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Chapter 1




Misty had been sitting in a cramped
car for five days. It really wasn’t restrictive—her dad had always
liked the bigger cars. And when he found one that suited him, he
would drive it until there was nothing but rust, spit, and tape
holding it together. This particular rust bucket was newer—well, at
least it wasn’t too bad…yet.

As soon as he pulled into the hotel
parking lot, she nearly leaped from the car to stretch.

“You sure do creak a lot.”
She turned and looked at her dad, ready to blast him for saying
such a thing. That was when she realized that he was talking to the
car and not her. “But you got us here all right, so I guess that’s
fine too.”

She would never, for as long as she
lived, understand men and their relationships with cars. Or for
that matter, sports. Misty loved football. It was like the only
thing she could watch that would relax her. And that was only
because she could scream and throw things at the television and no
one got hurt. She took her football seriously. And her team was
Ohio State.

Misty went into the office of the
hotel and signed her and her dad into a room by using a false
identity. Going to different hotels for the past few days, using
fake names, was the only way she knew to be assured of their
safety. And that of her brother too. She’d also been using cash
since they’d left their home, as well as random names. Dad had had
a bit of money at the house, and she had gone by her own on the way
here and taken out all the cash she had in the bank, as well as any
she had stashed around the house. That was one of the many things
that she’d learned from Sean.

“Always have a backup. Not
just a backup plan, but things that will make the backup work. I
mean in everything you do. Money stashed where you can easily get
to it. Get a couple of burner phones. A set of your car keys
someplace other than your home, as well as water. You cannot be on
the run without that.” She laughed and asked him if he thought she
was going to be in trouble. “I’d like to say yes because you are
trouble, but that’s not what I mean right now. I’m being serious.
Someday you might be, you might have to run, and those things will
get you closer to being safe.”

Misty had done what he’d told her. Not
only did she have several thousand dollars that she could grab and
go, but all the other things that he’d told her as well. Misty had
also added jerky to her things. She knew that she couldn’t go far
on an empty stomach, and she was forever forgetting to
eat.

“You want to get a pizza?
Or go for a burger?” Her dad was enjoying this trip. Zigzagging
across the state to keep ahead of the guys after Alex would be fun,
she thought, if it wasn’t for the fact that it wasn’t for the fun
of exploring, but a necessity. Dad was terrified, as was she, about
her brother, but they were both trying to make the best of it. And
knowing that he was safe helped a great deal. “I’m all for a
burger, and not to eat it in the car.”

“Yeah, me too. I want to
check in with Sean. Let him know that we’re close and then we’ll
go.” Dad smiled and said that he’d drive. “All right. And Dad, I
love you.”

“I love you too, pumpkin.
And I also wanted to tell you how proud I am of you.”

She was tired, she told herself. That
was why his words affected her so deeply. Instead of standing there
like a fool sobbing about her daddy’s words, she picked up one of
the burner phones and turned it on.

You do know that you can
speak to me like this, don’t you? Misty
smiled. Why are you wasting your phone on
calling someone that you only have to reach for?

It sort of freaks my dad
out. He understands what you are and that I trust you. But the mind
talking thing, it makes him feel weird. But he’s in the car,
waiting for me, so I can tell you that we’ve stopped at a hotel
on Route Forty. It’s called Sweet
Dreams. He asked her where she was in the
hotel. If you mean, where am I standing,
just outside room six. We’ve not gone into our rooms as yet.
Why?

He was suddenly standing in front of
her. Backing up a bit, he was so close, two more people appeared
near him, and none of them looked all that happy. Or maybe it was
their natural state. The woman started barking orders almost as
soon as she appeared. It was then that she noticed there were
several more people coming out of the small group of trees behind
the place.

“You’re in trouble.” She
nodded to him. “We’re here to get rid of anything that can place
you here. Someone wants your ass but bad. It’s a nice one, by the
way, but just not my type.”

“Are you trying to tell me
something and you’re buttering me up for the bad news?” He nodded.
“Is Alex all right?”

“Yes. But you’re not. Nor
is your dad. We’re here to erase you from here.” She asked him what
was going on. “I honestly don’t know yet, and neither do my
sisters-in-law. The men that are following the two of you, they
only have one thing in their head—get you or one of your other
family members and take them back to the boss. We don’t know who
that is either. And Alex, I’m sorry to say, is going to be their
target. He’s the easiest to capture. And they’re sure that you’d do
anything to keep him safe.”

“I would.” He nodded and
looked over her shoulder. Turning, she saw her dad there. Also,
there was a lot of work being done, some of it she only just now
understood. There were wolves pissing on cars as well as the hotel
room they’d not been in yet. She looked at her dad, who looked
confused and concerned. “Dad, this is my friend, Sean Crosby. I’ve
told you about him. They’re marking our things with their scent so
that we cannot be detected as being here.”

“Thank you, daughter. I
was a might clueless. And you, young man, I want to tell you that
I’m indebted to you. You surely saved my son, and I will be forever
working on repaying you for that.” It never occurred to her dad to
think that calling Sean a young man was well off the mark. But like
her, he was stressed too. “What do we—? That guy is taking our
wheels. I do hope that he isn’t stealing it. Is he?”

“No, sir. He’s taking it
to my brother’s house. He has a large barn that we’re going to
store it in. And there are pack on the land that are going to mark
that place up as well.” She looked up at Sean. “You’re going to
travel with me. And your dad is going to go with my brother, Jason.
All right?”

“Yes. You’re better at
this cloak and dagger shit than I am. By the way, I had to ditch my
real phone. Do you have a landline that I can use to get some work
done? Someone I work with has been trying to get in touch with me
since we left.” He said that he did. “Good. I would love for you to
meet him. He’s more persnickety. Nothing ever changes with him.
It’s fucking annoying.”

“He sounds like a real
winner. Are you ready?” She nodded and closed her eyes. Misty knew
what to expect, and when she got to wherever he was taking her,
she’d be sick for a little bit. In no time, they were standing in a
very lovely living room. “Steady now. Let me get you to a seat,
then you can sit for a moment.”

It didn’t take long, his way of
travel, but it was hard on a girl. As soon as she had her bearings,
her brother came to give her a hug. Standing up so that she could
make sure that he wasn’t hurt, she let the tears fall freely from
her eyes.

Alex was all right—that was all she
could focus on right now. Her little brother was all right. Dad
hugged him too when he arrived. He had taken to the way vampires
travelled better than she had. Misty hugged them both. They were
safe. She knew that if anyone or anything came their way, they were
in a position to be as safe as they could be.

There were several other people in the
room with them. Misty had never met Sean’s family, but she could
almost guess who they were. Sean had told her all about his family
over the years, his brothers anyway, and she was glad to finally
meet them. She only wished that it wasn’t an emergency that had
brought them all together.

“Everyone, this is Able
and Misty Quartermain. Able, Misty, this is my family. From left to
right, you have Jason and his wife, Jewel, Chase and Emerald next
to them. Elliot and Hannah, and that’s Ryan, the youngest.” Misty
looked for the fifth brother. Just then he walked into the room
eating a thick sandwich of what smelled like roast beef. “And that
hog there is my brother Grayson.”

The sandwich was still poised halfway
to his mouth as he stared at her. The plate in his other hand held
another one. He kept watching her like he’d rather be having her
for a meal. The amount of hunger in his eyes scared her enough to
stand behind Sean. The low growl coming from Grayson brought her
not only out from behind Sean, but right up in Grayson’s
face.

“You growl at me again,
you jackass, and I’ll tear your face off. I’ve had it up to my
fucking ass with men that think they can growl at me and I’ll
jump.” She poked him in the chest then. “I don’t jump for any man,
woman, or child. Do you understand me? I’m not going to keep my
desk cleaned off when I’m working, and I most certainly will not go
on vacation when you do just so things can be the same as usual.
I’m my own person, not a puppet with strings that you’re going to
use.”

She realized what she’d done before
they started clapping. Misty had mixed in her trouble at work with
this man, and she was sorry for it. However, Grayson didn’t seem to
think it was worth applauding at. He just kept staring at her—no
longer with hunger, but with anger. It was so hot coming off him
that she took several steps back. Grayson countered her, coming
toward her even as she backed up more. Handing his plate and
sandwich to the man next to him, he kept coming. Putting up her
hand, she told him to stop.

“Who?” She asked him what
he meant. “Who did those things to you? I’m assuming that he’s
still alive. Otherwise you’d not be here.”

“It doesn’t matter. Why
are you crowding me? Stop where you are.” He did, but now she was
backed against the wall and her body was drenched in not just fear,
but excitement as well. “Can you back up?”

He didn’t, of course, and she was
tempted to hit him. But he only turned his head just enough to
speak to Sean, not taking his eyes off her. Misty didn’t know
exactly what was going on—she hoped not, anyway. But she was afraid
that she did actually understand, and she was in more trouble than
ever.

“You said that she knows
all about us?” Sean said that she did and that he was terrifying
her. “Yeah, I know, but my beast, he won’t let me go enough to help
her.”

“Well, let me help
you then. I’m sick of
men running over me.” Misty doubled up her fist and hit Grayson
square in the nose. Then, when he was going back, she swung her leg
around and did a roundhouse slap with her foot to his head. He went
to the floor in a thud, breaking the end table that was behind
him.

The room erupted in laughter. Misty
was not only afraid but embarrassed as well. Leaving the room,
dragging Sean behind her, he told her that she had to let him go or
he’d be dead. Stopping, she looked at her friend.

“Please tell me that I’m
wrong about his.” Sean backed away a few feet, then shook his head.
“I don’t have time for his shit, Sean. I don’t even want to involve
you guys at all, but I didn’t know what else to do.”

“I know, honey, and I’m
sorry. But Grayson is your mate. You can’t touch any of the males
in the house until he touches you first.” She cocked her head at
him, put her hands on her hips, and glared. “All you need to do now
is tap your foot and you’d look just like you did in
college.”

The women came out of the room and
stood beside Sean. She hadn’t any idea what she was to do now, so
she asked if there was a hotel that she could stay in. They shook
their heads, and said it was much too late for that.

“Fuck.” Jewel, she thought
her name was, told her that was about right. “What the fuck am I
supposed to do now? I don’t need this on top of all the shit that I
have going on in my life. And I have to protect my brother. My dad
too, since he has been drawn into this.”

“He’s not the target. You
are.” She looked at the woman she thought was Hannah. “I’ve been
going over some of your cases—you’re good, by the way—and I found
that you have opened up a can of shit that is supposed to have you
dead. However, I can’t connect any of the dots to anyone you sent
away. Not even parents of any of the deadbeats you won
against.”

“Why?” Grayson came out of
the living room and she only glared at him. He leaned against the
wall and didn’t come any closer. “You can’t get into my cases.
They’re a part of the firm where I work.”

“I have ways.” She didn’t
even bother asking her when Grayson came to stand by her and said
that he was sorry. Misty ignored him for now. “Grayson is a good
guy, if you can discount that he’s a Neanderthal. All of them are,
as a matter of fact. But this thing with you, we’ll sit down after
dinner and talk. There is a lot going on with you and your
firm.”

Misty moved to the front door and
stopped when Grayson followed her, but she did notice that he kept
his distance. Opening the front door, going out onto the front
porch to just rock for a few minutes, Grayson came out too, and
leaned against the railing in front of her.

~*~

She was furious. And beautiful.
Grayson didn’t try to crowd her again but stood there watching her
take angry strides to the chair. He might have pointed out that the
rocker was old and rickety, but again, he thought he’d get further
if he kept his mouth shut.

“I’m your mate.” He
nodded. “I know enough about your kind, as well as your family, to
know that this is a done deal, no matter what I say or try to do.
Isn’t it?”

“Yes. If it helps you any,
I’m as surprised by this as you are.” She rocked harder, and the
chair was inching its way to him. “May I ask you a favor? And I
know you will have no trouble whatsoever telling me no, but I’d
like for you to hear me out.”

“All right. But I also
reserve the right to tell you to fuck off again.” He told her it
was a deal and asked if he could sit next to her. “Sure, but no
touching yet. I’m still working a few things out in my head, and I
do much better when I can think without distractions.”

“I do that as well. I’m a
loner, most of the time. Anyway, I’d like for you to move into my
house with me.” She just stared at him, and Grayson could have
gladly laid at her feet and let her abuse him. “Your family is
welcome there as well. The house is an old one, and I’ve only just
had it brought up to code. The kitchen is a mess, but it’s coming
along. As I was saying, it’s a large house, with plenty of rooms so
you’d never have to see me if you didn’t want. But I’d feel safer,
until we can get this figured out, if you stay there.”

“What’s so different that
you think your house is better? I know that a hotel is out—too many
people coming and going all the time. The hotel we were going to
stay at, it looked like a stiff wind could have blown open the
doors. Why your place and not, say, one of your brothers’
homes?”

“I’d have to kill one of
my family members, and I’d rather not.” She just stared off into
the drive, and he wondered what she was thinking. He could have
looked, but he didn’t want her not to trust him. “You and Sean,
you’ve known each other for a while, I guess.”

“Yes. He saved my life.
Quite literally. I was nearly raped and left for dead one night
after leaving work. Sean just happened to be in the right place to
kill some men that were hell bent on having fun with me. I didn’t
know until a few days later they weren’t human, but vampires like
him.” Misty looked at him. “Like you all, I guess.”

“Yes, the men in the
family are. We’re lucky enough to have a bit more too, as I’m sure
he told you. But the women, they’re not just human either. We have
a faerie prince and princess, a dragon king and queen, as well as
ice dragons that we can call to us for help. As well as the pack
that roams all of our land.” Her rocking had slowed, and he paced
his rocker with hers. “I was a fool earlier with you. I had my feet
knocked out from under me, even before you did it.”

“I’m sorry about that.
Lately men have been giving me shit, and I’ve about had it.” She
looked at him and he let her. There was something so profoundly
heartwarming to have someone look at him like she was. “I’m an
attorney. I’ve worked really hard at it too. The firm that I work
for—worked for, I guess—they don’t think that women have any place
in that business other than— Well, other than fucking their way to
the top of them. I don’t play around.”

“No, I know that.” She
stared at him, then looked out over the drive. There was pack
there, several of them as a matter of fact. “I don’t live far from
here. After dinner, would you and your family like to come out and
see the house? Like I said, it’s being worked on, extensively as a
matter of fact. But the security system is state of the art, and
the furniture is some that I’ve collected over the
years.”

Grayson decided not to bring up her
job again, or the men she was working for. He wasn’t sure what she
meant by the change in her job status, but he’d have Jewel—or
better yet, Emerald—look into it for him. The company was going to
pay if they didn’t play ball with whatever she wanted from
them.

“There are things about me
that I’d like to tell you.” She looked at him and he nodded. “I’m
aware that you can tell that I’ve never had sex, but the reason why
might make you laugh at me. Especially considering how I was
treated at my job. I’m not going back there—I don’t think, anyway.
I’ve only just decided that I think I could do better on my
own.”

“More than likely. Ryan,
the one just younger than me, he practices law for us—well,
practice is a comical term when you realize that he’s been
practicing for centuries.” She nodded and leaned back in the chair,
no longer rocking. “You said that you might make me laugh when I
hear why you’re still a virgin. And you’re correct, I can smell
that about you.”

“I was saving myself for
one man—you, I guess now. But I wanted it to be perfect when I
married. I guess that is shot all to hell.” Grayson asked her why.
“You have to survive with me only, correct? I mean, Sean told me a
great deal about mates, and the way they go at sex like rabbits in
heat.”

Grayson burst out laughing. For such a
serious conversation, she was delightfully honest. When she smiled
at him, it was as if she’d given him a rare glimpse of her. He’d
bet anything that her life over the last several months was taking
its toll on her. And now this.

“We do like our sex. And
yes, when you’re ready, we’ll have lots of it.” She just cocked a
brow at him. “I don’t mean to be indelicate, but I’ve fed recently.
I can go a bit longer before I want to sink my teeth into you and
have a hell of an orgasm.”

Misty’s face brightened in
embarrassment. They both turned when the front door to Jason’s home
opened. Alex stepped out onto the porch and began signing to his
sister. Misty was telling him what they were talking about, he
supposed, so that he’d not feel left out.

“He said that we’re to
come in for dinner, but only if I can refrain from hitting you
again.” She looked at him, then back at her brother as she answered
him. “That remains to be seen. We’ll have to cross that bridge when
we get to it. Also, your father is on his way, and Jason wants to
know if he can tell them that we’re a couple.”

“If you don’t mind.” She
said that she didn’t care either way, but she wasn’t easy. This too
she signed to her brother, and his face heated up. “Does your
brother read lips?”

“Ask him. And yes, he
does, but I have been really hard on my brother. I bullied him into
never being handicapped.” Alex laughed, then nodded. “He can read
lips, but only if you’re looking at him. And mustaches muddle the
words for him. Which is no problem here—none of you are sporting
any.”

Grayson could talk to Alex and did so,
welcoming him to the family. Alex glanced at his sister as she made
her way into the house, and then asked to speak to him. Grayson
told him that he could, at any time. He sat down next to
him.

After telling Grayson everything that
happened at the police station, Alex asked him why he’d not been
arrested, or for that matter, why it hadn’t been put into the paper
that he was missing. Grayson had an answer for him, but he wasn’t
sure if he could be honest with him as he would with his
sister.

“Please do. Misty, she
made sure that I was never handicapped, as she said, but she’s also
made it so that I could become a part of the world. Most in my
place have given up, only hang out with others like them—deaf
and/or mute people. I have a few friends like me, but most of my
friends are speaking and hearing people.” Grayson told him he was
extremely lucky to have a sister like Misty. “I am. I don’t know
what would have happened to me had she not been who she is. Also,
even though I’m just human, if you hurt her in any way, I will
grind you to dust. Understand?”

“Yes.” Grayson liked this
young man and decided that he’d like for him to stay with them
until he met his own mate. He thought he could learn a great deal
from the younger man. “The reason that you’ve never been pursued or
attached to what happened there is because you were never to have
been arrested for that crime. I don’t know all the details yet—my
sisters, the other women, they’ll have a better handle on this than
me. But, like I told your sister, you were just the person that
they were going to use to get to her. And you would have been
killed had my family, mostly Sean, not stepped in and
helped.”

Alex sat there, not saying anything,
and Grayson waited. Alex, like his sister, was a thinker. He
thought that they might have gotten that from their mom. Their dad,
Able, he tossed out ideas and threw them away like he was testing
the grounds. They were a good family. And Grayson found himself
thinking that he was going to enjoy getting to know all three of
them, provided Misty didn’t kill him first.

Laughing, he went into the house with
Alex. “I hope you’re hungry.” Alex nodded and rubbed his belly.
“Well, don’t sit next to Elliot. He’s a pig and will take food from
your plate if you’re not watching him.”

Alex told him that he’d figured that
out but thanked him. Yes, Grayson thought, he was really enjoying
having a mate so far.


Chapter 2


Ryan had so much to do that he wasn’t
sure he’d ever be able to work a twelve-hour shift and knew that
he’d seen the last of eight-hour shifts about fifty or so years
ago. On top of everything he had going on in his office, he had to
be in court just after lunch tomorrow and would be there for the
rest of the day. He didn’t figure that he’d be getting home until
after the sunset—again.

Picking up the phone when it rang, he
said his last name only. It usually deterred people from calling a
second time when he was this rude.

“Mr. Crosby? This is
Michael Turner.” The man paused, and Ryan had an idea that he
wanted him to be impressed that this Turner guy had called him. “I
said, my name is Michael Turner.”

“Yes, I heard you. But
what I don’t hear from you is an explanation for why I should care
enough to not just hang up.” The man sighed softly, but not soft
enough for Ryan not to have heard him. “If there isn’t anything
else, then I have a great deal of—”

“I’m sorry, but I find you
not knowing who I am is—it’s disturbing to me. Perhaps you didn’t
catch my name when I said it. Can I tell it to you again?” Ryan
didn’t even bother answering him. “You are very rude, sir. I would
hope that you treat most people much better than you are me. As I
said, I’m Michael Turner. I’m going to be a partner in the law firm
of Winehouse, Victor, and Jakobson. It is a very old and
prestigious law firm that only caters to the very wealthy, I assure
you. I wanted to talk to you about Misty Quartermain. I’m to
understand that she has a brother not far from where you live. I do
hope that he’s neater than Misty. She needs to return so that I can
work on—”

“Why are you calling me?”
Turner told him that he was trying to explain it to him. “Perhaps
if you get to the point, I’d be able to tell you to fuck off sooner
and get back to work. I don’t have time for you telling me your
pedigree and that of your firm. Get to the fucking
point.”

Ryan had heard from Emerald on what
Misty had had to endure at the firm this man was talking about. He
might not have remembered his name at first, but the firm name,
that clicked for him. Emerald had told him that Misty wouldn’t talk
about it, and she was worried about her. Otherwise, Emerald
wouldn’t have looked and invaded her privacy.

This Turner guy had cornered his new
sister-in-law on many occasions about her habits. Not the kind that
were bad for a person, but how she kept her desk, of all things.
Once he’d even gone to her house for work related paperwork, and
when Misty had gone to get the file for him, he’d tossed all her
books to the floor to reorganize them the way he thought they
should look. Whenever he’d walk by her, stand in the same elevator,
or be in a room with her, he would touch her, trying his best to
neaten her when he thought that she wasn’t dressed properly. It
might not have sounded like it was too bad, but he’d stick notes in
her desk, telling her how to arrange things. He’d had a habit of
coming into her office and rearranging her pictures and realigning
her paperwork that she had sticking to the board.

Ryan, like the rest of his family,
could understand someone getting on someone’s last nerve by being
so set in their ways. He didn’t know if he could have taken it
either, not with the things that Emerald had told him. There was
something very wrong with the man.

“I do hope that you
realize that the way you’re talking to me is not the way that
Winehouse, Victor, and Jakobson do business. You’re a very rude
person. And I can only hope that the next time I call, you will
have had time to see what I am talking about in the way of the
firm.” Ryan was sure that the man was waiting for an apology. He
could wait until he turned to dust—Ryan wasn’t sorry at all. With a
low sigh again, the man continued. “I would like to speak to Misty,
if you please. She hasn’t returned, and her home is unoccupied as
well.”

“First of all, why would
you think that she’d be here at this office?” The man said she was
an attorney. “And that is a reason how? I’m one too, as you are. I
don’t go to unfamiliar law offices and hang out on the off chance
someone calls for me. Do you? Secondly, why is it you know that her
home is unoccupied? Or why would you care that she hasn’t returned
home? Are you stalking her? You do know—well, I’m sure that you do,
but stalking is against the law.”

“I’m well aware of the
law. I told you, I’m a partner at Winehouse, Victor, and Jakobson.
They only hire the very best to work for them. She needs to return
to work so that I can function better. She knows what I need. I
don’t understand the reason that she has left me. I wish to speak
to her.” Ryan pointed out that he’d not answered his question.
“Because you’re being very bad-mannered by not telling me if Misty
is there so that I can find out when she’s returning.”

“And why would that be?
You want to know if the woman that you’re stalking is here in my
office? No. She’s never been here. Her house is unoccupied? I
haven’t any idea why you’d think I would care. And lastly, what
business is it of yours that she’s not returned home? Again, is it
because you’re stalking her? Because that is the only reason that I
can come up with that you’d be wanting to know about this woman.”
Turner told him that he needed her to come back and work across
from him. “I bet she isn’t any happier about working with you than
I am with talking to you. You, sir, are a pain in the ass. I would
suggest that you figure this out on your own and leave other people
alone, even those that work for a firm that only has one name on
the front door.”

Hanging up on the man was much more
satisfying than it should have been, Ryan thought. He wondered for
another hour how the man had narrowed his search down to him and
this town. It wasn’t as if they were a large town. Turner could
have been following Misty, Ryan mused. Or perhaps he had put
something on her car to track her. He’d have to ask someone to go
over her car to see what they could find. But for some reason, Ryan
thought it was much more than a simple GPS signal coming
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