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C H A P T E R  1

e awoke with a jerk and tried to suck in a breath. Fine grain

filled his mouth and nose, suffocating him. More came in as he

tried to spit it back out, and he panicked. His heart rate rose to a

violent staccato as he tried to raise his hands to his face to wipe it off,

only to find he couldn't move at all.

What the fuck?

Adrenaline flowed through his tired limbs, flooding them with a

sudden spurt of energy. He tried to swing his arms and legs back and

forth, but it was so thick it was like pushing against a wall. Deter‐
mined to find his way out of this wonky situation, he kept wiggling

his body around, until little by little, the grain loosened a bit

around him.

More adrenaline surged into his muscles with every inch he

gained, and a desperate longing to be free stimulated his exceptional

strength until he was able to swim through the stuff.

It was kind of like swimming through a mass of thick quicksand,

but he kept going, hoping like hell that "up" was actually above his

head and he wasn't working his way deeper into the stuff. He needed

air. And he needed it now.

The rough granules stuck to his sweat-soaked clothes and skin,
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but those that didn't stick trickled down the pile every time he raised

an arm or a leg, gradually adding up enough so he had some

purchase.

It was an exceptionally slow and painful process, but after what

seemed like an eternity, he managed to haul himself to the top. As

soon as his nose and mouth broke free, he spit the crap out of his

mouth the best he could and sucked in a huge lungful of hot, stale

tasting air.

Exhausted, he hung out where he was for a bit while he inhaled

some much-appreciated oxygen. He didn't really need it to survive,

but the habit was so ingrained, he couldn't help but freak out if he

didn't have it.

Gathering up some more energy, he pushed with his legs until his

entire head was free. He worked an arm out and wiped the grit off his

face. Blinking it out of his eyes, he took a look around.

"Bloody hell," he rasped from his dry, aching throat.

He was lucky he'd stopped "swimming" when he had, or he

would've smashed his head into the top of the damn metal shipping

container he was in.

How in the world had he managed to get in here? And for that

matter, where exactly was "here"?

Following the line of the container around to the front, he found a

crack where the door must be, and he started kicking and paddling

through the grain towards it. He had just enough room to keep his

head above the top of the pile.

Keeping a wary distance from the opening until he saw that no

sunlight was shining in, he moved closer and stuck his eyeball right up

against it. Straining to make out something...anything...that would

give him a clue as to where he was, he turned his head this way and

that. But all he saw were more shipping containers.

So he was either in a shipyard, or on a ship, and being that he

wasn't feeling any movin' or groovin' going on, he would hazard a

guess that he wasn't in the middle of the ocean.

Now, how to get out of this bloody thing? There wasn't enough

room for him to get a decent amount of momentum going to bust his
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way out, not fighting through the grain that filled this thing, and not

in the weakened state he was in.

Maybe he could find the latch for the door? Bust it open? But at

the thought of voluntarily burying himself again to get down to it

made him shudder.

Right then. Perhaps not.

He was racking his brain for an alternative plan when he heard the

beautiful sound of male voices heading his way. Tilting his head to

hear better, he calmed his breathing and listened, trying to make out

what they were saying.

After a moment he frowned, pulled back from the door and shook

his head. He must have grain in his ears, for he was having a hard time

understanding them, even with his supernatural hearing.

Working his way closer to the door again, he pressed his ear right

up against it.

He stared at the door in disbelief. Was that...Chinese?

He was going daft.

His heart rate accelerated back up to double-time as he pressed his

eye back up to the crack: Nothing there but other shipping containers

no matter how he strained to see around them.

Okay, mate. Just stay calm. No need to make things worse by having
a fit.

He backed away from the door as well as he could and tried to

think through this new information logically. Truly, he could be back

in Seattle for all he knew. There was a large Chinese population there,

and they spoke their native tongue with each other all the time. It

didn't mean anything that these humans weren't speaking English.

There was no need to get all riled up just yet.

No matter how his instincts were telling him to do exactly that.

The voices of the two males wandered closer, still talking. Aiden

leaned in towards the crack again, and this time he could see them as

they approached.

In all of his years, why had he never bothered to really learn this

language? All he could pick out was a word here and there.

One of them swung his arm up as his voice rose with it, apparently
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to make an important point in the conversation. His scent wafted

through the air and up to the small opening to infuse the air within

the container.

The scent of sweat, and spices...and blood.

His gums burned as his fangs burst through, his body eager to

feed. His guts felt shriveled and loose, and his stomach nearly about to

cave in on itself.

A feral growl rumbled from his parched throat, and his body

tensed, preparing to strike.

Crazed with thirst, he snapped into predator mode. Unnoticing of

the sweat stinging his eyes, they zeroed in on the door as the humans

approached it.

A clanking noise resonated loudly throughout the metal container,

followed by a low humming sound. The box jerked as the hydraulics

underneath it came on, slowly lifting the back end and tilting it

forward.

His mouth watered and his throat burned with thirst as his

muscles swelled and tightened in preparation for the hunt. The grain

started to shift forward as the back end inclined, carrying him with it.

He let it take him, not wasting his energy fighting the heavy mass,

saving what he had left for taking down his prey.

He needed to feed.

The grain engulfed him completely again just as the doors began

to swing open, concealing his presence from the humans. Closing his

eyes, he pushed away the fear of being buried again, opening his

remaining senses and moving within the grain to keep his body

upright. The back end tilted up higher, and he slid out through the

opening as the doors swung open wide.

Landing in a graceful crouch on the concrete beneath a waterfall

of grain, he wasted no time, launching himself to the side and barely

escaping the gritty cascade of granules as it was dumped out of the

container.

Following the scent of the humans, he tracked them to the back of

the shipping container, where they were waiting for the last of the

grain to spill out so they could switch off the lift.
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They never even saw him coming. He moved so swiftly and

silently, he was nothing but a dark blur in the deepening twilight.

He grabbed one of the humans around the throat. Holding him at

arms length with ease, he pulled the other one towards him and sank

his fangs deep into his throat, directly into the artery. Sucking down

deep swallows of the life-giving liquid, he quickly drained the first

male dry and tossed him aside.

The other human's eyes bulged from their sockets as he turned to

him, the stench of fear and piss souring his scent right before he

became the second course. The man's body quickly joined his friend's

on the ground.

As soon as he finished feeding, his knees buckled and he collapsed

beside them, his ass hitting the asphalt hard enough to jar his teeth.

He gripped his head in his hands as he fought down the guilt that

wracked him.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

He hated killing them. He really did. It went completely against his

nature. He never killed the innocent. Ever.

He wasn't a bloody monster.

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, he slowly lifted his head, and

resigned himself to the fact that he didn't see how it could have been

avoided. Although he couldn't remember how he'd gotten to this

place, or how long he'd been here, it was obvious he hadn't fed in quite

a long time. Really no sense in beating himself up about it.

He stared down at himself. Looked like he hadn't changed his

clothes for a while either, for that matter. Of course it was hard to tell

with the coating of dust that now covered him.

He slapped at his jeans and removed his hoodie to shake it out,

trying to dislodge some of the stuff.

The last thing he remembered was Leeha, the sneaky tart, filling

him in on her latest hijinks. She had told him she was sorry, and her

blood red eyes had filled with tears.

His hoodie dropped to his lap as the memories came

flooding back.

She'd told him about the altar, and the demons that were tied to it,
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and how she was giving them bodies to possess. Vampire bodies.

Vampires who'd been created by Luukas, the same Master vampire

who'd created him, because the vamps she made weren't strong

enough to handle the possession. That in spite of all of her efforts, her

creatures were slowly rotting, turning into smelly, grotesque, grey

monsters that resembled the demons that possessed them more than

the vampires they'd used to be. They only lasted long enough for them

to be used for the easier tasks, like guarding her lair and kidnapping

unsuspecting witches.

She'd seemed sincerely sorry that he was about to be the next one

on that altar.

He looked down at himself in confusion.

But I'm not possessed. I'm still here.
Was he?

Yes! Of course he was! He was looking at himself at this very

moment.

Maybe she hadn't been able to go through with it.
As he rolled that thought over in his mind, wondering if it could

possibly be true, something within him seemed to sigh sadly.

He stilled, listening, but that strange feeling didn't return again.

With a self-conscious chuckle, he gave himself an internal shake and

scrubbed his face with his hands.

Get it together, mate.
His hands came away bloody. Scowling at the memories and his

unusual lack of decorum during his feeding frenzy (he wasn't

normally quite so messy about it), he leaned forward and wiped his

hands clean on one of the humans' pant legs, then ripped off a piece to

wipe off his face.

Well, he could at least give them a decent burial, and then he'd get

back to the business of figuring out where the bloody hell he was. He

needed to find a phone at least, and call Nikulas. His best friend was

probably worried sick. He should be able to pinpoint the location of

the call and come and get him.

Also, a shower and some new clothes would be nice.
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C H A P T E R  2

race Moss dropped down behind the side a parked car before

she was seen, ignoring the beep from a passing bus because she

was in its lane. Duck walking awkwardly around to the back of it, she

peered around the bumper and watched as the three men she'd been

following walked up to the entrance of a tall, industrial looking

building.

The last one to enter paused briefly on the threshold and took a

quick look behind him. He had a small, black duffle bag slung over his

shoulder.

She barely stopped herself from squealing with happiness when

she spotted it. Until now, she hadn't been able to risk getting close

enough to them in the darkness to be able to see if they still had it.

As if he could sense her watching, he frowned suspiciously and

gripped the bag tighter to his side. But after another quick scan of the

empty street, he turned and followed his friends inside.

Taking off as fast as she could go in her favorite strappy sandals

with the wedge heels, she ran to the door and stuck her arm inside

right before it closed and locked.

She winced as the heavy steel smashed against her forearm, and
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stuck her sandaled foot in to share some of the burden. Dammit, that

was gonna leave one hell of a bruise.

If she were any kind of a witch worth her salt at all, she'd be able to

open that heavy door with nothing but a thought. But unfortunately,

she was pretty damn useless as far as witches went. Even her family

thought so. Why else would her parents have risked death to bring her

here when the new High Priest had taken over? Other than to hide

their worthless daughter where no one would find her?

Only she and her mother had made it out. Her father had died the

day they'd escaped the coven.

She stayed as she was for a few heartbeats, wanting to be sure no

one had noticed that the door hadn't slammed shut. When she didn't

hear any alarms being raised, she used her other hand to pry it open

just wide enough for her stick her head through and peek inside.

Leaning forward one cautious inch at a time, she squinted into the

gloom, then pulled her head out again with a frown. It was pitch black

in there. She couldn't see a damn thing. Why the hell didn't she carry a

flashlight with her? Just in case?

Oh, wait! She did have a flashlight. On her phone! If she could just

get it out of her back pocket...

"Whom are we spying on, poppet?"

The low, masculine voice came from directly next to her right ear.

With a surprised screech, she leapt back away from the doorway,

colliding solidly against a hard, male body.

She froze at the impact, momentarily shocked at the body heat that

now warmed her from her shoulders to her ass. Helplessly she

watched as the steel door in front of her slammed shut in with a loud

"clunk", effectively locking her out.

Her heart resumed pounding again at the sight, hard and heavy at

first, then gradually slowing to its normal rhythm. She shook her fist

at the door. "Dammit to hell!"

With a frustrated sigh, she suddenly realized the tall dude behind

her was, at this very moment, noisily smelling her hair.

Spinning around to give him a piece of her mind, she was caught

off guard for the second time when she found herself eye to eye with a
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dusty T- shirt that had the saying "I <3 Girls In Wellies" sprawled

across the front in bold, blue letters.

Wellies? What the hell were wellies?

Refocusing...again...she craned her head back to let him know

exactly how not amused she was by his sneaking up on her like that.

But as she caught her first up close and personal look at her inter‐
loper, the angry words got stuck somewhere in the middle of her

throat. And to make matters even more awkward, her mouth hung

open for a good five seconds before he reached out and closed it with

a gentle finger under her jaw.

Whatever she'd been about to say had gone up in smoke, and she

found herself blinking stupidly at the pair of luminescent grey eyes

smiling down into hers.

Framed by long, dark lashes, with little creases at the corners, they

glimmered from the shadow of his hoodie like beacons of light in the

darkness.

Backing up a step, she boldly ran her eyes over all six feet or so of

him. Living where she did, it was rare to see a man taller than she was.

It was rarer still to see one of his ethnicity (meaning anyone that

wasn't Asian) that wasn't a total computer nerd. And this one was

most definitely not a computer nerd. He looked more like a model.

She squeezed her eyes shut to make sure she wasn't having some

kind of psychological breakdown, but he was still there when she

opened them, looking all hot and yummy in his form-fitting jeans,

combat boots, and grey hoodie. Having been up close and personal

with him, she already knew those dusty clothes covered nothing but

lean muscle underneath. His nose was straight, his cheekbones were

high, and he had a slight dimple in his chin.

"Who the hell are you?" she blurted out in English.

He smiled, revealing straight, white teeth and small lines that

crinkled around his eyes and created attractive crevices in his

cheeks. "So sorry, luv," he said in a charming British accent. "That

was rude of me. I should have introduced myself before scaring the

bejesus out of you." He stuck out his hand. "My name is Aiden. Aiden

Sinclair."
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She stared at his large hand a moment before taking it tentatively

with her own.

"Grace."

Instead of shaking her hand, he flipped it over and lifted it to his

mouth to press a soft, firm kiss on the middle of her palm with his

perfectly sculpted lips.

Her mouth dropped open in surprise for the second time as warm

tingles shot up her arm and straight down to her groin at the feel of

his lips on her skin, where they morphed into fluttering butterflies.

She tamped those suckers down with sheer force of will, unwilling

to let him see how much he affected her. Instead, she raised a skeptical

eyebrow at his blatant attempt at flirting. "Really, dude?"

His beautiful eyes narrowed at her knowingly, one side of his

mouth curving up into a half smile, but he released her hand.

"So!" He clapped his hands together, rubbing them together in

anticipation. "Now that we've been properly introduced, tell me, who

are we spying on?"

Her irritation with him returned. "I wasn't spying on anyone."

He quirked an eyebrow.

"Well, not really. I wasn't spying, I was following. Those dudes in

there took my Mojo, and I need it back. I was about to sneak in there

and get it, before you so rudely scared the hell out of me, causing me

to jump back in fright, dislodging my arm and foot from the opening.

So now that very large, very thick, very heavy door has closed, and it's

locked and I can't get in."

Aiden cocked his head and stuck his hands in the pockets of his

hoodie. "Your mojo?"

"Yeah. My Mojo."

He eyed her up and down as boldly as she had him. "You do realize,

poppet, that if you're going to be sneaking around and following

people, you should really make yourself less conspicuous. And wear

stealthier shoes."

She looked down at her jeans and moss green pullover shirt. "What

do you mean? I'm dressed like most of the girls do around here."

"That may be." He reached out and picked up a lock of her long,
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wind-blown mahogany hair, skimming his fingers lightly along the

top of her breast as he did so. "But this hair is quite beautiful, and

quite distinctive. You should cover it if you're going to be out and

about 'not' spying on people."

Grace's pulse raced at his too-brief touch, and she frowned. She

never reacted to men like this. Not even disgustingly gorgeous ones.

Jerking her head back, she pulled her hair out of his grasp.

"Also," he continued, putting his hand back in his pocket. "You're

quite taller, and paler, than most females around here, so you do stand

out a bit."

She crossed her arms in front of her chest self-consciously. It was

true. Although she was only 5'5", she was a good few inches taller or

more than the majority of the women here.

Pushing his hood back, revealing short, messy dark hair, he

scratched his head in confusion as he looked around. "By the way,

would you be so kind as to tell me exactly where we are, poppet?"

It took her a moment to catch up to his change of topic. "You don't

know where you are?"

"Not exactly, no. But let me back up. I realize I'm in China; I'm not

completely daft. I'm just not certain of the exact location."

She scrunched up her face at him. "How does a person not know

where they are? I mean, you know who you are, so you don't have

amnesia or anything. And you got yourself here, didn't you?"

"Yes, you see, about that...I, uh..." He shrugged and let out a breath,

as if to say what the hell. "I just kind of woke up here, over by the docks

there. And the events leading up to my arrival here are a bit...hazy.

And by that I mean I don't remember anything at all."

Grace studied his expression. He sounded sincere, and he

certainly was good looking, but there was something about

him...something that wasn't quite...right. Something weird. Some‐
thing that was making her instincts fire off caution signals all

over the place. She should lose this guy, and the sooner the

better.

Except, he really was panty dropping hot. And that was something

a girl didn't come across very often in real life.
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"Were you drunk?" she asked, her tone conveying her disgust with

that type of behavior.

"No. No. I never over imbibe with alcohol."

"Do you remember anything of your life at all? Up until now

I mean?"

He gave her a roguish grin. "Oh yes. Quite well."

She wasn't even going to ask what that grin was all about.

"It's just the last...um, what day is it?"

"It's Tuesday."

He looked thoughtful for a moment. "Tuesday...of what month?"

"June."

A slightly panicked look crossed his face, but it was gone so fast

she wondered if she'd only imagined it.

"Look," she told him. "Do you want to use my phone? Maybe call

someone who can come and get you?"

He gave her a hurt look, slapping his chest with the palm of one

hand over the vicinity of his heart. A small dust cloud poofed off of

his shirt and floated away. "Are you trying to be rid of me already,

poppet? And here I thought we were well on our way to becoming fast

friends, you and I."

"Yeah, look dude..."

"Besides, you still haven't told me where I am. And what about

your mojo?"

She faltered, crossing her arms in front of her and thinking

quickly. He had a point there. It would be helpful having another

person with her. There were three Suits in there that she knew of. He

would help even the odds.

"Trust me," he added, dropping his eyes to her chest, pushed up as

it was by her arms. "I think I'm just the male to help you get that

mojo back."

She tilted her head to the side and returned his look with an Are
you kidding me? one of her own.

Dropping her arms back down to her sides, she sighed. "Look,

dude, do you want to use my phone or not?"
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He tore his gaze from her chest with a regretful sigh and smiled.

"Yes. That would be helpful. Thank you."

Pulling it out of her back pocket, she handed him her cell. "Take as

much time as you need, I have unlimited everything. Oh, and

international calling."

She watched him punch in a number from memory (who remem‐
bers phone numbers these days?), and the thought crossed her mind

that she should probably give him some privacy. But then again, if he

was worried about her listening in, he gave no indication of it. And

she didn't want him taking off with her phone.

Glancing up at him from under her lashes, she caught him

watching her intently. She'd never found herself under such intense

scrutiny from a guy before, and she didn't like it. It made her uncom‐
fortable. Glaring at him irritably, she crossed her arms in front of her,

only to drop them again when his eyes immediately fell to her

cleavage.

She rolled her eyes. Men.

He just grinned.

"Nikulas? Yes, yes, it's me. Would you be so kind as to send a plane

to..." He looked at her pointedly.

"Dalian, China," she told him automatically.

His mouth went slack and his brows lifted in surprise. "Dalian.

China, yes." He tilted the phone away and looked around at the build‐
ings as excited shouting sounded from the other end of the line.

"Dalian. Really?" he asked her. "It's changed a bit since the last time

I was here."

He put the phone back to his mouth. "Yes, I seem to be fine." He

paused again. "I have no idea, mate. It's a bit of a mystery to me as

well. I woke up in a container full of grain. I'm still shaking it out of

my trousers. I'm quite chafed. This stuff is worse than sand." He

scowled off into the distance. "Don't laugh, you Estonian bastard."

Grace's lips quirked as she fought back a giggle and failed.

His eyes came back to her as if drawn there by some invisible force.

They roved over her smiling features, burning brighter with every
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second, and then he smiled back at her. "Actually, mate, if you would

hold off on that plane a bit. I'll call you when I'm ready to come home.

Just ring this number if you need me. The lady who'll answer is Grace."

The smile fell from her face.

What?

"I'll be fine, mate. Yes, I'm sure. I just need to help her out with

something. All right. I'll talk to you soon." He clicked off the call and

handed her cell back to her.

"Thank you, luv."

She automatically reached out to take the phone from him and

shoved it back into her jeans pocket.

"Why did you tell him to wait? And what makes you think you're

going to be anywhere near my phone, or me for that matter, if your

friend decides to call?"

He gave her a roguish grin, and took a step closer. "Because,

poppet, I've decided to stay here for a bit and help you get your

mojo back."

She opened her mouth to let him know that she could handle

things just fine on her own, remembered the locked door and three

Suits inside, and snapped it shut again. He hadn't done anything

threatening towards her so far, and he certainly appeared to be in

good shape. She wondered if he could fight.

"Do you think you can get this door open?"

His grin widened. "Quite!"

The butterflies fluttered as she stepped out of his way. This was

either the best or worst idea she'd ever had, but she wasn't so stupid

that she would turn down help getting her Mojo back.

Especially when that help was looking at her with sparkling grey

eyes, and smelled like the clean outdoors, in spite of the dust

covering him.
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C H A P T E R  3

ikulas Kreek hung up the newly installed phone in his

brother's kitchen and set the cordless handset back in its

cradle. Unable to contain his excitement, he flashed over to the office

where he found his brother gazing out the floor-to-ceiling window at

the pre-dawn Seattle skyline. A line of concern briefly crossed his

brow to find him there.

It was never a good sign when he got too lost in his head like this.

Ever since they'd rescued him from Leeha's little shop of horrors

where he'd spent the past seven years being starved of blood and

beaten to within an inch of his immortal life, he'd been struggling to

readjust back to his life as Master vampire of their colony. There were

still many days when he would fluctuate between sane and not-so-

sane, sometimes so badly at times that Keira, his mate, would be the

only one who could bring him back to them. Anyone else who had the

balls to get near him at those times would be taking their life into

their own hands. Only his mate was safe when he was like that, for his

instincts wouldn't allow him to hurt her.

He really hoped this wasn't one of those times, because Keira was

currently on a coffee run with her sister, Emma.

Hoping for the best, he called out casually, "Hey, bro!"
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Nik worried for a moment that he wasn't going to get a

response. But then his older brother clasped his hands behind his

back and turned to him, a haunted shadow passing over his face

before he schooled his features and raised his brows in silent

question.

Nik let out a breath of relief and stepped into the room. "Aiden just

called." He grinned thinking of his best friend. "I knew he'd manage to

get himself away from that bitch, Leeha. He always does. And get this.

He's in fucking China."

"China? How did he end up there?" Luukas asked as he strolled

back over to his desk and took a seat behind it.

"Don't know. Says he woke up there, and has no recollection of

how he got there. And, he said he woke up in a shipping container full

of grain."

Luukas nodded. "Makes sense. The grain would protect him from

any sunlight that managed to make its way inside." His expression

became thoughtful. "We ship grain from Seattle to Dalian, but if he'd

made it back to Seattle, why in the world would he send himself off to

China?"

Nik shrugged. "Who the fuck knows with Aiden?"

The front door opened, and Keira and her sister Emma, Nik's

mate, came giggling into the apartment, each with a cup of fancy

coffee in hand.

Although they had the same hazel eyes, that was pretty much

where the resemblance between them ended. Whereas Keira was

small and curvy with long, dark hair, Emma was slightly taller and

more athletically slim, her shoulder length, strawberry-blonde, wavy

tresses enabling Nik to spot her a mile away.

Emma gave him a dazzling smile when she spotted them. "Look!

We made lattes!" she told him, holding up her cup.

"You're gonna be awake all day now," he scolded her teasingly.

"Instead of in bed where you should be, keeping me warm." A glance at

the clock behind her had him scowling. "The coffee shop isn't even

open yet." He narrowed his eyes. "How exactly did you manage to get

those lattes?"
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Her smile faltered a bit. "Um, well, Keira thought I should work on

my lock spell...to open locks..."

"But don't worry!" Keira broke in. "We're going to go back later this

morning and pay for them."

Luukas stood up so fast his chair went toppling over onto the

floor. The air turned icy cold as he strode out of the office towards the

girls.

Nik watched in amazement as Keira just smiled at him sweetly,

love and protectiveness shining from her eyes. His brother's behavior

didn't faze her anymore.

Not that it ever had, from what he'd heard.

"NO," Luukas told her forcefully. "You cannot go back out. It's

nearly dawn. If something happened..." His breath hitched and he

struggled to continue. "If something happened...I wouldn't be able to

get to you."

She closed the distance between them, allowing him to wrap her

tightly in his arms. His relief to have her against him, where she was

safe, was so obvious it was nearly palpable.

"It's ok, don't freak, we left money on the counter. I'm not going

anywhere," she reassured him. "We just like to rile up Nikulas."

Nik struck a casual pose, his hands low on his jean-clad hips. "I'm

not riled."

Emma scoffed at him. "This from the male who tried to turn

himself into a bonfire when I went outside for just a teeny minute."

"And got kidnapped by werewolves in the middle of the day," he

added. "Who then sent you right into the arms of Leeha's wannabe

zombie vamps, who were attacking you when I finally got there." He

paled just thinking about it.

She waved her hand in the air, blowing off those minor details.

"The wolves didn't know those things were there. They were just

playing a joke on you."

"Yeah, so not funny."

"But I'm fine."

He narrowed his eyes at her, but there was really no sense in argu‐
ing, when they could be doing things that were so much more fun.
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"Come on, woman," he growled at her. "Let's go back to our place,

so I can punish you for scaring me like that. And if you're nice to me, I

might tell you who just called here." He took her gently by the arm

and started heading towards the door. "See you tonight, Luuk. 'Night,

Keira."

Emma waved at her sister and brother-in-law happily as he

smacked the minx on her hot little ass to get her out the door and into

his bed where she belonged.
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iden rubbed his palms on his dusty thighs and approached the

door. If this stunning female with the beautiful breasts thought

her mojo was in there, then by God, he was going to get them inside

and help her find it.

It was the least he could do. She had let him use her phone,

after all.

Not wanting to give himself away too soon and frighten her off, he

gripped the handle tightly and pulled, making the appropriate grunts

and faces that a human male would make when straining muscles.

Of course, he wasn't a human male anymore, but he'd been around

long enough to fake it pretty well when the occasion warranted.

The metal lock soon began to bend, and with a quick, impercep‐
tible yank, he broke it completely. Pulling the door open wide, he

bowed low and grandly gestured for her to precede him inside. Eyeing

up her dainty feet in her cute little sandals, he waited for them to

move towards the door.

They didn't.

Running his eyes up her shapely legs, over her flared hips, and past

those lovely breasts to her lightly freckled face, he raised his eyebrow

in question.
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Forest green eyes were widened in shock, and her mouth was

hanging open again.

"How did you do that?" she asked incredulously.

He straightened up to his full height. Hmmm. Perhaps he could've

faked it a mite better. He'd have to distract her with nonsense.

"Are we going in?" he huffed impatiently. "Or did I exert all of that

effort for nothing?" Holding the door open with one booted foot, he

grasped his opposite shoulder with one hand while he swung his arm

in a wide arc. "I think I may have pulled something."

She hesitated a moment, like she wanted to say more, then finally

shrugged it off and marched into the building ahead of him.

Aiden let the door slam shut loudly behind them and promptly ran

into Grace. She...in her female wisdom...had stopped short just over

the threshold. Her heart was pounding loudly, but when no one came

running, it slowed back to its normal speed.

When the faint scent of her fear wafted to him, souring her natural

yumminess a bit, he took it upon himself to lighten the mood.

"I know it's all dark and romantic and you really want to snog me

right now," he whispered loudly, grinning when her spine straight‐
ened with indignation. "But it's really going to have to wait, poppet.

Your mojo is waiting to be rescued, after all, and I'm certain we can

find a more comfortable location to do that than here." The building

smelled as new as it looked, and was void of any furniture or decor.

She didn't react to his teasing, at least not that anyone would

notice. But his vampire hearing picked up on her accelerated

breathing easily, and his nose picked up on a completely new and

enticing scent. He barely stopped himself from moaning aloud as his

body immediately responded to her siren's call.

Ah, so she wasn't unaffected by the idea he'd suggested.

Interesting.

He took advantage of the moment to look his fill at her flawlessly

rounded arse. The tight jeans she was wearing left very little to the

imagination, and his cock stirred in anticipation. He held his hands

out in front of him, bare inches from her voluptuous behind.

Yes. She would fit perfectly in his palms.
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His blood began to burn with a hunger that was quite different

than the one he'd woken up with.

"It's too dark. I can't see anything," she snapped, rudely disturbing

his daydream.

"Funny. I can see plenty," he whispered back, his eyes never leaving

her luscious curves.

She stiffened at his husky tone but otherwise ignored it, and pulled

out her cell phone.

Calling for help?

Ah, poppet. No one can help you now. It's much too late for that.
She peeked back over her shoulder. "My cell battery must be dead.

Do you have a flashlight or something?"

With a regretful sigh, he released her lovely backside from his

hungry gaze, stepped up alongside her, and took her hand. "Come on,

luv. I've got brilliant night vision. Just hang on to me."

Lacing her fingers through his, she gripped his upper arm with her

other hand and cautiously walked forward with him.

He smirked when he felt her subtly feeling his bicep, and flexed it

just a bit for her. His grin widened when he heard her sharp intake of

breath, and she dropped her hand. He could practically feel her

embarrassment at getting caught feeling him up.

He decided to let her off the hook. "So, where exactly are we

going?" he asked quietly.

"I'm not sure, but those three dudes brought my Mojo in here, and

I need it back."

Aiden stumbled at her casually spoken words, but quickly regained

his footing.

"I thought you said you could see," she accused.

"I can," he insisted. He wasn't going to ask, he wasn't. It wasn't any

of his business.

"You gave your mojo to three males? Three? At the same time?"

"I didn't give them my Mojo. They took it."

Aiden pulled up short at her confession. "They took it?" he grated

out, an unexplainable rage filling him.

"Shhh!" she scolded. "I think I hear something."
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He couldn't hear anything but for the loud, angry buzzing in his

head that had appeared directly after her startling confession. Forcing

himself to calm down and concentrate, he realized she was right. He

could hear male voices coming from another hallway to the left. He

started walking again, dragging her along with him as he single-mind‐
edly headed for the males who had dared to violate his Grace.

When they got to the turn, a dim light swung on an old chain, illu‐
minating the way. Sort of. Aiden stopped and turned to Grace to tell

her to stay where she was and wait for him to check things out, but

she released his hand.

Her sandals flapped noisily as she marched purposefully past him

and directly towards the voices.

Catching up to her in two easy strides, he put a hand on her

shoulder and spun her around. "What the bloody hell are you doing,

woman? You can't just barge in there by yourself!"

She shrugged him off and started walking again, faster this time.

"Grace!" he hissed.

"It's ok," she whispered loudly over her shoulder. "I know Tae-bo."

The female had completely lost her wits.

It was really the only reasonable explanation.

He followed closely behind her, letting her take the lead against his

better judgment, rather curious as to what she was going to do next.

Striding confidently into the room, she called out, "Where

is Mojo?"

When no one immediately answered her, she repeated the ques‐
tion in Mandarin.

Aiden rounded the corner of the doorway to find she had stopped

just inside the room. Hands on her hips, she fearlessly faced down the

three human males she must have followed here. He nearly laughed

aloud at the shocked expressions on their faces. They appeared to

think she was as daft as he did.

Their eyes widened even more when he stepped up behind her. He

didn't say anything, but stood quietly backing her up. He took advan‐
tage of their momentary lack of motor skills to scan the room, auto‐
matically checking for exits.
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The humans sat facing the door at the head of a large conference

table. No other furniture or decor adorned the place as far as he could

see. Two windows were boarded shut behind them from the outside.

They were the only other way out besides the way they had came in.

"Well?" Grace threw her arms up impatiently. "Where is he?"

He? Mojo was a he?

"Where's...the...bag?" she continued, speaking slowly and clearly.

When no one answered, she heaved a great sigh and stomped farther

into the room, bending over periodically to look under the table.

She started yanking the empty chairs out one by one, checking the

seats.

"Dammit. Where is he?" she mumbled to herself. "I know he's in

that bag. He has to be."

Aiden let her go, watching with amusement as the humans looked

back and forth between each other while she searched the room,

unsure of what to do about it.

Finally, she turned back to Aiden. "It's not here," she told him

despondently.

He crossed his arms over his chest, keeping an eye on the humans.

"What's not here, poppet?"

She gave him an exasperated look. "The bag! Have you not been

listening to anything I've told you? They have my Mojo! He's in the

bag they brought in here."

Aiden took another quick look around the room until he saw what

she was looking for sitting on a built-in shelf. "You mean that bag over

there? The one breathing on its own?"

Grace's head whipped around to where he pointed, sidestepping

until she was in front of him until she could see where he was

pointing.

A black leather shoulder bag sat there, and it seemed to be filled

with something other than money by the way it was scooching its way

towards the edge all by itself.

"Mojo!" she squealed happily.

She'd barely taken a step in that direction when one of the humans

jumped up and grabbed it off of the shelf, shouting something at her
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in Mandarin Chinese. She shouted back in the same language, ran up

to him, and tried to yank the bag from his arms.

The other two males sprang into action then, rushing over to assist

their friend. One grabbed onto the bag while the other one pulled at

Grace's wrists and tried to force her to release her grip.

Aiden snarled at the sight of the human's hands on her, revealing

his fangs. He was about to give her a hand by knocking the male

through the wall behind him when a strange, tingling feeling ran up

his spine and flooded his limbs. An unusual awareness rose up inside

of him, unlike anything his normal heightened vampire senses had felt

before.

It was almost as if the feelings didn't belong to him at all, but were

someone else's emotions filling his body.

An ominous growl rose up from somewhere within his depths.

The men in suits froze as it shook the walls, like rabbits hoping the

predator wouldn't see them if they were very, very still.

Grace, however, obviously lacked that self-protective instinct.

Instead of cowering in fear, she took full advantage of their shock.

With a shout of triumph, she pried the bag away and held her prize up

in the air.

Before Aiden had time to ponder where that particular sound had

come from, the hair rose eerily on the back of his neck.

Someone, or something, was behind him. Distracted as he'd been

by all the strange feelings and the growling and such, he hadn't even

heard them approaching.

Slowly, he turned around, and found himself face to face with five

of his creator's former vampires. The males had all been part of the

group that had left Luukas' colony to follow Leeha when she'd been

banned from the area. They'd gone north to create their own group of

miscreants somewhere in the wilderness of Canada, and they hadn't

thought much about them until she'd decided to kidnap and torture

Luukas.

Leeha, a female vampire adopted into the colony and illegally

changed, had somehow gotten it into her pretty head that she would

rule beside the Master vampire when she was old enough. An idea
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that Luukas had quickly put an end to, so she'd thrown a tantrum and

declared that she was leaving.

Luukas had let her go and told her she wasn't allowed back, happy

to get her out of his hair without having to resort to violence,

although Aiden would bet money he now sincerely regretted that

decision.

The vampires entered in a single line, dressed much more casually

than the suits at the table. They stared Aiden down as they filed into

the room and took up positions around him, effectively blocking him

from the door, the only means of escape other than the boarded up

windows.

He smiled broadly, happy to see his old friends in spite of their

strange behavior. "Hallo, mates! Fancy seeing you here, of all places?

Don't tell me the queen booted you out?"

That weird presence stirred deep within him again as they stood

shoulder to shoulder, nearly enclosing him within the center of their

group, but not quite.

Aiden placed a hand on his chest, willing it away by sheer force

of will.

He glanced around again at his old mates, his welcoming smile

slowly slipping from his face. Instinctively he knew that the hostile

eyes that stared back at him were not the males he once knew. With a

sad heart, he realized that they had no idea who he was.

"Ah, bloody hell," he murmured sadly. "She's already gotten to you."

The vamp directly in front of him smirked, then looked around at

the others. He seemed to give them some sort of silent signal.

Moving as one, they closed the circle around him, completely

cutting him off from his female.

"Aiden?"

He heard the nervous tremor in Grace's voice, and hurried to reas‐
sure her.

"It's all right, luv. Just keep your knickers on. I'll have us out of here

in a jiffy."

He hoped.

Bracing himself for a fight, he took up a defensive stance, feet
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apart, arms at his sides, ready to bust his way out of there if it came

down to it.

One of the males stepped closer, and Aiden turned slightly to meet

him head on, holding his ground as the vamp got right up in his face.

"Hey, Steven," Aiden greeted him, deceptively casual. "All

right, mate?"

The vamp zeroed in on him, hatred burning from his black eyes.

Baring his fangs, his body bowed up at Aiden aggressively.

"Don't play with me...Wanno."

Aiden glanced around. Waano must be a new guy, maybe from

another colony. Poor sap. Leeha had sucked him in, just like the rest

of them.

Even Aiden had never been immune to her...um...charms.

Then he realized he was talking to him.

"Waano?" he asked. "Who the bloody hell is Waano?"

"I thought you wanted nothing to do with this world?" the vamp

seethed. "That the beings here, with all of their disgusting physical

needs, were below you?" He moved even further into Aiden's personal

space, continuing to speak without waiting for an answer. "So what

the fuck are you doing here? If you think you're going to be able to

stop us, you're in for a rude awakening. You have no power here," he

sneered, practically touching noses. "You can't send us back! We're

corporeal now. And we fucking like it."

"Fine, ok," Aiden responded, leaning away with his palms up to

ward him off. "Stay as you are. I don't give a bloody hoot," he added as

an aside. "But I would recommend reading up a bit on dental hygiene."

He waved his hand in front of his face, trying to dissipate the stench.

Steven grinned an evil grin and blew his bad breath in Aiden's face.

"Who the hell is Waano?" he asked again as soon as he could

breathe.

"Knock it the fuck off!" Another one said from behind him. "We

can sense you in there, just like we can sense the others who've made

it out and been given a body."

Aiden's gut churned at his words. However, right now, he just
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needed to get to Grace and get them both as far away from these

things as he could.

"Hmmm...yes, well...I'm sorry to say, I believe you're mistaken this

time around. I'm still me. Still Aiden!" He grinned at them. "Now, if

you'll excuse me, I'll just grab my female and," he looked around the

shoulders of the one in front of him, searching for and finding her.

"We'll be on our way."

As he went to walk through the circle, they tightened it further.

"I don't think so," Steven said. "Leeha is looking for you, Waano."

Aiden rolled his eyes. "Still stuck on this, are we?" He sighed loudly.

"Again, I am not this 'Waano' person. Or thing. Or whatever. I am

Aiden. And, I hate to cut the reunion short, but..." Quick as a lightening

strike, he head butted Steven, busting his nose and then tossing him

into the arms of his friends. "We really need to go."

Throwing all of his weight forward, he broke through the opening

of the circle. Leaping onto the table, he sent papers flying every which

way as he ran down the length of it to the window. Hopping down, he

grabbed an empty chair and swung it at the glass, shattering through

it to the boards behind it. A hard front kick broke the boards in half,

opening a good-sized hole.

"STOP HIM!"

The roared order came from behind him. Wasting no time, he

reached back and grabbed a startled Grace, who still had a death grab

on the bag.

"Out you go, luv." Picking her up, he sent her feet first through the

busted window and into the night, glad they were on the first floor.

She grunted in pain as she hit the pavement, but there was no time to

coddle her and her bad choice in shoes.

Tipping an imaginary hat at the human males, he apologized to

them for their loss. "Sorry, mates. The lady needs her mojo back."

Diving headfirst through the window just as one of the vamps

made a grab for him, he rolled as he landed and came up into a

crouch. Throwing Grace over his shoulder, he took off running as fast

as he could go, the bag bouncing against the back of his thighs.
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race squeezed her eyes shut, fighting to breathe against the

whipping wind as Aiden raced away from the building at a

speed that should not be possible.

Not for a human anyway.

As the blood pooled in her head, it brought with it a sudden burst

of clarity, and she wondered how she hadn't seen it before.

Holy crap. She was draped over the broad, muscular shoulder of a

vampire; an annoying, hot, yummy vampire who smelled really, really

good, in spite of the dusty grain that still covered him from head

to foot.

Right on cue, she sneezed as it blew off his clothes and into

her face.

"Bless you!" he shouted over his shoulder without a break in stride.

"Thanks," she squeaked in a high voice as he suddenly left the

ground, landing without the slightest break in stride a few seconds

later.

She held the black bag in a death grip with both hands, and prayed

to any gods who were listening that he wouldn't drop her and her

precious package. No sooner had the thought crossed her mind than

she lost the feel of him underneath her. She let out a frightened squeal
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as she waited to go flying through the air, but he only adjusted her on

his shoulder and clamped his arm down firmly across the backs of her

thighs again, getting a better grip.

Wait. Was that seriously his frickin' hand on her ass?

She scowled at the blur of pavement as it flashed past. If she were

able to do more than suck in raspy gulps of air, she'd rip him a new

one right now. But as it was, at least she wasn't skidding across the

rough pavement. That would definitely leave a bruise or fifty at the

speed he was going, along with some nice, juicy road rash.

She really needed to learn to appreciate the little things.

Her top half swayed back and forth as he abruptly changed direc‐
tion without missing a beat. She lifted her head as much as she could

and tried to see where they were through her long hair, but it was no

use. The stuff was hanging to his calves in a thick curtain, effectively

blocking her view, and she couldn't move it out of the way without

releasing her grip on the bag.

Unable to do anything for the moment but go along for the ride,

her mind wandered back to her recent ah-ha! revelation.

Could it be possible that he was really a vampire? She knew about

them, of course, though she'd never actually met one. Her mother had

talked openly about them in front of her ever since she could remem‐
ber. She often warned her about them, telling Grace how charming

and convincing they could be when there was something they

wanted.

More specifically, that they could not be trusted. Not under any

circumstances.

Apparently, their old coven used to work quite closely with some

that lived in their area to help them protect their shared territory;

before the new High Priest took over and her family had attempted to

flee to the other side of the ocean.

However, he wasn't anything like she'd imagined as a kid. In retro‐
spect, it seemed kind of silly now, but she'd always pictured vampires

as being all dark and creepy, with waxy, white skin, long fingernails

and black, slick-backed hair. Like in the old movies.

Not a hard-bodied, olive-skinned, grey-eyed, charismatic Brit that
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looked like a model and sent off vibes that made her want to rip off

his dusty clothes and ride him like a rodeo bull.

When he wasn't creeping her out, that is.

She still couldn't quite put her finger on it, but there was just some‐
thing...off... about him. And it wasn't the vampire thing. It was more than

that, she realized now. Something else that her senses were picking up on,

something that urged her to sprint in the opposite direction even as she

wanted to curl up in his arms and let him make sweet, sweet love to her.

"Don't play with me...Wanno."
The scary dude's voice echoed around in her head.

I thought he'd said his name was Aiden. Who the hell is Waano?
Just when she was certain her ribs weren't going to survive this

escape attempt intact, his pace finally eased up and he slowed down to

an easy jog.

The dude wasn't even breathing hard.

Looping the bag's short strap over one arm, she placed both palms

on his firm ass and straightened her arms, pushing herself up until she

could take a deep breath.

He gave her an answering squeeze on her own derriere and she

swatted him, eliciting a rakish chuckle from her frisky rescuer.

The smell of the ocean was strong, which meant they were close to

the water, but that didn't tell her much. Two thirds of Dalian was

surrounded by the East China Sea. And with all of the skyscrapers

surrounding them, it wasn't always visible anyway, but it did tell her

they were downtown.

He slipped into a narrow alley between buildings, and she dropped

her head down again. She pulled the bag close and shoved her face

back into the small of his back just in time to avoid either one from

being smashed into the side of the building as he whipped around to

check that they hadn't been followed.

Aiden chuckled again, "What a bunch of wankers."

Striding to the back of the alley, he hefted Grace easily up and off

his shoulder and set her on her feet in front of him.

"Ow! Dammit!" Her left ankle throbbed painfully when she tried to
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put her weight on it. She must've twisted it when he threw her out the

window.

He grabbed her upper arms to steady her. "What's wrong?"

She swatted his hands away. "You broke my ankle!"

"When?" he demanded.

"When you threw me out the window!"

"I wouldn't say I threw you, exactly."

She shot him a glare.

"Here, let me see." Crouching down in front of her, he took her

foot gently in his hand as she balanced herself with one hand on the

top of his head.

Probing the joint until she winced, he carefully set it back down

and stood up.

"I don't think it's broken, just sprained."

"No thanks to you," she grumbled.

"I told you you should've worn different shoes," he reprimanded.

She stared up at him in disbelief. "I didn't know when I left the

house this morning that I was going to be chasing a bunch of Suits all

over town. Or, that I was going to be THROWN OUT OF A

WINDOW!"

"Would you rather that I'd left you there with them?"

"Oh, shut up," she huffed at him.

He took the bag from her hand and held it up by his ear, giving it a

shake. "So, what's in this all-important bag anyway?"

"Stop jostling it!" She hobbled towards him, trying to take the bag

back as he held it above his head.

"But what is it?"

"I told you. My Mojo. Give it to me!"

He gave her a skeptical look, but lowered the bag until she could

grab it from his hand.

"Give me that." Setting it carefully on the ground, she eased herself

down onto her butt next to it and carefully unzipped the zipper. A

little bit scared of what she might find, she tentatively opened it up

and peeked inside.
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"Mojo!" she squealed excitedly a second later. Thank the gods he

was all right!

Reaching into the bag, she slowly and carefully cupped her hands

around her beloved Mojo, wincing slightly as he huffed and bristled.

Seemed he was still a bit shaken up from the bouncy ride.

She ignored his spiky quills and lifted him up in front of her to

show the vampire, her smile lighting up her face.

He stared at her for so long her smile began to slip. "What?" she

asked.

He blinked a few times and looked from her to the small creature

in her hands, and then back at her, his blank features not giving

anything away.

Finally, he lifted an eyebrow. "That is what I risked life and limb

for? A rat with prickles stuck in its bum? A boot brush?"

She cradled her pet to her chest, attempting to calm him. "He is

NOT a boot brush!" she scolded. "He's a hedgehog, you dork. He's my

pet, and my friend," she added. Cooing to him softly, she smoothed

down his spiky quills.

"You have a porcupine for a friend?"

She glared up at him while she tried to decide if he really had

never seen a hedgehog (though she didn't see how that was possible),

or if he was just yanking her chain. "He's not a porcupine. He's a

hedgehog."

His face screwed up in confusion. "But, why ever would you want

that thing? You can't even snuggle with him without getting jabbed.

What good is it? Does it even do any tricks?"

Mojo wiggled his nose at her, happy to be with her again now that

he had calmed down enough to realize who she was, and she touched

it with her own. "Don't listen to him, Mojo. He's just a stupid

vampire."

Rubbing her nose with Mojo's again, she suddenly shivered. She

hadn't really noticed how chilly it had gotten until just now. Looks

like it was going to be a long, cold, painful walk home.

At least until the vampire went away and she could fix her ankle.

Caught up as she was in her reunion with her beloved pet, it took
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her a moment before she sensed the tension hanging in the air.

Glancing up, she found Aiden had become eerily still, his normally

animated expression completely closed off.

"What did you just call me?" he asked softly.

Uh oh.

Well, she saw no reason to lie now. "A stupid vampire."

His expression didn't change. "Why would you call me that?"

Dropping her eyes, she sighed as she carefully pet Mojo. He was

right. That had been a mean thing to say.

Looking directly at him, she grudgingly apologized. "I'm sorry. I

shouldn't have said that," she told him with as much sincerity as she

could muster. "You're not stupid. I'm sure you're very intelligent. You

probably have multiple college degrees."

Shaking his head, he said, "No, I meant the 'vampire' part."

Now it was her turn to be confused. "Because that's what you are,

aren't you?"

He just cocked his head at her and didn't answer.

She rolled her eyes. "Come on, dude. No human could run the way

you just did."

"Maybe I'm just extremely fast and agile."

"Yeah, ok," she scoffed. Then another thought came to her. "Or are

you a shifter?" She paused. "A werewolf? Shit. Are you a werewolf?!"

That seemed to snap him out of his trance. "I am NOT a dog," he

assured her, his tone thick with repugnance. "Although some very

good mates of mine are, and they don't seem to mind it."

"Then I was right. You must be a vamp." She resumed petting

Mojo. "I'm not totally ignorant, you know. I've known you guys exist

my entire life. Actually, I know quite a bit about your kind."

"Whatever is that for?"

"What?" she asked, confused.

"That...tone."

"There was no 'tone' in my voice." Was there? Maybe there was.

She wouldn’t be surprised if it had slipped out, though she hadn't

meant it to.

He looked as if he was about to keep arguing with her, but then he
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sighed, shrugged, and shoved his hands into his pockets. "Honestly, I

thought you would've figured it out sooner, what with my outrageous

good looks and all." He gave her a wink. "Humans are not this pretty."

Grace rolled her eyes. "Yeah, yeah. You would think you all would

have learned to be a little more modest by now." She ignored his

gloating look when she didn't deny the fact that he was good-looking.

"But it was the fangs that really gave you away."

"My fangs?" His tongue reached out and touched the tip of one.

"Ah. Yes. I imagine that would do it. How very uncivilized of me. My

apologies, luv."

Eying up those canines of his, an unpleasant thought came to her.

"You're not planning on eating me, are you?"

He scowled down at her, crossing his arms across his chest, letting

loose another small poof of dust. "You know, you're the second female

who's accused me of eating people recently."

"That doesn't answer my question," she responded.

He rolled his eyes. "Of course I'm not going to eat you."

An even worse fear came to her. "Are you going to eat Mojo?" she

squeaked. "Like those vamps in all the teeny bopper stories

these days?"

He dropped his head back in exasperation. "No! I don't eat rats!"

She threw the bag at him. "He's not a rat!"

Aiden waved away her protest. "All right, all right. I don't eat

anything with prickles. Besides, I just fed shortly before I found you."

That didn't really make her feel better, and she kept Mojo close to

her chest just in case. A mental image of him feeding on some poor,

helpless person popped into her head. She wondered vaguely if he

preferred men or women? Or if it even mattered to him? Maybe after

living for so long, he'd want to mix it up a little.

Then she wondered what it would feel like to have him at her neck,

pulling at her vein, taking her life force into his body; becoming a part

of him.

Literally.

Her insides stirred at the thought, and not in a bad way. She

quickly looked down and cleared her throat, trying to ignore the lust
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that was coursing through her. "Then why are your fangs all out and

pointy?"

If he'd noticed her discomfort, he gave no sign of it. "They just do

that if any emotions are running high." He shrugged, unconcerned.

"Must be all of the excitement."

Without warning, he crouched down in front of her with a wicked

smile. "Want to touch them?"

She drew back away from him. "Yeah. Not happening, dude."

His smile fell, disappointment taking its place. "You don't strike me

as the wilting type, poppet."

Lifting her chin defiantly, she didn't bother to defend herself. Let

him think what he wanted to.

He watched her pet Mojo. "Am I to take it you only like being

jabbed by pointy things when they're attached to something that you

think you can handle?"

"I don't like being 'jabbed' by anything."

"Don't knock it till you try it, luv. You just might like it."

His grey eyes danced as he teased her, holding her own a little

longer than necessary, and then he rose again to his full height.

She continued to soothe her pet as her face burned self-

consciously. And it was not because she was worried that he was

right. It wasn't.

Glancing at him sideways, she watched as he tilted his head to

listen to the sounds around them. She studied his perfect profile, and

barely caught herself before she let out a despondent sigh. It really

wasn't fair. Why couldn't he be a normal guy? Even if he meant all the

flirting he was doing, she knew better than to trust her heart to a

vampire.

Vampires only looked out for themselves. As a human, she was

nothing to him. He would betray her in the end, just like they all did.

Her mother had trusted a vampire, and he'd gotten her father

killed.

Not to mention the whole eating people to survive thing.

Besides, she really, really, liked sex. Could vampires even have sex?

Seemingly satisfied that no one of any consequence was nearby, he
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pulled his hood up to cover his head just as a fat raindrop landed on

her arm. Almost immediately, it turned into a steady drizzle.

He huddled over her, shielding her with his body. "Let's get us out

of this rain, shall we? Before you catch a chill, and I turn from a pile of

dust to a puddle of mud."

She opened her mouth to tell him that she was perfectly capable of

making it home on her own, but before she could utter a sound, he'd

scooped her up into his strong arms. She automatically threw an arm

around his neck and supported Mojo with the other as he snuggled

down into her ample cleavage.

"Lucky rat."

His wistful voice was so quiet she wasn't sure she had heard him

correctly. She raised her eyes to find him watching the hedgehog

burrow under her shirt as she protected him from the rain with her

hand, an expression of such intense longing on his face she was a bit

startled.

She smacked him lightly on the back of the head, just hard enough

to get his attention. "In your dreams, dude."

He turned his head slightly, his grey eyes locking onto her green

ones, his sensual mouth only a few inches from her own.

The raw intensity she saw there made her heart hitch in her chest,

and her eyes were drawn to his lips of their own accord.

Her breaths grew shallow as she stared at that beautiful mouth,

slightly worried that she'd gone too far. Although probably not as

worried as she ought to be. Her tongue slid out to wet her bottom lip,

and she felt his hands tighten on her.

But he only repeated, "Don't know what you're missing, poppet,"

and then gave her a devilish wink. Tossing her up a bit, presumably to

get a better hold on her, he chuckled softly when she squealed, and

gathered her even closer to him. With one last, lusty look at her

breasts, he turned to leave.

"Wait! What about the bag?" she asked.

"What about it?" he responded without slowing down.

"I think we should bring it with us. Whatever's in there was

awfully important to those Suits I was following, and they were obvi‐
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ously having a secret meet up with the scary dudes. Maybe having to

do with whatever is in there?"

Aiden paused for all of half a second. "True." Spinning around, he

walked back to the where the bag was lying in the rain, switched her

to one arm, and swiped it up.

"And who the hell were those other guys who came in?" she asked

as they got moving again. "The ones who were calling you 'Wanno'?"

"No idea," he answered quickly. Too quickly. "So, where do

you live?"

She'd felt him stiffen slightly at her question. Squinting through

the rain and the dark, she tried to get her bearings in the dim light of

the street lamps. "Go that way." She pointed down the deserted street

to the right.

He was lying about not knowing those other guys, she was sure of

it. But why?

"What do you mean you don't know? You acted like you knew

them, and they seemed to know you. Or know you as Waano, anyway.

And you were calling the scary leader dude 'Steven'."

The rain came down harder and she shivered and cuddled closer

to him as she waited for him to answer.

He hunched over her, shielding her as best as he could, and

checked once behind him before he finally said, "I used to know them.

They were good mates at one time, a long time ago. But I don't know

who they are anymore."

He sounded so sad that her heart ached for him. Looking down at

Mojo, snug inside her shirt, she frowned. She didn't need to be getting

all mushy over a guy right now, especially a non-human one.

"Are they vampires too?"

He glanced down at her, a funny look in his eyes. "More or less."

What was that supposed to mean?

Maybe she should tell him that tonight wasn't the first time she'd

seen those dudes around the city, and that every time she had, they'd

totally freaked her out. There was something "wrong" about them, and

she had a feeling Aiden knew more about it than he was telling her,

because it was that same sense of wrongness that she got about him.
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But as the rain continued to fall harder, she was distracted with

trying to keep Mojo dry, and decided to save her other questions for

when they got somewhere with a roof.

Speaking of which. "Do you have somewhere to stay today?" she

asked. "Out of the sun?"

His cocky grin returned in full force. "I was hoping you would

offer. Thank you, poppet. I'd love to stay at your place."

She scowled up at him. "I didn't offer anything. And you're not

staying at my apartment! I was thinking more along the lines of an

abandoned building you could break into or something."

His eyes filled with hurt. "But the sun will be coming up in less

than two hours. You're going to kick me out to perish and burn after I

saved you...and your silly rat? After I've carried you all the way home?"

His features tightened suddenly. "I've seen vampires exposed to the

sun before. Trust me, it's not pretty."

She opened her mouth to tell him that, yes, that was exactly what

she was planning to do, but it didn't come out quite the way the way

she'd intended. "Fine. You can stay at my place. I have a windowless

closet you'll fit in, I think. But this offer is only for today!"

"Of course," he agreed in all seriousness.

She glanced up at him warily, but he was staring straight ahead, his

expression impassive.

"Take a left up here," she grumbled.

This was going to rank right up there at the top of her current list

of "Worst Ideas Ever". She just knew it.
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