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Dedication




This book is dedicated to Kimmy. My Twilight friend who I’ll never forget.











  
  
One




Doctor Lucas Martel

The door to the emergency room slid open to allow a gurney escorted by two paramedics to enter. I paused for a moment as the door slid shut and took a deep breath I didn’t need and held it. I hadn’t picked up the scent of blood, but the paramedics were good at staunching the flow, and alcohol and other chemicals could mask the smell. Temporarily.  

“What have we got?” I asked, rushing over to the side of the gurney just as they were pushing through the doors of the triage area.

“Male, early twenties, BP eighty over forty. He’s barely breathing—we’ve had him on O2 but his oxygen level is still low, lips and nails blue—and he’s unresponsive,” one of the paramedics briefed me as we all rushed into the room.

“Narcan?” I asked.

“Two doses, three milligrams total, he was holding his own until we pulled up then his BP crashed. I used a sternal rub, and he did respond, but barely. He hasn’t gained consciousness, but his breathing did improve.” They wheeled the patient up next to the bed waiting for him in triage and we all helped transfer him from the gurney. 

“We’re going to need to administer another dose, he’s too far gone for anything else to help,” I said as I met the eyes of the nurse who was on with me. She nodded and hurried off to get everything we’d need.

“Do you need us to stay, doc?”

“No, we’ve got this. Thanks, guys, good work.” As they slipped out the door, the nurse, Tami, walked back in carrying the small bottle containing what would save this man’s life. She handed it to me, and I took out the syringe, and drew out two more milligrams, and didn’t pause before jamming it into his thigh, right through the thick denim of his jeans.

He shot straight up to a sitting position almost immediately, his eyes wide as he dragged in a deep, ragged breath. “Where am I, what the fuck—”

His eyes rolled to the back of his head and his body went rigid before he began to spasm, now in the throes of a seizure. “Dammit. Tami, help me get him on his side.” We struggled for a moment—he was so rigid I was afraid to be too rough for fear of harming him—then slowly he started to come out of it. “Can you tell me your name?” I asked.

“Brennan, I’m Brennan,” he croaked out as he squeezed his eyes shut, before blinking them open.

“Well, Brennan, you’re lucky they got you here when they did, you could have died out there.” He didn’t meet my eyes, never even looked at my face, just stared straight ahead and said nothing, as though he didn’t hear me.

“When can I leave?” he muttered.

“You’ll be staying the night. The seizure you had was probably brought on by all the Narcan you’ve had, but we need to be sure.”

“I’m fine,” he said as he tried to rise off the bed. 

I pushed him back down with hardly any effort. “No, you’re not. And you’ll be staying here until I say you’re well enough to leave. Now, is there anyone we can call?”

“No, no one,” he said as he closed his eyes. 


      [image: image-placeholder]I thumbed the edge of the chart that lay in front of me on the cafeteria table. My mind wandered back to the patient I’d treated earlier; I struggled to understand why a human would constantly put their life on the line for a fleeting high. Although, I supposed if I compared it to my own . . . craving, it was easier to understand. I’d had this silent conversation with myself numerous times, and no matter how many times I wished it wasn’t so, it just was. I was a vampire and had been for nearly two centuries. 

Throughout the years I’d learned to blend in, and humans had forgotten how lethal we were. They believed we were only in movies and books. But they were wrong. We were alive and thriving and had been for as long as mankind had walked this planet. 

“Is this taken?” Katie, one of the nurses, asked as she pulled the chair out opposite me and took a seat.

“If I said yes would you have listened?” I retorted, amused at her in-your-face attitude. She picked up the pickle off her plate and took a bite of it while staring at me. 

“Probably not. You know we usually eat together. Well I eat, you brood. It works.”

“So you’ve informed me, several times.” I hid my smile behind the coffee cup I picked up and pretended to drink from. 

“Eventually you’ll have to eat, you can’t live off caffeine forever,” she said before picking up her sandwich and taking a big bite. I eyed her for a second before I shook my head.

“No, thanks, I can live without the cafeteria food.”

“Whatever, it’s not that bad,” she grumbled.

“Sure,” I said as I stood. “I’ve got to get back anyway. I want to check on the guy they brought in earlier.”

“The OD?”

“Yes, it was touch and go. I want to make sure he’s still stable, he had a pretty bad seizure after we give him a third dose of Narcan.” She nodded and went back to eating her sandwich, and I made my way out of the cafeteria, and down the hall to the ER admissions desk. 

“Hey, doc, I was wondering when you were going to come back this way,” Amelia, the admissions clerk, said with a smile.

“How’s he doing?” 

“No change, he fell asleep as soon as we were able to get him a room, and he still hasn’t woken up. They ran a few more tests on him, other than being a little underweight, he’s healthy. Must not have been on the street for long.” I moved to a computer screen and pulled up his information, looking for anything new. But it was all the same information we’d had before—male, first name Brennan, approximately early twenties, no ID, no emergency contact, no address, no information for us to use to find a relative to call. 

“I’m going to go check on him.” Amelia turned back to her own screen and was busy again before I walked away from her. I took a few steps toward the room he was in and drew a deep breath before I entered. The strong smell of disinfectant and bleach helped dull the constant scent of blood, but it didn’t completely hide it. I held my breath as I opened the door and was so startled to see him sitting up in bed, I blew it right out. “Here, let me give you a hand.” I rushed to the side of the bed, hoping he didn’t try to rise and then fall. 

“I’ve got it, I just need my clothes, then I can get out of here,” he mumbled, and once again didn’t meet my eyes.

I set my hand on his shoulder and pushed him back down on the bed. “You don’t have it, you very nearly died a few hours ago from an overdose. When we gave you a third dose of Narcan, you seized, probably from a bad reaction to it.”

He tried to stay sitting but finally gave in to me pressing him back down on the bed. “I’m fine,” he gritted out, and his eyes finally met mine. His went wide for a moment before his mouth dropped open slightly, his heartbeat sped up, and his breathing increased.

“Are you okay?” I asked and pressed my fingers to his wrist; he didn’t need to know I could hear his heartbeat as clearly as his voice. But he didn’t answer, just continued to stare. I felt a flutter in my chest, almost as though my dead heart had skipped a beat, and it caused me to draw in a shocked breath of my own. Instantly, I could smell his pheromones. 

There was something about his scent that rendered me frozen, while at the same time made me want to claim him as my own.  I stepped back away from him, afraid that the control I had over my primal instincts might snap at the very sight and smell of him.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

Mine. 

A growl started to build in my throat without conscious thought. He still continued to stare, as though he couldn’t stop himself, and not even my reaction to him seemed to shock him. “I’ll check on you again before the end of my shift. Try to get some rest,” I forced myself to say as I hurried out of his room. Rushing down the hall, I walked through a door that led to a storage room and headed to the back where no one would see me if they came looking for me.

What the fuck? He’s just a human, one more human. Why should I react to him any different than to any of the thousands of humans I’ve met or treated through all my years as a doctor? I slid down the wall and dragged my hands through my hair. In my existence as a vampire, I’d never experienced anything like what had just happened. 

The humans had evolved throughout the years. They were no longer so superstitious of creatures such as myself. But on some level they still knew to be afraid of us. It had taken me nearly a century to perfect being around them and putting them at ease, rather than inciting fear. This human showed neither fear nor ease around me. What I felt from him was his need to claim me as his own. It was as though on some level our beings were intertwined in a way I didn’t understand—and didn’t want to explore. 

My control over the need for blood was second to the pull this man had on me. I couldn’t allow anything to expose me for what I truly was, but could I force myself to avoid him? I wasn’t sure, but there were others who would not take kindly to me exposing our kind to the humans. And I couldn’t risk my eternal life on whatever these feelings were. If they found out, he’d be at risk too. 

That thought caused me to growl again, and my fangs pressed into my lip—ready to strike, ready to kill and maim anyone or anything that dared stand between us. I shook my head and let it drop into my hands as realization sunk in—I was so fucked. 

A knock sounded at the door, and Tami stuck her head inside before waiting for me to answer. “Sorry to disturb you in your favorite hiding place, but you need to get out here, the guy that almost OD’d earlier is trying to leave.” She dropped that bomb and backed out the door as though she hadn’t been there at all. I stood and rushed out nearly at a run, bursting into the room just in time to see him ripping his IV out while Tami tried to stop him. 

“Stop. You’re not going anywhere!” I yelled. He froze and met my eyes once again. Tami looked between the two of us for a split second before pressing a gauze pad to his arm and stemming the blood. The blood. My lips curled at the smell, and again I found myself fighting the urge to mark him and claim him as my own. I glanced from his arm to his eyes, and his lips lifted in a slight smile. His long, unkempt hair didn’t take away from his beauty, his beautiful emerald eyes and fair hair were all I could see in that moment. 

I forced myself to shake my head, then walked over to where Tami stood still pressing the gauze to his arm. “Let me get that, Tami, go and get another IV setup. We’ll knock him out if he won’t play by the rules,” I said as I set the full force of my dark eyes on him. Once again he smiled, seemingly unaffected. 

I shook my head and didn’t make eye contact again, whatever was between us needed to end, right here and now. There was no way in hell I was going down that road. He had no idea how much danger he was putting himself in just by being on my radar. Or maybe he did, and didn’t care. I wasn’t sure, and I wasn’t willing to try to find out. 








  
  
Two




Brennan Clayton

Earlier that same day  

“Hey, man, can you loan me some money?” I knew I was pushing it. I still owed him money to help with his rent, but I’d helped Sean out more times than I could count. 

“Dude, I just gave you a twenty yesterday. What do you need money for, didn’t you just get paid?”

“Yeah, but I’m hurting, I need to get a fix.”

“You need to get clean. I’m sorry, but I can’t help. I’ve got rent and bills to pay. Sorry, man.” He grabbed his cigarettes and lighter and walked out of the apartment. I was lucky he let me stay here. I’d lost my own place months ago, too much money spent on drugs and not enough spent on bills and rent. Landlords don’t like it when you don’t pay them. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I mumbled to myself. I knew I needed to stop asking Sean for money, because he was letting me stay here without pushing me for more. I’d been working down on the dock of Humboldt Bay, helping out any fishing boat that was willing to pay, with anything they needed done. It was just about the time they’d be returning to the docks with their boats full of fish or crab, depending on the season. It was nasty work, the smell alone was enough to turn some away, but not me. The fishermen didn’t judge, they just wanted someone who was willing to work, helping them unload or clean their boat after a long day of fishing.

I put my flannel shirt over the top of my dirty T-shirt and grabbed my jacket off the back of the couch as I was walking out the door. Hopefully there would be more work today than there was yesterday. I lit the cigarette I’d stolen from Sean earlier—he’d never notice, and if he did, it just didn’t matter to me anymore. Nothing really mattered. Except my next fix. I dug deep and tried to find that part of me that cared I was leeching off my last friend. If I burned this bridge, I’d be left with no one I could count on, and no place to live.

It was cold and foggy, chilling me to the bone. I pulled my coat closer as I walked the few blocks to the bay. Same as it was yesterday, it was always foggy here. Or raining. When the sun did shine, the wind blew, making it just as cold as when it was foggy or raining. I stood in front of the Carson Mansion, looking out at the view of Woodley Island. It really was a beautiful sight, always green, and all of the Victorian architecture in and around Eureka was something I used to appreciate. 

I shook my head and continued walking to the marina, shoving my hands down into my pants pockets and trying to pretend the tremors I was starting to feel were from the cold, not from my need. I could lie all I wanted, but my body would betray me. If I didn’t get a fix soon, I’d be hurting real bad. So bad that work wouldn’t be a possibility, and then the vomiting would start. I shuddered at the thought. The sooner I made some money the better. 

I straightened my back and walked a little faster over to the docks. There were quite a few boats already back from their day of fishing, and more that were still farther out in the bay making their way in. I made my way to where the Night Crawler was moored and stepped closer to the rail. “Ahoy, Dan, you around?”

“Who wants to know?” He stepped out onto the deck and waved me onboard. “Come on, kid, you want to help me unload? I caught a bunch of cod today, gonna be a good haul.”

“Yeah, Dan, that’d be great. Cod, huh? Isn’t it crab season?”

“No, kid, not yet. Hopefully they let us start on time this year. All the money’s in crab.”

I slipped a raincoat over my jacket and pulled on some rubber boots before climbing down into the hold. I’d done this enough times now that I knew the routine. Once I was down below, Dan guided a plastic crate to me that was on a boom. I filled it, and he pulled it up and swung it over to the dock. 

We’d been working in relative silence for a couple of hours when I started feeling the cold shiver of withdrawal start to slither up my spine once again. I knew I didn’t have much time now, but I needed to make enough money to pay for my next fix. I stopped for a minute to catch my breath, but the overwhelming smell of fish was almost my undoing. 

I stuck my head out of the hold and took a deep breath. 

“You okay, kid? You’re looking a little green,” Dan ribbed me for once again feeling sick. He thought it was seasickness, even though we were docked. The gentle sway of the boat didn’t bother me, but there was no way I was willing to tell him what was really wrong. 

“I’m okay, let’s finish this up.”

“Got a hot date?” 

“Not tonight, just ready to get paid and be done. Not that I won’t miss this wonderful odor.”

“Okay, kid, come on, back to work. Let’s get it done.”

We continued the same way for three more hours. I packed the crate with fish, and he loaded it onto the dock. When we were finally done, I climbed out of the hold and walked over onto the dock where the crates were stacked. 

“Should we load them into your truck and take them to your buyers?”

“You look dead on your feet, kid. Tell you what, help me load it all in the truck, I’ll pay you, and you can be on your way.”

“Thanks, Dan.”

“Sure thing.” He patted my back when he walked by me to go to the truck, which was parked in the adjacent lot. I stood and crossed my arms over my chest, trying to control the shaking that was becoming more constant and not focus on how clammy I felt. I needed to get the fuck out of here and get a fix as soon as I got paid. If I waited too much longer, I’d start puking, and I had no desire to explain that to Dan.

I looked over at the city of Eureka; it really was a beautiful place. But that beauty was lost on me—all I could think about was where would be the quickest place for me to score. 

Dan came back with the panel truck and we started loading the fish in. He had a pretty good haul today, bigger than the last one I’d helped him load. I hoped that meant more money for me, because it sure meant harder work. 

After all the crates were loaded, I jumped down from the truck and closed both the doors. “Here ya go, kid, good job.” He handed me some folded-up money, and I tucked it in my pocket without even looking at how much it was. It didn’t matter; it would be enough for what I had in mind. And if it wasn’t, I’d find other ways to make more money. I found myself on a never-ending cycle: work, make money, buy drugs, do drugs, work to make more money. I didn’t even think about anything else anymore, I was never getting off this ride.

“Thanks, Dan, should I check back tomorrow?”

“Not tomorrow, maybe day after?”

“Sounds good, I’ll see you then.” 

I pulled my coat a little closer and walked back toward old town. After a couple of blocks, I stepped to the side of one of the buildings and pulled out the bills Dan had given me. I counted it out with shaking hands.

Two hundred dollars. More than enough to get me fucked-up. I took fifty of it and put it in my left pocket, then shoved the rest of it back in my right pocket and continued down the street, passing the tourist district and finally ending up in an area that was downright scary at night and not much better during the light of day.

I saw who I was looking for, leaning against the side of one of the old buildings, eyeing his phone and trying to act like he wasn’t paying attention to anything around him. When actually, he saw everything and everyone that wandered into this area.

He looked me straight in the eye and didn’t say a word. I pulled out the fifty dollars and handed it to him. He didn’t even ask what I wanted, he knew. He handed me the little baggie at the same time he took the money, in a sleight of hand he’d perfected. Then he was gone, walking in the opposite direction while still looking at his phone. 

I opened my hand to look at the baggie that held my drug of choice, tucked it into my pocket, and made my way back to Sean’s apartment. It was close, only a few blocks away. I picked up the pace, excited and driven to finally get what I’d wanted all day, what my body needed. 

When I got to his place, the door was unlocked as always. I walked in and grabbed my backpack, set a hundred dollars on the counter, and left. 

It was nearly dark now as I walked around the little park that tonight would be my crash pad. I found some redwood trees that were still small enough they had low-growing branches and climbed into their sheltering space. Once I was in there, I took the time to set up, pulling out my kit and getting everything ready. 

At this point it was second nature to liquefy the powder while heating it up on a spoon. I drew a good amount into the needle and set it on my leg while I grabbed the small mirror and used it to find a good vein in my neck. I felt around, and when I was sure of where it was, I kept my fingers there to hold the place. 

Carefully picking up the needle, I slowly injected it into my neck. The slow burn started at the injection area and soon spread to all of my limbs. I gathered everything up before it really hit me and I was unable to move, then climbed back out from under the tree and found a bench out in the open. I lay down on it and used my backpack for a pillow; finally I could rest. The constant want was quieted, if only for a moment. 

I couldn’t keep my eyes open they were so heavy and bleary. Everything hit me so fast. I had a vague thought that maybe I’d used too much, or that this batch was different. But even if it was, it didn’t matter. I couldn’t move, and I didn’t want to. Right now, this was where I wanted to be. 








  
  
Three




Lucas

I sat in my office, hoping there wasn’t anything too crazy happening in the ER and I could take a few minutes to think. I pulled up Brennan’s chart on my computer screen to see if any new information had been added, but was disappointed to see nothing had changed. Raking my hands through my hair again, I rested my elbows on my desk and tried like hell to get a grip on these feelings I had no way of understanding, and no clue how to deal with.  

The blare of my phone ringing startled me back to some sense of normalcy. “Hello?”

“Lucas, where are you?”

I recognized the voice of my old friend immediately. “Ben, I’m at work. Is there something you needed?” He didn’t answer, and for a moment I thought he’d hung up.

“I’m not sure yet. I’m headed your way and should be there shortly, would you mind if I stayed at your house?”

“You’re actually asking? How many times have I come home and found you skulking around my place?” I asked.

He laughed at that. “Thought I’d try a new approach this time. How long will you be at work?”

“My shift ends soon, I’ll see you there. You know where the key is?”

“You know I don’t need a key. I’ll be waiting, maybe grab a snack on your way home for me?” he asked, knowing it was tougher to do than it was for most.

“I’ll see what I can do.” I sighed, he didn’t leave me much of a choice. Either I brought it to him, or he’d go looking. That usually didn’t end well. Ben and I thought of ourselves as civilized, we tried not to feed on the living unless we were left with no other choice. Part of why I worked as a doctor was the ready supply of blood. But sometimes, if I tried to wait too long to feed, the animal in me fought to take over. Today wouldn’t be the day that happened. I could feel the pull of the sun, letting me know in a few hours it would be dangerous for me to be outside. The north coast was foggy and cold, but the sun did shine occasionally, and that was why I worked the late shift. No one minded, they’d rather I do it than them. 

Shoving my phone in my pocket, I rushed around my office gathering files and random paperwork I’d need for my next shift, then walked to the front desk where Tami was just clocking out. “Any new info on the OD that came in earlier?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking, even though I knew there was no new information.

She tapped on the keyboard before looking at the computer screen. “Nothing new. Doesn’t look like anyone’s come looking for him. We’ll need to let the police know we’ve got a John Doe named Brennan if he doesn’t wake up and start talking soon.”  

I nodded and tapped the counter in front of me. “I’ll see if I can find any additional information. See you later.” There was so much I didn’t know about him, and so much I wanted to find out. He appeared homeless, and I wondered what had happened to him for that to be the case. 

“No you won’t, I’ve got tonight off,” she said with a smile, drawing me out of my thoughts.

“Good for you, I’ll miss you as I’m trying to keep my eyes open at four in the morning,” I said halfheartedly.

“Right, you’re always wide-awake. Anyway, I’ll see you in a couple of days.” I tipped my chin at her and walked toward the lockers, stepping briefly into the room before moving at vampire speed across the hall to the refrigerated supply area. This was where we kept pints of donated blood on hand in case it was needed. Pulling the door shut behind me, I waited a second and listened to make sure I was alone. When I didn’t hear anything, I walked over to the cooler and took out six pints, after checking they were the most common types and near their expiration date. I might be a cold-blooded vampire, but I didn’t want anyone dying because I took blood that was needed. 

I rummaged around and found a plastic bag and tucked it all away before cracking open the door and checking the coast was clear. The locker room was just across the hall, and I didn’t want to explain why the camera caught me leaving the supply room at the end of my shift, so I moved at vampire speed back to the locker room. I tucked the blood into my backpack and covered it with my change of clothes in case anyone was a little too curious. It hadn’t happened yet, but I wasn’t willing to take any chances. Making my way out the emergency exit, I crossed the walkway to the underground parking garage. The sky was just beginning to change color as I slipped into my car. The tinted windows helped, but they wouldn’t be enough to protect me in full sun. 

The fog layer kept the sun at bay just long enough for me to pull into my driveway. The windows were dark, not giving away that another vampire waited inside for me. He’d left the door unlocked, knowing there was no threat to him here. “Honey, I’m home,” I called into the dark house.

“Oh thank god, if you didn’t get here soon, I was willing to risk being burned to ash to rip some poor soul’s throat out,” he said as he appeared right in front of me.

The backpack holding the blood slipped off my shoulder, and as I started to hand it to him, he snagged it and rushed into the kitchen. Making no ceremony out of it, he rummaged through the bag and pulled out one of the pouches of blood. “A-positive? At least you could have sprung for some O-negative, you know I like the good stuff,” he said with a smile, before biting the edge of the bag and sucking the blood out.

“You could have waited a second and maybe put that in a glass, heathen,” I scolded him.

“What’s the fun in that?” he responded with a bloody smile.

“Ben, you know I never bring home my work, I don’t want them wondering where any missing blood has gone to.”

“Well, either we eat, or we hunt, and I know you’d never go for a hunt in your hometown, so here we are.”

I scooped a bag off the counter and pulled a glass out of the cupboard. “Nothing like a relaxing pint after a hard night of work,” I said before taking a gulp. Ben looked at me for a second, frozen in place like only a vampire could manage, before bending at the waist and laughing at me. It felt good to be myself, without all the constraints of fooling the humans. Or should I say, not alarming the humans. I had many I was close to, but I would never consider them friends. They could never know my real self. 
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