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Thanks DT, I'm glad we're compatriots.

The Profane Series takes place in the same fictional universe as The Blood & Bone Series and can be read as a sister series in either order. You may notice several characters from The Profane Series who were introduced in previous Blood & Bone novels and vice versa.

In an effort to clear up any confusion, I’ve included a timeline to illustrate the chronological order of the books from both series.



A very brief timeline of events…



2011 - August - Adam Sloan murdered (pre-series)



2012 - April - Patrick Clanahan meets Ethan Ellison in The Duality Paradigm



2012 - May through June - Events of The Convergence Theory & Medium Rare



2012 - August - Events of The Symbiotic Law



2012 - Fall - Events of Vaper Trail (Not yet released)



2013 - January - Blood & Bone Book Four: A Sanguin Solution (Not yet released)



2013 - February and beyond: The Profane Series Book 3 TBA







Chapter One



A portion of this text (about fifteen pages) was previously released as a short story titled “The Suicide Case.” This was intended to be the first of many short stories, but after careful consideration I’ve decided to turn the Lachlan Graham universe into a trilogy of full length novels. 

I hope you enjoy reading!

#

May 2012 - Capitol Hill - Lachlan



A girl had died in Seattle last night. He only knew this because, as he left his apartment the following day for his morning coffee run, he had encountered the girl’s grandmother crying outside her door one floor below him.

“Oh, it’s you, Lachlan. I’m sorry, dear, let me just get out of your way.”

“Good morning, Amelia.” Lachlan Graham paused, one foot on the next step, one foot in the hallway, torn between comforting a neighbor in distress and acknowledging the amount of energy it would require to deal with her. “Something wrong?” he asked.

Her sigh shivered through her whole body, her hands shaking as she blotted at the tears gathered in the corners of her eyes. It didn’t look as though she’d had the time to apply her face that morning before the instigating emotional event, because despite the presence of tears flowing freely from her eyes, there were no dark mascara stains on her cheeks. 

“It’s okay,” he murmured, placing a steadying hand on her shoulder before she backed away. Habits formed from five years with the Seattle Police Department kicked in, rusty as they may have been after three years disuse, and thereby made his decision for him, whether to stay or keep walking. “Why don’t you just tell me what happened?”

Amelia Hobbes pressed a wrinkled hand against her wet cheek and made a low, pained noise in the back of her throat before gathering her wits well enough to explain that she’d just had a visit from a police officer.

“He told me she jumped. You know what that means?”

Lachlan racked his brain for a second, trying to dredge up a shred of significance to attach to her question. It meant Amelia’s granddaughter was dead. It meant the girl had killed herself. It meant— His eyes flicked to the string of beads wrapped around his neighbor’s wrist and the pieces clicked into place.

It meant the girl was a suicide and therefore couldn’t be buried in consecrated ground.

Well, shit.

“I’m sorry,” he told her, the words falling empty from his lips.

Amelia stroked her thumb across the rosary beads, worn shiny from years of similar handling, and stared off into space.

He could feel the time ticking away from him, the onset of a caffeine headache itching behind his left eye, threatening to bloom into a full on migraine if he didn’t get downstairs and across the street to blessed caffeinated salvation. Lachlan couldn’t remember when he’d become so dependent, but it made little matter now that he was truly addicted.

(If he were being honest, of course, he would be able to pinpoint his caffeine addiction to the day he walked away from his career in law enforcement and took up slinging espresso for rent money instead. But Lachlan wasn’t always the best at being honest. Especially with himself.)

“Maybe if you talked to your Bishop—” he tried, but Amelia interrupted him with a snort. He watched as she squared her jaw and wiped the misery off her face like someone had taken a windshield wiper to it. 

“There’s no way my sweet girl jumped. Not like that. And I’m not going to beg on my knees for a pittance when I know well and good enough where she belongs. Next to her grand…” her voice wavered. “Next to her grandfather in the family plot.”

Lachlan felt the corners of his mouth turn down. He wasn’t Catholic himself. He wasn’t much of anything these days, even though his parents had been fervent Baptists and raised him the same. While he understood her concerns in an academic sense, he had a hard time assigning the significance suicide had to their particular faith system.

“I’m sorry.”

Amelia shook her head and clasped one of her sweaty hands around his fingers, squeezing once as she stared up at him. He had never been a believer in his gut instinct, but at that moment, as he watched the way her eyes flicked around the shadows in the hall before landing back on him, Lachlan felt a chill crawl down his spine. A waking moment of prescience that left his aforementioned gut full of dread.

“Didn’t you use to work for the police department? That’s right, I remember that uniform you wore before you made Detective. You looked so handsome. Oh, sweetie, don’t you think you could maybe go down to the station and talk to that police officer who came here and tell him to look again?” She squeezed down harder on his fingers, her knuckles turning white and boney.

“Look again at what?” he asked, the words dragged out of his throat against his will.

Amelia’s face pinched.  “Look at—look at her. Look at what happened. There must be something. She wouldn’t have…she wouldn’t have done what they say she did. She wouldn’t have.” Amelia kept repeating the words to herself until they matched the throb in Lachlan’s temple, her eyes catching on his, unwavering.

Which was the reason he found himself, about an hour later, standing across the street from the late Julie Hobbes’ apartment building—to escape her grandmother’s stoic unwavering eye contact. The rest…well, he was a bit of a sap. He didn’t see the point in trying to explain to Amelia that he was pretty sure pretending to be a Private Investigator without a license was illegal.

“Maybe it only matters if you carry a gun,” he muttered into his coffee. He hadn’t owned a personal firearm in almost two years.

The steam from his cup burned his upper lip. 

The sky had been cloudy when he left the apartment, sticky and smelling like it was going to rain, but by the time he made it onto the bus that would drop him off down the street from Miss Hobbes’ apartment, the sun had broken through, leaving him uncomfortably warm under his arms and along the back of his neck. Now he couldn’t help but regret that he’d gotten his drip hot-to-go instead of iced, while still unwilling to part with it all the same.

Lachlan felt sweat break out along his flushed skin while he stood there, silently assessing the building. The scene outside had already been cleaned up: the body whisked away to the city morgue; the car she had—by all reports—landed on top of, towed; and the police tape rolled up so that if he hadn’t been subjected to the address being painstakingly written on the palm of his hand by his neighbor, he wouldn’t have had any reason to suspect that a girl had jumped from this particular roof in the wee hours of the morning.

That’s how good they were at erasing death from the pavement.

Lachlan snorted and ducked across the street.

That’s how good they were all at erasing it.

He ducked into the building before the door could close on a harried-looking young man headed out. His backpack banged into Lachlan’s side with the sharp edge of a laptop case as they passed one another.

“Shit—sorry,” the man muttered under his breath, hardly sparing Lachlan a second glance. But a second was all it took for the light from a passing car to reflect back through the man's retinas, lighting them up for a second like two green beacons in his sallow face.

Lachlan paused on the threshold, watching the building’s tenant hunch his shoulders, head bowed low as he all but ran away from the building. 

A werewolf. Lachlan hadn't come that close to one—not consciously at least—in almost three years.

#

July 2009 - Queen Anne Hill 



The doctors had told him to take it easy and maybe this didn't count as taking it easy—he couldn't drive with the busted up foot or his arm in a sling so he'd had to resort to public transportation—but he had to see Vector. Had to look him in the face and ask:

"Where the hell have you been?" Lachlan demanded before the front door had even swung open. He blinked and snapped his mouth shut on a surprised noise when he looked up into the eyes not of his absentee partner but some stranger. "Who are you?"

The other man squinted those eyes—pale blue and wildly different from Vector’s—at Lachlan, nostrils flaring. Was he—Lachlan stumbled over the thought but there was no mistaking the way the other man was sniffing him.

"What do you want?" the man growled.

Lachlan firmed up his bruised jaw, trying to repress the wince. "I want Vector. This is his—"

"Vector’s not here."

"Well, when is he going to be back?"

"I don't know. Not anytime soon." 

His stomach swooped out from under him. That wasn't an acceptable answer. Lachlan shoved one of his crutches over the threshold before the mysterious man could slam the door in his face.

"Hey!"

"What?" the man snapped, a subvocal growl rolling out of his chest along with the word. 

The sound brought Lachlan up short. He felt his heart pick up speed, thundering painfully under his breastbone as the fearful animal in him shrank away from what he only tangentially knew to be afraid of.

"I just want to see him. I need to see him." Lachlan swallowed around his words, never taking his eyes off the werewolf in front of him. A werewolf, fuck when had this become his life? (Eighteen months ago, a traitorous voice whispered in the back of his mind). "Just tell me where he is."

"I don't know. It’s classified," the wolf said. Then he sighed and some of the bristle went out of his posture. His eyes raked Lachlan up and down. “Let me guess, you were his partner? Lyndon or something?"

"Lachlan," he said, stumbling over the other man's use of the past tense.

"Right, Lachlan. Look, I can't tell you where my cousin's gone because I don't know either. He sent Mom an email and disappeared. I’m just here to pack up his stuff."

"Cousin?"

The wolf huffed and thrust out one tanned hand. "Patrick Clanahan."

"Oh." Lachlan stared at the hand but didn't take it. "I don't understand. He just…left?"

"Got a better job offer I guess. Something with the Feds. That’s all I know. Hey? Hey, are you okay?"

Lachlan stumbled away from the front door, nodding his head too vigorously. "Fine. Thanks for the, uh, the help."

#

May 2012 - Julie Hobbes’ Apartment



Lachlan shook his head to clear it and threw his empty cup in the trash bin next to the front door.

Inside, the building was dark and quiet, cold in the same way buildings got when management set the air conditioning unit too high, leaving everyone to freeze in the summer despite the fact it had already started to hit the low 80’s outside. 

He shivered and glanced down at his hand. The words had begun to smudge from the combined heat of his coffee cup and his sweat, but the unit number was clear enough. He took the elevator up to the sixth floor and got out on another empty hallway. 

Julie’s door bore the first evidence he had seen that the police had been there: yellow DO NOT CROSS tape crisscrossed her front door to prevent unauthorized access.

Lachlan glanced around but no one was present to witness him jimmying open the lock and sliding awkwardly through the tape to get inside. A really careful eye might have been able to detect the scratches he left behind, but if the police had already ruled the scene a suicide, he wasn’t too worried about an eagle-eyed detective coming back around here after him. 

Her apartment looked like any other apartment he might have opened the door to on this floor, in this building, in every apartment building on this block: a young woman's messy, comfortable sanctuary. There were clothes hanging off the sofa, dirty dishes in the sink, an empty mug on the coffee table next to a wireless Xbox controller. 

He tripped over one of her sneakers, abandoned in the middle of the short hall that led from the front door to the combined living-dining room.

Lachlan stuck his hands in his pockets to keep himself from giving into the urge to poke through her belongings with ungloved fingers, ferreting out her secrets and shames. Again, not that there would be anything new there. Everyone had a collection of secrets off the standardized list, and he'd seen most of them working for SPD's Vice Department.

He didn’t care about Julie's secrets anyways, not if her grandmother was wrong and this was nothing more than a suicide—which was likely. It was Amelia's job to believe the best of her granddaughter. Let the girl’s shames lie unexposed a little longer, however inane or otherwise.

A narrow multi-pane glass door on the far side of the living room opened onto a balcony no bigger than a postage stamp. The glass door was shut but not latched. He used the edge of his henley to push the door open, hinges creaking. The balcony faced out to the street and below he could just see the glint of broken glass missed by the police's hasty clean-up. She must have jumped from here.

Lachlan barely fit out on the balcony with both feet planted close together and his back bent to keep from barking his head against the eave of roof. (If you could call it a roof when it was just the structural underpinnings bracing up the floor of the balcony to the apartment above him.) Julie lived in an older brick building built as a multi-tenant residence sometime before the 1960’s and only modestly kept updated over the intervening decades.

He leaned over the wrought iron rail, head cocked. A few people passed by underneath, their boots crunching periodically over the twist of broken glass. One young man's loud "what the fuck?" filtered up over the sounds of the city and made Lachlan's lips curl into a wry smile.

His empty hands yearned for a second cup of coffee as the sun rose higher. Something cool and iced to combat the heat he could feel creeping under the edges of his shirt.

Time passed, maybe half an hour, and Lachlan couldn't have said why he waited that long, until his back ached a little from the uncomfortable position and his skin tingled against the rusting metal under his fingers. 

A shiver raced down his spine and Lachlan jerked away from the edge of the balcony.

"God damn it," he exclaimed, banging his head against the roof. His cell phone vibrated in his back pocket from a text message. He ducked back inside Julie's apartment to check the message—hand slipping against the wet door knob—but it was just Alan asking him: 



what the fuck man u get lost? Bring subs i'm starving



Lachlan wiped his hand off on his jeans before typing out a badly spelled reply to let his friend know that he'd be there in an hour and Alan could cool his heels. The guy was probably raiding on his own anyway.

Lachlan took a second glance around Julie's living room, looking for something, anything, that screamed suicide or murder, but life wasn't like that. Death didn't tie itself up into a neat little bow and present itself to the harried detective in a flash of brilliance.

He shivered, cold all of a sudden, and reached for the game controller. When he touched it, his thumb woke the TV from its sleep, displaying a pause screen for some FPS game he didn't recognize. It looked like Julie Hobbes had stopped in the middle of a campaign mission.

"Paused to go jump off her balcony, weird." 

Lachlan ran the edge of his shirt across the controller's thumb pads and set it back on the table. Something hard dug into his thigh and he dug around until he came up with a bright lime green cell phone. The police hadn't done a very good job of sweeping the apartment if they missed a suicide's phone—something like this had to be about twelve times more useful than a diary. 

A smudgy, worn set of marks on the screen gave him enough information to crack her password after just a couple attempts. The background showed a crisp, up close cat selfie of a grown Russian Blue, it's bright pink tongue sticking out coyly at the photographer.

"Kitty?" Lachlan called out hesitantly. The apartment didn't really smell like a cat lived here. There was always that smell, from the wet canned cat food and the litter box, that was prevalent no matter how clean someone kept their apartment.

"And you weren't the best at keeping things neat, were you Miss Hobbes?” He did a quick sweep of the apartment, looking for any signs of another occupant but there were none. 

The texts in her history were equally unexciting. Links to memes on tumblr, something about dinner plans for—

Lachlan squinted at the screen just to make sure he was reading the dates right but there was no mistake: Julie Hobbes had made plans to meet someone named Camden for dinner the day after tomorrow.

"So why jump today?"

He scrubbed his fingerprints off the phone and replaced it between the couch cushions. Lachlan had a weird feeling itching at the back of his neck like he was being watched, but he was running late to meet Alan and ready to get out of the apartment.

Maybe Amelia was right that there was something off about all this but it was going to take legwork to find out for sure.

He detoured into Julie's bedroom to look for a laptop. If he wanted to know her state of mind he'd have to start with her friends and that meant Facebook. But there was no sign of any electronics outside of her phone and her game console, and her backpack was empty. The police must have collected her computer as evidence.

"Boo," he muttered under his breath. Maybe Amelia could give him access to her profile. His phone vibrated again to remind him Alan was still waiting.

The front door stuck when he went to leave, and he had to throw his weight against the knob to make it release. Lachlan eyed the door jamb suspiciously, but chalked it up to being an old building.

Later that afternoon found Lachlan slumped down on his friend’s couch, already several hours into a Halo co-op session.

“Jesus, what the fuck is wrong with you, man? I’m dying here. Literally, look at this.” 

Alan elbowed him in the side to illustrate his point, like Lachlan wasn’t sitting right there staring at the same television screen. 

“Look—look, oh fuck, shitting—damn it.” Alan threw his controller against the couch arm with a huff and slumped back against the faded cushions. “Useless.”

Lachlan bit his lip, furiously punching buttons and firing blindly at the enemy until his screen flashed red and his character slumped over dead. He sighed and bowed his head.

So much for a nice relaxing afternoon of mindlessly killing stuff.

“Seriously, where is your head? I haven’t seen you play this bad since you, since you know. Since.”

“Just stop,” he muttered and reset the mission.

“Sorry, man, it’s like I said. Useless.”

“Yeah, I know.” Lachlan jerked to his feet and started picking up food containers and sticky, empty cans of Red Bull to throw away in the recycling bin.

“You want to like…” Alan craned his head back to watch over the back of the couch as Lachlan sorted their garbage like a grown ass adult. 

“Don’t ask if I want to talk about it,” he warned.

“Ah, hah! So there is something.”

“Nothing that you’re thinking.”

“Oh, really? Then what?”

Lachlan slammed the cabinet lid and leaned one hand against the closed refrigerator, weighing the pros and cons of discussing his little B&O earlier. 

“It’s nothing,” he said with a shrug.

Alan made a disgruntled noise in the back of his throat. “Fuck me man, way to cop the fuck out.”

“Could you—why do you always have to talk like that?” Lachlan bit his lip the second the question left his mouth, but it was too late, already floating in the ether between them, and he could see the way Alan’s eyebrows shot up from the corner of his eye.

“Oh, I’m sorry, am I saying ‘fuck’ too much for your delicate ears?” Alan laughed meanly and sat back.

Lachlan groaned and rubbed at the tension headache behind his eyes. He searched through his friend’s cupboards in vain for a tin of coffee.

“Yo, what’s up with all the racket?”

“I want a cup of coffee.”

Alan appeared in the kitchen scratching at the strip of skin between the bottom of his T-shirt and the top of his sweat pants. “I don’t think I’ve got any. Sorry. ‘Sides, it’s fucking four in the afternoon, it’s Happy Hour man.”

“I don’t want a drink, I want a cup of coffee.”

“That’s your problem. You don’t want it but you need a damn drink.”

“Get out of my face,” Lachlan said pushing Alan away, but the guy had half a foot and twenty pounds on him and he just pushed Lachlan around, bullying him out of the kitchen. “What—?”

“We’re going out.”

“You’re not even dressed.”

“Oh, fuck off, give me a minute.”

“I don’t want to go out! It’s my day off, and we’re supposed to be relaxing.”

“Dying cuz you’re too distracted to watch my back is not relaxing. We’re going round the corner.”

(“Round the corner” of course referred to the dank little pub around the corner and two blocks north of Alan’s apartment that reminded Lachlan uncomfortably of the Winchester from Shaun of the Dead.)

“Ta da!” Alan made an elaborate gesture at his fresh pair of jeans. He perched on the edge of the couch to pull on socks and shoes, all the while extolling the virtues of Happy Hour beers. 

“I don’t feel like getting wasted. Are you even listening to me?”

“Nope.” Alan laughed. “Like I said, this’ll be good.” He leapt up, grabbing his keys in one hand and Lachlan with the other. “You can be as distracted as you want and I’ll be safe with some ice cold, hoppy goodness. No one dies, everyone’s happy.”

One and a half beers later, Alan turned to him, setting his glass down on the  scratched oak bar, and said, “Fuck you know what we should do?” 

“No, and I doubt that I want to either,” Lachlan muttered. His own glass sat untouched and weeping moisture onto a disposable cardboard coaster while he played CandyCrush on his phone. He was waiting for Alan to notice and throw a fit about it, but so far his friend had been happy enough to ramble about his hot redheaded co-worker and drink his own pints without too much direct input from Lachlan. He could have asked for a worse afternoon even if he didn’t feel like drinking.

“We should get you laid. Fuck, I can’t believe I didn’t think of it earlier. God, it’s perfect.”

Lachlan huffed and stared harder at his phone’s tiny touch screen. Maybe if he didn’t answer, Alan would argue himself into a new topic and drop it. That particular strategy had worked well enough for him in the past.

“Don’t give me that look.”

“I wasn’t giving you any sort of look,” he snapped back and winced. So much for not engaging, darn it.

“How long’s it been? Since like…” Alan trailed off, tapping his finger against the bar and frowning. “I don’t remember. Do you remember?” A beat, then, “You don’t, do you? That means it’s been too long. Okay, come on have a look around. Tell me what you think.”

Lachlan ignored the elbow digging into his side and doggedly kept swiping colored candies into position. There was something inexplicably satisfying about the way the screen burst into confetti anytime he managed to trigger a special combo. Too bad someone had poured ants down Alan’s pants, because he wouldn’t quit it with the elbow, crowding right up into Lachlan’s space and breathing warm, yeasty breath against the back of his neck until he broke and slammed his phone against the bar.

“Fucking quit it,” Lachlan snapped.

Alan grinned at him, all wide, crooked white teeth and golden beard. He grabbed the side of Lachlan’s face and shook him, getting too close and personal for the other man’s comfort. 

“Aw, there it is. You going to tell me what the fuck your problem is now? Or do I have to start playing fuck, marry, kill with those old farts over there,” he said, gesturing at the table of retirees drinking out of bottles at a round table in the corner.

Lachlan shoved him away and grabbed his phone, holding it between them like a shield. 

“Stop.”

Alan sighed, the amusement draining out of his face. “Sorry. Just trying to help.”

“Yeah, well stop being so pushy.”

“You want to talk about it? Seriously. Did something happen at work?”

“No, it’s nothing. My neighbor got some bad news, that’s all.”

His friend frowned into his beer.

“Sorry. Look, I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. Just got my head in a weird space. And you joking around about—you know—”

Alan groaned. “What’s that saying, ‘if you can’t say the word, you shouldn’t be doing the deed’? I can’t believe you were a real cop.” Alan bit his lip and shot Lachlan a furtive glance out of the corner of his eye before the word “cop” even had a chance to properly land between them.

Lachlan ignored the look and said, “Besides, this isn’t really the place for me to find…” He made a furtive little gesture at the other patrons. “To find that.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” Alan knocked their glasses together in the mimicry of a toast and grinned wryly. “Just want you to be…fuck, I don’t know man, happy, I guess.”

Lachlan pushed his fist into Alan’s shoulder. “Thanks, man,” he muttered under his breath.

#

November 2009 - The Akkadian Club



“Hey, you want to get out of here?”

Lachlan blinked sweat out of his eyes and looked up at his dance partner: tall, lithe, with brown eyes and close cropped brown hair. Symmetrical and pleasing to look at, if somewhat bland. The drunkest part of Lachlan’s brain wanted to wrap his legs around the guy’s waist and climb him like a tree. The small voice in the back of his brain that sounded suspiciously of his Uncle Rory—the minister—babbled a string of horrified arguments about why he should do No Such Thing.

“I’d love to,” he shouted over the music playing in the club. His dance partner grinned and grabbed his hand, leading him outside and into a waiting taxi.

“Your place or mine?”

“Yours,” Lachlan replied without hesitation and slung his leg over the guy’s thighs, leaning down to suck on his neck while he gave the driver an unfamiliar address.

It felt good having someone else’s hands on his body, a little sloppy from drink, a little too hesitant from the strangeness of it, but still touching him, stroking over his shoulders and down his back to where his waist dipped in. He’d lost weight in the hospital, during recovery, enough to make his body feel unnaturally slight. He’d lost muscle too since he quit the force, and he hadn’t found a reason to gain it back.

But none of that mattered here, in fact, it worked to his advantage. His hook-up wasn’t supernaturally strong or even particularly built, but he also didn’t have too much trouble manhandling Lachlan where he wanted him. And where he wanted him was spread across his thighs, head tipped up for full access to his mouth.

They arrived at their destination too quickly for Lachlan’s taste and piled out of the taxi in a languid heap of tipsy limbs, splitting the fare between them from the cash in their wallets.

The apartment he was led to—and fuck, maybe Lachlan should have tried to get the guy’s name or at least made a point to remember it—was small and messy, even in the dim light from the hall, but the bed looked clean enough and Lachlan let himself be pushed back onto it without hesitation.

“What did you have in mind?” the guy breathed into the shell of Lachlan’s ear, planting one knee on the bed and leaning over him.

Instead of answering, Lachlan grabbed the sides of his face and pulled him down for a harsh, unrelenting kiss, tongue-fucking him until they both pulled away, breathless.

“Don’t talk,” he panted against the guy’s mouth before he set to work wiggling out of his clothes and tearing at the button on the other man’s jeans. He went in for another kiss when it looked like his one night stand was gearing up to say something anyway, licking furiously between his teeth and biting at his lower lip.

After a couple of minutes like that, when his lungs burned from lack of oxygen and his mouth hurt, Lachlan pulled back enough to meet his partner’s eyes. They glinted with reflected street light in the dark bedroom, endless pools of glossy black with just a ring of lighter color, the pupils dilated from lust.

He ran his hands across wide shoulders and into the other man’s hair, tugging gently, experimentally, trying to figure out what he wanted. It was a good question.

“I—” he started, only to have the other man surge against him, wide hands wrapping too tight around his thighs and pushing him hard into the covers.

“I thought you said no talking?”

Lachlan swallowed and wrapped his legs around slim hips, nudging his hard cock against the groove in the other man’s hip. He swallowed back a moan. The guy—fuck what was his name? Had he even offered it? Lachlan’s mind was too muddled by tequila and beer to remember—grinned and thrust hard against him, rubbing their boxer-clad cocks against one another until Lachlan gave up and groaned out loud, shivering at how good it felt to have another person’s body moving against his.

How good it felt to have someone treat him like he wasn’t going to break if they looked at him wrong.

Coming out to the Akkadian tonight had to have been one of Alan’s best ideas. 

Thick fingers slid under his waistband and divested him of the last of his clothes while Lachlan was still shuddering. He hissed at the touch of cool air against bare skin but a warm, heavy hand had already wrapped around his dick, giving it a couple quick pulls. A thumb swiped through the pearly liquid puddling in the slit.

He grabbed the other man’s head and pulled him down for another kiss, twitching into his hold when it went slack and distracted.

“You going to let me fuck you?” the stranger asked, breaking away from Lachlan’s mouth with a soft grunt.

Lachlan’s breath caught in his throat as the silhouette of the figure distorted itself into something painfully familiar—someone— How could he have missed the resemblance?

In the half light of this foreign bedroom, Lachlan Graham felt a sobering kick to the gut as he took in the full effect of his one night stand’s face—narrow cheeks beneath a long forehead, dark eyes that appeared almost black and an aquiline nose, all of it mounted on a lithe neck and broad shoulders—and its unmistakable likeness to his—

Lachlan cursed his drunken self silently and rolled the stranger over in bed. God, the guy could have been Vector’s twin brother. 

Alan was a goddamn idiot for letting him leave with this guy.

Lachlan pushed his bed partner down and squirmed in between the guy’s legs, ducking to lick at his hard, red cock so that he wouldn’t have to look at the guy’s face.

“Oh, yeah that feels so good.”

At least the voice was all wrong. Not quite deep or blunt enough to sound anything like Vec—

Lachlan jerked his thoughts away from his ex-partner (work partner, his brain repeated over and over inside his head) and worked to lose himself in the push-pull, dragging his mouth up and down his bed partner’s dick. Tried to distract himself with the taste of salt and skin until that voice in his head would shut the fuck up and let him come.

That’s all he’d wanted from this little outing. Some quick relief. A distraction.

If he was the sort to believe in past lives (which he wasn’t, his mother hadn’t raised him to believe in any of that mystical nonsense), recent events might lead him to think he’d done something terrible, been someone truly evil, to deserve all of his current misfortune.

Lachlan grimaced around his mouthful, pulling off to gasp in a heaving breath that made his subject complain. 

Listen to him—so self-pitying when he was here, all his limbs attached, the scars all but invisible thanks to SPD’s fine medical insurance coverage. And all he could think about was fucking Vector Clanahan and how much he wished to have that man—only he wasn’t a man.

Thick, shaking fingers brushed the hair out of his eyes.

“You okay there, man?”

Lachlan licked his lower lip and nodded silently, bending back to his task, swallowing the lie, the “fine” lodged in his throat, along with the man’s cock.

Chapter Two


May 2012 - Searchlight, NV - Vector


This early in the morning, when the light had not quite begun to rise over the curve of the desert hills, the temperature on his phone read a number that some would not have found fault with: a balmy 75° F. Vector’s gut, however, told him this was just the prelude for a scorcher. The day was going to be hot as balls and miserable; made worse so by their destination.

He gripped the armrest on his seat on the plane with white knuckles, swallowing against the sensation of nausea threatening to get a rise out of him. Three years and he still hadn’t gotten the hang of flying around in these little Cessna CitationJet puddle jumpers.

Across the narrow aisle, Special Agent Henderson gave him a long-angled look. Ostensibly, the man was assigned as his partner, but he’d never felt like anything other than a handler to Vector. The resident wolf-wrangler.

Vector frowned at him in response and turned to watch their approach on Searchlight. The airport hadn’t been in operation for six years, but that wasn’t going to stop the FBI. What was one more strip of abandoned concrete in the Mojave desert to the men in black suits?

He slipped a finger under the collar of his own starched white shirt, wishing that he could shed it for a cotton tee or anything, really, other than a suit.

“You’re not going to hurl, are you?” Henderson asked in a suspicious tone.

“No, I am not going to ‘hurl’ as you so colorfully put it, agent.”

“I’m just asking because I don’t want to scrub it out of fucking white leather seats.”

Vector pinched the bridge of his nose and held onto the armrest even tighter as the little jet swooped down towards the hot tarmac. It made it worse to keep his eyes closed, so he forced himself to watch the dark line of buildings that made up Searchlight’s abandoned airport. 

Deep breaths, blank thoughts, the carefully constructed zen which he clung to rather than pay attention to Henderson’s derisive suspicion, and then they were touching down with a series of jumps and jolts before the rubber wheels caught the edge of the earth.

Vector slipped on his dress shoes, wedging his long toes into the black leather chelsea boots under the hemmed cuffs of his pants, and grabbed his suit jacket. He’d let Henderson and the other agents deal with the baggage. He wasn’t there to be a pack mule. 

In deference to his soft stomach, they’d finally let him take the first row seat, left side, and he was the first one off the plane in each city, disembarking on shaky legs. 

He was a wolf. Wolves were built to keep four paws on the ground. The dirt under them and the sky very, very far above them. It was unnatural to spend this much time flying from one little town on the tip of America to the next. And it inevitably left him discomforted. More than just the airsickness, the travel messed with his head, turned him around until he had a hard time distinguishing up from down, east from west.

Vector found the sun rising in the sky and squinted into the glare, soaking up the feel of solid earth under his four hundred dollar shoes, the bone dry air on his cheeks, and the natural warmth on his eyelids.

He stood there for a long minute and tasted the air, the dust, the hint of wind that did nothing to break the heat as it rolled past sunrise into mid-morning. They’d been chasing that sunrise for the last hour.

Henderson kicked up a cloud of dust behind him, not going so far as to touch Vector, but still managing to project an air of extreme dissatisfaction with their hold-up. 

Looming. 

The man was a master at looming. So much so that some days Vector wondered if the agent was part sheepdog and he a sheep, rather than a wolf.

“We’re burning daylight,” the man grumbled. He carried their duffle bags, one in each hand. He was flanked by the three other agents that had traveled with them, two of them reassigned from the Denver Bureau and the third guy joining them from the Las Vegas office. Vector wasn’t sure why they needed the extra muscle. Heaven knew Nevada saw enough murders, drugs, gang shootings, and prostitutes in a regular day to make a couple of skeletons in the desert, over fifty miles from the nearest multibillion dollar casino resort, pale in comparison.

And he didn’t think he was likely to get an explanation anytime soon either. No one ever told him anything, and two of the new agents hadn’t so much as said a word since introducing themselves. And the other guy, while chatty, clammed up whenever Vector so much as glanced at him, smelling sickly of sweat and All Spice working triple-time to keep the man from soaking through the underarms and lower back of his shirt.

“It’s your show, Henderson,” Vector murmured. He flicked a glance over the four men as they walked past him, single file, hauling their luggage. The wolf slung his jacket over his forearm and followed them at a slow clip, dragging the heels of his boots in the dust, unwilling to let his feet leave the earth too soon again.

He couldn’t taste much other than dust and decay on the wind as they made their way to the two sherif’s SUVs parked at the edge of the airstrip. A deputy in khaki browns tipped his tasseled hat at them and introduced himself as Deputy Roberts. He pointed to the man sitting behind the wheel of the other vehicle.

“And that there’s Deputy Quinetha. Didn’t expect to see so many of you boys down here in little old Searchlight,” Roberts said with a narrow expression.

Vector let Henderson do the talking as they climbed into the SUVs and began the forty-five minute drive into the desert where what passed for the sheriff’s crime scene unit had set up a tent over their objective.

He did better sitting in cars than planes, as long as he sat in the passenger’s seat. No one at the Bureau had let him get behind the driver’s wheel in eight months. Not since New Jersey and the Hudson River.

“Something funny, Agent Clanahan?” Roberts’ voice broke into Vector’s thoughts.

He blinked slow dark eyes at the other man and listened to the deputy’s heartbeat speed up under the collar of his shirt, rabbit fast, the way anyone with a well developed prey sense responded when they came face-to-face with a werewolf. Didn’t matter if they knew what he was. If they had a shred of self-preservation, that was enough to kick in the fight-or-flight instinct.

“Not at all,” Vector replied in a soft voice.

He leaned his head back against the neck rest as their vehicle ate up the miles, turning off Joshua Tree Highway to take an older side road that eventually disappeared. At the thirty-four minute mark, they had fully transitioned to a dirt path cut between the native flora by—Vector couldn’t even imagine who would have passed this way before them. Hunters maybe? Campers? Hikers with an interest in flat desert and the occasional cactus?

He didn’t sleep, but he drifted in a light doze in the otherwise silent car, lulled by the rock and roll of the tires skidding through brown red dirt. Deputy Roberts kept the air conditioning blowing on high the whole time so that it felt like they were driving around in a black refrigerator.

Vector roused himself at the forty minute mark, his internal clock ticking off the minutes steady as a metronome, and flicked off the air to the Deputy’s protest. He rolled down his window and took in the hot, dusty air that whipped past them.

“Just let him do it,” Henderson said in an aggrieved tone when Roberts tried to tell him to close it.

“You’ll miss the air conditioning when you’ve been out here for an hour in those clothes of yours,” the deputy muttered.

Vector’s head hung off his neck, angled towards the car window, eyes closed, and nostrils flaring.

He had just settled on east and west when they pulled up at the crime scene.

Another Clark County deputy sat on a folding chair, her feet propped up on a cooler and her hat pulled down to cover her face. They’d erected a blue tarp tent over the scene and her chair must have been positioned just so to keep her out the sun an hour or two ago, but the edge of the light had since crept up over her boots and into her lap.

“Vicki!” Roberts snapped, throwing open his door. “The hell you think you’re doing? The Feds are here. Agents, this is our forensics deputy, Victoria Jones.”

Vicki slid to her feet in a slow crawl. She was tall, five foot eight or five foot nine, with tanned skin, and long honey-brown hair controlled in a neat braid. She flicked a glance over the FBI agents disembarking from the cars with disinterest, until her eyes landed on Vector.

He felt his nostrils flare, scenting the unmistakable salty tang: coyote. Like bitter tar and cactus juice in the back of his throat.

Vicki Jones licked her lips and strolled over to him.

“You the tracker?”

He inclined his head, standing up straighter when she leant in to get a better whiff of his own wolf scent, the corners of her eyes crinkling up in a mischievous look.

“Didn’t know the Feds employed boys like you.”

“Who else were you expecting?”

Vicki shrugged.

“You process the scene yet?” Roberts interrupted.

“I took photos,” she said, pointing her finger towards the little bag of equipment next to her vacated lawn chair. “Sheriff told me not to mess anything up before they could get here.”

She kicked open the little cooler and pulled out two cans, offering one to Vector. He demurred and gestured to Henderson, but Vicki snorted and placed the second can back down and snapped the hatch closed.

“Come on, I’ll show you what we found,” she said, cracking the top of the can and taking a long sip. Vector could smell it now—not beer, just root beer, sweet and highly carbonated.

He followed Vicki under the canopy where a six-by-six foot area had been marked with police tape. They’d dug down a couple of feet into the dry, cracked earth, revealing two partially decomposed bodies.

“How did you find them?” Vector asked, tilting his head. His eyes took mental snapshots of the bodies’ position, the depth, and the relative state of decay.

“Something’d been digging, local wildlife maybe. Uncovered part of the topmost body. You can see where they’re missing most of their hands,” she said, indicating the disturbance. “Some kids followed the scavenging birds, freaked out when they uncovered part of the torso. Called us.”

Vector squinted around them, at the distinct lack of anything. “Why do they come out here? Kids.”

Vicki smirked. Her chapped lips curling up in a dirty smile that reached her eyes. “You asking me why kids will drive into the empty desert? Pick a spot with nothing around for miles?”

“I see.” He squatted in the dirt, touching the tips of his fingers against the sandy grains, just to get a feel for the earth here. Vector glanced between the sun where it was disappearing behind the blue tarp, and the edge of the gravesite. “We’ll need to uncover the entire area.”

“Yeah, s’why I had Quinetha bring the shovels. Don’t
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