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Chapter 1

 


Myles walked along the sand-covered
beach and let the wind blow over him. He was content. Not unhappy
or sad but simply content. He needed to go back home to Ohio, but
for now he was simply going to enjoy himself.

He’d heard from Phil and the rest of
them a few times over the past months, and not once did they
suggest that he come home. Phil, his maker, had told him that he
could come back when he wanted. He knew the man was serious, and
Myles decided that he would do just as he’d said—return when he
wanted to. Relax and enjoy himself before he had to return and
become a working stiff like the rest of them. But the need to
return was beating at him daily.

Myles felt useless there at home with
all the Forces. He had his business of course, but he wanted more
out of life. More of something that he just couldn’t put his finger
on. He knew that being bored this soon into his life as a vampire
was dangerous, but he didn’t know what else to do. And he knew that
wanting so much now was going to be a problem, since he was bound
to live for a very long time. Centuries, according to
Phil.

The idea of living so long and seeing
the world around him change was depressing. What more could happen
to him? What else could come along that would wow him as much as
he’d already seen in his human life?

Myles saw the woman jogging toward
him. He’d seen her three times this week already and nodded at her
in acknowledgement as he did every time he saw her. He’d never seen
her this far down the beach before, but then he was out a couple of
hours sooner than normal. He had thought that she lived further up
the beach, but apparently he’d been wrong.

She was human and pretty, but not what
he thought of as beautiful. He supposed her lifestyle had a lot to
do with that. He knew that she did these runs to meet with her
seller, and that by the time she ran, or staggered, back in the
opposite direction he’d be on his way back too. At times he
wondered if he should call someone and have her arrested or put out
the word she was meeting someone. But he felt that he’d have to
explain too much and he just couldn’t make himself care any longer.
Sometimes he hated his lack of caring.

The gulls were busy this morning and
he walked around, giving them a wide berth. When he’d first moved
into the beach house he thought to feed them the first few times
he’d been out here, had even brought bread with him once to do so,
but had seen a woman and her child nearly get bombarded by the
winged creatures and had thrown his food away. No way was he going
to be shit on by a fucking bird that seemed to have no regard for
the person who held out crumbs for them. He was nearly to the pier
again to turn when he looked back at the birds. Something about
them looked odd.

There was a body up ahead. “Shit.”
Taking off at a run, he shooed the birds off the body lying face up
in the sand. He looked strangely alive. The birds, scavengers, had
done a number on his face and exposed skin, leaving almost nothing
intact. He pulled out his cell phone and spoke rapid French in it
and had the police coming to his location. They said that he was to
wait right there.

He stood guard over the man, wanting
to check for identification, but knew he’d leave some of himself on
the body. He would bet his last dollar that he wouldn’t have any on
him anyway. The neat hole in the middle of his forehead was telling
enough. When the first cruiser arrived Myles stepped back and let
them do their work. Holly touched his mind a few minutes
later.

“Are you having
fun?” He told her he was having the time
of his life. “Liar. What are you doing
that has you so stressed? I could feel it all the way where I am.
Or have I interrupted a booty call?”

“And where would that
be?” She laughed and he knew she wasn’t
going to tell him. “No, I’m not having
sex, but thanks for thinking I would answer you if I was. I found a
body on the beach near your home. He was being picked at by a horde
of fucking birds when I found him. Male, late fifties, suit. He’s
been shot in the head, and his hands are tied in back.”

She was quiet, and he felt
her move through his mind, looking at his memories.
“Might be Antonio Jesper. Looks a lot like him if
it’s not him. And good job on the age. He’s fifty-three. Worked for
a mob in the States until a few years ago. Got him into a little
bit of trouble so he came looking for help. He’d turned in
compelling evidence on his boss and disappeared. I’m assuming he
has no ID.”

“I didn’t check for
identification but I’ve called in la police and they’re here now. I
called them as soon as I saw the bullet hole. I figured with enough
people out this time of day that some kid might have found him
first. You think he was found and taken care of?”

“More than likely, he
wasn’t an overly bright man. He never knew when to stay put. I
think he was moved several times in the little time he was supposed
to be under their protection.” He told her
that they had found a gun on him when one of the cops pulled it
from under his coat. “That’s odd. Usually
they check for those before they tie them up. Especially mob hits.
Maybe he was very cooperative and they forgot to check.”

It took him a few seconds
of looking at the body before something occurred to him.
“He was tied up after he was dead. There are no
ligature marks on his wrists and he doesn’t have any bruises. And
for the damage done to him from the birds, his suit is in
remarkable shape. It looks pressed even though it’s wet, and come
to think of it, his hair is combed. This is really
weird.”

“Humm, that is odd. Tell
me, Myles, do you think it’s really him or a person that looks a
great deal like him. And tell me if you think he’s really dead or
making you want to think he is.” She
paused for a few seconds. “Myles get out
of there. I have a feeling that the shit is about to hit the fan
and you might be in trouble.” He asked one
of the French police if he could leave.

He made the young cop believe that he
wasn’t needed and that he could go without gathering the usual
information like his name and address. He also decided to get
something more from the “dead” man and made sure that he wasn’t
caught too. While he was bent over him he flicked his finger over
his skin and drew blood. The blood flowed too freely for him to
have been dead for long. Then he walked away as the confused cop
told him he was free to go.

“I have a sample for you.
I may have accidently drawn blood from a floater. Go figure. And I
got away making sure everyone forgot me. Can you send someone
to—Mother fuck don’t do that.” She was
standing before him in a dark shirt and darker pants. He knew she
was working when she put her gun in her holster and held out a vial
for him. The woman was nothing if not prepared. He looked at her
when she laughed.

“I was in the neighborhood
and thought, what the hell, I’ll go and see my good buddy, Myles. “
She held the vial with the small drop of blood in it up to the
waning sun. “Not much but should be plenty to figure out if this is
our Jesper. Anything else you can tell me about our
guy?”

“I don’t think he’s
actually dead. But he’s not a vamp. Nor wolf. I don’t know what he
is. I could be wrong about him not being dead. Might have been a
fluke that I drew any blood at all.”

She didn’t believe him any more than
he did. She looked at him, and he was tempted to look away. She was
much too perceptive, and he didn’t want her seeing what he was
hiding. She didn’t speak at first, but took his wrist into
hers.

“You’re not feeding.” She
ran her nail down his vein, which was sunken, and his skin was dry.
“You have to drink blood once in a while because your body needs
it. Have you fed yet?”

“No. And if possible, I
never will again. I’ll drink more blood, but I’m not going to bite
anyone.” He did look away then. “I don’t mind being a vampire
sometimes, and I’m happy every day that you and Phil saved my
miserable life, but I’m not ready to do the whole vamp thing. I
still have a lot of issues with it.”

She bumped him with her hip. “I wished
that I could help you with that. I really do. The only person I’ve
bitten is Phil and he’s—”

She stopped when he raised his hand.
“That’s part of the ‘I fucking don’t want to know’ category we
talked about. And I do not want to know that you bite him or
where.”

She laughed. “Okay. I’m going to take
this in. You drink…and soon. I don’t want to have to come back here
and kick your ass.”

After she was gone he went back to the
house. He looked at the luggage sitting by the door. He supposed he
could have told her he was leaving today and would be home soon,
but he hadn’t wanted to. Putting his gun and extra clip in the box
that he was mailing home, he called the courier. It would more than
likely be home when he got there. He hated being without his gun
almost as much as he did his wallet.

Myles arrived in the States just over
twenty-three hours later. He was exhausted and hungry. He went to
the house he’d purchased before leaving on this long trip and found
it full of food and several bags of blood. The top one had a note
on it.

“I saw that you were
leaving and wanted to give you a welcome home gift. The house has
been cleaned too. What little there was to clean. Have you ever
heard of a catalog to order furniture? Also you should really learn
to throw things out before leaving a full fridge. Call us when
you’re rested. Love, H.”

Taking one of the small bags out, he
microwaved it for a few seconds and poured it in a glass. He didn’t
mind the taste, loved it actually and wondered why this wasn’t the
preferred method over biting anyone. It was a hell of a lot easier
on his belly that was for sure. He shivered when he thought of his
one and only time biting someone.

He drank a second glass while he made
himself a sandwich. He knew that he should contact the Force family
and let them know he was back, but he wanted to enjoy the quiet for
a little while longer. He knew that Holly had told Phil, but
doubted that she would have shared with the others. She knew him
better than he did himself, he thought.

The phone was ringing when he settled
on the couch. He let it go to voicemail and thought again about
getting rid of it. He had no use for a house phone and only kept it
because he’d always had one growing up. When it signaled that he
had mail, he closed his eyes and forgot about it. He woke with at
start some time later.

“You really should learn
to answer your fucking phone.” Phil sat in the chair across from
him, looking like he was staying for a while. “I need you to do
something for me. It’s about a case I’m working on.”

“Can’t I simply just rest?
I have jetlag.” Phil grinned. “Seriously. I’m not sleeping well,
and I want to be here for a while. And you should really learn to
knock. What if I had a girl in here? Did you ever think of
that?”

“Yes I did and dismissed
it. You’d have to bring her here, and you don’t even have a proper
bed. You remember before you left that woman who came up missing?
We all thought she was dead and her husband finally confessed?”
Myles nodded, knowing there was no hope for it. “Her sister has
come up with something strange. She said she got a letter from her
last week.”

“The body was never
found,” Myles said. Phil nodded. “So? What does that have to do
with the trial and case? He didn’t kill her, so what. Mistake on
the court’s part. He’s dead anyway, so who really cares? The man
committed suicide if I remember correctly.”

Phil handed him the letter. “She gave
me a copy so I could gather clues from it. I did see a few things
but not enough to lead me to believe that she’s still alive. Well,
except for a few lines. Now I want to see if you get the same
information I got.”

Myles yawned and took the letter. He
was into the first paragraph when he looked up at Phil. He nodded
and told him to finish it. When he got to the bottom, he saw the
small drop of blood that she said was there. Handing it back to
Phil, he sat back.

“This Chris Collier, do
you think she’s making this up?” Phil shrugged. “What do you want
me to do? And if you tell me that you want me to chase down this
sister, I’m going to fucking stake you.”

“No. You can’t. It’s
impossible for you to harm or kill your maker.” Phil stood up and
handed him a file with an evil grin. “There’s all you need to find
her. As you can see from the letter, the sister has told Chris that
she’s a creature of the night. Why she didn’t just say vampire is
beyond me. Anyway. I’ve made arrangements for you to see her
tomorrow morning at her hotel. She is a smart-mouthed little thing,
so girth up your loins. She will take a piece of you if she
can.”

Phil handed him the written
information about the room number and hotel address and walked to
the door. Before leaving, he turned back. Myles thought he wasn’t
going to like whatever he had to say and, when Phil looked around
the house, he knew he wasn’t. Phil was much too fussy about things
not to comment on the state of his house.

“Buy some furniture and
stop sitting around in an outdoor chair inside the house. You have
the money to make this place a home, yet you sit in it as if it’s a
tomb. You do know that you’re a young man, right? You have a nice
place, take care of it.” Myles flipped him off. “In your dreams,
buddy, in your dreams.”

After his tormentor left, Myles went
to his office. His desk consisted of a large wire roll that he’d
found on the back deck that had come with his house. And he had a
chair. It was wobbly, but it worked for him. As well as anything
else, he might need to run a small search and find what this thing
for Phil was. The laptop that he’d had as a regular cop, then a
detective, had served him well over the years. And so what if it
took a little while to boot up and had to be talked dirty to once
in a while. He booted up his computer and opened the file while he
waited.

The first thing he saw was the copy of
the letter that Phil had brought. He looked at the drop of blood
and knew that someone, probably Holly, had had it analyzed. He saw
the report on the third page.

It was ninety-nine percent of a match
to the supposed dead woman. He had to look up her name. Millie
Newman. And her death certificate was dated five months ago. About
the time he’d left the area. He took out the picture of the new
vamp.

Pretty in an old fashioned sort of
way, he guessed. Her eyes were a nondescript brown, and her hair a
mousy color. He wondered if the change to vampire had made her look
much different and put the picture down, not really caring. There
was the handwritten as well as the typed confession from her
husband, Peter Newman, that he’d killed his wife in a fit of rage
because she had been having an affair with the mail man. There was
also a transcript of the trial. Myles picked that up and laughed.
It had lasted for one day and had ended when the man on trial had
died. He remembered being in the courtroom and thought he’d never
forget it. It was by and far one of the most entertaining trials
he’d been to.

When it had gone to trial Peter told
the court as well as just about anyone else that would listen that
his wife was having an affair with Dutch Crash. And that she had
been having said affair for nearly ten years. And of course he’d
known about it all along.

“And why did you not
confront her about it before that night,” the prosecuting attorney
asked him when Peter, a man of doubtful educational background, had
said again that he’d killed her. “If you knew for that long, why in
a fit of rage, as you called it, did you finally kill your
wife?”

“Because she gave me the
clap.” Everyone laughed and the judge threatened to toss them all
out if they didn’t come to order. He glared at the man in the
witness chair and took several deep breaths before
speaking.

“And in the future please
call it by its rightful name, gonorrhea. ‘The Clap’ is not a term
we’re familiar with here. And have you been tested for this
disease? Or are you guessing you have it?”

“Oh, I got it all right.
Do you want me to prove it to you?” Peter started to unbuckle his
belt, seemingly willing to prove the problem. The judge called the
court adjourned until someone could control the man.

The trial had ended a day later when
Peter had written out the confession and then had killed himself
that night by chewing his wrist open and bleeding out. He wasn’t
found until the next morning. The whole thing had been put away as
a solved crime. Of course, there had never been a body, but the
confession was enough. And now this.

Myles spent the better part of the
night on the files and the transcript. He read over the letter to
Chris three times, wondering if there were really any clues. He
picked it up again and read it out loud. He found all sorts of
things simply wrong with it, but not really much in the way of
clues.

“My dearest sister, I’ve
been living in hiding for several months now and find that I can’t
live without you any longer. I know you’ve thought of me as dead
all this time, and for that I’m truly sorry. But things have
changed for me and, until now, I’ve not had the knowhow in
contacting you. But I thought of a letter and knew that you’d
understand.

“I have become something
of a monster. A creature of the night no less. And, as such, I have
been reduced to living in the shadows and darkness, seeing no one
and speaking to few. I have been living in fear since the night
Peter had me turned.

“I would love a visit from
you. You would be safe with me as I cannot bring myself to think of
biting you. I have a small place, but would welcome you into it.
Say you will come.

“You may post me at the
postal office here in Chicago. My box number is ninety-three. When
you get to town, open the post and you’ll find a letter addressed
to you. I look forward to hearing from you posthaste. Love, your
sister, Millie.”

The letter was all wrong when he
thought only of the wording. He knew it and supposed that Phil had
as well. But the blood was true. Someone else could have written
this or had her write it under duress, but Myles thought it was
something else. Plus, there was no key. How was she supposed to
pick up the mail if she didn’t provide the means to open it? He
made a note to ask the sister when he saw her.

He was glad that he was going to meet
with the sister. He glanced up at his clock and realized he’d been
sitting there most of the night and now only had a few hours before
he went to see her. Stretching, he put everything he’d been given,
as well as a few notes, into a file and got up.

Myles went up to his room. The vast
room wasn’t any more furnished than the rooms below. There was an
air mattress on the floor as well as a rolled up sleeping bag. His
clothes sat in laundry baskets around the room, and the one piece
of luggage he’d brought from France was sitting opened on an empty
cardboard box that his guns and ammo had come in that morning. He
walked to the suitcase and pulled out his small toiletry
bag.

After a long, hot shower, he dressed.
He laughed when he thought of Phil’s face when he’d first seen his
selection of clothes. Even when Austin and Dallas, two of his best
friends, had seen it, they had cringed. He walked to the closet and
pulled out the first thing he touched.

Dark jeans hung on every hanger with a
black or blue t-shirt right next to them. He had three pairs of
shoes and three pairs of boots. He reached for the cleanest boots.
He walked out of his house thirty minutes later, having drank
another glass of blood.

Myles loved to drive and took his time
getting there. He’d had a nice car when he’d been working, a
company vehicle, but he’d purchased a nice little truck for hauling
things. Not that he ever needed to haul anything, but in the event
it came up he was prepared. He still had plenty of time when he
pulled into the lot in front of the older hotel. He got out of his
car and stopped. Someone was watching him.

He moved across the lot and reached
for Connor. He knew he was close and told him what he was feeling.
Myles paused at the door to let someone out and glanced around. He
didn’t know what he was looking for, so he simply went inside. He
moved past the desk and to the elevator.

“I’m on my
way,” Connor told him through their link.
“I should be there in about five minutes.
Also you should know that Holly is with me. She was having lunch
with me at the burger joint down the street.” Myles told him he was headed up to the room.

He stepped off the elevator and made
his way down the hall. The closer he got to her room he knew
something was off. Myles pulled his gun. When he noticed that the
door he was supposed to be going to was ajar, he let Connor
know.

“Stay out. Holly and I are
coming up now.”

“I’ll wa—”
He was interrupted by a scream.

“Change of
plans.” He knew the moment he walked into
the room that another vampire was there. He didn’t see anyone until
a woman stepped out of the bathroom. There was another woman behind
her. This one had a gun pointed to the first woman’s head. She had
a bloodied lip and a nice bruise on her chin. The vampire looked
like she’d gone a few rounds with a champ and had come out on
bottom. He put his gun away.

“You with her?” the woman
with the gun asked. Myles shook his head. “You know
her?”

Again he shook his head.

“I’m Myles Kramer. Phil
Campbell was to have set up a time for us to meet this morning.”
She didn’t move. “I’m a little early. Want me to wait in the hall
until you’re finished with whatever it is you’re doing. Oh, and if
she’s selling Tupperware, I might have an order too.”

He could see that the woman in front
was a vampire from the way her body moved quickly and without any
kind of hesitation. He could smell her as well and knew that she
was not very old, but she was dangerous. When she hissed at him he
felt his fangs drop, and he showed her his were much bigger, more
dangerous. When she made her move, he was going to be ready. He
knew without a doubt that he could take her because of Phil being
his maker.


Chapter 2

 


Chris had been minding her own
business watching the news and brushing her hair when her door flew
open. The woman standing in her room looked at Chris as if she was
a feast on Thanksgiving. She walked on her high heels as if she’d
been born in them and she looked like she’d been done up by a pro.
Not an eyelash out of place.

“You looking for someone?”
Chris said snidely as she reached for her gun in the couch seat.
She didn’t pull it right away but held it in the palm of her
hand.

“Are you Christina
Collier?” the woman demanded. Chris didn’t answer her. She knew
that answering a question like that one could get you served by a
processor or arrested. She wasn’t in the mood for either one right
now.

“Are you here for some
other reason than pissing me off? Because if that was your plan,
you did a bang-up job.” The woman approached and Chris barely had
enough time to fire the gun. The bullet entered her chest and
knocked her down. She thought she killed her until she started to
move. Christ. All she could think about now was how grateful she
was for the silencer and the silver bullets she’d loaded in her gun
the night before.

“You shot me,” the woman
said.

“Yeah, I did. Nice of you
to notice.”

Chris went to her and noticed her
fangs. Fear curled in her belly, but she wasn’t going to give in to
it now.

She put the silver handcuffs on her
and tried to ignore her screams. “We’re going to start over,” Chris
said, “and you’re going to tell me what you’re doing in this room.
My room, as a matter of fact, and one that I did not invite you
into.”

The woman kicked at her and tried to
get away, but Chris, dragging her into the bathroom to knock the
shit out of her or, at the very least, tie her to the heater she’d
used earlier.

Now there was another fang face
standing in front of her, ordering of all things Tupperware. Like
he could use it.

“I would like for one
person to be what they’re supposed to be, you know?” She knocked
the woman to her knees. “If I shot her in the head will she be
dead?”

“Probably since that’s
silver in your gun. And a shot to the head is pretty permanent. I
would shoot her heart though. It works much faster and no chance of
a quick recovery.” She didn’t ask him how he knew about the ammo
and nodded her thanks. “You might want to find out what she’s doing
here and why she had a partner downstairs.”

The woman snarled at the man and
jerked from her. She was glad now that she had a tight grip on her
hair or she might have. Chris kicked her again. This was just
supposed to be a meeting to ask about her sister, collect her if
need be, and be on her way. She had better things to do than to
drag vampires around her room.

“This is a little surreal
for me.” Then a wolf appeared in the doorway. No, make that two.
Trying her best not to let go of the woman and run for the hills,
Chris tried to make it seem as if this sort of thing happened to
her daily.

“Come on in. There’s still
some of my breakfast left from earlier. If you promise not to eat
me, I’ll be more than happy to order us up a couple of steaks. You
both want rare, I take it?” The man in front of her laughed. “You,
I suppose, want what she’s having. And not from me.”

“No. I don’t drink from
humans. But I do appreciate your concern.” He glanced at the two
wolves. “They won’t harm you. They’re with me. This is Holly
Campbell, Phil’s mate, and this is my good friend and one of
Holly’s brothers, Connor. He’s with the police department. You must
be Chris Collier. And this would be… Felicia Key. She’s been sent
here to capture you, but not harm you. There is a man just outside
the hotel. He needs to be taken care of too.”

He was suddenly in front of her and
touched his finger to her cheek. Every cell in her body screamed
for her to step back and away from him, but she stood her ground.
When his fingers came away bloodied, she watched as he put the
droplets in his mouth and moaned. His eyes had darkened, and she
found herself mesmerized by them.

“Someone is going to be
very pissed at you, Myles Kramer. You should not touch what does
not belong to you.” After making her prediction, the female vampire
jerked away from her, leaving Chris holding a handful of her hair.
Before she could react and kill her, Myles was taking her to the
floor and covering her with his body. She let out loud, piercing
screams as she struggled, but after a few seconds, it was
over.

“Open the curtains and get
rid of her,” Myles said, then looked down at the woman. “I’ll take
this. It’s a tad dangerous to the rest of us.”

Her gun slipped from her limp fingers.
He stood up and held out his hand to help her. When she stood on
her own, he laughed. Chris had no idea, but she thought she could
get used to the sound of his laughter all day long.

“I would like for you to
explain to me why you let her go. And where the hell did those…”
She looked around for the wolves. “Where the hell did they
go?”

“Holly is in the hall.
Connor has gone to break the news to her cohort that she won’t be
coming down. Of course, in a few minutes he won’t care either. As
for the wolves, they left their clothing out there and have gone
back to dress. And we didn’t let her go, they killed her. But not
to worry, no one will ever know.” He moved to the bar and poured
himself three fingers of bourbon and swallowed it down.

“I’m not paying for that.
That shit isn’t a part of the room.” He poured three more fingers
and downed it as well. Then he poured a second glass and handed it
out to her. She walked by him and to the kitchenette area to wash
off the blood on her face. He moved to the couch and sat down as a
beautiful woman and a gorgeous man walked in.

“That was interesting. And
the vamp should have not been able to withstand any light even the
dim of this day. She was new, but not that new. She should have
known you would have had her beat as soon as you walked in the
room. Oh, I’m Holly, by the way. Have you been hurt?”

Chris dried her face and shook her
head. “Who the fuck are you people?”

Then it hit her all at once. She
dropped to the floor and tried to breath. She was growing
light-headed, about to faint. Myles picked her up and sat her on
the
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