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Chapter 1




After four hundred and ninety-three years of teleporting from one place to another, Angus MacKay still felt an urge to peek under his kilt to ensure everything had arrived in fine working condition. There were some areas where a man, vampire or not, would hate to find himself shortchanged. He resisted, though, since he wasnt alone. Hed just materialized in Roman Draganestis office at Romatech Industries, and the former monk was sitting behind his desk, watching him calmly.

Angus swung his claymore off his back. All right, old friend, who can I kill for ye tonight?

Roman chuckled. Always ready for action. Thank God you never change.

Angus winced inwardly. Hed only been kidding. Yedo want me to kill someone?

Hopefully not. I think a good scare will be enough.

Ah. From the corner of his eye, Angus saw the door open. You couldna have Connor do the scaring? Hes a verra frightful-looking man.

I heard that. Connor entered the room, carrying a folder.

Grinning, Angus took a seat and lay the sheath containing his favorite claymore across his lap. So whats the problem?

The slayer is at it again. A vampire was murdered last night in Central Park, Roman explained. A Russian Malcontent.

Och, thats good. Angus nodded. One less Malcontent to worry about. Those bloody vampires refused to modernize and drink the synthetic blood manufactured at Romatech.

No, its bad, Roman countered. Katya Miniskaya just called and accused us of the murder.

At the sound of her name, Anguss grip tightened around the leather sheath. He kept his face blank. Im surprised shes still coven master.

Connor sat in the chair next to Angus. Shes vicious enough for it. I heard some of the Russian men complained about having a female master, and they dinna live through the night.

Aye, she can be verra vicious. Angus felt Romans sympathetic gaze on him and looked away. The monk knew too much. Fortunately, any transgressions hed confessed to his old friend were held in strictest confidence.

Katyas threatening us, Connor continued. If anyone else in her coven is slain, shell declare war on us.

Bugger, Angus muttered. So who is the slayer? He may be causing trouble, but he deserves a medal. He looked at his employee.

Connor snorted. I dinna do it, and neither did my men. Ye pay us to protect Roman, his wife, his home, and his business, and theres only three of us for the job. We doona have time to wander about Central Park.

Angus nodded. As owner of MacKay Security and Investigation, he provided protection for a number of important coven masters like Roman. Hed recently reassigned five of Connors men. Im sorry to leave ye shorthanded, but I need every available man in the field. Tis imperative we locate Casimir before he

Angus didnt want to say the words. Hell, he didnt even want to think them. For three hundred years, theyd believed the worlds most evil vampire was dead, only to discover he was still lurking about and still intent on murder and destruction.

Any luck finding him? Roman asked.

Nay. Nothing but false leads. Angus drummed his fingers on the leather sheath in his lap. So do ye have any idea who the slayer is? Could he be the same one who killed a few Malcontents last summer?

We believe so. Roman sat forward, leaning on his elbows. Connor thinks hes working for the CIA.

Angus blinked. A mortal killing vampires? Tis highly unlikely.

We think its one of the Stake-Out team. Connor tapped the folder he was carrying. Written in bold letters across the front was Stake-Out Team.

There was an awkward pause, since they all knew the leader of the Stake-Out team was Romans mortal father-in-law.

Angus cleared his throat. Ye think Shannas father is the slayer? No offense to yer wife, Roman, but I wouldna mind scaring the shit out of Sean Whelan.

Roman sighed. He is anuisance.

Angus agreed, though he would have used more colorful language. How many did the slayer kill last summer?

Three, Connor answered.

Angus narrowed his eyes. Why did he stop for a while, then start killing again?

Since the beginning of March, two mortals have been killed in Central Park, their throats slashed, Roman explained.

To cover up bite marks, Angus concluded. It was an old vampire trick. So the Malcontents started this, and the slayer is exacting revenge.

Yes, Roman agreed. After those mortals were murdered, I threatened to run Katya and her coven out of the country. So its logical for her to assume were the ones retaliating.

Aye. No one would ever believe a mortal capable of killing a vampire. Angus frowned. This was lousy timing. He didnt have time to go hunting for some mortal slayer, not when Casimir was growing his army by transforming criminals and murderers into vampires. The evil vampires needed to be stopped before they outnumbered the good Vamps and another war erupted. No doubt that was exactly why the Malcontents were stirring up trouble at this time. They wanted to distract Angus and his employees from their true purpose.


Hi, guys! The door swung open, and Gregori strode inside. Whats up? His grin faded as he studied everyones faces. Sheesh, you look like youve been to a funeral. What happened, MacKay? Did you get a run in your fancy knee socks?

Theyre called hose, Angus grumbled.

Gregori snorted. Oh, thats manly. Wait, I know what happened. You put your kilt on backwards and when you sat down, ouch! Your little sword-shaped kilt pin poked you in the ass.

Angus arched an eyebrow at Gregori, then glanced at Connor. How can it be that ye havena killed this one?

Gregori blinked. Excuse me?

Roman chuckled as he fumbled in a desk drawer. Play nice while Im gone.

Yere leaving? Angus asked.

Im going to Shannas doctor appointment with her. He set a bottle of reddish-amber liquid onto the desk. It boasted a shiny gold label that said Blissky. This is for you, Angus. We start selling it next week.

Och, good. Angus stood and picked up the bottle. Hed been waiting for Roman to finish his latest Fusion Cuisine drink. Ive sorely missed the taste of good Scotch whisky.

Enjoy. Roman headed for the door. Ill be back in an hour or so. Gregori will let me know what you decided.

Angus dragged his eyes away from the bottle of Blissky. Why was Romans mortal wife going to the doctor at night? Is there a problem with the bairn?

No. Everythings fine. Roman avoided looking at Angus.


Bugger. There was a problem. The monk had always been a lousy liar.

Boy, you should see Shanna. I swear shes huge. Gregori spread his arms wide enough to indicate a hippopotamus.

Roman cleared his throat.

Gregori winced. But shes still as lovely as ever.

Roman smiled faintly. Ill talk to you later, Gregori. And thank you, Angus, for helping us find this slayer.

Angus smiled back. Ye know me, Im always ready for a good hunt. When Roman shut the door, he turned to Connor and Gregori. All right, you two. Whats wrong with the bairn?

Nothing. Connor slanted Gregori a warning look.

Yeah, right. Gregori rolled his eyes, then circled the desk to sit in Romans chair.

Angus frowned as he opened the bottle of Blissky. Hed get the truth out of Gregori later.

Back to business. Connor dropped his folder on the desk. These are the profiles and photos of the Stake-Out team, minus Austin Erickson, whos working for us now.

Angus yanked out the cork and was rewarded with the smell of fine Scotch whisky. Maybe Austin knows who the slayer is.

Connor winced. He does. He told me last summer hed convinced the slayer to stop.

Bloody hell, he dinna say who it was?

Nay. Connor sighed. I should have pressed him harder. I tried calling him just now, but he and Darcy have gone undercover in Hungary, looking for Casimir.

Bugger, Angus muttered, then gulped down some Blissky. The concoction of synthetic blood and fine whisky burned his throat, wove a warm trail to his belly, and left a smoky aftertaste on his tongue. He slammed the bottle down. Och, that was good.

It smells good. Gregori reached for the bottle.

Angus grabbed the bottle and sat on the desk.

Connor smiled as he opened the folder. One of these four people is the slayer.

Gregori picked up the first profile. Sean Whelan. Boo, hiss. I betcha hes the one.

Tis true that Whelan hates us, especially after his daughter married Roman. Connor retrieved the profile from Gregori. But Austin acts protective of the slayer, and he wouldna feel that way about a former boss who blacklisted him.

Angus enjoyed another gulp of Blissky. Tis no Whelan. The man hasna got the balls for it.

Connor handed him the next profile. This is Garrett Manning.

Whoa! Gregori jumped to his feet, pointing at Garretts photo. That guy was on the reality show last summer. He gave Connor a stunned look. You told me Austin was masquerading as a contestant, but you didnt say anything about this guy.

Connor shrugged. There was no reason to tell you.

Aye. Angus nodded. Yere not important enough to know everything.

Gregori made a face. Piss off.

Connor chuckled. I seriously doubt Garrett is the slayer. He has verra little psychic power, and he was busy doing the reality show last summer when the first slayings occurred.


Well, who else is here? Gregori turned over Garretts photo. Whoa, a babe.

Aye. Connor nodded. The last two are female.

A female mortal killing male vampires? Angus plunked his bottle on the desk. Tis no possible.

Gregori snickered. So much for your theory about needing balls. He made a grab for the bottle of Blissky.

Angus stood, taking his bottle with him.

Connor passed him the next profile. A female slayer would explain Austins protectiveness.

Whoa, baby. Shes hot. Gregori grabbed the photo.

Angus studied the profile on Alyssa Barnett. Psychic power: five. She was brand-new to the CIA. No field experience prior to the Stake-Out team. Shes no the slayer.

Bummer. Gregori dropped the photo and reached for the next profile. How about this one? Emma Wallace.

Angus stiffened. The Wallace?

You mean like Braveheart? Gregoris eyes widened. Hey, did you guys know him?

Connor snorted. The puir man was executed long before we were born. He turned to Angus. Tis a common name these days.

Tis the name of a warrior. Angus snatched the profile from Gregori. Psychic power: seven. Black belt in several styles of martial arts. Trained by MI6 in antiterrorism. His heart began to pound. Could it be true? Could the slayer be a female?

Sweet. Gregori was practically drooling over her photo.

Angus set down his bottle and yanked the photo from Gregoris grasping fingers. His heart stammered and lunged up his throat. No wonder Gregori was panting like a hound dog. She had creamy pale skin that contrasted dramatically with her rich brown hair. Her eyes were a golden-brown that glimmered like amber. There was a sharp intelligence in her eyes. A strong will. A fierce passion that marked her as a warrior.

Shes the one, he whispered.

Connor shook his head. We canna be sure until we catch the slayer in the act.

Angus set her photo down. Her eyes seemed to be following him, calling to him. Well catch her. Tonight. Connor, you take the northern half of the park, and Ill take the southern half.

Ill come. Gregori took a swig from Anguss bottle. I can spot a good-looking babe a mile off.

Hey. Angus grabbed his bottle back. Hed been so intent on Miss Wallaces photo, he hadnt seen Gregori nabbing his Blissky. And what will ye do when a black-belt slayer knocks ye down and whips out her wooden stake?

Oh, come on, dude. Gregori straightened his tie. No woman wants to kill a sharp-dressed man.

Angus is right. Connor gathered up the profiles and photos and closed the folder. Yere no prepared to fight a slayer. Stay here and tell Roman what we decided to do.

Damn. Gregori tugged at his shirt cuff. Not fair.

Angus removed a pewter flask from his sporran and filled it with Blissky. Twill be a long night. This will keep me warm.


Ill fetch my claymore, and we can go. Connor headed for the door.

Wait. Gregoris mouth twitched. You two guys are going to Central Park in the middle of the night, wearing skirts? He laughed. No ones gonna believe youre looking for a woman.

Angus glanced down at his kilt. I dinna bring any trousers.

Gregori snorted. You mean you own some?

Doona worry. Connor rested a hand on the doorknob. Today was St. Paddys Day. The city is full of men in kilts. No one will think twice about it.

What will you do if you find her? Gregori asked.

Have a wee chat, Connor replied as he left the room.

Angus recalled Emma Wallaces whisky-colored eyes and intoxicating mouth. Hed be sorely tempted to do more than talk. He smiled as he screwed the top on his flask. Let the hunt begin. He slung his claymore onto his back and strode toward the door.

Okay, if you insist, Ill stay here. Gregori picked up the bottle Angus had left on the desk. Ill just guard this for you till you get back.



Emma Wallace stomped her feet silently in the grass. The chilly air felt good as long as she was walking, but whenever she crouched behind a tree for very long, her legs grew stiff.

This part of Central Park was dead, even too dead for the Undead. Time to move on. She slung her canvas tote bag over her shoulder and enjoyed the comforting sound of wooden stakes clattering against one another. She slipped out of her hiding place and skidded down the sharp incline to the brick path below. Her movement startled some birds from a nearby tree. They cawed, beating the air with a fluttering of wings as they flew into the darkness.

Emma waited, blending easily into a trees shadow with her black pants and jacket. All was quiet once more. Hard to believe that a short walk south would deliver her to noisy avenues where postparade celebrations still raged.

Maybe that was why the park was so quiet. The vampires could be hunting in the streets. After a long day of green beer and whisky, the revelers would never remember what bit them.

Suddenly the brick path beside her was clearer. Brighter. She could make out individual trees and bushes. She moved quietly onto the pathway and looked at the nearly full moon. The clouds had moved away, leaving the orb bright and glowing.

A slight movement caught her attention, and her gaze lowered. To the south, a lone figure stood on top of a huge crag of granite. His back was to her. Wisps of clouds floated past him, stirring his kilt. Moonlight gleamed off his dark red hair.

Mist swirled around him, making him look ethereal. Like the ghost of a Highland warrior. Emma sighed. Thats what the world needed more of todaybrave warriors, willing to fight evil.

Sometimes she felt vastly outnumbered by the creatures of the night. As far as she knew, she was the only vampire slayer in existence. Not that she blamed anyone for that. Most people didnt know about vampires. But she did blame her weak and ineffectual boss. Sean Whelan was afraid to pit their small team of four against a group of vampires in battle, so he had assigned them to merely watch and investigate.

Watching wasnt enough for Emma. Not since that horrid night six years ago. She refused to dwell on it. Shed found a much better remedy than grieving. The trick to killing vampires was to find one alone in the act of feeding, then take him by surprise with one swift stake through the heart. With every vampire she turned to dust, she was one step closer to finding peace.

She patted her bag of stakes. With a permanent marker, shed written Dad on half of them and Mum on the other half. The stakes were working great, and the death count was up to four. It could never be high enough.

She glanced again at the kilted man standing on the boulder of granite. Where had all the brave men gone? Fierce warriors who could stand alone in the face of danger.

The mist drifted away, leaving the mans form outlined in silvery moonlight. Her breath hitched. He was stunning. His broad shoulders filled the dark sweater he wore. His kilt fluttered slightly in the breeze, revealing strong, muscular thighs. Good heavens. He would make a great warrior. Strong and relentless in battle.

Suddenly he leaned over, grabbed the hem of his kilt, and peeked underneath. Then he dropped the kilt and fumbled at something below his waist. Emma winced. Was he playing with himself? He lifted something to his mouth and drank. Moonlight glinted off the metal. A flask. Super. He was a pervert and a drunk. With a sigh, she turned north and walked away.

What a silly waste of her time, fantasizing about a brave Highland warrior. She should have known he was just one of the thousands of kilted, liquor-guzzling men roaming the city after the parade. Besides, in her line of business, she couldnt afford to get sentimental. The enemy was ruthless.

Scrunch. Emma halted and listened. The path curved to the left and out of sight, but she could hear the sound of footsteps shuffling through dead leaves. She lunged to the left and hid behind a tree. The footsteps grew closer.

A lone man came into view. Emma caught her breath. He was wearing a long black trench coat. The vampire shed killed last night had sported one just like it. Maybe they all shopped at the same store, Vampires R Us. She lowered her tote bag to the ground and retrieved one stake.

He came closer. Hed be easier to kill if he was feeding, but there were no victims nearby. Emma slipped the stake into her belt behind her back. Shed lure him in, using herself as bait.

She sauntered onto the path and gave the man an innocent look. I think Im lost. Do you know the way out of the park?

The man halted and smiled. I was hoping to find someone like you.

Right, someone to feed from. Damned bloodsucker. Emma widened her stance so she wouldnt lose her balance when he attacked. She reached behind her back and curled her hand around the stake. Im ready when you are.

Okay! The man untied the belt on his trench coat.

It was then that Emma noticed the hairy calves below the hem of his coat. Good heavens. He wasnt wearing any pants.

Ta-da! The man whipped open his coat.

Shit! He wasnt wearing any clothes at all. She grimaced. Just her luck to go vampire hunting and find a flasher.

What do you think? The man fondled himself. Pretty impressive, huh?

Excuse me a moment. She let go of her stake and removed her cell phone from its holster on her belt. Shed call the local police to pick this guy up before he gave some poor lady a heart attack.

Oh, is that one of those picture phones? The flasher grinned. Great idea! Could you put me on the Internet? Here, let me give you a profile shot. He turned to the side so his erection would stand out.

Brilliant. Just hold that pose. Emma flipped open her phone. A dark shadow obliterated her view.

She immediately reached behind her back. False alarm. She released the stake. It wasnt a vampire. Even so, her heart raced, for there in front of her was the man in the kilt.







    

Chapter 2




He was even more stunning close up. Emma slapped herself mentally when she realized she was gawking at him. How could she forget hed been looking under his kilt just minutes before? Why were men so obsessed with their equipment? She called into evidence exhibit number onethe flasher.

She glanced over her shoulder. He was still there. Still exposed. But the arrival of serious male competition had left him looking a bitdeflated.

Are ye in need of assistance, miss? The kilted mans soft burr caressed her nerves like a Highland breeze ruffling a hillside of heather. It brought back memories of happier times when her family had been alive and well, living in Scotland.

She frowned. She couldnt afford good memories. Not until the horrid ones had been thoroughly avenged.

Is this man pestering you? the Scotsman continued. His eyes were a vibrant green that sparkled with intelligence and something else she couldnt quite place. Curiosity? Perhaps, but something bolder. He seemed to be searching for something.

Emma lifted her chin. I can handle him myself, thank you.

The flasher snickered. Yeah, sugar, you want to handle me?

She winced. Poor choice of words. The display on her cell phone had gone dark, so she lit it up and pressed nine.

The kilted man stepped toward the flasher. I suggest ye leave this young woman alone.

She was talking to me first, the flasher snarled. So buzz off, buddy.

Emma groaned inwardly. Just what she needed. A drunk Scotsman and a flasher arguing over her. She punched number one.

Och, how rude of me to interrupt. Especially you, a fine, upstanding paragon of good manners and propriety. The Scotsman arched a brow with a skeptical look. After all, here ye are, prancing about the park with yer wee willie flopping about.

Its not flopping! Its hard as a rock. The flasher glanced down. Well, it was until you came along. He started rubbing himself. Dont worry, sugar. Ill be back in full form before you know it.

Dont hurry on my account. She snapped her phone shut and changed her mind about calling the police. She wouldnt get any hunting done if she had to stay here to give a statement. She clicked her phone back into its holster on her belt. I have to go. I forgot to feed the cat. Probably because she didnt have one.


Wait! the flasher yelled. You didnt get my picture.

I assure you, the image has been permanently scalded into my brain for all time.

The Scotsman chuckled. Off you go, lad. No one wants to see yer wee willie.

Wee? You call thisthis Mack truck wee? I bet its bigger than yours, buddy.

The Scotsman folded his arms across his broad chest and widened his stance. That would be a wager yed lose.

Oh yeah? Prove it!

Oh, come on, guys. Emma raised her hands to stop them. I really dont need to see She bit her lip and lowered her hands. So what if the gorgeous Scotsman lifted his kilt? Hed already done it once tonight, and who was she to stop him? It was a free country, after all. Her gaze drifted over to his kilt.

Ye were saying?

She glanced up at his face. A corner of his mouth quirked. His green eyes sparkled with humor. Oh no! He suspected she was secretly hoping for a peep show. Her cheeks flooded with heat.

What are you waiting for, Scottie? The flasher grinned. Hed achieved impressive proportions and was, no doubt, anticipating an equally sizable victory.

Emma figured he usually won by a head.

The pretty lady can be our judge, the flasher announced.

She stepped back, shaking her head. I really dont feel qualified. Or particularly honored.

Dont worry, sugar. I came prepared. The flasher pulled something round, silver, and shiny from his trench coat pocket. All you have to do is measure which one of us is longer.

The Scotsman arched a brow. Ye brought a tape measure?

Of course. The flasher huffed. I keep a daily journal, and I want it to be as accurate as possible. He planted his fists on his hips. I take this seriously, you know.

Brilliant, Emma muttered. Well, guys, its beenreal, but I need to go. Feel free to do your own measuring. She turned toward the tree where shed left her tote bag.

No! The flasher shouted.

Her training had taught her how to anticipate an attack. How to interpret the stirring of air behind her back. As soon as the flasher made a grab for her, she jumped out of his reach and assumed her favorite attack pose. Her reaction time had been as swift as ever, but not nearly as quick as the Scotsman. In a mere second, hed reached behind his head, pulled out a sword, and pointed it at the flashers neck.

With a gasp, Emma froze. He had a sword? And not just any sword. This sword was huge.

The flasher halted, his eyes wide with fear. He gulped and promptly wilted down south.

I told ye mine was bigger, the Scotsman growled. Make a move for the lass again, and Ill be shortening yers by a few inches.

Dont hurt me. The flasher backed away, closing his coat.

The Scotsman advanced, his sword only inches from the flashers fluctuating Adams apple. I suggest from now on, ye remember to wear yer knickers.

Sure. Whatever you say, man.

Leave us.

The flasher scurried away, disappearing around the bend. The Scotsman lifted the sword over his head so he could slide it back into its sheath. The long blade made a soft scraping noise as it slid home.

Emma was distracted momentarily by the bulge of his biceps, but she quickly came to her senses. What are you doing with a sword?

Tis called a claymore. He turned to face her. Doona worry. Yere safe now.

Im supposed to feel safe with a stranger whos packing a humongous weapon?

He smiled slowly. I told ye mine was bigger.

What typical male arrogance. I was referring to your sword. Not your wee willie.

He gave her an injured look. If yere going to insult my size, Ill have to defend myself by offering ye proof.

Dont even think about

Tis a matter of honor. His mouth twitched. And Im a verra honorable man.

Very drunk is more like it. I can smell the whisky on your breath.

His eyes widened in surprise. Ive had a wee dram or two, but Im no drunk. He stepped closer, lowering his voice. Admit it, lass. Ye were wanting a private showing.

Ha! Of all theIm going now. Good night. She strode toward the tree to retrieve her tote bag. Anger pricked at her. Shame on her. Shed had too much training to get distracted by bulging biceps or a broad chest. Or gorgeous green eyes.

I owe ye an apology.

She hitched the bag onto her shoulder, ignoring him.

I doona generally discuss private parts, at least until Ive introduced myself first.

She stifled a grin. Something about this man was too appealing. Maybe his accent and kilt made her feel homesick. Shed been in America for only nine months. She glanced at him, and his soft smile tugged at her heart. Shit. She needed to go.

She removed the stake from her belt behind her back and dropped it into the bag. Her nerves tingled, every strand aware that he was watching her closely. Instinct told her to leave, but her curiosity was stronger. Who was this man? And why did he carry a sword? I assume you came to town for the parade?

He paused. I arrived today.

An evasive answer. To celebrate or for business?

The corner of his mouth tilted up. Are ye curious about me, lass?

She shrugged. Professional curiosity. Im in law enforcement, so I have to wonder why youre carrying a lethal weapon.

His smile grew wider. Perhaps ye should disarm me.

Her chin went up. Make no mistake, I could if I needed to.

And how would ye do that? He pointed at her bag. Will ye take on my claymore with yer wee sticks?

She wasnt about to explain why she was carrying wooden stakes. So she folded her arms across her chest and changed the subject. How did you get the sword on a plane? Or through customs?

He mimicked her move, crossing his arms over his chest. Why are ye wandering about the park all alone?

She shrugged one shoulder. I like to jog. Now its your turn to answer.

Dinna anyone tell ye tis dangerous to run with a pointed stick?

Its my protection. And its still your turn to answer. Why do you have a sword?

Tis my protection. It chased that wee man away.

A loud boo would have chased him away.

He grinned. I believe yere right.

She bit her lip to keep from smiling back. The blasted man was aggravating and attractive at the same time. And he still hadnt answered her question. You were about to tell me why youre wandering about Central Park with a sword?

Tis called a claymore. And I like to keep it handy at all times.

An image flitted through her head of the Scotsman naked in bed with his huge weapon. And the sword. I fail to see why you need the claymore. You certainly look muscular enough to protect yourself.

How kind of ye to notice.

Notice? She was doing a lot more than that. Her brain was busy undressing him, and if the rascals twinkling eyes were any indication, hed guessed she was enjoying the view. Her gaze ventured south once again, past his blue and green plaid kilt, and this time, she noticed the hilt of a knife peeking from the edge of his sock. Her heart raced faster. The man was packing multiple weapons. Maybe she should frisk him. Maybe she should call the paramedics first. Do you have a name?

Aye.

She raised her eyebrows, waiting for a response, but he merely smiled. Aggravating man. Let me guess. Youre Conan, the Barbarian?

He laughed. Im Angus.

As in prime beefcake? She should have known. Do you have a last name?

Aye. He opened the leather bag hanging from his belt.

She stepped back, wondering if he was packing heat. What do you have in there? His sporran looked well-worn, as if he used it every day.

Doona worry, lass. Im looking for a business card. He removed the metal flask shed noticed earlier so he could rummage through the remaining contents of the brown leather pouch.

She folded her arms while she waited. Whenever you need something, its on the bottom. I have the same problem with my purse.

He shot her an irritated look. This is no a purse. Tis a fine, manly tradition amongst the Scots.

Aha. Shed found a weak spot. She gave him a wide-eyed Bambi look. Looks like a purse to me.

He gritted his teeth. Tis called a sporran.

She bit her lip to keep from laughing. No wonder she found this guy appealing. He made her smile, and it had been a long time since shed acted happy and playful. Her mission dominated her life, and she had to take it seriously. The enemy was deadly. So, what do you keep in there? Besides the whisky. Do you have any shortbread or leftover haggis?

Verra funny, he grumbled, although his mouth was curling into another smile. If ye must know, I have a cell phone, a roll of duct tape

Duct tape?

He arched a brow. Doona mock a mans duct tape. It comes in verra handy for binding wrists and ankles.

Why would you bind someone? She gave him a sympathetic look. Oh, poor baby. Is it that hard to get a date these days?

He grinned. Tis also good for covering up a saucy mouth. His gaze lowered to her mouth. And stayed. His smile faded.

Her heart stuttered. His gaze moved back to her eyes with an intensity that squeezed the air out of her lungs. And made her nerves tingle. Even her toes were curling under.

There was more than desire in his dark green eyes. There was a sharp intelligence. He wasnt drunk at all, she realized. And he saw a lot more than any man shed ever encountered before. She suddenly felt as exposed as the flasher.

He stepped closer. And yer name?

Name? Good heavens, the way he was looking at her, her pulse was taking off at warp speed, but her brain was barely on life support. More power to the engines, Scottie. IIm Emma. She decided to play it safe and give only her first name. Hed done the same.


Tis a pleasure to meet you. With a slight bow, he offered her a crumpled business card.

Clouds had shrouded the moon once again, and she couldnt make out the small print. Do you happen to have a torch in your sporran?

Nay. I see verra well in the dark. He motioned to the card. I own a small security company.

Oh. She slipped the card into a pants pocket, so she could check it later. Youre like a professional bodyguard?

Do ye need one? A lass who wanders about the park alone at night should have protection.

I can take care of myself. She patted her bag of stakes.

He frowned. Ye have an unusual method for protecting yerself.

So do you. How do you protect a client when someones packing a gun? No offense, but your claymore is a bit outdated.

He arched a brow. I have other skills.

She bet he did. Her throat felt dry.

He stepped toward her. I could ask the same question. How do ye protect yerself with a wee stick when the attacker could have a gunor a sword?

She swallowed hard. Are you challenging me?

Id rather not. Twould not be a fair fight.

Male arrogance, again. Youre underestimating me.

He tilted his head, studying her. That may be true. May I see one of yer wee sticks?

She hesitated. I suppose. She reached into her tote bag and handed him a stake. If he got any funny ideas, she could kick it out of his hand in a second.


He closed a fist around the stake, examining it closely. This is a sorry excuse for a stake.

It is not. Ive been very successful She winced. The rascal was getting her to admit too much. I find them very useful.

How? He ran a finger along the edge to the tip.

Theyre sharp enough to provide protection.

He frowned as he rotated the stake in his hand. There is something written here.

Its nothing. She reached for the stake, but he stepped back.

His eyes widened. It says Mum.

Emma winced. He did have good night vision. And now his eyes were focused on her, studying her. She grabbed the stake. His grip tightened. She yanked, but he wouldnt let go.

Why would ye write yer mothers name on a stake? he whispered.

None of your business. She jerked the stake from his hand and dropped it back into her bag.

Ah, lass. His voice was soft and full of compassion.

Anger flared inside her. How dare he open that wound? No one was allowed to crack her armor. You have no right

Ye have no right to endanger yerself, he interrupted with a scowl. Roaming about this park with nothing but a few sticks for protection? Tis foolhardy. Surely there are people who love ye dearly. They wouldna approve of ye risking yer life.

Dont! She pointed a finger at him. Dont you dare lecture me. You know nothing about me.

Id like to know.


No! No one is going to stop me. She spun on her heel and strode south down the brick pathway. Damn him. Yes, there had been people who loved her dearly, but they were all dead.

Emma, he called after her. If yere here tomorrow, Ill find you.

Dont count on it, she yelled without looking back. Anger surged through her with each step she took. Damn him! She had every right to avenge her parents.

She should have shown him just how tough she was. She should have disarmed him and bound his wrists with his own freaking duct tape. She slowed her steps, tempted to go back and teach him a lesson.

She glanced over her shoulder. The path was empty. Where had he gone? He didnt seem like the type to slink away in defeat. She swiveled slowly in a circle. No one in sight. No movement among the trees. A cool breeze blew a lock of hair across her face. She shoved it back and listened. Not just with her ears, but with her mind. She stretched psychic feelers out, searching for the thoughts of a nearby brain.

A sudden chill made her shiver. She zipped up her short jacket and flipped the collar up over her ears. An eerie feeling settled in her gut. She hadnt heard any thoughts, but shed definitely felt a presence. Someone was watching her.

She reached in her bag for a stake. At least shed only felt one presence out there. Was it Angus? Who was he exactly? As soon as she returned home, shed check him out.

The park entrance wasnt that far away. She crossed the stone bridge and strode alongside the Pond. The Scotsman was downright confusing. Gorgeous and sexy, without a doubt. Shed enjoyed talking to him until hed started scolding her like a two-year-old. What had come over him? The minute hed taken her stake in his hands, hed become rude and overbearing. Why would a man with a huge sword be so uptight over a wooden stake?

She halted with a jerk. God, no.

Her heart pounded. No, not him. He couldnt be a vampire. Could he? She spun in a circle, searching the surroundings. She even looked at the Pond, as if he were going to rise out of it and fly toward her.

Get a grip! The man was not a vampire. She would have known. She would have felt it. And he would have attacked her. Instead hed lectured her on safety. Shed smelled the whisky on his breath. What vampire would drink anything but blood? And he was drinking from a silver flask. Shed read in reports that silver burned their skin.

Oh, shit. Months ago, when shed first arrived, shed read a report about last summer, when the Stake-Out team had spotted a bunch of vampires in Central Park with the bosss daughter. Many of the vampires accompanying Shanna Whelan had been wearing kilts. Scottish vampires. All armed with swords. And just because Anguss flask was silver in color, that didnt mean it was actually silver. It could be stainless steel or pewter.

Oh God. He might actually be a vampire.

Shit! She should have taken him down while she had the chance. Emma strode toward the corner entrance to the park, then ran up the stairs to Fifth Avenue. Good heavens, Angus had seen her stakes. He had to know she was the slayer. Hed probably report her to all the other vampires.

She froze, her arm lifted to hail a cab. Cars zoomed by. Horns blared in the distance. The clip-clop of horse hooves approached slowly from an open carriage. All the sounds of the city blurred as the full truth unfolded in her mind.

Angus knew who she was. Her nights of secretly slaying vampires and remaining anonymous were over. The vampires would want revenge. Theyd want to kill her. Her quest to avenge her parents had just escalated to a new level.

She was at war.







    

Chapter 3




The devil take it. Hed screwed up royally.

Angus watched Emma cross the stone bridge, her stride quick and determined. Instead of convincing her to retire, hed made her even more determined to use her bloody stakes.

Roman and Jean-Luc were right. He was too hot-headed. But damn it all, it pissed him off that such a lovely young lass would place herself in so much danger. He suspected she was avenging more than the innocent mortals killed recently in Central Park. She was avenging her mother. That would explain her passion and determination, but even so, her behavior was suicidal. It was an idiotic, reckless thing to do, and yet there was nothing stupid or careless about Emma Wallace.

She was clever and quick. She possessed enough psychic power to detect his presence, though hed managed to shield his thoughts and location from her. Hed never had to do that with a mortal before, which only gave further proof of how special she was. He had hoped reasoning with her would be enough, but she was so determined, it was going to be difficult to persuade her. He might have to pin her down just to get her to listen.

The thought of her lying beneath him caused him to swell. Bugger. He glanced down at his sporran, which was now hanging askew. He couldnt go to Romans townhouse with an erection. Theyd tease him about it for the next century.

He watched her jogging up the steps to Fifth Avenue. He moved quietly to the street, far enough away that he could still see her with his superior vision. She was hailing a cab, a worried look marring her pretty face. Good. It was about time she realized she was playing with fire.

He had to do something. If the Malcontents caught her in the act, they would kill her without a second of remorse. They considered mortals nothing more than a food source, a herd of cattle. Vampires were naturally faster and stronger than any mortal could be. The lass was doomed if he didnt stop her.

He watched her slip into the backseat of a taxi with a graceful, controlled movement. So lovely. And amazing. Three kills last summer and one more this spring. She had to be one fierce little fighter. If only he could direct that passion elsewhere

His swollen groin throbbed. Bugger. Over five hundred years old, and here he was, reacting like a randy youth. He didnt know whether to be annoyed or relieved. It had been so long since hed felt arousal, hed suspected he was more dead than alivea theory that had made sense given his circumstance.

With a sigh, he headed toward Romans townhouse on the Upper East Side. Teleporting would be faster than walking, but he wanted time to think. And time for the bulge under his kilt to settle down.

Why didnt he react this way among his own kind? There were plenty of available Vamp women, including those in his own harem. They were pretty enough, but they were also demanding and vain in a whiny, helpless way. Emma was totally different. Clever, independent, and bold. She had all the qualities he admired most in men. She was even a warrior.

With a small jab of surprise, Angus realized she was just like him. Well, no. She was a great deal younger. And a great deal more alive. And she also had a very lovely female body.

But her pull was more than a physical attraction. She was a warrior like him, battling evil in the wee hours of the night. She shared his need to protect the innocent. Beneath their obvious differences, they were kindred spirits. If he could make her see that, she could be an ally instead of an enemy.

He turned onto Romans street and approached the townhouse. The windows were dark now that Romans harem was gone and he was living in White Plains with his mortal wife. Now the only inhabitants were Connor and two Vamp security guards. Ian would be guarding the townhouse, while Dougal watched over Romatech.

Angus always stayed at Romans townhouse when he was in New York. The bedrooms were equipped with aluminum shutters to keep the occupants safe during the day. And the daytime guards were completely trustworthy. They worked for MacKay Security and Investigation.

No doubt, Emma Wallace would run a check on his company as soon as she read his business card. Shed probably figure out he was undead. That was all right. He didnt want any secrets between them. He wanted her to learn to trust him.

He planned to investigate her, too. If he knew all about Emma Wallace, he could figure out the best way to win her over. Psychological warfare. Not as straightforward as his usual methods, but the target in this case was unusual. He couldnt simply bash her on the head with a claymore. Hed have to be more subtle. Moreseductive.

He smiled to himself. Let the battle begin.

He glanced around as he climbed the steps to the townhouse. The street was empty and quiet. This was the perfect opportunity to test the alarm system hed installed a few months ago. Ever since Roman had teleported straight into the lair of the Russian coven, Angus had worried that the Russians would attempt a similar maneuver.

He checked once more that the street was empty, then teleported into the dark foyer. As soon as his body materialized, an alarm went offan alarm pitched at a high frequency so only dogs and vampires could detect it.

Immediately the kitchen door swung open, and a figure zoomed toward him with vampire speed. The blur stopped, revealing Ian, his kilt swirling about his knees and his dagger pointed at Anguss throat.

Och, tis you. Ian slid his dagger back into the sheath beneath his hose. I nearly skewered you.

Angus patted the youthful-looking vampire on the back. Yere as quick as ever, lad. Tis good to see ye again. He strolled over to the control panel by the door to turn the alarm off. If yed been here by the monitor, yed have seen me come up the steps, and ye wouldna have been caught by surprise.

Ian hung his head, looking properly embarrassed for not being at his post. I was in the kitchen. We have company.

Who? Angus strode past the grand staircase to the kitchen, where a sliver of light could be seen beneath the door. He gave the swinging door a push and caught a glimpse of Gregori, sitting at the kitchen table, drinking his bottle of Blissky.

Angus marched into the kitchen. Why are ye here, interfering with Ians duties? Ye should still be at Romatech.

Gregori made a face. Arent you the friendly one? Romans expecting me to give him a report on the slayer, but you and Connor never came back. Besides Im doing you a favor, returning your bottle to you.

Angus grabbed the bottle and held it up to the light. The bloody things half empty.

Gregori grinned. I get it. The Blissky is bloody. Right. Youre trying to be funny. His grin faded as Angus continued to glower at him. Okay, so I drank a little. But I prefer to think of it as half full.


Angus set the bottle down as Ian strode into the room.

Gregori motioned to him. He had some, too.

Angus arched an eyebrow at Ian.

Just a wee drop, Ian insisted. I know Im on duty.

Yere damned right. Angus bit his lip to keep from smiling. Romans new Fusion drink was going to be very popular. Can ye call Connor and let him know Im here? He motioned with his head for Ian to leave the room.

Sure. Ian grabbed a cell phone off the kitchen counter and went back into the foyer.

So, big guy, are you ready to report? Gregori slouched back in his chair. Did you find the slayer? Was it one of the hot babes? He waggled his brows.

Angus glared at the young Vamp. I might be willing to forgive ye for drinking my Blissky, if yell tell me whats wrong with the bairn.

The what? Sprechen sie English, dude.

The bairn, the wee babe. I want to know whats wrong.

Oh. Gregoris face turned serious as he leaned forward onto his elbows. Well, thats kinda personal.

So are yer balls, laddie, but if yere wanting to keep them close and personal, yell tell me whats going on.

Sheesh! Gregori gave him an incredulous look. Lay off the steroids, man.

I doona need drugs. Im naturally a mean bastard.

Yeah, I noticed. Gregori narrowed his eyes. You didnt hurt the hot babe, did you?

Angus smiled. He was beginning to see why Roman liked this young Vamp. Ill tell ye what. Ye tell me about the bairn, and Ill tell you about the hot babe.

Gregori nodded slowly. Deal. He motioned to the chair across from him.

Angus laid his claymore across the center of the table, then sat. Is the bairn in danger?

We dont know. The Vamp doctors say hes healthy.

Tis a boy?

Gregori smiled. You should have seen Romans face when he told me. He was so proud.

Then what is the problem? And doona lie, lad. I can always tell, and you wouldna want to see me angry.

Gregori rolled his eyes. Oh, Im so scared.

Angus stifled a grin. He folded his arms across his chest and narrowed his eyes.

Gregori sighed. Okay. Shanna mentioned a few months ago that the baby seemed to be sleeping all day and turning somersaults all night. Really freaked Roman out.

Angus rested his elbows on the table in front of his sword. Roman fears the bairn is a night creature? Thats why theyre seeing a Vamp doctor? But dinna Roman use live human sperm?

Yep. But he erased the donors DNA and inserted his own.

So he would be the father. I doona see the problem. Angus glanced to the side when the kitchen door swung open. Connor strode inside, followed by Ian.

I hope ye had better luck than I. Connor retrieved a bottle of synthetic blood from the fridge and popped it into the microwave. I scoured the northern half of Central Park all night and never saw anything but a few couples making love.

Damn! Gregori thumped the table with his fist. I knew I should have gone with you.

The room grew quiet except for the whir of the microwave. The three Scotsmen regarded Gregori silently until he blushed.

He shifted uneasily in his chair. I guess I need a girlfriend.

Dont we all, Ian muttered.

The microwave beeped, and Connor removed his bottle of blood. Before we start moaning over loves lost, I want to know about the slayer. Did ye find her, Angus?

Her? Ian repeated.

Aye, I found her. Angus motioned toward Gregori. But first, this one is telling me about Romans bairn.

Gregori gave Connor a sheepish look. He wouldnt talk about the slayer until I spilled the beans.

Connor grimaced, then took a long swig from his bottle. Roman wanted to keep it quiet.

Angus gritted his teeth. And ye doona think I can keep a secret? I ken more secrets than ye can imagine, Connor. And do I need to remind ye that ye work for me?

Aye, that I do, but my job is to provide Roman with security, and thats exactly what Im doing.

Tell me the problem, Angus insisted.

With a sigh, Connor leaned against the kitchen counter. After the bairn was conceived, Roman was conducting some tests to see if he could transform himself back into a mortal.


Angus nodded. The procedure he did on Darcy Newhart. What of it?

Roman learned the procedure only works if he has a sample of the Vamps original mortal DNA, Connor continued. While
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