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This book is
dedicated to the memories of Kyle Ferrell and Elizabeth
Shannan.

 


Thank you for touching my
life however brief it was.

 


 


For Kyle &
Elizabeth

Forever
missed, never forgotten.

 


 


Upon the dark
road you must travel, take not the proffered cup of bitter dregs
and keep to the lightened path, ne’er to wander through the shadowy
crossroads to be lost. Upon the bridge you tread, be assured you
will be remembered with love not to be forgotten. Until we reunite,
be at rest old friend, let my love and respect be the undying light
to guide you safely to your destination.

 


The Dark Breed Funerary
Prayer











May the Gods
guard your sleep. Let the earth nourish you, the water quench your
thirst, and the air breathe renewal unto you.

A Dark Breed
Prayer
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Chapter One

 


 


“Is that all you got,
asshole?” Tegan growled from flat on his back. The damn leech had
packed quite a punch, but he’d never let him know that. He rose
from the ground, spitting a wad of blood on the alley floor. “You
hit like a girl.”

The vampire hissed, baring his
impressively large fangs, his fingernails lengthening to razor
sharp points. Tegan laughed with dark intent. His claws punched out
of his hands with the sound of tearing flesh. The dagger sharp
points, catching the light from the crescent moon shining above the
filthy alley.. Forming a fist, he fought off the rank odor of
rotten garbage and urine trying for a permanent home in his
nostrils.

“Mine are bigger than
yours,” he said with a menacing smile, wiggling his claws “Game
on.”

The vampire’s eyes glowed red.
Snarling his contempt, the beast leapt, its sharp nails aiming for
Tegan’s exposed jugular. Tegan twisted to the side at the last
moment and raked his claws up the vampire’s unprotected stomach.
Crap, the vamp even screamed like a girl. Wasn’t that just fucking
pathetic?

The vampire wrenched free of Tegan’s
claws. Its nails tore through the leather of his bomber jacket,
past the soft cotton tee shirt and gouged deep into the muscle and
tendons.

Pain exploded through his
shoulder, clear to the bone, traveling like wildfire down his arm,
followed by the unpleasant prickling sensation like a thousand fire
ants were eating his limb off. Gods damned vamps, he thought
disgustedly. What was it with these feral vampires and poisons
anyway? The venom pulsed though his system like toxic sludge,
warning him there would be very little time before it rendered him
immobile. Reaching for the knife strapped to his chest, he pinned
his gaze on the cocky asshole. No more
play time. Now it’s die time. He made a
quarter turn, nice and steady, letting the vamp think he was going
to flee. Tegan waited for the merest brush of those sharpened nails
to sweep the back of his neck. Sensing the Feral move in for the
kill, he spun back, his knife firmly gripped in his good hand,
slashing into the vampire’s neck.

The force of the strike
bit deep, cutting clear to the bone, almost beheading the leech in
one strike. He stumbled away, hands clamped over the damage. The
attempt to keep its head on his shoulders was futile. The vamp’s
life gushed, ruby red, running down the alley walls. Before it
could begin to heal, Tegan cut deeply into the unprotected stomach.
The creature’s hands jerked to his belly doing what he could to
keep his insides from spilling out over the dirty alley floor.
Putting all his strength into it, Tegan hacked through the vamps
unprotected throat. It fell to the ground with a satisfying
thwump, the body
crumpling beside it.

“That’s for fucking
poisoning me, you asshole!” Tegan growled at the body as he cleaned
the blade on his black cargo pants and placed it back into its
sheath. He pulled out his cell from one of his pants pockets. His
fingers fumbled as numbness claimed them and he gritted his teeth
with frustration until he heard the cell ring through.

“Hey Zeke, I need a pick
up and my poison kit,” he grit out as the toxin starting to burn
through his blood stream. “I’m at Bridger and Third.
Hurry.”

He staggered to the wall,
sinking to his knees as the stinging numbness spread from his arms,
chest, then down his legs. Unable to hold himself upright, he
sprawled onto the alley’s floor, his only view that of the rapidly
decomposing vamp. Damn, that’s just plain
gross! He couldn’t fall the other way
where he could at least have a view of the heaping garbage by the
trash bin. The toxins spread, paralyzing his nervous system,
effectively immobilizing him. His muscles locked tight. In only
seconds his vocal cords would be affected. Where the hell was Zeke?

Soon there would be nothing left of
the feral vamp but black ooze. Thankfully they decomposed rapidly
and one side effect of this particular poison was it also inhibited
his sense of smell. He was sure being so close to it the stench
would be nauseating.

Finally Zeke’s heavy black
combat boots came into view. He heard the sound of something being
laid near his head and latches being released. About damn time!

Communications and computer tech
extraordinaire, Zeke had the ability to “jump” to any location in a
matter of seconds. The only drawback was, to hone in on the
location, he had to have been there before or on a phone. Like a
walking talking GPS.

“Hey, Teg. Looks like I
got here just in time. You know you really should have listened to
Marcus when he told you to team up,” Zeke chuckled as he pulled a
small vial from the leather satchel, carefully measuring the liquid
as he filled the syringe.

Tegan could do nothing in his present
condition but think of ways to enact retribution. He would have
snarled his irritation if he could bring the sound out of his
paralyzed vocal cords.

Zeke just chuckled. “I kind of like
you this way, you’re not so cantankerous.” Tilting Tegan’s head up
so he could get a clear shot at his throat, he injected the
antidote into his carotid artery. Tegan could just make out the
beginning of his tattoo visible above the tee shirt along the right
side of his neck. The markings, much like Egyptian hieroglyphics,
scrolling down his arm were Atlantean, denoting his family lineage
and warrior class. He was vicious with the set of Sais he kept
razor sharp. A center blade sat between two shorter, outer blades,
which jutted out to deadly points. All strapped snugly to his back
for easy access.

Almost immediately, warmth spread
through Tegan’s body, bringing an unpleasant prickling sensation,
like being whipped by stinging nettles. The antidote felt worse
than the poison itself. Rapidly reversing the damage, repairing the
nerves and unclenched his muscles. He waited a few moments,
breathing through the pain until the fiery discomfort abated before
struggling to a sitting position. He leaned weakly against the
wall, staring up at Zeke who had the audacity to look
amused.

The ever-present dark sunglasses hid
his eyes. A silver ring in his left eyebrow and the one in his left
ear glinted from the streetlight at the mouth of the alleyway.
Tegan shot him a warning look. If he had the strength, he would
wipe that grin from his face. He was in no mood for a
lecture.

“Save that glare of yours
for someone you can intimidate, Teg. It doesn’t work on me.” Zeke
laughed. “So you gave Cody the slip?”

Tegan rolled his eyes, his voice a raw
rasp. “I do better alone. Besides he’s been too moody
lately.”

Zeke snorted. “Yeah, and you’re so
much fun to be around right?”

“At least you know where
my head’s at. Cody, not so much.” Tegan struggled to his feet
leaning against the wall on legs that wobbled. He gave Zeke another
fierce glare just for good measure.

Both were tall men, standing around
six foot three, yet Zeke’s frame was bulkier, his white blonde hair
was worn short and spiked. In his usual black jeans and black tee
shirt he looked more like a biker than an Atlantean warrior. His
pale skin seemed to glow in the dim light.

Tegan’s knees picked that moment to
buckle under him. Zeke grabbed his arm, keeping him from doing a
header onto the alley floor.

“Whoa there, wait a minute
before you walk, you’re still kind of shaky,” Zeke
chuckled.

“Damn Feral vamp got in a
lucky shot is all. I’ll be fine in a moment.”

“Was it just the
one?”

“Yeah, thought it would be
an easy job, but he was old and experienced. That makes seven
Ferals I brought down in a day. We need more Enforcers to handle
this. We’re stretched too thin,” Tegan sighed. Since the uprising
six months ago, it seemed that there were more Ferals than ever
before. If only they could find the cause…and kill it.

With their existence now out in the
open, thanks to all the media coverage, the Dark Breeds were
walking a fine line with humans. It sure didn’t take long for the
government to sniff them out, winding up on the Enforcers’ doorstep
ready to broker a deal with them. The bottom line was simple. In
exchange for a few secret missions, the government would set the
Enforcers up–a new building with the best security system that
money could buy. The deal felt off to Tegan. Just like the Feral
activity, the why’s and how’s were waiting to make their
appearance. And when they did, it wouldn’t be pretty.

Unfortunately, they were not in a
position to be picky. A new movement, calling themselves the
Preservation Society, was stirring the shit big time.

They were quite a lively bunch. A mixture of every bad human trait
was represented front and center in the organization. Its only
mission was to wipe out the Dark Breeds from the face of the earth.
The only prerequisites to join their club were simple–you had to be
human, and you had to hate.

An icy wind howled through the alley,
pulling dirt and debris into a spinning dirt devil. February in Las
Vegas was bitterly cold with high winds tearing though the valley
on an almost constant basis. Not Tegan’s favorite time of year. He
hated the cold about as much as his cat. He shivered, shaking his
head in disbelief at Zeke, outfitted in only tee shirt and jeans,
completely unaffected by the bone deep cold.

“You’re not normal, Zeke.
You know that right?”

He chucked as Tegan shivered slightly.
“What? Can’t take a little cold…pussy?”

Tegan’s eyes narrowed in irritation.
“Fuck off.”

“Let’s get you to HQ. You
look like death warmed over.” Zeke moved to grab his
arm.

Tegan jerked away, almost landing on
his ass, his legs going boneless for a moment. His shoulder hit the
wall hard, the throbbing pain giving him something to focus
on.

“No, just take me home.
I’ll get to HQ through the tunnels later.” Tegan just wanted to get
to get the hell out of the alley. He didn’t want to mix it up with
Marcus for disobeying a direct order, but the idea of going home
wasn’t appealing either.

Fucking dreams were playing havoc with
him. They’d kept him from a full night’s sleep for weeks, making it
hard to function, and they were coming a lot more regularly, with a
whole lot of bad and very little good for him to focus on. Sure,
they started with smooth, warm skin wrapped around him like living
satin, dark hair draped over his chest like silk. Lip’s soft
teasing sliding down his body, tasting, licking his nipples to
erect nubs. Then, when he was throbbing for those lips to take him
and swallow him whole, they started moving down to his
arousal.

No issue with that. Problem was, it
never got to that point. The screaming and blood would start. He’d
wake in a cold sweat, unable to go back to sleep, restlessness
driving him to the edge he now teetered on. He needed to get a grip
and fast. The constant stream of Ferals they’d fought on a nightly
basis over the last six months only added to the whole shit load
threatening to bury him alive. He needed a whole lot of drinks and
a good easy fuck. The Asp was where he needed to be and Mira could
hook him up real nicely…

“No can do, Teg, you know
Marcus wants everyone under the same roof right now. Besides, you
need to tell him what’s up.”

His evening plans fizzled like
yesterday’s soda, leaving him just as flat. Marcus wanted his men
under one roof. The problem was Tegan was not inclined to give up
an inch of his freedom. Since the shit hit the proverbial fan,
making it common knowledge the Dark Breeds existed, Marcus had been
harping on wanting all his men under one roof. That roof being
where ever Marcus called home. And right now that was the soon to
be defunct headquarters for the Enforcers. All of them fell in with
the leader’s plans, with the obvious exception of Tegan.

Marcus knew Tegan’s eccentricities,
the need for heights, open spaces, and solitude. They were as much
a part of him as breathing. The idea of being buried thirty feet
below ground was just…unnatural to him.

They’d busted their asses the last six
months attaching the underground labyrinth of tunnels to the new
HQ. Without the knowledge of the Government. A failsafe which Tegan
approved wholeheartedly, just in case the relationship went south
and they needed a quick escape. It paid to be prepared for any
eventuality. The one thing he knew for certain, humans were a
deadly and unpredictable race.

Tegan eyed his friend, deciding how
much fight he had in him after purging the poison from his system.
By the wobbling going on in his legs not much.. Hell, with his head
feeling like a stuffed cabbage, there would be little verbal combat
for him either.

He let out a puff of
breath, admitting defeat. ‘Bye, bye’ to The Asp and ‘Hello’ to
verbal abuse. “Fine. Let’s find Marcus for my report
then I’m
going.”

“You can hash that out
with him.” Zeke shrugged indifferently as he, once again, reached
for Tegan’s arm and jumped them to HQ.

No matter how many times he had been
jumped, he never got used to the disorienting feeling. One minute
the ground was beneath his feet, then there was a split second of
nothing. No sound, no feeling, no sense of self. A great big void
of nothing. Goosebumps would have shivered over him, if he had
skin. Just as quickly he found himself in the here and now, his
booted feet sinking into plush carpet. An electrical buzz danced
over his skin briefly before it faded, leaving him standing in the
second floor hallway of good old HQ.

Zeke placed a hand on his shoulder,
giving him a friendly nudge down the hallway. Paintings were
missing along the dark paneled walls. Doors stood open and empty
all around him. Things were changing fast, too fast for his liking.
Marcus claiming pure-blooded Lycan Tambra Ellis as his consort had
earned the Lycan leader Temple Fox’s everlasting animosity. Not
that Tegan blamed Fox for the bad blood. Hell, Tambra was the hope
of saving the failing Pure Blood race.

The Lycan hierarchy was complicated.
Those few who were born Lycan could shift from human to a cross
between wolf and man, plus a third, which only Lycans could achieve
was that of a wolf. As Pure Bloods, as they called themselves, were
not subject to the whims of the moon’s phases.

Weres, on the other hand, were made by
the bite of either Lycans or Weres and could only shift into the
humanoid cross between wolf and man. Because Weres were limited to
shifting at the full moon, Lycans considered them beneath them,
usually subjugating them to roles of soldiers, servants, or in some
cases slaves. It was no wonder more Weres chose becoming Feral,
embracing the wolf and living to only sate their blood
lust.

Tegan was thankful he came from a
different breed of shifters with no such social structure or
limitations. Were-cats as a whole, were notorious for their
solitary nature, often accused of not playing well with others.
Tegan knew he fell into that textbook category and was more than
fine with it.

Tegan followed after Zeke. The muffled
sound of angry voices grew louder as he neared the large meeting
room filled with his fellow Enforcers. The air was thick with
tension as he glanced around the room. He immediately found the
leader of this team of Enforcers, Marcus Valerian, practically
growling with protectiveness over his newly found Consort, Tambra
Ellis. A Vampire nearly two millennia old, few could win in a fight
against the ancient Spartan gladiator.

Tambra was an extremely rare mixture
of Lycan and vampire, having taken Marcus’s blood just before her
Rising. The outcome was quite unexpected. Her floor length
white-blond hair flowed around her and Marcus an alive, sentient
being. Her hands lay protectively over the small mound of her
belly.

Marcus as a father was beyond Tegan’s
scope of comprehension.

Zeke made a beeline and sat at his
usual place by his computer at the long, wooden table, his fingers
a blur on the keyboard, face grim as he watched the flat screen
intently. Next to him, Ryes, the silently brooding Celtic warrior,
towered. His eyes never leaving the window, his big frame tense his
fists at his sides ready for battle. Ryes was famous amongst the
Dark Breeds for his short temper, which was why Morrigan had cursed
him to begin with. You’d think the guy would get a clue.

Adrian stood next to
another window, looking calmly at the ever-growing crowd parked
outside their front door. Tegan knew only too well that this
particular Elven Lord of the Tuatha Dé Danann was
more than a pretty face.

Christophe reclined nonchalantly in one wing backed chair,
his long legs crossed at the ankles, looking deceptively relaxed,
though Tegan could tell by the hard glint in his eyes he was ready
if they had to fight their way out. At three hundred years old, he
was considered young within the Vampire community. His reputation
as a womanizer hid the deadly predator he really was. Sitting
opposite him was new recruit, and Christophe’s closest friend, Cody
O’Bannon. The guy Tegan had ditched earlier that evening to go it
alone. Cody’s gaze zeroed in on him, his look full of
accusation.

Yeah,
he deserved it, but still no need to go all girly on him with the
attitude.

As
Tambra’s old partner, Cody had sacrificed his life to save hers. It
was Christophe who turned him into a vampire. Tegan wondered if
saving the cocky Cajun had been a wise decision. There were storm
clouds brewing in those dark green eyes of his, something dark
simmering just below the surface. He was going to have to talk to
Adrian about him, see if there was a way to head off the explosion
that was building in the man. As if Cody had heard his thoughts,
those emerald shards of ice met and held Tegan’s in silent promise.
They would be talking.

Not
what he needed right now.

Marcus
moved up into Tegan’s space, his big body all about the
intimidation. Marcus knew how to push his buttons, his cat rose
quickly to the challenge. Marcus gave him a pointed look at his
healing shoulder and frowned. Those dark eyes snapping like black
fire. “I told you not to go hunting alone. Every one of these men
complied but you.” Marcus snapped. “Do you take perverse pleasure
in being so contrary?”

Tegan
shrugged his good shoulder indifferently. “I’m a cat. What do you
expect?”

Marcus
growled as he leaned in nose to nose, more than ready to tear into
him. Adrian, knowing the dance well however, pulled Marcus back
with a gentle nudge of his arm. .

“You can argue with Tegan later, right
now we need to get to the tunnels the tunnels. There’s no telling
how long that crowd out there is going to play nice. All our
belongings are now at the new facility. Alistair is just packing
away the last of the valuables for transfer. We can come back for
the vehicles later tonight.” Adrian’s voice was soft, an underlying
tone held the edge of worry. The sound of breaking glass from
upstairs punctuated his words.

“Fook that. I will no’ be forced to run.
I cannae.” Ryes deep voice rolled through the room like a coming
storm.

Tegan
sighed with resignation. Ryes couldn’t run from a fight thanks to
Morrigan’s curse. If he ran he would be consigned to debilitating
agony for weeks. Goddesses could be such bitches.

“I’ll stay with Ryes,” Tegan
volunteered.

Adrian
shook his head. “Not a good idea, you need to heal up. I’ll stay.
With my magic I can at least calm the crowd enough to appease
Morrigan’s curse and we can walk out of here in one
piece.”

“Aye that will satisfy the old hag,”
Ryes agreed grimly, pulling a massive broadsword from the sheath on
his back.

Another crash of glass breaking sounded nearer this time,
voices raised as they gathered courage to break in.
Mob mentality is such a
wonderful thing,
Tegan thought ruefully.

“Adrian, Ryes, get to the new
installation as soon as you can. The rest of you: it’s time to move
out.” Marcus took the lead, his hand gripping Tambra’s as he walked
quickly, heading to the bookcase in the living
room.

Alistair came into view with a small army of household staff
carrying armloads of boxes. His silver hair mussed, lines of strain
on his handsome face, even his clothes looked rumpled, as if he
slept in them. Very unusual for the Dhampir and brought home just
how serious the situation actually was.

“Sir, we are ready to
depart.”

“Good, my friend. We need to hurry.”
Marcus clapped a hand on the older man’s shoulder with affection.
Their easy friendship spanned centuries. Marcus had saved the
Dhampir, a creature born from a human and vampire, when Alistair
was only a child. Unfortunately, Marcus was unable to save
Alistair’s parents from a superstitious mob bent on burning the
family to ashes. Alistair had spent his life at Marcus’s side,
offering advice that was sound and unbiased.

Marcus
thumbed the latch inside one of the shelves and stepped back in
time for it to swing forward on well-oiled hinges. Cold air brushed
over them and the dry, arid odor of desert dirt drifted from the
darkened corridor. Without a backward glance they passed through to
the safety of the tunnels.

Tegan
moved to the front. Cody pushed forward, stopping to level him with
an angry glare. His voice was soft, meant obviously for Tegan’s
ears only, and the bite of steel made the words more menacing.
“Pull a stunt like that on me again, mon ami, and I will personally pull your heart
out and make you eat it.”

“Don’t hold back now. Tell me how you
really feel,” Tegan drawled sarcastically. Cody stiffened and for
just a moment Tegan thought the Cajun would start swinging. Instead
Cody took a deep breath and cursed under his breath moving down to
the back of the line.

With a
shake of his head, he watched Cody pull the bookcase back in place
just as the front door crashed open. A deafening cheer from the
humans filled the air, echoing hollowly off the darkened passage
walls. Ryes’s battle cry rose up like an enraged beast over the
racket.

Tegan
almost felt sorry for those stupid misguided souls.

Almost.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


They
traveled in silence. Only the sounds of their footfalls pinged back
at them through the winding tunnels as they made their way to the
new installation, set out in the desert, miles away from the city.
Dim light bulbs hung suspended above them, fed from generators deep
within the tunnels. They cast small, grimy yellow pools within the
inky blackness. Worry for the men left behind gnawed at Tegan’s gut
like hungry rats.

No one
spoke a word as they trudged through the labyrinth of intersecting
tunnels, preoccupied with their thoughts. Only the sound of feet
crunching against the hard rock floor broke the thick suffocating
blanket of silence. Tegan could only hope Adrian would be
successful in defusing the escalating tension with the humans and
avoid any bloodshed. After what seemed like hours, the tunnel
changed, concrete replaced the dirt and rock, the lights above
burned brighter. They were getting closer to a
generator.

The
tunnel snaked around. They always kept to the right at the
multitude of intersecting tunnels. Just as Tegan wondered if there
had been a wrong turn taken somewhere, they reached a sharp
incline. At the end stood a heavy metal door, complete with
finger-print and retinal scans wired into the wall next to it.
Marcus placed his hand on a flat screen and moved close to an
electronic eye. The machine scanned his eyes with a quick sweep of
red light. The sound of locks disengaging followed and the door
swung open slowly, allowing them entrance.

Tired
and beaten, they trudged into a large hallway inside the offered
safe haven. The smell of fresh paint plastered the inside of
Tegan’s nose. Pristine white cinder block walls and concrete floors
awash with light, damn near blinded him after the hours spent in
the dimly lit tunnels. Several of the men moved through the long
hallway, peering into rooms all set with solid steel doors standing
open, boxes piled high by nice, large beds. A shudder went through
Tegan as he viewed the living quarters deep in the earth. No
windows to open for fresh air to circulate , no perch to sit upon
to watch the daily rush of humanity unobserved. His chest tightened
painfully as the walls seemed press in all around him, sweat beaded
his forehead. Forcing a deep calming breath, he stood at the
threshold of his new apartment.. Surprised to find it much larger
than he had expected. Stepping inside he took in the size of the
room. A full kitchen separated by a breakfast bar, a simple wooden
table with two chairs in a small dining room off to the right, and
a bathroom to the left. All nice and comfy. The only thing missing
was his shit. And as the realization he was checking out his
apartment hit him the walls once again closed in on
him.

Just.
That. Fast.

The
thought of staying those rooms made Tegan’s heart race and
perspiration bead on his forehead. His inner cat prowled just under
his skin, communicating his dislike loud and clear. There would be
no napping high up, scanning the world from windows, not if Marcus
has his way. No one knew of his claustrophobia, and he wanted to
keep it that way. So he shoved back the panic, placating his cat as
best he could for the moment, and failing miserably. One thing for
damn sure, he would not go all happy team player and get with the
domesticated nesting. Not here in this place. And wouldn’t you know
the big cat went all still and content on him, retreating back into
the cave in his mind.

Alistair rushed past the hallway, his army of movers in tow,
barking instructions like a drill sergeant, firm and in charge.
Shit, Alistair was in his element. Tegan stepped back out in the
hallway with Marcus and Tambra, noticing two large doors standing
ajar at the end of the hallway just to the left of the stairs.
Without a word, Tegan strode for the doors and stepped inside to
find a massive gym. He whistled low as he checked out the room
filled with weights, cardio bikes, and punching bags. His eyes
locked onto the other side of the cavernous room where rows of
blades and knives of all shapes and sizes hung from one wall.
Targets were set up along the back wall for gun practice and mats
were laid down for hand to hand
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