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Chapter One

 

 

They used to call him The Golden Boy, the strongest warlock in modern time who would deliver all magic from the darkness that threatened to consume it from within, but now they called him...food.

Ethan sat on his knees, chest tucked in, where he formed a tight protective ball, although there remained little to defend. Repeated beatings and feedings by his vampire captors had left him weak, bloodied and broken in many ways. The position made the hard, warped wood floor dig into his legs, but he had long ago grown numb to smaller doses of pain.

It wasn’t until his captors brought out the really fun toys that he finally complained.

So drained of blood, energy and magic, he couldn’t make himself move, not even when he heard someone come into the room. The old door squeaked loudly on its hinges and more than one set of boots stomped inside. He didn’t know it was a pair of vampires until one of them grabbed him by the hair and jerked him out of his huddle.

The vampire didn’t say a word, instead, the blond male hissed as he bared his fangs. Even though Ethan knew what was coming next, he didn’t voice a protest. He’d learned that only made things more enjoyable for them and he wasn’t about to give the bastards any more than they had already taken from him.

Blondie moved in quick and hard, his fangs striking like a cobra, into Ethan’s already ravaged flesh. It hurt. Oh Goddess, the agony. Every broken bone, laceration and bruise in his body pulsated in time to the vampire’s sucks. The entire time, Ethan said a silent prayer that maybe this time they would finally have mercy on him and just finish him off already. A thrill of hope even went through him when he started to see dark spots swimming in front of his swollen eyes.

Yes! Just a little more than I can be at peace. Please! Please! Please!

“Gross,” the vampire snarled as he threw Ethan away. “Ever since that dude sucked all his magic out, the warlock hasn’t tasted good.”

Ethan landed on his side, dust kicking up and going into his lungs. His already failing respiratory system protested by shutting down. Despite his death wish, his natural born instinct fought to breathe. Back arching, he let out several loud, gasping, sucking breaths before his body got its rhythm back on and started to do its thing.

“I may taste bad, but you smell worse than an empusa’s crotch, so that makes us even,” he managed to get out between wheezes. Maybe it wasn’t the brightest thing to say, but it was amusing. Since his captors hadn’t been considerate enough to provide him with entertainment, he had to take it where he could and nothing was more fun than making them pissed.

As way of answering, the other vampire came over and delivered one sharp kick to Ethan’s gut. Guess we’re not so even after all. Ethan rolled up into a ball and waited for the beating to come. When nothing happened after several tense seconds, he dared to peek to see what the holdup was.

“You guys want to get a move on?” he asked, somehow managing sarcasm even through a fear-clogged throat. “I have another pair of vampires scheduled for a three o’clock bitch slap and they’re going to get cranky if you two run into their appointment.”

“For someone who is basically a dead man talking, you sure have a big mouth,” Blondie sneered, showing off his blood-coated teeth. “Even someone as fucking stupid as you must know your coven isn’t going to come flying in on brooms to rescue you.”

“Number one,” Ethan struggled to his knees and ticked off one finger, “we do not, nor have we ever, flown on fucking brooms. You have been reading way too many children’s books. I know it’s hard for your brain to master anything more complex than that, but do try. Number two, your friend here kicks like a girl.”

That got him another kick, this one to the side of the head. Ethan tasted blood in his mouth and could feel one of his teeth hanging on by just a thread. To stop himself from falling onto the dirty floor again, he stupidly braced his battered hands on the ground. Waves of hot white pain shot through him as his broken fingers protested the movement. He tried and failed to hold back a scream of pain.

“Maybe he thinks the Drone vampires he’s warmed up with will come to his rescue.” Blondie’s lips curled up at the word Drone. Pure Borns, or rather those who had been born a vampire, looked down on their counterparts who had once been humans and later turned. Hence the derogatory name, Drone.

“Not even they would waste their time on this piece of waste,” the other vampire said and then laughed as he delivered another kick to Ethan’s stomach.

Ethan let out a loud groan, but otherwise didn’t respond because he knew every word of what they had said was true. There was nobody in the world that cared enough to come and save him. Not his coven, not the Drones, not even his own brother and mother.

He was going to die how he’d lived—alone.

Ironically, his thoughts didn’t linger on them, but on another whom he had grown to care for. Zeke, a Drone soldier who had made it perfectly clear he wanted nothing to do with any warlock, particularly Ethan. Wasn’t that a real bitch? Even as he lay dying, he was still pining over someone who couldn’t give a damn about him. It was the story of his sad life. Maybe it was better for everyone that it would soon end.

 

* * * *

 

Zeke paced the war room, too jacked up to sit even though there was a meeting going on and he was probably annoying everyone. He couldn’t help himself though. With every second that passed, the anxiety and fear grew.

What was happening to Ethan? Had they killed him? Were they hurting him? A low growl rumbled low in his throat at the thought of someone harming the warlock in any way.

“Will you sit down already?” Eric snapped. The Drone clan leader was standing in the front of the room running the meeting—at least, he was trying to. Zeke guessed his pacing was distracting the vampire. Too bad. As far as Zeke was concerned, they’d done more than enough talking. Chatting wasn’t going to get Ethan back, only some action in the field would.”How much longer do you plan on just sitting here?” Zeke demanded with a snarl. “While we stand back with our thumbs up our asses, they’re having a field day with Ethan.”

“We’re going in to get him,” Eric promised, his eyes flashing with anger.

“When?”

“Soon. We can’t go in there without a battle plan. It won’t do us or Ethan any good. Hell, we still don’t even know where they’re keeping him.”

“Maybe you’re just trying to waste enough time so they’ll kill him and then you won’t have to worry about some damn warlock anymore,” Zeke challenged. He balled his hands into fists, but didn’t make a move on the clan leader.

“That’s bullshit and you know it.” Eric leveled a hard glare across the room. “Ethan swore allegiance to our clan. He’d started wearing our uniform and fighting in our ranks. That makes him one of us, warlock or not. Not only that, but the whole reason Ethan was captured was because he traded himself for my daughter. I owe him for that and will gladly die to repay that debt. So don’t doubt for a second that I won’t do everything in my power to save him.”

That did take some of the bluster from Zeke’s anger. Eric adored his eight-year-old daughter, Misty, and he probably did feel a deep sense of gratitude to Ethan. But was it enough to do whatever it took to free the warlock?

Ethan’s vampire brother, Rafe, got to his feet and slowly walked over to Zeke. With black hair that hung in his face, he mostly kept to himself unless something riled him and, judging by the feral look in his eyes, that was exactly what he was right now. Tall and muscular, he moved in a way that projected he was more than capable of taking care of anybody who was stupid enough to cross him. Since he looked pissed enough to rip someone apart, several of the vampires assembled in the room, actually shrank back a bit as he passed them.

“What about you, Zeke?” Rafe demanded in a harsh voice. He pulled a dagger out of his pocket and ran the pad of his thumb over the blade. He glared with a hard menace as he waited for the answer.

“What about me?” Zeke returned, not backing up one goddamn step. While Rafe Toren might terrify some of the others because of his reputation and vicious fighting skills, Zeke wasn’t in the mood to be impressed or intimidated.

“Are you hoping they kill Ethan?” Rafe snarled, his accusing green eyes were so much like Ethan’s that the breath caught in Zeke’s chest.

“Why would you even think that? Ethan was a member of my team. I was helping to train him.” Zeke shifted his gaze to the side, unable to look at those eyes anymore.

“So did part of this training plan include drinking my brother’s blood?” Rafe fired back, his voice a low angry rumble.

“No, it didn’t.” Guilt stabbed at Zeke like a blade. He scrubbed his hands over his face as he remembered that incident that was only a few nights ago, but felt like a lifetime. How he’d taken Ethan into his arms, the kiss they’d shared and then how Zeke had sank his fangs into the tender flesh of the warlock’s neck. His blood had tasted so wild and it had been the best thing Zeke had ever sampled.

Then he swallowed hard as he remembered he’d pushed Ethan away and told him never to come near him again. The hurt look on Ethan’s face had haunted Zeke ever since. He knew the warlock had led a shunned existence most of his life and that insult had been the last blow.

“You didn’t even have the decency to close up his bite wounds when you were done using him,” Rafe accused in a voice so full of hate and fury it shook. “If he’s fallen into the hands of vampires, do you know what they’ll think when they see that?”

“No.” As a Drone who’d only turned a couple of years ago, Zeke was still learning the ins and outs of vampire customs.

“They’ll take one look at him and know that some vampire made him their bitch.” Rafe palmed the blade, like he was getting ready to use it. “That means he’ll be free game to whoever wants to feed from him. Not only that, but when you drank from him, you also took in his magic. That left him vulnerable and unable to fight back when he was attacked.”

“I never meant for that to happen.”

“You dishonored my brother!” Rafe yelled, his face twisted with anger.

“Half-brother,” Zeke corrected.

Rafe cocked his head to the side. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Ethan is your half-brother and you never let him forget it.”

“That’s not true. I reached out to him.” Rafe shook his head in denial, but there was an underlying hint of guilt playing on his face.

“What you did was give him emotional scraps and he knew it. You may have acted like the loving, big brother, but he realized from day one he would never mean as much to you as your vampire brothers.”

“You son of a bitch!” Rafe lunged forward.

Zeke was ready for the attack. In fact, he welcomed it. Maybe pounding on someone would make him feel a little better. Just as Rafe was reaching him, Zeke swung, his fist connecting with the vampire’s jaw.

With a roar, Rafe hit back, catching Zeke in the gut. Soon the two were going at it full out, neither holding back.

“Enough!” Eric yelled. He wrapped his arms around Zeke and pulled him away, while Rafe’s brothers, Dante and Kane, pulled him away.

There were a few minutes of struggling before they were able to calm both vampires enough to release them. Zeke took in several deep breaths as he brought back in his fangs and claws. He could feel the shocked gazes and hushed comments from the other clan members.

“Both of you in my office, now,” Eric stabbed a finger in each of their directions before he walked out of the room. Zeke and Rafe had no choice but to follow like some naughty schoolboys trailing after the principal. Except this disciplinarian armed himself with a Glock and never hesitated to use it.

No one spoke a word while walking down the long, white halls of the Drone clan dwelling. Once one of many abandoned warehouses dotting Detroit, the vampires had converted it into a full working military headquarters and civilian living facility. There were training centers, a school, mess hall and various different sized living quarters.

Just one of many different clans of Drones, Eric’s group had taken refuge in the large Michigan city once they had declared hostility against the Pure Born-run Vampire Regulation Force. Since Detroit was the territory of werewolves, and the only ones who hated Pure Bornes more than Drones were the shifters, it was a good place for them to take sanctuary.

Once they reached his office, Eric leaned against his desk and glared at them. “I need you both to get your heads out of your asses or this mission will be fucked before we even leave.”

Zeke winced, realizing how right the man was. The last thing he needed or wanted was for things to get even worse, thanks to his temper. He muttered an apology and was shocked to hear Rafe doing the same thing.

“I’m just going crazy thinking about what they might be doing to him,” Rafe confessed in a raged whisper. “I feel like I’ve failed him twice. First, our mother fosters him out to that dark magic coven when he was a kid and now, this. “

“You didn’t even know that you had a younger half-brother until recently, so you can’t blame yourself for something that happened to him when he was a child,” Eric reasoned in the calm way that made him such a great leader.

“That’s just it. I should have known he was out there. For years, I sensed there was a piece of my life missing, but I was too busy with my own problems to even consider it might be another brother, one who was counting on me.” Rafe looked up from under the shield of dark hair that always hung in his eyes. “I can’t fail him again. You know asking for help doesn’t come easy for me, but I’m begging you for all you can give me so I can go extricate him from whatever hellhole they have him in. Please.”

The raw pain in the vampire’s voice made Zeke’s heart clench. While some might think Rafe was a moody, Pure Born jerk, it was obvious he did care about his brothers, all of them. And not just his vampire ones, as Zeke had accused him of before.

“I’ll do whatever it takes to get him back,” Eric promised savagely. “I haven’t forgotten for one second that he’s where he’s at because of the sacrifice he made to save Misty. There aren’t many warlocks who would give themselves up for a Drone child.”

The phone rang, the loud shrill startling all three of them. Eric looked down at the caller ID and his lips pressed into a tight line. Not a good sign since it took a lot to get any kind of reaction from the leader. “It’s your mother finally calling me back,” he told Rafe.

“You let Olivia know what was going on?” Rafe’s voice echoed with incredulous disbelief.

“I figured she had a right to know, plus I was hoping she would send some of her coven to help.” Eric reached down and pressed the button to put the call on speaker.

Zeke barely heard Rafe mutter, “Yeah, good luck with that one, buddy.”

“Olivia, I’m glad to hear from you,” Eric said, his tone even and polite, despite the annoyed expression covering his face. “I was beginning to think you didn’t get my message.”

“I got it. It just took me a while to get back to you because I had other matters to take care of first,” a cool female voice replied. She could have been talking about the weather or the latest score of the Red Wing’s game for as much worry in her tone.

Rafe mouthed other things as he shook his head slowly in disbelief.

“So will you be sending reinforcements for the rescue mission?” Ethan asked, a bite of irritation to his question.

“No,” her one word answer snapped through the phone like a whip.

Zeke held his breath as he waited for her to go on, but there was nothing more, just dead air that hung heavily in the room.

“Why not?” Eric finally broke the silence.

“One of the laws of coven life is that we do not risk many to save just one. Ethan sealed his fate when he was careless enough to allow himself to be captured.”

Zeke’s jaw dropped in shock at the callous logic. In the short time he’d been a Drone and living with his clan, he’d learned one thing, you never, ever leave one of your own behind and, if captured, everyone does whatever it takes to bring their fellow clan member home.

“He’s your son,” Eric reminded her, his voice hard with anger and disbelief.

“He was my son,” Olivia corrected. She finally showed some emotion and it was of disgust. It was so clear in her tone that Zeke didn’t have to see her face to know it was twisting her features. She added, “He became dead to me the moment he willing sacrificed himself for some vampire.”

“You fucking bitch,” Rafe snarled, his hands balling into fists at his sides.

“Ah, Rafe, I should have known Eric would bring you in on this. When you talk to me like that you remind me so much of your father.” She clucked her tongue. “Vampires are such barbarians.”

“If we’re the barbarians, then why is it the magics are leaving one of their own for dead?” Rafe shot back with low growl.

“I am not about to risk losing good warlocks and witches in exchange for anyone, even my son. Leaders shouldn’t let their emotions guide them. It’s something Eric will eventually learn, too.”

“Shit, woman, who’s fooling who?” Rafe snorted. “We all know you don’t have any emotions, period.”

“Fine, have it your way, Olivia,” Eric cut in, his tone now just as cool as hers. “We will be doing this mission, with or without your help. Just so you know, those Drone soldiers that you’re scoffing at me for risking, every single one of them volunteered for this mission. Ethan has earned the respect of so many of us that I actually had to turn down some volunteers. So what do you think about that?”

“If you vampires love Ethan so much, then you can keep him. For his dishonor, we banned him from ever returning to the coven. Not that I think for one second you’re going to get him back alive. If they haven’t killed him already, they will soon. You’re wasting your soldiers for a corpse.”

The entire time Olivia made her hateful speech, she didn’t bother raising her voice once. Zeke wondered how Ethan had managed to grow up with such a caring heart with this ice queen as a mother.

“I’ll make sure to pass along the message, right after I tell him he will always have a place in my clan,” Eric responded, taking on the same tone of voice she had been using.

“I do hope this doesn’t affect our alliance.” For the first time Olivia showed a small hint of worry. “This morning I had yet another report of Pure Born vampires joining up with dark magics. They attacked another white coven and nearly killed the entire population off.”

“Don’t worry, the treaty still stands,” Eric spat. “In that area, we still need you as much as you need us.”

There was a click that showed Olivia had hung up and the vampires stood in shocked silence for a while, the only sound, the humming of the dial tone. Zeke took a deep breath, hoping to contain the anger that was boiling up inside him. Right now, it was the last thing Rafe needed. Just one look at the guy’s haunted eyes told him the poor vampire had enough on his emotional plate right now.

“I knew she was cold, but I didn’t think she would just give Ethan up like that,” Rafe whispered in a choked voice. “I mean, sure she left me when I was a baby, but I always thought that was because I was part vampire. I never dreamed she would show that much callousness toward Ethan since he’s full blooded warlock.”

“We don’t need them,” Zeke snarled. “I’ll go in by myself if I have to.”

“Don’t worry,” Eric reassured. “This changes nothing. We’re still going ahead with the rescue mission. We may not have Olivia’s coven backing us up magic-wise, but we still have Rafe, Morgan and Dominic.”

Dominic and Morgan were Rafe’s mates and since they were both full-blooded magics, it would help, but not much if there was a whole dark magic coven guarding Ethan. That still didn’t weaken Zeke’s resolve. If anything, this whole confrontation had made him itchier than ever to get Ethan back.

“Good.” He curled his hands into fists and let out a low growl. “When do we leave?”





 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

It turned out they didn’t get to leave for several hours. While Zeke wanted nothing more than to run right out and start kicking tail, they didn’t know where Ethan was yet. They had scoured the entire length of Detroit and had come up with squat. They couldn’t even turn to their usual informants of help since nobody was talking out of fear for the dark magics. Rafe and his two mates had tried numerous times to scry for Ethan, too, looking for his magical mark and they had found the same thing—nothing.

Finally, out of desperation, Morgan, Dominic and Rafe tried again. They used chalk to draw a pentagram in the center of the training room floor. They were all sitting around it, crossed-legged and holding hands, deep in trance as they tried searching for Ethan’s magic.

“Do they really think this will work this time?” Zeke whispered to Dante, one of Rafe’s vampire brothers.

“It better,” Dante replied grimly. “It’s all we’ve got.” Dark haired, like Rafe, the middle Toren brother had shorter hair and dark eyes. While Rafe tended to keep more to himself, usually Dante was more outspoken and had at one time been a playboy until he’d finally settled down with a male Drone named Brenden.

“Eric should have let me at the informants.” Zeke bared his fangs. “I would have made them talk.”

“No offense, skippy, but you’re not exactly ready to be released on the public the way you’ve been the past couple of days,” Dante said dryly.

“We would know where Ethan is though. Instead we’re wasting our time while they could be doing God knows what to him.” Zeke started to pace, the relentless need to get into action clawing at him.

“Easy there,” Dante soothed. “Rafe is just as determined as you and he does have a brotherly bond going for him. As crazy as the magic’s plan may sound, I think it’ll work.”

“I got him!” Rafe shouted as if on cue.

Zeke and the others pressed closer. His heart pounded in fear and excitement as he waited to hear more.

“He’s right on the edge of the city, in some old house. It looks like it was once upscale, but now it’s rundown and dirty. I don’t know if it’s abandoned or not though,” Dominic added. He was sweating so hard, his normally perfectly styled blond hair plastered itself to his head. When he cracked open his lids, his blue eyes were hollow and so bleak, Zeke’s stomach lurched. “His magic mark is still there, but barely. I’ve never seen it so weak in a warlock who was still…” he trailed off, shooting an apologetic look at Rafe.

Morgan started softly sobbing as she scooted across the floor so she could wrap her arms around Rafe’s waist.

Rafe held her back, the expression on his face broken.

“Is he dead?” Zeke croaked, the words hard to get out past the lump in his throat.

“I honestly don’t know.” Dominic shook his head. He made an impatient gesture with his hand. “Someone give me some paper, quick. I think I may have the address. I keep seeing some numbers in my head.”

Eric ran to do as asked. As soon as Dominic had what he’d requested, he scribbled down something and handed it back to the leader.

Eric looked at it, nodded once before he directed his gaze at the assembled vampires. “Everyone suit up. We leave in ten.”

Zeke sagged in relief. For the first time, he actually felt some hope because despite what the others had just said, he wasn’t ready to give up. One of the things he’d always admired most in Ethan was even though he was scrappy, he always managed to come out ahead, despite all the crap life had tossed his way. He would survive this, too. He had to. Because Zeke didn’t think he could live in a world that didn’t have Ethan in it.

Ryan, one of the Drone’s top soldiers, came running into the training room. He was out of breath, his face pinched with worry. “Eric, there’s something out here you need to see.”

“What now?” Eric grumbled as he stormed out.

Curious, Zeke followed him out into the large parking garage set to the side of the compound. When he saw what was waiting there, he sucked in a breath of shock.

Half a dozen warlocks were standing in a tight group. They were all dressed in black and green leather shirts and hoods, the colors marking them as members of Ethan’s clan. The tops had hoods on them and the males all had them up, obscuring their profiles, so Zeke couldn’t tell if their expressions were friendly or not.

Dominic shouldered his way through and went to meet them. “Kavan, I’m surprised to see you here,” he said, his gaze searching the small group of magics.

Since his body language wasn’t tense, Zeke relaxed a little. While Dominic had been born a warlock, by mating with Rafe and joining the ranks of the clan fighters, his loyalties now lay with the Drones. Zeke still didn’t let his guard down all the way though. Morgan, Dominic, Rafe and Ethan aside, he didn’t have the best history with magics and he sure as hell didn’t trust this new group.

“Did Olivia change her mind?” Morgan asked.

Kavan turned to look at her and his eyes widened in shock. Since coming to the clan, she’d done a Drone Soldier makeover. No longer wearing the long green robes the witches of their coven favored, she had on the body armor, black cargo pants and long sleeved tee that the vampire rebels wore when going out to fight. She had guns strapped to her hips, her long raven hair pulled back in a braid and there was a total new kick-ass vibe going about her.

“No, Olivia didn’t change her mind,” Kavan replied slowly, his gaze still looking her up and down. He lowered his hood.

Zeke was finally able to get a good look at the man. He would have been good looking if not for a ragged scar running along his jaw line. His blond hair was just a bit longer than his collar and Zeke was willing to bet the guy often used it to shield his injury when he didn’t have the hood up.

Kavan’s grey eyes grew bitter as he added, “We left against her orders.”

“Why would you do that?” Zeke took a step closer so he could meet the guy’s gaze head on.

“Despite what our coven leader says, not all of us think Ethan is just to be thrown away like last week’s trash.” Kavan’s lip curled up into a vicious sneer. “There have been countless times he’s saved my ass and it’s only right I do the same for him.” There were nods and murmurs of agreement from the rest of the warlocks.

“Let me see the palms of your hands,” Dominic ordered stiffly.

The warlocks obeyed, holding their hands out. Each and every one of them had a large, vertical cut on their right palms.

“Damn, you guys don’t fuck around do you?” Morgan breathed, shocking Zeke with her uncharacteristic harsh language.

“What do they mean?” Zeke asked. The wounds looked so fresh and deep, he could still detect the sweet scent of newly shed blood.

“By shedding their blood this way, it means they formally broke coven to come help my brother,” Rafe said, his voice shaky with awe. “They gave up everything—their homes, family, titles and heritage.”

Zeke eyed up Kavan, wondering just how close he was to Ethan. Somebody didn’t do something like that unless motivated by real strong feelings. An unwanted surge of jealously hit Zeke like a sledgehammer as he bit the inside of his cheek to keep the feral snarl in. He’s mine! Zeke knew he had no right to those possessive feelings, especially with the way he’d treated Ethan after their one and only kiss. Yet, the emotion was there and it was all he could do to contain it.

“How is it exactly that they got the drop on Ethan?” Kavan asked, his eyes narrowing in suspicion. “He’s the best warlock I know. It would take someone big to get him.”

“Yeah, well he wasn’t exactly full strength at the time,” Rafe supplied, shooting a baleful look over at Zeke.

“Didn’t Olivia fill you in on all this?” Dominic shook his head.

“She told us her version. Now I want to know the truth.” Kavan whipped his head around and pinned a hard glare at Zeke. “Vampire, why don’t you tell me exactly how it happened? I have a strange suspicion you are very involved.”

Zeke met his glare, refusing to be cowed even if the guilt was hammering away inside his chest. “Ethan was on patrol and he saw our clan leader’s daughter, Misty, wandering around outside the compound. She was under some spell and when he tried to stop her, they both ended up surrounded. There was a dark warlock there and he wanted to take Misty so the clan would be more cooperative to their demands.”

“What was it the warlock wanted?” Kavan continued to study him intently.

Zeke was proud he didn’t squirm under the hard stare. “One of the members of our clan has developed a new weapon, sunlight grenades. With these weapons, you can take out huge numbers of vampires all at once and you don’t even have to get close to do it.”

“Impressive.” Kavan gave a low whistle “And damn dangerous from the sounds of it. I can see how the other side would love to get their hands on it. With it, they could easily take out rebel clans like yours.”

“They can take out huge numbers of Drones, period,” Zeke snapped. “In case you haven’t heard, the Pure Bornes are doing everything they can to get rid of us. I’m sure even you guys have heard the rumors of mass executions and prison camps.”

“Yes, we have, but that still doesn’t explain why they took Ethan instead of the vampire girl. If they want your weapon so bad, why capture a warlock?”

“He tricked them into believing he was Brenden, the creator of the sunlight grenades.”

“Fuck,” Kavan cursed. “I’m sure they were beyond pissed when they discovered his ruse.”

“Which is why we can’t waste anymore time,” Zeke replied. “We have to go get him. Now that you know everything, are you still in?”

“Hell yes.” Kavan said with a grin, somehow looking more dangerous than ever. “We can’t let you vampires have all the glory, can we?”

 

The Drone soldiers arrived at the old home and quickly fanned out around the parameter, using the dark night to cloak their presence from those inside. Zeke went to stand by Morgan who was at the front of the walkway. Her eyes closed, she had her palms up in the air.

“That’s strange,” she mused, a small frown playing on her red lips.

“What?” Zeke asked sharply as he hoisted his rifle into a more comfortable position.

“The only magic I sense coming from inside, is Ethan. If it was a warlock who captured him, then where is he?” She continued to hold her hands out, like she was double-checking her first findings.

“Are there vampires inside?” He stared up at the house, hoping to see some activity through the blackened windows. There was nothing though. With its faded paint, hanging shutters and sagging porch, it could have passed for a condemned house. It gave off a whole eerie, lonely feel. Like it had once been a place of great happiness until a whole lot of history went down inside. As stupid and whimsical as that inner thought was, it still made him shiver a bit. He didn’t need magic to tell him there was evil inside and his warlock was smack dab in the center of it.

Instead of pondering too much on that because he needed to keep his emotions in check, he pressed down the button to open the link to the communicator wedged in his ear. “Eric, you there?”

“Yes, I’m on the south side of the house with Dominic,” the leader’s voice crackled over the device.

“Morgan says there are no magics inside—just Ethan and a whole bunch of Pure Borns.”

“That’s what Dominic said, too,” Eric agreed. “So I want everyone to get their protective gear on. We’re going to light this place up.”

Zeke scrambled to get his thick black gloves, facemask and UV goggles into place. It was only a few moments after he had them on when he heard the weapon discharge. More rocket than a grenade like the name suggested, the device fit on the end of an M-16. When the gun discharged, the bullet carried the rocket into a building. Once inside, it exploded, letting out a whole bunch of damage and a burst of artificial sunlight.

Fake sun or not, it did the trick. As soon as it went off, the air filled with the screams and shrieks of pain from the Pure Borns who hadn’t been instantly vaporized. Zeke may have felt sorry for the bastards had they not been the ones who took Ethan.

Not waiting for the go-ahead from his leader, Zeke surged forward. He could hear Morgan let out a loud curse as she ran after him, their boots slamming into the cracked pavement as they ran up the long walkway.

He leaped the stairs and landed on the porch, barely breaking stride as he kicked down the front door. It wasn’t until he was inside that he paused. What met him was a scene straight from hell. Small fires had broken out all over, blood splattered the faded wallpaper, and there were injured vampires running around, some burned beyond recognition, while others had vicious wounds to their bodies. They were all screaming in pain.

Zeke knew at that moment that they had to do whatever they could to keep this damn weapon out of the hands of the Pure Borns so this terror was never visited onto his clan.

That worry could wait until later though. Right now, all that truly mattered to him was finding Ethan. His gaze swept the room and the upstairs as he tried to figure out where they might be keeping him. Time was running out. Before too long those small fires would become bigger and the house was going to come crashing down around them.

“We’re supposed to wait for the all-clear before we go in,” Morgan admonished, as her wide-eyed gaze took in the horror.

“You can wait, but I’m getting him out,” Zeke growled as he continued to search. Then he felt a mental tug that told him Ethan was upstairs. Of course! When he’d drank the warlock’s blood, it must have linked them somehow. Not enough for him to be able to pinpoint Ethan’s location when they had been miles away at the clan dwelling, but now they were closer, he could feel it.

He broke off at a dead run to the stairs and stormed up them, stopping once to shoot a vampire who lunged forward and blocked his way. He didn’t look behind to see if Morgan followed because quite frankly, at this point, he didn’t care. He came to a door and tried to open it, only to find it locked. Letting out a roar, he kicked it open and ran inside.

He made it two steps before he skidded to a halt, his heart seizing in his chest. He’d found Ethan, or at least what was left of him. The warlock lay on his side, curled up into a fetal position, not moving. Dressed only in his black cargo pants, his torso was covered in so much blood, he could barely make out all the bite marks, welts and deep cuts. His once blond hair was dark and matted with dried blood and his head tucked so tight to his chest, it was impossible to tell if he was conscious or not.

With a choked sob, Zeke crossed the final steps that took him to the warlock’s side. Dropping to his knees, he reached out with a trembling hand to touch Ethan’s shoulder. Fuck! He was so cold. When Zeke strained his vampire ears, he detected a heartbeat coming from the man. It was weak and slow, but it was still there.

“Ethan.” Zeke wasn’t surprised to hear how rough his voice was. He gently rolled the warlock over and let out a moan. The once soft, caring face was now a mess. Zeke caressed Ethan’s swollen jaw as he fought back tears. A pair of thick handcuffs were around the warlock’s wrists, the skin around the steel bands raw and bleeding. Zeke lamented that he didn’t have a key to take them off so he could at least give Ethan that comfort. He gazed down at him and begged, “Please, wake up.”

Ethan responded, his eyelids fluttering open to reveal his green eyes.

Zeke sucked in a breath when he saw how haunted the man’s gaze was—how devoid of hope.

“Zeke?” Ethan whispered, sounding perplexed. “Am I dreaming again?”

“No.” Zeke shook his head as he continued to caress the man’s face. “I’m really here.”

“Why?” Ethan sounded so bewildered that someone would actually come for him.

Zeke wanted to cry and then kick someone’s ass. “You didn’t think we would leave you here, did you?” He cradled Ethan in his arms, being careful not to jostle him too much.

“Yeah, I did.”

His answer was so simply there was no doubt that he had. The warlock took in a rattling breath, the sound making a surge of panic rise in Zeke. No, he can’t die now. Not when we found him and this is all behind him. “Of course we came for you.” Zeke held him closer, blood getting all over his clothes and body armor. “I will always come when you’re in trouble.”

“Oh my Goddess,” Morgan cried from the door. She was pale with shock, her eyes bright with tears and rage as she looked at her childhood friend. She came over and knelt on the other side of the warlock, her hand coming out to tenderly touch the various wounds.

“Shouldn’t have come,” Ethan rasped, his breathing getting even harsher.

“Why would you say that? We love you,” she cried, tears falling down her cheeks.

“It’s a waste. I’m already dead.”

He said something else so low that Zeke couldn’t hear.

Morgan leaned down, her ear nearly to the warlock’s moving lips.

“What did he say?” Zeke asked, his throat thick with emotion.

“That it’s okay we came because at least now, he doesn’t have to die alone,” she sobbed.

“He doesn’t have to die at all,” Zeke snarled as he clutched Ethan tight to his chest. “You’re a witch, use magic to make him better.”

“I can’t,” Morgan’s voice cracked with helplessness. “They didn’t just take his blood, but something ripped his magic from him. There’s not enough left of him to save.”

“Ethan told me about that once.” Zeke swallowed hard. “He said it hurts bad to have that happen.”

“It was Davis, my old master when I lived at the Nine,” Ethan gasped out. The Nine were the most vile and evil dark wizard coven and that had been where Olivia had sent Ethan as a child for training.

“Where is he now?” Zeke demanded, a killing fury going through him. He didn’t care how powerful this dick was, when he found him, that wretched warlock was going to die in the most painful way possible.

“He left after he was done with me. Once he had my magic, I was no further use to him so he gave me to the vampires for blood,” Ethan’s eyes rolled briefly into the back of his head before he focused again. “Don’t worry though. I didn’t tell him where the sunlight grenades were. I would never give you guys up.”

“I know you didn’t.”

“No, I mean it,” Ethan continued, his face earnest and desperate. “I would never betray the clan. Please, tell me you believe that.”

“I believe it with all my heart.”

“Did Misty make it back okay?” Ethan’s voice was starting to get weak again.

Zeke could hear the warlock’s heart faltering. “Yes, she’s safe.”

“Then…it….was…all….worth…it,” Ethan labored between breaths. His eyes fluttered back and this time, they didn’t go back into focus again. Zeke put his hand on his chest, felt the warlock’s heart beat one, twice and then no more.

“No, don’t do this to me,” Zeke pleaded as he gently shook Ethan. The warlock’s head lolled to the side and his eyes glazed over, the life in them forever gone. He still shook the male again, this time harder. “Don’t die on me, damn it.”

“Zeke, stop,” Morgan cut in. “He’s gone, there’s nothing we can do.”

At that moment, Zeke realized there was something he could do. Running the edge of his tongue along one of his fangs, he mentally kicked himself for not thinking of it sooner. Sure, it was going to get him into some trouble, but he would do anything to save Ethan—even turn him into something he’d learned to hate—a vampire.

“You can’t be serious?” Morgan stammered, somehow catching on to what he was planning.

“If anyone deserves a second chance, it’s him,” Zeke argued, his fangs growing larger in preparation.

“We don’t even know if he’ll survive the transformation.” Her eyes were so large with fright it might have been comical in a different situation.

“No, we don’t know, but I’m not going to let that stop me from trying.”

“Do it,” a voice croaked from the door.

Zeke turned and saw it was Kavan. He’d pulled his warlock hood down, his face twisted with grief. They locked gazes.

The male mouthed, please.

Zeke nodded before he turned his attention back to Ethan. Baring his fangs with a hiss, he lowered his head and slowly sank them into the warlock’s flesh.





 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

The last time Zeke had drank for Ethan, the warlock’s blood was rich and full of magical energy. Now it was thin and bitter tasting, since the life and magic were gone. He swallowed just enough to make a blood exchange before he pulled back and took a dagger from his pocket. Making a deep gash along his own wrist, Zeke pressed the bleeding wound to Ethan’s slack lips. “Please, babe” he urged. “Drink. Take it all if you have to, just come back.” Despite his pleas, Ethan remained still, his eyes fixed and dilated, his heart silent. The sound of pounding footsteps made Zeke jerk up his head. Rafe came running in, Dante and Kane at his heels. The vampire skidded to a stop, letting out a cry of grief. “We didn’t make it in time.”

“Damn it!” Zeke snapped. “I’m not giving up on him and you better not either. Now get your ass over here and help me bring him back.”

“Holy fuck!” Dante breathed. “Are you doing what I think?”

“Yes, and if you have a problem with it, then get the hell out. If not, then come help.”

Dante nodded before he grabbed Rafe and urged him over to Ethan.

“Talk to him,” Zeke ordered. “You’re his brother and he may respond to that.”

“There’s a good chance he won’t respond because he doesn’t want to come back this way,” Rafe said bleakly as he dropped to his knees. “Even though she’s agreed to work with the Drones, Olivia hates all vampires and sees us as half-human. The stigma may be too much for him to live with.”

“Try anyhow.” Zeke squeezed his wound, forcing more blood down Ethan’s slack throat. Most of it ended up trickling out of the side of the warlock’s mouth and mixing with the stains already on the floor.

Rafe and Morgan started murmuring encouraging words to Ethan, pleading with him. Zeke could smell and hear the flames coming closer and knew they were running out of time. With each passing second, the despair in his heart grew. The weight of guilt grew heavy as he remembered how he’d left things between him and Ethan. The hurt on the warlock’s face when Zeke had pushed him away. He would have given anything to take it all back.

Quick like a gunshot, Ethan’s hands shot up and grabbed Zeke’s wrist. The handcuffs on the male’s arms rattling as he fought to get closer to the cut.

Zeke almost shouted in relief when he felt Ethan’s mouth sucking, taking in deep draws of blood. “That’s it,” Zeke urged with a laugh of pure joy. “Take all you need.”

Ethan opened his eyes, shifted his now sharp gaze over to Zeke, a question clearly there.

“I had no choice,” Zeke replied. “You would be dead if I hadn’t.”

“Ethan, it’s going to be okay,” Rafe soothed. “Now that I’ve got you back, I’m never going to let you get hurt again.”

Ethan pulled his lips away, his teeth coated with blood as he turned to look at Rafe. “I didn’t think you would come for me.”

“Why?” Rafe’s voice broke.

“Because Mom wouldn’t have. You don’t risk many to save just one.”

“You do if you love them,” Rafe said, his eyes growing moist with unshed tears. “The day I found out you were my brother was the last day you walked alone.”

Ethan opened his mouth to reply, but let out a loud scream of pain instead. “Oh fuck, that hurts!” he yelled.

“It’s the transformation,” Dante informed, his eyes grim. “We need to evacuate you now and get you back to the infirmary. Doc will have some drugs to help you through the worst of the pain.”

A big fat lie. No matter how many drugs they pumped into him, the change was going to hurt like a son of a bitch.

Morgan leaned forward to touch the handcuffs. “Let me take these off him first, I can use my magic to open the locks.”

“Don’t,” Dante ordered sharply. “I’ve never seen a warlock go through a transformation and we have no idea how violent he’ll get. It’s safer for all of us to keep him contained as much as possible.”

Even though the protective side of Zeke wanted to argue that one, he nodded his consent. Deep down, he knew Dante had a very valid point. He stood up so he could help lift Ethan and a wave of dizziness hit him so hard, he would have fallen if Kavan hadn’t reached out to steady him.

“How much blood did you give him?” Rafe asked.

“Like I said, as much as he wanted,” Zeke replied, his voice sounding funny, even to his own ears. The room tilted and spun, right before another spell of vertigo slammed into him. This time a blanket of darkness followed it.

Dimly he heard Kavan let out a curse, Ethan’s screams of pain and then the loud thud as he passed out.

 

* * * *

 

Pain sliced through Ethan’s body. It was relentless, never ending and worse than anything he’d ever felt—even when they’d been torturing him. He let out a scream that sounded animalistic, feral and so inhuman it scared him.

What in the fuck is going on?
The last thing he clearly remembered was Zeke holding him. Then a sense of peace had enveloped him as he faded. Now he was awake and in agony. He felt his body jostled around so he forced his eyes open to see why. He was on a stretcher of sorts and familiar faces hovered over him—Rafe, Dominic, Morgan and Ethan’s friends from his coven.

“Rafe?” Ethan rasped, hoping the way he said the name would let his brother know all the questions he wanted to ask, but couldn’t due to twisting pain his gut.

“It’s going to be okay,” Rafe assured in a panicked voice that did nothing to sooth Ethan. “You’re going to get through this. I’ll help you every step of the way.”

Get through what?
Then Ethan noticed, with horrifying clarity, the metallic, yet sweet taste of blood still lingering in his mouth. In a flash, he recalled grabbing onto Zeke’s arm and drinking deeply. How good it had tasted even though it should have revolted him.

Zeke had saved him, but in order to do so, he’d turned him into a vampire. Ethan let out another yell, this one partly from pain and partly from fear. They were walking out of the house, bright orange flames surrounding them and the fire echoed the emotions surging inside him. Did he really want this? It may have been better for everyone had Zeke just left him dead.

“Zeke!” he wailed, more in need than anger. He had some desperate need to see the vampire, to hold him and to…oh Goddess…to feed from him again. What kind of monster was he turning into?

Luckily, he didn’t have to voice that need since Rafe knew what he needed. Never breaking stride, the vampire bit his own wrist and pressed it to Ethan’s mouth. His blood tasted different then Zeke’s. Where Zeke had tasted sweet and dark, Rafe’s blood had a wild zing that must come from his mixed magical heritage. Ethan decided he liked the taste of Zeke better.

That still didn’t stop him from latching on and drinking hard. He even let out a savage snarl and sank his new fangs into Rafe, wanting the blood to flow stronger. Rafe grunted in pain, but didn’t object.

The blood helped ease the pain in his body, but as soon as Rafe pulled away so they could load Ethan into the back of an ambulance, it came back in full force. He reached out blindly for a replacement and grabbed the first warm body he found. It was Dante, who must have jumped inside to help. He didn’t fight Ethan’s hold.

“Easy there, big guy,” the vampire rolled up his sleeve. “We’ve got you.”

Ethan bared his fangs with a hiss and bit Dante’s wrist.

“Fuck!” Dante grimaced. “Vicious little thing, aren’t you?”

Since his mouth was busy, Ethan tired to set up a mental link with the vampire so he could ask where Zeke was. As one of the few warlocks who had telepathic abilities, he should have been able to connect easy. All he found was a blank space, as if the skill he’d had since a kid eluded him.

Oh yeah, he couldn’t do that anymore because the Nine had sucked his magic out of him. How could he have forgotten that? Just thinking about his lost magic, made a hollow ache develop in his chest. He had lost everything he’d ever known and held dear about himself and now he was being reborn into something new and terrifying. Closing his eyes against the despair, he withdrew into unconsciousness.

 

* * * *

 

Zeke woke up feeling like he was suffering from the hangover of his life, which said a lot since when he’d been a human, he’d had some wild nights. Sitting up, he moaned and held his head in his hands when his brain screamed at the sudden movement.

Blinking against the harsh light, he realized he was in the clan infirmary. It was busy so nobody paid any attention to him as the staff rushed around. Most of the activity seemed focused on one corner of the room and he was ready to mark it as none of his business until he heard someone yelling. Although the words were garbled and not understandable, he would recognize the voice anywhere.

Ethan!

A surge of fierce protectiveness went through Zeke and he got to his feet, despite the pounding in his head. Shouldering his way through the crowd, he rushed toward the screams. An IV pole came flying his way, making him pause long enough to duck so he didn’t take a hit to his skull.

Ethan was in the center of a group of vampires and it was clear he was out of his mind, yelling in some language Zeke didn’t understand. A string of words would burst from his lips before he would grab his head in his hands and let out loud screams. He repeated the wrenching cycle until Zeke couldn’t take it anymore and pushed closer.

Dante stepped in and placed a hand on Zeke’s chest, stopping him. “I don’t think you going to him is a good idea right now. He’s already out of control. If he sees you, it might get even worse since a fledgling’s reaction to their sire is always strong.”

“Why is he still suffering so much?” Zeke asked.

Ethan let out another primitive screech as he threw a heart monitor. The handcuffs were still on his wrists, but the heavy chain that had been connecting them were broke.

Shit, had he snapped the chain in half?

“Doc says it’s because it’s not natural to turn a warlock like you did.” Dante winced when Ethan turned and punched a hole in the thick wall. “Ouch, he’s going to feel that in the morning.”

“But Rafe is mixed and he’s okay.”

“First off, it’s a big question mark on the whole Rafe-is-okay thing,” Dante drawled sarcastically. “I mean if you spent more than ten minutes with him you’ll agree with me on that. Second, Rafe was born that way, where as you turned an adult warlock. It’s never been successfully done before.”

“Why not? What happened to them?” Zeke let out a ragged sigh as he watched Rafe and Dominic try to get close enough to take Ethan down.

Ethan roared in anger as he threw more medical equipment at them.

“The magic in their body doesn’t take kindly to our DNA invading it and it turns on itself, making the warlock go mad and then they die.” Dante stared over at the chaos. The usual cocky look on his face was gone, replaced by a bleak mask.

“But I thought Morgan said they drained all his magic from him.” Zeke allowed himself to feel a bit of hope that maybe this could all work out after all.

“True, but that still doesn’t make him human and no matter what, there will always be some magic in him. Even if it’s just a tiny spark that he can’t tap into.”

Ethan started screaming in that strange language again. Whatever he was saying was so pitiful and forlorn sounding that Zeke’s heart shattered. He let out a growl as he struggled to get past Dante. “Let me go to him.”

“You can’t. For all we know he may want to rip your throat apart for what you did. You need to get out of here and go back to bed,” Dante ordered as he grabbed Zeke by the arm and held tight.

“I’m not going anywhere. He’s mine!” Zeke roared.

The entire room grew quiet at his outburst. Even Ethan grew silent. The warlock whipped his head to the side and sniffed the air, like he’d picked up an interesting scent. A slow, wicked smile spread out over his face, making him look feral and seductive at the same time.

Moving so quick he was blur, Ethan charged Zeke. Ethan threw Dante to the side as he grabbed onto the front of Zeke’s shirt and slammed him against a wall. Adrenaline shot threw Zeke’s system, but so did desire. Even though he should have been thinking of a way to fight back and get away if Ethan meant to rip him apart, all he could focus on was how good it felt to have his hard body pressing against him.

Zeke fought to keep his face impassive as Ethan leaned forward so their faces where only inches apart. Blood was still coating his blond hair and the face wounds hadn’t healed all the way yet, but to Zeke, he couldn’t have looked more desirable. Which just went to show how sick he was to be lusting for a guy who was so injured.

“I’m not yours,” Ethan said in gravelly voice. His eyes were wild with pain and fear, but there was no mistaking the sexual spark there, too. “You want to know why, vampire?”

“Why?”

“Because you’re mine.” Ethan rolled his hips forward and there was the unmistakable bulge of his erection.

“Shit,” Zeke moaned. Even though they had a roomful of vampire voyeurs, he’d never been so turned on. Glancing over Ethan’s shoulder, he could see the clan doctor, Dahlia, slowly approaching, a syringe in her hand.

Keep him distracted,
she mouthed.

Zeke gave a slight nod to show he understood.

Ethan buried his nose in the crook of Zeke’s neck and inhaled. “Now that I’m near you, the fire inside me has stopped. It doesn’t hurt so badly.”

“Maybe it’s because I’m your sire,” Zeke reasoned as he brought his arms up and wrapped them around Ethan’s waist. Someone had given him a tee shirt, but he was still wearing the bloody pants they’d found him in.

“That’s bullshit and we both know it,” Ethan murmured in a low voice, but everyone around them still probably heard. He rubbed against Zeke again and moaned. “Damn, I thought I had it bad for you before. Now I want to fuck you so bad, I can’t think of anything else.”

Obviously not or else he would have realized he’d just made that admission in front of others. Zeke caught the dark glare Rafe was tossing him and he slid his hands down so they were on Ethan’s hips.

“We have plenty of time to do that later. Right now I just want a kiss,” Zeke said, covertly watching as Dahlia got closer.

“Just a kiss?” Ethan’s full lips spread out into a sly smile. “Are you sure? I’ll let you do anything you want to me.” He leaned closer and whispered, “And I do mean anything.”

At those words, Zeke’s cock throbbed with need. It took all his control not to take Ethan to a more private place so he could take him up on that promise. Then he reminded himself that the only reason Ethan was acting this way was because he was out of his mind from the transformation and he really didn’t mean any of it.

“Let’s just start with a kiss for now,” Zeke replied, putting a damper on his desire. As soon as he was done here, he would go run laps in the training center until he collapsed from exhaustion. Maybe that would help him get rid of the erection that was making his pants uncomfortably tight. That and about a dozen cold showers.

“You know that one kiss isn’t going to be enough for either of us, but I guess I’ll take what I can get.” Ethan ran his tongue over his lips before he closed his eyes and moved in.

Zeke met him halfway, a happy sigh slipping out of his mouth before he could stop it. As soon as Ethan’s soft lips touched him, he was lost. Letting out a moan, he slid his tongue inside Ethan’s mouth. He encountered his new fangs and Zeke took some time to caress and suck them, making the warlock gasp in response. Then he saw Dahlia stepping back, the syringe now empty and Zeke realized that hadn’t been why Ethan had gasped after all.

“Why is it every time I kiss you I get cock blocked?” Ethan asked, his words already slurring.

“I’m sorry.” Zeke felt guilty as he saw the betrayed look on the male’s face. Ethan’s legs gave out and Zeke struggled to tighten his grip on him so he didn’t crash to the floor.

“Just promise me you’ll take me back to my room. I can’t stand the light and smells of this place. It makes it hurt even more.” Ethan’s request came out slow and thick as the drugs Dahlia gave him continued to pump through his system.

“I promise,” Zeke said right before Ethan passed out. Not waiting for help, he scooped the male up and left the infirmary.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Dahlia demanded.

“You heard. He wants to be in his room,” Zeke replied, not turning around.

“He needs to be here where I can watch over him,” she protested.

“I’ll take care of him.”

Dahlia muttered something uncomplimentary under her breath about stubborn male vampires.

Zeke ignored her.

“At least take some restraints with you,” she pleaded.

“I’m not going to tie him up…not after what he’s been through. If he gets out of control again, I’ll think of a different way to keep him down.”

“I’ll bet you will,” Dante smirked, earning a dirty look from Rafe.

“Fine you can go, but I’m coming, too,” Rafe demanded.

Zeke knew it would be useless to argue with him. “Okay, bring Morgan and Dominic with you. They can burn those herbs and oils all the magics like. Maybe that will soothe him some.” At this point Zeke was willing to do anything to bring any amount of comfort to Ethan. Tucking the male tighter to his chest, Zeke carried him to the bedroom.

The warlock looked so peaceful in sleep. The agony that had marred his face was now gone. The grime and dried blood was still there and Zeke decided that one of the first things he would do would be to clean him up some. It wasn’t much, but it was all he had to offer for now. He wondered again what it was Ethan had been screaming in the infirmary.

Then again maybe it was better he didn’t know. Dante may be an ass at times, but he may have had a point. What if Ethan resented being a vampire? It wasn’t exactly as if he’d been given a choice in the matter and it was no secret that despite the alliance they had, magics and vampires didn’t think too highly of each other.

Zeke recalled the first time he’d kissed Ethan. During the moment of passion, he’d lost control and drank from the warlock. Just as things were getting good, Zeke had pushed him away and he’d made it perfectly clear that he’d done it because of whom Ethan was. The hurtful words he tossed at the warlock came back to haunt him.

No I can’t. Not even with you. It’s not what you did, it’s who you are. I can’t get close to anyone who’s a magic. Not after what your kind did to me.

That had been right before the vampires captured Ethan. What was even more damning was how Zeke hadn’t even licked the bite wounds closed after he finished drinking from the male. In the vampire world, that was the ultimate sign of disrespect. Zeke hadn’t meant to deliver that insult. With him so fucked up after the kiss, he’d truly forgotten. Yet the slight had been there all the same. After everything Ethan had done for the Drone clan, he deserved better.

“I’ll make this all up to you somehow,” Zeke whispered to the unconscious male. “If it takes me the rest of my life, I’ll make it right.”





 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

Ethan slowly opened his eyes and tensed, waiting for the pain to follow. Blessedly though, none came. He felt warm, clean and more alive than ever. Someone had washed the blood out of his hair and put him in a fresh pair of sweats. Slowly, he realized there were a set of strong arms around him, a hard body spooning him protectively. Breathing in deep, he detected the familiar dark and wild scent of Zeke.

Oh wow, this was even better than he’d always imagined it would be. So many times he’d wondered how it would be to wake up in Zeke’s arms. It made him feel so safe, protected and cherished. Something he’d never known before.

“You’re awake,” Zeke’s voice rumbled into his ear.

“Yeah,” Ethan answered, suddenly feeling awkward. Even more so as he noticed they weren’t the only ones in the room. Rafe, Morgan, Dante, Dominic and Kane were all asleep in various chairs situated around the bed. Almost like they’d been keeping a vigil there. Yeah right, the trauma his head had taken must have knocked a screw loose. There is no way they would give a kobold’s ass about him. Maybe Morgan did because they’d always been friends, but that was it.

“You’re not going to go crazy on us again are you?” Zeke asked, making no move to let go.

Ethan wasn’t about to complain. Not when it felt so good. “No.” He swallowed hard, his earlier behavior at the infirmary coming back to him. “Fuck,” he moaned, closing his eyes in humiliation. “I’m not going to be able to look at any of you in the face ever again.”

“It’s okay. We all did crazy things during our transformation. Well, not Rafe and his brothers since they were born this way, but they’ve seen other turnings enough to know what you did was pretty standard behavior.”

“Was it really?” Ethan gazed over at Rafe, glad he was asleep and not hearing all this. “I recall Dahlia saying I was reacting different because I used to be magic.”

Goddess, how it hurt to say that one single word, used. Of all the things that they had done to him during his captivity, the loss of his magic ranked number one. Not because of how painful it had been when they ripped it from him either. It was because when they took his magic, they took what he was. Even when he knew that he had nobody to love him, no family, no respect, at least he could take comfort in the knowledge that he was one of the most powerful warlocks. Now he didn’t even have that.

“Ethan, look at me,” Zeke commanded.

Ethan shifted around in the male’s embrace so he could turn on his side to meet Zeke’s gaze. He had a day’s worth of stubble on his face and his hair was messed in a just-woke-up way that was so sexy.

Locking gazes with him, Zeke said slowly, “I’m sorry for what I had to make you into, but I’m not sorry for saving your life.”

“Why, since you’ve made it so clear that you wanted nothing to do with me?” Ethan asked as he searched Zeke’s face for some clue to what he was feeling. All he saw was a soft concern. Not anything near the bone crunching desire he was feeling for the vampire.

“I’m so sorry for all that. If I could, I would take it all back.”

“Even those two times we kissed?” As soon as he asked that, Ethan wanted it back. The last thing he needed or wanted to hear was that Zeke had regrets in that area.

“No, those I would keep.” The vampire smiled, suddenly looking almost boyish.

“Not that I mind, but why are you in bed with me?”

“While the drugs kept you mostly under control, you were still mumbling and thrashing around a lot. When I got close though, you calmed down. Must be because I’m your sire and you feel that whole blood connection thing with me.”

“Must be,” Ethan replied although he didn’t believe it for one goddamn second. The hard cock and blinding desire he was suffering from right now didn’t have shit to do with a blood bond.

“I know you hate beds, but Doc insisted we camp out here and not in the spot you made on the floor,” Zeke explained.

Ever since he’d spent most of his childhood sleeping on the cold hard floors of the Nine’s coven temple, Ethan had never been able to get used to sleeping in a bed again. Not only were they too soft, but he felt more protected if he could wedge himself against the wall and tuck his knees to his chest. He’d learned quickly during those hellish years at the Nine that it was best always to protect yourself from attack, especially while sleeping.

“So are you really feeling okay?” Zeke asked, his eyes narrowing with concern.

“Yes, I just feel different.” Ethan hesitantly touched his new fangs with his tongue. “Everything seems sharper, more in focus and brighter. Not only that, but I can hear better, everything is so loud that it’s jarring.”

“You’ll get used to it. It was hard for me at first, too, but I adjusted and so will you.” Zeke pulled back one of his arms so he could brush the back of his knuckles against Ethan’s jaw.

“I can hear your heart beating, the blood rushing through your veins,” Ethan confessed, the words coming out slurred because his fangs had dropped.

“Are you thirsty?” Zeke asked. His eyes grew dark with passion as his incisors grew. They were long and wickedly sharp.

“Are you offering?” Ethan hungrily eyed up the vampire’s thick jugular vein. His mouth watered in anticipation. A small part of him was still shocked and disgusted at the thought of drinking blood, but it’s not like he hadn’t done it before. The Nine were notorious for blood rituals and shameful as it was to admit, they’d forced him to participate more than once. As those memories came rushing back, he blanched, his stomach twisting in self-hatred.

“Hey, now. It’s not like that,” Zeke soothed, somehow knowing the dark path Ethan’s mind had gone down. “I’m offering and you’re not taking.”

“What if I didn’t deserve a second chance?” Ethan whispered.

“All that stuff wasn’t your fault. That’s not the real you. The true Ethan is the one who gave himself up to save a little girl, the Ethan who died instead of giving away the clan’s secrets,” Zeke returned fervently.

“But I—” Ethan started, but Zeke cut him off with a heated kiss. The need already flowing inside him surged to a full-grown fire as he darted his tongue out to meet the vampire’s. Zeke growled in approval as he rolled over onto his back, taking Ethan with him. Now that he was sprawled on top of Zeke, there was no way Ethan could hide his erection, but he didn’t care anymore. Whimpering with need, he thrust forward so it rubbed against the hard body under him.

“Easy, we’re not the only ones in here,” Zeke reminded.

Ethan darted a quick glance around and saw the others were still sleeping. “They don’t know what’s going on,” Ethan moaned as he thrust his throbbing cock against Zeke. The friction made for a delicious feeling and he hissed in pleasure.

“Still, you need to feed now, while we have some semblance of privacy.” Zeke cupped him by the back of his head and urged him down.

Ethan found his lips inches away from the male’s fluttering jugular. “How should I do it? I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Trust me babe, as jacked up as I am right now, pain will be the last thing I feel.” To prove his point Zeke lifted his hips so Ethan could feel how hard he was. “Just give in and let instinct take over.”

Ethan bared his fangs and hesitated a moment before the blood lust took over, washing away all his misgivings. It was primal, hard and he could not deny it. Striking fast like a viper attacking prey, he sank his fangs into the taut flesh of Zeke’s neck. There was a pop as he broke through the skin and then the male’s blood hit Ethan’s tongue, tasting better than a fine rich brandy. More! Just one sip wasn’t enough. Angling for a better position, he splayed his hands on Zeke’s tight chest and sank his fangs in even deeper.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Zeke choked, sounding like it was taking everything he had not to yell louder.

Ethan took another swallow, the lust inside him building with each passing second. Grinding his cock against Zeke, Ethan cursed the clothing separating them. He let out a snarl of frustration, the sound muffled because he still had his lips pressed against Zeke’s flesh. Sliding his tongue over the puncture wounds to seal them closed, he gazed down at Zeke.

“Fuck me, please?” He couldn’t remember a time where he was this aroused. It was painful and made him half-crazed with need. He’d heard about how intense it felt for a vampire when they were in the throes of blood lust, but he’d never thought it would be this bad.

“I can’t. Not with everyone else in here,” Zeke replied in a strained voice. The veins on his temples were standing out and a fine sheen of sweat was covering his brow.

“Please, I hurt.” Ethan hated begging, but if he didn’t get relief soon, he feared he was going to lose his frigging mind.

“That’s okay, I’ll take care of you in another way. I’ve got you, babe,” Zeke whispered. The blanket had ended up twisted in their bodies and the vampire awkwardly maneuvered things, until the covering was back up around their waists. Then sliding his hand between them, he reached into Ethan’s pants and grabbed his aching cock.

“Oh Goddess, yes,” Ethan cried as he bucked forward.

Zeke stilled his hand and tsked under his breath. “Be quiet or you’ll wake everyone up. If that happens, all the fun will stop and you don’t want that, do you?”

“No.” Ethan shook his head as he bit his bottom lip so hard he cut himself with his fangs.

“Then be good and don’t say a word. I hear one sound from you, I’ll have to stop,” Zeke said, the warm sensual tone of his voice taking the bite out of his threat.

Once Ethan nodded to indicate he understood, Zeke started to move his hand up and down. Ethan closed his eyes and gave in to the pleasure, biting his lip again to hold back the moans. Thanks to the position, it wasn’t the best hand job he’d ever had technique-wise, but the fact that is was Zeke giving it, made it the most exciting experience of his life.

“I’ve wanted to touch you like this for so long,” Zeke confessed, his voice so low it was almost nonexistent. “I would look at that hard body of yours and wonder how your cock would feel in my hand. Now that I’ve finally get to stroke it, I’m so glad that it didn’t disappoint me. It’s so thick and hard and now it’s all mine.”

Damn, how did Zeke expect him not to react when he was saying stuff like that? The need to groan as the vampire fisted his cock was so strong that he choked a bit from the effort of holding it in. Shifting his hands so they were gripping the vampire’s shoulders, Ethan started to pump his hips back and forth, his erection sliding in Zeke’s fist.

He moved faster and harder, the passion ruling his mind. Then Zeke gave him a non-to-gentle squeeze and that threw Ethan over the edge. Throwing his head back, he totally broke the no-noise rule by letting out a hoarse cry as he came. Hot shots of semen left his cock, going all over him and Zeke. The vampire didn’t seem to mind though, he just kept stroking him until he was finished.

“You’re bleeding,” Zeke observed thickly as he gazed up.

Ethan brought a hand to his chin and realized he’d bit himself a lot harder than he’d thought. Blood was trickling down his chin a steady rate.

“Come here,” Zeke commanded as he pulled Ethan’s head down. Darting his tongue out, he made slow passes with his tongue over Ethan’s bottom lip, licking up the blood and sealing the wounds shut.

“Thank you,” Ethan said as he pulled back.

“Trust me. The pleasure was all mine.” Zeke smiled. His fangs were still long and ready and it made him look all the more wicked.

“Are you sure?” Ethan asked with a frown. “You didn’t exactly get anything out of it. If you want, you can feed from me. I don’t mind and I’m feeling much better so I don’t think it will hurt anything.”

“I’m fine.” Zeke reached up to caress his face. “Why don’t you go take a shower before everyone wakes up?”

“Do I stink?” Ethan was horrified at the thought, but given the conditions he was in previously, it wouldn’t be too far of a stretch.

“No, you smell perfect. I just thought a hot shower would feel good. I tried to clean you up as much as I could, but it wasn’t the real thing and I’m sure there’s probably still some blood and stuff in your hair.”

“You washed me?” Ethan stammered, shocked. He’d just assumed Dahlia or someone from her staff had done that.

“Yeah, I figured you wouldn’t want to wake up in that condition. Plus, I wanted you to be comfortable.”

“Did you wash my whole body, like my chest and back?” He fought to sound casual even though his heart was pounding with fear of what Zeke might have seen, of how Ethan’s darkest secret could have been uncovered.

“No, since everyone and their grandmother insisted on coming along and watching over you, I couldn’t get that thorough. I still tried though because I wanted you to be comfortable.”

“You took care of me.” A strange mix of emotions went through Ethan as he thought about that. Nobody had ever looked after him when he’d been sick. Even when he was a small child, Olivia had left him to fend for himself.

“Of course I did. I’m your sire. It’s my job,” Zeke responded, but there was no missing the tenderness in his eyes.





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

Zeke had been right about one thing. The hot shower had felt like heaven. Ethan stood under the spray so long his fingers pruned up as he washed away the last remnants of captivity. The sweet taste of Zeke’s blood still lingered on his lips and Ethan ran his tongue out to savor it as he grabbed his homemade herbal shampoo and lathered up. He knew he truly wouldn’t feel clean until he had the stench of that hellhole off him and the familiar scent of his cleaning products soothed him.

He couldn’t stop touching his teeth with his tongue. Even after going all fang on Zeke, it was still hard to believe that he was a vampire now. And not a warlock. He wanted to scream in outrage over the loss of who he was, instead he leaned his head onto the shower stall and fought back tears.

Even if he had wanted to go back to his coven, there was no way they’d take him now. He’d be lucky if Olivia didn’t offer a price on his head to get rid of her newest embarrassment. It wasn’t that he disliked vampires. In the time he’d been with the clan, he’d come to respect and like them. But he wasn’t going to fool himself into thinking that other magics were going to be so forgiving. A pounding on the door brought him out of his musings.

“Are you okay in there?” Rafe called through the wood.

“Yeah, I’m just finishing up.” Ethan turned off the water and grabbed a towel.

“Okay, I didn’t mean to hover. I was worried that you might still be weak and fell or something.”

“Nah, I’m fine.” He started drying off, wincing whenever the towel would hit a tender area of his body. Vampires were supposed to be fast healers, but he sure wasn’t seeing it. Maybe it was because he was so fucked up when Zeke had turned him.

“Are you hungry?” Rafe asked.

“Don’t worry about me. I got some food stashed in my room.” Since the numerous poisonings while living with the Nine, Ethan didn’t trust anything he didn’t make himself.

He dressed in his favorite ratty workout pants and faded blue sweatshirt since he wasn’t planning on going anywhere. It was a good bet that he was the talk of the clan right now and the last thing he felt like doing was going out so he could be the train wreck that nobody could look away from. A large mirror hung over the sink and he’d been avoiding looking in it, not sure he was ready for what would meet him.

Then he realized that it was stupid to put off the inevitable. It’s not like he could walk away from this. Still he hedged, taking only two small steps before he froze. In his time as a soldier for the coven, he’d come across a lot of scary things, empusa, werewolves, poltergeists and even a zombie or two. None of them terrified him as much as that damn mirror. It felt like, that as soon as he saw the new image of him, it would bring it all back home.

“Come on,” he whispered, giving himself a pep talk. “When you drank Zeke’s blood that should have slapped you with the truth of who you are. It’s just a goddamn mirror, get a grip and stop being such a nancy.”

“Hey, are you sure everything’s okay?” Rafe called again.

Ethan took a deep breath and forced himself to admit, “No. Can you come in here a sec?”

Rafe opened the door and stepped in. “What’s wrong?”

His face, lined with such genuine concern, made Ethan feel better about reaching out to him. “What do I look like?” Ethan darted a furtive glance at his brother before ducking his head.

“Do you want me to be honest?” Rafe had just the hint of a smile.

“Yeah.”

“You look like you’ve spent the better part of a few days under a group of Pure Born’s boots.” Suddenly getting serious, he held out one hand. “Come on over to the mirror and you can see for yourself.”

Ethan took one step forward before he stalled again. “I’ll just take your word for it.”

“Come on.” Rafe kept his hand out. “You can do this. If you want, I’ll stay with you while you look.”

The bathroom wasn’t that large so all Ethan had to do was reach out and their hands were touching. It dawned on him that it was the first time he and Rafe had touched each other without there being hostility on at least one side. Rafe tugged, forcing Ethan to take those final steps to the mirror. “Thanks for coming to get me,” Ethan said, keeping his gaze directed at the sink.

“That’s what brothers do for each other. Stop thanking me before I have to kick your ass. I would hate to have to mess up that pretty boy mug of yours anymore. Now, stop stalling and look at yourself.” They were still holding hands and Rafe gave him an encouraging squeeze.

Ethan slowly raised his head and for the first time since he’d been held captive, saw his reflection. His jaw was still swollen on one side and deep purple bruises rimmed both eyes. The bite marks on his bottom lip were visible, but they were faint, thanks to Zeke licking them. “I look like shit,” he breathed as he tilted his head from side to side to see the vicious bite marks the Pure Borns had left behind. “I thought that any wounds you had were supposed to heal during the transformation.”

“I asked Dahlia the same thing and she said it was because you were so badly injured, it’s going to take you a while to heal, no matter what form you’re in. Believe me, this is a huge improvement from what you looked like when we first dragged you out of there.”

“Yeah, they were ticked when they found out I wasn’t Brenden and then when I wouldn’t tell them where the sunlight grenades were, they got really pissed.” Ethan took a deep breath to bolster his nerve, then opened his mouth so he could check out his new fangs. They seemed so big and he knew from firsthand experience that when he got horny or mad, they grew larger. Shit! There goes eating corn on the cob. That revelation was so random and ludicrous, he laughed.

“Do I even want to know what’s so funny?” Rafe smiled.

“I was just thinking about how limited my food choices are going to be now,” Ethan explained between chuckles.

“You’ll adjust.” Rafe nervously cleared his throat. “I’ll be there to help you every step of the way.”

“It’s going to be hard for me.” Ethan sobered as he gripped the edges of the sink. “I don’t mean the adapting to my new vampire life either.”

“I know it will.” Rafe clasped him on the shoulder.

“I’m not used to being close to others and it’s not going to be easy for me to get comfortable having you around.” Ethan was stunned that he was unloading this much, but it did feel good.

“Olivia is not mother of the year, that’s for sure,” Rafe said thickly. “I used to hate her for abandoning me as a kid. Now I realize I was the lucky one. I know I’ve already told you this, but I swear that if I’d known about you and what that bitch was putting you through, nothing would have stopped me from coming to get you.”

Ethan looked up into the mirror, meeting Rafe’s gaze through the reflection. “For the first time, I believe that.”

“When I saw you lying there, broken and dying I swore that if I got another chance, I would show you that I love you as much as Dante and Kane.”

Rafe’s eyes watered up a bit, which shocked Ethan almost as much as his declaration. Unless Rafe was with his mates, the only emotions he ever showed were moody and brooding. “You’re not going to try to hug me, are you?” Ethan deadpanned, hoping to lighten the mood.

“Christ no, that would make this a total chick flick moment,” Rafe shot back, catching on.

“Because I may have to kick your ass if you did.” Ethan turned so he could leave.

Rafe grabbed him and pulled him into an embrace so tight it hurt.

“You just had to go there,” Ethan quipped as he awkwardly brought his arms up to return the hug.

“I would give my life for you,” Rafe vowed.

“And it just keeps getting worse,” Ethan bitched, anything to keep things from getting more emotional. Between this and Zeke, he was going on overload. He pulled away from Rafe and went out into his bedroom.

Instantly, his gaze swept the room, looking for Zeke, but there was no sign of him. A strange sense of disappointment went through him. There was a little bit of hurt there, too. Yeah, maybe they hadn’t made any promises to each other, but the guy could have at least said goodbye.

Everyone else was up and moving around, his small room seeming even more cramped than usual since it was full of visitors. Morgan let out a squeal of delight and ran at him, throwing her arms around his waist. Great, another hug.

“Don’t you ever do that to me again, you jerk,” she cried as she continued to embrace him.

“I’m sorry, next time I die, I’ll make sure I get a signed permission slip from you first,” Ethan grumbled as he tried to untangle himself. Unfortunately, she was determined and held on tight. So he just sighed and waited for it to be over.

“In case you’re wondering, Zeke got called to a debriefing meeting,” she said, her voice muffled because her face was pressed against his chest.

“I wasn’t wondering,” he lied.

“Okay, sure you weren’t.” Muffled or not, there was a sharp tone of disbelief in her tone.

“I wasn’t,” he snapped, finally managing to get away. He moved as far away as his closet-sized bedroom would allow. It was tiny and not much, but he’d filled it with various pots of herbs, bottles of essential oils and crystals. It felt homey and it was the one place he could feel relaxed. Or at least is was until it had been invaded by a bunch of well-intentioned vampires.

“You should have seen what they were doing before the rest of you woke up,” Dante drawled. Sprawled out on a chair tucked into the corner of the room, the vampire had an I-know-what-you-were-doing grin on his face.

Ethan felt a warm heat come to his cheeks from embarrassment and more than a bit of outrage. “You should have told us you were awake,” Ethan snarled, not even bothering to hide his anger. Unfortunately, Dante lived for pissing off others and he just grinned even bigger.

“You two looked like you were having so much fun I didn’t want to interrupt.”

“What exactly was Zeke doing to him?” Rafe demanded as he slowly popped his knuckles.

“Use your imagination.”

“What went on between us is nobody’s business.” Ethan turned away from them and rummaged in his top drawer. He kept a supply of energy bars locked up in there. Grabbing one, he opened it and took a bite, tying hard to ignore how dry and bland it tasted. As he tried to choke it down, he debated the best way to get rid of everyone.

The door opened and Kane came in with a tray in his hands.

Ethan’s stomach jumped as the smell of chicken noodle soup hit him. The bar tasted even more like sand as he eyed up the bowl, all the while wishing he could go over there and down the entire thing.

Then he remembered a time when he’d been eighteen. He was still living with the Nine, but he’d started to get some respect because he was learning how to embrace the dark magic and fight dirty. His dedication had earned him a promotion in the ranks. Some rival had objected and spiked Ethan’s rations with a viper potion. Made with the venom of various snakes, the concoction had him writhing in pain for days and since there was no antidote, it forced him to suffer in agony until it had worked its way through his body.

When he’d come out of it, he found he’d been demoted. The reason? For being sloppy and letting his guard down. His mentors considered it a failure on his part for not detecting the poison or anticipating the attack.

“You need to eat some real food. Those energy bars aren’t going to do crap for you anymore,” Kane advised as he nodded to the tray.

“He’s right,” Dante added, his smartass attitude gone as he narrowed his gaze in concern. “You’re already too thin and your new vampire metabolism will demand even more fuel.”

Ethan fell back to the same fib he’d always used, “Thanks, but I don’t like soup. I’ll grab something from the kitchen later.”

“Bullshit!” Rafe growled. Going over to the tray, he picked up the spoon and took a bite, proving the food was safe. “Now sit down and eat before I slap a bib on you and fucking spoon feed you.”

Ethan didn’t know what he hated more, someone telling him what to do, or the fact that Rafe knew that the simple act of eating terrified him.

“Nice bedside manner you got going there,” Dante said with heavy sarcasm. “With that lovey-dovey attitude, it’s a wonder Dahlia doesn’t recruit you to work in the infirmary.”

“It works though. He and I have been down this road before.” Rafe picked up the bowl and shoved it into Ethan’s hands. “Eat.”

Ethan glowered at him, but he did pick up the spoon and take a bite. The broth was thick, flavorful and a whole lot better than the energy bar. Keeping the bowl close to his chest, he curled up in a chair and began to eat with gusto.

“What do you guys know about Zeke?” Rafe asked as he took a seat on the bed.

Ethan would have told him to mind his own business again, but he was too interested in the answers.

“Not much.” Dante shrugged. “I heard that while he was human, he used to be military, but I don’t even know what branch.”

“I’ve heard he has a real aversion to magics,” Morgan added. “While he’s never been mean to me or Dominic, he hasn’t gone out of his way to be friendly with us either.”

Ethan didn’t volunteer what Zeke had said to him when he’d rejected him after their first kiss. That moment was private and he felt like he would be betraying the vampire by blurting out all the personal details. Instead, he just kept his head down and continued eating.

“Yet, he doesn’t have any problem getting cozy with my brother,” Rafe observed, a shrewd look crossing his eyes.

“You’re forgetting one thing,” Ethan said, looking up from the bowl. “I’m not a warlock anymore.”

“Just because you lost your magic doesn’t change who you really are deep down,” Rafe replied softly.

“He’s right,” Morgan added. “For all we know, your magic may still build back up to what it was before.”

“Have you ever heard of that happening to a magic who their powers stripped from them?” Ethan swallowed hard against the bitter taste of hate in his mouth. If he ever saw Davis again, he would find a way to kill the bastard, even if he had to die himself in the process.

“Well, no,” Morgan conceded. “But in theory it could happen.”

“Yeah, well, I won’t be holding my breath.”

“Hey now, let’s not be such a grumpy gus,” Dante cracked. “I happen to think you look way better in fangs and from what I saw, you already know how to use them.”

“I think we need to find out more about Zeke and why he’s so interested in Ethan,” Kane said as he ran his hand over his jaw in a thoughtful manner.

“Agreed” Rafe nodded.

“Hey!” Ethan cut, in realizing he’d lost complete control of the situation. “I never asked for three vampire bodyguards. I can take care of myself.”

They all ignored him and continued planning their intrusion.

“Cherish was really close to Zeke at some point. I bet we can get some info from her,” Dante offered.

“How close?” Ethan felt a surge of unwanted jealously go through him. Again, they ignored him.

“Do you really think she would talk to us?” Kane asked.

“Sure, we’re pretty tight since she works on Brenden’s team,” Dante replied.

With a grunt of disgust, Ethan put down the now-empty bowl and got up, heading for the door.

“Where are you going?” Rafe called, sounding more than a bit annoyed.

“To find Cherish.” Ethan didn’t even turn around when he answered. “If she has the answers, then I want to talk to her. Maybe then, that will convince you that there’s nothing froggy going on, and you guys will leave Zeke alone”

 

It took them over a half hour to find Cherish, since she had holed herself up in one of the rarely used back storage rooms so she could do her research in peace. Smaller than most vampires, she had a mop of curly brown hair that she usually kept tucked into one of her various hats. Today she wore a red crocheted beret cocked to the side. Even though she was dressed in the all black Drone uniform, she couldn’t have looked less like a soldier. With her sparkling brown eyes and dimples, she looked more like a college coed than a creature of the night. She was sitting in a ratty, blue recliner that had seen better days, her laptop on her knees. She always had the computer with her. Ethan wondered if she slept with the damn thing.

“Hey you!” she beamed up at Ethan, showing off a dainty set of fangs. “You’re looking a whole lot better than when I last saw you.”

“You were part of the rescue group?” he asked as he took the fold up chair next to her. Dante, Kane and Rafe remained standing.

“Yes, I stayed behind in the van to help monitor the situation like I always do, so I didn’t really get into the nitty-gritty, but I was there when they pulled you out.”

“Thank you,” Ethan said with true sincerity. It still amazed him that this clan of vampires was willing to risk their lives when they hardly knew him.

“What can I say,” she teased. “I have a soft spot for blonds.” She turned back to her keyboard and started typing again.

“I wanted to ask you a few questions about Zeke,” Ethan threw out, studying her face to see her reaction. Her hands stilled as her mouth dropped open for a second.

“I was wondering when you would come for that,” she finally said, recovering. She started typing again, refusing to look at any of them, but Ethan could tell she was stressing by the way she nibbled on her bottom lip.

“What’s his story?” Rafe butted in. “How was he turned? Why does he hate magics so much?”

“What is your connection to him? I know you two are really tight,” Ethan couldn’t resist adding. He winced when he realized how revealing that question was, especially when Cherish turned to give him a knowing look.

“We were blood partners for a while,” she replied flatly. “There was nothing sexual between us. Just two friends helping each other out. He’s like a brother to me and I’m not going to rat him out to you guys.”

Ethan almost smiled when he heard there was no romantic connection between the two. He managed to keep a straight face though, not wanting to let on how much Zeke meant to him. If Rafe knew how deeply connected he already was to the vampire, he’d never let up on the mother hen act.

“So you’re willing to admit he has some secrets then,” Rafe cut in sharply.

“Don’t we all have secrets?” Cherish replied, pinning him with a hard, knowing look.

“Fine, can you at least tell us how he was turned?” Kane sighed. “Surely that isn’t some big secret since you guys all had to reveal it to Eric when you joined the clan.”

When she still hesitated, Dante reached out and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Please, do it for me.”

“Sorry, Dante, we may be friends, but Zeke has been there for me so many times. I don’t want to see him get hurt by all this.” She shook her head, pressing her lips together in a tight line.

Rafe knelt down on the other side of her so he was eye level. “Look, I almost lost my brother and I can’t stand for him to be hurt again. I know Zeke has some kind of infatuation with him. I just don’t know what and that scares me. Maybe if you could tell me a little more about the guy, it might take some of the worry away from me.”

“Again with the talking like I’m not even here,” Ethan bitched, finally having had enough. As usual, they all ignored him. That was until he tried to get up. Kane’s hand shot out and clamped down on his shoulder, preventing his escape.

“Aren’t they annoying when they get so bossy?” Cherish shot him a dry look.

“Yeah, real annoying.” Ethan shocked himself when he bared his fangs and hissed. Slightly embarrassed by his lapse in control, he brought his hand to his mouth. For some reason, that seemed to amuse her, a small smile playing on her lips.

“Fine, I’ll tell you, but only because I think Ethan deserves a break after what he did for our clan and not for you nosy bastards.” She shot the brothers chastising looks. Glancing at Ethan, she directed her next sentence to him, “The whole reason Zeke was turned into a vampire was because of a witch.”

Ethan felt his stomach drop at her bombshell. Well, that might explain why Zeke didn’t want to get close to another magic. Licking his lips in hopes of alleviating the sudden case of cottonmouth he’d developed, he asked, “What exactly happened.”

“Zeke’s human military team ran into a dark witch and she decided she wanted some new pets. She captured them and did some things to them—bad things. I’m not going to go into more details of what he went through with her. If you want to know, you’ll have to ask Zeke yourself. I will tell you that when she got done playing with them, she sold them to a group of feral vampires for food.”

“Shit,” Ethan breathed, getting nauseous. No wonder Zeke hated magics so much. He knew more than anyone how it felt to be bartered away so you could be someone’s next meal.

“How many of his team were turned?” Rafe asked, looking a bit green, too.

“There were six men that were captured by the witch. Zeke was the only one who lived long enough to be turned,” Cherish whispered as she clenched her hands into tense fists. “He was the lone survivor and he’s never forgiven himself for that.”





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

“You want to tell me what the fuck you were thinking?” Eric demanded angrily as soon as Zeke walked into the clan leader’s office.

He almost groaned when he saw Dominic sitting in one of the chairs facing the leader’s desk. Why in the hell was a warlock in there and what business did he have listening in on this personal conversation about Ethan? Zeke wasn’t sure if it was the sire instinct taking over or something deeper, but he didn’t want Ethan’s dirty laundry aired in front of anyone. Especially a guy who’d never made it a secret that he’d never liked the heir of Olivia. No, better make that the former heir of Olivia since the cold bitch disowned him.

Zeke didn’t take the other chair sitting in front of the desk, instead standing at attention. After years of discipline in the human military, he still had trouble embracing the more laid-back way of the clan. Eric knew this and it never failed to annoy him although Zeke didn’t know why. From what he’d heard, the clan leader had served, too, before he’d become a vampire. Dominic seemed to find the situation funny, a smirk playing across his too-good-looking-for-his-own-good mug.

“At ease.” Eric let out a sigh as he rolled his eyes. “Now are you going to tell me why you thought it would be a good idea to turn Ethan?”

“Sir, he was dying and I didn’t know what else to do,” Zeke fired back.

“How about leaving him like you found him?” Dominic drawled as he stretched his long legs out in front of him. “He wouldn’t be the first one to die for the rebellion and he sure as hell won’t be the last. What makes him so special?”

“That’s a pretty cold attitude to have considering Rafe is your mate and that’s his brother you’re talking about.” Zeke had to work hard to keep the anger out of his voice, when all the while, he wanted nothing more than to go over and punch the arrogant jerk in the face. Instead, he turned and leveled a hard stare at Eric. “I would expect this attitude from Dominic since it’s already a given that he’s an ass, but I expected more from you. The only reason Ethan was even in that hellhole was because he sacrificed himself for Misty.”

He was more pleased than he should have been when he saw the leader wince. Maybe it had been a low blow to bring the girl into this, but damn it, he wasn’t going to sit back a have them show Ethan’s life the same shallow disregard that Olivia had.

“I am not demeaning what he did for me.” A lot of the bluster left Eric’s face. “Hell, if I could I would erect a damn shrine for the guy. Misty is all I have in life and if anything happened to her…” He swallowed hard before continuing, “Well, let’s just say I don’t think I could ever recover from a blow like that.”

“Then why are you giving me crap for saving him?”

Dominic let out a harsh laugh. “Because, fangs for brains, you turned a warlock. One who grew up in one of the worst dark magic covens out there. If Ethan ever decides to embrace his dark side again, his added vampire strength is going to make it impossible to bring him down. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if the vampire instinct in him doesn’t shove him down that road. No offense, but you guys are natural predators.”

“You know as well as I do that Ethan lost his magic,” Zeke snapped.

“For now, but Ethan had some crazy skills going on. If anyone can recover from having their magic stripped from them, it’s him,” Dominic continued to badger.

“You saw what he did in the infirmary,” Eric added, his voice softer like he was regretting his hard judgment.

“So what? Lots of us went crazy during our transformation,” Zeke challenged, still wondering why every word they said against Ethan felt so personal to him.

“True,” Eric conceded. “But not all of us broke steel and punched holes through sheet rock like he did.”

“That doesn’t concern me as much as what he was saying.” Dominic’s eyes narrowed in added concern.

“I didn’t understand most of it,” Zeke admitted.

“That was because it was in a language that only dark magics use. I don’t know what’s worse, that he so easily reverted back to that tongue or what he was saying.”

“Are you going to tell us or were you planning on keeping us hanging?” Eric asked, cocking one blond brow in irritation.

It pleased Zeke to know that he wasn’t the only one irritated by the warlock.

“He kept repeating, They took away what I am. All that I live for.” Dominic ran a hand through his hair and Zeke was shocked to see the warlock was shaking.

“So what?” he shrugged. “We all know how important being a warlock was to him.”

“You don’t get it. He was saying it in the language of dark magics, which meant, that was the part of him he was talking about. I know dark magic. I was raised in a coven that practiced it, although nothing to the extremes that the Nine did.”

“How bad is this Nine?” Eric asked, a little pale himself now.

“They do things that no other coven would be crazy enough to touch. Live sacrifices, blood orgies, some even say cannibalism. I don’t think Ethan did some of the worst of it, but I do know he did play around a little before Olivia called him back home.”

“How can you be so sure Ethan did anything at all?” Zeke protested. Even as he argued, he remembered a time not too long ago where Ethan had admitted to participating in blood orgies. The guilt of doing the act seemed to eat at him though, so as far as Zeke could tell, the guy was as stable as any of them.

“When you’re around dark magic enough, you learn how to smell it on others,” Dominic answered. “Even after Ethan left, I could tell he still embraced some of their ways.”

“Do you think Olivia knew?” Eric slowly shook his head in disbelief.

“Please, that bitch encouraged it. Remember, she was the one who sent him to live with those monsters in the first place,” Dominic snorted. “Ethan grew up exactly the way she wanted him to and you just added more gas to the fire by turning him.”

“What are you trying to say?” Zeke breathed, his heart pounding with fear as a cold sweat prickled his skin.

“You could have just created the biggest monster any of us have seen and, considering what our kind sees every day, that’s saying a whole lot,” Eric replied grimly.

 

* * * *

 

“Nice little hissy fit you had back there,” Dante goaded as soon as they had left Cherish.

Ethan just glared at him, not wanting to encourage him. Unfortunately, the dipwad was having way too much fun to be deterred.

“Really, there is nothing that says fledgling more than doing something like that.”

“Can’t we go back to where you were ignoring me all the time?” Ethan rubbed his temples, feeling a major migraine coming on.

“No way. You’re one of us now and that means I have to ride you.” Dante reached out and tweaked his nose…actually frigging tweaked his nose like he was some irritable toddler who’d just peed his pants.

“Fuck off.” Ethan batted his hand away and turned to Kane for help. “Can’t you put a tether or a muzzle on him?”

“We’ve tried, but it’s hard to pin him down since he’s so damn scrappy,” Kane drawled. Dante’s mug split into a wide grin, showing how proud he was of that fact.

Exasperated, Ethan looked over a Rafe.

“I can’t help either. Once Dante decides he likes you, he never lets up. It’s his way of showing he cares.” Rafe shrugged, but damned if there wasn’t a hint of smile playing on his lips, too.

“Then tell him to start hating me again,” Ethan snarled, his head pounding even worse. He pinched the bridge of his nose and bit back a moan.

“Are you feeling okay?” Rafe immediately asked, his face filled with concern.

“And stop mothering me,” Ethan snapped, knowing he was coming off as a jerk, but unable to stop. “I can take care of myself.”

“Oh, he is your brother, Rafe.” Kane whistled as he shook his head. “He’s a moody little bugger, too.”

“Did you hear that, fledgling?” Dante asked in a loud stage whisper. “He called you a booger.”

“Don’t pay attention to them. They’re just trying to make you relax,” Rafe advised as he came up and gently touched his arm.

Ethan stopped himself from jerking away just in time. After so many years of living by the fight-or-flight motto, he was still getting used to the fact that every time someone touched him, it wasn’t because they meant him any harm. Still, he didn’t know how much more he could take before he lost it. “You know I’m not really feeling so hot after all. My head is hurting so I think maybe I need to go lie down for a while.” Ethan needed to get away from everyone and everything. Just take some time alone to try to absorb it all.

“Sure thing. Do you need me to walk you back?” Rafe gave his arm a reassuring squeeze.

“No, I think I can manage on my own. Thanks.” Ethan tried for a smile and knew he failed when the brothers exchanged worried looks.

“You sure you don’t want us to come tuck you in, maybe help you into some flannel jammies?” Dante asked.

It was then Ethan realized that Rafe had been right. The vampire was using his smartass humor to try to bring him out of his funk. “No, but in a couple of days I would love to take you to the gym for a good sparring match.” Ethan grinned. “You may be scrappy, but this fledgling fights dirty.”

The sounds of their laughter followed him as he turned and went back to his room. He was still smiling when he turned the corner and saw Zeke standing at his door, his hand to knock. He’d changed into a pair of worn jeans and a red tee shirt that looked so good against the tan skin of his arms.

“I was just coming to check up on you,” Zeke explained as he moved aside to let Ethan unlock and open the door.

“I was out with Rafe and his brothers.” Ethan ushered him in and shut the door. He deliberately left out what exactly they’d been doing, feeling more than a little guilty about prying into Zeke’s personal business.

“You should know that Kane and Dante have decided to adopt you as their little brother, too.” Zeke cocked a brow. “Dante has been spending the better part of the day warning everyone that they best keep their hands off you.”

“Why? Does he think someone is going to try to attack me or something?”

“No, it’s kind of a game with some vampires to see who can get the fledgling into bed first.”

A trace of jealously in Zeke’s voice made Ethan want to smile. “Well since I woke up with you in my bed, doesn’t that mean you’d win?” Ethan licked his lips as he remembered how nice it had been, drinking Zeke’s blood while stretched out over his hard body.

“I don’t think that would count since we just played a bit.” Zeke’s gaze flicked over to the bed.

“We could remedy that, you know,” Ethan suggested. His headache was now gone and it was replaced with a deep arousal that only Zeke could bring out in him.

“You have no idea how tempting that is to me,” Zeke said thickly, his eyes turning smoky with desire.

“Then what’s stopping you?” Ethan braced himself for an answer he probably didn’t want to hear.

“I will fuck you, don’t doubt that,” Zeke shocked him by confessing. “I’m not going to do it until you’ve fully recovered though. You don’t look so hot.”

“Thanks.” Ethan cocked his head to the side. “I think.”

Zeke crossed the room, covering the space that was separating them. Pressing his body tight to Ethan, he cupped his cheek and said, “What I meant is you still are way, too pale and stuff. When I make love to you I want you to be one hundred percent so you can truly enjoy it.”

“Is that really it?” Ethan’s heart hammered in apprehension. “Or is it because I used to be a warlock?”

“Not anymore.” Zeke ran the pad of his thumb along Ethan’s cheek. “Now when I look at you, all I see if Ethan. The guy who is not only sexy as hell, but is willing to trade himself away for my clan.”

“So you really do want me?”

“Yes, it’s so bad I’ve been walking around with a constant hard on since I woke up with you in my arms,” Zeke confessed with a wry chuckle.

He let his hand drift to Zeke’s groin. He hadn’t been lying. Even through the thick denim of his jeans, Ethan could feel the male’s hard, thick cock demanding attention. He rubbed his hand against the bulge, earning a hiss of pleasure from Zeke. “Why don’t you let me help you with that?” Ethan crooned.

“I told you, not until you get better,” Zeke protested weakly.

“We won’t go all the way.” Ethan gave his cock a squeeze. “Like you said, we’ll just play around a bit.”

“Shit,” the vampire moaned as he closed his eyes. “I really shouldn’t let you do this.”

Ethan briefly pressed his lips against Zeke’s. “There’s no letting. I want this more than you do.” Dropping to his knees, he looked up at his vampire. “You wouldn’t deny your fledgling this one little request, would you?”

“Oh God,” Zeke breathed, sweat beading at his temples. “How can I refuse you when you look at me like that.”

“Like what?” Ethan slowly lowered the vampire’s zipper as he licked his lips in anticipation.

“With those fuck-me eyes you get.” Zeke groaned when Ethan reached inside and pulled his cock out.

“But I do want to fuck you,” Ethan replied simply as he stroked the long erection of his soon-to-be lover. Leaning forward, he slowly ran his tongue in and around the tip of Zeke’s leaking cock. It tasted salty and wild, much like his blood had. “I want you so bad that I can’t even think straight because my dick is always hard.”

“That’s normal for fledglings. It will go away the more you drink blood.”

“That’s not it.” Ethan blew across the head of Zeke’s erection. “I’m hard because it’s you.” He parted his lips and went to take Zeke into his mouth, but paused, aware that he now had a large set of fangs in his mouth to contend with. The last thing he wanted was to mess this up and end up hurting the vampire. Still not moving, he ran his tongue along the side of one of his sharp incisors as he tried to think of the best way to go about this.

“What’s the matter?” Zeke looked down, a small frown marring his handsome face.

“I’ve never done this as a vampire.” Ethan stared at the beautiful cock, wanting to taste it so bad his mouth watered. It was so unfair that he would get this close only for something like his fangs to block it, yet again.

“The fangs throwing you for a loop?” One corner of Zeke’s mouth kicked up into a smile.

“Yeah,” he admitted, more than a little frustrated. A drop of come glistened at the crown of Zeke’s erection and Ethan allowed himself the small pleasure of licking it clean.

“There’s a technique to it,” Zeke explained as he tenderly ran his fingers through Ethan’s hair.

“Tell me what it is, please,” Ethan begged. He closed his eyes and savored the small bit of come that still clung to his tongue. Nice, very nice and it made him so hungry for more. The thought made his fangs grow even larger, which didn’t help the situation at all, but he couldn’t help himself.

“It’s better if I show you.” Zeke reached down and picked Ethan up by grasping him under the arms then hauling him to his feet.

At first, he let out a frustrated whimper, sad that their fun was over before it’d even started. Then Zeke slammed him against a wall and rolled his hips against him, his hard, exposed cock pressing into Ethan’s stomach, which gave him the message that things were just getting started. “This isn’t fair to you,” he protested as Zeke started to fumble with the tie to his workout pants.

“That’s not true at all. If you only knew how bad I’ve wanted to suck you off, you wouldn’t say that.” Zeke finally got the knot of the drawstring loosened so he could reach inside and wrap his strong fingers around Ethan’s cock.

“But what about you?” Ethan hissed as pleasure ripped up his spine.

“I’ll get my own turn soon enough and you want to know why?” Zeke dropped to his knees and looked up at him from under his dark lashes.

“Why?” Ethan groaned as Zeke pulled his workout pants down just enough to free his cock.

“Because you’re going to watch how I do this and learn. Aren’t you?” Zeke leaned forward and ran his tongue up the length of Ethan’s shaft.

“Yes, I’ll do it,” Ethan agreed, anything to get Zeke to wrap his lips around him.

Zeke parted his mouth and slowly took Ethan’s cock in. It was sheer torture having to wait as that moist heat surrounded him a mere inch at a time. It was almost as if the vampire were toying with him. But then again, his fangs never once cut into him, so maybe Zeke really was doing it to teach him something. Finally, after what seemed liked forever, he was all the way into the vampire’s sweet mouth. Just as quick as he could register that fact, Zeke pulled back, sucking in hard at the same time.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Ethan said, reaching down with one hand to fist his fingers through the male’s silky, dark hair. Still sucking, Zeke looked up at Ethan. The tenderness in the vampire’s eyes made the breath hitch in his chest.

Zeke started to worship his cock in earnest, using his lips and mouth to bring him to the brink repeatedly. Each time he seemed to sense when Ethan would come close to orgasm, the male would pull back and pinch his cock to bring him back down.

“You’re killing me here,” Ethan panted.

“I’m just giving you time to learn,” Zeke crooned as he swiped his tongue across the head of Ethan’s erection. The vampire’s pants were still open from earlier, his massive cock still exposed. Using his free hand, Zeke started to pleasure himself, his hand wrapped around his erection and moved slowly up and down.

“You’re so big,” Ethan marveled as he watched Zeke.

“And you’re going to love every inch of it while I’m fucking that sweet ass of yours,” Zeke promised with a growl. Opening his mouth, he started sucking Ethan again.

Ethan was unable to tear his gaze from the erotic image of his cock sliding in and out of Zeke’s lips. To add to the sensual picture was how hot it was to see Zeke fisting his own dick. Pleasure started to build inside Ethan and this time the male continued to suck instead of pulling back. Ethan nearly cried in relief when he realized that he was going to get to ride it out this time.

“Goddess, yes,” he hissed in pleasure as he fisted his hand tighter in Zeke’s hair and started to pump his hips forward. After a couple of thrusts, he went over the edge. A hot orgasm ripped through his body as he threw his head back with a hoarse cry. Zeke didn’t pull back, instead he gave a satisfied moan as Ethan’s semen shot inside his mouth.

Zeke let out a muffled cry and Ethan looked down just in time to see the vampire’s juices shoot out over his fingers and hand as he brought himself to completion. The male’s face was a beautiful mask of passion as he moaned in pleasure, Ethan’s cock slipping from his lips.

“Mine. Give it to me,” Ethan demanded in a harsh whisper as he stared at the come glistening on Zeke’s hand.

Zeke stood up and Ethan grabbed the male’s wrist and jerked him closer. Slipping his tongue out, he slowly licked the tangy, sweet semen from Zeke’s fingers. He took his time, letting a sigh of satisfaction slip past his lips as he lapped away until there was nothing left. The entire time, Zeke was watching in silence, his intense gaze burning into Ethan.

“How soon before we can really fuck?” Ethan asked, once he was done.

“I’m supposed to be taking you to see Doc. When we’re there, you can ask her.” Zeke brushed a kiss against Ethan’s lips before pulling back to zip his pants up.

“Yeah, like I’m just going to come out and ask her that.” Ethan chuckled as he started to get his clothes back into place.

“Why not? With the way vampires like their sex, I don’t think anything would shock her anymore.”

“So is this what all this is, just sex?” Ethan tired to sound as casual as possible, not wanting to give too much of himself up. Zeke reached out and cupped his cheek. Their gazes locked and Ethan sucked in a breath at the raw emotion he saw in the vampire’s normally flat eyes.

“No, it’s a whole lot more. It always has been.”





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

As soon as he walked into the infirmary, Ethan wanted to leave. Even though the patient count was currently low, the smell of old blood, puss and suffering hit him so hard he actually staggered a step back before Zeke reached out to steady him. White…white…white. Why did all hospitals, be they human, magic or any other paranormal creature, have to use damn white? The floors were that color, the walls, fuck even the sheets on the made-up beds lining both sides of the room were that stark shade. “I can’t do this,” he rasped, trying again to retreat, but Zeke held his arm too tight to allow for that.

“It’s going to be okay. Dahlia may be mean sometimes, but she’d never hurt you,” Zeke’s words sounded light.

Ethan still detected a hint of worry in his eyes. He was gazing at something and Ethan blanched when he realized had punched that hole into the wall during his transformation.

“I may not be happy to be here, but I’m not going to start throwing shit around again,” Ethan protested, more than a little hurt that Zeke thought he would go there again.

“I should hope not,” Dahlia sang as she came over to them. “You cost me a good heart monitor during your last fit.”

The clan doctor was wearing the same white lab coat Ethan had usually seen her wear. Underneath, she had on a pair of jeans that hugged her long legs and a bright yellow tee shirts. He was a little surprised to see her dark brown hair down and swinging around her shoulders since she usually kept it up in a tight knot. “Did I catch you off hours?” he asked, pointing to her casual attire.

“Yes, but don’t think you can use that as an excuse to get out of me examining you.” She pointed at a nearby cot. “Now get yourself to that bed and you’re not leaving until I’m done with you.”

Ethan started to make a smartass comment on how she wasn’t the first female to give him that line, but when he saw her stern glare, he clamped his lips shut. Going over to the bed, he hopped onto the edge, but didn’t make a move to lie down.

“What is it with you and hospitals anyway?” Zeke asked.

Ethan didn’t answer, but caught the flash of emotion that passed over Dahlia’s gray eyes. She knew all right. She had treated him a couple of times and she knew all his dirty secrets, including the details about the brands on his body. He tensed, wondering if she was going to give him up, but in the end, she settled for flashing Zeke a weak smile.

“A lot people don’t like doctors. You’d be amazed at some of the chickens I get,” she said airily.

Ethan breathed out a sigh of relief. For some reason, Dahlia was willing to let him keep his secret and for that, he could have kissed her. He was just earning Zeke’s respect and the last thing he wanted was for the vampire to know all about what really went on during his days with the Nine. “This is a waste of time. I’m feeling okay,” Ethan grumbled.

“Why don’t you let me be the judge of that?” She turned to Zeke. “You mind giving me some space so I can examine him?”

“Sure. I’ll be right outside if you need anything.”

“Actually, I was wondering if you would go to the cafeteria and get me a cup of coffee.” Dahlia gave him the sweetest of smiles. “The pot here is broke and I could really use a caffeine fix.”

“Sure.” Zeke nodded slowly, not looking fooled for one second.

After he left, Dahlia snapped the privacy curtain shut and turned back to Ethan. “Okay, he’s gone so it’s safe. Take off your shirt.”

“Are you sure he didn’t see them when I was first found?” Ethan asked as he took off his shirt. Even though Dahlia had already assured him several times, he still couldn’t shake that nag of worry.

“Yes, there was so much blood and other wounds on you at the time the brands blended in.” She reached out and touched and them with a clinical interest.

The brands ran in a single row down his spine and her touch made him shiver—not in passion, but in revulsion for what the marks were. Even without being able to see, he knew exactly what mark she was touching as her fingers glided down his back...first the skull, then the inverted pentagram, before ending on the number nine.

“What do they represent?” she asked softly.

“The biggest mistake of my fucked up life.” He looked over his shoulder at her. “Come on, Doc, you’re not going to try to tell me you haven’t already done some research to find out what they mean. I may not know you that well, but I don’t take you as the type who would leave something like that unanswered.”

“I tried, but there’s not much information out there and it’s not like I could go and ask any of the magics I know.” She pulled back her hand and walked around to face him.

“Why not?”

“Because they would want to know where I’ve seen them and I’m not about to betray your privacy like that.” She pulled her stethoscope out of the large front pocket of her lab coat.

“Wow, and I didn’t even have to fill out one of those annoying privacy disclosures either.” He grinned. “How ethical of you.”

“Are you sure it’s Rafe you’re related to and not Dante?”

“Ouch, now that insult actually hurt some.” He chuckled.

“You’re not going to tell me what they mean, are you?” she asked, getting serious.

“No, trust me. The story would give you nightmares. I guess it would have been too much to ask that they healed away when I became a vampire.” He tried so hard to be flippant, he almost pulled it off.

“No, as you already know from the bruises all over your body, severe injuries don’t always heal, especially brands.” She raised the sleeve of her lab coat and pointed out the D burned into her flesh. Before the rebellion, the Pure Born Vampire Regulation Force or VRF as most called it, made it a practice to mark all drones.

“Does Zeke have one of those, too?” Ethan stared at the mark, remembering how even little Misty had one.

“I thought you would already know that answer yourself, given the way the two of you were gazing at each other.” She lowered her sleeve and put the earpieces of the stethoscope in place.

“I haven’t looked.” He didn’t add that was because they had always been too involved in other activities to explore too much.

“Speaking of Zeke, when is the last time you fed?” She put the bell of the scope to his chest and listened to his heart.

“It was right after I woke up,” he replied as soon as she pulled back.

“You need to feed again. Until your body adjusts, you’re going to need more than vampires regularly do. Should I call Zeke back or do you want some bagged stuff?”

Ethan paused, stupidly caught in a hard debate. He hated having to rely on anyone for anything, yet there was plenty of ways someone could get to the bagged supply and tamper with it. Crap if this new change in his life didn’t throw a wrench in his whole can’t-eat-what-isn’t-safe disorder.

“I’ll call Zeke back,” Dahlia said, her eyes softening with understanding.

Ethan cursed under his breath and ducked his head to hide his embarrassment. Every time he turned around lately, someone else in the clan knew about his weird hang-ups. What the fuck? Did someone go on Twitter and Tweet his whole life story or something while he was out of it?

Ethan has weird food fetishes. LOL #the-warlock-is-a-loser

“Damn vampires.” Ethan growled as he pulled his shirt back on. “My coven was never this nosey. We just kept to ourselves and didn’t cling to each other like you guys do.”

“Ah, but you’re one of us now, so you are our concern.” She reached up and tapped one of his fangs.

“What if I can’t fit in here?” He stunned himself by voicing one of his biggest fears.

“Don’t be foolish. We already have a werejackal, a witch and a warlock. You’re just the icing on the cake. Plus, you have the six warlocks who boycotted your coven that are going to be living here now, too. You’re low on the list of misfits,” she teased.

“Where are Kavan and the others?” Ethan suddenly realized that he hadn’t seen them since the attack.

“They seem to think they need to earn their keep so they have been pushing themselves hard on patrol. Trust me though, they’re around.” She rolled her eyes. “They kind of make a statement with all the leather they wear.” She went over and pulled the curtain open. Something made her pull up short and she turned back to give him a huge smile. “I think you have a visitor. You stay put and I’ll be back with Zeke in a minute.”

Ethan looked up and saw Eric walking over to the bed, Misty trailing behind him. The small vampire had her hair in two tight braids and she was carrying a piece of paper in her hands. When she saw Ethan, her brown eyes grew wide with shock as she let out a wail of distress.

“You lied to me!” she shrieked as she pulled free from her father so she could run the rest of the way to the bed. She stopped just a couple of feet from Ethan, her tiny hands balled up into fists and a look of outrage on her face.

“What? When?” Ethan panicked under the glare from the little ball of fury.

“You said that those bad guys wouldn’t hurt you if I ran and got help.” She sniffed and tears started to fall down her chubby cheeks. “But they took you away from me and Daddy couldn’t find you.”

“Hey now, don’t cry. I’m here now and I’m just fine.” Ethan jumped down from the bed and went over to her, crouching down to give her a hug.

“It was my fault,” she sobbed loudly into his ear.

“No it wasn’t and I don’t want you to ever think that way again. You hear me?”

“I was so scared for you.” She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him so tight it hurt his ribs, forcing him to bite back a grunt.

“I was okay, and look,” he pulled back and opened his mouth, “I got fangs like you now.”

She giggled through her tears. “They look silly on you.”

“Do they?” Ethan reached up and touched one, putting a fake look of distress on his face. “I thought they made me look cool.” She started to laugh even harder and Ethan wasn’t sure that he hadn’t just been insulted.

“I made you something.” She handed him the paper.

Ethan looked down and felt a lump build up in his throat. It was a card. Nothing fancy, just something she’d made for him. More crayon-colored hearts and arrows than words. It was one of the best things he’d ever received though, and for some stupid reason, it almost made him cry like some damn baby.

“Thank you. I’ll treasure it always.” He would, too. As he had been dying, he said it had all been worth it so long as Misty was safe and it was so true. Even though he lost his magic as a result, he would do it all over again if he had to.

 

* * * *

 

Zeke stood a few feet away, watching Ethan interact with Misty. They were both sitting on the edge of the bed, her talking a mile a minute, him giving her his undivided attention. They were sharing a packet of fruit snacks and a juice box. The look of pure adoration on her face as she gazed at Ethan was so sweet it should have been sickening, but instead, it made Zeke smile. Eric was standing back with Zeke, his arms crossed as he watched his daughter. “And you thought he was dangerous,” Zeke couldn’t resist pointing out.

“He doesn’t have his magic back yet,” Eric argued, but there wasn’t much conviction in his voice.

“Even if he does, Ethan would never turn bad. He doesn’t have it in him. I don’t give a shit what Dominic says.”

“Not to be a dick, but how impartial are you when it comes to Ethan?” Eric pinned him with a knowing stare.

“You mean because I’m his sire?” Zeke hedged, knowing he was skirting the real question.

“You know the whole coy bit really doesn’t work for you,” Eric replied, his tone much cooler now. “It doesn’t take a genius to see that Ethan is starting to mean a lot to you.”

Zeke glanced back over at the male in question. How much did Ethan really mean to him? So much that he wouldn’t be able to give him up if duty called for it? Then Ethan looked up at him and smiled and the little flip of his stomach told him what he needed to know. I love him. Fuck, when did that happen?

There was no way he could lie to himself though. He was totally and completely in love with the male. So much so that if anyone or anything ever tried to harm him, Zeke would rip them apart. Oh yeah, this went way more beyond the normal sire and fledgling bond. His knees suddenly felt weak and he had to grab one of the empty beds for support. “Shit,” he whispered, his stomach dropping out.

“I’ll take that to mean he is important to you,” Eric deadpanned.

“Whatever I feel for him doesn’t change who he is, damn it,” Zeke snapped. “We’re talking about the guy that allowed himself to be tortured to death rather than giving up our secrets. No amount of magic is going to change that part of him.”

“Fine, I’ll let him have all the freedoms of the rest of the clan, but only if you promise that you’ll watch him and let me know if anything is off. I mean that, too. If you even get a whisper of a feeling that something is up, you come directly to me.”

“Deal,” Zeke nodded, still looking at Ethan.

Eric walked over to the bed and held out his hand. “Come on, Misty. We need to let Doc finish checking out Ethan.”

“I didn’t get a chance to thank you for coming to get me,” Ethan said as he got to his feet.

“Clan takes care of their own and you’re one of us.” Eric smiled.

Zeke could see genuine gratitude in his eyes. Zeke finally appreciated the hard position the vampire was in. While he probably wanted to trust Ethan after he’d saved his daughter, as leader, he also had to worry about the safety of the clan, too.

“I’m sure my mom didn’t think the same way. Let me guess, she refused to help because one warlock wasn’t worth the risk of sending in others?”

“Yeah, well her loss is our gain.” Eric clapped him on the shoulder. “I’m just glad to see you up and walking around.”

“Of course, those morons couldn’t keep me down.” Ethan gave a crooked smile that did strange things to Zeke’s insides.

“Don’t think it will keep you out of any hard work. As soon as Doc clears you, I want you to start training with Zeke again. It’s going to take you a while to get used to fighting with your new body.”

“Yes, sir.” Ethan nodded. Reaching over, he ruffled Misty’s hair. “And you stay out of trouble, squirt. I don’t want to hear about you calling your teacher names anymore.”

“Even if they’re true?” Misty asked, giving a smile that would have been innocent if it weren’t for the fangs she flashed. She jumped down from the edge of the bed and grabbed Eric’s hand. On the way out, she paused long enough to turn around and give a wave.

Dahlia came over, her lips locked on the cup of coffee Zeke had brought her. He started to ask a question, but she held one finger up while she sipped her drink. Finally pulling back, she sighed in satisfaction. “Ah coffee, my crack cocaine.”

“How is he doing?” Unable to stay away any longer, Zeke moved closer to Ethan and placed a hand on the male’s knee.

“I’m sitting right here. If you want to know how I’m doing, why don’t you ask me?” Ethan’s face twisted in annoyance.

“Because you’d tell me you’re fine even if there was something wrong,” Zeke replied as he gave Ethan’s leg a squeeze.

“He’s fine,” Dahlia reassured. “He just needs rest and blood and everything will be gold.”

“I’ll make sure he gets both,” Zeke promised.

“How soon before I can go back on duty?” Ethan asked.

“Give it a couple more days. Try to be careful when you go back out, too. It really pisses me off when someone who I’ve spent good time on patching back up decides to get hurt again. It makes me feel so unappreciated.” She took another sip of coffee, her eyes rolling up in pleasure.

“I’ll make sure he feeds right away,” Zeke said. A deep burn of arousal went through him when he noticed how Ethan’s gazed honed in on his jugular.

“Just make sure you don’t do it here. I heard what happens when Ethan drinks from you and I don’t want to shock what few patients I have.” She held the cup up to her lips, but it did little to hide her devilish grin.

“Dante told you about that?” Ethan’s mouth dropped in outrage.

“He may of mentioned it when he dropped by earlier.”

Ethan’s cheeks were red with embarrassment and Zeke realized the private moment he and Ethan had shared earlier, might not have been so private after all. Given the way Dante liked to blab, too, it would only be a matter of time before the whole clan knew about his and Ethan’s little encounter.

“I have one last question.” Ethan’s face got even redder as he looked down at his hands.

“You need to wait two days for all types of physical activity,” Dahlia answered, saving Ethan from further embarrassment.

“Does today count as one of those days?” Ethan asked, his head still down.

Zeke got a glimpse of the evil smile on his face.

“Out! Both of you.” Dahlia pointed to the door. She was laughing though as they left.





 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

Ethan concentrated on the folded piece of paper on his desk. Holding his palm over it, he tried to channel whatever smidgen of magic he had left in his body so he could shoot off a spark. Please, let this work. Just give me this little bit of hope. Burning up a piece of paper was the first trick any young warlock or witch learned and the irony wasn’t lost on him that the son of the mighty Olivia couldn’t even manage that anymore.

Still he kept trying, concentrating so hard that a sweat broke out on his brow and his head started to pound. Come on. Come on. You can do this. It’s who you are. What you have always been best at doing. Nothing. Not even a smoldering wisp of smoke to let him know he’d been close. Letting out a low growl of frustration, he flicked the offending paper off his dresser and ran his hands through his hair. He couldn’t remember a time when he’d been this damn frustrated.

To make matters worse, since that day at the infirmary, Zeke had been so cold and distant, only coming a couple of times to check up on him. To add insult to injury whenever it came time for Ethan to feed, Zeke would offer his wrist, not even leaving the more intimate area of his jugular up for debate. Other than that, the man had made himself scarce.

Whenever he’d asked about the vampire, he’d been told he was out on a mission. Code for he’s not that into you. It hurt—bad. For a while there, he’d actually deluded himself into thinking that there had been something between him and the dark vampire.

The final insult had come an hour ago when one of the workers from the infirmary had dropped off some bagged blood. The sheepish male had explained that it had come from Zeke and Ethan had felt his heart clench in pain. Zeke couldn’t even bother to come and reject him in person. He had to send some lackey to do it for him.

The bag was still sitting on his table, untouched. It would stay that way, too. Not only could it be tainted, but it just wasn’t in Ethan to take pity. Especially if it came from the one individual that he had thought he could count on.

He snorted, disgusted with himself. What had he expected? That after a blowjob and some heavy petting, Zeke would fall for him and forget about how much he hated magics? Olivia was right about one thing, Ethan was too dumb for anyone’s good.

So, no, he wasn’t going to lower himself even more by taking Zeke’s bagged consolation gift. As soon as he saw the vampire, he was going to let him know that, too. Ethan had survived this long on his own and he could continue to do it. Blood hunger or not.

It was so damn hard though. Even now, the blood over on the table called out to him. Almost like it had a voice of its own. Come and drink me. Ease the ache inside you. Feel the power surging through your body.

A soft knock on the door jerked him out of his trance. He turned toward it, a flutter of hope dancing through his stomach, despite his earlier thoughts. Maybe Zeke was finally coming to see him, to tell him that he was sorry for being away so long, that he really had been on some mission and he’d been aching for Ethan the entire time.

Rushing to the door, he opened it and felt a crush of disappointment when he saw it was Kavan. The warlock wasn’t wearing the coven leathers anymore. Instead, he had on a pair of blue jeans and a green button up shirt. Rafe had told Ethan how several of his friends had left the coven for him and now he felt more than a bit guilty that he hadn’t sought them out before now to thank them. He self-consciously ran his tongue over his fangs as he realized the true reason he hadn’t done so.

There was a good chance that they would spit on him in disgust for what he’d become. While Ethan knew there was going to be some that would hate him for what he was, he just hadn’t been ready to see if his former team would feel the same way. He’d gone through hell with these guys and their respect meant so much to him. He’d already lost it once, he couldn’t stand to see the looks of disappointment on their faces again.

“Wow, I almost didn’t recognize you in regular clothes,” Ethan said by way of greeting. He still hadn’t opened the door completely, not sure of how this whole meeting was going to go down.

“Yeah, well since I broke ties with the coven, it only made sense that I change my wardrobe, too.” Kavan held up his palm, which still had the vertical slash on it. It was faint and healing, but it still stood out sharp, like an accusation.

“I heard what you guys did for me. I was shocked you would go that far.” Ethan swallowed hard, overwhelmed by their gesture.

“Not all of us are cold like Olivia and we respect you,” Kavan replied, his grey eyes growing stormy with emotion. His hair was hanging in his face and for some reason, Ethan had the urge to reach out and brush it away.

There had always been a strong attraction between the two of them. Unanswered questions, unspoken words. Now it seemed wrong though. Like if Ethan went down this road, he would be betraying Zeke somehow, which was idiotic given how the vampire had made it clear he wanted nothing to do with him. It wasn’t like it was the first time that he’d been rejected by the male either. How did the saying go, Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. “Do you regret leaving now? Knowing what I am?” Ethan parted his lips slightly so his fangs showed.

“No, I was there when Zeke did it. I was all on board for it, too.”

Kavan turned his head slightly and Ethan got a brief glimpse of the scar running along the warlock’s jaw. Right before his gaze honed in on the male’s jugular. If he listened close enough, Ethan could even hear the blood rushing through Kavan’s veins, smell the sweetness of it. Fuck! You are not going there. “Do the others feel that way? I mean, now they have no coven or home and it’s all for some vampire.” Ethan finally opened the door wider and let the warlock in, even though part of him knew that it would be harder to restrain his thirst if he were alone in the room with Kavan.

“You should know they all do. Our team was tight before and we still consider you our leader.” Kavan came into the room, but made no move to sit down. Instead, he started pacing a bit.

It made Ethan feel edgy and nervous since he’d never liked anyone in his personal space. Although it didn’t seem to bother him anymore when it was Zeke doing the intruding. “I’m not a warlock anymore, so I can’t be your leader,” Ethan reminded him.

“That doesn’t matter to any of us. Besides I have a feeling you’ll get your magic back soon.” Kavan looked down at the bag of blood, his gaze pensive. “You know I was thinking.”

“Great, nothing good has ever come from anything when you start off your speech with that sentence.” Ethan smiled, remembering some of the trouble they’d all gotten into.

“I think I know of a way to get your magic back,” Kavan stated so simply he might as well have been talking about the weather.

Ethan felt like all the breath was sucked out of his lungs as he stared at the warlock. “How?” he finally asked, trying hard to keep the desperation out of his voice.

“I’ve heard that a vampire takes in magic when they drink from a witch or warlock. Is it true?”

“Yes, what of it?” Ethan’s pulse raced as he realized where Kavan was heading with this.

“I’m offering myself up to you.” Kavan’s lips spread out into a dark, sexy grin that didn’t do a damn thing for Ethan.

“What about Derik? Last time I checked, you two were still pretty close and I know he left the coven with you.”

“I already talked to him about it and he’s more than okay with this.” Kavan’s heated gaze slowly traveled up and down Ethan’s body, leaving no doubt about his true feelings.

“I already told you, I won’t be somebody’s third.” Even though his cock wasn’t into this, his fangs started to grow larger, making his words slightly slurred.

“Why not? Your brother is in a Triquetra?” Kavan challenged, using the magic term for a joining of three individuals. Their society treasured such relationships, because the magical bond between the three produced such strong magic.

“It’s just not for me.” Ethan slowly shook his head as his thoughts drifted to Zeke and how much he wished it were him that were here offering himself up.

“Just think about it.” Kavan walked closer until his body was pressed against Ethan. Putting his lips just inches from his ear, the warlock continued, “With your kick ass magic and what you can draw from us, you would be unstoppable. The Nine wouldn’t know what hit them. You could finally have your revenge for what they did to us that night.”

Goddess, it was so tempting. To be able to finally stop the Nine before they continued to hurt others. To finally make all the suffering he went through mean something. All he had to do was take Kavan up on his offer. It would be so easy to use him and Derik and it wasn’t like they weren’t willing. Hell, both of them had let it be known several times how much they desired him and it wasn’t just for his magic. But he knew he could never do it because he would just be using the warlocks as an means to his end and that would make him no better than Olivia. “I can’t. I’m sorry,” Ethan whispered back.

“It’s that vampire, isn’t it? You care for him,” Kavan asked, but he still didn’t move back.

Ethan found himself staring at the male’s jugular as his thirst grew so strong that a red haze obscured his vision. Shit, he’d waited too long to feed. He should have just drank from the damn bag instead of letting his hang-ups stop him. “There’s nothing going on between Zeke and me,” Ethan protested in a thick voice as he leaned in a little closer, his mouth watering.

“You could have fooled me. I saw the way he reacted when you died.” Kavan paused, tensed and his breath hitched. “Are you getting ready to bite me?”

“I shouldn’t,” Ethan protested weakly as he ran his tongue along the edge of one of his fangs.

“Why not? I offered. I still want to help you get your magic back and this may be one way. Besides, it looks like you could use some blood.” Kavan put his hands on Ethan’s shoulders and brought him even closer.

“I don’t want to lead you on,” Ethan continued to object as he inched closer.

“You’re not. This is just business. One friend helping out another,” Kavan reasoned, but there was no mistaking the desire in his voice.

Ethan bared his fangs with a soft hiss before he moved forward those last few inches. As soon as his teeth sank into the male’s soft skin, his body came alive. It wasn’t sexual, but rather a pleasant buzzing. He could feel Kavan’s magic surging through him and for the first time since he’d been attacked, Ethan felt the powerful high that only magic could bring.

‘“Fuck,” Kavan moaned as he tilted his head to the side, exposing more of his neck. “I never thought it would feel like this.”

Not wanting to take too much and drain Kavan’s strength, Ethan only took a few sips before he pulled back and licked the wounds shut. As he stepped away, he noticed how the warlock was trembling and his lips slightly parted in arousal. “Sorry,” Ethan said as he slowly ran his tongue over the curve of his lips. The little bit of blood he’d taken only made him want more. Despite the high he got from it, it wasn’t Kavan’s blood he craved.

Zeke.
The single word washed over his mind like an aphrodisiac. His cock swelled so fast and hard, it hurt. Every cell in his body seemed honed in on the same need and he felt a strange pull that let him know his vampire was close. “I’ve got to go.” He pressed a chaste kiss to Kavan’s cheek before he tore out of his room, running in his haste.

Even though he’d never been to Zeke’s room, he didn’t need directions. It was as if there was a strange connection guiding him to the male. Along the way, he passed Rafe, but he didn’t stop, not even when he heard his brother calling out to him. Finally, he found himself in front of a door at the end of the south wing of the building. Pressing a cheek to the door, he felt a feral smile spread out on his face. Oh yeah, Zeke was in there and he had no frigging clue about the little surprise he had waiting for him. Raising a hand, Ethan knocked.

As soon as the vampire answered the door, Ethan attacked. Letting out a little snarl, he pushed Zeke back and kicked the door closed behind them. Zeke’s eyes flared in recognition and that must have been the reason he relaxed and didn’t fight back.

“What are you doing?” Zeke asked as Ethan slammed him into a wall.

“It’s been two days,” Ethan growled, knowing he sounded more animal than human, but too far gone to give a damn. Reaching between them, he grabbed Zeke’s cock, which was already hard for him. “I’m here so you can fuck me.”

“Are you okay? You’re not acting like yourself.”

“No, I’m not okay. I’m horny, hungry and the only one I want to take care of those things has been avoiding me.” Ethan pressed harder into Zeke’s body, wanting to touch every inch of the male. He wanted to rub against the vampire until he was drenched in his scent.

“I was just trying to give you some space until you got adjusted,” Zeke panted, his fangs growing large.

Ethan slowly leaned forward and ran his tongue up one of the long incisors and Zeke jerked liked he’d been shocked. “Do I look like I want some fucking space?” Ethan demanded as he continued to lick Zeke’s fangs.

Moaning, Zeke parted his lips and gave him a hard, demanding kiss.

Ethan whimpered in relief, capturing Zeke’s tongue and sucking in deep. The entire time, he clawed blindly at the vampire’s jeans, desperate to get them open so he could get at his cock. Zeke broke off the kiss and grabbed Ethan by the front of the shirt.

“I can taste blood in your mouth. Who have you been drinking from?” Zeke snarled, a possessive gleam coming to his dark gaze.

“What do you care?” Ethan challenged. “You were the one who dumped me.”

Zeke flattened his hand on Ethan’s chest and pushed, making him slowly back peddle. Searing him with a heated gaze, the vampire said carefully, “I never dumped you. In fact, I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind. I haven’t been able to sleep because every time I close my eyes, I see your face, the way it looked as you came when I was sucking you off.”

“Then why have you been treating me like I’m a zombie with leprosy or something?” Ethan came up short, the back of his knees hitting the bed.

“Because I needed to know.” Zeke gave him a gentle shove.

Ethan fell back onto the mattress. “Know what?” Ethan looked up at him, lust raging through his body.

“If you wanted me for me or just because I saved your life. I don’t want you to be with me because you think you owe me. I want you to need me as much I need you.”

Did he need Zeke? Goddess yes, ever since he’d first seen the male, Ethan had been drawn to him in a way he’d never experienced with any other. Zeke was the first thing he thought about in the morning, the last image he saw in his head before he went to sleep. Everything he did was for the vampire. Ethan didn’t dare say all this aloud though. Instead, he unzipped his own pants and pulled out his hard cock. Stroking it, he enjoyed how the action brought a flare to Zeke’s eyes as he gazed down at him. “Does this tell you how much I need you?” Ethan crooned as he wrapped his fingers around himself and started to slowly pump up and down.

“It’s a start,” Zeke said, his voice husky with need. He eyed Ethan’s cock up hungrily, but still stood motionless, just watching the action.

For some reason, that annoyed Ethan and made him want to goad the male, just a little. “This feels so good,” he let out a loud, exaggerated moan. “Maybe all the agony I’ve been in the last couple of days was for no reason since I obviously can take care of this need on my own.”

That finally got a reaction. Quick as a gunshot, Zeke was on the bed. Straddling Ethan’s legs, the vampire reached down and brushed his hand away, replacing it with his own strong grip.

“Oh no, you don’t. This cock belongs to me and me alone,” Zeke tsked as he gave Ethan a tight squeeze. “You will only get your pleasure from me.”

“Oh, fuck,” Ethan panted, pleasure shooting through his body.

“The same goes for blood. You will only feed from me. If I taste another male on you again, I’ll find him and rip him apart for touching what’s mine,” Zeke vowed savagely as he gave him another squeeze.

“Only you from now on, I swear.” Ethan thrust his hips up in a silent plea for more. Then he turned his head to the side, offering himself up to Zeke in every way possible.





 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Zeke stared down at the exposed jugular, his fangs growing even larger. It had been so long since he’d fed because no other blood appealed to him but Ethan’s. Now that it was a gift given to him, he knew he was powerless to refuse it.

Moving quickly, he struck, sinking his fangs in deep. Pinning Ethan down as a predator would its prey. It still wasn’t enough. Zeke wanted to go deeper, to leave behind his bonding bite that would forever mark the male as his. He held back though because he knew Ethan wasn’t ready for that yet. In the end, he settled for taking in mouthfuls of the warlock’s sweet blood. Even though he didn’t have his powers anymore, Zeke still detected a faint undertone of magic. It made the experience all that more intense as he felt Ethan’s essence surge inside him.

“Sweet damn, that feels so good,” Ethan cried as he buried his hands in Zeke’s hair and urged him on.

Zeke didn’t answer because he was too busy drinking. All the while, he continued to stroke Ethan’s erection. The warlock had a very nice cock, long and thick, just the way Zeke liked them. He couldn’t wait to get his lips wrapped around him again, but that would have to wait until later. He had other things planned for his blond lover.

“Please, fuck me,” Ethan begged as he continued to thrust forward into Zeke’s hand.

Zeke pulled his fangs out and slowly licked the wounds left behind closed. He took extra care, loving the way Ethan’s flesh twitched under his tongue as he made slow lazy paths up the column of his neck. Finally, he sat up on his knees and gazed down at the male. Ethan’s eyes were glazed over with passion and he noticed a kind of desperation on his face that only sexual need could bring.

“I’m going to fuck you,” Zeke promised. Taking his hand from Ethan’s cock, he slowly ran his fingers down the male’s large fangs. “I’m going to screw you so hard that by the time I’m done with you, there will never be any doubt in your mind who you belong to.”

Zeke stood up so he could slide Ethan’s pants off him, taking the dark boxers with them. When his shoes impeded his progress, Ethan toed off his battered Converse to help. Zeke bent over to grab at his tee, but the warlock reached out and stopped his hand.

“Leave it on,” Ethan demanded in a soft voice.

“Why?” Zeke was confused and a little disappointed since he wanted to feel every inch of the male’s soft skin pressed against him.

“I’m shy.” Ethan leaned forward and captured Zeke’s lips in a kiss.

Zeke’s head spun from both the kiss and Ethan’s excuse. Shy? Yeah, he might have bought it if the guy hadn’t opened his pants and exposed his cock a few minutes ago. There was something that Ethan didn’t want him to see, which meant he was still holding back.

Ethan took his tongue deep into his mouth and sucked and Zeke didn’t care anymore. All that mattered at that moment was getting his cock inside the warlock’s tight ass. Fine, if Ethan wanted to keep the damn shirt on, then Zeke could work with that.

Stepping back, Zeke started to take off his clothes, ripping his shirt in his haste. Finally, he was naked and ready.

Ethan was still on his back but he propped himself on his elbows so he could look his fill. He must have liked what he saw because a low rumble of approval came from his parted lips.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Zeke ordered as he licked his lips in anticipation.

“Fuck,” Ethan whimpered before he scrambled to do as commanded. Once he was in place, his fingers wrapped around the top of the headboard.

Zeke climbed on the bed behind him. Running his hand along one smooth globe of Ethan’s ass, he almost purred in pleasure. “I love your body,” he crooned as he let one finger slide down the warlock’s crack. “You want to know what I like most about it though?”

“Oh Goddess,” Ethan moaned, thrusting back against Zeke’s touch.

“I like how it responds to me.” Zeke slipped his finger in even further so it was touching the tight opening. “I love how all it takes is for me to touch you a certain way and you come so hard that you gasp my name.”

Zeke parted the halves of his male’s ass so he could get at the tight ring of muscle. Darting his tongue out, he laved at it in slow circles, getting him slick, wet and ready. He added his fingers to the action, first one and then two, loving the way Ethan’s tight ass seemed to suck him in. All the while, Ethan moaned and begged for his cock, but Zeke held back until he knew his lover was ready.

After a few minutes that was torture for both of them, Zeke pulled back and ran the tip of his cock over Ethan’s entrance. “Mine, you belong only to me,” he growled right before he plunged into the warlock’s ass.

Ethan cried out in passion, his back arching so Zeke went in so deep, his sack hit his body.

Zeke stilled, fighting the urge to fuck hard and fast. He wanted to savor this moment. Enjoy the way Ethan’s body held him so tight. The way they were both trembling in passion. That control lasted until the warlock started to thrust back against him, making his cock move in and out. Then when Zeke still didn’t move, Ethan looked over his shoulder and hissed at him, his fangs glistening white and long.

With a roar, Zeke answered his challenge, pulling back so far his cock almost slid out. He started to fuck Ethan so hard, the male would have fallen on his face if he hadn’t been holding onto the headboard. Halfway through, Zeke had the mind to slide his hand around Ethan’s hip so he could grab the warlock’s cock.

“Harder,” Ethan yelled. “Squeeze me harder.”

Zeke obeyed, stroking the male’s cock in time with his thrusts. Ethan let out a feral growl, giving into his vampire side all the way. Claws came out of the tips of his fingers and punched into the headboard, the loud snap of splintering wood mixing in with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.

I love you. You will always be the only one for me.
Zeke chanted in his head, too scared to say the words out loud. Throwing his head back with a hoarse cry, he came, his cock releasing in Ethan’s hot, wet ass. After a couple more strokes of his hand, Ethan came, too, his hot come spilling over Zeke’s hand.

After they had both caught their breaths, Zeke pulled out of Ethan and sat back on his knees. He closed his eyes and savored the high that only feeding and screwing could bring. He jerked in surprise when he felt the male’s soft lips against his cheek.

“Wow, that was worth the wait,” Ethan whispered, his voice laced with awe.

Zeke smiled. Yes, it was and now that he’d finally had a taste of the warlock, he knew he could never let him go.

 

Zeke was completely sated, in that zone of being halfway asleep, yet still awake. He had Ethan in his arms, the warlock’s back pressed against his chest. Every time the male breathed, Zeke could feel the gentle rise and fall of his chest and took comfort in that. But even though this should have been the happiest moment of his life, he had never been more troubled.

All the things Dominic had said were bouncing around in Zeke’s head, mocking him because they could all be true. While he didn’t want to believe anything bad about Ethan, it was obvious he was hiding something. Even now, he was sleeping partially clothed, still afraid to bare his body.

Zeke’s heart clenched, making it hard to breath. What could possibly be that bad? They were vampires for Christ’s sakes. Not too long ago, he and Ethan had been in a battle with werewolves who’d been bewitched and were stuck halfway between their wolf and human form. That had taken some serious fucked up evil to manage and it still hadn’t fazed Ethan. Yet, there was some part of him that scared him so much he was terrified of letting anyone know about it.

“You’re thinking too hard,” Ethan mumbled sleepily, not opening his eyes.

“Who did you drink from yesterday?” Zeke asked, carefully watching the male’s face for his reaction.

Ethan slowly cracked his lids and shifted his body around so they were facing each other. “Does it matter?” Ethan’s face remained neutral, revealing nothing.

Zeke was very familiar with this expression since the warlock used it whenever he was trying to protect his secrets. “Yes it does,” Zeke replied firmly. There was a long pause and for a while, he thought the man wasn’t going to answer him.

“Kavan,” he finally said, his voice so low Zeke almost missed it.

An ugly surge of jealously went through Zeke as he thought about the scarred warlock and the way he looked at Ethan. There was no missing the want and desire in the jerk’s gaze. Zeke didn’t believe for a second it had been an accident that he had been there for Ethan when he had been in need either. “I should have known,” Zeke spat out bitterly.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ethan’s eyes narrowed dangerously.

“He just happens to be there at just the right time?”

“Kavan and I go way back. We’ve been there for each other at the right time before. Why should this be any different?” Ethan pulled away from him and moved to the other side of the bed.

Zeke’s body instantly ached over the loss of his warmth. “Are you two lovers?” Zeke asked as he tried hard not to hate the scarred warlock even more.

“A few times, but it really didn’t work out between us.” Ethan shrugged.

Okay, it couldn’t be helped now. Zeke hated Kavan with a vengeance. “Why not?” As soon as that question was out, Zeke regretted it. With every answer, things only got worse so why did he keep insisting on digging at that scab?

“He wanted more than I could give him.” An irritated sigh passed through Ethan’s lips. He got up and started getting dressed the rest of the way, his movements jerky and angry.

“And what was that?” Shut up, you idiot. Enough with the questions already. You’re coming off as the jealous lover.

“Kavan is already committed to another warlock named Derik and they both wanted me to be their third. I have no problem with the whole Triquetra thing as far as others go, but it’s just not for me.” Ethan’s tone was hard and edgy. The message was a clear back-the-fuck-off. He didn’t even glance up as he sat down and started to put his shoes on.

Unfortunately for both of them, Zeke wasn’t ready to stop with the interrogation. “And yet you still fed off him,” Zeke said, flatly.

“Yes, but not because of what you think. There was nothing sexual behind it.”

Zeke barely kept in his snort of disbelief. He would bet his last dollar that ‘ol Kavan got a lot of pleasure from the bite. Instead, he asked, “Then why even bother? I sent you some blood.”

“It was in a bag.” Ethan curled his lip in disgust. “For all I know, someone could have tampered with it.”

“Nobody here would do that to you,” Zeke protested. He was more than a little pissed that after all they had done for Ethan, he still had trouble trusting them.

“You’re right they won’t because I won’t give them the chance,” Ethan shot back as he stood up. “You don’t need to feel too bad though. I wasn’t feeding from Kavan for nourishment sake.”

“So why did you fang on him?” Zeke wasn’t surprised to hear the angry bite in his question.

“He had some crazy theory that maybe if I took in some of his blood, the magic in it would revive mine and I could get my gifts back,” Ethan replied flippantly as if it was no big deal.

In the mean time, Zeke felt a ball of dread develop in his gut as he remembered everything Dominic had told him and Eric. How if Ethan was to get his powers back, the vampire in him may push him back toward dark magic. “Do you think that’s such a good idea?” He treaded carefully, not wanting to piss Ethan off anymore.

“It doesn’t matter since it didn’t work anyway.” Ethan pulled up sharply and tossed him a shrewd look. “What would make you ask something like that?”

“It’s nothing really. Actually it’s kind of stupid,” Zeke blundered, wishing he had never opened this can. Now that he had, a sickening inkling told him there would be no closing it.

“Then you won’t mind telling me,” Ethan pressed, crossing his arms over his chest.

Knowing it would be worse if he lied to him, Zeke took a deep breath and spilled. He told Ethan every detail of the meeting between him, Eric and Dominic. He even relayed all the doom and gloom prediction the warlock had made. By the time he was done, Ethan’s expression had gone from incredulous to outrage before settling on cold hard rage.

“I’m going to fucking kill him,” Ethan spat as he turned. Throwing open the door, he stormed out of the room, a low growl rumbling from his throat.

Zeke cursed under his breath as he scrambled out of bed and started to get dressed. His chest grew tight as he realized just how much he’d hurt Ethan. He’d also unleashed an angry vampire who had yet to learn to control his blood rage. Which meant that if Zeke didn’t get to Dominic first, they could very well have one dead warlock on their hands.

 

* * * *

 

Ethan ran through the clan dwelling at a break neck speed. Along the way, he could hear his name being called out by others, but he didn’t stop. He was too intent on his target. Dominic. For years, he and the warlock had been at odds. Ethan hated Dominic because the warlock knew his darkest weakness and Dominic despised him because he saw Ethan as the pampered son of a coven leader. Now the fucking bastard had finally gone too far.

If he wanted a fight, then he was getting one and, magic or not, Ethan was going to come out on top. He snarled as he thought about how good it was going to feel to beat that smirk off the warlock’s face. To make him eat all those condescending words he’d tossed around.

So caught up in his murderous haze of rage, he almost missed the fucker. He was in the training room with Rafe and Morgan. Lucky for Ethan, they were the only ones in there, too. Good, that meant there would be less individuals around so the odds were in his favor and could do some real damage to the warlock before they could stop him.

“Ethan, what’s going on?” Rafe asked, his voice raised in concern.

He ignored his brother, too intent on his target. Letting out another snarl, he yelled, “You just couldn’t keep your damn mouth shut!”

Dominic saw him coming.

Ethan didn’t give him time to react before he launched himself at the warlock. Wrapping his arms around the warlock’s chest, Ethan took him down to the hardwood floor. Dimly he could still hear Rafe yelling and Morgan screaming, but Ethan shut them out.

Dominic threw his hands up to shoot off a magic blast, but for some reason it didn’t work.

“Oh, looks like I’m not the only one to have their powers crap on them. This is my lucky day.” His lips spreading out into a smile that he knew looked sinister, Ethan started wailing on his prey.

Dominic tried to fight back, but like most warlocks, he was better with his magic than brute force. Ethan on the other hand, had all the muscle he needed, thanks to his new vampire body. There was a snarl to his left and then he felt a heavy weight as Rafe slammed into him, throwing him off Dominic.

Ethan rolled across the floor before a set of folding chairs stopped his momentum. Springing to his feet, he crouched into a fighting position and hissed. His fangs were fully dropped, his claws out and he knew he’d totally lost control of his emotions. He was finally letting out all the anger, hate and hurt and damned if it didn’t feel good.

“This is going to be so much fun. I’ve wanted to kick your ass from the day you dared show your face at the coven,” Ethan hissed as he sized up Rafe.

“What’s stopping you? Let’s do this,” Rafe challenged back, his fangs coming out, too.

Ethan charged and Rafe met him halfway, their bodies coming together in a clash of snarls and claws. For a while, Ethan actually held his own, then the years Rafe had on him of vampire fighting tactics won out, and his brother got the upper hand. Pinning Ethan face down on the ground, Rafe held him down.

“Had enough?” Rafe’s low voice rumbled.

“Fuck you!” Ethan snarled. He was dismayed to realize they had an audience now and it was a lively one, too. Two vampires had a hold of Zeke so he couldn’t come to help and another group were keeping Kavan and the rest of the warlocks back.

“What in the hell is on your back? I didn’t hurt you, did I?” Rafe asked as he shifted his hold slightly so he could tug on Ethan’s  fight-ripped shirt.

Horror went through Ethan as he realized that his most humiliating secret was about to be exposed to a room full vampires. He started to fight again in earnest, cussing, spitting and calling Rafe every name in the book. It didn’t stop his brother though. If anything, it only seemed to make him more curious. Ethan could feel bile rise up in the back of his throat and realized his worst nightmare was going down and he had no way in hell to stop it. Holding him down tighter, Rafe lifted the back of his shirt, revealing his brands for everyone to see.

“Holy fuck, tell me this isn’t what I think it is,” Rafe breathed, his voice shaking with emotion. There were several gasps from the room. Even though the vampires wouldn’t know what the marks meant, it wasn’t every day you saw someone with a skull and inverted pentagram burned into their flesh. Judging from his brother’s reaction, he had enough magical knowledge to know he was staring at.

Ethan closed his eyes. Please don’t let this be happening. Please. Please. Please.

“No, Goddess, no,” Morgan sobbed. She started retching and the sounds hit him like physical blows. She had once been his dearest friend and now he was actually making her sick with disgust.

“I knew it was bad, but I had no idea,” Dominic said.

Finally, there was a little bit of fear in the warlock’s voice, but it only brought Ethan more heartbreak. “If you care for me at all, like you claim, then you’ll do both of us a favor and just kill me now,” Ethan pleaded in a whisper so only Rafe heard. He wouldn’t be even getting that wish today though. Instead, Rafe got to his feet and slowly started to back away from Ethan as if he was some demon who’d just clawed its way up from Hell. Then again, now that they all finally knew the truth, that was probably how they viewed him.

“Ethan, tell them all of it,” Kavan yelled, still struggling against the Drone soldier who was holding him.

“Tell us what?” Rafe ran his hand through his hair, his eyes looked so haunted, so broken.

At first, Ethan felt even more grief and then he remembered it was Rafe who exposed his secret to everyone in the first place. Anger surged through Ethan and instead of answering Rafe’s question, Ethan lifted his hand and slowly raised his middle finger at him. Childish, yes, but it was all he had.

“Explain to them why you did it,” Kavan urged, nearly sobbing.

“There’s nothing to explain,” Ethan said bitterly as he got to his feet, pulling his shirt down to hide the damning marks. “Some things you can’t undo. I should have remembered that.” He glanced over at Zeke still held back by other vampires and the look of confusion on his handsome face. Ethan knew that soon it would be replaced with one of disgust when he realized just what he’d done by saving the dying warlock. It would have been better for all of them if he’d just let Ethan die in that filthy room. At least then, he’d have been able to hold onto the last shred of dignity he had.

“We can fix this. I’m sure it was all a mistake.” Rafe reached out for him.

Ethan dodged away from his touch. “My only mistake was thinking I could have all this.” Giving Zeke one last look of longing, Ethan turned around and walked out of the room. He could hear Zeke yelling after him, pleading with him to come back. It took every bit of the strong discipline that the Nine had beat into him for Ethan not to turn around.





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Zeke watched Ethan walk out of the room, his shoulders hunched like he had the weight of the world on them. Judging from what had just gone down, he probably did. Although he still didn’t have a clue what those marks on the male’s back had meant, going from the magics’ reaction, it wasn’t good. “Somebody better tell me what the fuck is going on! What were those things on his back?” He snarled, his fangs making an appearance.

“They are the brands a dark warlock gets when he completes a certain ritual for the Nine,” Morgan responded woodenly as she wrapped her arms around her stomach. She was still looking a little green and trembling from head to toe.

“What kind of ritual?” Zeke asked, his heart sinking. Even from a distance, he was able to make out what the brands had been of and it didn’t take a genius to figure out they didn’t represent something good.

“It’s one so awful that white magics don’t even talk about,” Dominic said as he put his arms around Rafe and pulled him in for a comforting hug.

“Well, since you were raised in a black magic coven, then you shouldn’t have any problems telling me about it,” Zeke snapped, now at the end of his patience. It was taking all he had not to break free so he could go over and beat some information out of Dominic and Rafe.

“The Death Ritual,” Dominic finally answered.

Morgan winced and let out a small whimper when he said the words.

That scared Zeke more than anything, the way the witch was reacting. He’d seen her fight in plenty of battles and against some pretty damn scary things. Never once had she shown fear like now. “Go on,” Zeke prodded, his throat tight.

“It means Ethan made a living sacrifice and I’m not talking about goats either. It had to be a higher life form, like a human or another magic. To complete it, he had to slit the victim’s throat and then bleed them dry so the entire circle can drink.” Dominic nervously cleared his throat as he shot Zeke an apologetic look.

“There has to be some mistake,” Zeke protested. There was no way the male who’d given himself up for a child, would be the same one to make a human sacrifice.

“I’m sorry, but there isn’t. There is no other way for him to have got those brands on his back.” Dominic slowly shook his head.

“Unless he offered himself up as the willing sacrifice, you stupid fuck,” Kavan cut in, his face twisted with rage.

The entire room got quiet as those words hit everyone like a blow.

Zeke felt as if a piece of him died as he recalled the hurt on Ethan’s face right before he’d walked away. Jerking on the vampires holding him, he wasn’t surprised that they let him go. Not with the way everyone was reeling from the latest bombshell. “Tell me what happened—all of it,” he pleaded.

Kavan hedged, exchanging well-should-we glances with the other warlocks before he finally nodded. “It wasn’t just Ethan who was sent to live with the Nine. Olivia wanted a whole team trained in the dark arts. Since we were the same age as Ethan and we were in all the same class, she sent us all.” Kavan jerked his head at the rest of the group of warlocks to indicate who he was talking about.

“How is that possible? The rest of the coven would have protested if she did something like that.” Morgan shook her head.

“Well, pardon me being so blunt, but most of our former coven have their heads up their collective asses. Even you did, until Olivia started sending you out on missions. Face it, before you hooked up with Rafe and Dominic, you used to sing her praises along with the rest of them.” Kavan curled his lip into a sneer.

Both Dominic and Rafe glowered at him, but Morgan reached out and touched their hands to calm them down. “He’s an ass, but he’s right. I was blinded by her,” she conceded.

“Go on, keep talking,” Zeke ordered the warlock. If this ass had information that might exonerate Ethan’s honor, then he was going to spill everything. Even if he had to beat it out of him.

“It was hard and brutal at the Nine’s training camp. We all went hungry, were always cold and since we were white magic, we were under constant attack from the other trainees. Even some of our instructors beat us for who we were. It was hard, but we still stuck together, refusing to turn on each other no matter how hard the Nine tried to make us do so. Even though we had no formal hierarchy and we were banned from forming a group, we all still looked at Ethan as our leader.”

“Because he was Olivia’s son?” Dominic asked.

Zeke took some satisfaction in seeing the guilt stamped in the warlock’s eyes.

“No, because he was our protector. He was always the smartest and had the strongest magic so he would work with us to help improve our skills. He fought the older trainees, kicking enough of them into the dirt until they finally started leaving us alone. Most of all, when one of us messed up, he would take our punishments,” Kavan’s voice broke just a little.

Zeke’s gut twisted in grief as he thought about Ethan being hurt and the sacrifices he’d made. What he did for the Drone clan wasn’t anything new. It was clear from what Kavan had just told them that his male had been protecting others for years.

“You still haven’t told us what happened with the ritual,” Rafe said.

His dark was hair shielding his face, but Zeke didn’t have to see it to know that was hurting for the brother he wasn’t there to protect.

“We lived in that hellhole for years before Olivia finally called us home. The Nine agreed to release us on one condition—Ethan had to participate in the Death Ritual. Not only that, but they stipulated that the sacrifice had to be one of us or it didn’t count.”

Several of the Drones let out curses of disbelief and Morgan started to sob. The most unsettling reaction was from the warlocks though and that was because there was nothing. Not one of them showed a flicker of hurt, pain or sadness. It was as if the memory was so terrible that they didn’t dare feel anything over it for fear of losing their sanity.

“What did Ethan tell them?” Zeke asked. Even as he wondered to how any leader could face a decision like that.

“He agreed, but only if they would accept him as the sacrifice. He was willing to die just so we could get out of that horrible place and go home.”

“Something obviously happened though, because he’s alive,” Dominic pointed out as he rubbed his hands over Morgan’s arms in an attempt to console her.

“You honestly don’t think the Nine would let one of their trainees get away with making a noble gesture do you?” Kavan raked him with a snide look. “They had Ethan go through the ritual. He was branded, he chanted the spell and just as he was about to slice his own throat open, they attacked him. They beat him so bad that it rivaled what he looked like the other day when you guys found him. After they finished with him, they held him down and made him watch while they took one of our group, a warlock named Adam, and butchered him. Ethan pleaded for his life, but that only seemed to egg them on even more. After that, they drained Adam of his blood and all of the Nine drank it. As a final insult to Ethan, they forced him to drink it, too.”

“Why didn’t he just tell us all this? Why is acting so ashamed?” Rafe slowly shook his head.

“Ethan has never forgiven himself for not saving Adam. After the Nine let us go, Ethan didn’t even want anyone to heal his wounds. We had to drag him to some clinic run by werewolves because we knew our coven would freak if they saw the marks on Ethan. You want to know why he hates hospitals so much? It’s because he spent nearly a month in a bed while the werewolves healed him. He hasn’t been able to stand the places ever since because they remind him of a time when he felt weak.”

Ethan weak? If Zeke wasn’t so heartbroken, he might have laughed at the sheer stupidity of those words. He didn’t know of a male, vampire or warlock who was more brave. As soon as Zeke saw Ethan, he was going to tell him that, too. Right after he told the male how much he loved him. Then he was going to hold the warlock tight and never let go.

“Ethan’s gone!” Dahlia yelled as she came running into the training room.

“Are you sure?” Zeke asked sharply, his heart hammering in fear.

“Yes, I went to check on him to make sure he wasn’t injured from the fight and I can’t find him anywhere,” she said.

“You don’t think he would do anything stupid, do you?” Morgan gasped, her eyes wide with fear.

“His brother, friends and lover all just acted like he was some monster incarnate. What do you think?” Kavan’s voice dripped with heavy sarcasm.

Zeke took in several shaky breaths as he remembered the devastated look on Ethan’s face as he looked back at him. The way he had walked with the carriage of someone who was so defeated. Yeah, he was willing to place a bet on Ethan going out and doing something drastic.

“While I still had him down, he begged me to kill him,” Rafe gasped.

The same horror Zeke was feeling was in the vampire’s gaze.

“What if he’s going out to find someone to fulfill his wish?”

That wouldn’t be too hard. Even though Detroit was the werewolves’ territory, that didn’t mean it was safe by any stretch. It was so bad that no sane Drone went out without backup, even if it was to go out to the movies or the grocery store. That was only the half of it, too. If another creature didn’t get Ethan then, as a vampire, he would die if he didn’t have shelter once the sun came up.

 

It was several hours later and despite scouring the entire city, they still hadn’t found Ethan. Zeke didn’t know whether to scream in frustration or finally give into the tears of grief that had been threatening to come out ever since he’d heard that horrible story behind those damn brands.

They had all divided into small teams, mixing the warlocks in with the vampires. Zeke had Rafe, Dante and Dominic in his group. They had spent most of the time walking down Michigan Avenue and Woodward. Besides finding a nest of kobolds and two zombies bumping uglies, they hadn’t turned up anything.

He didn’t know what was worse, Rafe’s brooding silence, or Dominic who kept apologizing. After the seventh time of the warlock begging for forgiveness, Zeke had shut him out. He wasn’t feeling really forgiving at the moment. If they found Ethan and his male was okay, maybe then Zeke would be willing to allow Dominic to make amends.

“We only have two hours left before the sun comes up,” Dante said as he looked down at his watch.

“If you guys want to head back, fine, but I’m not leaving until I find him.” Zeke didn’t even glance at the others because he was too busy scanning the streets for a sign of Ethan.

“I’ll stay, too,” Dominic volunteered.

“Mighty big of you since the sun won’t do shit to you,” Zeke spat, his animosity toward the warlock spilling over.

“Look I’ve already admitted I fucked up by misjudging Ethan. What more do you want?” Dominic demanded.

I want him home, in my arms where he belongs. I want him finally to feel safe for once in his life, to know that he can go through a day without being attacked for who he is. Most of all, I want just five more minutes with him so I can tell him I love him.

Dominic asked softy, “Do you care for him?”

“More than anything,” Zeke admitted, harshly.

“And you would do anything to protect him, wouldn’t you?” Dominic pushed.

“I would kill for him.”

“That’s all I was doing for Rafe and Morgan, protecting them. I love them as much as you care for Ethan. I was stupid and misguided, but I wasn’t going after him just to be a dick. If you had been in my place, you would have done the same thing.”

Zeke looked away, the anger draining from his body. Yeah, he would have.

“We can all play who-was-the-bigger-meanie later,” Dante cut in. “Right now we need to find Ethan, before the sun comes out and gives us a tan we’ll never forget.”

They nodded and continued patrolling the streets. As they got closer to daylight, the city started to come alive. Traffic was picking up and humans were rushing around as they went about their daily business. If anyone thought it was odd that a group of very tall and darkly dressed men were walking down the sidewalk, they didn’t let on. But then again, this was Detroit and people tended to keep to themselves.

Just as they were passing a bum who proudly showed them his down and dirties, the communicators in their ears crackled to life. Zeke’s heart leapt in his chest as he waited, hoping it would be someone saying they had news.

“We found him,” Kane’s voice traveled over the link

Zeke almost fell to his knees in gratitude, pushing down on the communicator, he asked, “Where?”

“I don’t think you’re going to believe it. I sure as hell know I don’t and I’m looking right at it. You’ve got to come see this for yourself.” Kane laughed.

 

A bar.

While they had all been combing the streets, thinking the worst had happened to him, Ethan had been having a grand ‘ol time at one of the local paranormal drinking holes. To make things even worse, it was the one that had the zombie bartender. Zeke shuddered. Not many things skeeved him out, but a walking corpse did. Not only did they stink to high heaven, but they were always dropping body parts all over the place. Not exactly the kind of guy he wanted pulling his beer.

As they opened the warped, wood door of the unmarked establishment, Zeke was amazed at the huge crowd that was inside. Almost every type of semi-civilized creature was in there—chupacabra, werewolves, a few ghosts and…oh shit…that damn zombie.

The tall mass of walking decay was lumbering their way. His huge, milky eyes wild. “You have to stop them.”

“Stop who?” Zeke asked as he stepped back out of smelling distance.

“Them!” The zombie pointed so violently that it was a wonder one of his rotting fingers didn’t snap off and go flying.

Zeke looked over and almost went slack jawed with shock. Beside him was a snort of laughter from Dante and Rafe cursed low under his breath. Ethan was standing in a middle of a large, very loud group of werewolves who were all cheering him on as he chugged a bottle of booze.

Right next to him, doing most of the egging on, was Hannah, a mixed werejackal witch who lived at the clan. Zeke watched as Ethan finished the one bottle and held out his hand so she could exchange it with a fresh one. Not even pausing for breath, Ethan tipped that one back and started to down it, his body heaving halfway through before he forced himself to finish it. Once it was empty, he held it up with a flourish to the wild cheers and hoots of the crowd.

“This has been going on for a while,” Kane said as he came over.

“Why didn’t you pull him out?” Rafe sputtered.

“I tried, but he told me to, Make like a tree and leave.” Kane grimaced. “I don’t know what was worse, having a drunk dork and his werewolf cronies telling me what to do or that bad cliché.”

“He’s not drunk.” Dominic argued with a snort.

They all looked over at Ethan who was dancing around in slow circles as he held the empty bottle in the air.

“Yeah, I can see that now,” Dante drawled sarcastically. “Why ever did we think he was?”

“Warlocks can’t get drunk.” Dominic wrinkled his brow in confusion.

“Ah, but vampires can.” Dante smirked.

Ethan and Hannah stood shoulder to shoulder in front of a dartboard. It and the wall were full of burn marks and deep gouges. Zeke scanned his gaze around the bar and noticed that a lot of things were singed. A couple of chairs, a table and the ears of a scared looking male werejackal. Even though there were no bindings around him, he was sitting in the chair as if tied down. He caught Zeke staring and mouthed Help me.

“Best out of three,” Ethan challenged Hannah, his voice sounded more slurred than not.

“Are you going to whine when you lose again?” she returned in that smoky voice of hers. It matched her appearance. With her long, whisky-colored hair, tawny eyes and a curvy body that advertised her sensuality, she made most males pant in need.

Zeke growled low in his throat as he wondered just what interest she had in Ethan. She must have sensed him glaring because she looked over her shoulder at him, her eyes issuing a silent challenge. Curling her red lips into a smile that showed off tiny canines, she just as quickly dismissed him, returning her attention to Ethan. Zeke waited for the warlock to notice them, too, but he was either too drunk or pissed off to care.

Hannah had three small daggers in her hands and she lifted one by the tip, taking aim at the dartboard before throwing it with a sharp snap of her wrist. The crowd whooped when the weapon landed just to the side of the bull’s eye.

“You’re so drunk you’re getting sloppy,” Ethan admonished even as he stumbled a step.

“Ha! I’m drunk. Who was the one singing Lady GaGa a few minutes ago?” She ran a hand up his bicep, shooting Zeke a sidelong glance. There was no mistaking the triumphant spark in her eyes.

“Why are you all just standing there?” the zombie screeched. “You have to stop him before he starts up again.”

“Starts what?” Zeke looked closely at Ethan’s hands and didn’t see any daggers.

Then the warlock lifted his palm and shot off a small fireball. It zipped across the room before hitting a chair several feet from the dartboard. A couple of the bar patrons screamed in alarm as they dove out of the way. There was a moment of silence as they all looked at the damage before they all burst out into a loud cheer.

“Looks like somebody is getting his magic back,” Rafe observed in a low voice.

“That would explain why I couldn’t use my magic against him earlier, the little bugger was blocking me,” Dominic said.

“We prefer to call him a booger,” Dante was quick to correct.

Rafe rolled his eyes.

“You lost!” Hannah declared, thrusting a full bottle of booze into Ethan’s chest. “Drink up.”

“I thought we said, best two out of three.” Ethan fumbled until he got a firm grip.

“We did and I won all three times,” Hannah lied with a wicked grin.

“Okay.” Ethan shrugged before he started chugging the bottle.

Zeke had seen enough, shouldering his way through the crowd, he went up and snatched the bottle from the warlock.

Ethan was so far gone that it actually took him a few seconds to realize he’d lost it, keeping his head tilted back, lips parted.

“Enough, it’s time to go home,” he ordered, in a stern voice. Ethan looked at him, his eyes blinking blearily before he broke out into a huge grin.

“Zeke! I missed you.” Throwing his arms around Zeke’s neck, Ethan brought him in for a passionate kiss.

The sounds of catcalls and whistles reminded him they had a bar full of others enjoying the show. Ethan didn’t seem to care though, slipping his tongue inside to stroke Zeke’s fangs. The kiss tasted of brandy and whiskey, but it was far from unpleasant. Still, he reluctantly pushed the warlock away. “We need to get back, babe, the sun will be coming up soon,” he explained, fisting his hand in the front of Ethan’s shirt to help balance him since his footing was getting more unstable.

“Only if you promise I can sleep with you.” Ethan waggled his eyebrows suggestively.

“As long as you don’t start singing Lady GaGa, it’s a deal.”

“Can I come, too?” Hannah asked, as she started putting her daggers away.

“Sorry, he’s all mine.” Zeke smiled tightly.

“Then how come I don’t see the bonding bite marks on your necks?” She cocked a brow questioningly.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be taking care of that right away,” Zeke promised.

“Can I at least watch you two fuck?” Hannah pleaded. She had never been known for censoring herself.

“No,” Zeke replied shortly.

She pouted, something she never would have done if she were sober. “Party fart. Dante won’t let me watch either. Neither one of you are any fun.”

“What about me?” the male werejackal screeched. “Make that warlock reverse this damn spell that’s holding me down.”

“Shut up, penny dick,” Ethan slurred. “Maybe you shouldn’t have tried to attack Hannah.”

Rafe and Dante exchanged confused looks as they mouthed penny dick?

“It means his cock is so small that’s all it’s worth,” Ethan explained with a giggle.

Dante started laughing.

“Don’t encourage him.” Rafe rolled his eyes before he asked Zeke, “Are we ready?”

Zeke nodded before they each took one of Ethan’s arms and half-dragged, half-carried him out to the van, the sounds of the screaming werejackal following them.





 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

“Why didn’t you call us?” Zeke asked Hannah once they were all safe in the van. “We’ve been looking all over for him.”

Ethan was slumped over, his head resting on Zeke’s shoulder and it looked like he was out for the count.

“After the way I saw you all treat him, I thought he deserved to get away for a while.” Hannah shrugged, appearing unconcerned.

“So you just decided to take him to one of the most dangerous bars around and get him drunk?” Rafe snapped.

“He needed a friend and a way to unload all his stress. I just gave it to him.”

Ethan sat up and grinned. “Did you hear that? Hannah and I are BFF’s.”

“OMG, I am so WTF over it, I’m LOL-ing,” Zeke deadpanned, shocked that he was having this type of conversation as a full-grown male. Hannah and Ethan, on the other hand, thought it was the most hilarious thing.

“I am so going to love watching them suffer from hangovers tomorrow,” Dominic snorted.

“Hey, Zeke, guess what?” Ethan asked in one of those drunken whispers that wasn’t a whisper at all, but rather a near yell.

“What?” Zeke tensed, knowing whatever Ethan had to say wouldn’t be good. Not with the wicked grin playing across his handsome features.

“I’ve been practicing on how to give a blow job around my fangs.” Ethan practically climbed into Zeke’s lap as he grabbed his cock.

“How have you been practicing?” Zeke couldn’t resist asking as he gently moved the male’s hand.

“I’ve been trying out my technique on bananas. I think I’m finally ready for the real thing though.”

Dante burst out laughing and Rafe just buried his face in his hands.

“As nice as that sounds, we can’t do that in front of everyone else,” Zeke said.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll just tell them not to look or tell anyone.” Ethan tried to do the classic, Hear no evil, see no evil, speak no evil gestures, and missed with two out of the three.

“Did you really attack that werejackal back at the bar?” Zeke asked, trying to get the warlock onto another topic.

“Of course I did.” Ethan frowned. “He tried to kill Hannah. The only reason I didn’t fry him completely is I wanted to prove to you guys that I could control myself if I have to.”

“I know you can.” He gave Ethan a kiss on the top of his head.

That seemed to satisfy the male because he snuggled into Zeke’s chest and started to drift off to sleep. Right before he did, he opened his eyes one last time and said, “I love you, Zeke. You know that right?”

“I love you, too, babe.”

 

Zeke woke up the next day to the sounds of Ethan moaning softly as he held his head between his hands. The warlock looked like hell, still dressed in the wrinkly clothes from the night before and his hair all disheveled. Knowing this kind of pain would be coming, Zeke had carried Ethan back to his room last night, so when he woke up, he would be more comfortable in his own safe and familiar environment. “How are you feeling?” Zeke asked, tying to hide his grin as the warlock groaned again. Served him right for being such a hellion.

“Like a sunlight grenade went off in my skull and for some reason I have the song, Poker Face, stuck in my head,” Ethan whispered, liked talking at a regular volume would hurt too much.

“Do you remember anything from last night?”

“Just bits and pieces,” Ethan admitted. “I guess it’s pretty safe to say that I can get drunk now that I’m a vampire. It would have been good to have known that little tidbit before I made that bet with Hannah.”

“Look, about what happened in the training room last night. I want you to know I don’t give a damn what marks are on your body.” Zeke sat up so he could wrap his arms around Ethan, but the warlock got up and took a couple of steps away.

“You wouldn’t say that if you knew what they really meant. I thought Dominic would have filled you in on that, but obviously he hasn’t or else you wouldn’t even be talking to me,” Ethan said harshly as he took a few more steps back.

“Both he and Kavan told us everything.” Zeke stood up and moved slowly forward.

“Then you know what a failure I am.”

“No, you’re not” Zeke was finally close enough to put his hands on Ethan’s waist. The warlock didn’t pull back, but he didn’t move into the embrace either.

“How can you say that? I let them kill Adam and I couldn’t stop it.” He looked away.

Zeke reached over and cupped his chin, forcing his gaze back forward. “I know Cherish told you about how I was transformed into a vampire. How my whole team died and I was the only survivor. Do you think any less of me for that?”

“Of course not. Don’t be stupid.”

“Then how can you blame yourself for Adam? There was nothing more you could have done to save him.”

 

* * * *

 

Ethan nodded, even though he still wasn’t totally convinced. He didn’t think he would ever be able to totally forgive himself, but when he was with Zeke and the vampire seemed to believe in him so much, it did make the ache less. Enough that Ethan had hope the guilt would someday go away forever. “I know I babbled a lot of stupid stuff last night, but I did mean one thing,” he said as he searched Zeke’s face.

“What? That you know how to give a blowjob now despite your fangs?” Zeke smiled.

Ethan had never felt so light. “Well, yeah, but what I was really talking about is when I told you I love you.” He took a deep breath, terrified of putting himself out so much, but knowing he had to.

“I love you, too,” Zeke replied as he ran the pad of his thumb over Ethan’s bottom lip. “Does this mean you’ll let me give you the bonding bite? I can’t stand the thought of you going around another day without everyone knowing you belong to me.”

“Only if I can give you one back.” Ethan lightly nipped Zeke’s thumb, making the vampire suck in a breath.

“When?” Zeke asked, his eyes stormy with desire.

“Now.” Ethan reached between them, popping open the button on the vampire’s uniform pants.

“What about your head?”

“It doesn’t hurt nearly as bad as other parts of me.” Ethan reached in and caressed Zeke’s cock, marveling at how the male was already hard for him.

“Only if you’ll take off all your clothes this time. I want to touch every inch of you.” The vampire closed his eyes and moaned in pleasure.

“No more secrets between us I promise.” Ethan stepped back so he could pull off his shirt.

As Zeke’s gaze burned into him, Ethan had never felt so alive. It was exhilarating knowing that he didn’t have to hide anymore. Zeke pulled off his shirt, too, before he moved forward and led Ethan to the bed.

They rolled around on the mattress, pulling at each other clothes. They took their time, kissing and sucking each new exposed area of flesh. By the time they were nude, both of them were panting with need.

“I have a little surprise for you.” Ethan smiled as he reached into a bedside drawer and pulled out a small jar. It had amber colored oil in it. He opened it and poured some into his hand.

“What are you up to now?” Zeke smiled as he lay on his back and looked up at him.

“I want to show you one of the advantages of having a warlock for a lover.” Ethan grabbed Zeke’s cock, covering it with the oil. The vampire let out a hoarse cry and he almost came off the bed.

“Good?” Ethan asked, even though he already knew it was. A blend of an aphrodisiac and herbs, it left behind a light sensual heat when rubbed into the body.

“God, yeah,” Zeke barked as he thrust his hips up.

“I’m just getting started.” Ethan smiled as he dipped his head down. Not waiting any longer, he wrapped his lips around Zeke’s cock and sucked in deep.

Zeke fisted his hands into the sheets and let out a soft whimper.

The sound gave Ethan a heady feeling, knowing he’d made the hardened Drone soldier get so lost in passion that he was letting all his inhibitions down. Ethan had been yearning to taste the vampire for so long, he went wild on his dick, sucking, nipping and licking so hard that it wasn’t long before Zeke was writhing in pleasure, his breaths coming out in gasps. Just as he thought the male was going to orgasm, Zeke abruptly sat up.

“Not yet,” he growled, his fangs larger than Ethan had ever seen them. “I’m not going to come until I’m in that tight ass of yours.”

“Do it now, Zeke. I can’t wait any longer.” Ethan hissed as his fangs dropped, too.

Zeke snarled as he attacked Ethan, forcing him flat to his back. A red haze of lust overwhelmed Ethan as he realized he was caught up in the bloodlust he’d heard so much about. Damn, the aphrodisiac had nothing on this feeling. Right now, he was so jacked up, the world could start falling down around him and he wouldn’t notice.

“Fuck me, fuck me,” he chanted desperately as Zeke positioned himself between his thighs.

“Mine,” Zeke declared in a gravelly voice right before he thrust into home.

The vampire’s cock was still slick from the oil so he slid in easily, going so deep that Ethan closed his eyes in bliss. Zeke’s thickness filled him, made him feel complete and he’d never felt so connected to anyone in his life. The vampire must have experienced the same emotions because he paused long enough to gaze tenderly down at Ethan.

“I’ve waited all my life for this,” Zeke declared before he started to fuck Ethan in short, hard, fast thrusts.

Ethan clawed at Zeke’s back, the vampire instinct to claim his mate overwhelming him. Eyeing up the strong expanse of the neck above him, he knew he couldn’t wait any longer. Letting out a feral snarl, he struck hard, his fangs sinking in deep into Zeke’s flesh.

Zeke cried out in passion, right before he returned the bite. Ethan gasped, pleasure shooting through his body as he felt the sharp sting. All the while, Zeke continued to thrust his cock in and out so they were connected in more ways than one.

They came together in a blinding orgasm. Every cell in Ethan’s body felt consumed. He could feel Zeke’s semen shooting inside his ass, even as he swallowed the vampire’s blood. It wasn’t until they were both completely spent that Ethan pulled his fangs out and licked the wounds closed. He shivered as he felt the warm path of Zeke’s tongue over his own bite mark.

“You’re mine forever now,” the vampire declared with a satisfied sigh.

“And you’re mine.” Ethan kissed his cheek.

They were just pulling away when the alarm went off on Zeke’s cell phone alerting him to a text message. He grimaced as he reached over to grab it. As he read it, he started to scowl even more. “Eric wants us in the war room in an hour.”

“Why?” Ethan asked sharply, wondering if he was in trouble for the fight he’d had with Dominic.

“I don’t know, but it must be about more than you and me or else he would just call us into his office.”

 

Ethan still didn’t feel calm even an hour later as they walked into the war room. He was surprised to see his brother and his mates there, along with Brenden’s Drone soldier team. Then he spotted the guys from his coven and he got even more confused. Rafe sprang to his feet and ran over to Ethan, pulling him into a tight embrace.

“You just had to start with that hugging crap again,” Ethan bitched, but he hugged his brother back just as hard. “I’m sorry,” he whispered so only Rafe heard.

“Me, too,” Rafe whispered back.

Eric was at the front of the room, but he waited, giving the brothers the time they needed. It wasn’t until they had finally taken their seats next to each other that he began. “Ethan,” he said, with an exaggerated smile. “I heard you had a little fun last night. How are you feeling today?”

Ethan shifted, aware that everyone was staring at him. “I’m fine. One hundred percent.”

“Good to know because you start today.”

“Start what?” Ethan wondered if he’d missed a memo or something.

“Dominic told me you’re getting your magic back.”

Eric’s face was emotionless, giving no clue as to whether that news pissed him off or not. “Yeah, it’s starting to come back a little bit at a time,” Ethan admitted, knowing it would be no use to lie about it. He only hoped it didn’t get him kicked out of the clan.

“Perfect,” Eric shocked him by saying. “I want you to take the warlocks that are here and lead a team. While we have our alliance with Olivia, I don’t trust her and I want to make sure our asses are covered.”

“You want me to lead the team?” Ethan echoed, knowing he was probably coming off as a dunce, but unable to stop himself. This was the last thing he expected.

“Yes, because you, I do trust. I know that if I put you in charge, you’ll make sure things get done right.” Eric finally smiled.

Ethan couldn’t help but return it. “Yes, sir. I would be honored.”

“Good, because our days of sitting back and waiting for the Nine to come get us are over. I want to prepare the clan so we can finally fight these bastards and give them a taste of their own pain. Can you do that?”

Ethan looked over at Zeke and let the love he saw in the male’s eyes wash over him. “Yes, now that I have the support I need, I can do anything.” It was true, too. Let the Nine come because for the first time in his life Ethan didn’t fear them because he knew he no longer had to face them alone. He had his brother, his clan and most of all—he had Zeke.
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