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			The Faerie Master - Chapter 1

			“Cade! There’s a phone call for you. No personal calls while you’re working. Hurry up with it too.”

			“Yeah, yeah. I hear you. Bite me, you jackass.” She went to the phone and barked in the receiver, “Cade. What do you want?”

			“I’ve been trying to contact you for a week. I have a job that you need to do for me and I’ll pay whatever you want. But it has to be done Friday.” 

			“Who is this?” Cade Smith knew who it was. She would recognize his voice anywhere. She just did not like him and had told him last week that she was through working for his lying, cheating ass.

			“You know fucking well who this is. It’s Gabriel Sheets. When can we meet to discuss the details of this takeover? Like I said, it has to be complete by Friday or neither of us gets paid.”

			“I’m not getting paid, not that you were ever very good about that part anyway. I don’t work for you anymore, remember? Not now, not next week, not in a hundred years. I quit. Don’t call me again.” The phone slamming in the hook felt good to her. 

			Going back to the stove, she flipped the two burgers and adjusted the flame under the fried potatoes. When the meat was nearly done Cade put slices of cheese on one of them, buttered both buns, top and bottom, and slid them on the grill at the last minute. Picking up the skillet by the handle she tossed half the home fries onto each plate and scooped the burgers and buns up together. She was just putting the pickle on the plates when Paul called back again.

			“Cade, the fucking phone is for you again. Tell people my number again and I’ll fucking beat your ass. I got no time to be running back here to tell you it’s for you.”

			“I didn’t give them the number, fuck-tard, you did. And I told you to tell him that I wasn’t coming to the phone. Besides, the walking will do you a world of good. Orders up.” She stomped to the pay phone and growled. “Listen you halfwit, I quit. Q-u-i-t! You call here again and I will personally hunt you down, cut off your dick, and serve it to the rats you have as house guests. Fuck off.” Taking a deep breath to continue she heard a faint “oh, my,” then waited to see if whoever it was would say anything. She actually found herself hoping it was Sheets again. 

			“Miss Cade, it is I, Duncan. I hope I have not caught you at an inconvenient time. You did say to give you a call when I needed your assistance.”

			Cade closed her eyes and laid her head on the wall beside the phone. Shit, shit, and double shit. Mr. Duncan. She had met him several weeks ago at the grocery store. They had struck up a conversation about cooking and he mentioned that Miss Penny, the lady who cooked for her ladyship, was going on a much needed vacation. She told him that if he did not find a cook before she left Cade would come and help him out.

			“Yeah, Duncan, it’s fine. I take it you didn’t find a cook to replace Penny, huh? I told you I’d help you out. When do you need me to start?”

			“Oh, Miss Cade, that would be most excellent. If you could please come by tomorrow morning to make breakfast for the children before they are to be dispatched to the school that would be very helpful. I’m sorry to have put things until the very last moment, but the woman who was to come and help has decided that she would feel safer at a different location.”

			Safer? Whatever. Cade did not care why the other woman couldn’t do it. She was just happy for the opportunity to make some extra cash. Quitting for Gabriel didn’t hurt her financially; he seldom paid on time anyway if he ever did, but she did want to find a place to live with running water and heat all the time before winter.

			“Just tell me where to go and I’ll be there at around six in the morning. Is that too early or too late to feed the kids? And leave me a list of things they can or can’t eat. I wouldn’t want to poison anyone on my first day.” She started to laugh, but he stopped her short.

			“Oh no, Miss Cade. No, we would be most displeased with you if you tried that. I do believe his lordship would be very angry. Oh yes, very angry indeed.”

			“I was kidding, Duncan. I can cook very well. I’ll see you at six then. And thanks for helping me out.”

			She went back to the kitchen and started building the orders that had come in while she had been gone. Her assistant Paula, Paul’s daughter, was setting up the chips and other stuff that went with the grilled ham and cheese and the rare steak when Cade threw some par-boiled potatoes in the now clean skillet. She was thinking about the gig with the MacManuses with a smile on her face. Two weeks. Oh yeah, that would certainly help her apartment fund.

			~~~

			“Your ladyship, Miss Cade will be here at six to feed the children. Her references are impeccable. Also, one of her bosses said that she had a fine tushie that you could bounce quarters off of. I’m not sure how that would help with her ability to feed this household, but I did write it down for you as you asked.”

			Aaron picked up the pillow under his hip and tried to put it to his mouth before he hurt himself trying not to laugh. He knew that Duncan seldom got the little references and slang that people said to him and most times, it did not matter. Then there were times when he could swear that Dunc sat in the kitchen and wrote out the most ridiculous things ever just to see if anyone noticed that he had screwed it up. Looking over at his mate he realized she was having as hard a time as he was in keeping a straight face.

			“Thank you, Duncan. You just never know what might or might not come in handy working in this house. I thank...I thank you for your help in this. I do hope she lasts longer than...what was her name, Aaron?”

			He glared at her. She knew that in order to answer her he would have to take his pillow away from his mouth and that would hurt Duncan’s feelings. So he just shrugged instead of answering.

			“I believe her name was Candy Apple, my ladyship. Or was it Apple Candy? I know it had something to do with a fruit.”

			Aaron stuffed the pillow further into his mouth. If Duncan stayed in the room much longer he was going to have to replace the pillows again. This was the third time he had had to replace the couch because he had refused to deal with him in the kitchen and he had bitten the other pillows in half. Aaron knew there was no “dealing” with Duncan, he just was.

			“Now that I think on it, I believe it was Candice Market. She did seem to be on the slight nervous side when she came here. I think we might be well rid of her.”

			“Ah, yes. That’s it, not a fruit at all but a place to purchase it. Master, are you unwell? You look as if you may explode. I do believe we should call Master Thomas in. You may need for him to give you something for what ails you.”

			Aaron couldn’t help it. He shimmered out of the room and to his lair. Once out of Duncan’s sight and hearing he crumpled to the floor in gales of laughter. He was sure that Sara was going to be upset, but simply couldn’t contain himself any longer.

			“The least you could have done was wait for me. I swear to you, Aaron, that man makes this up just to see if we will laugh at him. Candy Apple—where on earth did he hear that? It sounds like a porn name.”

			“I was thinking the same thing. Christ, that man is something else. Hopefully Penny’s temporary replacement doesn’t go screaming into the night. There are days when I want to. By the way, what do we know about this girl?”

			Aaron hated to bring new people into his home. It meant someone else knew the inner workings of what happened and who the key players were. But he knew that relying on Duncan to fix three meals a day for two weeks would be worth the extra trouble it might cause.

			“Pete did a thorough check on her. There wasn’t much that she could narrow down without her social security number. Miss Smith told Duncan that she had just moved to this area a little over a year ago. She works whenever they need her at the restaurant on Tenth Street and Paul Chrisman, her boss, said that she’s the best short order cook he knows. He said that she lives over the restaurant most nights when it’s chilly out. He doesn’t have a clue where she stays when not there. And that was the only address she gave us besides a Post Office box. Duncan liked her. He said they spent an enjoyable afternoon at the farmers market downtown and that he had met her there a few more times on Saturdays.”

			“Do you think she’s homeless? I hate to think of a woman out alone, especially since we’ve both had firsthand experience with this. Every time I think about you living in that van all those months I get chills. You were lucky, not all women are.” 

			Aaron had met Sara at her job and when she had gotten hurt saving his life he found out she was living in her van wherever she could park it. She even took baths in a nearby stream. He held open his arms and she came and sat on his lap. He loved this woman more than anything on earth.

			“Yes, all of us were. Shade too. I hope this girl works out. I know it’s only for a couple of weeks, but she’ll be in our home. Aaron, have you heard from Shawn yet? Wasn’t he supposed to be here a few days ago?”

			“Yes. I’ve tried contacting him and to reach out to him, but I hit a wall. I’ve tried a couple of others that I know he sometimes stays with and nothing. His current master is pretty bad and he told me that he’ll explain when he gets here. Shawn is older than me, if you can believe that, and he’s never shown any kind of inclination of becoming his own master. I’m hoping that’s what he wants to talk about or that he wants to stay here. I’d welcome him.”

			“You welcome everyone, love. As for him being older than you, I didn’t realize that things could be older than dirt. Geez, the guy must be positively decrepit.”

			Aaron turned Sara around into his arms when she tried to pull away from him. When he pressed her against his body he felt his need for her stir. This woman, above all others, made him feel things he’d never felt before. His need for her never ceased to amaze him. His mouth crushed against hers and he took. 

			Her body responded to his need immediately. He lifted her up so that her soft folds met intimately with his hard cock. As soon as Sara wrapped her legs around his hips he took them to the floor. Pulling away from her, he was on his knees between her legs on either side of him.

			He rested back on his heels while he looked down at her. “Take off your blouse, Sara. I need you. I want to fuck you right now.” 

			While she pulled her blouse from her jeans and unbuttoned it he worked at the snap and zipper of her pants. Standing to pull them off her, he stripped off his own shirt and tossed it behind him. The sight of her in only her bra and panties made his cock jerk hard in his pants.

			“Take off your bra. Make your nipples hard for me, baby. Make them ache for me.” He felt his fangs drop in anticipation of tasting her. He loved her taste, her scent that she exuded just for him. When his eyes began to turn, her body was outlined in a deep red that made his need sharp. Stripping his pants off with his boxer briefs, he stood before her naked and stroked his cock while she watched, her nipples beading hard as she rolled and squeezed them for him.

			“Aaron, please. I need you. I want to feel you inside of me. I want you to drink from me. Make me come hard. Please, baby. I want to feel you come deep inside of me.”

			Aaron knew he wouldn’t last if she touched him now. He needed to take the edge off, needed to sip from her so that he would last longer than it would take for him to enter her. Dropping back down, he ran his hands up her thighs and his fingers under her tiny thong. Gripping it in his hands, he looked into her eyes and he tore it from her body. Her cry of hunger made his fangs burst more through his gums. 

			“It’ll have to be hard, Sara. Fast, hard, and dirty. Roll over for me. I need you too much to do this any other way.” 

			When she rolled to her belly and curved her body up over her knees he growled at her. Her arousal was strong and he could see her pussy was wet. Pushing her head down to the floor he nudged his cock at her entrance. She coated him with her juices. Grabbing her hips and pulling her back against him he slammed into her hard and deep. Her answering groan nearly sent him over the edge. Pulling out to nearly the tip and slamming again he felt her grip around him; her tight sheath wrapped around him and sucked him deeper. He felt his climax grip his balls and the tingle of it run up his spine. Reaching his hand around her front and finding her clit he pulled hard on it then squeezed. Over and over he tormented it until she started to grip him tighter.

			“Aaron, now! Please, I’m coming now. Bite me.” 

			Leaning forward, he licked at her shoulder and then sank his fangs deep into her. The hot, spicy blood filled his mouth as she came, milking him and bringing him over the edge with her. As he filled her with his seed she fed him, nourished him. Sealing the tiny prick marks with his tongue, he pulled her up so that both of them were on their knees and he was still buried deep inside of her. Aaron pressed his wrist to her mouth and moved slowly inside of her again as she bit into him and drank, bringing her to another climax. As soon as she sealed the wound with her saliva he tilted her back and took her throat. 

			Taking enough to sustain him, he licked her throat and kissed the tiny wound. He held her to his body, feeling her heartbeat return to normal and her breathing slow. He wanted her again, but not now. He would move them to the bed soon.

			“Aaron, I love you very much. I don’t know what I would have done without you and our children all these years.  You’ve made me so very happy.”

			“And you me, my love. You have given me reason to live and reason to rise. Let’s get to bed so that I can make love to you properly.”

			Lifting her gently in his arms he carried her to the bed and snuggled in behind her. Holding her to his body he felt when she relaxed against him. Smiling, he was warmed by her security of being next to him. Reaching out again and hitting the same wall he hoped that Shawn was all right. Safe and secure wherever he was as well.

		

	
		
			The Faerie Master - Chapter 2

			Cade was at the MacManus house at five-thirty the next morning. Duncan let her in the back door and smiled at her bike. She did not have any other mode of transportation right now so it was either ride in the rain or walk in it. Riding seemed dryer.

			“You must be soaked through, miss. Let me retrieve a towel from the laundry room and we will get you dry posthaste. You may remove your shoes if you would like. They will dry nicely in the mud room.”

			She loved the way he talked, so prim and proper. She thought that he sounded like he was very old, but did not look much older than maybe forty. While he was getting a towel she took off her boots and put them upside down on the rug. The left one had a huge hole in the bottom and let water in like it was its job. She had put the need for shoes lower on the list of things she needed two weeks ago when she needed to buy tampons. Go figure.

			“This is a great kitchen, Duncan. I bet you could cook for an army in here if you needed to. When will the kids come in?” The noise of the swinging door was all the warning she got. 

			Two of the most gorgeous kids she had ever seen came busting in. There was no doubt that they were related. They looked so opposite to each other that Cade knew they favored a parent each. Must be really pretty people.

			“Are you the new cook? I would like pancakes and bacon, please, but I don’t like eggs. Do you know what they are?” the little boy said as he pulled out a stool to sit on.

			“Yeah, I know. I can cook most anything and with a recipe I can cook that too. I can make you pancakes this morning if you want, but I had planned on something different. It’s your choice.” 

			Duncan had told her that she could cook them whatever they wanted for breakfast—short of something too sweet. No one had any food allergies that he knew of and yes, she could bring her own skillet. Cade loved her cast iron skillet.

			“I like waffles. Pancakes are just soggy bread with syrup on them. And I don’t care for sausage unless it’s in links. You can make those for me.” 

			Before Duncan could step in Cade looked at the little prima donna. “Nope, today we have pancakes and bacon. He spoke politely and without the attitude. Drop it if you want something special. I want to be treated like a person not a servant. Deal?” She stood there for a few minutes before Cade realized she was searching her mind. She let her until she started to dip deeper, then pushed back with a warning. “Don’t tread were you aren’t invited, little girl. I’ve more control and I’ve been doing this longer.” When Lizzy staggered back Cade winked at her. 

			“I’ve been practicing for weeks on being gentle. How did you know I was there? I can do everyone else’s without them knowing it.” All she needed to do to make it complete, Cade thought, was to stomp her foot.

			“Maybe they didn’t care that you were there. I do. Stay out or I push back. I’m not going to tell you again. I don’t need this gig badly enough to have you trampling in my mind.”

			“Elizabeth MacManus, I believe that we’ve had this conversation before. You’ll apologize to Miss Smith right now. And you’re grounded. No computer for a week.”

			“Mr. MacManus, please don’t do that. We are just setting up our boundaries here. She should know the people around her and I’m a stranger to her. But she got her information and then dug deeper. I was just explaining that she went too far. I pick my battles and this one isn’t worth her disliking me for the few weeks I’ll be here.”

			The man looked ready to say more, but the woman walking into the room took everyone’s attention. Now Cade could see that she had been right, each child did indeed take after a parent. Mrs. MacManus, however, looked ready to do battle.

			“Elizabeth, I believe your father told you to apologize to Miss. Smith. Miss Smith, in the future, if you have a problem with one of my children please let me know. I don’t want any trouble with them.”

			Cade did not know what she expected, but this had not been it. She fully expected to be sent packing and was surprised and pleased to be able to keep her job. She would bet real money that Elizabeth had a terrible habit of mind raping whenever it suited her. 

			Cade was also surprised to find another telepath, especially one as strong as the child. She turned to the refrigerator to hide her surprise at the turn of events. Pulling out the items to cook what the boy wanted she gently reached out and made her own discoveries. Vampires. Holy flipping shit! She turned sharply to Mr. MacManus. She knew she looked shocked.

			“I won’t harm you. You can believe me. I don’t know how much you know about our kind, but once mated we never feed from others unless it’s a dire emergency. If you’d like to leave I’ll understand, but you’ll not remember us or what you know if you do.”

			“But I’ll leave intact? I didn’t...no one...fuck!” The children laughed as Cade flushed. “Sorry. I’m just not...you really are? But its daylight—I’m sorry, you must think I’m stupid.”

			“No. On the contrary, I think you’ve shown great strength in not running out the door. If you have questions now or in the next two weeks please ask them. I swear to you you’ll leave every day with the amount of blood you came here with. I can stand the sun this early because I’m very old.”

			“Yeah, he’s old all right. But he’s telling you the truth, Miss Smith, we won’t harm you. Not without provocation.” Sara was pulling out a glass to pour herself and the children some juice as she spoke.

			“Yeah, okay. It’s Cade, and so when I leave here today you’ll what...erase my memories? I’ll have to meet you new every day? Have we met already?”

			“No, this is your first day. And no, as long as you give me your word we’ll leave your memories intact. But for now I have business to attend to, then I must retire.” With a kiss to his kids and a hug to his...mate, he started to leave. 

			Walking to the stove where Cade was, it took everything she had not to cringe when he stepped close to her. When he put out his hand to her it took her a second to realize he was asking for the promise. She was proud that her hand did not shake.

			“I won’t tell anyone. Not that I believe it myself, but I won’t tell anyone. Just, you know, keep your teeth in your mouth and not at any part of my body if you don’t mind.”

			He was still laughing when the door stopped swinging behind him as he left the room, really fucking fast. Cade looked over at Mrs. MacManus. “And you don’t need to, you know, leave either?” Again she was proud of herself, no tremor in her voice.

			“No. I will have some pancakes and bacon this morning. Thank you.”

			The rest of the morning was a blur of activities. The kids ate like they had been starved for a week. Duncan showed her how to find things in the pantry—it was organized like a back room at most restaurants she worked at—and where to find the spices and other pots and pans in the oversized room. When the kitchen was cleaned up, she asked to help out around the house and Duncan asked if she could please help with the laundry.

			“The machine gives me fits, Miss Cade. I cannot seem to make it function properly. Just the other day I put in white laundry and it came out a very odd color. I believe it has a curse on it. Miss Penny could seem to persuade it to do whatever she needed. Maybe it prefers the gentle touch of a pretty woman.”

			“Duncan, you’re a charmer. I’ll be happy to do the clothes. Just show me where the washer is and I’ll be set. I have another shirt in my bag, do you think anyone would mind if I put this one in the dryer?”

			“Oh no, miss, you may use it. Please be advised, though, that it does tend to make things smaller on occasion. I’ve had to replace many of her ladyship’s lovely sweaters because of it.”

			After assuring him that she would be careful Cade changed her shirt and threw the wet one in the dryer. While it dried she started separating the laundry and setting up the loads. She did not mind the laundry; it gave her something to do. At two she was fixing dinner when a man and woman just opened the door and came in behind her.

			“Son of a bitch! Don’t do that! Crap. Is it going to be like this for the entire two weeks, people popping in and out like jack in the boxes?” Cade held her hand over her chest as she glared at the couple.

			“Usually someone knows we’re about to ‘pop’ in, but I see that Duncan isn’t about. Do you know where Sara is? She and I are...are those apple dumplings? Can I have one?” Without waiting for Cade to answer the woman scooped one up and put it on a plate. Cade reached into the freezer and handed her the ice cream.

			“And you are?” Amazingly, the man sat and scooped one up for himself as well. Cade thought they were rude, but then she did not know this household. Maybe this was the norm.

			“Alastriona Wolfe and this is my mate, Bradley. He’s the alpha. I take it you know what we all are since you work for the master.”

			Cade didn’t know what to say to that. She knew Mr. MacManus was a vamp and that Sara was something close. Not a clue what Duncan was or the kids. It took her a few seconds to figure out what these two were.

			“Dogs? I don’t...you’re dogs of some kind? I think I’m—no, I’m pretty sure I’ve lost my mind. Next thing there’ll be dragons and fairies coming around.”

			“Oh no, the dragon stays in the otherworld—too many people around for him. There are some nymphs and fairies, but they don’t show up until later, vampires you know. But we’re not dogs. Bradley is the alpha for the Brotherhood of Gray wolf pack. I’m his bitch. And you would be?”

			“Well, of course you are. Why not? I’m Cade Smith.” Cade sat in the chair hard and when the dryer made a noise signaling that it had finished its cycle she went to the laundry room. She hoped they would be gone before she returned. The woman was, the man was not.

			“I think you might be a tad overwhelmed. We didn’t know that Dunc had found someone to replace the one who chickened out at the last minute. How much do you know about the people you work for?” 

			He didn’t trust her and for some reason that hurt her. She only wanted to make some extra cash so she wouldn’t have to live in the cave again this winter. She turned her back to him and started to braise the pork chops in her skillet.

			“To answer your question, yes, but ‘tad’ doesn’t even come close. As for the MacManuses, I’m temporary, and Mr. MacManus claims I’ll be safe here. That’s all I want to know at this point. I want no trouble from them or you. I need the extra money and that’s all.”

			“Miss Smith, I’m—”

			“If you’ll excuse me, Mr. Wolfe, I need to be anywhere but in this kitchen with you right now. I do hope you’ll be not here when I return. I’m sorry, but as you have pointed out, I’ve had a lot thrown at me today.” Cade went back to the laundry room. She bent to take the clothes out of the dryer when she heard him finally leave the kitchen. It was then that she let the tears fall. She felt stupid; she never cried. But not having someone trust her was something she hated more than anything.

			Coming out after folding the towels she took the pork chops out of the skillet and put them on a platter. The chopped onions went in one of the kitchen pans next with some thyme. When the onions were browned she put the chops back in the skillet with some peeled potatoes and carrots. After putting the lid on and slipping it in the oven, she turned the temperature down to three hundred degrees and set the timer. She was just drying her own skillet when Mrs. MacManus walked in.

			“Everything is ready. There are rolls in the bread drawer in the bag and I’ve put out some fresh butter to serve with them. When the timer goes off just pull out the pan and serve. I’ll clean up in the morning if Duncan will leave it.”

			“Cade, Bradley said that you and he might have—”

			“Mrs. MacManus, I’ll tell you what I told him, I’m temporary. I don’t care what you guys do as long as no one has me for dinner.  I need the money more than I care to admit, but I’m not a quitter. I’ll be here tomorrow.” 

			“All right, but he would like to explain what he meant. Bradley is a good man. He would never do anything to upset you. He wants to know if you’ll talk to him.”

			“I have another job to go to. Tell Mr. Wolfe everything is fine. I’m sure he’s a very wonderful person. Good night.” Cade went out into the mud room and quickly slipped on her boots. They were semi-dry and she laced them quickly. The rain had slowed, but it was still coming down and after three tries her bike started. She was at the outer gate when she realized she forgot her other shirt on the dryer. Oh well, might need it tomorrow. The rain looks really dug in.

		

	
		
			The Faerie Master - Chapter 3

			Shawn MacFarland wandered around the woods most of the night. He couldn’t seem to get his bearings on where he was. Sitting down next to a tree he closed his eyes against the pain and took deep breaths. He needed to feed, and soon. He couldn’t remember what had happened after he had come out of the bar in Columbus, but he was bleeding badly.

			Looking down at the wound he tried again to piece together what had happened. The woman he had been with was coming out to have sex with him and to let him feed. The latter she wouldn’t remember, but she would let him. She had seemed tense as soon as they walked out onto the sidewalk and then...nothing. He woke up in the woods with blood on his clothes and the knife, a switchblade, still stuck in his ribs.

			Whatever it had been it had not been robbery. His wallet with his credit cards and money had been still in his pocket. His car keys too. He just couldn’t seem to remember the name of the bar, how he had gotten here. But worst of all he only knew his name because of his driver’s license and nothing more about himself. 

			Oh, he knew he was a vampire, that he had been one since the mid-third century. He knew that he had powers and other than being able to move quickly couldn’t remember what they were or how to use them. The name of a friend was just there, but he couldn’t remember it either. There was something else too, something just beyond his reach that he should know, but that too eluded him. Getting up, he started walking until he came to a deep cave.

			~~~

			“I’d feel better if you stayed here tonight, Cade. The weather is supposed to turn wicked and all you need is to catch pneumonia. No one sleeps up there and you’ll be warm.”

			She wanted to, and after a few minutes of doing the pros and cons of whether or not to stay, she told Paul she would. “But only if I close up. That way Mary Margaret will be grateful to me and I’ll get some brownie points. And you, my friend, might get laid. The entire bar would be happy if you would get some more often. You’re a real bastard when you’re horny.”

			Cade grinned when he looked shocked. Then he gave her a smile that looked less friendly and more predatory. It made her think of the people she had met today. A quick shiver when down her spine. Vampires and wolves, oh my.

			“Deal. Its Mary Margaret’s birthday tomorrow anyway. This will put me in good with her too. And you aren’t allowed to comment on my sex life until you have one of you own. You haven’t been out on a date in all the time you’ve lived around here. What, the men around here not good enough for you?”

			Cade just smiled. It wasn’t that, but she was not going to tell him she was too tired to try and figure most men out. She liked men, enjoyed them even. It was just who had time to get to know anyone when one was working four jobs and trying to save every penny made? Not her.

			When the kitchen closed down at midnight she went out to the bar to finish up and tend bar. Paul left sometime after twelve-thirty. At one-forty-five she called last call and then at two-ten closed up the bar. By the time she had cleaned up the last of the glasses and swept behind the bar it was nearly four. Wondering if she could get an hour in before having to leave for the MacManus’ Cade decided to take a long, hot bath and shave her legs.

			At five, with the rain still coming down, she went out to her bike and tried to get it going. After several tires and getting soaked to her skin Cade called a cab. She hated to do it. Not only would it cost her to get to the MacManus’, she would have to pay to get back here again too. By the time the taxi showed up she had changed again and had bundled her clothes in a bag, hoping that she could throw them in the dryer when she got to work.

			At six-thirty she had the batter made up for waffles and the dishes from the night before put away. Duncan told her that he could load the dishwasher without any problems so he would make sure they were done.

			“Miss, I was wondering if you had anything from the grocery store that you needed? Her ladyship and I are going into town this morning when the young ones are off to school. I could pick up whatever you needed.”

			A thousand and one things entered her head. Everything from a bag of really good potato chips to a newer car. Shampoo that cost more than seventy-nine cents on clearance, tuna that came fresh and not from a can, a bra that lasted more than three months, shoes without holes, the list was endless and unfortunately not what he meant.

			“Thank you, Duncan, but I don’t know what the people here eat. You’d be a better judge of that than me. I’ll cook whatever they want me to.”

			Lizzy came into kitchen first. She really was a pretty little girl, Cade thought.  She had made the little girl the requested waffles and sausage links and Lizzy thanked her politely. When Mac came in a few minutes later he was upset about something and Mrs. MacManus was too. 

			“You’d better drop the attitude, young man. I’ll not have you acting like you have no idea why you’re being punished. If you don’t make the grade today then you won’t go to Brent’s birthday party. That’s final.” Sara growled slightly in the back of her throat when he glared at her as his mother left the room.

			“He has a math test today and he thinks math is stupid. Mom told him that if he didn’t make at least a C then he couldn’t go to our cousin’s birthday party. He’ll be nine on Saturday. He has the best parties,” Lizzy explained as she poured syrup on her waffle.

			“Mac, what is it about math that you don’t like? It’s the best thing in the world and used for everything. There isn’t one thing in the world that math doesn’t have some kind of effect on.”

			“Yeah, right. Mom told you to say that, didn’t she? I hate it. I mean, who cares how many teaspoons are in a cup or stuff? I don’t.”

			“There are forty-eight. And you should care. Math is the only way to keep things moving in the world. Without it there would be chaos and nothing would work. Without math there could be no time, no television, and no cars. Math is the universal standard; math is what holds everything together.”

			Cade pulled out a bowl and then the flour, eggs, and baking powder. She set them in front of Mac. Then she did the same for Lizzy. “Here, you both are going to make the waffle batter. Lizzy will use the measuring spoons and cups, you won’t. Which do you think will taste better?”

			She helped them both, giving Lizzy a short lesson in how to measure, and watched as Mac tried to measure the ingredients in the bowl in the same amounts as his sister. When they were finished she cooked them both and put them on the plate. It was obvious which was going to taste better.

			“Okay, so you have to have math to cook, but what else? I don’t use it for nothing. I still hate it.”

			“You don’t use it for anything, and you do. How does your mother pick out your clothes? Does she just go to the store and grab stuff for you? No, she needs sizes. It would be ridiculous to think you and your father were the same size. What about your body? Did you know that you are made up of all sorts of math equations? If you didn’t have enough fluids in you you’d be dehydrated. If you’re dehydrated then you get constipated. Without enough food, the right amounts of each kind of food, you’d die, right?”

			“My dad doesn’t eat food and he does just fine. What about that?” 

			Okay that threw her, but she would deal with that later. “Your mom, she...she is the...you know, I’m not going there. But if your dad didn’t get the right amount of...of, shit, of blood then he’d die. He has to have a measured amount or he is a dead man. Same principle with everything. I’ll tell you what, you work on it all day and when I come in tomorrow, if you can think up one thing that has nothing to do with math then I’ll make you my famous pizza. I make the greatest too. What do you say?”

			“What about my test today? Mom said I have to make a C or I’m in trouble. I don’t want to.”

			“Ah, so you can make a C, but you choose not to. Stupid thing to do, don’t you think? Bring your mom down on your head because you think you’re smarter than she is? Nah, not touching that one. But I will tell you, if you can make better than a B I’ll give you five bucks—ten if you make an A.”

			“Hey, that’s not fair. How can I make ten bucks? I want money too,” Lizzy said with a pout.

			Cade looked at the two of them. They lived in a house worth more than she would see in five lifetimes and she was paying them money to make good grades. Shaking her head she thought it over.

			“Okay, Lizzy. Let’s see. You’re a smart girl, so we’ll make yours different. You have to be nice and polite to three people today, not once be snarky or anything, and I’ll give you ten bucks. If you are nasty to one—just one, you have to...you have to do dishes after dinner tonight. And without complaint.”

			Cade was sure the girl could do it, even more sure that Mac could make the grade. Her concern was what the parents would say when they found out. Neither kid said anything when Sara came back into the kitchen. And Sara did not say anything when Cade started cleaning up the waffle disaster. 

			The morning was quiet after the kids, Sara, and Duncan left. Mr. MacManus came in shortly before they left and had left the kitchen when everyone else did. He didn’t say much; he seemed upset and distracted. Cade put her things in the dryer after gaining permission from Duncan again and set about making lasagna for dinner. 

			The pantry had bottled sauce, but Cade liked to make her own so, taking the cans of tomatoes and other sauces she would need into the kitchen, she made a huge pot of rich basil sauce. She hesitated about the garlic and then decided to not add it in. She had no idea what it would do to anyone and figured on not taking the chance. The homemade noodles where tricky in that she had only a rolling pin to roll them out, but she got them at the right thickness after rolling for an hour. Stacking the noodles and sauce pattern in the pan, she put it on the counter with a note on how to cook it. Buttered bread slices where also set out on a sheet tray with written instructions on how to cook them as well. By three she had cleaned up her mess and was waiting on the taxi at the end of the drive. 

			By the time she was being dropped off at the bar again the rain had stopped. But she was soaked again and was glad for the dry clothes she had with her. Changing in the bathroom she rolled her wet things up and put them in the bag again. If this kept up she was going to owe the MacManuses for the extra electric. Going into the warm kitchen she started working. At around nine she started feeling crappy. By midnight she knew she was sick.

			When the bar closed at two-thirty Cade walked out into the chilly spring night and shivered. Her bike started on the first try and she could have cried. Paul drove off when he was sure she was going to be able to drive home and then so did Don. Pulling to the end of the parking lot she went left instead of right. She’d told Paul she was going to her new apartment, but went to the caves instead.

			She had come across the caves her second week in living out of doors. They were quiet and she loved the feeling of being deep inside of them. There was a natural spring in the one she stayed in the most and when she had gone deeper into it she had discovered the most beautiful drawings on the walls. She knew a discovery like this should be reported, but the thought of sharing such a find, her find, just did not set well with her. No one knew about it but her and the occasional animal that wandered in during the winter months. After seeing to her bike she walked the last half mile in. It was nearly three-thirty when she finally lay down. 

			The lack of sound woke her. Nothingness surrounded her. Opening her eyes to the deep darkness she thought she heard a faint sound and, before she could ask who was there, a hand was over her mouth and a heavy body over her. She couldn’t move. Terror gripped her hard.

			“Don’t say a word. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m hungry and I need you. If you allow me to feed from you I’ll make it good for you. I’m too weak to take your memory, but I will make you enjoy it.”

			Cade screamed behind his hand as he nuzzled her neck. Fear made her body drench in sweat and her heart pound in her chest. She reached out to him.

			“Please, don’t. I don’t want this. You can’t do this, I beg you.”

			“I’m sorry. I’ve no choice. I’ve been without food for weeks and I need to survive. I wish I could take this memory away, but I’m too weak and it’s nearly sunrise.” 

			When his tongue traced over the vein in her throat she felt the first stir of need curl in her belly. When the man pulled back and looked down at her she thought he was going to stop. She could feel him pressed between her legs, his thigh hard against her mound. 

			“I want your throat, but if you’d prefer, I can take your wrist. I’m going to feed from you either way, but I’ll give you the choice.”

			“Please don’t do this. Please let me go,” Cade begged behind his hand. When he shook his head and lowered to her neck she screamed at him, “Wrist!”

			“Pity. I would love to feel your hot pulse in my mouth as I drink from you. You smell like home to me, warm bread and apples. Fresh grass and sunshine. I am truly sorry for this.” 

			Taking her hand to his mouth he looked deep into her eyes as she watched his fangs lengthen and stretch from his gums. She turned away from him when he opened his mouth to show the gleam of them. With the hand over her mouth he turned her head toward his and she looked into his deep red eyes. 

			The pain of him biting her jerked through her body and when he drew his first mouthful she heard him groan. She felt his cock harden and lengthen against her belly. When he moved against her, shifting so that his cock was between her legs, tight against her apex, he rocked into her. Cade’s breath caught. As he drank from her he rocked against her until she thought she would scream. She didn’t even notice when he took his hand from her mouth or when he wrapped it over her breast and tweaked her nipple hard. Soon she was wrapping her legs around his hips as he continued to drink, continued to rock into her.

			“That’s it, baby. Feel me. Feel me hard against your hot pussy. Christ, I need to bury my cock into you.”

			The man sat up quickly and pulled off her pants, jerking and pulling at them until she was bare beneath him. There was not a single thought in her mind to stop him, her body on fire for his. She could feel her wetness running down the crack of her ass as he stood and took off his own clothing. She could see his cock was hard and straining. The little moonlight that filtered in the mouth of the cave was enough to see that much of him. When he dropped onto her again, his engorged cock now pressing against her clit and making her soak the ground beneath her, she wrapped her legs around him again.

			Cade screamed out when he entered her hard and fast. This time when he nuzzled her throat she tilted her head to allow him access. His mouth closed over her pulse and when he bit her she came apart. Her release was explosive and quick and when he slammed into her once, twice, three times more, pulling his mouth away with a swipe of his tongue, he threw back his head and poured himself into her with a roar. The last thing she remembered was him dropping back onto her body before blackness claimed her.

		

	
		
			The Faerie Master - Chapter 4

			Cade woke suddenly. The quietness of the cave from before was now over. She could hear the birds and other animals starting to rise for the day. Looking at her watch she realized it was nearly five. Sitting up quickly made her dizzy and she had to lie back down. After a minute of waiting for the walls to stop spinning she tried again. That’s when she noticed her wrist. It had been bitten. Bitten and was still bleeding. The memory of what happened last night came rushing back at her with sudden clarity. She’d been raped, raped by a vampire.

			As she made her way to the little pond she blushed with the knowledge that he had not raped her; she had been a willing participant in the entire thing. He had told her he could make it better for her; she just hadn’t known that he had meant it would be better for him too. Sliding into the water she realized she was sore, sore in places she’d never been before. She supposed good sex could do that to a person and she blushed again. 

			By the time she was dressed in her dry clothes she had convinced herself that other than the mark on her wrist and her sore body she was fine. Walking to her bike she had convinced herself that she had been lucky and that he could have killed her if he had wanted, but for whatever reason he had not. By the time she got to the MacManus home she decided to stay in the bar from now on and to never mention this to anyone. It did not take them long to figure out what she was trying to hide.

			“Miss, are you unwell? You look pale and, if you don’t mind me saying so, you seem a little off skittles.” 

			“Skittles? I’m sorry, Duncan, I don’t know what you mean. I’m fine though. Just didn’t sleep well last night. I’ll be fine soon.”

			She hoped so anyway. The padding that she had put around her wrist to stop the flow of blood was already soaked through and her head was feeling decidedly fuzzy. She had to stop twice now to remember what she was doing in the middle of making cinnamon rolls for the kids. When the kids came in a few minutes later she noticed Duncan slip out with a worried look and then forgot about him when Mac showed her his math test.

			“I got an A. The teacher said it was the best work I ever did. I told her that it was easy, math was in...are you all right, Cade? You look funny.” He sounded so far away that she blinked several times to make sure he was still in the room with her.

			“Yes. I’m good. I guess I owe you ten bucks, kiddo! Congratulations. I bet your mom was really proud of you. How about you, Lizzy? Do you get your money too?” Grabbing the counter, she hung on until she thought she could let go. She really needed to sit down.

			“I don’t think you’re at all well. I can smell blood on you and something else. I’m getting my daddy. He’ll know what to do,” Mac said as he backed out of the room 

			Cade hoped so. But she had a feeling that it was too late for him to help her right now. The room was pitching and tossing her as if she was in a bad storm and she was without a rudder. This time when she reached for the counter it simply wasn’t there. When the floor rushed up to meet her she actually welcomed it. Perhaps it would make things settle if she were lying down. That was the last thing she remembered for awhile.

			~~~

			Shawn came awake suddenly. The girl, the woman from this morning, was in trouble. He had taken her blood and now she was in trouble. Sitting up in the deepest part of the cave he reached for her and hit a wall. Pressing harder, he was just able to touch her when the connection was broken. Pulling the shadows around himself, he was on his way to her before he realized that he had used some of his powers that up until that moment he did not know how to use. Moving faster toward her he sensed others of his kind near her and hurried more. He reached her just as a large vamp was laying her on a bed. Crashing through the window he let go of his humanity and the shadows instantly.

			He hit the man with all his might, knocking the man across the room and into the wall beyond. Shawn’s fangs lengthened and stretched, his need to protect the girl from the man imminent. The force of his fist hitting the man again threw him through the wall and into the next room. Stalking to him again Shawn froze in mid-step and fell forward onto the carpeted floor.

			“Christ, what the fuck happened? Sara, are you all right? Who was...Shawn? What are you doing?”

			He couldn’t move, but he could see the man. A faint memory touched his mind, but he couldn’t hold onto it long enough to make sense of it. He strained to stand and...he was not sure what he would do, but he did not like being held like this. Magic of some sort.

			“I’ve got him in a hold. He won’t be able to move. But he’s strong. This is your friend? Why is he trying to kill you?” 

			The woman looked down at him then at the woman on the bed. He growled at her. He wasn’t sure why it was important to make them stay away from the woman, but he knew that he would kill anyone who tried to touch her again.

			The man he’d been trying to kill kneeled down in front of him. Again, his mind tried to grab something, but like before, it was gone. He stared at the man trying to remember, trying to pull something out. 

			“Shawn, do you know who I am? It’s Aaron, Aaron MacManus. We’ve been friends for centuries. You were supposed to be here days ago, almost two weeks now. I don’t know what happened, I couldn’t reach you.” He started to reach forward when Shawn growled again. “I’m going to touch your head. I want to see if you’re hurt, don’t fight me. Sara, my mate, has you in a hold that you won’t be able to break.” 

			The calm of his voice moved over him. For as much as he wanted to fight against his touch he was comforted with his voice, or the memory of it. He closed his eyes at the overwhelming need to pull him into an embrace.

			“Aaron, Cade has been hurt, almost drained by someone. And she smells like him. Do you think he bit her and took too much? Oh, Christ, look! He didn’t seal this off. She’s bleeding to death.”

			The man disappeared from his view then he was standing over the girl. Shawn growled again, this time deeper and with more meaning. He was going to kill this man when he was let go. She was his, his...his something. Food, she was his food. But he knew that wasn’t right either.

			The man who called himself Aaron came back and Shawn tried to lunge at him. Need to protect was beating at him and he didn’t understand. Pain radiated from his head, not like it had when he had first woke up, but almost as intense.  He realized the man, Aaron he had called himself, was talking.

			“...dies. You understand me, Shawn. You fed from her and she’s still bleeding. You have to seal the wound or she dies. I’m going to have Sara release you, but if you try to hurt me or my mate then she’ll pull you under again. The girl on the bed needs you. If you don’t seal the wound you opened then I won’t have any choice but to claim her as my child and turn her. I know you can understand me. If you want to help her, blink twice at me. If you don’t care then come at me. Sara, release him.”

			“Aaron, I don’t think this is a good—”

			“Sara, honey, I think Cade is his mate. I don’t know why he didn’t seal the wounds and frankly, I don’t care. But we will have to convert her if he doesn’t help her. There is a huge bump at the back of his head and I’m betting that he had lost a great deal of blood if the stain on his shirt is any indication. I don’t think he knows who I am either. Please, let him go. But be ready.” 

			He tried to think, but the pain was nearly too much. The girl’s need too, it was making him ache to be with her. He wanted to touch her. Blinking twice, he stared up at the man.

			He could feel the hold lessen. He didn’t move until he felt the bond completely gone. He sat up on the floor and looked at Aaron. His head hurt, but he could also feel the pull of the girl. 

			“I don’t know who I am. I don’t know who you are either. Something happened, I...someone stabbed me and I found her. She fed me and I took her. Tell me...tell me how to help her.”

			“You didn’t seal the wounds on her wrist. I can feel the mark on her neck, but it’s sealed. It’s your mark on her. Shawn, you have to seal the one on her wrist then feed her. If you don’t she will die. Do you know what she is to you?”

			“You said mate. That sounds right. The word sounds right to me. You know me? We are...we’re friends?”

			“Yes, very good friends. I have a place you can stay. You can stay in one of the suites below ground until tonight when we can talk. It’s getting late and I must retire soon, as will you. Heal her and then I’ll show you to your rooms.”

			“She comes with me. The girl, she...I need her to be with me. I won’t harm her. I just need to know that she’s close, that I can touch her.” He didn’t know why, but he felt that if he didn’t have her close enough to touch he would go insane. 

			“Yes, of course. As soon as you’ve fed her and sealed the wound you can bring her. Her name is Cade. Cade Smith. She works for my family. We’ll talk more later. Sara and I will be downstairs. Come down when you’re ready. But please don’t linger, it’s nearly noon now.” 

			Aaron and Sara walked out. Shawn could tell Sara did not want to leave him with Cade. Hell, he wasn’t sure if she should or not, but he also knew he couldn’t hurt her. Getting up, he walked over to the bed and arranged her more comfortably on the blanket then looked at her.

			She was beautiful. Her hair tumbled over the pillow and blanket beneath her, a red so deep it defied nature. He knew it was natural. He couldn’t smell any dyes or bleaches on her. Her brows were arched perfectly over closed eyes that he remembered to be a dark blue. There were dark circles under them and her skin so pale he knew that the freckles that danced over her nose and forehead would be there to see when she was healthy and awake. Her nose was cute, though he did not know where that word had come from. It was slopped and small, a button on her face. Cheek bones stood out prominently, making him think of the queens and princesses he had met in his lifetime. Her lips were pale too, but looked plump. It was then that he realized he had not kissed her. He had taken her, came deep inside of her, but had not tasted her. Leaning close to her he could smell her blood and, with a quick brush of his mouth over hers, he picked up her bloodied wrist.

			He had bitten her badly. And if he did not have the power to seal the wound he had made she would have a deep and ugly scar. Bringing her wrist to his mouth he couldn’t help but taste her once more. Her spice, her flavor, surged through him. Licking his tongue over the open wound and taking a little more into his mouth, he sealed the tear in her skin. 

			Need rippled through him and his cock hardened more. He wanted her, all of her. But he knew that she needed his blood to live. Her heart rate was slowing, her breaths low and slow. He opened a vein on his own wrist and pressed it to her mouth. His fangs lengthened again at the thought of her drinking from him, of her sucking his blood from his vein. When she did not respond at first Shawn leaned down to her ear and spoke gently to her.

			“Cade, I need you to sip from me. Drink what I offer you so that I can take to you properly this time. You’ve no idea how the feel of you wrapped around me felt, the way you tightened that hot pussy around my cock when you came. When we make love next time I will suckle at these hard nipples, pull them deep into my mouth and drink from them. Cade, my cock aches for you. Drink, Cade. Please, sweetheart, drink from me.”

			The first time her tongue touched his skin he thought he would come up off the bed. When he felt her pull on his vein he shifted around on her and, using his free hand, cupped her sex. With every pull of her mouth he pressed hard against her clit. Her moans had him leaning down and taking her cloth-covered breast into his mouth as he continued to fuck her with his fingers and hand.

			“That’s it, baby, drink. I need to mark you again, love. I want you to come and, when you do, I’m going to bite you and bring you to peak again. Ride my hand, Cade. That’s it, baby. Fuck, I want you. I want to tear off your clothes and slam into you. Come, Cade. Now!”

			Her climax was quick. When she tightened her thighs around his hand he pulled his wrist from her mouth and, with a quick swipe of his tongue, sealed it. Then he slanted his mouth over hers as she began to scream her release. His mouth devoured her, claimed her. His tongue swept through her mouth and touched every dark, sweet place it could reach. Her hands wrapped into his hair and she pulled him close, closer still as she continued to jerk under his hand. Pulling away, working his mouth down her slender neck, he found her pulse and licked the area then plunged his fangs in quickly. A second climax as powerful as the first gripped her. 

			He couldn’t take much, but he did feel her essence as it filled him. Only drawing enough to taste and not feed he sealed those tiny pricks as well, careful to make sure he had sealed the wound fully. As she lay there jerking and beginning to calm he nuzzled at her neck and inhaled. Warmth, apples and bread, and home. She smelled like home to him.

			When he was sure she would be all right he picked her up in his arms and carried her downstairs. She was tall, he realized, and slender. Hugging her tighter to him he followed Aaron to the sublevels and laid Cade on the big bed. After Aaron left him Shawn went to strip her clothing from her. He stopped when he got to her bra and panties. He somehow knew that if she woke up naked with him in the bed next to her she would be angry. That made him smile. He was sure that she would be spectacular when she was pissed off. 

		

	
		
			The Faerie Master - Chapter 5

			Cade woke to a dark room. The bed beneath her made her aware she was not in her cave but in a household. The last thing she remembered was the kitchen and kids. Shifting to move off the bed something tightened around her waist. Fear washed over her. A man was beside her.

			Lifting the heavy arm up off her seemed simple enough, but he—and it could only be a man because of the massive size of the arm—kept pulling her back to him. She finally managed to get out from beneath him only to discover she was nearly naked. Sitting on the floor, she crawled around until she found a chair leg. Patting the seat she found a pair of pants and a shirt, but from the size she guessed they were his. Pulling on the shirt she crawled to what she hoped was the door, feeling around for her clothes as she went. And of course, when she got to the door, it was locked. She was just trying to get it opened when a click and a light flared behind her.

			“It’s locked. Aaron said that I was the only one able to open it once I set the lock. How are you feeling?”

			“Open this. I want out now. And where are my clothes?” She looked at the man on the bed who now sat up with his back against the headboard, his chest bare.

			“No. I asked

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Aarons_Kiss_Series_(Books_8_-_14)_Title_Page.jpg
Aaron’s (K)S

61”125
BOXED SET

BOOKS 8 -14

KATHI S. BARTON





OEBPS/image/Aarons_Kiss_Series_(Books_8_-_14)_REV.jpg
ROOKS R -14°






OEBPS/image/1.png
O

D WINNING AND BESTsEflf‘ING VTHOR ™






OEBPS/image/Image3142.jpg
THE FAERIE MASTER

AARON’S KISS SERIE

KATHI S. BARTON





