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D E D I C A T I O N

Conversation three years ago or so between my husband and I:

Me: You know, this is a really good book. But if I’d written it, I would’ve had
(this, that, or the other thing) happen and had the characters be more

(whatever).
Husband: Gives me that look. Well, why don’t you?

Me: Why don’t I what?
Husband: Write a book?

Me: My hackles raise at the blatant dare he just issued. Well, maybe
I will!

Husband: Go ahead!
Me: I will!

And I did. And I quit accounting. And now I write the books that I love for a
living. This is my fifth book, and my brain is bursting with ideas for more
stories. Some days I can’t believe that I’ve gotten this far. And I never even
knew that THIS was what I wanted to do with my life until he dared me to

do it.



Hopefully, someday soon, he’ll be able to quit his 9-5 job too and pursue
the things he loves to do.

Thank you my love, for being my strongest supporter and the best
husband in the entire world.
I love you the mostest, Joe Joe.



B O O K S  B Y  L . E .  W I L S O N

Deathless Night Series (The Vampires)

Blood Hunger - Will Nikulas release Emma to live her

human life, giving up his own in the process?

Blood Vengeance- One bound by chains and one bound by

love, Luukas and Keira are forced into a nightmare, with no

end in sight.

Blood Obsession- Sacrifices must be made for the

greater good.

Blood Betrayal- Christian and Ryan must make a choice.

And they’d better make the correct one. For unbeknownst

to them, both of their lives depend on it.
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The Kincaid Werewolves (The Werewolves)

To Covet The Fae- With the toss of a coin, Brock and

Heather are thrown into a game of Survivor meets Alice in

Wonderland. To win the game, and the girl, Brock has five

days to find Heather and return them to where he started.

Yet the real games begin when they come back.

Fae Encounter-He always played by the rules. Until she

broke them.

Games of the Fae-Coming Spring 2018*

Fae Betrayal-Coming Spring 2019*

Defenders of the Fae-Coming Fall 2019*
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C H A P T E R  1

e was dying. Literally.

Christian slammed his sweaty palm against the glass wall

in front of him as his bloodshot eyes watched the woman on the other

side. His silver cuff bracelet clanked against it so hard, the turquoise

stones should have left chips in the glass. But they didn’t, because this

was no ordinary glass. It was some type of indestructible, vampire-

proof glass.

Through eyes that burned with lust and sweat, he watched her:

The woman who had been both his sweetest fantasy and his worst

nightmare for as long as he could remember now. The girl with skin

so pale and translucent he could see the delicate blue veins just under‐
neath where her life’s blood flowed. The girl with eyes just slightly

darker in color than the ancient stones on his wrist. The girl whose

full, up-tipped breasts made his mouth water to taste them and his

hips rock to and fro uncontrollably, like a dog near a bitch in heat.

The girl with the hair that had stolen all of the colors of the fiery

sunset he missed so much.

He shoved his other hand down the front of his jeans, gripping

himself tight at the head and then sliding up and down the swollen

girth with short, hard pumps. The hypnotic beat of “Closer” by Nine
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Inch Nails thumped throughout the room, and his blood pulsed

heavier through his veins with every beat. His fangs were bared on a

hiss and his gut ached with a razor sharp hunger he had yet to experi‐
ence in all of his long years — until now. But he knew it was his eyes

that would surely give him away for what he truly was. From the feel

of them, they would be glowing bright and eerie from under his heavy

brows, the color a vivid topaz, as he tracked every move she made

with an intensity that human men did not possess. Yet he couldn’t

bring himself to not watch her.

Besides, she never looked at him when she was dancing.

She was alone in the empty room of the club on the other side of

the glass, her back up against a single silver pole that ran from floor to

ceiling. Facing him, she writhed against that cold metal that she could

work like nobody’s business. But she wasn’t dancing anymore. She’d

stopped dancing a while ago.

Instead, one of her dainty hands was shoved up under her short,

gold skirt, and although he couldn’t see it, he knew that she was

touching herself. Something she’d never done before; at least not for

him. Her other hand was on her bare breast, manipulating the soft

flesh and then pinching the dusky nipple. Her skimpy top had long

since been removed as part of her striptease.

As the end of the song rose to a throbbing crescendo, she threw

her head back and cried out, her body convulsing as she made herself

come while he watched. Her face contorted into an erotic mien, lost

somewhere between pleasure and pain and made all the more beau‐
tiful for it.

He cried out with her, his forehead smashing into the glass as his

body jacked towards her instinctively. But even though he was hard as

a fucking rock and rubbing himself raw, he couldn’t get off. And he

knew he wouldn’t be able to, not until he was inside of a woman’s

tight sheath, whether it be hers or another’s.

She wobbled in her stiletto heels as her legs gave out and she slid

down the stripper pole to sit on the floor. His hand was still fisted

around his cock, and he squeezed it way too hard as he collapsed to

his knees, wishing he could just rip the fucking thing off. But honestly
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he barely felt the pain he was causing himself. He couldn’t feel

anything over the burn of his screaming muscles as they cramped and

twisted around the acid in his veins.

He lifted his head at the same time that she lifted hers, and they

stared at each other through the glass for the first time. Her sapphire

blue eyes were large in her pale face; the purplish circles underneath

making them appear even brighter than normal. As she stared at him,

a single fat tear slid down her flawless cheek, and he pressed his fore‐
head to the glass again as he watched it fall.

He wanted to go to her. He wanted to gently wipe that tear from

her delicate face. Then he wanted to rip that flimsy excuse of a skirt

off of her and bury his aching cock in her warmth as he sank his fangs

deep into that slender throat. He groaned aloud at the thought of

feeding from her while he fucked her senseless. He swore he could

almost taste her from behind the glass. But he couldn’t do any of those

things, because he was trapped in this goddamned, vampire-proof

viewing box with his jeans hanging open and his cock jutting out of

his hand like some kind of animal.

Gritting his teeth against the pain that scorched through his body

like hot acid, he slapped his palm against the glass. “Help me!” he

snarled.

She blinked once, slowly, her eyelids appearing heavy. Lifting her

hand from beneath her skirt, she stared at it for a moment with a

frown marring her pretty features before it dropped onto her lap, like

she didn’t understand what it had just been doing.

Christian folded forward as the fire in his blood surged across his

abdomen and down into his balls. Releasing his throbbing cock with a

hiss of pain, his other hand joined the first to pound on the glass.

“Open this fucking thing!”

Her bemused gaze wandered to the side, and then drifted over the

entire wall of glass, as if she were searching for something but didn’t

quite know what it was. She closed her eyes again for so long that he

began to wonder if she’d fallen asleep, but then she seemed to rouse,

and slowly pushed herself to her feet. She teetered unsteadily for a

moment in her ridiculous shoes. Gathering up her top that she’d taken
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off during her dance, she stumbled across the room and out the door

in the back. The music shut off as soon as the door closed behind her.

She couldn’t see him, he realized. She couldn’t fucking see him.

Rearing back, he threw his head forward and smashed it into the

glass wall so hard it should’ve shattered. But it only formed an outline

of the shape of his head, and then snapped back into its former shape

as soon as he pulled away.

“AHHHHHH!!!” He screamed until his voice gave out.

Collapsing onto his side, he curled up into a ball with his arms

wrapped around his middle to ride out the pain. It would subside

after a bit, enough so he could move about freely, though it never

completely went away. And he knew that it wouldn’t until his body

had what it craved.

He needed blood. And he needed sex. Physically needed it. Thanks

to whatever the hell had happened to him after his creator, Luukas,

had been taken. Before he’d been swiped up off the street near his

home in Seattle and locked in this hellhole, he’d been going through

six to eight females a night — every night — for the past seven years.
He’d fuck them, feed from them, and then send them home to their

families. Safe and sound. And he’d discovered real quick that if he

tried to change up that routine, he suffered the consequences. The

urges would become more and more intense until he was a danger to

anyone around him. Thank the gods Seattle was a large city with a

rising population and had plenty of human females. And that

vampires were immune to STD’s.

And now, if he wasn’t mistaken, he’d been locked in this place for

weeks. Long enough that it wasn’t only his body that was suffering.

He was beginning to feel like he was losing his mind, losing what was

left of his humanity, and turning into the mindless creature that the

horror movies always depicted those like him to be.

Of course it was all because he’d lowered his guard and gotten

himself captured because he was too busy thinking about his dick,

rather than what he should’ve been doing.

Keeping to his usual nightly routine, he’d left his apartment

building to hook up with a new girl at a nearby strip club instead of
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helping Dante and Shea prepare for Luukas’ rescue mission. He and

the other Hunters were supposed to join Nikulas and Aiden across the

Canadian border. They’d only just discovered that the psycho who

had taken their leader had returned to the area with Luukas in tow.

He’d let down his friends who’d been depending on him. And

worse, he’d failed his creator. The male that had taken him under his

wing and taught him what it was to be a male worthy of calling

himself such.

He wasn’t worthy of anything or anyone these days.

Christian groaned and flopped over onto his back, the pain in his

body overriding everything else as it always did. God help the first

female he came across when he finally got the fuck out of here. And

he would get out of here, somehow. He only hoped the first woman he

came across wasn’t his dancing girl with the fiery hair, because the

odds of her surviving that encounter were pretty much shit. At the

thought of hurting her, a sharp, stabbing pain pierced through his

heart and added to his agony.

He wouldn’t mean to hurt her. He wouldn’t. But in the state he was

in, he didn’t think he’d be able to avoid it.

And didn’t that just suck balls.
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C H A P T E R  2

yan left the performance room of the abandoned club and

staggered out into the hallway. Glancing to the left, she strug‐
gled to focus on what she was seeing. An exit sign glowed over the

door at that end of the hall, and before she thought about what she

was doing, she lurched towards it. Even in her current state of mind,

she comprehended that she needed to get away from this place, and

fast. The high she was riding would wear off soon, and then she’d be

well and truly fucked. When that happened, the only thing she’d be

able to focus on was the mega flu-like sickness that would rapidly

descend upon her, along with the reality of her psychosis that would

come back with a vengeance.

A wave of helpless frustration rose up to chip at the shield of

numbness that filled her, and a sob caught in her throat. She wished

she had the courage to take herself out of this sorry excuse for a life.

But whenever she’d convinced herself that she’d finally gotten up the

guts to slit her wrists or dump a bunch of pills down her throat, some‐
thing stopped her. She didn’t know what. And she didn’t know why.

But she wished it would just let her go. She didn’t know how much

longer she could take this sorry excuse for a life.

However, the way she was heading, she would OD any day now.
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Not on purpose. But it was getting harder and harder to reach the

numbness where she couldn’t feel anything anymore. Couldn’t hear

the voices. And if she were to be completely honest with herself, she

was looking forward to it.

As she neared the door, the image of a younger, male version of

herself made her smile. Her little brother. His memory faded and her

smile faded from her face.

She wondered what he looked like now. Was he still in school?

Were their parents healthy and alive? Ryan would never know. As

much as she missed him and her mom and dad, she could never go

back there.

Pinpricks suddenly stabbed her scalp and her head was wrenched

backwards by her hair. She tried to pry away the offending hand that

was gripped around her loose bun without much success. Thrown off

balance in her stupid heels, she stumbled backwards until a brawny

arm caught her around the ribs. It yanked her back against a wide

chest and the large protruding stomach of someone who enjoyed their

cervaza and tacos way too much. A sour, spicy stench leaked from his

pores, mingling with the ever-present smell of unwashed armpits.

“Where do you think you are going, mi corazon?” The voice was

slightly accented and higher than you would expect from such a large

man, but was one she knew all too well.

With one hand still twisted in her upswept hair and the other

uncomfortably close to her bare breasts, he turned her around and

marched her in front of him down the hall and to the stairway. Boards

creaked as they felt their way down the old steps. A loose bulb swung

overhead, casting an eerie light that was barely enough to see by as he

hauled her down the narrow passage.

“Let me go,” she slurred when they reached the bottom. “I can walk

by myself.”

He chuckled and tightened his grip on her, the hand on her ribcage

sliding up to caress the underside of the full curve of her breast. Her

stomach heaved. Whether from his touch, his stench, or the effects of

coming down from her high, she didn’t know. In retrospect, she

wished she’d put her top back on, not that it covered much, but it was
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better than nothing. It still dangled from her fingers. If he would let

her go just for a second…

Emboldened by her lack of protests, he slowed his pace and turned

her towards the wall so he could shove her face against the cracked

paint. His hand tightened painfully in her hair and tears filled her eyes

as he twisted her head out of his way. Wet lips slurped against the side

of her neck and she felt the bulge in his pants hardening against her

ass. He tweaked her nipple, then slid his hand down her side. A sharp

slap stung her ass cheek through her sorry excuse for a skirt and she

cried out in surprise and pain.

“Think you can just walk on out of here?” he murmured, squeezing

her ass so hard she was going to have bruises. “I own you, chica. You’re

not going anywhere.”

Ryan’s stomach lurched again and she prayed she wouldn’t vomit

all over his arm. He would beat her bloody for the offense, if he were

allowed to get that far. She wondered what was making him so ballsy

now. This wasn’t going to end well for him if the drugs wore off, and

he knew it. And then she wondered why she cared. “Let go of me,” she

gritted out.

A chilly touch slithered across her skin like a lover’s caress, and

her eyes widened in fear.

It was too late.

“Let go,” a voice whispered in the air next to them. “Release her,”

another one breathed from the other side.

He either didn’t hear them, or maybe he chose to ignore them,

idiot that he was. His wet mouth slobbered down over her shoulder,

leaving a trail of sticky saliva in its wake. Ryan squeezed her eyes shut,

but it didn’t keep back the flow of tears.

They were back. The voices. They were back. She couldn’t decide

whether to be relieved or terrified.

A loud screech suddenly rent the air, and she was slammed into

the wall as her attacker released her and jumped away, crossing

himself as he spun around in a circle, searching for the thing that had

made such a horrible noise. “Dios mío!” Grabbing her by the upper

arm, he took off down the hall again, dragging her along behind him.
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Unseen entities kept pace with them, rushing past in a blur of

noise and wind, only to turn around and do it again. When he still

refused to acknowledge them, one shoved him from behind.

He yanked Ryan to him and gripped her around the throat with

one large hand. “Knock it off, or I will break her neck. Do you hear

me, demonios?”

“Kill him.”
“Run.”
“Blood. Kill.”
The voices urged her to defend herself, or maybe they were just

telling her what they wanted to do. They got stuck on repeat and the

words got mixed up, echoing around and around until she slapped her

hands over her ears. It didn’t help. They were in her head.

He backed away, holding her in front of him like a human shield. It

wouldn’t save him if they decided to physically intervene.

Go away. Go away. Go away. She didn’t know why she bothered to

pray. It had never worked before. There was only one thing that

helped: Shooting herself so full of opiates that her receptors

shut down.

They arrived at a large steel door, and he whipped out a set of keys

to unlock the large padlock. Yanking the heavy door open, he slid his

hand around to the back of her neck and shoved her inside so hard

she twisted her ankle and sprawled face first across the bare concrete

floor. Pulling a couple of plastic bags from his pocket, he tossed them

at her and slammed the door shut with a loud clank.

Ryan lay there, overwhelmed by the voices that never went away

unless she was chasing the dragon. But a rustling sound just behind

her had her scrambling up onto her knees. Grabbing the bags off the

floor, she held them tight to her chest. Her eyes were wild and

desperate as they landed on the young dark-haired girl in front of her.

The girl held her small hands up in front of her. “It’s okay, miss. It’s

just me. I was just coming to help you.”

“Jose.” Ryan exhaled on a breath of relief. Holding out her hand to

the girl, she waited until she’d taken it and then pulled her back into

the corner with her. Staring daggers at the other four women in the
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room leaning against the walls in various forms of undress, she

warned them away without having to speak a word.

Jose, or Josefina, was a fourteen-year-old girl. She’d been traded by

an uncle of hers to buy passage across the border, and now the sons of

bitches that ran this place whored her young body out to any man, or

woman, who would pay. Even American tourists came across the

border from Southern California to enjoy all of the attractions to be

had in the red district of Tijuana, including underage girls.

They both got through each day the same way.

Ryan was shaking so bad by now that Jose had to take the bag from

her. “It’s okay. I’ll help you.” Shaking out the contents, she dumped the

powder into the small tin bowl, added the water, and lit a lighter

underneath until it was dissolved. She dropped a small wad of cotton

into the bowl, and stabbed the needle of the syringe through it to suck

up the liquid.

Taking Ryan’s top out of her jerky fingers, Jose pulled her arm out

straight and tied it around her upper arm. She tapped until she found

a vein. “Are you ready?” she asked.

By this time, the voices were a cacophony of noise, shouting at her

all at once until she felt like screaming right along with them. Her jaw

was clenched against the rolling of her stomach and her cheeks were

streaked with tears. Tears for the girl in front of her who was little

more than a child. And tears for herself.

She nodded. “Please, Jose…”

Jose inserted the needle with an expertise that no young girl

should have. Large, sad brown eyes glanced up at her. “It’s okay. I

know…I know…”

As she slowly pushed the plunger down, Ryan told her, “Thank

you. You can have the…” She didn’t know if she ever finished the

sentence, for the drug took affect then, and her body became weight‐
less as her eyes rolled back and her body slouched against the wall.

The voices faded away little by little until she couldn’t hear them

anymore. And she was gone.

L.E.  WILSON

10



A

C H A P T E R  3

iden stopped typing as a delicious scent drifted over to him

through the open door of Luukas’ office. Slamming the laptop

closed, he was at the front door of the apartment within the space of a

heartbeat. Feminine laughter sounded from the other side, and he

yanked the door open and grabbed the nearest female. Pulling her

tight up against him, he kissed her soundly on her luscious mouth as

the other two walked past them and into the apartment, continuing

their conversation as if they hadn’t just lost one of their group. The

woman he held squealed as the bag of groceries she was carrying got

squished between them.

“Hallo, poppet.” He let his eyes roam over her beloved face.

Grace laughed up at him. “How do you always know I’m coming?”

Ah. His female always knew exactly what to say to get him all riled

up. One eyebrow lifted. “Well, you’re not coming yet, luv, but I can

take care of that just as soon as I finish finding the location of this van

for Luukas.” Grabbing a handful of her thick auburn hair, he lifted it

to his nose. He loved her hair. It was long and soft and felt wonderful

as it tickled his bare chest and belly.

She smacked him on the arm as a warm blush stole up her cheeks.

“Dude! There are other people here!” she whispered.
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Narrowing his eyes, he told her, “What have I told you about

calling me ‘dude’?” He kissed her again, smacked her on her volup‐
tuous bum, and then rubbed the sore cheek. His hand may have

drifted down between her legs a bit, feeling her womanly heat until

she was moaning and pressing her hips into his erection.

Much as he wanted to drag her to their bedroom and ease the

unbearable tightness he now had in his pants, he had some work to do

first. Pulling away with a silent groan of regret, there was a teasing

glint in his eyes as he said, “Grace, luv, there are people here.”

Rolling her eyes, she sighed longingly and then left him to go join

Keira and Emma at the kitchen counter.

As he watched her walk away, he felt something stir inside of him,

and it wasn’t just the unnatural lust he felt for her that was always

simmering just beneath the surface. No, this was something else

entirely. Closing his eyes and gritting his teeth, Aiden waited until his

demon settled down again.

Stand down, old man.
After a few moments, it did.

Waano, the demon that now shared space inside of him thanks to a

demented female’s plan to take over the world, had been rather quiet

since he’d failed in his attempt to goad her into killing his host — aka,

Aiden — and therefore releasing him. At least in theory. They really

didn’t know for certain if that would have worked. Aiden was glad, as

he was rather attached to his body, host or not, and would prefer to

stay inside of it.

Luckily, Leeha was dead now, taken out by a werewolf friend of

theirs. Aiden had added her head to his collection as a memento, for

sentimental reasons. At one time he’d been quite enraptured by the

female, in spite of her tendencies to run amok. Of course, that was

before he’d met Grace.

Not for the first time, he wondered how her death had affected the

rest of the vampires she’d possessed. It was assumed they were still

alive. Otherwise Luukas, the master vampire who had created them

all, would have been impacted by their deaths. Especially if they’d

keeled over all at once.
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At least that’s what they all assumed. But then again, after Aiden

had become a host for one of Leeha’s demons, it had been her blood

that had reanimated him, and therefore her blood that had called to

him. Not Luukas’. So maybe their deaths wouldn’t affect him

anymore? Luukas had wanted to kill him the first time he’d seen him

after Aiden had acquired his other personality. Not exactly how a

master vampire would normally react when seeing one of his own.

There’d been no attachment between them anymore.

However, as fate would have it, Luukas’ essence flowed through

him once again, since Aiden had nearly been decapitated and was only

here at all thanks to Grace’s healing magic and Luukas’ powerful

blood. Aiden still didn’t know how Luukas had overcome his urge to

kill him in order to save him.

“Hey, Aid! You gonna stand over there daydreaming all day? Or are

you gonna come help us out with this?” Nikulas asked from the office

doorway.

Aiden ran his eyes up and down Grace one last time and then

headed towards his friend. “Don’t get your knickers in a twist, mate.

I’m coming.”

Like Nik hadn’t just been giving Emma one hell of a greeting

himself.

Plopping back down into the office chair, Aiden flipped open his

laptop and resumed typing. “Where was I? Oh yes. Right…here.”

Turning the Mac around, he showed the screen to the bloody

Estonian bastard hovering next to him — aka his best friend. “The van

that took the commander is parked in this empty lot down in

Tacoma.”

“Cool. Who owns that lot?”

“A bloke by the name of Jared Smith. But he’s not the one we’re

looking for.”

“What makes you think he’s not?” Luukas turned from the window

where he’d been listening to their conversation as he stared out at the

lights of Seattle. He had quite a view from the floor-to-ceiling

window of his high-rise apartment, and it seemed to calm him. He

stared out those windows quite a lot.
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“Well,” Aiden told him. “I could be completely off base here, but

being that he’s ninety-two and a retired dock worker, I sincerely

doubt he’s able bodied enough to handle a beast like Dante.”

Luukas’ grey eyes were sharp as he nodded. “I agree. They most

likely just dumped the van there.” He glanced out the window again.

“The sun will be rising soon. Let’s plan a drive down there first thing

tomorrow night. We can check out the vehicle, see what we see.”

“I’d like to get another team together to search for Shea sometime

soon also,” Aiden requested.

“We’ve been there three times, man,” Nik chimed in. “She ain’t

there.”

“I disagree, mate. She has to be. We saw nothing indicating she left

the area, and I saw her with my own eyes. Plus, you wouldn’t believe

the maze of tunnels Leeha has under that mountain. It is very possible

she’s still down there. Somewhere.”

Luukas cleared his throat. “We’ll get that set up after we check out

this van. Nikulas and I can continue with Dante’s search, while you

organize another search team. Just make sure the vampires you

choose from the area have sufficient training to handle the situation.”

“Sure,” Nik agreed and Aiden nodded. They all knew it would take

an act of the gods, or his mate’s life being in danger, for Luukas to go

back to that mountain.

“What about us?” Keira, Luukas’ mate and Emma’s sister, asked

from the kitchen where the girls were making their last meal of the

night.

Crossing his arms over his chest, Luukas narrowed his eyes, daring

her to argue with him before he’d even spoken. “You will stay here.

Where I know you’ll be safe.”

Aiden pretended to be engrossed in the map on his laptop and hid

his smirk, knowing full well what was coming.

Keira faced off against her overprotective mate. “I want to come

with you.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

Emma opened her mouth to chime in, but Nik pointed at her with

L.E.  WILSON

14



a warning look and cut her off. “Don’t even think about it. You’re not

coming either.” She grinned at him impishly and went back to chop‐
ping vegetables, but Aiden knew that she had her own ways of

convincing Nik to do what she wanted. He’d inadvertently heard her

“convincing” him a few times when he’d innocently walked past their

bedroom door.

Grace, having only lived here for a few days and being the newest

addition to the group, glanced back and forth between them before

turning her attention to Aiden. “I do hope you don’t think you can

order me around like that.”

Gathering up his stuff, he told her, “I wouldn’t dream of it, luv. I

have far better ways to keep you in your place. Now come, let’s

go home.”

She glanced around at all the food prep going on in front of her.

“But what about dinner?”

“I’ll feed you. Later.” With a wave at the guys, he slid his free arm

around her and started ushering her out the door. Turning around, he

gave Keira a nod and winked at Emma. “See you at home, poppet.”

Nik’s low growl followed him out of the apartment.

Grace laughed and shook her head. “Why do you do that to your

friend? You know it drives him insane.”

“Which is exactly why I do it,” he grinned.
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et up, puta.” Rough hands grabbed Ryan and hauled her to

her feet. They shoved her towards the modest wash area in

the back corner of the cell. “Clean up. It’s time to work.”

The woman was nearly as large and brawny as her husband, with a

deeper voice. Ryan didn’t know either of their names, and she didn’t

ask. It wouldn’t matter anyway.

Another shove nearly sent her sprawling across the floor again.

She wondered if the woman had found out that her husband had

been groping her when he took her back to the cell earlier, and if that

was why she was being so mean to her. Then again, she was always

pretty mean. Except for the night she’d found Ryan hiding in an alley,

scared, alone, and desperate for something to make the voices go

away. She’d wanted her to come with her, so she’d been nice that

night, although it was obvious she thought the gringa was crazy. But

not so crazy that she wouldn’t bring in customers.

Ryan stumbled into the small bathroom before she was pushed

again and closed the door behind her, sliding the lock firmly into

place. The tar Jose had shot her up with was still in her system, so it

couldn’t have been that long ago since her last “show”.

Her head weighed a hundred thousand pounds, but she managed
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to hold it steady long enough to check out her reflection in the

mirror. The girl looking back at her startled her for a minute before

she realized she was staring at herself. She studied the blue eyes,

almost disconcerting in their pop of color. Mostly because the pupils

were like pinpoints in the midst of all that blue. The whites were

bloodshot. Dark circles bruised the tender skin underneath.

The cheekbones were more prominent than she remembered, the

jawline sharper. Pale lips moved, and she realized she was muttering

something to herself, something important. But when she tried to

listen, the lips stopped.

Who was this girl in the mirror? She should know her, but she felt

like she was looking at a stranger. And it made her inexplicably sad.

Her hair was still pretty though. The bright copper color not quite

as lively as it used to be, but still unusual. Of course, it was her hair

that had gotten her into this mess. It made her stand out in a crowd,

especially here in Mexico.

Before she’d been found by the matron and patron, she’d been

earning some good money dancing in various strip clubs in the

touristy part of town. The money had been enough to pay her part

of the rent in the little house she’d rented with some of the other

girls, and it was enough to keep her well supplied with her heroin

habit.

But that pastime had soon gotten her fired and unable to hold up

her end, she was kicked out into the streets almost immediately there‐
after. No, it was more than a pastime now. It was a full-blown addic‐
tion. She hated it. Hated how it made her feel nothing. Hated how it

had turned her away from everyone she’d loved. But she couldn’t not

do it. And not because of the sickness that would descend almost

immediately now if she ran out. She feared the loss of her sanity if she

stopped, for then she’d be able to hear the voices. The voices that were

constantly hovering around in her head, just waiting to drive her

insane.

Lifting her hand, she tried to rub the knots out of the ball of

anxiety in the center of her chest.

They always came back — the voices, or demons as the patron
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called them, or whatever the hell they were. Ever since they’d found

her when she was fifteen, they always came back.

She’d been in her little suburban school in northern California

when it had happened the first time. In algebra class maybe? Someone

or something had screamed, “Don’t go!” right in her ear. Jumping out

of her desk, she’d looked around for the person that had screamed,

and wondered why no one else was reacting to what she had heard.

Why the hell weren’t they jumping up to help as she had? Why were

they all just sitting there looking at her like she’d lost her mind?

It took them a while to convince her that she had.

Turning away from the memory of the girl with the haunted eyes,

she started running water in the old bathtub. It was best to forget her.

That innocent girl didn’t exist in those eyes anymore, and never

would again. She reached down to remove her shirt, and realized she

didn’t have one on. So she shimmied out of her skirt and G-string and

left them lying on the floor.

Lowering herself into the lukewarm water, her mind wandered to

her most recent “customer”. He must have a lot of money to afford

private performances, for he had been here a lot the last few weeks.

She frowned as that tight feeling in her chest stirred inside of her

again. No. That didn’t feel right. The vibes she got from him when she

was dancing almost felt as if she were torturing him instead of plea‐
suring him.

Was he here against his will too? It seemed plausible in her state of

mind. He was in a lot of pain. She knew this even though she couldn’t

see him through the one-way mirror in the performance room. She

also knew that it was always the same guy. She could feel him there,

could feel the weight of his eyes on her as she danced. But not just

watching. His emotions were so much more than she’d ever felt from

anyone before. It was more than appreciation. More than lust. It was

almost like he was…hungry. Starving…

An angry knock on the door shook her from her thoughts of the

man, and she tried to hurry and finish, but her limbs didn’t want to

cooperate with what her anxious brain was telling them to do.
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Another angry knock was accompanied by a string of curse words

spoken in Spanish.

“I’m coming!” Ryan shouted. At least she thought she had shouted.

Lifting herself out of the now chilly water, she grabbed the meager

towel allowed to the girls and patted herself dry. Her skin, in direct

contrast to the numbness she felt inside, was too sensitive for a

vigorous rubdown. Behind the door hung a selection of clothing, each

more ridiculous than the last, and all too revealing to wear anywhere

but working the pole. Ryan grabbed the first thing she saw — a cut-off

jersey shirt with orange stripes around the sleeves and a big number

“10” on the front, along with a matching thong and knee socks with

matching orange stripes along the elastic. White platform shoes

completed the ensemble.

She was Sporty Spice today.

Ryan felt nothing as she turned to the stranger in the mirror and

pulled her hair out of its messy updo, then fixed it into pigtails. All she

needed was a lollypop to complete the fantasy, but they weren’t

allowed to have anything sweet here. They barely fed their girls at all.

Some kind of grainy mush and water was offered to them twice a day

if their stomachs could handle it, and that was it. But the drugs…the

drugs were abundant. She guessed it was easier to keep them

compliant that way.

As soon as she opened the door, the matron dug her bony fingers

into Ryan’s thin arm and threw her halfway across the room. Out of

the corner of her eye, she saw her only friend, Josefina, huddled in the

corner with her head down. She was very still, trying her best not to

bring attention to herself, and the other women were gone. Catching

herself in the doorway, Ryan turned around and asked, “Where is

everybody?”

The matron spun her back around. “No questions, puta. You know

where to go.” The door slammed in her face and she jumped. She

willed herself to move before she was pushed around again, but even‐
tually she realized she was alone in the dimly lit hall. Her head turned

in slow motion and her eyes widened in dawning horror as she real‐
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ized the matron hadn’t come out of the cell with her, but was still in

there with Jose.

Ryan approached the door and pressed her face against the

window. Her blood froze in her veins at the scene playing out before

her, and then the numbness faded and her emotions returned in a

rush. The matron was standing over Jose, a leather belt in her hands as

she prodded and then kicked the young girl with her foot. Jose

huddled in the corner, trying to make herself as small a target as

possible. Her eyes were wide and filled with unshed tears as she

caught sight of Ryan.

She could feel Jose’s fear like it was her own. Banging her hand on

the glass, she tried to distract the woman from the child. “You bitch!

Leave her the fuck alone!” She grabbed the handle and rattled the

door. “Leave her alone!”

The belt rose and whistled through the air as it came down on

Jose’s tender flesh with a loud crack. Ryan flinched and Jose yelped,

drawing her knees in closer and trying to protect her face and stom‐
ach. The belt came down again, catching her across the outside of her

thigh. A large welt swelled up where she’d been hit, the brown skin

turning white at first and then darkening to a purplish-red.

The matron lifted her arm to swing again, her eyes wild with

bloodlust and the sick pleasure she got from beating those smaller and

weaker than her.

“I’ll fucking kill you! You hear me? I’ll kill you!” Ryan fought with

the rickety handle of the door but it was dead bolted with her key

from the inside. She screamed with Jose as the belt cracked across her

back, the thin slip she was wearing doing nothing to protect her.

A red haze of rage and pain came down over Ryan’s eyes, blurring

everything in her vision except for the bitch with the belt. Seething

with hatred, she focused on the sick woman that got pleasure out of

the pain of children. She never came after the adult women, only the

young girls. But this was the first time she’d gone after Josefina.

Ryan nearly choked on her wrath as she watched her young friend

being abused, her pain becoming Ryan’s pain. “I’ll fucking kill you,”

she snarled.

L.E.  WILSON

20



“Yes.” The whispered reply was accompanied by a soft caress on

her cheek, her shoulder, down her upper arm.

“Yes,” Ryan consented, and the touch was gone as suddenly as it

had appeared.

The matron raised her arm to strike again. She was covered in

sweat both from the heat and her exertions and she was beginning to

get tired, but the gleam in her eyes as she gazed down at her victim

told Ryan that she wasn’t planning on stopping anytime soon.

Ryan smiled as those crazy eyes flew wide. The matron’s body

suddenly seized, the belt falling from her hand as her other hand

grasped at the material covering her chest.

A few seconds later, she fell dead to the floor with a loud thump as

her skull cracked off of the cement floor, leaving a smear of blood on

the cement. Jose raised swollen eyes to Ryan and smiled. Ryan

smiled back.

Leaning over, Jose spit on the body lying next to her in disgust.
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hristian heard the door open and close at the back of the room.

Gritting his teeth, he managed to flop over onto his stomach.

He lay there for a second, absorbing the pain that was shooting

though his body. Pulling his legs underneath him, he struggled to his

hands and knees as his muscles cramped and screamed in protest. His

nerve endings were so sensitive, the slightest movement felt like

flames licking across his skin, but he had to see. He had to see if it was

the female, come to entice and torment him some more.

Lifting his head, he blinked the sweat out of his eyes and tried to

control his breathing and work through the pain. It was her. She

was back.

His fangs exploded from his gums at the sight of her sauntering

towards him in what should have been a ridiculous getup. But on her,

it was only incredibly sexy. She made her way slowly into the room in

her white platform boots, looking slightly confused, and Christian

noticed for the first time that no music was playing. The music always

started as soon as she entered the room. How was she going to dance

with no music? Because he had to see her dance, no matter the agony

it caused him.
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A horrific sound rent the air, startling him: A male’s cry of pain and

grief coming from another location in the building. The female paused

only briefly when she heard it, and then picked up her pace until she

was right in front of him on the other side of the strange glass. She

knelt down until she was at eye level with him. Lifting one hand, she

placed her palm on the glass between them and shut her eyes. This

close, he saw her eyebrows were the same pastel orange as her hair.

“I can feel you,” she said in a strange singsong voice. “I can feel

your lust, and your pain. But I don’t know why you hurt because I

can’t see you.” She opened her eyes and looked right at him. “I can’t

hear you either. But I know you’re there.”

“Please,” Christian hissed. He wasn’t sure what he was asking for.

For her to get him out? Or for her to run away before he brutally

ripped open her throat and drained her dry? He’d never hurt anyone

since he’d been turned, unless they’d threatened his maker or his

friends. And in that case, they’d totally deserved it. How would he live

with himself if he ever hurt this gentle female? It didn’t matter what

he was going through. Hurting her was not okay.

She turned her head slightly and nodded, like she was listening to

something or someone he couldn’t see. Christian glanced around and

tried to quiet his rasping breaths so he could listen, but he couldn’t

pick out what she was hearing. He struck out at the glass in frustra‐
tion. He was a fucking vampire! How could she hear something that

he couldn’t?

Suddenly she smiled. “Yes,” she said.

Her long pigtails blew forward and back in a sudden gust of wind

he couldn’t feel from the other side of the barrier between them. It

never occurred to him until later that there was nowhere for a breeze

to have come from. There were no windows, and never once had he

heard or felt an A/C unit kick on.

Her smile widened, showing straight, white teeth with the slightest

gap between the two in the front. “Hang in there, soldier,” she told

him. “We’ll get you out.” Her features twisted in disgust. “They can’t

hold us here anymore.” Then her eyes became worried, skittering
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around on the floor in front of her. “It’s okay. I’ll be okay. I’ll deal

with it.”

Who the fuck was she talking to? She was the only one here beside

him, but he had the uneasy feeling she wasn’t talking to either of those

two choices.

A loud “clank” sounded off to his left and the unbreakable glass in

front of him lifted an inch off the floor and slammed back down.

Then it started lifting again, and this time it kept going. Dropping his

head back, Christian could see it rolling back over the metal top of the

box he was in. It moved at a snail’s pace, but it was moving, lifting off

of the floor in front of him like a garage door. In no time at all, he’d be

able to slide underneath of it.

Cold fear flashed through him, dousing the fires that were burning

him. Not for himself, but for the female. No one would be able to save

her once he was out. And he would kill her if he got to her, of that he

had no doubt.

Bending to the side, she peered through the opening at the bottom

of the wall. It was at about four inches and rising steadily. “Ah. There

you are,” she said as his hands came into view. “Don’t be afraid.”

How did she know he was afraid?

“Get away!” he rasped. “Get the fuck away from me!” When she

didn’t immediately obey him, he scuttled back away from the opening.

The farther away from her he got, the more his body rebelled until he

was coughing and gasping with the pain. “Please,” he sputtered. “Get

away. Hurry.” The acid burned through his veins until he felt like his

organs were going to incinerate.

The wall had risen to about eight inches now.

She reached under the glass. Her hand was slender and graceful.

When she didn’t feel him there, she bent over until she could see.

“Why are you way back there? Come on. We’re getting you out.”

Why wasn’t she running away screaming at the mere sight of him?

He was panting through his open mouth, his long fangs fully exposed,

and he could tell by the way his eyes felt that they were as bright as

emergency flares. She had to see that he wasn’t a normal man.

When he didn’t move, she sat up with a jerk of impatience. As she
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did so, her ponytails swung back and forth again, and Christian

caught the faintest whiff of her scent. He froze where he was, his

fangs bared in a snarl. He took a deeper inhale. Gooseflesh broke out

all over his body that had nothing to do with the temperature in

the room.

Gods! He’d never smelled anything like the scent of the female in

front of him. A low growl echoed off the walls and he jerked his head

around searching for this new threat, until he realized it was coming

from him.

Lord help him. He was well and truly fucked.

The wall continued to rise, and although he fought the blood lust

with everything in him, it was no use. Moving too fast for her to

track, he was underneath it and launching himself at the girl. She

grunted as he landed hard on top of her, his weight knocking the

breath from her lungs. One of his hands slid behind her head,

protecting it from hitting the hard floor, and the other arm was

beneath her waist with his hand sprawled across her bare ass. He held

her tight to him and ground his hips into hers as that mouth-watering

scent of hers rose up to surround him like a cloud.

He tried so hard to fight it. He really did. Whispering, “I’m so

sorry,” he reared back, preparing to strike.

Quick as a cobra, he went for the pounding pulse in her throat, but

he wasn’t fast enough. He’d barely nicked her skin when unseen hands

gripped him by the shoulders and legs. They yanked him up and off of

her and tossed him across the room. He landed hard on his back and

slid into the far wall.

What. The. Fuck.

With a roar of frustration, Christian flipped his body forward and

back up onto his feet. He ran towards her at vamp speed, only to be

deterred again. This time, the hands didn’t just toss him, but held him

spread-eagle against the wall. No matter how hard he struggled, he

couldn’t free himself. Something between a scream of anger and a cry

of heartbreak tore from his throat and echoed around the room.

Moving slowly, the female got to her feet. Her eyes never leaving

him as she lifted one of those graceful hands and touched the side of
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her neck. Her fingers came away streaked with her blood. A few drops

trickled down over her collarbone.

Christian’s tongue touched the tip of one fang, then shot out to

lick her blood from his lower lip. His eyes nearly rolled back in his

head as the sweetest ambrosia he’d ever tasted tickled his taste buds

just enough to tease him.

MINE.
She tasted like the finest liquor, the sweetest honey, the juiciest

pear. But underneath all that, he could also taste why she was acting

so strange. There was some type of opiate in her blood, along with

something else, something he’d never tasted before. It wasn’t just a

normal speedball she was on. Exotic dancers were, after all, some of

his favorite pastimes, and many got through their shifts with a little

help. He knew the taste well, although he didn’t much care for the

aftereffects.

Her eyes grew larger with every second as they ran over his face,

down his body to his muscles straining beneath his shirt, to the bulge

in his jeans, and back up to his face. She took a few steps closer,

blinking her eyes hard. She was finally seeing him. Really seeing him.

Crossing her arms over her chest and hugging herself, she studied

him much as he had been studying her all of this time.

Christian tracked her every tiny movement. He was running on

pure instinct now, waiting for the opportunity to break free of his

bonds and strike. His body warred between needing her blood and

needing to be inside of her. Licking another drop of her blood from

his lips, his cock pulsed painfully and a surge of strength shot through

him, his need for her overcoming the agony he was in. Lunging

forward, he managed to free one arm from the invisible hold. With a

roar of triumph, he threw himself forward again.

The female jumped and stumbled backwards. Swallowing hard,

she appeared to finally realize the danger she was in by staying there.

Dropping her arms, she spun around on her heel and rushed from the

room as Christian cried out after her in agony and need. She disap‐
peared out the doorway and ran to the left. Less than a minute later,

he was suddenly free to move.
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He was on her trail in a flash, following her down the hallway to a

door marked “salida”. He didn’t stop when he reached it, but threw his

body into and through the barrier separating him from his female.

Blinding hot sunshine blasted him all over, and Christian

screamed as he backtracked as fast as he could. Even so, small fires

had erupted on his face and arms just in the short time it took him to

get back inside. Acting quickly, he yanked his shirt up over his head

and used it to smother the flames, then pulled the burnt cotton back

down again and collapsed against the wall.

Son of a bitch!

He threw his head back, smashing it into the plaster behind him.

He was trapped. And his female was running around in nothing but a

thong and a cropped up jersey shirt with her tits practically hanging

out. Anything could happen to her out there. Wherever “there”

happened to be. Anyone could get a hold of her. She could be raped.

Murdered.

A surge of possessiveness hit him at the thought of any other male

laying his hands on her, the feeling so strong it almost made him

pass out.

MINE.

The thought didn’t strike him as odd from where he was standing.

She was the only other being in his world at the moment. And he was

hungry.

Christian glanced towards the exit again. There was no way he

could risk going back out there. Especially not in the condition he was

in. He’d been starved for what…weeks? Months? He didn’t even

know. Kept in that fucking room and tortured with her semi-nude

form, yet unable to get to her. To smell her. To feel her.

He hadn’t gone this long without sex since Luukas had been taken

and this strange affliction had overtaken him. He fucking hated it.

Hated this need he had, hated using females like he did. Hated this

obsessiveness with them that distracted from everything else that was

going on in his life. Important things. Like doing his job as a Hunter.

If it weren’t for his fucking dick, he wouldn’t be in this mess to

begin with.
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Sucking in a ragged breath, his mind veered back to the girl that

was now roaming around a strange town in her stripper-wear. He’d

have to go find her. As soon as the sun went down, he would go find

her. Make sure she was okay, and wipe her memory of what she’d just

seen. But before he did that, he would find someone else to feed on.

Someone society wouldn’t miss if he became a bit overzealous.

No sooner had that thought crossed his mind than he heard a

keening cry coming from the opposite direction. Punching up off the

floor, Christian was down the hall, down a rickety set of steps, and in

front of an open doorway before he realized he’d meant to move. The

fact that he was able to do so with barely any pain didn’t register as he

zeroed in on his next meal.

An overweight, brown-skinned man was sitting on his knees on

the floor. He had a dead woman in his lap. She was nearly as large as

he was. A quick glance around proved the rest of the room to be

empty. Looking closer, he saw the floor was concrete with nothing

but thin blankets thrown down to sleep on. What looked to be a small

bathroom was in the back of the room. There were no windows

except the one in the door, and bars covered the glass there. A deep

breath carried the scents of multiple females, including the one he

now knew well.

He wasn’t in a room, he was in a cell. No wonder she’d escaped as

soon as the opportunity had presented itself.

Stepping inside, he waited for the human to notice him. Under‐
neath the sour smell of unwashed skin and the spicy stench of

Mexican food, he could smell the blood that pulsed through his veins.

It didn’t smell near as good as the girl’s, even with the drugs in her

system, but it would serve his needs. He had to feed, to heal his skin

and regain his strength somewhat before he headed out at sunset.

There was no telling who or what he might run into.

The man on the floor finally noticed him standing there. His eyes

crawled slowly up Christian’s large form, from his thick-soled boots

to his burned face, and on up to the long fangs, exposed in an aching

snarl. “Dios Mio!” he muttered. In his shock, he dropped the dead

woman onto the floor and crossed himself.
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“I’m sincerely sorry about this,” Christian told him, but then

shrugged one shoulder. “But I’m also pretty fucking sure you hold

girls here against their will, so yeah, I’m not really that sorry.” Joining

the man on the floor, he gripped him by the hair and yanked his head

back. The man closed his eyes, mumbling what sounded like a prayer

in Spanish. He didn’t fight back. Didn’t struggle to get free.

“I’ll try not to kill you,” Christian told him. Then he reared back

and struck hard. He nearly retched at the first vile mouthful of blood

but forced himself to keep drinking. With pure force of will he

managed to keep it down. He needed this. He needed to regain his

strength and hopefully a little self-control so he could find his female,

before another guy like this one did.
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