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Praise for the Bestselling Running in Fear
Series by Trinity Blacio

 


“Plot marathon. If you are ready to have no breath no
break and turn the page finding a new plot almost at every corner,
you will be in paradise! …each book put me in a different mood from
angry to hungry, from screaming to crying, from WTF to WOW. Honest!
This series is a roller coaster of emotions.”

—Mary’s Ménage Reviews

 


“I really like shapeshifter stories and I like the
fact that as individuals who possess both human and wolf qualities,
they are able to perceive life in greater depth. It seems that wolf
society also overcomes some of the loopholes in human relationships
that seem to plague society in ever-increasing amounts. …There are
some important issues that drive this story and it seems that all
Jaycee’s mates must learn some important lessons before the ‘course
of love runs smooth.’ I am looking for the next part in this
novel.”

—Book Binge

 


“I was taken on an emotional roller coaster ride in
this book. Not only do we get romance but action as well. The
author does a wonderful job of combining the two and keeping the
story fast paced and interesting. With the many twists and turns in
this book I was glued to my seat and turning those pages to see
what would happen next.”

—Long and Short Reviews

 



 


Dedication

 


To Sherrilyn Kenyon,

Who told me to never give up on my series

And

To all the authors who have a vision and a dream—

Keep writing







[image: tmp_96654d9fa573d4466fd19b7a42b2d103_KcQQVh_html_7a2d17e2.jpg]

 



Chapter One

 


Valda Sart ran her hand over the dusty, splintered
and broken bar counter. She scanned the large room of what used to
be the Royal Sonesta Hotel, New Orleans. Valda grinned. She could
even smell the stale liquor scent as she thought about the last
name she had created for herself.

For years, Valda had been living quietly in New
Orleans, away from her people. She wanted to be normal, to be
human, but were humans normal? She wanted to enjoy a human life and
not hide in the mountains, or in the forests. Not to be property.
Valda grabbed an unbroken bottle of whiskey lying partially hidden
under the bar and smiled.

“A round of whiskey for everyone here,” P.J. ordered
and leaned over Dakota. “I don’t think Ann will find us here, but
if she does, run for it. She’s toting her Nerf Power Soaker, and
that sucker can shoot clear across the room.” P.J. snickered. “I
should know, I got it for her for Christmas last year.”

Dakota picked up the shot of whiskey the bartender
had placed in front of her, and downed it. “I owe Miss Ann one
yet.”

Gayle snickered and nudged Robyn. “I hate to say it,
Dakota, but it’s the first time I’ve actually seen you speechless.”
Gayle nodded towards a man down at the end of the bar. “Isn’t that
the male model Ann used, or you used?”

Everyone busted out laughing, just as Ann came into
the bar, loaded and ready. “I knew I would find you here. All of
you are supposed to be out there, pointing readers to the panels.”
She aimed the Nerf gun, pulled back the pump, and all of the
authors had scattered.

“Poor Trinity Blacio, she didn’t stand a chance,”
Valda whispered and took a swig of the whiskey, before she plunked
down onto the floor and leaned against the now-busted-up wall. She
could still visualize Trinity’s fall and the bath Ann had given
her.

They were all gone now. Oh, Valda had seen through
their human forms. They, too, had hidden their natural forms, but
that hadn’t bothered her. No, what still ate at her gut to this day
was the way her people had refused to better themselves. The men
refused to change, always the animal.

Oh, Valda knew her destiny, but she also refused to
give in to it yet. Soon it would catch up with her and she would
have no other choice but to listen to what was supposed to be.

She brought the whiskey bottle up her lips again and
smiled. Ann and her man had turned out to be snake shifters. They
too had abandoned Earth and were now enjoying the new planet.

She would be part of that soon enough.

The whiskey burned all the way down to her stomach
and warmed her. Dakota, of course, had drawn the fae men, who
surrounded her. She could still see Dakota walking around the bar
with her Terra on her head.

P.J. had, of course, been a wolf shifter, and fit in
well with Remi’s pack. Now she was running and exploring her new
world.

Then there was Gayle and Robyn, vampires, under the
protection of King Hazelfield. “I bet he regretted even bringing
them over.” Yep, Gayle had given poor Dominic hell the first time
she had seen him, informing him there was no way she or her husband
would be part of their private BDSM club. Gayle hadn’t fooled
anyone when she carried around a new black whip, saying it was only
a prop. “Yeah, a prop that cost over $500,” Valda snorted.

“Methinks Gayle protests too much.” She sighed and
once more glanced at the broken furniture, smashed windows and
plain wreckage all around her.

Valda’s gift was to see things—things that had not
happened yet, but would. Once she touched a person, Valda knew
their life history, past and future. She hated her gift. The only
people who weren’t affected by it were the ones closest to her. She
never knew anything about her own future. The only thing Valda was
certain of when it came to her future was that soon there would be
no choice and she would have to go to the new planet. She would
have to join a group of women there. Why, she did not fully
understand.

She did not know when, but she suspected it would be
soon.

She had seen pieces of Jaycee, Suzanne’ and Lissa’s
pasts, visions that were thrust upon her by the new world as it
called to her. She was one of the missing females who would make up
a circle, but she wasn’t ready to fulfill that prophecy yet.

Suzanne had four men who surrounded her, but her
people had hardly any females left, so having four men was to be
expected. She was petite and green-eyed, and the strength of her
dragon helped to keep her men in check.

In Valda’s world, the one she had run from, every
female was surrounded by a pack of men--not one, two, three, or
even four, but a clan of six. But that wasn’t enough, no. The men
from her species believed a woman should just lie there and let
each take a turn with her. Anytime they wished. She had watched her
mother’s life, and she wanted no part of it. There was no foreplay,
kisses, hugs or love that she had witnessed in the human world.

Valda wanted love. Her new friends had shown her what
it was like to belong, to have friends, that night on Bourbon
Street. The humans had accepted her as she wished to be treated. As
a sister, a friend. They had laughed, tried all the food they
could, closed down the bars, and when the sun had started to come
up, the bunch of them had made it back to the hotel. No, she wasn’t
ready to leave New Orleans yet, the one place she felt welcome. She
still had her memories and the toys that she had discovered. She
needed no man, let alone men, right now.

“You really are in a self-pitying moment, aren’t
you?” the witch Marsha asked, breaking through the shields inside
of her head.

Valda jumped up and almost fell flat on her face.
“Stay out of my head, witch. You have enough to worry about. You
don’t need me to add to your problems.” The whiskey only gave her a
slight buzz.

Laughter filled her head. Valda couldn’t stop the
grin as she made her way into the main lobby of the old hotel. “You
know, if you allow us to come get you, you wouldn’t be so lonely.
You’d have the companionship you seek. I’d be happy to—”

“Don’t! You have enough to worry about. You don’t
need me. As for that, soon, but not now. They would be there, and I
still refuse to be stuck with six men, strangers that know nothing
about love.”

“Valda, all species know how to love, they just do it
differently.” The voice was calm, almost as if she actually cared
about her, but Valda knew better.

No one cared or loved her. She’d learned that the
hard way.

 


* * *

 


Marsha’s shoulders slumped and she looked up at her
husband and mate, Ben. Tears rolled down her face. “Valda is so
alone. She hasn’t had anyone to love her.” She rubbed her eyes.
“All of these women have been so isolated and hurt.”

Ben pulled her onto his lap. “You can’t help
everyone, Marsha. You have two little babies inside you. You need
to concentrate on them.” He rubbed the small bump of her stomach
and held her tight.

Ben had always comforted her and loved her. Valda
need someone like him. She sat up and smiled at him. “You know,
since we can’t leave, you and the men could help Valda.”

“What do you have going on in that head of yours now?
You know she’s not going to listen to us.” He slid a hand up her
sweater and squeezed her breast.

“I meant you could find her men and teach them.” She
tried to push her husband’s hand away. He knew every time he
touched her, she couldn’t think.

His hand stopped and he glanced up at her, raising
his eyebrow. “And how do you propose we find her men? Do you really
think they’re going to listen to any of us? From what I hear of the
Sasquatch, they are more animals then men.”

She turned and stared at him. “And you aren’t? I know
you and our other mates can get through to them.”

Ben grumbled, “We still don’t know who or where they
are.”

Marsha patted his chest and kissed him. “I do.” She
wrapped her arms around him and mumbled a few words, bringing his
mind into contact with hers so she could show him the men. “They
are tracking Valda now, but they shouldn’t catch up with her for
another few days. You could bring them here and talk with them,
while Jaycee, Lissa, Suzanne and I work on her.”

He lowered her down into the chair and stared into
her eyes. “Why do I have the feeling we will have more work than
you?” Ben ripped her sweater open, exposing her breasts to him.
“You always have too many clothes on.”

Laughter filled the room and soon turned into moans
when Ben continued his exploration of her body.

 


* * *

 


And the new world watched, Aurora and her mates. They
had retrieved three of the women required to rule this new world.
Now all they need to do was convince the fourth one that she
belonged.

 


* * *

 


“Do not worry, Valda. Your men will know what to do
and how to love you.” Marsha jumped and swatted Ben.

“Why did you bite me, you old fool?” She glared up at
her man, and his eyes shifting to those of his cat.

“You were somewhere else. I expect my woman to
totally concentrate on me when I’m touching and loving her,” Ben
growled as he picked her up and headed towards their bedroom.

“Hmm, well then, I guess you better get to loving me
some more so my thoughts won’t drift, no?” she teased him, drawing
out the animal in him. Marsha smiled. She preferred the animal most
of the time while they were making love.

For some reason, Marsha also believed Valda was also
like this, but was afraid to admit it.

 


* * *

 


Owen leaned against the abandoned truck and scanned
the night for any threat. Next to him, his brother, Griffin, did
the same. They had heard the voices in their chosen one’s head as
well, and so knew to expect visitors. One set of cousins, Sar and
Ral, built the fire, while the other, Drand and Burr, were off
hunting for food.

The Sasquatch were a clannish folk. Owen, his brother
and their cousins had all grown up together, knowing they were a
family, a single unit. Brown-haired and over feet tall, Owen had
the slighter build, but no one would could miss that he and Griffin
were brothers with the same nose and eyes.

Valda wasn’t the only one who hid secrets. Every
member of their family unit had a special gift. Each of them had
been prepared for the new world’s creation since birth. The only
people from their clan who would travel to the new world would be
their family. Each region had agreed to send one family unit, but
the new planet had selected their family to rule the others. They
had always been more powerful and gifted than the rest, but for
some reason Valda’s clan had not told her anything about the family
to whom she would belong. To whom she already belonged.

“Do you believe those that speak with her will come
here to show us how to handle our female?” Griffin snarled and
glanced at him.

Owen shrugged his large shoulders and made his way to
the fire. “Our mate has been in the human world. We are going to be
living among other beings, not just Sasquatch. So, is it not wise
to learn their ways? To keep our female happy, we have no other
choice.” He looked across the fire and stared at the seven men who
appeared out of nowhere.

He studied each man carefully, as did the rest of his
family. He noticed that six of these men stood in sets of two, one
obviously deferring to the man in front of him. “Please have a
seat. We’ve been waiting for you.” Owen nodded to the logs around
the fire. “My name is Owen and I’m from the Mudd Clan. This is my
brother Griffin, and our cousins, Sar and Ral.”

The man with long white hair stepped forward and
bowed to him. “My name is Nikola. I am the fae king. This is one of
my mates, Adonis, a werewolf.” He gestured towards the
silver-haired man standing on his far right. “Dominick, the vampire
and demon king along with his mate, Blair” He turned slightly to
his left towards a blond man. He was tall, especially for a human,
but not as tall as Owen and his brother. “Remi, the alpha of the
werewolves and his mate and second, Dane. The last is Ben, a
werecat. I believe it was his wife whose voice you heard? Won’t you
introduce us to the two men standing behind us?”

Owen grunted and waved his cousins forward. “Drand
and Burr, two more of our cousins.” Drand nodded, threw down the
deer carcass and prepared to put it over the fire.

Ben sat down first. “My wife informed us that you are
to be Valda’s mates?” He turned to frown at his friends. “Will you
please sit down? You’re making me nervous. You know Marsha and
Jaycee said they wouldn’t attack,” Ben grumbled. He was the
smallest of the men, but his magic was still quite powerful.

Owen nodded to him. “I see you too hold a little
magic inside of you.” He sat down across from Ben.

“Yes, but my wife and our daughter Jaycee are the
truly gifted ones. I didn’t know you could shift to other forms.
Does your woman know of this?”

Griffin sat down beside Owen and grunted. “Her clan
didn’t teach her anything about us. I’m afraid she comes from one
that still believes in the old ways.” He threw in another log.

The other men joined Ben by the fire. “So as far as
Valda knows…?” Remi asked.

“She thinks we are nothing but animals.” Owen nodded
to Sar, who handed out the beers they had found.

“I don’t like the idea of having to trick our woman,
but I have a feeling the only way we’re going to get close to her
is to do just that.” Owen opened the beer and guzzled it down. Beer
didn’t affect them at all. It was just another drink. At the height
of eight foot three, they would all need close to a case to affect
them.

Nikola took the beer handed to him. “I could find her
and bring her here for you. It wouldn’t take much to connect with
Marsha, since she has a bond with your woman. We could have all of
you on our new planet by tonight.”

Griffin shook his head. “No, we shouldn’t do that to
her. You don’t understand the life she’s had. When we first went to
collect her, we found out what they had done. It was purposeful.
Her clan had little intention except to make her lot harder.”
Griffin snarled and threw his empty beer 30 feet away from
them.

The alpha growled. “She was abused, wasn’t she? Every
one of our females has been. I’m beginning to believe this is no
coincidence. Someone or something has to have orchestrated it.”

A Sasquatch cousin, Drand snapped the thick tree limb
they were going to use as a spit to roast the deer. “Sorry.”

Owen waved his hand. “Don’t worry about it. Just
break a branch off that tree over there.” He turned again to Remi.
“That is one of the reasons we were delayed. Our woman would be
with us now, but we had to take care of two of the men. We did find
out something of interest.” Owen took up one of their backpacks and
dug through it.

“One of the creatures that attacked our female had
this on him.” He pulled out a stone the size of his hand and tossed
it to Remi. The rock glowed a pulsating red.

“I know for a fact we don’t have this element here on
Earth. We tried to question the two we caught with it, but I’m
afraid all we got was ‘It was time.’ Unfortunately, the four other
the creatures who attacked Valda were already gone.”

Remi turned the stone in his hands. “This is sort of
like the stone…” He dropped it and glanced at Dominick. “The
planet’s guardians want us to bring you, your brother and this
stone to them now. Will you come? We might find out what we’re
dealing with.”

The Sasquatch men all stood. Owen looked at his
brother, then at his cousins, nodding. “If it helps catch the other
four men and those who planned this, then yes, we’ll come. Drand,
you and Burr take the first watch. We’ll be back as soon as we
can.”

Drand and Bar, the hunters, nodded and strolled out
into the night. Owen looked at his redheaded cousin. “Sar…”

“There is no need for orders, I know. Be safe,
cousins.” He turned his gaze on Remi. “I’ll not be happy if they
are hurt in any way.”

Remi reached down and picked up the stone. “They will
be back soon. Believe me, we all want this stopped. No woman should
be hurt as our women have been.”

Well, that was one thing they had in common: the need
to protect what was theirs. And Valda was theirs. Nikola grasped
Owen and Griffin’s arms, and the world around them faded.

 



Chapter Two

 


“Move now! Hurry up before they circle you.” It
wasn’t the witch’s voice but another that woke her up, and she
scanned her surroundings, cussing under her breath.

“Don’t worry, I’ve done the same thing: buried the
pain with alcohol. But it doesn’t help. I’m Jaycee, by the
way.”

Valda recognized the vision of a woman with long red
hair. “Marsha is here with me, along with Lissa and Suzanne. Marsha
knew you were in danger. Go to your right through Babe’s Cabaret.
You’ll be able to go out the back. Then turn left onto Dauphine St.
and then take it to Canal St.”

Valda could feel the sadness in Jaycee’s voice as she
looked at the destruction around her. “Some parts of the city are
not destroyed. Quite a few humans are working around here to get
things back to normal.” Valda shook her head. She had to move
quickly. She shuddered at the thought of one of those men touching
her again.

“From what Remi, my mate, has told me, two of those
creatures have already been taken care of. But the other four are
following you now.”

“Four is just as bad. I’ve never seen these things
before. They’re like us, but not like us at the same time, and they
are stronger than normal men. Why are they after me? Why can’t they
leave me alone?”

Valda moved through Babe’s, careful not to knock
anything over or to make any noise that would draw attention from
the street. She had learned the hard way how to move without making
a sound. Valda also now knew how to kill.

“Jaycee, these things are not from here. There were
eight of them. I killed one when they attacked, and one left
somehow. He vanished in front of me. They were speaking an odd
language I had never heard before.”

“Would you mind showing this to Suzanne? Just
visualize it. Her dragon, Temmra, might recognize the language and
be able to help sort this out. I’m afraid the men have gone to talk
with Comar, and we can’t contact them right now. I know it is an
intrusion, but any information we can get might be of help. We are
beginning to believe the attacks on all of us were planned long
ago.”

Those words had Valda grabbing on to the wall for
support. “Why would someone plan to attack each of us? And what or
who is Comar?”

Valda took a deep breath and opened the door to
Dauphine St. She scanned the street and ran towards Canal
Street.

“We are not for sure. Your men found two of the
creatures that hurt you and disposed of them, but from what I’ve
heard, they found something strange on them... Comar is one of the
guardians who created this planet for us. He wanted to talk to your
men.”

She snarled. “I have no men, and even if I did, if
they knew what has happened to me, then they wouldn’t want me. My
people would blame me for my misfortunes, and say I let them
happen. No man would want me after…”

Valda turned right onto Canal Street. So far no one
was following her as she moved away from the water. It was early
morning and the sun was rising over the horizon. She shifted into
her human form, afraid someone might see her otherwise. Even in her
human size she was well over six feet tall, and her multicolored
hair trailed down past her ass. The mixture of red, blond and black
throughout her hair would be unusual anyplace other than New
Orleans.

“You need to come here. We can help. You don’t have
to stay with your men. Please let us help you. We all have been
hurt in our lives. Isn’t it better to be with someone who knows
what you’re going through? There is no one there. The city has been
evacuated” Jaycee grew quiet and waited.

Valda turned and hopped onto the porch of an
abandoned house. She scanned her surroundings and saw nothing.
Carefully she looked around and saw the open window on the top
floor. She smiled and jumped up, catching the edge of the window.
She pulled herself up and entered the home.

The room contained a large unmade bed, and clothes
were scattered everywhere. Dust clung to everything. “I’m staying
here till Halloween,” she whispered. “I can’t risk them showing
up.” Valda could still see the dark-haired man’s muscular body in
the suit he had worn at the convention. He and the other, his
brother, had caused quite a stir at the dance.

Every woman there had wanted a chance to dance with
the men, but they spent almost every dance with her. During one,
they had moved their bodies against hers, and by the time the dance
was over, every woman in the place had been fanning herself. She,
however, had gone straight to the bar and doused herself in a cold
glass of water. Valda hadn’t cared if her shirt was then
transparent, for her body had been burning up. Never had two men
ever touched her like that, and burned a path to her soul.

Valda heard the sigh in her head. “If you are going
to stay in the city for the next couple of days, you are going to
have to change your location every night. These things have your
scent already and know how to track you, unless…” The connection to
Jaycee slipped for a minute and suddenly she was very lonely.

Valda didn’t know why, but the women she’d talked to
in her head were slowly becoming important to her. She silently
progressed down the stairs, all the while listening for any
movement. When she had made sure the building was empty, Valda
searched the cupboards for food. She was now hungry, but knew
better to hunt or start a fire.

“We are all connected somehow. Marsha believes this
is the reason we’re able to communicate with you and see when you
are in danger. Valda, Temmra believes she can change your scent,
but we think it would be wise to do it tomorrow. When you are away
from where you will be staying. This way the new scent won’t be
associated with yours.”

Valda sat and leaned against the wall with a jar of
peanut butter and some crackers she had found. “Wow impressive, but
you’re right. Changing it now would only draw them to my new
scent.” She stuffed a cracker into her mouth and sighed. “What I
wouldn’t give for a damn rare steak.”

A plate appeared on her lap piled high with a large
steak, potatoes and vegetables. “Okay, I’m impressed, and thank
you,” Valda whispered, tears filling her eyes. “I promise I’ll let
you come get me after Halloween. I just want one more night.”

 


* * *

 


Jaycee picked up her son and sat in the rocker. She
looked down at the little bundle in her arms and smiled as he
latched on to her breast. Valda had broken off communications with
them after she had eaten, saying she was going to sleep.

“What do you think about her waiting for Halloween?
Is it a trap? Could one of these things be one of the men I see in
her head?”

Marsha handed her a cup of tea and shook her head.
“No, it’s not a trap, at least not yet. The two men we saw are her
mates, Owen and Griffin. I just hope their charade doesn’t
backfire. They should have made themselves known that night at the
dance, but from what I can see, Valda didn’t give them much of a
chance to do that.”

Marsha sat down on the sofa next to Suzanne and
Lissa. Suzanne’s little girl, Samantha, sat on the floor playing
with Cecil’s son, Cade.

“Temmra doesn’t like it that these things are
speaking a language that was long ago thought dead. From what she
shows me, these things killed everything around them that wasn’t of
use to them.” Suzanne stood and paced. “Many different planets came
together to destroy them, for they wouldn’t change. Even their
children were vicious.”

Marsha started to get up to comfort Suzanne, but
Dominic was there immediately, holding her. “What has you so upset,
little one?”

He kissed the side her neck, and Suzanne leaned back
against him. “Temmra is worried about these creatures hunting
Valda. She’s heard their language before, and the things associated
with it, well, they are not nice.” She smiled down at her daughter,
who was looking up at Dominic and smiling.

“We just had the same conversation with Comar and the
others.” Dominic nodded as the other men appeared in the room with
two dark-haired strangers. “This is Owen and Griffin of the Mudd
Clan. I’m afraid Comar has verified what Temmra suspects. These
creatures are from a planet close to their old one. We’re trying to
figure out why these creatures have attacked every female
here.”

Jaycee looked at Remi as he knelt next to her and
kissed their son. “I don’t understand. I was attacked by humans and
shifters, not these creatures.”

Dominic sat on the couch and pulled Suzanne onto his
lap. “Jaycee, these things, whatever their true form is, can shift
to look like anyone, or anything. It’s one of the reasons they were
destroyed, or were thought to have been destroyed. If they’ve been
hiding out on Earth, how would you know? They could have been there
for thousands of years.”
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