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Chapter One




The incessant buzzing pulsed through Logan Blake with a bone-vibrating intensity. It shook him right to the marrow of his dragon bones as he pitched forward into the bright light of the portal. He couldn’t keep from looking back to see his father Eli, Chief Magistrate of his clan, shift into dragon form and puff out a breath toward the light. Seconds later, Archer, one of his clan council members, plunged the obsidian-bladed sword through his father’s gut and he fell to the ground. 

Find the Blood Stone, Logan. It can save the Hidden Lands.

Logan opened his mouth to shout a reply as Eli’s powerful Dragon’s Breath reached the electromagnetic field of the portal. The brilliant flash of light exploded around him, punching through him with such a brutal force, he flew backward. The ground rose to meet him so quickly, he wasn’t prepared for the jarring landing.

As the buzzing subsided, his shallow breathing was the only thing he heard inside his head. He peeled his eyes open and looked up through a canopy of tree leaves. Beyond the trees, the sun brightened the morning sky turning it from deep indigo to a faint pink. He’d made it through the portal and into the human realm but not without great cost.

As he attuned his senses to his new surroundings, he heard traffic in the distance and pounding of footsteps on pavement nearby. He wasn’t sure where he’d landed but was grateful he’d managed to get away.

His left shoulder throbbed with a fierce burning pain. Archer managed to stab him, too, with the obsidian-bladed sword before he dove for the opening leaving behind both his dead parents.

Logan grunted as he sat up, running fingers over the wound. They came away dotted with blood. He stumbled to his feet and got his bearings. He was in a park. Beyond the concrete sidewalk was a small lake. And rising around the trees, buildings reached for the sky.

He’d made it to a city. Though, he couldn’t be sure which one; he was at least glad he hadn’t ended up in some wilderness with no way to get back to civilization. Here, he could heal and blend in quickly with the humans. He had no fear Archer would follow him through the portal since his dying father sealed it with Dragon’s Breath after he’d stepped through.

He wavered, his stomach clenching as he bent forward and braced his hands on his knees to clear his head. The poison from the obsidian blade along with the effects of the Dragon’s Breath mixed with the electromagnetic field that created the portal hadn’t quite worn off.

“Hey, are you okay?”

The female voice startled him into looking up into the most astonishing green eyes fringed in dark lashes he had ever seen. The morning glow lit her delicately carved face accentuating her high cheekbones and full lips. Her hair was pulled into a high ponytail and sweat glistened on her damp skin. She wore running shoes, shorts, and a sports top that clung to her slight but muscular frame.

“I’m…fine,” he managed.

“You don’t look fine. You’re bleeding.” She cocked her head to the side and pointed to his shoulder.

Logan straightened with a wince, pain lancing through him. “I’ll be all right.”

As he said it, she jogged toward him, her hair swinging behind her. Even in the ponytail, the length reached the middle of her back. “Let me help you.”

She reached for him but he jerked away. He didn’t want her to touch him. Even though he looked human, he wasn’t. And the moment she laid a hand on him she’d know he was different. But that wasn’t the only reason he didn’t want her to touch him—he had just gone through ka daeko, the equivalent of puberty in young human males. His hormones worked overtime, desperate for him to mate. If she touched him, he would involuntarily attune to her in an unbreakable bond.

The girl blinked, surprised, and held up her hands. “I just want to help.”

“You can’t help me,” he grunted. He took a step but stumbled and nearly fell forward again.

She wrapped her hand around his upper arm to steady him. The second she touched him, he sucked in a sharp breath. Her delicate fingers on his heated skin left a lasting impression on his newly manifested psyche, imprinting her on him. If he could have anticipated she was going to do that, he could have taken evasive action to keep her away but now the damage was done. That one little touch was enough to ignite his overly-heated dragon’s blood to blistering levels.

Her heavy lashes flew upward as a surprise gasp leapt through her mind. He might have missed her expression if he hadn’t been looking at her. She quickly masked her shock, though, and made her face impassive as she helped him to a nearby bench.

Even if he couldn’t hear her speedy thoughts trickling through her mind, he didn’t miss the flutter of her pulse in the long column of her neck or the way she perched on the edge of the bench next to him and swallowed hard as her gaze raked over his body then back to his wounded shoulder.

Damn her. Why did she have to touch him? Even if he wanted to ignore his overactive hormones, he couldn’t. Every part of him throbbed with the rhythmic sensation that she was his and he’d kill anyone who tried to come between them. He didn’t need that complication. Not now. Not when there was so much at stake.

“You need a hospital.”

Was it his imagination or did her voice sound huskier than it did a minute ago? She cleared her throat and tried again.

“I mean, that wound looks pretty bad. What happened?”

“No. No hospitals.” He waved away the thought and ignored her probing question.

The last thing he needed was to end up in some emergency room with doctors and nurses poking and prodding him. The second they realized he wasn’t human, they would run tests, call the authorities and he’d end up in some testing lab or—worse—dead.

He didn’t have time for that. He was on a mission. He had to find Rafe, the exiled dragon knight. He was the only one who could help him now that he’d crossed over into the human realm. He’d know how to heal the stab wound and stop the poison from killing him.

Questions rose into her mind as she looked him over. She bit one corner of her lower lip and glanced around the park. The morning light reflected in her green eyes accentuating the gold flecks making them sparkle.

“Where you in a knife fight?”

“I need to go. Where am I?” He shoved to his feet, ignoring her question because he doubted she could even comprehend what had happened to him.

She rose, her hands on her slender hips as her brows drew together. He could hear her wonder who he was and why he was in the park in dirty clothes with a bleeding shoulder. He wanted to answer her—felt compelled to answer her—but she wouldn’t understand the truth. She was human and his dragon troubles were no concern of hers.

His shoulder would continue to fester, the poison spreading through him if he didn’t get out of here and find Rafe.

“Central Park West is that way.” She pointed to her left.

Relief flood through him, thankful he managed to make it to New York City. That’s where he could find Rafe. Was it fate the portal led him there? Or mere luck? Either way, there was hope yet.

“Thanks.”

Logan staggered in the direction she pointed. He could still hear her in his mind—damn it—and it took some effort to shut her off. The nausea came back with such force, he clutched his abdomen, and again, bent forward.

Her hand landed on his back and while he wanted her to touch him, at the same time he wished she would stop touching him. It had an adverse effect to his hormones. His rational mind wanted to shove her off, push her away, but his irrational mind wanted to take her into his arms and kiss her senseless. Then throw her on the ground, rip off her shorts, and take her right then, right there.

“You need help.”

Logan pressed a palm against the side of his head. “Please, stop touching me.”

Confused annoyance trickled through her along with a few choice words she called him. He couldn’t blame her. From her standpoint, he was an ass.

“Gee, sorry. I’m just trying to help.”

“I know you are. But you’re…it’s…I can’t explain. It hurts when you do that.”

Her brows drew together. “I hardly touched you.”

“I know that.” He growled the words, impatient. “I need to find someone. I appreciate your concern but I have to go.”

He wasn’t sure how he could leave her behind. How he could brush past her and never look at her again after he’d unwittingly connected to her. All because she wrapped her hand around his arm. From now until he died, his body would ache for her, want her, need her. He would experience an intense physical pain without her. Even if he had another woman, it would never assuage a raw carnal need pulsing through him on that most basic level. Her very essence had been imprinted on him and there was no turning back.

Logan knew she stood behind him, watching him walk away. Even from the distance, he could smell the faint undertones of her strawberry shampoo and the brown sugar scent of her body wash beyond the salty tang of her perspiration. It did nothing to stop the lascivious thoughts of her naked, presenting her glorious body as a smorgasbord of delectable treats for him to kiss and lick and suck. He could well imagine her honey blonde hair splayed –about her head while she rocked under him, against him, and cried out with pleasure.

Fuck all.

He thought stepping through the portal into the human realm would be his undoing, not the woman out for her morning jog. She was an unexpected distraction, something for which he hadn’t planned.

Logan stumbled again, the sickness causing his stomach to cramp and threaten to heave. He clutched his abdomen and fell against a nearby tree with a groan. He could hear her running toward him. The closer she got, the stronger her scent, and the harder he got.

“If you won’t go to a hospital, at least let me take you somewhere to patch you up.”

He reeled on her, his lips curled back in a snarl about to snap at her when he stopped short. She hadn’t flinched when he turned toward her intending to tell her to fuck off. She stood her ground and stared right back at him as though he were not intimidating at all. And dammed if he didn’t like her even more for that.

“Stop trying to help me.”

“I will not.”

He growled.

She propped her hands on her slender hips and stuck out her chest. He could see the well-defined curve of her breasts under her sweat dampened shirt, her hard abs beneath flowing into well-rounded thighs. He tried hard not to look but the synapses in his brain sparked and had other ideas. He wanted to look and touch and caress. He clenched his jaw so tight it ached.

Why wouldn’t she just go away?

And then it occurred to him she was as much attuned to him as he was her, though she couldn’t know why or how. She lacked understanding of what he was and she could no more leave him than he could her. He looked her over and realized with some horror he’d either have to take her with him or experience a deep physical pain at their unconsummated union. He wouldn’t be able to think with a clear head.

Logan thought of all the historical information he could regarding ka daeko, wondering if there was a way to sever the connection between them. From what little he could remember, the only thing that would calm the savage beast inside him was to sate his carnal desires with the chosen woman with ka kladou. He doubted she would be receptive to that idea since they just met.

“My place isn’t far from here. Come with me so I can stop the bleeding,” she said.

Her place. Right. Like he could be trusted with her alone. He clenched his hand so tightly, the muscles cramped, his nails cutting into his palm. Self-inflicting pain seemed to alleviate the hunger for her naked body flooding through him. And she was right. He did need to stop the bleeding long enough to find Rafe.

“All right,” he said at last. He squared his shoulders, determined to get there on his own two feet.

And he hoped it wasn’t a horrible decision.


      [image: image-placeholder]When Bree Anderson started her morning run, she had no idea she would end it with taking a sexy stranger back to her apartment. She didn’t know what possessed her to make the offer to him. In fact, she didn’t know what possessed her to continue to talk to him or follow him. All she knew was she had to help this stranger who appeared out of nowhere in the middle of Central Park.

The flash of light caught her eye as she rounded the bend and then he was there. She stopped in the middle of the jogging trail while her morning running group went around her and stared in awestruck rapture at the hulking figure on the ground.

She immediately sensed something different about this guy. She could tell there was something otherworldly and ancient about him. Something that made him stand out from others. He didn’t possess a telltale aura she was used to seeing in the strange beings that frequented her city. This distinct difference captured and held her attention.

He was freaking gorgeous. When he unfolded his tall body from the ground, she swooned. His black hair was disheveled like he’d been through hell. His striking tawny eyes were impossible not to notice. His clothes were dirty and bloodstained. His face was all hard lines and razor-sharp angles and all she wanted was to run her fingertips over them to see if she’d come away with cuts on her skin.

When she wrapped her hand around his arm, something sizzled between them. At first, she thought it was her overactive, sex-deprived imagination. But she realized it was actually his skin burning through the sleeve of his shirt that was so hot to the touch. It was a startling turn on and she couldn’t deny the throbbing want pounding through her.

She didn’t mistake the sharp intake of his breath when she touched him. Nor did she mistake the sudden urge to wrap her legs around his waist, to feel what was beneath his khaki pants.

God, she was horny.

And stupid. She was apparently stupid for taking him to her apartment. She’d lived in New York her whole life. She knew better than to pick up a strange man in the park. She also knew better than to want to pick up a strange man in the park and want to fuck him senseless.

She didn’t know him from Adam. All she knew was something drove her to make sure he was taken care of, that he was okay. Had she lost her marbles? Had something fried in her brain when she touched him? Even when she’d touched him again, she still felt that same sizzle. He seemed to have felt it, too, when he growled at her to stop touching him.

It was enough to make her panties melt right off.

With her heart pounding a rapid beat and her pulse fluttering, she crossed Central Park West at 91st Street.

“I’m just one block ahead,” she said, pointing.

It took some effort to keep her pace slow enough for him to keep up. He’d refused her help and she couldn’t blame him. If she touched him again, she might combust from the heat building under her skin.

The man grunted acknowledgement as they headed up the street. She clenched her fists, resisting the urge to help him. Every time she reached for him, he’d shoot her a glare that told her to back off. He squared his shoulders into a rigid line making her wish she could run her hands along them. She could make out the tapered waist that went down into his lean form, and yes, she did examine his nice round ass.

Bree could tell it took effort for him to keep moving, to put one foot in front of the other. If she offered again to help him, she knew she would be putting his man card at risk and she didn’t want to do that. She didn’t want to insult his manhood.

They made it to the foot of the steps of her building and she jogged up to open the door. When she turned back, she could see his concentrated effort to get up the stairs, his white-knuckled hand on the concrete handrail as he took one step and then another and made it to the top. His face was bathed in a fine sheen of sweat.

Bree didn’t bother to mask the sympathy she had for him. He must be in excruciating pain.

“Stop looking at me like that,” he barked.

It took her aback. “Like what?”

“Like you pity me. I don’t fucking need that.”

“I don’t pity you. You look like you’re in a lot of pain, that’s all.”

She shoved open the door and held it for him to slip inside. As he passed by her, she didn’t miss the way he brushed against her. The way his sleeve whispered across her breasts. Her nipples instantly went tight and erect, puckering to painful peaks beneath her shirt for all the world to see.

She was grateful there was no one to see.

Except him. She wanted him to see but he had ignored it as he passed through the threshold and entered the building.

“I’m on the third floor,” she said.

“Of course, you are.”

He gripped the banister and started up the stairs in obvious pain. He held his left arm against his side as he pulled himself up the stairs. She could hear his labored breathing and knew it was taking a lot out of him.

All she could think about was trying to soothe him, make him feel better. She wanted to heal him. She wasn’t even sure why she was so desperate to help.

At the top of the stairs, she pointed to the door labeled 3B. “That’s me.”

“Great.”

He inhaled a deep breath and leaned on the railing as she unlocked the door and pushed it open. He followed her inside her small apartment the size of a Cracker Jack box. The living room and kitchen combined into one large room with a bathroom and closet between it and the bedroom.

“You can sit on the couch. I’ll be right back with the first aid kit.”

He muttered something as she trotted off to the bathroom. She paused for a brief moment to check her reflection in the mirror and scowled. She looked like hell. There was no way he’d be attracted to her. She was sweaty from her morning jog and she smelled liked a kid who had been outside all day long.

She tugged down her ponytail and brushed out her damp hair, but it didn’t seem to help. It would have to do. Frowning, she splashed cold water on her reddened face—from exertion and embarrassment—and dragged out the first aid kit from under the sink.

Bree took a deep breath and turned back to her bedroom. Through the open door, she saw him shove off his shirt, exposing his long lean form showing off golden skin, a broad chest sprinkled in dark hair and abs she could literally bounce a quarter off.

Good God.

The first aid kit slipped from her hands and crashed on the floor. The bang shook her out of her reverie and she snatched it up, clearing her throat and trying her best to act natural. It was hard to do when her traitorous body wanted to melt into a puddle at his feet.

Bree stood in front of him and got a good look at the wound. It was red and festering. Some sort of white foamy substance oozed from it and it smelled like death. She swallowed hard and tried not to gag.

“Still want to patch me up, princess?” His quiet voice echoed in the silence of the apartment.

He must have known how bad the wound was. Maybe that was why he tried so hard to wave her off, to get her to go away. She should have listened to him. Now she had him in her apartment and she had no choice but to go through with it. She nodded, determined to help him.

“Yes.”

She placed the small white box on the cushion next to him and flipped it open. It took several seconds of rummaging with shaking fingers before she was able to grasp the gauze and antibiotic ointment. She also picked up an antiseptic pad. She organized all the items and then gave the wound a cursory glance.

“It doesn’t look good,” she said.

“It doesn’t feel good either.” His voice was laced with a hint of humor.

Bree ripped open the antiseptic package and pulled out the small square pad. “This may sting a little.”

As she said it, she swiped the wound with the damp pad. He grunted, his jaw clenched tightly and then his hands landed on her waist. His fingers dug into her flesh as he gripped her. She sucked in a breath the second he touched her. His hands were fiery hot, and an image of their sweaty naked bodies burst through her mind.

“Oh!” she gasped.

“Sorry.”

He started to remove his hands, but she stopped him. “Don’t.”

That gaze lifted to meet hers and her mouth suddenly went dry. Her brain emptied of all thoughts. Bree was aware of her ragged breathing as she concentrated on taking a breath in and expelling it. It was the only sound between them. She couldn’t even hear him breathe.

But she could hear the kathunk of his heart. Could see it beating against the golden skin of his naked chest. His eyes bored into hers, and for a moment, she thought he could see into her soul. It seemed she, too, could see into the depths of his being. For a brief moment, she saw fiery red scales, the breath of fire, and hear the leathery wings flap against a cold morning breeze. She should have been frightened, perhaps, but instead, she was fascinated.

He blinked, then, and the image was gone. It was the most intense thing she had ever seen. He stiffened, the air tense and hot, and then he relaxed as though nothing happened at all. All that remained was the slick heat between her legs.

“All right,” he said. “If you’re sure.”

They were so close, his breath whispered over her. Gooseflesh rose on her arms and legs and a prickling sensation pierced her. God, she wanted him. She wanted to taste those perfect shaped lips. She wanted to feel his tongue swipe over hers.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

Her voice wavered. When the corners of his mouth lifted in a brief little smile, she nearly fainted. She had never been so sexually charged in her life.

“I-I’m going to cleanse it again.”

“At least you warned me that time.” Mirth twinkled in those eyes.

Bree swallowed, trying to dampen her dry mouth. It was pointless.

She swiped the antiseptic pad over the wound again, cleaning it as best she could. His fingers tightened on her waist again. She delighted in the way he seemed to possess her even though he didn’t even know her.

“There. I’ll just get this gauze on you and then you’ll be free to go.”

Bree reached for the antibiotic ointment and the gauze pad. He never took his eyes off her hands as she opened the package and squirted the ointment onto the pad. His hands never moved either.

She held the gauze over the wound and then taped it to his skin, pressing the tape with a gentle hand against him. All the while, heat radiated off his body and into hers, making her wish she had central air conditioning in her old building. She bent slightly over him concentrating on getting the tape just right on the gauze as a tendril of her hair fell over her shoulder.

Bree froze when his hand slid up her side. Her gaze landed on his—that bold gaze that made her want to do all sorts of naughty things with him. A glow sparked deep inside her and she shivered. Not from cold. But heat. Heat that intensified as he looked at her, his eyes lowering a bit as he reached between them.

He seemed to move in super slow motion. She couldn’t help but feel like a breathless girl of eighteen. She was entranced by the hard lines of his face and the deliberate way he twined a lock of hair around his forefinger.

A curious swooping pulled at her innards. He remained motionless, merely keeping her hair curled around his finger.

“So soft,” he said in a quiet tone. “Like I imagined.”

A shudder of desire passed through her. His hand turned into a fist and he tugged her face toward his. His eyes clouded with yeaning and need and lust. Her breath caught in the back of her throat, and for a moment, she thought—hoped—he was going to kiss her. She licked her lips in delighted anticipation.

He blinked, clearing away the fog of desire, as he released her. He nudged her away from him. Disappointed, she dropped her supplies onto the sofa next to him.

“Well. That should do it. You should be on the mend soon.”

“Thank you.” He tugged his shirt over all that glorious muscle and buttoned it.

“But you should still have someone look at that. I’m no doctor.” 

She was rambling like an idiot. She clamped her mouth shut as she stepped away and tidied up the trash she’d left behind.

“I plan to.”

She closed the first aid kit and picked it up, turning toward the bathroom. He caught her hand, held it.

“Thanks for your help.”

It took effort to make her brain form words. “You’re welcome.”

“I’ll see myself out.”

She watched him walk away, a sudden pain of loss shooting through her. She pressed her lips together, refusing to call out to him. She didn’t want to sound like some desperate female but she didn’t want to see him go either.

“Hey,” she said.

He paused at the door, his hand on the knob as he turned to look at her over his shoulder with a questioning glance.

“Will I see you again?” She hated herself for asking but she couldn’t stop the words from bubbling up and out her throat.

He peered at her a long silent moment before he shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

As he walked out the door and out of her life, she realized with some horror and regret she hadn’t even thought to ask his name.








  
  
Chapter Two




It took all of Logan’s self-control to release the girl and get out of her apartment without ravishing her. And it would have been so easy, too. He had her right where he wanted her—standing in front of him between his legs. He also had his hands on her slender waist. She’d wanted him to ravish her. Despite being able to hear it in her mind, he could also see it written all her over face. 

And when he touched her hair, it nearly made him come undone. It nearly made her come undone. Her cheeks flushed with color. Her pulse fluttered. Heat emanated off her skin. He could even scent her arousal. All involuntary reactions she couldn’t control if she tried.

Sometimes it sucked having enhanced senses especially when there was a female he desperately wanted.

He knew he had to get the hell out of there before he did something he regretted—before she did something she regretted. Even though she gave him those adoring looks and licked her lips like she waited him to kiss her...he couldn’t stick around for another second. It was too dangerous. He was too dangerous. His feral emotions would be too much for her.

The strange thing was his shoulder did feel better. He didn’t know what she used and he wasn’t sure it mattered.

Logan pounded down the stairs and out the door, pausing on the stoop, peering at the street in front of him. The last information he had on Rafe was that he was living in Hell’s Kitchen area. He had no idea where or how to get to Hell’s Kitchen. He wasn’t all that well versed in New York geography, but he was fairly certain he was on the Upper West Side.

Where the girl lived.

The girl destined to belong to him and no other. Too bad she didn’t know it.

Logan headed down the street to the corner of 91st and Amsterdam, running through his options. He could hail a cab but he didn’t have any money. He could commandeer a vehicle but he didn’t want to call that much attention to himself. His last choice was to find the subway system and take a ride. He could easily get over the turnstiles there and jump on a train.

He stepped away from the corner and took a moment to take in the surrounding city. He attuned his senses to the sounds to find the nearest subway station, both aboveground and below. A faint rumbling beneath his feet told him everything he needed.

Logan sniffed the air. The station with the southbound train was several blocks away but within walking distance. As he started forward, the sickness plowed through him again and he had to pause to catch his breath. Even though the wound was cleansed, the poison from the knife was still in his system. He needed it purged if he was to survive.

He found the station at Central Park West and 96th Street with ease. When he descended the steps, he paused and glanced around. There were several transit police filtering through the station, keeping an eye on those who looked unsavory. His height made him a head taller than the average human male. If only he had the ability to blend in with his surroundings like some of his brethren.

He watched several folks as they swiped their MetroCard to get through the turnstiles. That’s how he’d have to get through. But with no money, getting a MetroCard would be tricky. He leaned against the wall, propping one foot up, and watched the crowd. He pinpointed a guy who looked like an easy target, and as much as he hated doing it, he had to steal the card to get to the train. He knew he couldn’t make it on foot to Hell’s Kitchen.

The guy wore headphones, had his cell in one hand, a sack lunch in the other, and a backpack slung over one shoulder. He paused to the side to dig through his backpack looking for his card. He found it a minute later and then stuck it in his back pocket while he juggled the other stuff in his hands.

Perfect.

Logan pushed off the wall and headed for the kid. When he was distracted and didn’t see him coming, he bumped into him, making him lose control of his cell phone. He fumbled with it, desperate to keep it from hitting the ground

“Hey, watch it!”

“Sorry, man.”

Logan slipped the card from his back pocket with ease as he helped him regain control of the phone and put it back in the kid’s hands. He shot him a glare but Logan was already on his way to the turnstile where he swiped the card and was through to the other side by the time the kid realized it was gone.

The train screeched to a stop. People entered and exited. The kid shouted something as Logan jumped onto the train and the doors swished closed. For now, he was safe and moving southbound toward Midtown.

Several people moved away from him, fear and mistrust in their eyes. He couldn’t blame them. He looked mean with blood all over his shirt. At least he didn’t have to worry about anyone bothering him.

As he took a seat and gripped one of the handrails, the distinct scent of blood and alcohol tickled his nose. He glanced around and spotted the two vampires sitting on one of the benches behind a young woman trying to ignore them while she read a book. They didn’t notice him since they were so intent on watching her.

A cold prickling sensation went up the back of his neck as he watched and knew what was about to happen. Perhaps the girl could sense it too because she crossed and uncrossed her legs several times. She slipped her hand into her handbag at her side, reaching for something. At least she was willing and able to defend herself.

When the train stopped, she snatched her purse and tugged it on her shoulder and stepped quickly toward the door. They followed her, elbowing each other with sickening glee.

Vampires. He couldn’t stand the likes of them.

Logan stepped off the train behind them. The girl still had her hand in her purse and then pulled something out in her enclosed fist. Probably a weapon of some kind. Even so, nothing could protect her from two vamps with mischief on the brain.

Nothing except Logan.

She made a sharp turn and started up the steps. The vamps followed.

Logan sighed. As much as he didn’t want to get involved, he knew he had to. He couldn’t let an innocent woman be injured because they wanted to feed.

He leapt the steps two at a time, closing the gap between them. When she made it to the top, she spun toward them with a small spray bottle in her hand. But before she could use it, Logan had reached the two vamps. He collared them both and dragged them the rest of the way up the stairs. She gaped, her eyes wide as Logan shoved them off to the side and dumped them on the ground. He put himself between her and the vamps.

They cowered on the ground looking up at him with shock and bewilderment, wondering what happened.

“You two have a problem here?” he asked.

They exchanged glances. One of them unfolded his lanky body from the ground and stood. He wasn’t quite as tall or imposing as Logan.

“We just wanted to say hi to the girl.”

Logan glanced back at her. She shook her head.

“I don’t think she’s interested. How about you move along? Both of you.”

The second one got to his feet, eyeing the girl. Logan moved to stand in front of him, blocking his view. They had a momentary standoff before they decided to walk away.

Behind him, the girl blew out a minty breath. “Thank you. Those creeps have been following me since I got on the train this morning.”

He turned to her as she put her mace into her handbag. Humans didn’t realize there was a thriving subculture that played host to vampires, werewolves, Fae and other supernaturals. Logan was listed as other—a dragon-shifter.

When his father discovered the Hidden Lands was dying and killing the remaining clans, he started the movement from their realm to the human realm. Dragon-shifters seemed to be the most adaptable to human life. In fact, some had already made the transition eons before. Several of those clan leaders managed to integrate into the human world into leadership positions. Everything from royalty to heads of state to leaders of corporations. They had become successful in their own right and they had proven moving out of the Hidden Lands was a viable option. They had learned to live with humans in secret. They learned to adapt to a world that differed from their own and yet similar.

She looked him over, concern flicking across her features. “Are you okay? You don’t look well.”

He wiped the cold damp sweat from his forehead. He had to find Rafe before there was no stopping the poison coursing through his veins.

“I’m fine. Be careful,” he said.

“I will.” She smiled and started to walk away.

“Excuse me, miss.” She gave him a questioning glance. “Can you tell me how to get to Hell’s Kitchen?”

“Hell’s Kitchen?” she repeated and her brows drew together in question. It reminded him of the girl he met in the park. “What are you looking for?”

“A friend.”

“Do you have an address?” She flicked a lock of hair over her shoulder.

He shook his head. “I’m afraid not. Only a general location.”

“Oh, well, it’s only a small area on the west side of Manhattan.” She rummaged in her purse and pulled out a pen and a small notebook. She drew him a crude map and gave him directions. “Does that help?”

He took the paper from her and studied it. “Yes. Thank you.”

“Good luck.” She gave him a small wave as she walked away.

And Logan was one step closer to finding Rafe.
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At least he’d made it into what was known as Hell’s Kitchen thanks to the woman’s crudely drawn map. He just had no idea where to go next.

The streets were crawling with supernaturals unseen by the humans. Demons passed by smelling like death and rot. More vampires carrying the metallic tang of blood as well as a sharp trace of alcohol. Wolf shifters had an earthy scent to them so strong, it made his stomach cramp. And then there was the Fae—they were nothing like any of the other supernaturals. They carried a bright scent of sunshine with an undertone of a sexy deeper scent reminding him of midnight.

It was sensory overload. A barrage to his olfactory senses making him lightheaded. As if he wasn’t already faint enough.

He stopped at a building on the corner, leaning against it and pressing his cheek against the cool stone façade. Loud music thumped from the nightclub or bar or whatever it was and there was a line around the block to get inside.

Upon closer inspection, he noticed those waiting in line were not all human. There was a long line of vamps and shifters waiting for their chance to get in. Logan craned his neck to look up at the red and white neon sign above the place. Bar Inferno. Complete with red and orange flames in neon between the two words.

He had a sudden gut feeling about the place. Either that or he was about to puke what stomach fluids he had all over the sidewalk.

Logan stumbled toward the bar, holding his arm against his cramping abdomen. Sweat dampened his back and armpits. It dripped down the side of his face. He caught the attention of some of the party-goers in line. One girl scowled in disgust at him as he made his way to the front of the line. He knew it wasn’t his finest hour but at the moment he didn’t give a shit if she or anyone else was disgusted by his looks.

Two vamps staggered out. The bouncer at the front of the line unhooked the red rope and allowed the next two in line inside. The girl squealed her excitement. As the door opened, Logan tried to get a glimpse inside but it was too dark to see.

“Hey! No cutting.”

The high-pitched female voice got his attention. She was next in line and glaring at him as if he had done something horrific. All he wanted to do was get a peek inside the place. He wasn’t sure why he thought Rafe might be in there but something told him it was a good place to start.

“Back of the line, pal.” Her date thumbed behind him—a tall wolf shifter with dark brown eyes.

In his weakened state, Logan knew picking a fight with the guy would be stupid. He would lose that battle. But he still had to find a way inside. He glanced at the bouncer, a tall African-American man. He was bald except for a goatee and arms the size of an aircraft carrier. He wasn’t someone Logan wanted to run into in a dark alley. He looked like he could break anyone in half—even a dragon-shifter.

“Say, man,” Logan said as lurched toward him.

“You heard the man. Back of the line.” He didn’t even flinch, blink or look at him when he said it. And his voice was so deep, it rumbled around in his thick chest.

“You don’t understand,” Logan said, trying again. “My friend is in there.”

His glittering dark brown gaze landed on Logan. “Your friend got a name?”

He hesitated. What if he was wrong? And then the poison reminded him he was about to die. He had to take the chance. “Rafe.”

One dark brow rose. Logan didn’t know if that was a good sign or not. “He didn’t mention you.”

Logan managed a half smile even though it made him want to hurl. “It’s a surprise.” When he looked unconvinced, he added, “It’s his birthday.”

Now he cocked his head to the side with disbelief. “His birthday?”

Logan thought about begging but he didn’t want to lose any more dignity than he already had. If he was at full strength, he could kick the guy’s ass and go inside. But as things were, he really needed the guy to let him in without incident.

It seemed as though a long eternity passed before the hulking man reached over and unhooked the red rope from the post. He waved him toward the door. The girl shrieked her objection as Logan hurried by before the man changed his mind.

As soon as he stepped across the threshold, bile rose to the back of his throat. It took what little strength he had remaining to keep it down. The place was packed with every kind of supernatural imaginable and they were all drinking and sweating and dancing.

All the odors together didn’t exactly present a sweet-smelling bouquet. It was more like an olfactory overload of all foul-smelling things.

A bar lined one wall. Behind it, glass shelves hosting every kind of alcohol imaginable—and some not from the human realm. There were no seats available at the bar and a blonde woman and another girl were busy filling and refilling drinks.

A dance floor hosted swirling couples flirting and trying to find a mate for the night or a lifetime. Packed tables scattered around the dance floor and busy wait staff made sure the food was hot and the drinks flowed.

Logan was out of his mind if he thought Rafe would be caught dead in a place like this. Hell, he was out of his mind for even talking the bouncer into letting him inside. He’d resigned himself to failure and was about to leave when someone clamped a hand around his upper arm. His reflexes being slow, he wasn’t able to get the punch off like he would have normally. All he was able to do was clench a fist and give a half-hearted attempt.

“Logan? Jesus. What the hell are you doing here?” He had to yell to be heard.

Logan looked up at the exiled dragon knight, Rafe. He had never been so relieved to see one of his kind in his life.

“You look like shit, man. What happened to you? Never mind. Let’s get out of here. This place is too loud.”

Rafe took him by the arm and led him out. It took Logan’s remaining strength to force his feet to move through the door. When they passed the bouncer, Logan gave him a nod of thanks. Even in his stupor, he didn’t miss the look of sheer surprise on the man’s face.

“Happy birthday, Rafe,” the man said as they passed.

“Happy birthday? What the fuck is he talking about?”

“Tell you later,” Logan managed.

Rafe hailed a cab. When it stopped, he hauled Logan into the back and got in next to him. He barked his address. Logan was grateful to be in a moving vehicle and not walking. He leaned his head back on the headrest and closed his eyes.

“What happened to you?” Rafe’s gruff voice was in his ear.

“Long story. Obsidian blade…got me.”

“Fuck,” he said under his breath. He leaned toward the driver. “Hey, an extra hundred if you speed and get us there in five minutes.”

It was all the incentive the cabbie needed to get them there. It was the last thing Logan remembered before he passed out.
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“Easy, man. The effects of the poison haven’t worn off yet.” Rafe handed him a whiskey. “Thought you could use that.”

“Thanks.” He took the offered glass and downed it, grateful for the amber liquid.

He remembered, though his last recollection was a cab ride. He must have passed out from the pain of the illness. Remembering his shoulder, he reached up and rubbed the spot. A larger bandage covered the wound.

Rafe perched on the chair across from him. “You were lucky. The wound was festering and I had to dig out a small piece of the blade.” He pointed to a shard of black glass on top of the coffee table. “You’ve been out for nearly a day.”

Logan set aside his glass and picked it up, running his finger over the smooth surface. No wonder he in such bad shape. He’d lost a day to this fucking piece of glass. He wasn’t going to lose any more time.

“Who stabbed you?” Rafe asked.

“Archer.” Logan tossed the shard back on the table. “He killed my parents.”

Rafe stared at him in mute horror for a moment before he rose, padded across the room to the bar, and picked up the whiskey bottle. He refilled his glass and then came back to refill Logan’s.

“I’m sorry,” Rafe said.

“So am I. I mean to kill him, Rafe.”

“Is that why you came to me, for help?” He laughed, sounding bitter. “You know I can’t go back to the Hidden Lands.”

“I came to you because you’re the only one I can trust. Plus, I hoped you’d have the cure for the poison.” Logan held his glass. “I know you can’t go back. But I intend to.”

“If he doesn’t find you here first,” Rafe said. “If Archer killed the Chief Magistrate of the clans then he won’t stop until you’re dead.”

“I know,” Logan said through gritted teeth. “Don’t you think I figured that out?”

Rafe leaned back into the cushion of the chair. “Maybe you should start at the beginning and tell me everything that happened.”

“I don’t have that kind of time.” Logan slammed his glass against the table and then got to his feet. He instantly regretted it. A wave of nausea passed through him, making him lightheaded and he sat again. He rubbed his forehead.

“Yes, you do. The poison is still in your bloodstream. I gave you something to help counteract it, but it won’t be out of your system for a while,” Rafe said. “It’s the best I could do.”

“How long?”

He shrugged. “Days. Weeks. Don’t know. Depends on you and how fast you heal. It was a pretty deep wound.”

Logan’s shoulder throbbed and he rubbed it trying to make the pain go away. He hadn’t realized how hard Archer stabbed him right before he went through the portal. Everything had happened so fast. The buzzing, the lightning, his father’s last Dragon’s Breath.

“Start at the beginning,” Rafe said.

With a shaking hand, Logan picked up his drink and held it between his hands. Just holding the cool glass gave his burning skin comfort. “The Hidden Lands are dying.”

“Nothing new. We’ve known for a while.”

“Yes, but my father wanted to move the remaining clans out of the Hidden Lands and into the human realm.”

“You mean abandon the realm?”

Logan nodded.

“And Archer rejected that idea,” Rafe said.

“He launched a coup. Killed my father, mother, and two other clan council leaders.”

A look of distaste passed over Rafe’s face. “Archer wants power no matter the cost.”

“Yes, and now he has it.” 

Logan looked at him from across the rim of his glass. He realized in that moment just how little he knew about the knight. Rafe had been part of the Hidden Lands many years ago. He had been one of the finest knights in the realm. And yet something had happened. Something so dreadful, he ended up in the human realm in exile, forbidden to return to the clans or even interact with fellow dragon-shifters.

He had taken a huge risk coming through the portal looking for Rafe. But when all hell broke loose and things were out of hand, he was the first man Logan thought of. But it wasn’t just that. Getting stabbed by the obsidian blade had been an unfortunate accident. There was another underlying reason he wanted to find Rafe, aside from asking for his help to kill Archer.

There was the matter of the Blood Stone but he wasn’t sure how to ask Rafe about it. He doubted the man even had it. All he knew were the myths and legends placed it somewhere in the human realm.

“I’m sure he’s seized power by now,” Logan said.

“How did you get here?”

“I came through a portal,” Logan said. “My parents and I intended to come through together but Archer attacked as we were leaving. My father sacrificed himself for me.”

Remembering sent a sharp stabbing pain of regret and guilt through Logan. He couldn’t help but replay the horrible events over and over in his mind. It made him hate himself a little more because he hadn’t been able to save either of his parents when Archer and his Drakana hunters had attacked. It had come as a complete surprise and one for which they were not prepared.

All the more reason to go back and kill Archer. Even if he died trying.

“And you intend to avenge him. Seems noble enough,” Rafe said.

“Isn’t it?”

“Sure, until Archer finds the portal.”

Logan shook his head. “Not possible. It was sealed with Dragon’s Breath.” His father’s Dragon’s Breath. His father had been one of the most powerful dragon-shifters in the realm and now he was dead.

He hadn’t even had time to grieve for him or his mother. All he’d been able to think about since crossing the portal was finding Rafe and a cure for the poison in his veins.

Now that he’d achieved both those goals, he had to find Archer and get back what was rightfully his—the title of Chief Magistrate as leader of the Council of Five in the Hidden Lands. He also had to find a way to continue his father’s work by locating the Blood Stone.

Legend said that eons ago, the stone along with two other mythical relics healed the dying land. In another age when the dragon-shifters had once faced extinction.

“Clever of your father to seal it with Dragon’s Breath,” Rafe said. “But there are other portals.”

Surprise flickered through him. He was certain there were only a few entrances around the realm and those only his father knew about. “How do you know?”

He chuckled. “I’ve traveled from one side of this realm to the other. There are portals all over the place. Standing stones, for example. The Bermuda Triangle. Ancient monuments and megaliths that have supposed mystical powers in certain geographic locations. He’ll come after you if he thinks you’re alive. You’re a threat to him.”

“Then I’ll have to be ready.”

“You’re not going to be anything if you don’t heal.”

He was right even though Logan disliked hearing the truth. He couldn’t deny the impatience tingling through him. He gripped his glass so hard, the crystal cracked.

Rafe scowled. “That was Waterford.”

“Sorry.” He placed the ruined glass on the table.

“If you want to do this and do it right, then you’ll listen to me. You came to me for help and now I’m giving it to you. But you’re going to do it my way. Clear?” Rafe said.

“All right fine. I’ll do it your way.”

“I know someone looking for a new head of security. His last one got knifed by a wolf shifter. I’ll recommend you and set up a meeting,” Rafe said.

“And then what?”

“And then we wait and see. We’ll wait out Archer and his men while you heal and get back to full strength,” Rafe said. “What about your powers?”

“Depleted. Going through the portal did something to them.” 

“Then you’ll need to regen, too. In the meantime, I’ll do some digging and see what I can find out about Archer and his plans. There are always those who will exchange information for money.”

“Who is this guy you know?”

“He’s the bar owner at the place you found me. Name’s Mario.”

“And the hulking guy outside?”

“Oh, that’s Bear. He’s harmless.”

“He doesn’t look harmless.”

Rafe chuckled. “He is. That reminds me. What was that about my birthday?”

“Nothing you need to worry about.” Logan didn’t think it necessary to explain to him how he lied his way into the bar/club.

“Right. You got a place to stay?”

Logan shook his head.

“You can stay here. I have another place on the Upper West Side.”

“Are you rich or something?” He meant it as a joke but Rafe’s serious expression didn’t waver.

“Let’s just say I’m good at what I do.” He gave him a cocky grin. “And don’t ask because it’s not up for discussion.”

Rafe stood and shoved his hand into his pocket. He brought out a key ring and tossed it to him. “Keys to the place. There’s a car in the garage you can drive, too, if you know how to drive.”

“I may not be from here but I’m not an idiot.” He’d visited the human realm enough with his father he knew how things worked. He preferred shifting and gliding through the sky but he knew that wasn’t possible since he was in a realm where the people had no idea dragons even existed.

Rafe snickered. “You haven’t told me everything but I’ll let that slide. Get some rest. I’ll get a meeting set up with Mario and let you know when.”

Rafe was right about that—he hadn’t told him everything. Like the Blood Stone. Logan had a feeling that was something he’d have to find himself.








  
  
Chapter Three




After the mysterious man left Bree’s apartment, she hadn’t stopped fantasizing about him. That had been three days ago. She was still in a dreamy state as she prepared for work that afternoon, combing out her long hair and trying to decide what to wear. 

It was like he’d imprinted on her body, mind, and soul. She had a twinkle of hope he would show up at the bar one day, sweep her off her feet, and take her away to ravish her.

But that was silly. That sort of thing didn’t happen in real life.

It was hard to get her hazy mind to function. Somehow, she managed to pull on jeans and a flowing off-the-shoulder top in black. It was hard to think about anything or anyone else but the sex god that landed in the park. She still didn’t understand why she was so compelled to help him. She was puzzled over the strange flash of light and the way he appeared in the park.

And the way he smelled…he didn’t smell like anything she knew.

Oh, her father thought she had no idea supernaturals were part of society. Even though she knew he knew. He thought he kept her safe by keeping her in the dark. Knowing was what made her so good at her job running the bar.

She could tell a wolf shifter from a bear shifter. She also knew the bar was a favorite place for vampires to hang out. Each race seemed to have a signature scent and even an aura.

Shifters had an earthly, woodsy scent and typically had a green or brown aura. Angels sometimes had an earthy scent, too, and sometimes they smelled like the air after a crisp spring rain. Their aura ranged from white to silver to gold to blue. Try as they might to conceal the expanse of their wings behind glamour, she could still see them.

Demons smelled like death and rot, and of course, had a dark deathly aura. And then there were the Fae who were much like angels with their glamour spells and their scent of stardust and sunshine with sparkly silvery auras. Well, the good ones anyway.

But her mystery man did not fall into any of those categories and it puzzled her. She had intuited that otherworldly sense about him. When she looked into those golden-brown, almost translucent, eyes she thought she could see an ancient beast with leathery wings determined to break free of the human prison.

She remembered looking into those eyes and seeing it. For a moment, she thought she should fear him. She didn’t though. She was far from afraid and that, too, was something she couldn’t explain. He was a stranger and she had taken a big risk inviting him to her place.

Bree sighed as she headed out the door for work. Fantasizing about the guy wasn’t going to conjure him no matter how much she wished.

She arrived at Bar Inferno that afternoon to the normal bustle of activity. It wasn’t a big place, but it was always crammed to maximum capacity with a line around the block waiting to get in. It had an eclectic appearance—exposed brick on one wall, steel and glass floating stairs leading up to the second floor where there were pool tables and a private security office.

Behind the bar were glass shelves backed by mirrors hosting all sorts of bottles of booze from around the globe. The mirrors were an optical illusion to make the place look bigger. The bar itself was made of mahogany and was the only original piece in the place. Her father had renovated around it, determined to keep it intact.

Meg, a fellow barkeep, was busy cleaning the bar getting ready for the afternoon happy hour. The cooks were in the kitchen preparing their daily dishes. Inferno had some of the best bar grub this side of Hell’s Kitchen and had even been featured on a nationally syndicated show featuring bars with unusual fare. It had skyrocketed the little establishment on West 48th Street to fame as a major tourist stop and a must-see.

She could tell New Yorkers from everyone else. New Yorkers would walk thirty blocks in heels to wait in a two-hour line to get into the newest, hippest, most popular place in town. Tourists tend to say, “fuck it” and go somewhere else.

It also had become a major stop for all the supernaturals coming into and out of the realm. That was something she hadn’t quite figured out either. Why Bar Inferno? What made it special?

She waved to Meg. “Hey, Meg. Have you seen my father?”

“He’s with the new security chief,” she said, wiping down the bar. “They’re still in his office, I think.”

New security chief? She had no idea her father was interviewing someone to replace the last one. He hadn’t told her. Which wasn’t unusual since her father ran most of the business dealings when it came to Bar Inferno. She was the general manager, so she got to handle the day-to-day stuff. In short, mostly the crap he didn’t want to deal with.

Mario’s office was on the first floor of the bar behind the stairs.

“He’s a real hottie, too.” Meg gave a wistful sigh.

She sounded so dreamy, Bree’s head snapped around at her. Meg held the damp towel in her hand and absently wiped nonexistent specs of dust and dirt on the bar.

“You saw him?”

“Sure, when he came in.” Her lids became heavy as she blinked long and slowly, that faraway look still on her face. “Mario practically hired him on the spot.”

“Without talking to him?” Bewilderment trickled through her. That didn’t sound like her father.

“He came highly recommended,” Meg said.

“By whom?” Bree asked.

Before Meg could answer, the door to the office opened and the two men emerged. Meg sucked in a sharp breath of ecstasy. Everything seemed to move into super slow motion as first her father exited and then…

God. Oh, God. It was her mystery man. Bree’s knees went weak and she landed on the nearest bar stool. Her stomach dropped to her shoes. She had a prickling sensation at the back of her eyes, the back of her neck. First cold then heat swept over her as they made eye contact. Her mouth went desert dry.

Had her wishful thinking come true? Had she conjured the man without knowing? Or was it simply a coincidence?

The man had no reaction. If he did recognize her—and she was certain he did—he kept his face impassive.

“See? I told you he was a hottie.” Meg said it low so only Bree could hear.

Mario had a big contented smile plastered on his face as he led the man through the bar directly toward them. It took all her strength not to squirm on the barstool because all she could do was think about that scorching gaze and the way his hands landed on her waist as he touched her, held her between his legs. The way the fine dark hair was sprinkled across his perfectly tan chest.

“Let me introduce you to my daughter. She’s the general manager and you two will be working closely,” her father was saying.

Dear God. How could he do this to her?

“Logan Blake, this is my beautiful single daughter, Bree.” Mario waved to her, sounding and looking so proud, she wished a chasm would open beneath her feet and swallow her whole. Now was not the time for her father to gush about her.

“Dad, we’ve talked about this,” she said.

She hated when he tried to fix her up because it always ended in disaster. The last security guy who worked for the bar ended up dead. Not because of her, but because he was a shifter with a bad attitude.

“She looks like her mother, God rest her soul. The spitting image of her really,” Mario continued. Bree blushed to the roots of her hair.

“Dad. Stop it.”

Bree was certain there was a bemused smirk on Logan’s face. He extended his hand to her.

“Nice to meet you,” he said.

She hesitated. She knew what that hand would feel like when she grasped it. She knew he would be hot to the touch. She felt his heat radiating over her, through her, into her. Yes, she wanted to touch him. She wanted to grasp that hand and hold on to him forever. But she knew that would be weird on so many levels since they’d only officially just met.

Her mystery man had a name—Logan Blake.

She swallowed the lump in her throat and reached for him, wrapping her fingers around his hand. Just as she imagined, warmth from his touch cascaded through her. His grip was tight, strong, sure. She matched it. He pumped her hand once, twice and then let go.

“Nice to meet you, too,” she managed.

“Ah, there, see. I knew you two would hit it off.” Her father beamed.

Bree glared at him but he ignored her. Logan, however, gave her a surreptitious once-over. His intense gaze peered at her as though he memorized her. A tingling in the pit of her stomach took up residence and refused to leave.

“Well, Bree, why don’t you show our new security chief around?” her father suggested.

“Me, Dad?” She was horrified at the thought of being alone with him.

“I will if she won’t,” Meg piped up.

Bree shot her a look that said she’d keep her ass behind the bar. Logan cleared his throat.

Her dad replied, “Yes, you, Bree. You’re the general manager, right? I have some things I need to do.” He clapped Logan on the back. “Nice to have you on board, Logan. I know you’ll make a fine addition to the team.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Sir? He was calling him sir? What a suck up this guy must be. Her father headed back to his office. Meg leaned her elbows on the bar, propped her chin on her fisted hands and gazed up at Logan as though he were a god.

And maybe he was since Bree couldn’t get a read on him. He had no aura, either, which she thought strange. But he did have that ethereal, mystical scent she’d noticed before.

“It really is nice to have you on board,” Meg said.

“Meg, don’t you have work to do?” Bree snapped.

“It’s done.” She grinned.

“Maybe you could show me what’s upstairs?” Logan suggested, never taking his eyes off Bree.

“Oh! I volunteer,” Meg said with a dreamy look on her face.

“You can stay here,” Bree said then turned to Logan. “It’s nothing but the pool hall and private security office.”

And her office, though she didn’t add that. She didn’t want to think about that yet. Being in the same room with him made her weak.

He glanced toward the stairs. “Will you show me?”

“Sure.” But she didn’t sound sure. She sounded like she was terrified to be alone with him.

And she was. She’d already seen him shirtless. She knew what was under that sexy white polo shirt he wore. She also wondered how his wound was healing and if she managed to really help him.

And where the hell had he been for three days? Hanging around in the city looking for a job? She didn’t dare hope he was looking for her.

“This way.” She motioned toward the stairs.

He followed.

She was bundle of nervous energy.

She could hear his light steps behind her on the glass stairs as they headed up. At the top, she paused and turned to her left.

“That’s where the pool tables are. You’ll find there are certain clientele that spend the entire evening there. They have weekly pool tournaments,” she said.

He cocked his head to the side. “What kind of clientele?”

The question caught her off guard. Her first reaction was to tell him the wolf shifters but she bit off that response. He might think she’d lost her mind.

“Oh, you know. The ones who like to play pool.” She gave him a nervous grin.

He nodded toward the closed door on the right at the end of the hall. “And that?”

“The security room. It’s not much. Dad has a few cameras scattered around but there are still dead zones.”

“Dead zones?” he asked.

“Yeah, the places in the bar where the cameras can’t see.”

She led him to the door. He followed so closely, she was aware of every breath he took. Her hand landed on the knob and she jiggled it but it was locked and she didn’t have her keys.

“Oh, I forgot my keys.”

“That’s all right.”

He pressed against her back, bracing one hand on the doorframe beside her head. Intense desire flared deep inside her, burning a hole in her gut. He dipped his head toward her and took a deep breath.

“You smell good,” he said, his deep voice a quiet whisper.

“So do you.” The words shook as she managed to expel them.

“Turn around.”

She could do nothing but obey. When she turned, she pressed her back against the door and met his sultry gaze. Only a hairsbreadth separated them.

“How’s your shoulder?” God, she sounded like a weak fool.

“Healing.” He leaned closer and brushed his nose against hers.

Why was that the most erotic thing she’d ever experienced? Heat pooled between her legs. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other.

“How did you…find me?” His gaze was like a soft caress.

“I wasn’t looking.” He cocked a grin. “But I’m glad I did.”

Oh, she was, too. She had done nothing but think about him for days. She had played that morning over and over in her mind, trying to alter the past and change what had actually happened into something she wanted to happen. She wanted to slide her hands over his bare chest and press against him. She wanted to kiss him, taste him. The burning need had not gone away and only intensified now that he was so near.

But she hadn’t done any of those things. Now was her chance, wasn’t it?

With one hand still braced against the door, he lifted his free hand. She stopped breathing. Just held her breath as he reached for her. As his hand slipped across her neck and into the back of her hair at the nape. His fingers tightened in the length, tangling in the locks.

“Oh.”

Was that her breathy voice? Bree didn’t even recognize it.

“Soft.”

“Yes,” she agreed.

“Like I remembered.”

She wanted to nod but bit her lip instead. The memory of him twining her hair around his finger burst through her mind with such force, she lost all muscle control. Her head fell back into the palm of his hand as a little mewl escaped her lips.

The intensity of his gaze flamed through her but she couldn’t look away. She refused to look away. All she could think about was kissing him. Which was crazy because they had met only two minutes ago.

Technically, they had met three days ago. She hadn’t bothered to give him her name. He didn’t seem too eager to tell her his, either. That situation had been awkward yet intense.

Everything inside her jingled when he dipped his head closer to her exposed neck, lips parted and then…he placed a long slow kiss on her quivering pulse.

When his lips brushed her skin, her eyes fluttered closed as a strangled whimper shuddered through her. His tongue tasted her and his chest rumbled with delight against her and she thought she would come undone. The warm slick heat between her legs pounded with a painful throb that only he could ease. And she so wanted him to.

In her wildest dreams, she had never imagined he would find her. Nor had she imagined he would come to the bar and become the new security chief. She hadn’t even imagined she’d be standing with him while he kissed her neck with hot searing kisses that made her head spin.

“You taste good.” He whispered it against her, the heat of his breath blistering her damp skin. It made gooseflesh erupt from the top of her head to the bottom of her feet. Her nipples tightened and pressed against the material of her bra.

“You smell good. I’ve never smelled anything like you before,” she said.

His hand tightened and he stiffened, and just like that, the spell was broken. He lifted his head, desire and want and need fading from his gaze and replaced with suspicion and question.

“What do you mean? Anything like me before?”

“I-I…” she faltered. What had she said? “I said anyone.”

“No, you didn’t. You said anything.” He released her and took a step back taking all the bliss and rapture with him.

She forced a smile. “I did? I didn’t mean to.”

Hell, she had slipped and he’d noticed. She had no idea how she was going to get out of this one. She really hated the way he looked at her now.

“Maybe you should get your keys so you can show me the security room.” 

He moved away, out of reach. Even though he wasn’t that far away, he might as well be standing at the North Pole for all the frigid air between them.

She nodded. “Right. I’ll be right back.”

She clutched her hands into fists as she headed for the stairs.
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The moment he saw her standing by the bar, his thoughts attuned to her and he could hear the shock rolling through her. She hadn’t expected to see him. When he interviewed with Mario, he was able to prepare himself a little by taking in the details of the man’s office. He had pictures of her scattered about. Her and a woman who must have been his wife. The man’s office was tidy and perfect. It also had a distinctive smell of blood—but not real blood. Something synthetic. Something Logan couldn’t put his finger on.

When he stepped out of the office and saw her standing there, he hadn’t been surprised. He had been overcome with the need to take her into his arms and kiss her senseless. It took every shred of control he had to rein in his emotions and his desires and keep things casual.

As Mario introduced them, he managed to shut off that part of his mind that heard her. He erected a strong mental block to keep her out so he wouldn’t pry on her innermost thoughts and feelings. It wasn’t right since she didn’t know anything about that. Only those who were the most intimate could willingly share their thoughts and feelings.

With Bree, it was an invasion of privacy.

When she said she’d never smelled anything like him before, it took him aback.

Perhaps he was reading way too much into it, but he was certain she meant anything as in creature as opposed to anyone as in a person. What did she mean? Could she scent others as he could? Did she know there were supernaturals here?

It was something he would have to find out later when they weren’t in a compromising situation.

He knew he shouldn’t have kissed her neck. But when he pulled her head back and exposed the long column, he couldn’t resist. He clenched his fists trying to calm his ragged nerves and keep his emotions in check. Now he had the taste of her in his mouth and the smell of her in his nose. Now he would never be able to keep his hands off her.

Now was not the time to get involved even if she had imprinted herself on him. With the threat of Archer looming, he had to concentrate on getting a game plan together and he didn’t need Bree distracting him.

Even though she was a spectacular distraction.

Bree returned a few minutes later, color high in her cheeks and her breath puffing out as she took the stairs at a fast clip. She clutched a key ring. He moved aside so she could unlock the door and push it open. She flipped on the light as she crossed the threshold and entered.

In front of him, there were several large monitors that were powered off. He could only assume that was the display for the cameras around the place. There was an office on either side of the room, both with closed doors.

“That’s your office there.” She pointed to the left.

He nodded to the other one. “And that one?”

“Mine.” She practically croaked.

Great. He wasn’t sure if he could share office space with her.

“But don’t worry. I’m not in there much,” she added. “I spend most of my time downstairs overseeing things.”

Too bad. He could have easily cornered her behind one of those closed doors—his or hers, it didn’t matter.

Actually, it did matter. He wasn’t going to do that. He wasn’t going to take advantage of her like that. If—and a very large if—they got to the point where he could tell her the truth about how she bonded to him, then and only then would he give in to those desires.

The odds of them consummating was quite slim. The only reason he took this job was to lie low until he fully recovered from the poison and form a plan for going after Archer. He had no idea how he was going to defeat the man with the Drakana behind him but Logan would worry about that later.

Much later.

In the meantime, he had to figure out how to be a security chief for Bar Inferno.

“How do these turn on?” he asked, looking at the controls.

She reached for a remote on the desk in front of the monitors and punched a button. She handed it to him. “There’s no sound. Only visual. But you can zoom in and out with that button there to get a closer look at whoever you want.”

He peered down at the remote and tested the button she pointed out. Sure, enough the picture on the monitor zoomed into Meg at the bar talking to one of the servers. He saw what Bree meant about dark zones. The cameras didn’t show Mario’s office, which was located under and to the left of the stairs. Nor did they show who came and went into the bathrooms.

“I can’t see Mario’s office,” he said.

“No,” she agreed “And he wanted it that way.”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “He’s the owner. He dictates what he wants.”

“It’s not safe,” he said. “His office should be monitored, too.”

She cocked her head to the side. “Something you know that I should?”

He clenched his jaw. He’d said too much. Mario hired him because he’d been receiving anonymous death threats. Death threats his daughter knew nothing about. And he wanted it to stay that way.

“No,” he said. “It’s standard protocol.”

“Oh.” She nodded as though she agreed.

“We should get that taken care of and soon. I need to be able to see who’s coming and going.”

“All right. I’ll call out the security company in the morning and have them install a new camera. But he won’t like it,” she said.

“He doesn’t get a say.”

She snorted. “You obviously don’t know my father, Logan.”

“If he wants me to be security chief, then he needs to trust my instincts.” 

His instincts never lied.

In fact, his instincts were telling him to kiss Bree again.

“Do you have good instincts?” She spoke in a tremulous whisper.

He turned to her and met her lovely green-eyed gaze. The bright flare of desire and need burned hot there. “Always.”

Bree’s pulse fluttered against in her throat. “What sort of instincts do you have about me?”

He tossed the remote on the desk. “Good ones.”

“I thought about you. After you left.” She dropped her gaze as though she were embarrassed to admit it.

His chest constricted. He thought about her, too, and nothing nice. Everything had to do with her naked and either on top or under him. He’d take her either way.

“I can’t believe you’re here,” she said.

“I’m here.”

“Tell me the truth. Is this a weird coincidence? How did you even hear about the job?”

“A friend of mine,” he said. “So, yes, it’s a weird coincidence.”

He couldn’t believe it himself when he saw her pictures in Mario’s office and he knew she was the jogger who had helped him that morning. She was the woman who had inadvertently bonded herself to him. He was in her blood now. A permanent impression that would never diminish. He had become part of her as she had become part of him. She would never be able to get him out of her system even if she tried. Even if they fucked ten ways to Sunday.

“Who is this friend?” she asked.

“I doubt you know him.”

She reached for his hand and brushed her fingers across his palm. She left a sizzling trail behind. But it wasn’t her hand that was hot to the touch. It was his.

“Bree…”

“I can’t stop myself from touching you. From wanting to touch you. It’s like this burning need inside me.”

He understood all too well. He had the same burning need.

“We can’t do this,” he said.

“We shouldn’t do this.” She nodded agreement as she lifted her gaze to his. “But I find I don’t care so much about what we shouldn’t do.”

The beast within him flared to life, banging around in his head wanting release. Desperate for release. His heart did a quick punch against his chest, letting him know he was still very much alive. Bree took a step closer to him, the scent of strawberries and brown sugar lingering on her skin at the perfect pulse points he’d fantasized about licking and kissing and caressing.

She made it difficult to resist her. With her imploring eyes gazing up at him full of need and desire. The little breath escaping between her lips. The way her pulse throbbed in her neck.

Fuck all.

He wanted to rip her clothes from her athletic sexy body, shove her naked on the top of his desk and ravage her from head to toe. Right there. Right then.

He doubted she would complain. He sure wouldn’t.

His hands were clenched so tightly, they ached. He flexed his fingers, listening to the joints crack as he forced the muscles to relax.

“Kiss me.” She pressed into him, her lips parted and ready. To tempt him more, she ran her tongue over her bottom lip. “Kiss me, Logan, please.”

Her body brushed his as she leaned in close. So close. She tilted her head back like she had when he’d gripped her hair in his fist and kissed her neck before. Except this time, she didn’t want him to kiss her neck.

Logan gripped her upper arms to keep her from falling into him more. That and to keep him from doing something he shouldn’t.

“Bree…”

“Don’t you want to kiss me? I think you do. I see it in your eyes.”

Oh, he wanted to kiss her all right. He wanted to do so much more than that. He was so hard, he had to take a moment to think unpleasant things to make it go away. Trying to think of unpleasant things wasn’t exactly easy when Bree stood so close to him looking up at him like that.

It pained him to do it but he gave her a little push away. Then he stepped out of her personal space and backed toward his office door.

“It’s not the right time for that,” he said.

She stood rooted in place, her eyes wide and her face flushed. He didn’t want to hurt her, but he didn’t know any other way to get away from her.

“I’m sorry.” She ran her hands over her face then and turned away. “I don’t know what came over me. I shouldn’t have done that. You’re right. It’s not the right time for that. It will never be the right time for that because we work together now and I’m the boss’s daughter and that would be weird. Or something. Wouldn’t it?” She glanced at him over her shoulder.

Her nerves must be on high alert for her to ramble so much. He only nodded agreement.

“Okay, well, good to know we’re on the same page there.” Bree spun toward the door. “I have to get downstairs. Doors open at four. We usually close around four in the morning. You okay with that long of a shift?”

“I’ll be fine.”

“Great.” She pasted on her best smile. “Good luck then. Let me know if you need anything.”

After she’d scurried out the door, he turned back to the monitors and focused on his new job.








  
  
Chapter Four




Bree strolled through the bar, the music pounding through her as she greeted patrons. Some regulars. Some tourists. At the bar, she leaned against it, watching the crowd filter in after work, ready to start the weekend with a beer, friends, and gourmet fare. She loved this place almost as much as she loved New York. She’d grown up here. She’d watched her father take it from the dive it had been to the class act it was now. 

The regulars knew her and her father. They came for the food, the atmosphere and the fact that a cocktail at a staggering fourteen dollars a pop was considered reasonable.

But tonight, something seemed off. Bear, the bouncer at the front door, had let in an inordinate number of vampires. It was a strange mix with the wolf, bear, cat and other furry shifters that also frequented the place.

Sometimes she hated being able to see those creatures. When she was younger and realized her “gift” for seeing through glamour and scenting supernaturals, she tried to talk to her father about it. She wanted to know if she was somehow a freak. But her father had seemed indifferent, and in fact, had told her to ignore what was second nature to her. By the time she was a teen and seeing more and more of them in the city, she decided she was definitely a freak and didn’t bother mentioning it to her father anymore. She thought there had to be something wrong with her.

By the time she reached adulthood, she came to terms with it and decided it was part of who she was and accepted her “gift” for what it was. It had come in handy on more than one occasion.

Except when trying to read Logan.

Or that hot regular patron, Rafe, at the end of the bar. He had no aura, either, like Logan. And his scent was similar. Otherworldly. Ancient. Ethereal. Like exotic soap.

She watched him nurse his beer and wave off the ladies, clearly uninterested. He seemed more engrossed in keeping a watchful eye on the surroundings of the bar than anything else. She often wondered about that—was he an undercover watchdog her father hired?

Bree was aware of the sudden male presence beside her without even looking. His scent gave him away, a scent that reminded her strangely of Logan. The difference between this guy and Logan though, was he radiated a kind of frigidity which was in direct opposite of Logan’s fiery emission.

“Hey, sexy.”

Annoyance flickered through her as she turned to look at him, taking him in. He stood over six feet tall, dark hair, darker eyes with a striking look about him that might have given her pause if she was interested in his type.

She found it curious this man, like Logan, like Rafe, also had no aura.

What were these guys? And why couldn’t she figure it out?

“Not interested. Move along,” she said.

The smile on his face faded. His hand wrapped around his drink as he all but slithered down the length of the bar. She shook her head.

“Another one bites the dust.” Meg chuckled.

Bree turned toward the bar and perched on the edge of the stool. “He’s not my type.”

“I don’t think smarmy is anyone’s type.” Meg poured her a whiskey, two fingers, neat, and slid it to her. That’s what she liked about Meg. The bartender knew what she wanted without ever having to ask.

Bree grinned as she took a sip. “Looks like a busy night. You ready?”

“It’s all hands on deck.” Meg wiped down the bar with a rag and then tossed it under.

“Good. I know Mario worries about having enough staff on our busy nights.” Bree refrained from calling him Dad to the employees, even though everyone knew she was the boss’s daughter. She clutched her drink and scanned the crowd.

On the other side of the room, Logan descended the stairs. Her breath caught and her hand tightened on her glass as she watched him navigate the steps with a fluid swaggering grace. His broad chest strained against the material of his shirt. She couldn’t stop the memory of his naked chest from going through her mind. The sleeves were rolled to his elbows which did nothing but accentuate the round strength of his biceps and make her even more hot and bothered.

“God, he is so hot.” Meg gave a wistful sigh.

“Is he? I hadn’t noticed.” Bree turned away, pretending he didn’t exist.

Meg snorted. “As if. You practically drooled all over him when Mario introduced you.”

“I most certainly did not drool over him.” Never mind her knees weakened at the very sight of him. And her heart did a funny thing in her chest. And there was a quickening of her pulse and a flood of heated desire between her legs.

What the hell was wrong with her? She had never had such a strong reaction to a man before, even when she had raging hormones as a teenager. But then, didn’t women come into their prime much later in life? Perhaps she was experiencing an early mid-life crisis? Either that or she had lost her mind.

“You did. And you can’t tell me you don’t want him.”

Bree could sense him nearby and knew he walked through the crowd. It helped she could see his sexy form in the mirrors behind the bar.

“I think he’s hot for you,” Meg said.

“Don’t be ridiculous.” There was no way a man as sexy, hot, virile as Logan would want her. She was too plain, too boring, not to mention that freakish part of her. How would he feel about that?

He wouldn’t care since her instinct told her he wasn’t human.

“I saw the way he looked at you earlier today. He’s super hot for you.”

Bree didn’t want to admit Meg could be right. He had cornered her against the door of the security office, fisted her hair in his hand and kissed her neck. She expelled a wistful sigh.

“Aha!” Meg exclaimed.

It jolted her out of her reverie and she scowled. “Aha nothing.”

“What happened?”

“What do you mean?”

“Between you two. What happened when you went upstairs?” She waggled her eyebrows.

“Please, Meg. Nothing happened. He’s not into me. I’m not his type.”

“Oh, he is so into you. Like I can tell because even though he’s wandering through the tables, he positioned himself so he can see you no matter where he is in the room,” Meg said.

Bree sat up a little straighter, her heart twisting in her chest. She dared not hope. She couldn’t stop from looking at his reflection once again in the mirrored bar. When she discovered Meg was right, she wanted to melt into a puddle of goo. Her heart kicked into overdrive.

Meg dropped to her elbows and leaned close. “Tell me all the sordid details. Did you do it in the security room?”

“What? No!”

“Cuz I would. That would be so hot.” She came up ramrod straight, her eyes round and wide as she blinked. “Hi, Logan.”

Oh, God. He was right behind her.

“Meg.”

His deep dark voice rumbled over her and she resisted everything inside her telling her to close her eyes and lean back into him.

A cocktail waitress at the other end of the bar flagged down Meg. She didn’t bother to hide the disappointment flashing across her face.

“I gotta go. Duty calls.”

Bree’s breathing increased exponentially along with the patter of her heart. She forced herself to inhale, exhale with some normalcy but it didn’t work since Logan was so near. The roar of the music faded to the background and it was as if only the two of them were in the room, alone.

“Bree.” Her name on his tongue was like honey dripping off a honeycomb. “Drinking on the job?”

“It’s allowed.” Sarcasm laced her words.

“Is it?”

“Sure. I have an in with the owner.”

A deep rumble of a chuckle reverberated through his chest to her.

Her gaze flickered back up to the mirrors and she could see his hulking form standing behind her. He wasn’t looking down at her—he was looking at her in the mirror, too. Warm tingles erupted over her skin as she watched with owlish eyes as he lifted his hand and placed it on her shoulder.

His warmth pierced her clothes, her skin, and punched right to the heart of her. Pouring into her, spreading through her and touching parts she never knew existed until now. How did he manage that?

If a mere hand on the shoulder elicited that sort of response, what would it be like to kiss him? Or actually have sex with him?

She couldn’t even imagine being naked with the guy, yet the image of his bare chest popped into her head again. Bree couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped.

Logan snatched his hand back and took a step back. She spun around to face him to keep him from fleeing.

“Don’t go.”

“I have to. I can’t be this close to you and not…touch you.”

Oh. “I thought you were mad at me.”

A thoughtful look crossed his face. “I wasn’t mad.”

“Then what were you?” she remarked, pleased at her nonchalant tone.

His jaw tightened as she looked her over. “What did you mean?”

“Mean?” She swallowed a dry lump in her throat, playing dumb.

She knew what he was referring to—that he didn’t smell like anything she knew. And he didn’t. Which reminded her of Rafe and that dude who just hit on her. She glanced down the length of the bar and spotted him brooding over his drink. A sudden worry gnawed at her.

“What is it?” he asked, as though he could read her.

“Oh…nothing.” She waved away the thought, determined not to let some creep bother her. “Sometimes guys like to hit on me.”

Logan squared his shoulders, his chest puffed up and it seemed he filled up the entire space in and around them. “What guys?”

“Logan, it’s no big deal. It happens a lot.”

He looked back at her, his gaze narrowed. “What guys?”

“Um.” She glanced back down the bar at the poor unsuspecting guy nursing his drink. “That one.”

Before she could stop him, Logan stomped away and halted next to Rafe. Oh, crap. He thought she meant him when she meant the other creepy guy. They exchanged animated conversation she couldn’t hear.

As they did so, creepy guy turned his head, looking at her and gave her the oiliest smile she had ever seen. He downed his drink, rose and headed her direction. Her heart jumped into her throat as she slid off the bar stool preparing to flee. She wanted to run but where would she go?

“You didn’t give me a chance.” He leaned closer than she liked. His alcohol-laced breath wafted over her.

“That’s because I didn’t want to give you a chance.”

The guy managed to hem her in, making it impossible for her to escape. She realized too late that was his plan all along and now she was stuck. He reached for a tendril of her hair but she batted his hand away. A similar thing Logan had done but she had welcomed him touching her, being close to her. Not this guy.

“I told you I’m not interested,” she said. “I thought that was clear.”

“It was clear. But I don’t give a damn. Besides, I was here first. Not that guy.”

He nodded toward Logan as he slipped his hand around her waist. She grasped his wrist, too late, and tried to push him off but he was much stronger. It was clear he wasn’t going to take no for an answer. She was about to land a punch when he flew backward and a hand clamped around his throat.

Logan’s sudden appearance startled her. “The lady said she wasn’t interested.” He gave the guy a shove. “Get lost.”

Behind the guy, Rafe loomed large and intimidating. The man shot her a glare then Logan. And then he saw Rafe. His face paled as Rafe bared his teeth in a feral grin and collared him. He never took his eyes off the guy when he asked, “You okay, Bree?”

“I’m fine.” She blew out a heated breath.

“I’ll be taking this one out.” Rafe gave Logan a nod and they did some silent communication as he dragged the guy toward the door.

“Thanks.” Being in this business taught her how to handle herself, but there were those guys who wouldn’t leave her alone. “He was persistent.”

“You should take the night off,” he said.

“Why?”

“Because I’m here now and I got this.” He scanned the crowd taking in everything and everyone scoping out the place.

“I’m the general manager, Logan. It’s my job to be here every night.”

A vein pulsed in the side of his neck and she could tell she’d gotten to him. He met her level gaze and need curled low and hot in her gut making her senses tingle in anticipation of something she knew she would never have.

“Then I guess I’ll have to keep a close eye on you, won’t I?”

A deep yearning seared through her, leaving an empty lost feeling with her as he turned and walked away.








  
  
Chapter Five




Logan positioned himself in the bar so he could keep an eye on the entrance as well as Bree who continued to sit at the bar. Meg returned and the two ladies chatted. He was all too aware of the flickering glances she gave him as they talked. One thing he knew about women—they liked to gossip. 

He shouldn’t have touched her. He should have kept his hands to himself but controlling his reactions to her when she was so near was difficult. All he wanted to do was run his hands along her soft curves and kiss her in places to make her beg for more. He wanted her pliant and willing.

It took a lot of self-control to walk away from her but he had done it. He’d been exercising a lot of self-control where Bree was concerned. He hoped it was a sign he was getting stronger in his resolve to keep his hands off her but he doubted it. Even from across the room, he still wanted her. It didn’t help she was permanently etched onto his soul.

Rafe returned, scanned the crowd for him and gave him a nod. He made his way over. Despite their short association, they had become fast allies.

“She’s not safe here.” Rafe took a position next to him, his gaze flickering to Bree.

“She won’t leave,” Logan replied.

“He’ll be back with more, you know.” Rafe’s tone was conversational, as though they discussed the latest sports recap of their favorite hockey team. “He was Drakana.”

“You can’t know for sure.”

“I do know for sure. I saw the tattoo on the inside of his left wrist.”

The starburst of the Drakana was unmistakable. If Rafe said he saw it, then Logan was in a lot more trouble than he thought. The Drakana were hunters—specifically dragon-hunters who went after their own kind. Hired henchmen. Once they were enlisted to hunt and track down a target, they wouldn’t stop until that target was caught or eliminated, depending on their orders. Like it was some sort of sick field sport. Logan suspected he was to be caught and kept alive because that’s what Archer would want. He’d want the final kill for himself to make sure Logan’s bloodline was eradicated.

“The girl has been marked by you. They’ll hunt her, too.”

His muscles tensed. “How did you know that?”

“You’ve recently gone through ka daeko, right?” Rafe asked.

Logan nodded with a twinge of embarrassment. Rafe was one of his own—of course, he’d know Logan had entered the ka kladou phase because of the overwhelming pheromones he emitted when he was so close to Bree.

“I knew that first day. Her scent was—is—all over you. You touched her and she bonded to you.”

“She touched me.” He didn’t know why he felt the need to make the correction.

“Doesn’t matter who does what. Only that it happened.”

“I thought humans couldn’t bond to us.”

“If you’ve entered ka kladou, any female can bond to you if there is sufficient desire,” Rafe said.

A little piece of information Logan never knew. Now that Bree was part of him as much as he was part of her, he should get over it. He glanced at her still seated at the bar talking to the bartender and a few patrons who she seemed to know. The beast inside him rattled around in his head to get her, fling her over his shoulder and take her away from this deafening bar.

“There’s no way to reverse it?”

“No,” Rafe said, his tone final.

Good to know. He filed it away under “things to take care of later.” Bree being one of those things. At least now he could stop fighting it so hard. The only question remaining now was would Bree want him the way he wanted her? She must have sensed him looking at her because she turned her head and met his gaze. Color stained high in her cheeks as she quickly glanced away. To get his mind off her and what they were destined for, he steered the conversation back on track.

“I didn’t expect the Drakana to show up here.”

“They can scent you as you can scent them. They knew you were here before you knew they were here.”

“What I mean is I thought I’d be the one to go to him. I’d be the one to confront him on my own terms. I didn’t expect him to send a henchman after me.”

“Things never work out the way we think they will.” Rafe cracked his knuckles one by one and Logan watched the silvery scars on the back of his hands glisten in the half-light. He idly wondered where he’d gotten those marks. “They won’t stop hunting you or her.”

“I know.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

He couldn’t leave yet. He hadn’t healed. His powers hadn’t regenerated. More importantly, he couldn’t leave Bree alone. She was an easy target. If they managed to get her, they’d use her to get to him and he would have no choice but to go after them—and her. His carefully plotted plan of vengeance was now all fucked up and he had to figure out something else.

“You better come up with a plan. Before something happens to her…or you,” Rafe said, echoing his thoughts.

He turned to look at Logan, his golden eyes nearly translucent in the shadowy bar. Logan could see his restless dragon side flickering in the depths.

“Careful. Your dragon is showing.”

Though Logan meant to sound light-hearted he was actually quite serious. The last thing he needed was an angry dragon on his hands. He knew why Rafe was angry—because Logan wasn’t ready to go to battle and his life had been threatened. If the Drakana knew about Bree, they likely knew about Rafe which put him in danger, too. Rafe took a deep breath and expelled it to get his dragon side under control.

“Sorry. Coming into contact with Drakana stirs the beast within. Makes me want to fight.”

He understood. He wanted to fight, too. It was the only way he was going to get rid of his pent-up energy boiling inside him. He knew Rafe was on his side even though the man hadn’t been there when all the shit went down—Rafe had been in the human realm living in exile.

Logan left the Hidden Lands to save his own skin but it was more than merely saving his skin. When his parents had been brutally murdered by a fellow clan leader, he knew the only way to get his vengeance was to get someplace safe while he healed and waited for his powers to regenerate.

And then he’d found Bree.

Logan looked back at the crowd. Not an empty seat at the bar. Not an empty table. And too many vampires for his comfort level. He had accepted the job because Rafe said it would be a good place to lie low—dragons didn’t come here.

But they did now. They’d tracked him down.

He suspected Mario lied to him when he told him he was receiving anonymous death threats but he hadn’t pressed the issue.

“What’s the sitch with Mario?” Logan wanted to know.

“He needed a security guy. He got one.”

“He told me he was receiving anonymous death threats but I think he’s lying. I think he knows who they’re coming from.” Logan scanned the crowd as he spoke. “I think it has to do with a vampire.”

“Because there are a lot here tonight?” Rafe asked and he nodded. “There does seem to be more than usual. And a few that look like they belong to Signori Della Notte.” Logan gave him a questioning glance and Rafe leaned closer and dropped his voice so he could be heard. “They’re one of the most powerful mafias in the underworld.”

A cold tingling sensation crept along Logan’s spine. He didn’t like the sound of that at all.

Rafe clapped him on the back. “I’m going to do a perimeter check. I’ll catch you later.”

He melted into the crowd and disappeared from sight.

A commotion near the back caught his attention. Mario and another man were having an animated discussion. Logan drew in a long breath and scented the vampire dressed in impeccable Hugo Boss. He headed over to intervene but before he could get to them, the two of them ducked into Mario’s office and shut the door. When Logan got there, he tried the knob but Mario had locked it.

Why would his boss lock his office while fraternizing with a vampire? What could they possibly be talking about? He focused on the muted voices on the other side of the thick door, trying to make out what they said. It was hard to filter out their words over the booming music and the crowd noise but he managed to make out a couple of words—synthetic blood.

It was enough to make Logan think his new boss was in some kind of trouble. He used his shoulder and slammed into the door, breaking the lock and shoving it open. It hit the opposite wall with bang. Mario stood in the center of the room with a bag of blood in one hand and a fist full of bills in the other. Behind him was an open refrigerator. The vampire bared his pointed teeth at his untimely intrusion.

“What’s going on here?” Logan demanded.

“This business is not yours, dragon,” the vampire said, his voice a raspy hiss.

“It is if my boss is involved.” He pinpointed Mario with his gaze.

Mario shoved the blood toward the vampire. “We will finish this discussion later.”

He took the blood and strolled past, eyeing Logan as he did. As soon as he was gone, he turned back to Mario whose expression was one of displeasure and annoyance. He grabbed him by the upper arm and turned him back to the door. “This doesn’t concern you.”

“It does concern me if it’s happening in this bar.” Logan’s voice was a deep growl. “You hired me because—”

“I know why I hired you.” Mario shoved him out of the office, swinging the door closed behind him.

But Logan stuck his booted foot between the jamb and the door. “Are you selling synthetic blood to the vamps?”

Mario closed the refrigerator and turned to him, looking less than happy he was there. “It’s none of your business.”

Logan ignored his brush off. “Why are you doing business with a vampire, Mario?”

He huffed out a breath and raked a hand through his hair. “I can’t tell you.”

“You mean you won’t tell me.”

“No. I mean I can’t.” Worry lines creased Mario’s forehead. Logan knew there was something eating at him.

“I can’t help you if you won’t tell me the truth,” he said.

Mario sank to the edge of his desk, a thoughtful look on his face. “You’re not going to leave until I do, are you?”

“No.”

“All right. But you have to swear not to tell Bree any of this.”

“Does this have to do with the death threats?”

The look of guilt flashing across his face gave Logan his answer, even though he didn’t voice it.

“There’s a blood shortage for vamps in the city. I signed an agreement with the Signori Della Notte to help distribute the synthetic blood to them and they agreed to pay me ten percent of the profits.”

Logan stared at him in mute horror. Did he realize what he was doing? Getting into business with a mafia—any mafia but especially a vampire one—could be deadly. If anything at all went wrong, they’d kill him in a second. Knowing that also explained a lot about the constant flow of vampire traffic in the bar.

“Mario…why?”

“Because it’s what I have to do.”

It didn’t make sense. There had to be more to the story Mario wasn’t willing to share. Some reason why he would go into business with the Signori Della Notte.

“That doesn’t satisfy you?” Before he could answer, Mario continued. “It’s going to have to be enough because it’s all I’m telling you.” He picked up his pen and started scratching a note as if Logan wasn’t there.

There were too many questions going through his mind and he hadn’t a clue where to start finding answers. How was he getting the blood? Obviously, the Signori Della Notte supplied it, but how was it being delivered to the bar?

Getting a camera in Mario’s office moved to the top of the priority list. He’d promised not to tell Bree but things had turned deadly and he needed to enlist her help. If he told her Mario was in danger, he was certain she would do whatever it took to keep him safe.

“I’ll leave it for now, Mario,” Logan said, his words slow and deliberate. “But we’ll talk about this later.”

Mario looked up at him. “I don’t think so.”

Logan knew he’d been dismissed. If Mario wouldn’t tell him what was going on, he’d have to find out on his own. The only way he knew to do that was to install a security camera in his office and to make sure there were no dark zones outside his office. Since he was here and working, he had to take the job seriously and he’d do the right thing—whether or not Mario wanted a security camera pointed his direction.


      [image: image-placeholder]It had been a long night. All Bree wanted to do was go home and take off her shoes, strip off her work clothes, and sink into her soft bed and feather pillow. Her feet hurt. Her head throbbed. Avoiding Logan and pretending he didn’t exist had been exhausting both mentally and physically. Every time he was near, her body reacted to him in a way she couldn’t control.

With all that, the blaring music and the annoying patrons were getting on her nerves. There had been a bachelorette party that had become high maintenance and it was all the staff could do to keep them in food and drinks. It wasn’t often she wanted to run from work. Tonight was definitely one of those nights.

She told herself it had nothing to do with Logan or the way he prowled the room keeping her in constant view. Or the way she could feel him looking at her when her back was turned. Or the way she could sense him when he would breeze by her, not bothering to stop and talk.

She had to snap out of it. Acting like a love-sick teenager was no way to behave. She was a grown woman after all.

Closing time was four in the morning and it couldn’t get here fast enough. She constantly checked her watch as more and more people drifted out of the bar and into the late-night streets. When the bachelorette party went on to another place to sow their wild oats she was grateful. They didn’t bother to tip her wait staff and that was annoying.

The blaring music turned down until it was nothing but white noise in the background. A sure sign closing time was upon them. She was relieved.

A group of four vamps stayed firmly parked in one corner of the bar near the front windows. She found it interesting one had a drink in front of him when she knew for a fact he didn’t need it. Bree scanned the room looking for Logan and found him standing under the stairs near her father’s office, his arms folded over his chest as he kept his watchful gaze on them.

And her.

Good. At least he was aware of them. It was hard not to be since they were the last few patrons remaining.

She sighed and leaned on the bar as Meg dried a glass. She was going to have to shoo them away. Much as she hated to get rid of paying customers—though what they were buying was a mystery to her—she was exhausted and wanted to get home so she could process everything that had happened that day.

“Looks like they’re not leaving anytime soon,” Meg said.

“Yeah. I guess I’m going to have to give them a little push toward the door. You can go, Meg. I’ll close down tonight.”

“You just want to be alone with the hot new security guy,” Meg teased.

Bree couldn’t help it. She blushed. That might have been part of her diabolical—albeit unconscious—plan. She hadn’t considered it until Meg pointed out that she and Logan would be alone. Well, except for her father still holed up in his office.

“I do not.” She tried her best to sound offended.

“See you tomorrow,” Meg said. “Don’t stay up too long.”

Bree stuck her tongue out at her as she sauntered away and made her evening exit.

She headed to the vamps, pasting on her best customer service smile and hoped they’d get the hint. “Gentlemen, we’ll be closing in about ten minutes.”

One of them lifted his glittering dark gaze. “We want to speak with the owner.”

She was instantly on guard. She hadn’t seen her father all night, though she suspected he was still hiding out in his office, which he did most nights he was at the bar. She hadn’t seen him since he’d introduced her to Logan.

“I’m afraid he’s indisposed. I’m the general manager, Bree. Can I help?”

The man unfolded from the table to his full height. He topped her by at least six inches and was rather imposing for such a slender man. She couldn’t help but notice he was dressed in an impeccable suit—most likely designer.

“You can’t. I need to speak with him. Alone.”

“I’m afraid my father isn’t here at the moment,” she said, still pasting on that bright fake smile.

“Your father?” A brief smile played at the corner of his mouth as he looked at his companions. “I did not realize Mario had such a lovely daughter.”

Something about that statement made all the hairs on the back of her neck stand at attention. She felt like she’d made a grave error in telling him she was related to Mario. Her mouth went bone dry as she went on high alert, her muscles tensing.

“I will remember that. Thank you for the information,” he added.

“What is it you want?” Her patience was wearing thin. All she wanted now was to get away from the guy. She should have known better than to engage a vamp.

“Mario has been here all night. He’s in his office. Tell him I wish to speak with him on a rather important matter,” he said.

“And you are?” She didn’t hide the snooty tone in her voice.

“Niko. He will know me.”

There was something chilling about the way he looked at her when he said it. A shudder passed through her, turning her blood frosty.

Before she could step away, a heated presence cascaded over her and she knew Logan was behind her. She exhaled a silent sigh of relief. She didn’t want these guys to know they made her nervous.

“Is there a problem here?” Logan asked.

“We meet again, dragon.” Niko flashed a smile at Logan.

Dragon? She sucked in a quiet breath and blinked, looking up at Logan’s stony expression, his glare so razor sharp, it could cut the vamp to ribbons.

Did that explain what he was? Was he a…dragon-shifter? She had never encountered one before. She’d heard of them, sure, but she had never met one in person. Her heart skipped a silly beat. Dragon-shifters were some of the most badass shifters around. All the furry ones tended to keep their distance.

Bree looked him over with a new appreciation for what he was, if it were true.

“What do you want with Mario?” he asked.

He must have heard their conversation. How long had he been standing there and she didn’t know? 

“There are things I need to discuss with him.”

“I believe the lady told you he’s indisposed. And we’re closing.” He motioned toward the door as if that would usher them out.

No such luck. Niko waved away the idea, never taking his gaze off Logan. “As if that matters to me. We have unfinished business, Mario and I, and I intend to finish it. Right now.”

“I intend to make sure you leave. Right now.”

Niko chuckled. The other three got to their feet, forming an imposing force behind the vamp leader. Logan moved to stand in front of her, putting him between her and the vamps. How was this going to play out? She didn’t see anything good coming of the situation.

Bree, get Bear.

Her gaze swung to Logan but he never took his gaze off the vamps. He hadn’t moved a muscle but she distinctly heard his voice in her head.

“Logan?” Her timid void quivered.

Go now, Bree. Get him and then get to safety.

She moved to stand next to him, glancing up at him. He cut her a look and then gave a jerk of his head toward the door where she knew Bear stood guard.

So, she wasn’t insane. She had heard his voice in her head. How was that even possible?

She hesitated only a second before she took a step backward and then headed for the door. As soon as she did, all hell broke loose.

Niko threw a punch at Logan who stopped his fist with his hand and then landed his own punch in the guy’s gut. Niko doubled over, coughing as the wind was knocked out of him. The other three sprang into action but it was nothing Logan couldn’t handle. He moved so blindingly fast, she couldn’t make out his form.

Bear ran by her to join the fray. She knew he was a bear shifter—she’d given him the nickname since she’d seen him transform once when she was much younger. He collared two of the vamps with ease and held them still while Logan landed a final punch on the third vamp. He stumbled backward into the table, knocking over glasses. Niko peeled his lanky body off the floor and got back to his feet.

“You want more punishment?” Logan clenched and bloody fists were raised, ready to do damage.

Niko wiped spit and blood off his chin with the back of his hand. His gaze narrowed to slits. “Sylas, show the dragon what we are capable of.”

Sylas regained his footing, his face creased with rage. He lifted one hand and turned toward Bear making a pushing motion. Bear released the two vamps he’d been holding and flew backward as if something crashed into him. He collided into several tables and chairs, splintering them. Glasses shattered on the floor. Bear’s big body skidded to a halt near the wall under the windows. He was out cold.

She froze, unsure what to do. She pulled her cell phone out of her pocket, intending to call the police but stopped. If she did call the police, would they actually believe they’d been attacked by four vampires? Doubtful. They’d want to lock her up in the loony bin. She pocketed the phone, still unsure what to do.

Sylas turned toward Logan. Before the vampire could act, he lunged and knocked the guy off his feet. They crashed to the floor, fists flying and then Sylas jumped up while Logan remained face down on the floor, unmoving.

Oh, God. Logan. She couldn’t see what happened to him. She wanted to go to him to make sure he was all right but there were vamps standing between her and him. And then the worst happened. With all the noise, Mario’s office door opened for the first time all evening and he appeared in the doorway gaining all four vamps’ attention. She had to warn him.

“Dad, don’t—”

She took a step but that was as far as she got when her feet refused to move. Her voice froze in her throat and she couldn’t call out even if she wanted to. Sylas focused solely on her, a look of complete and utter concentration on his face.

“Keep her there,” Niko said.

He snapped his fingers and the two henchmen followed. Mario looked like a statue framed in the doorway of his office, the fluorescent lighting at his back blotting out his face. From his place on the floor, Logan emitted a groan.

Her heart skittered as she watched Niko and her father, unable to hear what they were saying. She couldn’t even see her father’s face, so she couldn’t get a read on what was happening.

Niko gave Mario a push backward and he stepped into the light of the office. Fear etched the features of his face. He held up his hands as if in surrender and shook his head as he spoke.

She willed Logan to get to his feet.

Niko wrapped a hand around Mario’s throat. He shook his head, his eyes wide and round. One of the vamp henchmen moved behind Mario and wrapped his arms around his upper body, holding him in place. The second one grabbed a fistful of hair and jerked his head back, exposing his neck.

Bree wanted to shout, to scream but couldn’t. She could think the words, but she couldn’t force them out her throat. Sylas remained between her and Logan, his arm outstretched and his hand palm up. She didn’t understand but she knew he was somehow responsible for holding her in place.

She glanced at Logan again. Please get up, Logan. If you can hear me. Please.

Mario shouted and then Bree saw the flash of Niko’s fangs seconds before he sank them into his neck. Her father’s eyes widened as a scream of shear agony ripped from his throat. Bree whimpered, watching the horror play out before her eyes and unable to do anything about it.

Sylas licked his lips as he watched Niko and a smile played at the corners of his mouth.

Her addled brain tried to comprehend what was happening but she didn’t want to believe it. She didn’t want to believe there was true evil in the world that could do such things.

Logan groaned and shoved to his feet and stumbled into Sylas, breaking his hold on her. She was able to move again. Sylas tumbled into a nearby table.

“Logan, my father! You have to help him.”

As he focused on her, she could see beads of perspiration on his skin and a moment of indecision as he glanced from her to Sylas as he regained his footing. She was less concerned about herself. All she wanted was her father to be okay. Logan staggered toward the vampires and Mario, leaving her faced with Sylas.

She could take care of herself—she’d had enough self-defense training in her life. She focused on him and allowed the fear to come in. Behind him, she spotted a broken table leg and knew she needed to get that and use it as a weapon. He saw her glance behind him and anticipated her next move when she lunged toward it.

Sylas put his head down and blocked her as though he was a linebacker and she was the quarterback. She barreled through him but she was no match for his fast vampire reflexes. He latched on to her and bared his fangs.

No. She was not going to let him bite her. Her survival instincts kicked in and she stomped on his foot hard enough for him to cry out and loosen his grip on her. She shoved out of his grasp and dove again for the broken table leg. As soon as her hand wrapped around it, he landed on top of her, crushing her against the floor with this weight.

She cried out when his hand wrapped around hers and he dug his long fingernails into her skin. She still gripped the wooden shard, refusing to let go. Bree jabbed her elbow into Sylas’s side making him grunt.

He wrapped a hand around her hair and jerked her head to the side, giving him access to her neck. She squirmed doing everything she could to get out from under him, to make things difficult and uncomfortable for him but nothing seemed to thwart him.

She felt the sharp pierce of his fangs as he latched on to her neck but only for a brief second. The next thing she knew his weight was gone. She rolled over, clutching the wooden leg in time to see him fly backward and land against the bar.

Logan loomed over her, his shirt streaked with blood and his face a mask of rage. She should have been terrified of him but she didn’t have time to process her emotions when she leapt to her feet and charged Sylas, weapon in hand. But Logan put a hand on her shoulder and gave her a look she couldn’t read.

Mario.

A gasp ripped from her when she turned and saw him on the floor, his face and neck and upper torso covered in blood. She dropped the weapon and ran to him, falling to her knees. Tears clouded her eyes. The metallic twang of blood was so strong, she had to force back a gag. Her heart pumped in her throat as her stomach clenched around the icy ball of fright.

His eyes were half-open. She took his hand, held it as she brushed hair from his forehead.

“Dad.”

It was clear he couldn’t talk as blood continued to spurt from his neck. He blinked once. Twice. Gave her a small smile. It was the last thing he did before he closed his eyes and died.








  
  
Chapter Six




The guttural scream Bree emitted was one of absolute anguish. Logan had never heard anything so chilling, so awful in his life. After shoving the wood shard through Sylas, he turned back to Bree who hovered on the floor next to her father’s dead body clutching his hand, hoping there might still be a way he would survive. 

He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. The man’s throat had been ripped away.

Guilt slashed though him. He had one job—to protect Mario—and he’d failed. His cursed body wasn’t strong enough to withstand the beating he took from the vampires. By the time he’d managed to regain his footing and get to Niko, it was too late. He’d grabbed the vamp and jerked him away but it did horrible irreparable damage to Mario.

We are not through yet, dragon.

Then Niko flashed his bloodied fangs before he and his two henchmen used their super speed to get away. Sylas had been so busy with Bree, he hadn’t seen them leave. When he saw Sylas on top of Bree, it nearly sent him over the edge. His dragon clawed in his head, determined to get out and fight. He tamped down the urge but put all the rage to good use to rip the guy off her and then use her makeshift weapon to kill him.

Now Logan made his way to her crumpled body as she sobbed into her hands. Pain pierced him when he saw her. He had no one to blame but himself for Mario’s death.

He crouched next to her, put a hand on her back. “Bree. Come away.”

Without looking at her dead father, she spun into him. Her hands gripped his shirtfront, leaving behind smears of blood as she buried her face in his chest. Since they were so connected, her pain and grief poured into him. It took all he had to erect a wall between them and keep her out of his head. But not without feeling her angst first.

It was a mistake to mindspeak to her but he had to get her out of harm’s way. Even though it hadn’t worked. What had surprised him, though, was when she mindspoke back to him. She likely didn’t know what she was doing, but he could hear her loud and clear. It confirmed what he suspected—Bree was special.

Bree could see the supernaturals as he could. She’d wonder why the vampire called him dragon. She’d have questions. Questions he wasn’t prepared to answer. Questions he had to answer to make her understand what he was, why and how they were connected. He had to get her out of here and figure out what to do next. He needed Rafe—but he’d gone home hours ago after his perimeter check, thinking everything was clear.

Logan scooped her into his arms and got to his feet in one fluid motion. She whimpered but it seemed as though the tears had subsided. Her grip on his shirt, however, had not relaxed. He couldn’t stay here with her but the only place he could think to take her was where he was staying—Rafe’s place.

He glanced down. She was a mess and so was he. They both had blood all over them. Him more so than she did. When he jerked Niko away from Mario, blood had splattered everywhere.

Fuck all.

A groan from the other side of the room caught his attention. He’d forgotten about Bear. The hulking figure got to his feet, his hand on his head as he shook it and focused on the scene around him. Logan charged toward him, still clutching Bree against his chest.

Bear was the only one that could help in this situation—he was a shifter, too. He would understand the severity of what had happened to Mario. He’d be smart enough not to alert the authorities.

“Bear, I need your help.”

“What happened here, man?”

“Vampires attacked Mario. Killed him.” He jerked his head toward the dead man.

Bear’s gaze flickered briefly to him and then back again. His dark skin paled as he turned from the gruesome sight. He swallowed hard, his throat working.

Logan could read the unspoken question in his eyes. “I couldn’t get to him in time.”

The memory of warm blood splattering on him surged to the forefront of his mind and he swallowed the lump of bile that rose.

“What happened to Bree?” he asked, looking at her cradled in his arms.

“She’s fine but in shock. I have to get her out of here.”

He nodded. “Go. I got this.”

Grateful for the man’s help, Logan turned to go as Bree emitted another whimper.

“Hey, dragon. It’s not your fault. I’m sure you did what you could,” Bear said, trying to make him feel better even though he had no idea what had happened since he’d been out for most of it.

“Oh, yeah? Sure feels like my fault.”

Logan stepped into the predawn hours. Even at this time of day, the city was still alive with late night revelers. He shifted her weight in his arms and took off down the sidewalk heading for the building. It would be faster if he walked instead of finding a cab. He didn’t want to have to explain their odd situation anyway. Luckily, the building was only a few blocks from the bar and he made it without garnering attention.

The doorman would be another matter altogether. He hadn’t decided how he was going to get past the man without him asking a lot of questions or giving him a lot of wary glances. Carrying her against his bloodied shirt looked bad. The last thing he needed was the doorman to contact the police. He waited on the corner in the shadows and peered at the building contemplating his next move.

It occurred to him there was a parking garage for the building. It would be the best way to get in unnoticed by the doorman. He scanned the area, found the entrance and headed to it.

A quick glance down at Bree showed she had passed out. He headed down the ramp to the elevators and juggled her enough to punch the UP button. He was thankful he didn’t run into anyone in the elevator or even when he stepped out onto the twenty-third floor.

At the apartment door, indecision flashed through him. The keys were in his pocket, unreachable. He sighed, repositioned Bree by putting her down and then picking her up over his shoulder so he could fumble in his pocket for the key. When he had the door unlocked, he gave it a violent shove. It bounced against the wall. He kicked it closed with a slam then headed to the master bedroom where he lowered her to the bed. She rolled to her side and curled into a ball. His muscles ached from carrying her but it had been worth it. She needed him and he needed her.

Blood caked her hands, under her fingernails. He’d help her wash later. He slipped off her shoes and dropped them on the floor. He pulled the coverlet off one side of the bed and tucked it around her, making sure she was okay before he slipped out of the room and into the kitchen.

Logan’s hands shook as he turned on the scalding hot water, pumped soap into his hands and then washed away all the blood. He jerked off his soiled shirt and tossed it to the floor. He’d find another shirt later.

He puffed out a short breath and went to the bar, pouring a drink. He knew he wouldn’t sleep, not with Bree in the bed. Logan hated she saw the horrific way Mario died and he knew, from experience, she would never be able to get that image out of her mind for the rest of her days. It would haunt her. It would keep her up at night. It would make her life a living hell for a long time.

Niko’s threat was not an empty one. He would be back. For him. For her. Mario was mixed up in something dangerous and the vampires intended to make him pay—with his life. But was it enough? Would they come back for more? Now more than ever he had to stay with her to protect her.

The men who killed Mario weren’t to be trifled with. Eventually Logan would have to tell her the truth about them, that they were part of a vampire mob. In the meantime, he would have to figure out how Mario was connected to Signori Della Notte.

His cell phone buzzed. It was Rafe.

“We need to talk,” Logan answered.

“What happened at the bar?” Rafe countered, as though he knew something was up.

“Not on the phone. In person. And I can’t leave the apartment.”

Pause. “Why not?”

“Bree is here with me.”

Another pause. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

He hung up and poured himself another drink and downed it. He padded to the bedroom, dug through one of the bureau drawers until he found a T-shirt and pulled it on. He rummaged through the closet, finding a stash of guns and ammo. Rifles, handguns, automatic weapons and the like. He made a mental note. They might come in handy later. At the back of the closet was a small floor safe.

Next, he searched the bathroom. For what, he didn’t know but he wanted to make sure he knew every inch of the place. He found a first aid kit as well as a small black pouch full of surgical instruments. He had no idea why Rafe would need surgical instruments but then dragons were eccentric.

Back in the living room, he searched for more weapons. If he were an exiled knight, he would have them stashed all over the place. He found a handgun in the front foyer table. There were several assisted opening knives hidden throughout the place.

By the time Rafe had arrived twenty minutes later, he knew the stockpile location of every weapon.

“Tell me everything,” Rafe said without a greeting.

Logan gave him the whole sordid tale from when Logan found out Mario was dealing with synthetic blood to the vampires attacking and killing Mario.

“That wasn’t the boss that killed Mario,” Rafe said. “Likely it was one of his trusted men. And you killed one of them.”

“I know,” Logan said. “I need to find out what Mario was doing to get himself killed.”

“Dealing with mafia—a vampire mafia—is dangerous enough. He could have done any number of things to piss them off. And if the boss didn’t get what he was after…” He let the words hang in the air between them.

“Bree is in danger.”

Rafe nodded. “And so are you because you interfered. Where’s the girl?”

“In there.” He nodded toward the bedroom. “Asleep. She’s in shock.”

“You two might want to lie low for a while,” Rafe suggested.

“She won’t go for that.”

“Convince her,” he said and flashed a smile as he headed for the door.

“Where are you going?”

“While you have your hands full with her, I’m going to pay a visit to the boss of Signori Della Notte. Name’s Dominic. See what information I can get out of him.”

“Is that wise?” Logan wanted to know.

“Doubt it.” Again, he flashed a smile. “But it’s a good place to start.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Bree woke with a raging headache. The kind that started at the base of the skull and radiated forward engulfing her whole head. It took a moment for her to open her eyes and come awake. Late afternoon sunlight pressed against the blinds of the one window in the large room.

Disoriented, she bolted upright, a motion that made her head throb and her stomach clench with the sudden movement. She groaned, put her head in her hands and took a deep breath to ease the sickness coursing through her.

Where the hell was she? She had never been in this room before. How did she get here?

Everything came flooding back with such violence, she couldn’t stop the whimper she emitted. The vampires. Logan on the floor. Her father attacked.

Her father dead.

She gagged on the sudden bile that rose to her throat. It took effort to shove the image away. She tried to remember what had happened after she found her father on the floor covered in blood.

She’d screamed.

And then Logan had been there, wrapping her in his warmth, pulling her into his arms and holding her. She’d turned to him and clutched his shirt, comforted by his ancient smell and hulking form.

Bree blinked open her eyes and looked at the neo contemporary furnishings. The furniture was dark wood. Two curtain panels in navy blue covered the window. The comforter matched. There was even a wet bar in one corner with a couple of decanters and glasses. As she glanced around, she noticed there weren’t any personal effects. No family photos or pictures of girlfriends. Nothing about it screamed female influence at all. For some strange reason, relief sputtered through her.

She must have passed out in his arms and he must have brought her to his place. She needed answers. She had to get out of the bed and find him. Jerking the coverlet off, she stumbled and landed on the floor with a thump.

As she did, her head exploded with more pain and she pushed up on her hands and knees, keeping her head still while she peered down at the white Berber carpet, trying not to puke. Nausea flickered through her. Her stomach cramped and it took lots of deep breathing to make the dizziness subside.

She heard movement nearby, footsteps and then feet scuffing on the carpet. She lifted her head ever so slightly to see Logan standing in the doorway, filling the entire space, concern etched on his handsome face.

“You all right?”

She sat back on her heels, squeezing her eyes shut and gripping her head with a groan. Again the last events she’d witnessed played through her mind in a sudden burst of memory and she got that sick feeling in the pit of her stomach all over again. She knew she was recovering from shock and still emotionally drained.

Whiskey. She needed copious amounts of whiskey to get her through it.

“Let me help you up.”

His voice was much closer now. He stood next to her, holding his hand out to her in an invitation. She lifted her hand, saw the dried blood. It started to shake. She’d gripped her father’s hand, touched him. She bit her bottom lip to keep the emotions at bay.

“I’ll help you wash.”

Nodding, she placed her fingers in his heated palm. His hand closed over hers and something sizzled through her veins. Something dark and sensual and dangerous and one-hundred-percent need and desire. Even at a time like this, it was impossible to ignore.

Bree climbed to her feet. Standing so close to him, the warmth of his body wrapped around her, cocooning her as though he’d embraced her, keeping her close within his personal space. Reminding her of when he scooped her up off the floor and cradled her against him. Their eyes met—his tawny almost translucent that made that sizzle sing once again through her, an unwilling tightening of her nipples against her cotton bra sending a surge of warmth to her core.

How could one touch, one look, do that to her?

His hands landed on her arms and slid upward, pausing on her biceps.

“You okay?” he asked.

“My head hurts,” she said, blinking with the pain.

“Come on.”

He took her by the hand and led her into the master bath. His palatial master bathroom was sleek, modern and stark. White marble countertops, a shower with glass enclosure big enough for two, a soaking tub. He had all the bells and whistles. It looked like something out of Architectural Digest.

He turned on the hot water and motioned her closer. His hands on hers, he pushed them under the stream. She cupped them as he pumped soap into her palms. When she’d finished scrubbing away the horror, he handed her a towel and two ibuprofen.

“For your head,” he said

Nodding, she downed them.

He took her by the hand again and led her into the kitchen. There was a half empty bottle of whiskey on the counter along with a dirty glass next to it and she wondered if he’d been drinking all night. A quick glance at the clock on the microwave told her it was midmorning. He reached for a clean glass and poured her a drink, shoving it toward her. Then he refilled the empty glass.

She stared down at it wondering if he had somehow heard her thoughts about wanting whiskey, then shrugging it off as mere coincidence.

But then hadn’t she heard his voice in her head when the vampires were about to attack? Or had she imagined that?

“Hair of the dog.” He handed her the glass.

Bree took it and downed the amber liquid, letting the alcohol burn her innards all the way down to her gut where it churned like acid. She placed it on the counter. He refilled it and shoved it toward her once again. She obliged. Once again downing the drink, hoping it would burn away the horrific thing she’d seen.

It wouldn’t.

She knew it wouldn’t.

“He’s dead.” 

She croaked the words, her throat raw and burning. There had been so much blood everywhere.

“Yes.” He answered as though it were a question, even though it wasn’t.

She stood in the white contemporary kitchen staring down at the remnants of the whiskey in the glass, wondering what the hell she was supposed to do now. There was no way they could open the bar that night, not after what happened. Her father was dead. Dead. And she was left to pick up the pieces.

And seek revenge for his death. She would find a way to kill those blood-sucking vampires if it was the last thing she did.

And it might be.

“I don’t know what to do now,” she said, more rhetorically than expecting an answer. She meant about the bar. She had to bury her father next to her mother. She had to find a way to carry on with her life without falling apart.

“We’ll figure it out.”

We. Did he intend to team up with her and track down the vampire who murdered her father? Did he intend to find out why? Was he prepared to go the distance with her? Because she was. She wasn’t going to let it go. She needed answers. She needed to know why those vamps attacked her father.

“You aren’t in this thing alone, you know.”

Her brows drew together. It was almost as though he had listened in on her thoughts.

“Where is my father now?”

“Bear took care of him.”

Bear. She was relieved to know he was all right. But it still didn’t answer her question.

“Is he at the morgue?”

“No.”

He didn’t elaborate.

She huffed out an agitated breath and turned to him. “Then where is he?”

“Bree…” His gaze searched her face as if looking for answers. “I don’t know where to start.”

“Try starting with answering my fucking question.”

Surprise flickered over his face at her use of the expletive. She wasn’t one to cuss or use that word but she was tired and scared. She needed Logan even though she didn’t want to admit it. He was her lifeline. The only one who seemed to have answers to what had happened in the bar.

“We can’t report your father’s murder to the authorities because he was killed by a vampire.”

She tilted her head in question, trying to use her deductive reasoning. “Because regular humans don’t know about them, I’m guessing.”

“No.” He paused, his gaze hardening. “But you do.”

She poured another drink and held the glass, starting down into the liquid. Over the years, she’d managed to up her tolerance for the stuff and drank it like water. She could drink just about anyone under the table. But right now, it was a mere comfort to hold the glass and know it was readily accessible.

“I do.”

The admission was hard for her to make. She had spent so much of her life hiding her abilities from anyone and everyone. Logan didn’t seem taken aback by her confession. He didn’t seem to think she was weird.

“How?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s something I’ve been able to do for a long time.”

“And Mario?”

Her mouth went dry. It had never occurred to her that her father would be able to see them. But he must have since he talked to them moments before Niko ripped out his throat.

“I don’t know. We never talked about it.”

“He could see them,” he said as though he had to confirm it for her.

Her father never wanted to talk to her about it when, as a child, she started to notice them. In her class at school. At the grocery store. On the playground. She’d mentioned it to him and he shut her down quickly, telling her no one would understand her and would think she was crazy if she talked about it. He forbade her from telling anyone about what she could do, what she could see. Maybe he was ashamed of the ability or maybe he feared it would bring undue attention to them. She didn’t know. Now, she never would.

She looked Logan over, her heart pattering in her chest as she remembered what Niko said to him.

“That vampire called you dragon.”

Logan stiffened. An almost imperceptible motion but she definitely sensed it. “Then you know what I am.”

Her hand shook as she filled his glass, shoved it to him and faced him. She took a step back, looked him up and down as though seeing him for the first time. He was tall, broad and rather menacing-looking but she wasn’t afraid of him. She had never been. Even when she saw him in the park that morning. All she wanted to do was jump his bones and get it on with him. Even at a time like this. It was like her raging hormones had a life of their own and she couldn’t control them.

She doubted he felt the same way.

But he was different than any man or supernatural with which she’d come into contact. If he was a dragon-shifter, it must explain why she couldn’t get a read on him—why she couldn’t see his aura and could only scent him. It must mean the same for Rafe.

And that guy who accosted her at the bar.

He peered back at her, never flinching or shrinking away or refusing to meet her gaze. He let her take him in, all of him. He hadn’t even cracked a smile. He hadn’t looked as though he were uncomfortable. He looked like he wanted her to see him for what he was, know what he was.

She’d heard the talk from other supernaturals in the bar about dragon-shifters. The only regular she knew about was Rafe and even then he was somewhat of an oddity. No one talked to him. No one acknowledged he was even there. He spent his nights at the bar sipping his vodka tonic while waving off the ladies that tried to flirt with him. But the other supernaturals—the other shifters, the vamps, the Fae—they gave him a wide berth.

“Do I? Do I really know what you are?” she asked, her voice laced with disdain.

“Don’t play games with me, Bree.”

“If you’re an all-powerful dragon, then why couldn’t you save my father? You were hired to protect him, weren’t you?”

She hadn’t even realized tears were in her eyes until he reached up and brushed one away with his thumb.

“I was hired to protect him. But he didn’t tell me the truth.” His rumbling voice was calm, patient. “He said there were anonymous death threats against him. I think he knew where they were coming from and why.”

She sniffed, forcing the tears away. “Why wouldn’t he tell you that?”

“Because I think he was in over his head and he didn’t know how to get out. Those vampires, Bree, are part of a mafia. One of the largest vampire mafias in the city.”

A cold sweat broke out along the base of her neck. “How would he get mixed up in that?”

“I’m not sure. Something about synthetic blood. Know anything about that?”

She shook her head. “No. Nothing.”

“Then we have to figure it out.”

“We can start looking for information in his office at the bar. Maybe we can find something there.”

“Not today.”

“Why not?”

“I think we should stay here for a while. Keep out of sight.”

She folded her arms over her chest. “Why?”

“Because it’s dangerous out there, Bree.”

“I don’t care. I have to find answers. I have to—”

He gripped her upper arms, hard, and gave her a little shake. “You’ll do as I tell you or you’ll end up like Mario.”

The blood drained from her face as anger replaced desperation. She shoved him off. And she knew she was only able to do that because he let her.

“Fine.”

She stalked back to the bedroom and slammed the door. When she was alone, she pressed against the wood door, slid down to the floor and allowed the tears to flow.
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