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~Chapter 1~

 


“So, let me get this
straight. I can borrow five hundred dollars to use toward a car
that costs a grand as long as I have collateral. I can use the six
hundred dollars that I currently have in the bank as that, but I
can’t touch it until the loan is paid back. And I can’t borrow a
grand because I don’t have enough collateral. You know, that
doesn’t really make any sense. If I could leave my money in the
bank, I would. But you see, I need to have a car. Without a car, I
can’t work; without work, the six hundred is going to be gone in no
time anyway.” Tess stared at the woman behind the desk and
waited—for what? She wasn’t sure, maybe divine intervention or a
bundle of money to fall into her lap. But she really did not think
either was going to happen.

She had the money, she supposed,
enough money to buy several cars if she wanted. But she had never
touched the money from her first job and she had no intention of
doing so now. As far as she was concerned, it was blood money. She
was getting along just fine with her bartending money and she would
continue, thank you very much.

A tingle at the back of her neck had
her turn her head slightly. She pretended to rub her chin on her
shoulder as she looked around the bank. Nothing seemed out of
place, but something was not quite right. Opening herself up, she
lightly touched each person in the bank.

There were ten people milling about
the counters on the bank side, three of them were shape-shifters,
werewolves. The two tellers behind the glass screen were both human
and the one at the desk back there was fae. The other four were
humans as well.

Tess could see that of the eight
people in line, two were unknown to her, meaning they could be
lesser witches or some other creatures, but not human. Of the
others there was one fairy, another fae, and a shape-shifter, this
one a panther. The woman Tess was sitting with and the other bank
assistant were both wolves.

Turning back to the assistant, Tess
decided that Tansy Wolff was not going to change her mind about the
money and started to rise. When she did, the tingle started again.
This time Tess moved deeper and, closing her eyes, found what she
was looking for. Opening her eyes, she looked at her “personal
banker.”

“Call the cops. There is a
robbery going to happen right now. The two men standing by your
guard over in the front are carrying weapons that are loaded with
silver. They are expecting six more any moment now.”

Tess was sure that Tansy was going to
balk or try something incredibly stupid like demand proof, but she
simply nodded and picked up her phone. As she laid it back in the
cradle she was shaking her head.

“Phone is dead. I can’t
make any calls. But I can reach my…boss and tell him, but it may
take a while for him to get here.”

“Boss? I take it you don’t
mean the one here. Your alpha, you mean? We don’t have much of a
choice unless you know some other way to contact someone.” When she
didn’t answer, Tess stood up and stuck out her hand. “Take my hand
and it will open a pathway for us. It won’t hurt you, but I need to
have a set of eyes where you will be taken.”

“What about you? Where will
you be taken?” Tansy took her hand and Tess felt the immediate
connection.

“I won’t.” And she
shimmered from the room. “The other men have just pulled up
outside. Keep the others that are with you from panicking. And call
to me if you have any problems.”

The door burst open and five men
entered the bank and opened fire. Their automatic weapons tore
large holes in the ceiling and walls and it rained down on the
customers. Every person in the place dropped to the floor and put
their hands over their heads. Tellers behind the glass hit the
alarm buttons, but to no avail. The power had been cut to those as
well as all the security cameras.

“I want everyone to stay
where you are. If you think to be a hero, you’ll be a dead one. I
have no problem shooting every last one of you to get what I want,”
the man who came in after the guns went off stated as he sauntered
into the room.

Brian Manchester did not wear a mask,
nor did he carry a gun. He felt that there was no reason for
either. The muscle he had with him would do as he said, or he would
kill them as well. Tess knew this; she had seen it in his mind. He
was ruthless, vicious, and he had done this several times before,
killing everyone in the other banks just as he had planned to do
here. Well, she thought, not on her watch.

Brian made his way to the manager’s
office and only took one man that he brought with him. Two were
left by the door, two more started empting the cash drawers behind
the glass, and the last two started gathering the employees and
customers together to take them to the back offices. Tansy was a
part of this group, hidden from them but able to keep up with the
robbers too.

Tess kept herself shadowed in the dark
corners as she walked up behind the first two men who were just
finishing the cash drawers. One of them was human, the other a
shifter. Killing the human would be quicker, but the shifter would
be stronger and would definitely fight back. Taking a long, silver
blade from her boot, she appeared between them and struck. She slit
the wolf’s throat open and then stabbed the human in the heart,
killing him instantly. Catching both men as they fell, she laid
them as quietly as she could on the floor. Taking out a silver
chain, she laid it across the open wound of the wolf and stepped
over him. With the silver there he would not be able to shift to
heal, and before his friends found him later and removed the silver
he would have bled out.

Fading out again, she moved toward the
vault where she knew there were three other men. The bank manager
was with Brian and a human robber. Before she moved forward she
paused to listen to them.

“This will make us even,
Mr. Manchester, right? The fifty million I owe you will be wiped
off the books, right?” Nervousness colored the manager’s voice,
making it squeaky and high.

Fifty million was a lot to owe to just
one person and she wondered what the bank manager was into so deep.
She then realized that it didn’t matter how he got to this point.
It was how he was getting himself out that put these people into
danger.

“Of course it will, Tommy.
Isn’t that what we agreed on? You make sure the vault is open for
me and I make sure you don’t owe me another penny. You don’t sound
very trusting right now.” Brian sounded bored and condescending.
Tess did not believe for a moment that he was going to let Tommy’s
debt be paid.

“No! No, that’s not it. I
just…you know with the audit coming on and all, I don’t want to
lose my job over that missing money is all. I have to keep up
appearances and all, you know.” His grin looked sad and scared even
to Tess, but she didn’t waste much sympathy on him.

“Of course. Of course. This
is going to work out just fine, just fine indeed.”

Tess watched as Tommy finished opening
the vault. When the door swung open Brian pulled a gun from the man
next to him and shot Tommy in the head. Just that quick, Tommy’s
debt was paid and he was dead.

She watched as the two robbers stepped
over Tommy’s body and went into the vault. It was then that Tansy
spoke to Tess.

“Hello, Miss Knight, I have
a problem. Can you come here? Like right fucking now?”

Leaving the men inside, Tess moved to
where Tansy was, the urgency in her voice making Tess move
quickly.

One of the men had decided to have a
little fun with one of the customers. Tansy was trying to fight
him, but she was limited in her abilities because of the humans in
the room. She could not shift and she could not use her superior
strength to subdue without causing problems for her and the pack in
which she belonged to. Tess, however, had no such
problems.

Stepping out of the room to become
solid, she moved back in and grabbed the man who was trying to rape
one of the women and tossed him out into the hall; the other man
did not move. He either didn’t care or, more than likely, he
thought that his partner would kill her. Now, without prying eyes,
Tess pulled out her knife and began fighting the man.

He was strong, and as a wolf he would
be, but he was also quick and high on something. He was on his feet
again before she could move and had slammed her against the wall in
seconds. Stabbing him in his shoulder was all she could manage with
the quickness of the fight, and the small wound only seemed to make
him madder. He wrapped his hand around her throat and, as he began
to squeeze, he ripped at her clothes. When he had exposed her bra
he grabbed at her breast and twisted. Pain shot through her and she
kicked out, knocking him away briefly. When he came at her this
time she was more prepared and caught him in the nose with her
fist, breaking it and her hand.

She had meant to shove the little
bones into his brain, killing him, but he was taller than her and
her aim was a little off because of the pain in her breast. But it
did knock him back again. This time, while he was stunned, she
kicked him hard in the balls. She managed to kick him again and
again before he fell to the floor holding himself. When he bent his
head over she pulled her belt free of the loops and wrapped it
around his massive neck. The silver studs and the leather tightened
into his skin as he tried to struggle out of the hold. When he
began to black out, Tess pulled out her knife again and rammed it
into his heart from behind. He dropped like the dead weight he was.
She knew she would have to leave the blade there and mourned the
loss of one of her favorite knives.

Hearing a noise behind her, she turned
and nearly hit the woman who had come up behind her. Tansy had the
good sense to back up and blush.

“My alpha is here. He and
the pack are outside. He wants to know how many are left. He also
said to tell you to sit tight that he will be inside soon. He
thinks he needs to be the big brother and save my ass and the
others.” Tansy’s grin told Tess that she either was used to his
intervention or aggravated by it—probably both.

Tess snorted, leaned against the wall,
and tried to repair her shirt. Her boob hurt and she thought she
had a broken rib or two. Looking down at her hand, she knew it was
probably sprained and not broken like she had thought, but was
otherwise all right.

“Tell him that there were
eight to begin with, now there are only five. Oh, and the manager,
Tommy somebody, was in on the entire thing. He was letting the
leader into the vault when he was murdered. He owed some money to
the robbers. Tommy is dead now because they no longer had any use
for him,” Tess told her.

“He was an idiot. Not that
I’d wish him dead. But you play with these guys, you have to accept
a shorter life expectancy.”

“Well, he got it. But I
would keep his death to yourself with the cops. They’ll know you
weren’t there when he was killed and wonder how you know anything
about it.”

Tansy nodded in understanding. “What
about you sitting tight? What would you like for me to tell him
about that?”

Tess looked at Tansy and grinned.
“Tell him to fuck off. Please.”

Tess made sure that the others were
all right; the other robber had left them alone by leaving the
area. Good, Tess thought. As she went back into the main part of
the bank, Tess saw the two men posted at the front door. They were
both well armed and were staying back far enough from the windows
so as not to become a target from the police. The police must have
arrived sometime while Tess was in the back with Tansy. Tess
decided to let the two of them go for the moment.

There were no hostages with them and
they were keeping the police out of her way for the moment. She
headed back to the vault.

Brian and the other man were loading
bank bags with the money. They had also opened a few of the safety
deposit boxes along the walls and had emptied the contents as well.
Tommy lay in his own blood and since Tess could not help him, she
ignored him.

Waiting for the right moment, she
watched the two of them. They seemed to know just which boxes to
open. This made some sense, if she thought about it. With Tommy’s
help they would know which ones held nothing of value. They would
only need to open the ones that had something of worth in them. But
that did not seem to be the case. The other man was touching each
box and marking it. From where she stood Tess could not see how he
was doing it, so she moved closer to him. She felt when he knew she
was there the second before he turned.

He was clairvoyant. Tess grabbed his
arm and jerked it up and behind him. He was still human, but his
brainwaves where incredible. It mattered little to her at the
moment and she wrapped her hand over his brain and pushed herself
into him mentally, absorbing all that he knew. His scream echoed
throughout the little room.

Even though Brian could not see her,
nor feel where she was, he did know that something was happening to
his partner. So when Brian pulled the gun out again and started
firing she simply turned and let him shoot his man. The bullets
ripped into the clairvoyant’s heart, killing him
instantly.

Tess dropped her shield and grabbed
the gun as it went off again. Pain moved through her in an instant,
but she could not let him get the upper hand or she would be dead.
Brian had been practicing the dark arts and his magic was strong,
but not as strong as Tess.

Opening her palm and her physical form
to Brian, she pressed her hand to his face and pushed all that she
had taken from the other man into Brian—the man’s memories, his
thoughts, but mostly his abilities. Power surged into him and the
room swelled with it.

She watched as he grinned, thinking
she had boosted him with her touch. She had really, but there was
no reason to share with him that it was only a temporary feeling.
Brian had neither the ability to use the mind ability, nor the
knowledge to use it.

When he reached out to touch her, Tess
backed up. She saw the pain register on his face, just a small
twitch of it at first. Then the vein in his forehead began to
expand and pulse. He dropped the gun and pressed his hands to his
head and groaned.

“It’ll only get worse from
here. Next your eyes will start to bleed, then your nose. As your
ears begin to fill with blood you’ll become deaf from the pressure.
But that will be all right. When you start screaming, you won’t be
able to hear yourself.”

“Hurts! My God, it hurts.
What have you done?” Brian moaned.

“I overloaded your brain.
It won’t kill you, at least not very fast, but you’ll wish it
would. You won’t be able to see soon. The vessels in your eyes will
swell and then your eyes will explode. I’ve seen a person after
that happens; the sockets are just empty holes in their heads. Kind
of an ugly sight—no pun intended. Anyway, that won’t be so bad.
After a few days you’re going to start to hallucinate about feeling
things on your body. That will drive you to the point of no return,
but by then you’ll be locked up and there won’t be any way for them
to help you. This could go on for years.”

Tess watched as he absorbed her tale.
The only part that was true was that she had overloaded his brain
for a few seconds. The rest she had implanted in his brain to make
him think he was in pain. She turned to walk away to leave the man
to his misery. She needed to take care of the front door now that
the others were taken care of. A gunshot sounded behind her as she
walked into the main lobby.

“Tansy, it’s Tess Knight.
I’m going to open the front doors now. The two up here are all
that’s left of the would-be robbers. Once the police come in
they’ll want to know about Tommy. You don’t need to tell them
anything. There is going to be an audit soon, that’ll tell them
what they need.”

“Yes, I knew about that.
You’re sure he was involved? No, don’t answer that, I know you are.
What should I tell my alpha? He’ll want to talk to you, I’m
sure.”

Tess looked down at the wound in her
belly and cringed. It was bad, and there would be very little
anyone could do about it at this point. She had lost too much
blood. Pressing her hand back over it, she nearly passed out from
the pain. Yes, she thought, not much longer now.

“Tell him…tell him that I
said thank you and that I couldn’t have done it without you. You
saved that woman back there, and because of your help no one that
didn’t deserve it was killed. Thanks.”

“Tess, if you come back in
after this is over I’ll make sure you get the money you need to buy
that car. You saved us all.”

“I’ll do that. I have to
get rid of these two. It won’t be much longer now.”

Tess closed off the connection and
pulled the shadows around her. There was not much time to mess with
these two. She was getting weaker by the moment. Tess moved between
them and she pulled the first man’s hand with the gun in it toward
the other man and fired, shooting him three times in the chest
point blank. The man who held the gun reached for Tess with his
other hand just as she put his gun under his chin and
fired.

She dropped to the floor with them.
Her body was spent. As she crawled away from the dead men she heard
the first cop enter from the back; he and his men came in hard,
hot, and armed. Grinning, she thought of the mess he was going to
find back there and sobered.

Poor stupid, misguided Tommy had been
killed because he had been greedy. It was simply bad choices that
Brian had been the one who had “rescued” him.

The front door exploded open as she
rounded the corner into the little office she had spotted earlier.
That was as far as she could go and collapsed. Her last thought was
she should have put her money in the bank across town.


 


~Chapter 2~

 


“There are nine dead men
and one critically injured woman who I’m not entirely sure is
human. Eight of the men are the would-be robbers; the ninth is the
bank manager, Thomas Bentley. The woman, Tess Knight, was a
customer, the woman Tansy told us about. Ms. Knight will be lucky
if she makes it out of the bank alive. She was shot in the lower
abdomen and has lost a lot of blood, too much according to the
EMT.”

Bradley nodded at his brother David.
Tansy had told him that the woman had saved their lives and had it
not been for her one of the women, one of his pack members, would
have been raped as well. He hoped Aaron made it in time to save
Tess. His blood was the strongest Bradley knew of.

Aaron MacManus was his friend and a
Master Vampire. With his age and magical powers Aaron could stand
the sun more than a normal vamp could.

“I don’t believe she is
either, human I mean. Tansy said that she could move in shadows
like a vamp. David, make sure she is transported to the clinic and
that just pack is with her. We are going to try and hold her here
for Aaron, but it’s still too early for him to rise. Sara is
driving here, but it will take too long for her to get here too.
Christ, this is a cluster fuck. Do we know what happened in
there?”

“No. Tansy said that Tess
told her before it happened what was going down. She said that Tess
knew that six men were going to join the two that were already
here. She also told Tansy to not say anything about Tommy being in
on it to the police, that the audit next week would be telling
enough. You don’t think this Tess may have been in on it from the
beginning, do you?”

“No, but I don’t want to
take any chances. Restrain her, but nothing else. We don’t want
anyone else hurt because we didn’t know. What else? What aren’t you
telling me?”

Bradley may have been David’s brother,
but David was also a cop and a damn good one. He would have more
information than he might be able to legally give Bradley, but as
David’s alpha he would give him information he would not be able to
share with any of the men and women he worked with.

“She has a mark, a tat on
her arm. It’s a crest of some sort; I think it’s called a sigil.
I’ve never seen it before. Can you take a look when she comes out?
I’ve not made a big deal of it; most of the men think it’s just at
tattoo. It has a set of crossed daggers on it, but doesn’t really
look like Sara’s.”

A mark could mean a lot or nothing at
all, Bradley knew. But lately he knew that it would mean a hell of
a lot, especially if there was magic involved. Deep down, he knew
that something was about to hit the fan. Again. He smiled. There
was never a dull moment in their little part of Ohio.

He started making a mental note of
things he would need to do. First, he would need to contact the
queen. Mel would need to be notified about the mark as soon as
possible. She was the Queen of Magic and the overseer of all magic
used. Sara, Aaron’s mate and the cousin to the queen, had a mark,
or sigil, that marked her as a Brianal. It was the Tree of Seasons,
but with one difference. Sara’s had a pair of crossed claymores
under it, marking her as a member of the Brianal Guard as well.
Pete, another woman in Aaron’s Kiss, had a mark too, but hers was a
mark of her heritage as a Brianal and a wood nymph. He could only
wonder what magic this woman would bring to the Kiss.

Rubbing his hand over his face Bradley
knew it was a moot point if the girl did not live. And he looked at
his watch again. Damn it, still at least another twenty minutes
before anyone would be here to save her.

Bradley felt the vampire before he saw
him. He had been around enough of them lately to know that the
pinched feeling he got in the back of his neck signaled one was
near, and from the amount of pain he knew the vamp was a strong
one. He looked around and spotted him leaning against one of the
cruisers. Reaching out to David, he had him go toward the man
too.

When they were close enough, the man
stood and pulled his hands out of his pockets. He raised his hand
slightly to show that he had no weapon, but not high enough to draw
attention to them.

“Alpha. Captain. Nice
night, wouldn’t you say? I’m going to reach into my pocket and pull
out my badge and ID, all right?”

As the man reached in, Bradley did the
same and handed it to him. David had his badge out already, but did
take his hand off his gun and relax. The vamp handed his things to
David. When he was finished David handed them to
Bradley.

“Nathaniel Tremont. It says
you’re with the FBI; want to tell me what you are doing on my
streets at my crime scene, Agent Tremont?” David asked him as he
looked around the scene. He wondered if David was looking for other
vampires.

“Nothing. I saw the lights
and came to see if I could be of any help. But it looks like you
guys have it under control. I would like to ask if one of the men
was Brian Manchester. He’s wanted in several bank robberies in
eight states. I’ve been hunting him for several weeks
now.”

“Yeah, but he’s dead. Looks
like a self inflicted gunshot to the left temple. You can be of
help, if you will. The woman who helped us out, actually did our
work for us, is gravely injured and will more than likely not make
it. Could you help us out?”

“No, I’m sorry, but I
can’t. I’m just a visitor passing through. It’s dangerous to attach
ourselves to people we don’t know. I’m sure you understand.” And
Bradley stood as well, thinking he would stop him and try to talk
him into please helping. Suddenly Nathaniel stiffened and looked
over Bradley’s shoulder.

“I would like for you to
rethink that request. It could be very…beneficial to you to be
smart right now. You don’t strike me as a stupid man. I can usually
tell when a vampire is being malicious, but you aren’t. Are you? I
mean, only a stupid vampire or a dead one would enter my territory
without proper notifications.” Bradley turned as Aaron
spoke.

“No, sire, I’m not stupid
or malicious. Nor do I wish to die. I was just passing through on a
lead. I was nearly there when this happened.”

“You’ve been here, what?
Five—six days? Long enough to make a phone call or an appointment,
I would think. You are aware of the rules, are you not? Do you know
the penalty for trespassing into another Master realm without due
process?”

Bradley looked at each man. Aaron
seldom got upset, especially when it came to the laws governing his
realm, but he was strict when the time warranted it. And it seemed
Aaron felt this was one of those times.

The agent looked toward the bank and
then back at Aaron. “She mean that much to you, sire? This woman,
she means that much to you?”

“I don’t know the woman.
But according to my resources she saved the life of every being in
that bank, including several members of this man’s pack. Him I know
and trust. And if he wants her saved, then I can do no less for him
if that is what he wants. I’m sure you understand.”

The sun was still pretty high in the
sky yet and Bradley had not expected Aaron for at least another
twenty minutes or so. It was then that Bradley realized the other
vamp was out too. He turned back to him and stared, and before he
could ask the agent, he answered for him.

“I’m old, and with that
there comes certain…gifts.” He looked at the bank again and sighed.
“Do you know what you are asking me to do?”

“No. But I have a pretty
good idea. You didn’t just happened upon this scene any more than I
did. Do you help her, or do I have to come up with a suitable
punishment? The choice is up to you, Nathaniel.”

Bradley heard the challenge in Aaron’s
tone and wondered about it. But Nathaniel only nodded and David
took the four of them to the ambulance where Tess was being
loaded.

The three wolves Bradley had sent to
guard the woman moved to stop the agent and, when Bradley nodded to
them, they stepped away. Tremont entered the ambulance and sat next
to the bed as Aaron entered behind him. Bradley got into the front
with the driver and they took off.

~~~

Nathaniel Tremont leaned down to the
woman who was near death and inhaled. Christ, he thought, his mate.
He leaned back against the wall of the moving vehicle and looked at
the master. The man was grinning like a loon.

“You know, I’ve often
wondered if our mates smelled a way we would be familiar with or if
they smelled like something that reflected their personalities.
What does she smell like? You will save her for me, Nathaniel. What
you do after that is up to the two of you.”

“Saving her won’t make her
my mate; it will only make me want her more. You know that as well
as I do. I have no need for one, or the time to train
one.”

“Train one? That’s very
funny. But it is true, I can’t make you mate with her. But letting
her die will get you killed, and I wouldn’t be the only one you’d
have to worry about either. Feed her or face me or the wolf up
front. You may be older than me, but I can guarantee that I’m
stronger. Healing her for us and for you could get you some major
Brownie points with me. And I love giving out points for good
behavior.”

Nathaniel stared at him for a minute
longer before opening his vein with his fang and pressing his wrist
to Tess’s soft mouth. She was very close to death; he could hear
her heart beating softly within her chest. Reaching out with his
other hand he tilted her head back and began to rub her throat,
trying to get her to swallow. He wondered if he would be punished
if she died anyway. Then he felt bad for such a horrible
thought.

At first his blood trickled out of the
corner of her mouth, then along her chin. He did not think she
would take it. Then Aaron reached over him and closed off her nose.
She would either swallow to breathe or suffocate. She
swallowed.

Nathaniel continued to feed her until
he could feel her heart responding to the power of his blood. The
ambulance had pulled up in front of the clinic some five minutes
before, but had not disturbed what was going on in the back,
knowing that this was the only thing that would heal her and save
her life.

When Nathaniel pulled his wrist away
and sealed his open wounds she sighed heavily and turned her head
toward him. She did not open her eyes, but smiled slightly. The
doors opened and the two men standing there pulled her out on the
gurney and rushed her inside.

Nathaniel turned to look at the
vampire beside him again and sighed. He had heard about Aaron
MacManus of course. Very few vampires had not. Aaron was known as a
fair but consistent master, demanding very little of his people and
giving back to them more than they had ever had with the previous
master. He did not command often, but when he did his people would
do his bidding willingly.

“You could have saved her
yourself, you know. I’m not sure how you knew, but you did, didn’t
you? You knew she was my mate so why did you make me do
it?”

“Yes. As did you before you
got in the ambulance with her. If I gave her my blood she would
always be a part of me. Later, if you decided to claim her, you
could take exception to my part of her. Giving you the opportunity
to save her leaves her safe and marked. How long have you been
chasing her?”

“A couple of weeks now, I
guess. She came across my path in Columbus at a job site where I
had been working another murder. There was a slaughter of several
beings. I don’t believe she had anything to do with the deaths, but
she did stay for some time. I’m not sure what she had been doing
there, but I followed her scent here tonight. I was curious about
her, nothing more. I didn’t plan on approaching her at any point; I
just wanted to see what she was.”

“She isn’t human, that’s
for sure. Her magic or power is strong and very familiar. She is
somehow… I’ll have someone see what they can find out about her. I
want to thank you for showing up when you did. Let me know when you
decide to leave, if you do leave at all. I would like to try and
talk you into staying for a while. It would be nice to talk to
someone around my age.”

Nathaniel looked down at the hand the
man was offering. He was not sure, but thought the man was mocking
him somehow. Nathaniel shook Aaron’s hand and turned to walk away.
He had taken two steps when Aaron spoke again.

“My home is welcome to you
while you’re staying here, Nathaniel. There is plenty of room at
the moment. The couple who were staying with us has recently built
their own home and have only just moved out. You will be happy
there. My children will not bother you overly much, and you can get
your information about the bank robbery while you’re
there.”

Somehow, Nathaniel knew it was not a
request, but another command. He nearly refused the offer, but he
was in the other man’s territory and did not want to piss in
anyone’s oats.

“Sure, thanks. I’ll just
look around here for a little while and you let me know when you’re
ready to leave.”

Aaron went into the clinic with
Nathaniel not far behind.


 


~Chapter 3~

 


Tess woke but did not move. She had
been in situations like this before. Where she had lost conciseness
and woke in a strange place. Opening herself up she knew that one
man, a wolf, was in the room with her and that she was in a medical
facility of some sort, but not a hospital. There were not enough
people for it to be a big one if she was.

There was a pair of handcuffs on her
left wrist and another on her left ankle. Her belly was all but
healed, just a few tender places here and there. She knew that
someone, a vampire probably, had fed her his blood; she could
almost feel his energy surging through her veins. There was also
the metallic taste in her mouth. Not unpleasant like it normally
was, but there nonetheless. The IV in her right hand was nothing
more than glucose so she removed it as she turned toward the
shifter.

“Where am I? And who do I
have to kill to get out of here?” She was only slightly kidding,
but still grinned at his expression.

“The Market Street Clinic
and no one, I hope. As soon as you’re released, you can go. Do you
remember how you got here?”

“Yes. I killed six men and
one of them tried to kill me back. Go figure. Do you know who fed
me?”

“Fed you? Oh, you mean
healed you. No, I don’t. Some vamp, I
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