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            SURVIVING SHOULD HAVE BEEN ENOUGH

          

          IT WASN’T

        

      

    

    
      Jake Reynolds thought surviving the slaughter of his master should have been enough to ensure his safety. But when mythical creatures come for The Kid, the last remaining survivor of Melios' clan, Jake knows he must do whatever it takes to keep her safe.

      With the help of the Jackstone Foundation, Jake and his fellow vampires must find their place in the mythical world and learn to live without being monsters.

      But when an ancient bloodline is determined to take The Kid away, Jake and his allies must battle against an army of creatures to keep her safe.

      Will they be successful, or will the Kid be lost forever?
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        * * *

      

      This series follows the events of the Mythical Knights,  however, it can be read on its own. 
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      There is a moment in every man’s life where he must evaluate his choices. Decide if he’s really made the right ones. Put his faith in the right place.

      Former Sergeant First Class Jake Reynolds fucked up.

      Seriously fucked up.

      Because, nope, he didn’t put his faith in the right place.

      He realized this as pain shot through him from someone hitting him with a sword.

      He jerked and jumped out of the way, the wound aching.

      Then, like a physical slap upside the head, Reynolds felt a hard discharge inside him. An explosive release of pressure in his mind. Or in his heart maybe? Some of both? His humanity started to seep through his body as if it were gas or liquid being poured into his soul.

      Then the pain hit. This was a new kind of pain.

      Not the pain of battle, but something else.

      He shook his head, trying to get rid of it, but it only amplified. Where was he? What was going on?

      Confused.

      What, where?

      He was in battle.

      Fighting for his master…

      A vampire.

      What. The. Hell.

      He hesitated. Thoughts ran rampant, like seeing his life pass before his eyes.

      But it wasn’t his life. It was his new life. New death. Bridge to immortality—that’s what Melios had called it. A bridge to a never-ending existence, where not only would he never die, but he’d be the top of the food chain.

      He’d be a monster among men.

      A king.

      It had seemed right at the time.

      Looking back, it was obvious Jake Reynolds had really, really, really fucked up.

      Something hit him. He winced. He swung back to block it. Was he armed? Did he have any kind of weapon?

      A curved blade he used to block his attacker.

      He glanced around the room.

      A moment’s clarity.

      Sort of.

      Immortal Knights Templar slaughtered vampires around him without hesitation. People who had been his companions. Friends—were disappearing in bursts of smoke and ash, right before his eyes.

      The pain swelled in his head.

      His gaze darted to his team. They all had been soldiers in their lives before this one, and they all winced, simultaneously.

      Then they all paused.

      Looked at him.

      As a soldier does, when unsure of what to do, they look to a commanding officer.

      Reynolds had only one recourse.

      “Surrender,” he said, dropping to the ground, hands out. “We surrender.” He dropped his blade and fell to knees.

      His head thundered in pain, like the worst migraine in the world, and he wobbled as he went down.

      The Templar swinging the broadsword at him paused and redirected the heavy metal weapon, and the blade came down within inches of his face.

      “How interesting,” he said, a bit of a British accent to him. “How very interesting.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWO WEEKS LATER
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      The klaxons went off, alerting the Immortal Knights Templar of an incoming attack.

      Sir Richard de Lyons charged for the front door. Security protocols were instigated, and everyone at the compound began executing their tasks. Every Templar Knight knew their place. Every staff member. All knew what to do in an attack, and where to go.

      It was part of the drills.

      Or, after seven hundred years, they all just knew.

      Tonight, though, was not a drill.

      Richard reached the front door, met by Sir Adrian de Pairaud. Richard hit the perimeter lights. He handed the broadsword sitting by the door to Adrian and put his hand on his own samurai sword.

      “What is it?” Adrian asked.

      “Vampires,” Richard replied. He didn’t have to look. He knew.

      They came.

      The vision he’d had only a few weeks ago was happening. In exacting detail.

      Vampires were descending on the Templar compound in ferocious numbers. He counted at least a dozen he could see.

      Which meant there were a lot more he couldn’t see.

      “How close do we let them get,” Adrian asked.

      Richard flipped on the ultraviolet black lights on the compound’s exteriors. A couple of vampires who’d been moving in got hit with the light.

      It burned them just enough that they backed off. Not enough to kill them, but enough to keep them from moving in faster than the Templars wanted.

      “Porch. We’ll have the high ground.”

      Adrian smirked.

      “What?” Richard asked.

      “Nothing. Pop culture reference,” Adrian replied. “Though it could very much apply.”

      Richard raised his eyebrow. “Not the time.”

      “Right.” Adrian nodded. “You take the right, I’ll take left, and we’ll slow them down.”

      “The rear guard in place?”

      “They’re getting there,” he said.

      Richard nodded. The two of them could slow the influx down, preventing them from getting inside. And then⁠—

      “Richard?” came the kid’s voice.

      Richard glanced over his shoulder at the stairs.

      The speaker really wasn’t a kid anymore. At least, she didn’t look it. She’d always be tiny—a life of never getting enough to eat would do that to a growing kid. But she was starting to fill out, to look more like her actual age.

      She had clapped her hands over her ears as she looked around, fear in her violet eyes. “Richard? What is happening?”

      “I’m here,” Richard said, heading to the stairs where she looked for him. “It’s okay. I’m here.”

      Adrian locked in braces on the windows to prevent any of the vampires from coming in and getting around Richard and Adrian’s frontal defense. Staff ran back and forth, preparing for the invasion that was about to happen.

      “Richard!” she cried out when she saw him. The girl got closer. “What’s going on, I thought I’d be safe.”

      “You will be,” Richard replied.

      “Look at the size of that guy,” Adrian grimaced as a particularly large vampire landed in their front lawn. “What do they want? We took out the nest. There aren’t any of those vampires left, are there?”

      Richard shook his head. “There were a few left behind. They’re in Jackstone,” he said, directed toward Adrian.

      But the girl heard him. “Some of Melios’s men are in Jackstone?” the girl asked, her eyes wide. “I wanna see them! I want to know who it is.”

      “Later,” Richard replied. But for the moment, he did need the girl’s knowledge. He took her hand. “Come here.”

      She nodded and followed him to the window nearest the door.

      “Do you know them?” he asked, gesturing out at the horde of vampires building up outside. They were gathering their numbers just at the ring of light beyond the porch. The ultra-violet, black lights would keep them off the porch until they were ready for them.

      She pushed the thin curtain back just enough to peer through. And she shook her head. “No, I don’t know them. They look mean.”

      “So, it’s not leftovers from Melios,” Adrian said.

      One got so close as to get to the foot of the stairs, wincing against the light.

      Richard saw an emblem on the shirt the vampire wore. He knew that symbol. And it wasn’t a good sign.

      He put his hand on the girl. “Kid, back up.”

      She took a few steps back. “What do they want?”

      Richard glanced at her. “Probably you. Go, kid.”

      Her eyes got wide, and she nodded.

      Gunshots echoed outside.

      The black lights were destroyed. Like a freight train blast, outside the porch thundered with dozens of vampires storming the compound.

      The door flew open.

      “Go now!” Richard stabbed his sword through the first vampire through the door. Ash went everywhere. And three more were behind him, pushing through.

      He and Adrian tried to keep them bottle-necked here. There went their strategy.

      Unfortunately, Richard knew it wasn’t the best-laid plan. And it was only going to get worse.

      “Richard! Come with me!” she cried.

      “No, kid. Go.”

      She ran away and he heard a door shut in the distance.

      He hoped it was her getting secured in the safe room.

      Vampires were practically falling from the sky. Angry, pissed off, old vampires.

      Yes. This was going to take a while.
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          SIX WEEKS LATER

        

      

    

    
      “And how are the baby vampires today?” James Henrick, the owner of this facility asked as he walked toward the bay of hospital beds in the basement of Jackstone Foundation.

      His pale skin looked unusually warm, and his light eyes sparkled.

      Vampires tended to glow right after they fed, or so Doctor Megan Criger had always noticed. She shifted from foot to foot, waiting for James to reach her, her gaze darting to the room of vampires she’d just been checking on.

      Though she didn’t have anything spectacular to report.

      She was about to return to her rounds upstairs when she heard footsteps.

      One whiff of the air and she’d known who was approaching.

      Vampires had a distinct odor, and James Henrick was no exception, though he tried to hide it with cologne.

      Yes, the co-owner of Jackstone Foundation, one of the largest charity organizations in the world, was a bloodsucker.

      It should be kinda funny.

      If one didn’t know exactly what James Henrick and his partner, Joseph Oliver, did for the mythical community, as well as the human one.

      Megan did, though.

      She’d been with the company for a few years now. So, she could say, with a decent amount of certainty, that yes, she knew what the Jackstone Foundation was really up to.

      Most of the time, she approved.

      Today, however, she walked the line between approval and disgust.

      She brushed her bangs over. Her widow’s peak—the sign of being a werewolf—probably appeared for a moment but then disappeared behind her hair. That’s why she kept the bangs. Kept the humans from commenting on the perfect point on her brow, and it kept the mythicals from recognizing her as one of their own.

      She looked back through the window to the large hospital room, where six vampires lay in shiny white beds. The only color in the room was the banks of monitors behind each bed that displayed each patient’s current physical and mental activity.

      Though there wasn’t much going on there.

      She had the results displayed on her tablet as well, so she didn’t have to actually go in there with them to check their readings.

      Thank the stars.

      She was not a fan of bloodsuckers. In fact, she really didn’t know why they were still alive at all. The Immortal Templar Knights, who policed mythical activities all over the world, were not known to take prisoners. And from what she understood, there were dozens that were killed.

      So why these six were saved, she had no idea.

      Yet here they were, mostly alive.

      For now, anyway.

      She glanced at her readings, but really, they hadn’t changed. She wasn’t sure if they ever would.

      “Their wounds were bad, but the real damage was in their minds.” She shifted from one foot to the other. “I don’t know what that old vampire did to them, I’ve never seen anything quite like it. The coma they’re all in,” she said as she shook her head. “I’ve done all I can for them. I’ve seen psychic suggestion vampires can do, but this is something else. We won’t know if the control is permanent until they wake. If they wake.”

      And that was the gist of it—would they wake at all? Were they wasting their time and resources trying to take care of them? Because the chance of them actually waking up, well, it was getting slimmer by the day.

      The Jackstone CEO nodded. “Melios was very talented with mind manipulation. I wouldn’t be surprised if he learned a few new tricks over the centuries.”

      Megan—in her head, anyway—smirked. “Evidence suggests he had learned more than just a few new tricks.” She glanced at her vampire boss. The man’s face was stern, his dark hair neat and tidy.

      He looked every bit the professional. As long as one didn’t notice how light his eyes were. It was the tell-tale sign of her boss’s true vampire nature.

      While not a huge fan of vampires, Megan was able to work for this one, probably because he never really bothered her. She was very rarely questioned about anything she did in the medical wing and was paid generously for her expertise in mythical medicine.

      Not every doctor who specialized in mythical medicine got to study on the island of Avalon. The magically-enchanted island was home to all types of mythical creatures. Megan worked her ass off to get her scholarships there. Now, almost a decade later, she was one of the best doctors in the world. But like all mythicals, humans might know who she was, but not what she was. Not really, anyway.

      So, she patched up mythicals who were brought in for treatment and ran the medical wing as she saw fit.

      This group of vampires though, brought James down to the unit more often than usual.

      And he asked more questions than he ever had before.

      He took a step closer to the glass, his gaze moving from one bed to the other. “Will it be lasting damage to their minds?”

      “We won’t know until they wake. Typically, though, when the master dies, any mind control ceases. This is different, though. Even the brainwaves are different.” She didn’t know how else to explain it.

      The way the brains were firing in there—and they were firing, no mistaking that—it wasn’t typical for vampires.

      She wasn’t sure what they were going to get when they woke.

      If they did.

      “Do you think they’ll still be loyal to Melios after they wake?”

      The fine hairs on her arms twitched like they wanted to shift and grow and turn into a wolf. Right here, right now.

      She sighed.

      Because she was almost certain she knew what he wanted with them.

      While her boss and his partner, Joseph Oliver, and now their trinity mate, Nicole Bernard owned Jackstone Foundation—the most powerful mythical charity in the world—they were not friends of many vampires.

      Megan had no idea why they created Jackstone Foundation, but the company helped those in need, whether they were human or mythical.

      There were a lot of mythicals who didn’t approve of the foundation’s activities.

      “No idea,” she finally said. It was a true enough answer to the question. “Their brains are fighting with themselves. Mental manipulation is more than just hypnotizing someone. It also gives the target exactly what they’ve always wanted. Or showing them what they already believe is true, because someone else believes it too.”

      James nodded. “Melios was a powerful vampire—one of the oldest still in existence. His bloodline went back to some of the first vampire families. He’d held, well, many vampires under his spell for years, convinced of their superiority in the world. To think he could do this to a group of soldiers is not unreasonable.”

      “What do you mean, soldiers?”

      “They all had military backgrounds. Melios called him his animals. His Seals.”

      “Were they Navy Seals, then?”

      He shook his head. “I think some were, but these six, I don’t know. Melios just clumped them all together.”

      “How do you know that?” she asked.

      “I was there.” James put his hand on the glass that allowed him and Dr. Criger to see the vampires in the room.

      Whoa, he’d been there?

      Megan had heard about the big battle almost two months ago, between vampires, werewolves, and the Immortal Knights Templar. But she didn’t know the CEO was part of the melee.

      Must have been a hell of a fight.

      “This seems extreme though, even for Melios. No one would have predicted he would have such a blatant mind-control-manipulation over so many young vampires at one time.”

      Megan watched him. “He was up to something. And I have to wonder if you are as well.”

      James glanced at her. “Why?”

      “Why are they alive? You and I both know Immortal Templars are merciless. They rarely dig deeper, they just kill the offender at the moment.”

      He nodded.

      “So, what are you doing with these vampires, Mister Henrick?”

      “Nothing at the moment, they’re all in comas.” He smiled, as though he was trying to sell her something.

      It only made her hackles stand up even more.

      A nurse came down the hall, one Megan had been working with for a while now. Someone with almost as much mythical knowledge as Megan had, Amy had already proven her value around mythical patients. As she approached the room, she nodded to Megan and smiled at James, before heading inside the room.

      James nodded back to her, a friendly smile on his face.

      “Who is that?” James asked. “I don’t recognize her.”

      Megan opened her mouth. “Amy. Moved here from Avalon.”

      “Avalon? Did you know her?” James raised his eyebrow. They both watched as the nurse approached the first bed, checking the vitals, adjusting bedding, and generally caring for the nearest vampire.

      “No,” Megan replied. “I may have gone to school there, but that didn’t mean I knew everyone on the island.” Everyone outside of Avalon seemed to think the place was a little bitty town where everyone knew everyone, and they all had Sunday dinner together every week.

      As if.

      “Fair enough,” he replied. “Is she magical?”

      Megan shook her head. “Retired Fairy.”

      He smiled. “Fascinating. I’ve always wanted to get to know a fairy. They say they have a scent to them that is magnetic for corporeal mythicals.”

      “That’s just in the movies.” Megan rolled her eyes. “Was there more, sir?”

      His gaze remained on the vampires, attention away from the nurse, and his expression softened. “I want to give them an opportunity to exist in the real world.” There was something in his expression, genuine sorrow for the vampires. “Do things to better this place, not hurt it.”

      She nodded because she understood what James was up to. “I hope we can save them.”

      Each vampire’s chest rose and fell. The monitors were typical, nothing out of the ordinary. Blood was fed to them intravenously. Their coloring looked better than it had a few weeks before, but they remained unconscious.

      “If we cannot, then…” his words trailed off, and he glanced at her.

      “I will not kill them,” she blurted out. She’d spent her grown life learning how to be a doctor for mythicals and humans. She’d taken an oath, just like any human doctor would take—to do no harm.

      And in her case, as a doctor of mythicals—her oath was to not kill, or she would be subject to the same fate. It was one of the biggest inconsistencies of mythical law versus human. Humans prosecuted others for killing, jailed them and basically kept them around for years.

      In the mythical world, if a mythical vanished, he was likely dead. If his killer was caught, the killer would wind up a pile of ashy soot somewhere, blowing in a wind. Some thought the fact that all mythicals disappeared into ash was a safeguard to keep humans from detecting their existence and finding remains.

      Others believed it was a divine joke, showing how much the mythicals didn’t matter in the world.

      Some mythicals still honored their dead. Just like humans did. Many, however, did not. Megan was one who did not. While she would spend her days saving a mythical’s life, if his death is upon him, then there is nothing to be done. No resuscitation. No coming back.

      Death is forever.

      James raised his eyebrow. “I didn’t ask you to.”

      She fiddled with the tablet in her arms. “You were going to.”

      He shook his head. “If it comes to that, I have a plan.”

      “Which is?”

      “I have a sheldevak.”

      The doctor inhaled a breath. Lovely, because that’s the last being she wanted to deal with. “I see.” She glanced at her tablet, and back at the room.

      Amy was moving from bed to bed, nothing looked any different.

      Yet all of a sudden, readings started flashing.

      What in the world?

      She tapped the tablet, harder than necessary, thinking it might actually be able to change the readings she was getting. Her gaze darted from the tablet to the room.

      Amy.

      No one had moved.

      Nothing.

      “What do you see?”

      “Increased brain function.”

      “Which one?”

      She glanced at him. “All of them.” She started taking a few steps toward the door to go in and check them out.

      “Amy,” she said, as she moved.

      The nurse seemed to realize that something was going on in the room. She’d made it to the far side and was standing near the bed of the largest vampire.

      Oh no…

      Surely not all of them were waking now, at the same time.

      One step.

      Two steps.

      And the room, which had been nothing but sleeping vampires exploded in movement and yells and screams.

      The largest one had Amy in a vice grip.

      “Seal that door,” James said. “Don’t let them escape!”

      “Amy!”

      The nurse punched and kicked at the vampire that now had her by the throat.

      Megan reached for the door’s panel to seal it. They had to contain them before⁠—.

      But it was too late.

      The door burst open, the metal flying off the tracks, and she ducked out of the way, barely missing the flying panel.

      Two of the vampires erupted from the room.

      Flew.

      Or just leaped in that very powerful way that vampires did.

      “Shit,” James muttered. He hit his watch, calling for security. “I need a Cold Team downstairs at once. Seal off the basement. Now.”
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      Chaos exploded around Jake Reynolds.

      Lights flashed, painfully bright, shining through his closed eyelids.

      Yelling.

      Screams.

      War…

      He snapped his eyes open.

      White.

      White everywhere.

      He bolted up. Movement all around him.

      Someone leaped and knocked over metal. Clattering and clanking. Cursing.

      Voices. Voices he recognized.

      He blinked a few times, trying to focus in the blinding white. Everything was so bright and overwhelming. What in the world was all of this?

      No, this wasn’t the afterlife. This was still life. Existence.

      Whatever you wanted to call it now. Not the human version, but life, anyway.

      His head still hurt but he forced himself up.

      Just in time to see two blurs take off down the hall, moving faster than should have been possible. But he saw them.

      A man and a woman. Shapes that even in his not-quite-focused state, he recognized.

      And he sighed.

      Of course, Travis and Joanie ran off. They were always together.

      His senses came back.

      The fight at Melios’s building, the one with the Immortal Knights Templar and the werewolves. What had happened again? Why were they there?

      A woman.

      Melios had kidnapped some woman, who was mated to someone, who knew where someone else was…

      Bullshit, overall. And a stupid-assed plan that was based on lust and greed. He’d wanted to tell Melios that in the moment while they’d been waiting for the attack to come. But Melios was not known for listening very well.

      Especially not to him. Jake
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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