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Lilith has come a long way since I first thought her up as a child. When I first imagined Lilith, I was in the 8th grade. I decided that I wanted to draw my own superhero. I even created her background. Believe it or not, most of that original backstory stayed the same. The parts that I decided to change have made it into other books as the origin stories for different characters. I put the idea and sketches aside for many years, but I never forgot about Lilith. I always knew that someday I would be a writer, and I would tell her story.

I’d like to think that I have come a long way since then as well. When I first started writing this series in late 2006, I had no idea it would ever be received so well. Naturally, I hoped it would be loved, as I have loved it. But I really had NO idea. 

As I begin this, the final book in the Lilith Mercury series, it is with many bittersweet emotions. But most of all, I am grateful.

I want to thank every single person who has bought my books. Thank you to each reader who has followed Lilith and her story this far. Words really cannot express how much I appreciate your support, but I will certainly try. 

Thank you. This series is closer to my heart than anything else I have ever written and the support it has received from readers is deeply touching. 

I am grateful for each of you. I am grateful for your time and I hope that I have entertained you.
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I knew I was dreaming when it began. I fell asleep while meditating on what I call my dream library. This was something that Alek taught me. He is a wizard known as The Dream Weaver, and is far more powerful than most suspect. He shared this technique with me to choose a favorite dream from my past. My dream library is filled with thousands of books, waiting for me to open their pages and select the dream of my choosing. 

Last night I fell asleep before I got to that part. My library has two floors with an open central area. I was standing on the upper right side, looking down at the floor below, when Marco appeared beside me. 

He reached for me and I leaned into his embrace. I tucked my arms in front of me, hands beneath my chin. My face rested in the curve of his neck and I breathed him in. Marco’s scent has become as familiar to me as my own face, and I felt at home in his arms. 

Then, I looked to the left, across to the other balcony, and saw Dracula. I thought about wanting to touch him, and he appeared beside me. My right arm was still pressed against Marco and his arm was still around me as I reached out to touch Dracula. He was wearing his favorite black robe and matching silk pants. I put my left hand flat against the vampire’s bare chest and a thrill ran through me.

About that time, a book fell from the shelf, and Bade stepped out of the pages. The dress shirt he wore was open and his silver nipple ring glinted in the light. He walked up behind me and pressed against my back as he wrapped his arms around us all. 

I couldn’t decide which direction I wanted to face, which one of them to turn to. I was touching them all, but my eyes remained on Dracula. I never looked away from him as I felt their energies coursing through me.

That’s the last I remember before I awoke with a start. I was pressed between Marco and Bade, and they were sound asleep. Not so long ago the two of them were at odds over leadership of the wolf pack, and now here they were, sleeping together. Of course, Marco and Bade were like brothers before Bade decided he could do things better and split, taking nearly half the pack with him. A few months ago I learned that the root of their disagreements wasn’t just about how the pack should be run, it was about me. 

Marco had loved me for years. Though I never knew, he shared all this with Bade, who also fell in love with me somewhere along the way. Ironically, I was also the reason that Bade was now a part of the pack once more. 

I rolled over Bade and made my way to the bathroom as I wondered what Alek would say about my dream. He often helped me to decipher my dreams, but I didn’t think I needed his help with this one. It was pretty self-explanatory. There are three incredible, sexy men in my life, and I couldn’t choose between them if I had to. Still, I might share the dream with Alek later.

It had been two months since Mathias and Alek told me that a traditional relationship was not possible for me. Truthfully, this revelation wasn’t that shocking, but it was difficult to hear, at first. Mathias Alexander was my great, great grandfather. He was known as The Seducer, one of the most powerful wizards to ever have lived, and I had inherited his power. Its all-consuming fire burned through my veins as though it had a life of its own. That would be difficult enough for anyone to control. Combine Mathias’ power with that of someone who is half werewolf and I’m sure you can understand how things might get out of hand. 

I never fully transform as others do, but I am no less of a beast because of this. The beast is awakened by sex and violence, and all of this stokes The Seducer’s fire.

A scrap of Mathias’ consciousness was passed to me, along with his power. Through meditation I can still contact him. The last time we spoke he suggested that regular sex and regular exercise would help me to control my growing powers. He was right. For the first time since I’d become The Seducer reborn, I really felt as though I had a grip on my abilities. My love life? Not so much, but things were working out better all the time.

I was washing my hands when someone knocked softly at the door. 

“Can I come in, love?”

I smiled at the sound of Bade’s voice. His Australian accent was always thicker when he first woke up.

“Sure.”

“Are you all right?” he asked.

He ran a hand through his golden hair as he moved toward me.

“I’m fine.”

The barest of smiles curled his lips. “You can’t lie to me, love. Remember?”

Ever since I used my abilities to heal Bade from an injury that would have otherwise been fatal, we shared a connection. Actually, that was what brought him back to Marco and the pack. When he understood what I felt for Marco, he began to consider that perhaps he was wrong about him. If I did not take precautions to block him from my mind, Bade could read me as well as any empath. Consequently, he had asked that I never block my emotions from him and I saw no reason to deny this request.

“I had a dream about you, all of you.”

He nodded. There was no need to explain who “all of you” included. He propped against the sink and crossed his arms over his chest. Bade is six-foot-four and every inch of his beautiful body was bared before me. He has great skin, slightly darker than my pale complexion. Don’t even get me started on his muscles. Unfortunately, I was not allowed to have sex with him. 

“And was this dream along the lines of what Mathias suggested?” he asked.

“Sort of.”

My other means of communicating with my great, great grandfather was through his journal. The book was enchanted. No matter how many times you read it, it would never say the same thing. Marco currently had the journal and a few weeks ago Mathias did something very uncharacteristic for a wizard. He got to the point. 

“Mathias told Marco that we should all get it on. Is that what you dreamed about?”

He either couldn’t hide his lecherous grin, or he didn’t try.

“No,” I said, laughing. “And that’s not exactly what Mathias said.”

“It’s close enough.”

Mathias told Marco that he was one of the loves of my life and it was time that he took his place in my life. I love Marco. I would fight a Black Friday crowd to take a bite out of that man’s ass. But, I also understood that sharing me was a huge step for him. He is, after all, an alpha werewolf, and not an overly kinky one, like Bade. Marco worked hard to claim me as his own and now here was this wizard, who had been dead for over forty years, telling him that he had to share. The power of The Seducer was fueled by lust as well as love, though Mathias mostly lived on lust. Without a constant supply of either, my powers would “leak” onto those around me. This could be pretty disastrous. I can, when necessary, actually feed from desire. I can use desire to heal myself or the injuries of others. If I am out of control, for any reason, I could accidentally “love” someone to death. Therefore, my ancestor suggested that I keep in close and very personal contact with more than one lover. Not so I could move on if I killed one, but so I would never draw too much from one man.

“He’s come a long way,” I said. 

“Only halfway,” Bade said, reaching for me. He put his hands on my hips and pulled me against him. “What I really need is to go all the way.”

Bade and I had confessed our feelings for each other, but until Marco gave his consent, we were not having sex. We did this out of respect for him as our wolf king, and because we both loved him. I was, however, dating Dracula also and we had sex on a regular basis. 

“He is agreeable me to dating three men,” I said, running my hand over Bade’s chest.

“He is one of them,” he teased. 

“But, Marco and I aren’t having sex either.”

Bade sighed. “You’re right though, he has come a long way. For Marco, even dating us all is an extreme move. I remember how he reacted to my harem, when I kept one.”

I laughed. “I remember how your harem reacted to me.”

Two months ago Bade’s former harem showed up at my door. Actually, they crashed through my bay window and attacked me. I killed all five of them and in doing so, officially laid claim to Bade.

Bade leaned forward and kissed me softly. “At least he lets me do this.” He kissed me again and the phone rang.

“What time is it?” I asked, pulling away from Bade.

I glanced at the clock. It was three in the morning that meant it was either a wrong number, or something bad had happened. No one calls at 3 A.M. otherwise.

Marco answered the phone as I came back into the room. 

“Hello?” he said, his voice deep and full of sleep. A moment later he passed me the phone. “It’s Elijah.” 

Elijah Jasper was a local police officer and one of my good friends. He also happens to be a member of Marco’s wolf pack.

“Eli, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“How did you know something was wrong?”

“It’s three o’clock in the morning.”

“Oh, right. I’ll get to the point. We just got a call about some werewolves causing trouble down at The Hole in The Wall, that bar just outside of town. I don’t know exactly what’s going on. But, this is out of my jurisdiction with the preternatural investigation team. I figured it was more your thing.”

“Yep. I’m on my way.”

“I’ll meet you there, to follow up. Will this fall under H.A.V.O.C. business or just regular werewolf hunting?”

I laughed softly. “I don’t know. That depends on what they’re up to. If they haven’t wolfed out, it might fall under your jurisdiction after all.”

As soon as I hung up Bade said, “You’re taking me with you.”

“Do you need us?” Marco asked.

I smiled at Marco. His dark hair was tousled and when he looked at me I could see concern in his eyes. No one who just woke up should look that damn good.

“This is my job,” I said, still smiling. “I am more than capable of doing it myself, without my bodyguard, or my wolf king.” As I said this I kissed Marco on the forehead.

“If the werewolves are local, that makes them my pack, and my business.” His tone was light, but I knew Marco was serious. “If they’re violating code, that is a reflection on me.”

“And it is still my job.”

In a matter of minutes I was zipping up the front of my black leather bodysuit. 

“Will you go wake Johnny for me?” I asked Bade. “As part of my H.A.V.O.C. team, he should come. I don’t know what we’re dealing with, but we should leave soon.”

“Sure.”

As he left the room I couldn’t help but laugh. It wasn’t that he did anything funny exactly. It was the thought of Johnny being awakened at this time of morning by a naked werewolf.

By the time I strapped on all of my weapons and laced up my boots, Johnny was knocking on my bedroom door. 

“Is this our first official H.A.V.O.C. call?” he asked, walking right in.

“Could be. Let’s get going. You drive and I’ll tell you where we’re headed.”

“Good morning, Johnny,” Marco said sarcastically.

He and Johnny met years ago, when Marco was still a Hunter. I was kind of surprised when I asked Johnny to join my team and learned that they were good friends.

“Good morning,” Johnny said, giving him a cheesy salute.

Marco rose to his feet beside the bed, not seeming to care as the sheet fell away, revealing his gorgeous naked body.

“If you need me—“

“I’ll call,” I promised.

I gave him a quick kiss before turning my attention back to Johnny and the matter at hand.

“Two naked werewolves in your bed and you have to go out with me to hunt other werewolves,” Johnny teased.

“Shut up,” I said, laughing.

When Alfred moved out, he decided to leave his armor plated Hummer. So, naturally since it looked badass, we took that. Even though things didn’t end well between Alfred and me, we were on speaking terms again, and I was glad.

Johnny was also an ex-boyfriend of mine, but that had nothing to do with him living in my guest room. He lived with me because he was a member of my Hunter Assault Team for Violators of Werewolf Code. Oh, and because he was a total badass and I liked having him around. We didn’t make a great couple, but we were one hell of a team.

“So, he didn’t say what kind of a disturbance?” Johnny asked.

“Nope. He just told me where and said it was out of his jurisdiction.”

Johnny ran a hand through his dark shoulder-length hair. He always looked like a rockstar to me, even when he rolled right out of bed. Johnny was half Icarum (a race of winged people from the planet Icknar) and half human. His mother’s eyes were brown, and his father’s eyes were lavender. Yes, lavender. As a result of this genetic combination, his eyes were blood red. He normally wore sunglasses to cover this up. But it was still dark outside, and he hadn’t bothered. His fingernails and toenails were black, another abnormality of his birth. I saw he had worn gloves, as usual, to hide this.

“Out of his jurisdiction?” he asked. “What the fuck does that new division of his do?”

“He said last week they were investigating a house that some old man thought was haunted.”

Johnny snorted. “You’re kidding.”

“I know they do that sort of thing. But as far as werewolves and vampires, they only handle what he called ‘normal’ crimes involving them. I guess he wasn’t sure if this call is actually a violation of werewolf code, or a bunch of guys getting too rowdy. He probably called me to be sure he doesn’t step on any toes.”

“If you can only cover one ass, better make it yours,” Johnny said. “All these divisions and bullshit has gotten too complicated for me. Do you remember the good old days, when we just hunted werewolves?”

I shook my head. “I never just hunted werewolves. I only killed the ones who endangered the lives of others.”

“If that’s what these guys are doing, can I shoot them?” he asked hopefully.

“Maybe. Let’s see what the hell is going on first.”

When we pulled into the parking lot, Elijah was just stepping out of his cruiser. He is only a few inches taller than me, making him about five-foot-six. He was wearing a baseball cap, covering his dark blond hair, and he looked tired. I didn’t even have time to greet him before a table crashed through the front window and landed near his car.

“Son of a bitch,” he said, drawing his gun. 

“Well, this definitely looks like a violation of code,” Johnny said. 

“Only if a werewolf did it,” I said.

About that time a full-on wolfman walked past the window and howled. 

“We’re on,” I said, releasing the blades strapped to my forearms.

Johnny grinned. “Our first H.A.V.O.C. call.”

It wasn’t that we didn’t see plenty of action. Only a few months ago there was an all-out war on my front lawn. We simply didn’t get many “official” calls as Hunters and this was our first as a H.A.V.O.C. team. H.A.V.O.C. was mainly formed to make the public feel better. At least, that’s the way I’d come to view it. The Hunters had things under control to begin with. However, after werewolves went public, people needed something to help them sleep at night, so H.A.V.O.C. was formed. They also needed a face that didn’t have fur on it to associate with this new organization. That’s how I got put in charge. So, I followed orders and assembled my team like I was supposed to. Every time we fought werewolves, we were doing our jobs. Not many incidences got to the point of someone phoning them in. Most were handled long before that point. A report got filed either way with my father, Jacob Mercury, commander of The Hunters.

“We’ll go around back. Elijah, can you take the front door if anyone tries to come out?”

“You got it.”

Johnny and I kept low as we made our way past the bushes and around to the back of the building. The Hole in The Wall used to be a small barn before it became a bar. There were only two exits and the one we were heading toward had been added as an afterthought. I only hoped it wasn’t locked. Having to kick more than once would ruin our surprise entrance.

“Do you think Dracula will be mad that you didn’t call him? I mean, he is your partner,” Johnny whispered.

“No time. On the count of three. One, two, three.”

Johnny and I kicked the door together and it crashed inward. I don’t think either of us was prepared for the scene waiting just inside. Bodies littered the floor in pieces and about thirty werewolves all looked our way as we stepped through the door. They howled with what sounded like rage as they charged us. 

Johnny started shooting as I dove into the crowd, blades out. One werewolf took a swing at me and I cut off his arm as I ducked to miss the claws of a second wolf. The first pulled back, spraying blood across my face as he roared with a mixture of anger and pain.

I sidestepped another charging werewolf and sliced off the head of the one that was already missing an arm. I moved through the room, chopping a bloody path toward the front of the building.

I could hear Johnny firing silver bullets into the crowd, but I had no fear of being shot. Johnny did not miss, and I wasn’t his target. Another wolf leapt at me from the side and took me to the floor. His weight was crushing and his teeth were only inches from my face when I drove my blades into his neck. He collapsed on top of me, and for a moment I couldn’t breathe. But my adrenaline was already running high, which meant my superhuman strength had kicked in. Fortunately, only his upper body was on top of me, making him a bit easier to move. Even with my extra strength, if the werewolf had fallen differently, with his full weight on me, I might have been stuck there.

I yelled as I shoved him off of me and rolled to my feet; the only thing on my mind was my next target. Thanks to my inherited powers, I have the ability to take on some of the characteristics of the men I sleep with. I had taken on Alfred’s ruthlessness, Dracula’s bloodlust, and a good deal of ferocity from Marco. Now more than ever, I enjoyed a good fight.

“Come on!” I growled. 

One of the few remaining wolves stood in front of me, pacing as if he couldn’t make up his mind what to do first. 

“Help me,” he said harshly. 

Well, that was unexpected. Johnny shot the other remaining wolves before turning toward the last one.

“Wait!” I yelled to Johnny. “What did you say?” I asked the wolf.

“Please,” he growled. “I don’t want to do it. I never wanted to do it.”

He was breathing hard, as if he was having a panic attack. 

“Do what?” I asked. 

“She made us. Please, help me. I can’t stop it. Lilith—”

“Hold on, do I know you?” It wasn’t just that he knew my name. Lots of people knew my name. His voice actually sounded a bit familiar.

“My name is Gary,” he said, falling to his knees. He dug his claws into the wood floor and growled as if he was fighting something we couldn’t see. “You know me.”

Gary was one of the werewolves who had worked on the last production at Dracula and Alek’s theatre, The Bleeding Heart. Yes, I knew him. He was an actor, not a murdering psycho.

“I’ll do my best to help calm your beast. But if you attack me, I’ll kill you,” I said as I retracted my blades.

“Just help,” he pleaded. “I can’t stop.” He tore up one of the floorboards as he growled again, “Help me.”
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I wasn’t sure what I could do to help Gary, but it was obvious he was out of control. It was also obvious that he didn’t want to hurt anyone. 

“I’m going to try something,” I said, striving to keep my voice calm. “But I’ll need to put my hands on you.”

“Do it,” he growled.

Dracula and I are very strongly empathic. Through our touch we have the ability to feel the emotions of others, and through those emotions we can see glimpses of their memories. We can also take away some of the heartache of those in pain. This is a skill that I inherited from Mathias, and he taught to Dracula directly.

I had never tried to relieve the anxiety of a werewolf with my touch before, but there’s a first time for everything. I walked around behind Gary and put my hands against his back. He growled again when I touched him, but made no move to hurt me, or to pull away.

I took a few deep breaths and focused all my energy on calming his beast. In the past, when I had used my power to ease heartache, I was moved by compassion. Now, I wasn’t sure what emotion to use in order to have the desired effect.

I thought of Dracula and in an instant he was inside my mind. I’d forgotten that he had not yet gone to sleep for the day. He didn’t ask questions, he simply gave me the answer I needed.

“You must find peace within yourself, and share it with him.”

Peace. I could do that. I thought of the way I felt only a few hours before when I’d fallen asleep between Marco and Bade. I remembered Marco’s scent and let the feelings it brought wash over me. Lying there, with my face against Marco’s chest, hearing his heart beating beneath my ear was like coming home. His embrace was home to me. I recalled the way I felt when Bade put his arm around me from behind. Safe, was the word that came to mind. A sense of calm spread throughout my body and through my touch, I felt it begin to pass to Gary.

His breathing began to slow and I felt some of the tension leave the muscles of his back. As he began to relax I was pulled into the torrent of his memories. I saw a room full of men and women, all werewolves, though not transformed. They appeared to be in some kind of trance. I saw through Gary’s eyes as a tall woman with long black hair walked among them. She was naked and there were symbols painted on her body. She appeared to be performing some kind of ritual. She was speaking what sounded like Latin as she walked among the werewolves, smearing some kind of potion on the forehead of each.

“Go,” she said in English. “Do as I’ve commanded. Deliver my parting gift. If Lilith is lucky, she might be able to find out what happened by reading one of your minds. That is, if she doesn’t kill you all. If any of you survive, tell her this is for my sister.”

“What the fuck?” I gasped as I pulled away from him.

Gary was still in wolfman form, but he was noticeably calmer as he turned to face me. 

“I don’t know what happened,” he said.

“Who was that woman, the one I saw in your memories?”

Even on a werewolf face I knew fear when I saw it. “You read my mind?”

“There are more important things going on right now, but yes, I read your mind. Who was she?”

“I have no idea. The last thing I remember was seeing her and hearing her voice.”

“What were you doing earlier today?”

“I was at a cookout with some other pack members. Then this woman walks up, after that all I can remember is the rage and the sound of her voice.”

I looked up to see Elijah and Johnny watching us, both wearing a similar confused expression.

Gary seemed to only then notice the carnage around him. “Oh, Jesus! Tell me I didn’t do this!”

“I don’t know,” I said softly. “It was already done when we got here. There’s no way to know.”

“Fuck me. I didn’t want to hurt anybody. I couldn’t stop the rage. I’ve never felt anything like it. Whoever she is, I never want to see that bitch again.”

And then it clicked. “This is for my sister,” she’d said. 

Two months ago I killed Jan Davis on my front lawn. Jan was the leader of the group known as H.A.T.E. It stood for Humans Against Treating animals Equally. I’d never met her family, but I knew she had a sister who was a sorceress. I knew this because Samuel James (Marco’s friend and mentor) used to date her. 

“Shit. I think I might know who she is,” I said.

“How are we going to handle this?” Elijah asked. “All other questions aside, we need to decide now if this is on the books or off.”

“The call came through the police department; my first instinct is to keep it on the record. Then again, an entire room full of human beings was torn apart. If this reaches the press, it won’t go away. When I touched him I saw a sorceress casting a spell on them. The werewolves here were forced into some kind of rage.”

“Do you know her, the sorceress?” Johnny asked.

“I think she may be Jan’s sister.”

“Jan Davis?” Johnny looked shocked. “That’s even worse than I was expecting.”

“Shit,” Elijah said harshly. “That’s just all we need is more bullshit with H.A.T.E. It’s bad enough that their group didn’t disband after her death, but now she’s got a crazy sister on the loose?! You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” He took a deep breath and asked again, “So, off the books or on?”

“On. This is official H.A.V.O.C. business and we may need a record of it in the future. But, that doesn’t mean it has to go on the local police records.”

Elijah nodded. “I can say that it was a false alarm. I know that sounds horrible considering that people died here, but I have a feeling this is bigger. And I don’t know who I can trust at the station. When reports get filed there, they have a way of leaking to the press. This mess does not need to go any further than this room.”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

“Don’t say another word, sweetheart,” Johnny said, pulling out his communicator. “I’ll have a cleanup crew here within the hour.”

Gary looked horrified, as if we meant for him to be disposed of as well.

“I’ll take you to the clinic,” Elijah said to him. “Dr. Sinclair should probably have a look at you.”

“Whatever happened here, it was not your fault,” I added softly.

Once we were back on the road again Johnny asked, “You really think it’s Jan’s sister?”

I told him exactly what I saw. “Yes, I do. I need to talk to Sam as soon as possible to confirm it, but I’m ninety-eight percent sure. Who else could it be?”

“You’ve got a point. I don’t know of anyone else who does magic and would be out to avenge a sister.”

The sun was just rising as we made our way up my long, winding driveway. Thanks to the landscapers Marco hired, my yard no longer resembled the war zone it had been a few months ago when Jan and her people attacked us head on. That was their mistake. I was only glad they hadn’t destroyed my roses.

The smell of coffee greeted me as we walked through the door. 

“I’m off to grab a shower,” Johnny said. “Are you making the report?”

“Yeah. I’ll take care of that first.”

Today was September 1st, Labor Day, and we were planning to have a bonfire and cookout that night. Maybe if I could report to my father and get some rest, I’d still be up for it. 

Before I could reach the kitchen, where I believed I left my communicator, Marco came down the stairs. One look at me and he ran the rest of the way.

“It’s all right,” I said, putting out my hands to keep him from touching me. “It’s not my blood.”

“You’re covered in it,” he said. “What the hell happened? Where’s Johnny?”

“He’s already gone to take a shower. We’re okay, not a scratch.”

Marco looked me up and down again. “I take it the same cannot be said for the other guys?”

“It was pretty rough. Johnny called a cleanup crew.”

Bade walked out of the kitchen carrying my communicator. “Damn,” he said, taking in my appearance. “I guess you’ll be needing this.”

I took the communicator from him. “Thanks. If you both want to hear what happened, it would probably be easier if you stuck around for a few minutes. I want to make a report to my father while it’s all fresh in my mind.”

Marco nodded and sat down on the couch, Bade stood behind him. I went to sit down, then realized how much dried blood was on my bodysuit, and decided against it. I put the communicator on the coffee table and crouched in front of it as I pressed the button to call Jacob Mercury.

Most Hunters recorded their reports and then forwarded them to the commander without ever speaking to him. Our conversations were still recorded, but since he was my father, Jacob took my calls directly.

It was early evening on Terra and when his hologram appeared before me, he was still in his office. 

Concern was evident on his face.

“I’m all right,” I said quickly.

“From the way you look, I take it this is an official call.”

“And then some.”

While I recounted the whole thing my father listened quietly and stroked his short red beard. 

“I see,” he said when I finished. “Do you have a way to confirm the identity of this sorceress?”

“I’ll need to speak with Samuel James, in person. He’ll need to see my memories.”

Jacob nodded. He knew of my empathic abilities, but he did not know I had inherited the powers of The Seducer. In fact, he didn’t even know that Mathias was my great, great grandfather. Jacob Mercury had some psychic abilities as well. He thought we inherited these talents from Aldan Medwin, my great, great uncle, and head of The Wizard Council on planet Terra. Aldan knew the truth about me, but we kept that quiet. My father also knew that I was dating Marco, and that I was very close to Dracula and Bade. But that was the extent of his knowledge. Even though we had always been close and I trusted and loved him dearly, there was only so much I could say to my father when it came to my love life.

“Do you think you can arrange it before the meeting?” he asked.

The Hunters stationed on Earth had been called to a meeting. In this meeting, my father planned to reveal the full extent of the changes I’d undergone after my attack years ago. As he said, “It is time. You have nothing to be ashamed of. You are my daughter, and you are a badass.”

Have I mentioned how much I love my father?

“I should be able to speak to Sam by tonight, if he uses the transporter.”

“Good. Let me know what you find. Lilith, did you happen to go over any H.A.V.O.C. reports in the last twelve hours?”

“No, why? Did something important happen?”

“Maybe. I’m sure I don’t need to remind you about that lunatic, Dr. Bill Williams, the one your friend Richard worked with.”

Dr. Bill Williams was a psychopath. At one time, he worked at a local university with my friend Dr. Richard Stacey. Bade hired him to do research on a werewolf transformation suppressant. He had no idea Bill was a loon when he did this, and his intentions were good. Some people, like Richard’s other colleague Dr. David Kane, were interested in the suppressant in order to hide what they are. However, instead of using the blood samples Bade provided for their intended purpose, Dr. Williams did his own experiments. He found a way to mutate the lycanthropy virus. He had somehow extracted the part that is wolf and replaced it with the DNA of other animals.

Apparently, he wasn’t the first to do this, given the number of other werecreatures that were showing up. However, werewolves are still the majority and anything other than wolf is very rare.

Williams turned himself into a snakeman and injected Richard one night with the same virus. Bade and I were on our way to save him at the time, we just weren’t fast enough. Still, I made sure Bill got his.

“Bade had a pair of boots made for me out of his skin,” I said, smiling.

Jacob laughed. “Well, no one knew this before, but he apparently had a nephew that decided to continue his research.”

“What?!”

He held up a hand to stop me. “Don’t worry. He’s been captured. Well, killed actually. He was using a facility just outside of Westley, South Carolina. Some Hunters stumbled upon the place while chasing a rogue werewolf. It’s all in the report. You can look it over when you get time. But the point is, Bill’s nephew was shot and killed and now his body is on ice here at headquarters.”

“On ice” meant they had him cryogenically preserved. I cringed. “Why?”

“Because Alfred wants a snake shifter for his current experiment. I’m sure he’ll want to tell you all about it himself.”

“Bill’s nephew was a snakeman too?”

Jacob nodded. “I won’t keep you any longer,” he said. “Let me know what you find out from Sam. I’m sure you’re dying for a shower.”

“Oh, you have no idea.”

“Bye, sweetheart.”

“Bye, Daddy.”

As soon as our communication ended Bade said, “I had no idea that Bill’s twisted legacy was living on somewhere.”

“I’m sure Alfred will put his nephew’s body to good use,” I said. 

Marco shook his head as if he couldn’t believe what we’d just heard either. “I need to meet with the pack and warn them about this sorceress. They need to know what is going on, and to be on their guard. Plus, I’ve got to visit The Dread Moon today and go over purchase orders with Jeremiah.”

The pack was too large for Marco to meet with all of them. He had people who regularly helped spread the word when something was going on. I believe Bade referred to them as “howlers.”

“Have you got time for a shower?” I asked Marco.

His smile was wicked. “Always, Red.”

“Can I join you, or should I go cook breakfast?” Bade asked.

It was only then I noticed they were both wearing pants. I laughed.

“Oh, you think that’s funny?” Bade teased.

“No, it’s just that I only now noticed you’re both wearing pants. It’s been a rough morning.”

Marco paused for a moment and ran a hand through his chin-length hair. The light from the bay window reflected off his deep chestnut locks, and I smiled. He was gorgeous. From his dark eyes to his sexy body, there wasn’t anything I didn’t like about Marco.

I could tell he was seriously considering Bade’s question and it made my heart beat faster. Then after a moment, he said, “Go cook breakfast.”

Bade sighed. “All right.”

As we reached the top of the stairs I looked back at Marco. Before I could ask a question he said, “I would explain it to you, but I’m sure Bade will want to do that.”

“Does this mean that—?”

“We’ve come to a temporary agreement.” 

His smile reached his eyes and it warmed my heart. In that moment, I felt nearly overcome with love. It was then I realized that my hand was pressed flat against his chest. I had touched him involuntarily and I was channeling his emotions. It took me a moment to understand these were his emotions, because what I feel for him runs so deep. He has been my protector, my friend, my lover, and my wolf king. He has been patient with me and kinder than I ever deserved. There are no words to express exactly how I feel about Marco, so through my touch, I let him feel my emotions.

His sharp intake of breath let me know he had received the message.

“I’m glad you’ve been working things out with Bade,” I said softly, lowering my hand as I walked past him.

“I’m making progress,” he said as he smacked my ass. “Now, let’s get you out of this mess.”

Marco stripped on his way to the shower and while he adjusted the water, I began to remove my bloody clothes. I piled them all onto a towel. They would need to be cleaned with a special solution to remove the scent of blood. I wasn’t concerned with stains; that was one reason I wore black.

I ran a hand through my hair and found it full of dried blood. I got a haircut a few days ago and still wasn’t used to the new style. It was something between a pixie and a modified bob. The back was very short, with some longer pieces on top that stood out here and there. I still had long bangs. The right side was longer than the left and came to a point just past my chin. It was very punk rock, and very me. Bade teased me by saying I looked like an extra on the old movie, Labyrinth. That was fine by me. David Bowie is sexy as fuck.

As I entered the walk-in shower, the first thing Marco did was ask, “Are you really okay, Red?”

“Surprisingly, yes. I just want to know what we’re dealing with.”

“I’ll call Sam as soon as we get out of here,” he said. “Turn around, let me wash your hair.”

I moaned as Marco began to massage shampoo into my hair and watched as dark red water swirled down the drain.

“When you talk to Sam, ask him if he can stay for the cookout. You’ll make it back in time, won’t you?”

“I should have plenty of time.”

As the last of the blood washed down the drain, I turned to him. Steam began to rise from my skin as the very sight of him caused The Seducer’s fire to burn within me. Marco is six-foot-two and beautifully put together. He isn’t as big as Bade, his muscles are more defined. He looks as though he always has a tan, but that honeyed bronze is just his natural skin tone. The full moon was a week away and as I moved closer, I could feel the heat rising from his body as well. Werewolves always had a higher body temperature, but near the full moon, they ran even hotter. I put my hands on his hips, just above the muscular curve where his tattoo curled downward. 

I let some of what I was feeling flow to him and he gasped. 

“Does looking at me really do all that for you?”

“Absolutely.”

“This agreement you’ve reached with Bade, was it your idea or his?”

“His, but I’m good with it. He deserves it.”

Through my contact with his bare skin I knew that Marco wasn’t simply doing this for me or Bade. He was genuinely getting into the idea.

“In all this time, I haven’t asked, I’ve waited for you to decide.” I hesitated. “Are you ready?”

To make sure he understood what I was asking about, I ran my hand between our bodies and gently stroked his cock. He growled as I stood on tiptoe and pulled his bottom lip between my teeth. 

Marco devoured me with his kiss before pulling back and smiling down at me.

“I’ve fought for you so long, I’m not about to let you go now. But when I come back to your bed, it will not be alone.”

That surprised me enough to pull back from him. I hadn’t realized how close Marco was to taking that step.

“Really?”

“The more I talk to Mathias, the more sense it makes. I know that you’re not simply looking to use us, and I understand now that you loving them takes nothing away from your love for me. According to Mathias, each of us represents a different aspect of yourself. We are no less a part of you than your own heart. Dracula is your pain. When everything is stripped away and you are emotionally bare, he is the monster that remains. He is the emotional equivalent of everything that has caused you pain and how it has changed you. This is why you turn to him for comfort. If anyone understands pain and loss, it’s Dracula. Bade is your fantasies come to life, and not just the sexual ones. He says and does exactly what he wants, even if he knows it is wrong sometimes. Bade is always true to himself and that is why you are drawn to him.”

As he spoke I felt tears spill down my cheeks. I knew that Marco loved me and that Mathias wanted to talk to him. I just never knew how much Marco really “got” me. 

“What I want to know is, what am I to you?” he asked softly.

As I said before, there are no words to describe everything I feel for Marco. But words were what he needed and I gave it my very best shot.

“You are my hero,” I said, my voice breaking. “You are everything I wish I could be, and everything I ever wanted. You’re tough when you have to be. You are kind. You give of yourself to others. And even though you know exactly what you want, you consider what is best for everyone else. That’s why I ask you for direction so often. It’s why I love you.”
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Chapter Three
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For several minutes Marco held me close before kissing my face and saying, “Boy, was that ever the right answer.”

I laughed softly as he pulled back from me. 

“It’s all true,” I said. “You need to know these things.”

“I do,” he agreed.

“If you’re not going to have sex with me, I should go eat something,” I said. My tone was light, but I was very serious. 

“Yes, the beast must be fed,” he said with a wink. “I completely agree.”

While I got dressed Marco called Sam. “He said he’ll be here in about an hour. He’s taking the transporter, and he’d love to stay for the cookout.”

“Great. Maybe he can confirm the sorceress’s identity. I wonder what she meant.”

“About what?” he asked, sliding on his jeans.

“She said it was a ‘parting gift.’ I guess that means she’s going somewhere. I don’t know, it’s just been bothering me. The whole thing bothers me, but we really can’t take action until we know what the hell is going on.”

“I’ve got a meeting tomorrow with Aldan; I’ll see what he thinks.”

Before he opened the bedroom door, I put my hand on his arm to stop him. 

“Marco?”

“Yes, Red?”

“Thank you.”

He flashed me that sexy grin of his. “What exactly are you thanking me for?”

“For being here ... still.”

He kissed my forehead as he whispered, “Always.”

Whatever Bade was cooking, it smelled fantastic. But before I could get to the kitchen, Alek stopped me. He was still wearing his nightshirt and a long blue robe. His blond hair stood out in disarray, as usual, and from the look on his face he was not happy. Alek is very handsome and thanks to his wizard ancestry, no one would ever guess he is over sixty.

“Why didn’t you wake me?” he asked. 

“Because I know you’ve been working on a new play and I wanted to let you rest.”

“I am a part of your team. It was our first H.A.V.O.C. call and you bloody well should have woken me.” His British accent was thicker when he was angry, and despite the circumstances, I still loved to hear him talk.

“I’m sorry,” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. “But if you don’t let me eat something, I will draw from your desires.” 

I was teasing him and he knew it. Still, it got him to move and it got me closer to breakfast.

Bade was making home fries and Johnny was pouring himself some coffee when I walked into the kitchen.

“That smells so good,” Marco said.

“I’m making an ass-ton,” Bade said, “because I figured once you smelled them, you’d want to stay.”

Marco laughed. “Good thinking.”

The wolf king poured us both a cup of coffee and we sat at the kitchen table while I gave Alek the details from last night.

“We may have stepped into a fairly large pile of shit with this,” he drawled. 

“I agree,” Marco said. “But there was no other way for things to play out. Jan was trying to kill Sam. She tracked him all the way from Texas, killed other werewolves in the process, and then openly attacked us all here.”

Alek nodded. “She was something of a twat.”

Bade laughed so hard he dropped his spatula. “Well, at least we have another clean one,” he said softly, still laughing.

“She was a fucking bitch, and I enjoyed killing her,” I said. Everyone stopped to look at me. “It’s true. I see no point in lying about it. I hated Jan from the moment I laid eyes on her. She did nothing but give me one reason after the next to kill her and when I did, I felt—“

“Exhilarated,” Marco finished.

“Exactly.”

“That’s how I felt after I killed my predecessor.”

“Skinning him was another story,” Bade said.

Bade had shared with me that Marco was sick after skinning the former wolf king alive. I can’t say I blamed him. I imagine that witnessing such a thing would make me sick for a while. As far as deaths go, skinning has to be one of the most horrible. Still, it was difficult to feel any pity for the man who ordered the attack on me and my father. I found out later that was the main reason Marco decided to overthrow him. Even though Marco and I hadn’t met at the time I was attacked, when he found out the former king was responsible, it really set him off.

“It’s one of the most revolting things I’ve ever done,” Marco agreed.
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