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I stood in the stockroom downstairs, a box of
unopened liquor bottles at my feet, as I replayed the events of the
last thirty minutes over in my head. Greyson Mead, Archer’s friend
and business associate, had been brutally murdered. His dismembered
body had been found in a curtained-off PVIP lounge by one of The
Mausoleum’s human cleaning crew. A message had been brutally carved
into the naked flesh of his chest. It read ‘THE BLOOD OF THE SON
SHALL PAY FOR THE SINS OF THE FATHER’. After many tears and
a shocking admission from Archer, Greyson’s body was hauled away by
Quinn for the pyre later tonight and Seamus and Hunter had started
the clean-up process. I replayed the conversation as I continued
selecting bottles to restock the bar with.

Archer sighed and swallowed hard. “There’s
something that I’ve been keeping from you all. I think it’s time
you knew.” Everyone in the room froze and turned to Archer.

“As you know, four of our blood brothers
and sisters were murdered in Houston this month.” Lochlan, Seamus,
and Hunter somberly crossed themselves as Archer continued. “That’s
part of the reason why I wanted to get Quinn, Hunter, and Trey out
of there. I thought it best to have my children with me and away
from danger. But it seems as though danger has followed
them.”

The vampires looked around at each other in
confusion; Aoife, I noticed, sat there quietly looking at her
hands. The news didn’t seem new to her. Archer walked over to the
bar and grabbed an expensive bottle of scotch. He uncapped it, took
a big swig directly from the bottle and then silently passed it off
to Lochlan.

Jameson looked down at me, brushed the hair
back from my face, and then searched my tear stained eyes. “Are you
okay, love?” he whispered. I slowly nodded my head as he led us
over to the table where Trey sat. Trey’s tears had finally slowed
to the occasional breathy hiccup. I reached over and took Trey’s
cool hand in mine, interlocking my fingers with his. He gently
squeezed my hand back in thanks and we turned our attention back to
Archer.

“Shayne and Molly O’Brien were murdered
last night in their home in Landry, which is only twenty miles east
of here. They were found drained of all their blood and
dismembered…in a manner similar to Greyson’s.” Archer briefly
closed his eyes and sighed. The tragedy of tonight’s events seemed
to have aged him some. His handsome face was drawn and his ice blue
eyes haunted.

Trey gripped my hand tighter as a soft
whimper escaped his lips. I squeezed his hand back and scooted my
chair closer to his. I could only imagine what Trey must have been
going through. He was an Empath in a room full of scared, grieving
people. I tried to think calm, soothing thoughts in an attempt to
help ease him through. I didn’t know if they would help him, but I
sure as hell was going to give it my best shot.

Lochlan took a long drink from the bottle of
scotch and passed it off to Hunter. “Who were Shayne an’ Molly?”
Lochlan inquired in his airy Irish accent. “I don’t think I have
ever met ‘em.”

“They were of Callum’s blood,” Aoife said,
standing up and walking over to Archer. She reached down and
clasped one of his strong hands in hers. Archer looked at her and
smiled a small, sad smile as she continued. “Callum turned Shayne
O’Brien in the late 1960s in New York. Shayne was the son of a dear
friend of Callum’s, and when Shayne was diagnosed at twenty-one
with an inoperable and fatal brain tumor, Callum turned him. Shayne
met Molly a few years later, fell in love, and asked Callum to turn
her also. Shayne never fully embraced this life and he made the
choice to live alone with Molly here in Texas.”

Aoife glanced at me for the first time and
I saw unshed tears in her eyes. She quickly looked away and at
Lochlan again. “Shayne and Molly O’Brien didn’t have a single enemy
in this world. They were quiet, never left their little town, and
never interacted with others of our kind. They were sweet,
innocent, and very much in love. They didn’t deserve being sucked
dry and ripped to pieces.” I watched as the tears in her eyes
finally became too much to contain and they spilled down her
beautiful, milky white face. She must have known them both,
I thought sadly.

“There’s more,” Archer said gravely.
“Sliocht Sheáin in Boston and Sliocht Brocc in Chicago have each
lost three brothers in the past month. They were all killed in the
same manner.” He took a deep breath before adding, “And we have no
word from Callum. He has been missing from his home in New York for
the past two weeks. No one has seen him.”

“Why di’nna we know about dis?!” Seamus
exploded in his thick Irish/Scottish lilt; standing up with his
fists clenched tightly, a look of pure, murderous rage on his face.
It was obvious he was itching to fight back. “Someone is feckin’
murderin’ our kind, damnú air! Why di’nna you tell us sooner? Why
di’nna someone from Sheáin’s family tell us? For feck’s sake,
Athair, we cu’da helped! We cu’da tried!”

Trey’s body started to tremble uncontrollably
and he looked over at me with quiet desperation in his eyes. I
could see how hard he was trying to keep it together and how close
he was to failing. I got up from the table, walked over to Hunter,
and took the bottle of scotch from his hands with a quick ‘Thank
you’. I brought it over to Trey and had him take several long sips
as I sat down again next to him, softly rubbing circles on his back
with my hand and gently whispering words of reassurance in his
ear.

Archer looked worriedly over at Trey and then
back to Seamus. “Tóg go bog é, Seamus, please. Tá sé ceart go leor
a mhic.”

“Callum, brother?” I heard Jamison
question softly behind me. “Why didn’t you tell me?” There was
genuine pain in his voice. I glanced back and saw a mixture of
confusion and betrayal marred his usual carefree appearance. “You
know he is my friend.”

Archer put one hand to his heart and
immediately looked remorseful. “Youngblood, I…”

“Wait,” Quinn interrupted.
“I don’t understand, Athair. What does this all mean?”

Archer reluctantly turned his attention away
from Jameson and addressed Quinn’s question. “It means, my son,
that there is a vampire or similar blood drinking creature out
there consuming our blood and leaving no witnesses to tell the
tale. As to the message left on Greyson’s body, I have no idea what
it means.”

“But why, Archer?” I asked, looking over
at him and Aoife. She was still clutching tightly to his hand,
lending him support. “I mean, I thought vampires only fed from
humans. Why would a vampire drink another vampire’s blood?”

“We don’t feed on other vampires, Skye,”
Archer explained, letting go of Aoife’s hand and resuming his seat
in a nearby chair. He motioned for a still fuming Seamus to do the
same. Archer watched as Seamus reluctantly complied and then
resumed speaking. “Feeding off another vampire for nourishment is
considered cannibalism. It simply isn’t done and, before I became
aware of these murders, I wouldn’t have believed that someone was
capable of doing something so unspeakable.”

“The only time a vampire really consumes
the blood of another vampire is when they have chosen their mate.”
Aoife interrupted as she walked over to stand beside Archer. She
reached up to lightly stroke his dark chestnut hair, and a look
filled her eyes that clearly stated ‘he’s mine’. “There is a
sacred, private ritual that is performed. You can liken it to one
of your marriage ceremonies. In the sharing of blood, two vampires
become one. Forever.” She sounded like she spoke from
experience. Had she and Archer performed this ritual? That
would explain a lot, I thought silently. Not dating anyone
my ass, Archer. Yeah, you’re not dating her because you’re probably
already married to her. I saw the way they acted around each
other. There was a comfortable intimacy and carnal familiarity
there. Even a blind man could see that. I glanced over at Archer
before quickly looking away. He was staring straight at me and I
had no doubt that he had psychically heard my thoughts. Well, at
this point, I couldn’t have cared less.

“Sometimes, it’s exchanged during
intercourse with your mate for bonding purposes, but it’s not done
often,” Aoife elaborated further.

“Why are you only telling us about this
now, Archer?” Trey whispered, breaking his silence and I
jumped at the unexpectedness of it.

“Because, my dear Nathaniel, I can no
longer protect any of you from this. Believe me children, I didn’t
keep this from you to hurt you, quite the contrary. I didn’t want
to unnecessarily alarm you. I had no way of knowing that
this…creature would come here. I’m telling you now because this
monster, whoever it is, has entered our home. They came into our
house and murdered our brother.”

“But Seamus, Aoife, and I were in Boston
when those in Sliocht Sheáin were murdered,” Lochlan said. “You
should have told us, Athair.”

“I wish I had been able to, but I had been
given my own orders to remain silent,” Archer sighed. “Other
leaders didn’t want to incite panic amongst their own. We didn’t
know if the killings were random or if that monster was
specifically targeting some of us. All of the vampires that this
creature has killed so far are of our own species, those who walk
in the light. Our inside sources have informed us that there have
been no similar cases among the Dark Ones. We still haven’t found a
pattern in the killings and we don’t yet understand why some of our
kind was killed and others seemingly overlooked.”

“What of An Dílis?” Hunter asked. “When
will they be here?”

“They should be here in roughly nine
hours,” Archer replied. “They have been preparing for the journey
here for the last few days.”

“I’ve never seen one before,” Trey leaned
over and whispered to me, passing me the bottle of scotch. He
seemed like he had some margin of control over himself again and I
was glad for it. I guess drinking helped dull some of the raw
emotions he was picking up from everyone.

“Who are the An Dílis? What does that even
mean?” I asked Trey before taking a big swig from the bottle and
passing it off to Jameson on my left.

“An Dílis means ‘The Faithful’. They are
kind of like our race’s equivalent to your military. They are big
and bad, and if they’re coming, shit has definitely hit the
fan.”

“Oh dear…,” I whispered.

Archer stood up and walked to the center of
our haphazard gathering, slowly looking around at us as he spoke.
“I want each of you to pair up with someone and stay with that
person at all times. When we leave here tonight, we all leave
together as a group. Jameson will lead the way in his car and I
will bring up the rear in mine. I want you all to stay with me in
my house until this is over.”

“Aye,” Jameson said.

“Tonight, we will say goodbye to our
Greyson. Tomorrow, we prepare for what may come. Each of you will
select and carry a weapon from my armory. You will not be without
it at any time. Ever. Is that understood?”

“Aye, Athair,” the vampires agreed in
unison.

Archer glanced around at everyone again and
sighed heavily. “I don’t think I could bear it if something
happened to any of you.”

Trey sniffed and broke down into tears again.
This time they were silent. I put my arm around him and held him.
Poor Trey was so sensitive…

“Alright,” Archer said, turning to Quinn.
“Let’s get this done as quickly as possible. The sheets are
upstairs.” Quinn nodded and wasted no time in ascending Archer’s
private staircase. Archer then spoke to the rest of us. “Hunter and
Seamus are going to clean the second floor. The rest of you divide
up the first. I want us on the road within the hour, so use
haste.”

Everyone started splitting up and I turned to
Trey. “Are you going to be okay, honey?” I asked as I briefly
squeezed him in a side hug.

Trey took a deep breath, removed a dainty
lace-trimmed white handkerchief from his back pocket and dabbed at
his eyes. “I will be,” he said with a deep sigh. “It’s been a
taxing evening, hasn’t it?” I nodded my head and gave him a final
pat on the back before I stood up.

“I’m sorry you had to go through that,” I
said softly. “I can’t imagine what it’s like to feel everyone’s
emotions all at once.”

Trey smiled sadly and shook his head. “I
wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.”

A light breeze ruffled my hair and I whipped
around to find Jameson standing behind me.

“Agh!” I screamed in surprise, dropping the
bottle of Grey Goose that I was holding and clutching my hands
tightly to my heart.

Jameson flashed his hand out and caught it
before it hit the ground. “Sorry, love, sorry,” he apologized
quickly, setting the bottle in the near-full box at my feet. “I
didn’t mean to frighten you.”

“Uh…, no, I’m sorry,” I said, taking a deep
breath and shaking my head. “I’m just a bit on edge still I guess.”
I turned around and resumed selecting liquor bottles to restock
both bars with.

“Archer’s looking for you,” Jameson said,
reaching over my shoulder and grabbing a bottle of Macallan 18.

I grabbed four more bottles and put them in
the box before turning around. “Yeah? What does he want?” I asked,
tossing my long auburn hair over my left shoulder and out of my
face.

“No clue,” Jameson answered, bending down and
picking up the full box at my feet. “He’s up in his office, though.
I’ll follow you out.”

I sighed, nodded my head, and left the room.
I had Jameson put the box of new liquor bottles behind the first
floor bar. I grabbed six bottles out and made my way up the wide
metal staircase to the second floor. My eyes immediately went to
the now empty table where we had found Greyson Mead’s dismembered
body only forty minutes ago. Images of his decapitated head flashed
in my mind and I fought a sudden, overwhelming wave of nausea. It
was the most horrific thing I had ever seen and I knew I would
vividly remember the gruesome sight until the day I died. I quickly
shook my head and struggled hard to rid myself of the dreadful
images. I swallowed the huge lump in my throat as I walked over to
the bar and deposited the bottles on the counter.

“Thanks,” Hunter mumbled distractedly as he
set down the rag he was using to clean the counter top with and
started putting away the bottles.

“Yep,” I mumbled back as I turned to the left
and opened the door to Archer’s private stairwell. I slowly trudged
up the narrow, spiral staircase. After being on my feet for the
last ten hours, my five inch spinal stilettos were absolutely
killing me. I reminded myself to go to the employee lounge when I
was done with Archer and get my comfortable black Converse Chucks
out of my locker. I didn’t want to wear these heels a minute longer
than I needed to.

I reached the top of the stairs and gave a
quick three knocks on the closed office door.

“Enter,” Archer responded.

I opened the door a few inches and peered in.
Archer was sitting behind his massive African Blackwood desk and
was talking on the phone. Aoife was perched on the edge of the desk
next to him, her long, shapely legs crossed at the knee. She
glanced back at me, gave my body a judgmental once-over with her
piercing crystal blue eyes, and turned her attention back to
Archer.

I rolled my eyes and walked into the room,
closing the door behind me. Archer motioned for me to have a seat
in one of the sleek black chairs sitting in front of his desk. I
silently complied, double crossing my legs, and waited patiently
for him to get off the phone.

“I don’t care how long it takes, Gunnar. Just
get it for me. Spare no expense.” Archer said into the phone
quickly before hanging up and turning his attention to me with a
sigh. “How’s it going down there? Is everyone almost finished?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied with a nod. “They’ve
been cleaning circles around me.”

Archer leaned back in his chair and looked up
at Aoife. “Can we have a few minutes alone, please,
Cion?”

Aoife’s back became rigid straight and she
glanced at me before getting up. “As you wish.”

I made a point not to look at her as she
sauntered around the desk and to the door, her eyes watching me
every step of the way. I waited for the door to close before I
spoke. “Did you need something?” I asked.

Archer leaned forward in his chair and took
off his expensive charcoal gray sports coat. “I wanted to see how
you were handling all of this,” he said, throwing the coat onto the
couch and moving to take off his cufflinks. I watched him struggle
for a second before I intervened.

“Here, let me help you.” I said as I got up
from the chair and walked around his desk. He smiled tiredly,
sighed, and thanked me. I hopped up onto the desk, sat in the same
place Aoife had only moments ago occupied and pulled his hand onto
my lap. I slowly took off his left cufflink and sat it down on the
dark desk beside me. I looked into his ice blue eyes as I rolled
the shirtsleeve up his muscular forearm. “Honestly, Archer, I don’t
know how I am handling this.”

He stared intensely into my eyes and searched
them for clues. “Are you scared?” I nodded my head and gave him his
arm back. I picked up his right one and began the same process
again. “You know I’ll never let anything happen to you, don’t
you?”

I watched my hands work as I thought about
that for a few seconds. “I know,” I said finally, looking back up
into his beautiful eyes. Neither of us said anything for a long
moment. “I’m worried about you…about all of you,” I admitted
reluctantly, my fingers finishing their work.

Archer took one of my hands in his and leaned
closer. “We’re going to be just fine,” he said, tucking a stray
hair behind my left ear and then lifting my chin. “We’re a lot
stronger than we look, Skye.”

I had a sudden flash of Greyson’s mutilated
body and I swallowed hard, shaking my head. My eyes glistened with
unshed tears. “But Greyson…,”

Archer shushed me with a gentle finger to my
full lips. “Don’t,” he whispered, looking deeply into my eyes.
“Don’t think about that.” He cupped my cheek and tenderly ran his
thumb over my mouth, tracing my bottom lip.

“I’m sorry for how I acted earlier tonight,”
he apologized gently, his eyes remorseful.

“I know,” I whispered. I tilted my head into
his cool hand and closed my eyes. His touch was so comforting, his
strong arms safe. I felt my body slowly start to relax for the
first time tonight.

“I want you to stay with me tonight, Skye.”
My eyes flew open in alarm and I sat up straight. “Us,” Archer
amended quickly. “I meant I want you to stay with us…at my
house.”

I relaxed infinitesimally and shook my head.
“I’m sorry. I can’t. I’ve got to go home to Styvi Nix,” I
explained. He dropped his hand and leaned back a bit. “Besides,
I’ll be safe at my house, Archer. That monster isn’t going around
killing humans, right?”

Archer shook his head and sighed. “No, thank
God.”

I scooted forward on the desk so that my feet
touched the floor. I crossed my legs at the ankles and folded my
arms under my chest. “Is there anything else you need before I call
it a night?”

“Actually, there is. I’m going to be busy
with An Dílis tomorrow evening so I need you and Jameson to
run the club. I want Trey working the front door with Seamus and
scanning the emotions of everyone coming in. I don’t want anyone
with malicious intentions stepping foot into my club again.”

“That’s a really good idea,” I said, nodding
my head. “Will he be able to pick up if someone is trying to be
deceitful? I mean, what if someone is really good at hiding their
emotions?”

“Nathaniel is an extraordinarily sensitive
empath,” he said simply. Archer appeared confident in Trey’s
abilities and that was very reassuring.

“I’ll have to work the main bar if Trey is
going to be working the door. Our barback Ducky just got his
bartending license but I don’t think he’s ready to handle the level
of customer influx we have, not yet anyway. Besides, I’m pretty
sure I’m going to be relying heavily on him tomorrow night. I’m not
as fast as Trey.”

“That sounds good,” Archer said, smiling up
at me. It was a very brief, small smile, but it was genuine. All
too soon, his face fell again and you could see the night’s events
weighing heavily upon him.

“You should go home and get some rest,” I
said gently, sympathetically.

His brow furrowed and he looked away, sighing
and shaking his head. “I can’t. There’s so much still to do.”

“Are you going to cremate Greyson tonight?” I
asked uncertainly.

“Yes. It is tradition,” he explained. “We do
not rebury our dead.” He rubbed his left temple and sighed
again.

I uncrossed my arms and hesitantly reached up
with one hand to run my fingers through the tiny patch of gray hair
that dappled his left temple. I couldn’t help myself. I could see
that Greyson’s death had taken a serious toll on him and I wanted
to comfort him; to tell him that everything would be okay. I wanted
to wrap my arms around him and kiss the pain from each of his eyes.
No matter our problems, or how abundant they were, I couldn’t stand
to see him hurting. I never again wanted to see the look he had on
his face when he turned away from Greyson’s body.

Archer looked up and slowly studied me. For a
while, neither of us said anything as we stared into each other’s
eyes. “There’s so much I want to say to you right now,” he
whispered, breaking the comfortable silence; his voice filled with
raw honesty and immense sadness. Vulnerability was not something I
was used to seeing in Archer’s eyes. He was the opposite of
vulnerable in every way.

“I know,” I replied softly, pulling him
close. His strong arms slid easily around my narrow waist as he
relaxed into me. He gently laid his head on my chest and I cradled
it with one hand as I softly ran my fingers through his silky brown
hair with the other.

We quietly sat like that, our arms wrapped
around each other, for a long while.

The office door abruptly opened and I
jumped.

Archer lifted his head from my chest and
looked up into my questioning eyes. “What do you need, Aoife?” he
asked, never breaking his gaze.

I broke eye contact and turned to look at
her. She had her fists clenched tightly down at her sides as she
looked back and forth between us. She looked angry. Oh hell,
I thought miserably. I didn’t feel like dealing with her attitude
right now. I turned back around and let go of Archer as I moved to
stand up.

I saw the muscles working in Archer’s jaw as
he stood up too and crossed his arms over his chest. “I asked you a
question, páiste,” he said firmly.

Aoife bowed her head somewhat in submission.
“Everyone is finished, Athair,” she said, a slight bite to
her voice. “They await our departure.”

Archer swiped the cufflinks off his desk with
a sigh and roughly shoved them into his pants pocket.

“I’ll get your jacket,” I quickly offered and
crossed the room. I tried not to look at Aoife, but I could feel
her watching my every move.

“Enough, Aoife,” Archer suddenly growled
behind me. “Ifreann na fola! Mórán cainte ar bheagán
cúise, don’t you think?”

“Ní maith liom ise, Archer!” she bit
back, harshly annunciating his name.

“Is cuma liom, Aoife!” he replied,
copying her.

Oy vey, I sighed inwardly. These two
were giving me a headache. I was guessing she must have been
talking silently to Archer before the fight broke out. The look on
his face clearly stated he wasn’t happy with her. Well, this
isn’t awkward at all, I thought sarcastically. I brought the
jacket over to Archer and chanced a peek at Aoife. She was still
glaring at me, her nostrils flared.

Archer took the jacket from me and slung it
over his arm. He quickly handed me the five black wristbands that I
would need for the VIP dancers tomorrow. “Would you like us to
follow you home?”

I shook my head and put the wristbands in my
back pocket. “Thank you, but no. I’ll be okay.” The last thing I
wanted was Aoife knowing where I lived. I shuddered at the thought.
I looked into his eyes and silently spoke. I’m going to go. Have
a good night and be safe.

He closed the two foot gap between us and
placed a gentle, lingering kiss on my forehead. “Thank you for
everything,” he whispered gently before stepping back.

I nodded my head, turned, and made my way to
the door, quickly sidestepping Aoife in the process. I was eager to
get out. You could have cut the tension in the room with a butter
knife. I hurried down the spiral stairs, completely forgetting
about the pain in my feet, and, when I reached the second floor,
descended the second set of stairs equally as fast.

“Where are you off to in a hurry?” Jameson
asked me, concern filling his voice, as I crossed the main
floor.

I stopped and detoured over to the barstools
where Jameson and the rest of the crew sat talking. “I’m going to
head home,” I answered. “Archer and Aoife will be down any second
and then you all can leave.”

“Do you want me to follow you home?” Jameson
asked, concern lacing his voice.

I shook my head and thanked him. “I’ll be
fine,” I said quietly. I leaned over and quickly kissed him on the
cheek. “Thank you, though. I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“I’ll be here, love.”

I gave him a small smile then walked two
barstools over to where Trey sat staring into a glass of amber
liquor. “How are you doing?” I asked him, putting my hand on his
shoulder.

Trey looked up and smiled tiredly. “I’m
better now…much better, thank you.” He turned in his chair and
reached for my hand. He held onto it tightly with both of his and
said, “I want you to know that I really appreciate what you did for
me up there…with Greyson. You are a kindhearted and compassionate
soul.” Trey patted my hand and his brow furrowed momentarily as he
searched for words. “You…radiate goodness, grace, mercy and love,
Skye Morrison. I’ve been on this earth a long time and have met
thousands of people over the years, but you, my dear, are a rare
find.”

I put my other hand over my heart. “Aw, thank
you Trey. That’s really sweet.” I was genuinely touched by his
words. I reached over and hugged his neck.

“You are a real gem honey, and I am glad to
have you as a friend,” he said as he patted my back.

“Me too, Trey,” I said, squeezing his neck
one last time before bidding goodbye to the somber gathering of
vampires.

I stopped by the lounge and retrieved the
messenger bag from my locker before heading out the back door. All
I wanted to do was get home, take a blisteringly hot shower, and go
to bed.

 


Ten minutes later, I pulled into my driveway
and parked next to Nikki’s old brown Volvo wagon. I looked over at
her side of the house and saw that she was still awake. Her living
room light was on and I fought the urge to knock on her door and
tell her about the awful thing that had happened tonight. How
would she take it if I told her that vampires really existed, that
I was working for them and one of their vampire friends was
dismembered earlier tonight inside The Mausoleum?

I shook my head and chuckled bitterly. “She’d
have me committed to a mental institution,” I said aloud to
myself.

I really wished that I could open up to her
about my new job. I talked to Nikki about everything; she was my
best friend, but I couldn’t talk to her about this. Archer and
Jameson never told me that I couldn’t tell anyone about them, but
I’m sure they’d appreciate my silence on the subject.

I grabbed my bag and keys and made my way
over to the front door. As I approached my porch, I saw a vase full
of flowers, a card, and a giftwrapped box sitting on the doormat. I
stopped mid stride, looked around, but saw no strange cars and no
one outside. It was 3:30am and all was quiet on my street. I
hurried to the door, unlocked it, grabbed the gifts from the
doormat and brought them into the house before quickly shutting the
door behind me.

Styvi Nix, my three year old miniature French
bulldog, quickly came bounding down the stairs to greet me. I sat
the gift box and my bag on the floor and placed the vase of flowers
on my entry table. I bent down, scooped her up, and held her tight.
“How’s my gorgeous girl?” I purred. “Were you a good girl today?”
She barked and licked my face, her stubby tail wagging furiously. I
sat her down and went to the kitchen to retrieve a treat for her.
She followed me in, jumping up and down all the way before sitting
obediently at my feet. “Here you are, super star,” I said as I
handed her the small milk bone. She happily tossed it around the
kitchen a few times before taking it over to her black skull doggy
bed to devour.

I remembered the gifts left at my door and
walked over to retrieve them. I brought the flowers, card and box
into the kitchen and sat down with them at the kitchen table.
Who could have gotten me these? The flowers were a gorgeous
mix of colorful Peruvian Lilies and Gerbera Daisies. I took a
moment to bend over and inhale their happy scent. I decided to open
the box first and slowly undid the ribbon and wrapping paper. The
gift box was pink and stamped with a gold V.S. My brow furrowed and
I put the box down. What the hell? This is from Victoria’s
Secret. No one should be buying me anything from Victoria’s
Secret. I wasn’t dating anyone so the box was really starting to
weird me out. I hesitantly reached out, took off the top, and
peeled back the gold tissue paper. Inside was a skimpy cut-out,
barely there white eyelet and ruffle teddy. I swallowed hard and
put it back in the box. I was suddenly scared to find out who had
been so bold as to buy me lingerie. I grabbed the card and tore the
envelope open. My hand started to shake as I read the
inscription.

 


“My dearest Skye,

Please forgive me for how I’ve been acting.
I’ve been a complete jackass. I’m just so lost without you baby. I
thought maybe we could try dating again and take it slow. What do
you think? I’ve included a ticket to this weekend’s Black Keys
concert and I hope that you will meet me there. I’ve got the other
one and will be waiting for you by the front entrance. Wear the
teddy for me, sexy. It’ll be a night to remember for sure…

All my love,

Jesse”

Jesse Prescott was my ex-boyfriend turned
delusional creepy stalker. Just last week he put his hands on me at
my old job, Drop Kick Dan’s. I hated to admit it, but I was
terrified of him.

I looked into the envelope and there sat the
white concert ticket. I dropped the card in horror and got up from
the table. “Are you freakin’ kidding me?” I said aloud, my voice
rising angrily. I scoffed and put my hands on my hips.
“Un-freakin’-believable!” I was angry. Not just angry, I was
furious. How dare he come by my home and leave that disgusting
teddy! As if I’d EVER wear something like that for him
again! Hell would freeze over first. Jesse and I were over and
had been for months.

I quickly gathered the flowers, card,
giftwrapping and box and walked out the side door that led to my
garage. I lifted the lid on my trash can, threw everything in it
and put the lid back down. I walked back inside, locked the door
and washed my hands. There is something seriously wrong with
him. How could he think, after what he did to me in the club last
week, that I’d ever want to have anything to do with him again?
I shook my head, dried my hands and realized that my whole body was
shaking. Get a grip, girl. You’re in your house and you are
safe.

My eyes flew to the front door and I realized
that I had forgotten to lock it when I came in. I ran over to it
and threw the deadbolt as quickly as I could. I locked the door
handle and threw the chain on it too just for good measure. I
leaned my back up against the door and tried to take even, calming
breaths. My heart was racing and I felt sick to my stomach. Jesse
Prescott had become an object of my nightmares. He had been calling
my phone and coming by my work and house for weeks. He was defiling
my home, my sanctuary, with his unwelcome visits and gifts. I shook
myself again, made sure all the doors and windows were locked, and
went upstairs to take a scalding hot shower. After the day I had at
work, Jesse’s loser antics were just the icing on the cake. I was
mentally exhausted and couldn’t wait to crawl into bed.

I showered quickly, toweled off, and blew my
waist length red hair dry. I threw on my TXRD Holy Rollers t-shirt
and a black pair of bikini panties and crawled into bed. I whistled
for Styvi Nix, set the alarm on my cell phone, and snuggled under
the covers with her. “I love you so much, my good girl,” I said
kissing her head. She licked my cheek and snuggled in my arms.
“Goodnight, sweet pea.”

 


 




Chapter 2

 


 


My alarm went off at noon and I groaned,
fumbled around, and finally managed to cut it off. Styvi Nix was
sitting at the end of the bed, patiently waiting for me to wake up.
“Well good morning, sunshine!” I cooed at her. “Are you hungry?”
She wagged her tail furiously, barked once and turned around in a
circle. I laughed and threw back the covers. “Okay, okay I’m up!
Let’s go.”

I followed her down the stairs, rubbing the
sleep from my eyes as I went into the kitchen. I put out some fresh
water and a cup of dry kibble and watched her happily attack it for
a minute and before turning and putting a kettle of water on the
stove to heat up.

I took out a coffee mug, added a bag of
English Breakfast tea to it, and set it on the kitchen table. I
felt like having cereal for breakfast and poured myself a small
bowl of Raisin Nut brand. When the kettle whistled, I filled my cup
and let the bag steep as I leisurely ate.

When I was done I went upstairs, threw on
some running shorts and put my hair up in a ponytail, grabbed my
iPod and my armband, and got ready to take Styvi for a walk. I
whistled and she bolted through the doggy door and ran up to me. I
helped her into her harness, attached the leash, grabbed my house
keys, and stepped out, making sure to relock the door behind me. I
quickly glanced around to be sure Jesse wasn’t sitting outside my
house and took off jogging down the street.

Styvi Nix loved going for runs with me, but
she couldn’t keep up for very long. I normally ran half a mile then
walked half a mile and examined the pace so I would not tire her
out too quickly. She loved yipping hi to Mrs. Tatum’s shitzu Dolly
whenever we passed by and today was no exception. I watched as they
happily barked back and forth as we turned the corner at the
entrance of my neighborhood. I was jamming along to Guns n Roses,
not paying attention to where I was stepping, when I crashed right
into someone.

“Oh my goodness!” I said as I reached out and
gripped the stranger’s arm. Styvi Nix had wound her leash around
both of our legs and I quickly bent down, struggling to free us.
“I’m so sorry, sir. I…I wasn’t paying attention.” I stumbled as I
took the ear buds out of my ear and hung the cord around my
neck.

The man laughed a deep, masculine purr. “It’s
okay. It was my fault. I wasn’t watching either.”

His voice sounded really familiar and I
glanced up from my work on the leash to look at the stranger’s
face. It was Gavin, the guy that I met at the gym and the one who
had saved me when Jesse tried to drag me out of Drop Kick Dan’s by
my hair last week. He was wearing athletic shorts, a black tank
top, and he had an mp3 player strapped to his bicep like me. It was
obvious he was out for a run too.

“Gavin?” I asked confused. “What are you
doing here?”

He turned around a few times, untangling his
legs from the leash. “Me? I live here. What are you doing here?” he
asked with a laugh, shaking his head.

“You live in East Wind Estates, too?” I asked
cautiously. I sure was running into him a lot and I wanted to make
sure he wasn’t following me. A single girl can never be too careful
these days.

Gavin rubbed the back of his forearm across
his brow and then put his hands on his hips, taking deep, even
breaths. You could tell he had been running fast. “Yeah, I just
moved in. I live over on Navajo Trail, toward the back of the
neighborhood.”

“No kidding,” I said, my brow furrowed
slightly. I lived just one street over on Comanche Cove. I had
absolutely nothing against Gavin, I liked him; I guess I was just
being extra cautious because of Jesse’s recent antics. Ease up,
girl. It’s just a coincidence. He’s a good guy and you know it.
“How do you like the neighborhood so far?”

Gavin smiled a genuine, heart stopping smile
and began running in place. “I love it. I love it even more now
that I know you live here.”

I couldn’t help the blush I felt spreading
hot across my cheeks. Gavin was very handsome. He was my height,
had tattoo covered skin, rippling muscles, gorgeous green eyes, and
a buzz cut. He was definitely my cup of tea. I swallowed hard and
looked down at Styvi Nix in an attempt to hide the blush.

“Well, don’t just stand there, babe,” Gavin
said as he gently pulled my elbow. “Come on. Let’s get our run
on.”

I smiled up at him as Styvi pulled on her
leash, eager to start running again. “Alright,” I said and fell
into a comfortable rhythm beside him.

We alternated running and walking around the
neighborhood for the next two hours. At one point, Styvi Nix got
too tired and Gavin picked her up and carried her in his arms the
rest of the way. She was all too happy for the ride and snuggled
contently down into his arms. My heart melted at Gavin’s
thoughtfulness. Seeing a guy being so sweet to my Styvi gave me
butterflies. Every girl likes a gentleman.

We comfortably conversed during the rest of
the walk to his house on Navajo Trail. He offered to walk me the
rest of the way home but I declined.

“It’s alright, Gavin,” I said with my thanks.
“I’ve got to get ready for work anyway.” He gently handed me a
sleeping Styvi Nix, took a card out of his wallet and gave me his
number.

“Call me anytime, running buddy,” he said
with a smile and walked to his door. I watched him unlock it and
step inside. Hm. So he really DOES live there. I immediately
chastised myself. Of course he does, Skye. Not everyone is a
lying psycho. I shook my head, cuddled Styvi and walked the
block home.

 


I quickly showered, put on my makeup, and did
my hair. I didn’t have time to blow dry it so I put a ton of mousse
in it, tossed it around a few times, and fixed it with my fingers.
I was going for that sexily messy, bed-head look and hit the nail
on the head. Tonight I was going to be working the main bar, so I
wanted to wear something sexy but comfortable. I chose a black
buckle PVC bustier, a matching PVC miniskirt, fishnet stockings and
my black buckled, knee high gothic boots. I couldn’t stand the
thought of being in high heels for ten hours again today. I added a
black slave bracelet and choker combo and then looked into the full
length mirror on the inside of my closet door. The outfit looked
really awesome but I was momentarily concerned with the amount of
cleavage that was hanging out of the top of my bustier. I stuffed,
readjusted, jiggled, and nudged, but the cups were as full as I
could get them. Oh well, I thought. As long as they don’t
pop out, I’ll be okay. I should make us some awesome tips at
least. I smiled at the thought, grabbed my bag, phone, and
jacket and made my way downstairs.

Styvi Nix was tossing around her tug rope, so
I spent the next few minutes playing with her before I finally had
to leave for work. I kissed her goodbye, told her to be a good
girl, and walked out the front door. I got into my ’88 Pontiac
Fiero GT and jammed out to the Black Keys on the drive over to The
Mausoleum. It was a damn shame I had to throw away the sold-out
concert ticket because I would have loved to see them in concert,
but there was no way in hell I was going to go with Jesse.

My purse started ringing, effectively
interrupting my thoughts, and I reached over to the passenger seat
and retrieved my cell phone from the inner pocket of my messenger
bag. I quickly glanced at the caller ID, but didn’t recognize the
number.

“Hello?” I asked uncertainly into the phone
as I turned down the radio.

“Hey, baby girl! Long time, no talk. Did you
like the gifts I left you?”

My whole body tensed as soon as I recognized
the voice on the other end of the line. Jesse Prescott,
ex-boyfriend/abusive stalker/total delusional asshole, had just
called me.

“Well, aren’t you going to say something?”
Jesse asked with an amused chuckle.

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath to
steady my nerves. “What the hell, Jesse? Why are you even calling
me?”

“Now, now, baby. There’s no need to be rude,”
he said with a tsk. “I just wanted to see how my favorite girl was,
that’s all. Did you like the lingerie I picked out for us? When I
saw it, I knew you’d like it. God I can’t wait to see you in
it.”

“Why would you even think that it was okay to
buy me something like that, Jesse?” I asked, my voice quivering
with the anger I felt. “And, why in the hell do you think I’d ever
wear it for you? We broke up almost three months ago! We are NOT
getting back together!”

“Don’t say that,” he whined petulantly. “We
love each other. We’ll get back together, Skye baby. You just need
a little time to get used to the idea.”

My jaw hit the floor. I couldn’t believe what
I was hearing. “Are you delusional?” I scoffed. “I don’t love you,
Jesse. You CHEATED on me. And worst of all, you put your hands on
me in the middle of Drop Kick Dan’s last week. That is absolutely
unforgiveable. How could you even do that to me? You really hurt
me.”

“Man, you have a hard time letting go of
things, don’t you Skye?” Jesse asked, anger tinting his voice.

“I’m not the one who has a hard time letting
things go, Jesse!” I seethed, my voice rising. “Who’s stalking who
here?”

Jesse chuckled softly. “Yeah, like I have
time to stalk you. You always were silly.”

Lord, help me, I thought as I sighed.
“No, I’m exasperated, not silly. And you sure as hell ARE stalking
me. What do you call all of the phone calls, text messages, emails,
and visits to my house and job? It seriously frustrates me whenever
I pick up my phone and see messages from you or when I have to hear
from my boss that you were in the bar AGAIN looking for me. You are
unwelcome in my life, you KNOW this, and yet you still try to
assert yourself into it. This behavior is not normal Jesse. You do
realize that, don’t you? ” I asked, but then quickly added, “And
please, spare me the pseudo witty ‘but-I’m-really-a-good-guy’
retort. I honestly don’t want to hear it. I’m so beyond tired of
dealing with this shit. I’m not trying to be mean to you, Jesse,
I’m just being honest. I can’t do this with you anymore. This is
completely beyond ridiculous.”

Jesse was quiet for a long moment. Finally, a
small sigh broke the silence. “All I wanted was to see how you
liked the teddy…and to congratulate you on your new job. You really
have no place to judge me on whether you think I’m normal or not,
Skye. I’ll go now…for the sake of keeping my own energy positive,
but this isn’t over.”

My jaw dropped again in shock. “How did you
know I got a new job? Huh? Don’t you dare hang up on me, Jesse!” I
spat quickly, but it was too late. Jesse had already hung up.

“Dammit!” I yelled in frustration, throwing
my phone back down into my passenger seat. I took a couple of deep
breaths and tried to calm my racing heartbeat. I shouldn’t have
even talked to him; I should have just hung up the phone when I
realized it was him. But, I thought that maybe I could reason with
him. There is obviously no reasoning with him; not after that
conversation. I realized that it didn’t matter what I said. He was
going to hear what he wanted to hear. I should tell Archer and
Jameson what’s going on, I thought and then shook my head.
No, I can’t tell them. They’ll just freak out and they don’t
need that. They have enough on their plates to deal with
without my added drama. I sighed and tried hard to put the
conversation out of my mind as I drove the rest of the way to
work.

When I pulled down the back alley and into
The Mausoleum’s employee parking lot, I was surprised to see only
three cars and a big, white 16-person passenger van occupying the
spaces. It was just now 5 o’clock, so I was a little early. I
parked in the parking space closest to the alley, locked my car,
and headed in the back door.

A cool blast of air-conditioned air greeted
me as I opened the door and walked to the employee lounge. No one
was around, so I quickly deposited my messenger bag in my locker
and went off in search of the crew.

When I turned the corner, I was surprised to
see Aoife standing behind the first floor bar. She was normally
stationed at the second floor bar, so you can understand my
confusion. I glanced up at the second floor; there was no one else
in sight. I groaned inwardly, squared my shoulders, and walked up
to Aoife.

“Good evening, Aoife,” I said with a smile,
sitting down on one of the swivel barstools. She and I may not care
for each other, but there was no cause to be rude. “How are you
today?”

She slowly peeled her eyes away from the
garnishes that she was preparing and glared at me. “What’s it to
you?” she growled lowly.

I shook my head and crossed my arms over my
chest. “What’s your deal, Aoife?” I asked, irritated at her
constant negative attitude toward me. “I’ve never done anything to
you. Why do you hate me so much?”

She scoffed and slammed the sharp paring
knife down on the cutting board. “What’s my deal, human?” she
screeched with hatred. “You are my ‘deal’.” She put her hands down
on the counter and splayed her fingers apart as she leaned in
closer to me. “I don’t like you Skye. I see right through you and
your pathetic little game. Archer is too dumb to see it, but I’m
not. The way you have him wrapped around your finger is
disgusting,” she spat. She lifted one long, manicured fingernail
and jammed it in my direction. “You had better wise up, child, and
stay the hell away from me and my man. I was around long before you
and I’ll be around long after you’re dead.”

I stood up and put my hands on my hips. “What
the hell are you even talking about?” I asked her angrily. “I’m not
playing any games here, Aoife. And I’m not after your man.”

“I smelled you in his bed!” she yelled, her
eyes immediately draining of their gorgeous crystal blue color.

I took a step back and shook my head. “You’ve
got the wrong idea Aoife,” I said lowering my voice and calming my
tone. She was obviously pissed and I didn’t want to be on the
receiving end of her anger any longer. Vampires are positively
terrifying when they’re angry. “I spent the night because Archer
and Jameson made me. I was too drunk to drive home one night last
week. Nothing happened.” Something did happen that night, but I
wasn’t about to be the one to tell her that. Archer and I made out
on the dance floor that night. It was the same night that I had
found out they were vampires…and it was the same night I hurt
Jameson.

“Lie!” she screeched louder. “You can’t lie
to me, human. I can tell when you are being truthful and when you
are being a filthy little liar!”

I backed up even further and put my hands up
in surrender. Oh hell. I’m really in deep shit now. Where the
hell is everyone, I thought in a panic and looked around
quickly, not wanting to take my eyes off of Aoife for more than a
couple of seconds at a time. I didn’t know how she knew I was
lying, but she did. “Okay, I’m sorry I lied. Honestly. It was just
a kiss earlier that night. It didn’t mean anything to me, I
swear.”

Her eyes, aside from her tiny black pupils,
had turned completely white. She jumped up to stand on top of the
bar in one quick flash and stared down at me, her fingers arched
like claws. “Lie!” she snarled as she hopped down over the
barstools and took another step toward me.

My eyes were so wide I thought they’d pop out
of my skull. I took a few more steps back and continued to hold my
hands out in front of me. “Okay, Aoife, okay. It meant something to
me at the time, but it doesn’t mean anything now,” I quickly
explained. My chest heaved and I worried I was going to
hyperventilate. I was good and panicked right at that moment. “I
saw you kissing Archer the other day. I now know you’re together. I
didn’t before. I swear to you Aoife, I won’t touch him again.”

She growled lowly and studied me for a few
moments, her head cocked to the side. “Truth,” she finally said. I
blew out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding and clutched my
chest with both hands. This bitch was going to give me a heart
attack if she didn’t back up soon. She stared at me with her eerily
colorless eyes a moment longer then smiled. “I’m glad we understand
each other,” she said as she turned around and flashed to stand
behind the bar. She picked up the silver paring knife and resumed
slicing fruit while she softly hummed.

I stood there for a minute, unsure of whether
it was safe to move or not. Aoife eventually took out two glasses
and poured a shot of cold Jagermeister into each. “Sit,” she
commanded as she poured.

It took a few seconds before I could get my
feet to cooperate with my brain, and I slowly walked over and slid
into a barstool. She placed one glass in front of me and met my
wide eyes with her own. The color in hers had returned and they
were completely back to normal.

She raised her glass and waited for me to do
the same. I was too terrified of her not to comply. “To good
health,” she toasted and I would’ve been an idiot to have missed
the veiled threat.

“To good health,” I mumbled back and slowly
drank the shot, never taking my eyes off her. I had a sneaking
suspicion that she might just be a tad bit crazy and I was watching
her like a hawk.

Aoife swallowed her shot and smiled at me.
“There. Now that that’s behind us, there are a few things that you
should know.” I swallowed hard and listened intently. I was going
to take mental notes. I didn’t ever want get on her bad side
again.

“Archer and I have been together since…” he
voice trailed off in thought. “Well, a lady never tells her age,”
she said finally, flicking her wrist dismissively. “But Archer and
I have been together for hundreds of years, child.” She slid the
garnishes into their trays, wiped her hands on a towel, and came
around the counter with the bottle of Jager, taking a seat next to
me. She poured us another shot as she continued. “Archer and I were
married six hundred years ago. Now, every relationship has their
ups and downs, but we took an oath for life.”

She raised her glass and touched it with mine
before we tossed the dark, thick syrupy liquid down our throats.
“We had a lovers quarrel a little over a hundred years ago and
decided to spend some time apart. But, we are together again, now,
and I intend to make up for lost time.”

I nodded my head and clutched the glass
tightly in both of my hands. Dear God, where is everyone? I
thought in a panic. I just wanted to get away from her. She scared
the shit out of me.

“I can see how you would have been attracted
to him. He is quite handsome…but he’s mine,” she warned again with
a sharp look.

“I understand,” I said in a voice that was
barely above a whisper. “I apologize for my egregious error.”

She laughed and threw her head back. “Errors
happen to everyone, child,” she said as she patted my knee. My body
instantly jumped and I swallowed a scream. “Just don’t let it
happen again or I won’t be responsible for what I might do to you,”
she said, lightly. “After all, he is my husband.” I clenched my
hands together and nodded. She had sounded so blasé just now and it
terrified me. It was if she were talking about the weather, not my
potential death.

Just then Jameson exited the door to Archer’s
private stairwell and made his way down the wide metal stairs to
the first floor. Oh, thank you Jesus! My eyes were still
wide with anxiety as Jameson walked up to Aoife and me. He looked
back and forth between us for a few seconds and then intently
studied my face. I quickly looked down at my empty glass, afraid
for him to see the swirling emotions that lay just under the
surface of my hazel-green eyes.

“Ladies,” Jameson greeted cautiously. “How is
everyone?” I nodded my head as Aoife poured us another shot of
Jagermeister, never taking my eyes off my glass.

“We are excellent, Jameson dear,” Aoife
purred lightly. “How are you?”

Jameson folded his arms across his chest and
looked down at us disapprovingly. “Alright, you two, cut the shit,”
he said roughly. “I know something happened.”

Aoife swirled the Jager around in her glass.
“Whatever do you mean?” she asked innocently.

I downed my shot and risked a glance up at
Jameson, doing my best to clear the emotions from my face and
eyes.

Jameson growled and unfolded his arms,
clenching his fists down at his sides. “Dammit, Aoife! What the
hell did you do to her?”

Aoife kicked me hard under the bar and it
startled me into answering. “Nothing,” I said quickly. “She didn’t
do anything to me.”

Jameson refolded his arms over his chest and
glared down at me. “And I’m supposed to believe that shit? Look at
you!” he said, gesturing wildly to my body. “You’re shaking. There
is genuine fear in your eyes and you’ve bitten a hole in your
bottom lip.”

I quickly put my hand to my mouth and came
away with a small spot of blood. I quickly looked over at the
vampires and apologized. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“What did you do to her, Aoife?” Jameson
demanded.

“Oh, will you just calm the hell down
already,” Aoife groaned and dismissively flicked her wrist in my
direction. “We were just having a little chat, that’s all. Ask her.
Nothing happened.”

Jameson looked at me questioningly. “Nothing
happened,” I said as steadily as I could.

Jameson’s eyes narrowed in anger as he looked
over at Aoife. “Archer said that you weren’t supposed to touch her,
Aoife,” he growled lowly. “If I find out you did anything to her,
I’ll personally deal with you.”

Aoife laughed sarcastically. “Please,
Youngblood. Is that any way to talk to the wife of your
creator?”

Jameson’s face quickly turned to mine and I
briefly met his eyes. We had a whole wordless conversation in three
seconds. I told him that I knew all about Aoife and Archer with my
eyes and he sincerely apologized with his.

He turned his head and glared back at Aoife.
“Do. Not. Call. Me. Youngblood,” he growled severely. She just
laughed unkindly and dismissed him with another flick of her slim
wrist.

Jameson reached over and grabbed my hand,
pulling me to my feet. He wordlessly pulled me across the floor and
down the back hall to one of the stockrooms. When we got inside, he
quickly closed the door behind us and turned to me. “Are you okay?”
he asked, lightly grabbing my chin between his finger and thumb as
he searched my eyes.

I took a deep breath and slowly blew it out.
All of the intense emotions I was working so hard to hold in
suddenly came pouring out in a massive tidal wave of tears and
hiccups. Damn it all to HELL, I silently cursed. I hated
showing my weaknesses in front of people and my body shook harder
with the added emotion.

Jameson took me in his arms and held me
tight. He gently rocked me to and fro as he whispered sweet,
soothing words. I pushed him away after a second and roughly wiped
the tears from my cheeks, trying hard to get control of myself

“Damn it, Jameson,” I whined angrily. “Why do
you always have to do that?”

“Do what?” Jameson asked genuinely
confused.

“Do THAT!” I said, gesturing to him. “Why do
you always have to be the good guy? Why do you always feel like you
have to come to my rescue?” I asked, angrily. “I was doing okay in
there, damn it! You didn’t have to come “save me”! I can take care
of myself!”

Jameson took a step back and crossed his arms
over his chest. “I was just trying to protect you from her,” he
said defensively. “You have no idea what she is like, Skye. You
have no idea what she is even capable of. You don’t
understand.”

“I understand plenty now, Jameson,” I spat
angrily. I wasn’t really angry at him. I was angry at Archer and
Aoife. He was turning into the scapegoat and I started to feel bad,
but couldn’t stop my runaway mouth. “I understand that Archer lied
to me and played with my emotions like I was some kind of frickin’
toy! I understand that he was married to her all along and lied to
me about it! I understand that he used me! I understand plenty now,
Jameson! I understand plenty!” I cried and buried my face in my
hands.

Jameson sighed and pulled me to him again as
he wrapped his arms tightly around my body. I struggled in vain for
a few seconds before completely giving up and giving my body over
to him. My knees were weak with the shame and grief that I felt and
he walked over to a box and sat on it, pulling me onto his lap. He
pulled my head to his chest, holding me gently, and allowed me to
cry for a few minutes before he said anything.

I felt like an utter fool. I allowed myself
to think that Archer had genuinely cared for me; that he was
telling the truth back up in his office on opening night when he
said he lied the night before about not having feeling for me. I
was unbelievably disappointed in myself. I saw him kissing Aoife
but I still secretly and immaturely harbored hope that he liked me;
that it was somehow all a misunderstanding. Now I knew that he was
nothing more than a lying womanizer. He was married to Aoife and he
tried to have an adulterous fling with me on the side. I am no
one’s plaything, I angrily thought, wiping the heavy tears from
my eyes and clinging tighter to Jameson’s rock hard chest.
Lesson learned. I won’t make that same mistake with him
again.

I would be sure not to let Archer know that
Aoife had told me about their marriage tonight. I didn’t want him
thinking that that was the reason why I wasn’t melting around him
anymore like some sick, pathetic puppy dog. I wanted him to think
that I made the decision on my own; that I no longer wanted him of
my own accord, not because of his marriage. I didn’t want to give
him the satisfaction of knowing that I actually cared about
him.

“Skye, there is so much you don’t know,”
Jameson said when my tears had finally slowed to hiccups. “I should
have told you, but it wasn’t my place,” he said, sorrow and regret
lacing his voice.

I looked up into his eyes and lightly hit his
chest. “Shut up, Jameson,” I said tiredly. “None of this is your
fault. You did the right thing by not telling me anything. He is
your brother, your blood; your loyalty is to him alone. I do not
now, nor will I ever, hold anything against you because of it.”

He reached his hand around and gently wiped
the tears from my face with the back of his hand and thumb. “I
can’t stand to see you cry, Skye,” he said honestly in a gentle
whisper.

I shook my head with a humorless chuckle and
looked up into his eyes. “I can stand it when I cry, either,
Jameson.” I sighed and voiced something that had been bothering me
for days. “Why are you still being nice to me when I so obviously
don’t deserve it? I know I hurt you when I kissed Archer, Jameson.
It was so wrong of me. I made a huge, ridiculously stupid
mistake.”

He bent down and lightly kissed a soft, slow
trail across my forehead. I sighed, closed my eyes and melted into
his comforting touch. There was something about being kissed on my
forehead that made everything wrong suddenly right in my world.
Why do I always fall for the bad guys? I wondered. I went
after bad boy Archer and look what happened! Here is Jameson, the
sweetest guy I’ve ever met in my life, and he’s here kissing away
my tears over his brother. I desperately wanted the good guy
for once. I desperately wanted a man like Jameson to love me. I
desperately wanted to deserve his love. I was tired of being hurt,
played with, and stepped on. If I don’t make up my mind soon,
Jameson may not be there when I finally do. My heart ached at
that possibility. There had been something really special between
Jameson and me before I went and screwed it all up with his
brother. I should have never allowed myself to get blinded by
Archer’s good looks. Jameson is who I wanted. But will he want
me? Will he forgive me?

I lifted my head an inch and allowed Jameson
to softly kiss each of my eyelids and the bridge of my nose. I felt
a sudden jolt of butterflies in my stomach and became intensely
aware of his intoxicating smell. He smelled like leather and a
cool, crisp manly aftershave.

I took a deep breath in as I lifted my head
another few inches and allowed him to gently kiss a trail across my
cheek and to my jaw. God, he smells so good. I felt my
breasts tighten with sudden arousal and I ran my hand up the ridges
of his chiseled chest to cup his face as he kissed the line of my
jaw. This feels so right. HE feels so right. God, I want him. I
NEED him. “I need you.” The words slipped out in a breathy
whisper.

He slightly pulled back when he reached the
corner of my mouth and hesitated. “Skye,” he rumbled seductively,
almost as if asking my permission to continue.

I looked up into his iridescent light green
eyes and didn’t waver a second. I closed the two inch gap between
us and softly touched my full lips to his. His touch felt right,
his lips felt like home. I momentarily forgot all about the hurt
his brother had caused me as our tongues slid together in a
sensual, sweet dance.

I couldn’t control the moan that escaped from
my lips, and, as if driven by it, Jameson lifted me in his lap and
turned my body to face his as I placed my legs on either side of
his hips and wrapped them tightly around his waist. I wrapped my
arms around his neck and fused my entire body to his.

Jameson’s kiss was deep, slow, soft,
and…absolutely perfect. I felt my lower abdomen tingle with need
and I involuntarily ground my lap against his. Our kisses grew
deeper and more frantic as our hands explored each other’s
bodies.

“Forgive me, Jameson,” I begged against his
mouth. “Please, please forgive me. I was so stupid. I’m so
sorry.”

Jameson growled against my mouth, quickly
leaned forward and eased our bodies onto the cold, polished cement
floor. He stopped kissing me long enough to look me deep in the
eyes, gently caress my cheek and say, “I forgave you the night it
happened, love.” A small sound of relief escaped my lips before he
immediately replaced it with his mouth.

Our hands grew needier as our kissing
intensified. All I wanted to do was fuse myself to this sweet,
sexy, kind, and thoughtful man for the rest of the night. I reached
down to his waist, grabbed ahold of his black shirt and pulled it
over his head. I gently pushed him off of me and we both rose to
our knees.

I looked passionately into his eyes as I
slowly ran my soft, wet tongue over his rock hard, ripped chest. I
took my time tasting every ripple, every inch. He threw his head
back, shivered, and growled gutturally before looking back down at
me and bringing his head to the mounds of my chest. I leaned my
head back and let him have his turn on me. He licked and gently bit
each mound before undoing the top two buckles of my bustier and
freeing my needy, aching breasts.

Jameson lifted his head a moment and looked
deeply into my eyes. “Tá mo chroí istigh ionat, Skye.
A-chaoidh.” he whispered. Raw honestly and passion painted
his beautiful words. It didn’t matter that I couldn’t understand
them, I understood their intensity immediately. They caressed my
heart like a lover’s hand and wrapped it in warm joy and promise. I
reached up and gently grasped his face between each of my hands and
pulled him down for a soft, slow, deep kiss.

I poured my sorrow and bliss, my life’s
breath and my tears, my very being into that kiss. I kissed Jameson
with every word I wanted to say and didn’t; with every word I
wanted to say and couldn’t. I kissed him so completely that it
brought tears to my eyes. I wanted to make love to him right this
very moment. I wanted to show him how much he meant to me. I wanted
to lose myself in this beautiful, perfect, caring man’s arms and
never come back.

He briefly pulled away, gently laid me back
down on the ground, and looked me deep in the eyes. His eyes full
of the passion and heat we were both feeling. “I’ve wanted you for
so long, Skye Morrison.”

I nodded my head in complete understanding. I
had wanted him, too. “Make love to me, Jameson,” I whispered as I
reached down between us and undid the button on his tight black
pants. He rumbled with need and simultaneously worked my black PVC
skirt up my thighs. I unzipped his pants and unabashedly plunged my
hand inside while he captured my left nipple in his mouth, rolled
it around on his tongue, and reached between my legs to lightly
caress my warm, aching mound. I moaned with need and worked to free
his hard, bulging, impressively large member as he slid his hand to
my waist and started pulling my tights down my thighs. He reached
between my legs, quickly pulled my thong to the side, and got ready
to enter me. I took a deep, quivering breath, lifted my hips to
meet his, and trembled in anxious, desperate anticipation.

Just then the stockroom door opened and
Lochlan strolled in. Jameson immediately flattened his body over
mine and growled loudly in warning as I let out a small, surprised
scream and buried my face in his neck.

“Dhuine! Gabh mo leisgue!”
Lochlan said in surprise and laughed, briefly covering his eyes.
“Ifreann na Fola! Math thu-fhèin, Jameson. Math
thu-fhèin. But, ya’ know our Archer’s going to kill ya’,
right?”

Jameson growled savagely as I watched the
color drain from his eyes. “Eist, Lochlan.” he said in a
low, threatening voice. “If you mention this to Archer tonight, so
help me God, I’ll kill you.” I looked up into his eyes and saw
fierce determination in them.

I wrapped my one arm around Jameson’s neck
and gently ran my ringers through his soft hair with the other,
trying to calm him. “I think you need to leave, Lochlan.” I said,
never taking my eyes off Jameson.

“Thoir do chasan leat!” Jameson yelled
when Lochlan made no move to leave. “Bog!”

Lochlan shook his head and laughed, holding
his hands up in surrender. “Okay, okay, Jameson, damn. I was just
tryin’ to see what all the fuss was about.” Jameson growled deeply
again in warning and Lochlan took a step back. “Well,
siuthadaibh, ya’ two. But don’t forget, Jameson. Archer and
An Dílis are still waitin’ for their bottle o’ Connemara.”
With that he turned around and closed the door.

Jameson sighed heavily and rested his
forehead on my left shoulder. “Damnú air,” he swore against
my skin. “I forgot.”

I took a deep breath and blew it out,
steadying myself. “I didn’t know Archer was here today. I thought
he said he was going to be busy with those guys tonight. He said
you and I were running the club.”

Jameson lifted his head and looked into my
eyes. The color was slowly returning to them as he spoke. “He is
busy, but he is here…at least he will be for a little while longer.
And you and I are running the club.” He leaned down and softly
kissed my swollen mouth. I parted his lips with my tongue and
kissed him for all I was worth. I knew we couldn’t stay in this
stockroom any longer, but I wanted to give him something to
remember me by. He growled hungrily and kissed me deeply.

“I don’t want to leave,” he said with a
groan, pulling away and placing a small, lingering kiss on my
forehead. “But, I have to.”

I nodded my head as he lifted himself off of
me and gripped my hand tightly to pull me up after him. He quickly
grabbed his shirt and righted himself using vampire speed. He
turned to the wall of stored liquor bottles as I did the same, only
not as quickly. He selected the bottle of Irish whiskey and turned
back to me, setting it down on a box and helped me buckle the front
of my bustier back up.

“Can I see you after work?” he asked
sweetly.

I wrapped my arms around his waist and looked
up into his beautiful green eyes. “Absolutely,” I said with a brush
of my lips to his. “I can’t wait.”

We kissed each other one last time before we
walked out of the stockroom.

 


 




Chapter 3

 


 


Jameson headed back to Archer’s office with
the bottle of Connemara, and I went a few doors down to the
employee lounge. The music was on full blast and I could tell that
most of the cage dancers were already here. When I entered the
room, I was surprised to see what time it was. It was 7 o’clock and
Jameson and I had been in the stockroom with each other for over an
hour.

“Skye!” the group of dancers called in
greeting when they saw me.

I smiled and waved to them.

“Hey, Skye!” Eden called out to me as I went
to my locker and retrieved my travel makeup bag.

“Hey, Eden,” I called back to her. “How’s it
going?”

“Good!” she sang as she grabbed her outfit
off the couch and walked behind one of the corner screens to
change. She popped her head out as I walked up to the lighted
mirror and set my bag down on the table. “You’ve got to fix your
lipstick, girl,” she said in a whisper before disappearing
again.

I felt my face flush hot with embarrassment
as I checked the mirror. Oh, my. My bright red lipstick was
smeared something awful. I took out a small pack of makeup removing
wipes and took the remainder of my lipstick off. Smudge-proof,
my ass, I thought silently. Well, it has never before been
put through that rigorous of a test. I chuckled to myself and
selected a tube of dark purple lipstick to wear next. The tube of
red that I had been wearing was back in my bathroom at home.

I fixed my eyeliner, refreshed my face
powder, blotted my lipstick and then took the travel bag back to my
locker. I grabbed out the five black wristbands Archer gave me last
night and relocked my locker. Three more dancers poured in and I
did a quick head count. Three general employees and ten dancers
meant that they were all here. I walked over to the boom box,
lowered the volume and whistled sharply.

“Good evening, all you good looking ladies
and gents!” I happily called out to the gathered crowd. “I’m going
to have to work the first floor bar tonight, so I’m going to need
to appoint one of you to assist me with watching the cages and
notifying the dancers when it’s time to switch or go on break.” I
watched as Courtney raised her hand and volunteered for the
job.

I smiled and shook my head. “You’re working
the second floor again tonight, Courtney,” I said and she smiled. I
beckoned her over to me with my hand and placed the black band
around her right wrist. “Seth, Staci, and Peyton, you’ll also be
working upstairs,” I said and they walked over to get their
wristbands attached as well.

I looked around the room, found Brian and
called him over. “Everyone, Brian will be assisting me tonight. He
will come by and get you when it’s time to switch cages or go on
break,” I explained as I attached the black wristband to his wrist.
“And, Eden will be our relief floater.” I turned to her and met her
smile with my own. If you guys have any problems or questions, do
not hesitate to come and ask me or Brian, okay?”

Everyone nodded in agreement and I turned my
attention to my barback Ducky, and my two cleaning crew. The man
who had passed out yesterday after finding Greyson’s body
thankfully had the night off.

“Ducky, I’ll need you to help me work magic
tonight, bro,” I said with a laugh.

He laughed too and smiled. “Piece of cake,
Skye.”

I turned to the cleaning crew, gave them a
wink, and then I thanked everyone, turning the music back up. I
didn’t have to give the cleaning crew any orders. They knew exactly
what to do. I pulled Brian off to the side and quickly explained
the VIP and PVIP house rules. I told him that he was not to be up
there unless he was relieving someone or escorting someone up. He
nodded his head in agreement and I gave him a happy hi-five.

“Thanks, Bri,” I said with a smile. “I
appreciate your help tonight. Oh, and before I forget, make sure
you check to see that Courtney is wearing her pasties tonight if
she’s going to wear a mesh shirt again.”

“You got it, boss lady,” he said with an
understanding laugh and went back to getting ready.

I quietly left the room and made my way down
the hall to the main floor.

When I walked in, I noticed Lochlan and Aoife
were at the second floor bar prepping for the night. I glanced over
at the first floor bar and found Quinn, Trey, Hunter and Seamus
chatting around a few drinks. I happily strolled up to them and
took a seat on the barstool next to Trey.

Trey immediately turned to me with a
questioning arch of his eyebrow. He looked me over, head to waist
and back, and narrowed his eyes slightly. I began to fidget in my
seat, hyperaware of his divine power of empathy, and tried to calm
my nerves.

“Well,” I finally hissed under my breath. “If
you’re going to ask, ask already,” I said eager to end the
speculation.

Trey chuckled and put his hand on my knee. He
briefly closed his eyes, then opened them and grinned slyly. “Oh,
you dog!” he teased quietly in his slick southern lilt. “Burning
desire, need, adoration, happiness, and…oh my,” he said as he
blushed and took his hand off my knee. I quickly glanced over to
make sure the other guys were paying us no attention and smiled at
Trey.

“Yes,” I said and felt myself blush.

He pursed his lips and looked at me
thoughtfully for a moment. “It’s not who I think it is, is it?”

I shrugged my shoulders coyly and grinned. “A
lady never tells.”

He cocked his eyebrow and put his hand on my
knee again. I waited patiently as he closed his eyes and took a
deep breath. His brow furrowed suddenly and he let go, opening his
eyes. “Hurt, fear, anger, and disappointment lie under those happy
feelings,” he said aloud quietly, more to himself than me. He
looked me deep in the eyes and asked me again, “It’s not who I
think it is, is it?”

I scoffed and cocked my head to the side.
“Probably,” I replied in a thoughtful whisper. “But it doesn’t
matter anymore, honey. I’m washing my hands,” I said as I made a
show of dusting them off.

Trey leaned over and bumped shoulders with
me. “Good for you, darling,” he said with a small smile. “You
deserve all the happiness in the world.”

I reached over and hugged his neck before
getting up and walking around the bar. I exchanged quick
pleasantries and small talk with Quinn, Seamus, and Hunter before
getting to work behind the bar.

A few minutes later Hunter came around the
counter to work as the other men went off to ready their stations.
Ducky joined us a few minutes after and the three of us joked
around as we prepped for the night.

I was in the middle of catching a cherry in
my mouth that Hunter threw in the air to me, when out of Archer’s
stairwell walked a group of muscular, handsome men wearing black
shirts and slacks. I stopped mid step, dumbfounded, leaned my head
back down and turned my head to get a better look. The cherry that
Hunter had thrown hit me square in the forehead and he and Ducky
laughed heartily as it bounced to the floor.

The group of men, ten in all, was followed
closely by Archer and Jameson. Archer gestured to the large lounge
area in PVIP and led them over to a private, curtained table. They
all piled around the table on five large couches as Aoife and
Lochlan brought them over three bottles of liquor and several
glasses.

“That’s The Faithful,” Hunter whispered
reverently to me.

I nodded my head in awe. “They’re huge,” I
muttered with wide, appraising eyes. And, they’re frickin’
gorgeous, I thought silently. They all looked like they could
have been runway models and I licked my lips absentmindedly at an
involuntary lustful thought.

Hunter chuckled and elbowed me. “Wait until
you see them up close.”

One of the men turned my way and looked
straight at me. Hunter quickly busied himself with cleaning the
spotless counter, but I couldn’t look away. His eyes were a
gorgeous shade of emerald green and his chiseled face was stunning.
I felt butterflies flutter rampantly in my stomach as my lower
abdomen clenched tight. Dear God, I need to get laid, I
silently thought as I tore my eyes away from his. I blamed Jameson
for my out of control hormones and sincerely hoped that he could
help me with them later tonight.

The music started and I quickly looked up at
the DJ booth. Quinn was up there and he had the house laptop up.
Jameson had once told me that he and Archer personally put together
over three thousand ten-hour playlists that they could choose from
on any given night to play at the club. I was overly impressed with
their music selections and danced around the back of the bar with
Ducky as I helped him pour ice into our beer coolers.

Before I knew it, all of the dancers were in
their cages and customers were pouring in. Ducky, Hunter and I
worked as a team and made fast work of the incoming orders. The
night was passing quickly and it was midnight before we knew it. I
chanced a peek at the full second floor and saw the curtain drawn
around the table that the large gathering of men was at.

Someone tapped my shoulder suddenly and
startled me. “That guy over there wants to talk to you,” Ducky said
as he handed me a bottle of beer and motioned with his head to the
right. I thanked him and walked down to the end of the bar.

“Well hello again, beautiful girl,” a
handsome man purred at me and it took me a second to recognize him.
His name was Dic and I met him last night on my break. We shared a
beer and some engaging small talk.

I smiled and happily greeted him, handing
over his bottle of Dos Equis. “Well, hey there handsome,” I said
with a grin. “Fancy seeing you again.”

He smiled a heart-stopping smile and laughed.
His deep dimples flashed and I felt my stomach flutter at his
handsomeness. Dic was in top form tonight. He had on a tight black
V-neck t-shirt that showed off his muscular, tattoo covered arms
and his rich, brown hair was carefully messy. I found myself
leaning into him as he spoke. “I told you last night that I’d be
seeing you again,” he said in a deep, masculine rumble.

I felt my face flush hot and grinned. “Indeed
you did,” I teased. “So what brings you back, tonight? Is it the
music, the drinks, or the dancing?” I asked, leaning closer to
him.

He cocked his eyebrow at me and smiled.
“Something like that. Care to dance?”

I laughed and bit the corner of my lip.
Why the hell not? I looked around at the bar and saw that we
weren’t overly busy so I held my finger up to him and motioned for
him to wait a moment. I walked over to Ducky, asked him to take
over for 15 minutes, and walked around to the front of the bar.
Hunter gave me a questioning look and I quickly told him I’d be
right back. I love to dance and I’d been dying to let loose on the
dance floor all night.

I took his hand and allowed him to lead me to
the middle of the floor. We started dancing as the crowd closed
back in around us. I was rocking my hips to the beat as my hair
whipped about. Dic pulled me closer to him as the song slowed and
morphed into another. We wordlessly danced up against each other,
my body hyperaware of his tight, muscular one. He pulled me even
closer to him and we ground against each other, lost in the
pounding of the song.

Dic bent his head down and spoke softly in my
ear as he gripped my hips. “You’ve got some serious moves,
toots.”

I smiled and looked up into his rich,
chocolate brown eyes. “Right back at you, babe,” I said with a
laugh.

We danced for a few more songs before I
remembered that I was still at work. I didn’t want to stop, but I
had to. “I’ve got to get back to work,” I said with a groan,
standing on my tiptoes to speak in his ear.

He smiled, grabbed my hand, quickly spun me
around and dipped me. I laughed as he pulled me back up. “God,
you’re fun,” I said genuinely as I laughed and looked up into his
eyes.

He cocked his eyebrow and chuckled. “Maybe we
can do this again?” he asked hopefully.

I bit my bottom lip, excited at the thought,
and smiled. “You’re on, mister.”

He quietly led me back to the bar and I
walked around behind it. I got him another beer and walked down to
the end of the bar to give it to him, but he was nowhere in sight.
Hm. That’s weird, I thought. Where did he go? He must
have gone to the men’s room or something. I took the beer for
myself, chugging it down quickly and got busy filling drink orders.
I didn’t see Dic for the rest of the night and I was slightly
disappointed. I had at least wanted to thank him for the dance.

By 2 am the music had shut down, the club was
closing and people were slowly making their way out. A few of the
cage dancers came by the bar to say goodnight to me as they made
their way back to the employee lounge to change and leave for the
night.

I was almost finished counting out the tip
jar when Trey and Seamus walked over and sat at the bar. Trey
looked absolutely worn out and my heart went out to him. Scanning
hundreds of people’s emotions couldn’t have been easy.

I walked over to Ducky, handed him his cut of
the tips, thanked him for being such an awesome barback tonight,
and quietly told him that he could cut out. He gave me a quick
hi-five and took off for the employee lounge.

I poured up a fat glass of bourbon and sat it
down in front of Trey. “Drink up, honey. You’ll feel better soon,”
I said sympathetically.

He smiled tiredly at me and wordlessly
thanked me with his eyes. I reached over, gently patted his hand,
and turned to Seamus. “What can I get you hon?” I asked him as I
got out a clean glass from behind the counter.

“Whiskeh’ darlin’ and don’na be holdin’ ou’
on meh’,” he said in his deep Irish accent with a sigh, running his
fingers through his short black hair. I quickly poured him five
fingers of good Irish whiskey and slid the glass in front of
him.

Hunter finished counting down the drawer and
he gathered the cash and credit card receipts together and put them
in a bank bag. “You want to take this up to the office, or shall
I?” he asked with a smirk.

I pursed my lips at him and grabbed the blue
zippered bank bag. I didn’t know what he was smirking at, but I
didn’t want him thinking I was scared to go upstairs for some
reason. “I’ve got it,” I said, smirking back and then smiling. He
was teasing me and I couldn’t help but find it a little funny. He’d
been playful and light hearted all evening. It was nice to finally
get to know Hunter as more than just the pretty face he was.

“Hold up now, young’en,” Seamus said quickly
as he pulled a thick stack of cash from the inside pocket of his
black blazer. “Give ‘dis to ol’ Jameson fer’ me. Tell ‘em to put it
in da’ safe wit’ yours.”

I took the huge stack of cash, thanked him,
and made my way over to the grand metal staircase. I slowly made my
way up as Aoife and Lochlan made their way down.

“Evening, Skye,” Aoife said as she narrowed
her eyes at me. I involuntarily flinched and looked away from her.
“Good evening, Aoife,” I said quickly and stepped faster, eager to
get away from her.

Lochlan was a few steps behind her and he
dramatically wagged his auburn eyebrows at me. “’Ave a fun night,”
he teased.

I shot him a look that begged him to zip it.
I didn’t want anyone overhearing him and reading into it. He
laughed as I quickly passed him without a word. I got up to the
second floor and saw that one of the cleaning crew was hard at work
already. The janitor was reaching over to pull back the closed
curtain around the table that I had last seen The Faithful
occupying. My mind immediately flashed back to Greyson’s mutilated
body and I clutched the envelope and the money tighter to my chest.
I felt my heartbeat speed up as irrational panic set in. My breath
quickened as my heart pounded in terror.

He pulled back the curtain and I saw that it
was unoccupied aside from a few empty bottles and glasses. I sighed
in relief and my knees suddenly felt weak. I silently thanked God
as I clutched my chest. I didn’t know how many closed curtains I’d
have to see opened, or how many weeks would have to pass before I
got over the horrible events of last night.

I swallowed thickly as I shook my head and
made my way up the small spiral staircase and over to Archer’s
office. The door was open and I tentatively peeked inside. Jameson
was sitting on the couch, his head tilted back, and his hands
clutching a tall glass of blood.

He opened his eyes when he heard me walk in
and he smiled tiredly. “Hello, a luaidh,” he said
sweetly.

I dropped the money and envelope on Archer’s
desk and turned back to Jameson. “Is Archer here?”

He shook his head and rubbed his right
temple. “Thank God, no. He and An Dílis left a few hours
ago.”

I quietly shut the door and walked over to
him, sitting in his lap and wrapped my arms around his neck.
“What’s wrong, honey?” I asked as I placed a soft kiss on his
lips.

He nuzzled my neck with his nose as he took a
deep breath in and sighed. “You smell so good. I can tell you were
dancing tonight. I smell the sweet sweat on your skin,” he said as
he softly growled.

I shivered in momentary excitement, got up
from his lap and sat down in the chair across from him. It was hard
to do, but something was bothering him and I wanted to know what it
was. If we started attacking each other sexually, I might never
find out. “Talk to me babe,” I whispered seriously.

He sighed again and ran his fingers through
his shoulder length brown hair. “It’s not easy keeping my brother
out of my head.”

I sat up straighter and grasped the arms of
the chair. “Tell me,” I demanded. “What happened?”

He licked his lips and quickly downed the
full glass of blood. He looked at me for a few seconds before he
answered. “When I came back upstairs with the bottle of Connemara,
one of An Dílis noticed red lipstick on my mouth and brought
it to my attention.”

I cringed. “Damn it,” I cursed in a whisper
and shook my head.

Jameson chuckled dryly and continued. “Yeah,
my thoughts exactly, love.”

I got up out the chair and took the empty
glass from his hands. I set it down on the small bar against the
wall and walked back over to him, straddling his lap. “Then what
happened?” I asked as I gently ran both of my hands through his
silky hair and massaged his cool scalp.

He leaned his head back into my hands and
sighed contently. “Archer asked who I had been kissing.”

My fingers froze mid stroke and I took a deep
breath. “Does he know?” I asked warily.

He opened his eyes and looked deeply into my
own. “No,” he said with a small, cautious grin. “One of the men
asked him a question and I quickly thought of something else.” He
smiled up at me and grabbed my hips in both of his hands. “You have
no idea how hard it was to not think about your soft body lying in
wait under mine.”

I blushed and shivered at the thought of our
near intercourse earlier in the stockroom. I wetted my lips and
slowly brought my mouth down to his, lightly licking the width of
his bottom lip before gently sucking it into my mouth, teasing it
softly with my teeth.

Just then a knock sounded at the door and I
allowed Jameson to have his lip back so he could speak. “What is
it?” he called out. The door slowly started to open and Jameson
used his vampire speed to lift me up off his lap and place me on
the couch next to him.

Lochlan poked his head in and smiled widely,
his dark blue eyes shining with amusement. “’Ello, lovebirds,” he
teased in a mocked British accent.

Jameson crossed his arms over his chest and
sighed. “Can I help you, brother?”

“Aye, brother,” Lochlan said with a
mischievous grin. “You can let me watch you and this fine feek here
go to town.”

Jameson laughed, shook his head and hurled a
throw pillow off the couch at him. “In your dreams, cac ar
oineach!”

Lochlan threw his head back and laughed hard
as he gently tossed the pillow back to Jameson. “And I have a
feelin’ it will be tonight!”

“Burraidh,” Jameson bit back with a
laugh. “Get to the point, old man.”

He smirked at me and looked back at Jameson.
“We’re done for the night and everyone is leavin’. Are ya’ comin’?
I thought I’d trade places with Trey tonight and ride with you.
Thought maybe you’d be in the mood to tell me a bed time story…one
that involves a stockroom an’ a gorgeous topless girl?”

This time I picked up a pillow off the couch
and launched it at Lochlan with stunning accuracy. He easily caught
it and laughed again.

“Alright, you two,” Jameson with a smile.
“Enough. Lochlan, Skye and I are going to go out for some coffee,
so why don’t you catch a ride home with Seamus. Tell Trey to do the
same.”

Lochlan crossed his arms over his chest and
smirked. “Who are you foolin’? You can’t drink coffee, Jameson. And
we’re not supposed to leave unless we’re wit’ our buddy. Remember
the rules?”

Jameson took a deep breath and blew it out.
“I’ll be fine, I promise,” Jameson said, an edge of pleading to his
voice. “Cover for me at home?”

Lochlan thought a moment and was silent.
“Alright,” he said, suddenly serious. “But, if you get in to any
trouble, you better call us.”

“Aye,” Jameson agreed with a sigh of relief
and thanked him.

“And if our Archer reads my mind tonight, I’m
not at fault for that,” Lochlan quickly added. “I’ll try to stay
away from him, but I can’t promise anythin’, brother.”

“I know,” Jameson said and thanked him again
as he watched Lochlan walk out the door and close it behind
him.

“So,” I said with a smile, “where are we
going to find coffee at 3 o’clock in the morning? Are you taking me
to a truck stop? How romantic,” I teased.

Jameson laughed and pulled me onto his lap
again. “No, I was thinking that breakfast in bed tomorrow morning
sounded better.”

My lower abdomen tightened in anticipation
and I smiled and kissed him until I was breathless.

Jameson unexpectedly grabbed me, threw me
over his shoulder and walked out of the office, locking the door on
his way. I squealed and laughed as my head hung down by his lower
back and my long hair trailed down to his calves. Jameson cut off
all the house lights and closed doors along the way.

When we got to the employee lounge, he set me
down and allowed me to open my locker. I threw my black messenger
bag over my shoulder and relocked it before turning back to
Jameson. He backed my body up against the lockers and kissed me
passionately for a few minutes. My knees were starting to get weak
and I jumped up into his arms and wrapped my legs around his
waist.

He threw his head back and laughed. “God, I
can’t wait to make you mine,” he growled seductively. I shuddered
at the overwhelmingly sexy thought and bit my bottom lip in
anticipation.

“Race you to the car,” I said as I jumped
down and ran towards the back door. I felt a breeze blow past me a
second before the back door opened. “No fair!” I shouted out with a
chuckle. “I don’t have vampire speed!”

Once we were outside, Jameson locked the back
door, interlocked one hand in mine and walked me to my car. He took
the keys from my hand, unlocked my door and held it open for me.
“I’ll follow you home, love,” he said with a quick kiss as I got
behind the wheel of my little red two-seater and shut the door. I
watched him flash over to his BMW and quickly get in. I blew him a
quick kiss in my rear view mirror as I pulled out of the alley and
made my way home.

 


 




Chapter 4

 


 


I pulled into my driveway and Jameson parked
behind me. He opened my car door for me, took my messenger bag and
jacket, and escorted me to the front door. As we approached my
porch I saw another bouquet of flowers sitting on my doormat.

Jameson looked down at them in confusion then
turned to me. “Secret admirer?” he asked with a dry chuckle.

I shook my head and picked up the vase of
white roses. I pulled out the small card and quickly scanned it for
a name. Once I saw Jesse’s name written at the bottom, I sighed,
crumpled the card in my hand and unlocked my door.

“It’s from Jesse,” I said with a sigh as we
walked in and I locked the door behind us. “You remember my psycho
stalker ex-boyfriend, don’t you?”

Jameson’s eyes narrowed in anger and he
growled lowly.

“Yeah, thought so,” I said tiredly. “Would
you mind throwing these away in the trashcan out in the
garage?”

He silently nodded his head, took the flowers
from me and kissed me quickly on the lips before leaving to
complete his task.

“Styvi Nix,” I whistled aloud and watched as
she happily ran down the stairs and into my awaiting arms. “I
missed you so much today,” I said as I nuzzled her neck for a few
moments before setting her down.

Jameson watched from the doorway of the
kitchen, his arms folded over his chest, with an amused smile on
his face, and a bottle of red wine clutched in one fist.

“What?” I asked smiling as I walked up to
him. “What’s so amusing?”

He picked me up, threw me over his shoulder
and flashed up the stairs to my room. He gently threw me down on
the bed and shut my bedroom door. I sat up and bit my bottom lip in
anticipation.

He set the bottle of red wine down on the
nightstand and offered the bottle opener from his back pocket.
“Open,” he commanded deeply with a sexy cock of his eyebrow.

“Mmm…yes, sir,” I moaned playfully and
laughed.

He growled and walked over to my stereo. I
twisted the corkscrew into the wine bottle and watched as Jameson
quickly flipped through my CD book. He selected a disc and put it
into my player. I pulled the cork out as the song started. Nine
Inch Nails’ ‘Piggy’ was playing and I bit my bottom lip as Jameson
prowled up to me and took the bottle of wine from my hands. He took
a big swig out of the bottle and encouraged me to do the same.

I wrapped my full lips around the end of the
bottle, tilted it up, and took in a mouthful of the sweet, dry
liquid. I swallowed and seductively licked my lips, never taking my
eyes off of Jameson. I put the bottle of wine down on the
nightstand, held my hand out to him and beckoned him to me.

He silently obeyed and sat down next to me on
the bed, our backs to the headboard. He was quiet for a long while
before he spoke. “I haven’t done this in a long time, Skye.”

I looked at him and nodded my head in
understanding. I quickly undid the buckles on my boots and kicked
them off. “I haven’t either,” I said as I got up on my knees,
crawled up to him and straddled his lap.

Jameson gripped my hips with his hands as he
stared hungrily into my eyes. I ran my fingers lightly through his
silky, shoulder length hair and bent my head down to kiss his
parted lips. He eagerly responded and kissed me passionately,
completely. I felt a sudden burst of butterflies and my lower
abdomen tightened as my nipples hardened with need. I ground my lap
into his as a soft, demanding moan escaped me.

Jameson growled and grabbed the back of my
head, pulling me closer to him as he deepened our kiss. I wrapped
my arms around his neck and grabbed a fistful of hair, pulling his
head away from mine. I looked deeply into his eyes before lowering
my head to his neck and slowly slid my tongue up the length of his
pulsing vein there.

Jameson gasped and flipped me over using
vampire speed. Suddenly, I was on my back, sprawled out on the bed
facing the ceiling, as Jameson hovered a mere inch above me. “Be
careful, love,” Jameson growled as he ground his hips into mine, a
seductive grin on his face. “You’re playing with fire.”

Right at this moment, I needed Jameson like I
needed air to breath. I fiercely wanted him. I again grabbed his
hair and roughly pulled his head to the side. “Burn me, Jameson,” I
begged as I licked his slowly throbbing vein again and gently bit
his neck.

He grunted and growled with need. His hands
became a flurry of movement upon my body and I bit his neck harder.
Jameson tore his neck away from my mouth and looked down at me, his
chest heaving rapidly. His fangs were out and the color had started
to fade from his light green eyes. He was struggling to gain
control over himself and I allowed him a quick moment.

I cautiously reached up and touched my index
finger to his long, right fang. He quickly turned away and hid his
face. “Jameson,” I pleaded with him delicately. “You don’t have to
hide who you are from me.” I gently turned his face back to mine
and softly kissed his bottom lip. I inched my way up and leisurely
kissed his top lip. When he didn’t turn away, I slowly licked up
the length of his right fang, curling my tongue around it on the
way down.

He whimpered softly and his breathing became
even faster. I gently ran my fingers through his hair as I ran my
tongue softly up the length of his left fang. That seemed to undo
the hasty wall that he had put up a few moments ago and he again
kissed me roughly, deeply. I grabbed onto his firm buttocks and
pulled him tighter to me. I kissed him furiously and passionately.
My hormones had been crazy out of control for over a week and I was
bound and determined to have Jameson scratch my proverbial itch
tonight.

I deliberately pierced the tip of my tongue
on one of Jameson’s fangs and watched him closely for a reaction.
Jameson’s eyes flew open and he growled with desperate need as he
captured my tongue between his lips and slowly, sensually sucked on
it. His hips moved in a slow bump and grind against me as I moaned
into his mouth.

His hands were suddenly cupping my bare
breasts and I realized that I was no longer wearing my top. I
gently pulled my tongue out of his mouth and turned my head to the
right. My new bustier was hanging tattered and torn off the top of
my lampshade and I laughed as he hungrily found my mouth again.

Jameson devoured every drop of blood from my
tongue as he quickly tore his button from his pants and ripped my
tights from my waist. I helped him push his pants down his hips as
he tore the rest of my stockings from my legs.

“God, I need you, Skye,” he suddenly cried
out. He used his vampire speed once again to reposition us sitting
up, nose to nose. I was back straddling his waist; my PVC skirt
pushed up to my bellybutton, as he grabbed my bare, naked ass in
his hands and angled my hips to enter me.

“Please,” I begged quickly, my skin alight
with the flames of intense longing and need. “I can’t take it
anymore. I need you inside of me, Jameson…now.”

I threw my head back and gasped as he quickly
drove his impressive length into me. I climaxed immediately as I
rode him hard, my arms wrapped around his neck, fusing the length
of my body to his. When the first wave of pleasure died down, I
looked passionately into his eyes as I kissed his mouth and licked
his fangs. His gorgeous light green eyes started draining of their
color again and I turned my neck to the side, offering him my
blood.

“Are you sure, love?” he asked unsteadily,
his hips rolling feverishly to meet mine, never missing a beat.

“I’ve never wanted anything more in my life,”
I whispered as I put my neck to his lips and ground my lap harder
against his.

I felt a quick, painful pinch, before a
sudden overwhelming wave of ecstasy overtook me and I screamed out
my intense pleasure to the heavens. I came hard as Jameson sucked
at my neck; each pull from my vein sending another wave of pleasure
crashing over me. I orgasmed multiple times as he slowly fed from
me while making furious, fervent love to my body. Never in my life
had I experienced something so deliciously powerful.

His thrusts became harder, faster and he
leaned forward, laying me on my back as he took over. He finally
took his fangs out of my neck with a deep, guttural moan and
eagerly drove his thick member into me harder and faster than ever.
He was so deep inside me, touching me where no man had ever touched
me before. His breathing got faster and faster, and he started to
grunt with each thrust. I knew he was close to his peak so I lifted
my head up and softly moaned in his ear. “Come for me, Jameson,” I
said before I moved my attention to his neck and gently licked on
the spot that his pulsing vein occupied.

I moaned as Jameson thrust one last time deep
into me and cried out his pleasure while filling me.

I lay on my back, clutching Jameson to me, as
I lazily floated on a sea of contentment for the next few minutes.
The blissful high from his bite was starting to wear off as he
rolled onto his back and pulled me to his chest.

“Are you okay, my love?” he asked me
tenderly, kissing my forehead.

“Mm-hm,” I mumbled, lazily opening my eyes
and looking up into his. “That was perfect…absolutely perfect. I
didn’t know sex could be like that.”

Jameson chuckled and lifted my chin, looking
deep into my eyes. “It isn’t always like that, Skye,” he said
gently, explaining. “What we shared tonight was immensely intimate
and special to me.”

Our lovemaking had been special to me as
well. I had never felt anything so intensely before. But, I wanted
to know why it was so special for him. “Why?” I asked him in a
whisper. “Why was it so special?”

Jameson cupped my cheek in his hand and
softly kissed my lips. “I took your life blood as I made love to
you, Skye,” he said in between small kisses. “I took a piece of you
into me as you shared yourself with me completely.” He placed his
hand between my breasts, over my heart and closed his eyes as he
listened to it beat. “I can feel you inside of me, my love. Your
blood warms my heart. I can feel your very essence pumping through
my veins, fusing together with my own.” He opened his eyes and
smiled. “I feel you everywhere.”

I felt a blush spread across my cheeks as
Jameson leaned over and quickly licked a spot of blood from my
neck. His tongue was so soft and I shivered with excitement at the
intense memory of his fangs sliding into me.

“Will your bite mark heal?” I asked, suddenly
concerned with having two holes in my neck that were visible to
everyone.

“Oh,” he said playfully with a wag of his
eyebrows. “I plan to heal you, my love.”

He rolled on top of me again, and I wrapped
my legs around his waist and pulled him in for a long kiss. When we
finally parted, I had worked up the nerve to ask him what was on my
mind. “So, what does this mean, Jameson, now that you’ve had my
blood?”

He looked deeply into my eyes and cupped my
face with one strong hand. “It means that you are mine and I am
yours, if that’s okay,” he said with a gentle kiss. “Is that okay?”
he asked tentatively.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and
answered him with a deep, loving kiss. We spent the next few hours
showing each other just how much we cared for one another.

 


 




Chapter 5

 


 


I awoke to soft, trailing kisses on my neck
and took a deep breath in, smiling contently before opening my
eyes. I was wrapped in Jameson’s arms as he spooned my naked body
with his from behind. He ran his nose up the length of my neck,
inhaling deeply, and sighed as he reached my ear. “Good morning,
a luaidh,” he said with a smile as he gently nuzzled my
earlobe. “Did you sleep well?”

I briefly stretched and rolled over on top of
him. “Never better,” I said and brushed my lips over his. His hands
eagerly kneaded my backside and I sat up, straddling him, and
smiled. “How did you sleep?”

He smiled and cocked his eyebrow, taking a
deep breath in as he surveyed my body. “That’s the best night’s
sleep I’ve had in decades.”

I laughed and bit my bottom lip. “Well, since
we’re awake…” I started to say as I wiggled side to side briefly,
playfully, on his hips and looked down into his eyes. He growled
with need and flipped me over on my back. I squealed with laughter
as he showered my body with deliciously light, playful, hungry
kisses. It was another hour before we finally managed to get out of
bed.

 


I sat on top of my kitchen counter, sipping
my morning cup of tea, as Jameson stood next to me at the stove
cooking me breakfast. I absolutely loved it when he cooked for me.
The first time he did was about a week ago after we fell asleep on
my couch while watching a movie. He surprised me the next morning
with a deliciously hardy and elaborate spread.

Jameson was an extraordinarily good cook for
someone who hadn’t consumed food in 267 years. He flipped the bacon
and put on the French toast as we talked about our plans for the
day. Jameson had a show tonight at Whiskey Mick’s and would not be
working at The Mausoleum with me. We were making plans to meet up
at my house afterward when the furious pounding on my door
started.

Styvi Nix barked like crazy and Jameson
flashed to the front door. He looked out the peephole, quickly
unlocked it and threw it wide open.

“Thank God you’re both okay,” Nikki said
quickly, sighing in relief. “Have either of you been outside yet
today?” Nikki hurriedly asked Jameson.

I quickly hopped down from the counter and
pulled my black silk robe tight around my body. “Nikki, are you
okay?” I asked, hurrying over to her. “What’s wrong?”

I saw Jameson quickly flash outside in
nothing but his blue boxer shorts and I looked back at Nikki. She
was shaking her head, her eyes wide and apologetic. “It’s bad,
cupcake. Someone completely trashed both of your cars.”

My jaw dropped and my brow furrowed in
confusion. “What?” I whispered as I shook my head in denial.

“I just got home from Lyric’s and I freaked
out when I pulled up,” she said pulling me toward the door. “You’ve
got to see this.”

I let her lead me outside and, when my
driveway came into view, my knees got weak. My feet stopped moving
on their own accord as I saw Jameson standing in the driveway next
to what was left of our cars.

I put my hands to my mouth and shook my head.
My car! My sassy little beloved red two-seater was an
absolute wreck. All of the windows had been smashed out, the tires
slashed, and it looked as if someone had taken a baseball bat and a
wicked set of keys to the body. “Oh God,” I whispered as I slowly
gravitated toward what was left of my Pontiac Fiero.

“We should call the cops,” Nikki said as she
pulled her cell phone out of her jeans.

Jameson quickly jogged to us, stopping us
from walking any closer, and took the cell phone out of her hands.
“I’ve got a better idea,” he said calmly. “Mind if I borrow
this?”

Nikki’s brow furrowed in confusion.
“Uh…okay…I guess. But, shouldn’t we call the police?” I turned to
Jameson, my eyes asking him the same question.

Jameson looked me square in the eyes and
shook his head. His eyes were filled with a careful warning that I
didn’t quite understand. He turned back to Nikki. “No. I have quite
a few outstanding speeding tickets and I’d rather not get them
involved,” he lied easily. “Besides, I think I know who did
it.”

My eyes got wide and I gasped as I instantly
thought of the only person it could have possibly been. “Jesse…” I
whispered.

He glanced back over at me, shook he head
‘No’ infinitesimally and poignantly warned me again with his eyes.
“I’m going to go make a call. You two stay right here and stay away
from the cars.”

We watched as Jameson jogged back inside.
Nikki turned to me and furrowed her brow. “Why in the hell would
Jesse trash your cars?” she asked confused. “He’s not that crazy,
is he?”

I sighed and thought about it. Jameson had
shaken his head ‘No’ when I said Jesse’s name, so maybe he thought
it wasn’t him. I couldn’t think of anyone else who would possibly
have had a reason to do this. “I don’t know anymore,” I shook my
head tiredly, answering Nikki’s question.

I wrapped my arms around my waist as my eyes
slid unwillingly to Jameson’s formerly pristine black BMW z4
sDrive35i roadster. His once beautiful car had suffered the exact
same fate as mine. His windows were all broken, his tires slashed,
and the body was horribly pocked with dents and numerous deep
scratches.

I took a helpless deep breath and shook my
head, confused as to why someone would want to do this to us.

I turned to my car and slowly walked up to
the driver’s side door. It was slightly ajar, hanging at a weird
angle, and moved to close it. I suddenly stopped, my hand hovering
a mere inch from the window frame, and my brain immediately went
into overload. I started to shake violently as I stared
uncomprehendingly down at my front seat.

“Cupcake?” Nikki called to me suddenly,
uncertainty in her voice, and I tore my gaze away from the front
seat to look at her with wide, terrified eyes. She quickly rushed
over to me, grabbed my hand and dragged me inside.

My feet felt like they were encased in cement
and weren’t cooperating very well. Nikki dragged me to the couch,
sat me down and yelled out to Jameson. “Jameson, get down here!
Something is wrong with her. I think she’s going into shock or
something.”

Jameson ran down the stairs, cell phone to
his ear, and kneeled down to look me in the eyes. “Oh, love,” he
groaned regretfully as he absorbed the shocked state I was in. He
wrapped one arm around my neck and pulled me to his chest. “I told
you to stay away from the cars,” he said gently. He leaned his head
back momentarily and spoke hurriedly into the cell phone again
before closing it and setting it down on the floor.

Jameson turned to Nikki as he hugged me
tightly. “Can you take Styvi Nix into the backyard and keep her
occupied for a little while?”

“But,” Nikki started to argue. She sounded
like she didn’t want to leave my side.

“Nikki, please,” Jameson said pleading with
her. “I have some people who are coming to help and I’m afraid
Styvi’s not going to deal well with them being in her house.”

Nikki reluctantly agreed and scooped up a
still barking Styvi Nix into her arms and carried her out the back
door and into the backyard.

I shook my head as I fought what my mind was
trying to show me. No, I thought silently. No. My
mind flashed to what I had just seen in the front seat of my car
and what I had seen on the PVIP table at The Mausoleum two nights
ago and I unknowingly opened my mouth to release a bloodcurdling
scream.

Jameson quickly, but gently covered my mouth
with his hand, effectively stifling the sound before it could be
heard, and leaned forward to touch his forehead to mine. “Shh,
baby, shh,” he gently shushed me as he slowly took his hand away
from my mouth. I stared at him, wide-eyed, mouth open, and
struggled to speak. Nothing would come out and I started
hyperventilating with the panic I felt finally settle in.

“Jesus,” Jameson swore helplessly as he
picked me up, flashed to the kitchen, and set me down on the
kitchen counter. He quickly rummaged through my cabinets and found
a bottle of Johnny Walker Black as he grabbed a glass and brought
it over, pouring two healthy shots into it and held it to my lips.
“Drink, love…you have to drink this. It’ll help, I promise.”

I managed to hold my breath long enough to
chug the glass. The liquid burned hot down the entire length of my
esophagus and settled heavily in my stomach. Jameson poured another
generous shot and made me drink that one too. He managed to coax
three glasses in me before I couldn’t take another sip. We sat
there for a few minutes as Jameson rubbed circles on my back and I
worked at slowing my breathing.

“I’m so sorry,” Jameson finally said
softly.

I turned to him and he wiped the silent tears
from my cheeks. “Why is this happening?”

We heard the roar of a sports car come
blasting down my street and screech to a stop in the cul-de-sac
outside my house. “Archer and Quinn are here,” Jameson said as he
quickly kissed my forehead. “I’ll be right back. Stay here,
okay?”

“Please don’t leave me,” I begged him as I
wrapped my arms around his neck. “Please, Jameson.”

He growled with frustrated indecision and ran
his fingers through his hair before picking me up off the counter
and flashing outside with me. Jameson quickly set me down on the
entry sidewalk and pulled my face to his chest as he wrapped his
arms protectively around me. “Don’t look, okay love?”

I gladly buried my face so I didn’t have to
look at my car or what was sitting inside of it again.

“Jameson,” I heard Archer roughly growl in
greeting. His voice was frightening. There were so many emotions
laced in that one word. Mostly, he sounded wrathful.

“Athair,” Jameson respectfully rumbled
back. “Quinn.”

“Where’s the girl?” Archer growled lowly.

“She’s in the back yard,” Jameson answered.
My head snapped up at the mention of Nikki and I looked up at
Archer and involuntarily flinched.

Archer was already staring at me. Hard. His
brow was furrowed, his eyes were mostly drained of their beautiful
ice blue color, and his nostrils flared angrily. Archer
deliberately slid his cloudy eyes irately over my body, head to toe
and back. I blushed in disconcerted embarrassment and was surprised
to find that it was tinged with a smidge of shame. I realized that
I was standing outside in nothing more than my tiny, filmy black
robe. My nude body was only a mere slip of the sash or a gust of
wind away from his penetrating, furious eyes. I quickly looked up
at Jameson and saw that he was closely watching Archer, his eyes
equally as worried as mine. I looked down and saw that his only
article of clothing was still just a meager pair of blue boxer
shorts. It was clear why Archer was angry with me. Jameson and I
were obviously a couple now. I didn’t care what Archer thought,
though. He was married and I had moved on. I don’t have time for
cheaters or liars.

I gathered up my courage and asked about
Nikki. “What do you want with her?” I asked cautiously.

“Quinn is here to alter her memory,” Jameson
explained gently, “…and those of your nearest neighbors. It’s just
a precaution, love.”

I looked over at Quinn uncertainly. “You
won’t hurt them?”

He somberly, silently shook his head and
turned and walked to the gate on the side of the house before
disappearing behind it.

I looked back at Archer and immediately
recognized the anger and hurt that burned so intently in his eyes.
It was the same look that I had had in my very own just two days
before when I saw him and Aoife kissing up in his office. He had no
right to look at me that way, not now; not after lying to me about
Aoife. Don’t, I silently told him as I felt tears sting my
eyes again. The alcohol that I consumed was helping to dull my
feelings, but it wasn’t helping as much as I needed it to. I didn’t
want to cry over Archer Rhys ever again.

A white van pulled up horizontally to the end
of my driveway, drawing my attention away from Archer. Two tall,
muscular men in black t-shirts and slacks got out and silently
walked up to my car. I recognized one of the men immediately. It
was the emerald-eyed man that I saw sitting at the PVIP table with
Archer last night. He was carrying a black duffle bag and called
out to Archer.

Archer poignantly looked back and forth
between Jameson and me a few more times before he wordlessly turned
around and joined the two men.

“He’s really mad at us,” I said under my
breath after a minute.

Jameson reached for my hand and held it
tight. “Aye. We knew he would be, though,” he whispered as he
reached with his free hand to cup my cheek. “Do you regret your
decision, Skye?”

I turned my head into his touch and kissed
his palm tenderly. I looked deeply into his light green eyes and
put everything I felt for Jameson behind mine. I wanted him to see
and feel just how much last night meant to me; how much HE meant to
me. “Never,” I said softly against his hand.

A rough, metal screaking sounded and Jameson
and I turned to my car. Archer had yanked my driver’s side door
open and ‘Emerald Eyes’ was bent over, reaching into my car. My
blood immediately ran cold and I started to tremble again. I wanted
to hide, to seek solace in Jameson’s strong arms, but I couldn’t
seem to tear my gaze away.

He stood up and in each hand was a fistful of
hair that was attached to a severed head. My stomach churned but I
couldn’t look away. In E.E.’s right hand was the head of a man who
looked to be about twenty-five years old. He had short black hair
and an awful death grimace. My face suddenly started to tingle and
an icy chill swept down my entire body. I got incredibly light
headed as I clutched my stomach and fought hard to keep the scotch
down.

I looked over at the severed head in the
man’s left hand and that was the one that upset me the most. I
started trembling harder and took a step backwards as the
light-headed feeling intensified and black spots danced in my
vision. The head in his left hand belonged to my ex-boyfriend Jesse
Prescott. His long, dirty blond hair was horribly matted with dried
blood and his eyes and mouth were open. Jesse! The tingling
in my face increased to pin pricks and I had the sudden,
overwhelming sensation of falling as everything went dark.

 


 




Chapter 6

 


 


I became vaguely aware of low voices speaking
heatedly in the distance and I fought my way out of the comfortable
cocoon of darkness.

“You have NO right to be angry with me,
Athair,” Jameson growled under his breath. “YOU brought
Aoife here, not me. What did you expect to happen? You think she
can’t see? You think she doesn’t see the way your wife looks at
her? The way your wife treats her?”

“You know why I had to bring her here,”
Archer hissed back. “I had no choice!”

“And I didn’t either! I CARE about her,
dheartháir! You think it was easy for me to sit there and
see her cry over you, over HER?”

“She cried?” Archer asked with surprising,
pain in his voice.

“Aye, she cried.” Jameson replied
incredulously. “She’s been upset since Tuesday. She has tried
hiding it from me, from all of us, but I can see it in her eyes,
Trey sees it in her heart…and it kills me!”

“How does she even know?” Archer growled,
raising his voice. “Who told her?”

Jameson scoffed. “Your WIFE told her. I found
her sitting at the bar with Aoife yesterday, a terrified look in
her eyes, practically being held hostage. You know how Aoife gets
when it comes to you, Archer. You think she didn’t threaten
Skye?”

“She promised me…”

“You are her husband, dheartháir!”
Jameson hissed, cutting him off. “She doesn’t see it any other
way.”

I’d heard enough and couldn’t bear to hear
anymore. I didn’t want to hear about how Archer lied to me or about
how he was married. I struggled against the weight of my eyelids
for a moment before they finally opened. “Jameson,” I whispered
softly.

“A luaidh,” Jameson whispered in
relief as he hurried over to me. “How are you feeling? You’ve been
out for a while now,” he said as he grasped my right hand and
placed a cool, gentle kiss on the inside of my wrist.

“What happened?” I asked groggily.

“You passed out on the front lawn,” Archer
answered carefully.

I did? I thought back hard to this
morning and memories slowly began to reform. Jameson making love to
me. French toast. Nikki. My car is totaled. No… “Jesse!” I
whispered with wide eyes, my voice breaking.

“It’s okay, Skye,” Jameson said as he brushed
the hair from my forehead.

“What happened?” I demanded quickly as I sat
up. “Why is he dead? Why were there two…people in my front seat?
Why would someone do this? Why him? Why me? Why?!” There was an
edge of hysteria to my voice and Jameson made me take deep, even
breaths in through my nose and out my mouth for the next
minute.

As I started to calm down, I noticed that we
were in my room. My bedclothes were still strewn about from this
morning’s wild lovemaking session with Jameson and last night’s
clothes were everywhere. I glanced over to my lamp and noticed that
my ripped bustier was still lying haphazardly on top of its shade
and the wreckage formerly known as my tights and thong were not far
away.

I immediately turned to Archer and saw by the
look on his face that he had been in here long enough to see it,
too. His eyes were stormy and he was clearly not happy. I crossed
my arms over my chest and glared at him defiantly. Oh, whatever
Archer! Get over it! I silently yelled at him. “What
happened?”

Jameson looked at Archer and allowed him to
answer me. “From what we can tell, based on the scent, Jesse came
here at some point early this morning and vandalized your
vehicles.”

I shook my head, confused. “But, we didn’t
hear anything. Wouldn’t it have woken us up? Woken SOMEONE up?”

Archer narrowed his eyes at me
infinitesimally and continued, ignoring me. “When he was finished,
I believe it was the monster we seek that killed him.”

I felt helpless and so confused. “But, I
don’t understand, Archer. I thought you said this…thing…wasn’t
killing humans. How do you know it was him?”

Jameson put his hand on my knee and answered
for him. “The other man in your car was my friend Callum. It has to
be the monster we seek.”

I rubbed my forehead for a few seconds,
trying to absorb what they just told me. I felt tears begin to
sting my eyes and I didn’t fight them this time. “Where’s the rest
of Jesse? We have to tell someone. He has to have a proper burial.
Oh, God…his poor mother!”

“We can’t tell the human authorities, Skye,
or his family.” Jameson explained delicately.

“Why not?” I demanded, my brow furrowed with
confused anger.

“Because this is bigger than him, bigger than
his family, and bigger than your wants, THAT’S WHY!” Archer
growled, his face contorted with furious anger.

I bolted out of bed, fists clenched tightly
down at my sides. If it was a fight he was looking for, I was SO
ready to give it to him. I stared cold daggers at Archer as he
glared equally as angrily at me. There was a lot that Archer and I
needed to hash out, and it looked like we were about to get down to
the brass tax.

Jameson suddenly flashed to stand between us,
his hands at each of our chests to stop us from taking another
dangerous step toward one another. “We can’t have the human
authorities sniffing around vampire affairs, Skye,” he explained to
me, never taking his eyes off of Archer. “An Dílis are our
best hope of catching this bastard. We need to help them in any way
we can; not call attention to them and put them at risk.”

I sighed. Jameson was right, as always. I
wanted this monster caught just as bad as they did now. He had
killed my ex-boyfriend. I may not have cared for Jesse’s recent
antics involving me, but he had still been a part of my life. He
was still a part of my heart. I slowly relaxed my body and
unclenched my fists. As much as I wanted to scream at Archer and
have it out with him right now, I knew that this was not the time.
Later, my eyes glared angrily at Archer. Absolutely,
his eyes glared back.

Jameson slowly lowered his arms and walked
over to my closet. He brought my rolling suitcase out and set it on
my bed.

“What’s that for?” I asked confused as I
watched Jameson unzip it.

“Pack,” Archer said, his jaw still clenched
tightly.

“Why? Where am I going?” I demanded, looking
back and forth between Archer and Jameson.

“You’re staying at my house until this thing
is caught,” Archer said, crossing his arms over his chest.

“The hell I am!” I said, defiantly crossing
my arms over my chest, too. Aoife was at Archer’s house. I’m not
that much of an idiot and, if I had to choose, I’d rather take my
chances with this monster than go head to head with Aoife. I’d seen
her pissed off at me and I never wanted to see it again. I had no
doubt that she could and would tear me limb from limb in two
seconds flat. Archer was hers and Archer’s house was their
territory. I wasn’t stepping a foot in there if I didn’t absolutely
have to.

“You have no choice,” Archer said, walking to
my closet. He gathered most of my hangers together and took them
off the rack in one fail swoop. He threw them into the suitcase as
I looked over at Jameson, desperation in my eyes.

“The thing that is doing this might come
after you next, Skye,” Jameson said calmly, walking over and
putting his arm around me. “None of us are willing to lose
you.”

I looked up into his eyes and pleaded
silently.

“I’m sorry,” he said gently. “But we will at
least be together, Skye. It’ll be okay.”

“Get the rest of your things,” Archer growled
as he stalked toward my bedroom door. “We leave in ten
minutes.”

I watched Archer walk out of the room and I
turned to Jameson.

He looked down at me and sighed. “I’m sorry
Skye, but I agree with Archer. It is better that you stay with us.
It’s safer there.”

I looked up at him, my face full of the
betrayal I felt, before I shook my head and walked over to my
dresser. I silently went through my drawers, picking out
underclothes, t-shirts, and jeans and threw them into the suitcase
as well. I heard Jameson sigh after a minute as he turned and
walked out of my room. I didn’t care right now. I was angry at
being forced to leave my house. I was angry that they refused to
tell someone about Jesse’s death. His mother deserved to know that
her son was dead; his family had the right to bury him…even if it
was only part of him.

My breath caught at the memory of Jesse’s
head in The Faithful’s hand. I swallowed the sob that threatened to
escape but didn’t hold back my silent tears. I cried for him. I
cried for his family. I cried for the future that he would never
have…and I cried for myself, too. He had become irrational and
unpredictable in the months since we had broken up, but that didn’t
mean I didn’t mourn the person that he was, the person I had once
thought I loved.

When I was finished packing, I got myself
together and quickly dressed in my ripped Levi’s, a tight white
spaghetti strap tank top, and flip-flops and threw my long red hair
up in a high ponytail. I slowly walked down the stairs and joined
Archer and Jameson in my living room.

“Alright,” I said with an unhappy huff. “I’m
packed.”

“Good,” Archer said as he moved to the back
door. I watched as he opened it and let out a low whistle. Styvi
Nix ran up to the door in response, but gave him a wide berth as
she trotted inside. I guess she still hadn’t forgiven him for
flashing around in the house last week and scaring her half to
death. She quickly ran up to me with an anxious whimper and I
scooped her up and into my arms. She was trembling as she furiously
licked my face and neck. Styvi Nix must have had a tough time in
the backyard this morning and I felt horrible. It wasn’t fair to
her to have to be dealing with all of this craziness. She was used
to our home life being mellow and the only visitors being close,
familiar friends. I silently promised her and myself that when this
was over, we’d veg out for a solid weekend and do nothing but lie
around, watch movies, cuddle, eat bacon, and play in the
backyard.

“I had Quinn arrange the animal’s stay with
your neighbor,” Archer said as he shut the back door and walked
back into the living room.

“Nikki?” I asked.

“Of course,” Jameson answered with a
smile.

“What did you tell her?” I asked as I hugged
Styvi Nix to my chest.

“She was told that you would be away on a
business trip for a few weeks and that she had previously agreed to
watch the animal,” Archer said crossing his muscular arms over his
chest. “Quinn made sure to add that to the mesmerization
process.”

“A few weeks?” I screeched, incredulous.
“But…I don’t want to be away from Styvi for that long! Why can’t
she come with me?”

“Miss St. James is being paid well over a
thousand dollars for her cooperation, Skye, and I would appreciate
yours too,” Archer said impatiently. “Besides, you think she’s
going to be comfortable in a house full of vampires?”

I pursed my lips at him, but he did have a
valid point.

“You can text Nikki and have her send you
pictures of Styvi while you’re away,” Jameson said
encouragingly.

I sighed and shook my head, knowing that
Archer and Jameson would never understand. Styvi Nix wasn’t just an
animal to me, she was my friend, my constant companion, and just
about the only thing in my life that had never hurt me. We were so
close, her and I, and I worried about how she would take the
separation; how I would take the separation. But, I knew that if I
had to choose anyone for her to stay with, it would have been
Nikki. She absolutely adored Nikki, and Nikki adored her. It was
much better than being boarded at some strange vet clinic for a few
weeks. I took a deep breath in and resigned myself to the
inevitable. Styvi and I would be apart, but at least she would be
well taken care of.

I shook my head in frustration and glared at
Archer. I had so much anger toward him right now that it felt like
it would come shooting out of my ears in the form of flames. “Well,
let’s do this shit, then,” I growled and walked to the front door
clutching Styvi to my chest. When I got outside, I noticed that
both mine and Jameson’s cars were gone and the driveway was
spotless.

I turned around and glared at Archer as he
strolled out. “Just how long was I passed out for?” I asked
annoyed.

“Over an hour,” he said tightly as he passed
me, never looking my direction. I watched as he walked over to the
black pickup truck that was parked behind his silver Audi R8 GT.
Quinn and Hunter were leaning up against the side, their posture
identical. They looked like they were casually talking, but I knew
by the way their bodies were angled that they were alert and ready
to pounce into action at any second.

“I’m going to go load these into the truck,
love,” Jameson said behind me. I jumped, startled, and turned
around. He was directly behind me in the driveway and I never even
heard him coming. I looked down and saw that he had my messenger
bag in one hand and my two suitcases in the other. “I’ll meet you
down there, okay?”

I nodded my head and turned to walk the few
yards to Nikki’s door. I nuzzled Styvi Nix one last time before I
rang her doorbell.

Nikki answered with a bright smile and a cold
Pearl beer in her hand. “Hey, cupcake!” she greeted happily.
“What’s the word?”

A relieved sigh escaped my lips and I quickly
covered it with a cough. “Hey, hon,” I said smiling tightly. “How
are you?”

“I’m fan-freakin’-tastic, girlfriend,” she
said with a grin. “Lyric is coming over tonight. He’s making me
dinner.” I studied her eyes and she looked perfectly fine. There
were no ill effects from Quinn mesmerizing her, at least as far as
I could see. She acted like nothing out of the ordinary had
happened this morning. It was business as usual in
‘Nikkiville’.

I smiled and shook my head. “Uh-oh. He’s a
Jain vegan, babe. I’m scared to ask, but what does dinner even
entail?”

Nikki laughed and shook her head. “I know! I
hope he isn’t going to try and feed me lawn clippings or something.
Yuck!” We both laughed and she stepped closer to greet Styvi Nix.
“Hey, sunshine!” she said as she scratched behind her ears. Styvi
barked a happy greeting and wagged her docked tail.

“Thanks for watching her, girl,” I said
seriously. “It really means a lot to me.”

“My pleasure, cupcake,” she said with a
carefree smile. “I’m glad Mr. Rich and Gorgeous is giving me a
thousand dollars to do it, although I would have watched her for
free. You know how much I love her.”

I nodded my head and set Styvi Nix down on
the ground. She looked up at me one last time before she trotted
into Nikki’s house. “Will you text me every now and again and tell
me how she is doing?” I asked, trying to hide the sadness in my
voice. I was really dreading being away from her for more than a
few days. We had never been apart for longer than that before.

“Of course I will,” she said as she pulled me
into a tight hug. “Have a safe flight and don’t work too hard.”

I had almost forgotten that the cover story
was a business trip. I nearly slipped up and asked her what she was
talking about. I gave her one last hug, called goodbye to Styvi
Nix, and walked down the driveway to the awaiting cars.

I noticed the impending dilemma as I trudged
down the long driveway. Quinn and Hunter were driving a single cab,
three-passenger pickup and Archer was driving his two-seater sports
car. I knew that either I would have to ride with Archer or Jameson
would. I took a deep breath as I walked up to the handsome
gathering.

“Well? Let’s get this show on the road,” I
said grumpily, crossing my arms over my chest.

Quinn chuckled and shook his shaved head as
he walked around the truck and got in the driver’s seat. Archer
glared at me, walked over to his car, opened the passenger door,
and motioned quickly with his head for me to get in.

I pursed my lips, narrowed my eyes, and
promptly turned my back on him to walk over to Quinn’s truck.
Hunter was surprised, but held the door open for me and I got in,
scooting myself to the middle of the bench. A few seconds later,
Hunter got in beside me and closed the door.

I watched through the windshield as Archer
glared at me, walked around to his driver’s side door and got in
his car, roughly slamming the door behind him. Jameson looked at me
briefly before he got in the open passenger door of Archer’s Audi
and closed it. I could see that Jameson wanted me to be nice to
Archer, but I just didn’t feel like it right now. I was still
really upset with him.

Archer pulled off the curb with an angry
screech of his tires and Quinn pulled out behind him.

 


The twenty minute drive out to the lake was a
quiet one. Hunter and Quinn pretty much kept to themselves. You
could tell that they were thinking heavily about Callum and Jesse’s
murder. My heart instantly sank at the sudden memory and I pushed
it away. I couldn’t think about that again right now. I was about
to step into a house where Aoife and the rest of Archer’s vampire
family temporarily called home. Everyone else I could handle, it
was Aoife I was worried about.

Before long, we had turned onto a small, one
lane paved road that was surrounded by woods and drove for another
five minutes. This road was full of twists, turns and hills.
Finally, the trees stopped and I saw beautiful Lake Travis 100
yards in the distance. I took a deep breath and smiled. It was
absolutely gorgeous out here on the lake.

The road made a final turn to the right and
dead-ended at an enormous house. I felt my jaw drop in shock. I had
never seen a house this big in person before, only on television.
Archer’s house was as big as a Hollywood mansion and just as nice.
There were several cars parked out in front of the six car
garage.

Quinn pulled his black pickup into an empty
space in the driveway and killed the engine. “Are you ready for
this?” he asked suddenly, seriously.

I looked over at him questioningly. Does
he know something I don’t? I took a deep breath in and blew it
out, shrugging one shoulder. “Like I have a choice in the matter,
Quinn? Archer made it pretty clear that I don’t.”

He nodded his head and agreed, almost
sympathetically. “Aye. Well, Hunter and I are here if you need
us.”

I looked over at Hunter and he nodded his
head. “Thanks, guys,” I said with a small smile. “I appreciate
it.”

“Well, come on then,” Quinn said getting out
of the truck and shutting the door. He walked around to the bed of
the truck as Hunter got out and gave me a hand. Quinn handed me my
messenger bag and he and Hunter carried my two suitcases.

As soon as Hunter opened the front door, I
was fully accosted by someone.

“Oh, you poor dear!” Trey said as he wrapped
his arms tightly around my neck. “I heard what happened. It’s just
so horrible! Are you okay?”

I relaxed when I realized it was him, wrapped
my arms his slim waist and hugged him back. “I’m doing better now,
hon. It was a little touch and go for me earlier, but I’m much
better.”

He leaned back and held me at arm’s length,
his hands on my shoulders. He looked deeply into my eyes for a
moment, searching, and then nodded his head. “I’m so sorry you had
to see that again, darlin’. No one should have to see it once, let
alone twice. But, I’m glad you’re doing better. I feel that you are
okay and that makes me happy. I was so worried about you when I
heard. I wanted to come…but…” he said as his face fell and tears
filled his hazel eyes.

“I know you couldn’t come, honey. It would
have been too overwhelming for you. But, I appreciate the
thought…really,” I said as I gently cupped his cheek and gave him a
small smile. “I’m glad you’re here now.”

He sniffed and hugged my neck again. “Me
too.”

I had found a true kindred spirit in
Nathaniel Herschel Thomas Hatfield, III. He and Jameson would make
my stay in this house worth all the trouble I knew would inevitably
find me.

“Alright you two break it up,” Quinn said
behind me and I turned to realize I was still standing in the door
blocking his way.

Trey grabbed my hand and pulled me into the
massive interior of the house. My jaw dropped as I looked around
the impressive foyer. The floors were dark wood, the furniture
expensive, and the grand chandelier breathtaking. There was a huge,
beautiful double staircase a few feet away and I found myself
gravitating toward it. The hand railing was polished black marble
held up by twisty, black wrought iron balusters.

Trey came up to me and laughed as he put his
slight arm around my shoulders and read my emotions. “If you think
that’s something, wait until you see the rest of the house.”

“We’ll leave your bags at the bottom of the
stairs until you’re assigned a room,” Hunter said as he and Quinn
dropped my bags by the right staircase.

“Thank you so much for your help today,
guys,” I said and they nodded their heads before walking through an
archway between the stairs and into the rest of the house.

“Shall we take the grand tour?” Trey asked
with a wag of his delicately arched eyebrows.

I smiled brightly. “Leave nothing out,” I
said with a twinge of excitement. I had never seen a home as nice
as this before; well except maybe on MTV Cribs. This was completely
new territory for me and I wanted to see and experience everything
this place had to offer.

We slowly wound our way up the stairs and
through the second floor. This was where seven of the nine bedrooms
were and five of the bathrooms. There was also a huge media room up
here, a separate game room that housed a veritable wet dream of
pinball machines, arcade games, and video game consoles, and a
snack area that had a refrigerator and a fully stocked wet bar.
Most of the rooms had a large window that overlooked the massive
lake and all were ridiculously spacious.

After oohing and aahing at the exquisite
second floor, we moved to the first floor. Trey led me through the
archway between the stairs and into the formal sitting room. It was
beautiful, open and furnished with class. The colors were
stunningly rich, warm, and very inviting.

I ran my hand over the back of the couch as I
looked around. “It’s so nice! Have you ever seen such a gorgeous
house before?”

He chuckled at my amazement. “Well yes honey.
I’ve been around a long time. Our Archer likes the finer things in
life. Stick around for thirteen hundred years and you will,
too.”

I stopped mid-step and looked over at Trey
with wide eyes. “Thirteen hundred years? Are you 1,300 years
old?”

Trey put one hand on his cheek and quickly
waved the other one in my direction, dismissing my question. “Oh
now, never mind that. Let’s go into the kitchen, shall we?” He
turned on his heel and disappeared through another archway without
a word.

But...who’s thirteen hundred years
old? And, why doesn’t he want to tell me? I shook my
head and followed him into the kitchen. It was massive, to say the
least. There were two refrigerators, a large island, and black
marble covered countertops. The cabinets were the same dark colored
wood that was on the floors and everything was polished to a high
shine.

Trey opened the fridge and took out a bag of
blood. “Would you like a bottle of water, dear? Or, I could make
you something stronger, if you’d like?”

I shook my head. “No thank you, hon,” I said
as I watched him pop the bag of blood in the microwave and hit
start.

Thirty seconds later, he took it out and we
resumed the tour. He showed me the formal dining room and the wine
cellar before taking me into the family room. Quinn, Hunter,
Seamus, and Lochlan were playing a game of Texas Hold’em at a small
poker table in the corner. You could immediately tell that these
guys didn’t mess around when it came to their poker. Everyone had
on their ‘poker face’ and there was a huge stack of cash in the
middle of the table. Hunter saw us as we crossed the room and gave
us a polite, but quick nod of his head. Seamus and Lochlan briefly
said hello to me before returning to the game as well.

I looked around and the family room was as
impressive as the rest of the house. The ceilings were high, the
sectional couch was long and cushy, and the flat screen television
was at least 72 inches. I stared at the wide screen and grinned.
This would make one hell of a place to watch the Saturday night
UFC matches. I pictured myself sitting on the couch, beer in
hand, watching Anderson Silva easily hand some dude his ass and I
smiled widely. Oh yeah. I’m definitely making that happen! I
don’t care who I have to bribe…

Trey grabbed my hand and pulled me through
the right side of the family room and down a long hall. The first
door we came to was an empty guest bedroom.

“You’ll most likely be rooming here,
sweetness,” Trey said as he opened the door. “All of the other
rooms are ocupado at the moment.”

I peered inside the guest room and
immediately fell in love. The bed was a massive, king-size canopy
with romantic sheer white curtains around it and was covered in
white silk sheets and tons of large, fluffy pillows. I immediately
wanted to run, fling myself on the bed and roll around in it.

Trey chuckled and I looked over at him. “I
can tell someone likes this room very much,” he said with a grin.
“You are radiating some serious excitement over there.”

I blushed and bit my lip. “I can’t help it. I
LOVE silk sheets and big, fluffy pillows,” I said as I looked
around the rest of the room. There was a beautiful vanity against
the left wall, a dark wood armoire in the left corner, tall French
doors that led to a flower garden against the far back wall, a
white microfiber chaise lounge in the right corner by the bed, and
it had its own massive bathroom.

I turned to Trey again and smiled. “I am SO
rooming here.”

He laughed as he walked us out of the room
and further down the hall. The next room we came to had the door
shut. “This is Archer’s room here, so we won’t go in,” he said as
we started to pass it.

I stopped and stared at the door. He’s
going to be sleeping less than fifty feet from me? I really
didn’t know how I felt about that. After all, Archer was far from
my favorite person right now. Mr. High-handed himself. I was
still angry about being forced out of my home. I understood his
reasons, and maybe even agreed a tiny bit with them, but I didn’t
have to like it, did I?

I groaned under my breath and followed Trey
to the last door. Trey brought his hand up and knocked a couple of
times. After a few seconds, he handed me the bag of blood and told
me to go in. “Give this to our Archer, will you?” he asked quickly
before turning and flashing back down the hall. What the hell is
he in such a hurry for? Throwing me to the wolves is what
he’s doing, dammit. I wasn’t ready to have a conversation with
Archer yet, but it didn’t look like I had much of a choice. I took
a deep breath, squared my shoulders, and opened the door.

 


 




Chapter 7

 


 


I peeked into the room and I instantly felt
my jaw drop in surprise. This was Archer’s office, but it was
obviously so much more than that. There were glass cases on the
walls that were filled with swords, knives, shields, medieval
maces, battle axes, armor, and every gun under the sun. I took a
deep breath and sighed in awe. My proverbial penis had just gotten
a serious chubby. I saw Archer and Jameson staring at me and I
shook my head and walked in, shutting the door behind me.

“Who ordered the blood?” I asked as I pursed
my lips and put my ‘mad mask’ back on.

Archer raised one eyebrow at me and beckoned
me forward with his finger as Jameson resumed his one man sword
fighting. I watched Jameson’s body gracefully ebb and flow, slice
and jab. He was absolutely beautiful to watch…and most definitely
lethal with his weapon. My lower abdomen tightened in desire and I
had to look away. I walked up to Archer’s desk and roughly dropped
the bag of blood on it.

“Thank you, Skye,” Archer said leaning back
in his chair and ripping a corner off the bag with his teeth.

I crossed my arms over my chest and huffed.
“Don’t thank me. Thank Trey. I didn’t do anything for you.”

Archer’s brow furrowed as he glared at me,
his mouth taking deep pulls from the bag. I pursed my lips and
cocked an eyebrow. I’d wait him out if I had to, but I wasn’t going
to be the first one to speak. I was angry at him and the last thing
I wanted was to be stuck in a room with him right now.

Jameson suddenly cleared his throat and put
the sword back in the case. “Well, I’ve got to get to band
practice. I guess I’ll be taking the Porsche tonight since I no
longer have my car.” He stood there for a few seconds and then
sighed. “Okay. I’ll see you both tonight after the show.” He walked
up to me and briefly touched my arm while he leaned over to whisper
in my ear. “Try and be nice, okay love? I’ll miss you.”

I wanted to wrap my arms around him and give
him a proper goodbye kiss, but I knew he wouldn’t have wanted me to
in front of Archer. Jameson was doing his damnedest not to touch me
more than he needed to, that much was obvious. Part of me
understood that he wisely didn’t want to rock the boat right now,
but the other part wanted to shove it in Archer’s face and say ‘Ha!
There! How do you like that, asshole?’ So immature, I know. I
reluctantly watched Jameson walk out of the door and close it
softly behind him.

“Are you going to stay mad at me all day?”
Archer asked after he finished the bag of blood and threw it away
in the trashcan under his desk.

I bit the inside of my cheek and momentarily
looked away.

“You have to talk to me sometime, Skye,” he
said with a sigh, leaning back in his chair.

“I do?” I asked, looking back at him. “Why?
So we can rub salt in each other’s wounds? I’d rather not, if it’s
all the same to you.”

Archer got up from his desk and flashed to
stand in front of me. I jumped at the unexpectedness of it, eyes
wide, and stumbled backward. Archer easily caught me and helped
steady me. My skin tingled where he touched it and I gasped, taking
a step away from him.

“I didn’t mean to startle you,” he said
softly, looking down at me. “I just want you to talk to me.”

I rubbed my arms where his hands had been and
tried to calm the blush I felt spreading across my cheeks. “Well,
fine. Talk. Let’s get this over with already since you seem hell
bent on doing it,” I said as I walked around him and sat down in
the chair in front of his desk.

I heard him sigh as he turned and sat on the
edge of the desk in front of me. I uncomfortably crossed my legs
and arms and waited for the yelling to begin.

“I’m not going to yell at you,” Archer said
reading my mind.

“Oh, yes you are,” I said, narrowing my eyes
up at him. “You may not be planning on it, but you’re going to end
up doing it. Mark my words.”

“And why do you say that?” he asked, crossing
his arms over his chest. He was wearing a tight, dark grey t-shirt
and his impressive biceps bulged underneath the thin fabric.

I swallowed hard and focused on his face. “I
say that because we are both really upset at each other right now.
I’m probably going to end up yelling at you. As a matter of fact, I
can almost guarantee it. You’ll get frustrated with me and, in
turn, yell back. It is a simple case of cause and effect,” I said
with a smart-assed smirk.

“Why didn’t you tell me Aoife was bothering
you?” he asked suddenly, throwing me off my game.

My brow furrowed and I looked away toward his
glass gun case as I bit my bottom lip. “Who said she was?” I knew
that Jameson had told him earlier today, but I didn’t want to
exacerbate the situation by tattle-telling to Archer. He would
probably say something to Aoife and she would in turn make my life
here a living hell. No thank you!

“Don’t play dumb with me, Skye.”

“I’m not playing dumb, Archer. I’m playing
indifferent.”

He growled lowly in frustration and glared
down at me. “Fine, don’t answer. It doesn’t matter because I know
now and I’ll put a stop to it.”

I rolled my eyes and uncrossed and re-crossed
my legs uncomfortably. “Jesus. What is it with you guys always
interfering in my shit? You know, if something is bothering me, I’m
perfectly capable of taking care of it myself. I’m not some damsel
in distress, Archer. I don’t need to be rescued, damn it.”

Archer chuckled rudely. “Oh, yes you do. You
just don’t know it yet. If Aoife is as pissed as I think she is,
you’re on her list. And, you really don’t want to be on her list.
She can be an absolute nightmare, trust me on this one.”

“Why the hell did you even have to bring her
here?” I asked angrily, my emotions showing more than I had
intended. I shook my head in frustration and sighed. Damn
it! I needed to play this cooler than I was.

“I need to protect my children, Skye,” he
said simply, elaborating no further.

“Whatever,” I said with a huff. “Next
question.” I wanted to get this over with before I had to go to
work this evening.

Archer briefly growled a warning, but I paid
him no mind. I was in a dangerous mood myself right now and didn’t
care the least bit if I ruffled his delicate feathers.

“Why didn’t you tell me you saw Aoife kiss
me?” he asked next. “And, why didn’t you give me a chance to
explain?”

I bit the inside of my cheek hard and looked
away. I couldn’t meet his eyes. I refused to let him see the hurt
still deep in mine. Answering this question was not something I
wanted to do, but I knew it had to be done. The dirty laundry
needed to be aired out.

“I didn’t tell you because it absolutely
crushed me, Archer,” I said, looking at the swords on the wall.
“And I didn’t need to hear an explanation. Your tongue down someone
else’s throat is pretty self-explanatory to me. I’ve been through
that before, remember?”

Archer got up off his desk and flashed to his
office window. He stared out the window for a minute before he
spoke. “You should have told me.”

“Oh, to hell with that!” I yelled, no longer
able to keep my cool. I bolted upright, enraged, fists clenched
tight down at my sides. “You should have told me before you kissed
me that you were MARRIED, Archer! How could you do that to me?! How
could you make me fall for you then stab me in the freakin’
heart?!” I immediately clamped my right hand over my mouth and
squeezed my eyes closed. Damn it! Damn it! Son of
a… Damn it! I had said WAY more than I intended to. I
never wanted him to know that I had fallen for him. Never.

Archer slowly turned around to face me and I
instantly turned my back on him. My face was crimson red from rage
and embarrassment and I didn’t want him to see that.

“Well,” he said, after a moment, with a
bitter, mean laugh, “you must not have fallen that hard for me if
you jumped into bed with my brother two days later. I think that’s
got to be some sort of a record or something.”

Did he just call me a slut?! I whirled
around so fast that I almost didn’t stop. My eyes were murderous
and my teeth clenched so tight it hurt. “Go to hell! You just go
straight to hell, you son of a bitch!” I yelled before turning and
stalking to the door.

Archer flashed to stand against the door
right as I reached for the knob.

“Get the hell out of my way, Archer!”

“We’re not done talking,” he said plainly, as
he crossed his arms over his chest.

“Yes. We. Are,” I said staccato between
clenched teeth, my eyes narrowed in what may very well be the most
extreme case of anger I’ve ever experienced in my entire life. I
was beyond mad at him. I was beyond livid. I was a walking
Chernobyl.

“Why did you fuck my brother, Skye?” he
asked, looking down at me, his ice blue eyes no longer blue. They
were washed out and starting to fade rapidly. He was extremely
angry but I didn’t care. I wanted to hurt him as bad as he had just
hurt me. I was about to take this fight to a whole other level. It
was going to get nasty.

I smiled devilishly, looked up into his eyes,
and bit the corner of my bottom lip before I answered. “Because
once I had my hands wrapped around his huge cock, I totally forgot
your name.”

Archer’s top lip twitched a couple of times
and the next thing I knew, I was on my back on top of Archer’s desk
and his hand was wrapped around my throat. My breath caught as I
realized what had just happened. I’d pushed him way too far. His
eyes were completely white, aside from his pitch black pupils, and
his lips were pulled back in a snarl. His long, lethal fangs were
down and there was only a mere five inches of space between our
faces.

I swallowed painfully and gathered every
ounce of courage I had left in my body. “Get the fuck off me,” I
said a little unsteadily.

Archer roughly grabbed my face, turned my
head to the side, and ran his nose up the length of my neck as he
took a deep breath in. “You let him feed from you,” he growled
inhumanly. He turned my neck to the other side and slid his tongue
from the hollow to behind my ear, tasting me.

I gasped at its unexpectedness and tried to
push him off of me. “What does it matter to you if Jameson fed from
me? We aren’t together, Archer! We never will be! You’re with Aoife
and have been for six hundred years, or so I’ve heard.”

Archer turned my face to his and looked me
deep in the eyes. “I should take you right here on this desk and be
done with it,” he growled lowly, anger burning red hot in his pale
eyes. “Then I wouldn’t have to daydream anymore about your tight
little ass, or how good you’d feel on top of me, your warmth
wrapped around my cock.”

I struggled harder to free my body from under
his but it only excited him more. I growled in angry frustration as
I yelled at him, “Well, you’d better get used to it, because a
daydream is as close as you’re ever getting to me again, asshole!
Now, GET OFF ME!”

Suddenly, I was no longer on the desk, but
backed up against the door. Archer had both of my hands above my
head and we were both breathing hard.

“Tell me or I’ll steal it from your mind,” he
whispered, his face dangerously close to mine again, his eyes a
mixture of anger and sadness. “Why did you fuck my brother,
Skye?”

I swallowed hard and looked up at him. I felt
tears immediately spring to my eyes and I tried to blink them away,
but it was no use. They spilled over and Archer silently watched
them slide down my cheeks and onto my white tank top. “Because,” I
answered unsteadily. “You hurt me and I needed him. He lessened the
pain in my heart and I desperately needed that. He kissed away my
tears and showed me that love doesn’t have to hurt, Archer. I made
love to your brother because I wanted to. I made a mistake choosing
you over him and I wanted to make it right, before I lost him
forever.”

Archer leaned closer to my face, his lips
barely an inch from mine. “Have you chosen him, Skye?” he asked
softly as he stared deeply into my eyes. “I read in your mind just
last week that you weren’t going to be with either one of us
because it was too complicated. Did you change your mind? Are you
his?”

I licked my lips as I looked down at his.
“I…I,” I started to say when a loud knock sounded at the door,
interrupting us.

Archer growled, quickly flashed me to the
chair, and flashed back to open the door. “You just don’t know when
to leave well enough alone, do you Aoife?” he rumbled, reaching for
her. There was a quick blur of movement and a slam of the door.
When they finally stopped flashing around the room a full minute
later, Archer had Aoife up against the glass gun case by the neck
and they were both breathing hard. I think they had been fighting,
but I couldn’t tell for sure. They had been just one big blur.

“I heard she was staying here and came to see
for myself. Why is she here? Why is she ALONE with you?” Aoife
asked angrily.

Archer looked down at her with absolute
disgust on his face. “It is not your concern, Aoife. What I do and
with whom is never your concern. I’ve heard that you’ve been
causing problems for me this week and you’re going to set the
record straight…right here and now.”

Aoife shot me an angry glare and shouted
something at me in a language I didn’t understand.

Archer said something back to her in a low,
menacing snarl and she immediately lost her fight. He let go of her
neck and she moved to fix the yellow string bikini top and black
sarong that she was wearing. I noticed that she had the body of a
Victoria’s Secret runway model and a chest to match. I took a quick
glance down at my grungy jeans and tank top and felt completely
inadequate next to her.

She moved to sit in the chair beside me and
refused to look my direction. Her face was a blank mask.

Archer slowly walked over to his desk,
perched on the edge in front of us, and looked at both Aoife and
me.

“This ends here, Aoife,” he said in a calm,
controlled voice. “You will tell her the truth and then you will
get out of my office. You will not come to my private quarters or
my office again unless I personally summon you, is that clear?”

Aoife clenched her jaw and nodded. “Yes,
Athair,” she said, her voice calm and compliant. She turned
to me and stared at me for a few seconds. A sudden growl emanating
from Archer encouraged her to speak.

“I may not have been entirely truthful when I
said that Archer and I were married,” she began as her eyes bored
into mine. “We were together for a time, but Archer chose to end
our relationship in 1899. Even though we took the sacred blood oath
for life, he has denied me ever since that rainy day in March. It’s
been 113 years now. I thought that 100 years away from each other
would have given him a chance to cool off and change his mind, but
it seems as though that’s not the case.” She looked up at Archer
for a moment before she turned back to me. Her eyes were murderous.
“It seems as though he loves another.”

I flinched at the look in her eyes, quickly
stood up and took a few steps away from her. “Don’t look at me,” I
said, holding my hands up in surrender and shaking my head. “He
doesn’t love me. He doesn’t even know me. He’s only known me for
two weeks. He can’t possibly love me, Aoife.”

She growled at me and I took another step
back.

“Enough, Aoife!” Archer rumbled. “Now, if you
have any ideas about retaliation, you’d better drop them. Skye
never told me anything. She never once came to me or told me how
you were treating her. I found out on my own. I tried ignoring the
little things I saw, tried giving you time to adjust, but you were
obviously behaving far worse than I thought.” He sighed and crossed
his arms over his chest. “I will always care about you Aoife, but
you know why we can’t be together romantically. Nothing has changed
since we’ve been apart and you know it. I brought you and the rest
of the family into my home because I want to protect you and keep
you safe. Do not make me turn you away, Aoife. You are my child, my
blood, and it will kill me to do it, but I will for the greater
good of the others.”

“She is not your family!” Aoife yelled,
gesturing wildly to me with her left arm. “I am your family! Why
have you even brought her here? She does not belong with us!”

Archer stood in a flash and glared down at
her while she sat in the chair, his fists clenched dangerously
tight at his sides. I couldn’t see his eyes, but I had a feeling
the color was draining. “You do not dictate who belongs,
páistí. You have no say in anything anymore and you will do
good to remember that. You are no longer my mate and I will not
tell you so again, Aoife. This is the last time we will have this
conversation. Do you understand me, páistí?”

Aoife dropped her head in submission and I
could have sworn I heard a small sob emanate from her, but I wasn’t
sure. Seconds turned to minutes as no one moved or said anything. I
wanted to turn and run for the door, but I knew Archer wasn’t done
with me yet and would only block my escape again.

Finally, Aoife lifted her head and her face
was back to being blank of all expression. “Yes, Father. I
understand you completely.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as Archer
motioned for me to sit back down next to her. I quickly shook my
head and remained where I was. I wasn’t fooled by Aoife’s
miraculous Zen transformation. I knew that under that kitten of a
mask she now wore, a true lioness prowled back and forth past the
cage in her eyes that she had only constructed for Archer’s sake. I
had been the thorn in her paw for almost a week now. The first
chance she got, she’d pluck me out and throw me away,
guaranteed.

I gathered up my courage and asked the
question that had been bothering me for days. “Why did I see you
kiss him, Aoife, if you two aren’t together?”

She pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes at
me. I could tell that she didn’t want to answer me, but would
because Archer would make her. “I kissed him because I wanted us to
be together again. I thought if I reminded him of what he was
missing, he’d come back to me. He only responded for a few seconds
before he pushed me away.”

I looked over at Archer for confirmation and
he nodded his head. So, he didn’t make out with her? He
pushed her away? Now I understood what he meant about giving
him a chance to explain. But, did this change anything? I slept
with Jameson last night. I made my choice…hadn’t I?

Archer sat back down on the edge of his desk
and crossed his arms over his chest again. “I’m sure someone told
you what happened at Skye’s house today, Aoife, so you know why she
is staying here. I’m not willing to risk an employee’s safety just
to make you happy. Now, she will be staying downstairs and you’ll
be upstairs.” Aoife quickly turned her head to glare at me. She
obviously wasn’t happy to hear I would be feet from Archer’s
private bedroom. “I fully expect you to be civil to her in this
house. You will stay away from the hallway leading to my room, my
office, and her room, is that clear? You need to realize that Skye
is part of this family now and she’s going to be around for a
while.”

Archer’s brow furrowed slightly and he took a
deep breath before continuing. “Jameson and Skye are…dating each
other, so get used to seeing her around here. Jameson’s home is her
home and we will do our best to make her comfortable in it.”

Aoife slowly turned her head to look at me,
her eyes wide and a crooked smile on her face. “Well, well,
well…you cheeky girl! I thought I smelled Jameson’s scent on you.”
Her face morphed as the news sank in. It went from being surprised,
to happy, to relieved, and then to grudgingly accepting me and my
presence here. At least I could tell she wouldn’t try to kill me in
my sleep now. She was happy that I was with Jameson and no longer
had my eye on her pseudo-husband.

“Well,” she said standing up and brushing her
sarong off. “Nice chatting with you both, but I was just on my way
out for a swim. Care to join me, Skye? The pool is lovely.”

I felt my eyes widen in shock. Is this
bitch crazy? I don’t want to ‘accidentally’ drown. I
quickly got control over my face and shook my head. “Um, no thank
you, Aoife, but I appreciate the invitation. Maybe another
time.”

She shrugged her shoulders as she walked to
the door. “Suit yourself, dear. I’ll see you both in time for
work.” With a flick of her wrist, she sashayed out the door and
quietly closed it behind her.

My eyes were still wide when I looked over at
Archer. “Has she been tested for a wide range of mental disorders?”
I asked shaking my head in disbelief.

Archer smirked before quickly frowning again.
“I told her about Jameson to keep her off you. You should be okay
with her now. If you have any more trouble, you must come and tell
me.”

I waved my hand at him dismissively. “We’ve
been through this before. I’m a big girl, Archer. I can take care
of myself.”

He walked over to me and crossed his arms
over his broad chest. “You’re not as big as you think,” he said,
looking down into my eyes.

I crossed my arms over my chest, too. “I’m
big enough. I don’t need you running to my rescue all the time,
Archer. Let me fall. If I do, I’ll dust myself off and get right
back up. The world will go on, honey.”

He considered my words a moment as he studied
my face. I cocked my eyebrow at him, determined to have him see me
as the woman I was, not the child I was sure he was seeing.

“Fight me,” he said suddenly as he took a
step back.

My eyes bulged and I glared at him like he
was crazy. “What? Have you lost your mind?”

“Fight me,” he said again as he walked over
to one of the glass drawers under the weapon’s case and withdrew a
short silver dagger. He walked back up to me and tossed it to
me.

I caught it in my hands without thinking and
was surprised when it didn’t cut me.

“It’s fake. Were it real silver, and sharp,
you could kill me by piercing my heart. Remember that,” he warned
as he lunged for me.

I squealed in surprise and turned to run for
the door. When I reached it, I heard laughter and stopped. I slowly
turned around and saw that Archer was bent over laughing. “What the
hell is so funny?” I asked angrily.

“You,” he said as he got control over
himself. “Look at you. You’re supposed to be this big girl who can
take care of herself…yet you run away from a simple sparing
match?”

I clenched my teeth and gripped the dagger
tighter in my right hand. “I…well…you just surprised me, that’s
all. Have a lethal vampire lunge for you and see how you like
it.”

Archer beckoned me over with a crook of his
index finger. I silently, slowly obeyed. “Fight me, Skye. I won’t
hurt you, I promise. You once told me that you’re skilled in the
art of Israeli Krav Maga. I want to see if you can indeed take care
of yourself. And, I want to make sure you can fight back if you’re
ever attacked. Okay?”

I took a deep breath and slowly blew it out.
He won’t hurt me, I silently reminded myself.

“Never,” Archer said, shaking his head. “I’ll
never hurt you again, Skye.”

I gripped the eight inch dagger tighter as
his words sank in. I didn’t need to be reminded of how hurt I’d
felt over the last couple of days. It only sparked the anger inside
me again. I took another deep breath and added fuel to that spark.
I stoked the anger that had been inside of me until it had become a
roaring blaze. I was ready.

I glared at Archer in anticipation and smiled
wickedly. His eyes widened briefly as he saw what was behind mine.
He nodded his head to tell me, signaling that he was ready, and I
lunged for him, slicing the air between us with the dagger.

He easily sidestepped and flipped around me
to place me in a choke hold from behind. I stomped down hard on his
foot, elbowed him three times in the ribs, reached up and grabbed
his arm, pulling it down, as I flipped all six plus feet of his
body over me and onto the ground. Archer flashed up off the floor
and smiled as he dusted his hands off. “Good. But stop taking it
easy on me. You can’t hurt me,” he said before he lunged for me
again.

I switched the dagger to my left hand and
steadied myself as he came at me. Right before he grabbed me I
protected my head with my left hand and shot my right palm out,
quickly heel punching his nose. I paid no attention to the crack I
heard as I did the same to his throat. I extended my arms out to
grab a hold of his shoulders, but he had recovered by then.

Archer grabbed my right arm and spun around
my body to pin it behind my back. The move shocked me. What was
even more shocking was that he did it so fluidly without using his
vampire speed. I snapped out of my daze and reached my left arm
behind me to stab him in the side with the fake dagger. He easily
stopped me and pinned my left arm behind my back with the right
one. At least he had let me keep the dagger. I growled in
frustration as he maneuvered me the few feet to the wall. He pushed
my body against it and held my arms behind my back with one
hand.

“You broke my nose,” Archer said with a
chuckle. “You actually broke my nose. Good for you.”

I turned my head to look, but he was standing
too far behind me. “I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry, babe. Let me see,”
I said sweetly.

He leaned his body against mine, pinning me
to the wall, as he brought his head over my shoulder. I turned to
look and there was blood on his nose, lip, and chin. “You pack
quite a punch for a human girl,” Archer said with a chuckle. “No
wonder Stellan was pissed when you attacked him. It hurts.”

“Aw,” I said with a tsk. “You have blood on
your chin, honey. Do you want me to get that for you?”

His eyes softened as he leaned his lower body
harder against mine. I could tell that our fighting had excited him
and I felt a familiar jolt of butterflies. His rock hard body was
pressed tightly against mine and I refused to acknowledge the
sexual thoughts that now raced through my head. Stupid vampire
pheromones.

Archer released one of my arms to wipe the
blood off his nose and I took that moment to strike. I head-butted
his face with the back of my head as hard as I could and spun
around him to face his back. I heard Archer growl and I wasted no
time jumping on his back, wrapping my legs around his waist, and
putting him in a chokehold. I held the fake dagger point to the
side of his throat and grinned.

“Got you,” I said with a triumphant
smile.

I felt this body rumble with a low growl as
he put his hand to his face again. When he pulled it back, there
was a lot more blood than last time. “It was almost healed and you
broke it again!” he growled.

“Oops,” I said with a tiny laugh. I was
trying my best not to gloat. I had beaten another vampire and it
felt awesome. “I thought you said I couldn’t hurt you, babe.”

I felt a ripple pass through his body as his
muscles flexed. Uh-oh, I thought quickly and was on my back,
on the floor with him straddling me before I finished that thought.
Jesus they can move fast! Archer had both my hands in one of
his and they rested tightly on my lower abdomen. I looked up into
his face and immediately felt bad.

“Oh, Archer,” I said in a breathy whisper.
“I’m so sorry. I…I didn’t mean to hit you that hard.”

Blood painted his lower face, neck and the
top of his shirt. His eyes were completely, beautifully blue, so I
knew he wasn’t too mad at me. “You used your feminine wiles to
trick me,” he said with a cock of his eyebrow. “Well played. But
how are you going to get out of this one, Miss Morrison?”

I took a good look at his body and mine. He
was sitting on my hips and he had both of my hands locked down
right under where my belly button was located. He wasn’t taking his
eyes off of me and smiled when he saw the moment I realized that I
couldn’t get out of his hold. “Well, how about a kiss for the
winner?” I asked with a smile.

Archer laughed. “I’m not falling for that
one, Skye. I’m not that gullible.”

I smiled widely and wagged my eyebrows. “Not
gullible. Okay, how about drop-dead sexy then?”

He threw his head back and laughed and I took
that moment to act. I brought my legs up, sat up as much as I
could, leaning his body further back, and I scissored Archer’s
throat between my ankles, pulling him back and off of me. I quickly
rolled him and straddled his waist just as he had done me. Only
this time, I had the dagger pointed at his heart.

He was breathing hard as he looked up into my
eyes. “Nice move,” Archer said with a smile. “I didn’t see that
coming at all.”

“I know,” I said grinning.

He moved to get up and I clenched my legs
harder to his hips and pushed the tip of the dagger forcefully into
his chest again. “You’re not going anywhere until you admit
defeat.”

Archer laughed and interlocked his fingers
behind his head, relaxing. He wiggled his hips against mine and I
became painfully aware of his raging hard-on. I felt my cheeks
flush hot, but refused to get up until he admitted that I had
won.

“And if I don’t?” he asked with a cock of his
eyebrow, his sexy ice blue eyes boring deep into mine.

“Then I’ll just have to stake you,” I said a
little unsteadily.

He laughed again and slowly brought one hand
out from behind his head. He gently wrapped his hand around mine,
lifted the dagger, and moved it three inches down and to my right.
“You can’t stake a vampire through the sternum, love. The best
place to strike is where the ribs end.” He took his other hand out
from behind his head and slowly reached for my chest. My breath
caught as he gently placed a finger on my chest and slowly trailed
it down between my breasts, stopping right where my bra ended. He
pressed his finger harder into me and smiled. “Right here. See
where the sternum ends?” I nodded my head as my heart sped up.
Archer started moving his finger again, his hand grazing the
underside of my left breast. “You want to follow the curve past
where the ribs meet the sternum.” He stopped and pushed his finger
into me again. “The heart is just under here, tucked behind the
ribs. To make the kill, find where the ribs end just below the
heart, tilt your dagger upward at an angle and shove it in as hard
as you can.”

I swallowed hard and nodded my head. My heart
was pounding from Archer’s touch and my mouth suddenly felt dry. I
was overwhelmed with the pheromones he was throwing off and decided
I’d better move before I did something I might regret later.
“Well,” I stumbled, getting up. “You learn something new every
day.”

Archer chuckled as he looked up at me. “Take
a deep breath, Skye, and try to slow your heart rate.”

I blushed and walked over to sit in the chair
in front of his desk. My ponytail was a disaster, so I quickly took
it down and wrapped the band around my wrist. I heard Archer get up
and dig around in a cabinet behind me for a few seconds. When he
came to sit in front of me on his desk, he had a wet cloth in his
hand and he was wiping his nose.

“Here,” I said standing up as I walked over
to stand between his long legs. “Let me help you. It’s the least I
can do for making you bleed.”

Archer smirked and handed me the cool, wet
rag. I gently dabbed and wiped at his nose, lip, chin and neck.
When that was all clean, he lifted his shirt up over his head and
allowed me to clean the blood that had soaked through his shirt.
Oh my…he has such a magnificent body. As I was gently wiping
his chest, he reached up and cupped the back of my neck for a
moment before sliding his fingers and hand up through my hair.

“Ouch,” I hissed as I flinched at the
unexpected pain.

Archer’s brow furrowed and he turned my body
around. He pulled me close and parted my hair in the back,
searching for the cause of my pain. I heard him tsk and I turned
around.

“Well, what is it?” I ask worriedly.

Archer shook his head and chuckled lightly.
“You have a massive knot on the back of your head from head butting
me, Miss Morrison.”

“Oh,” I said, deflating some. “Well, I guess
I shouldn’t be surprised. It hurt like hell when I did it.”

Archer smiled down at me sweetly. “You’re
something else, Skye,” he said gently before shaking his head and
resuming his usual guarded face. “But, you need more practice with
a dagger. I think I’ll have one of the guys help train you
tomorrow, if you’re up for it.”

I shrugged my shoulders and nodded. “Okay.
Sure, why not?”

Archer smiled and took the bloody rag back
from me. “Go get some ice on that head of yours before the bleedin’
thing gets any bigger.” I smiled and turned to leave.

“Oh, and Skye?” Archer called. I turned back
to him and raised my eyebrows in question. His brow was furrowed a
bit and his lips were pursed. He looked a little angry and I
swallowed hard. What is he mad about now?

“Take a shower,” he growled. “I can smell my
brother’s scent on every inch of your body.”

I bit my lip and hurried out the door. The
fact that his brother’s scent was all over me still pissed him off.
I smiled and thought back to how Jameson’s scent got there as I
made my way down the hall and into the kitchen. I grabbed a
dishtowel and put ice into the middle of it before twisting it
tight and holding it to the back of my head. I walked over to the
kitchen window and looked outside.

There was a huge pool and hot tub out back. I
glanced over at one of the lounge chairs and saw Aoife lying down
on her back sunbathing. Her yellow bikini top was off and I turned
away. Well, maybe she won’t hate me so much now that she knows
Jameson and I are together? I chuckled aloud and shook my head.
Fat chance of that happening.

I walked into the family room, silently
nodded to the guys at the poker table, and made my way back to my
new room. My bags were by the closet and I quickly dug around in my
messenger bag and got out my iPod. I set it in the dock by my bed
and put on some music to listen to as I held the ice to my head. I
wanted to make sure that I held it on there long enough to actually
help with the swelling. I figured twenty minutes would be enough
and glanced at the time before I laid down on the white chase
lounge in the corner.

I laid there and thought about everything
that had happened in Archer’s office. Aoife had admitted that they
were no longer together and that the kiss they shared was brief and
one sided. Would this change things between Jameson and me? I had
fallen for Archer and had just found out that I had been mad at him
over a misunderstanding. He never went behind my back and kissed
another woman and he wasn’t married like I was led to believe. I
swallowed hard and thought of Jameson. I thought of the way our
bodies felt against each other’s, how safe I felt in his arms, how
wanted and cared for he made me feel. I shook my head. Jameson is
who I want to be with. Archer may be sexy, smart, rich eye candy,
but he didn’t hold a candle to how I felt about Jameson now. What
we shared last night was life changing. He did things to me, made
me feel things that I’ve never felt before.

I sighed as I looked at the clock on the
bedside table and got up to unpack my bags. I hung up all the
clothes in the spacious walk-in closet and lined my shoes up on the
shelves. I put all my unmentionables and tights in the built in
dresser drawers and stacked my empty suitcases in the corner.
Lastly, I grabbed my makeup/toiletry case and took it into the
bathroom with me.

I unpacked my blow dryer, hair straightener,
makeup and toothbrush and lined them up on the counter top. I
walked over to the massive garden tub, turned on the water and
selected a sweet smelling bottle of bath oil to add to it. After
turning up the volume on the iPod dock, I quickly undressed and
stepped into the hot water. The smell of honeysuckle and almonds
was strong and soothing. I sighed as I leaned back and ducked my
head under the water.

I took my time bathing and shaving before
washing my long hair. I was careful to avoid putting pressure on
the still sensitive knot. When I was done, I released the drain and
got out. I wrapped up in a deliciously large, fluffy white towel
and tucked it closed under my arms. I took my time combing out my
hair and blow drying it straight for work tonight. Next, I put on
my makeup, selecting red as tonight’s color, and topped the look
off with ultra-long red false eyelashes. After painting my lips
blood red, I hung up the towel to dry and walked to get my clothes
out of the closet.

I had a hard time trying to figure out what
to wear, but I ended up selecting a red and black stripped fishnet
tank paired with a blood red demi bra underneath, my black pleated
ultra-mini skirt, ripped black tights, and my new black patent
leather pumps that had a five inch red lightning bolt for the heel.
I walked back into the bathroom and looked at my outfit in the
mirror before spritzing myself with perfume and grabbing my
messenger bag to walk out the door.

 


 




Chapter 8

 


 


As I was closing the door behind me, I heard
Archer close his. We had both come out of our rooms at the same
time and I looked over at him and smiled. He was wearing designer
low rise jeans, a crisp, white dress shirt with the top three
buttons undone under a black blazer. I noticed his hair was slicked
back, accentuating his strong square jawline, as he walked over to
me.

“You look fantastic,” he said softly, his
eyes roaming the length of my body, appraising my outfit. “And you
smell amazing.”

I blushed and smiled, turning my back on him
and walking down the hall toward the family room. “Thanks. You
bought the outfit,” I said over my shoulder with a wink.

“Money well spent,” he chuckled.

We walked out into the family room and there
wasn’t a person in sight. “Where is everyone?” I asked Archer.

“Aoife and Trey take the longest to get
ready,” he said, holding out his hand. I placed my hand in his and
allowed him to lead me through the house. “Everyone else is either
in the garage or out front ready to go.”

Archer stopped at the foot up the stairs and
called up to Trey and Aoife. “Get a move on, ladies! Trey, be sure
to set the alarm on your way out.”

“Coming,” Aoife called in a singsong voice as
Trey flashed down the stairs. He was wearing tight black leather
pants, a black deep V-neck t-shirt, and a red scarf around his
neck. He looked really handsome and I knew he’d be getting some
serious attention tonight from both the men and women at the
door.

“Ready, boss man,” he said with a smile and
turned to me. “Sakes alive, child, you look good enough to
eat.”

I smiled and playfully hit his arm. “I bet
you say that to all the girls.”

Aoife flashed down the stairs next and joined
us in the foyer. She was wearing a skin tight leather tank mini
dress with gorgeous REAL black and gold studded Alexander McQueen
cage heels. I looked up at her in awe. Those shoes were easily
$2,500. I had been drooling over them just last month in Vogue
magazine. She looked at the expression on my face and smirked. “I
never figured you to be into high fashion. Do you like them?” she
asked, turning her leg to the side to give me a better look at the
shoe’s profile.

“Love,” I stumbled. “I love them. They are
absolutely gorgeous.”

Aoife laughed and tucked her clutch under her
arm. “They are, aren’t they,” she said as she turned and walked out
the front door.

Archer’s chest rumbled next to me with a low
growl and I looked up at him. He was shooting the front door an
angry glare. “You know, you can go shopping if you want, Skye,” he
said finally looking down at me. “I told you that you could spend
what you wanted. You don’t have a limit on the card and I have more
than enough money.”

I shook my head quickly. “There is no way in
hell I could ever spend $2,500 on a pair of shoes, honey. I could
never justify spending that much, no matter how pretty they were.
But thank you anyway,” I said as I gave him a smile.

“Well, I need to set the alarm, so you two
get to stepping,” Trey said as he sashayed over to the security
keypad by the front door.

“Shall we?” Archer asked as he offered me his
right elbow with a smile. I looked up into his ice blue eyes for a
moment and realized that I was no longer angry at him. I took a
deep breath and slowly let it out. I’m sorry for all the drama,
Archer, I said to him silently. I probably should have come
to you and talked to you about what was happening.

Archer looked at me and smiled. “Yes, you
should have come to me. But I understand why you didn’t. And, for
the record, I’m sorry too Skye.”

I smiled, looped my arm through his and
briefly laid my head against his shoulder before following him out
through a side door and into the five car garage. My jaw instantly
hit the floor and I gasped when I spotted its contents.

Sitting there, all shiny and gleaming, was
two of the coolest cars I had ever seen in my life. The one
furthest away was very familiar to me. I had loved this car since I
was a kid and was shocked to see that Archer Rhys had actually been
lucky enough to own one. Sitting there, all black and perfect was a
1930 Mercedes-Benz SSK Trossi. I immediately drifted towards it and
ran my fingers down the length of it. I felt a ridiculously wide
grin stretch across my face but didn’t care.

“You own one of the most coveted and sought
after cars in the world,” I whispered and turned to him. “It’s
beautiful.”

Archer chuckled and walked over to me. “Yes.
And I bought it new when it came out.”

I shook my head and swallowed hard. “Do you
ever actually drive it?”

“Of course I do. I’ll take you out in it some
time.”

My heart jumped in my chest as I gave the car
one last look of longing. I ran my hand over its smooth rear fender
as I walked with Archer over to the other car. I had never seen a
car like this before, but I instantly fell in love with it. It was
painted an electric blue and had a sleek, aerodynamic front and a
sharp, equally sleek pointed back.

“What kind of car is this?” I asked as I
peered inside the windows.

“It’s a 2012 Lamborghini Aventador LP 700-4,”
he said as he walked around to the passenger’s side and lifted the
vertical door open for me. “It’s got a V-12 engine and it’s an
absolute beast on the road.”

I walked around, allowed him to take my hand
and help me into the deep black leather bucket seat. Archer quickly
got in and started the car up. It purred to life and I bit my lip
at the incredible sound of power that pulsed from the rear engine.
He slowly pulled out of the garage and hit the button on his keys
to close the door.

I saw that Aoife and Trey were getting into
Archer’s silver Audi, Quinn and Hunter were waiting in Quinn’s
black truck, and Seamus and Lochlan were pulling out in an old
1970s model black Cadillac DeVille.

Archer waited for everyone to go ahead of him
and he brought up the rear.

“You have some amazing cars, Archer,” I said
with a shake of my head. “How do you decide which one to
drive?”

He laughed as he smoothly switched gears.
“It’s hard sometimes,” he admitted.

My face fell as I remembered my car. “What
did you do with my car today?” I asked softly, looking down at my
hands. I was trying hard not to think of what was found in it.

He tightened his grip on the steering wheel.
“It’s was unsalvageable, Skye,” he said with regret. “We took both
your and Jameson’s cars to the junkyard.”

I hugged my stomach and looked over at him.
“What am I going to do? I don’t have enough money to buy another
car right now.”

Archer reached over and patted my knee.
“While you are staying with us, you won’t need one. You may have
your pick of my cars and can take them whenever you want.” I
immediately perked up and smiled. “Except the Trossi…that’s my
baby,” he said with a laugh as I deflated.

“Well, thanks, Archer. I do appreciate it,” I
said as covered the hand that was on my knee with my own. I
swallowed the lump in my throat, steadied my nerves, and asked him
the question that I’d wanted to ask all day. “What will you do with
Jesse?” I whispered, afraid he wouldn’t answer me.

Archer sighed and interlocked his fingers in
mine. “He has been buried, Skye,” he said gently as he glanced over
at me then back to the road. “I’m sorry we cannot tell his mother
what happened to him, but I will make sure that she is taken care
of financially. I will arrange to have her inherit a large sum of
money from a long lost relative.”

“You can do that?” I asked with wide
eyes.

“Of course,” he said with a small smile.

“Thank you for doing the best you can by his
family, Archer,” I said as I squeezed his hand in mine. “Jesse may
have been a handful, but he didn’t deserve to die like that.”

“I agree,” Archer said as he quickly brought
my hand up to his lips to softly kiss my knuckles.

The rest of the drive was pretty quiet.
Archer had turned on the radio and was listening to the 24hour news
channel as I stared out the window, my thoughts swirling with
memories of Jesse.

We pulled into The Mausoleum employee parking
lot and Archer flashed around to open my door for me. I took his
hand as he pulled me out of the deep seat. We quickly walked in and
everyone went upstairs to the second floor.

“Skye,” Archer called to me as I lingered on
the first floor. “Come to my office.” I watched him flash behind
his private stairwell door and I did as he asked.

I slowly walked up the main stairs and then
climbed the narrow spiral staircase up to Archer’s office. He was
walking into his private apartment and I followed him in. I took a
seat on the edge of his bed, crossed my legs, and watched him as he
took off his jacket and went into the kitchen.

“I’m going to have you work up here tonight,”
he said as he took a bag of blood out of the refrigerator and
popped it into the microwave. “I need someone to help me catch up
on paperwork and I hope you don’t mind helping.”

“Of course I’ll help, Archer,” I said with a
small smile. “Just show me what to do. But, who is going to take
over for me downstairs?”

“I’ll handle it, love,” he said with a
chuckle. “Don’t worry so much.”

He smiled at me as he took his blood out of
the microwave and ripped the corner off with his teeth. I watched
him suck on the bag and I shivered involuntarily at the sudden
memory of Jameson’s fangs sliding into my neck. I vividly
remembered the instant feeling of ecstasy that overtook my body
last night when he fed from me and the intense orgasms that
followed.

Archer growled and stepped closer to me. “You
have to stop thinking about that, Skye. I can’t handle knowing how
Jameson made you feel last night. It makes me…crazy jealous,” he
said as he quickly resumed drinking down the bag of blood.

“I’m sorry,” I said, blushing furiously in
embarrassment. “I can’t help it. It felt…so good.” I felt my
nipples harden and I heard Archer growl again. “Why does a
vampire’s bite feel so good?” I asked as I squirmed a little in my
seat, my core tingling with longing.

“Our fangs contain a chemical that causes
euphoria when released,” he said as he licked his lips. His fangs
were fully out and I had to look away. I wanted to feel Jameson’s
bite again and it didn’t help when Archer was looking at me all
sexy like with his fangs out. “It helps calm our prey.”

“Oh. That explains a lot,” I said, standing up and walking to his
door. I was feeling a bit frisky and thought it would be better to
wait for him in his office. “I’ll just be at your desk. Take your
time and I’ll see you out there.” I quickly walked out and over to
the bar under the mounted flat screen television. I picked up the
bottle of scotch and poured myself a double serving.

I sipped the drink as I walked over to
Archer’s desk and sat behind it in his big, comfortable leather
chair. I swiveled side to side, sipping my drink, and waited
patiently for him.

Archer finally emerged a few minutes later
and came behind the desk with me. He leaned over and opened his
laptop, took a thick file out of his desk drawer, and sat it down
on top of the desk. “This file contains all of the employee’s
personal information. I need you to create a spreadsheet for each
employee and enter in all their information. Once that’s done, I
need you to log in this weeks’ time card into their individual
spreadsheet. Think you can handle that?” he asked as he leaned over
me and entered in the password for his laptop.

I took a deep breath in and was hit by
Archer’s intoxicating scent. He smelled like citrus, leather, and
Drakkar Noir. I found myself leaning into him and I stopped. “I’m
going to need you to give me a five foot buffer zone today,
Archer,” I said as I gently pushed him out from behind the desk.
“Thank you for setting me up at your desk, but your pheromones are
seriously kicking my ass today and I can’t take it anymore. I need
you to give me some space before I accidently attack you.”

“Is that supposed to be a bad thing?” he
smirked sexily. I pursed my lips at him and cocked my eyebrow.

Archer laughed and held his hands up in
surrender. “Okay, love. Anything you say.” He held up his cell
phone in his hand as he walked to the office door. “I’ll be up here
a little later. If you need anything, call me. Otherwise, keep your
sexy ass up here until I come back.”

I raised my hand and mockingly saluted him
with two fingers. “Sir, yes sir!” I said with a wink. I watched him
go and I swiftly got to work on the files.

The night passed relatively quickly. I drank
a few glasses of scotch and listened to the club music as I danced,
wiggled, and worked. By 1am, I was finished with everything and I
hadn’t seen Archer since earlier that evening. I thought about
calling him, but decided against it. I kicked off my shoes,
refilled my glass of scotch, and danced around Archer’s office by
myself. I was in my own little world, dancing away and singing
along to a song when I felt someone’s hands slide around my waist
and pull me up against them.

I turned my head and was relieved to see
Jameson standing behind me. He had a big smile on his face and I
was willing to bet he’d been watching me dance for a while. I
squealed in excitement, turned around and jumped up into his arms.
I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist as I pulled his head in
for a long, passionate kiss.

Jameson laughed when our lips finally parted.
“Well, I’ve missed you too, Skye,” he said as he ran his hands up
my skirt and tightly squeezed my ass. I squeaked in delight as he
walked over to the couch and sat down.

I readjusted my legs and straddled his lap.
“So, handsome, how was your show? I thought I wouldn’t see you
until later tonight at your house.”

Jameson leaned forward and ran his nose up
the side of my neck. My body shivered at his gentle touch and I bit
my lip in excitement. “My show was awesome,” he rumbled as he
kissed a trail across my clavicle. “I wish you could have been
there. I sang your song again tonight and it made me miss you even
more. I can’t wait to have breakfast with you again in the
morning.”

I arched my neck back as I smiled. “I can’t
wait to have you in my bed again tonight.”

Jameson gripped my shoulders from behind and
pulled me down harder against his lap. I took a deep breath in when
I felt his excitement and I wrapped my arms around his neck,
pulling him in for another kiss. Jameson kneaded my ass with his
hands, pulling me tighter to his hardness as we started getting
carried away with ourselves.

Jameson suddenly lifted his head away from
mine a second before I heard someone clear their throat.

“Not in my office,” Archer growled as I
jumped and quickly scrambled to sit beside Jameson on the couch.
Archer was clearly not happy at finding us making out on his couch,
but he seemed too preoccupied to care much about it right now.

“I’m sorry, Archer,” I said as I moved to
cover Jameson’s lap with my legs. He was still showing signs of
interest and I didn’t want Archer to have to see.

“Never mind,” Archer said with a dismissive
shake of his head as he walked to sit behind his desk. “An
Dílis are on their way here right now. It seems as though they
have found something linking the murder victims.”

“That’s good news, right?” I asked, looking
at Jameson. He nodded his head as Archer spoke.

“Skye, I need you to warm up enough blood for
eighteen of us and have it ready on the bar upstairs. Jameson, I
need you to call Gunner and see if he has yet acquired what I seek.
Time is of the essence. We may be very close to knowing who is
doing this and I want that weapon in my hand by sundown on
Sunday.”

“Aye, Athair,” Jameson said as he got
up off the couch and immediately went into the apartment to make
the call.

“Behind the bar on the second floor, you’ll
find a locked refrigerator by the ice bin,” Archer said as he held
out a key to me. “The blood bags are in there. Let me know if I
need to restock it after tonight.”

“You got it, hon,” I said as I quickly put my
shoes back on, fixed my crooked shirt and skirt and walked down to
the second floor.

The music was still going but the bar patrons
were filing out the doors. The second floor was completely empty
aside from Aoife and Lochlan who were gathering glasses left at the
VIP and PVIP tables.

I waved to them and walked behind the bar,
inserted the key into the blood cooler and opened it. I took out
ten bags of blood and started warming them two at a time in the
built-in microwave under the cabinet. While the first bags were
heating, I set out eighteen tall crystal glasses on the bar and
lined them up. When the microwave beeped, I took the bags out and
added two more. While those were heating up, I made a hole in each
bag and started filling glasses. I repeated this over and over
until all eighteen glasses were full. I ended up using all of the
bags in the refrigerator and made a mental note to tell Archer as
soon as I could.

“What are those for?” Aoife asked as she sat
down on one of the barstools in front of me.

“Whom,” I corrected. “The Faithful are on
their way over here right now.”

Aoife’s eyes got wide and she turned to
Locklan. “An Dílis arrive soon, dheartháir,” she
called out to him and he turned to the railing and yelled the same
phrase down to Hunter, Trey, Seamus, and Quinn.

The two man cleaning crew walked out on the
floor and I ran around the bar and downstairs to keep them from
coming up here. I quickly told them that I’d need them to come in
early tomorrow to clean the club and asked them to leave for the
night. Thankfully, they left without any questions. I decided to go
down to the employee lounge and make sure everyone was gone for the
night. Archer would want total privacy for tonight’s gathering.

When I saw everyone was gone, I went to the
back door to make sure the employee parking lot was clear as well.
I opened the door and screamed.

 


 




Chapter 9

 


 


“Human,” a tall, muscular man with emerald
eyes said as he steadied me, his thick cool hands gripping my upper
arms.

“I…I…am so sorry,” I stumbled. “You scared
me. I wasn’t expecting anyone to be standing right at the back
door.”

The man with the beautiful emerald eyes
looked down at me and smiled. Immediately, my stomach clenched
tight and butterflies flew rampantly around in my abdomen.

Someone was giving off insanely powerful
vampire pheromones right now and I was trying my hardest to calm
down. Deep breathing wasn’t helping and I was desperate to get the
group of men away from me.

“Down the hall and up the stairs to the
second floor bar,” I said as I stepped aside and allowed the group
of ten men to enter. Each man appraised me head to toe and back as
they passed me and my knees got weaker with each one. When they
were all in, I closed the back door and followed them to the second
floor. I made sure that there was at least twenty feet between us
as we walked.

Everyone was gathered around the bar when
each of The Faithful took a seat on the swivel barstools. I walked
over to Jameson and stood by him as the vampires greeted each
other. After the formalities, the man with the striking emerald
eyes spoke to Archer.

“That is Ruarc,” Jameson said as he leaned
into me to whisper in my ear. “Ruarc is the second in command of
all An Dílis and the first in command of this field unit.
He’s been around a very long time.” I studied Ruarc’s handsome face
and emerald eyes as he turned to speak to The Mausoleum
vampires.

“I’ve called this meeting with you because we
have found a link between the victims,” Ruarc said as Aoife passed
around the glasses of blood to everyone. I was shocked when she set
a glass of whiskey in front of me and I tentatively smiled my
thanks to her.

“We looked extensively into everyone’s
background and acquaintances and came up empty handed,” Ruarc said
and took a sip from his glass. “It wasn’t until we started doing
research into their bloodlines that we found our first clue. It
seems that all of the victims come from one bloodline in
particular. Everyone who was killed had an Original’s blood in
them…one Original to be precise.”

You could have heard a pin drop in the room.
It was quiet as everyone hung onto Ruarc’s words, patiently waiting
for him to continue. I realized I was holding my breath and slowly
resumed breathing.

“Cináed (pronounced kin-awd) only made three
in his time, but that was enough to spread to over fifty
descendants currently alive today,” Ruarc said as he finished his
glass of blood and ran his hand through his short blond hair. I
heard Aoife gasp as she put a hand to her chest. Ruarc looked
poignantly over at Archer and seemed to have a quick silent
conversation with him in his head.

Archer sighed and looked around at his family
for a moment before finally speaking. “Cináed was my maker. He died
82 years after turning me.”

“What does this mean, Athair?” Hunter
asked. “We are of your bloodline and you are of Cináed’s. Does this
mean that whoever is doing this will come after us next?”

“We believe that you are all in significant
danger,” Ruarc answered. “All of the victims have been vampires so
far with the exception of the human we found today. I think it is
best that you all take the proper precautions at home and here at
your establishment. I am assigning three Faithful to be stationed
with you at all times. If this monster makes a move on you, you
will be covered. I’ve also alerted our leader and he is dispatching
more Faithful to the United States.”

Archer stood and took a deep breath. “Has
anyone informed my brother that this thing is after Sliocht
Cináed?”

My head perked up at the mention of Archer’s
brother. I hadn’t ever given any thought to Archer possibly having
a blood brother from his maker. I watched his unsettled face as
Ruarc answered him.

“We haven’t been able to locate him yet,”
Ruarc said regretfully. “Ríoghán has been trying to contact him and
his Sliocht, but we haven’t been able to reach them. We have a crew
from Éire in route to his estate in Gairloch as we
speak.”

Archer sighed, closed his eyes and put his
head in his hands. I desperately wanted comfort him and was glad
when I saw Aoife slide over to him and put her hand on his
shoulder. When he looked up, I saw that his eyes were filled with
unshed tears.

“It’s too late,” Archer said steadily, his
voice not betraying his emotions. “Someone would have answered the
phone. I know Treasach and his children and that isn’t like
them.”

Ruarc nodded his head and sighed. “We are
praying for the best news possible, but I think we should prepare
ourselves for the worst.”

Jameson’s arm slid around my waist and he
pulled me close to him. I wrapped my arms around him and held him
tight. I didn’t know how well Jameson knew Archer’s brother
Treasach, but I could tell he was upset by the news.

“Um, excuse me, Ruarc, but I have a
question,” I said tentatively. He turned the full gaze of his
stunning emerald green eyes on me and I almost forgot what I was
going to ask him. He was insanely handsome with his blond hair,
deep green eyes, oval face and cleft chin. I swallowed hard and
continued. “Do you know why this monster is going around killing
everyone?”

He silently regarded me for a moment before
he turned back to Archer. “Other than the link we found in the
victims’ blood, we don’t have any other clues. We still do not know
why this person is only going after Sliocht Cináed. What I
can tell you is that the Dark Ones firmly deny any involvement in
the killings. They are a boastful species, so I am inclined to
believe they are telling the truth. I can also tell you that
whoever is doing this is most definitely preternatural. This thing
has been slipping in and out of homes, businesses, and cities
without being seen. All the video surveillance we’ve uncovered
shows nothing; no one going in or coming out. It’s very worrisome.
This monster is either drinking the blood of his victims or taking
it with him somehow because every one of them had been completely
drained of their supply. He or she is also very strong. The heads
of the victims were not removed by blade, but instead ripped off by
brute force.” I swallowed hard and tried to keep my stomach
contents in check. All I could see were Jesse’s cloudy brown eyes
looking up at me from the seat of my car.

“This…thing…is stealthy, fast, strong, and
smart. He will be looking for your weaknesses, so be sure you don’t
allow yourself to have any. Stay with someone at all times. Carry a
weapon that you are comfortable using and never take it off your
person. Be vigilant. Watch your surroundings and be mindful of the
people you interact with. All of the victims show no signs of
struggle; no evidence of fighting back. Whatever is doing this has
got to be taking them by surprise or somehow manipulating them into
trusting him. We don’t understand yet, but we are doing our best
to,” Ruarc said standing up. “I am giving Sliocht Fearchar
(pronounced far-char) Marcán, Hagan, and Pádraig until this thing
is caught.”

“What is Sliocht Fearchar?” I asked
leaning into Jameson and whispering in his ear.

“Sliocht means descendants and
Fearchar is Archer’s birth name. He changed it to Archer a few
hundred years ago to modernize it. Sliocht Fearchar
literally means the descendants of Archer,” Jameson answered
quietly.

Ruarc raised his hand to his side and three
towering men got up from the barstools and stood at attention. He
pointed to the man closest to me and spoke. “That is Hagan. Hagan
has been with the order for over 700 years. He is one of our best
fighters.” Hagan nodded his head to Archer and then to the group.
Hagan had wide set brown eyes, a straight nose, a clean shaven
rectangle face, and long brown hair that went down past his
shoulder blades. He was easily 6 feet 5 inches tall and
devastatingly handsome. I swallowed hard and looked away.

“This is Marcán,” Ruarc said pointing to a
man who was two seats down from Hagan. Marcán turned to Archer,
nodded his head in greeting and then did the same to the rest of
us. Marcán stood out from the other Faithful. He had olive skin,
shoulder length black hair, and heterochromatic eyes. One was a
beautiful grey and the other was a greenish-brown. You could tell
that most of The Faithful had come from Ireland or Great Brittan
based on their accents. I couldn’t tell where Marcán was from, but
I knew it wasn’t Ireland originally. “Marcán swore his oath a
little over a century ago and we are very lucky to have him,” Ruarc
continued. “His eyesight is completely unparalleled.” Marcán smiled
briefly as Ruarc moved on to introduce the last person.

“And, this is Pádraig,” Ruarc said, gesturing
to him with his hand. I watched as the last man stood at attention
and nodded to Archer and then the rest of us. “Pádraig has been
with us only a short time, but he has proven himself to be
invaluable time and time again. He is fast, he is sharp, and he is
deadly.” I took a good look at Pádraig and my first thought was how
young he looked. He couldn’t be more than 18 years old if he was a
day. He was relatively short compared to the others; he stood about
5 feet, 8 inches tall, had an innocent looking round face, short
dirty blond hair, and dark blue eyes. He was very cute, in a boyish
sort of way. I immediately felt a little bad for him. I imagined
that it wouldn’t be easy for him; he was a vampire and would look
this young for the rest of his life. Pádraig looked over at me and
smiled broadly before turning back to the group.

“With my men guarding you, nothing will
happen to you or yours, Archer,” Ruarc said as the other men in his
group stood too. “That is a promise. I have the utmost faith in my
men and their God given abilities and you will too by the time this
is all over.”

Archer walked up to him and shook his hand.
“Go raibh maith agat, Ruarc. I sincerely appreciate An
Dílis’ help in these matters.”

Ruarc smiled and slapped one hand to Archer’s
back. “We will be in touch soon, brother. Let us pray that Treasach
and his family are safe.” I watched as everyone in the room bowed
their heads for a second and reverently cross themselves. “Either
way, good or bad, we’ll know something as soon as the crew in
Ireland gets to Scotland. I’ll call you as soon as I know
something, Archer.”

“Thank you, brother,” Archer said as he
nodded to Quinn. I watched Quinn escort the group of seven down the
stairs and disappear down the hall to the back door.

I turned back around as Jameson bent his head
down and nuzzled my ear. “Will you ride home with me?” he asked
sweetly.

I tilted my head into his and smiled. “Of
course I will.”

I watched as Archer and Seamus talked quietly
with Pádraig, Hagan, and Marcán for a minute. They were figuring
out who would ride with whom back to Archers. We now had four cars
including Jameson’s, so all twelve of us would have a ride.

When it looked like everyone was ready to
leave, Archer turned to Jameson and handed him a blue bank bag full
of money and a set of keys. “Put this in the safe and lock up my
loft for me.”

“Aye,” Jameson said as he turned and went
through the stairwell door. I quickly followed him up, grabbed my
messenger bag, and waited for him to finish. When he was done, we
interlocked our fingers together and I followed him and the rest of
the crew out to the employee parking lot.

Left by the back door were three black duffle
bags and each of The Faithful picked one up. I watched as Quinn,
Hunter, and Lochlan climbed in the black truck, Pádraig and Trey
got into the Audi, Seamus, Hagan, and Marcán rode in the Cadillac,
and Aoife and Archer got in the Lamborghini. Jameson led me over to
a sleek black Porsche 911 Turbo S and held the door open for
me.

“Nope,” I said crossing my arms over my chest
and grinning sweetly. “It’s my turn to drive.”

Jameson laughed and held up the keys for me.
“Alright, but be careful, love. We’re running out of cars.”

I rolled my eyes, snatched the keys out of
his hand, stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek and ran around to the
driver’s side. It took me a minute to find everything and adjust
the seats and mirrors. By the time I was finished, our caravan of
vamps were starting to pull out.

“We’ll be the next-to-last to leave,” Jameson
said as he leaned back in his seat and got comfortable. “Archer
will bring up the rear.”

I nodded my head and looked over at Jameson,
biting my lip. I had wanted to tell him something all day, but I
didn’t want to upset him. “Jameson?” I said his name
hesitantly.

“Yeah, baby. What is it?” he asked, turning
to me.

“I…I just want to say that I’m sorry about
your friend Callum,” I said gently. “I remember you saying that he
was your friend and I’m so sorry that monster killed him.”

Jameson’s usually carefree face fell at the
mention of Callum’s name and my heart instantaneously hurt for his
loss. I took my hand off the gearshift and ran my fingers through
his soft, shoulder length brown hair. “I’m sorry I brought it up,
babe. I just wanted to let you know that I’m here for you if you
want to talk about it. I’m sorry I was out of my mind with grief
over Jesse earlier. I would have realized sooner that you were
hurting too if I had been in my right mind.”

Jameson reached over and rubbed my upper
thigh. “I appreciate it, love. I really do,” he said with a sigh.
“Callum and I kind of grew up together, if you know what I mean.
Callum was the blood son of Treasach and he had turned Callum a few
weeks before Archer turned me.”

He stopped rubbing my thigh and looked out
his window distractedly. “Treasach and Callum had a falling out in
the 1860s and Callum left Ireland for Boston. Archer and I tried to
get them to see reason several times over the years, to forgive
each other, but neither would without the other apologizing first.”
He looked over at me and swallowed hard. “I doubt Treasach even
knew Callum was missing. Archer said he didn’t bother to call him
because he doubted that Treasach would do anything about it anyway.
It was a very bad falling out they had.”

I bit my lip and shifted gears. I didn’t know
what to say to him to ease his pain so I just reached out and held
his hand. After a moment, I started thinking about Treasach and his
family in Scotland and how no one could reach them. I bit the
inside of my cheek, took a deep breath and turned back to
Jameson.

“Can I ask you a question?” I asked
carefully. I didn’t want to bring up any bad memories for Jameson,
but I was really curious to know.

“Always, Skye,” Jameson said as he turned my
hand and kissed the inside of my wrist.

I downshifted as I drove up a high freeway
overpass and took a deep breath. “How many lived with Treasach in
his estate? And, how many vampires has he made that still live
today? I mean, Ruarc said there were over fifty today that were of
the Original’s bloodline and I’m just trying to gauge how many
vampires are still left in danger of being slaughtered by this
monster.”

Jameson was thoughtful a moment and then he
answered me. “Treasach lived with his wife and twelve sons, not
counting Callum and has only turned them, no others. By my
estimates, fourteen vampires have been murdered so far in Boston,
Chicago, Houston, and now here. And those are the only ones we know
about. Who knows what this monster has been up to or for how long.
I’m sure Ruarc and The Faithful are busy tracking down every
vampire from Cináed’s lineage and warning them as we speak. An
Dílis will take care of us, Skye. They have been our protectors
since 544 AD and they have never failed us once. They train for
years before they are allowed out in the field to serve our race.
By the time they finish their training, they are thoroughly skilled
in the art of hand-to-hand combat, are experts at every weapon ever
made, and their divine powers are honed and perfected. If anyone
can catch this monster, it is them.”

“Can I ask you one more question?” I asked
with a small smile. Jameson shook his head, chuckled and nodded. “I
saw a pretty bad ass hot tub in the back yard earlier. Would you be
up for taking a dip with me when we get home?”

Jameson looked over at me and licked his
lips. “I don’t know… Will there be skin involved?”

I looked over at him and winked, biting my
lip. “Lots. I didn’t bring a bathing suit.”

Jameson made a rumbling noise in the back of
his throat and I could tell he was turned on by the thought.

The rest of the drive was quiet on both of
our parts. We may not have said much to each other with our mouths,
but our hands were busy speaking to each other’s bodies the whole
drive.

 


 




Chapter 10

 


 


When we arrived at Archer’s house, Jameson
reached over and hit a button on his key ring. Two of the five
garage doors opened and I slowly pulled in as Trey parked the Audi
beside us. I got out of the Porsche just as another garage door
opened and Archer entered in his Aventador.

“Marcán and I will search the house while
Pádraig does a perimeter check,” Hagan said as he and Marcán moved
to the side door.

“I’ll get the alarm,” Trey said as he
unlocked the door and followed The Faithful in.

The rest of us gathered together in the
Garage and waited for them to be done. Pádraig came back first and
gave the all clear. After another minute, Hagan and Marcán strolled
out of the house. They informed us that everything was safe and we
eagerly followed them into the house.

The Faithful set their bags at the end of the
stairs and I briefly wondered where they would sleep.

“There will be two of us on duty at all
times, Mr. Rhys,” Pádraig said as he looked around the grand foyer.
“Hagan and I will take the first watch while Marcán eats and
rests.”

“Of course,” Archer said nodding to Marcán.
“All of our bedrooms are taken at the moment, but I may be able to
free one up for you.”

“That is unnecessary, sir,” Marcán said with
a hint of an accent. “All I require is a floor.”

“Nonsense,” Archer said waving his hand at
him dismissively. “If you refuse a room, the least I can allow you
to take is the couch in the formal sitting room.”

Marcán nodded his head in thanks.

“Well, we’re going to get to it,” Hagan said
as he and Pádraig turned for the front door.

“There is blood in the refrigerator in the
kitchen, gentlemen,” Archer said as he turned to walk through the
arch between the double staircase. “Help yourselves to as much as
you want.”

I watched as Hagan and Pádraig nod and walk
outside.

Jameson turned to Marcán. “Come, Marcán. Let
us get you something to eat.”

I silently followed them through the archway
and turned off to go to my room. As I passed the kitchen, I saw
that it was packed as everyone got out bags of blood and took turns
warming it up. I smiled at the familial scene as I made my way down
the hall and into my room.

I set my messenger bag on the floor, quickly
got undressed and stepped into the glass shower stall. I bathed and
washed my hair and the gobs of makeup off my face. When I was done,
I got out and wrapped up in the towel I had used earlier that
afternoon. I quickly dried off, brushed my teeth, and headed into
my closet. I threw on a black thong, my Daisy Duke blue jean
cutoffs, and my black ‘Keep Austin Weird’ off-the-shoulder crop
top. I grabbed a new towel and made my way out to the family room
to see if Jameson was ready for our hot tub adventure.

I was surprised to see everyone sitting
around the kitchen table laughing and drinking their glasses of
blood. They were having dinner like a normal family would and I
smiled.

“Well there you are.” Trey called out when he
saw me walk into the kitchen. “You skedaddled out of here faster
than Aoife can piss off Archer.” A chorus of hearty laughs sounded
as Aoife leaned over and elbowed Trey in the ribs.

“Watch it, little man,” she smiled and teased
as she took a sip from her glass.

“Where’d you run off to?” Trey asked as he
finished his blood and loaded the glass into the dishwasher

I held up a chunk of long wet hair and
smiled. “Shower,” I said with a grin.

Trey turned back to me and crossed his arms
over his chest. “I haven’t seen you eat all day, darling. I bet
you’re hungry, aren’t you?”

I bit my lip and slowly nodded my head. “I’m
starving.”

Trey hopped into action and grabbed Hunter
who had just gotten up to put his empty glass in the sink. “Come
on, stud muffin. I need an escort into town.”

“What for?” Hunter asked, his brow furrowing.
He looked kind of tired and I bet he had planned on going to
bed.

“We have absolutely no suitable food in this
house and that girl is starving. I’m going to go grocery shopping
for her at that 24 hour Randall’s down the road,” Trey said as he
tied his scarf around his neck. “Are you coming or not?”

“I don’t know,” Hunter said reluctantly and
Trey rolled his eyes.

“I’m sure there will be a few lonely, single
women there,” he said in a sing-song voice.

Hunter’s eyes lit up. “You’re driving,” he
said as he headed out to the garage.

Trey shook his head and looked back over at
me. “Gets him every time. We’ll be back in two shakes and I’ll have
something ready for you to eat in no time.”

“Thank you, honey,” I said with a grateful
smile. “But, you don’t have to. I can go tomorrow when I wake up.
One night without food won’t kill me.”

“Nonsense, dear,” Trey said waving his hand
dismissively in my direction. “It’s my pleasure. We’ll be back
soon,” he said and followed Hunter out.

“Well, that was sweet of them,” I said under
my breath.

“Trey adores you,” Aoife said with a genuine
half smile. “Get used to it. I see you have a towel over your
shoulder. Are you planning on going swimming?”

I glanced over at Jameson out of the corner
of my eye and saw him downing his glass in a hurry. I smiled and
turned my attention back to Aoife. “I thought I’d check out the hot
tub tonight.”

Aoife tsked and stood up, taking her glass
over to the sink and washing it out. “Not in that outfit, you’re
not.”

I bit the inside of my cheek and looked down
at my hands. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

Aoife laughed and beckoned me to follow her.
I took one last look at Quinn, Lochlan, Jameson, and Seamus, and
followed Aoife into the foyer and up the stairs.

We stopped at a door across from the media
room. “Wait here. I’ve got just the thing for you,” she said as she
opened the door and disappeared inside.

I didn’t have to wait long. Aoife reappeared
with a small mass of black string and material in her right hand.
“This is brand new. Still has the tags on and everything,” she said
as she handed me the suit. “Bathroom is around the corner. You can
change in there.”

“Th…thank you, Aoife,” I said in disbelief.
She was being nice to me and I didn’t know how to handle that.

She flicked her wrist in my direction and
pursed her lips. “Think nothing of it. Now, make sure you drag
Jameson with you. Nothing says romance like a moonlit soak in a hot
tub.”

I nodded my head and gave her the best smile
I could. So that’s it! That’s why she’s being nice to
me. She’s thrilled I’m dating Jameson and that Archer is no
longer on my radar. I stifled the snicker I felt rising and
turned on my heels to go change.

I quickly stepped out of my clothes and took
the tags off the bikini. When I held it up, I almost choked. The
‘bikini’ was little more than three, five inch triangles that were
supposed to cover each of my breasts and my cookie. I bit my bottom
lip and silently cursed Aoife. This had to be the tiniest bikini
ever made. I sighed, said to hell with it, and began putting it on
and tying it securely around me. When I finally had it on and
everything covered, I spun around in the mirror and shook my head.
Oh, hell no! I can’t go out in this thing! I was
contemplating taking it off when a small knock sounded at the
door.

“Baby, are you about ready?” Jameson asked
through the door.

“I’ll be out in just a sec,” I said as I
grabbed my clothes and put them back on over the suit. I’ll just
have him turn around when I go to get in the hot tub. He’ll
never know. I grabbed my towel and opened the door.

Jameson was standing there wearing nothing
but a towel wrapped around his waist and I swallowed hard at the
sight of his delicious hipbones and chiseled chest.

I sighed as I took in his body. “I’m a lucky
girl,” I whispered with a smile.

Jameson laughed and bent over, throwing me
over his shoulder and flashed down the stairs. I couldn’t help the
squeals and giggles that escaped my mouth as we traveled into the
kitchen and through the back door.

When we got out to the hot tub, Jameson
gently set me down and tested the water with his hand. “Nice and
hot,” he said with a smile. “Are you ready to get in?”

I bit my bottom lip and set my towel down on
a nearby lounge chair. “Yeah, but you have to close your eyes while
I get in, okay?”

“Why?” Jameson asked, his brow furrowing in
confusion.

“Um,” I said as I felt my cheeks flush hot.
“Aoife leant me a bikini.”

Jameson laughed and nodded his head. “I think
I understand, love. I’ve seen some of Aoife’s bikinis and there
isn’t much to them.”

I nodded my head and took off my shirt.
Jameson’s eyes got wide as they immediately went to my ample chest.
“Wow…” he said and licked his top lip. “That thing is barely
covering your nipples.”

“I know,” I said with a groan as I covered my
chest with my hands and turned away.

Jameson laughed again and I heard him step
into the water. “Come on, my shy Skye,” he said sweetly. “I’ve
already seen you naked, remember?”

I groaned and shrugged one shoulder. “Just
cover your eyes, okay?”

Jameson said he would and I looked over my
shoulder at him. He had both of his hands over his eyes and I
breathed a sigh of relief. I quickly took off my shorts, high
stepped it over to the hot tub, and gingerly got in.

“Oh, God, this feels good,” I said as I
closed my eyes and leaned my body back in one of the built-in
contoured seats. “I could get used to this.”

Jameson chuckled and grabbed my arm, pulling
me up. He took my spot in the seat, pulled me onto his lap and
began massaging my shoulders. I sighed and relaxed into his
touch.

Jameson massaged my shoulders, neck, and back
as we talked about our mutual love of music, his band The Manky
Langer, my hobbies, and where he wanted to take me on our first
real date next week.

Before I knew it, my body was boiling from
the temperature of the water and I needed to cool off for a few
minutes. He grabbed my hand and helped me out of the hot tub. I
give him points for trying to keep his eyes to himself, but as soon
as he saw my bikini he did a double take and said something in a
language I didn’t understand.

I laughed as I walked the few feet over to
the pool. “What language is that anyway?” I asked as I stepped in.
“All of you guys speak it and I can’t understand a damn word y’all
say when you do.”

Jameson flashed to the diving board across
the pool and dove in. “It’s Gaelic…Irish Gaelic,” he said, popping
up next to me a few seconds later. Damn! They’re fast in
the water, too! “It’s the language of our father, the original
vampire of our species. Most of us happen to be from Ireland or
Western Europe, so we are pretty much already familiar with the
language when we are turned. Those who don’t know it learn it.”

“Gaelic,” I said, testing the name. “I’ve
never heard anyone speak it here in the States before. It’s a
beautiful language, though.”

“Aye,” Jameson said with a smile.

I stood up in the three feet of water and
reached up, throwing my arms around his neck. “Say something to me
in Gaelic,” I said sweetly.

Jameson smiled, wrapped his arms around my
waist, and looked deeply into my eyes. “Tá mo chroí istigh
ionat, Skye. A-chaoidh,” he said in a gentle
whisper.

I recognized that as the same thing he told
me in the stockroom yesterday. It sounded so beautiful coming out
of his perfect mouth. “What does it mean?” I asked, leaning closer
to him.

Jameson smiled and brushed a lock of wet hair
from my cheek. “It means ‘My heart is within you. Forever.”

My stomach did an unexpected flip and my
heartbeat picked up. I slowly stood on my tip toes, my eyes never
leaving his beautiful pale green ones, and I kissed him softly on
the lips. “That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me,
Jameson,” I said when I finally pulled away, raw honestly and deep
affection painting my voice.

Jameson cupped my neck and smiled. “I meant
every word, my love.”

I leaned in for another kiss but my stomach
growled loudly, halting me.

Jameson laughed and looked down at my
stomach. “I think someone’s hungry.”

I grimaced, bit my bottom lip and nodded my
head. “I’m absolutely starving. Do you think Trey and Hunter are
back yet?”

He grabbed my hand and led me to the
underwater stairs. “Let’s go find out, baby. You’ve got to get some
food in you. I’m sorry breakfast burned this morning.”

I looked over at him confused as we climbed
the stairs. “You burned breakfast?” I asked, my brow furrowed. “I
wondered what happened to it. When I woke up, after I passed out,
and went down stairs to join you, I noticed that everything had
been put away.”

“Aye,” Jameson said stopping in front of our
towels and wrapping me in mine. “It was a mess.” He quickly dried
off as I carefully slipped Aoife’s bikini from my body. I dried off
and redressed in my thong, jean shorts, and crop top and followed
Jameson into the house.

We had perfect timing. Trey and Hunter were
just now walking in and their arms were completely loaded down with
reusable grocery bags.

“Did you know that they make these wonderful
canvas bags that you can use to carry your goods home in?” Trey
asked as he passed me, a huge smile on his face.

I laughed and nodded my head. “Yep, they’re
pretty awesome huh? It allows you to be stylish AND protect the
environment at the same time.”

Hunter rolled his eyes as he passed me. “He’s
always amazed by the smallest things.”

I laughed and helped them unload the
groceries. Trey had gone nuts in the grocery store. He bought every
kind of fruit and vegetable they carried and at least ten different
kinds of gourmet cheeses. There were breads, meats, canned soups,
crackers, nuts, and even an assortment of tea tins. There were
boxes of cake mix and cans of icing, deli meat and fresh fish,
cereal and milk.

“Damn, Trey,” I said trying not to laugh.
“Did you leave any food in the store for other people?”

Trey stopped unloading the groceries and
looked up at me uncertainly. “Uh-oh. Did I buy too much?”

I reached over and put my arm around his
shoulder. “You did amazing, Trey, honestly. Just be sure that you
freeze the fresh meat so it doesn’t go bad. I couldn’t possibly eat
all of it before it would have a chance to spoil.”

He smiled brightly and resumed unloading the
groceries.

Jameson walked over and kissed my right
temple. “I’m going to go take a quick shower,” he said then turned
and walked toward the foyer. I thought about following him up and
hopping in there with him, but the allure of food was too
overpowering.

“So, what’s for dinner?” I asked as I started
putting stuff away in the refrigerator drawers.

“I’m going to make a fresh fruit and cheese
plate,” Trey said, excitement in his voice. “Doesn’t that sound
delicious?”

I laughed and nodded my head. “Indeed. I
can’t wait to try some of those cheeses you bought. I absolutely
adore cheese.”

Trey nodded emphatically. “My mama used to
make the best goat cheese this side of the Mason-Dixon Line. She’d
infuse it with a bit of spring onion and we’d smear it on the hot
water cornbread that she used to make special to go with it.” He
closed his eyes for a moment as he remembered it fondly. “Almost
makes me miss food,” he said as he opened his eyes and resumed
unloading the bags.

I bit my lip and contemplated the question I
was dying to ask him. I didn’t want to pry, but I was genuinely
curious. “Trey, can I ask you something?”

“Of course you can, darling,” he said in his
light southern lilt.

“Where are you from? I’m just curious. It’s
obvious you were born somewhere here in the south,” I said as I
grabbed an apple and went to the sink to wash it off.

“Obviously,” he said with a laugh as he put
the last bag away. “I’m a southern bell through and through. I was
born in 1837 right outside of Brothersville, Georgia. It’s known as
Hephzibah today, though. I grew up living in a tiny one-room shack
with mama, daddy, and my younger brother Jacob. Daddy grew corn and
sweet potatoes on the little piece of land he owned and Jacob and I
helped him farm.”

I hopped up on the kitchen counter and took a
bite out of my Golden Delicious as Trey began washing fruit and
cutting cheese.

“Mama incessantly kept trying to marry me off
to the neighbor girl from the time I was 17. She wanted
grandbabies, she said.” Trey chuckled and rolled his eyes. “I
decided it would be best to move away at 19 before she caught on
that I was a homosexual. Those things were just absolutely
unacceptable back then and it would have killed her if she found
out about me. Daddy would have probably killed me, too, come to
think of it. He was a kind man, don’t get me wrong, but he was also
a staunchly religious Southern Baptist.”

He got out the pretty floral paper plates
that he had just bought and began arranging the slices of fruit,
cheese and flat bread upon it. “Anyway, I packed up, kissed the
family goodbye and took a train to the big city of Boston. I had
heard through the grapevine that northerners were…our more laid
back counterparts; sophisticated and worldly, if you will. I soon
got a job working the front desk at the brand new Parker House
hotel.”

Trey’s brow furrowed and he was silent a
moment as he perfected his plate presentation. He cleared his
throat after a minute and resumed his story. “I had the most
unfortunate luck of running into a Dark One not long after I began
working there. He was checking into a room and he was very flirty
with me. He was a handsome enough man, very tall and lean; he
dripped sophistication and class. His smile, though, was what had
won me over and I agreed to have a drink with him in his room after
I got off work. Needless to say, I didn’t walk out of that
room.”

“Oh, no,” I said, swallowing a mouthful of
apple. “What happened?”

Trey picked up the plate, walked over to the
kitchen table, and set it down. I followed him over and took a seat
across from him. “He drained me to the point of death and then
dumped my body in the alley behind the hotel,” he said with a sigh.
“Jameson came across my body soon after. Archer happened to own a
tavern across the alleyway and Jameson had gone out the back door
for something or another. I don’t remember any of this, mind you.
Archer and Jameson filled me in after I awoke from the change.
Anyway, Jameson found me just in time and carried me inside. If
Archer had hesitated even a second before giving me his blood, I
wouldn’t be sitting here with you today.”

“Oh, Trey,” I said reaching over to hold his
hand. “That’s just awful! Did you ever find the Dark One that
nearly killed you?”

Trey smiled and patted my hand with his
other. “You bet your sweet self we did. Jameson tracked him down
and brought him to Archer and me. Our species takes our
responsibilities to protect very seriously, so Archer made sure
that man couldn’t hurt anyone again. You should have seen the look
on his face when he saw that I had survived. It was priceless.”

“So, you were 19 years old when you were
turned?” I asked, digging into the luscious plate of apples,
grapes, mango, strawberry, pear, brie, sharp cheddar, and
geitost.

“I was. The year was 1856, June to be exact,”
he said as he watched me eat with great interest.

I made a happy sound as I bit into a stack of
strawberry, apple, and geitost cheese. “Thank you for going to the
market for me and fixing dinner tonight. You are just so sweet,
honey. I’m so glad Jameson found you and made you a part of his
family. And, I’m glad I got to meet you. You truly are a kindred
spirit, my friend,” I said smiling happily.

“I feel the exact same way about you,
sweetheart,” Trey said with a genuine smile then his face got
serious. “This is purely a hypothetical question, but…would you
ever consider becoming one of us…a vampire?”

I stopped chewing in surprise and set my
piece of flatbread back down on the plate.

Jameson walked into the kitchen, wearing only
a pair of jeans and wet hair. He walked over and leaned against the
island, facing us at the table, and crossed his arms over his
chest, looking at me questioningly. “Well,” he said when the
silence dragged on. “Would you?”

I looked down at my plate and thought a
moment. I enjoyed my life and being human. I loved food and I loved
my family. I knew that if I ever became a vampire, I’d have to give
both of those up and I didn’t want to do that.

I looked up at Trey, then Jameson, then back
over to Trey. “I don’t think so, honey. I don’t think I’d be able
to give up my family. My mother and I are really close. I never
knew my father and she’s all I ever had growing up.”

Trey nodded his head in understanding. “It’s
hard to let go of your old life when you change.”

We talked a bit more about happier things
while I finished most of my dinner. Trey retired to his room for
the night after cleaning the kitchen and Jameson and I went into my
bedroom to hang out.

“Do you ever miss being human?” I asked
Jameson later as we cuddled in bed.

Jameson took a deep breath and slowly blew it
out. “No, not really. I’ve had some amazing experiences in my 294
years on this earth; experiences that I never would have been able
to have had I not met Archer and become what I am today. You lose a
lot when you change, but you gain even more in return. The hardest
thing about turning is watching those around you die. You form
attachments and friendships with mortals and it’s difficult when
you lose them.”

“I can’t imagine,” I said sympathetically. I
patted Jameson’s chest after a moment and got out of bed. “I’m
sleepy, babe. Take those pants off and get under the covers. I’m
going to go put on something to sleep in.”

Jameson chuckled and smiled wickedly. “I’m
going commando, is that okay?”

I bit my lip and smiled sexily. “So, does
that mean I can, too?”

He nodded his head and wagged his eyebrows. I
laughed and went into the bathroom to brush my teeth and get
undressed. I grabbed my black silk robe off the hook behind the
door and threw it on. When I walked out, the room was dark and
Jameson was in bed. He pulled back the covers for me and I took off
my robe and climbed in next to him. The mattress was so soft and
the sheets were a dream. They were silky and cold and I loved the
way it slid against my naked skin.

Jameson pulled me to him and I wrapped my arm
around his waist and laid my head down on his cool chest. “I love
holding you in my arms,” he whispered and sighed contently.

I squeezed him briefly and placed a soft kiss
on his chest. “I love the way you hold me,” I whispered back. “I
feel so safe in your arms, Jameson.”

“Goodnight, baby,” he whispered as I listened
to the slow song of his heartbeat and quickly drifted off to
sleep.

 


 




Chapter 11

 


 


The next morning I awoke to my Blackberry
chiming on the nightstand. I opened my eyes and peered at the clock
on the iPod dock. It was 11:30am and I groaned and rolled over to
cuddle up with Jameson. Instead of finding my boyfriend, I found a
single pink tulip and a note on his pillow. I picked up the flower
and smelled it before I read the note.

 


“My love,

I am sorry I left without saying goodbye, but
I couldn’t bear to wake you. You were sleeping so peacefully. I had
to leave early today. The Manky Langer CDs are ready so I’m going
to pick them up before I go to band practice. Don’t forget, I have
a show tonight at Drop Kick Dan’s so I won’t see you again until
after 1am. I hope you have a wonderful day, love. I’ll miss you
every second that we are apart.

Forever yours,

J”

 


I smiled and swooned, lifting the sweet
smelling flower to my nose again. Jameson was so sweet to me. I
truly felt lucky to be his girlfriend. I rolled back over and sat
up, reaching for my phone. I had several text messages and spent a
few minutes replying to them. One was from my ex-boss, Dan Kennedy,
telling me how much he wanted me back. One of his new waitresses
wasn’t doing as well as hoped. He told me that he’d double my
salary, but I had to decline. I told him that I missed him and
would see him soon.

The last message was from Nikki. She sent me
a picture of Styvi Nix and the caption read: “We’re on our way to
Auditorium Shores to participate in the Dapper Dude & Diva
Doggie Dash 5k walk today! All proceeds benefit the local no-kill
shelter. Lyric is bringing his Corgi Nirvana, so it should be a
blast! Styvi says she misses you, mom. I’ll send some more pics of
our walk later. Love ya, cupcake!”

I smiled and scrolled down on my phone. The
picture was of Styvi Nix and she was sitting in the front seat of
Nikki’s Volvo. Styvi was wearing a black and neon yellow tulle
tutu, a neon yellow tank top, and she had Nikki’s cat rimmed black
readers on her face and her long tongue was happily hanging out of
the corner of her mouth. I immediately covered my mouth and
laughed. The clothes were SO over the top. Nikki must have taken
her out shopping at a pet boutique. I replied back to her, thanking
her for the picture and telling her to have fun.

I set my phone back down and took care of my
morning necessities. I put on tight black Capri workout pants, a
black sports bra and my Vibram FiveFingers running shoes. I wanted
to go for a run this morning and I thought the lake scenery outside
would be perfect. I threw my hair up, grabbed my iPod and arm band
and walked out my bedroom door.

“Oh, good,” Archer said as I walked into the
kitchen to get a bottle of water. “You’re finally awake.” He was
standing at the kitchen island drinking from a tall glass of warm
blood.

“Yep,” I said as I nodded my head and walked
over to the refrigerator. “Where is everyone?”

“They’re out running errands.”

“Oh,” I said digging around in the fridge for
the water. “You acted glad that I was awake, did you need
something?”

He downed the rest of his glass and had me
throw him another bag of blood. “You have training today,” he said
as he placed the bag in the microwave and hit start.

“Right now?” I ask in a bit of a whine. I had
really been looking forward to my run on the lake shore this
morning.

“Yes, right now,” Archer said as he chuckled.
“Hagan said he would help train you. I strongly advise that you
take him up on it. He’s one of the best fighters An Dílis
has and certainly the best fighter YOU will ever meet.”

I bit my bottom lip and sighed, resigning
myself to the inevitable. I’ve learned that Archer gets whatever he
wants, so there’s no point in arguing with him. I’d just lose.
“Alright, I guess I can go running afterward. So, where are we
doing this…in your office?”

Archer got his bag of blood out of the
microwave and signaled me with his hand to follow him. I grabbed my
bottle of water and trailed after him. We walked through the
archway in the foyer and stopped by the west staircase. I watched
as he hit a few numbers on a small keypad and when he was done,
part of the wall popped open. My jaw must have dropped because
Archer laughed. He pushed the hidden door open and I followed him
in and down some concrete stairs.

There were grunting sounds coming from below
us and a constant metal-on-metal clanking sound. When we got to the
bottom of the stairs, I was shocked to find a massive basement that
was almost the length of the entire house. I looked around and saw
sparing mats, crash pads, targets, kick shields, focus mitts,
punching bags, gloves, staffs, swords, shillelaghs, and a veritable
playground of other goodies.

“Son of a bitch!” I said with a huge happy
smile as I lightly smacked Archer on the arm. “You’ve been holding
out on me, old man.”

He laughed as I glanced around trying to
figure out what I wanted to play with first. I saw Hagan across the
room and he was in the middle of a fast, fierce sword fight with
Trey. My jaw dropped as I watched them spar. It was beautiful the
way their bodies moved and responded to threats. They were
incredibly fast, skilled, and absolutely lethal with a sword. I had
never seen anything like it before in my life. Not even in the
movies.

“They’re beautiful,” I unconsciously
whispered in awe.

“Trey is still learning,” Archer said and I
looked up at him with wide eyes.

“You’re kidding, right? He’s amazing. How
could he possibly be still learning?”

As if on cue, Trey screeched loudly as
Hagan’s sword cut his arm. “Oh, fudge! That really smarts!” Trey
whined, dropping the sword as he put pressure on his deltoid with
his opposite hand.

I quickly jogged over to Trey and took his
arm in my hand. “Let me see how bad it is, honey,” I said as I
pulled his hand away. I watched in amazement as the deep gash on
his arm slowly knit back together. The only evidence of his injury
was the bit of blood that had spilled. “What the…”

Trey chuckled and took his arm back. “Never
seen one of us heal before? It’s a sight to see, isn’t it? It
doesn’t take but a few seconds; it is rather unpleasant,
though.”

“Wow,” I said taking a step back as Archer
joined us. “That was so cool!”

Hagan put his sword down and walked over.
“You’re not supposed to lower your weapon in the middle of battle,
Hatfield,” he rumbled deeply. “Injuries WILL happen, son. Your
opponent will not give you a time out to attend to them. Fight
through it. Channel your pain into your attack.”

“Yes, sir,” Trey said respectfully as he
bowed his head. “Sorry, sir.”

Hagan slapped his back with one hand. “Good
man.”

Archer looked at Hagan and nodded his head in
my direction. “This is Skye Morrison. She is the one I was telling
you about earlier. I’d like you to work on Scianóireacht and
Gráscar Lámh today if you don’t mind.”

Hagan inclined his head to Archer. “You’re
human,” he said, finally turning and addressing me.

I shrugged one shoulder and smiled. “Last
time I checked. Is that going to be a problem?”

Hagan smirked and raised an eyebrow. “We’ll
see. I’ve never trained a human before.”

Archer motioned for Trey to follow him out of
the basement. “Try not to hurt her, Hagan. Our healer is not
home.”

“Aye, sir,” he said and turned to put his and
Trey’s sword away on the wall while they went back upstairs.

I sat down on the floor and started
stretching. “So, what are we going to work on first?”

Hagan turned to me after a second and I saw
he had an eight inch silver dagger in his hand.
“Scianóireacht,” he said plainly, watching me stretch.

“That’s pretty and all, but I don’t speak
Gaelic, so you’re going to have to repeat that in English for me,”
I said a little annoyed but trying my best not to show it. It was
really difficult being around people who insisted on talking in
languages I didn’t understand. I mean, I could speak a little
French, Spanish, and German…enough to order a beer, find the
bathroom, or ask for a taxi, but that was pretty much the extent of
my vocabulary. Gaelic had never even entered my universe until last
week.

Hagan crossed his arms across his massively
muscular chest and said something in Gaelic under his breath.
“Scianóireacht means knife arts,” he said glaring at me.
“You should learn our language, Morrison. I don’t like repeating
myself.”

I pursed my lips and got up off the floor.
“Sorry. But I’ve only been working for Archer a week. Cut me a
little slack, bro,” I said as I bent into a Revolved
Downward-Facing Dog Yoga pose and stretched deeply.

Hagan scoffed. “Bro? Did you seriously just
call me Bro? I’m 900 years old.”

I looked up at him and smiled. “Okay, gotcha.
Nixing the Bro,” I said with a chuckle. “I’m sure I’ll pick up some
phrases and words after a few years of being around you guys, just
not any time soon, okay? So, let’s just stick with English, shall
we?” I asked as I maneuvered my body into an Intense Side Stretch
pose.

Hagen cracked a smile and shook his head.
“What on earth are you doing, Morrison?”

I felt my brow furrow. “What? It’s
Yoga…haven’t you ever seen it? It stretches the body perfectly. I
do a little of it before any physical activity. You should try it
sometime,” I finished with a smile.

He laughed and shook his head. “I don’t think
I could get my body to bend like that even if I tried.”

I slowly finished in a Standing Forward Bend
pose and stood up. “Alright Sensei, let’s do this shall we?” I
asked with a clap of my hands.

Hagan walked closer to me and held up the
silver dagger. “This, Morrison, is one of the few things that can
actually kill a vampire,” he said as he handed it to me. I took it
in my hand and looked it over. It was made of silver and had a
gorgeous green stone inlay on the handle. The blade was light but
the handle was sturdy. I gripped it in my right hand and tested the
weight.

“How does it feel?” Hagan asked, watching me
closely.

“It feels…good,” I said a bit surprised.
“It’s the perfect weight.”

“I thought so,” he said with a smirk. “Now,
come at me.”

My brow furrowed in confusion. “What? What do you mean come at
you?” I asked nervously. “You want me to attack you…with this
thing? But, I’ve only really studied defensive techniques before.
I’m not sure what to do.”

Hagan smirked. “Just attack me. Do what feels
naturally to you. I just want to see what your strengths are and
what your weaknesses are.”

I bit the inside of my bottom lip and looked
down at the dagger in my hand. “But it’s real. I’m afraid I’ll hurt
you.”

Hagan threw his head back and laughed.
“That’s not going to happen, Morrison. I bet you couldn’t even get
close to me with that thing. You are a human, after all…and a
girl,” he chauvinistically smirked.

I clenched my teeth together and squeezed the
handle on the dagger. I was so tired of men thinking that women
were weak. I had been dealing with that stereotypical bullshit for
years. Men in my Krav Maga class would always go easy on me when we
sparred. I didn’t want easy, I wanted fair…I wanted a challenge. It
had taken me a full year to show them that I was just as strong and
skilled as they were and they finally got the message.

I pursed my lips and zeroed in on him. He was
standing with his arms folded across his broad chest and he looked
completely relaxed. Well, show him what you’ve got. If
you cut him, he’ll heal, right? He’s a vampire after
all. Man up and attack him! I swallowed hard and
prepared myself. The silent pep talk had helped very little.

I flipped the dagger around in my hand, blade
down, and attacked Hagan. I slashed at his chest and he immediately
grabbed my wrist, twisted it, and moved around to hold it behind my
back. I cried out in temporary pain as he brought my arm up too
high and my shoulder threatened to dislocate.

Hagan quickly loosened his hold and
apologized. “Are you okay?” he asked concerned, his body pressed up
against my backside.

I took a deep breath and pushed back with my
hips, simultaneously elbowing him in the throat, twisting my arm
out of his grasp and whirled around. My knife grazed his chest as I
spun and it sliced his shirt open. Hagan looked down at the torn
fabric, growled and attacked me this time.

I started to panic and he seemed to come at
me in slow motion. I did the first thing I could think of and I
kicked out his knee as I slashed at his chest again with my knife.
He didn’t go down like I anticipated and we ended up furiously
grappling with our hands. Thank God for all my Krav Maga training,
because I had needed every inch of it to keep up with his fists of
fury. After about three whole minutes, I got lucky and ended up
breaking through his defense as I slashed his hands with the blade
of the dagger, eventually stabbing him in the chest. He silently
bent forward as the knife impacted.

“Oh shit! Oh fuck!” I said as I covered my
mouth, pulled the tip of the knife out, and stepped back. “Are you
okay? I’m so sorry, Hagan. I didn’t mean to.”

Hagan groaned and stood up straight. One
severely cut up hand covered the chest wound as he took a deep
breath. “That hurt,” he said as I watched the cuts on his hand
heal. “You only got two inches into me, but that was enough. Silver
burns.”

I set the knife down on a nearby folding
chair and grabbed a towel off the back of it. I took my water
bottle, quickly wet a corner of the towel, and went back over to
Hagan. “Let me see your hands,” I said as I reached down to grab
ahold of one.

Hagan jerked his hand back and scowled at me.
“What do you think you are doing?” he growled.

I pursed my lips and looked up into his eyes.
“I’m just going to clean the blood off you.”

He scoffed and took a step back. “I’m a
warrior, Morrison. I don’t need your help.”

I rolled my eyes and took another step
forward. “Oh, shut up Hagan. I’m not doing it for you; I’m doing it
for me. I don’t want your blood getting all over my outfit,” I lied
easily as I roughly grabbed his hand and started to wipe the mess
off. When I was done with his hands, I tentatively reached for his
shirt and started lifting it up. He growled lowly, obviously not
happy to have me fussing over him, but I told him to hush as I
examined the healing wound below his heart.

“You almost got me,” Hagan said as I gently
wiped the blood from the two spots on his chest. “You’re really
fast. I didn’t anticipate that.”

“I’m sorry I stabbed you,” I said, watching
his skin knit back together as I wiped around it. “You said attack
and I did. I didn’t think I’d be able to outmaneuver you. I almost
gave up, but it was pissing me off.” I looked up into his eyes and
he was watching me closely. “You know, girls can do anything that
guys can do. Not all of us are delicate little flowers. Some of us
can actually kick some ass when we need to.”

He chuckled and smiled crookedly. “I know. I
was just trying to anger you. I could tell you were afraid of
hurting me and I didn’t want you to think about that. I wanted you
mad so that you’d attack me the way you would in an actual
fight.”

I smiled a small smile. “I think it worked,”
I said as I cleaned the last bit of blood off his chiseled abs.

He smirked and placed a finger under my chin,
tilting my eyes up to meet his mocha ones. “I underestimated you,
Morrison. I won’t make that mistake again.”

I opened my mouth to reply but was
immediately thrown into a headlock. This lead to two hours of hard
core ground fighting, triangle chokes, defensive blocking,
grappling, and elbow strikes to the face. There were a few
instructional moves and holds taught, but mostly I just got my ass
handed to me. By the time we were done, both of us were sweating
profusely and I was breathing hard.

“Damn,” I said to Hagan as I grabbed a clean
towel and dabbed my face with it. “That was harder than I thought
it was going to be. You completely kicked my ass.”

He laughed and grabbed a towel of his own.
“You held your own, though. You’re a tough son of a bitch,
Morrison, I’ll give you that. I didn’t expect that when I agreed to
train you.”

I chuckled as I fixed my lopsided ponytail.
“I surprised myself a few times,” I said as I took a seat on the
mat and grabbed my water bottle. “The guys in my Krav Maga class
would have never manhandled me the way you did today. I love it.
Training with you is actually challenging…and freakin’ scary!”
Hagan chuckled as I chugged down the contents of my bottle. “When
can we do it again?” I asked eagerly.

Hagan held his hand out for me and I grabbed
it, allowing him to pull me up. “Tomorrow at 9am. Don’t be late,
Morrison.”

“Yes, sir,” I said as I smiled.

We said our goodbyes and I went back upstairs
to the ground floor. I meandered into the kitchen and grabbed
another bottle of water and an apple to eat. I was positively
starving. As I washed the apple in the sink, I looked out of the
kitchen window and into the backyard. Trey was wearing a tiny pair
of red boy shorts and lounging on one of the patio chairs by the
pool. He was talking animatedly to Pádraig and they were both
laughing. I smiled, took my apple and water, and made my way to my
room.

As I was opening the door, I heard a huge
crash coming from Archer’s room and I dropped everything in my
hands and ran to his door.

 


 




Chapter 12

 


 


“Archer!” I called as I pounded his door in a
panic. I thought maybe the thing that had been killing the vampires
had gotten into the house somehow and was attacking Archer.

Within a few seconds Archer was at the door,
throwing it open. “Are you okay?” he barked fearfully, grabbing the
tops of my arms and looking my body over for injuries.

I shook my head. “I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said
dismissively. “Are you okay? I heard something in your room and I
got scared.”

Archer sighed in relief and let go of me,
taking a step back into his room. He motioned for me to enter and I
did. His room was easily twice the size of mine. It was decorated
in dark wood pieces, big, comfortable furniture, and warm earth
tones. There were animal furs on the bed and on the floor in the
sitting room. Archer’s room was completely masculine and I
immediately felt at ease in it.

I looked over in the corner where his dresser
was and saw that his flat screen television had been ripped from
the wall and thrown back into it. It was badly damaged and a hole
was left in the wall.

“Archer,” I said gently as I turned back to
him. “What happened?”

He roughly ran his fingers through his hair
and sighed, walking over to the bed and sitting down on the edge.
“An Dílis called,” he whispered, his voice breaking.
“Treasach is dead. My brother…is dead. They’re all dead,” he said,
burying his face in his hands.

I gasped at the news and hurried over to him.
“Oh, Archer,” I whispered as I tentatively reached up and put my
hand on his shoulder. “I’m so sorry, honey.”

Archer’s body trembled and I stepped closer
and gently pulled his head to my chest. He wrapped his arms around
me tightly as he mourned the loss of his only living original
brother. I stroked his hair as he buried his head deeper into my
chest, muffling his agony. I never could see a grown man cry
without crying myself, so I wasn’t surprised when the tears flowed
freely from my eyes.

“It’s going to be okay,” I whispered gently
as I held him tighter. “We’ll get who did this and we’ll make him
pay. I promise.”

Archer held on to me for a few more minutes
as I comforted him the best way I knew how. When his trembling had
lessened and his muffled cries were no more, I gently pulled back
and looked into his eyes. They were red rimmed and full of the
deepest sadness that I had ever seen in my life. That one look
seemed to break my heart into a million pieces. I hurt for him.

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked softly
as I searched his eyes. “Tell me. I’d do anything to take your pain
away.” I realized how broad the word ‘anything’ was after I said
it, but I found that I had actually meant it. I WOULD do anything
to take Archer’s pain away. I couldn’t stand to see him hurt the
way he was.

Archer shook his head and laid it back down
on my chest. He took a deep breath and slowly let it out. “You’re
doing it, Skye,” he said with raw honesty. “I needed you and you
were here for me. You’ve shared in my pain as no one else could. I
can’t ever let my sons see me break down like this. A leader never
shows their weaknesses. It’s been ingrained in me for over a
thousand years. I can’t thank you enough for being here with me…for
comforting me.”

I pressed my lips to the top of his head and
sighed. “I meant it when I said that I’d do anything for you,
Archer. I’m always here if you need me. You don’t have to go
through things like this on your own.” He nodded his head and
hugged me tighter. “And next time come get me,” I said as I slowly
pulled back and looked into his eyes. “You don’t need to take it
out on the poor television.”

Archer turned his head and looked over at the
mess he made. He cursed under his breath and turned back to me. “I
just got that television.” His brow suddenly furrowed and he
reached his hand up, gripped my chin, and turned my face to the
right. “What the hell happened to you?” he asked, turning my face
to the left. He growled, stood up, and lifted my arms, turning me
around. “You are covered in bruises, Skye.”

I chuckled and put my arms down. “Uh, yeah,”
I said turning back to face him. “Hagan happened. What did you
think was going to ensue when you chose Hagan’s big ass to train
me? That guy is wicked fierce and a total badass.”

Archer growled protectively and I shushed
him. “I loved every minute of my training with him. He kicked my
ass, but he also treated me like a person and not just some girl. I
asked for every bruise he gave me and I thanked him for them when
he was done. I’ve waited years to have a teacher treat me fairly.”
I blushed and looked down at my hands. “You did something amazing
for me today and I want to thank you from the bottom of my heart,
Archer.”

“You look like a battered woman, Skye,” he
rumbled.

“Oh hush,” I said dismissively. “It’s not
that bad, is it?”

Archer growled his displeasure lowly and
leaned in to caress my cheek. “Please make sure to have Jameson
heal you tonight,” he said and licked his lips. “I can’t stand to
see you covered in battle scars.”

I smiled at the word battle scars and
unconsciously leaned into his feather-light touch.

Archer sighed and his mood sobered again; his
brow furrowed when he spoke. “I have to call a meeting today before
work and inform everyone about Treasach.”

I gently pulled him over to the cream
loveseat in his master suite and made him sit down with me. “Honey,
tell me. What happened over there in Scotland and why did it take
them until just now to inform you? They went last night, didn’t
they?”

Archer sighed and reached over to hold my
hand. “An Dílis waited until they were back in Ireland to
notify me. Things were complicated. They entered Treasach’s
compound early this morning and there was no one guarding the gate.
When they searched the house and the grounds, they found Treasach
and his family. They had been murdered in the same manner as those
here in the States.”

I put my hand to my mouth and shook my head.
“Oh God, Archer…that’s horrible.”

He looked over at me sadly. “Aye,” he said as
he shook his head also. “Fourteen members of my family were
brutally snuffed out…and for what? I can’t understand why this…this
thing is killing us. What did we ever do to anyone?”

I patted his hand, trying to comfort him. I
would have no answers for him, but he must have known that.

“Their bodies were in pieces,” he whispered
after a long moment. “They found parts of Treasach’s wife strewn
across a whole acre.” He sighed and shook his head, his face etched
with extreme sadness. “They had lain there, undiscovered, for three
weeks. Do you know what that does to me? To know that my own
brother lay in pieces for weeks and I did not know? He was the only
person that I had left. I grew up as a vampire with him. We
experienced life together, love together, war together. He has been
a part of my life for over thirteen hundred years. How do I even
begin to say goodbye to him?”

I sat there and stared at him for a moment.
Archer had never been this open with me before and I desperately
wanted him to feel at ease enough to do it again in the future. I
swallowed hard and reached up to run my fingers through his hair.
“The creation of your race is steeped in religion, so I think a
good place to start would be going to a church and lighting a
candle for each of them. Prayer is a powerful thing, Archer. I
think we could all use it right now.”

He sighed as he closed his beautiful blue
eyes and leaned into my light touch. “You’re absolutely right. I’ll
go this evening on my way to The Mausoleum.”

“When are you going to call the meeting with
everyone?” I asked as I slowly dropped my hand.

He opened his eyes, cupped my cheek and
leaned in to softly kiss my forehead before getting up off the
couch. “I need to call them now. I won’t be able to summon Jameson,
so I’ll have to tell him tonight when he comes home.”

“Would you like me to call a repair man for
the wall and order another television for you?” I asked standing up
too.

Archer managed a small smile and nodded his
head. “Would you? And would you summon Trey for me in about twenty
minutes? Have him meet me in the family room. I need to call the
rest of my children now.”

“Of course,” I said as I got up and turned to
leave.

“Skye?” Archer called and I turned around to
face him, a questioning look on my face. He groaned as he took in
my wounds again. “You can’t go into work like that. Your bruises
are darkening by the minute. They look really bad.”

“Well, what am I supposed to do?” I asked,
holding my hands out at my sides. “Jameson said that he wouldn’t be
done until after 1am. I can’t be healed until I see him.”

Archer managed a small smile. “Take the night
off. You haven’t had one since you started working for me and you
deserve it.”

“But, won’t you need me?” I asked worriedly.
“With Trey working the door and with Seamus and Jameson gone…”

Archer walked over to me and put his hand on
my shoulder. “Relax, love,” he said gently. “We will manage, I
promise.”

I bit my lip and nodded. “If you’re
sure…okay,” I said reluctantly. “Does that mean I can go do my own
thing tonight?”

Archer froze and studied me. “I suppose. But,
will you take one of The Faithful with you?”

I shook my head. “Nuh-uh. No way, Archer.
That monster is after you and there is no way I’m pulling a guard
from your family. You need them more than I do.”

“But he killed Jesse,” Archer growled,
suddenly furious. “He may come after you, too.”

I flinched at the mention of Jesse’s name and
briefly closed my eyes at the sharp pain in my chest. “We don’t
know why Jesse was killed. He is the only human so far and I highly
doubt that I am next.”

“Don’t be naïve, Skye,” he scoffed.

“Don’t be overbearing and overprotective,
boss man,” I said gently cupping his face. “I’m a big girl. I’ll be
fine. I’m just going to go run some errands and maybe catch a live
show. I won’t do anything too dangerous or daring, okay? I
promise.”

Archer growled his displeasure and I quickly
brushed my lips across his cheek to silence him.

“I’ll have my phone on me and you can call to
check up on me as many times as you’d like.”

Archer nodded his head but didn’t look too
happy with me. He growled one last time and I turned to smile at
him as I opened the door. “I’m going to call a repair man and take
a shower. Please call me if you need me tonight. I’m always here
for you honey.”

He nodded again. “By the way, which car can I
take tonight?” I asked, stopping short and turning around.

Archer walked over to his nightstand and
retrieved a set of keys. “Have fun,” he said as he tossed them to
me.

I recognized the Audi logo on the keychain
and grinned. “You’re the best, you know that?”

He nodded his head and smiled crookedly. “I
know. Now get out of here before I change my mind and lock you in
this house where it’s safe.”

I gave him one last smile and blew him a kiss
before I walked out.

I walked across the hall, picked up my water
and apple, and stepped into the spacious guest room. I got out my
laptop and sat on the chase lounge to peruse the online yellow
pages for a repair man. I found one located on this side of the
lake and called him. We scheduled for him to come out tomorrow
morning between 11 and noon. Next, I called a local electronics
store and ordered a replacement television for Archer’s room. I
ended up getting really lucky. The salesman was nice and told me
that a previous customer had just purchased a 42 inch television
and thought it was too small when the company delivered it to their
house. I ended up getting it for half price since it was out of the
box. I thanked him for letting me know, happily put it on the
company charge card and scheduled to have them deliver it tomorrow
morning.

Pleased that everything had been taken care
of fairly quickly, I checked the time and put my laptop away. I
rewashed my apple and went outside to find Trey as I hungrily ate
it. He was still lounging by the pool, a dainty drink in his hand,
and he was still talking to Pádraig. They both turned to me and
Pádraig seemed startled. He mumbled something to Trey and turned to
resume his walk of the grounds.

“What was that all about?” I asked between a
mouthful of crisp Fiji.

Trey smiled and pursed his lips.
“Nothing.”

I winked at him and sat down on the foot of
his lounger. “Uh-huh,” I said playfully then remembered why I came
to get him. My face instantly sobered and I swallowed hard. “Um,
honey…Archer needs to see you.”

Trey immediately sat up and stared quietly at
me for a moment. “Sorrow,” he whispered to himself and I slowly
nodded my head. “What happened?”

I shook my head and turned away from his
penetrating gaze. “It’s not my place to say honey, I’m sorry. Just
go find Archer. He is calling a house meeting.”

Trey got up from his lounger, absentmindedly
thanked me and flashed inside.

I finished the rest of my apple out in the
sunshine by the pool before finally dragging myself inside to take
a shower. There was no one in the house as I made my way to my room
and I stopped outside my bedroom door, momentarily staring at
Archer’s office. I briefly wondered if everyone was in there for
the meeting before I shook my head and walked through my door.

At the sight of my face in the bathroom
mirror, I stopped short. My left cheek was horribly bruised and
swollen and my neck was discolored in a few spots, too. I smiled at
the memory of how I received them and got undressed. I took in the
array of bruises on my arms, hips, legs, and back before jumping in
the shower. The hot spray felt wonderful on my aching muscles and I
took my time relishing it. After I was done I quickly dried off,
threw on my robe and did my hair and makeup. I took special care
applying cover-up and liquid base to the worst of my bruises. You
could still see the bruise on my cheek through all the gunk, but I
didn’t care. I was proud of my bruises.

I shed the robe and walked into my closet,
selecting a pair of grey skinny cords, a vintage black Motörhead
concert t-shirt and my white Doc Marten boots, and hastily got
dressed. I stuffed my phone in my back pocket, grabbed the keys to
the Audi and my messenger bag and walked out of the room.

I heard soft weeping coming from the family
room and paused before I walked in. Trey was sitting on the sofa
with his face in his hands. The crying was coming from him. I saw
Aoife return from the kitchen carrying a box of tissues and she
looked up at me as she handed them to Trey.

“You can come in Skye,” Archer said with a
tired sigh.

My brow furrowed when I took in the seven
despondent faces in the room and I slowly walked in. “I…I didn’t
mean to disturb you in the middle of your meeting. I was just
leaving,” I said swallowing thickly. The sadness in the room was
palpable and I didn’t want to bother them any further.

“Be careful and call me if you need me,”
Archer said to me before turning back to the group.

I nodded my head and quietly slinked out of
the room and into the garage. Poor Trey, I thought as I hit
the button on the Audi keys and got into the car. Poor everyone.
This is just horrible. I backed out of the garage and waved to
Marcán as I turned and dove down the drive.
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When I got out onto the highway, I opened up
the R8. Archer’s car was unbelievably fast and responsive to the
slightest touch of my hands or feet. I was grinning ear to ear by
the time I hit my first red light, forgetting momentarily about my
worries.

“Oh my…I think I love you,” I purred as I
affectionately stroked the car’s sleek dashboard and steering
wheel. I turned on the radio and found a station playing a Stevie
Nicks/Fleetwood Mac music marathon and happily sang along to the
sultry voice of my dog’s namesake.

I made my way downtown and parked the Audi in
a public parking garage. I decided to run a few much needed errands
and stopped at a corner drug store to get a few things. After that,
I hit up Shifty’s Thrifty Threads and found an awesome vintage
Metallica concert t-shirt that I just absolutely couldn’t live
without. As I was walking into Bevo’s Bargain Basement of Books
across the street, I ran into my friend Sissy who was just
exiting.

“Skye! Ah!” she happily squealed as she
wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into a tight hug. “I
haven’t seen you since finals week, stranger! How’ve you been?”

I smiled and hugged her back. “I’ve been
good, girl! How’ve you been? Did you ever hear back about that
job?”

Sissy Schneider and I had a History class
together freshman year and we became friends through one of the
late night study group sessions that she held in her dorm room once
a week. She was pretty wild and carefree like me, so it had always
been an easy friendship for us. Study sessions were never easy on
the boys in our group, though. Sissy was easily the prettiest girl
in our graduating class, but she was always oblivious to her looks.
A tom boy at heart, she had wavy, shoulder length brown hair, green
eyes, and a smile that lit up the room. The boys in school always
referred to her as ‘The Body’ because hers was pretty bangin’, I’ll
be the first to admit.

She wasn’t like most girls. She wasn’t into
fashion or makeup and isn’t normally boy crazy. Sissy was always
pretty down to earth and got along with most everyone. She was
tough little cookie, though. When she graduated high school, her
parents told her that they’d buy her a car. She asked for a chromed
out Harley Davidson Fatboy with screaming eagle pipes instead. It
took a change in her major, but her parents finally gave in. They
didn’t want her majoring in Philosophy like she had planned, so she
chose a respectable and recession proof major instead; she got her
Bachelor of Science in Applied Learning and Development to become a
teacher. Of course, I don’t think she really wanted to be a
teacher; she was just appeasing her parents.

“Yes!” Sissy squealed again as she released
me. “They called me back last week. I’m going to be the special
events coordinator for the largest concert venue in the state! How
exciting is that?”

My jaw dropped and I smiled. Sissy had been
trying to get that job for the past four months. “That’s amazing!
Congratulations!” I said as I gave her a happy high-five. “When do
you start?”

“Next week,” she said, lifting her shoulders
in excitement, her eyes sparkling with happiness. “I leave for San
Antonio the day after tomorrow. I’m so stoked that I’ll still be
close to Austin.”

We stepped out of the doorway to allow a
family of four to enter. “What are you doing right now?” Sissy
asked as she held the door open for the gentleman who had his arms
full with a sleeping toddler.

I smiled at the wife as she passed us.
“Nothing really. I was just in Shifty’s looking for t-shirts and I
thought I’d peruse the bookshelves of Bevo’s since it was close. I
haven’t been in here since mid-terms.”

“Well,” Sissy said grabbing my arm and
dragging me toward her bike that was parked at the curb. “Since
we’re both not busy right now, come have a drink with me. I want to
hang out before I have to leave.”

“Sure, why not,” I said, shrugging one
shoulder. “I’ve got the night off. What do you have in mind?”

“Hop on,” she smiled, nodding her head toward
her bike. “I know a place that has half-price hookahs on
Saturdays.”

“I thought you quit smoking,” I said,
furrowing my brow and pursing my lips in disapproval.

Sissy rolled her eyes and mounted her hog. “I
kind of started back up again, but don’t give me any shit,
Morrison. I already feel bad enough about it.”

Sissy’s grandfather died of lung cancer last
year and it was really hard on her. She gave up smoking afterward
and vowed never to do it again. I figured she’d probably started
the nasty habit back up again during finals week; it had been a
super stressful week for her because she needed to ace two classes
in order to graduate.

“I’m not going to give you shit, babe,” I
said, walking up to her and taking her backpack. I put my messenger
bag over my head and secured it across my body. Next, I slid my
arms into her backpack and got on the back of her bike. “You’ll
quit again when you’re ready, I know you will.”

She leaned back into me and reached one arm
up to hug my neck. “Thanks for taking it easy on me. But, if you
see Bob, I’m still a non-smoker, okay?”

Bob was her dad and had been one of my
regulars at Drop Kick Dan’s for the last 2 years. “I don’t work at
Dan’s anymore, but if I happen to see Bob around, I’ll be sure and
not mention it.”

“You quit Dan’s?” she screeched as she put
her key in the ignition. “Oh I want to hear all about this when we
get to the bar.”

She started up the Harley and drove a few
minutes further into downtown. We crossed the Congress Avenue
Bridge and pulled over into one of the first shopping centers in
SoCo. Sissy angled the bike into the last available parking space
and killed the engine. I held onto her shoulders as I carefully
dismounted and waited for her to do the same.

“This is the place,” she said, taking her
backpack from me.

“Tricky Dic’s, huh?” I asked with a smile,
reading the sign.

“Yeah,” she chuckled, walking over and
holding the door open for me. “They’ve got cheap beer, cheap
hookahs, and the owner is a trip. I heard once that his real name
is Dean or something, but he’s known around town as Dic. He’s
incredibly hot, too.”

I walked in ahead of her and took a look
around. Tricky Dic’s wasn’t just a hookah bar and a beer joint; it
was also a head shop.

“You brought me to a head shop?” I asked,
confused, as I turned back to look at her.

Sissy laughed as she walked past me and took
a seat on a red velvet couch in one of the corners.

I looked around and saw that the decor was
very bohemian and the atmosphere mellow. To the left of the front
door was the head shop counter. Various smoking devices and
accessories lined the ten foot long section of shelves. Further in
on the same side was a small bar with a few barstools in front of
it. To my right, taking up the rest of the place, were six couches
with their own coffee tables, a section with a few giant, four-foot
long bean bag chairs surrounding a recessed circular table, and a
small section of rocking chairs. Beaded curtains hung in-between
each sitting area and there were black light reactive tapestries
and concert posters hanging on most of the walls. The lights around
the sitting areas were dimmed for ambiance and Nailbomb played loud
and proud over the speakers.

Sissy patted the cushion next to her and I
sighed, shook my head, and walked over to join her.

“Only a small part of the business is a head
shop, Skye,” she said with a chuckle. “Lighten up a little.”

I set my messenger bag on the ground next to
the couch and sat down next to Sissy. “I’m cool,” I said a little
defensively as I crossed my legs. “I’ve just never been in one
before, okay? My mother would have a stroke if she knew I was even
in here.” I leaned forward and grabbed the drink menu from the
small rectangle coffee table that was in front of us. “So, do you
know what you want to drink?”

“Yeah,” she said as she picked up the hookah
menu that was beside it. “I’m going to have a bottle of Jester King
Black Metal Imperial Stout. What are you having?”

“Um, I think I’ll try the Twisted X
Chupahopra IPA,” I answered as I browsed the local lineup. “I’ve
never tried their IPA before, have you?”

“Yep, it’s good. It’s got a really hoppy
finish, though. If you like strong IPAs, you’ll love it.”

Just then a tall, muscular man walked over
and stopped at our table. He looked tough, like he knew his way
around a motorcycle or something. “What can I get for you, ladies?”
he asked as he slung the hand towel he was drying his hands off on
over his shoulder. He was wearing ripped faded blue jeans, a black
tank undershirt, and black combat boots. He had blue eyes and his
hair was dirty blond which he wore loose and long. His muscular
arms were covered from shoulder to knuckle in intricate black and
gray tattoos.

“I’d like a bowl of your Starbuzz cherry
shisha and a Jester King Black Metal beer,” Sissy purred as she
smiled up at our handsome waiter.

“And, what can I get you?” he asked, turning
to me.

“I’ll have a Twisted X Chupahopra,
please.”

“Coming right up,” he said with a smirk as he
turned to leave.

“Check out the ass on him,” Sissy drooled as
she playfully elbowed me in the side. “I never get tired of seeing
it.”

I laughed heartily at the lustful expression
on her face. “He’s definitely hot.”

“His name is Zephyr,” Sissy purred and licked
her lips. “He’s the main reason I come in here.”

My eyes widened in surprise. “Sissy finally
has a man-crush? Stop the presses! I’ll alert the media.”

“Shh!” she said with a horrified smile as she
smacked me lightly on the knee. “He’s probably got a girlfriend, or
something. A guy like him can’t be unattached.”

“You never know unless you ask. And besides,
you’re absolutely gorgeous, Sissy. When are you going to realize
that? Do you know how many guys in school would have given their
right leg just for the opportunity to take you out on a date?
Maddox Hoffsteader had, like, THE biggest crush on you sophomore
year you know. He was seriously choice and you never even gave him
the time of day.”

Sissy rolled her eyes and sighed. “Maddox
Hoffsteader is a right-wing conservative and I refused to give him
the time of day because of it. He tried to get me to sign some
whack anti-birth control/anti-women’s lib petition freshman year
and I haven’t spoken to him since. The guy’s a complete sexist
tool.”

“Seriously?” I asked with a disgusted
grimace. “That’s so lame. What the hell?”

“I know!” Sissy said and then shook her head
and changed the subject. “So, are you going to tell me how you got
all the bruises?” she asked with a frown. “I don’t have to kick
anyone’s ass, do I?”

I felt a blush spread hot across my cheeks.
“It’s…it’s not what you think,” I stumbled self-consciously. I put
a hand over the bruise on my left cheek and continued. “I was
training with a new sparring partner today and things got intense.
It was a really great training session, though. I even got to play
with a dagger!”

Sissy’s brow furrowed with worry. “As long as
you’re okay with it, Skye,” she said with a small, reluctant sigh.
“You might want to tell him to take it a little easier on you,
though. You look like shit. People are going to get the wrong idea
and think you’re being abused.”

I laughed and shook my head. “No way am I
asking him to go easy on me. I finally met someone who treats me as
an equal. Besides, it doesn’t really hurt. I’ll heal soon enough.
You don’t have to worry about me, Sissy. I’m a tough girl. If I
hadn’t asked for these bruises, the person who gave them to be
would either be in handcuffs or in the morgue right now. I don’t
abide abuse.”

The tinkling of the bell above the front door
interrupted our conversation and we both glanced over.

“That’s Dic, the owner,” Sissy said as she
leaned in and bumped shoulders with me. “Didn’t I tell you he was
hot?”

I felt my jaw drop in surprise as I
recognized the man who was now walking behind the sales
counter.

“I know him,” I said, shocked. “I’ve talked
to him a few times at The Mausoleum.” Dic, of Tricky Dic’s was the
same Dic that I had talked with twice now at work.

Sissy’s brow furrowed in thought. “Isn’t that
the new club on Fourth?”

“Yeah,” I said nodding my head as I watched
Dic walk past the bar and into the back. “I work there.”

“You’re kidding!” she squealed. “That’s the
hottest club in Austin right now.”

“Is it?” I asked distractedly, and then
turned my attention back to her. “I didn’t know. I just work
there.”

“So tell me all about it,” Sissy demanded as
she crossed her legs and gave me her full attention. “What do you
do there? Are you bartending?”

I smiled and shook my head. “No, I’m the
Executive Assistant to the club owner. I do paperwork, manage the
dancers, bartend when needed; you know, that sort of thing.”

“Alright, ladies,” Zephyr said as he walked
up to us and set the hookah down on the coffee table. “Here’s your
Starbuzz cherry shisha.” With his tong-laden other hand, he placed
a hot, burning cube shaped coal on top of the foil covered bowl.
“And, I’ll be right back with your beers.”

Sissy and I both thanked him as she leaned
forward and grabbed the hose. “I love cherry shisha,” she said with
a smile as she took a drag.

I watched her blow a huge cloud of smoke out
and close her eyes in enjoyment.

“Yum. You want a drag?”

I scrunched up my nose in distaste and shook
my head. “No thanks, girl. I don’t smoke.”

“You don’t have to inhale,” she chuckled and
took another drag. “It tastes really good.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said as
Zephyr returned with our beers.

“One Chupahopra,” he said as he set the beer
down in front of me and turned to Sissy. “And, one Black Metal,” he
said with a quick wink at her. “Can I get you anything else?”

Sissy just smiled and dazedly shook her head
at him. He turned to leave but I quickly cleared my throat and
spoke up. “Um, she’ll take your number if you’re single,” I said
with a sweet smile.

Zephyr chuckled and pulled an order pad out
of his back pocket, his eyes never leaving Sissy’s. He quickly
scribbled something down, tore the top page off, and set it on the
table in front of her. “I’m single,” he said with a sexy cock of
his eyebrow. “I look forward to talking to you.” He smirked at both
of us and turned to walk back to the bar.

Sissy blew out a deep breath and turned to me
with wide eyes. “I can’t believe you just did that, Skye,” she said
quietly.

I was momentarily worried that she was mad at
me, but she broke out into a huge grin and leaned over to hug me.
“Thank you!” she squeaked. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’ve
been working up the courage to ask him, but I’m not very good at
this kind of stuff.”

“I know,” I laughed. “Why do you think I
asked him for you? He was totally giving you the eyes and I
couldn’t stand by and let you miss out on a love connection like
that.”

“You rock,” she said with a grateful smile.
“You really are a good friend.” Her face fell and she lowered her
voice. “So, how long do you think I should wait before I call him?”
she asked seriously.

I chuckled and reached over to pat her knee
reassuringly. “Call him tonight. See if he wants to hang out before
you have to leave. If y’all can’t get together before then, you can
always come back on the weekends, right? San Antonio is only an
hour’s drive from here.”

“Right,” she said with a wide grin. “I’ll
call him tonight.”

We drank our beers and talked about life for
the next half hour. Sissy told me all about her new apartment in
San Antonio and the latest news on her brother Cecil’s coming out
party. I was so proud of him for finally doing it. Sissy and I had
known for years, so it wasn’t a big deal to us. Everyone in her
family took it really well and her mom had even asked him what took
him so long to do it. She said she had known he was gay since he
was nine years old.

Sissy’s cellphone rang and she dug around in
her backpack to retrieve it. “It’s my dad,” she said as she looked
at the caller I.D. “Hey old man,” she happily greeted him. I
watched as her brow furrowed and her lips formed a tight line.
“I’ll be there in a few minutes, Dan,” she said with a sigh.
“Thanks for calling me.”

“Is everything okay?” I asked when she hit
the end call button.

She shook her head and ran her fingers
through her hair. “Dad’s passed out at Drop Kick’s,” she said with
a frown. “The divorce is really taking a toll on him. You’d think
with this being his fourth that he’d be used to it by now.” She
sighed again and gathered her bag. “I’m so sorry, but I have to go
deal with this.”

I stood up with her and hugged her. “It’s
okay, girl. I’m glad we got to hang out for a bit.”

Sissy reached into her back pocket and got
out her wallet. “No,” I said, holding my hand out to stop her.
“I’ve got this, honey. Go take care of your dad. Give him my
condolences on the divorce when he sobers up.”

“Thanks, Skye,” she said, hugging me again.
“You’re the best. I’ll give you a call and we can try this again
another time.”

I sat back down and watched her leave. I was
taking the last few sips of my beer when Zephyr came back over to
the table. “I see your friend had to leave.”

“Yeah,” I said, setting the empty bottle down
on the coffee table. “She had to take care of some stuff.”

“Can I get you another Chupahopra?” he asked
with a smile as he tucked his long dirty blond hair behind one
ear.

“I’d love one,” I nodded. “Hey, do you think
you could do me another favor?”

“Sure,” he chuckled. “I owe you anyway for
helping me with your friend. Thanks, by the way.”

“Anytime,” I smiled. “So, um, could you tell
the owner that Skye Morrison would like to talk to him?”

Zephyr slowly lost his smile as he studied
me. “You know Dic?”

I shrugged one shoulder and bit the corner of
my bottom lip. “Yeah, we kind-of-sort-of know each other. I work at
The Mausoleum and we’ve talked there a few times.”

His eyes narrowed and he leaned toward me a
bit and sniffed the air between us a few times. His head jerked
back a few inches and his nose wrinkled with distaste as his eyes
judgmentally swept over me. “Does Archer Rhys know you’re here?” he
growled.
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I gasped at the sound of his voice. It was
deeper than it had been a minute ago; more guttural and harsh.

“You know my boss?” I asked, confused then
shook my head. “Wait, what does Archer have to do with
anything?”

“Wait here,” Zephyr barked as he turned on
his heel and walked in the back.

What the hell just happened?, I
wondered. What was all that about? I looked around at the
other customers, but no one had been paying attention to our weird
exchange. I bent my head down and picked up the front of my shirt,
smelling it. It smelled fine to me; like Gain laundry soap and
apples. Why did he act like I smelled bad? I felt my cheeks
flush hot in embarrassment and tried to put the scene out of my
head.

About a minute later, Dic came out of the
back and he was closely followed by a weary Zephyr. “Hey, there
beautiful girl,” he said with a happy smile as he approached my
table. He was wearing a tight, plain white t-shirt that accentuated
his corded, tattoo covered arms, distressed blue jeans, and black
chucks. “I believe you ordered a Chupahopra?” he cocked one eyebrow
as he set the beer down in front of me.

“Hey there yourself, mister,” I smiled back
as he took a seat on the couch next to me. I glanced up at Zephyr
as he was standing at the ready just a few feet away. “What’s the
deal with your server?” I asked quietly as I motioned toward Zephyr
with my head.

“Zee is just a little protective,” Dic said
dismissively. “Don’t pay him any attention. So, does your boss know
you’re here?”

I felt my brow furrow hard. “What’s the deal
with you and Zee? Why would Archer need to know I was coming here?”
I asked, perturbed. “Not that it should matter, but I didn’t even
know I was coming here until my friend Sissy brought me for a beer.
I had no idea that you owned this place. Hell, I didn’t even know
this place existed until I pulled up out in front of it today.”

Dic reached his hand out and patted my thigh
comfortingly. “Well, I’m glad you’re here, Skye. I just don’t want
Archer to think I’m trying to steal his assistant out from under
him, that’s all,” he said with a playful wink. “I hear he’s a
ruthless businessman. I don’t want to get on his bad side.”

I pursed my lips and crossed my arms over my
chest. “Uh-huh. Why do I think there’s more to this than just what
you’re telling me?”

Dic laughed and turned to Zephyr. “It’s okay,
Zee. She’s not going to bite,” he said under his breath.

What is with those two? Zephyr acts
like I’m going to take a shot at Dic or something. I defiantly
cocked my eyebrow at Zephyr and looked at him expectantly.

“I’ll be at the bar if you need me, sir,” he
growled, displeased, as he stared at me. He finally turned away
with a huff and went back to work.

“Okay,” I said slowly with wide eyes, before
sarcastically adding, “that wasn’t weird at all.”

“You’ll have to forgive Zephyr, babe,” Dic
said as he settled back into the couch and stretched his arms out
across the back, getting comfortable. “He’s just doing his
job.”

“Did you hire him as a guard dog or
something?” I asked sarcastically as I picked up my beer and took a
long sip.

Dic threw his head back and laughed heartily.
The sound was masculine, rumbly, and incredibly sexy. It did funny
things to my stomach and I bit my bottom lip to keep from wiggling
in my seat.

“Oh man,” he said finally when his laughter
died down. “That’s hilarious. I wouldn’t let him hear you say that,
though.” He angled his body toward mine and slowly looked me up and
down. “So tell me, to what do I owe the pleasure, Skye?”

“It seems my friend Sissy has a crush on
Zephyr,” I explained as I picked at the label on the bottle of
beer. “I ran into her earlier and she asked me to have a drink with
her here.” I looked up at him and smiled. “I was surprised to see
you when you walked in. I had no idea this was your place until
Sissy pointed you out to me and told me you were the owner.”

“Well, be sure to thank Sissy for me,” he
rumbled as a sly smile played upon his full lips. “I’m glad you’re
here. I was hoping to see you again.”

“Well, you know where I work,” I chuckled.
“I’m always there.”

“True, but I was hoping to see you outside of
work.”

“Oh?” I asked as I felt my cheeks blush and I
looked down, refocusing my attention on the beer bottle label. “Why
is that?”

Dic reached over and tucked a strand of long
hair behind my ear. He smiled mischievously as he studied my face.
“Because, Skye, I’d like to get to know you better.”

I bit my lip and took a deep breath. “I
should tell you that I’m seeing someone.”

“How long have you been seeing this
someone?”

“A few days,” I murmured and licked my
lips.

Dic smirked playfully. “What do you say we go
get something to eat?” he asked as he dropped his hand from my hair
and sat back into the couch. “I’m starving.”

“Sounds good to me,” I smiled. “I’ve only had
an apple and beer today.”

Dic tsked and stood up. “That just won’t do.
Let me go tell my crew that I’m leaving. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” I said as I turned my attention to
the remainder of my Chupahopra. I turned the bottle up and quickly
finished its contents. I set the empty bottle on the table,
gathered up my bag, and walked up to the bar to pay my tab.

Zephyr finished up with a customer at the
smoke shop counter and made his way over to me. “Can I get you
something else?” he asked plainly, his eyes bored.

“No thanks,” I said as I pulled out my
wallet. “What’s the damage?”

Zephyr looked at me and crossed his arms over
his chest. “It’s on the house.”

“I’m sorry. What?” I asked, confused,
thinking that I had misunderstood him.

“It’s on the house,” he repeated staccato,
annunciating each word carefully.

“Um, that’s okay,” I said slowly,
uncomfortable with the way he was talking to me. “I’d like to
pay.”

“It’s on Dic,” he said over his shoulder as
he turned and walked out to attend to a table of customers. “End of
discussion.”

I watched his back as he walked away and
hesitantly put my wallet back in my messenger bag. Dic came out of
the back a few seconds later and walked up to me.

“You ready to go?” he asked with a happy
grin.

“Yep,” I said with a lopsided smile. “Thanks
for the beer and the smoke, but you didn’t have to do that for
me.”

“Are you kidding? It was my pleasure. What
good is being an owner if you can’t treat your favorite customers
every now and again?”

“You’re sweet,” I smiled and lightly shoulder
bumped him. “Thank you.”

“Come on,” he said, putting his arm
comfortably around my shoulders. “My car is parked out front.”

I let him lead me to the door and open it for
me. I walked beside him to the end of the parking lot and we
stopped when we reached a hot, vintage muscle car.

“Is this yours?” I asked, impressed. The
early ‘70s model royal blue Dodge Charger was pristine and
incredibly cherry.

“It is,” he chuckled. “This is my baby. Duke,
meet Skye,” he said as he unlocked the door and held it open for
me. “Skye, this is Duke.”

“Duke is seriously sexy,” I grinned
appreciatively as I got in.

Dic smiled, cocked his eyebrow, and watched
me for a few seconds before he closed the door and went around to
the driver’s side.

“What was that look you just gave me?” I
asked, trying not to smile as I spoke.

He chuckled as he started the car. “It’s
just…,” he started and then looked over at me with a playful smirk.
“You look good sitting in my car.”

I felt my face flush hot and I looked down at
my hands. Somehow, that one statement was very intimate. Maybe it
was just the look in his eyes when he said it, I don’t know.

“Um…thanks?” I managed before I looked back
up at him. “So, where are we going?”

“I’m taking you to my favorite barbecue joint
down the road,” he smiled over at me before backing out of the
parking space. “Their brisket is to die for.”

“Cool. I dig barbecue.”

He smirked knowingly at me, pulled out into
traffic, and reached over to turn on the radio. Skulls by the
Misfits blasted out of the speakers and I turned to him with a
grin.

“Misfits fan?” I asked, impressed.

“Always,” he winked.

“Bummer that they broke up,” I said
conversationally. “Glenn Danzig has an amazing voice. Are you into
his subsequent bands: Samhain and Danzig?”

“Of course. I’ve been to several of his shows
over the years. ”

“I’ve never had the pleasure, unfortunately,”
I said with a small sigh. “I do enjoy going to concerts,
though.”

“What’s the last concert you went to?”

“Aside from trying to catch every local Manky
Langer show, a friend and I drove up to Dallas to see System of a
Down three weeks ago,” I smiled as I looked over at him. “Serg
Tankian is something else. I love that his songs contain such a
strong social message.”

“It has nothing to do with how hard he rocks
it?” Dic laughed.

“Well, a little of that, too,” I chuckled.
“What other bands do you listen to?”

Dic smiled a heart stopping smile and quickly
looked over at me. “I’m a huge Pantera fan. Texas boys know how to
rock the hardest,” he said, wagging his eyebrows suggestively.

I laughed and shook my head at him. “I love
Pantera.”

“What’s your favorite song?”

“Hm…that’s a hard one,” I said and pursed my
lips in thought. “I’d have to say Walk is my favorite song.”

“That’s mine, too,” Dic grinned as he drove.
“I also like old school Metallica…none of that new crap they put
out. Anything after the ‘And Justice For All’ album is shit.”

“Hey,” I defended. “Don’t hate on the ‘Black’
album. It was good.” I glanced over at him and saw that he was
looking at me with a thoughtful smile. “Anything after the ‘Black’
album is shit,” I gave him.

He laughed and focused back on the road. “I
think we’re going to get along just fine, babe.”

A few minutes later we pulled into a small
parking lot that housed an even smaller brick building. The painted
sign out front read: “Jax Meat Market & BBQ”

“I’ve never been here before,” I said as Dic
opened the car door for me.

“It’s been owned by the same family for over
60 years,” he explained as he helped me out, closed the door, and
led me into the entrance.

“Look at what the cat dragged in!” an old man
laughed from behind the meat counter. “Well, if it isn’t that old
dog Dic! How’ve you been son?”

The gray haired man walked unsteadily from
behind the raw meat counter and came over to shake Dic’s hand.

“Hey, Jack,” Dic rumbled affectionately.
“I’ve been good, old man.” Dic turned to me and put his hand on my
back. “This is my friend Skye. Skye, I’d like you to meet the best
meat slinger in the south. This is Jack. He’s owned this place with
his family since it opened.”

“Nice to meet you, Jack,” I smiled brightly
and shook his calloused hand. “It smells amazing in here!”

“Well, sit yourself down, youngen’,” he said
as he motioned to one of the picnic tables. “I’ll fix Dic here the
house special.” I watched as he walked over to the barbecue counter
and got to work cutting meat.

Dic smiled affectionately at the old man and
then turned back to me. “I’ll be right back. Make yourself at
home.”

Dic walked over to join Jack and I took a
seat at a picnic table by the window. I took a good look around at
the décor as I waited. Jax was a simple place with simple
furnishings. There were roughly six picnic tables scattered around
and most of them were full of hungry customers. The walls were
decorated in old metal beer and gasoline signs and family photos
from when Jax first opened.

“Here we go,” Dic said as he returned and sat
down across from me.

He set a butcher’s paper bundle in the center
of the table and spread it out to cover the space between us. There
was brisket, sausage, a half slab of baby back ribs, bread and all
the trimmings piled in the middle of the paper. Dic tore two
napkins off the paper towel roll at the end of the table and handed
me one along with a plastic fork.

“Dig in, babe,” he said with a smile as he
started piling meat on a piece of bread.

I smiled and did the same. “This is absolute
heaven,” I purred as I chewed my first bite. The brisket was tender
and moist. I liked how Jack didn’t cover up the pure flavor of the
meat with the use of BBQ sauce. The meat stood on its own merit and
it was amazing.

“I had a feeling you’d like it,” he nodded.
“So Skye, tell me a little about yourself. I feel like I know you
from our meetings at The Mausoleum, but I really don’t. I’m very
curious about you.”

I felt my cheeks redden a little as I chewed
the rest of my bite and dabbed my lips with the paper napkin. “Um,
well, there isn’t a whole lot to tell,” I said shrugging one
shoulder. “I was born and raised in Houston and I moved to Austin
to go to school.”

“What did you major in?”

“Ancient History and Classical
Civilization.”

“And you work at a nightclub?” he asked,
confused.

I nodded my head as I picked at the crust on
my bread. “I haven’t had any luck finding a job that uses my degree
so far. But I just got the job at The Mausoleum and I love it. I
can’t see myself leaving anytime soon.” As long as it doesn’t
get too crazy, I added silently.

“How did you get end up getting mixed up with
Archer Rhys?” he asked with a frown.

I looked up at him and felt my brow furrow.
He was watching me closely, waiting for my answer. “Archer isn’t a
bad guy, Dic. I don’t know what his reputation is like out on the
street, but he’s a cool guy and a great boss.”

“That didn’t answer my question,” he said
with a crooked smile as he bit into a sausage link.

My lips pulled up into a small smile at the
memory of how we met. “Well, I was at Afterburners downtown having
a coffee when my ex-boyfriend showed up and started in on me.” The
thought of Jesse made my heart hurt and I felt the smile slide
right off my face. I had a flashback of his bloody blond hair
clutched in Ruarc’s fist and I closed my eyes and involuntarily
shivered.

“Are you okay?” Dic asked worriedly.

“Yeah,” I mumbled as I mentally shook myself
and took a deep breath. I couldn’t fall apart in front of Dic. Not
only would it be über embarrassing, but he wouldn’t understand and
I definitely couldn’t tell him what happened to Jesse. “Anyway,” I
said with the best fake smile I could muster, “Archer saw my ex get
a little rough with me and he intervened. We got to talking and he
asked if I wanted to interview for his Executive Assistant
position. Needless to say, I got the job.”

“Do you like it so far?” he asked as he
watched me. I had a feeling he wasn’t buying my fake smile.

“I do,” I nodded and gave him a genuine
smile. “Everyone is really great. It’s an interesting atmosphere to
work in.”

“I’ll bet,” Dic said quietly under his breath
as me made himself another brisket sandwich, then looked up at me
and smiled. The dimple on his right cheek was deeper than the one
on the left when he grinned and it was really cute. I found myself
studying his face and thinking how handsome he was. “So, enough
about work, what do you do for fun?”

“Nope,” I chuckled as I speared a slice of
sausage with my fork. “It’s my turn to ask a question.” He chuckled
and motioned for me to go ahead with his hand. “What do you do for
fun?” I asked, biting into the juicy piece of meat.

He raised his eyebrow at me and smiled at my
stolen question. “I like to work on classic cars in my spare time,”
he answered and wiped his mouth with a napkin. “I like to salvage
classic rides from the junk yard and give them new life. I
completely redo them, inside and out. Once they’re ready to go, I
sell them.”

“Sweet. Is that what you did with your
Charger?”

“No,” he smiled wistfully. “It was my dad’s.
He gave it to me when I turned 16.”

“Nice gift,” I raised my eyebrows,
impressed.

“The best,” he agreed and then cocked his
head to the side with a playful smile. “So, what do you do for
fun?”

I bit the corner of my bottom lip and speared
a hunk of brisket before I answered. “Well, you already know one,”
I teased. “I love to dance. I also read, paint, study Israeli Krav
Maga, and I like to sing karaoke.”

Dic raised his eyebrows and his eyes got big.
“You study Krav Maga?” he chuckled skeptically. I cocked my
eyebrow, slightly unamused at his skepticism, and nodded my head as
I took a bite of the brisket, pickle and raw onion half sandwich I
made.

“But…,” he started and then stopped himself.
“It’s just that you don’t seem the type.”

“What does ‘the type’ look like?”

He studied me for a second before he
answered. “Not like you, beautiful girl.”

My face flushed hot and I struggled not to
smile. “You’re just a regular Casanova, aren’t you? Do you feed all
the girls you take out to dinner that line of crap?”

Dic laughed heartily as he finished the last
bite of his sandwich. “Just the pretty ones.”

I rolled my eyes and smiled. Dic was cute,
playful, and a lot of fun and I realized that I was really enjoying
our dinner together more than I had anticipated.

“So,” Dic said slowly, a look of uncertainty
marring his handsome face. “I hope you don’t mind me asking, but
it’s really bugging me and I can’t just keep pretending that it’s
not there. Why do you have bruises on your face, throat, and arms?
You look like someone kicked the shit out of you today.”

My hand immediately went to the left side of
my face and I gingerly touched the swollen mass. “Someone did,” I
chuckled. “But I think I held my own pretty well.” His face frowned
and I quickly explained. “I’ve been doing some extra training,
knives and hand-to-hand combat, and my teacher is new. We were
testing each other’s waters, so to speak. It isn’t as bad as it
looks.”

“I’m glad,” he grimaced and bit into a piece
of sausage, “Because it looks pretty damn painful.”

“I’m used to bruises,” I shrugged, “Comes
with the territory.”

He chewed his bite as he looked at me
thoughtfully. “You’re a pretty tough chick,” he grinned. “I like
that.”

I blushed and looked down at my food. “So,
how long have you lived in Austin?” I asked.

“All my life,” Dic answered as he tore a rib
from the half-rack. “I’ve never wanted to live anywhere else.
Besides, we sort of have a family business here. I can’t really
just up and leave.”

“Tricky Dic’s?” I asked as I accepted the rib
that he offered me.

“No, no,” he mumbled between his bite.
“That’s all mine. I opened it about ten years ago.”

“Wow,” my eyebrows raised in surprise. “How
old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

Dic chuckled as he got up from his seat. “Old
enough,” he replied cryptically. I watched as he walked over to a
wall cooler and pulled out two bottles of beer. He lifted them up a
little to show Jack that he had taken them. Jack gave him a thumbs
up as Dic walked back to the picnic table. He sat back down and
twisted off one of the beer caps.

“Thanks,” I said as I accepted the bottle of
Zeigenbock. “So, you’re not going to tell me how old you are?”

Dic smirked as he twisted his own top off.
“I’d like to hear your guess.”

“Hm,” I mumbled in thought as I put the
bottle up to my lips and took a long drink, my eyes studying his
face. “26,” I guessed when I put my beer back down on the wooden
table.

He laughed and shook his head. “Nope.”

“28?”

“Nuh-uh,” he smirked and took a bite out of
the last rib.

“You can’t be older than 29,” I said, my
forehead wrinkled in thought.

“Close,” he chuckled as he wiped the grease
from his lips. “I’m 30.”

“Holy crap, you’re kind of old,” I joked as I
took a big bite out of my pork rib. “You totally don’t look it,
though.”

“Thanks…I think,” he smiled and took a sip of
beer. “I feel it sometimes.”

“Well, I’m 23 and I definitely feel older
than I am,” I smiled, shrugging one shoulder.

“You act older than 23,” he smirked
playfully.

I bit my bottom lip and grinned. “So, I’m
dying to know,” I said, changing the subject. “Is Dic your real
name or just a nickname?”

He took another quick swig of his Zeigenbock
and set it back down on the table before he answered. “Nickname. My
real name is Dean Ian Cruz. Dic is just a nickname I picked up in
high school.”

“And how in the world did that happen?”

He smirked and relaxed back on the bench
some. “My cousin Dylan and I went to the same school and played
varsity football together. A player’s jersey would normally just
say their last name, but Dylan and I had the same one. In that
case, a school will usually put the player’s first initial in front
of the last name. Since Dylan and I shared first initials, our
school put my middle initial on my jersey to distinguish us. My
jersey read D.I.Cruz and everyone started calling me Dic for
short.” He cocked one eyebrow and shrugged a shoulder. “It just
sort of stuck. Once I became All-State, everyone outside of school
started calling me that.”

I licked my lips as I finished the rib and
wiped my mouth. “I think I like the name Dean better,” I said
honestly. “Would you mind if I started calling you that
instead?”

Dic chuckled and leaned over to comfortably
rest his elbows on the table. He looked up at me and I saw the
playfulness in his eyes. “You can call me Dean if you’d like. Hell,
you can call me whatever you want just as long as you call me,
gorgeous.”

I bit my bottom lip and tried to suppress a
smile as I felt my cheeks begin to burn hot from the attention.
“So, what made you open a head shop? Do you smoke?” I asked
quickly, desperate to change the subject once again.

“God, no,” Dic, I mean Dean, laughed as he
bundled up the trash on the table. “Owning a smoke shop in a
college town is a lucrative business. Once I obtained my license to
sell beer, and I opened the hookah bar, it really took off.” He
stood and took the butcher’s bundle of trash to a nearby trash can
and deposited it. He walked over to Jack, handed him some money,
shook his hand and said his goodbyes.

“Thanks for the food,” I said when he
returned to the table. “It was really good.” I stood and finished
the last sip out of my beer.

“Anytime, babe,” he smirked sexily as he took
my empty from me and threw it away on our way out the door. The sun
was starting to set and I guessed it was around 7:30pm by the pink
hues that lightly tinted the sky.

Dean opened the passenger door for me and I
climbed in. Just then my cell phone started ringing and I dug
around in my messenger bag for it.

I looked at the caller ID and saw that it was
Archer. “Hey, boss man,” I answered, feeling fully sated and
happily relaxed.

“Hello Skye. I just wanted to check in with
you,” Archer rumbled from the other end of the line. “Is everything
okay?”

“Yeah, everything is great,” I said as I
watched Dean slide into the Charger’s front seat.

“So, I was thinking we could…” Dean started
to say but I waved my hand and pointed to my ear to show him that I
was on the phone.

“Who’s that?” Archer asked sternly.

“Oh, that’s my friend Dean,” I said with a
smile. “He took me to grab a bite to eat at this amazing barbecue
joint south of downtown. It’s seriously yummy.”

“Dean who?” Archer enunciated slowly, his
voice deeper, holding an edge of anger.

“Um…,” I stumbled. “Crap. I forgot his last
name.” I turned to Dean and asked him to repeat his last name.

“It’s Cruz,” he said with a smile as he
backed the car out of the parking space.

“What the hell are you doing with him?”
Archer growled savagely before I had a chance to relay his last
name.

“What?” I asked confused, suddenly
worried.

“What the fuck are you doing with Dean Cruz?”
he roared then shouted something in Gaelic that I couldn’t
understand. “I’m coming to get you. Right now! Where are you?”

“I’m fine, Archer,” I explained, getting a
little mad. “What’s your freakin’ problem?”

“Tell him to calm down. I knew this was going
to happen.” Dean sighed as he looked over at me and shook his head
exasperatedly. “You’re such a buzz kill, Archer. Keep your panties
on. Tell him I’m taking you over to The Mausoleum now and to meet
us in the back parking lot.”

“What?” I asked, shaking my head. “You don’t
have to do that. I want to hang out with you. He’s just being…well,
crazy is the best way I can put it.”

I turned my attention back to the phone and
Archer’s angry breath sounds. “What is your deal, Rhys? You can’t
dictate who I hang out with. It’s none of your damn business what I
do,” I spat angrily. “You gave me the night off. This is my
personal time, Archer. I can do what I please when I’m on my
personal time.” I didn’t know what his problem was, but Dean was no
threat to me. He was an awesome guy and I had been having fun with
him. I didn’t want to be taken back to The Mausoleum like some
errant child.

“You tell him that I will meet him outside,”
Archer growled angrily. “And that if he lays a hand on you, so help
me God, I’ll kill him.”

“What?” I screeched in disbelief. “I will do
no such thing!”

Dean chuckled and reached over to take the
phone from my ear. “I heard you, blood sucker. Calm down. I haven’t
laid a finger on Skye that she didn’t welcome,” he said into it
before hanging up on Archer.

 


 




Chapter 15

 


 


I looked over at him with wide eyes as my
mind was trying to play catch-up with what Dean had just said to
him.

Dean chuckled again as he handed me my
BlackBerry. “Such an angry guy isn’t he?” he said with a playful
wink.

“Why…,” I stumbled in shock and shook my
head, trying to clear it. “Why did you just call him a blood
sucker?”

He looked over at me with knowing eyes and
raised his eyebrows. “You know why,” he said simply, turning his
attention back to the road.

My heart thundered rapidly in my chest and I
swallowed hard. I was scared to hear his answer, but I had to know.
“How do you know?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It’s my job to know what goes on in my
city,” he said, never taking his eyes off the road.

“What do you mean your city?” I questioned
him with narrowed eyes. What the hell is going on?

“I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough,” he
sighed, turning the Charger onto Bluebonnet Street.

I sat back in my seat and watched Dean out of
the corner of my eyes. Something was going on between him and
Archer and I was desperate to find out what it was. First Zephyr
asked me if Archer knew I was at Tricky Dic’s then Dean asked me
the same question. When Archer found out who I was with, he went
ballistic. Something wasn’t right here and I started to get really
nervous. What did he mean by ‘my city’? I bit my bottom lip
and snuck a better glance over at Dean. Is he some kind of
mobster? He doesn’t look like one… Dean looked at me out of the
corner of his eyes and I quickly looked away.

“I’m not going to bite you Skye, Jesus,” Dean
chuckled. “I’m the same guy I was ten minutes ago and two days ago.
You don’t have to be scared of me.”

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath. “I’m
not scared of you,” I mumbled and pried my fingers off the
passenger door handle. I had been white-knuckling it and I hadn’t
even realized.

“You’re afraid, I can tell,” he said simply
as he turned down the back alley to The Mausoleum.

“You don’t know shit,” I huffed defensively,
stubbornly. “You’re not omnipotent…or psychic…or whatever the hell
you call it!”

Dean laughed as he pulled into The Mausoleum
parking lot. “I like you when you’re flustered. It’s adorable.”

I frowned at him then turned my attention to
the employee entrance door. Archer was standing beside it and he
was flanked by Quinn and Seamus. Trey stood off to the side with a
worried look on his face.

Dean maneuvered the car into a free space by
the alley, put the car in park and got out. I stuffed my BlackBerry
back in my messenger bag and went to open my door, but Dean was
already there.

“I had a lot of fun hanging out with you
today, Skye,” he said with a breathtaking smile; his dimples on
proud display. “I really hope we can do it again.”

I swallowed hard, took his offered hand and
allowed him to help me out of the car. “I don’t know what’s going
on Dean,” I whispered honestly. “For some reason, my boss is
completely pissed off that I was with you, and that…scares me
some.” I dropped my hand and put my messenger bag over my shoulder.
“What don’t I know about you, Dean? What aren’t you telling
me?”

Dean sighed and looked over at the group of
vampires walking toward us. “We’ll talk later, I promise. I’m not a
bad guy Skye. You know that, right?” he whispered, looking back
over at me.

“I think I do,” I whispered back, slightly
unsure. “I know that I really enjoyed hanging out with you
today.”

“Did he hurt you, Skye?” Archer growled as he
stepped up to Dean and me.

I shook my head in frustration. “No, you damn
hot head,” I huffed, turning to him. “I told you that I was fine on
the phone.”

Archer didn’t take his eyes off of Dean as he
spoke. “Where did you meet Mr. Cruz, Skye?”

“Here,” I said as I angrily crossed my arms
over my chest, “At the club opening night. Would you care to tell
me why in the hell I’m here, in the employee parking lot, having
this ridiculous conversation with you instead of being out and
about enjoying my only day off?”

Archer ignored me and spoke to Dean. “You
have no right associating with what is mine,” he growled
fiercely.

Dean laughed and crossed his arms over his
chest and leaned against the hood of his car. “She walked into MY
establishment,” he grinned cockily. “I was hungry, she was
hungry…we ate. End of story, fanger.”

Quinn snarled and took an angry step toward
Dean. Trey, like an idiot, stepped in front of him to stop him from
moving any closer. Trey bravely whispered something to Quinn and
Quinn visibly relaxed a millimeter but didn’t step back.

“Alright,” I said, getting pissed, and walked
to stand between Archer and Dean, “Enough of the bullshit, Archer.
First off, I am not yours…whatever the hell THAT means. I am your
employee and that is all. Secondly, Dean was nothing but a perfect
gentleman at dinner. I have no idea what the hell has you so pissed
off, but someone had better start explaining things to me…right the
fuck now,” I yelled. “This whole thing is absolutely
ridiculous!”

Dean cocked his eyebrow at Archer and smirked
smugly. Archer pursed his lips in thought and relaxed somewhat.

“It is not safe to hang around this…man,
Skye,” Archer finally spoke.

“Why?” I demanded.

Archer and Dean stared at each other for a
few moments and no one said anything.

“Why?” I demanded louder, crossing my arms
over my chest.

Archer pursed his lips and stared daggers at
Dean. “Do you want to tell her Conriocht, or shall I?” he
growled lowly.

Dean grinned. “Since you’re doing such a
bang-up job of pissing her off, I think I’ll let you explain.”

Archer grinned devilishly. “Very well,” he
said calmly then turned his attention to me. “Dean is the leader of
Central Texas’ Kaxaw pack.”

“What the hell is a ‘Kaxaw Pack’?” I asked
motioning with my hands in frustration.

“Kaxaw is the Tonkawa Indian word for Black,”
Dean said with a cock of his eyebrow. “The Tonkawa Indians are my
ancestors.”

“Dean is skirting the subject,” Archer said
simply. “It’s a werewolf pack Skye.”

“Bullshit,” I said to Archer, crossing my
arms back over my chest. “Why are you lying to me?”

Archer pursed his lips as his eyes narrowed.
“I assure you, Miss Morrison, I do not lie.”

I turned to Dean and cocked my head to the
right. “Are y’all playing some kind of game with me?” I asked
angrily between narrowed eyes. “Because, I don’t think this is the
least bit funny. You and I both know that werewolves don’t exist.
Those are cheesy campfire stories told by unimaginative
tweenagers.”

Dean stood up from his hood and fisted his
hands down at his sides. “So, you believe in blood sucking fangers,
but you don’t believe in the existence of werewolves? What kind of
narrow-minded crap is that?”

I laughed at him. “You can’t be serious,
Dean,” I shook my head. “Come on.”

Dean crossed his arms over his chest and
stared at me hard. His breathing increased as the seconds ticked
by. I looked back at Archer questioningly, but he motioned his head
toward Dean and silently told me to turn back around.

I looked back and Dean, my brow furrowed in
confusion, and I nearly jumped out of my skin at what I saw. I
scrambled back a few steps and ran right into Trey, who promptly
put one arm around my shoulder.

“Dean?” I asked, unsure of what I was seeing,
my voice trembling along with my body. Dean’s beautiful chocolate
brown eyes were no longer. In their place were bright yellow eyes
that seemed to glow. His round black pupils had transformed into
vertical black slits. He leaned back on his car hood, hooked his
thumbs in his front belt loops, and smiled at me. All of his teeth
were a bit longer and they definitely looked sharper. His top and
bottom canines were longer still and pointed into fangs.

“It’s still me, toots,” he grinned playfully.
His voice was a lot deeper, more guttural and animalistic.

I took a deep breath and leaned harder into
Trey for support. “How is this even possible?” I asked, more to
myself than anyone as I put my hand to my forehead, trying to fight
off a wave of sudden dizziness.

“The reason why our species don’t normally
associate with one another is because a werewolf bite is dangerous
to us vampires,” Trey explained softly to me. “One bite will
usually kill us.”

“Is this true?” I asked, turning to
Archer.

He nodded his head silently.

“Well, say something,” Dean said to me.

I took a deep breath and turned back to him.
“I…,” I started and then stopped. “How…,” I tried again but
couldn’t finish. I shook my head and mentally slapped myself.
Get a frickin’ grip, girl! “What do you eat?” I finally
managed to ask. “Do you eat people?”

Dean threw his head back and laughed
heartily. When he looked back up at me a few seconds later, his
eyes and teeth were back to normal. I relaxed a bit at the sight
and took a deep, cleansing breath of relief.

“We just went to dinner, Skye,” he grinned,
amused at my question. “You saw me eat. I eat what any human
eats.”

“But…you’re not human,” I whispered, shaking
my head.

“Not entirely,” he conceded. “But, I’m more
human than these vamps you hang out with.”

“Watch it, dog,” Seamus snapped from beside
Archer.

Dean laughed and held his hands up in
surrender. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to step on any dead toes,” he
chuckled.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked as I took a
step closer to him. “I talked with you, danced with you, I had
dinner with you. You had plenty of chances to tell me what you
were, Dean.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess I didn’t
figure it was a big deal.”

“Of course it’s a big deal,” I argued. “You
should have told me.”

“Why?” he asked, recrossing his arms over his
broad chest.

“Be…because,” I countered feebly.

Archer stepped forward and put his arm around
my shoulder, pulling me closer to his body. “You could have hurt
her, Conriocht,” he said with a low growl. “What if you had
to change while in her presence and you momentarily forgot
yourself? She is but a human.”

Dean stood up in a flash and growled at
Archer. “Like I am more of a threat to her than you are?” he spat.
“You drink human blood to survive, blood sucker. There is no danger
of me draining the life out of her.”

Seamus and Quinn stepped up to flank Archer
and me. “I have lived over 1,300 years, dog,” Archer roared. “My
bloodlust is well under control. Can you say the same for your
temper?”

Dean growled gutturally and his eyes began to
glow yellow again. “I am Alpha of the Kaxaw pack and you will do
good to remember that, Archer Rhys.” He closed his eyes and took a
deep breath, blowing it out slowly. When he reopened them, they
were a rich chocolate brown again. “I am not some pup and I will
not stand idly by while you treat me like one. You are in my city,
with my permission. I wouldn’t press your luck with me if I were
you.”

“We are vampire,” Quinn laughed. “We don’t
need your permission to be here.”

“Silence,” Archer growled to Quinn.

“If you don’t want to start a war, you know
damn well that you need to remain in my good graces,” Dean smiled
slyly, itching for a fight. “I’d be very careful if I were
you.”

Archer took a deep breath before he spoke.
“You will stay away from Skye,” he said calmly, the tension in his
body told another story. “As always, you and your pack are free to
enjoy The Mausoleum, but she is off limits.”

I shook my head and stepped out from under
the cover of Archer’s arm. “I’m not some damn piece of property,
Archer,” I said hotly. “And, I’m not some little kid. You can’t
tell me who I can and cannot be friends with.”

Trey stepped forward to speak to me but I
silenced him with my hand. “Stay out of this, Trey. I know you mean
well, but this isn’t the time.”

Seamus growled as Dean laughed. I turned to
Dean and put my hands on my hips.

“And as for you, mister,” I spat. “Well you
can just go to hell, okay? You should have told me what you were.
It’s not some small thing, Dean!” I turned back to Archer and threw
my hands up in the air. “Why the hell does everyone treat me like a
child? You withhold information from me, tell me what I can and
cannot do, tell me who I can associate with, and where I can
live…what the fuck?!”

I put my right hand up in front of me as I
readjusted the messenger bag on my left shoulder. “You know what?
Save it! Screw you guys,” I yelled and turned on my heel. “I don’t
have time for this bullshit. It’s my day off and I’m going home.”
Werewolves and vampires actually exist! What the hell is
happening to my world?!

 


 




Chapter 16

 


 


I stalked to the alleyway and stuck my arm
and middle finger in the air when Dean and Archer called my name.
There was no way in hell I was going to speak to them anymore
tonight. I had had more than enough bullshit for one day. Why did
everyone treat me like I was weak and stupid? I was an adult and
could deal accordingly. So what if I wasn’t a pack Alpha or a 1,300
year old vampire? I wasn’t some delicate flower dammit! I handled
Archer’s ‘I’m a vampire’ news pretty damn well I thought…and
Dean’s.

I sighed as I picked up my pace, desperate to
get as far away from The Mausoleum as possible. I was so angry at
everyone right now. What I couldn’t wrap my mind around was why
Archer tried dictating what I did, where I went, and who I saw.
Who the hell does he think he is? He doesn’t own me. I’m not his
girlfriend, I’m his assistant. What a high-handed assbag!

When I got to the end of the alley, I turned
right and made my way toward the multi-level parking garage a few
blocks away. Archer’s Audi R8 was on level 5 waiting for me. All I
wanted to do was get back to Archer’s, pack my shit, and go home to
my duplex. I may have to work for Archer, but I wasn’t going to let
him dictate where I could live. I missed my bed and I missed Styvi
Nix. I felt a tear slide down my face and I hastily wiped it
away.

I was about 100 yards from the parking garage
when I heard someone walk up behind me. I stopped, glanced back,
holding my keys between my knuckles at the ready, and saw that it
was a well-dressed older gentleman. I relaxed a bit, turned back
around, and kept walking to the car.

“That was quite entertaining,” the man said
from behind me.

I stopped and turned around to face him.
“Excuse me?” I asked, confused. Is he talking to me? I
looked around and saw that the street was completely deserted; not
even a car in sight. That’s weird, I thought. Where did
everyone go?

The man chuckled and stepped closer. I got my
first good look at him and saw that he was around 40 years old or
so with slicked-back dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and high
cheekbones. He was lean, semi-tan, of average height, and wore an
expensive black tailored suit with a crisp white mandarin-collared
shirt underneath.

He cocked his head to the side and studied me
for a few seconds. “You are so headstrong,” he said in a thick
foreign accent. I had never heard an accent quite like his before
and I had no idea where he was from, but I could tell that he
definitely wasn’t from around here.

“Excuse me,” I said again, my brow furrowing
with the beginnings of anger. “What are you talking about?”

The man chuckled and took another step
closer. “In my time, women were nothing more than property; to be
used and traded accordingly. They did not talk to their masters as
you have just done. How interesting…”

My jaw dropped in shock. “Look here, mister,”
I huffed as I took a step back. “I don’t know what your deal is,
but what I do is no concern of yours. Have you been following
me?”

He smiled slyly and took another step
forward.

I put my hand out in front of me to stop him
from walking any closer. “Stay the hell away from me, weirdo. I’ll
call the cops if I have to.”

I turned around and walked faster toward the
parking garage. I suddenly had a really bad feeling about that man
and I wanted to get as far away from him as I could.

I blinked for a second and he was suddenly
standing in front of me. I stared into his eerie blue eyes and I
opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out.

“Silence, child,” he whispered, as he stared
into my eyes and closed the gap between us. “Do not move.”

All of a sudden, my body didn’t feel like it
was my own. My mouth closed and my body relaxed. This man, this
thing, was somehow controlling my body. Oh my God.
RUN, I screamed to myself in my head, but my legs refused to
obey. I had no choice but to stand there and watch as he cocked his
head to the side and studied my face intently.

“So headstrong,” he whispered, inches from my
face.

I tried desperately to move my legs, my arms,
a finger, but nothing would respond. What has he done to
me?

The man chuckled and reached out to touch a
strand of my waist length red hair. “I have enthralled your mind,
human,” he said simply. “You are a means to an end and you will
come with me this night.” He released the strand of hair and
reached out to brush his knuckles across my left cheek. He smiled
and I saw his long, deadly fangs slide down. “Such a shame…” he
whispered as he leaned closer and put his nose in the hollow of my
neck, taking a deep breath.

I screamed inwardly and started praying.
Oh, dear God, please don’t let him drain me. Our Father,
who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will
be done…”

The vampire threw his head back and laughed.
“Your God cannot save you, human,” he said as he slowly walked
around my body. “Do you know how many have prayed, just as you
have, in my presence? Nothing saves them. Your God does not exist.
I EXIST!” he said venomously, raising his voice. “I have been
around longer than your weak, shallow human mind can even fathom. I
am the beginning!” He came to stand in front of me and grinned
wickedly. “And, I shall be the end.”

I felt tears slide down my face as I silently
resumed my prayer.

“Enough,” he commanded and my mind
immediately blanked. All I could do was watch him as he stared at
me.

He reached into his coat and pulled out a
sharp stone dagger. He extended his hand up and gently slid the tip
down the left side of my face, to the side of my neck, and stopped
when he reached the hollow there. He grinned savagely as he reached
down and grabbed my wrist.

“I have waited over a millennium for the
opportunity to exact my revenge,” he snarled as he vertically
sliced open my left forearm. Blood immediately welled up and poured
down my arm. I watched as he held it out and let the blood pool on
the ground beside us. I felt no pain, and was unconcerned as I
watched the precious life blood quickly drain out of me.

After a few long moments, the man licked the
stone blade and the blood from my forearm, and put the knife back
in his jacket. He stared into my eyes and I saw for the first time
that his eyes were no longer blue; they were solid black; not even
a smidge of white remained.

He suddenly sniffed at the air behind us and
closed his eyes. When he opened them, he grinned savagely. “It’s
time,” he whispered and then commanded me, “Scream.”

I opened my mouth and released a
bloodcurdling scream. I screamed for all I was worth. All too
quickly, his voice was at my ear.

“Sleep,” he whispered to me and I immediately
descended into a deep darkness.
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I came to very slowly. I heard a door open
and then shut. I moved my head and instantly became aware of the
incredible pain in my shoulders, arms and wrists. I opened my eyes
and saw that I was upright, chained at each arm to a metal pipe
that ran the length of the ceiling. I groaned with the pain I felt
and straightened my body, standing up, and releasing some of the
pull on my arms and wrist. My right shoulder ached terribly and it
felt like it was probably dislocated.

“Where am I?” I questioned aloud hoarsely. I
licked my dry, cracked lips and swallowed thickly. My mouth was so
dry that my tongue felt like sandpaper. I tried to make saliva, but
it wasn’t much use.

I looked around and saw that I was in a
basement of some sort. I could tell that I was definitely
underground by the cool, damp feel of the air in the room. I looked
to my right and saw a set of stairs that ascended up a floor to a
white door. The door was plain, giving me no clues as to where I
was. I looked in front of me and saw a metal water spigot sticking
out of the wall that was steadily dripping water. I moaned and
pulled on my chained arms in an attempt to free myself, but it
didn’t budge and I only succeeded in sending shooting pains through
my right shoulder.

“Help,” I yelled as loud as I could, which
wasn’t very. “Somebody help me! Please!” The pain in my throat
worsened and I tried to swallow again. My vocal chords felt raw,
like I had been screaming recently.

I have, I remembered. When I was
walking to Archer’s car…that man…, it all came rushing back to
me in a tidal wave of horror.

I looked up at my left forearm and saw that
it was cut very deeply, but no longer bleeding. I had no idea HOW
it wasn’t bleeding. It was a gruesome sight. I could see muscle and
tendons; the stranger had cut me that deeply. I looked away in
horror. “Oh my God,” I cried. Tears poured down my face as I sobbed
at my condition.

Minutes ticked by, hours dragged on, and no
one came down those stairs. I had tried everything to free myself,
but I only ended up exhausted and in unbelievable pain.

I must have passed out again because, when I
opened my eyes next, the man I met on the street was standing in
front of me.

“You will drink,” he said as he held a small
metal cup to my lips.

I turned my head away weakly. I had no
intention of drinking anything he gave me.

A second person I hadn’t seen in the room
walked up to me and roughly grabbed ahold of my face, turning it
back to the man with the cup. My eyes darted over his face and I
recognized him immediately. It was the vampire that had attacked me
opening night at The Mausoleum when I told him that he couldn’t
speak to Courtney, one of our VIP dancers. Archer had referred to
him as a ‘Dark One’ after he threw him out.

“You will drink!” the Dark One said. “Or I
will force you.”

“Go…to hell,” I managed. He squeezed my jaw
harder and I cried out in pain.

“Enough,” the older man said to the Dark One.
He focused his gaze intently on mine. “Drink,” he commanded
forcefully and my body immediately obeyed.

The liquid was slightly warmer than room
temperature and it tasted divine. It immediately coated my parched
mouth and tongue, offering me much needed fluid. I greedily leaned
my head forward in an attempt to drink more of it, faster than he
was offering it to me.

He tsked and took the cup away. “Slowly,” he
commanded and I instantly obeyed again. As I drank the liquid from
the cup, he brushed the hair back from my face. “You must drink
slowly or your body will reject it,” he said plainly. “You’ve lost
a great deal of blood. I imagine you must feel very weak.”

All too soon, he pulled the cup away and I
moaned my displeasure. He turned to the man I had met before and
quickly spoke to him. “Get the human some bread Martin, and make
sure she eats it.”

“Yes master,” the Dark One called Martin
answered as he bowed his head respectfully.

I watched as Martin flashed up the stairs and
disappeared behind the door.

I looked back at the man who had abducted me,
and saw that he was watching me closely. “We will talk again once
you have fed,” he said simply and flashed up the stairs as
well.

I pulled on my chains roughly in frustration,
using all of the energy I had, and screamed. “Just let me go!
Please! I haven’t done anything! Please…”

I exerted all of the energy I had in my body
screaming out, and my legs became like Jell-O, no longer able to
hold me up. My vision began to swim as the full weight of my body
once again became supported by my frail wrists; the pain was
unreal. Please God…help me, I silently prayed before I lost
consciousness again.

I awoke to a sharp pain on my left cheek. I
moaned and slowly opened my eyes.

“Finally,” Martin laughed cruelly. “I was
starting to think you weren’t going to wake up.”

He was standing right in front of me and he
had an evil smile upon his pointy face. His long black hair hung
just past his shoulders and blue eyes were as menacing as I
remembered from our first encounter at The Mausoleum.

“Here,” he said as he thrust the torn-off end
of a load of bread at my mouth. “Eat.”

I closed my eyes and turned my head away a
few inches. I felt incredibly nauseated and didn’t think I had the
energy to chew let alone swallow.

“EAT!” he screamed, his cool spittle raining
down upon my face. “Eat, or I will make you eat.”

He thrust the bread roughly into my lips
again, cutting the inside on my teeth as I weakly turned my head
the other direction.

He slapped me across the face so hard that my
body swung on the chains. I cried out as he suddenly stopped my
momentum. My right wrist had snapped just as he stilled me, and the
pain now emanating from it was excruciating.

“Please, no more,” I barely managed to
whisper.

He threw his head back and laughed. “Not so
tough now, are you human?” he taunted. “Without your day walkers to
come save you again, you’re all mine. We won’t be interrupted this
time, I assure you.”

I whimpered as hot, new tears slid down my
face.

Martin stared at my lips intently as his
fangs descended. “You’re bleeding,” he said as he leaned forward
and ran his slick tongue across my dry lips. I closed my eyes and
tried to turn my head away, but it was no use. I had nowhere to go.
When he leaned back, I saw that his blue irises were now black and
he hungrily licked his fangs.

“You taste good,” he growled and smiled.
“Well, since you won’t eat, I hope you don’t mind if I grab a
bite.” With that, he struck faster than my eyes could follow and
sank his fangs deep into the right side of my neck. I cried out
again from the sharp sting of his fangs, and waited anxiously for
the euphoric feeling his saliva was supposed to provide, but it
never came. I felt every deadly pull of his mouth; every gnaw of
his deadly teeth.

A few seconds later it was over and I was
more lightheaded than ever. The room swam as I hung limply from my
chains.

“You’re lucky I have let you live,” he said,
out of breath. I heard the sick, smacking sounds of him cleaning
his fangs before he continued. “You have lost a lot of blood. You
may not survive the next few days. If you cooperate, I won’t feed
on you again. If you don’t, I’ll drain you next time.”

Martin picked up the bread from the dirty
cement floor and shoved it into my lips again. It took everything I
had to open my mouth and bite down. He pulled the hunk of bread
from my mouth, tearing the bitten piece off, and told me to
chew.

Somehow, I chewed. I chewed the piece of
stale bread and swallowed it thickly. “Water,” I whispered.

Martin walked over to the spigot, turned it
on, and filled the metal cup. He brought it to my lips and tilted
it. More water ended up on my shirt than in my mouth, but I didn’t
care. It was cool and wet, and helped the hunk of bread go
down.

He took the cup away and put the bread to my
lips again. This continued until half of the hunk was eaten.

“You’ve had enough for now,” he said plainly.
Thank God, I thought silently. I didn’t think I could
possibly take another bite. It was hard work forcing food down that
you desperately wanted to vomit right back up.

“If you keep that down, you’ll get more water
later,” he said as he turned to the stairs. “Be a good little bitch
and don’t cause trouble for my master. Remember, your life is in my
hands, human. I can snuff you out whenever I please.” He ascended
the steps and locked the door behind him.

I started sobbing uncontrollably as my
stomach churned with my emotions. I fought hard to keep the bread
and water down, too scared to find out what Martin would do to me
if I didn’t.

When I calmed down somewhat, I tried to move
the fingers on my left hand, but none moved. I forced myself not to
look at the gaping wound that the older man inflicted upon me. I
didn’t think I could handle seeing it again. I tried to move the
fingers on my broken right hand, but only my pinky managed a faint
twitch. I attempted to stand up, but my legs simply couldn’t hold
me any longer. I roughly sank back down and prayed hard that if I
somehow got out of this, I’d still have the use of my hands. The
way it was looking, if Martin or the guy he called master didn’t
kill me, I’d be, at the very least, crippled in my left hand.

Minutes once again ticked by and hours
passed. I fell asleep a few times and was jolted awake by
nightmares each time. One in particular had been extremely vivid
and terrifying. In it, the man who kidnapped me was standing in
front of me, talking to me in a language I had never heard before.
He suddenly reached out, grabbed a fist full of my hair with one
hand and my chin with the other, forcing my mouth open. The man
leaned forward a few inches and blew thick smoke the color of
desert sand into my mouth. The smoke felt like it had a life of its
own as it roughly forced its way down my esophagus and curled to
rest heavily into my lungs. I gagged and it burned like battery
acid for a few seconds, causing me to scream out in pain, before it
suddenly stopped. I watched in horror as my kidnapper smiled in
satisfaction and turned away.

I woke up in a panic immediately after that
dream and had to convince myself that it was, in fact, just a
dream. I had no idea how long I had been in this room, as there was
no way to tell time in here, but I knew I had to have been in here
at least a solid day…maybe two.

Please, please…let Archer find me, my
mind prayed over and over as my body hung limply from my
chains.
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When I awoke next, I heard the door above the
stairs closing. I slowly lifted my head and saw the man who had
taken me walk over.

He tsked as he lifted my face higher to meet
his. “I see Martin has fed from you,” he said plainly, his foreign
accent thick. “You have lost much blood, human.”

“What…do you…care?” I whispered weakly.

“I don’t,” he said simply as he watched me
with detached fascination. “I’ve been watching you with those day
walkers for the last few days. Why are they so…taken with you? I
see nothing special about you…you are just a lowly human,” he said
plainly. “I don’t understand it.”

“I…I just work…for them. I’m
not…special.”

The man chuckled and shook his head. “You
don’t see,” he said, turning away. “It’s of no consequence. As I
said before, you are just a means to an end for me. I want them
dead and you are going to help me accomplish that.” He turned back
to me and smiled cruelly. “They will come looking for you, without
a doubt, and I’ll be waiting.”

I was momentarily glad to hear that this
monster thought Archer and his crew would come save me, but then I
realized they would never get the chance. He intended to kill
them.

“Why?” I croaked out. “Why…are you after
them?”

He pursed his lips in thought and studied me
for a moment. “To explain to you why, I have to start at the
beginning,” he said as he began circling me. “My beginning.”

“Can’t…wait,” I whispered sarcastically.

He came to a stop in front of me and tsked.
“Do not anger me, human,” he warned with solid black eyes. “You
would like me when I am angry.”

I scoffed weakly and lifted my head higher.
“I already don’t like you.”

The man threw his head back and cackled. “So
headstrong,” he chuckled, shaking his head. “It’ll be fun to break
you.”

I closed my eyes and turned my head away. As
much as I wanted to argue with him, I simply didn’t have the energy
any longer. I heard him resume his walk around me as he continued
talking.

“My name is Amun and I have walked this earth
for time immeasurable,” he spoke proudly. “I have seen many
civilizations come and go, the earth freeze and thaw, and yet I
still walk. As I said before, I am the beginning; the father of all
those who drink the blood of the living. I created my first son
over eight thousand years ago in the land of Egypt and he went on
to father all of those who are like Martin. Your day walkers call
them the Dark Ones.”

I opened my eyes and took a deep breath,
realizing what he was saying. “You created…vampires?”

“Yes,” he said simply as he came to a
standstill in front of me.

“How?” I whispered.

He tsked, obviously not interested in telling
me, and began his story again. “I used to drink the blood of the
living to survive, but found my body starting to deteriorate a few
thousand years ago. So, I began feeding from the immortal race I
created, desperate to find a way to stay alive. And it worked.
Their immortal blood made me strong again; faster and younger. It
was the cure I so desperately needed. I drained them completely, of
course, and disposed of the remains, maintaining my secret. No one
but my son knew I fathered and now fed from our race and I never
wanted that information coming to light.”

“1,900 years ago, I ran into a new race of
vampires in Hibernia, your modern day Ireland. They smelled of the
sun and worshiped your Christian God. Needless to say, I was
confused and intrigued. I followed one of them for a few nights and
learned everything I could about their race through him. When I saw
that the man had the power to read a human’s mind, I wanted to know
more, so I approached him. He did not take the introduction well,
so I silenced him by draining him.” Amun smiled at the memory and
licked his lips. “Almost immediately I could hear the thoughts of
the humans in the village. I was pleasantly surprised, to say the
least, and wanted to know what else this vampire’s blood could
afford me. I sat on a nearby hill and bravely met the morning sun
when it rose. To my immense delight, I did not burn. That was the
first sunrise I had seen in over ten thousand years.”

Amun sighed and continued. “All too soon, the
powers of the day walker’s blood faded and my body once again began
to deteriorate. To permanently remedy this, I fed on one day walker
a month and one night walker every week. You see, the day walkers
were so few in number back then that I could not afford to engorge
myself more often than once a month for fear of diminishing my
supply.” He chuckled and smiled cruelly. “That is no longer a
problem today. Each time I feed from the day walkers, I retain
their powers for a time…usually a few weeks. It’s an amazing thing,
their powers.”

I closed my eyes, absolutely disgusted at the
mere sight of Amun, and shook my head. “What…the hell…does any of
this…have to do with…my friends?” I asked, barely able to get the
whole sentence out. I was so weak and fighting hard to stay
conscious.

He growled and my eyes flew open as he
tightly wrapped his hand around my throat, his completely black
eyes consuming mine. “Your day walkers are the descendants of that
spurius Cináed,” he spat angrily as he squeezed my throat.
“He is the one who finally caught me, bled me, and sealed me
underneath a church in a tomb for over a thousand years,”

I opened my mouth wide, desperately trying to
suck in air, but it was no use. Amun’s hand was wrapped too tightly
around my airway. In seconds, my vision began going black and I
started to pass out.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Amun growled as he
released my throat and backhanded me. “You WILL stay awake!”

I coughed and gasped for air; my throat
burned and my face stung from where his blow had landed across my
right cheek. “Sorry…I asked,” I managed to say weakly once I caught
my breath. “You know…acting like a dick…won’t make yours any
bigger.”

Amun paced in front of me and spoke harshly
to me in a language I was unfamiliar with. “I grow tired of you,”
he finally said to me in English.

I took a deep breath and raised my head
higher to look at him. “Finally…something we have in common,” I
sarcastically bit back. If I was going to die by this monster’s
hands, I wanted to die as Skye Everleigh Morrison; strong,
independent,
‘sassy-as-hell-and-doesn’t-give-a-fuck-what-you-think-about-it’
woman. I didn’t want to die weak and fearful. I knew my fate was in
God’s hands; I accepted a long time ago that He was in control of
my life, I wasn’t. If I was meant to die here today, then I would
die being myself; not the victim that this psycho was trying to
make me into.

Amun chuckled and grabbed a fist full of my
hair, tilting my head back even further. “You remind me of a girl
that I once knew,” he said with a sick smile.

“Oh yeah?” I asked tiredly. My body
desperately needed to recuperate from the recent events and I could
feel its pull on my droopy eyes. “What happened…to her?”

Amun leaned closer, his nose almost touching
mine, and whispered slowly, “I ate her.”

I swallowed hard as he shoved my head away. I
watched as he calmly pulled in the cuffs of his shirt, readjusting
them, and fixed his suit jacket. He ran his fingers through his
short dark hair and turned back to me.

“Where was I?” he asked, his brow momentarily
furrowed in thought before his blue eyes suddenly lit up and he
smiled. “Oh yes…the tomb. So, Cináed was able to capture me, bleed
me almost dry, and lock me underground in a tomb. In there I sat,
chained in silver and draped in crosses, unable to move but fully
aware for over a thousand years. I had all that time to plan my
revenge should I ever escape, although I didn’t know how long my
body would last. As I previously told you, it had been
deteriorating for some time before I started drinking immortal
blood. Imagine my surprise when I did not die,” he smiled.

“As luck would have it, the church was
demolished a few weeks ago, and my enclosure was discovered in the
process. One of the men spotted me chained up and he came over and
cut me free. Once the silver and holy relics were removed, I
drained my rescuer and his companions. After I drained the human
men and regained a fraction of my strength, I went out hunting for
a proper meal. I drained a score of vampires, completely restoring
me to my former glory, and commenced my search of Cináed. Much to
my dismay, I learned that he was dead, so I decided the next best
thing would be to kill off his offspring. And kill them all, I
shall.”

“But…why did you kill…the human at my house?”
I croaked weakly as I felt hot tears slide down my face. “Jesse
wasn’t a…descendant of Cináed. He didn’t…deserve to die. He
had…nothing to do with…any of this.”

Amun shook his head. “I did not kill the
human. Martin did,” he said as he reached over and gently touched
the tears on my cheeks, a look of fascination on his face. “You cry
for him…why?”

I roughly jerked my face to the side, away
from his touch. “Because he didn’t deserve to die!” I yelled,
mustering all the strength and anger I had, putting them into my
words. “He wasn’t a part of your war. He knew…nothing of…your kind.
And yet you killed him anyway.”

Amun pursed his lips and began walking around
me again. “Martin killed him. And he died because he was in the
way. We were observing you and that day walker, preparing to leave
Callum’s head in your metal chariot, when the human came up and
began destroying it. I have to admit, I watched the whole thing in
complete rapture. His anger was impressive; feral and immense. He
would have made a fierce vampire. But, alas, he had to be disposed
of. He had been following your every move for the last few days and
he was making my hunt more difficult than it needed to be.”

“You cold hearted bastard!” I spat and yanked
as hard as I could on my chains.

He backhanded me again, harder this time.
“Silence! You need to learn your place, woman. I don’t know what
happened to this world while I was entombed, but I don’t care for
it. A woman is to be seen, not heard. Used as a man pleases without
complaint from the female. I hope this isn’t a widespread problem.
The human race was loathsome a thousand years ago. If all women are
like you now, I shudder to think what living among you will be
like. Too bad my tastes have evolved to immortals. I’d like nothing
more than to drain you dry and silence that sarcastic mouth of
yours, woman.”

“Fuck you,” I spat weakly.

Amun chuckled and stepped back. “I’ll pretend
I understand what that means if it makes you feel more powerful,
human. You really are such a pathetic species.”

I watched as he pulled a velvet bag out of
his jacket pocket and smile at me. “I need to give your day walkers
more incentive to find you, I believe. Two days have passed and
they aren’t even close.” He reached forward using vampire speed and
yanked a fist full of my hair out. I screamed out in pain as he
held it out between our faces. I saw a chunk of bloody scalp and I
started crying again; half from the unbelievable pain, half from
anger. I loved my hair and this asshole had torn a huge chunk of it
out…along with some scalp. I will not focus on the chunk of skin
hanging from it, I silently told myself.
Don’tlookdon’tlookdon’tlook. I couldn’t help myself…I looked
again and he just laughed as he watched the pain and anguish on my
face.

Amun carefully folded my hair up and put it
in the velvet bag; knotting it when he was done and putting it back
in his jacket pocket. He then reached out and ripped my black
Motörhead t-shirt from my body, leaving me only in my bra. I cried
out in pain again, this time it was coming from my wrists. He tore
my shirt from my body with such force that I swung a little on my
chains.

“That should do it,” he said, smiling as he
wadded my shirt up in his hand and turned to leave.

“That was…vintage, you bastard!” I screamed
at him through my tears as he closed the door to the basement. My
head was pounding and my entire body ached. I prayed for the
darkness to take me again, to relieve me of my pain, but it didn’t.
I stayed awake and aware for the next few hours and dreamed of the
chance to kick that bastard vampire’s ass.

The next time I awoke, something cold was
sliding down my torso. My eyes flew open and I saw Martin standing
in front of me with a sly grin on his face as his fingers explored
my exposed skin.

“Don’t fucking…touch me,” I growled as I
tried to jerk away from his icy trace.

Martin chuckled as I watched his fangs slowly
descend from his upper gums. “Watch how you talk to me, human. Your
life is in my hands, remember?”

I swallowed hard and looked away from him. I
whimpered as his fingers moved along the edges of the cups on my
bra. I knew I had to stay silent and try my best not anger him, as
difficult as that was for me. I didn’t think I’d survive him
feeding off me again.

“Wh…where’s Amun?” I asked timidly.

“Out,” Martin whispered as he slid one of his
fingers under my bra. “He’s been gone for some time and I don’t
expect him back anytime soon…not that you should worry about that.”
He licked his lips as he slid his cold finger along the underside
of my breast.

“What are you…planning on doing to me?” I
whispered as my body began to shake from pure fear.

He leaned forward, burying his face into the
hollow of my neck, and took a deep breath in. “Your fear smells
amazing. It makes my mouth water.”

“Please,” I begged frantically. “Don’t bite
me again, Martin.”

He chuckled and licked my neck. “I’m not
going to bite you. I’m going to fuck you. I haven’t had a human in
a while.”

I jerked on my chains frantically as I
pleaded with him. “You don’t want to do this Martin. Amun will be
mad, think about it.”

He laughed as he roughly pulled up my bra,
exposing my breasts. “Amun doesn’t give a damn about you and
doesn’t care what I do with you.”

I started to panic as Martin unbuttoned my
corduroys and slowly slid the zipper down. “Please don’t do this
Martin. You said you wouldn’t hurt me if I was good.”

“I said if you cooperated, I wouldn’t feed
from you again,” he said, licking his lips as he slid my pants down
my hips. “Are you going to cooperate, or shall I sink my fangs into
your tasty little neck again?” I whimpered and tightly closed my
eyes.

Just then the door opened and Amun slowly
made his way down the steps, his eyes locked on mine. “Martin, you
are not seriously considering mating with this human, are you?” he
asked, a look of disgust on his face.

“I was bored, master,” he explained quickly
as he stepped away from me. “I haven’t used a human in a number of
years.”

Amun tsked as he walked up to me, his eyes
roaming my body. “Do not lower yourself, Martin. You are vampire
and she is a human, unworthy of your attentions. Get upstairs and
wait for me there.”

“Yes, master,” he said and glanced longingly
back at me for a moment before leaving the room.

Amun reached over and quickly righted my
pants and bra, surprising me. I knew he could care less what
happened to me and was shocked that he stopped Martin from raping
me, whatever his reasoning was.

“Great vampires do not fraternize sexually
with humans,” he said, reading my mind. “I stopped him to help him,
not you.”

I lowered my gaze as he turned to the water
spigot on the wall and filled the metal cup again. He brought it
over to me and allowed me to drink the whole thing. Without another
word, he left and I was alone again, thankful for his brief
interruption.

Hours passed and I remained awake, scared
that Martin would come back and finish what he started. I saw the
look in his eyes and knew that he was far from finished with me, no
matter what Amun said. He’d probably just wait for him to leave
again. I felt so vulnerable and helpless chained to this pipe in
the ceiling. Even if I had the use of my arms, I don’t think I’d
have been able to fight off Martin’s advances.

I was in the most pain I had ever been in in
my life. I took a quick evaluation of the injuries I had sustained
thus far and started to cry again. There was my ripped scalp and
missing hair, the deep gash on my left forearm inflicted by Amun
when he kidnapped me, my broken right wrist and dislocated right
shoulder, my bruised and aching face caused by Martin and Amun’s
hands, and let’s not forget the fang marks in my neck where Martin
almost drained me into nonexistence. I was damn lucky to be alive
and I knew it.

 


 




Chapter 19

 


 


I was just starting to drift off again when I
heard heavy footsteps pound on the floor above me. I snapped awake
when I heard several more of them run across the floor as sounds of
distant fighting drifted down the basement steps. What the
hell? I thought, confused. My heart started to pound as the
sounds of fighting intensified. It’s them! They’ve come to save
me! “Archer? Archer!” I screamed as loud as I could as I
desperately yanked on my chains. “Jameson! Somebody, I’m down here!
Please!”

A few seconds later, the basement door flew
open and three vampires flashed down the steps and stopped in front
of me. It was Jameson, Aoife, and Archer, much to my relief.

“Jameson,” I sobbed his name as he grabbed my
face and frantically looked me over.

“What have they done to you?” he whispered in
horror. I sobbed harder, relieved that my ordeal would soon be
over. Jameson and Archer had come to save me, like I prayed they
would.

“You must hurry, Youngblood,” Archer said as
he turned to look back at the door, checking for threats. “Get her
down and heal her.”

Just then I heard someone yell Archer’s name.
Archer turned back to me and hesitated for a moment, sorrow and
anger filling his eyes, before flashing back upstairs to rejoin the
fighting.

“What’s going on…up there?” I struggled
weakly.

“There’s no time to explain,” Aoife said over
her shoulder to me as she watched the door, alert for danger as the
fighting raged on upstairs.

Jameson easily broke my chains from my wrists
and I cried out in sudden pain as my arms were released and
lowered.

“I’m so sorry, baby,” Jameson whispered above
me, his anguished face inches from mine. “We tried so hard to find
you.”

“Heal now, talk later, Jameson!” Aoife yelled
from her position. “Now is not the time.”

He gently kissed my lips as he placed both of
his hands on my chest. A strong, overpowering tingle instantly
flooded my body and overloaded my senses. The room started to
wobble as fierce heat spread across my body, searing me down to my
toes.

“Hurry, brother,” I heard Aoife plead from
far away as the tingling sensation intensified tenfold and settled
into my lower abdomen.

I heard Jameson grunt in exertion as his
hands pushed harder down on my chest. I closed my eyes as the most
powerful, and unwanted orgasm of my life suddenly hit me like a Mac
truck doing 100mph on a freeway. I moaned and grabbed onto
Jameson’s arm, desperately clinging to him and this world as the
commanding waves overtook me.

I felt Jameson collapse on top of me before
quickly but gently rolling off. He was breathing heavily as I
opened my eyes and turned my head to look at him.

“Jameson,” I whispered as I took in his
state. He was pale, well more pale than usual, and he looked
absolutely exhausted. “Baby? Are you okay?” I rolled over and
cupped his cool face between my hands.

“I’ll…live,” he panted as he studied my face,
a small relieved smile upon his luscious lips.

“Jameson,” Aoife warned a second before
Martin flashed down the stairs and backhanded her into the far
wall. I felt Jameson flash to his feet as I watched her limp body
sag to the floor.

I watched helplessly as Jameson and Martin
brutally fought one another. My body was still recovering from the
healing and I didn’t think I could get up off the floor yet.
Jameson had the upper hand most of the time, but I was unprepared
for what happened next. Martin locked his arms around Jameson and
sunk his fangs into Jameson’s neck. I watched for a few seconds as
Jameson desperately fought to free himself, but it was no use.
Martin had a firm hold on Jameson and wasn’t letting go. I saw
Jameson’s body start to sag and I completely lost it.

“No!” I screamed as I somehow scrambled off
of the floor and flung myself on Martin’s back. I feverishly tore
at his hair with my freshly healed hands, gouged his eyes, and was
finally able to put him in a chokehold. I squeezed his neck as hard
as I could while I screamed out my frustration. My arm was locked
so tight around his throat that he could no longer swallow
Jameson’s blood. He growled in frustration and threw Jameson’s limp
body away from him as he attempted to pull me off of his back.
Martin somehow grabbed me by my hair, yanking me forward, and I had
no choice but to release my hold on his neck. The pain he was
causing me once again was excruciating.

“You little BITCH!” he screamed, bloody
spittle flying in my face, as he drew his fist back to punch me in
it.

Suddenly, Aoife came out of nowhere and began
stabbing him in the back with something. Martin screamed out in
pain and flung me to the side.

“Go help Jameson!” Aoife yelled out to me as
she continued to attack Martin. I stared at her in awe for a few
seconds, shocked at the sight of her lithe body in battle. She was
absolutely beautiful and oh-so-fierce with her dagger. Her long
blond hair whipped about as she skillfully ducked, spun, twisted,
and flipped circles around a frustrated and growling Martin.

A gurgling sound coming from Jameson pulled
me out of my daze and I hurriedly crawled over to him. I took one
look at him and instantly gagged. The side of his throat had been
torn out and he was bleeding profusely. My vision began to swim and
I fought hard not to pass out at the sight of his injuries.

“Oh God, Jameson,” I whispered as I put my
hands over the gaping wound, desperately applying pressure, hoping
that he would heal himself soon. Seconds passed and I waited, but
his body was not healing. I watched helplessly as his panicked eyes
began to calm and flutter as he started losing consciousness.

“Don’t you fucking die on me, dammit!” I
yelled out as I slapped his face with my free hand. “You can’t
leave me, Jameson. Stay with me! Stay awake, damn you!” His eyes
bolted open and he weakly lifted his hand to touch my cheek. His
eyes were full of so many emotions; love, acceptance of his
impending death, sorrow, and an apology. I knew he was going to die
and I began to panic.

I looked over at Aoife but she wasn’t going
to be of any help to me. She was knee deep in kicking Martin’s
sorry ass and I knew I couldn’t call out to her and distract her
from the fight, lest that slime ball Martin got the upper hand.

Think, Skye! Think! Jameson is dying,
dammit! You have to save him! My mind was in turmoil and I felt
so utterly and completely helpless. My Jameson was going to die and
I had no choice but to sit here and watch it happen. Fuck
that! I thought as I gripped the side of his face and leaned
over him. I knew that what I was about to do would probably kill
me, but I didn’t care as long as he lived. Jameson had done so much
for me and I knew, without a doubt, that I would die for him.

“Don’t fight me, Jameson,” I whispered calmly
as I stroked his hair. I put my free wrist in his mouth and told
him to bite. He stared at me for a moment…I’m not sure if it was
indecision or defiance, but I repeated my command as I shoved my
wrist harder against his teeth. “Drink, Jameson.”

I heard his fangs sink slowly into my wrist
and I sighed when I felt the dizzying euphoria overtake the painful
pinch caused by his teeth.

“That’s right, baby,” I whispered as I closed
my eyes. “Drink all you need.” I knew Jameson’s healing earlier had
replenished my blood supply, so I knew he had plenty to take if he
needed it. I didn’t care what it took; I just wanted him to
survive.

I opened my eyes after a moment and saw his
throat repairing itself. I sighed in relief as I leaned down and
kissed his forehead. A loud scream coming from Aoife startled me
and I jerked my head up from Jameson’s and saw that Martin had
Aoife in his arms and was draining her as well.

“I have to help Aoife,” I said quickly to
Jameson and he released my wrist. I grabbed the silver dagger that
I knew he always kept strapped to his ankle and woozily got to my
feet. The effects of his bite were still strong and I shook my head
hard, attempting to clear it. I couldn’t waste any more time as I
heard Aoife desperately yell out in pain again. I knew from
experience what Martin’s bite was like; he gnawed on a person and
it was excruciating.

I ran unsteadily and launched myself on his
back once again. I furiously stabbed at his face and neck with the
silver dagger and he screamed out in furious pain. He cast Aoife’s
limp body to the side and, using his vampire speed, leaned forward,
roughly throwing me off of him. I hit the ground hard and my skull
bounced on the concrete floor a few times as my body slid across
it.

When I came to a stop, I groaned and put my
free hand to my head, hoping to ease the spinning sensation I was
feeling. I knew it was probably because I was low on blood again as
the euphoria from Jameson’s bite would have mostly worn off by now.
I lifted my head up just in time to see Martin stalking toward me.
I looked over at Aoife and Jameson and was panicked to realize that
they were in no shape to help me. This fight would have to be all
on me if I wanted to save us.

I growled angrily as Martin picked me up by
my hair and I slashed at him with the dagger, cutting open his
black shirt and drawing blood.

“I told you not to fucking touch me!” I
screamed as I went wild; thrashing, stabbing, slashing, and kicking
at him. I wanted to make this sick bastard pay for every time he
hit me, fed from me, and nearly raped me. I wanted to make him beg
for ME to stop hurting HIM…I wanted to make him regret the day he
met me.

Martin dropped me and used his vampire speed
to punch me in the stomach, eye, and jaw. I doubled over in pain
when the quick assault ended and spit out a mouthful of blood. I
was amazed that I was even still standing after what he just did to
me and I raised my head and smiled painfully at him.

“Is that…all you’ve got?” I huffed heavily.
“What a joke. I thought you…were supposed to be some almighty
vampire, not some weak little girl.”

Martin was standing back, bouncing from foot
to foot like a boxer, and grinning like a john in a whore house.
“Oh, I’m going to enjoy this,” he laughed cruelly. “You really
think you can take me on? Look at your two useless day walkers. See
what I did to them? They can’t help you now. You’re all mine, you
little bitch! I think I’ll fuck you after all…before I drain the
worthless life right out of you.”

“Are you serious?” I laughed painfully as I
spit out more of the blood that had pooled in my mouth. “Bring it
on, asshole. I plan on sending you right back to hell where you
belong. No one fucks with my friends and gets away with it.”

Martin just stood there grinning so I took a
deep breath and made my move. I ran at him with everything I had as
I furiously slashed the air between us with Jameson’s dagger.
Martin spun around me, but I had expected that from all of the
training that I had with Archer and Hagan. I arched my arm back and
stabbed him in the side as I spun around and punched him in the
throat with the heel of my other palm. I quickly took out the
dagger, dropped to one knee and brought the dagger up between his
legs, skewering his man meat. Martin screamed out a string of
obscenities as I leaned on my knee and kicked the side of his as
hard as I could, making him fall to the ground.

He quickly rolled over, surprising me as I
stood up, and grabbed ahold of my leg, dragging me down to the
ground with him. I tried desperately to scramble away from him, but
his lock on my leg was firm. He pulled my body toward his and I
flipped over onto my back and kicked his face repeatedly, hoping he
would let go. After several hard kicks, he growled and did just
that. I rolled over and scrambled to my feet, eager to have the
upper hand and height advantage.

“You’re going to pay for that,” he swore as I
circled his prone position, dagger in my hand at the ready.

“You first, asshole,” I said as I dove at
him, stabbing him in the chest and sides as we rolled across the
cold cement floor. Somehow Martin managed to get me in a choke hold
and I started to panic as he squeezed my neck tightly. Think of
your lessons with Hagan. You’ve been in this exact position before.
What did he teach you to do?

I let my body go limp and stopped struggling.
Martin did exactly what I thought he was going to do and leaned his
head over to look at my face. I took that moment to strike and
brought my hand up over my shoulder, stabbing him in the right eye
with the silver dagger.

Martin screamed and let go of me as he
scrambled backward on the floor; his right hand covering his now
bleeding eye. Hagan had taught me that a vampire’s eyes didn’t heal
as quickly as other parts of them and that was a sure way to disarm
a vampire’s defenses, enabling a prime moment to attack.

I growled out a fierce battle cry as I dove
on top of him, grabbed a fistful of his hair with my left hand as I
simultaneously stabbed at the base of his skull, hoping to sever
his spinal cord. Martin writhed and bucked, but I just kept
stabbing and twisting the blade, desperate to disable him. After
about ten seconds of furious stabbing, I felt his body go limp. Not
trusting that he was dead, I quickly let go of his head, leaned
back, and stabbed him in the back where I knew his heart was
located. I hit his rib bone at first and it took some maneuvering
to get between them and into his heart, but I did it.

I left the dagger in his back and rolled off
of him, panting heavily and so very out of breath. It’s not easy
killing a vampire, let me tell you. That had been the toughest
fight of my life. My entire body ached and my head pounded
furiously.

I remembered Jameson and Aoife and quickly
looked over to see Jameson slowly crawling toward her limp body. He
was quite a ways away, so I staggered up, ignoring my protesting
muscles, and ran to her. She hadn’t moved an inch from where Martin
had tosses her aside. She was breathing, but her eyes weren’t open.
I quickly sat down on the floor, pulling her head into my lap and
cradled her.

“Aoife,” I called her name, gently at first,
trying to rouse her, but it was no use. She wasn’t conscious.
“Aoife,” I screamed and finally got a weak response.

“Blood,” she whispered softly.

I didn’t hesitate as I put my wrist to her
mouth and allowed her to feed from me. She bit hard into my wrist
as I watched Jameson crawl the last few feet to us. The euphoria of
her bite slowly swept over me and I closed my eyes and took a much
needed deep breath.

“Are you okay?” I whispered to Jameson as I
floated on a wave of warm contentment.

“Healing, thanks to you,” he said as he
gently pulled my wrist out of Aoife’s mouth. I opened my eyes and
watched as he placed his hands at the bite marks on her neck. Aoife
groaned and opened her eyes as Jameson started to heal her.

The commotion upstairs drew my attention once
again and I heard panicked yelling and crashing sounds. I threw
Aoife off of me as I heard Archer yell out for Jameson, and I
hurried to my feet. I had to unexpectedly grab on to the wall to
steady myself. Cold pinpricks dotted my face as black spots danced
in my vision. You will NOT pass out, Skye Morrison, I
silently yelled to myself as I ran across the room and up the
stairs. I heard Jameson call my name in a panic, but I didn’t care.
It sounded like Archer was in trouble and I would stop at nothing
to get to him.

When I finally got upstairs, I saw that we
were in an old abandoned house. The place was an absolute wreck.
Old furniture was in pieces and strewn about, windows were broken
out, and there were massive holes in the walls. I jogged further
into the room and saw two bodies lying on the floor. One of them
was Archer and I gasped as I ran to him.

“Archer,” I sobbed his name as I dropped to
my knees beside him and took in his battered state. He was covered
in blood, his clothes were ripped, and he was holding his exposed
intestines close to his body. He had been partially gutted like
Amun’s other victims. “Oh, Archer, no,” I cried harder as I wiped
some of the blood out of his eyes with my hands.

“Jameson?” he whispered as he panted in
shallow, quick breaths. His eyes were wide with the terrible pain
he was in and I struggled to get myself together for him. I wanted
to be strong for him, to be brave enough to do whatever he needed
me to do for him to survive.

“Jameson!” I lifted my head to the ceiling
and screamed as loud as I could, most of it coming out in a
desperate sob. I looked down at Archer again. “He’s coming. Hang on
for me, Archer. He’s coming, I promise. He’s healing Aoife.”

Worry flashed across his face and I reassured
him. “Aoife’s fine. She’s going to be just fine. She was awake when
I left. She’s not injured badly. That asshole Martin tried to drain
her, but I didn’t let him finish the job.”

He relaxed a bit and closed his eyes. I
roughly grasped his jaw and his eyes flew open again. “Don’t close
your eyes, honey. Look at me, Archer…just focus on me. You’re going
to be okay.”

Archer’s body shook as he urgently tried to
breathe. Blood was gurgling in his airway and I stared in horror,
not knowing what to do. After he coughed the blood up, he swallowed
thickly a few times and slowly lifted his hand up to cup my cheek.
“I’m dying, Skye,” he said as he looked at me calmly, love painting
his beautiful arctic blue eyes.

“No you’re not,” I shook my head, sobbing as
the tears started to fall faster down my face. “You can’t die on
me, Archer. Don’t you die on me, baby. Just hold on for me,
please…just hold on dammit.”

“Kiss me one last time, Skye…before I die,”
he whispered weakly as he gently stroked my cheek. “I want to…enter
heaven…with the taste of you on my lips.”

I didn’t hesitate as I leaned down and
passionately, desperately kissed him as my tears rained down upon
him. Archer ran both of his hands up my neck and fisted my hair as
he met my kiss with his own passion and desperation. Suddenly, he
exhaled one last time into my mouth as his arms went limp and fell
down to his chest.

I pulled back and stared at his empty eyes.
“Archer? Archer? Nooooo!” I sobbed as I grabbed his shoulders and
shook him hard. “Don’t you leave me, dammit! Please!”

I shoved my wrist into his mouth, but he just
laid there. “Feed, damn you!” I screamed as I slapped him as hard
as I could. His eyes fluttered open for a second and closed again.
He’s alive? I shoved my wrist into his mouth again and
roughly closed his bottom jaw, deeply sinking his fangs into my
skin. I watched as my blood filled his mouth and poured down the
sides of his face.

“Please, Archer…just swallow. Please,
baby…fight! Fight!” I sobbed as I swept his blood soaked hair out
of his face with my free hand. I cried harder as I realized that I
was probably too late and that he was most likely already dead.

A heartbroken wail exploded from me as I
collapsed on his chest. I was absolutely devastated. Archer, my
boss, my crush, the man I secretly, intensely cared for, was dead.
I screamed as violent, soul-crushing sobs wracked my weak body.

A small gurgle unexpectedly emanated from
Archer and I shot up off his chest. I watched with wide, amazed
eyes as he swallowed the mouthful of blood.

“Oh my God! Yes…that’s it baby,” I cried out
encouragingly. “Swallow again.”

Slowly, he sucked on my wrist, pulling more
blood into his mouth, and swallowed again. I laughed through my
tears, overjoyed that he was still alive. I soothingly brushed the
hair on his forehead as he pulled on my wrist again, taking in
another mouthful.

“Thank you, God,” I said, relieved, as I
collapsed next to him on the old, dirty hardwood floor and allowed
him to drink his fill. As his pulls on my wrist become stronger,
and his swallows more frequent, I start to feel the telltale signs
of the chemicals in his fangs; the warm, safe, happy feeling
overtook me and I sighed. He’s safe, I silently reassured
myself. He’s going to be just fine.

I noticed the room begin to spin as black
spots dotted my vision once again. The cold pinpricks in my face
resumed full force, but I couldn’t have cared less. Archer was
alive; I had him back. I closed my eyes and gave myself to the
darkness.

“Skye?” I heard Jameson call out to me from
far away. I felt someone’s hands cupping my face as my wrist was
taken out of Archer’s mouth.

“Tend to Archer,” I barely heard Aoife say to
Jameson as I opened my eyes to see her above me, cradling my head
in her lap. “Stay with us, Skye.”

I turned my head and weakly looked over at
Jameson and Archer. Jameson was working on him and I smiled as I
let the darkness carry me away.

 


 




Chapter 20

 


 


I slowly opened my eyes and blinked a few
times. I looked around the room and realized I was back in the
guest room at Archer’s house on the lake. I glanced over to my left
and saw Jameson sprawled out on the white chaise lounge by the
window, softly snoring. His face was ghostly pale and his normally
clean shaven face was sporting rugged, days old stubble. I smiled
when I realized that he was safe and I tried to swallow. My mouth
was incredibly dry and tasted absolutely horrible.

I turned over and saw that someone had
thoughtfully left a bottle of water on the bedside table and I
eagerly reached over and unscrewed the lid, taking deep mouthfuls
of the cool liquid. It soothed my parched throat as I sucked it
down.

I heard Jameson stir a second before I heard
his voice. “A luaidh. You’re awake,” he said groggily. “How
long have you been up?”

I finished the contents of the small bottle
and put the cap back on as I turned over to face him. “About a
minute or so,” I said tiredly. “What happened? How did I get
here?”

Jameson slowly got up off the chaise lounge
and came to sit next to me on the bed. He reached over and softly
brushed the hair back from my eyes. “We brought you back early
yesterday morning,” he said gently, a small, relieved smile on his
lips. “You’ve been sleeping for almost 36 hours. How do you
feel?”

I stretched gingerly, testing out my legs,
arms, shoulders and back. I was a little stiff from lying in bed so
long, but other than that, I was perfect. “I feel fine,” I said,
surprised. After what Amun and Martin put me through, and with
giving Aoife, Jameson, and Archer my blood, I expected to feel a
lot worse. “How are you doing, honey? Are you okay?”

Jameson tiredly rubbed the scruff on his
face. “I’m doing better than I was,” he said honestly. “Healing all
three of you almost killed me, I think. When we got back home, I
had to feed several times to get my strength back up. It was rough
at first; I’m not going to lie.”

“I thought you were going to die after Martin
attacked you,” my voice trembled softly as I remembered the sight
of his throat half torn out. Tears swam in my eyes and Jameson
pulled me to his chest, hugging me tightly.

“Shhh,” he whispered as he stroked my long
red hair. “I’ll never leave you, Skye. You saved me, you know that?
I would have died if you hadn’t given me your blood. You saved
Aoife and Archer, too. We almost lost you in the process, though. I
wasn’t strong enough to heal you at first, so we had to rush you to
the closest place we could, The Mausoleum, to give you a blood
transfusion. Thank God we had a bag of your blood type there. You
wouldn’t have made it back to the house otherwise.”

“Oh, Jameson,” I cried as I clung tighter to
him. “I’m so glad you’re okay. Is…is Archer okay? Did he make
it?”

“Yes, baby,” he said, kissing the top of my
head. “He’s all healed up now. I don’t know how you had enough
blood in you to feed the three of us, but you did. You are the
bravest woman I’ve ever met, Skye. I saw the determination in your
eyes as you fed me. I knew you’d die for me.” He pulled me away
from his chest and looked me deep in the eyes. “Don’t ever…EVER do
that again, do you hear me? You are much more important than I am.
I’ve lived my life, Skye…you haven’t. Don’t you dare sacrifice
yourself to save me again. If you had died…if you had died, Skye…I
couldn’t live with myself.”

I reached up and cupped his cheek. “If you
had died, I couldn’t live with MY self. You mean so much to me,
Jameson. When I saw you…with your throat torn out…I…I lost it.”

He pulled me back to his chest and held me
firmly against him. I buried my face in his neck and took a deep
breath in, smelling the familiar and calming scent that was
Jameson; leather, and a hint of cool, crisp aftershave.

“What happened to Amun?” I whispered.

“Who is Amun?” Jameson asked me as he slowly
stroked my hair.

I leaned back and looked up at him, confused.
“He’s the guy who kidnapped me.”

Jameson growled as his eyes began to drain of
their beautiful light green color. “We didn’t know his name. He got
away,” he growled deeply.

Rage and anger poured off of him in waves and
I tentatively reached up and cupped his cheek. “Tell me what
happened,” I said gently.

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes for a
moment, attempting to calm himself, before opening them and
speaking. “He escaped us somehow,” Jameson said, more calm than he
had been a second ago, but still incredibly angry. “But, not before
he killed Marcán.”

I gasped as my hand flew to my mouth in
shock. “Marcán is dead?”

“Aye,” he sighed and explained. “When Dean’s
wolves busted down the door, Marcán was the first one in. The man
you call Amun decapitated him instantly.”

“Dean was there?” I asked, confused and still
reeling from the horrible news of Marcán’s death.

“Aye,” he said as he roughly ran his fingers
through his soft brown shoulder length hair. “Maybe I should start
at the beginning.”

“Please, because I’m a little overwhelmed
right now,” I whispered as I wiped the fresh tears from my eyes. My
heart broke for Marcán and I wondered how his brothers in The
Faithful were taking his tragic death. “I’m having a little trouble
following along.”

Jameson gently laid us down on the bed and
pulled me to his chest. He sighed contentedly as I curled up in the
crook of his arm and he told me the story.

“After you argued with Archer and Dean and
walked away, they got into it. From what I hear, Dean is quite fond
of you and it pissed Archer off to no end. Vampires and werewolves
do not normally associate and Archer felt like you belonged to us,
so you were off limits. For the record, I didn’t agree with you
having dinner with him either when I first found out.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but Jameson
shushed me with a quick kiss on the lips. “Let me finish, okay?” I
nodded my head, a bit unhappy, but allowed him to continue.

“Anyway, after Trey calmed everyone down,
Dean said he was going to go follow your trail to make sure you
were okay. Of course, Archer wasn’t about to let him go alone, so
he and Dean went after you. They were almost to the end of the
alley when they heard you scream. By the time they came across your
blood, you were gone and your scent trail had vanished.” He
swallowed hard and continued. “I didn’t see your blood on the
sidewalk, but from what I was told, it was enough that they thought
you couldn’t possibly have survived losing that much.”

“I almost didn’t,” I whispered against his
chest.

“Archer and Dean rushed back to The Mausoleum
and Archer immediately called An Dílis while Dean called a
few of his wolves. They fought over Dean wanting to help, but in
the end Aoife, Trey, and Hunter convinced him that the wolves could
be of some use in tracking you. Dean, Archer, Hagan, Marcán, and
two from Dean’s pack scoured the city looking for you as everyone
else ran the club and waited for An Dílis to arrive. I
didn’t know what was going on until I got to the club after my
show, mind you, but I blew up. I completely lost my shit, Skye. I
was furious that no one had told me you, my girlfriend, were
missing, but Aoife assured me that Archer was going to find you. I
didn’t care, though. I met up with Archer and the group and laid
into Archer as soon as I saw him. I’ve never struck my brother
before, but I did when I saw him that night. He apologized of
course, tried to explain, but I wasn’t having any of it. I just
wanted you back and would stop at nothing to find you.

“We searched for hours, never picking up your
trail. Archer listened into the thoughts of those around him and no
one had seen you. We were panicked at this point. Archer got a call
from An Dílis and we went to the club to meet with them.
They told Archer to stay at the club in case whoever took you
called while they set up a search grid. Dean and his wolves
reluctantly went home and most of us slept at the club that night,
feeling helpless and waiting on a call that would never come. Night
turned into day, day turned into night and still An Dílis
had no clue where you were. They were certain that whoever took you
was the man they were looking for based on the blood message left
outside of the parking garage.”

“Blood message?”

“The pool of your blood,” Jameson explained
gently. “No one else would have had a reason to almost drain you
out on the street. It was a perfect pool of blood as there were no
signs of a struggle in the way the blood landed.” I looked at him
confused, but he just shook his head. “Vampire stuff, love. We can
read between the lines where blood is concerned.”

I shook my head, still not understanding, but
allowed him to continue. “An Dílis got a tip from a Dark One
claiming that he had seen you with a man in Dallas the day before,
so they loaded up the van, leaving Marcán, Pádraig, and Hagan with
us, as they went after you. Of course they were sent on a wild
goose chase, but we didn’t know that at the time. About three hours
after they left, one of the dancers arriving for work found a
package by the back door. She brought it to Hunter who was setting
up the downstairs bar and he brought it to Archer’s office. Archer
opened it and found your ripped and bloody t-shirt and a bag with a
large chunk of your hair and part of your scalp still attached to
it.”

I quickly reached up and felt the spot where
Amun had ripped my hair out. The hair was still missing, but the
skin there was smooth once again.

“I healed you, love,” Jameson said as he took
my hand from my head and kissed the back of my knuckles. “It will
grow back eventually. I’m sorry I couldn’t give you your hair
back.”

I took a deep breath and swallowed hard,
stuffing my emotions back down. I didn’t want to cry over something
as trivial as hair when so much had happened to all of us. In the
scope of things, hair should be the least of my worries. I was damn
lucky to be alive. “I know,” I said with a small smile. “It’s not a
big deal. I’ll just have to wear extensions there until it
does.”

Jameson pulled me tighter to him as he kissed
me deeply. He licked my bottom lip, signaling me to open my mouth,
but I pulled back. “Uh, babe? I haven’t brushed my teeth in days.
It feels like something died in there, so let’s hold off until I
shower, okay?”

He smiled, nodded his head in agreement, and
gently kissed my forehead before finishing his story.

“So, like I said, when we saw your hair and
smelled the fresh blood, we knew you were alive. We went ballistic
when we saw it though. My mind was filled with horrible thoughts of
how you were being tortured and I screamed at Archer, telling him
that we had to do something. Quinn found a note in the box but he
couldn’t read it and got Archer’s attention to show it to him.
Archer said it was written in ancient Latin and that he could
understand parts of it. It was a riddle to your location, Skye. We
figured out that you were somewhere in East Austin and Archer got
on the phone and called Dean before he alerted An Dílis.
An Dílis were in Dallas and wouldn’t be back for at least a
few hours, so we went looking for you with what we had at our
disposal. That ended up being Archer, me, Hagan, Marcán, Aoife, and
Pádraig and Dean brought four of his wolves, Zephyr, Dylan, Primo,
and Sayer. The eleven of us scoured the east side for your scent
and Primo and Dean finally picked it up after an hour of running.
They called us and we converged about two blocks from the abandoned
house that monster was keeping you in. We quickly laid out a battle
plan and put it into motion. Primo and Zephyr broke down the door
and Marcán was the first in followed by Archer, Dean, and then the
rest of us.

“By the time I got through the door, I could
smell Marcán’s blood. I knew he was injured but wasn’t prepared for
what I saw. As I said before, he had been decapitated the moment he
flashed through the door. Everyone but Aoife and I took on the man
who kidnapped you. We were appointed to find you and get you out as
quickly as we could. I saw both of those monsters fighting, and
I’ll tell you, I’ve never seen anything like what the older one was
capable of…you said his name was Amun? He was incredibly strong and
fast, like no one I had ever seen before. He took all of them on
with ease. Anyway, when I got to the basement door, I could smell
you and we charged in after you. You know the rest I’m sure.”

“How did Amun get away?” I asked, confused.
“With nine of them fighting, how could he possibly get away?”

“From what I understand, Dean changed into
his wolf after Amun injured Sayer and went ballistic on him. It was
quite the battle, I hear. Dean managed to get the upper hand for a
moment and tore off a few of Amun’s fingers before Amun attacked
back. He slammed Dean so hard into the ground that it cracked a few
of his ribs. That put Dean out of the fight for a while. Archer,
Zephyr, Pádraig, and Dylan jumped in, but Amun easily took them
down. Archer was able to last the longest against him. He brought a
powerful weapon with him that night. It was a sword that had been
blessed by Saint Patrick himself. It was lost over the years, but
Archer heard whispers that a wealthy human collector had it and
Archer sent Gunnar out to acquire it The man in Germany who owned
it had no idea of it’s worth to us, so it made the sale a bit
easier. The sword is thought to annihilate Dark Ones and similar
unholy creatures with a mere cut of its blade. It’s a very powerful
weapon to have against someone like Amun.

“Anyway, Amun tried to feed on Archer, but
Archer wasn’t allowing him to get that close so Amun sliced
Archer’s gut open with something and that took Archer down. Amun
then flashed out the door after seeing the sword and everyone but
Archer went after him. They lost his scent about twenty blocks away
when they reached the dead end at the freeway.”

“Do you think he’ll come back?” I asked
fearfully.

“Not if he knows what’s good for him,”
Jameson growled. “But unfortunately we can’t rule out the
possibility. An Dílis are tracking him as we speak. It
appears that Amun has fled the city, but is still hiding out in
Texas. They called in over forty of their men to catch this sick
bastard. They still don’t know why he is after Sliocht
Cináed.”

I swallowed thickly and sat up. “I do,” I
whispered and Jameson flashed to a sitting position as well.

“Tell me,” he demanded as his eyes started to
drain again of their light green color.

I gently cupped his cheek and shook my head.
“I only want to relive this once, hon. Do you think you can get
Archer in here so I can tell both of you at the same time?”

Jameson nodded as he leaned over and gently
kissed me on the lips before flashing out of bed and out the
door.

I took a few deep breaths and prepared myself
as best I could. No one can really be prepared to relive the
memories of torture and pain, though. A couple of minutes passed
before my bedroom door opened again and Archer stuck his head
in.

“Hey gorgeous,” he smiled a heart stopping
smile as he strode in. “It’s good to see you awake.”

“Archer,” I smiled as I got out of bed and
threw my arms around him. “I’m so glad you’re okay, honey,” I
whispered as tears filled my eyes.

He softly kissed the corner of my mouth and
scooped me up in his arms, putting me gently back in bed. “You need
to rest Skye,” he chuckled as he drank me in with his stunning
bright blue eyes. “There’s so much I want to say to you, but it can
wait. Right now, I just want to thank you for saving my life. I
believe it was your voice urging me to fight that brought me back.”
I wrapped my arms tightly around him and hugged him for all I was
worth.

After a long moment, I heard someone clear
their throat at the door and I looked up to find Jameson there. He
smiled tightly at Archer then turned to look at me.

Archer nodded to Jameson and faced me again.
He gently put his finger under my chin, lifting my face up higher
to meet his eyes. “I asked everyone to meet us here so they can
hear about what Amun told you as well. Do you mind?”

I swallowed hard and looked down. “I’m kind
of embarrassed by what happened to me, but I understand everyone
needs to hear why Amun is after your bloodline.”

“You have nothing to be embarrassed about,
Skye,” Archer said gently as he brought my head to his chest again,
hugging me close to him. “You had no control over what that monster
did to you.”

“I know,” I whispered weakly as tears filled
my eyes and threatened to spill over. “It’s just hard to think
about what he and Martin did to me.”

“Martin is the young Dark One from the club?”
Archer asked. I nodded my head and he chuckled. “I saw his body
once I was healed. You really did a number on his neck,” he
smiled.

I shrugged my shoulders and lifted my head.
“It was either him or me. He had already taken out Jameson and
Aoife. I did what I had to do to walk out of there.”

Archer kissed my forehead and patted my
thigh. “You did good, babe; very good, in fact. We are all
exceedingly proud of you.”

Archer turned to the door and nodded at
Jameson again. Jameson opened the door wider and allowed everyone
to enter. Pádraig, Trey, Aoife, Hunter, Seamus, Quinn, Lochlan,
Hagan, and Jameson all crowded into the room together.

I looked at each one of their faces and
smiled timidly before I began recounting my time in the dank
basement with Amun and Martin. I told them everything, even though
parts of it were incredibly difficult for me to relive, and left
nothing out.

When I was finished, I glanced over at Archer
and saw that his eyes were completely drained of their color. “I
don’t think Amun meant for you to walk out of that house, Skye,” he
growled lowly. “He wouldn’t have told you his entire history and
let you live. You said yourself that none of his children, the Dark
Ones, knew of his existence.”

I nodded my head and looked down at my hands.
“I know. I had that same feeling when he was telling me
everything.”

“I guess we know what the message carved into
Greyson’s body means now,” Archer steamed, grinding his teeth. “Our
blood will be shed for what Cináed did to Amun all those years
ago.”

Archer sighed, shook his head and walked over
to the bed and sat down beside me again. “I’m sorry we didn’t find
you sooner,” he said as he reached over and held my hand. “I’m so
sorry that you were dragged into our mess and that Amun and Martin
hurt you. I’d do anything to take all that back if I could.”

I shook my head and sighed, looking up at
him. “It’s not your fault, honey. It’s no one’s fault.”

Archer quietly growled his disagreement, but
dropped the subject. “I need to call An Dílis now and tell
them about Amun. They need to know what they are up against. Will
you be okay?”

I smiled weakly and nodded my head.
“Eventually.”

He leaned over and softly kissed my forehead.
“Thank you for everything,” he whispered quietly against my skin.
“After you’ve rested, I think you and I should talk. What happened
in that house…”

I reached up and gently placed my hand on his
chest, stopping him. I didn’t think I could bear to hear him say
aloud that the kiss we shared was a mistake. “It’s okay, Archer.
You don’t have to explain anything to me. I get it. Things happen
in the heat of the moment…things that we wouldn’t normally do. I
understand that.”

He looked at me, confused, and opened his
mouth to speak, but Trey cleared his throat, reminding him of our
audience. Archer sighed deeply and managed a small smile. He took
my hand from his chest, placed a soft, lingering kiss on the inside
of my wrist, and then got up and motioned for everyone to follow
him out the door.

I watched as most everyone filed out my door.
Aoife, Trey and Jameson stayed behind, though. As soon as Jameson
closed the door, Trey ran over to the bed and flung himself on me,
hugging me tightly.

“Oh, honey,” Trey sobbed as he held on to me.
“I’m so glad you are okay. I’ve never prayed so hard for someone in
my whole entire life. We were so worried about you! You can’t begin
to imagine how difficult your kidnapping has been on everyone, Skye
Morrison. We all just adore you, sweetie. Oh, God…what you went
through…it’s just so horrible!” he hugged me tighter as he cried
harder.

I held Trey as I soothingly rubbed circles on
his back. My sweet, sensitive Trey. “I’m fine, honey,
really. Feel my emotions. I’m a little tired, but I’m so glad to be
alive and back here with y’all. I’ll be okay, Trey, honest I
will.”

Aoife tapped his shoulder and he reluctantly
let go of me. “If you need anything, darling, you just let me
know,” he hiccupped as he wiped the tears from his eyes with his
slim fingers. “I’m here for you, Skye. Anytime, you know that
right?”

I nodded my head and smiled, thanking him. He
turned and stepped away as Aoife took his place standing in front
of me. “You know,” she said with pursed lips. “I never liked you.”
I cocked my eyebrow, preparing myself for a verbal fight, as she
continued. “I hated the fact that Archer hired a human to help him
run his club when the job so obviously should have gone to a
vampire. And, I’ll be honest, I hated the fact that you had the
attention of my husband…ex-husband,” she sighed and clarified
begrudgingly. “There hasn’t been a moment since the first time I
first met you that I didn’t want to rip your hair out along with
your throat.”

I swallowed hard as my hand went up to my
throat. Jameson flashed to stand behind Aoife and he growled loudly
in warning.

“Oh, stuff it, Jameson,” she said, annoyed,
as she flicked her wrist over her shoulder. “I’m not going to hurt
your little girlfriend, so back the hell off.”

I watched as Trey put his hand on Jameson’s
shoulder, stood on his tip-toes and whispered quietly in his ear.
Jameson looked confused for a moment before he glanced at me with
humored eyes and smiled, dropping his hand and taking a step
back.

“Like I was saying, before I was so rudely
interrupted,” Aoife said as she fluffed her platinum blonde locks,
“I hated your very existence. But…that all changed when we were in
that horrible basement. You kept me alive, Skye. You didn’t have to
give me your blood, but you did. I know how much you must hate me,
and yet you still saved my life.”

I shook my head, sighed and rolled my eyes.
“I don’t hate you Aoife. I never have. I’ll be honest…I didn’t
understand at first why you hated ME so badly; though, now I do.
I’m sorry if I stepped on your toes where Archer was concerned, but
I honestly had no idea that you had been married to each other. You
don’t have to worry about that, though. I’m with Jameson now.”

She dismissively flicked her wrist again and
shrugged. “It’s all water under the bridge. Let’s talk no more of
it. I’m glad you pulled through, Skye. I’d hate to be the only
female left in this horrid house of boys.”

Jameson rolled his eyes and crossed his arms
over his chest. “You’d love it, don’t lie.”

Trey chuckled as I smiled.

Aoife sighed again boredly. “Well, I’ll let
you get your beauty rest. I just wanted to convey my thanks in
person. After all, it’s only polite.” Much to my shock, she leaned
over and hesitantly hugged my neck. The movement was jerky and a
bit awkward. My body tensed up as she whispered quietly in my ear.
“He still cares very deeply for you. You know that, right Skye? I
just want Archer to be happy, that’s all. And if you’re it, then so
be it.”

I opened my mouth to speak as she pulled
away, but I was too shocked to speak. She had basically given me
her blessing to be with Archer if I wanted. I didn’t know what to
say to that. I was with Jameson now, but I couldn’t deny that I
still had strong feelings for Archer. I think that they would
always be there, no matter whom I was with.

My mind wandered back to that house in East
Austin and the kiss Archer and I shared. It was so intense; full of
the deepest, most desperate passion I had ever experienced. I
couldn’t deny that there was definitely something still between
us…at least on my end. I had no idea how Archer still felt about
me.

“We’d better go,” Trey said, breaking me out
of my thoughts. “Remember what I said, honey. I’m just a shout away
if you need me.”

“Thank you, Trey,” I smiled as he and Aoife
walked out the door and gently shut it behind them.

Jameson sighed and turned to me. “Holy crap,”
he chuckled. “I never thought I’d live to see the day that Aoife
would bury the hatchet with you. I thought she’d loath you until
the day you died.”

“She might still hate me,” I shrugged as I
laid back in bed, snuggling into my plush pillow. I was so tired
all of the sudden. “I can’t read her mind. I don’t truly know
what’s going on in there.”

Jameson took off his shoes and gently lay
down beside me on his side, propping his head in his hand and
running his fingers soothingly through my hair. “Trey read her
emotions, love,” he shook his head as he gazed down at me lovingly.
“She really does mean what she said. She harbors no ill will toward
you now. He even said she likes you. Go figure.”

I smiled and shook my head in disbelief.
Aoife actually liked me now and all it took was me feeding her. I
rolled onto my side and snuggled into Jameson’s chest. He sighed
contentedly as he buried his face in my hair.

“I missed you so much,” he whispered into it.
“I don’t know what I’d do if anything ever happened to you.”

I craned my neck up and pulled his face to
mine. “I’m right here,” I said seriously, glancing back and forth
between his beautiful pale green eyes. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m
safe now.”

Jameson sighed and shook his head. “That’s
not good enough for me. I want to make sure that nothing ever
happens to you again,” he said, his eyes full of sorrow and regret.
“I want you to live here, with us, permanently.”

My brow furrowed and I pulled back. “No…I
can’t,” I shook my head apologetically. “I like my home and I love
living next door to my best friend. You can’t ask me to do that.
Besides, that’s a really big step in a relationship. We’ve only
been dating for a few days.”

Jameson ran his fingers through his hair; a
move that I had learned in the past meant he was frustrated. “Even
if we weren’t dating, I’d want you to move in here so that we can
protect you. I just want you safe, Skye. There’s no guarantee Amun
won’t come back. He’s hell-bent on ending our bloodline, so I’m
positive he’ll try again. Who says he won’t use you for a second
time to get to us?”

I rolled us both over so that he was on his
back and I was straddling his waist. I leaned down and grasped his
face between my hands, looking deeply into his eyes as I spoke.
“It’s going to be okay. I AM safe now,” I staccatoed slowly, hoping
that my words would sink into his hard head this time. “I have all
of you looking out for me. Nothing is going to happen to me, baby.
I promise. But, if you want me to stay here, with all of you, until
Amun is caught, I will if it eases your mind. I can’t stay here
forever, though.”

Jameson sighed and pulled me firmly against
his chest, wrapping his arms around me tightly. I laid there, my
ear to his heart, listening to the slow, steady, comforting beat
for a few moments before he spoke. “I’m never letting you go again,
Skye Morrison,” he whispered into my hair.

I took a deep, cleansing breath and slowly
blew it out. “Good,” I said as I snuggled further into him and
smiled contentedly.

 


 



 


 


Look for book #3 in the Skye Morrison Vampire
Series in late Fall 2012! It’ll be available worldwide in print and
e-book format.

 


 



 


 


Character Index

 


 


Amun: Father of all vampires; obsessed
with killing off Cináed’s bloodline.

 


An Dílis: Irish Gaelic phrase for “The
Faithful”; elite army to the Day Walkers; sworn protectors of their
race.

 


Aoife: (Pronounced ee-fa) Works as the
second floor bartender at The Mausoleum; blood child to Archer;
married to Archer for 600 years before they split up in 1899; her
divine power is detecting spoken lies and truths.

 


Archer Rhys: Owner of The Mausoleum
located in Austin, Texas; roughly 1,300 years old; blood son of
Cináed and blood father to Aoife, Hunter, Jameson, Lochlan, Quinn,
Seamus, and Trey; has the divine ability to read human and vampire
minds.

 


Athair: Irish Gaelic for the word
“Father”.

 


Callum: (Deceased) Blood son of
Treasach; was made vampire a few weeks before Jameson and
ultimately grew up with him; divine power unknown.

 


Cináed: (Pronounced KIN-awd)
(Deceased) Blood son of the original Day Walking vampire; blood
father to Archer and Treasach; divine power unknown.

 


Conriocht: Irish Gaelic word for
“Werewolf”.

 


Courtney: Works at The Mausoleum as a
cage dancer; brief object of Martin’s attentions.

 


Dan Kennedy: Skye’s old boss and
forever friend; owns Drop Kick Dan’s bar in downtown Austin,
Texas.

 


Dancers: Cage dancers at The
Mausoleum; known dancers are Courtney, Seth, Staci, Peyton, Brian,
Eden, Rachel, and Alex.

 


Dark One: Nickname given by Day
Walkers for vampires who cannot go out in sunlight; once a dark,
depraved, morally corrupt species who are under new leadership.

 


Day Walker: Nickname given by Dark
Ones for vampires who can walk in sunlight; first Day Walker was
born in 541 A.D.

 


Dylan: Cousin to Dean/Dic Cruz; member
of Dean’s Kaxaw werewolf pack; age and pack position unknown.

 


Dheartháir: Irish Gaelic word for
“Brother”.

 


Dic/Dean Cruz: (AKA: Dean Ian Cruz)
Owner of Tricky Dic’s Hookah/Head Shop/Beer Bar; frequent customer
of Skye’s at The Mausoleum; Alpha werewolf to Central Texas’ Kaxaw
Pack.

 


Drop Kick Dan’s: Austin, Texas bar
owned by Dan Kennedy; Skye worked here for 4 years while going to
school at UT.

 


Ducky: Barback at The Mausoleum; works
the first floor bar.

 


Gavin: Recent friend of Skye’s; lives
one block from her house.

 


Greyson Mead: (Deceased) Friend and
business associate of Archer’s from Houston, Texas; Day Walker
whose divine power was reading people’s minds; was murdered by Amun
in the PVIP section of The Mausoleum; age unknown

 


Gunnar: Works at The Mausoleum; his
official position and vampire status are unknown.

 


Hagan: (Pronounced HAY-gan) A member
of the elite army of An Dílis/The Faithful for over 700 years;
fierce warrior; over 900 years old; appointed to Archer as a
temporary protector to him and his family; divine power
unknown.

 


Hunter: Works the first floor bar at
The Mausoleum; blood child to Archer; born in southern United
States; age and divine powers unknown.

 


Jameson Doyle: Lead singer of The
Manky Laner, a hard core Irish punk band in Austin, Texas; works
part time at The Mausoleum in the VIP and PVIP sections; blood
child to Archer; born in Northern Ireland in 1717; made vampire in
1744; Skye’s current boyfriend; divine power is Healing (both
humans and vampires).

 


Jesse Prescott: (Deceased) Human
ex-boyfriend of Skye’s turn creepy stalker; killed by Martin.

 


Lochlan: Works the second floor bar at
The Mausoleum; blood child to Archer; from Ireland; age and divine
power unknown.

 


Lola Finch: Half-sister to Jesse
Prescott.

 


Lyric: Nikki St. James’ current
boyfriend; notorious Jain vegan.

 


Marcán: (Pronounced MAR-cawn)
(Deceased) A member of the elite army of An Dílis/The Faithful for
over 100 years; appointed to Archer as a temporary protector to him
and his family; has unparalleled eyesight; age and divine power
unknown; killed by Amun.

 


Martin: (Deceased) Dark One who tried
to feed from dancer Courtney opening night at The Mausoleum,
attacked Skye, and was thrown out; worked with Amun to kill off
Cináed’s bloodline; killed by Skye.

 


Nikki St. James: Best friend and next
door neighbor to Skye; 27 years old; works at Drop Kick Dan’s and
moonlights at Cherry Bomb Tattoo Shop as a skin artist; dating
Lyric.

 


Pádraig: (Pronounced PAW-drig) A
member of the elite army of An Dílis/The Faithful for a short time;
fast, deadly warrior; appointed to Archer as a temporary protector
to him and his family; age and divine power unknown

 


Primo: Member of Dean’s Kaxaw werewolf
pack; age and pack position unknown.

 


PVIP: Stands for Platinum level VIP;
PVIP is located on the second floor of The Mausoleum and is only
open to select vampires.

 


Quinn: Works the stairs leading to the
VIP/PVIP second floor at The Mausoleum; blood child to Archer; age
unknown; has the divine power of mesmerization (can alter one’s
memories/make them do as he pleases).



Ruarc: (Pronounced ROO-ark) A member
of the elite army of An Dílis/The Faithful; second in command of
the entire army and first in command of the field unit that visits
The Mausoleum; known to Skye as Emerald Eyes (E.E.) before properly
introduced; age/divine power/birth place unknown.

 


Saint Fionán of Cluain Eraird: Priest
in Ireland visited by the original Day Walker before he was made
vampire in a vicious attack; Saint Fionán and the Holy Father are
credited with the creation of the Day Walker race in 541AD through
prayer.

 


Sayer: Member of Dean’s Kaxaw werewolf
pack; age and pack position unknown.

 


Seamus: (Pronounced SHAY-mus) Works
the front door at The Mausoleum as a bouncer and takes admission;
blood child to Archer; from Ireland; age and divine power
unknown.

 


Sissy Schneider: Friend of Skye’s;
went to the University of Texas with her; has a crush on
Zephyr.

 


Skye Everleigh Morrison: 23 years old;
human; born in Houston, Texas; moved to Austin, Texas to attend
University of Texas majoring in Ancient History and Classical
Civilization; roommate/best friend to canine Styvi Nix; works at
The Mausoleum as Archer’s Executive Assistant and manages all human
employees; best friend to Nikki; current girlfriend to Jameson
Doyle.

 


Sliocht: Irish Gaelic word meaning
“Descendants”.

 


Styvi Nix: (Pronounced STEEVY-nix)
Miniature French Bulldog; 2 years old; canine best friend/roommate
to Skye; other best friend is Nikki; loves treats, snuggling, and
chasing butterflies; dislikes when her naps are interrupted, the
green bits in her Kibbles n’ Bits, Archer and most other flighty
vampires.

 


The Mausoleum: Bad-ass
Gothic/Industrial club in downtown Austin, Texas owned by Archer
Rhys; currently the hottest club in Austin; mecca for vampires
looking to party; work place of Skye.

 


Treasach: (Pronounced TREE-sak)
(Deceased) Blood son to Cináed, blood brother to Archer; blood
father to Callum; lives in Gairloch, Scotland; he and his whole
family were killed by Amun.

 


Trey: (AKA Nathaniel Herschel Thomas
Hatfield, III) Works the first floor bar and front door at The
Mausoleum; blood child to Archer; made vampire in June of 1865;
born in Georgia, USA; has the divine power of Empathy (can strongly
feel the emotions of vampires and humans alike); good friend to
Skye.

 


VIP: Stands for Very Important Person;
VIP is located on the second floor of The Mausoleum and is open to
all vampires.

 


Zephyr: Member of Dean’s Kaxaw
werewolf pack; age and pack position unknown; works at Tricky
Dic’s; crush to Sissy Schneider.
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J. L. McCoy resides in the beautifully weird
city of Austin, Texas with her opinionated Pekiweenie Isabel and
handsome husband Kenny. She has always been a passionate reader and
enjoys watching movies, traveling, listening to heavy metal/classic
rock/80s music, getting mani/pedis with her girls, and singing
karaoke. She loves body art and is hopelessly addicted to Sonic’s
ice and Route 44 un-sweet raspberry iced tea.
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her upcoming books, please visit her Facebook page at: http:/www.facebook.com/AuthorJLMcCoy
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