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I was doing my best to gear up for tonight’s adventure. I wasn’t sure what else to call it, because “vampire hunting” felt premature. I mean, I hadn’t drank the blood/accepted the family curse. I just wanted to know if this was something I could handle, in the event that the curse could not be broken or avoided. In that case, I would become the next in a long line of badass vampire slaying women. My friend Lori didn’t think that sounded so bad, but the curse had other consequences. (Like possibly living for a few hundred years and not being able to have children.) I was still deciding what weapons to take with me.

Not that I was planning to fight any vampires. My plan was to see if I could sense any in the area. But, you never know and I figured it was better to be safe than sorry. 

I wasn’t completely uninformed on the subject of vampire hunting. However, I wondered how much of my knowledge was true and how much was fiction. I put on the cross necklace my grandmother left me. I know it seems odd, a witch who had a holy Christian symbol. The thing is, my family’s beliefs are very eclectic. “Never write anything off,” Gran used to say. 

The necklace was real silver. I hoped Max wouldn’t mind, since he is a werewolf, and I talked him into going with me. Supposedly, vampires were also sensitive to silver. I didn’t have any wooden stakes. Seriously, who does? I did, however, have a broken broom handle. I’d left it in the garage, thinking I would find some use for it. Maybe the witch in me wouldn’t allow me to throw away a broom, even a broken one. I considered taking it with me, but then I remembered that I wasn’t actually out to kill anything tonight. Hell, I didn’t know if I was physically capable of taking on a vampire without drinking the blood. But that would mean accepting the curse, and that was the one thing I wanted to avoid.

I just wanted to know if there were any vampires in the area. I wanted to know how exactly I would sense them, if I could by wearing the necklace with the blood vial. Finding out Chris, a local shop owner, was a troll had really opened my eyes. Not to mention the way Vlad looked when he used his desire demon powers. Even though the curse itself was a depressing subject, discovering this new power was a little exciting. 

I loaded the 9mm with silver tipped bullets and placed it in the shoulder holster Craig had given me. It’s great having a close friend who owns a gun shop. Next, I selected a large silver plated knife and strapped its sheath to my thigh. Just in case I had to run from anything, I was wearing three bras. That may sound strange, but I’ve got large breasts and don’t enjoy them bouncing when I run. I normally wear two sports bras and a tight-fitting regular bra to go for a jog. I put on the necklace last, securing the vial of blood between my breasts before I zipped up my skin tight leather jacket. The instant the vial touched my skin I felt different. I felt tense, ready, and powerful. I didn’t want to, but I enjoyed the way wearing the vial made me feel. 

My pulse raced as I realized it was time to go. Max was waiting for me. When I opened the door he was sitting on the porch swing. 

“You look like you’re ready to kick ass,” he said. 

I smiled. “I see you changed too.” 

He was wearing a pair of loose jeans that looked like someone had taken a razor to them, and a t-shirt that didn’t look much better. His hair was down also, falling over his shoulders in dark chestnut waves.

“We don’t know what’s out there,” he said, gesturing to his clothes. “If I have to transform to defend us, I see no reason to ruin my favorite jeans.”

“Oh. I didn’t think of that.”

“If I do turn, will you be all right with that?”

I thought about it for a minute, and still didn’t have a good answer. “I’m not sure. I’ve never seen anyone turn into a wolf before.”

Max walked toward me hesitantly as if he thought I might be afraid. “It would be a last resort, but you should be prepared for the possibility. I know we are only trying to sense vampires, and there might not even be any. But there are other werewolves in the area, and they could be out tonight.”

I took a step toward him and put my hand against his chest. “I remember everything you said about the full moon, but I like touching you,” I said softly. 

Max told me that the first time we have sex he wants to be gentle and until the full moon has past, he can’t promise complete control of his beast.

“I can live with that.” 

The vibration of his deep voice rumbled beneath my hand when he spoke. I rubbed back and forth over his thin shirt, feeling the hard muscles beneath. Max smiled down at me, his shaggy hair falling forward around his face. Damn he was sexy. 

“I’ve read a lot about werewolves over the years, but I cannot imagine you as one. I look up at this handsome face and I do not see a beast.”

Max kissed me softly and a thrill ran through my body. 

“Eventually, you will need to see the beast, because he goes along with the man. I’m a package deal,” he said teasingly.

“I thought we weren’t going to talk about your package.” 

He laughed and put his hand over mine. “I wasn’t.”

“Will you look like a wolfman or a really big wolf?” I asked. “In the movies it’s always different. And in real life, I don’t know if the photos I’ve seen in magazines are real or not.”

“I’ll look like whichever I choose. In most cases everyone who turns looks like a wolfman, if they transform before the full moon. On the night of the full moon, most turn fully into a wolf, just a really big one, like you said. So, the movies are technically right on both counts.”

“And you are different than most I take it?”

“All alphas have the power to choose how fully they will transform. With the exception of the height of the full moon. At least for a few hours, even the strongest alpha will be fully wolf. I’ve only heard of one exception to this, and I don’t have his kind of power.”

The cool breeze caressed my face and I shivered. 

“Please, don’t be afraid of me,” he said softly.

“I don’t often grope men I’m afraid of.”

His grin widened. “So, now you’re groping me?”

“I was working up to it.” I wanted to kiss him again, but I also didn’t want to start something I couldn’t safely finish until after the full moon. “I’m nervous and afraid,” I confessed, “but not because of you.”

“You are trembling,” he said, putting his arm around me.

“It’s a cold night. We should get moving.”

“I guess that means I should let you go.”

I smiled. “I guess it does.”

As I got in the car I wondered if I should call Lori and let her know what I was doing. She would be excited to hear I’d taken her advice. Then I remembered she was going out. I didn’t want to call and interrupt her good time. As I cranked the car and Max gave my knee a reassuring pat, I wondered when Vlad would be back. I didn’t know what kind of hours a half-demon werewolf hunter kept.

“You ready to do this?” Max asked.

“No. But it’s something I think I should do. Thanks for coming with me.”

“Thank me when we make it back home safely.”

I set the odometer to zero and pulled out of the yard. Maggie’s protection spells would work for a five mile radius from my house. It was a tremendous relief, having the most powerful witch I know casting protection spells for me.

“Since I have no idea where to go, how about we drive past your house and toward the pecan orchard?”

“Sounds like a plan.”
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The odometer showed we’d driven five miles as I pulled to the side of the road and stopped the car. To our left was Mr. McClain’s pecan orchard. The woods on the right side of the road were his as well. Since Roger McClain was Lori’s uncle, I wouldn’t be in trouble if we got caught trespassing. I would have some explaining to do though. 

“Let’s take a walk and see if I can sense any vampires,” I said, trying to sound like I wasn’t terrified. 

“If you say so.”

As I stepped out into the cool night I breathed a sigh of relief. I didn’t sense anything. And oddly enough, Max didn’t look any different when I was wearing the vial. I’d wondered if he would have a strange aura the way Vlad did when he used his power. When I stepped out on the porch before, I was too distracted to take a good look.

Max followed me into the woods and the more we walked, the better I felt.

“We’re about half a mile beyond protection and I don’t sense anything strange,” I said. “I wanted to do this, but I had no idea how relieved I would be when we didn’t find a—“

“Vampire,” Max hissed.

He pulled me back against him and put a finger to his lips, telling me to be quiet. I nodded. He leaned in really close and whispered, “Can’t you feel it?”

I shook my head.

“I can smell a vampire, they are fairly close.” 

Max reached for me and boosted me up into an oak tree. He leapt up beside me with inhuman agility. 

“I’m not defenseless,” I said, keeping my voice low. 

“I understand you want to test yourself, but let’s see what we’re up against first.”

Max took a few deep breaths. “I smell werewolf too. More than one, but one is moving closer.”

I heard what he said, but I wasn’t prepared for a wolfman to walk out of the clearing ahead of us. For the record, seeing a werewolf in photos or in a movie is nothing like seeing them in real life. I was way past regretting my decision to go into the woods. 

Max reached over and squeezed my hand. I appreciated the gesture and squeezed back.

“I don’t fucking know,” another werewolf growled as it emerged from the trees. 

Holy shit! Not only were these two both male, they were naked. Before you get the wrong idea, I’m not some kind of pervert who checks out the cock of every werewolf I see. You really couldn’t miss these. It was frightening.

The one who walked out first was larger and he backhanded the smaller wolf. “That’s not good enough. My master demands answers.”

The wolves looked behind them suddenly. Max focused his attention on the tree line ahead as well, but I heard nothing. I thought that coming out here would help me face my fears, but I was feeling more foolish by the minute.

“He’s coming,” the larger wolf said. “Why didn’t you tell me he was still here?!”

“How many times do I have to tell you I don’t fucking know,” the small wolf growled.

There was fear in the first wolf’s voice and I think that unnerved me most. What would a big bad werewolf like him be afraid of? Max and I looked at each other, uncertain what to do next. 

“There are other wolves here,” the smaller wolf said. “I can smell them.”
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