thinking. Then he shook his head.
-Nothing. It will certainly not going to change anything. Those two are ass glued since Butch appeared. Only that V smiles more and perhaps Butch will stop vacuuming liters of whiskey.
-Phury is who worries me now.- Mary tapped on her lip with a finger.
-He volunteered...
- Do you think he did it because he really wanted to be the Primale?- gray eyes looked solemn-. Would you like to have to return to the Other Side every day and having to lie down with forty women for obligation ant not feel anything?
-No.- blond eyebrows twitched-. So why did he do it? I figured it was to help V and Butch.
-That must have been a reason too. But I think he just changed an emotional problem for another.
-I hope you're wrong. How can you always know what the others feel? - Rhage settled against the headboard of the bed, drawing Mary against him until she almost disappeared into his huge hulk.
-You should get some rest, you spent the whole day in the waiting room.
-Wrath told me the same thing, but I can’t sleep.- he stroked her hair-. Too many things happened so I can’t close my eyes and sleep-. His hand started down Mary’s back-. We can always find a way to pass the time ...- he murmured against her ear.
Mary wriggled to escape from the arms of her hellren, wagging a finger at his face when he pouted.
-Ah-ah. I promised Marissa to comment on my course notes for Social Worker, remember? I have to go to the Safe Place.
He growled.
- Why do I have a shellan so working addict, damn it?
She flashed him a grin as she opened the closet.
-I have yet to eat breakfast, why don’t you take a shower in the meantime? Maybe after that I’ll still have a little more time off before I leave.
By God, Rhage thought about a fast shower.
OOO
Vishous stood just where he was as if rooted, until the figure of the Scribe Virgin merged with the landscape of white painted cardboard. Unable to force his millions of neural connections, or dare, to make them process what just happened there. It was too huge.
Was it possible for him to be ... free?
To live as he fucking wanted?
With... Butch by his side?
Shit, no, it wasn’t possible. He missed something, some fine print, because miracles didn’t exist in his world. He put his hand to his neck nervously, the other on his hip, eyes lost in the monochrome horizon and craving to light a cigarette.
-Jesus...
Butch’s strangled curse by his side took him out of his slumber in disbelief. The cop was leaning against the marble fountain, a hand to his chest.
-It hurts.... shit, V, my throat’s so dry it hurts ... breathing.
Okay, the confetti party later. Now,  the cop. He held him by the waist passing one arm around his shoulders.
-We’ll look for that Chosen and ...
-Greetings, warriors. I am Amalya. Did you called me to serve?
A delicate female figure was walking toward them, from a small temple. Dressed in a white pleated tunic, brown hair in a high bun, could be the twin sister of the other thirty-nine females of that place.
-Butch needs to feed. Now.- fuck good manners.
The Chosen smiled, dark blue eyes sparkling.
-But of course, is my honor to serve the Brotherhood.- she extended her right arm in a graceful gesture, pointing to the temple-. This way, warriors, we can accommodate you.
From the corner of his eye, V saw the way Butch's eyes followed the movements of the wrist of that female ... and started cursing his ancestors. That will not be fun to watch. After the Virgin had just cleared the way for him to mate Butch, seeing him loving the vein of a female was not exactly what his instincts demanded.
Fuuck you, territorial hormones, Butch needs blood. He strengthened his grip.
-Let’s go.- he practically dragged him into the temple and up the steps.
-I'm not ... feeding ... here .- Butch laid a hand on a white marble column, clenching his jaws.
-Cop...
-And ... shit. ... I’ll not give the Virgin the satisfaction of seeing that we ... – he tried to swallow- that ... we can’t live from each other.
Great, thanks to the stubbornness of the Irishman, they could waste time arguing until the thirst overcame him. Then he’ll attack the fragile veins of the Chosen until sucking them out. Vishous swore under his breath, he cursed three times and sustained the cop stuck to his body.
-Very well, my man. We’ll do this at home.- he looked up at the Chosen-. Follow us.
Amalya hid a wince, but nodded meekly. Something good had to have that all were so damn well educated to serve.
-What you say, sire.
Vishous forced his molecules back to their world, knowing that the Virgin would love to give a kick to Butch too as she felt that her son disappeared. She did. They took shape just outside the gates of the mansion, to see Amalya appear at his side. V didn’t lost time in making the tour guide: he kicked open the front doors and dragged Butch in the multicolor hall.
-Motherfuckers... - Rhage, with his hair wet and a towel over his shoulders, was striding into the dining room with some purpose in mind. He stopped short on seeing them-. He made a scene with the Virgin and she fried him, right? Shit, I knew that ...
-Shut up and help me. He needs to feed.- V came to Hollywood, carrying the dead weight of half the cop.
The blond looked over his shoulder in time to see the Chose hide her expression of amazement at the colorful rainbow in the hall.
-OK, you're the boss, Brother. Where do we leave the package?
Good question. If V could decide, they would do that in the Pit, in his room and with sealed doors. Nobody had to know that Butch was feeding of someone who was not him. Okay, irrational thinking, stupid and rather primitive, but what the hell. It would be quite hard to see the fangs of the cop on the wrist of that female. Either way, no time to drag him across the yard to the Pit, he heard Butch’s groans escaping his throat.
-In the first free room on the first floor.
-At your orders.
They carried the cop on the carpeted marble staircase, with the silent shadow of Amalya following them, until Rhage pushed a door open with his shoulder, letting them into a small guest room. Vishous scanned the room: a huge chaise-longue -useful- an old pair of small round tables against the walls -harmless-, a mahogany desk –okay -and a small ... bed.
Highly dangerous.
V inhaled with eyes narrowed when he couldn’t suppress the associated images like beads on a string: Chosen. Feeding. Butch. Bed. He was about to turn around and drag his cop to the Pit and fuck his ass as soon as possible, when Butch's body shook from sheer necessity.
-Shit. Okay, cop, let's sit you on the couch, true?
-Where ... you want ...
They let Butch to collapse in the chaise-longue and then V brushed his hair from the face, tattoos glowing on his temple and a look of ice cubes when he turned to Amalya.
-Feed him off the wrist. Don’t touch him anywhere else. With me here.- he growled.
The Chosen looked from Butch to him for a second, adding his words to what she should have heard of his conversation with the Scribe Virgin, and nodded.
-Do not worry, sir. I am here to serve you in the way that you consider most appropriate, nothing more. It will do as you please.
Appropriate? V fantasized to extract a bag of her blood and give it to Butch to drink it with a straw, with the female fucking three worlds away but unfortunately it wasn’t possible. He just nodded and the Chosen walked past him, kneeling between Butch’s legs.
Between his mate’s legs...
V got the roar to remain in his chest.
From his more than two meters height, he had a perfect view of the Chosen neckline, and of the deep valley that the fucking vestal robe she was wearing barely covered. Her full breasts sticking just enough to cause a hard on to any normal man in the world, complemented with a good extension of snowy skin and a long, elegant neck.
And Butch was a normal male, who liked females as a rule with one exception.
If he got hard to see the Chosen ...
The roar got to V’s throat.
-Hey, buddy, why don’t we wait outside? - Rhage was beside him in one stride-. It’s not necessary to stand guard, huh?
Vishous didn’t answer. He kept looking at the Chosen kneeling between the open thighs of the cop. Amalya nodded and reached out to Butch, with the wrist upwards.
-Drink, sire. Indeed your need is great and it is my pleasure to serve you.
-... I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t have ... lots of practice.
Only when you drank from me as you squeezed my cock ... Vishous swallowed and clenched his fists to keep from stepping forward, kick the Chose out and force Butch's mouth against his vein ... which would not help for anything.
-I'm not as fragile as I look, sire.- Amalya still showed the blue veins of her wrist-. Take the nourisment you need.
Vishous upper lip retracted on its own will, showing fangs and getting all eyes of the room to turn toward him. Butch, half leaning to Amalya, shook his head weakly.
-I wish it were you, V.
Rhage coughed softly. Vishous merely inhaled Butch through his eyes and then fell back to rest his back against the wall beside the closed door.
-Hollywood, make sure I don’t do anything violent.- he muttered, not looking away from the couple on the couch. He cracked his fists and felt the glow of his hand up his forearm.
-Jesus, brother, you have to put some resistance of your own. I can’t stop that laser cannon of yours.- Rhage approached him almost touching his chest and put his paws against the wall, on both sides of V’s body-. You have the best self control, man, don’t fail me.
-I’ll do whatever possible.- he couldn’t even recognize his own voice.
He would have liked to be able to turn his head. He would have liked to cover his ears. But he was unable to divert his eyes of Butch and Amalya. The cop looked for a while at the Chosen, with red cheeks, and then took her arm hesitantly. She offered a small smile of encouragement. Vishous began to think about calculus. Logarithms. Quantum physics. Shit, in whatever. Butch's mouth approached Amalya’s wrist and he saw the cop’s fangs elongate.
-Jesus, V ...
Rhage swore softly, without looking at him, when his bonding scent flooded the room in dark spices.
Crac...
The small sound of the Chosen’s skin tearing under Butch’s fangs echoed in his head and he lunged forward without being able to restrain himself. Reason? Civilization? All that disappeared when he saw his mate's mouth on the skin of another living creature, ready to satisfy his needs with someone who was not him.
Rhage’s body hit his the same time the white glow spread like a flash and heard the painful growling from Hollywood when he received the burns like an echo in the fog. He bared his fangs at the Chosen as he pushed against Rhage as an angry beast.
- Calm down! V, I can’t ... stop you ... if you ... don’t calm down! - Rhage kept the iron cage of his arms as he was, despite the pain from touching the white fire.
Butch suddenly broke away from Amalya’s wrist, with bloody lips, resting his head against the sofa.
-I can’t ... – his chest went up and down and he ran his hands over his face. Then he turned to Vishous with a mixture of helplessness and ravenous hunger-. I can’t. I want yours, not hers.- he lowered his eyes to the Chosen-. It’s not that I despise you, it’s that ...
- Damn, Butch, do it before I lose control completely! - V squeezed his eyes, trying to stop shivering and thinking about dismembering and ...
-If I may… I have a suggestion, sires.- in her favor, he had to say Amalya's voice trembled only a little-. Why not both of you nourish from me?
Vishous suddenly opened his eyes.
- What do you mean?
-You do not trust me because you see me as a temptation for him.- she spoke softly, her eyes between Butch and his-. If you feed from me both at once, you will be on equal terms.
V was about to send her to hell. In an instant. But if they didn’t tried he could end up frying Rhage and Butch wouldn’t make it. Fucking biology. Thanks to his mother, once again, males needed to feed from females, one more obstacle. Well fuck her for that too. They were going to do it. They would do it together, even if they had to pass over the battle of the sexes.
-Let me go, Rhage.
- Are you sure? - Hollywood looked at him like he was a molotov cocktail with a lit fuse.
-Sure.
-Okay, but I'll stay, um, to make sure everything goes ... you know, okay.
-Whatever.- Vishous walked to the couch with his eyes fixed on Butch-. Just be sure to get her out of here as soon as we finish.
Or you’ll witness a live porn session because I intend to fuck him until I’ll erase that bitch of his retinas.
-Done.
Amalya’s eyes went up his legs to the bulge in his pants when he was at her side. Vishous hooked his thumbs in his belt and adjusted the tight leathers, revealing the erection, without taking his eyes of Butch, making it clear who made that to him. Just in case. He sat on the couch, next to Butch, and their heads bowed toward each other.
Vishous reached out, taking Amalya’s extended wrist while Butch did the same. They began to breathe the warmth of the other. V smelled the very moment when the cop got hard. He smiled with the tips of his fangs on the wrist of the Chosen. Butch licked the wounds he had done before in the other wrist with the tip of the tongue.
The two bit at the same time.
No one paid attention to Amalya’s hiss. Even less to Rhage cursing. Neither to the taste of blood that ran down their throats.
The mouths sucked and licked, playing with her skin, alternating sips with caresses. Eyes on each other's mouths, canines and tongues. Butch's gaze fell to V’s crotch and his free hand rested on his thigh, dangerously close to his cock, before deviating towards a totally speechless and still Rhage. Vishous growled as he swallowed, his eyes down Butch's pectorals, marked on the shirt, around the protruding nipples and even his groin. His tongue licked circles on the white skin of the female as his eyes focused on the cop’s fly.
Vishous toyed with the tongue, closing the wounds he caused, while Butch was glutting in big gulps, groaning. V’s bonding scent become stronger in the room, the cop's hand on his thigh and V’s ungloved hand sunk in the brown hair.
He couldn’t wait for Butch to fucking get it over with.
Minutes later, Butch dropped the doll hand with a muffled gasp of satisfaction, with the blood of the Chosen carelessly slipping out of the corner of his mouth. Amalya let out a groan when she stood to take a step away from them.
Vishous didn’t wait to see if the female dematerialized or if Rhage left the room. He took the cop’s head to him and his tongue licked the blood stream with possession, to sink into the wet mouth.
The cop laughed as their tongues cleaned the blood from the mouth of the other, Butch clutching his hands on V’s hard ass, Vishous’s hands unbuttoning his pants. He practically ripped off the shirt and jersey. When the tattooed hand of Vishous got under the cop’s black boxers, closing around his hard cock with a discharge, Butch swore under his breath.
-You're going to have to prove ... - V took out the cop’s dick from his underwear, moving his hand around it - that this ... was not for her.
Butch’s right hand dropped V’s ass to close on his cock through his pants.
-You too ... - the cop gave him the most nasty crooked smile that V had ever seen, the color of health very much alive in his face, eyes open and alert.
-You had your turn this afternoon ... now it's mine.- he threatened.
-Jealous ... hmmm? - Butch removed V’s belt and pulled down his pants, freeing his moist cock, which pointed at the cop.
-Territorial.
Vishous stood up and struggled to take off his boots and socks. Then he dropped his pants in front of Butch’s nose, sprawled on the couch with his cock ready and a smile of pure sex in the face. V didn’t have to worry about how he was between his legs: by the way the cop looked at him, he could have been a fucking ice cream.
Butch reached over and grabbed his wrist, pulling him to get his knees on the couch, one leg on each side of Butch. V’s tattooed hand went to his groin. The white glow lit up his movements as he stroked himself inches from the cop's face, bringing the tip to his mouth without actually touching.
-Sonofabith ... - muttered the Irishman.
Butch's hands caressed his thighs and rose to his ass, trying to pull him. Vishous grabbed his hair, lifting his head to speak to his lips while licking the tip of the tongue.
-I’m gonna fuck you, cop, and there’s nothing here to make it easier.- their tongues shared saliva for moment, giving meaning to V’s words.- So you have to make me cum first if you want something to help.
-That's pretty easy...
V saw the lopsided grin on Butch and just had time to prepare for what was coming before the cop sank a little deeper into the seat, until his mouth was at the required height.
-Jesus ...
He dug his fingers into his brown hair, throwing his head back as Butch's mouth closed around his cock. Shit, he would never get used to the cop doing it to him, it was too good. The good side of having just fed? His wounds after the fuck of the previous night were healed. So he could enjoy what Butch was doing between his legs.
The bastard didn’t just suck, he licked it like a fucking candy all along its lenght, looking into his eyes while he followed his cock with his tongue. Then he went to his testicle and somewhat beyond, making him completely spread his legs to make room. So the mother fucker wanted to explore new territory down there ... he was going to teach him.
After the cop will finish with his cock, Christ ...
When V realized where he was, his hands were resting on the back of the damn gold chaise longue, panting like a soul in purgatory, with Butch slipped down on the couch, his face buried in his groin. The cop hands joined his tongue and lips and V began dancing his hips, fucking Butch's mouth. The heat concentrated in his lower abdomen with treacherous speed and he cursed when he hardly had time to withdraw from that moist heat.
-Shit, I'm going to ... come.
-I like to see it...
Butch's hand milked his orgasm and the cop did not look away from his cock while V poured on his stomach and chest.
-You're ... becoming ... filthy good ... in this.- Vishous gasped, hair stuck to his forehead, seated on the cop’s thighs while still pulsing in his hand, the fucking best feeling in the world.
Butch stroked him a couple of times more, long and smooth, while his other hand lazily roamed his thigh tattoos.
-Well, I'll have to keep you satisfied for many centuries. I have to learn how to entertain you.
-I'm going to show you something, then ...
Vishous pushed Butch until the cop was sitting in the corner of the chaise-longue and slipped between his legs to kneel on the carpeted floor, licking the Irishman’s chest as he descended. He pulled him until the cop's ass was somewhat off the couch and then spread his legs.
- What the fuck are you ...? Oh, shit, that's good ...
V was tempted to smile, but he suppressed it. It was hard when his tongue went down the entire length of Butch slowly, and continued down to the powerful testicles. The cop mumbled a "Christ" and his hands wrapped in the black hair. Vishous's tongue continued to descent. A single touch on the soft skin between the balls and Butch’s entry made the cop jump in his seat, and he looked up. The cop’s eyes were wide open.
- What the fuck was that? – he was starting to sweat.
Vishous grabbed his hips, pulling him up again closer, speaking against his cock.
- Do you trust me?
-Shit, V. Holy shit, yes, but what ... - Butch's hands were locked in bloody fists on the green upholstery.
-Then relax.- and he again buried his face in the cop’s crotch.
- FUCK!
Exactly, V thought, just that.
OOO
Rhage had to admit it: he had a problem.
Long and squeezed in the leather pants.
Shit, he was not gay. Damn, he was the furthest thing from "gay" that someone could plant on the face of the earth, but to see V and Butch like that… It was erotic as hell to see them feed at the same time. Period.
Not to mention the hormones that Amalys exuded. The Chosen kept her hands folded in front of the tunic, with the bite marks on her wrists still raw, head bowed as she followed him through the halls of the mansion, away from the Room of Sins. Still, Rhage saw her cheeks flushed and she was breathing hard.
Put bluntly, the female was in heats of hell. Like him.
He cleared his throat, moving his legs to try to better accommodate the unexpected little surprise to the south, as they came to the door.
-Er, Amalya. Thank you from ... ah, the boys.- he put his hands in his pockets, trying to conceal a bit his lower side-. Surely they would have thanked themselves if they were not so ... um ... so tense.
Take the images out of your head. Take those fucking pictures out of your head ...
The Chosen lifted her head with confusion, as if she had not realized that they had reached the door. The blush rose a little more.
-It was my ... pleasure.- she lowered her eyes-. Please tell them that if they need my services again ...I shall come willingly.
By the half-nervous little smile that hovered on her lips before disappearing into the air, Rhage suspected it would really be for pleasure.
Hollywood took a deep breath, pulled his hands from his pockets and turned on his heels with an eye toward the dining room door.
Fuck the lessers. If V and Butch took their quality time, so will he.
He prayed that Mary had already finished her bowl of cereal.
OOO
Butch was staring at Vishous’s dark head, trying to understand what the hell was the Brother exactly doing. And he didn’t know whether he was referring to something about his body or his ideas about sex. Suddenly, he was a virgin. As if he had been living in a very, very reduced sex world, that V was widening with each fuck they had.
-Good God...
He exhaled at once noting that tongue in a place you should not feel any tongue. Or never felt before. And didn’t think about feeling it from anyone else.
-That's ... dirty ... – he moaned when V traced circles with his tongue around his entrance, the goatee scratching his skin.
-No, it’s not. It’s you. And now you are mine.- he smiled showing the canines-. Truly mine...
Vishous buried his head where he had it and Butch dropped the most sadistic curse he knew, sprawled on the couch while his prejudices fought his feelings and lost miserably.
Waves of pleasure began to emanate from unknown parts, to the rhythm of V’s tongue in and out of him, his mouth occasionally straying to his testicles, biting, and to his cock. The hands of the Brother never stopped, stroking up and down.
-Christ ...
When V’s long fingers joined the dance of his tongue in those sensitive areas, first one and then two, Butch groaned and cursed and swore, not thinking he was in a fucking room on the first floor of the mansion, the same floor where the king had the stupid office. He thanked God for having his eyes closed because fuck if he wanted to look at himself as he was and think if it was dignify or not. He just lay in the corner, over the green sofa with his legs open, V licking him there, widening and sucking, and he began to shake and hit the upholstery with his fists.
That hot tongue sank inside as deep as it could go.
-Oh, hell ...
The slippery feeling, the harsh goatee and V’s hands rubbing and squeezing his testicles sent him directly headlong into an animal orgasm. "Made in Vishous" as every other one for some days. He felt his warm relief mingle with what V left on his belly and he bit his tongue with pure pleasure.
Opening his eyes, trying to breathe with some dignity, he found himself sitting on the floor, his back against the couch, Vishous smiling face close to his. He had slipped from the seat while he was coming. Butch blinked, regaining vision of the world.
-Welcome to Earth, cop…- the very bastard dedicated him the bright twisted smile with fangs out, a house brand.
-Jesus, what the fuck was that? - Butch kept his eyes wide open, not knowing if he had to melt with male shame or let V continue with what he was doing so well.
-Mmm ... what? You didn’t like it? – the brunette raised an eyebrow.
Butch finished sliding to lie on the carpet, his face "I have seen the stars up close," and a very naked, very hard Vishous, smiling and straddling him. He ate him with his eyes.
-I think I've gone ... to the dark side ... of the force.- he hoped V wouldn’t take this comment the wrong way.
He didn’t. V's smile became more twisted, his eyes sparkled.
-You still have a long way for that.
Well, if that was like the one he had traveled so far, Butch was more than willing to keep singing and jumping on tiptoes. He smeared his fingers with what they both ejaculated and reached his hand, wet, for V, lubricating him with softness. There was something so exciting about looking Vishous eye to eye as he masturbated him, it gave him the chance to observe the expression of his lover.
-You’ll have to teach me.- Butch whispered, took his fingers to his mouth and licked them before resuming the up and down journey. He fought his rookie discomfort in that, because it stopped him to say directly what he wanted. He attracted Vishous to join their lips, still holding his cock-. I think it's time for you to get revenge for what I did yesterday ...
The bastard grunted as Butch kissed him, long and deep. They were breathless when they pull away.
- Do you really want it? - V gasped, taking away his hand.
-God, yeah.- Butch smiled.- Isn’t clear already on who I thought when I fed?
Vishous’s eyes became serious for a moment and then dismounted him, pushing him until the cop ended up lying on the carpet on his right side, with V attached to his back. Butch trembled as he felt him, hard, hot and slippery against his ass. Even after all they had done, knowing what they shared and desired and what awaited them in the future, the apprehension knotted his stomach.
V‘s right arm slipped under his neck, his left on his body, and then rested his face on his back, only to stay motionless for a long time. In the end, Vishous sighed, giving him goose bumps, and tightened the embrace.
-Not enough. Shit, I'll never have enough of you. I still don’t believe it.- he murmured in a tone so low, so broken, that Butch could hardly hear him. He rubbed his face against his shoulder-. Sometimes it seems just another fucking nightmare. That isn't real. Damn, I can’t believe that we can be... you and me.
Butch smiled. The fool ... Fuck him with his macho apprehension. Literally. He reached back and pressed Vishous’s hip against his buttocks. The feeling of that hard shaft against his skin sent a chill, this time in advance.
-We'll have to do it more often to convince you that this is serious.
-Jesus, I want it ...
Butch took a deep breath several times, forcing himself to relax, when Vishous grabbed his thighs, separating them, and began pushing, deathly slow, his face against his back. He discovered that, if he didn't tense his muscles, V got inside him easily. He gasped. V stopped, breathing hard against his skin, taking his time. He pushed slowly. This time, Butch recognized the sensation of a part of V going into him, filling him, and it didn’t seem an assault.
Vishous hit bottom and didn’t move. He remained as he was, his face buried against his back, the huge body shaking as much as his. Butch understand a thing: the one who bottomed was not necessarily the most vulnerable. At that time, he felt much stronger than V.
-I want to feel you. Do it slow ...
-Don’t fuck with me.
Vishous mumbled and Butch chuckled lewd, sensing how much the restrain was killing his lover. But it was true: he controlled. Vishous left him and came back slowly, pushing to the bottom. Nevertheless, the position helped to minimize the discomfort: on one side, V couldn’t give it to him whole, he was too big. Butch shook from head to toe feeling all his length on his inside; the hand he had on V’s ass squeezed.
-Oh, God ...
Vishous teeth bit the lobe of his ear between gasps. He returned with that in-out slow and deep.
-Let's play, cop…-he withdraw-... if I go slow - he pushed, trembling- ... you'll touch yourself for me ... My rhythm ... I want to see you.
Bastard. Butch was in control? Riiight.
He never masturbated in front of his partners. Why? Better let the other one do it. But he neither had ever had sex with a guy and there he was. He dropped V’s buttocks and started moving his hand over his own cock, slowly.
Vishous pushed. Down stride.
Withdrawal. Up rub.
Slow, very slow.
-That’s it ... Butch. I like to see how you do it ...
Vishous’s fangs scratched his neck, his warm body clinging to him, that huge cock in and out gently, putting his nerves on edge until he thought they would come out through the skin, and his dick began to leak pre-cum. Vishous stretched him to the maximum and stood still.
Enough. Butch clenched his teeth, moving to get V to return to the in-out motion and turned his face toward him as much as he could.
-You ... win, you bastard. Hard.
V laughed against his ear and nibbled his shoulder. He moved his hips in circles, without retracting.
- What did you say?
-That I want it hard. And fast. I want you. As you are.
OOO
Vishous smiled like a demon for a moment. The next, he had Butch completely upside down on the carpet, swearing. He lifted his hips, withdrew almost completely and then crashed on the inside with all his might.
- Ahhhh, motherfuck!
Butch was on hands and knees, head down, muscles gleaming with sweat, and Vishous gave him what he asked for. He fucked him with violence, every push harder than the one before, bruising his ass with his hands, pushing him against the couch until the cop had to support his arms on top of it so he won’t hit his head.
- Do you like it... like this? - shit, he was gonna come because he couldn't believe Butch asked that, that he liked it, that now they were together, that the cop didn’t think he was a fucking pervert, because ...
-You ... I like it when you're ... you.
Butch leaned his head on his left arm resting on the sofa, and brought his right to his cock, jerking himself off while V crashed against him, panting and sweating. It seemed the cop had sent to hell his prejudices. His boy liked that, liked him and it was all true.
The room was filled with synchronized moans, hoarse male voices rising and falling, with wet sounds of sex, mixed with curses. Butch pressed his hand into a fist when V reached the nerves inside and Vishous’s fingers dug into his ass trying to suppress the orgasm at the feel of the cop’s muscles contracting, squeezing his cock, keeping him anchored inside.
He bared his fangs, throwing his head back, wet black hair covering his eyes, muscles tense, marked. He was coming when he lifted Butch up, taking his abdomen. And the cop spilt in his own hand when V sank his fangs into his throat.
Vishous was still coming when he started drinking, growling, in stutters.
-Oh, fuck.- Butch's hands went backward, holding his head and keeping it glued to his neck while his lover filled him and emptied him at the same time.
Once he finished filling himself, Vishous was still hard. They were kneeling on the carpet, Butch collapsed back against his chest, him inside the cop, feeling his contractions. V rested his head on the shoulder of his mate and his hands wandered over the body of the Irishman, to his chest, the stomach and below.
-This shit ... is ... crazy ... - Butch gasped when V’s hands closed around his cock. He was as hard as him.
The cop dropped to the floor on his stomach, V over him, hands on the carpet. He contracted his buttocks and moved inside the cop. Butch gasped. In appreciation of the gesture.
Neither had enough.
-More.- V ran his tongue along Butch’s column, while moving back.
The cop was faster. He turned, making Vishous slip out of him, and made them roll on the floor with their tongues together until V finished back on the floor. The cop smiled above him, messy brown hair, the color back.
- How is your bottom part?
- Why? Do you want to use it? - shit, after his big league deflowering the prospect of that should shrink his gut. Instead, now he wanted to feel Butch inside him.
The Irishman smiled for a moment before licking his neck vein.
-I let you choose ... with or without preparation.
Vishous hands went down Butch's back to his ass, holding on to it. His buttocks were sticky. V had never allowed anyone to touch him there, but then again he had not let anyone take him until yesterday. And, what the hell, he wanted to see Butch like this, fully reconciled with the idea of ​​being his lover. He attracted him to his face and played with his tongue for a moment.
-Show me what you can do.- he challenged.
The cop raised an eyebrow and pursed his lips, dismounting him. He reached to lift him from the ground.
-I want you on your knees, back to me.- he pushed him until V was kneeling, facing the sofa-. Arms up here.

-Dominant bastard.
-Spoke the teacher.
Butch was smiling, and he too. The cop gave him a sudden push that made him bend his body, resting his forehead on his folded arms. Fists tight. Something hot and wet went down his back slowly: Butch’s tongue. He arched his back, lifting his hips unconsciously. The cop's lips gave him the creeps while one of those broad hands caressed his buttocks, squeezing with possession.
He felt the first finger of Butch playing with him, wet and well lubricated, and he looked back over his shoulder. If the cop's mouth was licking his back …
Top of Form

-Where did you get… that? - shit, the finger entered him and Vishous let go of the air in a stifled gasp.
Butch leaned against him, whispering in his ear.
-From what you left in me. Have I mentioned it slides out?
He succeeded. Butch got Vishous to moan out of pure sexual heat just with that picture and didn't resist when the cop used another finger, leaving it in him and then moving gently as he bit his shoulder.
-Jesus ...
Suddenly the cop was everywhere. His fingers in and out, his other hand on his ball, on his cock, squeezing and stroking. His mouth kissing his back and neck, making V offer his hips and God knows what else.
-Let's see ... if I have learned well.
V's eyes widened, staring at the bloody rococo tapestry, when Butch’s fingers went out to make way for his tongue. A single lick. Vishous's cock throbbed on the cop's hand and Butch squeezed hard, cutting his race to orgasm.
-Fuckingbastardcurseyouwithallyour ... Damn.
Butch's tongue began its slow journey behind his testicle, near his entrance, tempting and retiring while he used the fingers on one hand to move inside him and stroked his cock with the other. Vishous closed his eyes, clenched his fists and swallowed all the air he could with his mouth open, moving back and forth until that tongue penetrated him for good and he lost his sense and began to shine, to sweat and hit himself in his mind for having taught those things to Butch, as if that son of a bitch needed lessons.
-I'm going ... to ...
The cop let go.
Vishous turned to him with death in his eyes just in time to see Butch sitting up with his cock like a fucking pole.
-Up. I don’t intend in preparing you too much. I won’t make it too easy so you won’t enjoy it. On the couch.
Bastardbastardbastard...
V sat on his back in the fucking corner of the cursed chaise-longue, with no time to adjust. Butch pulled him, bringing him closer to the edge. If the cop knelt on the floor, he was at the right height.
With him well exposed and legs open.
Before he could put any resistance, Butch grabbed his thighs, keeping him open, and began to press. Fucking hell. Vishous took his arms back, holding the head of the couch, while the cop started to enter him. He closed his eyes.
-Don’t  ... even think about it. I want you to see. I want you to know it's real ....
He opened them in a burst, looking down. He saw his cock with its thick veins, the scars between his legs and Butch, his Butch, impaling him.
-Fu-uck.- he nearly broke the back of the sofa when the orgasm hit him without warning, dripping in front of his mate, watching as he was fucked in thrusts while he was pouring semen and the cop smiled, panting.
He still hadn’t recovered when the Irishman hit bottom with the push of a wild horse.
-Keep looking, V. Touch yourself ... while you ... see me give it to you.
And who gave a shit that this was crazy or that he won’t be able to cum again for a week after emptying all the deposits. Vishous did it. As Butch began to move in long strides, keeping his legs still, open, his cock came back to life.
He knew he had the world's nastiest smile painted on his face because Butch was wearing the same gesture. He kept holding on to the headboard with his left hand while he rubbed his slippery cock with the right one exactly at the same pace that the cop set, white eyes fixed on chestnut.
It was at that very moment when Vishous stopped feeling like a dirty pervert, for the first time in a long time.
Butch was making love to him from the front, looking into his eyes, he had him legs opened and the cop had rimmed him just as he had done to Butch before. And he Irishman liked it. If his mate liked it, what the rest of the world thought was a stinking pile of shit.
He rippled in sensual gasp, provoking Butch with his look while jerking himself off in front of his face, hitting against the couch with each thrust, fast, faster and faster. The veins in his cop’s neck marked, his chest swelled and the pushes accelerated to rattling Vishous’s teeth.
-Oh, God .. I am about to ... Oh, fuck!
Butch crashed in his inside as if a nail to a stick, sending echoes of pain that went right up to his cock. Vishous cursed as he began to come on his hand, in agonizing aching contractions. The cop was still buried deep inside him, with his head down, motionless, clinging to his thighs, pouring into him. V dropped his arms on the couch, exhausted to the bone, looking at Butch still between his legs with a wry smile.
-I'm sorry ... is ... I can’t ... Fuck! - finally, Butch fell over him as if someone had stolen his life.
What a picture.
They stood as they were, as if they had fallen from the sky, unable to move. Vishous sprawled on the couch, his abdomen a greasy mass. Butch still in him, kneeling on the floor with his body slumped over his slippery abs. Both gasping for life.
-Let's see ... who the hell ... – the cop murmured – goes out to kick asses ... tonight.
V laughed. In free puffs from his very soul.
-Come here, cop ...
He pulled him, taking the cop out of his inside with a grin. V settled his six foot six lying on the couch, Butch on top of him. The brown head was resting on his heart, they were sweaty and sticky, tingling in the southern regions of their anatomy and it felt that they had been hit by a bus.
Vishous had not felt so happy in his life.
He raised his arms awkwardly, hugging Butch as he breathed his scent.
- What do you think about? - the cop put his arms under his body, tightening the hug after a long moment of comatose silence.
-In than I never, for the many visions that I had, could have been able to predict this.- his tattooed hand slid over the brown hair, stroking the only person he could touch with bare skin.
-Me neither. And I have no visions. But, you know? It's what I want.
V forced his abs to lift his neck and Butch looked up at him.
-I’m not a gift. I can be a fucking distant asshole. At some point I'll distance myself, close my mouth and I'll hurt you.- he confessed quietly-. I wish I could promise I’ll be a nice guy, but it’s not true. I can be a bastard.
The cop leaned an arm on his chest, looking at him seriously.
-I know. But that’s the way you are. I accept this with the full dose of V, not in small bites. The day that happens, I’ll bring you back even if in chains. I’m getting practice.- he shrugged-. I'm not a white princess and neither are you. The two of us have had a life before getting to be where we are. It made us who we are, and it's not that bad.
- Proud of yourself? - V rolled until both were sideways on the huge sofa, staring into each other’s eyes-. Never thought I’ll hear you say it.
-And I never thought you would finally stop apologizing for believing you’re a perv.
-Maybe I'm not.
-Nope, you're the Hottest Sexual Beast of the Century.- both barked a laugh-. I’m just glad you're starting to see it.
-I still like handcuffs.- he raised a dark eyebrow.
-I have nothing against it, as long as I have the keys.- Butch gave him a deep look under the eyelashes, and, before he could say anything, he raised his eyebrows as if someone had turned on a light-. Shit, V, we almost forgot about it!
- What? – Vishous frowned. Update the computer software? Asking for more ammunition?
-Your birthday.- the cop struck him in the chest with his knuckles-. It’s your fucking birthday, you mummy head. Three hundred three winters aren’t a daily business. What do you want as a gift?
Damn, it was true. With all the drama of the recent weeks he had forgotten that his appointment as Primale coincided with his birthday.
-I never celebrate.
-Well, now you do. You better give me some idea or I'll end up making you a cake.- Butch threatened.
-Don’t you dare.
-Doesn’t have to be something material.
Puf! The idea flashed through his mind suddenly, took root and spread through his veins blasting his blood on fire in less than a second. He wanted it. It was just what he wanted. He turned toward Buch with his body on fire.
-Your name on my back.- he hissed against the cop’s mouth-. I want your name on my back.
Butch pulled away from him with a jolt. His skin had heated again.
-That's a shitty gift.- before V could feel heart broken with his rejection, Butch buried his face in his neck, kissing his vein-. A birthday gift has to be only for you. So you have to think of another - his teeth brushed his skin along with the tip of his tongue - because I'm thinking about engraving your name on mine.
The cop buried his fangs in him to the gums.
Wrath was going to have to get them out of that room dragging them from their balls.
