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Gwyneth Lovejoy, not bothering to change into her night clothes, flopped down on her
bed and sighed overly loud. It was a frustrated sound meant to signal to Lillian that she
wanted to talk. Lillian took the bait.
“Date didn't go well?” Lillian turned on her side. She propped herself up on her elbow
and rested her head in her palm. Their twin sized beds were separated by the width of the
bedside table. They had shared a room since Lillian's mom had died. Gwyneth wasn't her
blood sister, just like Alisha wasn't her birth mother, but they were all the family she'd ever
really known. She considered herself lucky to have been born to a Daughter of Women.
Lillian never knew the horrors of the foster system.
“Nurzhan is such an ass!” Gwyneth kicked her legs.
Lillian ignored the mini-tantrum. She was used to Gwyneth's temper. They were the
same age but Gwyneth was spoiled, not by their mom but by Nurzhan. Gwyneth shouldn't
have used his true name but she shared everything with Lillian. “I am pretty sure your
Nephilim is not an ass.” Gwyneth had no idea what dating a regular guy was like. She'd
had Nurzhan as her Nephilim since she was eleven. Lillian was having a more traditional
dating experience and knew Gwyneth had the much better situation. Nurzhan treated her
like a princess, a goddess even.
“It's not like I'm asking him to murder someone! I just want to have sex. You lost your
virginity two years ago. If I could date regular guys there is no way I'd be an 18 year old
virgin. It isn't fair.”
“You aren't 18 for another two weeks.” Lillian didn't bother telling her that dating
regular guys wasn't all it was cracked up to be. They'd had that conversation more than
once. Sure she'd had sex when she wanted it but the guys were, well, ordinary. Normal 17
year old boys didn't know the first thing about pleasing a woman. It was nothing compared
to what sex with an all powerful immortal would be, Lillian was sure.
“Exactly!” Gwyneth sat up on the edge of her bed. “Why is he so hung up on the
exact age? Girls were married o! at 13 when he was young. I've known my whole life
Nurzhan and I would be together. There's never going to be anybody else and I am sick of
waiting.” She ripped at the pins holding her hair in an updo.
“Stop it, Gwyn. You're tearing your hair. Come on, let me do it.” Lillian grabbed the
brush o! the nightstand and sat up. Gwyneth stomped over the two steps between beds
and plopped down in front of Lillian.
It was an unspoken agreement that Lillian help Gwyneth with her hair. At least she
would try di!erent stu! with it, like the elaborate updos Lillian did for Gwyneth's dates.
Their mom always put it in curls and styled it like she had when Gwyneth was five.
Their mom refused to let Gwyneth cut her incredibly long blond locks and Lillian could
certainly understand why. It was beautiful. Her wavy hair caught the light and looked like
it glowed on its own. It was so soft and manageable that it put shampoo commercials to
shame. Lillian's own was blond too but more of a dirty blond that looked darker in the light.
It could look more red or more brown depending on what she wore. Lilian kept it short but
not by choice. Her hair would never be long and luxurious because it constantly broke and
split, no matter how much conditioner she used. Gwyneth didn't understand. She saw her
sister's stylish hair as one more symbol that Lillian was free and she wasn't.
Lillian had put the pins in so getting them out was easy for her. She knew where they
all were. She should have started brushing at the bottom but knew the gorgeous hair could
handle some abuse. She combed all the tangles down as far as she could reach and then
Gwyneth had to stand for the bottom.

“Sorry, Lilly.”
“For what?”
“You know.”
And she did. Gwyneth knew Lillian didn't have it any easier than her. She didn't mean
to complain about Nurzhan when Lillian had no one. “It's no big deal. You need to vent
sometimes. Everyone does. Want to hear how my date went? It'll make you feel better
about yours.”
It wouldn't make her feel better. Gwyneth always felt bad when she acted like a baby.
It would make her feel like such a bitch, but Lillian needed to let o! steam just as much as
Gwyneth. “Sure. Hit me.”
Lillian carefully divided her sister's hair and started the process of braiding it for
nighttime. It would be an impossible nest in the morning if it wasn't tied back. “Donald's
idea of a date was letting me watch him play indoor soccer, picking up a redbox DVD and
Taco Bell on the way to his house.” Going to that drive through was pretty thoughtful. It
was one of the few fast food restaurants that had something a vegetarian could eat. “He
lives with his mom, but since he graduated last year he's too grown up to live in his old
room. He has the whole basement to himself.” The sarcasm in Lilly's voice told Gwyneth
that he was overly proud of his living arrangement. “At least he took a shower before
spending the whole movie trying to feel me up.”
The girls had been raised on the compound of witches who dealt in sex magic. They
were taught to have healthy mindsets about sex but being familiar with it and being
comfortable with their own sexuality got Lillian a reputation for being slutty. She wasn't but
high school girls were so snarly and the boys so uncouth. They had no manners when it
came to keeping their 'conquests' to themselves. Sometimes they even boasted about
scoring when they hadn't.
Lillian had sex with Donald last year and he thought that meant he had a free pass
whenever he wanted. When she had told him in no uncertain terms that was NOT the case,
“He turned into such a whinny baby. The begging and pleading and trying to talk me into
it, goddess he was so pathetic.”
“Gee, thanks.”
“Oh, Gwyn, I'm sorry. I didn't mean that you were pathetic. I'm sure you weren't
whinny. You were very seductive. Nurzhan must be made of stone to be able to resist your
advances.”
“I know you didn't,” Gwyneth said, and she meant it. Lillian was a good friend.
Gwyneth wondered if maybe that was it. Maybe if she stopped asking, Nurzhan would
come around on his own. She would try it.
Lillian put a rubber band on the end of the braid. “Don't worry. He's crazy about you.
He's just following the rules.”
“Why? There's no one to enforce them.” Nathalia was the law maker and she hadn't
moved in years. She wasn't going to smite anyone for claiming their Sinnis a few days
early. Gwyneth took o! her date dress and put on her favorite nightgown. It was the one
that smelled like Nurzhan.
Lillian got under the covers and held them open for Gwyneth. “You can sleep with me
if you want.” She wasn't talking about sex. They slept in the same bed whenever one of
them was upset. They had fooled around before. When they were kids it didn't really
matter. It was just play and it wasn't like any harm could come of it. A couple of girls
rubbing on each other was perfectly acceptable in their world.
“I'm fine. Just tired.” She climbed into her own bed. “Good night. I love you.”

“I love you too, Gwyn. G'night.” Her pitch went up slightly at the last word and she
hesitated.
“Go ahead, Lilly. It's fine.” Gwyneth turned toward the wall and put her back to her
sister, giving her as much privacy as possible. She put her ear buds in and her favorite
track on. She still heard the buzz of Lillian's vibrator start. Just because Lillian had turned
down her date didn't mean she didn't have needs. Gwyneth understood both the need and
the hesitation.
Masturbating was one more freedom that Lillian had that Gwyneth was denied.
Gwyneth was a witch. She had inherited her mother's peregrinus ability and like all
Daughters it was powered by the sexual energy of her orgasm. She had tried masturbating
once a few years ago after a particularly frustrating argument with Nurzhan. He had kissed
her but wouldn't go any further. Lillian suggested taking care of it by herself and had even
given Gwyneth a toy of her very own.
The orgasm had been great but having it nearly killed her. Being a peregrinus meant
that she could separate her soul, for lack of a better word, from her body. The orgasm
forced the separation. The problem was that the body of a peregrinus was dead while the
life was floating around. Her mom only performed her magic when hooked up to all sorts of
life support machines. Gwyneth had done it alone in her room. Lillian had left to give her
privacy.
The soul, in the ethereal state, was di"cult to control. It felt no sympathy for the body,
no rush to be trapped again. It would go where ever its attention was pulled. Gwyneth's
obsession with Nurzhan had saved her. Since he was born of the same bloodline, he had
the same ability but his was powered di!erently and his was almost limitless. She had
made a beeline to his room. He could see her in her ethereal form. He convinced her to go
back to her body by agreeing to stay the night, physically, in her bed with her.
That had been a wonderful night. She might have enjoyed it if not for how weak and
sick she felt after rejoining her body. It was the reason this nightgown was her favorite. It
was the one she had been wearing that night. It smelled of Nurzhan. As always he'd been
so gentlemanly that night. He'd shared her bed all night and all they'd done was snuggle.
Maybe he wasn't crazy about her. Maybe he wasn't attracted to her at all. Maybe she was
an obligation.
Graduation was still a month away but lucky for them Lillian and Gwyneth didn't have
to go to the high school campus anymore. They were doing dual credit and by taking their
Senor class requirements at college. The University of Texas campus was awesome and
their teachers were entertaining. Not seeing all those snotty girls and immature boys in
high school was just icing on the cake.
Nurzhan couldn't bear to be away from Gwyneth for very long at all. He was terrified
that something would happen to her if he wasn't there to protect her. Katy High
administration frowned on having grown men attend classes. Nurzhan had to keep himself
camouflaged there but here at UT he wasn't all that out of place. He looked like a man in
his prime, maybe 27 or so, and no one suspected that he was a seven thousand year old
demigod. They were able to spend more time together.
Gwyneth walked to every class, hand in hand with the son of a fallen angel. He was so
handsome it hurt to look at him and it was no wonder he got hit on constantly. He never
gave any other woman the time of day. Sometimes he didn't even acknowledge that they
spoke. He only had eyes for her. And what eyes they were! Nephilim had multicolored
irises. They didn't change color, they weren't hazel. They looked like opals with little flecks

of yellow, red, blue, green and every color in between.
Gwyneth knew she was alright looking. She wasn't crazy tall but she also wasn't short
and they looked good together. Some of the other Sinnis were dwarfed by their Nephilim
and Gwyneth was glad she didn't look even more like a child in comparison to Nurzhan.
She had to stand on her tippy toes to kiss him but it wasn't as awkward as it could have
been if their height di!erence had been more. When he bent his head to meet hers, his
long dark hair made a curtain around their faces.
She loved his hair. It made her think of Indian warriors. Though she would never tell
him, she had more than one fantasy about being a pioneer headed west. Sometimes he
would ravage her in the sweet smelling grasses of the prairie under a starry sky.
Sometimes he would have his way with her on the back of his horse as he carried her o!.
Sometimes there was even bodice ripping...Goddess, she needed to get laid! He could
have been Asian every bit as much as he could be native American. She had another
fantasy where he was a samurai and she, his fair haired geisha. She would please him in
every way with her many talents. He would use his sword and slice through her obi. Her
silk kimono would slide to the floor, leaving her naked. He wouldn't be able to resist her
body and he'd bid a fortune for her virginity.
She tried not to think about how racist her daydreams were.
Gwyneth was glad Nurzhan and Lillian were talking to each other and hadn't noticed
her spacing out. Nurzhan was like Lillian's brother but without all that sibling rivalry crap.
They didn't even compete with each other for her a!ections. Lillian would always be her
sister, irreplaceable. Nurzhan would always be her...well, hers. They laughed and talked.
Nurzhan teased Lillian about boys. That gave Gwyneth an idea.
“We need to set Lilly up with a Nephilim.” They both gawked at her. “What? We
should. All the boys we know are so immature. She needs a date for Beltaine. There are
plenty who haven't found their Sinnis.”
“Any number would be honored to share the heat of Beltaine's fire with so beautiful a
young woman, although...” Nurzhan's voice was mesmerizing. His constant contact with
his Sinnis, claimed or not, had nearly silenced his hunger beast. He almost sounded
human.
“What?” Gwyneth questioned. “Mom said we're both old enough to celebrate this year
and she deserves someone really special for the first time.”
Nurzhan knew she didn't mean the first time, just the first Beltaine she'd dance as an
adult. Lillian was not secretive about not being a virgin. “She does...” He would like to be
nearby if Lillian was going to couple with a Nephilim but he had plans of his own for
Beltaine. He planned to be very preoccupied.
“No, I don't think so, Gwyn. Look, regular guys are disappointing enough without
having to measure up to a Nephilim. I don't need a date. I'm doing it the old fashion
Beltaine way.”
“You're building a hut though, right?”
“Yes, of course. I already said I would. Right next to yours. If sparks fly, I'll choose
someone there to play house with me.”
They reached the Economics building but Nurzhan held Gwyneth back. “Save me a
seat, Lilly. I'll be right there.” When she had gone, he pulled Gwyneth around the corner of
the building. There was an alcove there, surrounded by trees. She expected him to say
something but he just stood there. She turned to stand in front of him, her hand on her hip,
ready to fight.
His eyes bored into hers. They flashed red in a way she'd never seen before. She

backed away from him but he matched every step of her retreat with one of his own. She
found herself trapped between the brick wall and Nurzhan's chest. The two weren't that
di!erent.
She lifted her face in defiance. “I am going to dance at Beltaine. I will have a hut and
either you can join me or I will choose another.”
He pressed his face against hers. His eyes were all she could see, when he spoke his
lips brushed hers with a feather soft touch. One hand at her waist, burning a hole in her
blouse, the other on her shoulder, its thumb on her pulse. “No other will ever lay with
you.” The hand on her shoulder moved almost imperceptibly in towards her throat. “You
are mine, Gwyneth Lovejoy, and mine alone.”
His voice sounded raw, his hunger beast closer to the surface than she'd ever heard it.
Its second voice was coming through and it sounded like his words were backed by the
rumble of a lion's roar. Red flames burned in his gaze. “Stop it, Nurzhan. You're scaring
me.” She pushed against his chest and it had about the same e!ect that her shoving on
the brick wall behind her would.
“Perhaps you should be frightened. You bait the bear, thinking it's chained.”
Gwyneth kissed him then. It was such a short distance, such a small movement, to be
so electrifying. Her tongue brushed his. He tasted like honey and pepper. She explored
his mouth and was surprised to find his incisors were lengthened. A sharp sudden pain in
her lip told her they were lethally sharp.
She tried to pull back but was still sandwiched. Nurzhan growled and angled his head
to deepen the kiss. He sucked her bottom lip into his mouth and she melted into him. He
shook with the e!ort it took to step back. “You should get to class.”
Not ready to leave when she thought she was winning, “You better be at the Beltaine
bonfire if you don't want someone else to help me celebrate.”
Nurzhan stood stoic, his face down turned. He was breathing quite hard. “I will be
there. My beast won't let me stay away as I should.” His words were ground out from
behind clenched teeth. “This is my own fault.”
“He's right, you know. You think of him like a lap dog when he's really a wolf.” Alisha
had warned her daughter a hundred times about the danger of teasing a Nephilim. She sat
in the cool grass supervising Lillian and Gwyneth. They were building their first Beltaine
huts. This was bigger to her than their graduation. Giving themselves over to the sway of
the Beltaine fires, choosing a partner from those who o!ered themselves symbolically to
the goddess, made them women in her eyes.
“I do not treat him like a lap dog. He's my boyfriend and I just want him to act like it.”
Gwyneth struggled to pull the cover taut over the wooden framework she'd built.
Gwyneth's had to be bigger than most because Nurzhan was bigger than most.
“That's exactly what I'm talking about. Your Nephilim isn't your boyfriend. He
shouldn't be teased and toyed with. He's dangerous.”
“He couldn't hurt a fly, Mom.” She said Mom with an extra long ah sound. The breeze
caught the corner of the cotton tarp and snatched it out of her hand. Gwyneth looked at
Lillian's shorter, more manageable hut with envy, as she wiped her sweaty face with her
tee shirt. Lilly was going to be finished ages before her. She'd be decorating in no time.
“You couldn't be more wrong, Gwyn.” She said Gwyn in an equally exasperated tone.
“You think he's never killed, never tortured another person? You think he's never lost
control of his urges and drained a man dry or forced a woman against her will?”
“Turel could never hurt Gwyn. He loves her,” Lillian jumped in, using Nurzhan's

surname. They might use his true name in private but Alisha was a powerful witch and
Nurzhan would not appreciate his most guarded secret being given to her. A Nephilim's
true name could be used against them, to bind and hold them.
“Turel is not a man. We don't even know if Nephilim feel love in the same way we do,
but that's not the issue. Each Nephilim carries his hunger inside him. It struggles with the
Nephilim to get out and if the delicate balance ever falls to the side of the beast, it would
be capable of terrible things.” Alisha wished for the thousandth time that Nathalia would
snap out of whatever spell had her paralyzed. Nathalia would have been able to help
Gwyneth in a way no other could. Nathalia was supposed to help the Nephilim and their
Sinnis ease into what was a very di"cult relationship.
Lillian helped Gwyneth get the cover secured down. Alisha didn't say anything so
apparently they could help each other. She just couldn't help them. They exchanged looks
that said they thought she was being ridiculous. “Mom, Turel claimed me seven years ago.
Don't you think we would have seen his dark side by now if he really had one?”
Alisha shook her head but her girls were so engrossed in getting the final corner
fastened that they didn't see. “From what I've been told, being near their Sinnis is calming
when you are young but the closer you get to adulthood, the more impossible it becomes
to resist you.” And Turel has never been good at that, she thought. She didn't say it. She
wanted to talk to Gwyneth and bringing up the way her Nephilim spoiled her was a good
way to end the dialogue very quickly.
“You're only a week away. He must be going crazy.”
Gwyneth doubted that. She was ready to jump out of her skin but he was always so
placid. Even that stunt with the fiery eyes and growling at college last week could be
faked. If it had been real, she wasn't sure it was him having trouble resisting her. He had
no reaction to her when she tried to seduce him. She hadn't been able to talk him into
second base yet. Maybe he only wanted her blood.
“He is. He's starving. No, listen,” she stopped them when they looked to interrupt.
“He told you it was your choice if he stayed or left. You were so attached to him from that
very first moment. You demanded that he stay. I'm not trying to start a fight, Gwyn.
Nephilim feed on blood and sex but Turel has sworn o! both for his Sinnis, a child who can't
yet give him what he needs to live. I'm just pointing out that being with you while you grew
up was di"cult for him.” Alisha sighed. “You know he can smell it every time you have
your period.”
“Mom!”
“Gross, Mom.”
Alisha tried to keep from laughing. Both her girls had been so self conscious. She'd
promised them no one could tell. She'd lied. Nephilim could tell. “Goddess knows how
long ago he was born. Girls didn't always have the luxury of a long childhood like you two
have had. They were women as soon as they had bled for the first time. You were 14 at
your menarche, later than most, but even so that means every month for the past forty
something months your body has been telling him that you are grown, you are ready.
Nathalia said no Sinnis could be converted until at least age 18. Being with you is torture
for Turel but he doesn't go away because you want him here. He's sacrificing his own
peace for your happiness. Every time you try to seduce him, it's like a hot poker to the eye
for him to say no.”
She felt like such a jerk. She was embarrassed that she been so hard on Nurzhan. She
was only thinking of herself and her discomfort, never of what he might be going through.
She promised herself she wouldn't push him, wouldn't tempt him, this week. It was only a

week. Even if she didn't believe he had a monster inside him aching to get out, she could
see how this might be harder on him than on her. She'd only been ready for a few months.
He'd been waiting years.
Finally finished, Gwyneth threw herself onto the ground in the shadow her hut made. It
was so hot already and still a week before Beltaine which marked beginning of Summer.
Her birthday and the holiday always fell back to back. Unfortunately her birthday fell the
day after but as they would be dancing well into the night she hoped Nurzhan would
consider her 18 anytime after midnight.
The week passed slowly, but Gwyneth kept her word to herself. She did not tempt or
tease Nurzhan. She wore more clothes than the weather called for, and was, subsequently,
sweatier than normal. She hoped her stink made it easier on Nurzhan.
On Thursday night Gwyneth studied for her last final in on Friday morning. She had
petitioned each of her professors to get early testing. She had told them it was for religious
reasons and that wasn't a total lie. Everyone knew she and Lillian lived with the Daughters
of Women and though many believed them to be a cult, the Daughters had friends in high
places. Many of the faculty were in the Daughters' pocket. They had all said yes, but she
had to take a di!erent test than the other students. They didn't want her to give away the
questions to those who would take the test after her. She was warned that this special
treatment meant she wouldn't be graded on the curve but by her own score alone.
That was disappointing, but acceptable. Gwyneth and Lillian had found that most
college freshmen were lazy, stupid or both. The curve usually helped the girls because if
they made a B- in a class that had no A students, their B- became an A. Gwyneth would
have no such help this time. Lillian had opted to take the finals at the normal time. Her
scores would no doubt be higher than Gwyneth's but Gwyneth really didn't have much of a
choice. One way or another she was going to have sex on Saturday. She'd be a woman
and she'd o!er Nurzhan her blood. Blood and sex meant conversion. She would be turned
on Saturday and it might be days before she woke and weeks before she could think of
anything more than feeding.
She looked up from her Early American History notes to find Nurzhan staring at her.
That wasn't uncommon. He watched her constantly. It was the look in his eyes that told
her this time something was di!erent; something was wrong. She hoped he couldn't read
her mind no matter how closely they were bonded. She really didn't want him to know
about her pioneer in distress fantasy. Studying for Early American History always brought
them on.
“Mom!” she shouted even though she knew her mom was close enough to hear if she
whispered. Gwyneth stayed in the den when Nurzhan was there and Alisha never strayed
too far, though she made her presence unobtrusive. He wasn't allowed in her bedroom.
Her mom forbid it. She didn't know about the one night they'd spent together. Alisha
poked her head around the corner quickly. “I need a break and some fresh air. We're going
for a walk, okay?”
Nurzhan stood when Gwyneth did. Alisha looked at the Nephilim. “It's pretty late,
sweetie. Maybe it's time to say goodnight.”
“Yes, ma'am. Of course.” Nurzhan did that little bow thing that they all did when
acquiescing to another's wishes. His hair fell hiding his face and Gwyneth hoped it kept her
mom from seeing the flash of his fangs. They were out. Again. “Time must have gotten
away from me.” His voice was that mixture of man and monster that he'd been using
increasingly often over the last week. He turned to the door but Gwyneth stopped him with

a hand on his arm.
“It's only 9 and I need to get a little more studying done.” Gwyneth's eyes pleaded
with Alisha. Her mom knew that she felt better, more able to focus, when Nurzhan was
there. “We just need a few minutes to stretch our legs.” She added, “Please, Mom,” when
Alisha looked like she might say no.
“Fine. I trust you.”
“Thanks, Mom.” Gwyneth opened the door. Nurzhan went first, as always, as if some
Sinnis assassin lurked outside every exit.
Gwyneth was halfway out when she heard her mom whisper, “Fifteen minutes.”
She stuck her head back in the door and whisper-yelled, “You trust us, but only for
fifteen minutes?”
Alisha smiled at her. “Exactly,” she said as she blew her daughter a kiss. She was
proud of the change she'd seen in Gwyn over the last week. Gwyneth was really taking
their talk to heart, but teenagers were impulsive. Alisha didn't want to see what happened
when that impulsiveness was combined with the sexual urges of a Nephilim literally
starving for his mate.
The night air was cool and caused the grass to steam. Gwyneth and Nurzhan walked
through the ankle deep fog silently for a minute. The lightning bugs were already starting
their nighttime dance. The early heat of this spring meant that the June bugs were
abundant too. Gwyneth had an irrational fear of them. They are so stupid, she thought.
They would fly right into her hair and buzz until a tangle the size of a softball surrounded
them. Because of this fear, Gwyneth tended towards the darker path. She twisted her hair
round and round, wrapping it into an enormous bun on the top of her head. It was so long
that she could use it to tie itself up. No need for pins. Just a quick twist, loop and thread
through and it was messy but secure.
She reached out for Nurzhan's hand but he was out of range. He was sticking to the
well lit path. She dropped her hand.
“Perhaps we should go back inside. It might not be safe for us to be alone right now.”
Nurzhan sounded like he was in pain.
“We aren't alone. The guard is on patrol.” She knew she was being selfish. She
needed him if she was going to get anything done before bed. She knew he was hungry
and being around her wasn't doing him any favors. But still she wanted what she wanted.
She tilted her head at him. “It's just an innocent walk.”
Nurzhan toyed with the idea of telling her that there was not an innocent thought in his
mind where she was concerned. Not anymore. Just now she'd been setting her hair up and
he'd watched every move, putting a sexual twist on each one. Her arms above her head
pulled her breasts up. The stretch gave him a peek at the soft smooth skin of her stomach.
Her jeans did nothing to hide her shape. He longed to shred every stitch from her, expose
every inch to the moonlight, touch every curve. He took a deep breath and told himself it
was only 48 more hours or so and he could do exactly that. He could control himself for
that short of time.
Maybe she could ease his su!ering a little bit and her worries that he only wanted her
blood. She could just o!er. It was hers to supply. “Mom says you're starving yourself.”
She pressed one ear to her shoulder, o!ering her neck. “Just take what you need.”
A rumbling started deep in Nurzhan's gut and grew to a growl. He shook his head no
but his eyes said yes. Gwyneth took a step towards him. “It's just to tide you over. I know
you want to.”
“No!” he barked. He did want to, but he wasn't sure once he started he'd be able to

stop. It was true he was starving himself but, how did the saying go, hunger was the best
sauce. Not that his Sinnis needed anything to make her more appetizing. This wasn't the
setting he wanted. He wanted her to o!er herself to him because she wanted him, not
because she felt like he needed it. She needed to want him to feed from her because she
wanted it, not because he was a little peckish.
“You don't have to yell at me.” Not once, in all their years together had he ever talked
to her like that. His behavior was getting stranger and stranger. Maybe he did have a
monster inside him. Maybe he was losing the battle.
Gwyneth crossed her arms in front of her and waited, her frown creasing her face.
Nurzhan stood with his head down until he seemed more himself. “I apologize.”
“Okay. Come on. I really do need to stretch my legs. I wasn't lying to Mom.” This
time when she stretched out her hand he took it. She couldn't help feeling that it was
somewhat begrudgingly. They walked in the dark. He looked straight ahead. He could
hold her hand or look at her but not at the same time, it seemed. “What's wrong,
Nurzhan?”
Though she had never been his confidante, he had never kept anything from her when
she'd asked directly. That seemed to be happening now because he just shrugged and
shook his head. He was following her lead and she found herself heading toward the
bonfire site. It was a huge skeleton of a structure. The area was dark except that a few of
the huts glowed from within. Their owners were busy decorating.
“Do you want to see my hut?” She had already finished hers.
“Aren't I supposed to be able to pick it out?” The men and women who did not build
were supposed to stand next to the hut they found most appealing. Then the builder chose
from those gathered at her tent. “I do not wish to get you in trouble.”
“The Daughters aren't superstitious. Well, not very superstitious. They aren't really
letting the goddess choose for them. It's just a game.”
“Isn't showing me which is yours cheating at that game?”
“Fine. You don't want to see it; you don't want to tell me what's wrong; you don't want
my blood. I get it. Let's just go back.” Gwyneth turned on a heel and headed home. She
knew she was being a brat but couldn't stop herself. She was two days from what basically
amounted to her wedding but it was so much more than that. She was emotional and she
had a right to be. She started crying when she didn't hear Nurzhan following her. She
expected him to come after her, stop her, take her into his arms and tell her that
everything was going to be alright.
There was a rustle above her. Nurzhan landed between her and the front door. He'd
flown over her. She knew he flew when he was conflicted or needed to quiet his mind.
Flying was to him what he was to her. She tried to go around him but he stretched his
wings out and blocked her way. “Wait,” was all he said.
Nurzhan tried to fit in with those around them for her sake so she rarely saw his wings.
They were massive but di"cult to see when they were as dark as the night around them.
His black hair seemed to flow down his shoulders and the ends melted into the place the
wings started. They made him so inhuman and Gwyneth thought about what her mother
said. Maybe Nurzhan didn't feel love the way humans did.
“I am...anxious,” he admitted at a volume so low she barely heard him. He gazed
straight forward, over her head, at some point behind her.
“Why?” she asked. What could he possibly be nervous about? She was the one losing
her virginity. He'd probably had sex thousands of times. She was about to go through a
modification on the cellular level. Her freaking DNA was about to switch. She was

changing species for crying out loud.
There were too many things that could go wrong. No other Nephilim had ever had to
worry that his mate might literally die from pleasure before conversion. “I worry that you
might not...” make it, he finished in his head. He couldn't say that out loud. What if she
projected herself when they made love? What if he could not convince her ethereal self to
come back to her body? What if he had waited too long and was too rough with her? What
if he hurt her? What if he drained her? What if he tabalu'd when her soul and body weren't
in sync? Would he reform a forever dead body?
His wings sagged as did his shoulders. Gwyneth approached him cautiously. She
hugged him, gently, sliding her arms under his. She was shocked to hear, when she laid
her head on his chest, that his heart was racing. Was her angel having a panic attack? “It
is going to be wonderful. You don't have anything to worry about.”
Total blackness enveloped them. His wings formed a barrier between them and the
rest of the world. They blocked out whatever worries they each had. Taking a human into
the shelter of their wings was one of the most intimate things a Nephilim could do.
Nurzhan wondered why he had never done it before.
It was so rare that he let her touch more than his hand. Gwyneth traced the line where
her Nephilim's wings sprouted from his back. She used the soft pads of her fingers to feel
every detail. His shirt was shredded from his quick change from wingless to winged. Her
short almond shaped nails traced the waist band of his jeans around the sides to meet in
front just over his belt buckle. Nurzhan stopped breathing. Lifting her face, she stretched
as far as she could on tip toes and planted a series of kisses on his jaw line.
He was too tall; no matter how she stretched, she could only reach his mouth if he
allowed it. He stood, his hands hanging loosely at his sides, staring over her head. “Look
at me. Please, Nurzhan.”
He had never told her no when she told him to do something. Not until recently when
she decided she was ready for sex. Old habits were hard to break. He looked at her, his
eyes redder than before. They were di!erent than last time she'd seen them that way.
Instead of flames, they glowed like hot embers.
“Kiss me,” she commanded softly.
Finally his hands moved to her waist. He gripped and lifted her o! the ground. The
hard press of his lips to hers was technically a kiss, but he pulled away firmly but gently,
placing her back on her feet when she flicked her tongue out across his bottom lip, asking
him to open to her.
Alisha cleared her throat behind them. “Fifteen minutes are up.”
“I'm pretty sure he's not worried about that.”
Gwyneth and Lillian whispered across the room. “You're the one who told me that you
don't always come with every partner.”
“Yeah, but...I don't think Nephilim have to worry about pleasing their partners.”
“Oh, how would you know? You don't have a Nephilim,” Gwyneth snapped. Lillian's
face drooped. She didn't look mad. She was waiting for Gwyneth to realize what a bitch
she was being. Gwyneth knew. “I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. I'm just freaked out.
Nurzhan's never acted like this. I'm the one who should be worried. I can't have my
Nephilim acting like he doesn't know what he's doing.”
“He'll know what to do.” Most girls' first times were with boys who were as
inexperienced as them. Lillian's was. Even a virgin knew basically what to do.
“But what if I can't come?”

“You will.” She wanted to say, try and keep from it.
“But isn't being anxious about it going to make it harder?”
Gwyneth had a point there. Sometimes the female orgasm was more elusive when you
were actively looking for it. “What do you want me to do about it?”
“Give me some bliss.” Bliss was a drug the Daughters used in their ceremonies. It was
said to make arousal quick and orgasms big. It was a bit like the street drug ecstasy but
without all the negatives and after e!ects.
“What? No.” Ingrid, the Daughters' potion maker, had given Lillian a small batch on
her 18th birthday, with her mother's permission of course.
“Did you already use it?”
“No.”
“Are you using it on Beltaine?”
“No, I'm saving it.”
“I'm begging you. Let me use it on Beltaine. Then when Ingrid gives me mine the next
day, I'll pay you back.” They had gotten used to getting the same presents over the years,
even though their birthdays were five months apart. “You know she will and then you'll
have a nice fresh batch.”
“I don't know. Let me think about it.”
“The June bugs are going to be bad tonight. The bonfire is going to drive them crazy.”
“I know.” Gwyneth would have smiled at the thought of how many of the stupid things
were going to jump to their death, but she couldn't forget how many wouldn't. Every one
of the beetles for a hundred miles would be draw to it. She lifted her hair up in question,
“What are we going to do with this?” Not only the June bugs threatened it. The fire could
easily singe it during her dance.
“I've got a plan. I'm going to try something di!erent. It'll take a few hours.”
“Fine with me.” It would keep her mind o! of things. She had wanted this for so long
but now that it was nearly here, Gwyneth was a bundle of nerves. What if she wasn't good
at it? What if she was too loud or not loud enough? What if she said something stupid?
What if her blood tasted like ass? Shit, this wasn't working. “I'll quiz you on Economics
while you work.”
Lillian brushed and separated the hair into several sections. Some of these she tied
back, out of the way while she worked on the first segment. This she parted and then
braided it tight against her head. She used the basic corn row techniques but she
improvised the pattern. They were artistic plats in curves and waves all over her head and
the long braided ends were wrapped together. When she was done Gwyneth had a huge
braid bun on the back of her head and one on the right side.
Lillian had to take several breaks and they laughed about how she would touch a man
that night with her twisted cramping claw of a hand. The hair was heavy but Gwyneth was
used to its weight. She loved the way it looked like this. Lillian was glad to hear it. This
was her Beltaine gift to her sister. She had learned this technique from Minali in secret.
They quickly showered and shaved and put on their waterproof makeup. They didn't
wear much of it, knowing how vigorous the dancing would get and how most of it would
sweat o! anyway. They both had new dresses for the event made from the sacred cloth
woven by the Daughters in France. Then Gwyneth gave Lillian her Beltain gift.
“It's beautiful,” Lilly exclaimed as Gwyneth produced the thick anklet. It was more like
a cu! made of hemp. Gwyn had woven it herself and strung it with tiny shells.
“I made it with all those shells we gathered on the beach that time on vacation.

Remember?”
Lilly did remember. It was their first vacation as a family after her mother had died.
Walking along the beach with her new sister finding hundreds of the tiny shells had been a
turning point for Lillian. She wasn't alone. She could be sad at the loss of her mother and
still happy with her new family.
Lillian threw her arms around Gwyneth and tried not to cry. Good thing they had used
waterproof mascara. “Will you put it on me?” She did and Lilly stuck her leg out to see
better. “They jingle like little bells. Oh, I love it, Gwyn.”
“Really? I wasn't sure.”
“They're perfect. I decorated my hut with a beach theme,” Lillian admitted. She did
not say that her reason was that sand and water sounded easiest to paint.
“You remember when Janet told us about having sex on the beach?”
“Yes, and she got sand in her vagina.”
They collapsed back on Gwyneth's bed laughing. Their friend had a flare for story
telling and her description of ex-foliating her most intimate area was worthy of a stand-up
comedy club. When they had finished recounting the tale Gwyneth said, “I had to redo
mine. I was doing a prairie theme but it was so boring.” She found it di"cult to
adequately depict the glory of the wide open space. It had just seemed empty. “I went
with snow. It looks better than I thought it would. I painted a glacier and frozen river and
snowbanks everywhere. I like it; makes me feel cool just looking at it and with it getting so
hot so early this year... I just hope Nurzhan likes it.”
Beltaine used to be a celebration of the beginning of summer, a prayer for a good
growing season, and a celebration of the Great Marriage. Like with all holidays, the
Daughters had put their own spin, their own traditions over those of old. For them Beltaine
was a celebration of the joining of Ki, mother earth, and Yahwe, the Shinar who fell in love
with the blue planet and its life. They became Kiyahwe. Beltaine was to thank Yahwe for
choosing Ki and to thank Ki for accepting Yahwe.
The strength of the shield, or veil, that protected the life on earth from being harvested
by the Shinar was cyclical. Twice a year it was at its weakest. It was not coincidence that
these fell on Samhain and Beltaine when ancient religions believed the barrier between the
world of the living and that of the dead was thinnest. Many superstitions are based in truth
that could not be understood at the time the traditions were set in place. Such was the
case with the Beltaine fires and White Dancers.
They hoped to trick the Shinar, if they were able to vaguely see through the veil, into
thinking that they didn't need to come through because other Shinar were already here.
The bonfire simulated their bright glowing power and the dancing people dressed all in
white were costumed to reflect that light, mirroring the Shinar themselves.
Most of all, the holiday was just an excuse for a party. All cultures needed traditions
and celebrations. They built a sense of community and common purpose. The first part of
the celebration was for everyone, every age. Family appropriate activities included
maypoles, feasting and flower wreath making. After dark the activities became more
rigorous and sensual. There was dancing around the fire, judging of the huts, selection of
partners, couples dancing and then retiring to the huts.
This would be the only year that Gwyneth and Lillian could do both the maypole dance
and the fire dance. They danced the maypole as 'virgins', though Gwyneth was the only
true virgin of the group, and then they would try to attract a partner with their dance
around the fire. Gwyneth was glad that she didn't have a choice then. Nurzhan would

choose her and she didn't have to worry about a thing. Lillian wasn't so lucky. There was
the possibility that no one would be drawn by her dance or choose her hut. It didn't
happen but the threat of embarrassment was there to make the dancers take this seriously.
The fire was lit and the children tucked into bed. Gwyneth and Lillian held hands, their
hearts aflutter. There were a lot more people here than either of them expected. Other
branches of the Daughters had sent representatives and many of them were men. The
Nephilim were in abundance and, as soon as the dancing started many of them displayed
their true forms. Giant and winged they glowed in earnest, not reflected light. Nurzhan
didn't seem to be among them.
Gwyn and Lilly lost themselves in the dance. They spun, circling the fire, alternating
their sides so that one wasn't always too hot from the flames and the other chilled by the
night air. They threw their arms and legs up with abandon. The music wove a spell with its
techno lulls and crescendos overlaid with tribal beats and deep base.
They collapsed laughing on the cool grass and lay watching as the sparks rose up
reaching for the moon. A guy about their age, maybe a little older, approached them,
somewhat timidly. He had two cups filled with mead, which he o!ered them. “May I sit
with you at bit?”
They sat up and took the drinks. Lillian must have answered him. Gwyneth didn't
care. The honey sweet liquid was cold and it soothed her throat and quenched a thirst she
hadn't known was there. As she lowered her now empty cup, Nurzhan came into view. He
was dancing around the fire.
His skin glistened with the sweat of his exertion. He wasn't holding anything back but
his glance Gwyneth's way said he wasn't losing himself. He was dancing for her. She had
never seen so much of his flesh. He was wearing a pair of pants that were white leather.
Their edges didn't meet on the sides and were held together by a single lace that criss
crossed itself from ankle to hip, leaving a wide four inch strip of skin visible. A strip of fur
hung in front of his important bits, a loincloth tied around his waist. There were feathers
tied in his hair that fluttered with his movements. His wings were tucked tightly behind
him, blacking out most of the fire when he turned towards her. His birthstone, the blood
red teardrop, hung on his neck.
Gwyneth wanted more than anything to have tonight go well. She wanted this to be
easy on Nurzhan, the beautiful creature who danced for her. She wanted this to all be over
so they could be together like they were supposed to be.
With a single down-sweep of wings, Nurzhan shot into the air. He circled a minute
before landing at her feet. He held his hand out and she took it. He pulled her up. “You
look beautiful, Gwyneth. This is the perfect night to make you my Sinnis.”
Standing so suddenly had made Gwyneth a little woozy. The mead on an empty
stomach didn't help either. Maybe it was the nearness of Nurzhan or the anxiety for the
events of the night, but she was uneasy. “Dance with me first?” She wrapped her arms
around Nurzhan's neck and closed her eyes. He pulled her tight against him. The music
was softer now but the rhythm just as driving. The dancing was more like having sex with
clothes on.
Nurzhan whispered in her ears, his breath taunting the skin it grazed. “I have always
been yours. Tonight I make you mine.” She threw her head back and he kissed the column
of her neck. He spoke against the hollow there between the clavicles, “Here you will wear
my birthright, marking your body's acceptance of mine.” Time slowed down for her while
she was overrun with sensations. The world narrowed to include only Nurzhan.
She nibbled her way across his chest to his flat soft nipple. He allowed her to touch

him, mindless of the hunger it stoked, knowing relief was nigh. She followed the lines of his
abs and ran her palms up and down his hard thighs. When they were turned away from the
thinning crowd, she made a pass over the soft fur covering his crotch. He growled and his
manhood jumped, pressing against the the fur into her hand.
He leaped from the dance floor to her hut. He took a moment to dissolve his wings,
before carrying her inside, leaving several men looking crest fallen outside. He studied her
back, his claws itching to slice through her thin dress while Gwyneth stitched closed the
flap, signifying that her choice was made.
She reached behind her neck and gave the string a tug. That was all it took to undo
her gown and she pushed it o! her shoulders. It caught on the flare of her hip. She
shimmied out of it and it pooled at her feet. She couldn't bring herself to turn around and
face Nurzhan. What if he had waited all this time and she wasn't what he expected, wasn't
what he wanted. Gwyneth hated being indecisive. Nurzhan, as always, waited for her to
take control. She'd been doing it since she was a preteen.
She saw a lump in the pouch on her door flap. It would have been on the outside when
the flap was open. It was a place for o!erings. Someone had left her a gift. She reached
in and pulled out a blue vial. It didn't look like Lillian's bottle of bliss but that was her first
thought, that Lilly had decided to share after all. She read the note attached with a white
ribbon.
For Gwyneth,
So you can enjoy tonight fully,
Love Ingrid.
Thank goddess, she thought. Ingrid had come through with her birthday bliss early.
Gwyn let her irritation with Lilly go. It didn't matter. She unstoppered the tiny bottle and
drank its contents down in one gulp. Closing her eyes, she turned around.
Nurzhan's intake of breath didn't tell her if he was stunned in a good way or a bad one.
Gwyn was suddenly very dry mouthed. She licked her lips with a parched tongue, wishing
she had another cup of mead.
Nurzhan took it all in. His Sinnis was gorgeous, more perfect than he had even
imagined. She was firm and athletic with the blemish free skin of youth. Never one to shy
from the sun when he had to bask, her flesh was a sun kissed tan. It was as dark as one so
fair could hope to be naturally. His own was much darker when he put his hand on her
shoulder. She jumped at his touch, her eyes popping open. Keeping his touch light, and in
the less erogenous areas, he dipped his head and pressed his lips against hers. It was a
gentle but all consuming kiss. His tongue wiped away any thoughts she had and his sharp
teeth kept her anxiety at a high.
Sliding his hand from her shoulder down her arm, caused her to shiver, as if the snow
depicted around them were real. He took her hand and froze. He closed around the vial
and growled into her mouth. He fisted the bun at the back of her head and pulled her
mouth away from his, forcing her to look up at him. She shook a little. For all her big talk,
she really had no idea what to do next. His next words were not what she was expecting.
“What did you take?” his jaw so tense and tight she was surprised the words were
comprehensible.
“Nothing.” She gulped. His face said clearly that he did not believe her. “Nothing
dangerous. Just something to make tonight easier. Something to take out the anxiety.”
He stepped back, and she wrapped her arms around herself, covering as much of her
nudity as possible. He smelled the top of the miniature flask and put his tongue to it. “Are
you intoxicated?”

“No. Not yet.”
Nurzhan looked like he might explode and then he flung his head back and roared. The
sound rattled the tent and all the sounds around them stopped as the people froze in terror.
He spun her around to face the sewn flap. “Open it. Open it or I will tear it to shreds.” His
voice rumbled like gravel in a tumbler.
“Why are you so angry? It's only a little bliss.” She looked down, picking at her nails,
wishing she was wearing something to fidget with. “I wasn't sure I would orgasm on my
first time and I didn't want to you be disappointed.”
He growled in her ear, his chest rising and falling swiftly against her back. “It is not
safe for you now. I have to go.”
She turned to him, “No, tonight is our night.”
“I have spoiled you for too long. Why would you do this? Oh, yes, you doubt my ability
to please my Sinnis.” Nurzhan backed away from her, as far as the boundary would allow.
“You should have trusted me. I must go. I won't have you intoxicated for our first time. I
have given my hunger its freedom, allowed myself to dream of the nagging thirst being
quenched. Now I cannot give the beast what I promised.” He roared again, his body
twitching and shaking.
Nurzhan dropped to his knees, supporting his weight on his fists. He dropped his head,
throwing it back and forth, growling the whole time. He was loosing his battle with the
beast. That was clear when he looked at her with blood red eyes. There were no flames in
his pupils. There were no pupils or irises at all, just glowing red orbs from lid to lid, corner
to corner. He flashed his teeth, all sharp like a shark, when he spoke. “Someone will be
hurt tonight because of your carelessness, maybe even killed and I won't have it be my
Sinnis.” He narrowed his eyes and looked at her through shrinking slits. “The beast is
calling for your blood.”
She spoke with more bravado than she felt facing the monster with Nurzhan's face.
“Then give it to him. That is how this is supposed to work, right? You take my blood and
give me yours. We have sex and then we tabalu and I wake up a Sinnis. What's the
problem?”
“Is everything alright in there?” It was Alisha's voice calling through the material but
the flapping of wings told them a small army backed her up. No Nephilim would be allowed
to hurt a Daughter, even if she were his Sinnis.
“Yes,” Gwyneth snapped, bitter at having her mom there to witness her screw this up.
“No!” Nurzhan shouted in his raspy deep half demon voice.
“What did you do, Gwyn?” Alisha sighed. “I warned you about taunting the...”
Gwyneth screamed. “Go away. We're fine.”
Nurzhan called out, “How long do the e!ects of bliss last, Mother?”
“Eight hours,” she answered. “Why?”
He didn't answer her question and Gwyneth was glad. She didn't need her mom any
more involved than she already was. “Open the door, Gwyn,” he said as quietly as
possible. “I could put it o! for a while but that long will be impossible.”
“Oh, my goddess, Gwyn! Did you take bliss? How could you be so stupid? No wonder
Turel is furious. With our ability bliss could kill you if he...”
“Oh, shut up!”
Alisha continued her tirade as if Gwyneth hadn't shouted at her. “Who would even give
you bliss? I am going to wring Lilly's neck if it was her.”
“It was a gift from Ingrid. She knows I'm an adult and can make my own decisions.
And she seems to be the only one!” She started to undo the fastening of her hut. The

night was ruined. Everything was ruined. “Go if you want! I don't care. I can have anyone
I want. There was a whole line of men who want me. I'll choose from one of them if you
don't.” Tears stung her eyes and made it hard to see the stitches. She tore a them blindly.
Her mother's hand came through the small opening she'd made. “Wait, Gwyn. Just
wait. You took something from Ingrid?”
Gwyneth nodded and then croaked out, “Yes,” when she realized her mom couldn't see
her. She felt terrible. She could yell at everyone else and be mad but inside she knew that
she had no one else to blame for this most special night being ruined. “She gave me my
birthday gift early.”
“She gave it directly to you? Knew it was for you?”
Gwyn felt Nurzhan behind her. He handed the bottle and note through. They didn't
have to wait long. Alisha chuckled. “You are fine. This isn't bliss. I should have thought of
giving you this myself.”
“What is it?” the couple asked in unison.
“We call it anchor. Ingrid developed it for me when I was younger and more...sexually
active. It anchors the ethereal self to the body. It will help you not to separate when you
get a buildup of energy, like the one you get from orgasm.”
They knew that Alisha turned away because her voice was softer and mu#ed, “At ease,
gentlemen. Go on back to what you were doing. She's not in danger. He just got worked
up...” Her voice faded as she and the others drifted away.
“You might still be in danger.”.
She spun on him. “Why? No, I thought...you made me think I had messed everything
up but it's fine. We can be together now.” She pulled at his pants but threw her hands up,
exasperated, when they remained. “Dammit! Would you get these o! and fuck me
already!” Using the f-word showed how very frazzled her nerves were. She hardly ever
cursed, and never used that one.
He grabbed her hands and held them together in one of his. “The hunger is enraged
now. I need time to calm it. We must move slowly, at my pace for once instead of yours,
or our first time is likely to be violent. Can you allow me to take the lead?”
“Fine!” she sighed and rolled her eyes, but Nurzhan could see the twinkle there. She
was unsure of herself in this arena but admitting it was impossible for someone like
Gwyneth. They had already gone through her whole repertoire with kissing. Nurzhan knew
what to do.
He was still a bit twitchy as he fought to hold back. He ran his hands, sheer force of
will keeping them from becoming claws, on every inch of her skin, noting the places that
made her squirm or jump. He kissed those spots, her collar bone, earlobe, Venus dimples,
hip bone, belly button, back of the knee, using his tongue to elicit a groan. His teeth itched
but he didn't trust himself enough to use them just yet. He knew what it would do to her,
what it would do to them both, to have him scrape those zones with his set.
“I need to lay down.” She waited. She was asking, not telling. It was a good sign. She
would, and could relinquish control.
Nurzhan sank down into the padded flooring of the hut, bringing her with him.
Basically they were in a giant round canopy bed. Gwyneth was somehow both boneless
and strung tightly. She was putty in his hands but needed release desperately. Luckily,
that was something he could give her that would also buy him time with his hunger so that
he didn't drain her dry when the time for blood exchange came.
Normally he would have asked to see the woman pleasure herself. It was the quickest
way to learn how to touch a woman the way she liked. But his Gwyneth had almost no

experience. Practicing would have endangered her life as it had the one time he knew she
had masturbated before. He would have to discover the techniques that worked best for
her himself. He smiled at her.
Her wide eyes told him what he had forgotten. His mouth was still filled with the
terrifying teeth of an Akhkharu. That was what a Nephilim's hunger was, what they would
become if they gave in to the hunger. He closed his lips quickly. “I am sorry.”
“No, it's my fault that you're feeling so desperately hungry. I'm the one who's sorry.”
Nurzhan lowered himself down on one elbow beside her, nearly on top of her. He
kissed her, careful not to nick her tongue as it gently probed. He palmed her breast, one of
the two areas he had been avoiding, and found it as firm yet soft as it looked. She arched
her back o! the ground, pressing it further into his hand. He applied more pressure and a
gentle circular motion, before softly rolling the pebbling peak between his fingers.
“That feels so good,” she admitted in a voice more breathy than she'd intended. She
didn't want to sound like a porn star any more than she wanted to sound like an eager
virgin. Embarrassed, she went back to kissing him.
Nurzhan moved to the other nipple, giving it the same attention, until it tightened as
hard as the first. He pulled at them gently and she arched even more extremely. His hand
on her upper chest, he pushed her back down. Gliding over the swell of her breasts to the
flat of her stomach, he stopped, cupping her mound and the soft golden hair that protected
it.
Her legs were clenched. She didn't know what to do and she didn't want to come o! as
a whore by just throwing open her legs. Goddess, she wished she could have been through
this first time with someone else, someone who didn't matter as much. She hated this.
She smiled at him. She wasn't being honest with herself. She most pointedly did not hate
this. She disliked not knowing, not being the boss.
“Just relax and let me make you feel good. All you have to do is enjoy. Whatever you
feel is right. You can't do anything wrong.” He put his forearm under her neck to ease its
odd angle. His breath caressed as he lowered his mouth to her breast. It was hot and
moist when he spoke against it. “Open yourself. Let go.” His eyes, all red and hungry,
pleaded.
It was heaven when he covered her tit with his mouth, circling her nipple, hardened to
the point of pain, with his tongue. He sucked hard, pulling it into his oral cavity, and her
legs relaxed. Hooking his leg over hers closest to him, he trapped it between his knees.
His palm skated over her other thigh, and he fingered the back of her knee until she bent it,
trying to protect that ticklish part. He pushed her inner thigh back, her outer touching
bedding.
The air, not exactly cool, felt that way against her fevered and swollen labia. She was
embarrassingly wet. She tried to close her legs again but Nurzhan's firm hand stopped her.
When she gave up her attempt, he slid back up. With the heel of his hand resting on her
pelvic bone, he stretched his middle finger out and drew it up threw her folds, opening her.
She bucked when at last he flicked her clitoris and then immediately covered her face with
her hand.
“You never have to hide from me.” He kissed her cheek. “I have imagined this
moment so many times. I cannot wait another second to see the look of beautiful agony on
your face.” His finger continued its exploration while he talked. Up and down, between her
lips he moved. Each time he grazed her nerve nodule she jumped. She was not as
sensitive in the other areas as he expected.
Concentrating on her pearl was an easy decision. Using his thumb above, he pulled

her hood back, exposing her sensitive clit to the gentle manipulation of his finger. The pad
slid over it slowly at first building to an inhuman speed using her own lubrication. The
smell of her filled the hut and he relished it, imagining her unique and perfect taste. Her
hand fell away from her face, the look there desperate. Instead she clutched at his
shoulder and arm, her eyes glued to his.
Her worries disappeared as she approached the edge. He drove her to it quickly and
she fell. A warm tingle washed over her extremities and then muscle spasms took over her
body. Her involuntary interior clenching brought waves of, while not exactly what she
would call pleasure, relief and release. When the jerking was all done, she was liquid. She
melted into the floor.
Panicked, Nurzhan shook her, “Gwyneth!”
Not opening her eyes she assured him, “I'm here.” Her words were slightly slurred. “I
can feel myself trying to pull away but...it's locked in. I might be able to get free but I
couldn't go far. It's like my spirit is too interested in what my body is doing to want to
leave.”
He buried his head in the crux of her neck, breathing in the smell of her skin, thankful
for the anchor elixir more than he could say. He replaced his arm under her neck with a
pillow and laid a trail of kisses down her body until he reached his goal. His hunger would
not be denied for a moment longer and he hoped she would understand his eagerness.
She tasted as sharp and clean as new fallen snow.
Her legs tried to close at the first touch of his tongue but his head kept them apart.
This was more for him than her; he needed to consume the prana her orgasm produced.
Her shy moment, her worry about grossness, passed as soon as she saw the enthusiasm
with which he feasted. He certainly did not think it was gross. He loved it. The sight of his
dark head between her legs, the feel of his silky hair on her inner thighs, the sound of his
smacking feast were erotic separate but together, they were enough to send her over the
cusp again. She was surprised that her orgasm came so quickly. It was smaller than
before, the warm tingling waves more eradicating, the contractions fewer and slower but
bordered on painful.
Carefully avoiding her clitoris, as not to trigger another, he devoured the second
orgasm. When she was thoroughly drained, he separated his lips from her nether ones. He
licked his face clean and the areas he could not reach with his tongue, he wiped with his
hand which he also licked clean. It should have grossed her out, she thought, but it was
just about the sexiest thing she'd ever seen.
He crawled up and collapsed beside her. She kept her distance, unsure if she could
handle much more of his skillful touch at the moment. She turned her face to find him
watching her, the slightest of smirks lifting one side of his lips.
“That was incredible.”
“Modest, aren't you?”
“I did not mean my abilities.” He rolled over, hovering above her without touching.
“You taste better than I ever dreamed. Your climax was beautiful, fulfilling.”
She pushed at one shoulder and rolled them so that she hung in the air above him,
supported by her hand on his chest. “I knew what you meant but it is nice to hear.” She
slid her hand down over his six pack to the fur loincloth that incompletely covered his
manhood. “Now it's your turn.”
Nurzhan caught her hand and pulled her down. “Not yet. I just fed for the first time in
many years. Let me bask in the flavor of my Sinnis.” He stopped her when she protested.
“You said we could go at my speed. Give me a moment. I will let you explore and play

later, I swear it.”
He tucked his Gwyneth into the crux of his arm and she laid her head on his chest
muttering, “Later, you just try and stop me.”
“We both made this so much more complicated than it needed to be by not trusting
each other. I should have told you my concerns. From now on, I will share my life with you
and that includes my worries and,” his pause signified how rare it was for a Nephilim to
admit, “my fears.”
She hid her face in his chest. “I can't believe I was worried about not being able to
come.”
His chuckle jarred her head. “Nor can I. I cannot believe you thought I worried about
such a thing.” The thought that he would not be able to please his Sinnis was ludicrous.
She sat up to look at him. “What were you worried about the other night? You almost
told me but didn't.”
“I couldn't. There were so many worries. There still are. We have only done one of the
many acts I have planned for tonight and there are many dangers during conversion. My
biggest fear has been eased.”
“You worried about me drifting o!.” It made perfect sense when she thought about it.
She wondered why she hadn't been worried about the same thing.
“I wanted this to be wonderful for you. Your ability, our family's ability, to travel
without the body could have made this night uncomfortable. I thought I might have to take
your innocence and convert you without allowing you to achieve climax.”
They lay, thinking about how rough this night could have become had it not been for
Ingrid's potion for several minutes. Gwyneth snuggled into him, throwing her leg over his,
her thigh grazing his penis.
“Do you like it?” she asked. She laughed when he grunted. “Our hut,” she clarified.
“Oh,” he took a minute to look around. “Very much. What made you choose a winter
theme for Beltaine?”
Gwyneth shrugged. “I don't know.” She didn't want to tell him she had done it
because it was the easiest thing she could think of.
Nurzhan extricated himself from her and stood facing away at the wall. “Did you know
I grew up on a glacier?”
Sitting up she admitted, “No. I thought you all came from Mesopotamia. You speak
their language.”
He moved around the room, “I do. The world seems small to those of us who can travel
her distances instantly. I spent time with my Sumerian brothers, but I was not born in a
city-state. I was born to a nomadic tribe, a precursor of Inuits, who populated what is now
Northern Europe and Alaska when the two were connected by a bridge of ice. I thought you
had known and made this to attract me.”
“Just because I didn't do it on purpose doesn't mean I didn't do it for you.” It sounded
wrong, what she'd said, like it had too many double negatives, but she stopped herself
from blabbering on. She would probably just make it worse.
“You could not have designed it better if you had known. It is how I knew yours from
the others. There is much beauty and life in the tundra, just as there is in the desert,
though you must be more trained to see it. I can almost feel the cutting wind and stinging
ice. I sense the animals huddled together just below the surface. I feel quite at home.” He
turned back to her to find her on her knees, her eyes on his pants. He smiled, his teeth
and eyes back to normal, or nearly, for his opal eyes still held more red than any other
color. “Thank you.”

“You can thank me by telling me how to get these things o!.”
“They are tied in the same manner your gown was. Simply pull these.” He showed her
the knotted beaded ends at both side of his hips. With one tug the legs separated front
from back and they fell to the floor.
He grinned when she yelled, “No fair!” His loincloth was still in place.
Gwyneth was seeing more of him than she ever had. She knee walked to him,
satisfying herself with touching the new areas. The columns of his legs were strong, the
muscles defined, and the skin, darker than hers, had little hair. She smoothed over his rock
hard calves and thick firm legs, her eyes ever on the prize. When he tried to back away,
she palmed his tan buttocks and pulled him closer.
She traced his hip around front and slipped her hand under his loincloth, which now
she felt sure was made of seal or similar marine mammal. Other than the drawings in
health class and the pictures her mom had showed her, Gwyneth had no knowledge of the
reproductive organs of a male. This was certainly her first hands on experience. She
hoped that endeared her to Nurzhan and was not a turn o!. He had said that nothing she
could do was wrong.
She fumbled around, unsure of what exactly she was touching. She kept it light,
probing with her fingertips. She petted the pelt, which rose to meet her hand. She must
be doing something right. “Can we take this o!?” Her question was little more than a
whisper.
The fact that she'd asked instead of demanded, moved him. Nurzhan untied the belt
that held it in placed and removed the last of his coverings.
Face to face with it for the first time, Gwyneth tried not to look shocked. None of the
examples she'd ever seen were anything near this big. Of course he was uncircumcised.
At least she was ready for that. She traced the veins and was rewarded with growth which
pushed the head further from the foreskin. She pushed that skin back to expose it more.
It was softer than expected. It wasn't soft exactly, more like a stone covered in silk. She
stroked it and knew she should put it in her mouth but felt nervous about it. Lilly said the
taste sometimes gagged her. Instead she rubbed its smooth length around her face,
feeling its dichotomous hard softness on her cheek.
She looked up at Nurzhan sheepishly and he instructed her. “Grasp its length firmly. It
responds to pressure and friction. The head is very sensitive, much like your clitoris,
especially around the ridge. Treat the other, below, tenderly.”
She did as he taught and was rewarded with further growth. If she had been shocked
by its size before, she was panicked now that it was fully hard. How was that going inside
her when she had trouble with tampons, she wondered.
Nurzhan pulled her up and kissed her until she forgot her fears. He pushed himself
between her legs, spreading her considerable moisture along his shaft. She moaned into
his mouth. “Find what feels good,” he told her. She looked him in the eyes and began to
rock her hips, rubbing her most sensitive spot along his length. It felt amazing and she
sped up, slowed down, added a twist, and then sped up again. Her legs began to shake
and she wrapped her arms around his neck for support. He cupped her ass and helped her
keep the tempo she'd set even as her strength gave out.
“Oh, goddess! Yes, that feels so good. I can't keep going. Don't let me stop. Please
Nurzhan.” It was a near scream but she didn't spare a thought about the people around
them nor using his true name so loudly.
He pumped his hips even as he moved her body too. It wasn't long before she was
trembling all over and the waves crashed over her. It was more pleasure now that she'd

had some time to recuperate. There was no relief this time. All of the release was gone. It
was a build, a burning, and she wanted more. The clenching hadn't even stopped when
she found herself on her back. When the blinding white light faded and her vision returned
she saw Nurzhan's dark head between her thighs yet again.
This time was for her. Nurzhan wanted his Sinnis so overcome with pleasure that she
didn't feel the pain of losing her innocence. His first feeding had been for him and it
ensured that he could take his time and do this properly. He nibbled and sucked at her
labia. His tongue made lazy circles around her pleasure node. He applied pressure with
the flat of that muscle. He made her writhe. When her head was tossing about, he
replaced his tongue with his thumb between them.
He slipped a pillow under her hips and slid his knees under hers. He put the tip of his
cock at her opening and pushed inside. It was only a little. Her eyes popped open and she
froze. He stayed there, just inside, while he brought her to the edge again. He pulled the
tip out and put it back in. He could feel the thin barrier there and the thought of hurting
her was the only thing that kept him from plunging forward. He wanted to bury himself in
her warmth.
He let her have her orgasm. The tightening around the head of his dick was exquisite.
He lowered himself so his chest was against hers, his hair a dark mantle around their faces.
He kissed her. The post orgasmic state left her liquefied. When her hold around him
relaxed he said, “It will only hurt for a second and then never again.” He did not give her
time to worry. He rocked his hips forward and broke through in one swift movement. He
shouted as loud as she. He had not been inside a woman in a decade and this, his Sinnis,
was tighter than even a virgin had a right to be. When he was certain he wouldn't perish
from sensations he asked, “Are you alright?”
A tear squeezed from the side of her eye and ran back into her braided hair. She
nodded. She sucked air as he pulled from her and pushed home again. She was so slick
with need that even her constriction didn't slow him down. He set the speed and she
trusted him to know harder or faster without her telling him.
Soon the sting of her first time was forgotten. Her feet hooked each other behind his
butt, pulling him, urging him deeper. She clasped his back, occasionally forgetting herself
and digging her nails in. Her impossibly pebbled nipples raked up and down his chest with
every thrust. The pressure was building. A climax was coming, she was sure, but it was
di!erent than the others. They had been fireworks, big and showy and burned out quickly.
This was pressure building behind Hoover Dam. It was going to explode like dynamite.
This whole experience was nothing like she'd imagined, so much better than any medical
description could portray or friend could describe. She had another person inside her. It
was a religious experience, one she was now glad she hadn't shared with a random boy.
This was for her and Nurzhan alone.
“Wrap your arms around my neck.”
He slid one arm between her and the bed and lifted them both up. He sat back on his
heels with her straddling his lap, never slipping from inside her. Grasping her hips he lifted
her and then slammed her down, getting deeper than he had before. The sound she made
was somewhere between a squeak and a scream. He did it again but not fast enough for
her. Gwyneth planted her feet on either side of him and lifted up and impaled herself on
him. She rode him, throwing her head back in abandon, bracing herself on his shoulders.
He took her o!ered breast in his mouth. He took in her smell, felt her pulse, now
pounding, with his face. The time had come and he could wait no longer. He scraped his
teeth along every curve of her chest and neck until he found the spot he sought. When he

bit down, slicing through the soft skin of her left breast, right above her heart, she came.
The first draw of her blood hit his tongue he groaned and tightened his grip. He had the
strength of will to keep the motion going when she lost all sense of the world outside the
tsunami battering her body and mind. He pulled a few more times, amazed that he could
taste the flood of pleasure roaring threw her veins.
Then her clenching became more than he could stand and letting go he shouted out his
own orgasm. He burst, his seed spraying deep inside her and the extra pressure set o! a
series of secondary tremors. She laid her head on his shoulder and tried to catch her
breath. “Holy. Shit. That. Was. Fucking. Great.” She panted between words.
He laughed at her vulgarity. She whimpered when he pulled out of her. He laid them
both down, her on her back and him on his side towards her. He didn't want to look away
from her, not even for a second. He pierced his finger and spread his healing blood over
his fang marks, sealing them. He lazily toyed with her tits.
“Will it. Always. Be like. That?”
“I should hope not.”
She looked at him. Crap. “Wasn't that okay for you?”
“More than okay. It was perfect. You are perfect.” She could see flashes of his teeth
stained with her blood. That had been an unexpected layer of delight to the whole event.
“How can you be so calm? You,” she had to pause and gasp for air, “aren't even
breathing hard.”
“I do not need to breathe at all. If I did, I would be panting same as you. And I am
anything but calm.” His eyes flared.
“Then why did you say you hoped it was not always like that? What was wrong with
that?”
“Nothing.” He soothed her face with a touch and her fears with that word. “I
misunderstood your question. There will never be pain for you again. That is what I
meant. The first time will forever occupy a special place in our memories, but in actuality,
that is most assuredly not the best it will ever be for either of us. It will only get better the
more we get familiar with one another's bodies.”
She hu!ed out a breath. “I'm not sure I can handle that.”
“Well then you will have to trust me because I am certain you can.” Nurzhan looked
nervous again, like he had on that night when he'd refused to tell her why.
She marveled at that only being a few days ago. So much had changed that it seemed
ages. Remembering that he had said he would never keep his worries from her, she asked,
“What's wrong?”
He stood quickly, pacing as best he could in such a confined space. She had trusted
him with her body, given him control for the night. Now the sun was rising, the ice inside
their hut seemed to glow with its light, and he must ask for her trust again. This time with
her life. She would be helpless, a rider on his travels. He was not the first Nephilim to
convert a Sinnis. The process was well documented, but Gwyneth was di!erent, special.
What if she separated during tabalu? Breaking her apart on a cellular level and moving her
through the earth would erase any chemical means holding the two parts of her together.
What if he reformed her body but her ethos didn't follow? Her ability made this procedure
scary.
Her hand on his gave his terror pause. He watched as she laced her fingers in his and
turned to her as she spoke. “It's time, isn't it?”
He pulled her to him, holding her tightly. “We do not need to do this. We can stay as
we are.”

She wrapped her arms around him. “Yes we do. I can't stay human and you know that.
Having an unclaimed unchanged Sinnis walking around is dangerous for everyone.” She
looked up at him. “I trust you, Nurzhan. Tell me what to do.”
He could resist that much less than he could her foot stomping spoiled princess act.
He let go of her long enough to slip his birthmark o! and over her head. It shrank all on its
own to fit her neck perfectly so the stone, now pulsing, lay between her collarbones. “Stay
with me. If we get separated the outcome is uncertain, but come here. I will bring your
body back here. Use whatever motivation you need to remain together, to abide here
where your body will wait.”
“Don't worry. I want to be where you are, in this form or any other, and I always will.”
Dragging his razor sharpened fingernail across his chest, he o!ered his blood to her.
She fought her gag reflex. This was a wholly inhuman thing to do. Before she had time to
think about it, she sealed her lips around the wound and sucked. It didn't taste like she
expected blood to taste. It was disgusting and delicious at the same time.
Above her Nurzhan groaned. His excitement grew below. The cut healed up after only
three gulps. Gwyneth jumped up, threw her arms around his shoulders and her legs around
his waist, bringing her empty core against his hot stopper. “You didn't have enough.” He
kicked away the bedding so that he connected with the great mother earth, Kiyahwe.
“I have the feeling I'll never get enough.”
He reached between them, angling his cock up so she could lower herself down on it.
He laced his fingers together under her ass, supporting her weight. He e!ortlessly lifted
and lowered her achingly slow. “This is not what I meant. You must take more blood. You
must bite.”
She pushed his silky hair aside and nuzzled his neck. “Here?” she whispered against
the space under his ear.
“Lower,” he uttered hoarsely.
She scraped her blunt teeth along the column of his neck, down about midway.
“Here?”
“Lower,” he growled. He pushed her down hard on his dick, impaling her forcefully.
She was teasing him and he wasn't sure he could take much more. She should have been
scared but she was teasing him. She trusted him to take care of her, knew he wouldn't let
anything happen to her. He put his head on her shoulder and laid a searing kiss where it
met her neck. When he spoke against her skin, his teeth and lips stirred the fire. “Here.
You will have to bite hard to break the skin with your human teeth. Do it. You cannot hurt
me and it must be done.”
She sucked at the spot, giving him a hickey, before seizing the muscle with her teeth.
She kept them inside the wound, forcing his skin to stay open, not allowing him to heal.
She pulled hard, swallowing his essence in great gulps. It was not gross in the least now
and the sudden swell inside her proved Nurzhan found it more than a functional part of the
conversion. If he liked it, she liked it. When his incisors slid through her skin like hot knives
through butter, and there was a rush of liquid around his pistoning extremity, Gwyneth
knew she liked it too, and not just for Nurzhan. This was what she was born to do. Her
bloodline had evolved over the generations to make her ready for this.
Joy was all she knew in that moment as he broke them down into their elements. He
dissolved them and each cell exploded in a miniature atomic bomb. Time slowed down and
stopped so she could experience every orgasmic one. Nurzhan gave her this ecstasy.
Moving together like that through the earth was more intimate than anything they'd done
in the hours before. He was inside every part of her, just as she was for him. Their ethos

mingled. There was no danger that her spirit would ever drift away or become distracted
and lost. Nurzhan was her anchor.

