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Their Virgin Slayer
Book One in Devils Among Us Series.
Keane has lived for centuries—taking what he wants, doing as he pleases. When a beautiful young woman catches his attention, he finds himself drawn to her like a moth to a flame. He knows better than to expect more than pleasures of the flesh from her, yet he can't seem to stop himself. Seducing her will prove to be a dangerous challenge. Keeping her will prove nearly impossible.
 
Hannah's new secret admirer is more than she bargained for. As a slayer sworn to police the demons who dare to roam the earth, she has enough to worry about. She doesn't need some mysterious guy trying to seduce her—especially one who puts her at odds with what she was born to do. She's no match for Keane's seductive powers, and when his brother, Janco, announces he too is drawn to her, she knows she’s in way over her head. But she can’t stop herself. She wants them both and they want her. 
 
Warning: Novella contains threesome, MFM and MF sex, two headstrong alpha males who have always gotten what they wanted from life and aren't about to take no for an answer, and one demon slayer who never dreamed her first time having sex would be so wild, so wanton and so dangerous.
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Dedication
To my readers, for believing in me.





Chapter One
"The safest road to Hell is the gradual one—the gentle slope, soft underfoot, without sudden turnings, without milestones, without signposts" ~ C.S. Lewis
 
Hannah opened her eyes slightly, her lids still heavy from sleep. Her bedroom ceiling came into focus, slowly. She stared up at the crown molding, taking a minute to wake from the deep sleep she’d been in. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.
She wasn't alone, though she should have been. She sensed someone with her in the room. She'd have reached for her weapons, but this wasn't the first time this had happened with this particular person. She doubted it would be the last. She had a secret admirer. Someone powerful enough to get close to her without her knowledge—until he was well upon her—and powerful enough to protect her without showing himself.
A constant in her life anymore.
My protector.
She didn't fear him, yet she was cautious. Her lifestyle left little room for anything but. To blindly put her trust in the unknown could very well mean her death. A death she wasn't ready to meet just yet though she knew it would inevitably come—sooner than most people's.
Part of the job description, she reminded herself.
She glanced down to find her short nightgown lifted high over her hips, showing off her low-cut lace panties. The red material was bright against her pale skin. A single gold coin lay on the swell of her lower stomach. She knew without looking what was engraved upon it.
The devil on one side and an angelic figure on the other.
She caressed the coin, her finger skimming over her sensitive skin. His power still emanated from the object, humming against her body. He’d left the coins for her before. Too many times to count. At first they’d baffled her. Anymore they made her feel a connection to him. She wanted him and she’d never even met him.
Her inner thighs were slick with cream, reaffirming the fact she'd been dreaming of being pleasured by her mystery man. He consumed all her thoughts of late—awake and asleep. She didn't bother inventing a face for him. She already had a sense he'd be tall, dark and dangerous.
Everything a girl like her could hope for in a man.
With a groan, she lay back, drawing the coin up her body slowly. She let out a long, tense breath, staring around the room, positive someone was there, watching her. The mirror above her dresser cast a soft reflection. Had she not known it was her, she would have wondered. The woman staring back at her looked so different than Hannah remembered herself being.
On edge, yet secure.
An odd combination.
The woman also looked alluring, as if she were on the prowl for a man, something Hannah had never really seen herself as being before. As a virgin, she didn’t exactly do much of anything in regards to sex. She simply did her job, never focusing on her baser wants and needs.
Though no other people were visible, she knew she wasn't totally alone because the coin had to have manifested from somewhere. It wasn't as if it had magically appeared.
Or had it?
Besides, the scents of bergamot and rosemary clung to the air. The scents accompanied the coin, and an inborn knowledge they belonged to the coin's owner settled over her.
Hannah brought the coin to her lips and hid her smile as she stared towards her bedroom window. Was he there? Was he watching? Was he as she imagined him to be? Dark? Dangerous? The embodiment of sex?
A giggle escaped her and she slid the coin over her lips, down her neck to her upper chest. Energy buzzed in the room and she knew then that she did indeed have an audience. Hannah gave in to the urge to give him a show. She skimmed the coin over her thin nightgown and over the hard pebble-like peaks of her nipples. She kept her gaze on the window, believing her mystery man to be there.
Her body heated and she carried the show on further, reaching down with her free hand and pulling the nightgown higher, stopping just below her breasts. She dragged the coin down her stomach to her mound, rubbing it over her lace-covered sex. Growing bold, she eased her panties to the side, scraping the coin past her shaved pussy. Cream dripped from her and she dipped a finger through it, smearing it on the coin before bringing the object back to her lips. She licked her finger and the coin casually, tasting herself.
There was no doubt in her mind that she still had an audience. She went on, pinching her nipples, positive for a split second that energy began to creep slowly up her legs. The power made it to her cunt and parted her slit, easing the ache.
Hannah ground her hips against the nothingness, moaning as she kneaded her breasts, tugging at them. The air around her grew heavy, oppressive, and her mind fogged. Something blurry appeared over her and she closed her eyes as pleasure like she'd never known consumed her. Hands. Real, flesh-and-blood hands touched her, taking over where she'd left off with her nipples. She squirmed, the aching deep within growing to epic proportions.
"Please," she whispered, already knowing he was there with her. It was tempting to peek to see who her mystery man was, but she didn't dare. The feeling might go as quickly as he did.
Hannah was conditioned to expect the unexpected, to accept the unexplainable and to trust in her gut feelings. Questioning everything she'd learned through the course of her life wasn't something that was likely to happen.
Trust in him, her inner voice stated with ease.
She did.
She opened her legs to his touch, squeezing her eyes shut tighter in the process.
He whispered to her in a language she didn't understand. Whatever he said sounded beautiful and was so soft, the whisper was more in her mind than in the air around her. Cool lips pressed against her warm ones and Hannah silently begged for more.
The kiss ended and the lips found her ear. "All in due time, my light."
Her eyes snapped open, but no one was there.
Had there ever truly been someone near her or had her mind finally broke, giving in to the stress of her life? Something fluttered to the floor and she bent. There, lying on the hardwood floor, was a coin, devil side faceup.




Chapter Two
"You watch her from afar too often, Keane. Your obsession with the female troubles the others. They talk of you being weak. Softening in your old age."
Keane stiffened at the sound of his brother's voice. The truths Janco spewed forth weren't what Keane wanted to hear. He'd already struggled with the knowledge a mortal had somehow wormed her way into his existence, making him think of little but her. He didn't need a late-night visitor bearing harsh reminders of his weaknesses. Of his inability to pull himself from the thrall of a woman he did not truly know—a human woman at that. It was even worse that he was blood kin to the visitor who told such hard truths. Keane could kill a stranger. A family member was something all together different. He had to show restraint. 
Damn family.
"I am not obsessed with a human," he stressed, the lie rolling easily enough off his tongue. "Nor have I ever been."
It was a blatant falsehood and he knew it. Hell, everyone knew it. There was no question why his brother had come to speak with him while he watched the woman among her own kind. Janco wasn't one who enjoyed slumming among humans. When he did, it was normally in only the finest of restaurants, or perhaps a well-known show, but never in a public park, as was the case now. Occasionally, Janco could also be found in the bed of a mortal.
Humans were a necessary evil. His kind needed them to survive yet despised them for their fragility and ignorance, but most of all, for the fact they had souls.
Jealousy, no matter how it's masked, was the same in the end. Humans had something Keane and his brothers never would—a soul—a ticket to redemption.
Keane had joined in on many of Janco's mortal escapades, fucking the women as well, giving them pleasure before sampling their blood. There was nothing better than the taste of blood while he came with a fire only a supernatural could possess.
A suck and a fuck. A perfect end to any night.
Keane rolled a coin—he was rarely without one—over the backs of his fingers, letting it flip over each one. He grinned as the coin fell to one side. The devil. Half-man, half-beast, atop a throne with two figures chained to him. The wicked gleam in the devil's eyes and the horns signifying evil stared back at Keane. In more ways than one, its meaning applied to him, to events his gift of foresight told him would come to be. He knew he would have to face something dark about his nature, something he may not like but would have no choice in the matter. He would be a slave to an obsession, possibly sexual. He also knew the human female he'd taken to was involved in some way. Perhaps she represented the opposite side of the coin—the angel or, his luck, the obsession.
The part he had difficulty with was the idea that at the end of it all, should he choose to embrace his fate, he would find light amidst the darkness. It was almost too good to be true and a lifetime of letdowns had taught him nothing came without a price.
My inner demons will never cease to torment me.
Janco laughed, tapping the coin and making it disappear with his power. "Those things you play with are the reason you're here to begin with, dear brother. I find it hard to believe anything would lead you to a human purposely, not unless it was to feed from her." The disdain in Janco's voice wasn't difficult to spot. His brother had an even lower opinion of the race that overpopulated the surface than Keane did. To Janco, humans were simply a means to an end.
They were fuckable fodder.
"Your time with the beast master has pulled away the little bit of fun you used to be," Keane offered, arching a brow in derision.
The beast master ordeal had ended with Janco safe and alive, even though he’d spent nearly a month locked away at the hands of an evil so great it caused the baddest of the bad to wince upon hearing its name. Whatever had happened to him there, it had left him weakened—vulnerable, even. Bringing up Janco's time as the beast master's captive was hitting below the belt, something Keane generally avoided doing in regard to his brothers, but when it came to his new fascination—the human—he found himself doing it more and more.
Janco narrowed his dark eyes and flashed a bit of fang in Keane's direction. It was plainly a challenge. One Keane would normally accept. He was still aggravated by Janco "willing" away yet another of his play toys. Keane entertained striking out at his brother, forcing him to return what was rightfully his, but there were plenty more coins where that one had come from. Besides, letting Janco know he'd managed to worm his way under Keane's skin would mean his brother would push harder, perhaps harming the human Keane had taken an interest in.
The very fact he wished to protect her should have made Keane order his brother to handle her, rid him of her pull, but he couldn't bring himself to allow injury to come to her.
He tugged at the lace sleeves sticking out from under his deep burgundy coat. The edges of the coat were embroidered with silver silk thread, as many coats for court dress were. He'd come from matters of the council—feeling her pull and needing to be near her. Keane smoothed down the front of his dark breeches and stared forth at the young woman walking under the soft light of the moon. While his current attire was hardly fashionable to wear among humans, it was exactly what the others who ruled the underworld wore.
Stuck in time warps.
He chuckled as he thought of his youngest brother's comments on the Ruling Councils of the Underworld. Perhaps Anton was correct. A change might very well be in order. Maybe the council did need to consider updating, for lack of a better word. However, change always brought a heavy price. As a sinking feeling in his gut arose, Keane knew what the price for him would be. He glanced at the human, unwilling to allow her to be the cost.
"How long do you plan to watch her tonight?" Janco asked, his attention on the female Keane could scarcely draw himself away from. "Do you not grow tired of these games? Go and take what you want from her. I do not think she will put up much of a fight. Pity. I do so enjoy it when they struggle."
Keane ignored his brother. It wasn't as though he hadn't already considered taking the woman for himself and quenching his thirst for her. He could bend her mind, make her desire him and do to her what he longed to—fuck her senseless.
Seemed wrong to try to control her thoughts. And honestly, he wasn't sure he could. He'd not been able to listen to her thoughts. Her mind was closed off to him during waking hours.
Rare indeed.
He'd already been visiting her while she slept, lurking, watching over her. He'd managed to infiltrate her dreams, but not deep enough for his liking. There was something different about her. Something that would leave him hungry for more than she would be willing to give or than he would be willing to take.
Perhaps I am softening in my old age.
After centuries of ruling the underworld with a band of like-minded supernaturals, the very idea of having a change of heart amused Keane. There was no way he would allow the human to crack his inner shell, the one protecting his blackened heart. No other had succeeded in the feat. It would be impossible for a human to pull it off.
He leaned against the wall of the groundskeeper's building and cast a wary glance at his brother. Janco grinned, mischief a gleam in his obsidian eyes. Many had thought the brothers were twins. Their younger brothers escaped the assumption, only because their eyes weren't as black as Janco's and Keane's. Anton boasted eyes of violet and hair as black as the rest of the clan. Vladja—who was called Vlad by all who knew him—had turquoise jewels that left the ladies mesmerized before he even needed to draw on his vampire powers. Jean-Paul and Reynard had eyes of royal blue—also very unnatural. Soon, his other brothers would visit as well, no doubt in an attempt to exorcise Keane of the human who held his thoughts captive. He had no doubt cousins, as well as trusted family friends, would try to assist as well. He did not look forward to the heads of varying demonic councils all trying to save him from his lust. It embarrassed the family, but he couldn't seem to stop the draw he felt to the female.
She must be a witch.
He knew better, regardless what his inner voice thought on the matter. The human was no witch. She was special. Different from others of her race, but Keane couldn't put his finger on just what was different. She, unlike others, could block him from reading her every thought, sensing all there was to know about her. While he did pick up tiny impressions, he had yet to figure her out.
An enigma.
"Perhaps the pull comes from the thrill of the chase. The not knowing her thoughts."
Janco's snort alerted Keane that he'd spoken aloud. His brother tipped his head. "She is a sight to behold, but provides no chase for you, brother. She is ripe for the taking. Right there, at your fingertips. Unless, as I have said, you have softened with age."
"Be gone."
Janco remained in place. "Take her, Keane. Take her, bind her. Make her submit to you. Fuck her until you can no longer expend a drop of seed and then be done with her. For the sake of the damned, gift her to me when you are done if you have not the stomach for seeing to matters."
He wanted the woman bound to his bed. He wanted to do all the things his brother had suggested, except be done with her or share her. Somehow he knew one taste wouldn't be enough. Walking away wouldn't be an option. And sharing wasn't something he'd be able to do.
"Do you not have somewhere to be?" Keane asked dryly. "Do not murder and mayhem call to you?" He could summon the power to simply will his brother away, much the way Janco had done with the coin, but it would only serve to ignite a feud between them. One not needed or wanted for the time being, especially not with his quest for the human underway.
Janco merely smiled, refusing to abandon the post he'd no doubt proclaimed to be his—overseeing his oldest brother's actions. Keane knew it was pointless to push, so he opted to ignore Janco, focusing on the female instead.
As Keane watched from the shadows, the object of his desire made her way down the dimly lit path, through the center of the park within the old cemetery. Why she continued to insist on putting herself in clear danger was beyond him. Humans had always seemed of simple mind to him, but this one seemed bent on harm befalling her.
Stupid humans.
The deep brown of her long hair was painted with kisses from the sun, leaving streaks of gold through it. Even from his vantage point, he could see the piercing blue of her gaze as it scanned the darkness. Her full lips called to him, begging him to come forth and steal a kiss. He clenched his fist, refusing to give in to temptation while Janco was near. Soon he would take what he wanted, what he was sure she would desire as well.
He stroked the distended flesh between his legs, uncaring if his brother saw. They had shared too many women to be modest around one another. The brothers took great pleasure in sharing females in their many sex dungeons. Each brother was dominant in his own right, but each had his own sexual likes and dislikes.
Keane knew Janco enjoyed spanking a woman, making her so wet and ready for sex that she begged, her ass and the backs of her thighs lined with pink from the crop he'd use and her eyes glassed over from pleasure and need.
Keane enjoyed spankings as well, but his first desire ran more towards binding women to a four-post bed and then teasing them before fucking them any way he wished while they remained bound.
His cock ached for release. If only he could fight the growing need, he would be able to spare them a painful outcome.
Keane's supernatural hearing picked up on a rustling in the bushes far to the woman's right. He sniffed the air, letting his dark power run out and over the area surrounding her, assuring no threats lay in wait. It was dangerous to walk alone at night. He was proof of that. Thankfully for her, Keane was what most other creatures of darkness feared. He was young for an immortal, yet still struck fear into those around him. All but his brothers, of course. They were unlike many of the vampires in existence today. They hadn’t been sired. They were born to the darkness. Born from one of the four original lines of vampires. Deadly and immortal. A dangerous combination.




Chapter Three
Hannah pushed her hair behind her ears and tried to look as if she was in a hurry to get home, which might explain her taking a shortcut through an old cemetery. In truth, she was on the hunt, or if her instincts were correct, the hunted at the moment. Something was watching her. It was familiar—safe yet deadly.
An odd mixture to say the least.
She'd first sensed the weight of another's stare two months back. In the beginning, she'd assumed it was her enemy, waiting until the right moment to destroy her, but she'd not even sustained so much as a stubbed toe since it all began. For a slayer, that was a big deal. Something or someone was interfering with her job, cutting off the bad guys before they could reach her or she them.
Never a good thing when one needed to stay sharp and conditioned.
The slight breeze tugged at the light pink t-shirt she wore over a bodice of black leather. She'd learned early in the game that walking around showing off her slayer clothing wasn't wise. Hiding it beneath layers of non-threatening clothing did the trick. She would have abandoned the slayer attire altogether if she hadn’t been so fond of her skin. Too many creatures of the night possessed claws and teeth sharp enough to shred skin like tissue paper. The leather served as an obstacle. One they could still penetrate, but with more effort, allowing her time to fight back.
"Hannah!" a familiar female voice called out. "Wait up!"
She turned and spotted a fellow slayer headed in her direction. She beamed, happy to see a fellow sister of destiny. "Preyca!" She waved and came to a stop as the hot-tempered, raven-haired woman fast approached.
Preyca made the sign of the cross as a line of Spanish ran over her lips. It was a very Preyca thing to do whenever she sensed something off, and something certainly was off around Hannah as of late. Preyca shuddered. "It feels like the devil himself is surrounding you."
Hannah laughed nervously. "I wouldn't go to that extreme."
Strangely, that was exactly how it felt—only not in the negative way Preyca meant. To her, it felt as if the devil wanted her wrapped in tissue paper and protected from anything that dared look at her funny. In fact, her “devil” wasn’t feeling very devil-like at all.
Preyca embraced her, hugging her tight. "I've missed you. You haven't been around much and a lot of us were beginning to wonder if something happened to you, Hannah."
She didn't want to get into the uneasy feeling she'd been unable to shake for the past two months, so she shrugged. "I've been around, keeping mostly to myself. How about you? Anything exciting happen?"
"Girl." Preyca grabbed her hand. "It's been a zoo. Non-stop action day and night anymore. Something big is going down. Don't tell me you haven't noticed?"
She hadn't, but remained tight-lipped. How could she notice anything in the way of increased activity when her mysterious protector seemed to be some sort of natural repellent for anything of the like? She missed the fight. The thrill of knocking the bad guys down several pegs before ending them for good and ridding mankind of their evil.
“So, what’s been happening in your sector?” asked Hannah, trying to act like she wasn’t so interested that she could hang on every word. It was to the point she was going to host a slayer mixer just to catch up on good gossip and hear details about fights.
Preyca rolled her eyes and waved a hand in the air. “The bloodsuckers have been crawling out of every hole in the ground they can find and seems like I’ve had an above average amount of ghouls for this time of year too. You?”
“Oh yeah, totally out of the ordinary number,” she replied.
More like none, she thought. She couldn’t go on much longer like this. As a natural-born slayer, it was in her blood to fight, to protect the innocent. Sitting on her backside doing nothing went against her very nature.
As if on cue, the hairs on the back of her neck rose, alerting her that her secret admirer was close. The feel of something pushing against her skin caught her attention. Since Preyca had released her hand, Hannah's guard went up. She shifted her footing slightly, nudging her friend.
Preyca nodded, signaling she felt it too.
Alarm faded quickly to worry as Hannah recognized the presence. Her admirer. He was something supernatural. There was no doubt in her mind, and Preyca, like her, had been born to eliminate supernatural threats. The idea of harm coming to her “protector” sickened her.
“It was nothing,” she said, hoping to get Preyca to drop her guard.
The feel of a hand skimming up her back, coming to a rest on the nape of her neck, left Hannah glancing behind her. Nothing was there. Something brushed past her breasts, causing her nipples to harden to pebble-like peaks. She drew in a sharp intake of air as the feeling shot to the apex of her thighs. It felt as if fingers were dipping into her heated core, sampling her before moving straight to fucking her while she stood in place.
Shock coursed through her body and she jerked back, staring around wildly, trying to find the source of the sensual assault. While she didn't find the guilty party, she did see something else—a single gold coin laying devil side faceup on the ground where she had just been.
Preyca bent and retrieved it. She gave it a onceover before handing the coin to Hannah. "Hannah, I don't know why you're carrying The Devil coin around with you, but it can't be a good omen. My Tia Rosa would spend a week trying to bless the fog of evil that seems to be hovering over you at the moment if she caught wind of it. Want me to call her? She's on my speed dial. Figure she’s the best person to call when shit gets freaky and, sweetie, it just got way freaky to be carrying around with you."
Hannah stared at the coin, wide-eyed, barely hearing her friend talk of her aunt and what she would do to make the darkness go away. In truth, a sad feeling settled over Hannah at the thought of whatever had been near her for the past two months suddenly being gone.
She took the coin from Preyca, knowing full well she hadn't dropped it. No, it had been placed there. It was his personal calling card and it wasn't the first time he'd left The Devil coin behind. The first time had been the night she'd initially sensed his presence. She'd returned home to find the coin pinned to her door. From that night on, her mysterious watcher in the night had left signs he was near, that he was observing. Was he who was keeping her from doing her job?
Glancing around, Hannah saw nothing out of the ordinary, though she did continue to look in the direction of an old gray building. It was tiny, and if she had to guess, she would say it was used for housing yard work equipment. Nothing was there. In fact, the area seemed untouched by both the street lamps and the pale moonlight.
Odd.




Chapter Four
Janco's attention wandered from his wayward elder brother to the human female Keane was so obsessed with. She was breathtaking and had caught his eye as well. Since Keane had seen her first and since it was very clear he had staked a claim, Janco had watched her in silence, doing his best to hide his attraction for her through sarcastic jabs at Keane and his obsession.
An obsession Janco worried he shared. Another concern that lingered in the back of his mind was the stories of old—the ones his great-grandfather used to tell him and his brothers when they were children. He snorted. That was centuries ago and still Janco clung to every word his great-grandfather had spoken about mates. About a woman who would cause them to act out of character, to do whatever was needed to be near her, and a woman who would be all they could think upon. More importantly, the woman they would bind to them, creating a union that would last eternity.
It had seemed far-fetched to the younger version of himself. Not so much anymore. Though he couldn’t exactly see himself bonded for eternity to the human Keane seemed too infatuated with, but there was something there. Something he couldn’t ignore, despite how hard he’d tried.
The newly arrived female was certainly attractive as well, but she didn't call to him the same way Keane's choice did. Janco didn't fear his great-grandfather's words were true. He feared he and Keane would have the same mate. That would not end well. While they had shared women in the past, a mate was not something one of their kind permitted another to mate to as well.
He knew mated pairs. They were older than him and his brothers and had been together for many, many years. No one dared step between them. It was the single most certain way to assure one’s death if they dared.
Keane's female was temptation in its purest form. Her hair hung loosely to her slender waist, drawing his gaze there. It slid further, over the apex of her thighs, and his cock hardened, imagining what it would be like to find solace there.
It took Janco a moment to realize the woman was speaking to the other human. For a bit, all he seemed to see were her full lips opening and closing. Such a mouth would surely wrap perfectly around the head of his dick. It would fit him like a glove. He adjusted his cock, willing it to go down. It disobeyed emphatically. Yes, he bedded human women often, but never was his lust for them so severe.
And from the way his brother had been behaving, a fight would happen should Janco attempt to make a move on the beauty. Janco blinked and his brother's magik was out and over the females, blanketing them for the briefest of moments. When it was done, the human Keane had been obsessed with looked shaken, while the newest arrival bent to retrieve something from the ground.
Janco glanced back at Keane. "Tell me you didn't."
Keane arched a dark brow and smiled, seeming unaffected by his choices. "And if I did?"
"Leaving your coins for her will not ease the pull you feel for her." Janco wanted distance between the female and himself, but leaving his brother alone with her would not go over well. For the one thing their great-grandfather had been clear on was that no vampire true blood had ever bonded fully to a human. And from the legends, the few times it had been tried, it had ended poorly.
Very poorly.
Keane straightened, adjusting the cuffs of his dress shirt. "And what do you know of this pull?" His gaze slid to the other female and a telling smile appeared on his face. "Could it be you too have felt such a thing for a human?"
"Yes," he said, lying. It was wise to allow his brother to believe the other female had pull over him rather than the one Keane was enamored with. 
He looked back towards the beauty and once more was struck full-on with need. It damn near brought him to his knees. Each time she spoke, her words seemed punctuated with a spell, one that wrapped around his aching body, demanding he take note of her.
It was too much. She was too much. He didn’t trust himself anymore. Not after his ordeal with the beast master. He shuddered even thinking of the monster who called himself a man. Janco knew evil. In truth, he and his kind were considered it—lumped in with devils and demons—but they were nothing like the evil that hid behind the veil of a man who referred to himself as Beast Master. He had left Janco a shell of his former self. He no longer had the same control he once did and he certainly did not trust himself near the female who called to him on a baser level. 
Janco turned away from her, facing the wall of the tiny building his brother leaned against. "What magik is this that they possess?"
Keane's laughter held an air of arrogance to it. "I know not, brother, but it is most powerful."
"Indeed," Janco whispered, digging his nails into his palms in hopes of erasing the vixen's hold over him. It didn't work, not that he’d expected it would. He chanced a glance at his brother. "Perhaps we should distance ourselves from her—I mean, them."
Keane gave a rather cocksure grin. "If you believe it will work, though you should know it is one of the first things I attempted." He inclined his head towards the women. "You see how well it worked out for me. For you found me still hiding in the shadows, watching her from afar."
Groaning, Janco covered his eyes with his hands. "We are doomed. Lucifer's balls, how could a human hold any power over us?"
"I know not, brother," Keane said without emotion, as if he'd resigned himself to his fate some time ago.
Perhaps he had.
Janco let out a long, incensed breath as his hands shook. He could not permit himself to fall into the same trap his brother had. One brother lusting after a human was more than enough. Two lusting after the same one was far too much. "We should go."
"If you think it will help," Keane said, this time sounding amused.
"I do not." Janco closed his eyes tight. He tried to push thoughts of bedding the beauty from his head. Unfortunately, the thoughts seemed quick to leave his mind, only to relocate to his groin. "But still, I must try."
Keane chuckled. "Then I will join you. It is not every day I'm afforded the opportunity to watch the mighty Janco fall prey to a human." With that, Keane lifted his hand and a swirl of white mist surrounded them.
Janco exhaled deeply, thankful his brother had enough control over himself to whisk them away. He'd only gone to Keane to talk some sense into him. Never had he expected a human would ensnare him as well. At the rate they were going, there would be no brothers left to save them from themselves.




Chapter Five
Hannah shuddered and forced her gaze from the tiny building. Whatever had been there was now gone. Preyca rubbed her arms, shivering as well. Another line of Spanish curses fell from her lips and she moved in closer to Hannah. "We should go in for the night."
"Yeah," Hannah whispered, putting her arm around her friend's shoulders.
They made it about ten paces before the hairs on the back of Hannah's neck stood on end and her inner alarms went off. Whatever had been keeping her from her job was gone, and that meant evil was back with a vengeance.
Preyca gasped and righted herself, taking a fighting stance and staring wildly around the darkened park. "I'll take the right."
Hannah smiled. "And I'll take the left."
"You sound excited." Preyca shook her head and mumbled something about the crazy girl who wants to beat up demons.
Commenting wasn't necessary, especially since Hannah knew Preyca wanted to kick some demon ass too. They were close slayer friends and the bond of their destiny only added to that.
Watching, Hannah waited, sensing the evil coming nearer. She exhaled slowly, careful to avoid drawing in another breath just yet. She needed absolute silence. As her lungs began to scream for air, she was rewarded for her patience. The rustle of a leaf caught her attention and she spun about fast, just missing taking a swooping demon to the head. It flapped its wings, the sound loud and accompanied by shrieks. They were painful to her ears, but Hannah blocked them as best she could, dropping and rolling out of its path.
It landed on its back haunches and shifted into the form of a man. A very naked man. A very naked, hideous-looking man. Spittle dripped down his chin as he approached, his eyes still wild and that of a demon. Hannah knew the man was some sort of vampire half-breed. What else he was made up of she did not know or care. Her only concern was if he was alone. As three more shadows dropped from the sky and surrounded Preyca and her, she got her answer.
Each of the new arrivals now had the body of a man but the wings of a bat. Huge bats. They stared at the women as if they were lunch, and Hannah had little doubt that was exactly what they would be if they didn't figure out a way to kill the newest threat and fast.
Never had she seen anything the likes of them and knew Preyca hadn't either. One with long, white-blond hair tipped his head and stared out from blackened eyes. "You smell of power," he said, his accent foreign to her. Spit dripped freely from his jawline, causing her to shudder.
Hannah wasn't sure if the comment was directed at her or Preyca. She didn't care. She stood tall. "And you smell of evil."
The man smiled magnanimously. It was a ruse, and at that moment Hannah realized these creatures before her truly thought their powers of glamour worked on her. They didn't, but she'd hold that secret at least for the time being. She saw them for what they truly were—evil, winged creatures.
Monsters.
Preyca cast a sideways glance at her and took a step back.
Hannah stared at the blond man. "Who are you?"
"We—" He motioned to his companions. "—are who will be fucking you very soon, human."
Preyca snorted. "Like hell, demon scum!"
Great, give away the fact we aren't afraid of them.
Rolling her eyes, Hannah ran forward to meet the coming attack head-on. One of the men slammed into her, knocking her backwards. Dazed, she staggered but managed to stay upright.
Kudos to me.
She kicked hard and fast, catching a second one in the gut. He went forward but not before swiping out with his clawed hand. It hit her upper arm first, ripping it open, and then came at her throat. Pain raced throughout her and Hannah blinked, expecting the end to come about. Instead, white mist swirled around her, temporarily blinding her. Her attacker was thrust away and a gurgled, choked noise followed. There was a thud and then the sick sound of bones cracking. She knew without being able to actually see that her attacker was no more. She also knew her mysterious protector was back.
Hannah's lids grew heavy and her body refused to respond to her commands. She swayed and took a half step before falling forward. "W-what?"
"Shhh," a deep voice whispered. "They were volatilisos. Their claws and fangs produce a chemical toxic to humans."
Hannah tried to concentrate on the man's words but found she could scarcely keep her eyes open. She clung to him, noting how powerful and broad his upper body was. "Toxic to humans?" she echoed, her thoughts running behind on actual events.
"All will be well, my light."




Chapter Six
Keane held the petite human in his arms and stared over at his brother, finding Janco in a similar situation. The smell of blood filtered up to Keane and he held the human tighter to him, suddenly fearful for her well-being. That alone should have made him drop her and flee the scene, but he didn't.
He let his supernatural powers rise, utilizing them to check on her vital signs. She had lost a good deal of blood. More than her tiny body could handle. His gaze flickered to Janco. He wondered if his brother would make an attempt to stop him from saving the woman's life. Much to his surprise, Janco was in the process of trying to heal the other woman.
He and his brother had been far away from the women, needing space, when the attack had occurred. The second Keane sensed the distress of the human who haunted his every waking moment, he told Janco they were in trouble. His brother wasted no time following him.
Keane eased the woman—Hannah, he remembered her friend calling her—to the ground and smoothed her hair back from her face. The toxins from the volatilisos caused the slightest amount of frothing to form at the edges of her mouth. He wiped it away. Her body began to seize.
Keane bit his inner wrist and thrust it to Hannah's lips. Droplets of crimson fell onto her chin, her neck and the ground, everywhere but where they needed to be—in her mouth.
"Drink, my light," he prompted, hoping she would respond. The need to save her drove him beyond the point of reason. He tapped deeper into his gifts, calling upon his power and forcing it through her body. It was met with resistance, which he assumed was from the toxins in her bloodstream, but upon closer examination he wondered if there wasn't something more to her than met the eye.
Could she truly be a witch?
Witches and vampires had been at odds for centuries. Not at each other’s throats like vampires and slayers, but close all the same.
She jerked, her petite body seizing, and it ripped at Keane's heart to know she was in pain. He tried again to get her to drink from his wrist, this time with slightly more success. Her entire body convulsed and he awaited signs of the transfer. She would forever hate him for turning her into a creature of the night, but at least she would be alive.
The wound on her shoulder began to pull together and the convulsions ceased. She was motionless and fear crept into Keane. He bent, lifting her upper lip to see if fangs had formed. It was common for sired vampires to have holes appear instantly after the conversion. Fangs would eject from the tiny holes, acting as a second layer of teeth during a feeding.
No marks showed in Hannah's mouth.
As the reality of the conversion being unsuccessful set in, defeat shrouded Keane. A sob lodged in his throat and he brought Hannah's upper body off the ground, cradling her head to his chest. He had lost her before he ever really had her. It shouldn't have pained him but it did. More than he could have ever known it would.
 
*
 
Hannah blinked, slowly coming to. She was groggy and felt like a truck had run her over. As her vision focused, she found herself staring up at the face of a strikingly handsome man. His features were strong, pronounced and aristocratic. His raven hair hung to his chin and had the slightest of waves to it. His cleft chin drew her attention and, without thought, she reached up and touched it lightly before sliding her fingers over his full, rosy lips. There was something unearthly about him.
His eyes shot open. They were dark as night.
Hannah knew she could get lost in his eyes for hours if she allowed herself to. She also knew something else—this man was the one who had been following her, her protector. He let off the same vibe as her mysterious guardian.
The man who left the coins.
She ran the tips of her fingers over his clean-shaven cheek and continued to stare up at him, a mix of intrigue and surprise on her face. For some reason she'd assumed she'd never actually meet him, that he'd forever remain in the shadows.
"You are alive," he said, sounding shocked. He had an accent she couldn't quite place. European, but that was as specific as she could get. His voice was deep and sexy, suiting him well.
Her mind raced with thoughts of the demons that had swept down from the sky. She gasped and tried to sit up, only to find her head swimming. "Whoa. Head rush."
The man holding her stared blankly down at her.
"The things that were here." Hannah glanced to the side, looking for any signs of them. "Where are they?"
"They are no longer a threat," he said evenly.
"You stopped them?" She knew he had but wanted to hear him say as much.
A nod was his only response.
"Thank you."
He tugged lightly at her upper lip, lifting it and inspecting her mouth, taking an odd fascination with her teeth. Confused, Hannah arched a brow and tried to talk, but it came out funny because he still had hold of her lip. She put her hand over his, freeing her mouth to speak. "What are you doing?"
"How is it you have no fangs?"
Fangs?
She choked on thin air and stared wide-eyed at him. "Why would I? Those things didn't bite me or exchange blood with me." A sickening thought came over her. She sat up fast, nearly knocking heads with him. "Ohmygods, tell me they didn't." She glanced over her shoulder, fearful she'd find bat-like wings sprouting forth from her body. She blew out a long, shaky breath when she found none.
The man eyed her closely.
She offered a soft, reassuring smile. "I swear to you I won't morph into what those things were and try to take your head off. You can relax."
"What would volatilisos demons want with you?"
It didn’t surprise her he knew what type of demons they’d been. He was a supernatural, she knew as much already. She turned slightly to better face him and her leg brushed against his. "It's a really long story. Are you hurt?" She reached for him. "They didn't get you too, did they?"
Catching her hand in his, he held her gaze. "I am fine and you did not answer my question."
Bossy, huh?
Hannah allowed him to continue to hold her hand and shrugged. "I really don't know, though I do tend to attract creepy things."
"Creepy things?" he asked, his lips quirking.
"Very creepy."
He leaned towards her, coming just short of kissing her. "And why do creepy things tend to be attracted to you?"
For a split second Hannah forgot how to think. She simply leaned up and pressed her lips to his. Her entire body lit with desire and she tipped her head, opening her mouth to increase the heat level of their kiss. He was reluctant at first, but the moment his tongue met hers, she saw fireworks.
He eased his body over hers, making her nipples harden and her breath catch. She ate at his mouth, swirling her tongue around his. Hannah had never been this out of control before. She could think of nothing beyond touching him, becoming one with him.
He apparently had the same ideas in his head because he pushed a knee between her legs, spreading them so he could settle between them. Hannah wrapped her legs around his waist, upset they had clothes on. She needed to feel him. All of him.
Sucking on his tongue as she would his cock, Hannah made him moan and smiled slightly, careful not to break their kiss. He took hold of her wrists and lifted her hands above her head. He skimmed his free hand down her side and increased the speed of the kiss, seeming as hungry for her as she was for him.
Cream flooded her panties and she arched her back, rubbing her mound against the bulge in his pants. It was his turn to smile against her mouth. Never before had she wanted a man to tear her clothes from her body and fuck her where anyone could see. The thought was sobering.
She pushed on his chest lightly and he rolled to his side, taking her with him. They continued to kiss as Hannah sat up slowly. He sat up as well, his tongue artfully inching around hers.
Hannah eased off his mouth, unable to believe anyone could kiss that good. The man should be outlawed. He was too much. His obsidian eyes seemed to see straight through to her soul as he tipped his head slightly, watching her intensely.
Smiling, she pushed a portion of his hair behind his ear. "It’s...umm, nice to finally meet you. The whole following-me-around thing was kind of on the creepy side."
His lips twitched. "You did say creepy things are attracted to you."
"Ah, and he's funny too."
The man's face drew in. "Not normally."
Somehow, she believed him. Maybe it had something to do with his attire. It wasn't anything that had been in fashion in her lifetime. Hell, even in the last century. "Were you coming from a costume ball or something?"
He glanced down at himself and then back at her. "Or something."
Reaching up, she touched her swollen bottom lip. It still tingled from the kiss they'd shared.
"Are you going to tell me what it is volatilisos
demons would want with you and your friend?"
My friend?
Preyca!
Hannah gasped and pushed up and off the ground. She swayed and the man was suddenly there, helping her remain upright. "Preyca?"
She spotted a man looking to be around the same height and build as the one with her. The man was leaning over Preyca's body as she convulsed. "Keane," the man said, looking desperate. "I know not what to do."
Hannah rushed towards the man. "What happened to her? Oh God, Preyca." She fell to her knees next to her friend and tipped Preyca's head back, holding her as steady as she could as the seizures stopped. Taking her thin outer shirt off, revealing her leather corset, Hannah used the shirt to wipe Preyca's mouth. The more she wiped, the more she realized Preyca wasn't bleeding, yet had a mouthful of blood.
Hannah stared at the man near her, noting the striking resemblance he had to Keane. "What happened? Did one of those things bite her? Did one of them..."
"Hannah," Preyca said, her voice weak but there. "You worry too much. The offer still stands for me to call my Tia Rosa. That's some storm cloud you have there."
A cry tore free of her as she grabbed Preyca and hugged her tight. "If you dare die on me, I'll kill you."
Preyca laughed softly. "That makes perfect sense."
She helped Preyca sit up and found both men watching them closely. Keane's gaze was locked on her chest, and oddly enough so was the other man's. "How is it she is alive?"
Preyca snorted. "I'm hardy stock. It takes more than a piece of scum-sucking—”
Hannah covered her friend's mouth. Preyca's eyes widened and she nodded, indicating she sensed it as well. "It's fine. They helped us."
Preyca eyed them suspiciously.
Hannah's gut told her Preyca wasn't totally out of harm's way with the men but she couldn't figure out why. She just knew it to be true. She touched her friend's face. "You should go. I've got this section covered."
"I'm not leaving you with these two," Preyca said.
Hannah snorted, knowing a lie was in order. Her gut told her Preyca had to go and fast. "One of us needs to let others know about what happened here. And as for Keane, he is harmless. I've known him for years."
Preyca tipped her head to the side, seeming to think it over. Her brows lifted. "Oh, it’s like that, is it?"
Hannah glanced to Keane, wondering if he'd back her story.
Keane eased closer, his hand going to her waist. "It is like that, yes."
Preyca pursed her lips and then winked. "Got it. What about the other?"
The man who looked very similar to Keane lifted Preyca's hand and kissed the back of it. "I am here to assure my brother behaves himself."
"Brothers?" Preyca questioned. "Nice job, Hannah."
Before Hannah could say a word, Preyca waved and started off in the other direction. Keane nodded to his brother, and when Preyca was out of earshot he spoke, "See to it she is safe, Janco."
"Of course," Janco said, his gaze moving to Hannah and remaining for what felt like forever.
Janco moved with a speed humans didn't possess, and Hannah's breath caught. It all made sense. The powers her protector seemed to have. His knowledge of what had attacked her. The blood.
She met his dark gaze. "Vampire?"
He blinked, long and slow, making the act sexy somehow. "And if I say yes, will you scream?"
She shook her head. She thought harder about the blood in her mouth. “You tried to turn me?” 
He nodded, seeming unfazed with her surprise and anger. 
“And Preyca?” 
“The other woman?” he asked.
“Yes.” 
He shrugged. “Yes. It did not work, like it did not work on you.” He eased closer to her. "I thought not. Tell me what the demons wanted with you."
He didn't know what she was? How could that be? All vampires seemed to sense the slayer blood in her. And Keane seemed pretty damn powerful. It was difficult to look anywhere but into his dark eyes. There was a pull to them. One she was normally immune to from other vampires.
What was different about him?
He moved in closer. “Tell me the truth.”
She tensed.
He lifted a brow. “So be it.”
With the wave of his hand, Hannah felt the ground move and the last thing she remembered was blackness surrounding her vision.




Chapter Seven
Janco followed his brother’s scent into one of their safe houses. This one was mere miles from the cemetery they’d been in before the attack occurred. The brothers liked to maintain various homes—none of which could ever be traced to them for they simply did not exist in the world of mortals—for feeding, fucking or whatever else they required. It was easy enough to guess Keane would venture to one of the closer safe houses rather than journey back to the underworld—what they called the cities beneath the cities.
He sniffed the air and caught scent of something he wished he hadn’t.
The woman.
Hannah.
His cock tightened. Need slammed through him. He had to take a moment to collect himself before venturing onward. Fear rushed through his veins as he thought about why he’d smell her here of all places, and he burst into the home. Darkness greeted him. He didn’t bother with lights. They were pointless to his kind. Nocturnal by nature, they could see extremely well without any light whatsoever.
“Keane?” he called, the tendons straining in his neck as worry continued to wash over him. Normally only food was brought here. That was what they thought of humans.
They were nothing more than a means to an end.
He would not permit Hannah to be used in such a fashion. If it meant going to blows with his brother, then that was what would need to be.
Keane stepped into the hallway, shutting the door to one of the many sex rooms they’d set up within the home. Janco shoved past his brother, fearful of what he’d find. When he entered the room, his suspicions were confirmed. He gasped. “You have her restrained? Tied to the bed?”
Thankfully Hannah was still clothed or Janco couldn’t have been sure what he’d have done to his brother. They had been close all their lives, but he knew deep down this woman could be what tore them apart.
Keane nodded. “The more I think upon the demons attacking her, the less I believe she is who we think her to be.”
He would have thought his brother affected by vapors had Keane still partaken in such things. He blinked slowly, sensing how on edge his brother was. “What is this you speak of?”
“She is not human.” Keane looked past him at the woman in the bed. “Hannah is something more.”
“Brother,” he said, touching Keane’s arm lightly. Power raced off his brother in amounts that weren’t normal. His brother’s demon was close to the surface. “Your obsession with her has twisted your mind. You will harm her.”
“I would never!” Keane snapped, fang flashing and his eyes swirling with the telltale signs of the demon close to being in command.
Janco kept his hand on Keane’s arm. “Restraining her is not the answer. Free her. Speak with her when she wakes from what I am assuming is your doing.”
“You assume correctly.” Keane shrugged. “I have waited too long for her. I can wait no more. There is something about her.”
Janco nodded. “She is your mate.”
“No,” Keane argued and then paused, his eyes widening. “No?”
Janco hated saying the words. Doing so meant he was giving up his chance at her, confirming the inevitable. “She is, Keane. Think.”
Keane did and staggered backwards, bumping into the hallway wall. “She is my mate.”
“I know,” Janco replied, sadness in his voice. “Brother, you cannot keep her tied up. That is not the way of things and you know I am right.”
Keane eyed him with an expression that warned he would fight, possibly to the death. “What do you care of her?”
Janco did not respond to the question, but rather slid his hand up to Keane’s shoulder. “I care of you. Step away from here and feed with me. Let us be sure you are well fed before she wakes. I do not wish to hear you moan and groan for eternity because you ate her.” Truth was he did not want Hannah harmed, but Keane was too close to being one with his demon to hear such things.
Keane snorted. “Very well.”
Janco led his brother from the room and exhaled. For now, Hannah was safe. She would sleep off the affects of Keane’s magik, and when she woke, Janco would make sure she was well and cared for.




Chapter Eight
Tugging at restraints holding her wrists and her ankles, Hannah stared around the room, confused as to where she was and how she'd come to be there. She was secured to a large bed with blood-red sheets. The last thing she remembered was being near the graveyard, Preyca coming, the demons and then Keane.
Keane.
She gasped. He was one of them—a vampire. And he had power over her that other vampires didn’t. Panic rose in her and she had to fight to stamp it down. Showing fear around a predator was beyond foolish. Besides, deep down she simply knew he wouldn’t hurt her. She just wasn’t sure how she was so sure of such a thing.
Her gaze darted around the room in search of him. She found him standing near a closed door, wearing no shirt and a pair of black leather pants. His feet were bare. His hair was disheveled. He looked like a rock star, oozing sex appeal, but his was mixed with danger.
He stepped into the room more, the walls his backdrop. 
"Where am I?" demanded Hannah. She looked harder at him and the room they were in. It was filled with various items that looked like they could be used to torture a small army. She knew better. The wicked gleam in Keane's eyes said the tools were for something else. As moisture pooled at the apex of her thighs, she knew just what type of pain they were for—the type that brought pleasure along with it.
"Where am I?" she demanded again.
Keane's gaze slid over her. "Somewhere I have wanted you for two months now."
She jerked at the leather cuffs binding her wrists. "Why am I bound?"
He grinned mischievously. 
She lowered her gaze. "You're a vampire."
"I am."
"It's what I do," she said, and yanked on the restraints again. "Release me."
He licked his lips. "You are safe here. More so than when left to your own devices."
She gritted her teeth.
"Be displeased all you like, my light," he returned. "The volatilisos demons attacked you. You are not safe and I wish to know why they would bother with a human. And I wish to know why a human would not fear a vampire."
She lifted her bound wrists. "Why would you bother binding a measly little human?"
"Cute, but I will not release you."
"There are laws against this sort of thing," she said partially under her breath, already knowing her captor wasn't human and didn't adhere to human laws.
He approached and touched her ankle, where the restraint was. His hand was cool, yet heat flared from where his skin met hers. She gasped and he smiled, skimming his hand up her leather-covered leg.
"Keane."
"Tell me what the demons wanted with you," he said, his hand stopping at mid-thigh, driving her mad with desire for him.
"Please."
He leaned, his face moving close to hers. "Tell me, Hannah."
She wanted him and she shouldn't. She knew it was against her very code. But she couldn't stop herself. "Because I'm a slayer."
She waited for the attack she was sure would come. He jerked back and shook his head, as if not believing her. Then he eased close to her again and a half laugh tore free from him, sounding less than jovial. "This explains why you attract danger."
She watched him. "Are you going to kill me?"
"No," he whispered, his face near hers once more. "My kind do not harbor hate for yours."
"All vampires hate us," she countered, still wanting his lips on hers.
He ran his thumb over the corner of her mouth, tugging lightly on it. "I am unlike other vampires." He dipped his head, his lips finally touching hers. She closed her eyes, savoring his kiss as his tongue eased into her mouth. Her nipples hardened and her body ached for more than he was offering. Damn him for tying her down. She wanted to touch him.
His hands roamed over her stomach and to the top of her pants. He stopped kissing her and lifted his hand. Dagger-like nails emerged from the tips of his fingers. He raked one over the front of her leather pants, slicing them open as if they were nothing more than tissue paper. Sucking in a sharp breath, she watched, keeping still, afraid he'd cut her.
He eased the material away from her body, leaving her in nothing other than the corset. Keane's dark gaze slid lower, to her pussy. He tipped his head and inhaled. "Your smell has haunted my dreams."
"And you haunted mine," she reminded.
"I did."
"Why?"
He touched her thigh, his claws no more. "Because I do nothing other than be close to you."
She wasn't sure she was following.
"For two months, from the moment I saw you, you've become an obsession of mine." He slid his hand between her legs and cupped her mound. "I want you, Hannah."
"I want you too," she breathed.
He parted her slit and dipped a finger into her as his lips captured hers once more. Her moan of pleasure was lost in his mouth as his tongue laced with hers. He added another finger and she jerked against her restraints. He moved over her more, his mouth connecting to hers as he continued to bring her body closer and closer to culmination. When she could take no more, he withdrew his hand from her, his gaze lingering over her as he rose to his feet.
Watching him remove his clothing was the biggest exercise in restraint she’d ever had, and considering she was currently tied up, that was saying something. The man was a total tease, easing his clothing off piece by painfully slow piece, revealing a sculpted frame that she wanted to kiss, taste, touch and know better.
When he finally pushed away his pants and his cock was free, she gasped. The size of his member was impressive and made her mouth water. Damn him for being a hot, hung vampire.
Hannah wriggled against her bonds, not wanting to get away, but unable to not at least try. Getting away from the bliss was the last thing she wanted. A pair of obsidian eyes stared back at her as she lay spread out upon the oversized crimson bed.
"You are so very beautiful," Keane whispered, his voice husky, holding a tone that made Hannah's entire body shiver in delight. He held a coin in his hand and stared down at her with a look that promised endless nights of pleasure.
Hannah tugged at the bonds again. "Why am I tied up? I'd never hurt you, Keane."
Something in his gaze shifted, taking on a predatory air. "As if you even could."
"K-Keane?" she asked, her voice wobbling.
The way he stared down at her made her breath catch and her anticipation flare throughout her body. Moisture pooled at the apex of her thighs. Her nipples tingled and Keane's gaze snapped to them. He licked his full lips. She knew one touch from him would ignite her deepest desires and she knew she was powerless to stop him.
She lifted a leg, rubbing her thighs together, trying to quench the need. "Keane. Please untie me."
"No," he said, walking towards her. "I rather like knowing where you are."
The aftereffects of sharing blood with him returned, making her head heavy. Hannah groaned and closed her eyes as images of Keane bedding woman after woman entered her mind. He didn't just fuck them. He seemed to take great pleasure from being as hardcore as he could with them, bloodletting in the process. The room he did it all in wasn't just similar to the one he held her in now, it was identical.
Her eyes snapped open and she sucked in a deep breath. "No."
"No?" He arched a brow. "Don't you mean no, Master?"
He’d seemed so caring before. Like he wanted to please her and take care of her. "This isn't you."
"Oh, really?"
*
Hannah's chin lifted defiantly and her eyes narrowed. Keane knew he should back down, let her win this battle of wills, but he could not. His cock throbbed with the need to fill her, and his mouth burned for the change. His incisors wanted to extend and be allowed to sink into her tender flesh. The demon in him wanted to taste her blood, let it ooze down his throat as he sucked and fucked her. He'd gone too long. Wanted her too much to stop now. No. Now she would submit. She would concede defeat this round. There was no other option.
Keane's darkness would not be denied. "You will submit to me," he said, his voice low, devoid of any additional magical push.
He skimmed the edge of the coin down her naked body, circling her nipples several times before heading towards her cunt. He watched as she arched, pushing her breasts higher. She tugged at the bonds holding her, her eyes full of fire and lust.
He bent, capturing a nipple with his mouth and sucking gently. So sweet. So pure.
She moaned. The sound was music to his ears.
"Tell me you want me," he whispered hoarsely, on the verge of losing what thin control he still maintained.
She shook her head, her willpower impressive. "I-I don't."
It was a lie. He could sense her body chemistry changing as she said it. Her heart rate quickened and sweat began to form. He licked a long line from her nipple up to her neck. Pressing his lips to her pulsing vein, Keane considered sampling her blood. She gasped and wiggled against him.
"Keane."
He knew tasting her would leave him a slave to her passion. His bond with her was too strong to add the taking of her blood. Already he'd shared his with her. To take from her, during the height of passion, would leave him mated to her.
My mate.
His cock stirred with excitement, clearly pleased with the idea of being sworn to only her. Still, Keane resisted. He drew back, his gaze hardening as he stared down at Hannah. The demon he was one with surfaced quickly, taking the lead. He grabbed his shaft, stroking it lazily, toying with the bead of pre-cum that leaked from the tip. He rubbed it over the head, taking his time, thinking of everything he planned to do to her. His fangs had descended and he raked his tongue over one, his gaze remaining locked on Hannah. 
"Tell me, Hannah. Tell me that you want me. That you desire me."
She struggled against her restraints. "K-Keane, your voice. It's deeper. Please."
A sinister smile graced his face. "That's it, my light, beg."
He moved closer to her, caressing one of her nipples as he continued to stroke his cock. Dipping his head, he sampled her flesh again, kissing it, licking a line across it, careful not to nick her. He may have surrendered to his demon side, but he'd not given in on avoiding mating to her.
Her arousal was evident; still, he skimmed a finger down her and pressed it between her hot thighs. So wet. So ready. So untouched?
He paused. “A virgin?” 
She nodded, biting at her lower lip. 
He was out of touch with modern ways, but he did not believe it common for a woman her age—in her early twenties—to still be untouched by a man. He was about to comment when he thought harder upon it, upon her and who he suspected she was to him.
His mate. 
If that were true, she would not have wanted another male near her. Her body would have naturally turned off sexually when anyone other than her mate was near. The thought both warmed and frightened him. His mate? Could she be? 
She bucked against the intrusion, her pussy tight, sucking his finger back into it. With a slight pop, he pulled free and brought his damp finger to his lips, licking her cream from it. His eyes rolled to the back of his head as a moan tore free of him.
Delicious. Just as he knew she would be.
Hannah whimpered, arching to him.
"You want more?" asked Keane.
"I want you," she said. "Not the demon. Just you."
Spreading her velvety folds, he continued working his prick. "You will take what I decide to give you, am I clear?"
The internal struggle to regain control of his actions and words was waged, but the demon was stronger when it came to Hannah. It knew she was his weakness. He slipped a finger into her mound and she wiggled her hips, causing his thumb to brush over her swollen bud. She tossed her head back, gasping for breath, the smell of her cream growing. She was close to coming but he didn't want her to do so just yet.
"Stop," he commanded.
Her body obeyed him and she thrashed, shaking her head, begging for more. Keane stepped back and began working his cock faster, the sight of her glistening pussy unbelievably erotic. Hannah was there, spread out for the taking.
"Please untie me," she pleaded.
Flashing fang, he hissed, not wanting to hear any more of her requests. The fear that shone in Hannah's eyes made his chest tight. At that moment, he hated himself—what he was—what he always would be.
Seizing hold of the coin nearest him, he crushed it his hand, shocking her as it turned to dust, and then tossing it away. It landed unharmed, in full coin shape, as if it had never been touched. The Devil side laid faceup, as if mocking him. The irony was not lost on him. He could not escape what he was and what it was he was doing.
"Keane, please," she begged. "Don't do this. Not like this."
He pinched her nipple hard enough to make her jerk beneath him. "Tell me you don't really like how I make you feel."
He knew she did. Her cunt was dripping with desire. He could smell it all around him. Easing himself over her, he stared down, encouraged by the fright in her eyes. It did something to the demon side of him that he couldn't explain. He thrust a finger into her and nearly came at the sensation of her pink lower lips wrapping around him once more. He shivered with feral awareness and pre-cum continued to leak from the tip of his dick.
With his free hand, Keane took hold of his shaft, stroking it as he continued to finger-fuck Hannah. She wiggled, her gaze still stubborn but her body submissive.
"If you are good, I will give you what you want."
She jerked against her restraints. "I don't want this."
He pulled cream from her cunt and lifted it to her lips, wiping it across them slowly. "This says otherwise, my light."
He bent and licked the cream from her lips, taking time to kiss her while he was there. Their tongues mated as their bodies soon would. For as defiant as Hannah was, she returned his kiss with passion. He rubbed his cock against her thigh and dry-fucked her leg. She bucked against him, her breathing growing rapid. He wanted to come all over her body and see her glistening with his seed, but he held back.
Her tits bounced, her nipples scraping his chest. The temptation to toy with them was too great to resist. She shook her head as he began kneading her breasts and showering kisses over them. He nipped playfully at her creamy skin, careful not to draw blood for fear of bonding completely with her.
Dragging his hands down her sides, he fought to keep from coming as her body responded to his touch. She whimpered as his face came to just above her pussy. He locked gazes with her. "Submit to me. Tell me that you want me to take you. Show me you'll accept who I truly am, my light."
Shocked by his use of the pet name again and the fact he seemed to be seeking her approval on being born a vampire, Keane moved back onto his knees.
Hannah stared down the length of herself at him and for the first time since he'd tied her down, she smiled. "You don't get it. I want you, but not like this. Not the way you've taken other--" She closed her eyes. "--women."
*
Keane stared around the room and realized he was doing just that. He was trying to objectify her to stay removed from what was happening. He had played this scenario out with human women before, tying them down, fucking and sucking from them. Yes, they enjoyed it, but they rarely lived to tell the tale, and Hannah knew as much. He'd been foolish enough to partially bond with her, allowing her access to his memories.
Parting her legs, he stared down at the sight of her pussy spread out before him. A tiny thatch of hair ran in a strip over her mound. Her clit was swollen and it was easy to see she was excited. He took a deep breath, hoping to regain his focus and do what he did best, use a woman and be done with her.
Her sweet scent filled his head and left his mouth watering with the urge to bite her. His eyes snapped open and he saw how tiny she looked on the oversized bed, how vulnerable she was. It had seemed erotic before, knowing the power he had over the women he bedded. In many ways, it still was, but the difference was he cared how Hannah viewed him.
He glanced at the floor to The Devil coin and knew then it had been a warning to him that this change would occur. Never had he hated himself more. The darkness he carried within wasn't something he could ever rid himself of, nor was Hannah. There would be no disposing of her. No sharing her with his brother.
Tipping his head back, he roared with defeat. She screamed, jerking against her restraints. He sensed her pain as they dug into her tender flesh.
He scrambled forward, leaned over her and touched her bound wrists. He undid them. Lifting Hannah from a bed he and his brothers used often to fuck and suck human women, he drew upon his power, mystically moving himself and Hannah to his personal bedchamber, where no woman had ever been before.
Except for now.
She gasped and he held her closer. "Shhh, you are safe, my light."
Hannah moved her hands down and rubbed her wrists. The red marks on them bothered Keane. He laid her out on his bed and he lifted her wrist, kissing it lightly. "Hannah, I..."
"No," she said, pressing her finger to his lips as she stared around his room. Tears came to her eyes and Keane opened his mouth to speak. She silenced him again and licked her lower lip. "I'm happy, Keane. They're good tears."
He arched a brow. "You are happy I was going to force myself on you?"
“I’m happy you regained control of yourself and didn’t force yourself on me.” She lifted her head and cupped his face, pulling him towards her. "Kiss me."
His cock bobbed, its head pressing to her soaked cunt as he gave in, kissing her. Confused, he tried to rationalize what was happening and where the sudden change in demeanor had come from. He had no answers. The only things he did have were her willing kisses and seemingly eager body.
Hannah tugged at the back of his neck, pulling him even more on top of her. He smiled, his lips pressed to hers. "Mmm, my light?"
She broke the kiss momentarily and reached between them, taking hold of his prick and guiding it to her heated core.
He shook his head. "Not like this. Not with the taint of what I tried to do to you still on me."
"Shhh," she whispered, pulling on him more.
The lure of her depths was too great. He eased in, her pussy so tight it nearly made him spill his seed. The swollen lips of her cunt held firm to him as he seated himself fully in her. A more divine paradise he'd never known. "Hannah," he said, her name falling softly from his lips.
She wrapped her legs around his waist and touched his cheek before kissing him. He moved in and out of her, kissing her while his balls tightened, threatening to explode. She was perfection, pure and simple. He pumped himself, savoring every moment he was permitted to be within her lush body. He lost himself in it all, unsure how long they were there, holding one another, kissing one another, sharing one another. All he knew was that while he was in her, he felt free of the heavy burden and darkness that seemed forever to shroud him. He felt...alive.
He pumped his cock into her, gathering her moans with his mouth, kissing them away. She bit at his lower lip and he smiled. She did as well, their gazes locking. Feelings he couldn't explain tried to surface. He continued thrusting into her receptive body. Normally, he was a man whose prowess was legendary. He could go for an entire night, controlling when or if he reached orgasm. With Hannah, he fought for every second of control he held. His body wanted to explode and he knew he'd be powerless to stop it. Keane had never suffered from ejaculating so quickly before and clenched his jaw in hopes of keeping his orgasm at bay long enough to see to Hannah's needs.
The moment she began to rock beneath him, countering his moves, he lost control, slamming into her, his body suddenly ablaze and his willpower gone. She cried out, digging her nails into the flesh of his backside as her pussy fluttered around his cock. The nip of pain only added to the overwhelming need to bathe her in his cum. Instead of withdrawing from her body, Keane rammed into her, settling there, deep within her, jetting his seed.
He remained buried in her silken folds and put his forehead to hers. Their kiss was tender and he found his cock hardening again at an alarming rate. Hannah sucked on his lower lip and smiled. "Mmm, I think he wants to play more."
"I believe you are correct," Keane said, propping his upper body up so he could stare down at her.
Her upper body was flushed from their actions. She looked like a thoroughly satisfied woman.
"Are you sore?" he inquired, worried after her wellbeing.
She ran her smooth fingers over his jaw. "A little, but I don't want you to stop."
"Good." He memorized her eyes, getting lost in them as he stared down at her. "You are so incredibly beautiful, my light."
The pink on her cheeks, neck and upper body deepened and he knew she was embarrassed by his remark. She shouldn't be. It was true.
"I have no wish to leave your body," he confessed.
She skimmed her hands over his back and then his hips. "Mmm, then don't. Stay right here and make love to me again, Keane."
Make love to her?
The words left him cold and his cock limp. He moved off her quickly and stalked towards the door. Distance was in order. There could be no more talk of love.
Hannah whimpered, but he refused to look at her as he slammed the door behind him and came face-to-face with his brother who was pale, shaking and pacing the hall.
“Janco?”
“Brother, do not react in anger when I tell you this.”
Keane guessed he would if Janco felt the need to say such a thing. “Go on.”
Janco looked to the closed door that Hannah lay just beyond. “Your woman—who I am guessing you have realized is your mate.”
Keane’s gut tightened. He nodded.
“The pull to her is strong.” Janco cleared his throat. “My pull to her is strong.”
Keane gasped. He nearly reacted violently, the way Janco had predicted he would. Somehow he held back. He calmed himself, noting his brother’s condition.




Chapter Nine
Hannah stood at the door, peeking through its crack, listening as Keane spoke to the man she now understood was his brother. Janco looked sickly, as if something was very, very wrong. As hurt as she was that Keane had bolted from the room, and as much as she wanted answers as to why, her gut told her something was dreadfully wrong with Janco.
Keane worried his brow and tipped his head. “You have bonded in some fashion to my mate?”
“Hannah has pull over me,” Janco replied. “I did not mean for it to be so, brother. Please know that.”
Hannah held firm to the gasp wanting to come. Mate? She was a true mate to a vampire? No. That couldn’t be. Natural-born slayers weren’t mate material for the undead club.
Were they?
The more she thought on it, the more right it felt. A sinking feeling came over her. How was she going to explain her mate to her slayer friends? And how was she going to convince them to keep their stakes put away?
It was a worry for another day. Now she had more pressing things to be concerned about, like Janco’s health. She continued to watch through the cracked-open door.
Janco bent, gripping his stomach as if in pain. “You’ve started the bonding with her, haven’t you?”
Keane sighed. “I have. I did not wish to.”
Hannah knew she should be hurt by his words, but she understood his fears even without being told them. It was all too much for her as well. And the very sight of his brother in so much pain moved her. She wanted to run to them both and swear it would be all right. That they could somehow fix everything, when in actuality she wasn’t even sure what was broken. 
Janco wiped sweat from his brow. “I felt it when you took her. I felt you fighting the urge to feed from her—to fully claim her. I felt the hunger as if it were my own. I had planned to be here when she woke but, Keane, my demon, it wants free, it wishes to lay claim to her as well. I am not safe to be around.”
“To deny such a thing would be…” Keane paused, surveying his brother. “Torturous.”
Janco nodded, bending further, holding his stomach more. “My demon dances near the surface, brother. Chain me away for everyone’s sake.”
“I will not,” Keane responded.
“If you do not, I could harm your mate,” Janco pleaded.
Keane sighed. “You would not harm her. You would fuck her. There is a difference.”
Hannah gasped, unable to hold it in anymore. The men looked in her direction and she opened the door, stepping out and into the hallway, wearing only the sheet she’d grabbed from the bed.
“Is he all right?” she asked, motioning to Janco but speaking to Keane.
Keane shook his head. “No.”
“My brother is within his rights to kill me,” Janco said, still clutching his stomach. “I did not mean to be drawn to you. I swear it.”
Hannah moved forward quickly, touching his shoulder. As she made contact with him, his gaze locked onto her. A strange buzzing sensation passed between them. She understood that in the supernatural community that meant something, she just wasn’t sure what exactly. “No one is killing anyone.”
Janco narrowed his gaze on her. “You are very calm, yet I am aware that you have knowledge of what we are.”
She kept a hand on him but looked to Keane. “Apparently you both think I’m Keane’s mate.”
“You are,” Janco said flatly.
Keane nodded as if it were the hardest thing he’d ever had to admit.
She swallowed hard and decided there was no better time than the present to spill her secret. “I’m a natural-born slayer.”
Silence greeted her.
She expected anger, fangs flashing, death, even. When Janco tossed his head back and laughed, she blinked several times. Keane’s laughter followed. Janco nudged his brother. “I thought the worst news was I’d somehow bonded to her as well.”
Keane snickered. “Telling the others I am wed to a slayer will be far more entertaining. Though, on a positive note, a natural-born slayer is immortal so she will not age.”
“Ah, but you are not wed to her,” Janco interjected. “You did not complete the claiming. So, you will have a very young looking girlfriend for eternity.”
Keane reached for Hannah and she went to him, easing the sheet partially around him to cover his nudity, even though he didn’t seem the least bit concerned with it. “I cannot claim her fully. To do so might be your death, brother. As much as I want her, I will not cause you more pain.”
Hannah touched Keane’s chest and went to her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “It’s okay. Explaining you to my friends and family wouldn’t go over well, either.”
His brow furrowed. “You think because I cannot claim you fully that I will allow you to walk out of my life?”
She nodded.
“My light, I cannot live without you. I feel…” He paused, seeming at a loss for the right words. “Great affection for you.”
Janco snorted. “You are in love with her, brother.”
Keane’s brows lifted and his lips pursed. “Yes. Love. We will find a way around the claiming. A way to make what we have official without harming Janco—at least until we can find out why he shares in this bond.”
She caressed his chest and snuggled against him, wanting to say she felt love and affection for him too, but she held back. “Maybe he needs a little light in his life too.”
Keane smiled but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Perhaps.”
“Hey, I could totally have a brother sandwich,” she joked, nudging Keane slightly, wanting the somber mood to lighten.
He grabbed her and held her tight to him. He snarled. “Never suggest lying with another man. Ever.”
Janco touched Keane’s arm. “Brother, she said it only in jest. She holds no love or attraction for me. She radiates it for you, as a mate should.”
The pain Janco was clearly in moved Hannah. She closed her eyes a moment and steeled her nerves. When she looked at Keane, she squared her shoulders. “Deep down, I feel like we already know how to fix this.”
Janco sighed. “Hannah, no.”
“What? He didn’t want to hang out in there and make love to me,” she said, venom dripping from her words. “That is it, isn’t it, Keane? I said love and you freaked and ran. So why not share me with your brother? You’re not ready for anything real with me. Let me help your brother.”
Keane’s jaw set.
Janco moved between them. “Brother, be calm.”
“She believes I do not wish for something real with her.” 
“Do you?” Janco asked. 
Keane narrowed his gaze on his brother. “I do.” 
“I noticed your issue was with her thinking you don’t want her, not with her offering to help me.” Janco swayed slightly. 
Keane stared at her for the longest time and then bent his head, kissing her gently. “You would do this willingly for my brother?”
“I would.”
“See, you are the flip side of the coin,” he responded, kissing her again.




Chapter Ten
Hannah sat in the bed, her gaze going to the brothers. Keane seemed more at ease with what they were about to do. It was Janco who actually appeared somewhat nervous. Hannah ran her hands over her sheet-covered thighs, unease trickling through her. She’d come to Keane’s bed a virgin, and already she was about to have a threesome. Preyca would never believe her if she told her of this. First she’d have to break the news she was the mate of a vampire—not just any vamp either, a super-powerful one, and then that she’d banged his brother too.
She will call her aunt to exorcise my “demons” for sure.
Hannah took a long, deep breath and raked her gaze over the men. Keane was first to approach her and her body tensed with need for him. She knew the feel of him inside her and wanted to feel it again.
From the corner of her eye she noticed Janco easing his shirt off. His skin was as pale as Keane’s. His body as chiseled. Her mouth practically watered with want. Damn them for being so sexy. Janco’s dark hair flopped partially over one of his obsidian eyes. He stared at her while Keane bent and pushed the sheet from her breasts, exposing them to the men.
Hannah gasped, her face reddening. The only thing that kept her going was the obvious amount of pain Janco was in. She didn’t understand what was happening. How could she? All she knew was Janco hurt and Keane cared greatly for him. Therefore, deep down, she did too.
That much she did get. And there was no denying the strange connection she felt to Janco. 
Keane’s lips found hers, chasing away some of the nervous energy. As his tongue eased into her mouth, she moaned, lying back, the sheet pulling down more. She stopped caring. His body moved over hers, his kisses coming faster, heating her body more and more. His hands caressed her body and then suddenly more hands where there, accompanying them. She panted, trying to catch her breath between kisses. It was all so overwhelming. So exhilarating. 
Janco crawled onto the bed, his clothing gone, his cock bobbing near her head. Keane broke their kiss and turned her head. “Taste him.” 
She opened her mouth and Janco eased closer, his cock bumping her cheek to start with and then finding its way to her open, waiting mouth. She sucked on him and Keane lined up with her cunt, driving in, filling her fully. She moaned around Janco’s cock and he gasped, his hands going to her hair. He pumped in and out of her mouth, controlling the movements as she was pinned on her back, his brother deep in her pussy. Keane took one of her nipples into his mouth and the pleasure rushed through her stomach, centering on her womb. She felt so good, so wanted, so wanton and free. 
There was the quickest of pricks near her nipple and she gasped, pulling off Janco’s cock a moment. Janco caressed her cheek, leading her lips back to his cock. “He is claiming you, my sweet. He draws blood from you and then he will say the words as he fills you with his seed.” 
She didn’t panic. Strangely, she wanted everything Janco described. She wanted even more than that. She kissed the tip of his dick. “What about you? Will you claim me too?” 
Keane released his bite on her breast, his cock still deep in her. “Hannah, I claim thee as my mate, to walk beside me for eternity.” He pushed in deep, coming hard inside her. Her body orgasmed and she cried out, taking hold of Janco’s cock and stroking it as she did. 
Magic flared around them as did a wind that seemed to pull at her gut. The power yanked at her and then she felt it slamming into Keane first, then Janco. Both men jerked. Keane pulled free from her and lifted her, holding her in his arms, as if trying to protect her from the force of what was happening around them. 
Janco grabbed at her hips and she sensed his desperation, his raw need of her. She didn’t fight him as he pulled at her, forcing her to hands and knees, her cheek pressed to Keane’s chest, her ass in the air. 
Janco didn’t bother with preparing her body. He rammed his long, hard cock into her pussy and began pounding into her with animal lust. Her jaw dropped and she put a hand on Keane’s chest, her gaze meeting his. “He… needs to claim me… too.” 
“I know,” whispered Keane, sitting before her, putting his legs to both sides of her. His sated cock was right there before her. She dipped her head and took all of him, including his ball sac, into her mouth. His cock began to lengthen quickly, forcing her to take less of it. Janco continued to pound into her from behind. 
Keane held the sides of her head. “Brother, bite her and say the words.” 
“K-Keane?” Janco asked, seeming to strain behind her. 
“Do it!” Keane demanded. 
Janco leaned his body over Hannah’s and she moved her hips, grinding against his cock. His front pressed to her back and she felt the sharpest of pinches on her shoulder. She knew he’d bitten her and that he was drinking her blood. It turned her on more. She sucked on Keane harder. 
Janco roared and pulled his mouth from her shoulder. “Mine! Hannah, I claim thee as my mate, to walk beside me for eternity.”
The wind around them increased, as did the power. Hannah couldn’t take any more. Pleasure tore free from her as her orgasm gripped hold of her. Janco slammed into her, holding firm, releasing into her just as Keane’s cock twitched in her mouth. Hot, warm seed bathed her throat and she swallowed it down. 
With a slow breath, she pulled off Keane’s cock and looked up at him. “Are we mated?” 
He glanced at his brother and then back at her. “Yes. We are all bound to one another.” 
Her brows met. 
“You, my light,” he said, touching her lips, “have two husbands.” 
She gasped. 
They laughed.




Chapter Eleven
One Month Later…
Hannah still wasn’t sure this was a good idea. She’d been against introducing Keane and Janco with their formal titles—her mates—to her slayer “family” from the start. She’d called Preyca and spoke with her in detail on the matter and let the initial shock settle in on her friend. After much yelling, threatening to bring in outside “aunt” intervention and then a lot of questions, Preyca seemed to come around. Though she had yet to meet the brothers under the knowledge of who and what they were. 
Keane held Hannah’s left hand while Janco stood by her right side, his hand on her hip as Preyca approached. They’d decided to meet where it had all began for them—the cemetery. That had been Hannah’s choice and a way she could insert her quirky personality into the mix. 
Keane and Janco still didn’t understand most of her modern slang sayings or her off-beat ways but they accepted her and treated her like a queen. One month ago she’d been a virgin. Now she was the prized possession of two sexy immortals. And she liked knowing she belonged to them. That they’d marked her, mating her to them for eternity. She understood now what the mating meant. They would never stray from her bed. They would never treat her wrong. They would die to protect her. 
As any man should for his woman. 
The only catch had been her calling. They saw it more as her putting herself in harm’s way. She saw as it as a way to keep her sanity. Without it she’d surely go mad. She had to hunt evil and put it in its place. It’s who she was. They were working the kinks out but allowing her to police her sector nightly. Though both came with her. 
Men.
Janco rubbed her hip. “I see your friend.” 
Hannah didn’t and had to wait until Preyca was closer. She smiled and stayed still, letting Preyca take in the sight of her with the two men. Preyca neared, shook her head, put one hand on a hip and said, “I’ve given this a whole lot of thought. Where do I sign up for a brother sandwich?” 
Hannah smiled and raced into her friend’s arms. Everything would work out just fine. “I’ll see who they know and what I can come up with.” 
 
THE END
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