
	Just a little Love Bite: After getting out from under his mother’s thumb, a young man fears he has traded one taskmaster for another.

	 

	 

	Raphael Corsair doesn’t understand his brother’s sudden desire to couple with some huge black guy. Still, staying with Giles at the Montana cattle ranch gives him the opportunity to escape from under his mother’s thumb. Lenora Corsair is dominating and controlling, and Raphael would do anything to get away from her, even learn how to ride a horse and rope cows. To his surprise, the ranch’s owners offer him an office position. The only disconcerting aspect of living at the ranch comes in the form of big, handsome Kase Corrocus. The cowboy makes no bones about the fact that he’s interested in Raphael. Except, Raphael doesn’t consider himself gay. Then why does his prick get hard any time he’s near the disconcerting man? On top of that confusion, why can’t his mother leave him alone?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	Family is not about blood, it’s about who is willing to hold your hand when you need it the most.

	~Unknown

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Kase Corrocus peered around the corner and swept his gaze over the family room. The movie on the screen was an old black and white flick. In fact, he’d seen it. He’d even made fun of it—on more than one occasion.

	It was an old vampire movie.

	As a vampire himself, Kase had gotten a kick out of the kooky human to bat antics, the vampire dude creeping around with his hands lifted as if to strike at every turn, and his silly fangs and black cloak. Not to mention the aversion to crosses and garlic.

	Really? Who believes that shit?

	Personally, Kase loved garlic. He didn’t mind crosses, but felt bad for religious peeps who allowed their ministers to do all their thinking and translating for them. They really needed to read the Good Book themselves. Plus, holy water? Please. Kase would be happy to drink a big glass of it after a long hot day in the saddle working with cows. It’d quench his thirst just fine!

	Kase kept all those thoughts to himself... because it was his beloved watching the movie. Raphael Corsair. The young human male had been living at the ranch for nearly three weeks, and Kase had been slowly going out of his mind. Plus, he felt as if he had blue balls.

	Just standing in the hallway, his back pressed against the wall, listening to Raphael scribble in a notebook while he watched Dracula creep across the screen, made Kase’s cock harder than a steel pipe. He reached down and cupped himself, just managing to stifle a whimper. Something had to give.

	I need my beloved.

	I also need help.

	Nothing Kase had done managed to get him within a few feet of Raphael. His human was just so damn skittish. He was also extremely young—only twenty years old.

	Kase just didn’t know how to relate to the man. Weren’t humans at that age hornballs? Surely he should have taken Kase up on his advances already. Was Raphael so averse to being with a male that he was somehow denying the pull to bond? Kase hadn’t even managed to hold his beloved’s hand. He was about going out of his mind with wanting.

	And now he’s taking notes about vampires from an old Dracula movie? Well, shit!

	Obviously, Raphael knew something was different about them, but having him think those movies could give him any pertinent information was—wait, could Raphael think those were true?

	Not good.

	Pushing away from the wall, Kase shook his head. He racked his brain, wondering what to do. Who could give him the best advice?

	His first inclination would have been to talk to Giles, Raphael’s older brother. The man used to belong to a secret human organization called Priests. The group fought against vampires, believing them to be demons.

	Giles had been caught when the Priests’ leaders had made the mistake of coming after the coven Kase lived in. Master Dante, the coven leader, didn’t take threats lying down. He’d found the Priests’ local headquarters, then vampires from the coven—Kase included—had cleared out the fuckers.

	Plus, a vampire that had been tortured by the Priests had ended up the amina—or soul—to a demon under the Horseman of War, one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. War had decided it’d be fun to get involved. He’d considered it sport. Oddly enough, the horseman had ended up bonded with not only a vampire enforcer from their coven, Monte, but also a cute prairie dog shifter, Xerxes, who’d been found in one of the Priests’ cages.

	Kase frowned as he returned his thoughts to his predicament. Giles wasn’t on the ranch, at the moment. He was in the demon realm with his lover, Thanach—not that they’d told Raphael it was where they were going. Instead, Giles told his brother that Thanach had to go out of town regularly on business.

	That was true, from a certain point of view.

	As a bonded demon, Thanach was considered a general. His responsibilities included training newly formed demons for his master, War. The Horseman of War had also worked out a training program with his brothers, so War’s demon generals were cross-training the other horsemen’s demons. Something about War’s demons being the most successful at living until their one-thousandth birthday, which was a testament to the horseman’s power—or his training abilities. Thanach did indeed have to leave town to fulfill his duties. Training took place in the demon realm.

	That still left Kase confused about who could tell him how to woo a young human male.

	Kase strode through the house, heading toward the back foyer. He’d grab his hat and gloves and do some manual labor. There was always something to do on a cattle ranch.

	“You okay, Kase?”

	Pausing halfway through the huge dining room, Kase realized their coven chef, Francois, was standing at the buffet refilling the coffee and tea selections. Stuck in his head, Kase hadn’t even noticed. He shrugged at Francois as he rubbed the back of his neck.

	Francois offered him a sympathetic smile. “Raphael?” he asked in a soft tone. Even that one word was tinged with Francois’s slight French accent. When Kase nodded, Francois drew closer to him. “You want to talk about it?”

	Kase did, but would Francois be able to help? He swept his gaze over the slender, five-foot-ten-inch male. The chef had his shoulder-length brown hair tied up with a green bandana, probably to keep it out of his pale green eyes. He had a brow lifted in silent question.

	It occurred to Kase that maybe Francois could offer some advice. Francois’s sister, Deborah, had bonded with a human male years before. Maybe Francois remembered how she’d wooed the man.

	It was worth a shot anyway.

	Glancing over his shoulder toward the hallway that led to the family room and other parts of the sprawling ranch house, Kase nodded.

	Francois grinned, his green eyes twinkling. “Come. I will get you a cup of coffee.” Instead of turning back toward the sideboard he’d just finished filling, he headed through the arch and into the kitchen.

	Kase glanced back at the coffee and tea bar in confusion, but followed along anyway. As he watched, Francois grabbed a mug and held up one finger. “Stay here and do not touch anyzing.” Then he headed through a side door which Kase knew led to his own private suite.

	Due to his job requirements as a chef making him spend so many hours in the kitchen, Francois lived in the main ranch house instead of one of the bunkhouses.

	Leaning his butt against the counter, Kase waited. He crossed his arms over his chest and did as the man asked—he didn’t touch anything. Francois was known for being fastidious about the cleanliness of his kitchen.

	A moment later, Francois returned and held up the mug, which was now full of steaming liquid. “I know you usually ruin coffee wiz excessive cream and sugar, but try zis black first.” Francois grinned broadly. “You might like it.”

	While Kase mentally rebelled at the idea, he did as he was told. Normally he used loads of cream and sugar to mask the taste of the coffee, since he wasn’t actually a fan of the liquid. The caffeine boost was nice, though, so he struggled through it every morning anyway.

	After Kase had blown on the liquid in the mug, he took a tentative sip. Pumpkin spice and cinnamon burst across his tongue. It almost masked the bitter coffee flavor he didn’t care for.

	Kase hummed, nodding slowly. “Give me a smidge of that pumpkin creamer, and it’ll be about perfect.”

	Francois scoffed as he rolled his eyes. He did get the creamer out of the refrigerator, though. Handing it over, he shook his head as he watched Kase pour a dollop of the flavored creamer into the mug.

	“What is it wiz you and coffee?” Francois asked as he took the creamer and put it away. “I was sure you just needed a higher end coffee, and I know my personal machine makes zee most amazing blend.”

	Kase shrugged, feeling a hint of heat in his cheeks. “Sorry to disappoint.” He watched Francois head to a cupboard and pull out a sack of red-skinned potatoes. “I just really don’t like the taste of coffee.”

	“But you drink it every morning,” Francois pointed out as he turned on the water and began washing the potatoes. He set the damp potatoes on a towel that had already been spread across the counter.

	Nodding, Kase admitted, “I like the caffeine boost.”

	“Have you tried tea?” Francois turned the water off, then dried his hands on a towel.

	Kase shook his head. “I can’t find any tea I like better, so...” He let his voice trail off, knowing it was weird.

	“What about zose energy drinks?” Francois asked curiously, using a towel to dry the just-washed potatoes. “Zey have loads of flavors now.”

	“Maybe I’ll consider it.” Kase took another sip of the drink, enjoying the heavy pumpkin flavor. Watching as Francois began to expertly peel the potatoes, unease filled him. “Uh, can I give you a hand?”

	He wasn’t used to sitting around doing nothing.

	Francois snorted. “Non. You just drink your coffee and tell me zee types of zings you’ve done wiz Raphael.”

	“That’s a short list,” Kase mumbled, frowning into his mug. Seeing Francois’s lifted brows, he cleared his throat as he thought about his interactions with Raphael. “Well, I showed him the calves that evening he first arrived,” he began, remembering the way his beloved’s eyes had lit up. “He enjoys watching them play in the paddocks. I mean, who doesn’t, right?”

	Kase flashed a grin at Francois, who nodded in agreement. “Um, and I gave him a tour of the ranch area the next day. I told him we could take a couple of horses, and I could show him the creek and the pond and the upper pasture, but he said he didn’t know how to ride.” Kase nibbled his bottom lip, then admitted, “I talk to him at dinner. Ask him how his day
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