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To all my Fang Bangers....

There’s nothing wrong with sex, blood, tempting alphas

And the ladies that crave a bite.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Family


[image: ]




Waylan closed the folder before he slid the contents within over to his brother, Jackson. Without a word, he got to his feet. A lazy smile hung from his lips as he gave a slight nod to the man that was speaking as a way to tell him to continue talking. He glanced around the table, then stepped out from his seat to stroll over to the large window to take in the New York skyline. It was a beautiful Tuesday morning in late February. The outside looked as if it should be encased in a snow globe with all the white stuff as far as the eyes could see. He narrowed his gaze and began to watch the people shuffling down the sidewalk four blocks away. 

“They don’t look different to me.”

“Don’t be a fool. You really believe that mess? What, they’re mutants with Wolverine claws?” the man whispered with a chuckle. 

Waylan rolled his eyes while Jackson smirked. He refused to glance down at the two employees that were whispering behind him and his brother. He wasn’t surprised by their conversation. It had become normal ever since they returned back from being gone for four months. During that time, it took all of them to get control and learn all of their newfound abilities. Since giving up their humanity to become creatures of an unknown Vampire race, things had gone to shit. Their businesses had been attacked, contracts lost, and it all had been carried out by the other members of their chapter of the Yakuza. 

The monotone voice of the man seemed to go on. Even though the employee was trying his best to remain divorced from his true feelings, Waylan was able to pick up on the fear within the man. He counted the heartbeats of the man’s rapid pulse. 

I hate when they lie, Waylan heard Jackson say within his own mind. 

He’s doing his best to balance out all the shit he’s spitting, responded Waylan. 

He narrowed his gaze and looked intently into a woman’s apartment window that was over half a mile away. He was sure she felt comfortable keeping her blinds open while she masturbated, only because the height she was at. He felt his cock fill with life as she glided the fist-shaped dildo in and out of her pussy. Her full lips rounded into a shape of a moan. 

“Mr. Waylan, sir..., are you with us?”

Waylan did nothing to hold back the groan. It was brought on partly by the guilt he felt from watching the woman, and his mounting need to fuck his own wife. It had been so long since she had opened her firm, caramel colored thighs to him. He glanced back over his shoulder to look at the man that was projecting the image of his assistant, Lucy, to hide his true nature to the humans that were sitting around the table. It was obvious that the man had seen his thoughts. 

“Yes, I’m hanging on every word,” Waylan scoffed.  He had noticed the man’s doubtful look before the speaker continued. Deciding to do the right thing, he turned around to face the meeting instead of going back to watching the woman. 

“Look, all I want to know is have you found the source of our troubles...anyone?” asked Jackson. His eyes touched on the twelve people that were seated. “So, no fucking body has found out who the hell has chosen to put us on their shit list? And before anyone says different, we are being shitted on. I wake up smelling the shit on a daily basis,” he snapped. 

The fear within the room was so thick, it could be cut with a knife. 

“We’re not paying you all to sit at your desks with your large Starbucks coffees and pretend to work. Every day we lose money, you are at risk of losing your jobs. You,” Waylan pointed to an overly tanned young thang further down the table. “When we were hacked, you claimed to not be able to find the source, but Jackson’s wife was able to do her spy mojo and find the source in less than seven hours,” snarled Waylan.

“Well, um..., her methods were a bit shady,” the girl responded. 

Jackson glared at her as if she was crazy. “Do you think we give a fuck about that when we’re losing millions? If you had to suck some wrinkled dick to find out, I don’t care. Look,” he said, getting to his feet. “I think you all are misinformed, so let me break it down. I’m throwing the PC crap out the window and going to take it to the streets.”

Waylan chuckled at his brother’s passionate speech. 

“I will fire any one of you motherfuckers that can’t produce. There are no passengers on this plane...not anymore.  Either you work your ass off to get us the information we seek, which you will get a hefty bonus, or your ass will be bouncing down the concrete.” 

After a brief pause to allow for his words to sink in, the crowd was dismissed. 

“I guess that’s what happens when you marry black. You get all ghetto and shit.”

Waylan stopped in his tracks on his way to retake his chair at the conference table when he heard the whispered comment of one of the employees that were filing out of the room. Normally, a human wouldn’t have heard it, but he wasn’t normal, not anymore. He reached out to still Jackson. 

“One moment, please,” Waylan called to the group. A smile graced his exotic, and handsome face. “For the record, my brother and I have been ghetto long before we married our wives.”

The employees that had heard the woman’s comment all turned to look at her. Her eyes grew wide.

“How did you...? I...I...it was just a—”

“You’re fired.”

The older woman chewed her lip as tears welled up in her eyes. With a stiff nod, she pushed her way through her ex-co-workers to exit the room, followed by the rest emptying the room. 

“No good assholes,” grumbled Jackson. He pulled the ribbon that gathered his heavy, black hair into a messy bun on top of his head. He raked his hand through the straight locs in frustration. 

“I don’t care about their opinions as long as I don’t hear it,” grumbled Waylan, sitting down. 

“Humm, you’re lucky you couldn’t read their minds.”

That’s the reason they had asked Grayson, the Vampire King, for the use of his good friend. The man had put up a big fuss. It seemed he preferred his solitude in the swamp of South Florida to New York. They needed to know what others were holding back. 

“Anything helpful?” questioned Jackson, hopeful.

The Greek Vampire that never lost his thick accent over the hundreds of years tilted his head in thought. 

“Well, the man that was giving his report really wants to choke on your cock,” he thumbed at Jackson. “While you plow him from behind,” Yiorgos finished with a wave of his hand in Waylan’s direction. 

Neither brother spoke for a few seconds. 

“Bullshit,” whispered Jackson in awe as he leaned up in his chair. He looked at his brother to find him with the same open mouth expression. 

“Shit you not,” promised Yiorgos.

“Wow, the man’s been married for over fifteen years with kids, the dog, and all,” Waylan marveled. 

“OK,” said Waylan while he shook his head. “Anything useful?”

“Nope. All of your employees are freakin’ clueless and scared. They agree that you all are being targeted, but during these few days, I’ve been projecting myself as your assistant to read their thoughts. No one is actually plotting against you. Now, a few are telling others about the wound that’s festering, so some of your woes could be coming from companies that have gotten the taste of the blood in the water,” he explained. 

“Well, people talk, so whatever,” sighed Waylan. 

Yio didn’t have to read the young men’s minds to know what they were feeling. The frustration was clear to see. Their business and bank accounts had taken a heavy hit. The accounts were all hemorrhaging money. They had been doomed for a crime that they were actually innocent of committing. Yio shrugged mentally as he reminded himself that he didn’t have anything to do with their woes. He was just there to fulfill his king’s and the king’s mother, Crissann’s command. However, it was something about all of this that didn’t sit well with him. 

“I’ve stayed quiet, but I’m gonna tell you something before I go,” he stated. “This seems really strange to me. Why the hell would a person plan to hurt you by setting you up to look innocent to cause the other members of your clique to come against you?”

“First of all, don’t call the Yakuza a clique. We aren’t a band of cheerleaders,” replied Waylan.

“Whatever...all I’m saying is that what’s happening is strange. Too much effort has gone into making you all appear guilty. Why the hell not just attack your family head on? Why have others fight the battle?”

Jackson tapped his finger on the table. He wondered if the man had been reading his thoughts because he had echoed the same damn thing. These men didn’t play cat and mouse or cloak and daggers when they were ready to move on someone. It was seen as an act of dishonor to attack from the shadows. 

“I agree. Actually, I still believe that the others think it’s us moving the pieces just because we haven’t been hit and have been going on as business as usual. It’s just a misunderstanding, but misery loves company,” stated Jackson.

“But why not your family? Shit, you all are just as dirty as all the others. So why aren’t you all suffering in the same way as the others?” inquired Yio.

Waylan and Jackson exchanged a glance. All Yio heard echoing in both men’s mind was the same statement: They didn’t know why. With a shrug, Yio stood to his feet and left them in deep thought. Jackson stole a quick glance at his older brother. Now that business talk was over, he wanted to switch to another sensitive subject: Waylan’s love life.  He made a big show of clearing his throat. 

“So, have you gotten your dick wet, big bro?”

“You never beat around the bush, do you?” chuckled Waylan.

“I would blame it on time being short, but now it’s just ‘cause I’m nosy.”

Way leaned his head back on the chair as a dark expression came upon his face. His blue eyes fastened on an unseen object. 

“To be honest, I don’t know what’s wrong.”

“Is it the change fuckin’’ with her?” questioned Jackson, seriously. 

He and Emerald had taken the conversion without missing a beat, thankfully. Both of them had mastered their gifts, learned their limitations, which weren’t too many, and moved on as a stronger couple. They had even gone through the joining to be bonded to each other as lifemates. It had shocked Jackson to find out that that hadn’t been the case with his big brother and his wife, Callie. Yeah, he had noticed the slight change in Callie, but she was always on the moody side. There were days that he had thanked God that He had chosen him for Emerald and not Callie. The woman would have made him walk out a long, long time ago. 

“I can’t put it on the change, Jack.”

“I was just trying to be nice in doing so, but we’ve talked about how your old lady can be. You just have to kiss that ass a little more,” suggested Jackson. 

“That’s just it, man. I’m fucking tired of kissing it just to get it. Hell, I don’t even know what the hell I’ve even done in the first place,” snapped Waylan.

“Nothing... You haven’t done a damn thing, and I’m not siding with you just because we’re fam,” promised Jackson.

Waylan sighed. “Now it’s her work...and the kids that she’s focused on. Late nights on her computer or her fussing over something dealing with the kids. It’s like I play the waiting game every night for her to come to bed. Then when I go to check on her to have her come to bed, she’s sleep...or pretending to sleep.”

Jackson tossed back his head in laughter. “She does know we’re vampires, right? That faking tired to get out of sex won’t work anymore. We can go for days without sleep.”

“I know that, and she knows that, too.”

“Damn, so she’s not even trying to hide what she’s doing,” Jackson pointed out. 

“Do you want to know what I was doing during the meeting?” asked Waylan in a whisper. Even talking low, the tenor in his voice vibrated through the room. “I was enjoying a throbbing erection while I spied on a woman fucking herself with a dildo.”

Jackson’s eyes went to the window his brother had been standing transfixed in front of. His gaze moved slowly back to Waylan and was hit hard from the lust within his eyes. Jackson whistled. He knew what Waylan was getting at. 

“Wait..., Callie gets on my nerves, but I ain’t going there with you. I think this change might have put you into an early mid-life crisis, and her into an early menopause or something, but to start fuckin’’ around is a no-no,” warned Jackson. 

“Yeah...yeah, you’re right,” replied Waylan.

He nodded his head in agreement rapidly as the strong, lustful expression vanished. His brother was right. He was always sexual and since becoming a vampire, a breeze, a smell, hell, even a color could bring on the blinding desire to fuck. 

“Of course, I am. We don’t cheat. If things get that bad, walk the fuck away. But I can tell you this, you love that woman. You were shoveling around like a damn hobo when she left Japan for New York, and all the ass kissing you did to get her back after all the shit that went on with that crazy bitch that tried to kill her. No, you’re going to find a way to fix this mess,” growled Jackson. He was starting to act as if it was his marriage on the rocks. 

“OK,” stated Waylan with a wave of his hand. He was desperate. “What’s you and Em’s secret?”

Jack chuckled, wickedly. Waylan rolled his eyes at the meaning behind his brother’s actions. 

“No, really,” began Jackson. “We’re different from you and Callie, but,” he added with a raised hand. “Joining with her has deepened things. That right there has taken things to a whole nother level,” he admitted. 

“Go on.”

“I can’t explain it. It’s like she’s always with me. I can feel her. If I settle myself, I can even hear her thoughts. I ain’t gonna sit here and act like we haven’t had a fight, but neither one of us can go long without making up and fuckin’. The link is just that strong. When I touch her...look at her or she me...it’s like fuckin’ electrifying. I can’t believe there’s people walking around thinking they are in love without knowing there is a much deeper level they have no idea about,” finished Jackson. 

This time, it was Waylan’s turn to experience shock as he marveled at the intense look on Jack’s face. His passionate words had beaten on his brain like a hammer. That’s it! That’s what he wanted. He had heard Grayson and Crissann explain just what the joining was, but he had brushed it off as psychobabble nonsense. 

***
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Levi and Angie
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Frannie didn’t even bother to glance at her cell phone. The constant chiming was getting on her last nerve. She knew if it was something important, those that were linked mentally with her would reach out eventually. The fact that they had that option was a novelty that even herself would forget about. 

“How is she doing?” she asked, strolling into Levi and Angie’s home. 

“She seems to be doing better,” answered Duchess. She happily passed the infant child over to Fran. 

Playing babysitter to yet another child was becoming too much. She freshened up her coffee while pouring Fran a cup. They had been taking turns watching over Angie after she underwent the change. Since that time, she had become very cold and distant towards her newborn. It didn’t help that Levi had become very unsupportive as well. He hated the fact that the family had given up their humanity to become monsters, as he called them. 

“Has he been back?” inquired Fran as she rocked the little baby boy to sleep. 

“Yeah, he was here this morning. Then, he left.”

“Where the hell to? The damn man isn’t a cop anymore,” snapped Fran. 

“He says he can’t stand being in the house with Angie. Or see her feed,” sighed Duchess. 

“We aren’t ripping out necks. We’re drinking out of cans to feed.”

“You know that, he knows that, but he’s still being an ass,” mumbled Duchess. 

“Well, thank God that he and Angie didn’t join ‘cause if this shit keeps up, she’s going to leave his ass. The stuck-up son of a—”

“Bitch!”

Fran and Duchess turned to find Angie standing in the corner, watching them. She pushed off the wall to enter the fluorescent lights that lit up the kitchen. Her natural, curly hair hung loosely to fan out around her face.  She approached them silently. She listened to the rapid sound of her child’s heartbeat. Whereas it had frightened her to be in charge of something so small, for some reason, those fears had lessened in the passing days. Whereas Luna was intoned with her to sense the struggles within Angie, the baby was unaware. He didn’t understand the mind-aching hunger that would overtake her when she got behind on her feedings. Or how his high pitch cries were like an ax slicing through her brain. All she knew was that she needed to get her shit together because Fran and Duchess were right. She had to face the fact that if things continued as they were with Levi acting like a stuck-up, self-righteous bitch, then they would have to go their separate ways. 

Angie bit down on her lip while she watched her son. She knew he sensed the difference in the woman that was his mother, but was no longer the human he smelled on the day of his birth. Even still, her breasts tightened up with the pressure of them filling with milk to feed him. 

“Give him to me,” she whispered. 

Fran cocked an eyebrow at her request, but she handed the little bundle of fuss over. She would have invaded Angie’s mind to listen in on her thoughts. However, Fran knew she wasn’t a master of the gift to do so without causing a major headache within her adopted niece’s head. She followed Angie’s movements closely. Angie pulled down the spaghetti strap of her tank top to expose her engorged breast. Overlooking the boy’s desire not to feed, his mother forced her dark nipple into his mouth to muffle his cries. After a few seconds, he gave into her demand and began to suckle. A bright smile formed on Angie’s brown face while she plopped down on a bar stool. 

“I’m leaving Levi.”

She didn’t even look up to see the shocked reactions on Duchess and Fran’s face. 

“Um, I won’t be too—”

“I’m jumping ship before it goes completely under.”

Duchess shifted in her seat. She was all for Angie leaving Levi. Since they had all turned, he had become a fucking asshole. However, she still wanted Angie to think things through. She never wanted Angie regretting acting too rash. While Levi would find peace in death, their lives would continue to march on upon this planet.

“Shit, it isn’t like you have to stay with him. You got your own means,” added Fran. 

She didn’t have the time to hold the man’s hand. He knew damn well that Angie would join the ranks after she had given birth. He needed to get over his wounded pride that his wife had given in so easily instead of putting her trust in him to keep her and their family safe. In light of all the danger they were in with the members of the Yakuza gunning for them, it was a wise move on her part. Angie could fight for her family. She could hear danger coming miles away and had the beyond human abilities to slay anyone crazy enough to hurt her family. Levi should see her as an asset instead of a freak. 

Duchess held up her hand in an attempt to sway the conversation. “I gotta ask, have the two of you had sex?”

Angie chuckled. It was a dry, harsh sound. “That’s a joke, right? OK, well, no..., he hasn’t even tried to sleep with me or touch me in that kinda way. I’ve tried. Hell, I’ve been horny as a motherfucker,” she grumbled. 

“You ain’t the only one, but Crissann told me that was normal,” explained Fran.

Duchess eyeballed her very young friend and mother-in-law. “And how have you been putting out the fires?” she asked with a smirk.

“Well, Yio has been very accommodating,” teased Fran.

Both Duchess and Angie sucked up all the air in the room in shock of Fran’s confession. The ancient, handsome Greek with his honey brown eyes was something to behold. 

“My God, I know that was one helluva fuck. He has that tough, broodiness about him that lets you know he’s no joke when he’s getting it,” said Angie. She didn’t know that her eyes hand changed color due to her instant arousal. 

“If I were human, I wouldn’t have been able to hang. He would have knocked my uterus out of line,” whispered Fran.

“Damn!” replied Duchess in awe. 

She, too, knew that her and Collier’s lovemaking had taken a turn for the better. At one time, they had become mundane, but now it was like no money. What had happened to them was way better than what could have been found in a blue pill or an herbal cup of tea. There was a passion that had never been there, and after they had bonded with each other, sex was more of a supernatural undertaking. The bed would shake, and the wall trembled from their lovemaking sessions. The term, ‘melting into each other’ had taken on a new meaning once Collier had been taught by Grayson how to join minds to allow her to experience what he felt while he thrust within her. Duchess had been in love with Collier, but now, she was gone in the head over the man. He had literally blown her mind, and the things she did to him had produced the same results in him as well. 

Angie glanced down at her son. His mouth was slightly open. He had fallen into a milk-induced coma. All that mattered was her son and Luna. She tilted her head in thought.

“You know, I love Levi, but maybe I need to consider the fact that he and I will never be together anymore.” She lifted her eyes to gaze at the two women before her. “You were lucky because you have Collier, and you just fuck whomever. What I’m saying is that maybe I need to think about being with someone that’s like me. I’m going to take a page from your book, Fran.”

For the first time, Frannie allowed her sadness to show. “You need to be careful, baby. You’re hurting, but we know you love that dumb ass man.”

“Yeah, but if I find another man and bond with him, won’t those feelings dull?”

From the expressions on Fran and Duchess’ faces, she knew her answer.

“So, I’m right in my thinking. Yeah, it will be painful, just like it was for you after Blaze left You were dragging your ass around for months, but I see you finally got back up, brushed yourself off, and now you’re fuckin’ that fine ass Greek, so—”

All three turned at the sound of the car pulling up into the garage. A few minutes later, Levi appeared carrying in an arm full of grocery bags. He stumbled in his footsteps due to the intense looks he was getting. Even a blind man could see he had been the topic of the hour. His blue eyes went to his sleeping son nestled against his mother’s chest. He told himself to look away, but he couldn’t. He stood motionless as he stared at Angie’s dark nipple. He felt his body come alive at the sight. His mind went back to the last time he had sucked on that nipple to produce the most tantalizing moan of pleasure from her full lips. It had been before she went into labor. He hadn’t laid with her since due to the fact that right after her six weeks visit, she was jetted away to become what she was now. 

At that reminder, he felt a cold wave cascade throughout his body to quell the lust that had been throbbing in his cock. His eyes snapped with anger before he turned away to begin putting the food away. Angie made a mental note that Luna only had two hours left in her school day. Her eyes followed the man that had stolen her heart. She wished to God that he would have gotten uglier, but that was so opposite. In fact, under the gaze of her newly heightened eyeballs, she was now able to acknowledge every perfection that Levi possessed. His muscular, tanned body, his closely groomed beard, his full bottom lip, the way his strong thighs flexed with his every move, down to his chiseled facial features. He was more the Statue of David than an actual man. Her nostrils flared when she shifted the air and caught the scent of his expensive cologne mixed with a smell that was all his own. The movement of Fran and Duchess rising to their feet caught Angie’s attention and broke her from her thoughts. 

Levi listened while the three women said their goodbyes with promises of calling to check in on Angie later. An expression flashed upon his face, hidden at Angie’s response to being fine and not needing their call. He couldn’t help but notice a strength in her voice that hadn’t been there before. No longer was there a wistfulness, a longing or a hint of depression and slight worry laced in her tone. She had done her hair, applied lipstick to her lips, and gotten dressed. Gone were his sweatpants that hung low on her hips that she had taken to wearing. Those pants had been traded in for the tight, ass-hugging jeans she was now sporting. 

The clicking of the front door closing signaled to them both that they were alone. Levi watched Angie out of the corner of his eye. She went into the room, laid the baby down, and returned back to the kitchen. 

“Did you pick up any salad?” she asked, nicely. 

She was willing to try if he was. Fran knew she talked a big game, but until the writing was on the wall, she was going to fight. 

“I thought food wasn’t needed in your new life,” he scoffed. 

Before she knew it, the determination she had just had went out the window. 

“You know damn well I can still eat food,” she snapped. 

Levi turned to face her. His cold eyes traveled over her luscious frame. “Shit, you’ve been tossing back those cans of blood like a goddamn wino.”

“Fuck you,” she hissed. 

Levi gave her a look of pure disgust before he shook his head. “I don’t stick my dick in dead things.”

Angie chewed her bottom lip while she counted to ten. She was doing her best to control the rage thundering in her chest. She knew if she gave way to it, the right side of his face would be crushed. 

“You really hate me that much?” 

“Yes... I love the Angie I knew, but I hate the Angie you are now. Fuck!” he exclaimed, tossing the bottle of ketchup across the kitchen. 

He took note of the unbothered look on Angie’s face. He knew she could kill him without forming a sweat. That, too, didn’t sit well with him. If he was honest, that was the root of the problem. Why the hell was he needed when she was a walking, breathing She-Ra? He ran his hands through his hair in frustration. 

“Why? Why the hell can they,” he pointed in the air, “they tell you something and you go running? I thought you married me,” he stressed. 

“Ah, so you’re upset ‘cause in your warp mind, it’s you against them...damn fool. Shit, I’m happy that I did stick with them since you’ve turned into a jealous pussy!” she growled. 

Levi refused to back down when her eyes took on a golden hue. He took in the puckering under her top lip as her incisors elongated. 

“You’re a prejudice piece of shit,” she commented in an accusing tone. 

He blinked in shock. “Bullshit!”

“Oh, first you loved me, but now...you take issue with me, although I’m still the same woman. You act as if I don’t have feelings or something, but I do, Levi. Either you’re scared, jealous, or you’re prejudice because of what I have become.”

“No,” he roared. Levi felt his iron clad control beginning to break. He would swear with his last breath that all she had just accused him of didn’t make sense. “You did this.”

“Kiss my ass,” she snapped. 

He narrowed his icy green gaze. “I thought you had become a sucking kind of woman,” he sneered. 

Angie dropped her eyes to his cock. When her eyes returned to his handsome face, all of the white of her pupils had turned red. 

“I’m leaving you,” she declared, turning to walk away. 

The shock of her declaration left Levi stunned. He worked his mouth, but words failed him. Yes, he was angry, confused, hurt, but he knew in time he would have come around. He would find a way to accept the change. Gaining his wits, he followed after her. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” he asked, grabbing at her arm. 

“Let me break it down for you, boo. You don’t want me, so I’m moving on.”

“You aren’t taking my son.”

Angie’s perfectly shaped eyebrow went up. “I don’t want to hurt your manhood by proving to you that you can’t stop me.”

“Angie, listen—”

“I have no desire to listen to you. That’s all I’ve been doing for the last month and a half. Shit, we all have with your slick comments under your breath. You thought you were being funny. You won’t be laughing once I upgrade your ass with someone that understands the new me. Why you looking that way, Levi?” she questioned, acknowledging his twisted expression. “Our vows said, ‘death do us part.’ According to you, I’m a cold, dead bitch..., so this will be easy for both of us.”

Levi passed his open palm down his face. He stuffed his shaking fists into his pants pocket to keep from punching a hole through a wall. The man that prided himself on self-control felt it evaporating with every passing second. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go down. Yeah, they were different, but were they to the level that he had been going on at? The voices warring in his mind had split into Team Angie and Team Fuck It as they battled back and forth. He bit down on his bottom lip while the thoughts of how nasty he had been came to the forefront, courtesy of Team Angie. His heart began to hurt over the possibility that his three,000 square foot home was going back to the silent, lonely man cave it was before Angie came into his life. It had taken him so long to find a woman that wasn’t frightened off by him. She had taken the challenge of accepting him as he was. Not only her, but her daughter, Luna, and now their son had given him what he had always dreamt of having: a family. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Christine Gray

Presents

BHB]S]K NE GRAY-





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





