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Chapter One	

 

The first time Kohl saw her, it was months ago on the news as she was being 

escorted into a courtroom surrounded by lawyers. Journalists shoved cameras and 

microphones in her face, all trying to get a glimpse of her expression to give the people at 

home a thrill at the expense of someone else’s pain.  

A more innocent, softer version of the woman she was now. 

The second time he saw her, she was dancing by herself in the corner of the dimly lit 

club, grinding to the dark pulse of the music as though no one else was there. The soft 

innocence that once cloaked her was gone, and in its place was the cold harshness of the 

reality of this world, and the people in it. 

Her name was Devon Young. 

A black dress hugged her tall form from her elegant throat to the tops of the combat 

boots on her feet. It covered her tawny skin as though she was trying to blend into the 

shadows.  

As if she possibly could.  

Her hair was different. Darker. Longer. Curlier. More natural. It floated around her 

head in time to her movements with a life all its own, hiding her face from him. But Kohl 

didn’t need to see her expression. He knew exactly what she looked like.  

The music rose, rising to a crashing crescendo. Kohl’s blood thumped in time to the 

heavy bass, and the drumbeats pounded through his muscles until his bones vibrated with 

each hit. His upper lip twitched as his fangs tasted the air, the music and the erotic 

motions of her body working together to overcome the tenacious hold he had on his 

control. Music always affected him like this. The lure of it. The power of it.  

But tonight it was worse. Because tonight, she was here. 

Kohl turned his back on the crowd of humans huddled around the bar, hiding the 

telltale signs of what he truly was, and started washing the dirty glasses, letting Andrew 
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handle the drink orders, giving himself time to regain control of his body’s errant 

reaction. He didn’t always bartend, but they were short-handed tonight, and so he’d 

offered to pitch in and help. It was the least he could do for the vampires who had taken 

him in when he’d had no one and no where else to go. 

As his hands cleaned and stacked glassware, the repetitive actions soothed the fire in 

his blood, and his mind wandered back to the human woman. What was she doing there? 

Of all places? And how did she get in? The club his adopted family owned was outside 

the city of San Antonio, and didn’t exactly advertise its existence. As a matter of fact, 

entry was strictly enforced and by invitation only—by one of the coven or one of their 

trusted human pets. Which meant she’d have to know someone who was a regular 

member, and none of the coven had ever mentioned her.  

The faces of every human who’d ever walked through the door flashed through his 

mind, their image forever engraved in his memory.  None of them were at her level. None 

of them deserved a woman like Devon.  

He’d never met her, but he knew her.  

Even now, if he closed his eyes, he could smell her…feel her. Her anger. Her shame. 

Her longing.  

Her weariness with it all. 

Kohl felt it, and understood it. For he often felt those same emotions himself.  

Devon’s scent suddenly grew stronger, and he knew she was there, at the bar. 

Grinding his teeth against the temptation she posed, he set down the glass he was drying 

and turned around, unable to resist the chance to interact with her. 

“I got this,” he told Andrew. 

His co-worker gave him a sharp look, but nodded and went back to his own side of 

the bar. 

She stood between two other humans who’d been waiting for a while. His heart 

pounding in a way that had nothing to do with the song pounding out of the speakers, 
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Kohl indicated he’d be right with her and took their orders first. Once he got them out of 

the way, he braced himself and smiled.  

“Sorry about that. What can I do for you?” He had to shout over the music for her to 

hear him. 

Her eyes—an intriguing mixture of brown and gold with the slightest upward slant at 

the outer corners—studied his face for a moment before traveling over the tattoos on his 

neck. At least the visible ones. His skin heated everywhere her eyes touched, and he 

wished he could hear what she was thinking, but he lacked that ability. 

A small diamond glittered on the right side of her nose. It was the only jewelry she 

wore. She retuned his smile, but it didn’t reach those beautiful eyes. “Can you distort 

time and space and send me back a few years?” 

Her words, spoken in low tones not really meant to be heard, came to him clear 

enough, and Kohl felt her mood take a sudden dive and hit him directly in the midsection. 

His smile faltered. He knew her request had nothing to do with her age—no older than 

thirty—and everything to do with what had happened to her. “No, I’m afraid I can’t.” 

She looked down at her fingers, twisted together on the bar. It was a moment before 

she raised her chin. “You know who I am, don’t you.” Then she laughed a little, glancing 

off to the side, her neck and chest flushing, changing her brown skin to dark red. “Even 

way the fuck out here.” 

It wasn’t posed as a question, so he didn’t bother to answer. He noticed she didn’t 

shout at him, and was unsurprised he was still able to hear her. “Can I get you something 

to drink…Devon?” He kept his eyes on her face, away from the rush of blood so close to 

the surface it would only take the slightest nick of a fang to release it. 

“Vodka and cranberry juice would be great, thank you. Heavy on the vodka.” 

Abruptly, she turned her back to him and leaned back against the bar to watch the 

dancers. 

Dismissed, Kohl wondered what he’d said or done to cause her to shut down the way 

she had. The entire state knew who she was, if not the entire country. It shouldn’t surprise 
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her that he did also. But her emotions were all over the place, wreaking havoc on his 

calm facade, so he just made her drink for her and set it on the bar.  

His eyes travelled over the disarray of curls that covered her head. Without thinking, 

he lifted his hand to touch them, before remembering himself and taking a step back.  

“It’s on the house,” he told the back of her head. 

She turned with a shake of those curls. “That’s not necessary. I can pay.” 

“I know you can pay. But it’s on me. Really.” 

After a slight hesitation, she took the drink and met his eyes. “Thank you…uh…” 

He wiped his hands dry with a towel. “Kohl. My name is Kohl. Kohl Sergones.” 

“Kohl.” She tasted the name on her tongue as she eyed up the ink on the back of his 

hands and arms, revealed beneath his rolled up sleeves. Then moved up to the black tie 

strangling his throat. “Aren’t you guys a little dressed up for such a grungy place?” 

Unconsciously, he ran a hand over the front of his white dress shirt, smoothing out 

invisible wrinkles. “It’s what’s required.” When he looked up again, she was watching 

him with a glint of light in her eyes, and he realized she was teasing him. He smiled and 

shrugged. “I guess it makes it easy to tell the clientele apart from the staff.” 

“Well, it does at that.” She paused, then lifted her drink in a half-hearted salute. 

“Thank you, Kohl.” 

“You’re welcome, Devon.” 

He watched her walk away, hips swaying in a way that was both seductive and 

totally unconscious, weaving in and out of the other humans until she made her way back 

to her corner. She had to feel him staring, but she didn’t look back. Slugging down half of 

the contents in her glass, she joined the other dancers.  

Exhaling slowly, he turned his attention to his waiting customers. But as he poured 

shots, shook Cosmos and topped off beers, her words tumbled around in his head.  

Why did she assume he thought she couldn’t pay for her drinks? 

Admittedly, he didn’t know what had happened to her after the trial. Perhaps she’d 

lost her job. Perhaps she was dependent on others. 
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Which led him back around to how she was able to get into the club. The glass he 

held slipped from his hand and fell to the floor, bouncing once before shattered. 

Andrew shot him a look and grabbed the broom. 

Kohl shook his head slightly, trying to clear it of the woman. He didn’t know why he 

was obsessing over her, or why he’d been doing it since that day he saw her on the 

evening news.  

Maybe “obsessing” wasn’t the right word. It made him sound like a stalker. But he 

certainly hadn’t forgotten her. Little things would remind him of her, and he’d find 

himself wondering what happened to her more times than he could count. And then, 

tonight, she’d shown up out of the blue, like he’d somehow conjured her himself. 

A movement at the edge of the dance floor caught his eye. Something out of place. 

At first he saw nothing out of the ordinary, just humans gyrating against each other, 

attempting to ease the loneliness of their short lives. But he knew this place like the back 

of his hand, and something had struck him as odd.  

Kohl signaled to Andrew and walked over to the far end of the bar on his side, less 

crowded now, and searched for whatever it was that had raised a flag. A second later, the 

flash of the strobe lights glinted off metal in a man’s hand, and then again on the other 

side of the club. Human eyes wouldn’t have caught it, but Kohl had a…gift…of eyesight, 

if one could call it that. And he knew immediately what he had seen. 

Before the first shot rang out, he was over the bar and across the room, his only 

thought being to protect Devon. Fire razed his hip when he was halfway across, and he 

hissed in pain as a bullet seared through the muscle and out the other side, just missing 

the bone. He barely flinched. His focus centered on getting to the woman.  

It all happened so fast that he was at Devon’s side before the sound of gunshots 

registered and she’d even had time to turn her head. Without pause, Kohl tackled her to 

the floor, yelling at her to stay down. Then he tucked her beneath him and crawled over 

to the sitting area, dragging her with him. She was tall for a woman, easily five eight or 

so, but with his size, he covered her easily.  
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Flipping one of the round tables over, he barricaded them in the corner. The tabletop 

was made of armored steel, specifically to be used for this purpose. Devon huddled 

behind it with her knees pulled up to her chest and her hands covering her ears as people 

screamed and ran over each other as they made their way to the exits, trying to avoid the 

barrage of firepower exploding from the barrels. Bullets ricocheted around them, and he 

pushed her head down, both to keep her safe and to keep her from seeing exactly what it 

was that was trying to protect her. 

Kohl’s blood burned hot as blue fire, and his skin felt simultaneously loose and tight 

as the chaos around them awoke the creature inside of him. The one he tried so hard to 

suppress. It was bad enough his fangs were exposed and aching to tear into flesh. He 

didn’t need to fight the beast, too.  

The smell of human blood filled his nostrils, feeding his hunger. He wanted to help 

the victims, but to do so would expose him for what he was, would expose all of them. It 

was bad enough he’d just ran from one side of the club to the other in a second’s time or 

less. The place was small, but it wasn’t that small. He could only hope the shooters were 

enough of a distraction and no one had caught him on their phone cameras as anything 

more than a blur, if it managed to pick him up at all.  

More gunfire came on the scene, short pops muffled by silencers, and he knew the 

owners of the club had arrived. The shooters didn’t stand a chance. He just had to wait it 

out. Wrapping his arms around Devon, he hunched over her, protecting her trembling 

form as much as he could with his own body. 

Her scent filled his lungs, different now, tinged with the fear and horror that kept her 

frozen beneath him. Kohl shivered, his throat burning and his fangs straining with delight 

at the prospect of her taste, but he clamped down on his instincts, maintaining control on 

his hunger, though he could do nothing about his fangs. 

When it was all over, the sudden silence was nearly as deafening as the gunfire had 

been. Voices speaking in low tones came to his ears, voices he knew well, and he moved 

the table out of the way before he stood. Four vampires walked around, guns in hand 
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hanging at their sides, checking the bodies on the floor for life. The gore didn’t faze 

them. Many of them had done much worse during a casual night out on the town.  

Bending down, Kohl touched Devon lightly on the back, gently soothing her tremors. 

“It’s finished, Devon. It’s all clear. Here,” He slid his hand down her arm. “Let me help 

you up.” He knew by staying near her she would see him as he was, but there was no 

avoiding it. He couldn’t just run away and leave her to the mercy of the coven. The 

Master wouldn’t care what was done with her. But Kohl did, and he needed to make sure 

she got out of there all in one piece.  

Devon took his offered hand and allowed him to haul her to her feet, looking at the 

destruction around them with wide eyes. “Oh, my God.” 

Someone flicked on the lights behind the bar, and Kohl quickly turned his face away, 

hiding in the shadows. 

She touched him on the forearm, her fingers digging into his skin. “Thank you.” Her 

voice was shaky, and she cleared her throat. “For protecting me. Or I’d probably be lying 

in a pool of my own blood right now.” 

His skin tingled where she touched him. Covering his fangs with his lips, ignoring 

the prick of pain as the points jabbed into the soft flesh of his mouth, he covered her hand 

with his and gave her a nod. 

Devon zeroed in on his eyes, her head tilting to the side for a moment. A flash of 

wonder crossed her face and she stilled, her full lips parted on a quick inhale.  

Fuck. His eyes. He’d forgotten about his eyes. 

“Kohl.”  

Hawke, the Master’s second oldest vampire, handed his pistol to one of the bouncers 

and came walking toward them, pushing his long dark hair off his forehead. In spite of 

his age, his physical appearance was that of a man in the prime of his life. His expression 

was grim as he reached out a hand to introduce himself to Devon. “Hello…” He let his 

sentence trail off, and looked at her expectantly. 
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She blinked, and released Kohl’s arm, her attention successfully averted. “Devon,” 

she said. Her voice shook, but only slightly. “My name is Devon.” She didn’t give a last 

name.  

“Devon,” Hawke repeated. “What a lovely name. I’m Hawke. Are you hurt?” 

Kohl’s eyes found hers, then quickly scanned her body, looking for injuries. He 

didn’t even think to check. She could be in shock. Her dress was dusty from the floor, but 

otherwise she appeared unharmed. 

“No, I seem to be fine. Thanks to Kohl.” Her eyes lingered for a moment too long on 

his face, before she turned back to Hawke. 

He wished she wouldn’t study him like that. He had a feeling her eyes saw way too 

much. Much more than his physical appearance. 

Hawke snapped his fingers, and Andrew came forward.  

“Please call Devon a cab and see that she gets safely into it.” 

“I have my car—” she began. 

“I’ll have it returned to you tomorrow. I don’t think you should be driving after such 

a traumatizing evening.” 

“But, what about the police? Don’t I need to stay to give a statement? I think I got a 

pretty good look at one of the shooters.” 

“The shooters are dead now.” Hawke swung his arm in a wide circle, taking in the 

pile of bodies leaking all over the floor. “As are most of our patrons, unfortunately.” He 

caught both of Devon’s hands in his, effectively capturing her attention again. 

Kohl hissed quietly. Hawke was his friend, but he didn’t like him touching her.  

Hawke’s eyes flicked over to him, and he released her hands. “Allow us get you 

home. It’ll ease my mind after all that’s happened tonight. We’ll handle the police. If 

anyone asks, just say you left before this all went down. There’s no need for you to be 

involved.” 

Little did she know, that’s exactly what she would believe. Because Kohl was certain 

Andrew was going to wipe her memories before he put her in the cab. 
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Even though he’d let go of her hands, Hawke held her eyes with his, extending his 

influence over her just enough to keep her calm and get her to do what he wanted. Kohl 

clenched his teeth. He knew it was necessary, but he didn’t like him in her head any more 

than he liked him touching her. 

“Okay,” she agreed after a moment.  

Hawke waved Andrew forward. He was already on his phone.  

Though the fire in his blood had cooled somewhat, Kohl was still fighting the effects 

of the heavy scent of blood. More so than the others. It was a never-ending battle for him.  

He needed some air.  

“Will you walk me out?” 

He looked down at Devon, surprised by her request, then over at Hawke.  

His friend took in his appearance, and gave Kohl a nod. “Help Andrew see her off. 

We’ll talk after.” 

“I’ll be right back,” Kohl said. Placing his hand on Devon’s lower back, he escorted 

her around the bleeding bodies and out the back door. The night was dark, but the motion 

light lit up the area around them. The human’s New Year had just passed, and it was 

actually pretty cold for central Texas. The bare branches of oak trees reached toward the 

dark sky with skeletal fingers, their trunks kept warm by the smaller cypress and cedars. 

The grass he could see was dead, interspersed with clumps of prickly pear cactus.  

Kohl glanced around and smelled the air, assuring they were alone before he let 

Devon precede him outside and allowed the door to shut behind them. 

She stopped and spun around so fast, Kohl nearly walked into her. “No cops are 

coming, are they?” 

Kohl saw no reason to lie to her. She wouldn’t remember this conversation. “No.” 

She took the news with an air of composure he wasn’t expecting. But it didn’t 

surprise him as much as her next move.  

Reaching up, she touched the corner of his mouth with her fingertips. Then let her 

fingertips trail through his close beard. 
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His upper lip twitched from her touch, exposing his fangs, which still hadn’t fully 

retracted. Kohl held perfectly still, unsure where she was going with this, but enjoying 

her touch too much to stop her.  

“What are you, Kohl?” 

Again, there was no reason to outright lie. He knew she was one of the few humans 

in the world who were aware of creatures like him. It was the reason she had been in that 

courtroom.  

Well, maybe not exactly like him. 

“I’m…” He paused, rethinking his answer. “Something different.” He’d nearly 

revealed everything, but something stopped him at the last moment. 

“I bet you are.”  

He stared down at her, again wishing he could read her thoughts. 

The door opened behind Kohl, and Andrew joined them.  

“Your cab is on its way,” he told Devon. 

Her hand fell from Kohl’s face and she crossed her arms against the cold and 

thanked him. With a lingering look at Kohl, she dropped her chin and kicked at a small 

stone stuck in the dirt. 

Kohl felt the air rush from his lungs when her touch left him. “Andrew, give us a 

second, will you?” 

“Hawke told me to make sure she got in the cab okay,” he said. 

“She will. I just want a minute. Please.” 

After a brief hesitation, Andrew gave him a nod. “I’ll be right inside. Just let me 

know when it gets here.” 

“Thanks, man.” 

“Sure thing.” 

Kohl knew the only reason he was agreeing was because whatever happened 

between him and Devon, she wouldn’t remember. And so it wouldn’t become an issue. 

The door closed behind Andrew, and Kohl suddenly found he had no idea what to say to 
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her. But he wanted to say something, even if she wouldn’t remember it, something that 

would distract her from the horrors of the evening. “I saw you on the news, that’s how I 

knew who you were.” As soon as the words were out of his mouth, he wished he could 

take them back. Reminding her of a separate traumatic event wasn’t exactly what he’d 

been going for. 

But she took it in stride. “I assumed,” she said. “So, what’s with the eyes? I mean, 

they’re back to brown now, but earlier they were way lighter, and the pupils—” 

He cut her off. “It was nothing, Devon.” He stepped closer, noticing the way his 

heartbeat became much more pronounced and the warmth returned to his blood. He 

stopped just short of touching her, lest it got to be too much. For some reason, this 

woman brought out the beast in him. “Look, I just wanted…” He searched her face, but 

the words wouldn’t come. So, he stepped back again and placed one hand on the opposite 

shoulder, scanning the trees again. He sighed heavily. “I don’t know what I wanted.” 

She observed his behavior with a calm stillness. It was disconcerting.  

He crossed his arms over his chest. “I just wanted to make sure you’re all right.” 

“Are you afraid of me?” she asked. 

Something between a laugh and a snort came out of his mouth. “No. Why would I be 

afraid of you?” His eyes fell from her face, to her full chest and rounded hips, and back 

again. She was easily half his size. And human. 

“Except your body behavior tells me otherwise.” 

“So…what? You’re some kind of a psychologist?” 

“I don’t have to be. Though I did take some classes in college.” She nodded at his 

arms, still crossed in front of him. “You keep crossing your body with your arms, like 

you’re trying to force me to keep my distance. Which, by the way, is completely uncalled 

for, since it’s you who keeps coming at me.” 

“I can’t seem to help it,” he told her honestly.  

“Why did you save me, Kohl?”  
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There was something in her tone, something he didn’t like hearing. Like she almost 

wished he hadn’t bothered. “I don’t know.” Again with the honesty. Mimicking her 

actions from before, he left one arm across his chest and reached out with the other to 

touch the corner of her mouth with his fingertips. Then he ran his thumb over her lower 

lip. It was full and soft. Softer than he’d imagined.  

He had the sudden urge to take it between his teeth. 

Her heart stuttered at his touch, and his pulse sped up to match hers, pounding loudly 

in his ears. The beast stirred within him, awakening, and he told himself he needed to 

stop… 

Lights swung across them as the cab pulled up and parked at the end of the building, 

and Kohl dropped his arm and stepped back. Without taking his eyes from her face, he 

rapped on the back door. “Cab’s here.”  

“Kohl—” 

“Goodbye, Devon.” As Andrew came out, he turned away and stepped inside, 

pulling the door shut firmly behind him. 

Alone, he braced his back against the cold metal and concentrated on breathing.  

Fuck. 
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Chapter Two 

 

Devon woke the next morning to the loud patter of hail hitting the roof. It matched 

the pounding in her head. With a groan, she sat up and pressed the heels of her hands 

against her temples. Her heart was racing. The storm must have startled her from sleep. 

What the hell had been in those drinks last night? 

She remembered going out with no specific destination in mind. Just somewhere she 

could get lost in the music and the darkness and forget her life. Be another nameless 

person in the crowd. Before she knew it, she’d found herself in front of The Caves.  

“Exclusive” wasn’t the word to describe that place. More like “you were never here 

or we’ll have to kill you” was more apt. The owners were a secretive bunch, and she 

couldn’t say she blamed them.  

She’d be secretive, too, if the majority of the human race didn’t know you existed. 

And if it weren’t for her old job, she’d never know about them either.  

Getting in had been easier than she’d thought it would be. While she’d been sitting in 

her car, debating whether or not to try her charms on the bouncer—more out of curiosity 

than anything else—a pickup truck with oversized tires and a pair of balls hanging from 

it’s hitch had pulled up alongside her and parked, and a typical Texas good ole’ boy had 

climbed out and hitched up his Wranglers before setting his hat on his head. Devon had 

hesitated only for a second before she jumped out and caught up to him, locking her car 

with the remote. Linking her arm through his, all it took was a smile and a promise for a 

dance and she was in the club as his guest.  

Once inside, she looked around and couldn’t help thinking that she fit right in with 

that crowd. All people like her, dressed in black to blend in with the shadows, hiding 

from the rest of the world.  
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Her cowboy, on the other hand, with his ten-gallon hat, busy shirt, and pointy-toed 

boots, stuck out like a sore thumb.  

There was only one time she thought they weren’t going to allow her to stay, and that 

was when her date’s “friend” showed up. But after the vampire ran his eyes up and down 

her body in a rather cold, blatant way, causing shivers to chase each other across her skin, 

he shrugged and told her to have a good time. Then he threw his arm around his cowboy 

and pulled him away to a dark corner. She didn’t see either of them for the rest of the 

night. But she didn’t feel there was cause for concern. There hadn’t been a vampire 

blamed death recorded for many years.  

Besides, she had her own problems. 

After they left, she remembered dancing for a bit, then going to the bar to order a 

drink. The bartender with the sweet, brown eyes had known who she was. And had given 

her a drink for free. Not because he wanted to fuck her—which would have been her 

preferred reason, vampire or not—but because he’d pitied her. 

Even the undead felt sorry for her. 

She barked out a laugh and immediately clamped her palms over her temples to hold 

her brains in. Then she rose carefully from her bed, reached over, and closed the blinds 

that covered her window. She didn’t even have to strain herself to get to them, she could 

cross the entire width of her room in seven steps or less. As a matter of fact, she could 

walk the length of her entire apartment in about twenty steps. But she didn’t mind. It was 

cozy. It had a great view of downtown Austin. And more importantly, it made her feel 

safe. 

She came out of the bathroom showered, dressed in her least ragged yoga pants and a 

hoodie, her unruly hair pulled back from her face, and feeling somewhat more human. 

But when she opened the fridge, she groaned again. There was nothing in there but a few 

eggs, a near empty jar of salsa, and a container of butter. Her hangover needed something 

more to soak up the alcohol. 
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Shutting the door—gently, so as not to disturb her fragile head before the Advil 

kicked in—she left the refuge of her apartment and knocked on the door across the hall, 

wincing at the noise.  

Frank, her neighbor and only friend in this place, opened it wearing a huge smile on 

his entirely too handsome face, Superman boxer briefs, and nothing else. He frequently 

answered his door in this manner of dress—or undress as the case may be—but Devon 

couldn’t complain. The guy was in great shape. 

“You look terrible.” The smile never slipped as he issued his greeting, which also 

ranged in the “things you never expected” category. At least for those who didn’t know 

him. 

She grinned back. “Nothing a tortilla or two won’t fix.”  

He raised his eyes to the ceiling as hail continued to pound the roof. They lived on 

the top floor of their building, and sometimes it sounded like the weather was coming 

right through the tiles. “I guess I can’t make you go out for your own in this weather. If 

you make the eggs, I’ll bring the tortillas.” 

“Deal.” 

“See you in five.” And he shut the door in her face. 

Devon shook her head, and went back to her place to start scrambling up the eggs 

and salsa. Breakfast Taco Sundays were a thing they’d started shortly after Devon had 

moved in, after the first time she’d knocked on his door to borrow some tortillas. The 

conversation normally revolved around the latest series on Netflix and the occasional 

break down of the previous night’s activities if either of them happened to brave the 

singles scene. Or sometimes they hardly spoke at all, but it was nice to have another body 

in the room either way. 

Five minutes later, on the dot, Frank strutted into her apartment, and he’d even had 

the decency to throw on some lounge pants. “Don’t worry, Dev. I have exactly what you 

need.” 

“Tortillas?” 
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“And Ma’s famous hangover recipe.” 

Devon’s stomach heaved. “I couldn’t possibly drink that stuff again.” 

“That’s what you said last time, but it worked, didn’t it?” 

 “I wouldn’t know. My body went into evacuation mode as soon as I choked it 

down.” 

“And you felt better, right?” 

She had to admit, she had. But she would only ever admit it to herself. Never to 

Frank. He would tell his mother, and like any good Italian woman, she would 

immediately take the compliment to mean Devon was the woman who had finally—

finally!—managed to capture her only son’s heart. His mother had been set on this 

outcome since the moment she’d laid eyes on the new neighbor when they passed in the 

hallway a few months before. She liked Devon. Enough that she would even overlook the 

unfortunate fact that Devon’s family was originally from Kenya and not even a smidge 

Italian, though she was convinced there had to be at least a dab of it somewhere in 

Devon’s ancestry due to the lighter color of her skin and her love of pasta. 

She also conveniently overlooked the fact that her son was extremely gay.  

“So, I actually had a date last night,” Frank said as he set the hangover remedy on the 

counter.  

Devon turned off the stove and grabbed a plate from the cabinet. She glanced over 

her shoulder as she opened the tortillas. “You did? How did it go?” she asked with 

genuine enthusiasm. Much like her, Frank was a bit of a homebody, and didn’t get out 

much, in spite of the fact that he looked like a younger, more masculine, yet prettier, 

Richard Gere. She was a recluse, too, but she had good reasons. 

He shrugged. “Okay, I guess.” His eyes widened. “Oh! I almost forgot. When he left 

this morning, there was some guy lurking around your apartment door. I asked if I could 

help him. He glared at me and left.” He shrugged nonchalantly. “I guess I’m not his 

type.”  
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Turning with the plate of breakfast tacos in her hand, she frowned at him. “One. I’d 

say your date was more than okay if he spent the night. And two, who was it?” 

“Just a guy I met on the hike and bike trail. Thomas? Magnus? Something like that.” 

She rolled her eyes. “No, dufus. The guy lurking around my door.” 

He shrugged. “Don’t know, my love. Never saw him before. And he wasn’t real 

chatty.” 

As she headed to the small table tucked into the corner of the kitchen, plate of tacos 

in hand, Frank placed his hand on the small of her back as she passed him. 

Devon immediately stiffened, her feet tripping over each other. It was a common 

gesture for him, but for some reason, the warmth of his hand plucked at something in her 

brain. 

Frank caught the plate before she dropped it. “Hey! Hey! That’s my breakfast.” 

Placing it on the table, he frowned at her. “What’s up? You okay?” 

“Yeah.” She shook her head slightly. “Yeah, I’m fine. I just…” She trailed off. She 

wasn’t sure what had just happened. But something about him touching her like that…. 

“You should drink The Remedy.” 

Whatever had been teasing the edge of her memory, it was gone. Devon made a face. 

“Ug. Stop talking about it. I’m not drinking it. I just need some food and some more 

Advil, then I gotta get ready for work.” 

“But it’s Sunday. It’s the day we sit around in our underwear and eat unhealthy 

delivery food we can’t afford and binge on Netflix.” 

“You sit around in your underwear. I have the decency to wear clothes.”  

He looked so forlorn, she wished she didn’t have to. She sighed. “I know, but I need 

the cash. Or I won’t be able to pay for the subscription.” 

“We can watch at my place.” 

Devon laughed. “Surrounded by your creepy doll collection? No thanks.” 

“You have no appreciation for fine things.” 
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They sat down to eat. Picking up his fork, Frank suddenly got serious. “I don’t like 

you doing the package delivery thing, Dev. It’s not safe for a woman alone. You hear 

stuff all the time about Uber drivers.” 

“I’ll be fine.” She took a bite of her taco, chewing carefully around her lingering 

headache. “I’m only doing a day shift. And I’m not driving murderers around, just 

packages. The money will tide me over until Mrs. G pays me at the pottery shop.” 

“You’ve got way too much up here to be wasting your time on those jobs.” He 

tapped the side of his head with his finger. “You should be the top network security 

person at these companies, not delivering stuff to their customers.” 

Her face heated, and she dropped her taco onto her plate. “You know I can’t do that 

anymore.” She took a drink of water. Frank was the only one who knew the whole story. 

“Because you need to stand up to that prick.” 

“Isn’t ‘prick’ a word normally reserved for a guy?” 

“Yeah, but in this case, it’s totally perfect.” 

“Frank.” 

He put his hands up in front of him. “I’m just sayin’.” 

Devon sighed. “I know. And you’re probably right. But at this moment in time I just 

want to eat my taco, enjoy your company, and go make a little money.” 

At first she didn’t think he was going to let it go, but after a few seconds, he dropped 

his eyes to his food and picked up his taco. “All right. I’ll shut up about it. For now.” 

“Thank you.” Breathing a sigh of relief, she took a bite, hoping her stomach 

wouldn’t reject the food. She needed the boost in energy. “So, tell me more about his date 

you had.” 

“Eh. It wasn’t all that.”  

Devon continued eating as he launched into his story. 

After checking that Frank didn’t need her to pick up anything, she threw on her 

largest sunglasses and went out to her car, holding her purse above her head to protect her 

head from the weather.  
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Her nondescript tan sedan wasn’t in its normal spot in the small parking lot of her 

apartment complex, and she panicked for a minute, wondering if it had been stolen. But 

then she clicked her remote, listening for the telltale beep, and finally spotted it parked on 

the street. 

Devon frowned, wondering why the hell she parked her car way over there. She tried 

to remember as she looked for oncoming traffic and then ran across the street. Maybe the 

lot was full when she’d come home? Though this didn’t seem likely. The lot was never 

full.  

But at least she’d remembered to max out the meter. 

Shrugging it off, she got in. Luckily, the hail stopped before she reached the 

warehouse to pick up the packages that needed to go out, and she was able to complete 

her shift thirty minutes earlier than scheduled. As she’d hoped, the painkillers and food 

did some good, and Devon thought she might actually feel human enough to brave the 

grocery store. 

But instead, unable to shake the feeling that something was…off…she found herself 

travelling south on I-35.  

Throwing her car into park, she stared at the front of The Caves.  



- L.E. Wilson - 

 

 19 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 

 

“Who’s that girl, Kohl?” Hawke was waiting for him when he went back inside after 

hearing Devon’s taxi leave, spinning slowly back and forth on his bar stool.  

Kohl rubbed the back of his neck, attempting to disperse the sudden heat, even 

though he knew Hawke meant her no harm. “She was on the news a few months back. 

Maybe a year ago? I don’t remember. She’s the one who spoke up about her company 

and what they were doing. She even testified against them in court. It was all over the 

internet.” 

Hawke’s head fell back and he spoke to the ceiling. “Thaaat’s right. I thought she 

looked familiar.” He looked back at Kohl. “And a bunch of online assholes tore her apart 

for it. That girl?” 

Kohl made a sound of affirmation. 

“Everybody’s so fucking brave when they’re hiding behind their phones and their 

oh-so-cool social media personas,” Hawke said.  

Kohl walked behind the bar and straightened a few bottles that had fallen over during 

the shooting. “Humans haven’t changed much since the 1600’s. It was a total witch-hunt. 

If the general population had the slightest fucking idea what that company really does, 

they wouldn’t be so quick to pick up those torches.” He glanced up at Hawke, gauging 

his expression. “After it happened, she couldn’t go anywhere in her town without being 

recognized and fucked with. Her face was all over the gossip sites.” A piece of broken 

glass sliced his finger when he tried to pick it up. It healed before any blood could 

escape. He threw the glass in the trash and wiped his hand on his black pants. He was 

talking too much. “Guess she’s here, now.” 
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“Guess so.” 

The back of his skull vibrated under Hawke’s intense stare. He ignored it for as long 

as he could. His friend was forever trying to pick the thoughts and emotions out of his 

head, but he never had much luck, even for a vampire of his age. It drove him a little 

crazy that Kohl was the one person he couldn’t read, other than the slightest inkling that 

broke through here and there. But it was probably why they got along so well. 

When he realized Hawke wasn’t going to give up any time soon, Kohl turned around 

and just went ahead and answered the question his friend was trying so hard to glean 

from his mind. “I don’t know her, not personally, just from the news. But she’s been 

through a lot of shit lately. And I just thought getting shot in a nightclub shouldn’t be the 

next thing. That’s all.” He went back to picking up the broken glass.  

“Did it occur to you that maybe she was the reason our club got shot up?”  

Kohl sighed. Yeah. It had occurred to him. And it was only another reason for him to 

have done what he did. 

Hawke caught his eyes with his own. “You can’t see her anymore, Kohl.” 

He knew this. He did. Still, the words hit him hard. “I know.” 

He thought Hawke was gonna keep on him about it, but he didn’t. With one last 

pensive look, the vampire rose and went to “talk” to the cleaning crew who had just 

arrived. They wouldn’t remember the job, but they would be paid well. Their families 

taken care of. It was how Hawke worked. 

Andrew joined Kohl behind the bar with a broom and a mop to help him clean up. 

“You doin’ okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m good.” He took the dustpan from him and held it so Andrew could sweep 

the broken glass into it.  

“These guys weren’t your ordinary good ole’ boy nut jobs,” Andrew said. “They 

picked this place, and knew how to get the weapons inside without us finding them.” 

“Do we know who they were?” 



- L.E. Wilson - 

 

 21 

 

 

“Not yet. The ones who were inside tearing up the place are all dead, and there 

wasn’t anything on the bodies to identify them. But we’re gonna look for the driver 

tomorrow night.” 

“The driver? What driver?” 

Andrew leaned the broom against the wall and got the mop as Kohl emptied the 

dustpan. They didn’t need to be doing this, that’s what the cleaning crew was for, but 

they did it anyway. Being in the middle of a shoot out made you restless like that. 

“There was a driver waiting outside. He took off before we could catch him.” 

“Did Mark catch the plate numbers? He was working the door last night, right?” 

“Yeah, he was. But no, he didn’t see anything. He came running inside as soon as 

they started shooting, and by the time he went back outside, the car was leaving. It didn’t 

have any plates. They must’ve taken them off before they came here.” 

“Smart.” 

“Yup.” 

Kohl’s head was all over the place. If the driver was still out there, and they had 

come here to take out Devon, then that meant they would go after her again as soon as 

they regrouped. His insides roiled in protest, stirring the beast.  

“Kohl, whatever’s bugging you, you need to chill.” 

He looked up to find Andrew watching him carefully. “I’m tight.” 

“Your eyes are telling me something different.” 

Rubbing the back of his neck to ease the tension there, Kohl closed his eyes and took 

deep breaths. When he opened them again, Andrew gave him a nod and went back to 

work. 

“Is anyone going to go check on the girl? On Devon?”  

Andrew shrugged. “Not that I’m aware of. You know how the Master is. He doesn’t 

give a shit about humans other than the money and feeding opportunities they bring into 

the club. Of course, I wouldn’t care about their species either, if I’d spent the majority of 

my life hunted by them.” 
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“Yeah, but we don’t live like that anymore. Times are changing.” 

“Not enough.” Andrew wrung out the mop over the sink and rinsed it out. “Forget 

about her, Kohl. She’s not for you. Her notoriety alone would bring way too much 

attention to you. To us.” 

“I know.” And he did know. He would never do anything that would bring a threat to 

their doorstep. Of any kind. Besides, she would never accept someone—some thing—like 

him. Not of her own free will. “I know,” he repeated. Whether for Andrew’s sake or his 

own was hard to say. 

“Come on, let’s go get some sleep. The cleaning crew will take care of the rest of 

this.” Andrew squeezed his shoulder. “Come on. There’s nothing we can do right now, 

even if we wanted to. The sun is about to rise.” 

Actually, it wouldn’t be coming up for a few hours yet. Plenty of time if he knew 

where Devon lived. He could call the cab company. Or just go to the cab company. Find 

out who the driver was. Force him to tell him where she lives. 

“Kohl.” 

His thoughts scattered, and he lifted his head to find Andrew waiting for him. “I’m 

coming.” 

They told Hawke they were heading in, and then made their way to the back door. 

Not the one by the bathrooms that led outside, but the one at the end of the hallway on the 

other side of the bar.  

Andrew unlocked the combination lock and placed his palm on the sensor pad. There 

was a soft click, and he pulled the door open, holding it for Kohl. A steel ramp stretched 

out before them, winding its way to and fro beneath the ground on a gradual decline. At 

the bottom, they entered another hallway of sorts. Only this one was carved from natural 

limestone, the same color as the sand that passed for dirt in Texas.  

Soft lighting installed by the vampires lit their way. It was needed this far 

underground where there was no light at all. Even they couldn’t see in complete and utter 
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darkness, but it was the safest place for their kind, especially during the long central 

Texas summer.  

Kohl’s pulse kicked up at the threat of sunlight, guaranteed to burn a vampire to ash 

within sixty seconds, even as the beast within him stretched languidly, longing to bathe 

its scaly skin in its warmth. 

The passage walls were rough to the touch and dripping with moisture, and the 

ceiling was so low in places Kohl had to duck so he didn’t bump his head. About fifty 

feet in, the tunnel widened into a small, natural cavern. The path they were on hugged the 

wall, and looked down over a reservoir filled with a few feet of emerald green water. In 

the summer, when the rain stopped, it would dry up until it was barely a few inches deep. 

On a bad year of drought, it dried up completely. But vampires didn’t need water, so it 

made no difference to them. 

Columns of limestone formed over millions of years from dripping water cluttered 

the open space. He passed by one of the largest stalactites in their home, running his 

fingertips over the smooth, cool surface as he passed. It had the appearance of hot candle 

wax melting from the ceiling, and was as big around as a telephone pole. The perfect 

sentry to stand guard over a forest of smaller stalagmites and stalactites huddled together 

on the opposite side of the water. A mound of stone pockmarked with crevices in the 

shapes of tiny doors decorating the front formed the base. He thought of it as the fairy 

house. Every time he passed it, Kohl half expected to see tiny, magical fairies come 

fluttering out like butterflies, leaving trails of sparkling fairy dust in their wake. 

Though not the first place one would expect vampires to live with all of the 

technology of the twentieth century, the caverns actually worked out well for them. The 

temperature was a consistent seventy degrees, and just humid enough. More importantly, 

this particular series of caves was as yet undiscovered by humans. And the only way to 

access them was through the building above. Cameras strategically mounted in and 

around the club would alert them to any trespassers who posed a threat, and they would 

be taken out immediately. In a worst-case scenario, the club and the passageway just on 
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the other side of the door would self-destruct. If that happened, it would be up to Kohl to 

get them all out of the mass grave the coven would then find themselves in. 

They followed the path about a quarter mile, through a couple more passageways 

and caverns, until it opened up and they found themselves in a room nearly the size of a 

football field. The ceiling soared high above them, over a hundred feet above their heads, 

and unlike the rest of the caverns, this one was undecorated with columns of stalactites. 

Instead, a perfectly smooth circle was etched into the ceiling, the result of a long-gone 

colony of bats wearing away at the limestone every day as they hid from the sun. Much 

like the vampires. 

And affixed directly in the middle of the cavern, was The Throne.  

Like the entirety of the caves, it was made naturally when an underground stream 

moved through the stone. The resulting formation was in the shape of a large throne-like 

structure, with armrests and everything. Above it, a curtain of stalactites hung over the 

chair, melted together to form one formation.  

Kohl sometimes imagined all of that stone crumbling down onto the head of the male 

who now sat there. 

But the Master didn’t really deserve that. He wasn’t a kind male. Or real easy going. 

He was an ancient vampire, and set in his ways. But, most of the time, he was fair. He’d 

also agreed to take Kohl in when he had nowhere else to go, even though he was a 

stranger to their coven. Not wholly vampire, but something…other. And for that, he 

would be forever grateful. It was hard to survive without a group. There was safety in 

numbers.  

The coven leader had long, blonde hair that hung to his waist and was often spotted 

with dried blood from his last meal, giving him the look of a hyena. His form was solid 

and stocky, without a soft spot on him. Huge forearms used to wielding battle-axes rested 

on the cold stone, and thighs as big around as tree trunks tested the endurance of his old 

leather breeches.  
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Dark eyes narrowed on the two of them as they entered the room, and the Master 

held up a palm the size of a grizzly’s, quieting the others in the room. Some of the others 

there had been up in the club when the shooting went down, some had not.  

Kohl spotted Jaz’s long, black hair and telltale jean vest he’d been “gifted” from a 

biker in California. After a measuring glance, he looked away. He did not need to attract 

shit from that corner tonight. 

“Kohl. Come here, please.” 

Andrew slapped him on the shoulder, and with a nod to the Master, wandered off to 

his room, one of the smaller caverns down a passageway behind The Throne. No one 

went anywhere without passing within sight or hearing of the Master. He kept a close eye 

on his coven. Kohl couldn’t blame him. It was mostly made up of a group of misfit 

vampires who, for one reason or another, had to leave their original families.  

He walked up to the Master, and went down on one knee. An old-school way to 

show respect, but one that was still insisted upon. “Master.” He didn’t even know his 

born name. 

“Get up. And tell me what happened upstairs.” 

A tingle of apprehension lifted the hair on the back of his neck as he stood. “You 

haven’t gotten the full report, yet?”  

“I saw the shooters on the cameras. I also saw you moving faster than any bullet to 

dive across the dance floor to save a woman. A human woman.” The word was spit out 

like a mouthful of moldy broccoli. 

Kohl rubbed the slight ache in his hip unconsciously. There was a tear in his pants, 

one in front and one in back, where the bullet had gone through. He’d nearly forgotten 

getting hit. The wound had healed quickly. Still… “I wouldn’t say I was faster.” 

The Master dropped his eyes to the tear and huffed, something between a laugh and a 

reprimand. “Stop fucking around, and explain to me why you put us all in jeopardy.” 

“I honestly don’t know.” Kohl scratched the back of his neck before shoving his 

hands in his front pockets. “I didn’t think about it. I just did it. I fucked up,” he added. 
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“You’d better believe you fucked up. I don’t leave witnesses.” 

That now familiar heat scalded the back of Kohl’s neck. “She doesn’t remember 

what happened. Andrew made sure of it.” He fought and failed to keep the timbre from 

his tone as the beast raised its head, and he wondered how far he would go to protect this 

woman.  

Pretty damn far, he decided, if the fact that he was about to breathe fire on the coven 

Master was any indication.  

His leader cocked his head, then leaned forward in his chair, his leather pants 

creaking in protest. “Kohl—” 

“I know. I can’t see her again.” 

The Master’s eyes flashed, and Kohl checked himself, removing the bite from his 

tone, but unable to control creature inside. “I know. I won’t do anything to risk exposing 

the club. Or us.” His gums itched and burned as his fangs broke through the surface, and 

his skin tingled, the hair on his arms rising as heat zig-zagged across the surface.  

After a moment, the Master sighed, a great heaving of his massive chest, and the 

beast settled back down again. “Good. You know I don’t like being a hardass—” 

Kohl caught himself before he laughed out loud. 

“But this isn’t something I’m willing to give way on. Humans cannot find out about 

us.” 

Crossing his arms over his own impressive chest, Kohl begged to differ. “Some 

already know about us, and they haven’t caused us any harm. And she’s one of them. She 

doesn’t pose a threat.” He could’ve bitten his own tongue off the moment the words were 

out of his mouth. 

The Master became very still. “What do you mean ‘she knows about us’? I thought 

you told me Andrew wiped her memory?” 

There was no way out now but to tell the truth. “He did. The one of last night, and 

me.” 

“Then how does she know of us?” 
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“Andrew wiped her memory of the shooting, but she already knew of our kind before 

she came here. She used to work for Parasupe, Inc.”  

The Master sat back in his throne. The blood rose in his cheeks until his face was a 

deep, ruddy, red.  

They all knew the company. Parasupe—a ridiculously obvious combination of 

“paranormal” and “supernatural”—posed as some sort of environmental protection 

company. But what it really did was keep an eye on all of the vampires, shifters, and 

other supernatural creatures who resided in the fine state of Texas. And they were quickly 

expanding across the country.  

The thing was, though, the humans who ran the company didn’t know the 

supernatural community was aware of them. However, when your friends with fangs 

started disappearing, you damn well better believe it won’t take long to find out who was 

removing them from the equation.  

“You said she used to work there. She no longer does?” 

“No. Something happened a while back. I don’t know all the details, no one does 

except the humans who were in the courtroom when it all went down, but I think she was 

a whistle blower.” 

“What is that, exactly?” 

“A whistle blower is someone who sees something wrong happening within the 

company they work for. Something serious enough to report. Something that could 

potentially get the person fired or the company shut down.” 

“And she is still alive?” 

“Thanks to what I did tonight, yes.” 

Kohl was glad to see the color recede as the Master rubbed his jaw with one hand. 

He really didn’t want to deal with one of his temper tantrums right now. But his next 

words were not something he ever would’ve expected. 
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“I want you to find out what happened between her and her company.” He nodded to 

himself. “Yes, find her. She will trust you instinctively, even if she doesn’t remember you 

or what you did. Her blood will recognize you.” 

Her blood will recognize you. Kohl inhaled sharply as the words brought on a rush of 

excitement. The beast stirred, and he silently cursed the reminder of why he could never 

go there.  

“Kohl.” 

His name brought him back to the present. “Yeah?” 

“Find her. Tonight.” 

The beast stretched its wings as Kohl clenched his jaw and nodded. 
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Chapter Four  

 

The Caves looked different in the daylight, more like an old trading post than an 

exclusive nightclub. But Devon knew firsthand that looks could be deceiving, and its 

innocent appearance was part of its disguise. It blended in with the rest of the ramshackle 

buildings interspersed throughout the area, and didn’t call attention to itself.  

She got out of the car and locked her purse inside, shoving the keys in the front 

pocket of her hoodie. The wind whipped her hair around her face, along with a few stray 

raindrops, but it looked like the weather would continue to hold.  

The entry was locked, so she walked the perimeter of the building until she found the 

back door, her sneakers crunching on the gravel. Looking around, she saw a camera 

perched high up in the corner of the eaves, and another in a scraggly tree behind her, 

facing the door. She was sure there must be more she would never find, probably hidden 

within the groups of prickly pear cactus and wired into the telephone poles. 

Or, maybe not. Maybe they just had ordinary cameras. 

The area felt way too familiar to her, and she wracked her brain as to why. But the 

only thing she resurrected was her headache. Besides, she would’ve had no reason to be 

back here the night before.  

She tried the door, and to her surprise, it was unlocked.  

Devon paused before she walked in. She had no idea why she was there, or what she 

expected to find inside. But something had drawn her back to this place, and she always 

trusted her instincts, even if it cost her—her job, her reputation, her relationship, her life.  

Yeah, it didn’t always work out easily or the way she would’ve hoped. But at least 

now she could live with herself, even if it was in bumfuck-nowhere Texas. 



- L.E. Wilson - 

 

 30 

 

 

A calm determination filled her, and she yanked the door open. She wasn’t worried 

about the cameras. It wasn’t like she was breaking in. The door was left unlocked. If they 

didn’t want just anyone walking in there, then they needed to take better precautions.  

She also wasn’t worried about anyone being there. Well, at least she didn’t think 

anyone would be there. Not unless the vampires employed humans to clean up during the 

day while they slept. And if that was the case, she’d just tell whoever was there that she 

lost her cell phone, which was inside her purse back in the car, so her story would sound 

legit.  

Mind made up, she went inside, letting the door bang shut loudly behind her. 

“Hello?” The familiar smells of booze, sweaty bodies, and the acrid stench from the 

smoke machines stroked her memory a little more.  

Something had happened here last night. Something bad. She was sure of it.  

“Hello?” she called out again, but no one responded or came to see who the hell was 

walking in their back door. She wandered down the hall, passing the bathrooms and a 

door that actually was locked—the office, maybe—and came out just to the right of the 

bar. The dance floor spread out before her, lit only by a single light that was left on. 

Devon studied that light, and the bar area beneath it. She remembered the bartenders. 

Both tall, muscled and tatted up. One blonde. One brunette. But the one guy, the one with 

the dark hair and the short beard who’d made her drink, had been watching her. Staring, 

really. And with such intensity that it still made her skin tingle just thinking about it.  

Devon had actually kind of hoped it was because of an actual interest in her, and not 

because of who she was. It was why she’d pushed her way up to his side of the bar, even 

though the other side had been less crowded. Sex was something she hadn’t had in so 

long, she didn’t even care if it was that good. However, she would bet good money that 

big guy behind the bar would be fucking awesome at sex. Real, raw, dirty, earthy sex. 

Because there wasn’t one thing about him that didn’t scream passion and power, barely 

contained beneath the surface. And she would’ve given just about anything to have all of 

that unleashed on her. 
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But she’d been wrong. He wasn’t interested in her as a woman. He just felt sorry for 

her. Which, sadly, she had to admit was a better reaction than she normally got. 

A wave of melancholy and missed opportunities washed over her, and she turned 

away from the bar. 

To her left, across the open floor, chairs were stacked on top of shiny round tables, 

and another light was on in the far corner. The lingering scent of bleach hit her nose, and 

she was impressed with the cleanliness of the place. Of course, it wouldn’t last long. 

People were horribly inconsiderate about the messes they made in places like this, 

especially when they were drinking.  

Walking around the bar, she saw another hallway leading toward the back. “Hello?” 

she called as she headed down it. Oddly enough, there were no offices or bathrooms, just 

an empty hallway leading to a door in the back. Which was strange, because she was 

positive there was only one back door that led outside—the one she’d just come in.  

As she approached, she noticed a pad off to the side. One that looked like it read 

finger or palm prints. A combination lock bolted the door at the latch.  

Something was down there. Something the vampires definitely didn’t want anyone to 

find. Their den, perhaps?  

Knowing there was no way she was getting in there, and not really convinced she 

wanted to, Devon turned to leave. She didn’t know what the hell had made her come 

here, but she obviously wasn’t getting any answers today. The place was spotless and 

empty. No one was around. Maybe she could come back tonight, though. Now that she’d 

been inside once, she hoped it wouldn’t be a problem to get in again.  

The door opened behind her. 

Devon spun around to find the bartender from last night. The hot one. The one who’d 

been watching her. She froze, surprised to see him awake in the middle of the day, and 

unsure of what to say. 

He gave her his back, closing the door behind him and resetting the combination lock 

before he turned around. “We’re closed,” he said, not unkindly.  
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His voice was deep, had just a touch of a country drawl, and a touch of gravel. 

Devon found it extremely sexy, like he’d just woken up, and she wondered if that was the 

case or if he always sounded that way. Dark hair was cut short and pushed back from his 

face except for a few stray pieces that fell over his forehead, the same deep brown as his 

close-cut beard. Sweet brown eyes stared down at her. Devon was tall for a woman, so he 

had to be at least six foot two or three. A black T-shirt and worn jeans hugged his 

muscular frame. Tattoos covered the sides of his neck, the length of his arms, and even 

his hands. 

She must’ve stared too long, for he smiled with a slight lift to his eyebrows. “Can I 

help you with something?” 

“Um, my phone.” Closing her eyes, she shook her head as she gave an embarrassed 

laugh.  

When she opened them again, he was studying her, a slight tilt to his head, the 

corners of his mouth tilted slightly upward, like he wasn’t sure if he should laugh with 

her or call the men with the little white coats.  

She took a breath. “I was here last night, I don’t know if you remember.” 

“I remember.” 

“Oh.” His admission threw her off for a few seconds. She remembered to breath and 

continued. “I lost my cell phone. I think maybe I lost it here…somewhere.” She stuck out 

her hand. “I’m Devon, by the way. Devon Young.” 

His eyes dropped to her hand, and for a moment, she didn’t think he was going to 

take it.  

She was about to pull her hand back, but then he reached out and closed his fingers 

around hers with a firm grip. “I’m Kohl. With a ‘K’. Uh, K-O-H-L. Kohl Sergones.” 

The heat radiating off his skin surprised her. She always thought a vampire would be 

cold. But she recovered quickly and returned his handshake. Her hand felt fragile in his 

grip, and she knew he would only have to exert the smallest amount of pressure to break 

the bones. “Let me guess. Sergones, with an ‘S’.” 
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He flushed and dropped his eyes, an intriguing show of vulnerability she wasn’t 

expecting from a guy like him. Vampire or not.  

She smiled, and tried to put him at ease. “Hi, Kohl. It’s nice to meet you.” 

His large shoulders relaxed and he returned her smile as he released her hand. “I tend 

to talk too much when I’m nervous,” he admitted. 

“Are you nervous?” 

Shoving his hands in his front pockets, he full on smiled. “Only around pretty 

ladies.” 

The air rushed from her lungs. Not from the compliment. From that smile.  

He was beautiful when he smiled.  

“Thank you,” she managed.  

He rubbed the back of his neck, the muscles in his arm flexing, and he looked 

suddenly uncomfortable. “I’m pretty positive your cell isn’t here. The club is checked 

every night after we close before the cleaning crew comes in, and if anything is found it’s 

brought to the bar and put inside the safe. No one brought anything to me or Andrew that 

I can recall. But I can check for you and make sure.” 

“That’s not really necessary—” 

But he was already walking around her. 

Devon watched him pass. He moved with an easy grace she could only hope to 

achieve someday—and probably never would—his strides long and smooth. Yet, the ease 

of movement didn’t quite succeed in covering the raw power carefully restrained. She 

imagined he always had to be aware not to appear “other”.  Vampires were capable of 

many inhuman traits—speed, mind control, and superior strength, just to name those that 

were well known. 

Eyes on his broad back, she followed him back down the hallway. When she got to 

the bar, he was already behind it, opening the small safe beneath the register. Guilt 

plagued her for lying to him. “Um, really, you don’t have to do this. I’ll take your word 

for it. I probably just dropped it in my car or something.” 
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He glanced up at her and opened the door of the safe, then backed away and 

indicated for her to look for herself. 

Feeling rather foolish, she walked over and bent down to peer inside. It was 

completely empty. “It’s not in there. But, thanks for letting me look for myself.” She 

straightened and took a quick step back so he could lock it up again… 

And hit a wall of pure, hard muscle as he stepped forward at the same time.  

His arm snaked around her, trapping her arms to her sides and holding her tight 

against him. Warm breath teased the curls that had escaped her ponytail and lay against 

her cheeks. He curled his big body around her and breathed in the scent of her hair before 

slowly moving down to her throat. 

Devon froze, her heart racing in her chest even as her breath arrested in her lungs. 

Tingles of fear chased each other across her skin. 

His voice rumbled just behind her right ear. “I won’t hurt you, Devon.” Something 

between a growl of restraint and a purr of pleasure followed his words.  

The hair on the back of her neck stood up. But she held completely still, wondering 

every moment if this would be her last. 

And yet, underneath the panic, shades of desire heated her blood and tightened the 

muscles low in her stomach. She felt every inch of him against her. Every tiny shift of 

muscle. Every breath. Every heartbeat.  

He nuzzled her neck, still making that noise, and she tilted her head away to make 

more room for him without thinking about it. “Kohl? What are you doing?” She was 

afraid to speak above a whisper. 

“You smell so good,” he told her. “Come to dinner with me tonight, Devon.”  

Something scraped her skin. A fang? But the sting was there and gone so fast she 

wasn’t sure she hadn’t imagined it, replaced by a brush of his lips so soft it made her 

shiver all over. “Am I the main course?” The second the words were out of her mouth, 

she wished she could take them back.  
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He chuckled, deep and low. “No. At least not tonight. I like to get to know my 

victims a little before I feed on them.” 

“Then why are you holding me here like this?” 

“You touched me and…I didn’t think.” He stilled against her. “I don’t want to scare 

you.” 

“And you holding me against my will isn’t scaring me?”  

His arm immediately disappeared and the warmth of his body left her back.  

She shivered again, this time from the cold.  

“That wasn’t my intention, Devon.” His voice was raw. 

She turned around, drawn by the distress in his tone, and he took a step back and 

lowered his chin, staring hard at the floor between them. One arm crossed his body, his 

hand resting on the opposite shoulder. 

Her eyes narrowed at the familiarity of the gesture. He was hiding. That’s why he’d 

pulled her up against him. So she wouldn’t see who he was. “I know what you are, Kohl. 

You don’t have to worry about that.” 

Eyes lit from within flashed up to her face, more fiery gold than brown now. He 

studied her for a few seconds, then dropped his arm. “I’m sorry I scared you. I 

just…reacted, and then I panicked. And then I reacted to the panic. I forgot you were 

familiar with—” He made a circle with his finger, encompassing his face. “This.”  

He was wrong. Though she knew they existed, she wasn’t used to seeing vampires 

up close and personal. It wasn’t part of her job description. She’d been more behind the 

scenes than in the field. Devon stared at him. The tips of his fangs were visible, and for 

the briefest of instances, she wondered what it would feel like to be bit. 

He sighed heavily, looking off to the side. Then he frowned, and when he turned 

back, his eyes were back to their normal brown. “Does this mean you won’t go to dinner 

with me?” 

Devon laughed. She couldn’t help it. This entire conversation was ridiculous. “That 

all depends.” 
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One eyebrow lifted in silent question. “On?” 

She turned her face away and gave him a bit of side eye. “On whether or not you’re 

going to expect sex as a thank you.” 

He planted his feet wide and crossed his arms, offended. Then he leaned in toward 

her. “Is there room to negotiate?” 

A smile spread across her face. “There’s always room to negotiate, but no guarantees 

on the outcome.” 

Kohl gave her a nod, satisfied with her answer. “I’ll pick you up just after dark.” 

“I’ll be ready.” 

Their eyes caught and held and they grinned at each other until Kohl broke it off, 

glancing toward the hall. “I would walk you to your car, but, you know, I burn easily. 

Even on cloudy days such as this.” 

“It’s okay. I can see myself out.” She turned to go, but he took her arm, staying her. 

“What?” she asked.  

Those warm brown eyes travelled over her face. “I do remember you, Devon. And 

I’m very glad you came back here today.” 

His declaration, if that’s what it was, took her by surprise. She didn’t know what to 

say, so she said nothing. 

“You’re parked out front?” 

She nodded. 

“I’ll let you out.”  

He came toward her, placing his hand on the small of her back. His palm was warm, 

even through her hoodie. Devon allowed him to steer her in the right direction, a sense of 

déjà vu teasing the edges of her memory.  

Did he touch her like this last night? Why didn’t she remember? 

At the door, he pulled the keys from his pocket and unlocked the door. He stayed out 

of the reach of the light as he opened it for her. “I’ll see you tonight.” 

“Okay.” 
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She heard the lock click as he shut it behind her.  

Devon walked back to her car in a daze. Had she just agreed to have dinner with a 

vampire?  

But as she started her car and made her way back out to the highway, she knew it had 

nothing to do with desperation, and everything to do with Kohl. 

 


