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She was feeling anxious as she made her way to Jess' home. She was supposed to go shopping, but that
idea was scrapped when she realized Petunia was missing. The dog hadn't been in the library with her mother
overnight, and she hadn't scratched on the door to be let in during the day. Worried about her, Bryn left the
kids in her mother's care and headed over for the werewolf's help. Knocking on the door, she pulled her
messy hair in to a quick ponytail and waited.

Chapter One Hundred Fifty-eight

It was a few minutes before the door swung open. "Hey, Bryn," Jess said as she tugged her sweat shirt
straighter. Her hair was slightly disheveled and she ran her fingers through it in an attempt to tame it. "l was
just about to go out for a run. What brings you by?"

"Have you seen Petunia? She wasn't home last night...and i'm not sure when she ran off.” She made a face,
trying to take a deep breath and calm herself. "I just...things have been a little hectic at home, and this is the
last thing we need right now."

Jess shook her head. "No, | haven't seen her." She stepped out of the house and shut the door behind her.
"But we'll find her soon enough. Come on, let's go look for her."

The women started towards the pool area behind Bryn's house. "So tell me, Bryn," she said a bit hesitantly.
"What else is going on? You're sounding a bit stressed."

Bryn nodded. "Anton and | had a fight last night...and | think | won. But It doesn't feel that way. | yelled at him
like he was my child. And what's worse is that we both know it. He gave in, anyway. Just to make me happy."
She looked at jess, shamefaced. "I think | broke his spirit."

Jess stopped walking to look at her for a moment. "Let me get this straight, Bryn," she said slowly. "You think
you broke the spirit of a thousand year old vampire?"

"Jess, you didn't see the look on his face. It was as if | utterly betrayed him. And I did. | told him | would
always support him, no matter what. And the minute | was really tested on that, | said no. | might as well have
said that | didn't believe in him."

"Whoa, Bryn," Jess said putting a hand up. "Bryn, start from the beginning. What did Anton want to do?"

Pushing her messy, overgrown bangs out of the way, Bryn let out a soft sigh. "A couple of weeks ago,
Hadrian, one of the grand council members, stopped by for a visit. It turned out the reason he was visiting was
that Anton's name had been brought up...as Lilith's possible successor." She nodded at the incredulous look
Jess gave her. "Anton kind of laughed it off at the time, but he started thinking about it. And yesterday, he
talked to Seth about what would be involved if he agreed to take the job. He didn't...| mean, he mentioned it to
me once, but | still thought it was just a passing thought. | didn't think he'd actually *want* to do it. And when |
found out he did, | flipped out."

Jess blinked in surprise. "He wanted to do it?" she asked in a surprised voice. "Bryn, after what the two of you
have been through, you have every right to flip out. | would if Alex or Walter told me something like that."

"Yeah, maybe...but not in the way in happened." She was quiet for a moment, looking towards the trees for
any sign of Petunia. "I've always had a problem coming to terms with Anton working. | know part of me is
really selfish for wanting him home all the time, but | just don't understand the attraction, either. He doesn't
need the money. And he's told me several times before that he misses out on being with the kids during their
little milestones. But then he tells me he'd be too bored without his work. | mean, God forbid. | didn't realize his
wife and children were so boring to him." She stopped herself before she could say something really nasty.
"Anyway, when he told me about wanting to be emperor, the first thing | could think of was the fact that he'd



be busy even more often, and have even less time for us. | got really angry at him. | mean, | had good
reasons, too. It would be incredibly dangerous for him and our family if he took that job. And it scared me to
think of him in that situation. But | can't help but wonder if wanting him home more often wasn't my real
reason for getting so upset.”

"Bryn, it's normal that you want him to be with you. To keep him safe, especially given your close connection
to him. And | hate to say it, but sometimes he's just too damn noble for his own good." She started into the
trees without hesitation, picking out a path between the trunks. Every so often her nostrils flared and she
made a slight change in their direction.

Frowning slightly, Bryn followed her without question. "l know. He can be a damned pain in the ass, too. But
that doesn't change the fact that | should have supported him. | don't want to hold him back, Jess. And the
truth is, no matter how scared | am of what's going to happen, | know he can do it. He'd be great at it."

"Bryn, let me let you in on a little secret.” She paused and let out a loud whistle, then cocked her head to one
side. "Supporting someone you love doesn't mean that you don't tell them when you think that they're making
a damned fool of themselves. Yes, | agree with you. Anton would make an excellent Emperor. But is it worth
the cost?"

Looking expectantly in the same direction as Jess, Bryn shrugged. "I don't know. | just know that..." She
stopped, her breath catching when she heard something running full tilt out of the trees. Her face lit up when
she saw that it was Petunia, ears and jowls flapping as raced towards. "God, Jess, how did you do that?"
Crouching down, she grabbed the dog before being almost knocked over backwards. "Petunia, you naughty
dog. Where the hell have you been?"

"It's a gift," Jess said with a smile. She knelt down next to Petunia to get a closer look at her sides. "Looks like
she's a bit scratched here. She might have dug a hole somewhere along the fence and squirmed through it."
She sniffed lightly at her fur, intending to see if she could sniff anything that would identify where she had
been, and pulled back in surprise.

"Great, now we have to look for that hole. Either that or start keeping her in the backyard pool area." Rubbing
her hands over the dog to look for any broken skin, she glanced at Jess. "What? What's wrong?"

Jess' focus had turned to scanning the woods in front of her. "Bryn, take Petunia and go home. Call Alex and
Walter and tell them to meet me here." Her expression hardened slightly. "I can smell Marrok's scent on her."

Bryn didn't have to be told twice. Grabbing Petunia's collar, she stood up and started heading quickly for the
houses. "Be careful,” she said, in a hushed voice over her shoulder. Her heart was pounding, and she couldn't
help a worried glance back in Jess' direction. She hoped the werewolf would be okay in the few minutes it
would take to get back to the house, call the other werewolves, as well as Anton, Nate, and Lindy.

Jess waited until Bryn was out of sight, and then began pulling off her clothes. Confident that the others would
find her, she followed Petunia's scent. It meandered through the trees for a while until it reached the fence
line. Just beyond it, she could smell another scent that made her growl and bristle. With a look of disgust and
anger, she did what her instinct demanded. She cocked a hind leg and sprayed around the hole, marking her
territory. Then she pushed a fallen log over it to block it. Fur still spiky but unsatisfied with the job, she turned
and returned the way she came.

Calling both vampires and werewolves, Bryn got everyone's attention as quickly as she could. Including her
mother's. Too frazzled to explain the entire situation to her, Bryn mentioned that they were on the look out for
Liam's birthfather, who was supposed to be out of town, and who no one liked. She couldn't figure out why the
hell Marrok would be back so quickly...unless his whole story about moving to France had been a lie in the
first place. That thought made her cringe. And she could just imagine what Nate was doing, as he waited with
Liam for the all-clear signal.

Alex and Walter immediately left to join Jess, although Lindy thought they might also be intent on marking their
territory. She was angry and frustrated that she had been lied to. And angry for Liam's sake. The boy had in
effect been abandoned by her father for some new sick mind game as far as she was concerned.

And Anton immediately went into a protective mode. He called in a 'family emergency ' at work and started to
protectively hover around Bryn. He had never forgotten or forgiven the attack he had made on his wife.



"This is crazy," Nate muttered, splitting his attention between the window and the floor where Liam was
innocently playing. "l told you that son of a bitch wasn't gone. He's never gone. He's like a damned sliver that
just keeps getting deeper under the skin."

Lindy sighed. "Yeah," she agreed, looking at Liam as well. She was feeling like a fool for having actually
believed that he was gone. it was probably all a joke to him and had been spying on both her and Liam the
entire time. "l can tell you one thing. It'll be a cold day in hell if he thinks that he can just waltz in here and see
Liam like he used to."

Nate glanced in her direction, wondering if she really meant that. She had a strange soft spot for Marrok, one
that sickened him. But if she meant what she said, he was overjoyed. The less of that bastard werewolf, the
better. If only Marrok would agree. "He's not going to stay away. He's got something up his sleeve."

"Then how do we make him stay away?" Lindy said. "Short of killing him, | don't see how. And no. That's not
an acceptable alternative at this point.”

"Works for me," Nate muttered, crossing his arms. Watching the werewolves walking back towards the
houses, he finally said, "Let's wait and see what they have to say. Maybe they will advocate death at this
point."

"Mom looks pissed," Lindy said, noting her mother's, who was still in canine form, spiky hackles. "Come to
think of it, they all look pissed." She knew that they there werewolves were taking it as a personal insult that
Marrok had been on the property.

Walking over to the floor where Liam was sitting, Nate picked him up and sat down on the couch with his son
on his lap. Liam looked up at him in confusion, not understanding the tenseness of his usually relaxed pose.
"It's okay, buddy. I'm not upset at you. If | could, I'd take you away from here and never come back."

Liam still looked uncertain as Lindy sat down next to Nate and placed a comforting hand on his back. "What |
don't get,” she said after a moment, "is that this doesn't seem to be his style. He's always been about
confrontation. And from what Bryn said, Mom didn't think he was nearby at the time, but had seen Petunia. He
doesn't hide like this."

Nate nodded, frowning. "All the more reason for concern. Whether he is in league with Natasha or on his own,
he's up to no good. He had no reason to go back to that cabin of his. If he's messing around there, we've got
a problem. He's way too close to our homes. And | don't like it one bit. If | can find a way, I'm buying that
property and clearing it all to the ground.”

Lindy didn't voice her thought that all that would be accomplished was Marrok adjusting to the new boundary
line. "Come on," she said, taking Nate's hand and squeezing lightly. "Let's go hear what Mom has to say."

Sighing heavily, he stood up, Liam still firmly clutched in his grip. He wasn't about to let the boy go--someone
was going to have to literally rip him out of Nate's arms before he was ready to let go. Following Lindy to the
door, he kept his eyes and ears open, ready and waiting for an attack from behind.

Lindy was also edgy as they crossed the yard and went into her parents home. And she hated Marrok for
making her not feel safe in her own home. Even behind closed doors as she didn't feel safe. And looking at
Bryn and Anton, who had just appeared at the tunnel entrance, it looked like they felt the same.

Holding Kat close to her chest, Bryn grasped Anton's hand as they walked in to the living room. He had Max
on his hip and Bernadette followed close behind, looking a bit bewildered. It was the first time she'd seen one
of the werewolves fully shapeshifted, and she was more than a bit intimidated. Bryn couldn't blame her. Jess
was an awesome sight in her lupine state.

Jess, ears tilted back but lips making sure her fangs stayed covered, leaned against a wall, arms crossed in
front of her chest. Her expression mirrored the ones on Walter's and Alex's faces. They were speaking quietly,
occasionally glancing around. But they quickly shifted their attention to their guests. "We didn't find Marrok,"
Water said. "But we found signs of where he's been."

"And where is that?" Anton asked in an angry voice.

"Not on our side of the fence," Alex said. "Petunia dug her way under it. Somewhere out there she ran into
Marrok. But there's no sign of him encroaching on this side."



"Which means nothing," Nate said. "If wants in badly enough, he'll get in. The same way she got out."

"But why hasn't he?" Jess spoke carefully, trying to screen her growls out of her voice. "Why the charade of
leaving for France? We know he sent Viviane, and he's not one that will separate from his family easy."

"Which gives every indication that he's grown desperate,” Nate argued. "What if he sent his daughter away
because he doesn't want any chance she'll find out what he's up to? What if what he has planned is so
heinous that he'd never chance anyone he knows finding out?"

"Even if Nathaniel is wrong, and | don't think he is given Marrok's history with us, we need to hunt him down
and find out what his game is this time," Anton said. "Even if we have to beat it out of him."

Bryn frowned, glancing first at her children, and then at her mother--who appeared to be pretty much horrified.
"Mom...he's not a good guy. He attacked both Lindy and I, and did some pretty serious damage. He's tried to
kidnap Liam several times, and lies without a thought of others' feelings."

"But you said he had children..."

"Yeah, he does. But he hasn't been the greatest of father to them." Bryn tried to ignore the nagging voice in
her head, reminding her that Lindy had said Marrok was always a doting father where his daughter was
concerned. "We don't know why he took Viviane out of the country. But he's not with her now, when he really
should be."

"You told me he said she was in danger here. That this...Natasha was involved?"
At a loss, Bryn shrugged. "We don't know if she really is or not."

"He said he was involved with Natasha before," Lindy said. "And given how he hates vampires, if he tried to
break free or double cross her, I'm certain she wouldn't hesitate to use Viviane to hurt him. Unfortunately we
don't have any way to know if she's involved or not."

"So how can you go beating him up if he may be innocent?" Bernadette asked, pointedly. "Maybe he is trying
to protect his daughter.”

"He asked me to go with him. To take Liam and leave Nathaniel. He told me that he loved me." Lindy bit her
lower lip. "What if he's staying here out of some sense of obligation? That he's watching over both me and
Liam?"

Nate, looking queasy, sank down in his chair a bit. "All the more reason to beat his face in. You're my wife, not
his. He can be on his merry-fucking-way."

"Then what do we do?" Anton asked. "Killing him is out of the question. That makes us no better than him.
And we know how trustworthy he is. He's manipulated the situation to his advantage before."

"We keep the werewolves around the next time we see him. They'll be able to smell his lies." Nate sat forward.
"And this time, instead of waiting for him to come to us, we invite him here. Let him know we know he's back.
That'll catch him off guard.”

"If Marrok is hiding from Natasha though, how do we do it? He won't be at the vineyard," Lindy pointed out.

"But he has been patrolling the fence," Alex said. "So we can stick a note on it. Or tie one to Petunia and let
her loose since they seem to like each other."

"Which is surprising since she was the one growling bloody murder when he broke into the house the first
time," Anton said.

"l don't like the idea of sending Petunia out again," Bryn said, frowning. "If | have my way, she's going to be in
our backyard, inside the fence. God, if | could built a moat around the whole property, | would. What the hell
good is inviting him here going to do?"

"It might throw him off balance," Alex said. "He doesn't think that we know that he's around. If we show him
otherwise, he might not know what to do.”



"Almost every time he's been here, he's had the upper hand,” Lindy added. "And this time, he won't."

"Just because you invite him here doesn't mean he doesn't have the upper hand. He's not going to show up
the very same minute. He'll plan it first. He'll be prepared.” Bryn let out a sigh. "And how do you know he won't
find a way to bring Natasha with him? Maybe he's just a distraction.”

"No," Lindy said with a decisive shake of her head. "He hates Natasha. No, he loathes her, and she's
threatened his daughter. There is no way he would be willing to work with her now."

Bryn looked at Lindy curiously, wondering how she could be so certain about this man. It was an odd
statement, given how she barely knew Marrok and often professed that she hated him. "I still don't think it's a
good idea. It puts our kids in danger. Aren't you worried about Liam?"

"Of course I'm worried for Liam. And for Max and for Kat. And you, Anton, Nate, Bernadette, my parents,
Amanda. | would rather search out what his game is this time instead of waiting for him to make the next
move."

Bryn let out a sigh and turned to Anton. "And what about you? Do you think this is a good idea?"

"No, I don't. | don't want that monster on the same continent as Bryn and the children." Anton's eyes flickered
but he seemed to pull himself back under control. "But Lindy's right. We need to let him know that we're on to
him."

"Then it's done," Nate said. "We put up a note, and get him here as soon as possible. Let's get this over with."

"I'll write it," Lindy volunteered, standing to walk over to the desk to grab a pen and some paper. "He might be
more apt to comply if the request comes from me."

There had been a little discussion on how to write the note. In the end Lindy had written it five times before
they came up with a version they all approved of. And it was agreed that the werewolves would put it out
during daylight. Then it would just be a wait and see game as far as Marrok's response was.

So with nothing more to do, Anton and Bryn gathered up the kids and took them home through the tunnels.
"Well, my dear," Anton said as he pushed opened the door to their home. "What do you think?"

Tired and annoyed, Bryn set Max on his feet and took his hand. "I think there is no such thing as a lucky
break. Just when you think things are going your way, it all gets fucked up."

"Sabryn, watch your language,” her mother chastised. Bernadette picked up Max and headed for the stairs.
"I'll get him ready for bed. Would you like me to take Katerina, too?"

"Please," Anton said, handing his daughter over. He then put his arm around Bryn's shoulder, guiding her
towards the kitchen. "We'll be getting a snack to eat Bernadette. Did you want anything?" And he whispered in
Bryn's ear. "And for the record, my dear, you are right."

"No, thank you. I'll get some granola when | retire to the library." Taking the kids upstairs, she left them in
relative privacy.

"I may be right," Bryn said, "but I'm not happy about it. | mean, what are we going to do if Natasha has
something to do with this? Even if she doesn't, she's still out there, no doubt planning something."

"Agreed," Anton said, making sure the door was shut behind them. "Once we manage to get Marrok to tell the
truth, which will be a big trick, | admit, | think we might know better what the dangers are."

Sitting down on the couch, Bryn pouted. "You know, just when it seems like a good idea to move my mother
on to the property, it all goes to hell again. | don't understand it. Are we cursed? Are we never going to be
safe, anywhere?"

"Bryn, | know it feels that way," Anton said as he sat down next to her. "And | know this isn't going to sound
encouraging. There is always going to be a Marrok or a Natasha in our lives. There will always be some sort
of danger, just because of who and what we are. But the important thing is to rule that fear, and not let it rule
you."



She rolled her eyes. "Thank you, Dr. Phil." At his sour look, she gave him a smile. "I'm sorry, I'm just in a bad
mood. I'm sick of these people." She lowered her voice. "And I'm sick of my mother, too. | want that damned
house finished. It's not that | miss swearing, but | miss being able to say whatever | want to, without worrying
about being overheard. | guess | should consider myself lucky...in a few years, it'll be the kids listening in,
instead."

Anton nodded. "I think they're listening in now. I'm so afraid that I'll be holding Kat and she'll look up with me
with her sweet eyes and say 'damn it, dada’ for her first words."

Bryn burst out giggling. "Better that, than 'Oh God, Anton!"

Anton let out a shiver. "I think you just scarred my for life, my dear. On that note, | think | hear the ice cream in
the freezer pleading to be made into a sundae with extra whipped cream. Shall we, my dear?"

Still giggling, she nodded. "Absolutely.” Taking his hand and following him to the kitchen, she grabbed some
spoons out of the drawer as they passed. She sobered a bit before saying, "l was talking to Jess today, before
we found Petunia.”

Hearing her name, the dog appeared in the doorway, wagging her tail.

"Yes, | was talking about you, naughty girl." Turning her attention back to Anton, Bryn said, "l was telling her
about the fight we had and what happened. | wouldn't normally bring it up, because it was between us...but |
had to get her opinion on some feelings | was having."

"Really, my dear?" Anton walked to the refrigerator and pulled out the ice cream, a jar of cherries, the
chocolate sauce, and a can of whip cream. Stacking them on the counter, he then turned to look at his wife.
"And what did she have to say?"

"Well, she seemed to think that my first opinions were valid, but..." She let out a sigh, hopping up on to the
counter. "I'm still feeling guilty, Anton. | know you said that you agreed with me, and that | was right, but I can't
help but feel bad that | didn't support you. | really don't want to be that kind of person. | love you and | trust
you. If you want to do something important, | should be supporting you."

"Bryn, of course your opinions are valid." He stepped forward and cupped her cheek. "There is no need for
you to feel guilty. And sometimes supporting somebody means telling them that it's a stupid idea. | know that
it's good that | want to do good for all of the Empire, Bryn. But not at what it would cost my family."

"But what if it didn't cost us? What if there was some way to do this and keep us safe? | know it sounds like a
dream, and probably isn't possible...I just wish there was some way for us to make a difference."”

"Maybe there is a way, my dear." Anton gently stroked her hair. "We'll come up with some way to make a
difference. We just have to figure out how that is." He gave her a sheepish smile. "You know me, Bryn.
Generous to a fault and over enthusiastic.”

Cradling his face in her hands, she said, "There is absolutely no fault at all where your generosity is
concerned. You give so freely of everything you have, especially your heart. And I'm very lucky to have you."
She wrapped her legs around his waist, tugging him closer. "If you can find a way to do this, I'll be behind you
a hundred percent. | promise."

"Thank you, Bryn," Anton said, and brushed his lips against her forehead. "And if we don't find a way to do it
that isn't safe, you have permission to tell me no." He wrapped his arms around her tightly. "And if | can't find
a way to do this, we'll find something else to do."

"Maybe," Anton said. "I've always wanted a big jumbo jet we could call Air Force One."

"How about we just steal the plane and leave running the country to that buffoon whose already in office?
Maybe one day he'll actually clean up the mess he created. Or if all else fails, at least he'll go down in history
as the worst president ever."

"At least he is only in office for 8 years, my dear. Imagine the damage that could be done if he were in longer.
And | agree with you. Let's just steal the plane,” he added with a wink.

"Yes, because no one will question us flying around in a giant plane that has 'Air Force One' painted on the



side. They'll just think it's a coincidence."

Anton laughed. "Okay, then how about we try to sneak away with Air Force Two? | doubt the Vice President
will be using it any time soon."

"Why don't we just buy our own big-ass plane, paint Air-Force-69 on the side, and use it to film our private sex
tapes?”

No sooner were the words out of her mouth than her mother stepped in to the room. Bryn's eyes widened and
she started turning bright red.

Looking startled, Bernadette kept her gaze downcast as she grabbed a yogurt out of the fridge, a spoon out of
the drawer, and announced, "I'll be in the library."

He didn't dare look at either of them as he nodded. Anton managed to hold back his laughter until Bernadette
had scurried out of the room. And then he broke into full guffaws, arms wrapped around his stomach tight. "I
think you found a way to keep her quiet, my dear."

"Shhh!" Still embarrassed, even Bryn had trouble hiding her giggles. "Oh my God...you see, she's always
hovering around. It was only a matter of time before that happened. We're lucky she didn't walk in on us doing
something."

"You mean something like this?" Anton scooped her up into his arms and carried her over to the table. He sat
down in one of the chairs, plopping her firmly in his lap. Arms sill tight around her, he began kissing her mouth
as one hand slid to cup a breast.

She let out a squeak at the sudden movement, quickly wrapping her arms around him. Moaning softly, she
returned his kiss as she squeezed his hips with her thighs. "Ice cream's...gonna melt."

"Let it melt," Anton whispered in her ear before tugging it on her earlobe. "Want to pour it all over you and lap
it up..."

Her eyes had to have rolled back in her head. Digging her fingernails in to his back, she quivered lightly.
"Sounds like we need a trip to the bathroom. Or at the very least, rubber sheets."

"Remember our first week together in the warehouse?" Anton was practically panting as his fangs and lips
glided over her neck. "And the mess we made with the whip cream in the bathroom?" His fingers on her
breast tightened, playing with the nipple. "We need to do that again sometime."

She grinned. "Other than the pain in the ass it was to clean up, what's stopping us? We could be up there right
now."

Anton smiled wickedly and allowed her to slip off his lap. "Then let's grab the can and get up there." Hopefully
the babies would sleep for a while, and after Bryn's comment, he didn't think that she would be seeking their
company for a while.

Grabbing his hand, Bryn pulled Anton to his feet. "I'll get the ice cream. You get the whipped cream. Think we
should be daring and bring the hot fudge sauce, too?" She wiggled her eyebrows. "And maybe the cherries?"

"My dear, you are ambitious. | like that in a woman." Grabbing the items she requested of the shelves, he
started towards the stairs. "Anything else we need to grab, my dear?"

"Hmm. | think I'll save my grabbing for when you're naked." She paused, glancing back towards the library to
make sure the doors were still shut. "At least | wasn't overheard that time."

"You sure about that, my dear?" Anton teased. He started climbing the stairs. "Of course you know we're
going to get caught one of these days. Even when your mother's home is finished."

She gave him a withering glance. "Don't remind me. Besides, I'm done thinking about her tonight. All | want is
you with whipped cream and a cherry on top."

He grinned at her unrepentantly as he pulled her into the bedroom. "Cherry on top of what?" he asked
innocently. "l can think of a few places that I'd like to eat some cherries off of you."



"Why do you think | brought the whole bottle? | could get very creative." Grabbing his hand, she spun him
around in front of her and began unbuttoning his shirt. "The quicker you get undressed, the sooner we can

play."

Anton arched his eyebrows. "Get me undressed? My dear, | believe you're forgetting someone in that
equation.” His hands went to his fly and unbuttoned them. He shimmied out of them, giving his hips an extra
swish.

She grinned. "Maybe | just like undressing better when | can look at you naked, too." Tugging her shirt over
her head, she dropped it to the floor and shrugged out of her bra straps.

Anton tugged down his boxers, careful to ease them around his growing erection. "l definitely like looking at
you naked," he said as the last stitch he was wearing dropped way. Teasingly, he stretched, making sure the
muscles of his torso rippled.

Groaning softly, Bryn watched him openly and paused in what she was doing. "Damn, you're sexy. You ought
to consider yourself lucky | ever let you get out of bed." Seeming to remember what she was doing, she
dropped her bra to the floor and moved on to her jeans.

"It's a wonder | let you out of bed too." His eyes flickered for half a second as he looked her up and down. "If
you weren't a vampire, I'd bet I'd already have you pregnant again,” he said, reaching out to help her remove
her jeans.

His words left an incredibly warm feeling in her belly. "I bet you would. And if not for the strain on my body, |
would've gladly let you, over and over again." She kissed his chest and smiled at him as he stepped closer.
"I'm going to miss that, you know. | loved having a part of you growing inside me. And not just this part," she
added, stroking his cock.

Anton smiled gently. "I wish there were a way | could get you pregnant,” he said, leaning forward into her
touch. His hands went to her beasts, encircling her nipples lovingly. He hadn't meant to lose the lighthearted
mood. "Now, | believe you and | said something about whipped cream and cherries?"

Grabbing her supplies from where she'd set them on the bed, she led the way to the bathroom. "How about
we start the water in the tub now. | have a feeling we're gonna need to clean up eventually."

"Sounds like a good idea, my dear." He followed her and then brushed past her, making sure his fingers
touched flesh. Bending over the porcelain, he started the taps running. But he didn't straighten up right away,
instead giving her a good view of his ass.

Smiling to herself, Bryn grabbed the can of whipped cream and shook it vigorously. She popped off the cap,
walked up behind him, and drew a large smiley-face across his buitt.

Anton let out a loud yelp as the cold cream hit his hot skin. He straightened up, and tried not to grab his butt
on instinct. "You didn't just do what | think you did?" he said twisting to look at his ass in the mirror.

Giggling, she watched him twist this way and that, trying to see the whole thing. "You turned too fast...I didn't
get to dot the eyes with cherries.”

Anton laughed. "Does this mean that you're going to lick it off of me?" he said with a suggestive glint in his
eyes.

"l guess you'll just have to back your butt up over here and see.”

Anton gave her a saucy grin. And just as she suggested, he backed up to her, and bent over again. "You still
going to dot the eyes?"

Grinning, she grabbed his hips and crouched behind him. "I think I'll save those for later,” she said, before
lapping up the eye on one of his cheeks. He squirmed against her grip, making her giggle. Determined to
make him shudder even more, she slid her tongue up the cleft of his ass.

Anton let out another yelp. And that noise turned into a moan as he let out another shiver. "God, Bryn." he
said, grabbing the edge of the bathtub for balance. Intending to give her easier access, he spread his legs



wider for balance as well.

Giggling softly, she continued lapping at him until all of the whipped cream was gone. "Who would have
thought you'd enjoy having your ass licked."

"Not me. And it beats getting my ass kicked." He straightened up and turned around to look at Bryn, eyes
starting to flicker with hunger and desire. "And now | do believe it's your turn to have whipped cream licked off
of you."

"Somehow | think it's been quite a long time since you had your ass kicked. And you can lick whipped cream
off me any time you'd like." She handed over the can. "Except of course when my mother is in the room. Might
give her a heart attack.”

"You're not supposed to encourage me, my dear," Anton responded with a wink. He shook the can of whipped
cream and stepped closer to her. His fingers pressed the nozzle trigger, coating her breasts in a thick layer.
"That should be enough for a start," he said, and then began to lick a path to reveal her nipple.

Gasping loudly, she hunched her shoulders a bit, shying away from the cold, until his hot tongue began
sweeping over her skin. Her nipples were hardened to stiff peaks, both from the temperature and from
anticipation. Sliding her fingers in to his hair, she cupped the back of his head and released a soft moan.

He continued to clean her breast until every trace of the cream was gone. And then he pulled back to look at
her, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Looks like | forgot the cherry too, my dear." Slowly Anton knelt in front of
her. "So | guess I'll have to find a different one to nibble on."

"Don't worry, sugar. | already gave you my cherry, remember?"

"l do remember." Anton started sliding down his body, rubbing his cheek against her stomach, tongue flicking
out to taste her navel. "However, | do think | will suck on something down here that is round and pink."

Squealing softly, she immediately opened her legs wider to give him plenty of access. Grinning, she settled
her hands on his shoulders and leaned in to his talented mouth.

Anton smiled and rested his hands on her thighs. Leaning forward, he brushed his lips against her lower ones
softly. His tongue probed gently as he lowered himself just a bit more to get a better angle to lick her.

Bryn tilted her head back, gasping softly. His gentle licks were ticklish on her sensitive skin and she fisted her
fingers to keep from grabbing his hair. Legs lightly shaking, she leaned on him a bit more, needing him to
keep her steady.

His hands slid around to her hips to hold her firmly. Anton put more and more firmness behind the caresses of
his tongue. His tongue swirled around and over her clit, stopping every so often to delve inside of her.

Sobbing softly, Bryn's body twitched and trembled. She kneaded his shoulders, her teeth latched on to her
bottom lip. "You sure you don't want any whipped cream or hot fudge?"

"I didn't think you wanted anything too hot down here," Anton said. He pulled back with a grin and then leaned
over to grab the can of whipped cream. With a devilish grin, he squirted some between her legs.

Gasping loudly, she took an involuntary step backwards. "God, that's cold." Eager to be heated up with his
mouth, she moved closer once more and grabbed the back of his head. "Make me scream.”

Anton let out a soft chuckle. "Yes, ma'am." He resumed licking her, cleaning the cool cream off of her flesh.
His licks quickly became firm and frequent as his fingers slid over her hips and her ass.

"Mmmm..." Panting softly, she lifted one thigh and slid it over his shoulder. Open to him even further, she
imagined she could feel every detail of his mouth. The tastebuds on his tongue bumping over wet flesh, the
slight rasp of his teeth just barely touching her, the firm suction of his lips, everything driving her further in to
ecstasy. She released a loud cry, shuddering hard against him.

Anton lapped hard as he felt fresh wetness on his tongue. Then he gently backed off, leaning back to smile up
at Bryn. He was always amazed at how she glowed after orgasm. "Shall we get into the bath tub now, my
dear?"



Still breathing hard, she massaged the back of his head where she'd been hanging on to a hank of his hair.
Nodding, she slid her leg off his shoulder. "Yeah, but bring the whipped cream. I'll bring the ice cream."

"Yes, ma'am." He picked up the can and walked over to the tub. He climbed into the tub, letting out a soft
moan as the water covered him. He leaned back and sat the can on the edge. "Come on in, my dear. The
water is fine."

Smiling as she watched him in the mirror, Bryn pulled the lid off the ice cream and set it on the counter. They
hadn't had the foresight to bring a spoon, but fingers would work just fine. Walking back to the tub, she
handed him the carton before stepping in to the space between his bent legs. "I don't think this will be quite as
messy as last time, but you never know. | could always get a little wild where you and dessert are concerned."

"Two of your favorite things, my dear?" he asked as he wrapped an arm around her waist. "But we might want
to keep the water in the tub. All we need is for some water to slop out and seep through the floor and have
your mother come investigate."

She grinned. "That's probably a good idea." Leaning closer, she kissed his chin. Then she stuck her fingers in
the melty ice cream, painted his lips with fudge ripple, and licked the sweet glaze away.

Anton's tongue tangled with hers, tasting the fudge as well as her. He wasn't certain which tasted better. But
that decision was made after he had licked away all the ice cream and continued to lick hungrily at Bryn's lips.
"You taste delicious,"” he whispered.

She smiled against his mouth. "You're not so bad yourself. My sugar is sweeter than chocolate." Wrapping her
arms around his neck, she returned to kissing him. After a moment, she twisted her body and straddled his
legs, facing him completely. It wasn't exactly comfortable, but he was quick to scoot forward and spare her
legs. "Mmm...I love you."

"Love you too, my dear." He continued kissing her as his hands inched her ass further up his legs. His hands
then went to her back to support her weight against him. "l would like to have some more of that ice cream,
my dear."

"Oh yeah?" She reached for the carton. "l might just have to have some myself." Tipping the ice cream up,
she opened her mouth and took a big gob inside. Then, moving closer to him, she pressed her mouth to his
and shared.

Anton moaned as he felt the heat of her mouth and the cold of the ice cream. His tongue dove in and tasted
the dessert and her. His hands on her ass squeezed, pulling her up slightly as he sank down in the tub,
rubbing her against his erection.

Giggling softly, she rocked her hips back and forth, dragging herself against his cock. She purred softly,
pulling back from his mouth to grab more ice cream. This time she painted two brown dots over his nipples
and went to work cleaning them with her tongue.

Anton moaned as he felt her tongue moving over his chest. But feeling her rub against him wasn't enough.
Fingers gripping her waist tightly, he lifted her up and then lowered her again so she was now surrounding his
cock.

Bryn grunted softly, meeting his gaze as she laved his nipple clean. Smiling, she sat up. "In a hurry?"

"Just encouraged to move things along." Anton smiled at Bryn and settled lower into the tub. "Why don't we
see how long we can make things last, my dear."

Leaning forward against his chest, she smooched his lips. "Mmm. In that case, | think we need more whipped
cream."”

Anton grinned and handed her the can. He had forgotten how it had been for both of them to play. They
hadn't played together like this for quite some time. And he had missed it.

Grabbing the can, she shook it vigorously. Watching him with a wicked arch of her eyebrow, she sprayed
whipped cream on her neck and beckoned him closer. "Taste me."



Anton moaned at the sight of the curve of her neck covered with the sweet cream. He leaned forward and
licked along the curve of her throat, and then sank his fangs into her. He shivered, not certain which was
sweeter - the whipped cream, or her blood.

Her eyes slipped closed as she felt him pulling at her vein, and she released a dreamy sigh. She kneaded his
chest with both hands, purring like a kitten. Squeezing him inside her, she swiveled her hips in a circle.

Anton let out a moan, hips driving forward. He continued to suck on her neck, taking in both blood and
whipped cream with every pull. But after a moment, he forced his jaws off of her, hips thrusting in a steady
pace.

Whimpering softly, she pulled her legs up a little higher to keep her knees from scraping the back of the tub.
Bracing her arms on the tub rim, she pushed herself up and down the length of his cock, her head falling back
on her shoulders.

He wanted to close his eyes from the pleasure. But a woman as magnificent as his wife should be watched,
especially by adoring eyes. His hands on her waist tried to guide her rhythm, but soon he gave up and let her
do with him as she pleased, knowing that she'd take care of both of them. "Bryn," he moaned in a low voice.

Shuddering with each rise and plunge, she bit her lip and squeezed his cock even harder. The heat of the tub
and the heat of his groin were deliciously drugging, making her movements a bit slower than usual.

Anton continued to pump into her, relishing the heat surrounding him from both the water and from her. One
hand slid along her waist and over her thigh until he was probing between her legs. His breath was coming in
short gasps as his balls pulled up tight against his body.

Groaning, Bryn lifted her head, staring in to his dark chocolate gaze. The heated passion she saw there, along
with the perfect probing touches of his fingers, made her move even harder upon him. He was nearly stabbing
inside her and nothing would ever feel better. Pressing her lips tight to his, she quivered in anticipation.

He let out a grunt with each impact, unable hold back. He let out a loud yell as he came hard, rubbing his
fingers in a rapid circle over her clit.

"God!" Twitching with every flick of his fingers, she let herself go and followed him in to orgasm. Her sharp cry
echoed in the large bathroom, but she wasn't in any state to feel self-conscious about it. Slumping against his
chest, she continued breathing heavily, her hot breath bouncing back from the close proximity of his neck.

He was breathing heavily as he sank against the tub. He looked over the edge at the water that had slopped
out over the edge, and then decided that it wasn't enough to have to throw down towels immediately to sop it
up. His hand idly stroked over her back, trailing drops of water up and down her spine.

Closing her eyes, Bryn sighed in delight. "I wish would could stay in here for days. Or better yet, in the hot tub.
Without a care in the world. Or a nosy mother."”

"Mmmm.. | like the way you think." Anton pressed his lips to her forehead. "Well, at least we'll have part of it
as soon as her house is complete.

"True, but no built-in babysitter." She propped her chin on his pectoral muscle. "I guess you can't have
everything. Although, you know...we could take the kids and go on a little mini-vacation. At least it would be
close."

"Oh?" Anton said. It would be good to get away for a while, especially given the Marrok situation. "Anywhere
in particular in mind?"

She tilted her head for a moment, thinking. "Hmm. | don't know. | think they're a little too young to appreciate
Disneyland just yet. And | doubt a bunch of screaming kids and tourists would be very relaxing for us. So
maybe something a little more for us. Since Marrok is busy nosing around down here, why don't we go to his
turf instead. Does Napa sound good?"

"It would be a little difficult to do the wine tastings, but it does sound like it would be good. We could go to that
hotel that Nate and Lindy went to." He nuzzled her cheek softly. "How does that sound, my dear?"

"l don't care if we don't have any wine. | just want to be somewhere beautiful and relaxing, with you and the



kids. And maybe if we let them sleep in the bed with us, they'll let us sleep in for a while."

"That sounds good. I'll start making calls and see where we can get reservations." Anton continued to stroke
her back. "And | hate to say it, but we should probably get up soon."

She groaned softly. "Do we have to? It's so nice and warm in here. | was even thinking about adding a bit
more hot water."

Anton pondered it for a bit. "Well, maybe a half our from now so we can soak. After all, your mother has gone
to bed, and the kids are asleep for the moment.”

She gave him a bright smile, using her foot to turn on the hot water. "One more thing. You have to make out
with me until the thirty minutes is up.”

Anton smiled. "The things | have to put up with," he mock groused as he lowered his lips against hers.
She smooched him before saying, "Poor you."

End Chapter One Hundred Fifty-eight
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