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Someone is murdering people, draining them dry, and the police suspect it may be a vampire. When the captain of the York police department turns to Tom Ryan and his paranormal investigation agency for help, Tom takes one look at the crime scene photos and knows the killer isn’t a bloodsucker.

Tom and his business partner compare the murders with a list of angel descendants and a chilling pattern is confirmed. Angel bloodlines are being extinguished, and there are only a handful left between the killer’s hunting grounds and their family in York.

They must stop the assassin before he can cross off any more names on his hit list.
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THE TELEPHONE INTERRUPTED US, and I gazed into Raven’s eyes, stilling my hips. The way her hair fanned out around her made her look like she had an ornate halo made of red fire, and it fueled my slow burn. The chances we had to screw around were not as abundant as they had been when we were first married. Since Hannah was born, it was catching a quickie whenever we could, and tonight our daughter had gone to bed early after a fun day at the beach. You can bet your ass we took full advantage of the time.

Until now.

“Don’t answer it,” she whispered, and her legs wrapped tighter around mine, her hips circled, and that partial smile and sparkle in her eyes nearly made me reconsider.

“I have to,” I said. Of course the words coming out of my mouth were garbled, despite the clarity of them in my mind. Raven understood and her sigh conveyed her disdain.

“Ya,” I mumbled into the receiver.

“There’s water everywhere. What do I do?” The panicked voice of my brother filled the line.

“Huh?” I pushed onto my knees, still coupled with Raven, and I put the phone on speaker.

“Water. She’s like a fucking geyser,” CJ said, and I locked my gaze with Raven, pressing my lips against the smile.

“Get her to the hospital, you ass,” Raven said. “She’s in labor.”

I grinned down at her and circled my hips. My wife’s Irish lilt turned me on something fierce, and even though I knew she wanted to jump out of bed and run to the hospital for our nephew’s birth, I wasn’t in any rush.

“Oh. Shit.” CJ said with a laugh. “Okay, my brain isn’t quite working right now.”

“Go. We’ll meet you there,” Raven said, and the dial tone filled the room.

“Not ’til we finish this,” I signed, and my hips started that slow grind she usually loved. However, her features turned to annoyance.

“Your brother is an idiot,” she said. “Valerie needs someone who knows what they are doing.”

I shook my head. “We have time,” I said, and tapped my wrist so the gist of what I was trying to say would be transmitted.

Raven rolled her eyes and then her hips. “Fine, but hurry up,” she whispered.

I stilled my hips and sent her a head tilt, wrinkling my brow. I wanted this to last. Besides, no one was there to hold our hands when Hannah was born. CJ was in a coma and everyone else was so preoccupied with life that we were on our own. If I got through the birth of my daughter, CJ would get through this, whether or not we were there.

“Tom,” she started.

I didn’t need the words. I already had a line into her thoughts ever since CJ supercharged me. My wife was torn between wanting to enjoy this and wanting to go to the hospital, which meant any chance of her enjoying this was out the window.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh, and pulled out, accepting the burn of frustration that filled me as the price I had to pay for loving a woman whose heart was big enough to cover this half of the hemisphere.

I knew she loved me, but Valerie was her best friend, and she thought my brother was inept in almost every way. The truth of the matter was CJ Ryan was a Mensa-level genius with the power to destroy the universe.

“You know I love you.” She grabbed my arm as I climbed off the bed.

I nodded, opting for the more simple head bob than trying to speak without a tongue or with my hands, which were now occupied with pulling on clothing.

“I promise, I’ll make it up to you,” she said as she shuffled through the pile of garments on the chair for something suitable to wear.

Yeah, I’d heard that before, and sent her an elevated eyebrow even as my eyes took in her incredible curves. I let my gaze linger, and the hunger I always seemed to have for her stirred.

Raven stopped with the shirt half on and blew me a kiss before she busied herself with clothing the rest of her naked form. My options were easy. Shorts, a t-shirt, and my beach sandals, considering the early heat wave.

My gaze jumped from the time blinking a few minutes before midnight to the calendar. I zeroed in on tomorrow’s date. July seventh.

A chill saturated my body.

My father’s birthday was July seventh, and it looked like his namesake would share that same date.

“Are you okay?” Raven’s question pulled my gaze from the calendar, and I met her blue-eyed stare.

Shrugging, I pointed to the object of the goose flesh now peppering my skin.

She looked between the calendar and me. “Yeah?”

“Tomorrow is my father’s birthday,” I signed.

Her gaze drifted back to the calendar, her skin rippling the same way mine had. “Well, let’s hope our nephew’s future differs vastly from your father’s,” she said, pulling a laugh and a nod from me.

Ty Alexander Ryan had raised me as his own, even though I was sired by another man and shared the womb with his natural son. He had given me everything a kid could ever ask for while he was alive, from love to self-confidence, and everything in between. We lived a blessed life for many years, and then Steve Williams stepped into the picture.

My father’s death rocked both CJ and me, and everything since then had been hard. At first, I blamed Steve. If he hadn’t come into our lives, my father and mother would still be alive. At least, that’s what I tried to convince myself for years, and I rebelled in every fashion; pushing Steve to the edge more than once while he did his best to become our default dad.

I’m not sure I would have been able to move past the blame had I not had the benefit of seeing my father on a daily basis in angel form. He stood watch over Steve for years, and while CJ could hear him talking to Steve, I could see him. His pride in us, and his disappointment when I fucked up, was as visible as Steve’s was.

I shook away the wave of memories that cropped to the surface; burying them in the overwhelming flurry of Raven’s thoughts already accosting my mind, and stepped into the bathroom to run a brush through my hair. My light blue eyes peered back at me, and I tried to get my black hair to look decent and not like we had been fucking around. After a few swipes of the brush I gave up and relinquished the spot to Raven. Her rush out of the house included a retouch of her makeup, and I went to collect our sleeping three-year-old.
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THEY LET RAVEN INTO the room for the birth, while I sat out in the waiting area, entertaining Hannah with Rumble in the Jungle on our iPad. I knew we’d pay for this interruption in her sleep schedule at some inopportune moment tomorrow, but for now, she was content.

It didn’t take Hannah long to yawn, and she curled up in my lap with her thumb stuck in her mouth and her blanket wrapped around her. She finally faded into sleep around two and I set her down on one of the couches.

I sent out a couple of text messages. I knew neither Steve nor Damian would pick it up before dawn, but on the off-chance CJ hadn’t notified them, at least they’d wake to some happy news. Before I could slip the phone back in my pocket, it buzzed, and I glanced down at the new text from Steve.

On our way. I sighed and glanced at Hannah, feeling that old twinge of jealousy again. I gritted my teeth, inhaled deeply, then slowly exhaled to let go of the burn. No one had immediately come when we were in the same situation. My phone buzzed again, and I glanced at the second text from Steve. We need to talk.

Surprise raked its nails across my chest, and my eyebrows rose.

I had just typed out the word why when the door to the waiting room opened. I glanced up and forgot about pressing the send button.

“Steve said I might find you here,” Captain O’Keefe from the York Police Department stepped into the room looking like he hadn’t slept in days. His dark eyes, as tired as they looked, sharpened as they met mine.

I stiffened. Usually, when Captain O’Keefe came looking for me, I was in a shitload of trouble. Especially in the middle of the night. However, the look in his eyes wasn’t the usual confrontational scowl I was used to, and I didn’t need to do a mind scan this time to get that he wasn’t here to haul me in.

“What can I do for you?” I signed.

He stared at my hands and his cheeks turned red. “I still can’t follow sign language.”

I swiped the iPad off the table and typed my question along with a plea for him to keep his voice low, so we didn’t wake Hannah. When I turned the tablet in his direction, he glanced beyond me at the couch with a small smile and a nod. Instead of talking out loud, he took the tablet from me and started typing.

I focused on him, draining the answers right out of his mind, so when he handed me the iPad, I only had to scan the text confirming what he wanted. I glanced over at him.

“You want my help?” I said. Of course, what verbally came out was a complete bastardization of the question, but Captain O’Keefe got it.

“Steve said this is the type of thing your company investigates.” He handed me the file he carried.

I inhaled and glanced at him before flipping the folder open. The picture on the top of the pile chilled me to the bone, and I wished I had a blanket like Hannah, if only to hide the rash of gooseflesh now standing out on my arms and legs.

The girl in the photo was splayed out and pale to the point of being almost ashen. Even the color in her eyes had faded. I shuffled to the next picture and sat straight up. Two distinct puncture wounds, far enough apart to suggest teeth, speckled her carotid artery.

Shuffling through the dozen photos brought the same results, and I turned them over, placing them face down on the chair next to me before I leaned forward and read each of the reports. The fundamental similarity in all the cases was the bodies had been drained of blood. I closed the folder, placing it on the pile of photos before I glanced at Captain O’Keefe.

“What’s your conclusion?” I tapped out on my iPad and took a moment to pull up some of Damian’s memories. The bite signature was all wrong for the crazed vampires he encountered, and my limited exposure matched his, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t something supernatural.

Captain O’Keefe licked his lips and let out a soft laugh. “I don’t know what to think,” he said, and I raised an eyebrow, challenging him because his thoughts danced around the vampire lore like a moth to a forest fire. “At least nothing logical,” he added, and busied himself with putting the photos back in the folder.

“What exactly do you want from us?” I asked. I also projected the words into his head, and his eyes snapped up to mine in confusion.

“I’m not sure. Steve said you investigated... paranormal activity?” His voice carried the disdain I could feel radiating from him.

I nodded. “But you don’t believe in that shit,” I said, again transmitting so the words would be clear over my tongue-less banter.

Again, he blinked, paling a fraction, and my lips twitched against the smirk that wanted to appear. His gaze dropped to the folder. “I don’t know what to believe.”

I typed out three words on my iPad and handed it to him.

Monsters are real.

He stared at the text and slowly handed the iPad back.

The Windwalker, The Slasher. The butcher in Georgia. All monsters, and all very real.

I handed him the newly typed text.

“But with all those killers, there was some sort of evidence. In these cases, there is nothing. Zero. Just bodies drained completely of blood.” He strained to keep his voice from rising above a whisper, but the exasperation rang clear.

“And you think it’s a vampire?” Of course, my words were more or less grunt-like without my tongue. I didn’t send the thought, either.

Captain O’Keefe’s brow creased. He didn’t have a clue of what I said.

Instead of typing what I tried to say, I stared at him and projected my next thought loud enough to draw a wince.

“Stop beating around the bush. What exactly do you think is killing people?”

Captain O’Keefe’s eyes widened before he started blinking furiously and glancing around for the source of the words in his mind.

“It’s me, you dumb shit.” I crossed my arms and leaned back in the chair as he paled. For a fleeting moment, I enjoyed the shock skittering over his features like an army of ants, and then I second-guessed my wisdom as he retreated into the back of his seat like I was a deadly disease.

“Look,” I started, forming words with both my mouth and my mind. “I recently acquired the ability to project my thoughts. I know it’s a little freaky, but it certainly helps with what I lack in diction, don’t you think?” I offered a half-hearted tilt of my lips.

“I just... I just have never...” His brain was short-circuiting with this new twist and his gaze dropped to the file in his hands while he processed. He had heard a few stories about my ability to see ghosts, but he discounted those as drug-induced hallucinations or overly active imaginations. But now, with this manifestation, he started looking at all the other tall tales. His gaze slowly rose to mine.

“Is this why you opened a paranormal investigation business?”

I gave him a shrug. “Some of those stories aren’t too far from the truth.” I allowed, and his eyebrows arched. “I can see ghosts.”

“Like the kid in The Sixth Sense?” he asked, his eyes as wide as Hannah’s when we tell her she can pick out whatever she wants at the Goldenrod’s candy counter.

I chuckled and glanced at Hannah before returning his questioning stare. “I guess, and yeah, it makes me a little bit more qualified to hunt ghosts.”

“What about this?” He raised the folder. “Do you investigate things like this?”

My smile faded. “I’m not a cop, or a forensic specialist, for that matter.”

“But do you look into shit like this?” he hissed, his frustration at my lack of an answer finally bubbling up.

“Captain, how many unsolved cases are there in York?”

He stared at me. There was only one I knew of. Sarah, Steve’s ex-partner, had disappeared from an active crime scene at CJ’s house. That one would never be solved, because Sarah had been kidnapped by Lucifer as a bargaining chip. Unfortunately, it hadn’t worked out all that well for her and there was nothing left for the law to find.

“Only one,” he said, and he held up the file. “But this is happening in the Portland area. Not York. They seem to think we have an inside track on catching madmen after the Windwalker case and wanted our help before they got the FBI involved.” He sighed and ran his hand over his face. “So, I called your father.”

“And Steve sent you to me.”

Captain O’Keefe nodded.

“You remember what happened the last time I tried to intervene in an active case?” I couldn’t help but ask. After all, he was the one who was positive I was the Windwalker, and he was the one who was ready to throw away the key after they arrested me. He nearly had me tried and on death row before I was even read my rights. Granted, I had been a frequent visitor to the York Police department’s juvenile holding tank, but that time, he put me in with the adults and I nearly became someone’s bitch.

His eyes dropped to the ground. “Yes.”

“So, what exactly do you want us to do?”

He bit his lip and the flurry of thought in his mind nearly drowned out the soft, “I don’t know.” When he slid his gaze to mine, I got it. He couldn’t wrap his mind around the existence of vampires; of a creature so cunning, that kills so completely, and leaves no trace. Captain O’Keefe was afraid of the unknown, and after all the crazy shit I’ve seen in the last few years, I’d say he had a damned good reason to be scared.

“What if I told you I wasn’t sure what did that?” I jutted my chin towards the file. “I’m not ready to rule out a human killer. After all, the Windwalker had stumped you all on a couple of his crime scenes.”

His eyelids fluttered as his mind wrapped fully around the conversations. “So, there are things out there...” He trailed off.

“You don’t want to know the answer to that.” I didn’t give him any leeway, but his lips pressed together at my tone, even as his brain shrouded with doubt.

“I need to know.”

“Trust me, you really don’t. I know enough to freak you out for a fucking lifetime, and I’m not inclined to share.” I pointed to the file. “We’ll help you with that, but if it turns out to be something we specialize in...” I let my eyebrows rise with the lilt in my voice, trailing off in more of a question than a statement.

Captain O’Keefe didn’t take the bait to complete the sentence. He just stared at me, waiting for me to finish.

“If it turns out to be our specialty, you have to let us take care of it.”

“Oh, no,” he started, and I put my hand up, stopping him.

“If it turns out to be your specialty, we can back you up if you need us, but if it’s in our realm, you are ill suited to be anywhere near us when we take whatever it is down.”

“I can’t just let you put a stake through their heart,” he stammered, and I burst out laughing.

“That’s not how you kill a vampire,” I said, thinking about the toxins in my blood. If he ever witnessed what my blood did to those parasites, he would probably check himself into the loony bin. “A platinum bullet to the brain will do it.”

His incessant blink pulled a smirk to my lips.

“Sunshine will toast their ass, too.”

His tense features smoothed over as the more familiar lore settled a little comfort in his bones.

“Will they... become vampires?” He held up the file.

“No.”

“If I got bit...”

“You’d probably die. Vampire venom is poisonous.”

“I can’t believe I’m having this conversation,” he muttered under his breath.

“I’ve known about ghosts all my life, but this shit, this fucked me up something fierce.” I couldn’t help the grin, or the heat in my cheeks at the admission.

He dropped the file onto the table and rubbed his face. “I must be exhausted to even entertain this crap,” he said and sent a tired smile my way. “So... you’re going to be an uncle?”

The change of subject brought a natural smile to my face. “Yes.” I accompanied the word with the hand signal out of habit. It was one of the few sign language motions that O’Keefe knew.

He sat silent for a few minutes, his gaze drifting to my daughter. “Are you going to have more?”

Raven and I had talked about it, but so far nothing had happened in the baby-making department. However, this wasn’t a subject I wanted to discuss on the heels of murder and vampires. I just gave a non-committal shrug and left it at that.

He stood to leave. “Why don’t you stop in at the station when you have some time,” he said and headed for the door. He paused and glanced back at me. “How does one get platinum bullets?”

The grin that surfaced held some of my good humor. “You need to make them.”

“Oh.” He seemed genuinely disappointed, like I should have been able to supply him with a ‘1-800-bullets’ manufacturer. “Well, I’ll see you later.”

I waved, and the door closed behind him. My smile faded at the thought of another killer within a hundred miles of this place. Especially if it was of the supernatural persuasion.
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WEIGHT SHIFTED ON MY lap, pulling me out of sleep. My eyes snapped open to the unfamiliar surroundings as Hannah snuggled into me. I glanced at the clock on the wall and sat up a little straighter. It was quarter after seven and I wasn’t alone in the waiting room. Steve and Jennifer sat opposite me; Steve’s dark hair looked almost as disheveled as mine did last night, and his reading glasses magnified the dark circles under his eyes. For the life of me, I couldn’t understand how anything he was reading could stick. Jennifer’s chestnut hair fell over his shoulder as she leaned on him, her eyes at half-mast and the paperback in her hand long forgotten.

“No word?” My voice cracked as I spoke and startled both of them. I didn’t bother sending the thought. Jennifer and Steve knew me well enough to understand my words, even though to most people it was just a jumble of sounds that made little sense.

Steve glanced over the top of the newspaper and shook his head.

I shifted Hannah back to the couch and slipped into the restroom attached to the waiting area. One look in the mirror told me enough about how little sleep I’d actually gotten, and I couldn’t imagine Raven got any more than I did. A splash of cold water seemed to snap my senses back in order, and I dried my face before stepping back into the waiting
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