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Chapter 1 

 

I know I have a hangover of cosmic proportions when I can’t even open my eyes. 

Clues two, three, and four?  My lips feel dry and cracked, my mouth is filled with 

a bitter taste that coats my tongue and throat, and my stomach feels both hollow and 

heavy at the same time.   

Finally, and worst of all, I stink—like sweat and manure and rancid milk all rolled 

into one—the foulest smell imaginable.  I wonder if I’m lying in my own puke, an 

extremely revolting thought.   

Enough already.   

I need a shower and I absolutely refuse to crawl there in the dark.  



My lids strain, pulling at lashes covered with grit and glue until they lift.  Through 

a filmy haze, streams of light break through the blankets that cover me.  I shift, grimacing 

when the lumpy mattress cuts into my breasts, stomach, and thighs.  

Bracing my palms against the bed, I push up, only to be yanked back down when 

my hair gets caught beneath me.  I blink several times, both in pain and in an attempt to 

see better, until my hair, hanging down beside my face, and the backs of my hands come 

into focus.   

With a frown, I think I must be dreaming or viewing the world from someone 

else’s eyes.  My hair isn’t white nor my skin a milky blue, yet that’s what it looks like at 

the moment.  Another person’s skin seems to be covering my hands, which I shift several 

inches to the side until I can push up without catching my hair again.  The scratchy 

weight of my blanket slides down my back as I sit up, revealing two things: I am naked 

and I am lying outside in a pile of garbage under cardboard, not, I repeat, not a blanket. 

What the--?   

 Okay, so that settles it.  I’m not hung over, I’m dreaming.  But what an odd 

dream.  I’m reminded of that scene in the first Terminator, when Arnold Schwarzenegger 

and Michael Beane teleport to Earth in their birthday suits just minutes apart.  They 

hadn’t been sleeping, however.     

I push aside the long sheet of cardboard and move a few inches until I am sitting 

on concrete.  Reaching out, I pick up a crinkled hamburger wrapper.  The paper is 

emblazoned with the golden arches.  Affixed to the top is a receipt for a McDouble, a 

McChicken, and a yogurt parfait, all for just over three dollars.  Although the print is 



slightly blurred by grease stains, the purchase was made at a McDonalds in Charleston, 

South Carolina.   

 Holy crap!  Is that where I am?  

 I drop the receipt, watching as it is carried away on a light breeze.  I’m in an alley 

that dead ends into a graffiti-sprayed brick wall at one end and opens up to a sidewalk at 

the other.  Although the alley dips in the center, causing water to collect, I’ve managed to 

avoid the dampness.  I, along with two teal-green dumpsters, am hugging the dry 

pavement next to a building and a Park Here sign.   

Pulling my knees to my chest, I prop my chin on my folded hands and wait for my 

neurons to fire and transport me somewhere else.  I wonder what a dream transition will 

look like and idly imagine a Salvador Dali painting—one with melting clocks.  But many 

minutes tick by and the scene before me doesn’t change.  When my stomach rumbles, 

feeling decidedly more hollow than heavy now, I tentatively get to my feet.   

 I groan at how difficult the task is.  My joints feel frozen, as if they haven’t been 

used in a very long time.  There’s a burning on my left shoulder blade that only worsens 

when I try to touch it.  I bend over, hands on my thighs, trying to straighten despite the 

pain in my low back, when I hear a faint rustling sound coming from the mouth of the 

alley.  

 I jerk upright.  Terror joins the pain zipping up my spine.  Who knows who or 

what is coming closer.  If a person dies in a dream, doesn’t she die in real life?  Is 

something resembling the Terminator-3000, sans human flesh, coming after me?  Weird 

dream aside, I have no desire to die in a dingy alley, especially since it doesn’t seem to be 



an appropriate setting for a particularly peaceful death.  And peaceful death or not, I have 

things to do.  A life to lead.  I have-- 

 That’s when it hits me.  I have no idea who I am.   

I don’t know my name, my past, present, or future.  

I can’t say for sure that my life consists of anything more than sleeping in an alley 

waiting for death to claim me, although my knowledge about the Terminator tells me I’ve 

been to a movie a time or two.   

Fear is a living, growing thing inside me.  I spend crucial moments engaging in 

self-mutilating behavior.  I pinch myself.  I bite my lip.  I bang my head against the side 

of a building hard enough to see stars.     

Nothing. 

But as I once again hear the sound of something coming closer, I press my lips 

together and rally.  I might not know my name or anything except what has occurred in 

the last few minutes, but I have no intention of dying, not here and not now.   

I duck behind one of the green dumpsters, peering around it until the approaching 

creature comes into view.   

 

#  #  #  

 

The first person I see after awakening is an elderly woman wearing a red, white, 

and blue bandana tied around her neck and a matching baseball cap atop her pageboy 

white hair.  Unlike my hair, which from what I can see looks like it’s been frying under a 

heat lamp for the better part of sixty years, her hair is shiny and feathered away from a 



face that, although weathered by time, is lit with a pleasant smile.   She hasn’t spotted me 

yet.  Her back is hunched as she pushes a walker, one that is decorated with a cheery 

sprig of colored tinsel, again red, white, and blue.  It is my first clue as to what month it 

is.  Although the morning air is still brisk, I assume she stocked up on post-4th of July 

regalia for bargain-basement prices.     

I take a moment to ponder the irony of my predicament.  I’ve obviously been 

briefed on the concept of the Super Sale, yet I have no idea who I am, where I am, or why 

I woke up buck ass naked under a pile of refuse.   

Maybe I was in some kind of accident?   

Or maybe I was in the hospital for some kind of medical procedure and wandered 

off?   

Or maybe I was the victim of a violent crime….   

I quickly shove that thought aside.  Still, while part of me ponders what 

unpleasantries my mind has chosen to block out, I say a prayer of thanks that the first 

person I see is this old lady and not some sex-deprived prison escapee.        

Grabbing the cardboard sheet I had earlier tossed aside, I hold it in front of me 

and rush forward.  I clear my throat and call out.  “Umm—Excuse me?”  

The old lady pauses and looks over at me.  I half expect her eyeballs to pop out 

and to hear the screech of her walker wheels as she escapes.  Instead, she stops walking 

and smiles wider.  “Well, hello.  Troubles, dear?” 

Well, no shit, Sherlock.   

My thoughts are accompanied by an eye roll and I immediately feel guilty.  Even 

more guilty when I realize how natural the flip thought and eye roll came.  It’s an insight 



into my personality that bothers me.  I take several steps forward, however, encouraged 

by the woman’s continuing smile.  “I—uh—need clothes, ma’am,” I manage to choke out 

in a low voice.  “Is there any way—?” 

I gasp when my bare foot lands on something sharp.  A quick downward glance 

reveals that I stepped on a pretty sizeable shard of glass, yet somehow I managed to avoid 

being cut.   I glance up again.  Although I believe the rest of my question is self-

explanatory, the woman simply tilts her head like a curious dog and continues to smile at 

me.  “Yes?” she prompts.   

“Well, I—”  A hysterical giggle escapes before I can stifle it.  “Is there any way 

you can get me some clothes, ma’am?  I’d really appreciate it.” 

She lifts one veined and spotted hand and bats it in a dismissive gesture.  “Now 

why would you want me to do that?  If I still had a body like yours, dear, I’d be showing 

it to whoever would look.  Own what you have and be proud of it, that’s what my late 

husband Alfred always used to tell me.” 

She starts to push her walker along.   

For several seconds, I shift the cardboard and stare down at my body.  Okay, so 

I’m fit.  Tall.  Big breasted.  But amnesia or not, I feel right down to my bones that I’m 

not an exhibitionist.  Pulling the cardboard against me, I lunge forward.  “No, don’t leave.  

Please.  Can I borrow your sweater?  Anything?” 

Now the woman looks insulted, as if I’d asked to fuck her late husband in their 

marriage bed.  I sigh.  I’m flippant and have a potty mouth.  Got it. 

Certainly not,” the old woman huffs.  “Just who do you think I am?” 

Like I would know.  I don’t even know who I am.  “I—” 



She’s off before I can say more, shaking her head as she departs so I am left with 

no doubt as to her disapproval.  A stagnant breeze rushes beneath the cardboard, which, 

like a hospital gown, is barely managing to cover the front of me let alone the back.  A 

quick glance outside the alley finds the street empty so I take several determined steps 

back toward the dumpsters.  

Dumpster diving--or in my case, dumpster shifting—ain’t pleasant.  After 

stacking several empty crates, I manage to boost myself up so I can shift one piece of 

garbage off the other.  I soon tire of doing this one-handed and give up on all attempts at 

modesty.  I fling my cardboard sheet away.  The way I smell, if someone is going to see 

my naked body and attack me, they deserve what they get.  My stomach rolls when I 

uncover a particularly nasty pocket of something, but then I’m rewarded by the sight of a 

flannel sleeve.  For a second, I think it’s the shirt that smells so bad, but when I put it on I 

realize it smells even worse.  Still, it’s long and reaches halfway down my thighs and I 

don’t stick around to find a matching pair of pants.  

Wherever the hell I am, I need things.  Bathroom.  Food.  Answers.  In that order.   

The main street is lined with tired-looking shops in disrepair—a drug store, a 

Laundromat, a bookstore—all closed.  I pump my arms and legs until I catch up with the 

old lady with the walker.  As if she smells me coming, she pauses and glances over her 

shoulder while I’m still several feet away.   

“Thanks for the help back there,” I say as I pass her on the left.   

“Youth.  Always in a hurry,” she murmurs.      

I don’t bother answering.  My bladder feels like I’m about to explode and, filthy 

clothes or not, I absolutely refuse to squat and pee on the street.  I break into a run, or 



what probably looks more like a haphazard, stumbling jog.  I’m about to rethink my 

stance on squatting when I spot a young man with dark hair, clothes, and eyeliner 

unlocking a steel gate that secures a small shop.  He spots me a half-second later, eyes 

widening as I rush up to him.   

“Bathroom—” I gasp as I frantically squeeze my thighs together and half-crouch.  

He glances past me and behind him, as if trying to confirm I’m really talking to him.   

“Please, sir.” 

The “sir” must have done it.  He sighs, unlocks the gate, shoves it up, and unlocks 

the door.  “Back left,” he says.    

“Thank you so much,” I breathe as I race past a series of racks overloaded with 

clothes.  I have the impression of skulls, flames, and not surprising, seas of black, before 

I see the dingy white door and barrel through it.  I freeze for only a second when I get a 

whiff of the place—it makes me long to be back next to the dumpsters—then squat over 

the toilet.   

My relief as I wait for my bladder to empty is dizzying. 

I realize I’ve discovered two more things about myself.  I can be polite.  And, 

while I’m no wimp—I’m wearing a shirt I found in a dumpster, after all--I have certain 

standards when it comes to cleanliness.  Even though a person’s butt is supposed to be 

the most sterile part of the human body, I’m not taking chances.  I need to find out who I 

am and where I belong, and my blue-tinged butt isn’t touching anything nasty in the 

mean time.   

I wait several minutes but nothing happens.  My urge to pee magically disappears 

and I frown.   



What the hell is going on? 

I straighten and wash my hands at the sink.  I cringe when I see my reflection in 

the mirror.  I’m comforted by the fact my features seem familiar, but my tangled mass of 

white hair and oddly colored skin make me look like a mental patient on the loose.  It’s a 

wonder that the kid didn’t scream in fright when he saw me, let alone that he let me use 

the facilities.  In truth, however, he didn’t seem the slightest bit startled by my 

appearance and I’m not sure what to make of that…. 

I freeze when I open the bathroom door.  On the floor is a stack of clothes, which 

I pick up.  I glance down the hallway, then back at the thin tee, shorts, and flip-flops in 

my hands.  The kid is nowhere to be seen, but I don’t care.  I almost weep with relief as I 

change.     

When I return to the front of the store, the kid’s turned on some music and is 

folding a bunch of shirts.  They’re emblazoned with a variety of designs and logos, and a 

black one catches my eye.   

Just Be. 

A red one says: Let it happen. 

A little odd, but something tells me I’m not a huge fan of alternative lifestyles.  

The music playing is something I don’t recognize but it’s got a catchy beat.   

The longer I stand there saying nothing, however, the more obvious it becomes 

that the kid is ignoring me.  Of course, I pretend not to notice.  Pathetic, really, but where 

else am I going to go? 



“Thank you for-- ” I manage just as the front door bursts open.  A young female, 

even more gothed out than the kid here, rushes in, then jerkily flips the locks.  Pressing 

her back against the glass door, she closes her eyes.  Her chest heaves with her breaths. 

I glance quickly at the kid, but he seems to be ignoring the girl, as well.  

Frowning, I turn to her.  “What’s--?”  

She opens her eyes and marches toward us.  Grabbing the kid by the shoulder, she 

whips him around to face her.  The tee shirt the kid had been folding falls to the ground.  

“I told you not to come in today.  Are you crazy?  No wait.  You don’t have to answer 

that.  She’s here,” she says with a jerk of her thumb.  “Which proves you are.  Either that 

or you’ve got a death wish.”  

I want to squash her like a bug, and once again I am appalled by my instinctive 

impulses.  Maybe, I think, I’m just feeling protective toward the individual who saved my 

bladder and my sense of cleanliness?  “Now wait just a—” 

The girl groans.  “Even better.  She’s obviously just awakened and you what?  

Give her clothes?  Harboring an Otherborn is a capital offense, Jonah.  The vampire was 

bad enough, but now you’re—you’re helping out them?”  Her lip curls with distaste in a 

manner I immediately find offensive.   

Insulting the kid in one thing, but me?   

“Them?  Her?”  I say quietly.  “Look, I don’t know what kind of shit you’re 

smoking, but are you actually comparing me to a vampire?  I might not look like much 

but I can—” 



She whirls on me.  “You can what?”  She crosses her arms over her chest, waits a 

few seconds, and then gestures for me to go on.  “Well?  I bet you don’t know what you 

can do, do you?  You don’t even know your name, right?” 

I narrow my eyes.  “I don’t like your little friend, Jonah,” I grit out.  “But thanks 

for the clothes.”  I march toward the door, but little goth girl darts in front of me, 

blocking my path.  

“You can’t just leave,” she hisses.  

I arch a brow.  I might not know much, but I know I’m at least four inches taller 

than her and outweigh her by a good thirty pounds.   “Of course, I can.  Move.” 

“There are military cops out there, scavenging the area for Otherborn.  Some old 

lady wearing the American Flag is with them.  She probably took one look at you and 

called the cops.” 

I frown.  Somehow, I’d pissed the old lady off, sure, but why would she call the 

cops on me?  I’m sure I can’t be the only vagrant—make that, naked vagrant—she’s ever 

come across, can I?  I turn to the kid.  “What’s an Otherborn and why does she keep 

talking about me as if I’m one of them?” 

Jonah presses his lips together as if he’d rather wear Ralph Lauren than answer 

me, but then he mumbles, “An Otherborn is a creature that doesn’t have full human DNA 

but looks human.” 

I snort.  “And what?  I’m not human?” 

He hesitates.  “No.  You’re human.  Sort of.” 

“Sort of?  What does that mean?” 

“It means,” the girl sneers, “you’re not human anymore.  You’re—” 



“Candy!”  We both start at Jonah’s yell.   He looks appalled.  Panicked.  “You 

can’t just blurt it out!  She just awakened!” 

For a minute, goth girl—Candy—hesitates, then waves her hand.  “Well, I’m 

sorry, but I don’t have time to cater to her feelings.  She needs to get the hell out of here 

fast.  The sooner she knows she’s dead the better.” 

I recoil, then laugh.  Dead.  Yeah, right.   A little tired, maybe.  Cold.  In need of a 

really good dye job.  But dead?  “Okay, fine,” I say.  “Since you don’t want me going out 

the front, I’ll go out the back.”  I turn, having seen the back door beside the bathroom that 

would likely lead me into another alley.  “But I’m not doing it for you, crazy girl.”  I 

glance at Jonah over my shoulder.  “Thanks for the bathroom and the clothes.  I 

appreciate it.  Now I’ve really gotta—” 

Jonah’s eyes widen, warning me.  Before I can turn back, however, I run into 

something heavy and solid.  Automatically, I raise my hands to steady myself and end up 

grabbing two sinewy arms just as someone grabs mine, too.  As I’m lifted, I open my 

mouth to scream, but the man carrying me immediately shoves my face into his chest, 

muffling the sound.  Vaguely, I’m aware of being jostled as he runs.   

He enters a dark room and puts me down.  I see a shadow of a man—a very tall 

man—crouched next to me.   I will myself to move—to crawl away from him if I have 

to—but even as I tense his head whips around.  I moan in terror at the silver glow of his 

pupils.   Those eyes peer at me from the darkness, demonic and deadly, as he leans down 

close—close enough so I can just make out the hard features of his face.  When he speaks 

through clenched teeth, telling me to shut up, I have no intention of disobeying him.   



His teeth are even more disturbing than his eyes.  They’re white and strong and 

two of them are fangs that look sharp enough to rip through steel.  Biting down on my 

frozen skin won’t require a whole lot of effort. 



Chapter 2 

 

 Crazy goth girl’s words are bouncing around in my head like a bionic jumping 

bean.  I’m not about to give her talk of Other-creatures and vampires and dead women 

walking any credence, of course, but I have to admit this guy has me a little freaked out.  

I shift, but I can’t help it—when he looks at me with narrowed eyes, I cower.  Just for a 

second, but enough to make me mad.   

 I raise my chin and sit up, prepared to act unafraid but also ready to kick him 

between the legs if he makes a move toward me.  No way am I letting the guy get a grip 

on me again.  Having my throat ripped out might be the result of me fighting back but--  

 He sighs.  “I’m not going to rip your throat out.  But kick me in the nuts and I’ll 

definitely have to rethink that.” 

 My body goes rigid.  

Did he just--? 

Yes, he had.  He’d read my mind.   Was he playing a trick on me?  Did he know 

Candy?  As I remember those fangs of his, I ask,  “Are you—” 



 “No, I’m not playing a trick on you, yes, I know Candy, and yes, I’m a vampire.  

Now shut up before they hear you.” 

 I shut up.  I mean, at this point I feel I have no other choice.  Here I am with a 

scary-ass dude who claims he’s a vampire and can read my mind, and he’s hiding.  

Common sense tells me two things: 1) he’s not hiding from Jonah and Candy; and 2) 

whoever he’s hiding from, I’m probably not going to want an introduction.  

He sighs again, as if he’s still reading my mind and is quickly losing patience.  To 

show my own annoyance, I slither farther away from him, which turns out not to be the 

greatest idea.  All I’ve done is backed myself deeper into a corner behind some shelving.  

There’s a mattress on the floor with some sheets and a pillow, only the sheets feel like 

silk and they’re pulled taut.   

Either Jonah provides excellent turn down service or this guy—vampire—is 

exceedingly fastidious.  I open my mouth to ask him if he’s sleeping there—I know, not 

the most intelligent question since common sense tells me he is—but I am interrupted by 

shouts and a crash from outside. 

 My first thought is for Jonah and how nice he was to leave me clothes, and 

Candy’s concern because he’d been helping not only a vampire but “them” who are 

somehow associated with me.  My second thought is whether the military police that 

Candy had spotted are still accompanied by the patriotic old lady and if so why I hadn’t 

seen her torch and pitchfork, for this certainly has all the makings of a witch hunt.  My 

final thought is, oh shit, this isn’t a witch-hunt but a vampire hunt and I’m right within 

striking distance.   

 Move! 



 I gather all my energy and get ready to hurl myself past the guy in front of me but 

before I can he curses, dives for me, and wraps his arms around my waist.  I scream, a 

long, terrified sound that is abruptly cut off by the impact of my body being slammed into 

the ground.  Vaguely, I hear a male voice rumbling in my ear, telling me to calm down.  I 

try to tell him to fuck off, only I can’t catch my breath, so I push and kick at him until he 

backs away, giving me some space. 

 The distance doesn’t seem to ease my frantic gasps for air.   

 “Can’t—breathe—” I gasp, only to see him, quite unbelievably, roll his eyes.  

 I clasp my throat in both hands and close my eyes, accepting I won’t be getting 

any help from him.  Why should I?  He’s a vampire— 

 My eyes pop open to focus on him once more.  He’s leaning with his arms 

crossed against his chest, watching my impending suffocation with a look of irritation.  I 

feel only a second of outrage before astonishment kicks in.  

 I can see him clearly now.  He’s tall but painfully thin, his cheekbones gaunt and 

his eyes sunken in a way that clearly radiates illness.  Impossible, I think, given the ease 

with which he’d picked me up earlier, yet I can’t deny the way his clothes hang on his 

frame.  His silver hair, however, is shoulder-length and glistens in the sunlight with 

vitality and health.  Eyes with an unnatural glow at their center are otherwise as dark as 

night.  He now looks bored, with one shoulder resting casually against the bark of a tree.   

 Sunlight.  Tree. 

 My wheezing abruptly stops, leaving an awkward silence that is broken 

intermittently by….the sound of birds?  I shake my head and chuckle.  Then I start to 

laugh, a rowdy uncontrollable sound of mirthful disbelief.   



 “Thank God,” I mutter as I ease first into a sitting position, then stand. Slowly, I 

walk up to the “vampire,” who still watches me with narrowed eyes.  Lifting one hand, I 

poke him in the chest with my index finger.  He feels real.  I poke the tree beside him.  

The tree feels real, as well.   

 I shake my head.  “So what kind of whacked out dream is this, anyway?” 

 What appears to be a smile flashes across my dream vampire’s face but is gone so 

quickly I’m sure I imagined it.   “You think this is a dream, do you, doll?” 

 I shrug.  “Of course it is.  You’re a vampire, right?”  I reach out and he flinches 

back slightly, then stops himself.  With one finger, I pull back his upper lip to study his 

fangs.  “Nice,” I murmur before pulling away.   

 He raises a brow.  “Thank you.” 

 “And you what, teleported us from that store to—?” Palm up, I gesture to the 

small wooded grove around us.  “Where are we, by the way?” 

 “We’re in California.  Just south of the Oregon border.” 

 I nodded.  “Okay.”  I see a low boulder that looks halfway comfortable and walk 

over to it.  Sitting down, I extend my legs, cross one ankle over another, lean back on my 

stiffened arms, and wait. 

 “So what now?” I ask.  

 The vampire straightens.  “This isn’t a dream.” 

 “Uh-huh.  Then what is it?” 

 Something almost like pity flashes across his face, then he looks at me with an 

unreadable expression.  “Unfortunately, it’s a nightmare.  One that’s only going to get 

worse for the both of us.” 



 

#  #  #   

 

 This is a nightmare all right, but I refuse to believe it’s real.  I’m afraid that my 

sanity is hanging by a thread already; accepting this is all real would mean it had snapped 

a long time ago.  I mean, in addition to having seen the Terminator, I’m obviously a Star 

Trek Fan.  Teleporting is something they do on T.V. 

 “William Shatner became a reality T.V. star, do you know that?” 

 As a matter of fact, I do, but I don’t admit it.  “Will you stop doing that?” 

 “Sorry, but your thoughts are pretty loud.  Louder than most.” 

 For some reason, I take that as an insult.  As if I should be able to control the 

volume of my thoughts and my loudness is a sign of bad upbringing.  Crossly, I snap, 

“What’s your name, anyway?” 

 He smirks.  “Why?  If I’m a dream, what does it matter?” 

 “Because until you disappear, I don’t want to keep thinking of you as ‘the 

vampire.’” 

 He shrugs and the gesture is infuriating.  “Again, why?  I am a vampire.” 

 “Yeah,” I grit out between a clenched teeth.  “An annoying one.”   

 This makes him scowl, which makes him look really mean, which in turn makes 

me a little anxious.   

“Oh, for pity’s sake.  We’ve already established I’m not going to hurt you.  My 

name is Nicholas Coltrane St. Delacroix.  I prefer Colt.” 



Nicholas St. Delacroix.  It sounds fancy.  The name of someone who’d never be 

caught dead wearing dumpster trash or sleeping on a mattress on the floor, no matter how 

well appointed.  Colt’s a bit more…down to earth, more cowboy, but this dude is no 

cowboy.  No, he’s a vampire.  An arrogant, bossy one. 

Determined to keep control of our little conversation, I say, “So you’re a vampire.  

You look a little hungry.  Why haven’t you tried to take a bite out of me?  Or are you on 

a diet?” 

 His expression wipes clean and suddenly all I see on his face is a detached 

coldness.  “You might say that.” 

 Guilt is a heavy weight on my chest.  Great, I think, I hurt his feelings.  First, the 

old lady and now him.  Maybe crazy goth girl was right.  Maybe Jonah had been crazy to 

help me.   

 “Not crazy, simply idealistic.  That’ll change in time.  He’s young yet.” 

   The vamp is infuriating, but I don’t see how I’m going to be able to shield my 

thoughts.  “So youth is a requirement for idealism?” 

 “Most of the time.”  He glances at the slim-faced watch on his wrist.  The way he 

holds his arm and tilts his head strikes me as quite….elegant.  That’s when I notice that 

his watch is a Movado and likely quite an expensive one.  Despite his lack of padding, he 

reeks money.  His clothes are pressed, and the material of his dress shirt and slacks shine 

a little.  I remember the feel of those silk sheets back in that storage room.   

 Weirder and weirder.  

 “Are you rich?” 

 “Why, do you need a loan?” 



 Now that he mentioned it, I suppose I do, but we don’t seem to have the type of 

relationship conducive to exchanging money.   

 He laughs.  Laughs. 

 “Oh, please!” I snap.  “Get your mind out of the gutter.  That’s not what I mean 

and you know it.  Besides, I’d prefer you drink my blood.” 

 He stops laughing.  “I bet you would.  Unfortunately, that’s impossible.” 

 Again, I am unreasonably insulted.  Obviously, I’m the sensitive sort.  “Why?” 

 Once more, he shrugs.  The gesture makes something inside me snap.  I am sick 

of his dismissive behavior.  I am tired of this.  I want to wake up.  I want to remember 

who I am and get on with my life.   

 I stand and plant my hands on my hips.  “No, really.  I mean, by the looks of you, 

it’s not like you can afford to be picky.  What, exactly, is wrong with my blood?” 

 He straightens, looking like he’s lost his patience as well.  Taking several slow, 

deliberate strides toward me, he gets so close that I flinch.  The last few times he’s 

touched me has resulted in considerable pain, something I don’t want to experience 

again.   I take several steps back, but freeze when he speaks.   

“Nothing’s wrong with your blood, exactly.  You just don’t happen to have any.” 

  



Chapter 3 

 

“Yeah, right.” 

 “Sorry, but it’s true.” 

 “I do so have blood.” 

 “You don’t.” 

 “Do so!” 

 He glares at me but remains quiet, stopping our schoolyard banter in its tracks.  

Panic is a living, breathing thing inside me and is threatening to eat me alive.  I can’t 

deny it—Nicholas—or rather Colt--is the second person—well, third, really—who’s 

implied that I’m not.  Living and breathing, that is.   

 To prove them wrong, I take a deep breath, then look at him as if to say, See?  But 

he doesn’t respond.  Again, he’s got that pitying look in his eyes.   

 “This is ridiculous.”  Wildly, I spin around, searching for something sharp.  My 

gaze lands on several rocks and I immediately crouch beside them, searching for one with 

a jagged edge.  Finding one, I grab it and hold it up triumphantly. 



 No blood, huh?  I’ll show him.  

 Straightening, I hold the jagged tip of the rock over my forearm and pause.  

 Colt stares at me, then quietly says, “I’d do the same thing in your position, 

but…” 

 “But what?” I breathe.  

 He shakes his head.  “Nothing.” 

 With a fierce frown, I shove the rock into my arm and pull.  

 It hurts, but not as much as I think it should.  I press harder when I don’t see the 

telltale red I’m looking for.   

 Nothing.  I fairly slash at my wrists, vaguely thinking if I die in this dream I’ll 

somehow wake up and things will be back to normal.  Granted, who knows what normal 

is, but it’s gotta be better than this.   

 Still nothing. 

 I glance up at him, remembering the big shard of glass in the alley.  I’d stepped 

right on it with my bare foot.  I should have bled.   

 But I hadn’t.  

 A low whimper escapes my throat and I drop the rock.  I run to Colt and hold my 

arm aloft.  “Bite me,” I whisper.   

 He shakes his head.   

 “Bite me!” I scream.  “I need to know for sure.  Please!” 

 My arm is shaking like a vibrator between us.  I stare at it.  At the pale, pale 

bluish flesh covering it.  I still feel cold, I realize, even though the sun is beating down on 



me.  I raise my hand to my throat, placing my fingers just under my jaw.  I search for a 

pulse.  

 I don’t find one.   

 Shaking my head, I wait for tears to form.  They don’t.   

 I’m empty, I realize.  A hollow shell.   

 But part of me still wants to deny it’s true.   

 I step closer to Colt just before I stumble and fall to my knees.  My awful white 

hair hangs limply, covering my face until I push it back.   Once more, I raise my arm.  

 “Bite me,” I plead. 

He falls to his knees in front of me, careless of the dirt that will ruin his slacks.  

His eyes remain fixed on mine.  Slowly, he reaches out with both hands and touches my 

arm.  The pain is slight but instantaneous.   

It zips through my fingers, up my arms and into every fiber of my being.  I flinch 

back, as if he’d shocked me with electricity.  The first thing I think is,  

What.  The.  Fuck.  Was.  That? 

He pulls away from me, an odd look on his face, but I shake my head and gesture 

for him to come back to me.  “Do it again.  Touch me.” 

“But—” 

“Just do it!”  I can’t keep the urgency from my voice.  Slowly, the grasps my arms 

again.  This time, the pain explodes in a flash of white light behind my eyeballs.    This 

time, I’m ready for it.  I want it.   

 I cling to it.   

 I tell myself that if I can still feel pain, then there is hope.   



 I am alive.   

 I have nerve-endings that feel sensation and therefore I have veins that are filled 

with blood.  I have a heart beat.  A life force.  A soul.  

 Please, God, let me have a soul.  

 But why does his touch hurt me now, when it didn’t before?   

 I shake the thought away and urge, “Bite me.  Now.” 

 When Colt bends his head and sinks his fangs into my arm, I feel the pain surge.     

 When he pulls his head back in order to tear my flesh, just a little, I’m unable to 

stop my instinctive cry.  

 And when he lifts his head, with no trace of blood on his fangs or my arm, I 

moan, a low, agonized sound.  

 I stare at my arm. 

 I feel as if I’m dying, but of course that’s impossible.   

 I’m already dead.   

 

#  #  #   

 

 After what feels like several hours but is probably closer to ten minutes, I raise 

my head and look at Colt.  He’s backed up to the same boulder I’d earlier perched on, 

only he hasn’t sat down.  He’s standing, his head bowed, his eyes closed.   

 “The sun doesn’t bother you?” I ask, my voice halting and scratchy as if I haven’t 

spoken is a long time.  



 His head lifts and he opens his eyes.  The inky wells should look scary, yawning 

voids of nothingness, but they comfort me.  “I’m a vampire with a trace of human 

ancestry.  I’m not a full dharmire, but my human blood—it lets me walk in the sun, even 

if it doesn’t help my diet.  And I’m wearing an appropriate sun block.” 

 Dharmire?  Sun block?  Where does he get it?  The local VampMart?  I struggle 

to get to my feet.  Colt moves as if to help me and I quickly shake my head.  “No, please.  

I’ve had enough pain for the moment and for some reason your touch has become a tad 

dangerous.” 

 With a grimace, he nods his head.  “Of course.  I’m sorry.” 

 Wearily, I walk towards him, then once more settle myself on the boulder, this 

time with far less aplomb.  “Why?   Because you hurt me before or because I’m dead?” 

 “Both.” 

 “Thanks,” I manage to choke out.  I drop my face into my hands, then rub at my 

eyes.  They feel gritty and briefly lose focus before clearing.  After raising my head, I 

stare to my right, through the trees at a burst of color in the distance.  Lavender, perhaps? 

 I remember Jonah’s words.  No, you’re human.  Sort of. 

“So, what am I exactly?” 

“You’re what we call a wraith.” 

A wraith.  A ghost.   

A corporeal entity.  

God, this woo-woo shit is something else.  

“How come I can’t remember who I am?” 

“I don’t know.  None of your kind do.” 



I jerk around.  “My kind?  You mean there are more of me?” 

Even as I ask, I feel a surge of hope.  Of course.  Them.  That’s what Candy had 

said. 

“There are a few.  Not huge numbers, but there have been occasional sightings.” 

I bite my lip, wanting to ask more about my kind, but needing to get some 

perspective first.   

“What about vampires?  Are there many of you?” 

He hesitates, then nods.  “Used to be thousands, but now we’re in the hundreds, at 

least in the United States.  Most of us congregate here and in Oregon.” 

“So, you live together?” 

“Yes.” 

“In the open?” 

His mouth twists.  “Not so much anymore.  But we did for a while.  We 

had…hope.” 

Had hope.  As in: no longer did.  My stomach clenches, which only results in me 

feeling more confused.   

“If I’m dead, how come I can feel?  Why can I think?  Talk?  Why can I 

remember things—the color my hair should be, what movies I’ve seen, who the first 

President was—but not who I am?” 

“I can’t tell you that.  I don’t know.  I’m sorry.” 

And he is.  I can hear it in his voice.  I can see it in his eyes.  This man—this 

vampire—is something I should fear, but no more than I fear myself.   



He glances at his watch, then back at me.  “I need to get back.  The police should 

be gone by now and I need to check on Jonah….” 

His voice trails off and it’s as if I can read his mind.  He’s wondering what to do 

with me, I realize, and suddenly I want to throw myself at his feet and beg him not to 

leave me.  He’s all I have.  The only person who can answer my questions and who, as a 

vampire, just might have any chance of relating to me.  But once again, I learn something 

about myself.   

I’m a proud creature and begging isn’t something I’m willing to do.  

Not even if it means being left utterly alone.  

Raising my chin, I stand, refusing to let my gaze waver from his.   

“Before you go, would you please answer a few more questions?”  

I’m thankful for the steadiness in my voice.   

“Are you sure you want to know?” he responds quietly.  

My shoulders slump.  Of course.  I’d forgotten he could read my mind.  Given 

that, pride seems to be a useless commodity.   

Even so, I raise my chin once more.  “Yes,” I say, bracing myself.   

He hesitates, then nods.  “Okay.  Then I’ll tell you.  I’m a vampire.  You’re a 

wraith.  We’re known to humans as Otherborn, as are werewolves, felines, mages, shape 

shifters, and probably a few other sundry creatures that I’m not yet acquainted with.  For 

the past three years, Otherborn have been trying to live peacefully with humans but that 

time has come to an end.  Our nation is experiencing its second civil war.  The question 

you need to ask yourself is whose side you’ll be fighting on.” 

 



#  #  #   

 

The vampire is looking at me expectantly.  Maybe he thinks I’m going to deny 

what he said or protest the idea of fighting anyone.  I’m past denial at this point and I’m 

obviously not a pacifist.   Apparently, the idea of fighting is a given when my survival is 

involved.  As to whose side I’ll be on?  That’s easy.   

Mine.   

“Where do you want me to take you?” 

I look up at him, hoping I manage to hide my sudden panic.  “What are my 

choices?”  Maybe he can blip me overseas.  That would be one way to avoid fighting, 

wouldn’t it?  After all, while I’ll do what I have to in order to survive, I need to regroup.  

To find out exactly what and who I’m dealing with, and that includes myself. 

“Unfortunately, your choices are limited.  I don’t have the strength to ‘blip’ you 

overseas even if I could.” 

His gaunt appearance had ceased to impact me, but I look him over again.  He 

would have been handsome at one time.  “You’re sick?” 

“To a degree.” 

Can I catch it?  The thought briefly flashes through my mind, but I quickly 

dismiss it.  I’m dead.  I feel terrible pain whenever someone touches me. What could be 

worse than that?  “If you weren’t sick, why couldn’t you take me overseas?” 

“Because I’ve never been there.  I can only teleport someplace I’ve been before.  

Since I need my strength to get back to Charleston, I can take you someplace close.  



Anyplace along the Western coast.   You like the beach?  You look like you could use a 

tan.” 

I lift a hand to my jacked-up hair and smile slightly, surprised it’s even possible.  

Talk about the pot and kettle. 

“Yes,” Colt murmurs.  “Well, unlike you, I still require sustenance.  A couple of 

pints of pure blood would bring back my rosy glow but it’s a little rare at the moment.” 

I frown, suddenly focusing on the hollow feeling in my stomach that hadn’t gone 

away but didn’t seem to be getting any worse either.  “So I can’t eat?” 

Watching her closely, he shrugs.  “You can eat.  There’s just no point.  It won’t 

curb the gnaw of hunger in your belly and it won’t even taste good.  You might as well 

eat dirt.” 

“How do you know?  Is it that way for you?” 

He shakes his head.   “No.  Even though I don’t get much nutrition from food, I 

get some and thankfully I still enjoy its flavor.”   

For the first time since he teleported me here, I feel more outrage than despair.  

Just what kind of fucked up situation have I landed myself in?  I feel the urge to pee but 

can’t.  I feel hungry but can’t eat?  As if being dead wasn’t bad enough, I don’t get the 

comfort of food?  No pizza?  No chocolate?   Lack of memory or not, I know I love these 

things and will definitely be more cranky without them.  I’m obviously not one for 

deprivation.  But maybe…  I stiffen as a thought occurs. 

“Wait!”  I rush up to Colt.  Automatically, I reach out to grasp his arm, then 

freeze.  Then I realize touching him doesn’t hurt.  Because his arms, unlike mine, are 

covered?  I almost close my eyes in relief.  I’m feeling enough mental pain at the moment 



without adding physical.  Dropping my hand, I say excitedly, “You can read my mind!  

Can’t you tell me who I am?  What I’m doing—” 

But he’s already shaking his head.   “Maybe.  If I was at my full strength and had 

been trained in such a thing.  But I’m neither.  Not strong.  Not trained.” 

“Can you get stronger?” 

He presses his lips together.   

“Well?” I persist, planting my hands on my hips. 

Sighing, he nods.  “I might be able to get my strength back.  Temporarily.  But I 

won’t--” 

“Please,” I cry, all my fear and anxiety suddenly boiling out of me.  “I can’t go on 

like this, not knowing who I am.” 

“Others have,” he said gently.  “For far longer than you.  For years, in fact.” 

“I’m not others,” I say crossly, practically stomping my foot.   

“The pain could be debilitating for both of us, and that’s assuming we don’t die in 

the process.”   

“But I’m—”  I stop.  I’m dead.  He’s a vampire.  An undead.  So how--? 

“I’m not undead, but there are ways we can die,” he says bitterly.  “It just takes 

more to kill us and believe me, the methods are not pleasant.  Dying inside a wraith’s 

mind is sure to rank high on that list.  I’m not going to risk it.”  

My shoulders slump and I hang my head.  I shouldn’t blame him, but I do. He’s 

the only one I can blame.  The only one that can help me and he was refusing.  Never 

mind that he was only protecting his own life.  Still… 



I lift my head and study him.  His own gaze doesn’t falter.  He’d said he could get 

stronger.  Maybe she was just asking him at the wrong time.  Maybe once he feels better, 

he’ll change his mind. 

His mouth tilts up and he shakes his head.  “You’re optimistic.  I’ll give you that.” 

“So you’ll take me back to Charleston with you?” 

He says nothing, but I take that as acquiescence. 

“You’ll be able to get your pints of pure blood there?” I ask.  “The ones that’ll 

bring back your rosy glow—and your strength?” 

Instead of amusing him, his eyes blaze at her impudent question.  “And you’d be 

okay with that?  If I suck a human dry?  So long as it helps you, of course.” 

I swallow hard.  Would I?  I guess I was envisioning a blood bank or something.  

I can’t picture him drinking from some random person’s vein—he seemed too fastidious 

for that.  “Does it…  You know.” 

Cocking a brow, he shook his head.  “No.  What?” 

Licking my lips, I whisper, “Does it kill the person?  Does it hurt?” 

“Not unless I want it to.”   

“Oh.” 

“So, you’re okay with it then?  You want to watch?” he sneers. 

My spine snaps straight.  “Look, you’re the one who feeds that way.  Why are you 

jumping down my throat?” 

He clenches his fists and narrows his eyes.  “Answer my question.” 

My hands mimic the movement of his.  “Am I okay with it?  I’m not okay with 

any of this, but we’re talking about survival.  Yours and mine.  Since we’re the only two 



people—”  I stumble over the word, knowing it’s not accurate but not knowing what else 

to call us.  “Since we’re the only two people I know about at the moment, I’m having a 

hard time looking past that.  If drinking someone’s blood is what it takes, I’ll help you 

any way I can.   You won’t kill anyone.  You won’t hurt anyone.  You get what you need 

and so do I.  Okay?” 

His eye twitches before he curtly nods.  He takes a step closer.  “Put your arms 

around me.  Over my jacket.  It doesn’t seem to hurt you that way, right?” 

Tentatively, I wrap my arms around his waist, feeling a swift jolt of pain but one 

that’s no where near the pain I’d suffered when he’d touched me.  My cheek brushes his 

shirt and I catch a faint smell of mint.  For a dizzying second, I long to lay my head 

against his chest and cling more tightly.  Instead, I clear my throat.   “Do you know any 

wraiths I can talk to when we get there?” 

He sighs.  “Maybe.” 

I smile, the relief almost heady.   His muscles remain relaxed.  I feel no swoosh of 

air.  No sense of zipping across the country at warp speed. 

“Why are you—?” 

“You’re wrong,” he says 

My smile disappears.  “About what?” 

“About you and I being the only two people you know about.  You’re forgetting 

Jonah and Candy.  You know about them, and getting what you and I needed from them 

might have been to their detriment.  They might have been killed.  Hurt.  You might want 

to remember that before you encourage me to drink the blood of some unsuspecting 

human.” 



I close my eyes and nod.  I take a swift breath just as the pain rippling over my 

skin explodes.    

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Chapter 4 

 

 My legs buckle when we land, but I keep my arms wrapped around Colt so I don’t 

fall.  I lean against him for several seconds as my mind spins dizzily, then I force myself 

to let go and retreat several steps.  We’re back in the storage room, only the door’s wide 

open.  Shelves lay on their sides, with Colt’s sheet and pillows hanging haphazardly over 

them or next to boxes and random items littering the floor.   

 The sight isn’t reassuring.  Not where Jonah and Candy’s well-being are 

concerned, anyway.   A vision of the old lady in red, white, and blue, flashes through my 

head and I curse the fact that I’d called out to her.  She’d led the police to the head shop.  

To me.  To Colt and Jonah and Candy… 

 I’m ashamed to admit it, but the thought suddenly occurs to me.   

Jonah and Candy are human.  They can feed Colt.   They can make him stronger 

so he can try and tell me who I am!  



Please don’t let them be dead, I pray.  If they are, just let me get my hands on that 

old lady.  I’d show her the same— 

I close my eyes in horror. 

 Apparently, Colt is right.  

 I am even more blood thirsty than he is and it has nothing to do with needing to 

feed.  I am self-centered to the max, willing to use anyone and anything for my benefit.  

Shit, I’m willing to have Colt risk his own life just to try— 

 “Don’t worry about it,” Colt says as he steps past me.  “We’re all guilty of it at 

one time or another.”  He glances at her.  “Maybe it’s our minds clinging to that part of 

us that once was human.” 

 I swallow hard, wanting to disagree.  At that moment, I view my opportunistic 

streak as another sign—just like my lack of blood or pulse—that I’m no longer human.   

 Colt’s back recedes as he walks out the storage room.  I scamper after him.  He 

takes a few turns down a long narrow corridor.  We pass the bathroom that Jonah let me 

use. 

 I feel apprehensive.   

 I want Jonah to be okay.   

 I’d even be happy to see crazy Goth girl. 

 I know I’ll feel guilty if they’re hurt.  Angrily, I ask myself why.  How could I 

know just walking in this store would bring some crazy militia down on them?  

 I bump into Colt’s back when he stops suddenly.  I glance around but see nothing.  

Slapping the air by his shoulder, I hiss, “What?” 



 He twists his head to look at me.   His eyes are clouded with confusion, but then 

he shakes his head and they clear.  “Nothing.”  He begins walking again. 

 We round the corner.  The store’s been trashed.  The table with the tees that Jonah 

had been folding is tipped over.  Many of the tees are crumpled on the floor and covered 

with muddy footprints.  The outer door’s shut and through the glass I see the security 

gate’s been rolled down. 

 “What now?” I whisper. 

 He shrugs.  “Now I find someplace else to stay.”   

 I spot the red t-shirt I’d read earlier and crouch down to pick it up.  It’s ripped, as 

if it was violently wrenched from someone’s hands.  The longer I stare at it, the more 

apparent it becomes that Colt isn’t going to say more.  I glance up at him.  “That’s it?  

You’re not going to try to find Jonah?  Candy?” 

 His face remains impassive.  “Why?  Are you?” 

 “Well, no, but—” 

 “I didn’t think so.” 

 I jolted to my feet.  “I meant I wouldn’t know where to start.  And I don’t think 

I’d be very helpful given that I don’t even know why they were taken.” 

 “That’s convenient for you.  Unfortunately, while I might be one up on you as far 

as knowledge goes, I have my own disadvantages.” 

 “Meaning?” 

 “Meaning, I’m pretty recognizable as a vampire.” 

 “And I just blend into a crowd?” 

 His dark eyes narrowed meanly.  “I’m not saying you should do anything either.” 



 “So he wasn’t a friend of yours?  You don’t care that he might have—what did 

you say?  Suffered some detriment—because he helped you?” 

 “I didn’t say I didn’t care.  But there’s nothing I can do.  He’s likely being 

questioned by the police, but when they realize he can’t tell them anything about me or 

my people, they’ll probably let him go.” 

 “You never told him anything about yourself?” 

 “No.  He had a sensitive heart—a desire to help simply because he feels what the 

government is doing is wrong.” 

 “And they’re going to believe him when he tells them that?” 

 “No.  They’re going to believe me.” 

 My eyes round.  “You’re going to talk with the police?” 

 “I already am.”  He jerks his head toward the front door.  “Look up.” 

 I do.  That’s when I see the mounted security camera with its little blinking light.  

I frown.  “So we’re being taped.  So what?  Why are they going to believe you just 

because you say it?” 

 “Because they know vampires and dharmires can’t lie.” 

 My head slowly turns toward him.  “Won’t or can’t?” 

 “Can’t.” 

 “What happens if you do?” 

 He shrugs.  “Moot question.  It’s never happened.  It never will.” 

 I remain silent, stunned by his revelation.   

 “See, I told you being a vampire has its disadvantages.”     

 



#  #  #   

 

 “Why are we walking?” I ask as I scramble to keep up with Colt’s much longer 

strides.  “Wouldn’t it be smarter to teleport wherever we’re going?” 

 “Smarter, yes, but impossible.  I’m out of juice, so to speak.” 

 “Oh.”  I cross my arms over my chest and try not to shiver.  It’s cold and there’s 

moisture in the air, even with the black hooded sweatshirts we’d taken from Jonah’s 

store.  They sweatshirts shield our body and faces from the few people we pass on the 

street.  We look like a couple of wanna-be skate punks.     

 “We couldn’t risk staying at the store but I’m hoping to impose on someone who 

lives nearby.” 

 “A friend?” 

 “There’s really no such thing, wraith.  You’d best get that through your head 

now.” 

 I frowned at the condescension in his tone.  I don’t like others thinking they’re 

better than me.  Not the old lady.  Not Candy.  And not this vampire.  Yet, I don’t know 

this world.  Not anymore.  Not now.  I need to heed this male’s advice until he proves 

otherwise.   

 “That’s good, remember that, would you.  It’ll make my life easier,” he said.   

“Don’t trust anyone, especially me.” 

 He said it so convincingly.  “Why?  Do you want to hurt me?” 

 “No.” 



 Remembering what he’d said about being unable to lie, I choose my next words 

carefully.  “Will you hurt me if you have to?” 

 He glances down at me.  “Yes.  But I hope I won’t have to.” 

 I nod.  “Same for me,” I bite out, making him smile.   

 At least I’m offering him some amusement.   

  “Will this person have access to the blood you need?” 

 “Unlikely, but I can always hope.” 

 “What is pure blood exactly?  And why is it so hard to come by?” 

 “That’s a long story, one that can wait until we’re someplace safe.  Right now, 

just stay with me and keep your eyes open.” 

 I glance around and do just that.  I take in the urban, high-brow neighborhood 

we’ve wandered into.  The crowd looks young.  Moneyed.  Affluent.  Instead of looking 

at us as potential enemies crossing into their territory, they ignore us.  I begin to wonder 

just how true Colt’s story about a civil war is.  Perhaps he was being dramatic.  Perhaps 

the government is preaching anti-Breed dogma, but it hasn’t quite settled in with the 

masses.  Perhaps…. 

 “Shit,” Colt mutters an instant before I hear it.   

 Hissing.  Murmurs.  Whispers.   

 A finger points.  A head turns.  Faces scowl.   

 But no one calls out.  No one takes a step toward us.   

 A quick glance at Colt tells me why.   



 He’s pushed his hood back.   His fangs are bared and his eyes filled with a 

murderous intent. I stumble and freeze, but almost simultaneously he grabs the sleeve of 

my sweatshirt—something that doesn’t hurt me, I notice again—and jerks me along.   

 When we’re blocks away and it doesn’t look like anyone is following us, 

something he repeatedly checks for, he releases his grip on my shirt.  “Do that again and 

I’ll leave you to the mob.” 

 “Your eyes,” I mumble.  “They scared me.” 

 “Seeing that crowd try to rip out my heart and burn it would have scared you even 

more, I bet.” 

 I gulp.  “Is that the way to kill you?” 

 “One way.” 

 “What would they have done to me?” I whisper. 

 He glances at me and starts to walk away, but I reach out, grabbing his arm, 

barely even noticing the small jolt of pain it brings.  “Answer me,” I snap. 

 He looks pointedly at my grip on his arm and I release him.  “Please,” I add.   

 He closes his eyes in obvious frustration, then throws up his hands when he opens 

them.  “They wouldn’t have bothered trying to kill you, okay?  They believe your kind 

can’t be killed.  But they know you can hurt.  A lot.  And if they didn’t have the stomach 

to do it to you themselves, they’d have turned you in to someone who does.” 

“Would you have let them?” 

 “What am I, your protector all of a sudden?” 

 Yes, I want to shout, but I don’t.   

 “Would you?” I persist. 



 “Assuming I wasn’t dead myself?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “I don’t know.  I can hurt too, you know.” 

 I nod.  I assume he’s being honest and that he told me the truth 

about…well…having to tell the truth.   

 “Would you have tried to stop them if they’d attacked me?” he counters. 

 I swallow hard.  Raising my chin, I say, “I don’t know.  I’d like to think so.” 

 A strange look flickers across his face.  “Then you have a lot to learn yet, wraith.  

Now let’s go.  We’re almost there.” 

 True to his word, they walk less than three more blocks before he climbs the stairs 

to a small brick brownstone with wrought iron planters and shutters with matching 

scrolled hardware.  He knocks on the door and almost immediately a female voice speaks 

out of a small speaker beside him. 

 “Who’s the wraith?” the female snaps.  

 Colt doesn’t even glance at me.  “She’s just awakened.  I need to rest but we’ll be 

gone in the morning.” 

 “Do you have—?“ 

 Now Colt glances at me, his displeasure evident.  “Yes.” 

 A buzzer sounds, releasing the lock on the gate.  He motions me inside. I 

hesitate.  “She’s human?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Yet, you trust her?” 



 “I told you, I trust her much as I trust anyone, especially a human.  Which isn’t 

much.” 

 “Then why—?“ 

 “She needs me.  Right now, we need her.  Are you coming or not, doll?” 

 I glance around me.  The neighborhood street looks deserted, but in the distance I 

see several forms walking toward us on the sidewalk.  I remember the looks on those 

people’s faces when they pointed at us.  He’d been right. They’d wanted to hurt me.  I’d 

seen it in their eyes.  I’d felt it emanating from them.    If Colt hadn’t been with me, 

flashing his pearly whites and his red eyes, they’d have been on me.  

 He’d stopped them.   

 So I trust him.  Not completely, but enough to get off the streets.   

 “Smart,” he says blank faced, then holds the door wider.   

 I raise a brow and step past him and inside.   “We’ll find out soon enough.” 

 

#  #  #   

 

 Colt’s “friend” looks like a cross between Orphan Annie and Jessica Rabbit.  

From the neck up?  Orphan Annie all the way: freckles, orange ‘fro, guileless brown 

eyes.  From the neck down?  Va-va-va-voom.  She is dressed to showcase her assets, too.  

A ribbed tank top with a low neckline showing lots of cleavage.  Tight, clingy material 

hugging a nipped waist and rounded hips.  Taut, muscled calves in four-inch stiletto 

heels.   Despite all that, the way she snapped her gum and blew a bubble made her seem 

far more orphan than rabbit.  



 I turn to Colt with raised brows, not bothering to hide my “are you shitting me?” 

expression. 

  He’s ignoring me.  He pulls something from inside his jacket and passes it 

covertly to Annie-Jessica—I mentally dub her A.J. for short.  

Although I strain my eyes, I can’t make out what it is.   

 Great, I think.  I’ve placed my safety in the hands of a vampire pusher.   

 My thoughts are confirmed by the covetous look that comes over A.J.’s 

expression.   

 “They’re not drugs,” Colt drawls.  “Not the kind you’re thinking, anyway.” 

 A.J. doesn’t bother waiting to hear what I’ll say.  Turning, she strides from the 

room.  Seconds later, a door slams shut.  

  A girl after my own heart.  All I say, however, is “Lovely.”   

I hear voices coming from behind the closed door.  Female and male.  I glance at Colt 

wondering if he’ll be jealous.  He looks completely indifferent to the fact that A.J. is 

entertaining.  “What are we—” I manage, just as the door opens again.   

 A man walks into the room.   

He’s young.  He’s gorgeous. 

When he passes by me, our gazes meet and I feel a shiver sweep through me.  For 

the first time since waking up, it feels almost like…pleasure?  Peace? 

But before I can study the feeling too closely, he’s past me and walking through 

the door.  “Wait—” I murmur.   

“Wait!”  A.J. calls from behind me.  

The man turns.   



“C, wait.”  A.J. throws herself into the man’s arms.  He returns her embrace, 

looking at me over her shoulder, then pulls back. 

“Be careful.  I don’t trust the Army one bit…” 

He chucks her chin.  “I’ll be saving lives—” 

“Just make sure you save yourself first.” 

He nods.  He gives me one final look—there is an odd expression in his eyes, 

something like curiosity or confusion, but then it’s gone—and then he leaves. 

A.J. stands there looking after him before Colt clears his throat. 

She jolts.  Glances at us.  Then shakes her head as tears fill her eyes.  “I hate 

where this world is going.” 

Colt just shrugs.  “That makes both of us.” 

Whirling around, A.J. returns to her room and shuts us out again. 

For a second, I want to go after her friend, but I can’t remember why.  Or why I’d 

called out to him to wait in the first place.  I wonder what the C stands for.  What his 

name is.  But I’m suddenly weary.  I want to lie down.  Close my eyes.  I turn to the 

vampire.  “Do you think A.J. would mind if I take a hot shower?” 

“A.J.  Annie Jessica.”  He snorts and shakes his head.  “You’ve got quite a mind 

for pop culture.  Broadway.  Cartoons.  And no, I don’t think she’ll mind.  A hot shower 

won’t do much to warm you up, however.” 

I sigh and go in search for the bathroom.  “I didn’t think otherwise.”  But I had.  I 

was tired of being cold.  Of being hungry but not being able to satisfy that hunger.  I 

wonder if I have the fighting spirit after all. 



As a pass the kitchen, I catch sight of a butcher block knife holder.  I veer toward 

it.  In a flash, Colt is there, blocking me.   

For someone too weak to teleport, he had moved with inhuman speed.   

Why?   

“I wasn’t going to hurt myself,” I say.  

“You couldn’t if you tried.” 

“Then why?”  Narrowing my eyes, I try to see around him.  Had I missed 

something?  Was he trying to hide something behind him? 

But he doesn’t budge.  “It didn’t seem to hurt you when I touched you at first.  

Then after you tried slicing your wrists with that rock—”   

I suddenly don’t care.  “I’d like those kitchen shears, please,” I say quietly.  

He studies me for several seconds, reaches behind him, and unerringly pulls out 

the kitchen shears.  He hands them to me, handle first.   

So polite, I think.   

“I try,” he says.  

Nodding, I turn.  My steps are slow.   Again, weary.   

I want to cry, but no tears form. 

Locking myself in the bathroom strikes me as cowardly but I’m relieved to be 

alone.  I glance down at the tee and shorts that Jonah had given me and wonder where he 

is.  If Candy is with him.  If they’re alive.  My joints feel stiff as I strip, being sure to lock 

the door first.  I know it’s a useless precaution.  If Colt or even A.J. want to attack me 

while I’m naked and unawares, I know a flimsy hollow-core door and cheap lock won’t 



stop them.  But the soft snick of the lock gives me some sense of comfort.  At that 

moment, it’s just me inside the room.  

Who am I?  I cry inside.    

I stare at my reflection in the mirror above the sink.  The white hair is still a shock 

to my system.  I look old, older than my unlined skin suggests.  Suddenly furious, I 

snatch up the scissors Colt gave me.  Soon, strands of hair fall to the worn linoleum floor.  

I keep going until my hair stands out in short tufts around my head, reminiscent of Billy 

Idol.  

The lyrics echo through my head.  

 
Hey little sister what have you done? 
Hey little sister who's the only one? 

Hey little sister who's your superman? 
Hey little sister who's the one you want? 

Hey little sister shot gun! 
 

It's a nice day to start again. 
It's a nice day for a white wedding. 

It's a nice day to start again. 

 

I throw the scissors at the mirror and they bounce off and ricochet back at me.  I 

don’t flinch.  My hands clench and I see my ugly scowl. 

 Song lyrics!  I can remember fucking song lyrics.  Movies.  Roger Rabbit 

characters and little singing orphans.  But not my own name.   

 Several thumps come from outside the bathroom and I close my eyes and try to 

pull myself together.  When I open them, I reason that Billy Idol hair ain’t so bad, but 

maybe some color will do me good.   



 I rifle unapologetically through the bottom cabinet in the bathroom, hoping to find 

hair products.  Vindicated, I lift up a box of hair dye.  Sunset red.   

 A.J. actually colors her hair that god-awful color.   

 White seems pretty nice all of a sudden.  

 Returning the package to the sink, I shower, cursing when Colt turns out to be 

right.  

 Despite cranking the shower to hotter than hell, the water is insufficient to warm 

me, not even for a few seconds.  And I discover something else.   Either A.J. uses 

extremely weak product or I’ve started to lose my sense of smell.   

 Since it fits right in with everything else that’s happened up to now, I’m pretty 

sure it’s the latter.  My existence, the one that started out so narrow earlier in the day, is 

narrowing further.  Suddenly feeling claustrophobic, I whip back the shower curtain and 

step, dripping, onto the bathroom floor.  I grab a towel to dry off, yank on my clothes, 

and wonder what else I will lose as the day continues. 

 I pray it won’t be my mind.  

 Gingerly, quietly, I open the bathroom door just a crack.  I hold my breath—

figuratively, of course—and strain my ears for any sound.   

 Nothing.   

 I suppose A.J. is still locked in her room getting high on whatever the vampire 

gave her, and heaven only knows what Colt is doing.  My eyes round as the thought 

occurs to me—what if he left me here?  

 Jerking open the door, I run out to the living room.  He’s not there.  Not in the 

kitchen either.  I run to the sliding glass door and look out the back.  I see a small brick 



patio and overgrown garden but no vampire.  I feel a crushing weight on my chest, a 

splintering ache in my head, and head in the direction A.J. had gone.  If he was fucking 

around with her, she might see something she didn’t want to, but she needed to know if 

he’d left her.  If he had… 

 “She’s not high.  I’m not fucking her.  And I’m still here, wraith.” 

I freeze and close my eyes.  

His voice continues to drift from the direction I’d been headed and I follow the 

sound.  

“You’re tendency toward the dramatic, as entertaining as it can be, is likely to 

lead you to trouble.  As I have no wish for more trouble, you need to curb your 

impulses.” 

He’s hunkered down in a big chair in a darkened room, with lots of lit candles 

around him.  It’s evident from the crystals, incense, and doo-dads around him that A.J. is 

into metaphysical shit.   

“Shit?” he echoes with a raised brow.   

I press my lips together.  “This is all shitty in my book.” 

He closes his eyes and tilts his head back.  I wander in closer to him, noting that 

my own weariness seems to be stamped on his face.  “How long will it take you to get 

your strength back?  Enough to teleport, I mean?” 

“A few hours,” he murmurs.   

“Is she going to come out here?” 

“Unlikely.” 

I plop down Indian-style on the carpeting and stare at him.   



A crinkle appears between his brows.  

“Why?  Isn’t she--?” 

He opens his eyes and glares at me, which shuts me up.  “I know you have many 

questions.  I’ll answer what I can.  Right now, can we just rest?  A few minutes of 

silence.  Please.” 

For all his manners, the word please doesn’t seem like it comes from him easily.  I 

nod my head. When he closes his eyes again, I lay back curling on my side with my 

hands under my cheek.  I’m still cold, still hungry, but the sensations are distant.  I finally 

close my eyes.   

To sleep, perchance to dream. 

And then what? 

My mouth twists into a bitter smile.   

Yep, Shakespeare had it right.  There’s the rub.   

But oddly enough, when I close my eyes, despite how exhausted I am, I don’t fall 

asleep.  I don’t dream.  I can’t keep my mind on Shakespeare, even though I recall 

enough lines from Hamlet and A Winter’s Tale to know I’m well read.  

I don’t even think of Colt.   

Instead, I remember A.J.’s friend.  The one she called C.   The one she told to be 

careful because she didn’t t trust the Army.  And for one second, I remember why I’d 

called out to him.  

But then it’s gone again.  



Dear Reader,  
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CHOSEN BY BLOOD 
 

ONE 
  
FBI HEADQUARTERS 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 
 

Kyle Mahone, director of the FBI’s Special Ops Tactical 
Division, quietly hung up his phone instead of slamming 
it down the way he wanted to. He’d expected Dex Hunt to be 
suspicious of the Bureau’s job offer. What Other wouldn’t be? 
The rest had certainly proceeded with caution, asking one question 
after another. 

The werebeast, however, had done something the others 
hadn’t. 

He’d laughed his ass off. 
Swiveling in his chair, Mahone looked out his window, 

clenching his fists until his knuckles were white. He’d gotten 
where he was by being smart, working hard, and maintaining 
his cool. But something about the werebeast’s taunting had hit 
home. 

Infuriating. Smart-assed. Cocky SOB. The epithets didn’t 
come close to describing Hunt. Still, he was the best marksman 
in the nation, human or Other. He was also skilled in the 



martial art of Karakai, a combination of Karate and crazy-ass 
gymnastics the Others had come up with. That made Hunt le- 
thal from a distance and in close quarters. Add the fact he 
could shift into something that would make Freddy Krueger 
look cuddly and Hunt would be invaluable to the success of 
Team Red, the FBI’s first special ops team to recruit both humans 
and Others. In addition to Hunt, Mahone had already 
offered spots to a human, a human psychic, a mage, and last 
but not least, a wraith. 

Wraith, as in ghost. The dearly departed. 
A no-longer-living, d-e-a-d person who swore like a trucker, 

adored ABBA, wore four-inch stilettos, and unlike the other 
handful of wraiths that were known to exist, refused to take a 
real name. Instead, she’d sworn to answer only to “Wraith” until 
she discovered her true identity. Her surly attitude wasn’t ideal, 
but she was a survivor to the extreme—incapable of being killed 
by any known methods. She also happened to be an expert in 
ammunitions and explosives. 

Twenty years ago, Mahone would have checked himself into 
an insane asylum before admitting he believed in any of the 
Others, let alone a wraith. Now the future of the world seemed 
to rest in their hands. 

Wearily, Mahone rubbed his hands over his face. According 
to the crazy dream he’d had two weeks ago, the fate of 
the world, or rather the fate of its inhabitants, actually rested 
more in his hands than anyone else’s—on his ability to choose 
the right combination of six individuals, humans and Otherborn, 
to serve on a new type of special ops team Para-Ops 
team. 

Talk about pressure. 
If it had been up to him, a Para-Ops team would have 

been formed years before, as soon as the President and all the 
Otherborn leaders had signed the Humanity Treaty. Instead, 
the U.S. government had left things up to local law enforcement 
agencies, which, while usually well intentioned, were 
simply unable to deal with the lingering prejudice and suspicion 
that naturally followed half a decade of civil war. Another 
five years had passed since peace was declared, yet the na- 



  
  
tion and its citizens were still recovering. Some days, Mahone 
doubted they’d ever find peace again. For that to occur, he 
knew the United States people needed help—a team dedicated 
to ensuring the rights of humans and Others alike, both domestically 
and internationally. 

The dream had obviously been a manifestation of his growing 
unease and frustration with the President’s unwillingness 
to step up to the plate. But in the end, the dream had also 
given Mahone the cajones to force the President’s hand. Either 
give him the green light to form the FBI’s first Para-Ops 
team comprised of humans and Others, or accept Mahone’s 
resignation. 

Now he had no one to blame but himself if the team turned 
out to be a disaster. Unfortunately, the call with Hunt wasn’t 
exactly promising and he still had one more offer to make— 
the position of team leader to a dharmire. And not just any 
dharmire, but Knox Devereaux, the son of a vampire Queen and 
an infamous French revolutionist human, Jacques Devereaux. 
This morning, Mahone had e-mailed Knox, his message 
concise: Teleport to headquarters as soon as possible. Nora 
will buzz you in. 

Knox’s reply had been even more concise. Three. For Knox, 
that was code for, “I’ll be there at three o’clock, you bastard, 
just long enough to make you squirm.” 

Mahone checked the clock. Less than an hour away. Which 
meant Mahone needed to focus. It would be foolish to face 
Knox while he was still distracted by crazy dreams or a smartass 
were. Once again, he replayed the conversation with Hunt, 
trying to determine the point that annoyance had shifted into 
more. 

Yes, he’d laughed at Mahone’s offer, but the werebeast’s 
laughter had barely died down before he’d gone for Mahone’s 
throat. “A team to help both humans and Others, huh? Tell me, 
Mahone, how many Others do you call friend? How many do 
you drink a beer with when you’re watching a game?” 
Mahone’s answer had been in his silence, just as Hunt 



  
  
had obviously expected. Even so, he’d persisted, giving Hunt 
both the parameters of the team’s purpose, as well as a brief 
description of its first mission. When he was done, Hunt hadn’t 
been laughing, but he hadn’t jumped to accept Mahone’s invitation, 
either. 

No, he’d said he’d think about it. 
Mahone snorted and shook his head. 
Think about it. As if they weren’t discussing one of the 

most elite teams in the world. As if riding a motorcycle to nowhere 
and back was half as important as things like justice or 
survival, or hell, even revenge. 

But it was all bullshit. 
Hunt didn’t just want revenge, he craved it. What Mahone 

had proposed would give it to him in spades, complete with a 
“get out of jail free” card. 

The werebeast could think about it all he wanted; in the 
end, he’d accept just as the others would. 

Feeling marginally more settled, Mahone flipped Hunt’s 
file shut and secured it. He swiped his hands over his face. 
When a spark of memory hit him, however, he froze. 

How many Others do you call friend? 
The question, virtually identical to the one posed by Hunt, 

drifted through his mind in a decidedly more feminine voice. 
Mahone frowned as he connected the voice to his dream. 
How many Others do you call friend? The question played 
over and over, until he finally managed to form an image of the 
creature that had asked it of him in the dream. A creature he 
instinctively cringed away from remembering. 

But he couldn’t help remembering it, either. 
Closing his eyes, he recalled how, in his dream, he’d dozed 

off at his desk. The sky had been dark. The building deserted. 
Then he’d been blinded by a flash of light and the sudden appearance 
of a creature at the light’s center. A creature he’d 
never seen before nor ever wanted to see again. 

She had hair that was comprised of colors both familiar and 



  
  
unfamiliar, floating around her in undulating waves, each 
strand a living, breathing entity. 

A face that, instead of eyes, a nose, and a mouth, had hollow, 
cavernous sockets, bottomless and dark, terrifying and hypnotic, 
yet so beautiful it had made his own life force try to push 
itself out of his body to get to her. 

A body that, underneath her diaphanous, flowing gown was 
neither female nor male, but both and so much more than he 
could understand. 

After that first shocked look, he’d turned away from her and 
that’s when she’d asked him, “How many Others do you call 
friend?” When he’d answered, “None,” too scared even to 
think of lying, she’d told him her intentions and lamented the 
failure of an ancient prophesy. She’d listened when he’d told 
her about his idea for Team Red. And then she’d told him to 
form the team, explaining in shocking detail what would happen 
if the team failed to serve its purpose. If Mahone failed to 
deliver what he promised. 

When he’d asked her who she was—what she was—she’d 
merely said “a divinity.” In other words, she was a goddess. And 
a pissed-off one at that. 

Thank his God it had been a dream. 
Mahone opened his eyes, disgusted at the feel of sweat 

trickling down his temple. With a shaky hand, he grabbed a 
glass of water and chugged it down. Then he heard a voice, no 
longer in his memory but as if the speaker was standing directly 
beside him. 

It wasn’t a dream, Mahone. Thanking your God won’t make 
it so. 

You have one year to prove the team can do what you said. 
One year and not a second more. 
Whirling around to scan his empty office, Mahone dropped 

his glass and the traces of water within it poured out, staining 
the remaining files on his desk. 

He knew instantly he’d been kidding himself. He hadn’t 



  
  
dreamed the creature’s visit any more than he’d dreamed the 
War. Instead, the living nightmare that had become his life was 
merely intensifying. 

Falling back in his chair, he stared blankly at the water 
pooled on his desk, then slowly cleaned up the mess, stacking 
his files with precision before straightening his tie and smoothing 
out his jacket. 

Minutes later, two raps on his door made him jump and 
curse. He knew immediately who was standing outside. He 
took a deep breath. Then another. The last thing he wanted was 
more drama, but he simply called, “Enter.” 

Simultaneously, he prayed, hoping that even though it hadn’t 
been his God who’d visited him two weeks ago, and even 
though he hadn’t prayed to Him in a very long time, God was 
still there and willing to hear him. 
 
 
Special Agent Felicia Locke knew the minute she saw the willowy 
dharmire that there was going to be trouble. 

She’d chosen the bar because it was as far from Pennsylvania 
Avenue and the J. Edgar Hoover Building as one could get 
and still be in Washington, D.C. With its spray-painted façade, 
dim lights, and ramshackle assortment of tables and chairs, the 
Black Hole was also light-years away from what a typical federal 
agent would consider reputable, let alone palatable. In its 
favor was the fact it served the best brandy in the state, strong 
and undiluted. That and some privacy was all Felicia wanted. 
She’d just locked her car and was walking toward the bar’s 
back entrance when a dharmire, who couldn’t have been more 
than sixteen years old, stumbled around the corner of the 
building and into view. 

Felicia immediately recognized the female as half-Other; 
although she had a vampire’s silver hair and black eyes, her skin 
was sun-toasted, just a shade lighter than a graham cracker. She 
clung to the arm of a stocky man with no neck, squinty eyes, 



  
  
and slicked-back hair. The man pushed her against the side of 
the building and covered her slim body with his own. 

Felicia’s prediction of trouble formed not because the man 
was ugly, but because he was unkempt and, considering the 
foul things he was saying, obviously uncouth. 

She’d never met a vamp who’d willingly suffer the company 
of someone so appallingly unrefined. It would be like asking 
one to wear jeans or, God forbid, drive a beat-up old truck 
down a public highway. As a rule, vamps didn’t do casual or 
tacky. 

Even so, she tried telling herself that maybe the girl just 
looked young. There was no accounting for poor taste, after 
all. But the closer she got, the more apparent it became that the 
dharmire was under the influence. Her silver pupils were dilated 
and glassy, and she appeared to cling to the man out of 
necessity rather than affection. 

The man shifted to the side just as Felicia walked within ten 
feet of them. She saw the fine gold chain and pendant around 
the dharmire’s neck—a smaller, more feminine version of the 
one Knox wore and an exact replica of the one Noella had worn 
all her life. The same pendant Felicia’s best friend had been 
wearing on the day she’d died, a gaping hole in her chest where 
her heart had once been. 

Felicia came to an abrupt stop and blinked her eyes several 
times to make sure she wasn’t imagining it. But no, it was real 
and it was a real bitch of a sign. Noella had died exactly 
one year ago today and it couldn’t be coincidence that, before 
Felicia even had a chance to get rip-roaring drunk while avoiding 
Knox at the same time, a female appeared who was from 
Noella’s clan—Knox’s clan—and in obvious need of help. 

Thoughts of Knox assailed her. Had Kyle Mahone gotten in 
touch with him? She’d been fully briefed on the Bureau’s plan 
to add a new team to the FBI’s elite, super-SWAT group referred 
to as the HRT, Hope Restored Team. She knew that team 
was the crucial step toward stabilizing relations between hu- 



  
  
mans and the Otherborn races they’d once fought. And despite 
her preference to stay as separated from Knox as possible, she 
knew he was the right choice to lead it. Most civilians craved 
peace now, but it was a constant, often bloody battle given the 
insurgents, humans and Others alike, that resisted. 

On the other hand, Felicia thought, still staring at the man 
and the dharmire . . . There would always be individuals who 
just naturally preyed on those weaker than themselves. 

Okay, okay. Message received. 
No rest for the wicked. 

 
 
Despite how shaken Mahone still felt, he didn’t flinch when 
Special Agent Leonard Walker threw open his door and stalked 
into his office. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, crossed his 
arms over his chest, and waited calmly for the explosion. 

He didn’t have long to wait. 
Even so, compared to an ethereal creature with the power 

to enter his mind and, oh yeah, the apparent ability to destroy 
the earth, Walker was hardly a threat. 

The man planted himself in front of Mahone’s desk, thrusting 
his face forward as if to compensate for his lack of height. 
“This is some kind of joke, right?” 

It was obviously a hypothetical question. No sooner had 
Walker asked it than he thumped his fist on Mahone’s desk. 

“Ten years ago we were hunting these fuckers down, and 
now we’re supposed to fight next to them?” 

“Not too long ago,” Mahone reminded him, “I wouldn’t 
have been able to sit at the front of the bus with you, Walker. 
Now you answer to me. Times change.” 

Walker narrowed his eyes, making Mahone stiffen. Most of 
the time, Walker was an okay agent; what he excelled at was 
training exceptional ones. Walker had all the right moves, but 
only in theory. When it came to applying them in the field, 
where subtlety or quick thinking was required, Walker became 



  
  
set in his ways. He trained with all the special ops teams, but 
he wasn’t going to train Team Red. 

“Don’t give me that ACLU, politically correct, we’re-all equal 
bullshit, Mahone. Regardless of the color of our skin, you 
and me, we share the same DNA.” Walker jerked his thumb 
toward the office window. “These—these freaks are—are . . .” 
Mahone cocked a brow, amused at the blustery man’s red-faced 
loss for words but equally pissed at his lack of restraint. 
He allowed a hint of steel to edge his voice. “Don’t let the fact 
that we graduated the Academy together make you forget your 
rank, Walker. Stay civil. And shut my door. Now.” 

Licking his lips, Walker searched Mahone’s face, then quietly 
shut the door. 

“Freaks or not,” Mahone said a moment later, “the Others 
we’ve selected are half-human and they have special skills that 
no amount of training can duplicate.” 

“Our men are the best—” 
“No question about that. But being fully human means they 

have limitations. The Others aren’t aliens that just landed on 
Earth a decade ago. They’re citizens. They live among us openly 
now. Hell, some of their ancestors roamed Earth before we did.” 
He laughed at the irony. “We just didn’t know it.” 

“‘Cause they didn’t want us to know. ‘Cause they needed 
victims—” 

“Victims like Manson’s? Ng’s? Dahmer’s?” Mahone snorted. 
“Find me a species that hasn’t been tainted by bad blood and I’ll 

hand in my resignation right now.” 
“I’m not going to let you do this.” 
Mahone’s brows lifted at the blatant threat in Walker’s 

voice. Mouthy was one thing. Insubordinate something altogether 
different. “You might want to reconsider how you—” 
Mahone began, his voice low. 

A commanding knock on the door interrupted him. 
Walker spun around as Mahone got slowly to his feet. 
Knox Devereaux was early. 



  
  

Mahone couldn’t say how he knew the half-vampire/half-human 
was standing outside. He just did. Mahone refused to 
attribute his racing pulse to fear, but it pissed him off anyway. 

Mahone had known Knox for over ten years. The dharmire 
wasn’t as overtly hostile as Hunt, but in some ways, his calm, 
formal mannerisms were twice as unsettling. Probably because 
anyone with an ounce of intuition could sense the passion boiling 
just beneath his controlled façade. Mahone had picked 
Devereaux to lead Team Red because his strategic skill, leadership 
ability, and calm under pressure couldn’t be beat. Yet he 
knew there was so much more to the vamp. Mahone had seen 
for himself how dangerous the dharmire could be when his 
control gave way to blood lust, or straight-out lust—always for 
one particular woman. 

Several more knocks shook the door. 
Mahone’s gaze found Walker’s. “Team Red’s a done deal,” 

he snapped, hoping the decision wouldn’t turn out to be the biggest 
mistake of his life. “And if you threaten me again, you’ll 
wonder if we share the same DNA, after all.” In a louder voice, 
he called, “Enter.” 

The door opened and Knox Devereaux stepped inside. He 
was, as always, impeccably dressed. Tall and grim-faced, his 
dark pants, expensive black duster jacket, and polished boots 
made him look like a GQ outlaw. 

Yes, indeed, Mahone thought. The times had changed. 
The right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness no 

longer applied just to humans. 
Wraiths had the right to vote. A court had just ruled that a 

mage’s right to practice magic was akin to one’s right to worship. 
And vamps, both full vampires and dharmires alike, couldn’t be 
denied health coverage based on “malnourishment” being a preexisting 
condition. 

The Others were demanding their due and making their 
presence known. 

Soon, they’d be protecting some of the same individuals 
they’d fought just years before. 



  
  

God bless the U.S. of A. 
And just to be safe, the Goddess Essenia bless them all. 
He’d done his best. By assembling Team Red, he’d either 

save the world or damn it. If Team Red failed, they wouldn’t 
know the full ramifications of doing so. 

Mahone, on the other hand, would take the knowledge 
straight to Hell. 

Maybe, just maybe, Knox Devereaux could help make sure 
that didn’t happen. 
 
 

 
CHOSEN BY FATE (coming October 2011)  

 
 

ONE 
 
AN ABANDONED WAREHOUSE 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 
 
 Caleb’s hands moved swiftly and efficiently as he set up 
the mobile radar equipment he’d spread out on the roof. 
The building below his feet had been swept and a perimeter 
established. Now all Caleb had to do was determine who was 
in the room with Mahone and whether Mahone was still alive. 
 Briefly, he glanced at Ethan Riley, leader of Hope Restored 
Team Blue and the four men, skilled in entry and perimeter 
surveillance, who’d accompanied them here. “Did you get in 
touch with the Para-Ops team?” 
 Riley looked up from checking his rifle. “They’ve detained 
the vampire Dante Prime. Devereux said he tried to teleport 
here, but he’d depleted his powers in Korea . . .” 
 Caleb snorted. “No shit.” Although vamps could teleport to 
and from anywhere in the world, provided they’d been there 
before, that kind of travel drained them. Before he and the rest 
of the team had interrupted the Vamp Council to question Dante 
Prime for treason and conspiracy to commit murder, Knox had 
spent several hours teleporting between North Korea and the 
United States. Each time, he’d carried a wounded Other or one 



  
of his team members back with him. It was a wonder the vamp 
was even capable of talking at this point… 
 His fingers moved faster. Almost there. Glancing at his 
watch, Caleb clenched his teeth and felt a bead of sweat trickle 
down his temple. He knew they couldn’t go in blind but— 
 “What about your wraith? Was she what you expected her 
to be?” 
 Caleb paused for only a fraction of a second before continuing 
his task. “She’s not my wraith. She’s a wraith who decided 
to keep the name Wraith, just to be ornery. And she’s exactly 
what I expected her to be.” What he didn’t say was that she was 
also far more than he’d expected. A heinous bitch, yes, but one 
whose attitude and mouth was designed to hide something textured 
and complex and . . . 
 Disgusted with himself, Caleb pressed his lips together and 
pushed thoughts of Wraith out of his head. 
 Get Mahone out. That’s all he could think about right now. 
 “Finally!” Snapping the last wire in place, Caleb flipped on 
the power and adjusted the radar settings, then scanned the 
building’s interior until the radar picked up body heat. “Bingo.” 
 Caleb immediately zoomed the camera in and got a good 
look at Mahone. 
 Dear Essenia, he thought, automatically invoking the name 
of the Earth Goddess to give him strength—strength he was 
clearly going to need to help Mahone. Although humans 
believed Essenia was an Otherborn deity, few knew Earth 
People—like the Native American tribe to which Caleb 
belonged—had prayed to the same deity for centuries. 
 With his wrists shackled to chains hanging from the ceiling, 
Mahone looked like he’d gotten into a fight with a chipper machine 
and lost. His face and body were covered in blood, and 
what was left of his clothes hung on his battered body in shreds. 
From his position on the rooftop above, Caleb once again adjusted 
the settings on the mobile radar equipment. The image on 
the screen zoomed out, losing detail and focus until it shaped the 
entire room, and provided grainy outlines of Mahone, a desk, a 
table, and one other individual, whose silver hair, height, and 
slim build proclaimed him to be a vampire. 
 When Caleb and the five members of Hope Restored Team 
Blue had arrived at the isolated warehouse twenty minutes earlier, 
Caleb had figured Knox, leader of the Para-Ops team, had 
made a mistake by not sending any Others with him. That, or 
Knox simply had faith in Caleb’s ability to take down anything 
that got in their way, human or not. Either way, Caleb was getting 
Mahone out and he planned on both of them to be breathing 



when he did it. 
 Caleb thought of the first time he’d met Mahone and the  
vision he’d had. He’d had the same vision several times since 
and the moment he’d met Wraith, he’d become convinced that 
the black-and-white aura that hovered near his own had to be 
hers. Upon their meeting, he’d felt a sizzling arc of connection 
that had only intensified with time. Apparently she hadn’t. In 
fact, she seemed to have no use for him and spent most of her 
time pushing him away. Maybe the aura belonged to Mahone, 
instead, and the vision had been a premonition of this very 
moment, Mahone straddling the line between life and death, 
waiting to see whether Caleb could save him. 
 Luckily for both of them, Caleb had come prepared. 

He looked at Riley. The man might be a little more chatty 
than Caleb liked, but he’d had no problem taking Caleb’s lead 
on the current mission. He was smart and he was a clean shot. 
That’s all that mattered right now. “Mahone’s in bad shape. We 
need to get in there fast. I’m hoping the vamp will teleport as 
soon as he knows he has company, but I need you and your 
team to cover me in case he decides to stick around. Are your 
shooters set up around the perimeter of the room?” 
 “They’ve all checked in and are in the crawl space, with 
their weapons ready.” 
 “Obviously your bullets won’t kill him but, along with the 
Hyperion gas, they may buy me enough time to get to Mahone 
and extract him.” 
 “How long does it take for the Hyperion to immobilize a 
vampire?” 
 The Hyperion was something Caleb had developed toward 
the end of the War. The government hadn’t known about it and 
he’d only used it a few times before peace had been declared. 
The testing he’d conducted had been limited, but he felt fairly 
confident it would work. 
 At this point, he figured his odds of getting out with Mahone 
were only slightly below average. “Usually about sixty 
seconds, but that’s with a vamp who’s been weakened by the 
effects of the vampire vaccine. From the looks of this one, he’s 
had pure blood recently. Still, he might not be at full strength.” 



 
 “If the vamp’s immobilized by the Hyperion, how do we 
keep him contained while we take him in?” 
 “We don’t. That’s not what we’re here for. Our sole objective 
is to rescue Mahone.” 
 Riley nodded, but looked troubled. “You said he’s doing 
bad . . .” 
 Caleb tried to keep his expression blank. “Doing bad” was 
an understatement. Mahone probably had less than five minutes 
of life left in his broken body. “Just get me to him. I’ll take 
care of it from there. You ready?” 
 Riley communicated with his men, then nodded. “It’s a go.” 
Slipping the small gas pellet from his pocket, Caleb held it 
up. “Remember, you have to stay back. Help me hold back the 
vamp, then get your men out. You’re maintaining the perimeter, 
not going in. This gas immobilizes vamps and weres, but 
it does far worse to humans once enough of it is absorbed in 
your blood stream.” 
 “What about you?” 
 “I’ve built up a resistance. It’s not extensive, but it’ll give me 
the five minutes I need. If we don’t make it out, it’ll take two 
hours for the gas to dissipate. Don’t come into the room until 
that much time has passed. Understood?” 
 Riley nodded and held out his hand. O’Flare shook it, then 
strode to the door that would lead him from the roof to the 
room below. He moved quietly, his breathing low and shallow, 
his gun held at the ready with the gas pellet in his other hand. 
He’d activate it as soon as he got close enough and it could 
work its magic on the vampire. 
 When he entered the room, he immediately saw Mahone. 
Even the radar’s enhanced imaging hadn’t prepared him. The 
vampire wasn’t touching him, but Mahone’s facial features 
were contorted in agony, his body writhing and jerking even as 
he remained silent. Fuck, Caleb thought when he saw the blood 
seeping out of Mahone’s eyes and ears. 
 “Hey vamp,” he shouted at the same time he threw the pellet, 
which would emit a toxic but invisible gas. The vampire 



  
whirled around, his eyes flashing red the instant he saw Caleb. 
He bared his fangs and came at him, his feet gliding above the 
ground. Caleb fired a round directly at his chest, causing him 
to fall back. At the same time, Riley and his men fired as well. 
As the vamp jerked with the impact of the bullets, O’Flare ran 
for Mahone. He reached up and felt his pulse. 
 It was barely there. He literally felt the man’s life bleeding 
out of him. 
 Laying his hands on Mahone’s bloody chest, Caleb closed 
his eyes. Bullets still fired around him, some coming too damn 
close. Damn it, Riley’s men had to get out before the gas reached 
them in the crawl space. “Get out!” he yelled. 
 “The vampire teleported,” Riley shouted. “We’re clear.” 
 With a sigh of relief, Caleb willed his consciousness into a 
trance and called to his ancestors for their healing help. He saw 
them in the colors that swirled behind his eyelids and felt their 
presence in the heat that immediately suffused his body. Their 
voices chanted low and soothing, directing him to keep one 
hand directly over Mahone’s heart but place the other over his 
eyes. Caleb willed the healing heat building within his body to 
transfer to Mahone. As it did, he took some of Mahone’s pain 
into himself. 
 He felt his own heartbeat slow. 
 His limbs weakened. 
 His body began to shake with the effort of remaining upright 
and he clenched his teeth, sensing he needed to maintain 
contact far longer than he ever had. 
 Come on, come on, he urged himself. Hang in there. 
 The dizziness came next. Then the nausea. He could feel his 
lungs filling with the gas that swirled around them and knew his 
time was running out. 
 His body jerked as he coughed and the movement threatened 
to pull his hands away from Mahone. 
 They had to get out of there, but if he disconnected too soon 
it would all be for nothing. Mahone would die. Hell, Caleb 



 
would probably die, as well, too weak from the healing to get 
out on his own. 
 But then he felt Mahone’s chest rising strongly and his pulse 
beating regularly and he knew it had worked. The heat slowly 
left his body and the voices of his ancestors faded. Caleb whispered 
his thanks, then opened his eyes. Swiftly, he reached up 
and unhooked Mahone’s chains from the manacles around his 
wrists. Mahone groaned and slumped over just as O’Flare 
caught him and threw him fireman-style over his shoulder. 
Caleb staggered a few steps before he turned, intending to 
carry Mahone to the doorway. Halfway there, his knees buckled. 
Caleb lost his grip on Mahone, and the man slipped and 
rolled a couple of feet away. Grunting, Caleb fell on all fours, 
his head hanging, his lungs seizing up. 
 He’d waited too long. They were both going to die in this 
warehouse just like those scientists. He looked up, eyes watering, 
searching the room, thankful that Team Blue had obeyed 
his orders even as he regretted the fact no one was going to be 
able to help him. 
 But then he saw her. Wraith. Running toward him. He tried 
to open his mouth. To yell at her to stop. He didn’t know how 
the gas would affect a wraith. Since it worked so well on vamps, 
immortality had nothing to do with it. But he couldn’t make a 
sound and Wraith kept coming. She knelt beside him and pulled 
him up. She was yelling something and he tried to make it out. 
 “—have to walk! I need to get Mahone. Can you walk, 
O’Flare?” 
 She was looking frantically between him and Mahone, the 
indecision on her face readily apparent. She couldn’t carry 
them both out of there before the gas ended them. 
 “Leave me—” he tried to say, but again no sound came out. 
It didn’t matter. Wraith understood. 
 She grabbed him by his shirt and shook him, hanging on 
when he began to slide, practically keeping him on his feet. 
“No fucking way, O’Flare. I didn’t survive Korea just to come 



  
back and lose you in the States. Stay on your feet and move. 
You’re walking out of here. Got it?” 
 The vehemence in her voice roused him enough to nod. She 
released him and, although he swayed on his feet, he didn’t 
fall. Quickly, she grabbed Mahone, carrying him in the same 
lift O’Flare had used. Then amazingly, she positioned herself 
next to him and ordered, “Lean against me if you need to. Start 
walking. Now.” 
 Caleb walked. He didn’t know how he did it, but he managed 
to put one foot in front of the other. At one point, he did 
have to lean on her and he sensed how it slowed her down, but 
she didn’t move away. She stayed with him. 
 Until they made it out into the open air. He heard shouts 
and the sound of stomping feet just as he collapsed. 
 When he came to, he was being loaded into an ambulance. 
Riley’s face hovered above him. “Mahone?” Caleb rasped out. 
 “Still alive,” Riley said. “But I don’t know if he’s going to 
stay that way.” 
 From the worried expression on the man’s face, Caleb 
knew his own chance of survival was also in question. 
 “Wraith?” he asked, grabbing on to the man’s shirt when he 
didn’t answer. “What about the wraith?” 
 Riley shook his head. “I don’t know. She passed out, same 
as you. No pulse, remember? No breath. No way to tell if she’s 
alive or dead. They took her in another cab. Your guess is as 
good as mine.” 
 

 

 

 


