
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Just a little Love Bite: When a man who thinks he’s straight acknowledges his attraction to another guy, he has to fight more than the shifter’s stubbornness to win him.

	 

	 

	When Jerome Harsnen’s best buddy, Stanton, meets a hot guy and gives in to his bisexuality, he learns something unimaginable—vampires are real. Stanton’s lover is one, and he’s part of a coven in Montana. Since Jerome’s younger brother is already living in another state, he decides to move with Stanton when his buddy asks him to. While Jerome could admit to being wholly unprepared to live with a coven of vampires, he’s even more ill-equipped to handle meeting a shifter who revs his engine like no one ever has before. The shifter lets slip that Jerome is his mate, but then he walks away. After some soul-searching, Jerome decides to track the man down. It’s a small town, after all. He discovers the guy is a red fox shifter named Deputy Cain Whistler. When Jerome goes to introduce himself, he’s surprised to find Cain having lunch with his fiancée. At least that answers why Cain walked away.

	With the wedding fast approaching, can Jerome figure out if his fox is worth fighting for and why Cain would be willing to walk away from his fated mate?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	So vampires are real.

	Jerome Harsnen was still having a hard time wrapping his brain around that little tidbit, and it had been over two months since he’d learned about them. What he found even more mind-blowing was the fact that he was now living with them... in Montana... on a cattle ranch.

	Vampires run cattle ranches? Who’d have thunk it? Certainly not me.

	Not only that, but there was a shifter on the ranch, too—a paranormal that could turn into an animal at will—Xerxes, who turned into a prairie dog, of all things. A shifter called it sharing their spirit with that beast, and while in that form, they were still completely cognizant. Xerxes was bonded with the head enforcer of the coven, Monte.

	To make things even more mind-blowing, Monte was in a very rare paranormal ménage... with War—a Horseman of the fucking Apocalypse. The horsemen normally resided on another plane of existence where they commanded demons. A few of those demons lived part-time at the ranch because one was bonded with a vampire and another was bonded with a human who was an honorary coven member due to his brother living there, who was bonded with a different vampire.

	Actual demons with wings and tails and horns and magick.

	Damn.

	“Are you still processing?”

	Turning his head, Jerome watched Master Dante Mannis settle on a rocking chair next to him. The blond-haired man held out a beer to him. His thin lips were curved into a small, understanding smile.

	After taking a sip of the beer—damn, the leader of the coven just brought me a beer—Jerome nodded. He forced a small smile as he met the vampire’s gaze. When Jerome had agreed to move from Texas to Montana so he could stay close to his best friend, Stanton Thundler, it hadn’t occurred to him that he would end up living with vampires.

	It should have, though.

	Jerome had already been working at the construction company as a drywaller for over a year when Stanton had been hired on as an assistant to the company’s mason—Larry Chinz. Larry was a patient, older man, and he saw potential in Stanton where most others saw a big, dumb, brawny guy. After working on the same projects a few times and getting to know the huge, younger man, Jerome had seen it, too. Sometimes Stanton needed things explained in a simple way, but that was just because his brain worked a little differently. That didn’t make him dumb. Besides, Stanton was kind and friendly and would be the first to offer the shirt off his back.

	In fact, after hanging out at Stanton’s place a couple of times—Jerome’s younger brother, Tony, had wanted to bring a date home—Jerome had realized Stanton’s roommate was taking advantage of his giving nature. When Tony had received an amazing job offer in another state, Jerome had thought about moving, too. He could get a job in construction almost anywhere.

	By then, Larry had retired and Stanton had become the construction company’s head mason. With how Stanton’s roommate was taking advantage, Jerome knew he couldn’t leave the man behind. He was almost a second little brother to him. Jerome had looked for decent jobs for them both but had come up empty.

	Tony had understood since Jerome had taken his brother in when their parents had kicked him out at age fifteen for being gay. Jerome didn’t talk to them anymore. When Tony had moved out, he’d convinced Stanton to move in with him. Then he’d taught his buddy proper money management as well as how to spot people taking advantage of him.

	With Stanton living at the ranch with his new partner, Francois Toulouse, all their expenses were paid. His buddy was damn near living the high life, spending his days learning ranch life while being pampered by his vampire lover. He still used his skills as a mason, though. Stanton was in the process of creating an intricate mosaic path to a gazebo... which he intended to add stonework around.

	Living at the ranch without a bond with a vampire, Jerome didn’t have quite the same support system. He wasn’t certain what to do with himself. While he didn’t know shit about horses, he still tried to help out, learning to muck stalls, halter and lead the animals, and move and feed hay.

	What else am I going to do with my time? Maybe get a job in town?

	“It’s hard for a human to wrap their mind around our existence when they don’t have a beloved to ease the way,” Master Dante commented mildly, redirecting Jerome’s thoughts to where they should be—the powerful master vampire sitting next to him. To Jerome’s surprise, Dante smirked at him. “Or become a donor, so they can enjoy the benefits of learning about our kind.”

	Jerome cleared his throat before he admitted, “I’ve been approached.” Feeling his cheeks heat a little, he appreciated his dark-brown skin. “By both men and women.”

	Dante hummed. “I do hope you weren’t offended.” Arching one brow, he added, “Unless you took one of them up on the offer?”

	Rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand, Jerome mumbled, “I was tempted by Karina.”

	“Ah, she is an excellent tracker,” Dante mused. Pinning his intense, blue-eyed gaze on Jerome, he continued, “Very beautiful, too, with her strong, slender build and ample breasts.”

	Jerome nearly choked on the sip of beer he’d just taken. After a quick swallow that burned his nostrils, he stared wide-eyed at Dante. He took in the way the vampire master eyed him with amusement shining in his eyes.

	“I thought you were bonded,” Jerome rasped, finding his voice.

	Dipping his head in a slight nod, Dante replied, “Indeed I am. Just because I have no desire to screw another doesn’t mean I’m blind and dumb.” He grinned, his white fangs flashing in the early-evening light. “There are many good-looking vampires on my ranch, and many of them would be happy to show you the benefits of living here.” With a wink, Dante added, “Talk to Hank. Donors are very well taken care of here.”

	Jerome felt his heartrate pick up in his chest. He understood what the vampire was offering. There were a half-dozen of them on the ranch.

	He even knew who Hank was. The plump, brown-haired human worked for a few hours in the kitchen under Francois’s direction, cleaning and prepping for meals. When they’d arrived at the ranch a couple of months before, the vampire chef had spent three days grumbling about the state of his kitchen while he put everything back into the order he preferred.

	Hank always had a smile on his face when Jerome saw him, so he obviously enjoyed his time at the ranch.

	“I’m not certain I’m ready to start offering blood donations,” Jerome began slowly. He certainly didn’t want to sound as if he was insulting the master vampire. Picking at the label with his index finger, Jerome met Dante’s gaze and asked, “Can I pay rent, instead, while I figure out what I want to do here?”

	“Rent is not necessary, Jerome,” Dante told him, shaking his head. “You are Stanton’s family. We don’t turn away or take advantage of family.”

	Jerome knew Stanton had had an abusive childhood and no longer spoke with his actual family. Evidently, the vampires saw him as an adoptive older brother. Furrowing his brows, he took another sip of his beer. Jerome figured that was true enough, from a certain point of view.

	Once Jerome swallowed his mouthful, he told Dante, “Thank you.”

	“You’re welcome.” Dante rose, pausing to touch Jerome’s shoulder lightly. “You are welcome here for however long you wish to be here. Donor or no donor.” With a smile, Dante urged, “Take your time finding your feet. You’ve been through a lot of change recently.”

	Sighing deeply, Jerome found a true smile curving his lips as he repeated, “Thank you.”

	After dipping his head in acknowledgment, Dante turned and headed off the porch. The vampire was halfway across the gravel yard when Stanton’s heavy footfalls on the porch wood caught his attention. Jerome turned and smiled as his friend rounded the house from the left.

	“Hey, Stanton,” Jerome greeted with a grin. “How’s the walkway comin’?” He knew his buddy had spent at least a couple of hours working on it that afternoon.

	“Good. I’ll get it done by the end of the week, I think,” Stanton told him. He held up the beers in his left hand. “I brought you a fresh one, but it looks like you came out with a couple. Didn’t realize that.” Placing a platter on the huge wire spool turned on its end, which worked as an end table, Stanton told him, “I have sausage and three-cheese stuffed mushrooms to snack on, too. Francois pulled them out of the oven just a few minutes ago.”

	Jerome leaned over and inhaled deeply. “Oh, that’s wonderful,” he murmured appreciatively, enjoying the aroma of the food. His stomach growled, and he realized he’d forgotten to eat lunch. After cleaning stalls until three in the afternoon, lost in his head, Jerome had grabbed a beer from the fridge located under the sidebar in the dining hall. Then he’d made his way outside to sit on the porch and do more endless thinking. “And I only grabbed one. Master Dante brought me a second one just a few minutes ago.”

	“Huh.” Stanton settled on the rocker Dante had been using a moment before. “That was nice of him.” Holding out a fork he’d pulled from his flannel shirt’s pec pocket, he asked, “Did he need something?”

	Stabbing the tines of the fork into one of the cheesy, fragrant mushrooms, Jerome used the side to cut it in half. “Just seein’ how I’m settling in,” he told his buddy as he lifted half of a mushroom a few inches above the dish. Steam wafted from the gooey appetizer, so Jerome held it there as he smirked at his friend. “He asked if I’d be interested in becoming a donor.”

	Stanton gaped for a second, then grinned widely. “Yeah?” While cutting a different mushroom in half, he asked, “Are you going to? There’s at least a dozen female vampires here, isn’t there?”

	“There are,” Jerome confirmed, finally bringing the food to his lips. Before popping it into his mouth, he added, “And I told him I’d think about it.”

	Grinning broadly, Stanton claimed, “Well, it’d definitely be a job that’ll give ya plenty of pleasure.”

	Jerome chewed slowly as he watched Stanton eat his own bite. They’d shared enough dishes over the years that eating off the same plate didn’t faze either one of them anymore. It helped that Stanton had better table manners than Jerome did.

	Something else his father had beaten into him.

	Pushing that thought away, Jerome lowered his voice and admitted, “I’m a little worried I’ll end up feeling like a prostitute or whore.”

	“What do you mean?” Stanton asked as he stabbed another bite of food. “Mmm, these are good. I’m gonna tell Francois they’re my new favorite.”

	Jerome knew that would mean they would always be on hand. Smiling, he appreciated how the vampire spoiled his buddy. Stanton deserved it.

	“Well, unlike you, none of these vampires are my beloved,” Jerome said, trying to explain. “If I have sex with them and give them my blood and get paid for it, doesn’t that make me a prostitute?”

	“So don’t have
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