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How Matthias and Briar end up together

The story of two minor characters from the Lost and Found series

Matthias tried not to look at Briar when he walked into the operations room at Paranormal Resolutions, but the guy was a bloody magnet. South pole to Matthias’ north. Yin to his yang. Sunshine to storm. Blunt to sharp. Opposites fucking well attracting. Briar was everything Matthias didn’t like and didn’t want. 

Too young.

Too good-looking.

Too chatty.

Too annoying. 

Too sweet. 

Oh, he could go on and on and on. Just like Briar usually did. 

“Hi, Matthias. Good morning. You look nice in that suit. Isn’t it a lovely day! I bought you a coffee.”

Matthias lifted his gaze from the file he was reading. “Why?”

“Why is it a good morning? Because neither of us were staked in the night. Why do you look nice in that suit? Because you look particularly handsome in dark-grey. I think it’s a lovely day so I hoped you did too and I bought you a coffee because it’s a nice thing to do. I haven’t been able to help but notice that you’re always in a better mood when you’ve had one.”

Matthias stared at the paper cup Briar had placed on his desk. 

“It’ll be hot so careful you don’t burn your mouth. I’d miss all those sarky snarky comments.”

Matthias picked up the coffee and sipped it through the hole in the lid. “Arrhgh… What the hell is this?” He’d wanted to spit it out, but his cry of disgust had attracted the attention of others in the room so he had to swallow. Ugh.

“Oh no. Did I give you the wrong one?” Briar grabbed the cup from Matthias’s fingers and sipped it. “Ah. This is the triple long shot grande salted caramel mocha latte with two pumps of vanilla and extra caramel on the extra whipped cream. Oops.” Briar winced. He put the other cup in front of Matthias. “This must be yours. Black coffee. Sorry.”

Briar sat at his desk opposite Matthias, took another sip of his drink and a blissed-out expression blossomed on his face. Matthias failed to bite back his irritation.

“You don’t mind that I drank from that before you?” Matthias asked.

“Why would I? This is too good to waste. Ecstasy in a cup. Ohhh.” He let out a long moan. “It’s so tasty. It hits just the right spot. Over and over. Oh God. God!”

The groans and moans continued with Briar’s exclamations rising to a crescendo of delight that made everyone in the room laugh, apart from Matthias.

“Have you read the Sutton file?” Matthias asked.

Briar nodded.

“Cover to cover?”

“Yep.”

“Assimilated the information, come to a decision on the action that needs to be taken, considered possible outcomes?” Matthias had an excuse to stare at him now, so he did. Briar was small—well, smaller than him, had fewer muscles than him, had curly light brown hair, brown eyes—like a fawn that was about to be pounced on, lips that were much too…everything. 

“Yes,” Briar said.

Matthias realised he’d forgotten the question he’d asked. He looked down at the folder in front of him. Oh yes. “Off we go then.”

“’I’ll drive.”

“No, you won’t. I want you to get there in one piece.”

Briar followed him from the room. “Don’t you mean that the other way round? That you want to get there in one piece?”

“What happened last time you drove me?”

“Oh yes, you wrenched me out of the driver’s seat and threw me in the back of the car. I hadn’t even got out of the car park.”

“I’ve signed you up for advanced driving lessons.”

Brian bounced at his side. “You mean I’ll get to learn how to perform handbrake turns, how to drive backwards really fast, the details of evasive manoeuvring and slalom techniques?”

“The first three lessons are how to get out of a car park without hitting another vehicle.”

Briar grumbled under his breath, but Matthias was serious.

 

 

Matthias parked a little way down the road from the address they were heading for. There had been reports of unauthorised feeding by a vampire called Louis Ball. One of his meals had been heard bragging and that could make things quickly escalate. 

“What do you want me to do?” Briar asked.

“There’s a back way out of this place. Go and cover it in case he tries to run.”

“Give me a few minutes to get there.”

Matthias didn’t really want Briar out of his sight, but he had to learn how to do this job. If Briar hadn’t been with him, Matthias would have knocked on the door, but he needed to get inside quickly to defuse any potential issues before Briar got into trouble. He gave Briar enough time to reach the back, then headed for the front. Once he was sure he was unobserved, one hard kick opened the door and Matthias stepped inside. 

There was no one in the front room, but he found Briar sitting at the kitchen table talking to a young guy.

“This is Louis,” Briar said. “It’s all sorted out.”

Matthias blinked. “Really? He knows he’s been a naughty boy and he promises not to do it again?”

“He had to use his blood money to pay his rent and he was desperate.”

“I was,” Louis muttered, his eyes downcast.

“Those you fed from paid you,” Matthias said. 

“I thought it was safer. I went to a club where I know wannabe vamps hang out. Elysium. Know it? They just sort of fell onto my fangs.”

Matthias rolled his eyes.

“He’s only been a vamp for a few years,” Briar said.

“How many?” Matthias asked. “And don’t lie because I can check the register in an instant.”

“Fifty-seven.”

Briar gasped. “That’s not a few years.”

“How old is he?” Louis nodded towards Matthias, but kept his head lowered.

“Ancient,” Briar said. “Really, really old. Great-grandpa of vampires. Like Atilla the Hun. That sort of old.”

Matthias sighed. “Thank you so much, Briar.”

“And very wise,” Briar added. “Smart as a…fox, a whip, a cookie, a—”

One glare and Briar shut up. That made a change. 

Matthias turned to Louis. “You had no authority to feed on a mortal. You risk us all in doing that. You’re old enough to know better. You do know better and if you can’t afford the rent, find somewhere cheaper to live.”

“I said he could share with me,” Briar mumbled.

Matthias had to repeat that comment in his head a few times before he could convince himself it was what he’d heard. Good grief, Briar!

“Though I didn’t realise he was that old.”

A comment that hurt. 

“Not that I’m ageist,” Briar said. “Old people have a lot to contribute. Gardening tips and crossword clues and—”

Louis sniggered and Matthias seized the opportunity to lower his stress levels. He caught hold of Louis by the scruff of the neck and hauled him not just to his feet, but off his toes. “This is your only warning. You do not live-feed from anyone. You’ll be watched and if you break the rules, you’ll be brought before the Vampire High Council and pay a high price. Understand?”

Louis nodded. He couldn’t speak. Matthias’s hold on his throat was too tight. Matthias let him fall and Louis crumpled to the floor rubbing his neck. Briar looked as though he was going to check the guy was all right until he caught the scowl on Matthias’s face.

“And let that be a lesson to you,” Briar said, brushing his hands together. “Shall we go? I need to go out the way I came in or it’s bad luck. See you round the front.”

“Leave by the front door.” Matthias heard the growl in his voice, but he couldn’t help himself.

Matthias followed Briar out of the house and once they were in the car and the doors were locked, he stopped grinding his teeth. 

“Well, that went well.” Briar beamed.

“In what way?”

“No heads were ripped off.”

“Were you including yours?”

Briar cringed. “I might have been.”

“You actually offered him your spare room?”

“He seemed nice.”

Matthias dragged his fingers through his hair. “You are—”

“Too kind. I know. But he just needs a break.”

“You judged that in the minute or so you were with him before I burst in?”

“Well…”

Matthias was about to set off when something occurred him. “Tell me you didn’t give him your address.”

“Er…”

“Oh for fuck’s sake.” Matthias pulled out and headed for Woolwich.

“Where are we going?” Briar asked.

“Your flat.”

“Why?”

“Why do you think?”

“You can’t resist my charms any longer?”

“Try again.”

“You need a blowjob and I’m the closest available mouth?”

For a moment, a brief moment, Matthias’s cock began to indicate its approval of that idea until Matthias thought of his mother, which was enough to deflate any situation of this sort. 

“Message your landlord. Tell him you’re moving out.”

“Really?”

“You told Louis where you lived. You invited him to stay with you. You know nothing about him apart from the important detail that he’s broken vampire law and you are an upholder of that law. And when you got back from work to find your place full of vampires feeding on humans, what were you going to do? Call me?”

Briar took out his phone and tapped into it. “Okay. Done. Where am I going to go?”

“That’s not my problem.”

“It sort of is.”

Matthias hmphed. 

 

 

Matthias was shocked by how little Briar had. Two suitcases of clothes and a box of kitchen paraphernalia.

“Is that it?” Matthias asked.

“I couldn’t go back to my parents. I lost everything including my money when I ran. I rented a fully furnished place until I can afford to buy stuff for myself. I’ve got an IKEA wish list though.”

Matthias shuddered.

“I can stay in a hotel for a while. A cheap one.” Briar shrugged. “No problem.”

“I have a spare room.” Oh shit. Did I just say that?

“Or a bed and breakfast place. That would be fine. Not that I’d need the breakfast. I prefer to eat dinner when I do consume mortal food.”

“Are you going to make me say it again?”

“I could ask someone from work if I could stay with them for a while. I’m sure there’d be loads of offers to let me stay. I’m fun.”

Matthias ground his teeth. “I have a spare room. You can stay with me.”

Briar sighed. “Could you try to sound a little bit less pissed-off about it?”

“Give me a few hours.”

He heard Briar quietly laughing. 

 

As they carried Briar’s things up to Matthias’s penthouse apartment, Briar didn’t stop talking. “I’ll be the most considerate person you’ve ever had staying with you.”

“No one’s stayed with me before.”

“What? Ever?”

“Long enough to forget how awful it was.”

“Well, then I’ll definitely be the most considerate person you’ve ever had staying with you. No more than one party a week, right? No more than three in a bed? You can label your stuff and I won’t use it unless I’m desperate.”

Matthias paused as he pressed his code into the door. 

“Kidding!” Briar grinned at him. 

 

 

Later that night, tucked up in bed in the spare room, Briar made a call. “Hi, Louis. It worked. Thank you so much. I’m sorry he was a bit rough.”

“He’s a moody bastard. Sure you’re doing the right thing?”

“I like a challenge.”

Louis laughed and ended the call. Briar put his phone on the bedside table and wondered if he should fake his bad dream tonight or tomorrow. The door swung open and Matthias stood there in his black boxers looking so hot but also so absolutely furious that Briar realised he’d heard what he’d said. Shit. 

Briar climbed out of bed and walked over to him. “Sorry.”

“For what?”

“Manipulating you into asking me to share your place.”

“How should I punish you?”

“Refuse to have sex with me? Refuse to let me come?”

“There you go then. You can wait.” Matthias walked out and closed the door. Only then did he allow himself to smile. Did Briar really think he could successfully fake a case of illegal feeding? 

Though now Matthias had to wait too, with temptation a room away. 

Who was going to break first?

 

The End

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
oD ann
106 R





