
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Just a little Love Bite: After a vampire stumbles upon a bleeding, unconscious human, he makes one of the rashes decisions of his life.

	 

	 

	As much as Julian Allard has enjoyed the trip to Las Vegas, he’s more than ready to head home. While on vacation, his coven master, Jean-Paul, found his beloved—the other half of his soul—making his task of security that much harder. Julian wants to get Jean-Paul and his human, Saul, home to the safety of their territory.

	At the airport, Julian feels the need to do one more sweep of the area. Never second-guessing his instincts, he does just that. Near the back of the hangar, Julian sees a human backhand another, who’s handling a baggage cart. The smell of the fallen human’s blood draws Julian, and he rushes to his side, scaring away the unconscious man’s attacker.

	A quick taste of the human’s blood confirms Julian’s suspicions. The pretty red-haired human is his beloved. Acting on impulse, Julian sweeps the human into his arms and rushes him onto their private jet. Even as Julian cares for his unconscious new and forever love, can he figure out a way to explain, well... everything?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	If nothing ever changed, there’d be no butterflies.

	~Unknown

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Are you ready to go, my beloved?”

	“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

	As Julian Allard zipped his suitcase closed, he listened to the two men speaking in the second bedroom of their two-bedroom hotel suite. He and his coven master, Jean-Paul Tremblay, had arrived in Las Vegas nearly three weeks before. They’d originally only planned to stay a week, but that had all changed when, on the first night of their visit, Jean-Paul had stumbled across his beloved in a wine bar.

	Jean-Paul had made quick work of wooing Saul Mandisa, not that the human had tried to play hard to get. Saul had even handled the whole paranormals are real and I’m a vampire reveal with amazing ease. The mate-pull sure had been working hard for Master Jean-Paul that day.

	Julian was happy for the pair. Truly, he was. If at night, when he went to bed and his arms were empty while hearing soft croons from across the way—the hotel rooms weren’t totally sound-proofed against a vampire’s exceptional hearing—Julian did his best to ignore his jealousy.

	Saul wasn’t Julian’s type anyway. He just wished he could find his own beloved—the other half of his soul. A vampire’s beloved was the one person on earth that they could bond with, connecting their life-threads and giving them someone to spend their long, sometimes five-hundred-year-old life with.

	Closing in on the three-hundred-year-old mark, Julian had waited a long time.

	But now my coven master has found his beloved. That gives me hope that Fate is finally smiling upon us.

	With that thought in mind, Julian hefted his suitcase off the bed and placed it on the floor. He extended the handle, tipped the case, and began rolling it out of the room that had been his home for the last number of days. He looked forward to heading home. While Las Vegas held many attractions, the fact that so many tourists filled the streets, casinos, and other venues damn near twenty-four-seven, had made security a living nightmare.

	Julian was their vampire coven’s head enforcer, and he took the safety of the master very seriously. They’d been there to meet up with a few vampire friends and their beloveds, so he hadn’t thought extra security would be necessary. That had been before Jean-Paul had found his beloved.

	Can’t wait to get them both home to the safety of our coven in Montpellier, France.

	The hot desert was definitely getting to Julian, too. He longed for the cooler climate of his home, and he missed the scent of the sea. Tourists were a fact of life in Montpellier, too, but their coven home was situated in the hills above the city, surrounded by rolling hills covered in vineyards.

	Blessed solitude.

	After leaving his suitcase in the foyer of the two-bedroom suite, Julian returned to his room. He did a quick sweep of the room and the attached ensuite to make certain he hadn’t inadvertently forgotten something. He hadn’t. Julian did the same for the shared rooms, too.

	By the time Julian finished his double-check, Master Jean-Paul and Saul were waiting for him in the foyer.

	“Ready, Julian?” Jean-Paul asked with a quirk of his dark eyebrow.

	Julian nodded once. “Yes.” With a soft chuckle as he pulled the door open for his master, he added, “And if we missed something, it probably wasn’t important anyway.”

	Jean-Paul smirked. “Indeed.” With his hand resting on Saul’s lower back and his other holding the handle of his suitcase, he urged his beloved out of the suite. In a soft purr, he murmured, “I look forward to showing you my home, beloved.”

	“Can’t wait to see it,” the laid-back human replied, flashing a smile at Jean-Paul. He rolled a brand-new suitcase of his own behind him, compliments of Jean-Paul. “How long is the flight?”

	As Jean-Paul answered, Julian tossed their key cards onto the side table. They’d already checked out via telephone. Then he grabbed the handle of his own suitcase and left the suite, anticipation filling him.

	Just as Julian had requested from the valet, a town car was waiting at the front door to drive them to the airport.

	 

	*

	 

	Twenty-five minutes of Las Vegas traffic later, the town car traveled through the guard gate leading to a private hangar. There was absolutely no way Julian would allow his coven master to board a commercial aircraft. Instead, they utilized the services of a charter service.

	The car stopped before the hangar, and Julian exited first. He did a quick visual sweep of the area, searching for danger. While his vampire senses felt on alert for some reason, he couldn’t spot anything amiss.

	After a second of hesitation, Julian eased away from the door and allowed his charges to exit. “I’ll be right back for the luggage,” he told the driver. “Please stay in the vehicle.”

	“Yes, sir,” the human replied, although he looked a little surprised at the order.

	Julian figured the man usually unloaded the luggage. He’d helped them load it, after all. With his senses on high alert, Julian didn’t want to give the man a chance to slip any explosives or whatnot into their luggage.

	Paranoid much?

	Except, something is bothering me.

	Julian always trusted his instincts.

	Once Julian had escorted Jean-Paul and Saul to the plane, he stepped into the cockpit to talk to the pilot. The man—a human—was already seated at the controls and appeared to be doing paperwork or a pre-flight check. Julian wasn’t a pilot, so he could only guess.

	“How are we looking?” Julian asked. “Will we be ready to leave soon?”

	The pilot lifted his head from his work, turning to look at him with clear blue eyes. “Yes, sir,” he replied. “I’m just waiting for clearance and what strip to use.” After a glance at his instruments, the man returned his focus to him. “Probably less than ten minutes.”

	“Good.” Julian really was ready to get home. “I need to grab our luggage and stow it. Be right back.”

	“Do you need any help, sir?” The human set his clipboard aside and made as if to rise.

	Julian shook his head as he waved off the offer. “No. It’ll only take me a minute.”

	Without waiting for a response, Julian exited the cockpit, then the plane. The town car was waiting right where he’d left it. The driver’s attention was on his phone, but as soon as Julian tapped the side of the vehicle with a knuckle, his head came up. Then the man popped the trunk.

	After removing the luggage and setting it aside, Julian moved to the window. “Thanks for the lift,” he stated, offering the man a folded-up hundred-dollar bill.

	The driver grinned at him, taking the tip. “My pleasure, sir. Have a safe flight.”

	Julian nodded as he stepped backward, watching the guy roll up his window. After crossing to their bags, he easily hefted the several cases. Just as he reached the base of the stairs, Julian heard the murmur of voices toward the back of the hangar.

	The melodious tenor of the first voice caused his gut to warm. He would have ignored it if the second voice didn’t sound so angry. A strange burning need to check out the situation surged through him.

	Taking the steps two at a time, Julian deposited the luggage into the cabin. “Be right back, Jean-Paul,” he told his master, who was sitting beside Saul in one of the thick-cushioned recliners.

	Even though Jean-Paul arched a brow in silent question, Julian didn’t take the time to answer. He rushed back down the stairs and began rounding the plane. On silent feet, Julian headed toward the voices.

	“Look, I need the money back for gas for the week, Morgan,” the tenor voice stated, his voice sounding smooth and even. “You said you’d have it back to me last Thursday, remember?”

	“I ain’t givin’ you shit back,” the other man replied darkly. “And there ain’t nothin’ you can do about it.”

	As Julian slipped under the wing of another plane, the speakers came into view. A pretty redhead in khaki shorts with an orange safety vest over his polo stood beside a baggage cart half-full of suitcases, one freckled hand resting on the metal upright. His brows were drawn, and he looked to be barely keeping his frustration off his features.

	“Look,” the redhead began again. “I gave you that money in good faith. I—”

	The other man stood a couple of inches taller and was broader than the baggage boy. “What you got is sucker written on your forehead.” As he spoke, he poked the redhead in the forehead. “Now get outta my way.”

	That was when Julian realized the baggage boy seemed to be using his
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