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~Chapter 1~

 


Megan moved toward her car. She was exhausted
and her head hurt. Rubbing her forehead with her finger tips she
staggered slightly when she bumped into a parked car. Laughing
slightly to herself she continued on until she could see her
car.

Megan Reed was only a few short days from
getting her results back from her state exams, then she’d be a full
fledged doctor. Nine years waiting for this day and she was almost
too tired to be happy. Grinning as she came upon her car, she
rubbed her hand over the trunk and thought about what kind of car
she would buy when she had the money. A fast back, she decided, and
maybe a—

The noise came out of nowhere. It was a low,
keening sound that made her want to run and hide. Looking around
she couldn’t see anything, but instinctively she knew she wasn’t
alone. Moving to the door she pulled out her keys and kept darting
her gaze around looking for it, for something. When the shadow fell
across her face she nearly screamed out loud, her hand going to her
throat before she realized she knew the person.

“Alfred, you scared the life out of me,” she
said as she leaned against the car. “Where have you been lately? I
haven’t seen you in weeks.”

Alfred Deveron stared at her. She looked
around for his car and wasn’t surprised that it was still in the
same place it had been for the last two weeks. She’d heard rumors
that he’d gone off with one of his women, but who knew with this
man? He was as strange as they came. She looked back at him and
noticed he looked ill.

“Alfred?”

“I’m sorry, Megan. I’m hungry. I’m really
sorry.” She started to get a little scared when he came toward
her.

“That’s okay. I’ll…maybe I can get you
something at the local diner. My treat. You can meet me there.”

She knew as sure as she was standing there
that as soon as he stepped away she was out of there. Alfred didn’t
look right. He looked…well, he looked dead. Megan started fumbling
for the door handle and was startled when Alfred was suddenly right
there, his hand gripping hers so tightly that she was sure he’d
break bones if he kept it up.

“Alfred, you’re hurting me. Let go of my hand
or I’ll call security. And step back. You’re crowding—”

“I’m sorry, Megan. I wish I could do this
differently, but I’m so hungry. So very hungry. And it only hurts
for a little while, I promise.”

He was too close now, much too close for her
to get away, and incredibly strong. She’d never realized that he
was so strong before. She started to struggle and pull away, but he
simply wrapped his arm around her waist, trapping her arms and
lifting her off the ground. Before she could scream or yell, he
clasped his other hand over her mouth. She felt her lip burst from
the pressure. He tightened his grip on her and suddenly—holy shit,
they were flying.

Crying now, she screamed around his hand.
Megan was afraid to struggle much, afraid that he would drop her
and she’d die. When he started to nuzzle her neck, licking and
nipping at her, she thought she would be sick. He smelled of old
blood and death. Crying harder, she was startled when the ground
was suddenly under her feet.

“You have to know that I’m sorry. I’m just so
hungry.” He licked her throat again and then pulled back to look at
her.

His eyes were red. Not the bloodshot kind of
a person who’d been crying a lot or had been drinking, but a blood
red. The whites of his eyes were red. And his mouth. Screaming
again, she looked at his teeth. He had…he had fucking fangs. When
he licked her this time she really fought him, trying to get away.
When she felt a rib break, she nearly passed out from the pain.
Pausing slightly was all the encouragement he needed,
apparently.

With another, “I’m so sorry,” Alfred bit her.
His teeth, his fangs, sank into her deep.

Her screams were ringing in her head. Now she
was sick; her belly was churning over and over until she felt
herself grow weak. When the colors started to fade from the trees
around her and the grass became gray as well, she felt her knees
grow wobbly then she drifted off. Her last thought was that she
would never know what her results were.

~~~

The sun was close to setting, she thought,
and Megan needed to move. Her body was sore and achy from lying in
a cramped place for so long. She stretched and moved to open the
way out. This was the part she hated more than anything, the not
knowing.

She didn’t know anything really. All this
time and all she knew was that she was a monster. A horrible
monster who wished every day that she could have died that day
sixteen months ago. Testing the light coming in she was relieved to
find it was indeed dark out and moved the seat out of the way and
then moved out of her trunk.

She crawled out of the back seat and was
standing up when the first wave of hunger hit her. Looking around
she could see a couple of people milling around, and the sound of
their hearts beating nearly drove her to slide back into her hidey
hole.

That was the second thing she hated.
Everything was too much. The sounds were too loud, the colors too
bright, and the smells…some days she wanted bury her head in a gas
mask to keep the smells away. She held onto the handle of her car
trying to keep herself from going to them, the warm blooded people
who would feed her.

Megan hated this part of herself too. The
need to drink blood. The need to feed herself on the blood of
others was sickening to her. She had tried not drinking from
anyone, but that had been a mistake. She’d killed that man that one
time and had vowed never to do that again. Now she fed nightly, or
as close to that as she could. She wouldn’t put herself in a
predicament like that again. She started toward the two men
standing next to the fire in the large can near the water.

“Cold, huh?” She grinned at them and hoped
that her fangs wouldn’t show.

She didn’t know how they just knew to drop
like they did. Sometimes when she was excited they just popped out.
She tried to control them, but had only made it worse by thinking
about them. Since they didn’t run off she figured she was all
right.

“Sure is. Huddle up closer, girl. You don’t
got enough meat on your bones to be standing around without a
jacket on. You should go down to the shelter. They’ll give you a
nice fleece.”

Megan looked down. She’d forgotten about a
coat. The truth was, she didn’t feel the cold like others did. Most
of the time she was barefooted and would only wear shoes when
someone would point it out to her. She moved closer to the fire and
began rubbing her hands together.

Moving slightly closer to the man nearest to
her she turned her body so that it looked as if she was seeking
warmth from him. The other man couldn’t really see her or what she
was doing, but he did move up behind her other side and seemed to
be sheltering her from the worst of the wind. She nearly cried out
for them not to be nice to her, she was a monster, but she was
hungry and kept quiet.

When she nuzzled up to his throat, she licked
the area. The man, nearly twice her age, moaned in response. Before
he could say anything she bit down. She was as gentle as she could
be, but he still jerked a little. Soon he wasn’t moving away, but
turning so that his body was bumping hard against her thigh.

She’d learned that the first time she’d had
to feed. Men got some sort of sexual release from her biting them.
The first several times she’d felt them come in their pants she’d
been sickened more by it. But soon she realized that if they got
pleasure from this they didn’t fight her as much. At least the
older men didn’t. She’d learned the hard way to keep away from the
younger men. She was sealing up the wound when she felt someone
coming.

Megan didn’t move much, but her body was
ready. She leaned into the second man, quicker now, and bit him as
well. She never drank much, just a few swallows, but it was enough
to get her through the night before she had to seek others out.

She saw the man in the shadows. He was just
beyond the light of the fire, but with her powerful sight she could
make him out. He didn’t move, but watched them. As soon as she
sealed the wound at the second man’s neck he climaxed too. Megan
was backing away from the two men when the one in the shadows moved
toward her.

Megan could smell him. He didn’t smell like
anyone she’d ever smelled before and that made her nervous. She
moved back further as he kept walking toward her. She was nearly to
the edge of the light herself when he stepped into the light enough
that she could see him.

Christ. He was big and not only big, but he
was beautiful. Shaking her head Megan turned and ran from the area.
She was nearly three miles away when she realized that she wasn’t
alone. There were wolves here, big ones too.

Megan sat down next to one of the big trees
in the open forest and stilled. She knew that she could sit this
way for hours and no one would ever feel her. Twenty minutes later
the man, the one in the shadows, walked right by her. The wolves,
silent now, didn’t move when he did.

Megan waited another ten minutes, sure that
he was gone before she rose. Smiling at the wolves she thanked them
for their added help and began playing with them. It was nearly ten
o’clock at night when she moved away to go to work.


 


~Chapter 2~

 


Kyle paced his office. He wasn’t a very
patient man and he knew this. He was hoping that his mate, Madison,
would hurry up and show. He knew that she could calm him in ways
that nothing else could. His friend Beau had better be on time
too.

Beau Desjardin was coming for an extended
visit. Kyle didn’t know why, nor did he particularly care, but he
was glad for the visit. He and Beau had been friends for more than
two hundred years, since Kyle had been visiting France during the
war.

He’d met Beau just after the French war. He’d
been wandering around in a slight daze and Kyle had come upon him,
thinking to find a quick feed. He didn’t care for feeding from men,
but he was starved and desperate. It wasn’t until he was nearly
next to Beau that Kyle realized that Beau was a newly turned
vampire.

When Kyle had tried to help the younger man
he’d been surprised at his strength. A newly turned vamp was
normally weak and very easy to kill. Beau had not only knocked Kyle
on his ass a couple of times, but managed it on a massive amount of
blood loss and not knowing how to replenish it.

Taking him under his wing Kyle showed him the
basics and also showed him how to make sure that he had what he
needed to survive. Not just in the human world, but also among the
predators like themselves.

Beau had become a master some decades back
and had retired with honor among his kind. A rare thing for a vamp
to retire; they were normally killed for their position and power.
But Beau had managed to not only do that, but also retire with the
blessing of the Vampire Council as well.

“Will you please sit down? You’re wearing a
hole in that carpet and I am so not going to wait for that
carpet guy to come back.”

Kyle turned to Maddie. “I told you I didn’t
do anything to him. He was in the way when I came up from our lair
and he was…startled, that’s all.”

Maddie looked at him with a raised brow. She
could do that as well as Aaron, his friend. He didn’t like it on
her any more than he did on Aaron.

“You just happened to come from the lower
levels at the same time he was making a pass at me? Get real. We
both know you’d been waiting in the corner to jump him ever since I
told you he thought I had a nice ass.”

Kyle could feel the anger surge through him
again at the thought of that man, any man, looking at his mate’s
ass. That was his and his alone. He turned away before she could
see his reaction again. Maddie hated it when he got all possessive
like he did.

“He was just there. I don’t know why he
refused to come back and finish the job. All I did was startle the
man.”

“Yes, I’m sure you did. You’d startle me too
with your fangs to your chin and standing there beating on your
chest like some sort of he-man routine. Get real, fang boy, you
deliberately scared that man and we both know it. Sit down!”

He sat. Not because she had ordered him to,
but because he was getting tired. Yeah, he told himself,
you believe that and the one about the Easter Bunny and Santa
Claus. He snorted at her then smiled. “Come here, Maddie. I
want to nibble on your skin. I want you again. Please?”

She snorted this time. He was sure he’d
picked up the habit from her after thinking about it for a second.
He started to stand and bring her to him when there was a knock at
the door. After bidding the person to enter Kyle rushed the man
standing there. Beau.

The two men embraced tightly. It had been a
very long time and neither man had changed much over the years. But
their level of friendship had. They had gone from being friends to
becoming as close, if not closer, than brothers.

“Do the two of you need a room or should I
just leave? It’s getting very…manly in here.”

Both men turned to Maddie. Kyle was fighting
the tears to keep them from falling. He hadn’t realized just how
much he had missed his friend. He pulled Maddie to him and held her
close.

“Beau, this smart ass is my mate. Madison,
this is Beau Desjardin. He and I have been good friends since the
French Revolution. He and Aaron are friends as well.”

“Bonsoir, Maîtresse. Vous
êtes beaucoup plus beau que Kyle avait
dit. Je suis très heureux de faire votre
connaissance.” Beau kissed her hand and bowed before her.

Kyle wasn’t sure if he was impressed that
he’d been able to render Maddie speechless or if he was angry that
he had. He bumped the man from his mate and pulled her back into
his arms.

“How lovely,” she finally said. “What did you
just say to me?” Kyle pulled her tighter.

“I wished you good evening and I said that
you are far more beautiful than Kyle had said. I am also very happy
to make your acquaintance. You are a very beautiful femme,
mistress.”

“Oh well…thanks. I have to go. I know you two
have a great deal to catch up on and I have some people who need
their asses kicked. I’ll see you both later?”

“We should be back around sunrise. You and
the baby make sure that you lock all the doors before you go to
bed.”

Kyle and Maddie had had a little girl about
two years ago. She was the spitting image of her mom and Kyle
couldn’t be happier with them both. He worried about them
constantly and wondered once again if he and Kyle should just go
back to the house and talk or go to the Blood Moon as planned.

“Will you take him out of here, Beau? If he
doesn’t give Angel and me some breathing room we may stake him
ourselves. Angel’s first words were ‘go away, Daddy.’”

“They were not. She did say daddy, but
not…will you behave? I swear. Let’s go, Beau, before I have to beat
my mate.”

They were out the door with Maddie’s laughter
still ringing in their ears. Beau, of course, was having a bit of
fun at him too. Kyle decided that he’d make her pay and thought
about the hundreds of ways to do that. Top on the list was tying
her to the bed and having his way with her until she was screaming
for release. Oh yeah, he thought, he was so going to make
her pay.

~~~

Megan was making her way back to her car
after her job at the clinic when she saw the young child being
loaded into the back of the van. His limp body made her think he
was dead a first, but the way the men were handling him made her
rethink that. She was sure he had been drugged. She made her way
toward them. “Hey there. Whatcha doing? That’s a pretty little boy
you got yourself there.”

The men stopped suddenly and looked at her.
She didn’t move a step closer, but she could smell the drugs they’d
used on the tiny child. Megan wondered where his mother was, but
didn’t say anything. She also wondered if the men knew what they
had.

She realized that they did. And not only did
they know, but had purposely drugged the child because of what he
was. A wolf, a young pup of a wolf that she knew they were going to
bring untold harm to.

“You be on your way, kid. This is no concern
of yours. This here…this is something you don’t want to get that
cute ass of your’n involved in. Biting off more’n you can chew
could get you killed.”

“That’s real nice of you.” She stepped closer
to the child. “I don’t think you guys are the child’s family and if
you don’t mind, I’ll see that he gets there. Now.”

The men shifted and so did she. She knew
there was one more man coming up behind her and the two in front of
her. She didn’t want to hurt them, but if they pushed her or tried
to take off with this pup she was going to stop them.

“Like I said, don’t be biting off more than
you can chew. This isn’t any of your concern and I suggest, nicely
like, for you to move on and forget you ever seen anything.” When
he pulled out his gun and pointed it at her she decided that she
was going to have to get rough with them anyway.

Megan turned and started to the right of the
two men. When she was just a few feet from the man who was coming
up behind her she lunged at him and hit him in the throat with her
fist. She knew she was stronger than she’d ever been thanks, she
supposed, to the change, but she didn’t realize how much. The man’s
neck snapped and he dropped to the ground. She hated to kill and
for that one fleeting second was sorry, then promptly forgot
him.

Turning back to the two men now behind her,
she lifted her fists and stepped toward them. In actuality she was
terrified. Megan didn’t kill, it wasn’t in her nature. And though
she wasn’t one now, her years of trying to become a doctor had
ingrained something into her that made her hate killing on a higher
level than she’d thought possible. She hoped these two would just
walk away, but knew that in reality they’d fight her.

“I don’t want to have to kill you, but I
will. Why don’t we just call it a night and I take the young pup
with me and we all live to fight another day?”

The first man laughed. She could smell his
fear. She was sure that a healthy part of it was her own so she
couldn’t really blame the man. The second man seemed to be
considering his options. She was sure he was going to get him and
his partner killed when he grinned at her.

“If we win, which we will, we’re going to
rape you over and over until there ain’t nothing left of that
sweet-smelling pussy of yours. Whatcha think of that?”

She made them think she was considering it
when she suddenly grinned at them, showing as much of her fangs as
she could without opening her mouth like a horse on display. “Okay.
Fair enough. But if I win.” She moved toward them with dizzying
speed and was suddenly in his face. “If I win, I get to drain you
both for my dinner.”

She could almost see their minds working this
out. Sharp teeth, check. Dark outside, check. Snapped the dead
guy’s neck like a chicken bone, double check. Vampire. When they
continued to stand there she leaned closer and licked her lips.
“Go,” she told them in a low voice and they took off in a flash.
She might have laughed if she hadn’t felt the sun starting to beat
on her. She knew she only had about thirty more minutes before it
would be too late to get anywhere safe.

Picking up the tiny little pup she cradled
him in her arms and moved to her car. It was the only thing she
could do. He was drugged and she didn’t want to burst into flames.
Crawling into the back of the car and closing the seats up over the
trunk then setting the locks, Megan put the wolf in the blanket
next to her and settled down. She hoped the little guy wouldn’t
wake while she was out. She didn’t want him to be scared when he
did. Her last thought before sleep claimed her was she should have
found him some food.


 


~Chapter 3~

 


“We’ll find him. Don’t worry, Jacob. He
couldn’t have gotten far. We have everyone looking for your
son.”

Bradley hoped he was right. He and his pack
had been looking since late last night for the three-year-old son
of his best man and pack member. Jacob and his mate Sandra had been
out on a run with their son on his first night training and someone
had hit them with a tranquillizer gun and drugged them both. When
they woke a few hours later JC was gone and they had one hell of a
headache.

“It’s been so long, alpha. He’s only a child.
What if he was taken? What if…what if they harm him?” Sandra asked
on a sob.

Bradley didn’t answer. He wasn’t even sure he
could. He knew that if anything happened to his own children…he
didn’t want to think about what he would do, what lengths he’d go
to in order to get them back. He looked up at the waning sun and
shuddered. Night fall again. He nearly pulled out his cell phone to
call his brother when it rang in his hand. Putting his hand over
his heart to slow it some he answered the call from David.

“We have a problem. I think we…we have a dead
man here and JC’s scent all over him. Also…also a car. Bradley, you
need to come here. I think we have a vampire situation on our
hands.”

“I’ll be right there. Do we need to call
Aaron?” He didn’t ask his brother what the problem was knowing that
if David was nervous then he was afraid of what his answer might
be.

“No. Not yet at any rate. Come here first.”
He gave him the address in one of the worst sections of the city.
“Don’t bring Jacob or Sandra. I don’t think it will go any better
if they’re here and upset.”

Bradley got into his vehicle and gave his
driver the address. He knew the street and agreed with David.
Winston Street was not known for anything but drugs, prostitution,
and drugs—not necessarily in that order. Then he thought of
Aaron.

Aaron MacManus; friend, savior, and master
vampire. The man had been around for nearly fifteen hundred years
and had the largest realm of vampires in the United States, maybe
even in the world. He was fair-minded and very well respected, not
only by his peers, but by most of the other paranormals around
Ohio. Bradley thought with a sardonic grin that it probably helped
that he was by and far one of the most powerful beings in this
world and was mated to the cousin of the Queen of all Magick.

Bradley knew that he’d be up. Aaron could
withstand sun longer and longer as the years went by and Sara, his
mate, helped that with her own magic. Bradley also knew that even
if the sun would boil him alive, if Bradley needed him, he’d be
there. He just hoped that he wouldn’t need him in this particular
issue. Pulling up near David’s car Bradley walked up beside
him.

There were several of his pack members
milling around. The dead man David had mentioned was still on the
cold ground, but covered with a tarp. Bradley didn’t concern
himself with him. He knew that his brother hadn’t brought him there
for him. As Bradley got closer to his brother he could see that a
couple of his men were injured. And that the car in question had
been damaged.

“We believe JC is in that trunk.” David
indicated the small sports car with a wave of his hand. Bradley
noticed that his brother had blood on his arm and a small cut.

“You believe that he’s in there? If
you believe that, then why haven’t you made certain? Or do you need
me to do this for you?”

David huffed at him. Bradley merely smiled.
His brother had only been his enforcer for a short time, not long
enough to get rid of his policeman ways and think like an enforcer
for the pack. He grinned when David huffed again.

“Okay, smart ass, you do it. Walk over to
that car and try to see for yourself.” Bradley looked back at the
car. “Oh, and while you’re over there you might want to tell your
mate that you love her ‘cause I’m thinking you’ll not be around
long enough to tell her yourself when you get there. The thing in
that trunk will tear you to pieces.”

Bradley looked at the car, really looked.
That was when he noticed that most of the damage done to the car
was on the trunk and that one of the back windows had been
shattered. Looking at his men he noticed that while the wounds were
many, they had already begun to heal. He looked back at David.

“Tell me. Tell me what you’re thinking and
stop beating around the bush. If JC is in that trunk I want him out
now.”

David nodded. “So do I. I can smell him in
there. I don’t think the vampire in there wants to—”

“Vampire? I thought you said that I didn’t
need Aaron. Damn it, David, he has to be involved if there are
vamps in that trunk.”

“I said vampire. And I don’t think she is
going to hurt him, but she is terrified. Damn it, Bradley, don’t
you think I want him back as much as you? He is the same age as
mine. But she is terrified.”

She. David had said she was terrified.
Looking at the car, he tried to smell what his brother had.
Vampire, yes, and JC. Bradley could also smell her fear, terror, he
supposed too. And something more, something that made the hair on
the back of his neck stand up. Blood. And lots of it.

He cautiously walked toward the car. He could
smell it more now that he was closer and tried to ignore it in
order to concentrate on the persons inside. When he was about five
feet away he halted and cleared his throat. “My name is Bradley
Wolff, the alpha of this territory. I’d like to speak to the person
in the trunk and ask you if the pup you have is harmed.”

He didn’t think she’d answer. He, in fact,
counted on it. When he heard JC whimper he leapt to the car and
smashed his fist into hard metal. The hand that came out of the
small slot just under the lock tore at his thigh and opened a gash.
Blood poured from the wound and he jumped back.

“You do that again and I’ll hurt the little
boy. He’s scared and I want you to go away. I told that other idiot
that I just wanted them to back the fuck up, but he keeps telling
me no.”

The voice sounded angry. Well, Bradley
thought, so the fuck was he. He started forward again when he heard
JC whimper.

“Please, Alpha, I want my mommy. Will you
just go away so she can get away? She didn’t hurt me, but I gotta
pee something serious. Okay?”

Bradley couldn’t let her go, he realized.
He’d been hurt and his pack knew she’d done it. If he let her go
now they’d hunt her down and murder her. If she was innocent, which
he was very much sure she was, she’d be just as dead. Taking
another step back, he pulled out his cell and called in the big
guns. Might as well get this over with he thought with a grimace.
“Aaron, I have a problem. I need your help.”

~~~

“All right. I can be there in a few minutes.
Don’t go near the car again, Bradley. I’d hate to have to explain
to Airic that you didn’t wait for reinforcements to come in and got
yourself drained by another woman. I know you said she hurt you and
something has to be done, but wait for me.” Aaron hung up the phone
in the kitchen and looked over at his mate. “I have to go into
town. Bradley said he has a she-vamp that has kidnapped one of his
young and she hurt him when he’d tried to get the pup free.”

Sara looked up from her plate. Aaron loved to
watch her eat and now he was going to miss it. He looked longingly
at the cheeseburger and fries that were still steaming on the
platter before her. When he looked up at her face he could see her
disappointment as well. But also her concern and understanding.

“I’ll come with you. The girl, do you know
anything about her? Any reason why she’d take the young one?” She
was covering the plate with plastic wrap as she spoke.

He thought about telling her that he wanted
her to stay here, to be safe, but didn’t. He knew several things
would happen if he did. She’d come anyway, she would kick his ass
when they got back, and she would be angry with him for a long
night. He just shook his head and put the tea jug in the
refrigerator with the other condiments they had gotten out.

“No. Bradley seemed to think she is terrified
and he was afraid she’d hurt the pup and/or herself before she came
out. He was also afraid if she isn’t involved that, no matter how
many times he told his pack, she’d be hunted down like an animal
and killed because she’d hurt their alpha. Well, not really hurt
him, but he’d been hurt and they’d blame her all the same.”

“Hurt? Is he all right? Why didn’t you tell
me that in the first place? Damn it, Aaron, priorities. That should
have been the first thing you said.”

Aaron tried not to be insulted that his mate
would be that upset about another man, but he knew that Sara loved
him. And that her concern for Bradley was because he was an old
friend of both of theirs. He tried to tell himself that it wasn’t
jealously that made him want to murder his friend, but his ability
to annoy Aaron. “He’s fine enough to have called me. Sara, this
part of town where she is, it’s not—”

“Aaron, if you value that impressive cock of
yours, you won’t finish that statement. I’m going. You know as well
as I do that I’m an immortal and that my magic can help the child
if he needs it. I’m going. Now the sooner you get that into your
head, the sooner we can get there and the sooner I can get back
here and finish my dinner for you.”

He rubbed his hand over her huge belly. The
baby, his baby and hers, was nestled there and the bigger she grew
with this one, the happier he was. When the baby kicked back at
him, he felt rather than saw Sara’s knowing grin.

“See? He’s telling you to buck up too. Come
on. I want to come back here so that we can make love again.”

Aaron simply leaned down and kissed her belly
then her mouth. He knew when to pick his battles and now seemed the
perfect time to do so. He felt a small twinge of anger toward the
unknown girl and tried to shake it off. Within seconds they were at
their destination.

By the time they got there the girl had left
the trunk. Aaron watched in awe as three of Bradley’s men
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