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Prologue

 

Tank paced the hospital waiting room, desperate to hear how Chester was doing after he was shot trying to save a woman’s life. How the hell had things gone so bad so quickly? Ale and Michaela had been injured when the shooter escaped police custody. Ale’s injury had required surgery, but it was Chester’s injury – a bullet to the chest - that concerned everyone the most.

The rest of the team was still at the hospital, most of them were sat or stood around him, and they all had one thing in common— they were all wearing the same shell-shocked expression. Probably mirroring his own. How did the perp get away from the cops and manage to hold them all hostage? Thank god for Silas. Without him, fuck knows what would have happened.

Pacing over to the doors, Tank took a quick glance around and opened them. He needed to get out of there, he felt like he couldn’t breathe, the waiting was killing him. He glanced down the corridor and slowly began walking down it, passing nurses busy going about their business.  He checked every room, trying to locate other members of the team, but didn’t spot anyone until finally he came across Michaela in a room near the far end. 

Her arm had been stitched up and covered, and she now sported an impressive sling. Her expression spoke volumes. She was not happy.

“Hey Mich. How’s it going?” Tank asked as he stepped into the room.

“How do you expect? Some fucker shot me. If he wasn’t dead already, I’d shoot him myself.” She glared at him, sighing. “It hurts. I’m waiting for the pain meds to kick in.”

“Shit, Mich. I’m sorry. I keep going over and over it in my head, wondering how that bastard got away.”

“Oh, well, it all comes down to the fact they were looking after their own. Wasn’t he related to one of the officers?”

Tank nodded. “Yeah, a brother I think.”

“Not anymore.” Mich suddenly grinned. “Serves them right he’s dead. The bastard shot me!” She waved her arm to show him but ended up hissing with pain.

“I’m gonna see if I can get any news on Chester and Ale.”

“Okay, let me know if you hear anything. I’ll just be here, doing nothing and eating jello.” She grimaced, glancing at her arm again.

Tank waved goodbye as he stepped out of the room and continued making his way down the corridor. As he approached the nurse’s station, a doctor came around the corner and stepped in Tank’s path. Tank inhaled sharply as their eyes connected… what the fuck? His body seemed to be moving through treacle, causing him to slow down, and his stomach had suddenly developed a severe case of butterflies.

The doctor also slowed down, mimicking Tank’s movements, his dark eyes roaming over Tank’s body, sizing him up, taking him in. Tall and dark skinned, it was hard for Tank not to appreciate him with the white coat he had on.

“Can I help you?” the man asked.

Shaking his head, Tank answered. “No, I’m fine, thanks.”

He went to walk past him but couldn’t stop himself from looking back at the other man as he smiled at him, white teeth shining against his beautiful dark skin. Tank frowned. Beautiful? When had he ever called a man beautiful? Yet, he just had.  No other word seemed to fit.

“Niles Conway.” The man held his hand out and Tank stared at it before slowly reaching out to shake it. 

As their palms touched, Tank gasped at the sensations that coursed through him. His eyes shot up to Niles, looking to see if he’d felt the same thing. There was a faint red glimmer, but Tank knew that could be for a number of reasons. As he stared, he managed to stammer out, “Tank.”

“Hi Tank. Are you lost, or do you need any help?”

“No, I’m good, thank you.” Tank didn’t let go of Niles’ hand. For some unknown reason, he couldn’t.

“Are you sure?” Niles tilted his head, once again smiling at him.

Tank opened his mouth, but nothing came out. What was it about this man? And why the hell hadn’t he let go of his hand?

“I’m… my friend was shot…”

“Oh, the one brought in earlier, or from the incident here?”

“Both actually.”

“They’re both in surgery. Why don’t you go to the waiting room? The surgeon will be out to give you an update as soon as she can.”

“Oh, okay.” Tank stared at his hand still in Niles’ and then looked back up at him.

“Fancy a coffee while you wait?”

“I…” He couldn’t think of anything to say. The close proximity of the man was playing havoc with his body, driving him nuts, and Tank couldn’t for the life of him understand why.

“Come on. It’s not too far.”

Tank nodded and allowed Niles to guide him along. As he blindly followed him, a frown appeared on his face. He couldn’t understand what on earth had got into him. This man made him feel something, something he’d never felt before, and Tank couldn’t put his finger on what it was, but he knew it was something he couldn’t walk away from.

No, Tank wanted to go. Wherever Niles took him, Tank would follow.

 

Several months later…

 

Targon 'Tank' Evans walked down the hospital corridor towards the room the blood slave was in. The blond one Troy had saved. The room Miguel was in too.

When Tank found out the former slave was Miguel's mate, he'd rocked on his heels in shock. From the condition the vampire was in, Miguel had a long road to travel if wanted his mate. 

When he reached the room, he knocked quietly on the door and stood waiting. Receiving no answer, he slowly opened it and stuck his head in, glancing around the room. Miguel was asleep on a chair and the blond-haired man asleep on the bed.

The vampire was thin, too thin, with bite marks and bruises covering every inch of pale skin Tank could see. He'd suffered at the hands of the vampires who'd had him. Tank stared at him, anger curling in his gut. Who did this to another person? 

He closed the door quietly, leaving them both asleep, and rubbed his thumb over his lips. No one deserved what that vampire had suffered. Yes, Miguel had a hard road to travel, but Tank knew he wouldn't give up.

Hearing footsteps approach, he turned and froze on the spot. Niles Conway, the man who Tank suspected was his mate, was walking towards him staring at the paperwork he held in his hands.

When Niles saw him, he walked closer, pausing in front of him and giving Tank a wary smile.

"Niles. What at you doing here?" Tank glanced over him, noticing the white hospital coat he wore.

"I work here now. I transferred recently when there was an opening for a cardiothoracic surgeon."

"What? When did that happen?"

Niles glanced away, a flush covering his dark skin. "A month ago."

Tank frowned at him. A month? "You've been here a month already? You never said anything."

"I wanted to get settled in." Niles shrugged, the movement causing the paper to rustle.

Tank put his hands on his hips, staring at Niles. "Why have you moved here?"

Niles looked away, the blush staining his cheeks deepening. "I needed something."

Tank stepped closer, asking the one question he didn't know if he wanted the answer to. "Are we mates?"

He watched Niles lick his lips. "We've known each other for months."

"Don't avoid the question, Niles. Tell me."

Niles paused, his eyes searching Tank’s. Finally, he sighed, looking down at the floor. When he raised them, he looked Tank square in the face. "Yes, we are."

Tank rubbed his hands over his face, sighing heavily. All these months, Niles had known. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"You had a girlfriend."

Tank shook his head. "After. You know we broke up. I told you about it. You've had months to tell me, Niles. Why didn't you?"

"Have you ever been with a man, Targon?"

Tank looked away. "You know I haven't," he mumbled.

Niles smiled sadly. "Now you know why."

Tank gritted his teeth. He'd been lied to for months by the one person who shouldn't have lied to him. He knew about mates, so he knew they were honest with each other. Well, the ones he knew were. Anger burned at him, his limbs shaking as it increased. Through gritted teeth, he said, "Months, Niles. You've had months to tell me."

He needed to get away from Niles because at that moment he was close to losing his temper and he didn't want a shouting match in the hospital. He pushed past Niles, and Niles grabbed him, pulling him back. "Tank¬¬¬—"

Tank shrugged him off. "Fuck you, Niles."

Tank stormed off and didn't look back. He needed to get out before he did or said something he'd regret. All those months wasted. Maybe he should have asked Niles earlier, but in all honesty, he'd been too afraid to hear the answer.

He'd known though. Deep down, he'd known who Niles was to him. He'd even kind of admitted it that morning in the kitchen with Chester, but after that, he'd closed down and refused to consider it.

He wasn't gay. He loved women. Their taste and smell, the way they moved, and yet for some reason, fate had decided he was going to have a man for a mate. A man. He knew what felt good to him, what to do with his tongue and dick to make a woman scream, but a man? What the fuck did he do with a man, and did Niles think he'd take it up the ass? No fucking chance. That hole was an out one only!

Reaching his truck, Tank leaned against it, resting his forearms on the roof and staring out across the parking lot. He was stumped. He had no idea what to do about the situation. Niles wouldn't have another mate. Tank was it for him. Grimacing, Tank sighed. What the fuck was he going to do?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter One

 

 

Six months later...

 

Tank sat outside the hospital entrance, watching Niles speak to another doctor as they were both leaving. He gripped the steering wheel in his hands when the other doctor stepped closer to Niles, his hand coming to rest on Niles arm in what appeared to Tank as a familiar gesture. Niles was smiling warmly at the other man, seemingly unconcerned by both his closeness and the touch.

Tank fucking hated it. He was standing way too close to his mate.

He growled under his breath, fighting the urge to jump out of his car and run over to the other man and punch him in the face. Niles’ head snapped towards him and their eyes met across the parking lot. He said something to the man stood next to him and walked over towards Tank.

Tank kept his eyes on the other man, watching him watch his mate walk away before he too left. Fucker got the message.

Tank got out of his truck and leaned against the side waiting for Niles to reach him. He crossed his arms over his chest, glancing over at the other doctor and watched him get into his car.

"Targon." 

Only Niles and his mom called him by his given name. Sighing, Tank said, "It's Tank."

"I prefer Targon. It suits you better." Niles glanced around the parking lot and said, "This is an unexpected visit. Why are you here?"

Tank ran his hand over the back of his neck, unable to meet Niles' gaze. "You know why."

Niles nodded. "The mate pull," he murmured quietly.

Tank looked away, his shoulders slumping. "I don't know what to do here, Niles," he admitted.

"I know." Niles gave him a small smile. "You only date women."

Tank glanced away, his eyes watching the clouds float across the night sky. The moon was bright, lighting up the parking lot. There were millions of stars in the sky and this was the reason Tank loved living here. That and the forests and his friends and now his mate.

He shoved his hands in his pockets and sighed. He had no idea what to do. He felt the pull to Niles but had no idea how to react to it. He liked women and pussy, not men and dicks, and the thought of having sex with a man made him slightly queasy. However, when he thought about having sex with Niles, he had a different unexpected reaction.

"How does this mating thing work anyway," he asked. He hadn't wanted to ask any of the mated couples because he didn't want them to know what was going on. He knew they'd push him to Niles and Tank needed to get his head around it all first.

Niles shrugged, moving to lean on the truck next to Tank. "Something in you calls to me. I felt it before I even saw you. I knew I had to find out what it was and then I saw you and I knew. There's a connection between us, like a meeting of two halves. Yin and Yang. Some vampires believe fate matches us to the person who is perfect for us. That person who will help us be the best we can." Niles frowned. "We fit."

"What about kids? I want them and I don't think I can get you pregnant."

"Surrogates, adoption. If we use a surrogate, we could use the same one each time, so the children are true siblings."

"Human or Vampire?"

"Doesn't matter as long as they are ours." Niles pushed away from the car and looked over at Tank. "We're a long way from children, don't you think?”

Tank nodded, scuffing his sneaker on the ground. "I gotta be honest. I'm struggling with this. Women, pussy, yeah, I know what I'm doing." Niles cringed at the word pussy, causing Tank to smile. "Men and dicks. No fucking idea."

"Let me show you." Niles stepped closer as he spoke, so there was only a small gap separating them.

"Top or bottom?"

"I switch. I like it both ways." His eyes shimmered, red bleeding into them.

Tank swallowed hard. A dick in his ass? "You wanna stick your dick in me?"

"Yes, I do, and much, much more."

Tank actually felt his ass tighten, and he wasn't entirely sure if it was because it wanted it or not. Niles closed the distance between them, moving in between Tank’s legs and kicking them apart. Tank gasped when he felt Niles’ dick. He was hard, and Tank could feel it.

He swallowed again watching the faint red glow deepen in Niles' eyes. He didn't know how to respond, and his hands seemed stuck, hovering in the air near Niles, but not touching him.

"You can feel what you do to me," Niles whispered close to Tank's ear.

Niles took Tank's hand and rubbed it over his dick. Both of them moaned and Tank froze.

"Niles..."

"You can feel it, Targon. Why do you fight it?"

"I... I'm..." Tank licked his lips, staring into Niles eyes, the glow almost hypnotizing him.

"Scared of the unknown,” Niles finished for him.

Tank nodded. "I'm a fucking adult, Niles. I shouldn't feel like this."

"It's okay. We can go slow. I've waited months for you. I can wait a little longer."

"I'm sorry. This isn't fair to you."

Niles smiled at him. "I'll survive."

"But-"

Niles silenced Tank's words with his lips, sliding them across Tank's. Tank gasped and Niles slipped his tongue in. Tank's hands gripped Niles' hips, and he moaned quietly when their tongues touched. He'd never kissed a man before and he could feel the difference. The slight stubble on Niles' face scratched his skin and Tank could smell aftershave, not perfume. 

Niles' lips were soft, and Tank angled his head so he could deepen the kiss. He needed more of what Niles was giving him.

Niles groaned and his hands wrapped around Tank's waist, pulling him closer. Tank shivered, feeling the full evidence of Nile's arousal rub over his hip and felt his own dick respond, hardening in his jeans. 

Their tongues danced languidly, touching and tasting. Niles teased Tank, coaxing him to kiss him more and Tank gave in, giving him what he wanted.

He was fully hard now, he could feel his dick press uncomfortably against the inside of his jeans, and he wanted to pull it out and watch Niles lick and suck it. On his knees on the ground, making him come.

Niles stepped back, breaking the kiss, leaving Tank panting in the dark, his hands reaching out for him.

"Think of me," he whispered breathlessly.

Tank stared in shock, as Niles turned and walked away, leaving him panting and aching against his truck. When Niles reached his car, he got in and drove away, leaving Tank stood watching. His dick was still hard, an aching throb in his jeans, and he knew he had to get home and finish what they'd started.

Groaning harshly, he got in his car and drove away. If tonight was a taste of the future, then Tank was willing to try. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

The rain hammered the ground causing the soil to turn to mud. Tank trudged on, following Dodge as he sniffed the area. He could hear the murmurs of voices behind him, but he tuned them out, his focus on his dog and any clue he'd find. 

Lightning forked across the sky and Tank counted, waiting for the thunder to hit. Two seconds later, it did, the sound crashing above his head and causing Dodge to jump before he got back to following his invisible trail.

The storm was moving towards them at a quicker pace than expected and Tank knew they wouldn’t have long before the search would be called off. The deteriorating weather was making conditions unworkable. He could see Dodge pausing more and more, going back on himself and searching areas repeatedly and Tank knew Dodge was losing the trail. At some point, it would disappear completely.

He glanced over his shoulder at Chester, staring for a second at the hair he now had. In all the years he'd known Chester, he'd been bald and to see him with hair still surprised him even though it had been three months since he'd grown it.

"Chester. He's losing the trail."

Chester grimaced, running his hand through his hair and shaking it off. "Shit. We're going to have to pull back soon if this continues. Silas said the weather is set to get worse. There's a storm front coming in." He looked up at the dark sky, the clouds moving rapidly across it. "Shit," he muttered again.

"We can't leave them out here, Chester."

"I know. Fortunately, Elliot knows this area well. He'll find someplace safe for them to ride this storm out. It's the kids I'm worried about."

"Injuries?"

"Last report said three were injured in the rock slide."

"Elliot has six kids and three are injured?" Tank shook his head. He wasn't going anywhere, no matter how bad the weather got. "We need to carry on and find them. How did they go off track?"

Chester shook his head, running his hands over his hair again, grimacing. "Why did I grow it?" he muttered. Looking over to Tank, he said, "I don't know, but even an experienced walker can get confused. We lost connection before he was able to tell us what happened."

"Roberts’ team is on the other side?" Deputy Roberts was searching the other side of the woods, making sure they hadn't missed anything that would lead them to Elliot and the children.

"With Hunter and Jensen," Chester confirmed.

"We keep going, Chester. I'm not leaving injured kids out there in this."

Chester grinned. "I knew you'd say that." He paused, then nodded. "Silas agrees. None of the other teams want to return either. We stay until it's too great a risk to us, then we pull back. Oh, Niles is here as well."

Tank looked sharply at Chester. Why was Niles here? "He is?"

"You're out here in potentially dangerous conditions. Plus, there's injured kids. He volunteered to come." Chester pierced him with a look. "I know he's your mate."

Tank nodded. "Okay."

"You can't leave him hanging, T."

Tank sighed. He knew he couldn't, but he was still struggling to get his head around the fact he had a mate and he was male. "I know. We had lunch yesterday. I'm trying, Chester."

"Yeah, I know."

Dodged pulled at his leash and Tank watched him indicate where they should go. "He's picked up the scent."

"Let's go then."

The mud clung with every step they took, but they trudged on. The storm was almost on top of them now, the rain falling in sheets that obscured the way forward. Several times, Dodge lost the scent and worked his way around the area until he found something, but Tank knew it was only a matter of time until it was completely washed away. The rain wasn’t their friend.

Eventually, Dodge stopped and indicated that it was gone. Tank closed his eyes, then opened them and shouted, "Dodge has lost the trail."

"I'm not surprised. He did great just getting us this far."

"What now?"

"Let me listen."

Tank nodded, watching Chester stand still and close his eyes, focusing on the sounds around them. Tank hoped they were close enough that Chester could pick something up, but the background noise from the rain was loud and likely to obscure any noise Elliot and the kids made.

He watched the frown deepen on Chester's face and he tilted his head, taking a step to the left. Tank moved in that direction and listened as well. When he heard nothing, he took several more steps in that direction, Chester following behind.

Chester glanced at him and he shook his head. "I'm not sure. I thought I heard something, briefly."

"Let me and Dodge wander over there and see if he can pick anything up."

Tank gave Dodge the signal to go, and he moved forward, nose to the ground. They followed behind, watching every move Dodge made. He paused and looked at Tank then headed forward again.

"I think he's got something."

"Let me listen again."

Again, Chester closed his eyes and Tank held his breath, watching and waiting. Suddenly Chester's eyes opened, and he grinned. "Ahead. I heard murmurs, faint, but there. Dodge's on the right track."

"Silas?"

"He knows, and he's updating the teams now. We might have to carry them out. There's no chance a helicopter can fly in."

"Shit."

"I know. Come on, Tank, let's find them."

They moved forward, following Dodge, who was pulling more. Five minutes later, they found a cliff wall and Dodge moved along it until they found a small opening.

Chester squatted at the front and shouted, "Hello?"

A chorus of greeting returned, and they grinned at each other. "Thank fuck," Tank muttered.

Chester's eyes grew distant and when they refocused, he said, "Silas knows and the teams are converging here. Let's get in there."

They crawled through the small opening, and after a few feet, it opened up into a large cavern. In the middle, a fire burned and Elliot stood, smiling at them.

"Thank god you're here."

"Elliot. How is everyone?" Chester asked as his eyes scanned the children.

"Three injured. Fortunately, nothing too serious. It looked worse than it was. Cuts and bruises. Nikita has a badly sprained ankle."

"What happened?" Tank asked.

Elliot glared at two boys, who looked sheepish sat in the corner. "Want to explain it?" he asked them. Both shook their heads. "Those two decided to go exploring on their own."

"Enough said," Chester muttered, shaking his head. Boys will be boys and it was always worse when they thought they were invincible. "Okay. The weather's bad so we're stuck here for now. The other teams are on their way over. We'll have enough supplies to keep us going until the weather breaks and we can leave. Dr. Conway is on hand and he'll assess everyone when we get back. We have snacks and water, Elliot. Pass them around the kids."

Tank opened his pack and pulled out what was needed, then sat on the ground, Dodge curling up next to him. Now, they just had to wait for the weather and he would get the chance to talk to his mate.

 

❊❊❊

Niles watched Silas walk over to him, a smile on his face. "They've found them, Niles."

Niles released the pent-up breath he'd been holding. "Thank god for that. Injuries?"

"Nothing too serious, thankfully. Cuts and bruises and a sprained ankle. Could have been so much worse considering the weather."

"They were very lucky," Niles agreed. He'd been to these types of situations before and had seen the death and destruction left behind. "Tank?"

"He's fine, Niles. In the cave now feeding the kids. Dodge is being spoiled too."

Niles gave a sigh of relief. As the weather worsened, his worry for Tank had increased. He'd fought the urge to go out and find his mate, to make sure he was safe. He knew it was his job and that he'd trained for it, but he was still his mate, and Niles couldn’t help but worry about him.

Silas echoed his thoughts. "It's difficult to let them go into these situations. I fight it every time Chester is out in the field. I know he's trained for them, trained extensively, and knows exactly what he's doing, but he's still my mate."

Niles nodded, admitting, "I'm struggling."

"I didn't give Chester an easy time, but he stuck it out. Tank's struggling too."

Niles nodded. "I know it threw him having a male mate. We've all experimented in college, but that's different to realizing that your future is tied to someone you would have never considered."

"Chester was a surprise for me too. I was married." Silas sighed. "It didn't end well." Niles nodded. He'd heard about Silas' wife and what she'd done. "Chester's arrival was a complication I wasn't willing to accept, but he stayed around. He grew on me, a bit like mold." Silas grinned.

"And now Troy's mated."

Silas frowned then chuckled. "He's happy, and that's all I want for my son. Ale however..."

"Still not in your good books."

"He hurt my son and even though I know they're both happy, it's hard to let go of the anger. Troy thinks I'm nuts and should move on. In a way, I have, and over time I'll forget about how they mated and the months following, but for now, I'm enjoying making Ale squirm." Silas shot Niles an evil grin.

Niles chuckled softly. "How long are you going to keep it up for?"

Silas shrugged. "I'll give it a good ten years."

Niles laughed outright at that comment. "That's evil."

Laughing, Silas slapped Niles on the back. "Yeah, it is."

Niles shook his head. "I'm going to ask Tank out for a meal tonight and try to move things forward."

Silas nodded. "Good idea. Get him used to seeing you in different settings. Your house?"

"I think so. I'll cook and we'll see how it goes."

"Good luck." Silas straightened, glancing up at the sky. "The weather’s clearing now and they're on their way back. Let's get ready so you can treat the kids."

Niles spoke with the paramedics and double checked they had everything. Time seemed to drag while he was waiting and by the time Tank finally appeared, Niles' was buzzing with anticipation and nerves. Tank was a mess, his clothes covered in mud, and while he looked tired, he was happy.

Tank gave him a small smile, acknowledging his presence, which Niles returned. However, catching up would have to wait until later as he was too busy checking the children over and making sure there were no other injuries. The only one that required treatment was the badly sprained ankle. The rest were free to go after Sheriff Bailey had spoken to them.

Niles watched the looks on the two boys as Silas talked and he knew they wouldn't be making the same mistake anytime soon. He hid his own grin when they walked past him towards their parents and he had to turn away when he heard their parents muttering angrily to them.

He was packing his equipment away when he felt Tank approach. Smiling, Niles said, "That went well."

"Yeah, it did. Could have been worse."

"Those two boys won't mess about in the future."

Tank grunted. "Stupid kids."

"Are you free tonight?" Niles asked as he continued to pack. "You can come over to mine and I'll cook for us. I think we could both do with something after today, don't you?" He glanced up at Tank, catching him biting his lip.

"I'm not sure."

"Why? We went out for lunch, so why don't you come over. I'll make sure I have plenty of cold beer in for you. Come over and relax. Today's been a long, cold, and miserable day."

He waited for Tank to answer and felt his heart drop the longer it took.

 "Okay. What time?"

Smiling, Niles said, "Seven okay for you?"

Tank nodded. "I'll see you them. I've got to go and check on Dodge."

He watched him for a minute and when it became obvious he wasn't returning, Niles sighed and got into his car. At least he'd agreed to come over that night, that was progress. Starting his car, he drove away, leaving his mate behind.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

They were finally making progress, and Niles couldn't be happier. After waiting for over a year, Niles may soon have the chance to touch his mate. That kiss they'd shared hadn't been nearly enough. He wanted more, needed more.

He stood in the kitchen cooking, a Welsh dish from his grandparents, when the doorbell rang.

Glancing at the clock, he realized it was almost seven and with a smile on his face, and shouted, "In the kitchen."

He heard the footsteps along the hallway and turned as they approached the kitchen door. Niles' eyebrows arched up in surprise when he saw who had walked in. "Max. I wasn't expecting you."

Max shrugged, given him a warm smile. "How are you doing, Niles? I heard you had volunteered to look after those children, you know, the ones that were missing. How did that go?"

"They were very lucky. Fortunately, they sustained only minor injuries. Elliott, the man in charge, did an excellent job of finding shelter and taking care of them."

"Minor injuries? Yes, they were lucky then." Max stared at him intently with a look that Niles couldn't decipher. "So, you're off now for two days, aren't you?"

Niles nodded, going back to the stove and stirring the stew he'd prepared. "Yes. I'll be glad to have a couple of days off. I need a break. Fingers crossed we'll have no emergencies that I need to go in for."

"Yes, you've put in a lot of hours recently, haven't you? If anyone deserves a break from work, it's you."

Max walked over to where Niles stood, leaning his side against the counter and watching him stir the food. "Looks nice."

"A dish my grandparents loved. Cawl, it's called. A Welsh stew."

"I didn't know you were Welsh."

"Born and bred in the good old US, but my family can trace their lines back to Wales for several generations and made sure I learned all about my ancestry."

"So, are you free tomorrow?"

Niles paused stirring the stew and glanced over at him. Max couldn't be asking him out on a date, could he? They were just work colleagues, and friends. Niles shrugged. "Yeah, I'm free if you want to do something in the afternoon."

Max stepped closer, causing Niles to frown. What was he playing at? Niles stepped back, raising a hand between them. Just as he was about to speak, Max swooped in, grabbing the front of Niles' T-shirt and pulling him close. 

"Niles," he whispered, just before his lips touched his.

Niles jerked back in surprise, his lips parting involuntarily on a gasp which Max took full advantage off. He angled his head pressing closer to Niles and pushed his tongue into Niles' mouth. Niles' stomach rolled, and he gagged, pushing Max away. Max wasn't his mate and his body wanted nothing to do with him.

Suddenly Max was gone, and Niles stumbled back in surprise, his hand automatically reaching up to wipe his lips. He could feel anger vibrating in the air around him, it was so strong he could almost reach out and touch it, and he raised his eyes to the man standing over the prone body of Max.

Targon stood, his hands clenched in fury, his body vibrating with anger as he growled down at Max on the floor.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing? Get the fuck out of here!"

Max's eyes bounced from Targon to Niles, his mouth opening and closing several times, before he asked, "Who the fuck is this, Niles?"

Targon smacked his chest. "Who am I? Who the fuck are you?" Pointing at Niles, he screamed, "He’s mine. Now fuck off."

Slowly, raising a hand, Niles approached Tank. "Er, Targon, it's not what you—”

Tank glared at Niles, and Niles could see him work his jaw from side to side. "He had his tongue down your throat. That’s some fucked up resuscitation, mate."

"Mate?" Max glared at Niles. "You never told me—”

Tank smacked his chest again. "He's mine! Get the fuck out of here before I throw you out."

Tank reach down, hauling Max up off the floor, barely giving him a chance to get his feet under him as he dragged him from the kitchen and down the hallway. Niles could hear Max shouting as he was dragged along, and when the door slammed shut, Niles winced.

He heard heavy footsteps approach and when Tank walked around the corner, Niles immediately attempted to diffuse the situation.

"Look, Targon, it wasn't what you think."

Tank tilted his head to the side, his eyes never leaving Niles. "Explain it me. Tell me what it was then? Because from where I was stood it looked like he had his hands all over you and his tongue down your throat." Leaning back against the wall, Tank crossed his arms over his chest and raised an eyebrow at Niles. "Go on then, tell me how wrong I am. Tell me how I didn't see what I saw."

"Targon—”

"Mine," Targon muttered.

Niles nodded, swallowing compulsively. "Yours," he whispered. "Only yours."

Tank suddenly pushed away from the wall and stormed over to Niles, grabbing him and slamming back against the counter, causing Niles to grunt in surprise. "Mine," he growled.

Niles never had a chance to respond before Tank slammed their mouths together. Tank's tongue licked across his lips then pushed against Niles’ mouth, and he opened it readily, wanting to taste his mate. Tank’s fingers threaded through Niles' hair, gripping the strands and tilting his head to the side, so he could deepen the kiss. Niles moaned, loving the way his mate dominated him, loving the taste of him in his mouth and the feel of his hands on his body.

Their tongues tangled together, sliding past each other and tasting each other. He jerked when he heard his shirt rip open, the buttons scattering everywhere as Tank ripped it from his body. Within seconds, his pants were pushed down, his cock bouncing off his abs and leaving a sticky trail behind. He was spun around and pushed over the counter, his skin pebbling where it made contact with the smooth, cold surface. 

Niles moaned, as Tank's tongue traced a line down his back. He heard a crinkling sound as Tank kissed his back and then he felt two wet fingers brush his hole. He wanted it desperately, wanted to feel his mate take him and own his body. He groaned loudly when the tip of the finger pushed in. "I can take more," he mumbled.

The finger pushed all the way in, moving rapidly in and out of his hole, and within seconds, a second finger pushed in. Niles hissed against the burn but didn't tell Tank to stop. He wanted this. No, he needed this. He needed to feel his mate inside his body, needed to be Tank’s.

Suddenly, those two fingers disappeared, and Niles was left empty, bereft, needing his mate to complete him.

He felt the head of Tank's dick brush across his sensitive hole and he bit his lip when Tank pushed in, groaning against the burn. Tank was wider than the two fingers he'd used and it had been a while for Niles. His last time had been before he'd met his mate. Once he'd met Tank, there’d been no one else for him.

Tank pushed until he was fully in, and then paused, his hands gripping Niles' hips. Niles shuddered, stretched wide open and panting harshly, sweat breaking out over his skin.

Then Tank began to move, in and out, hard and fast, so all Niles could do was hang on as Tank pounded his ass. He rode the waves of ecstasy that rushed through his body, leaving him a mere puddle of desire desperate to feel everything his mate was giving him. Tank’s hand slid up the damp skin of Niles' back and latched onto the back of his neck, holding him down as he continued to thrust into him. He grunted with every pounding thrust and Niles let go, letting Tank own him completely. There was only one thing he wanted, one thing he needed desperately.

"Please, let me see you," Niles begged.

His hands scrambled across the slippery surface, trying to hold on to something, anything, waiting for Tank to respond. Tank’s hands moved from his hip and neck, and he suddenly pulled out and spun Niles around.

Niles leaned back against the counter, lifting his legs and wrapping them around Tank's waist. Tank gripped his dick, and after a couple of fumbled attempts, he pushed it back into Niles' ass.

Niles cried out, his hands gripping the front of Tank’s T-shirt. "Targon," he groaned. Tank pulled him close, bringing their mouths together, and Niles opened willingly to Tank’s seeking tongue.

Tank was everywhere. He was every breath he took, every move he made. He was surrounded by him and Niles let go of all reason and simply felt. Tank had complete control over him and Niles revelled in every second.

The kissing paused, and as Niles opened his eyes staring up at Tank, he saw the second he realized what he was doing.

Pulling him closer, he whispered, "Don't. Just go with it."

He brought Tank’s mouth back to his, and licked across his lips, then pushed his tongue in between them. Tank was slow to react at first but quickly caught up, groaning as he kissed him passionately, all wet and wild. Tank's hands touched everywhere, sliding across his skin, pulling on his flesh, gripping him tight, and Niles loved it. He was moaning constantly, his fingers flexing in Tank’s T-shirt and he tried to pull him closer, needing more.

His balls tightened, pulling up, and the telltale tingle started. Niles broke the kiss and lunged forward, biting Tank in the neck, his teeth sliding through the flesh and sinking in deep. Tank's blood flowed across his tongue, and Niles moaned, his body shaking as his orgasm spiraled through him.

Tanks stuttered then cried out and Niles could feel him coming, his dick twitching in his ass.

Suddenly, the bond snapped into place, overwhelming Niles with Tank’s emotions. They crashed over Niles, and he felt everything Tank did. Tank in the throes of his orgasm, the satisfaction and pleasure it brought him, and then chasing behind those emotions, came shock and fear.

Niles sealed the bite and dropped his head back against the wall behind the counter, watching the emotions rush over Tank’s face. 

"Targon..." He trailed off, not knowing what to say.

"Shit." Tank let go of Niles, bringing his hands up to his face and covering it with them.

"It's okay."

Tank suddenly dropped his hands and stared open-mouthed at Niles. "No, it isn’t okay."

Tank pulled away causing Niles to wince as his dick left his ass and he watched Tank straighten his clothing, pushing his dick back in his jeans and fastening them up.

"Targon, let's talk about this."

Tank was rapidly shaking his head, the fear etched on his face. "No! Fuck, no."

"We're mates, Targon." Niles spoke as he pulled his pants up. "I couldn't stop—"

"Stop fucking talking!" Tank tugged at his hair. "Shit, I need to think. I can't do this right now."

"Let me help, please. Let's talk about this."

Tank started pacing the kitchen floor, his hands tugging at the strands of hair, and Niles moved forward, reaching towards Tank to try to calm him down.

Tank suddenly stopped pacing and glared at him. "Why did you bite me?"

Niles gaped at him. "Seriously? You're my mate! I've been waiting months for you. And you came to me, remember?"

Tank paled, swallowing hard. "I've gotta go," he muttered, and without a backward glance, left the kitchen.

"Targon, wait," Niles shouted.

Tank continued to walk away, Niles following him, calling his name. When Niles reached the front door, he had enough time to see Tank jump into his truck and drive off, leaving him standing there, alone. Niles waited until the taillights disappeared before slowly stepping back into his house and closing the door behind him.

At the kitchen table, Niles collapsed into a chair, his forehead resting on the table. “Shit.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

"Fuck!"

What had he done? What the fuck had he done? He wasn't ready for this. He wasn't ready to be mated to anyone, let alone a man. He didn't know what to think. Thoughts scattered like leaves in the wind and Tank was chasing them, lost and confused, scared shitless. He didn't know what to do, he’d simply panicked once sanity had returned and just freaked the fuck out and ran.

There were so many emotions rushing through his body that Tank struggled to recognize one before it was quickly replaced by another. Exhilaration, fear, panic, worry, wonder, loneliness, pain. He knew some were his emotions and others were Niles’. He couldn't turn it off, he wanted to stop feeling him, and in that moment, he’d give anything to cut the bond between them and just breathe.

He pulled over without indicating, causing the car behind to beep its horn and the driver to flip him off as he drove past. He put it into park, his head dropping onto the steering wheel, and tried to break the unfamiliar emotions swamping him.

Despair, pain, anger... Love. Tank sat up abruptly and stared out of the windshield, not seeing anything. Love. Niles loved him. He bit his fist, shaking his head, groaning deeply. Aw, shit. Niles loved him. What was he going to do now? He couldn't hurt Niles, but he couldn't be with him either. His family... Shit, his family could never find out.

He needed to talk to someone, someone who could help him. Someone who had experience.

He grabbed his cell, the phone shaking in his hand, and it took several fumbled attempts before he could unlock it and dial the number he wanted.

"Tank, man," Chester said when he answered.

"I need help," Tank muttered brokenly. 

"What's wrong?" Chester demanded.

"Oh, shit, man. I've mated with Niles."

A soft chuckle greeted his comment. "Congrats, Tank. I knew—”

"No!" Tank shouted out. "This isn't time for congratulations. What the fuck am I going to do now?"

"Not again," Chester muttered. In a louder voice, he added, "Tank, listen to me, it’s time to man the fuck up. You're mated, there is nothing you can do to change that. Just think of the benefits—you'll live longer, be stronger and move faster. Remember Jared and Miguel jumping from the plane? You can do that now. You have a connection to someone who will never leave you. And, more importantly, never cheat on you."

Tank breathed raggedly, emotions—were they Niles’s—flowing over him. "I don't care! I don't want this. I can't stop feeling him. Make it stop!"

Chester sighed. "You're mated. It won't stop."

Tank hung up and contemplated throwing his cell but decided to call Ale.

As soon as he answered, Tank shouted, "How did you do it?"

"Tank? What's wrong?"

"The mating! How do you make it stop, how did you stay away from him?"

"Tank. What are you talking about?"

"Me and Niles. How do I stop our mating?"

"You don't have sex and then let him bite you?" Ale spoke like he was talking to a child, not an adult.

Tank thumped the steering wheel, screaming, "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"

"Oh, I see. Well, then congratulations, Tank, and there is no way to break the mating, sorry. I searched everywhere and there's nothing."

"Nothing!" Tank screeched. "There has to be something. I'm not gay. I can’t have a male mate."

Ale sighed. "Hate to point out the obvious, but if you've mated, you had sex with a man."

"I'm. Not. Gay," Tank screamed down the cell. "I like women, tits and pussy."

Sighing again, Ale said, "Thanks for the visual. You've had sex with Niles and you've mated. Did you get off?" Tank snapped his mouth shut. Yeah, he got off. "So, you came. You enjoyed it. What's the problem here, Tank? Is it because Niles has a dick? You obviously had no problem with said dick when you were having sex with him."

"I didn't touch him. I'm not gay."

"Dick and ass. Two men. Where do you possibly see straight here, Tank?" Ale sighed yet again. "Okay, so you're bisexual. I still don't see a problem with this."

"I'm straight! I love pussy. Pussy, Ale."

"Okay, I'm going. Lie to yourself all you want, Tank, but don't lie to me."

"Fuck, no, wait. I don't know what I'm saying."

"You're in shock, Tank. You've done something you never thought you would. How did it happen?"

Tank growled, remembering what happened. "There was a doctor at Niles' and he was kissing him. He's mine, Ale. Mine. He shouldn't have been kissing what's mine."

"Not territorial at all," Ale mused. "Nothing screams mate more than that. Look, it's done, you can't change it. I should know because I looked for a long time to break mine and Troy's. Don't screw up like I did. It will cause you both nothing but pain and misery. If you accept it, and work on it, you'll be happier than you have ever been. Trust me on that, Tank. Yes, I screwed up the beginning of my mating with Troy, but now, I wouldn't change a thing."

Wiping a hand over his face, Tank muttered, "Shit, Ale. I'm sorry."

"Nah, it's okay now. Just talk to him. He's gonna be feeling everything you are unless you shut the connection off."

"Okay. Okay."

"Now would be good, Tank."

Nodding, Tank said, “I'll do it now, and thanks, Ale."

"I don't want you to make the same mistakes I did. Niles doesn't deserve that. No one does."

Tank rolled his eyes. "Okay, Ale. I'll do it now."

"Right, speak to you later."

Tank ended the call and threw his cell on the seat next to him then stared out of the windshield. His stomach rolled and churned dangerously, the bile inching up his throat, and he coughed several times, blinking rapidly trying to clear it. 

He gripped the steering wheel in his hands. A cold sweat broke out over his skin, and his heart began to beat rapidly in his chest, the blood pumping through his veins. He panted, squeezing his eyes shut, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. He didn't want this mating. He didn't want to be tied to a man. He couldn't be tied to a man. He had nothing against Niles, he was a really great guy, but a male mate was not something he was looking for.

He should have known something would happen though. He could feel the bond between them, feel the connection that strummed between them. He'd ignored it for as long as he could, trying to get on with his life and move on. He should never have approached Niles in the parking lot at the hospital that night. He should never have agreed to have a meal with him. He should have simply avoided Niles at all costs and moved on with his life.

He was sure Niles would have eventually taken the hint and would have found someone else who could make him happy.

Now, there were tied together, forever, and Tank was terrified.

The repercussions if his family found out... Tank didn't want to think about it. He could already see his parents’ reactions in his mind. The fallout that would occur if they were to find out that not only was Tank with the man, but that man was a vampire. Oh, and one with darker skin than him. Yeah, his parents hated everyone who didn't look like them.

They would disown him. Tank knew with absolute certainty that his family would have nothing more to do with him were they to find out what had happened. He needed to keep quiet, tell as few people as possible. They were his family, had raised him since the day he was born, had done so much for him, sacrificed so much that he could follow his dreams.

What was he going to do? He knew Niles wouldn't want to keep it a secret. Why would he? He’d found his mate and even Tank knew how rare that was. No, Niles would want to tell everyone, and Tank needed Niles to understand that even though they were mated, that was it. He needed to talk to his mate and lay it all out, plain and simple.

Niles.

Targon.

Can we talk? Tank winced, rubbing his head as the pain began.

Come back. The food's still here. We can eat and talk.

Okay. Ten minutes.

Tank ended the connection and slumped back in his seat, his head pounding. Literally a few seconds of telepathic communication and his head felt like it was about to explode. It took several minutes before he felt like he could open his eyes and a couple more before he was able to start the car, put it into drive, and head towards Niles’ home.

The entire time he was on the road he was double guessing himself. Had he made the right decision to go to Niles? Should he be doing this after everything that had just happened? Did he need time to adjust to the consequences of his actions?

By the time he had reached Niles, he still had no answers. He pulled to a stop and parked his truck. He sat staring at Niles who was stood at the front door, and with one last deep breath, he opened the door and stepped out.  

He walked to his mate and stood in front of him. What the fuck was he going to do now?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

"Hungry?" Niles asked, watching Tank as he fidgeted in front of him.

"Not really," Tank muttered, shrugging his shoulders.

Nodding, Niles walked back into the house and said over his shoulder, "Come in then."

He walked into the kitchen and over to the refrigerator, pulling it open and removing two bottles. Slamming the door shut, he quickly twisted off the caps, throwing them on the counter. He handed one over to Tank, who took it, and Niles watched as Tank drank half the bottle immediately. 

Tank wouldn't meet his eyes, and Niles sighed. Closing his eyes, he reached out tentatively through their bond trying to get a read on Tank's emotional state. Confusion, fear, arousal and anger. A tumult of emotions running through Tank. Each lasting a number of seconds before another emotion replaced it.

Opening his eyes, Niles took in his mate. Tall and broad, with narrow hips and long legs. Deep brown eyes and spiky blond hair, he ticked all of Niles' boxes. This was how it should be because his mate should be the perfect complement. His white skin was a beautiful contrast to his own darker skin and Niles wanted to run his hands all over it, touching and tasting.

Just looking at his mate had Niles hard and wanting. Arousal thrummed through him and he wanted nothing more than to walk over to Tank and throw him down on the table and take what was his.

"I can feel you. I can feel what you want."

Niles winced, closing the connection at his end and cutting off all his emotions. "Sorry. You're my mate, so of course I want you." He sighed, staring at the floor. "I'll try to stop you feeling it."

"I will stop... shit." Niles watched Tank pull at his hair and realized that it was something he did when he was struggling to deal with a situation. A nervous action.

"I'm sorry. I should have had more control. You don't need to feel me on top of everything else you're going through right now."

"No, if anyone's at fault, it's me. I shouldn't have gone possessive and jumped you. When I saw him... How long?" Tank eyes finally met his. "How long has it been going on for?"

Niles' mouth fell open. Seriously? He thought he was having a relationship with Max? He shook his head. "What?"

"You and him. How long have you two been fucking?"

Niles' eyebrows shot up. Tank really thought he'd been having sex with Max. "We haven't. I have a mate. Why would I cheat on my mate and ruin what we could have?"

Tank rolled his eyes. "Please. I wasn't even interested. There's nothing to stop you two fucking."

"And I repeat myself here. I have a mate. I wouldn't jeopardize that for anyone."

Tank stared at him briefly, then shrugged, and looked away. "Whatever. It doesn’t matter to me, I’m not that interested."

"Yeah, I can feel how uninterested you are. That's why I can't sit down right now," Niles countered, staring at Tank.

Tank winced, tugging on his hair again. "Shit. I'm —”

"No, you don't get to apologize. You wanted me because you couldn't stand the thought of someone else having me. You can deny our connection all you want, you feel it and you're affected by it, just like I am. We wouldn't be mates if there was no chance of us having a relationship. Lie to yourself all you want, but don't lie to me. I won't stand here and accept it. You want me, just as much as I want you. The only difference between us is I'm not afraid to admit it."

Tank stared at him. "That's the second time tonight someone has told me not to lie. I'm not lying."

Niles sighed again, leaning back on the counter. "I won't argue with you. We're mated now, and nothing is going to change that."

Tank smiled grimly. "I know," he muttered.

"So, what are you going to do about it? You know I'll need your blood from now on."

"I know."

"And it'll be hard for either of us to have sex with someone else."

Gritting his teeth, Tank repeated himself. "I know."

"If you want, we can both try to move on. Just send me your blood."

"What?"

"I'm telling you that we can both try to move on. I know you prefer women to men so I'm saying you can move on and try to build a relationship with someone else."

Tank frowned. "So, you're saying you have no problem with me going out and fucking women?"

"As long as I can go out and fuck men."

"No," Tank muttered.

Niles raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms over his chest. "No?"

"That's what I said."

"What do you mean, no? I'm not going to live the rest of my life celibate."

"No one else," Tank growled. "No one but me."

Niles rolled his eyes. "All possessive again. Want me to drop my pants and bend over?”

"Fuck you."

Niles smirked. "I'd rather fuck you."

"I can't," Tank shouted.

Niles blinked, shocked at the outburst. "That didn't stop you before—”

"You don't get it, do you? I'd lose everything. This is the worst thing that could have ever happened to me."

"What? The worst thing that could have happened to you? Thanks a lot, mate."

"You don't understand, Niles. My family would disown me. If there is anything that they can have a problem with, they do. You name it. Blacks, gays, vampires. Anything that isn't white, human or middle-class they'll have a problem with." Tank pointed between the two of them, saying, "They would have a big fucking problem with this."

"Targon... I...” Niles stopped talking, shaking his head. He didn't know Tank's family was like this. "Shit, Targon. I'm all of those."

Tank’s shoulders slumped and he stared at the floor. "I'm sorry, Niles, I can't do this," he muttered brokenly.

Niles walked over to him and pulled him in, wrapping his arms around him and holding tight. "Tell me this honestly, Targon." He pulled back, but put both hands on the side of Tank's neck. Staring into his eyes, he asked, "Do you want me?"

Tank eyes flickered between his, and Niles saw him swallow before he whispered, "Yeah, I do."

"Then we start there." Slowly, so slowly, Niles leaned forward giving Tank time to pull away. When he didn't move, he kissed him, a slow slide of his lips across Tank’s. He placed small kisses across his lips and eventually Tank responded, his lips moving to meet Niles'. When Tank finally sighed into the kiss, Niles deepened it, letting his tongue lick into Tank's mouth to slide along Tank’s.

Tank tilted his head and Niles moaned, moving his hands around Tank's back and running them down over the muscles hidden by his t-shirt. Tank groaned deeply, his arms pulling Niles closer as their tongues caressed each other and Niles went willingly, desperate to feel his mate again.

They stood kissing for several minutes until Niles eventually pulled away, dropping one last final kiss on Tank’s lips. He watched Tank open his eyes, seeing the blown pupils and the flushed cheeks. He lifted his fingers and scratched the stubble on Tank’s jaw, smiling at him.

"We'll figure this out. Come, sit down and eat, and you can tell me about your family."

❊❊❊

Tank sat at the table and watched Niles dish out the food. When it was placed in front of him, Niles said, "It's Tatws Pum Munad, or Welsh stew."

"Ah, cawl. This is my Taid, my granddad's, favorite meal."

"Taid? Ah, you're a northerner."

Tank grinned. "No way. South Wales?"

Niles nodded, chewing his food. "I say granddad, or tadcu."

"I have relatives who still live in Mundy."

"Not far from mine then. So, tell me about your family."

"What's to tell?"

Niles put his spoon back in his bowl, pushing it away and staring at Tank. Tank stared down at his own bowl, fiddling with the spoon and finally sighed when he realized that he was going to have to tell Niles everything. "They are the most phobic group of people I know."

"How is that going to affect us?"

Tank shrugged, mumbling under his breath.

"I'm sorry. What was that?"

Tank pursed his lips and looked up at Niles. "There is no us, Niles."

Niles blinked, staring blankly at him and not saying a word. "We're mated," he whispered eventually.

"I'm sorry."

"But, we're mated," Niles repeated.

"Forget about it now, Niles." Tank dropped his head into his hands, shoulders slumping. "If only I'd kept control, then none of this would have happened."

"There is no forgetting about it, Targon. We’re mated. We can't change that, and it can't be broken either. We are it for each other."

"Look," Tank started as he slowly raised his head. "I did something stupid, but that doesn't have to be the end of it. You said you needed my blood, and I'll send it to you. It's just, we... we can't have a relationship."

"You just told me that you wanted me? Was that a lie?"

Tank sat back in his chair, shaking his head. "No, it wasn't, but I can't do anything about it. We need to forget this happened and move on."

"Forget it happened? Fuck you!" Niles spat out, shoving his chair back and standing up.

Tank followed, also standing up, and they both glared at each other across the kitchen table. "I know this isn't what you want to hear, Niles, but it's the best for both of us."

"Fine. Find someone else." Niles pointed at the kitchen door. "Get out."

Tank straightened. "There'll be no one else."

"No, Targon, if you don't want me, I'll find someone who does. Now get out of my house."

Tank stormed round the side of the table, grabbing Niles by the arm. "No, you're mine."

Niles shoved him away saying at the same time, "Not this again. You going all caveman is what caused this in the first place. I can't live this half-life you're expecting me to. You're either my mate, or you're not."

"Niles—”

Niles slashed his hand through the air. "No! You need to decide what you want."

Tank pulled on his hair. "You don't understand. I'll lose my family."

"Or your mate. Tough choice that, Targon, isn't it? But I think I know what choice you'll make. Get the fuck out."

Not giving Tank a chance to answer, Niles stormed from the kitchen. Tank stood still, staring in shock at his back as he left. His shoulders slumped, and he braced his hands on the table, leaning over it and closing his eyes. His mate or his family? The choice wasn't as easy as Niles thought. If he chose Niles, he would lose his family. All of them. But if he chose his family, he would lose his mate. A mate who he wasn't even sure he wanted.

Twisting sideways, he slumped in the chair and laid his head on the table, feeling the cold seep through his hot skin.

"Shit," he muttered.

Even though he knew all the faults his family had, they were still his family, and he loved them. He closed his eyes, listening to the sounds Niles made as he moved around above him. Niles, his mate. Why did he have to be a man, and a vampire? Oh, and black.

He didn't know what he was going to do, and he didn't know who to turn to. Both Chester and Ale had told him to try, but at what cost? Did he give up his family to be with his mate? Was that cost too high? He knew Niles only got one mate, that there would be no other for him and by denying their bond, he would be asking him to live the half-life.

But, he honestly didn't know if he could give up his family for his mate. He was attracted to Niles, no matter how much he fought against it. The way he moved, the way he smiled, especially that smile that was just for Tank him. When he grinned, dimples appeared that drove Tank mad. His black curly hair cut short had Tank’s fingers itching, and he dragged those same fingers across the table wishing it was Niles instead.

Sighing, he muttered, "I want him."

Saying the words out loud both exhilarated and frightened him, but it was the step that he knew he needed to take.

Maybe he could be open and honest with his family and they would accept Niles when they understood the full implications of their bond. Tank snorted. Yeah, right. That was a wild fantasy, a dream that would never come true. Could he walk away from his family for one person, even if that one person was his mate? Was the cost too much, the loss too great?

Maybe he could keep their relationship quiet for now until he was surer and knew exactly what he wanted. Niles should understand why he needed time to decide. So much was riding on his decision and it wasn't one he could easily make. His family, or his mate.

Deciding he needed to talk to Niles, Tank pushed away from the table and slowly walked up the stairs to him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

Tank stood in the doorway of the bedroom watching Niles move around, completely ignoring him. In fact, Niles gave no impression he knew that Tank stood there, but Tank was certain Niles was fully aware of his presence.

After watching him for another minute or so, Tank said, "Niles.”

Without turning around, Niles said, "I asked you to leave."

"I want to try."

"Will you tell your family about us?" Tank looked away. "I didn't think you would. Please leave."

"What do you want me to say? I'm struggling with all of this. And you should know that more than anyone because you can feel it, feel me. We do this at my pace. I'll tell them when I'm ready. I need to get used to you first and—" Tank waved his arm around the room—"everything."

"You've had time to get used to this. You've had months, Tank."

"Then what's wrong with giving me a little more? We're mates now, let me get used to it."

Niles stared at him and eventually nodded. "I'm not someone you were expecting." Niles sat on the bed, dropping his head in his hands. Tank could feel how emotional Niles was in that moment. Pain, sadness and a little fear was coming through to him from their connection. Unable to stop himself, Tank walked over and sat on the bed next to him. "I'm sorry."

"Stay," Niles whispered.

"I..." He wasn't sure if that was a good idea, considering what had happened already between them.

"Please." Niles turned his head to look at him. "Give me tonight. I've waited months for you."

Guilt flooded him at the truth of Niles' words. He had waited months for him. "I know. You should have told me the truth from the beginning."

"You're right, I should have, but it doesn't matter now, does it? Please say you'll stay."

Tank's eyes flickered to Niles' as he reached out tentatively and touched the back of Niles' hand. Niles turned his hand over and slid their fingers together. Looking at their entwined fingers, Tank said, "I will. Oh, and by the way, I sleep naked."

"So do I, but I've got some sleep pants somewhere."

What did it matter now? They'd had sex already. Sighing, Tank said, "It's fine."

"There's a spare toothbrush under the sink," Niles informed him, pointing to the door that led to the bathroom. "You go first. I’ll get the bed ready."

Tank stood, and quickly used the bathroom, washing and brushing his teeth. He leaned on the sink and stared at his reflection in the mirror and sighed heavily. What a mess. A mess he'd caused, and now he needed to man up and move on. He was mated, and he liked Niles. He was a caring, thoughtful male, and yes, Tank was physically attracted to him. If only he could let go of his own fears and just try. That was all Niles was asking.

He stepped out of the bathroom and Niles pushed past him, closing the door quietly behind him. He stared at the bed and suddenly laughed, slapping a hand over his mouth. Jesus, what was he doing here? Did he go on his own side of the bed or the other side of the bed? Did men sleep differently together?

In the end he chose the side of the bed that was closest to the window and stripped quickly before he slid under the cool sheets pulling them up to his chin. Rolling onto his side away from the bathroom door, he stared at the closed curtains. He could feel the stiffness in his body, the rigid way he held himself and he made a conscious effort to relax. This was his mate, Niles. He wouldn't do anything unless Tank wanted him to.

The bathroom door opened and the lights switched off, and then the bed dipped behind him.

"Night Targon."

"Night."

He lay on his side, unable to relax and he could feel Niles moving restlessly around the bed. Rolling from one side to the other and then onto his back, sighing occasionally. After a good ten minutes, Tank had had enough.

"Niles.”

"It's okay, Targon. I'm just struggling to relax, that's all."

Rolling onto his side to face Niles, Tank stared at the man who was his mate and gave in to the urge to touch him. He reached over and gently traced Niles' jaw. He went to do it a second time, but Niles reached up and grabbed his hand.

"You don't need to do anything."

"What if I want to?" Tank whispered into the darkness.

"At your pace."

"Okay. Then kiss me."

Niles slid over to him and gently rolled Tank onto his back. "Are you okay with this?"

"Kiss me, Niles."

Niles slid a leg between Tank’s and moved over him, one hand moving to Tanks' waist and the other tunneling through the strands of his hair. Their lips met, brushing across each other slowly. Soft, gentle kisses that left Tank wanting more.

His hands moved up until both of them were gripping Niles' shoulders as he angled his head and slid his tongue out, licking across Niles' lips. Niles groaned deeply and sucked Tank’s tongue into his mouth. Tank moaned, and his hips arched up off the bed, rubbing his dick against Niles' hip. At the same time, he became aware of how hard Niles was, his dick leaving a damp trail on Tank's skin, and he shivered in response. Arousal burned through him and Tank moaned again.

As they continued to kiss, learning each other's mouths, lips and tongues, Tank let his hand slide down Niles' back, feeling the warm skin beneath his fingers. He stopped only when he reached the top of Niles' ass, hesitating to continue. He'd never touched a man like this before and he was nervous and a little afraid.

Niles must have sensed his emotions, because he broke from the kiss, saying, "My body is yours."

They stared at each other in the darkness until Niles lowered his head and kissed him again and all thought fled Tank's brain. He gave his hands free rein to touch whatever they wanted and they slid down Niles' back to grip his firm ass. Niles moaned in response, arching up into Tank’s touch. "Yes," he whispered.

He moved over Tank, settling in between his legs, pushing them wider to accept his body. Tank gasped, the sensation of having Niles naked and on top of him short-circuiting his brain. He simply felt.

Niles rubbed against him, pushing Tank's arousal higher as their tongues danced together, their kisses becoming wet and messy and Tank loved every second of it. He arched up into Niles' touch deepening the contact. He needed to feel more.

He whimpered into the kiss, and his hands grabbed Niles, pulling him closer until there was barely any space between them.

Niles lined their dicks together and thrust rapidly. At this point they were barely kissing, just open mouths moving over each other, feeding off each other.

Tank eventually pulled his head away, breaking the kiss and panting harshly. His balls pulled up tight, and he rutted against Niles, needing to come. The hand on his head tightened, pulling his head to the side, and he had a split second to stare in fascination at the red glow that emanated from Niles' eyes before Niles' fangs sank into his neck.

Tank cried out, his body jerking, his dick pulsing. Come spurted from it and he felt Niles come too, covering them both in warm wetness. He could barely move, his orgasm so intense and the connection he shared with Niles ramping up the level of intensity that flowed over him.

Feeling Niles' orgasm, the pleasure it brought him, pushed his own even higher and his vision darkened. At the same time, a ringing in his ears blocked out all other sounds.

He was barely aware of Niles pulling his fangs free and licking the wound closed. Was barely conscious of Niles' heavyweight on top of him, or the breath that brushed against his neck.

At some point, reality returned, and he turned his head to the side, opened his eyes and stared into Niles'. Niles pulled his hand free from Tank's hair and his fingers gently stroked across his cheek, his thumb rubbing Tank’s lips.

"You okay?" he asked. 

Tank licked his dry lips, seeing Niles' eyes watch the movement, a faint red glow lighting them up. He lifted his hand and traced a finger under Niles' eye.

"Your eyes."

Niles closed them and buried his head onto the pillow next to Tank’s. "Sorry. It's just I've waited so long for you and now you're here in my bed and I can't stop thinking of anything else but the need to kiss and touch you... you get the picture."

"It's okay," Tank told him, and strangely, it was. He liked the idea that Niles wanted him, that even though he'd just come, he still wanted him.

"We should clean up and then get some sleep."

Now that Niles had brought it to his attention, Tank cringed at the cold, wet come pooling on his abdomen. "Yeah, you're right."

Niles chuckled as he pushed up and sat between Tank’s spread legs. "Yeah, coming is great but clean-up is awful."

Tank barked out a laugh, completely in agreement with everything Niles just said. "Yeah, there's nothing like crusty, dry come, is there?"

Niles chuckled again. "You stay there. I’ll get a cloth and bring it back in."

Tank sat up, shaking his head. "You don't need to do that."

Leaning down, Niles kissed him slowly, but thoroughly. "I know, but I want to."

Slowly, Tank nodded and lay back down on the bed as Niles got up and walked into the bathroom. He heard the water running, then a minute later, Niles walked back into the bedroom and sat next to him on the bed, cleaning his body.

Tank could feel the heat in his cheeks, knew he was blushing and when he looked up at Niles, he saw the satisfied smile on his face. Rolling his eyes, he said, "Okay, I've never had anyone clean me before. I feel a bit like a girl."

"I like doing it, like taking care of my mate."

When Niles finished cleaning him, he threw the washcloth back towards the bathroom and got back into bed.

"Want to be the big spoon?" Niles asked.

Tank stared at him, not knowing how to answer the question. Niles smiled and took pity on him. "How about you be the big spoon and if it's not comfortable, we can swap."

"Okay." Tank swallowed and then stopped. Why was he getting all worked up about who was the big spoon and who was the little spoon when he'd just had sex? In this bed with his mate. Shaking his head, Tank moved over and cuddled up to Niles' back and moved his arm over his waist. "This okay?"

Niles laid his arm on top of Tank’s, threading their fingers together. "More than okay," he mumbled, sleep already coloring his words.

Tank got comfortable, then slowly relaxed. Every breath he took, he breathed Niles in. Closing his eyes, he kissed Niles on the neck and then drifted off to sleep.

❊❊❊

Spencer paced the IT room, watching the data scroll across the screen, a frown on his face to give the illusion of not understanding the data in front of him. "Well?" he asked for the fifth time.

"You need to let us set our trap. The hacker can't know we know about them. If they even begin to suspect we're onto them, then they'll stop, and we'll lose our chance to find out who it is."

"I know that, Carter. You don't need to keep explaining it to me."

"Then why are you still here, breathing down my neck?"

"Just remember what we can do to you and your family, Carter."

"Like I can forget when you threaten me every single day with it," he muttered.

"Good. I'm glad we have that sorted." Hands on hips, Spencer asked, "How long before we know anything?"

"It depends on when he or she tries again. It's a waiting game now."

"We can't have them finding out our plans. Those plans have been years in the making, waiting for the right time to implement them. They must succeed."

"I know. You'll get your chance, don't worry."

Spencer turned away from the screens and walked to the door. "Inform me immediately if you get anything."

"Don't worry, I will."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

Niles sat at the computer reading the latest test results that had been sent through to him. So, absorbed in the task, he never noticed Max appear until he said hi.

Looking up, Niles smiled. "Hi Max. Look, about the other night—"

Max waved the apology away. "No, don't. I just wanted to come and apologize. I misread the situation, Niles."

"No, I need to apologize."

"Let's just forget about it. I don't want to ruin our friendship, and we work well together. Is that okay with you?"

"Absolutely."

"You have a mate. You must be happy."

Niles grinned. "I am, thank you. Targon is everything I could want in a mate."

Leaning on the counter Niles was working at, Max asked, "I thought mates didn't exist? I thought it was just something you told each other like a bedtime story."

"Me too, but since I've met Targon, I've done some research. There were lots of mated couples. In fact, it was the norm. I can't even tell you when it stopped happening. I am very lucky to have found Targon."

"Targon?"

"Welsh. He is a Northerner, my family are Southerners." Niles grinned. They had more in common than just being mates. They had a shared history, their ancestors coming from the same country and emigrating to America.

They talked a lot about their families, the places they'd come from, when they had been out for lunch the day before. Niles could see, and feel, how painful it was for Tank to talk about his family, but if they were ever to move forward and have his family except their mating, Niles needed to know exactly what he was up against. He wasn't going to lose his mate because his family hadn't moved with the times.

"What happens if you fall out?"

"That rarely happens, if ever. It's hard to explain, but I think the easiest way to look at it is that mates complete each other, like the other half of each other. Mates help each other to be better people, are there to support when needed or offer encouragement." Niles shrugged. "It's really hard to put into words exactly what mates are to each other. I only know of one mating that didn't work out." Niles paused, then continued, "Well, I guess that's a matter of opinion."

Max nodded in understanding. "The blood slave?"

Niles nodded. "Did you know that his parents sold him? Both of them agreed and did it. How could they do that to their own child?"

"It sickens me, the things we can do to each other. How is he—”

Max's pager went off and he glanced down at it and read the message. He grabbed the nearest phone and made a call, no doubt to find out what he was needed for. Niles turned his attention back to the results in front of him and waited for Max to finish.

"Can't wait for the new smart phones. Do you know when we're getting them?"

"Months, the last I heard." Leaning back in his chair, Niles rubbed a hand over his face, feeling the tiredness in his body. He'd been staring at results for far too long.  "The cost involved runs into the tens of thousands."

"Still, nothing beats the incessant beeping of a pager. Gotta run. Lunch later?"

"Yeah, usual time and place?"

"Unless something happens between now and then."

Niles watched Max walk briskly away and sighed. At least their friendship hadn't been fucked up after the other night. Turning back to the screen he closed his eyes, reaching out to his mate. He needed to hear his voice.

Targon

Niles

How's it going?

Nothing beats sitting around waiting for the locals to get their shit together.

Niles winced. Bad?

I don't understand what the problem is. They asked us here and now they have us sitting on our hands doing nothing. Chester and Ale are getting pissed off about it and have threatened to leave if nothing gets sorted soon.

I would have thought they'd need all the help they could get. A river had burst its banks due to a deluge that no one had been expecting.

You would, wouldn't you? I'm fed up and Dodge won't stop whining. He knows he's got a job to do, and he's stuck here. Still, he did piss on all the cars. Made him happy.

Niles burst out laughing, drawing puzzled looks from the nurses around him. Clearing his throat, he stared at the screen.

Good for Dodge.

Hang on. They're coming over. Maybe now we can finally get involved in the search and rescue they asked us here for.

Let me know.

Will do.

They broke off contact and Niles stared at the figures in front of him. Time to get back to work.

❊❊❊

Hunter was right behind him as they slowly and methodically made their way in a huge circle around the school. It was the only chance they had of finding the missing children and teacher. Roughly thirty minutes later, Tank saw Dodge indicate that he'd picked up a scent. Suddenly, Dodge veered off to the right, even further away from the school and started pulling Tank behind him.

Tank could hear Hunter behind him, speaking into the mic attached next to his mouth — new, improved models — giving Ale their current position and asking the team to converge on their coordinates. Dodge had found something and was eager to follow it.

With some difficulty, Tank and Dodge, with Hunter following, made their way through a dense thicket of brush and trees until they stopped at the edge of what used to be a pond, but due to the heavy rain, had spread out into the surrounding trees. They tread carefully through the branches and debris floating on the water, Dodge stopping every few seconds and sniffing at that debris and the trees around them before continuing forward.

Tank's eyes followed the trail through the shallow, dirty water until it reached the leaf-covered branches of a large downed tree. That's where he caught a glimpse of an adult female holding onto two small children, clinging to the underside of the branches, hanging over the water.

"Dodge. Sit." Tank ordered before giving Dodge his toy. "Good boy." Tank gave Dodge the ‘stay’ signal followed by the command.

He waded through the water and knew when he'd hit the original edge of the pond. The ground became like glue, thick and difficult to move through. He was glad that Hunter was behind when he heard him shout, "I'll let the team know where we are."

"Shit," he muttered, when his feet immediately sank into the thick mud, covered by the dark water.

"Stay where you are. I'll swim over."

Hunter knew what would happen if Tank struggled to move on and dove in chest first, keeping his head above the water, and started swimming towards the woman and two children. The children were crying, and the woman, Tank assumed was the teacher, was struggling to keep all three of them above water.

As Tank moved towards them, a sharp slicing pain cut through his arm. Turning, he realized that some of the branches had thorns on them. "Shit," he muttered, untangling himself from the branch.

"Hunter, watch the branches. Some of them have thorns on."

"Got it."

The branches above were dense and covered with thorns. Making his way slowly toward them in the water was slow and painful, with some of the thorns cutting into his skin. He could feel the thorns in a couple of places, embedding into his flesh. Finally, he took out his knife and started cutting and hacking through the branches.

When he made it to them, the woman immediately handed one of the children to him. "Take her first. She's only five. I'll keep hold of him."

Hunter was close behind and Tank passed the little girl over to him, then turned back to take the boy. "I'll come back for you," he told the woman.

The woman nodded. "Just get them to safety first."

Tank took the boy and slowly made his way back to the edge of the water. He tried to keep him above the dirty water, having seen the numerous cuts covering him. The last thing the boy needed was an infection developing in one of them. Poor kid had gone through enough already.

Hunter got there before him and, after putting the girl down, he reached for the boy. "I'm going back for the woman."

Hunter nodded and took his jacket off, covering both children with it. As Tank moved back through the water, he could hear Hunter update the team on their situation and heard Ale tell Hunter the others were almost to them.

When Tank reached the woman, he glanced around her, seeing how tangled up her clothing was. "My name is Tank. I'm part of Rescue Inc."

"I think you're gonna have to cut them," the woman said, tugging on her clothes.

"Yeah, I think you're right."

Tank took a closer look around the woman, finding several places where she was stuck. He started by cutting her jacket and part of her shirt that had somehow become wound around the branches. It felt like it took forever to cut her free, but when she was finally loose, he helped her cross the water towards Hunter and the two children.

As he moved, he slipped on a submerged branch and fell forward, hitting his head on the trunk of the nearest tree. Grunting in pain, Tank struggled to move. Everything spun around him and he groaned, fighting the need to be sick.

Hands grabbed him and the woman, lifting them clear of the water, and he blinked the water out of his eyes to find Hunter carrying both of them back to dry land. 

"Hunter," he mumbled, shaking his head to try to clear it.

"I've got you both. Don't worry."

When they reached dry land, Hunter placed them both on the ground, and immediately pain shot through his leg.

"Shit," he shouted, grabbing the area.

"Where are you hurt, Tank?" Jensen asked, squatting in front of him.

"Thigh. Something stuck in it." Tank breathed deeply through the pain. Jensen cut through his pant leg, revealing a small broken piece of branch stuck in his thigh. 

"We can't get a stretcher in here," Jensen said as he cleaned the area and packed it to prevent the branch causing more damage.

"I'll make it. Just make sure they get out."

"Chester and Donnie are here to help as well." As Jensen spoke, Tank watched the two vampires take the children and woman away.

Grunting in pain, Tank let Jensen help him up. "Fuck, that hurts."

Tank hobbled along behind the others, Dodge by his side and Jensen helping him. Every step caused the pain to bloom through his leg, but he kept on going.

Niles

Tank. What’s wrong?

Hurt. Branch in leg. Going hospital now. Even talking this way made everything hurt.

On my way.

Twice he would have fallen if Jensen hadn't grabbed him. The pain was becoming more excruciating with every step he took. 

Finally, after what seem liked forever, they made it out of the trees and found that all the ambulances had gone, probably with the two children and the teacher who'd made it out before him. Tank carefully sat on the muddy ground and waited for another one to arrive. He panted, trying to ignore the pain in his thigh and the pounding ache in his head. 

"Here, let me see to that." Jensen squatted in front of him and carefully cleaned his head wound. "You'll need stitches and it's going to need more cleaning. There’s some dirt in there and it is pretty deep."

"Great, just what I wanted to hear."

His ears started to ring, and he winced, dropping his head down, his vision darkening at the edges. He suddenly felt sick and luckily managed to roll onto his side before throwing up.

"Don't feel so good," he mumbled before everything went black.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

When Tank became aware of his surroundings, he immediately realized that he was in a hospital. He could hear the unmistakable beep of the machine that kept track of a person's vital signs. The beep seemed to be keeping a steady rhythm, so he figured he was still alive and recovering well. He sighed quietly when the drugs pulled him under and he fell back asleep.

The next time he woke up, he actually managed to open his eyes. The machine was still keeping that steady pace, so now he tried to figure out how bad he was hurt. He realized his head hurt, especially the front of his face. When he tried to reach up and touch it, his hand felt like it was encased in cement and he dropped it back to the bed. Carefully, because his eyes and head hurt when he moved, he looked down and saw that most of his arms were covered in bandages and plasters. 

Glancing around the room, Tank saw Niles asleep on a chair in the corner and Hunter sleeping in a chair directly in front of him, but on the other side of the room. What the hell? He must have made a noise because Hunter woke up and hurried to the door calling for a nurse. 

"Hey, a nurse will be here soon. How you feeling, Tank?"

"Great,” he mumbled. His throat was dry and tacky, and he coughed, trying to loosen it up. Hunter reached over and picked up a plastic cup with a straw in it and held it for Tank.

Tank gingerly lifted his head, and ignoring the pounding through it, sipped some water. The cool liquid slipped down his throat and he sighed in relief."Thanks."

"Figured you'd need it."

"The children? Teacher?" Tank coughed again and this time his throat felt better for it.

"They're good. They were released yesterday."

Released yesterday. Just how long had he been here? "How long..."

"Two days. You were pretty out of it. The docs were worried about the knock to your head, but your tests came back clear. Sorry, Tank. They couldn't find a brain."

"Fucker," Tank mumbled with a small smile.

Hunter grinned. "Bad concussion. You did wake up a number of times but went back to sleep straight away."

Tank tried moving his leg and hissed at the pain. "My leg?"

"Your mate removed the branch, cleaned the wound, and stitched you back up. Don't think the locals are impressed with him when he came in and took over." Hunter grinned again. "I sat back and watched the explosions when he told them straight that only he would be touching you. He did let one doctor help though."

"Shit."

"No shit at all. When they realized you two were mates, they backed off, or maybe it was when Niles got that glow in his eyes. Don't want to piss a vampire off by denying him access to his mate. Especially one who knows how to use a scalpel."

"Has Niles been here the whole time?"

"He hasn't left your side, except to go to the bathroom."

"How long has he been asleep?"

"About an hour now. He's worried he missed something."

"Like what?" Tank mumbled. He could feel the drugs working and he was trying to stay awake.

"Go back to sleep. We can talk later."

"Tell him..." That was all Tank managed to say before he fell asleep.

❊❊❊

Tank slept peacefully, and Niles moved quietly around him. He didn't want to wake his mate when he was still healing. The leg wound was causing him some concern. There was still an area of red skin and it was puffy and hot to the touch. He'd missed something. 

Checking his paperwork, Niles went and spoke to the doctor on duty, who agreed with his assessment. At some point they'd have to go back in and clean the wound and that would delay Tank's healing.

"The wound was a mess," Doctor MacIntyre said.

"I thought I'd got it all."

"I checked before you closed, and the wound looked clean. The infection is still there so we must have missed a small piece. Let's increase the antibiotics through his IV and reassess later."

Niles nodded in agreement. "Okay, let’s try that."

Niles left the doctor and returned to Tank's room and waited for the nurse to come in with more antibiotics. She was quick and efficient, stepping out of the room less than a minute after she'd entered.

Niles stared at his sleeping mate. His skin was still a little too pale for his liking, but the head wound was healing well so Niles wasn't too concerned over it. The concussion had gone, and Tank was waking more frequently now and was able to answer all questions asked.

His usually spiky hair lay flat on the pillow and Niles leaned forward to run his fingers over it, ignoring the greasy feeling. He was looking forward to helping Tank have a shower when he was well enough for one. 

The door opened, and Ale came in, walking over to the bed and looking down at Tank. "How is he?"

"Improving, though the leg is concerning me. I've increased his antibiotics to try to flush the remaining infection out, but I think I'm going to have to go back in and check the wound again."

"Something still in there?"

"I suspect so. I should have gotten it all out the first time."

"I saw the state of his leg when he came in. Don't be too hard on yourself."

"I'm a doctor, Ale. I shouldn't have missed anything."

"Tank also had a head wound that was bleeding heavily, plus thorns embedded in his skin in numerous places. There was a lot going on. I know you're going to beat yourself up over it, so I'll give you two options." Ale pulled a chair over and sat down, sighing as he relaxed back in it. "You can get over it, or I can tell Troy and send him in to speak to you."

Niles blinked. Troy? "Why Troy?"

"He loves Dodge and because Dodge is Tank's dog he likes Tank too. He'll talk nonstop until you admit mistakes happen."

That didn't make any sense at all. Frowning, Niles said, "If Troy loves Dodge, wouldn't he want Tank to stay in hospital, so he can look after Dodge for longer?"

"You'd think so, wouldn't you? But Dodge is missing Tank, and that makes Troy sad and that makes me unhappy. You get where I'm going with this, don't you?"

"You want a happy mate."

Ale grinned. "I sure do, and he isn't happy because that damn dog isn't happy."

Niles chuckled, and Ale joined in. "The things we do for our mates."

Ale shrugged. "You've heard about how we became mated?" Niles winced, but nodded. "So, you'll understand that the last thing I want is for Troy to be hurt and that includes him being upset because of a fucking dog."

"Okay, I understand." As he finished speaking, Tank moved on the bed and he groaned as he opened his eyes.

Niles leaned forward and touched Tank's hand. "Targon."

Blinking his eyes, Tank looked around the room before seeing Niles. "Hey," he muttered.

"Hi. How are you feeling?"

Tank blinked again and rubbed his face with his hands. "Okay, I think."

Tank rolled his head over the pillow and saw Ale. Niles smiled when Tank said, "What’s up? How is the team?"

"Everyone's okay. Just concerned about you, but I hear you're getting better."

Tank grunted. "Can't wait to get out of here." He moved his leg and hissed, causing Niles to frown and glance down at it.

"Your leg hurting?" he asked. He was a doctor and his mate had been injured. He needed to know if he was hurting.

"A little. It'll pass. I think it's because I haven’t been moving. I'm not used to lying in bed for so long. How's Dodge?"

"Troy has him, so don't worry."

"He'll get fat with Troy. Did you hide all the treats?"

Ale grinned. "I'm not stupid. Of course I did, but you know Troy. All Dodge has to do is give him one of his sad looks and Troy will feed him to make him happy."

"Just great," Tank muttered, frowning.

Niles leaned forward in his chair watching the expressions on Tank's face. He could see stress lines appearing and when he reached forward and touched his forehead, there was a slight sheen of sweat. "Are you in any pain?"

He watched Tank swallow and noticed his unfocused stare. "Don't feel so good," he mumbled.

"Ale, get the doctor!" Niles said, as Tank's eyelids fluttered shut.

Feeling his head again, Niles' knew he had an infection. "Shit."

He ripped the sheet of Tank's body and immediately checked the wound on his thigh. Grabbing some gloves, he removed the bandages and sucked in a breath when he saw the wound.

The doctor came in and took one look at the wound then shouted for the nurse. "We need to open it up and clean it thoroughly. Your suspicions were correct. We missed something."

"I was certain we got all the dirt and debris out."

"We'll make sure this time and we'll increase the antibiotics. Right, Doctor Conway, let's fix our patient."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Waking up in the hospital, Tank blinked his eyes several times, trying to focus. He glanced around the room and found Niles at the side of this bed watching him intently. He smiled and leaned forward, his fingers gently touching his forehead.

Tank winced, the pain radiating from the area and Nile snatched his hand away, grimacing.

"Hey, you're awake. How are you feeling?"

Tank swallowed, his mouth and throat dry, and coughed to clear it. "Good," he croaked out.

Niles leaned over, a plastic cup with a bendy straw held in his hand. "Here, drink this. You'll feel better when once you get rid of that dry mouth."

Tank greedily sipped cold water, not even bothered by the plastic aftertaste. God, it felt good. His throat was so dry and his tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth, so the water tasted like it had been sent from heaven.

When he'd finished drinking, Tank pulled away and nodded to Niles, thanking him. "When do you think I can leave?" He was desperate to get out of the hospital go back home.

"You had an infection in your thigh that we've been treating with antibiotics. Your temperature spiked, but it has remained within the normal range for the past twelve hours. We missed a small piece of wood when we initially cleaned your wound. I'd prefer to keep you in for another twenty-four hours at least and then send you home. Don't want to risk another spiking in your temp."

"The branch?" Niles nodded. "I knew there was a risk when I felt it going in, but getting those kids to safety was more important."

"I knew something had happened. I felt a spike in your levels."

Tank smiled. "Sorry, I don't how to switch it off."

Niles shook his head. "No, I'm glad I did. And I was able to be here for you."

Tank nodded as he gingerly felt around the wound in his leg, wincing when he touched a tender spot. "Shit, it still hurts."

"It will for a few more days. You were lucky, Targon. It could have been so much worse."

"Really?" It could have been much worse than what it felt like right now? Because right now it felt like his leg was on fire.

"Yes, if it hit the bone itself, caused an infection in the bone, then the recovery phase would be much longer and more intense."

"Shit, I didn't know."

"And now onto more positive things. The teacher and children have all been discharged and are in good health."

"That's good. I vaguely remember Hunter saying something. Dodge?"

"With Troy."

Tank yawned and relaxed back against the pillow. "Sorry, I'm still tired."

"You’re tired from all the drugs in your body helping you to recover. You should get some more sleep."

"I think I've—”

Tank was interrupted by the door to his room opening and his parents walking in. They glanced at Niles, looking him up and down, then dismissed him.

Niles raised an eyebrow at Tank, who shook his head.

"Mom, Dad. What you are doing here?" He quickly looked over at Niles then back at his parents.

"Where do you think we would be?" his mother, Evelyn, asked.

Tank furrowed his brow. "At home?"

Evelyn shook her head, staring down at Tank in the bed. "Seriously, son. You've been injured. Of course, we came. Now, we can talk about you finding a proper job."

Tank rolled his eyes. This wasn't the first time they'd talked about him leaving his job. "Mom, I'm not giving up my job."

His dad, Acton, said, "Now, son. We let you carry on with this foolishness, but it's time for you to accept your responsibility and join the family business."

"Dad—"

When are you going to tell them who I am? Niles asked.

"What, son?"

I can't, Niles. Tank looked over at him, pleading with him silently to understand the situation he was in.

He rubbed his head. "I like what I do, Dad, and I'm not quitting my job."

When, Targon? We've been mated for over a month. You practically live with me and I've even let Dodge stay.

Acton turned to Niles. "I don't know who you are, but you need to leave."

Tank saw Niles staring at him from the corner of his eyes, but didn't say anything, avoiding looking in his direction. 

"I guess I am leaving." Niles stood and stared at Targon, the anger and hurt showing on his face. "You need to collect all your belongings as soon as you’re discharged from the hospital."

Acton turned to Tank, a frown on appearing on his face. "Your things? What's he talking about? Why are your belongings at his home?"

Glancing back at Niles, Acton looked him up and down and then dismissed him.

Niles crossed his arms over his chest, glaring at Acton. "Yes, Targon. Why don't you tell them?"

Evelyn stared between the two of them, her mouth falling open. "You and him?" She spat the word him out, causing Tank to wince.

"Mom, it's not what you think."

Niles raised an eyebrow at him. "Really, Targon. How is it not what they think?"

"Niles, you're not helping."

Acton turned to him and pointed at the door. "No, you're not helping at all. This is a private conversation, and it doesn't include the likes of you."

"Likes of me," Niles murmured. Targon. Are you going to let this happen?

Niles, please.

Niles smiled grimly at him, his shoulders slumping. "Goodbye, Targon. Don't forget to collect your things."

Tank watched Niles leave the room, closing the door quietly behind him. He heard the movements of his parents as they sat down and ignored them. He couldn't concentrate on them right now. The heaviness in his chest was almost too much to take, the hurt and anger he could feel from Niles. The pain it caused him by Tank not admitting their relationship.

"Who is that man?"

He closed his eyes, wishing that he was anywhere but in that room with his parents. "His name is Niles."

Acton waved dismissively. "I got that. He's a vampire, isn't he? It's bad enough you have to work with them, but to have them as friends as well, and why were you staying at his?"

"It's complicated."

Evelyn stared at the door that Niles had left through, then glanced back at Tank. "Are you two...? God, no." She raised a shaky hand to her mouth, staring at Tank.

"Mom—”

"No! Absolutely not!" Acton shouted. "I forbid it. Once you're out of here you will move back in with us and get your life straightened out. You will quit that job and join the family business where you belong. Clearly working with people like them has lowered your standards in life." Acton leaned forward, glaring at Tank. "When did you become gay, and interested in both vampires and black men?"

"His gender, his species, or his skin color has nothing to do with it. Niles is a caring man and thinks of others before himself."

"Oh, how your standards have fallen." Evelyn shook her head. "Your dad is right. You need to come home as soon as you leave this hospital."

"I'm not coming home, no matter what you say. I'm a grown man! As soon as I leave this hospital, I'm going home — my home — and then I'm getting straight back to work."

"And what about this Niles character?"

"There’s nothing going on there, Mom. You don't have to worry about anything." Even as Tank said the words, he felt his stomach drop, his body become cold, and his eyes began to itch and burn.

The door opened again. Fortunately for Tank, it was Ale and Troy. Troy glanced around the room then sat on the bed and looked him up and down. "Hi Tank. You don't look too bad. When are you getting out?"

"Hi Troy, thanks for coming. Let me introduce my parents to you. Acton and Evelyn."

Troy turned them and smiled. "Hi," he said, waving at them.

Ale walked further into the room, his hand coming to rest on Troy's back. Troy smiled at him, leaving no doubt about the nature of their relationship.

Ale smiled at Tank’s parents. "Hello Mr. and Mrs. Evans. How are you?"

"We're good, thank you, Mr. Martin," Evelyn said, her eyes flickering between Troy and Ale.

"That's good to hear. Was Tank able to tell you about the teacher and two young children he rescued? Without him, they may well have died." Tank closed his eyes, silently thanking Ale. Ale was well aware of what his parents were like.

"We're aware of how good Targon is at his job. But now it's time to him to join the family business, so unfortunately he will be leaving Rescue Inc," Acton said.

"Let's not get into this here please, Dad," Tank murmured.

"So, you're leaving us, are you, Tank?" Ale asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Nothing's been decided yet, Ale. My parents are just worried after what happened."

"Of course, they are. You're their son, it's only natural for them to worry."

"Hey, you get some time off. You can come over and hang out at Ale's cabin," Troy said, smiling at everyone in the room.

"You don't really want me to come, do you, Troy? You just want to keep Dodge."

"What?" Troy put a hand to his chest. "I think I’m insulted."

"No, Troy. Tank knows exactly where he stands." Ale grinned at his mate. "You'd take Dodge over him any time."

Troy shrugged. "Well, you won't let me have a dog, so I have to take Dodge, don't I?"

"Who's going to look after the dog when you're at college and I'm out working?"

"Pops can. Please," Troy looked imploringly at Ale, who rolled his eyes.

"We'll talk about this later."

"Are you two together?" Evelyn asked.

Troy grinned. "Ale's my mate. He's stuck with me."

"I see," Acton murmured. Glaring at Tank, he said, "You’re surrounded by them, aren't you? No wonder you've become... Infected."

"Infected?" Troy said, shoulders slamming back. Troy stood, glared at Tank’s parents before glancing at Ale, who nodded, then left the room, slamming the door behind him.

"Well, I can see you haven't changed one little bit, have you, Acton," Ale said, glaring at Tank's dad. "I have no problems if you insult me in any way, shape or form, but you will not insult my mate."

"And just how old is he, your mate?" Evelyn asked. "He appears a little too young for you. Is that what you're into now, Alejandro? Little boys your thing now?"

Ale inhaled sharply. "Think whatever you want to, Evelyn. My friends and my family know the truth. And to be honest I really couldn't give a shit what you think. It's about time you left the nineteenth century and moved with the times." Turning to Tank, Ale said, "I'll see you when you get back to work."

Without saying a word to Tank’s parents, Ale left the room and Tank glared at him. "How could you be so rude to my friends? Don't you care?"

"We care about the people you are associating with. Don't you realize the shame you bring on us hanging out with blacks, vampires and gay men? When you get out of this hospital, you're coming home, son, and we'll find a nice woman for you to settle down with." Acton stood and held a hand out to Evelyn. "I won't repeat myself. Come home where you belong or face the consequences."

Tank's mouth dropped open, but he never said a word, merely watching his parents leave the room. He slumped back into the pillow and stared up at the ceiling, his mind in turmoil. He'd never been given an ultimatum by his family before. They'd always made it known, made it clear what they wanted, but he'd always had some leeway being the eldest. It looked like now they had changed their minds.

He needed to speak to Niles, and he reached out to him. Niles.

He waited a few seconds, and when there was no response, he tried again. Niles, please.

Again, there was no response, and he bit his lip, closing his eyes against the sting he felt there. Niles, please, I'm sorry.

When there was still no response, he gripped the sheets in his hands, his breath shuddering in and out of his body. Was this it? Had he pushed Niles too far? Was their relationship over before it had really started?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

It had been days since he'd seen or heard from Tank, other than that day he chose to ignore him. He needed time to think, time to figure out how he could help his mate. If he actually wanted to. He'd waited so long for him already and there was only so much more he could take emotionally.

They'd mated now. Yes, it was an accident—Niles winced at that admission—but what was done, was done and it was in his DNA to be there for his mate and to help him in any way he could. If only Targon would let him in, instead of keeping Niles on the fringes of his life.

How he’d managed to get through the workday amazed him. Targon was a constant presence in the back of his mind, and his body had no problem reminding him that something was missing. His body wanted its mate and Niles wanted him too, but the terms of their relationship had to change.

He hesitated to wash his bed sheets as they still held Targon's scent, and with all of Targon's things gone from his house, there was no evidence that his mate had even stayed there. Nothing to remind him of the man he loved, except the empty, hollow feeling in his chest and an empty bed.

He missed him and his stupid, slobbering dog.

He sat at lunch, pushing his food around his plate, ignoring the noise around him, his mind going around in circles as he tried to figure out what he was going to do. He barely glanced up when Max sat opposite him, grunting when he said hi.

"What's wrong? You've been distant since you returned."

Niles grunted again, before saying, "Targon's parents."

"What about them?"

"They have to be the most phobic people I have ever met. Targon told me they were, but I assumed he was exaggerating. Turns out he wasn't. They're actually worse."

Max sat back in his chair, his fork dangling in the air. "Why? What happened?"

"Oh, they want him to leave Rescue Inc and join the family business. I heard from Troy that they also told him to settle down with a nice woman and get married."

"Okay. You know there's a problem with that."

Niles sighed, sitting back in his chair and pushing the plate away. "They don't know about us being mates."

Max's eyebrows shot up. "What?"

"I know." Niles rubbed his eyes. He was so tired, but he couldn't sleep. Too many thoughts and emotions running through him. He could barely close his eyes at night. As soon as he did, Targon's face would appear and the loneliness and pain would reach up and drag him down all over again. How could he leave his mate? "I said they're phobic. Gays, blacks, vampires."

Max winced. "You're three for three then."

"Exactly."

"Shit, Niles. I'm sorry. It must be hard for him. They're his family."

Sighing, Niles agreed. "I know. It's a no-win situation for him. His family or his mate because he can't have both. I won't be some dirty secret."

"No, I wouldn't expect you would and it isn't fair of Targon to expect you to accept it either. A rock and a hard place for him."

"I don't know what to do. I haven't spoken to him in a week. I don't know what to say or if I could accept his decision when he tells me it's over."

"But it will never be over, will it? You’re mates, so you're connected in a way that won’t ever be broken."

"We can try to move on, but we'll always have an awareness of the other." Niles rubbed his chest. Just talking about it made him feel Targon more. "Sex could be an issue too."

"Because of the mate bond." Max sighed. "I'm sorry, Niles."

Niles smiled sadly. "Nothing for you to apologize for. It is what it is. I wish it was different. I wish it was an easy road to travel, but we don't always get what we want, do we? I guess I need to man up and accept my mate wants his family more than me."

Max leaned on the table. "Maybe not. Give him time."

Niles copied the move. "How much more time do I give him? I transferred here to be closer to him. I met him at least a year ago and I've been waiting, patiently, for him since then. And then he goes all possessive and mates us! What does he expect me to do? I have a life to live, just like he does. I'm merely existing right now, only half a person without him." Niles sat back in his chair.  Max didn't say anything, and Niles sighed. He needed to feed but not any blood would do. He needed Targon's blood. "There's going to be a problem with feeding too," he muttered quietly.

"Shit."

"Yeah, shit."

"Do you think he will send it to you?"

"I honestly don't know, Max." Niles rubbed a hand over his face, tiredness and hunger leaving him drained.

"I can see you need to feed. You've lost some of your color and you've lost weight."

"I know. I can feel the need eating away at me and I have been feeding, but it's Targon's blood I need, not just any old blood from a bag."

"Well, get in touch with him and have him send some to you, or, maybe you two can talk and sort this all out. One way or the other, Niles, you need to know where you stand and what the future holds for you. Will it be with or without him?"

Nodding, Niles said, "I know you're right. I guess I'm just delaying the inevitable."

Max's pager beeped and he glanced down at it before sighing. Standing, he said, "And that's my signal to go. Don't leave it too long. You're a vampire, and you’re going to need your mate's blood. Get in touch with him now and arrange something."

Niles didn't say anything, just nodded and watched Max as he left the canteen, then stared back down at the food on his plate. He knew he should eat something, but his stomach rolled every time he thought about food. Maybe tomorrow he'd feel hungrier and be able to eat. Standing, Niles put his tray away and left the canteen. He had patients that needed him.

❊❊❊

Spencer stood with three other vampires, staring at the map that showed where all their estates were located. Over the years they'd bought more land and had expanded into it, constructing storage units and additional housing. They were preparing for the future. A future where vampires ruled.

They would need to have large units to stockpile all the food they would need, and items not commonly thought of. Clothing, bedding, furniture and weapons. Everything they would need to keep them going for the first few months while the humans destroyed themselves. 

Spencer glanced over the map, noticing the new construction to the east. Everything was on target and going to plan. It had to be, as the time when they would implement their plan was drawing closer.

"How many vampires do we have?" Commander Garrick asked.

Spencer picked up his tablet and searched for the information. "In what areas?"

"The council. We've removed all those opposed to our plans, haven't we?"

"Yes, we have. All nine members agree and are preparing for the day we can make our move."

"All nine?" 

Spencer nodded. 

"Good. We'll have no problems when we take over."

"The aristocracy are all in agreement too," Spencer added. 

The wealthy families all agreed with the plans to remove humans. They wanted to rule. They were the best the vampires had to offer and were determined to take their rightful place at the top of the food chain. Humans were cattle, only needed for their blood and as toys to please their masters.

"That's close to thirty families."

"Yes. In total, we have over one hundred vampires preparing."

"How many families are left to move to the States?"

"All those following our plan are here or in the final stages of moving here. Soon, they'll be no vampires left abroad who stand with us."

"All our people will be here, in one of the estates."

Spencer nodded. All the people they wanted would be safe when the power went out. "We have purchased more shares in the solar company. We now have a majority holding. All buildings are currently being refitted to withstand the chaos."

"Defenses?"

"On course to be complete within the year. We have various weapons of all calibers, plus missiles, and we have an order for tanks."

Commander Garrick looked at another vampire, directing his question to her. "Belinda. How are we for blood slaves after the debacle at Graham's mansion?"

"All slaves have been moved to safer, less known locations. They won't be found. The ones from Graham's mansion have been taken care of, except for two. Jacques Mathias and Elizabeth Selby. Both disappeared after they were released from the hospital."

"It is imperative that we locate them and bring them back. We can't have them out there where they could tell the authorities what's happened. It's bad enough that Graham's grandson became involved and that rescue company. The council are doing everything they can to slow down the investigation Sheriff Bailey has opened, but at some point, we may made need to take more permanent action."

"Kill the Sheriff and his son?" Belinda muttered.

"Both are mated," Spencer added. "That may complicate things."

Commander Garrick shrugged. "So, we take out four instead of two." He leaned over the table and pointed at one of the estates. "The land here is next to the solar company we own, isn't it?"

"Yes, it is. We are fulfilling orders for all our properties to ensure they have an adequate power supply when the time comes."

Garrick looked across the table. "Food. Water."

The third vampire answered. "We have started on the wells and they will be complete on time. The greenhouses are already in use and we have grains and tinned goods stored. We've hit our preliminary targets, but I'm buying more. We can't run short when there is chaos outside the walls."

"Good, Lincoln. So, weapons, food, water and power are all on target. Defenses are good. What's the situation with comms? We will still need to be able to communicate so we can coordinate our attack."

Belinda answered. "Our satellite is ready to launch. We're finishing off our tests now to ensure it works."

"What about our shadow? Has IT located who it is?"

Spencer answered this question. "No. Whoever it is, is good and giving IT a run for their money. I've told them the consequences of failure. I'm certain they'll find out who it is."

"Good." Garrick's cell beeped, and he glanced at the screen. "I've got to go. Keep on top of things and we'll meet again in two days."

Garrick, Belinda and Lincoln left the room and Spencer sighed in relief. He hated these meetings. Gathering up his tablet and paperwork, he also left the room. He had more jobs to complete before he finished for the day.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

Pacing his living room floor, Tank swallowed against the dryness of his throat. He sipped his water trying to relieve the ache, but nothing worked. He was tired too, his body weighing what felt like a thousand pounds and he blinked when his vision blurred. He couldn't understand why his body was behaving like this. He'd eaten, slept, and made sure he was in good health with no lingering effects from his injuries. He'd done everything he'd been advised to do.

Shaking his head, he sat on the edge of the sofa, staring at a football game on the TV, but not paying any attention. He probed the healing wound on his leg, noting that it wasn't as painful now. He was good, everything was okay, so why did he feel this way? What was causing it?

Niles. It had to be Niles.

He dropped his head into his hands and closed his eyes. When was the last time Niles had fed from him? Tank knew Niles would need his blood now they were mated. It was before the accident and that was a good two weeks ago. Would he need blood so soon? Man, he was an idiot. He should know the answer. He needed to speak to Niles.

Niles.

When there was no response, he tried again.

Niles. 

When there was still no answer, Tank growled in frustration. Damn stubborn mate.

Niles, let me help you. I know you need to feed.

I'll manage.

Sighing in relief, Tank continued, Please, Niles. I fucked up. Punish me all you want, but don't punish yourself.

When there was nothing, Tank slumped back on the sofa, and stared up at the ceiling. "Shit."

I'll be home in an hour.

Tank jerked in surprise when he heard Niles' voice in his head.

I'll be there.

Jumping up, Tank quickly showered and dressed in clean clothes then drove over to Niles'. He knocked on the door and stood waiting, rocking on his feet. When there was no answer, his shoulders slumped. Had Niles' lied to him?

He was about to leave when he heard a sound from the other side of the door. Turning, he saw it open and stared at Niles, his mouth falling open in surprise.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his eyes scanning over his mate.

Niles looked paler than normal, dark shadows under his eyes and to Tank he looked like he'd lost some weight too.

"Road traffic accident, RTA, on Baker's Road."

Niles walked back into the house leaving Tank to follow. In the kitchen, Tank watched him move around, far too slow for his mate, and to his eyes, a little unsteady on his feet.

"It's been nonstop for forty-eight hours," Niles muttered, bracing himself against the counter, his head dropping.

Tank walked over to him and gently turned him to the nearest chair. "Sit and relax. Have you eaten?"

"I had a snack from the canteen."

Tank stared at Niles, then walked over to the refrigerator. Steaks and the makings of a salad. Pulling them out, he checked both and was glad to find they would be okay to eat.

"I'll cook while you relax. Aren't you a heart doctor?"

"Cardiothoracic surgeon."

"Okay, so—"

"One of the drivers needed heart surgery due to injury, and another developed problems. Aftercare, notes, reviews." Niles shrugged. "Long shift."

"Oh, okay." Tank prepared the food and cooked the steaks. He kept an eye on Niles watching him as he slumped further and further down in his chair, his eyes closing. When the food was ready, he plated it and placed it in front of Niles, nudging him awake. 

"Eat this and then you'll feed." When Niles' eyes shot to his, Tank added, "Don't think I don't know you need to feed from me. You should have told me sooner. You're a doctor and you of all people should be more responsible."

Niles shrugged again, and Tank sighed in frustration at the lack of concern his mate was showing. Niles didn't say anything more, and they sat eating in a heavy, awkward silence. Several times throughout the meal, Tank would pause to make sure Niles was eating. He was, but it was slow going.

When they'd both finished, Tank cleared the dishes away and glanced at Niles, seeing him virtually asleep on the table. Leaving them in the sink, he walked over to Niles, tapping him on the shoulder.

"Come on. Let's get you to bed so you can feed and sleep."

Niles stood and brushed past Tank causing him to sigh again. Stubborn vampire. He followed him upstairs and managed to catch the bathroom door closing behind Niles. Seconds later, the shower came on, so Tank sat on the edge of the bed waiting for him to finish.

He glanced around the room, so similar to his own. He'd spent nights here, sleeping and fucking, enjoying the closeness and developing relationship with his mate. Everything was the same, and it reminded Tank what he was throwing away. Family or mate? Tank shook his head. What a fucked up choice to have to make.

The shower turned off and a few minutes later, Niles walked out with a towel wrapped around his hips. He crawled onto the bed and lay on his back, closing his eyes. Tank stared, and waited, but Niles said nothing.

Shaking his head again, Tank stripped his off his t-shirt and crawled over Niles. "Is this how it's gonna be?"

Keeping his eyes closed, Niles murmured, "You offered to let me feed."

Tank tilted his head and gave Niles a grim smile. "Neck or wrist?"

Niles opened his eyes and Tank saw the faint red glow begin to appear in them. They stared at each other, neither saying a word. Tank slowly lowered his head, giving Niles a chance to say no. When he didn't, Tank slid his lips over Niles' and felt the quick, indrawn breath he took.

He moved further over, settling over Niles, and could feel the evidence of his arousal. Niles was hard and so was Tank. He rubbed his dick along Niles', aching to feel no barriers between them and angled his head, licking across Niles' lips, eager to slip his tongue in and kiss his mate properly.

"Tank," Niles whispered, and he parted his lips letting Tank’s tongue slide in.

Moaning, Tank deepened the kiss, his hands tunneling into Niles' dark hair. Their tongues danced together, an erotic tango that Tank had missed. He'd never really been into kissing, but with Niles, he found he could do it all day and still want more. He always wanted more with his mate.

As they kissed, he slid a hand down Niles’ body, loving the feel of his mate beneath him, but worried that he could feel Niles' ribs. He'd lost too much weight.

He broke away from the kiss staring into Niles' glowing eyes. "Niles," he murmured.

Niles shook his head and pulled him back down and Tank went willingly. He was here now, and he'd give Niles everything he needed. He'd make sure he took what he needed.

He pulled the towel apart and cupped Niles' balls, rolling them between his fingers. He slid his hand up and palmed his dick, his fingers circling the width while his thumb smeared the precome over the head. It wasn't enough for Tank; he needed more. He needed to taste.

Pulling his mouth away, he placed a soft, gentle kiss on Niles’ lips then moved down his body until he was above his dick. He'd never done this before Niles, and even though he was better at receiving than giving, he wanted to please his mate.

He licked it from base to tip, enjoying the shudder that rolled through Niles' body. God, he'd missed him. His taste, his smell. The way his body felt, the way they connected. Niles arched up and Tank sucked the head into his mouth, his tongue going to all the spots he knew Niles loved to be touched. He wanted to please his mate, give him what he needed.

Niles’ hand gripped his hair. "Lube," he groaned out when Tank swallowed more of his dick.

Tank pulled off, found the lube on the bed, and went back to Niles' dick, sucking it back in. As he licked and sucked, he poured some lube onto his fingers. He rubbed two of them over Niles' hole, and when he felt Niles push out, he pushed them in. Two fingers soon became three, and he twisted them, making sure to hit Niles' hot spot. 

Niles cried out, his body shuddering with every swipe of Tank's fingers over that spot, and his ass tightened, gripping Tank's fingers. Tank couldn't wait to feel that tight ass encasing his dick.

He made quick work of preparing Niles and when he was certain he was ready, he quickly stripped and knelt between Niles' spread legs. He leaned over him and teased him with his dick, rubbing it over Niles' hole.

"Don't tease me, Targon," Niles begged, the red shining in his eyes.

Tank pushed, popping past the muscle, and paused when the head was in, giving time for Niles to adjust. When Niles nodded, Tank slid all the way in and lay on top of Niles, his hands holding the sides of his head. He kissed him as his body moved, his tongue mimicking his dick. Niles moaned, his hips arching up, meeting every thrust into his body, and he wrapped his legs around Tanks waist, bringing them closer together.

Tank moved his hand and gripped Niles' hip, holding him in place. He couldn't go slow even though he wanted to. He needed Niles too much. He’d missed his body and the sounds he made when they were like this together.

Niles moved with him, his body responding to Tank's every thrust, and Tank kissed him, pouring as much emotion into it as he could. He opened himself up to Niles, letting him feel everything he did, letting his emotions flow through their bond to Niles. He needed Niles to know how much he cared, how much he wanted and needed him.

Tank moved faster, needing more, and Niles gave it. Niles' hands gripped him, holding him in place and Tank stared down into his glowing red eyes, seeing his fangs exposed. He knew what his mate needed.

Tilting his head, Tank bared his neck. "Take what you need. Feed from me."

Niles groaned, and Tank jerked when Niles' fangs pierced his flesh. As soon as he felt that first pull on his neck, he came, his body shuddering. He let the waves of ecstasy roll over him and gladly followed, letting go completely. 

Niles came too, and Tank's orgasm shot higher when Niles' pleasure rushed through him, causing his own to build, the connection letting their emotions entwine causing their pleasure to reach new heights.

Tank didn't want this moment to an end, but he knew that it would. He lay on top of Niles, comforted by his presence and scent. He'd missed him since he'd last seen him at the hospital. 

"I've missed you. I know I fucked this up. Please give me another chance."

"Why? Are you going to tell them about us? Have me come over for family meals?"

"Niles, don't—"

"I can't live a lie, even for you."

"Niles—"

Niles pushed, and Tank moved off him, noticing the wince on Nile's face when he pulled free from Niles' body. "You need to leave."

Tank sat up, watching Niles stand. "Niles, please."

"You know how I feel about you. You can feel it through our bond. I love you, Targon, but I'm not willing to live a lie. I won't be someone you hide from your family like a dirty secret. You're my mate. You're either in this with me or you're not. You need to decide." Tank watched Niles walk to the bathroom where he stopped and glanced back at him. "Go, Targon." He walked in and closed the door with a dull thud. Tank stared at it, realizing it was truly over and he had no one to blame but himself.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

Niles hefted the bag of blood in his hand and glanced at the note he'd pinned to the board. A note from Targon. A box had arrived a week after their night together with several pints of blood in it. Targon's blood. Enough to last him a month. Niles knew bagged blood lasted around forty-two days and it looked like Targon had found this out too.

The note told Niles he'd receive fresh blood on the first of every month and nothing more. So, he'd made his decision. His family over his mate. Niles had lost his mate, not like he’d expected any other result.

Niles collapsed on the chair, his legs giving way, still holding the bagged blood. He ran his fingers over the plastic surface. "Targon," he whispered, closing his eyes as tears spilled down his face.

There were no words to describe the pain he felt. His chest constricted, his stomach dropped, and he squeezed the bag in his hand, the cold seeping through his skin and chilling him to the bone.

Taking a deep breath, he opened his eyes and stood. His mate didn't want him, but someone would. Yes, it would be difficult to move on with the connection they shared, but he'd been successful in muting it and he would continue to do so. He wasn't living half a life, and he certainly wasn't going to remain celibate.

Fuck Targon.

So, now he was getting ready for his night out. He had a date and after the arrival of Targon's gift, he was making sure he went to it. A new doctor had started, Brody Hopkins, and Niles had hesitated to accept when he'd asked him out, but after three weeks of nothing from Targon, Niles had accepted.

Max had also told him it was time to move on. After listening to him over the past several days, he'd said enough was enough. Tank had made his choice and Niles shouldn't be alone for the rest of his life.

Bella Donna was the restaurant he was going to meet Brody. Brody had made reservations for eight, so Niles had plenty of time to get ready. He'd eaten there a number of times and loved the food. Even if the date tanked, no pun intended, at least he knew he'd have some decent food.

The knock on the door surprised him, and when he opened it, he stopped and stared at the last man he expected to see.

"Had an interesting conversation today. Who is Brody?"

Targon stood there, arms folded across his chest, glaring at him.

"None of your business, Targon. I told you I wasn't going to sit around waiting for you. I also told you I wouldn't remain celibate. As you can see, I'm getting ready to go out, so please leave."

Niles tried to shut the door, but Tank had wedged his foot in between the door and the frame stopping Niles from closing it.

"Now wait just a fucking minute. I never said I didn't want—"

"Yes, you did. You didn't want a man, a mate, or sex with said mate because he was a male. I heard it all for months. You've had numerous chances, Targon. You virtually lived with me, and you left when the going got tough. I'm done waiting."

"Niles—"

"You practically lived with me at one point, Tank." Niles practically shouted the words at Tank. "Your damn dog had its spot picked out, but as soon as your family turned up, I was pushed aside." Niles took a deep breath and released it slowly. "I know you have a tough decision to make, but I can't waste my life waiting for you to choose."

"Niles—"

"Please go, Targon. Just... go."

Niles pushed the door and this time it closed. He stood with his hands on it and bowed his head, closing his eyes. He could hear Targon outside and then his footsteps recede as he moved away. 

Pushing away from the door, Niles walked over to the sofa and sat on it, dropping his head in his hands. The last thing he wanted to do now was go out for dinner, but Targon had come and left. He hadn't stayed or fought for him, not really. He only turned up because he was jealous, an emotion he had no right to feel when he'd walked away and not come back.

He rubbed his chest, sitting upright, and stared out of the window, watching the sun sink low in the sky. Targon, his mate, dominated his thoughts. He loved him. He had for months now, but what did he have to show for it? Nothing. A mate who walked away when the going got tough.

Well, enough was enough. He was young and healthy, and he wasn't going to remain celibate for the rest of his life. Fuck the mate bond. Oh, he'd struggle at first, but once he got over the initial discomfort of being with a man who wasn’t his mate, Niles knew he'd make it.

He'd never be able to forget about his mate, he'd always feel his emotions, muted, but still there, and he would need his blood. But, he had a life too, and he was going to live it. Fuck Targon. He could go back to screwing the women he preferred. 

Standing, Niles breathed deeply for a minute then went upstairs. He had a date to get ready for.

❊❊❊

"So, you're being blocked, Hunter?"

Hunter leaned back in his chair, his fingers scratching his stubble. A frown covered his face, and he shrugged slightly. "I'm not sure if I am, Chester. Whoever is playing cat and mouse with me definitely knows I’m trying to access their systems. He or she lets me in a little then blocks me again. It's almost like a game, but I think whoever it is, is trying to help us."

"Why do you think that?" Jared asked. 

Hunter grabbed his bag from the floor, and after searching inside it, pulled some paper out. Placing it on the table he said, "Details of where the blood slaves from Graham's mansion are being held."

"What?" Chester picked up the papers and passed them around the table where the team were gathered.

"He or she led me to this. I was trying to hack the wrong system. I would never have found that information. It could be a trap. We won't know until we've scoped the area."

"What does your gut say?"

"It says to trust this. If you look at the rest of the pages, you'll see that they don't know where Jacques is or where this Elizabeth Selby could be. I thought you'd want to know that, Miguel."

"I do, thanks, Hunter. One question, though, is how did Etienne find him?"

"I think they had the information at some point and my, let's call him inside man, erased it. Didn't Alessio say he knew someone who worked with the council? Could it be the same person?"

"Sacha's going to call him now," Jared murmured as he read the papers in front of him. "He'll let me know what Alessio says."

“Well. Maybe we could get more answers from Etienne when the police question him again. I’m certain he won’t be enjoying the human prison they have for vampires, “Hunter mused. “Hopefully the solitary confinement will cause him to answer this time in the hopes of alleviating his discomfort.”

Chester nodded. "We can hope, although maybe one of us should pay a visit.” Chester shook the papers in his hands. “This sheet has food items listed."

"Well, if you're preparing to cut the power, you need to have plenty of food to see you through. They're prepping.” Miguel stared at the papers.“Jacques thought this would happen after he saw the details of a solar company they had bought shares in."

"Thinking it and seeing it are two different things, M,” Donnie muttered, running a hand over his face.

"I agree. When Jacques and Sacha first came up with the idea, we all followed through, but even I hoped they'd got it wrong. It’s clear they were right.” Ale sighed. “We need to find out when they are hoping to implement their plan."

"I'll dig further, Ale, but it's gonna take some time."

"At least we know where the blood slaves are. I think our first priority is to break in and get them out. God knows what's happening to them," Miguel muttered. "It's something Jacques is heavily invested in."

"Understandable and let him know it's the first thing we're going to do. We need to scope the place out and look for any weaknesses, then we can plan.” Ale spread the papers out across the table.“I know Troy wants the same thing as Jacques."

Miguel nodded. "He saw it."

Ale gave Miguel a nod. "And Jacques experienced it. We won't let him down."

"Was anything left at the hospital? Maybe Dodge could pick up a scent around this building," Tank muttered. "I can't do much until my leg has fully healed, but you know his commands and he knows all of you, so he could help."

"I'll be back up anyway, so you can stay with me, while the team are out with Dodge."

"We need to get in and place some surveillance equipment." Hunter stared at the map. "Me and Donnie could do it. We have the most experience in this type of operation."

Donnie nodded. "Been a while but I haven't forgotten what I was taught."

"This map accurate?" Chester asked. "The last thing I want is for you two to go in and things get fucked up because the Intel is out of date."

"We could go in and have a look around," Jensen said, looking at everyone around the table. "Mich could do the whole damsel in distress thing. They haven't seen you recently."

Michaela flipped him off but nodded. "I'll do the car thing and then take some photos of the area."

"I know we're the new guys, but Euan and I can help," Dean added.

"Yeah, just catch us up to date with all the Intel you have, and we'll dive in," Euan agreed.

"Shit, I'm sorry," Ale said. "I keep forgetting you're new. You've fit straight in."

"Could have done with you a couple of weeks ago," Tank added, a small smile on his face.

"Alessio's man didn't give us the information about the mansions. The overall plans only," Jared said, glancing at everyone at the table.

"Could we have two people working inside," Ale mused, rubbing his chin.

"Or more?" Chester said. "There's Romeo, who we know Alessio has been talking to, the IT man who has let you have the information, but could there be someone Romeo knows?"

"Ask him, Chester." Leaning on the table, Ale said, "In the meantime, let's plan."

Tank let the others plan and sat back thinking about his situation. Niles or his family. He'd sent Niles his blood because he knew he would need it. He had a demanding job saving lives and Tank didn't want to be the one responsible if something happened to him.

He rubbed a hand over his face, ignoring the look Ale and Chester threw him. Niles might need his blood, but he didn't need him. He was out with Brody. Even thinking the name had Tank clenching his fists. Not like he had any rights to Niles now. He well and truly fucked things up and Niles was right when he'd said he'd given Tank enough chances.

It didn't matter now. Niles was moving on and so should Tank. Easy to think but hard to do. Still, he was young enough to go out and pick some woman up and spend the night with her. Once this meeting was finished, that was what he'd do. 

It was time to move on.

❊❊❊

He wasn't feeling it. Brody was great, a wonderful man who was funny and charming, but Niles couldn't get his mind or body to move past his mate. Maybe it was too soon. They'd broken up a couple of weeks ago, so maybe he needed more time to adjust and move on.

He laughed at the right times and said all the right things. but his reluctance must have shown.

"I like you, Niles, but I don't think you like me as much."

"I'm sorry, Brody. I think it's too soon."

"Have you recently broken up with someone?"

"Yeah. I thought I was ready to move on, but I guess I'm not."

Brody winced in sympathy. "I'm sorry. I broke up with someone before I moved out here. We can still be friends and who knows what the future will bring."

"Brody, I'm sure there's a wonderful man out there for you."

Brody winced again. "Ouch."

Niles reached across the table, holding his hand. “I didn't mean it like that. I'm sorry. I just meant, you're a genuinely nice person and deserve to find happiness too."

"Thanks. So, want to tell me about him?"

Niles sipped his wine, looking around the restaurant. With a sigh, he said, "He doesn't want me. There's not much more to add."

"I see. He cheated on me, so I left and moved here. It wouldn't have been so bad if the man he cheated with didn't work on the same team I did."

Wincing, Niles said, "Shit, Brody."

"Yeah. Lucky for me, this opening came up at the same time and I was able to transfer here. Good riddance. I've heard that things aren't going well for them. Karma."

"Damn straight. What's that saying? You don't shit where you eat."

Brody laughed, nodding his head. "Well, I hope they'll be very unhappy together."

They clinked their glasses together and Niles took a sip. Niles sat back in his chair, smiling. Brody might have arrived too soon, but at least he was sure he had a friend.

Picking up the menu, Brody asked, "Dessert?"

Smiling, Niles said, "Absolutely."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

Spencer stared at the data in front of him, understanding the information presented to him and the trap that had been programmed. He frowned then handed the tablet back, looking confused. "What am I looking at?"

"The trap. Should they try again, I'll be able to trace them back to their location."

"And then we'll have them."

"Yes."

"Good. He'll be happy to know we have a plan in place. Have you figured out how much information was taken?"

"No. Whoever it was hid their tracks well. I wouldn't have spotted them if I hadn't noticed a slight—"

Spencer's cell rang and he checked the screen, grimacing when Garrick's name appeared. "Shit. What does he want?" he muttered.

"I'm glad it's you who has to deal with them and not me."

Spencer stood, staring down at their IT man. "Let me know as soon as they spring the trap. I want to be the first person you contact."

He walked from the room and listened to the voicemail Garrick had left. More demands about housing. The precious elite didn't want to live in cramped homes. Like the mansions they had were cramped. They were too used to living in luxury and expected the same now. They needed to understand that sacrifices had to made by all if their plan was to succeed.

Spencer jogged down the stairs to where Garrick was and walked in, finding him staring at the map.

"Sir."

"Spencer. These houses we're offering simply won't do. These families are used to much better living conditions."

"I understand, Sir, but with what we're trying to accomplish, we all need to make small sacrifices. Our funds are for weapons and defenses plus ensuring we can survive the chaos that will surround us. I think they would be willing to settle there, considering what they'll gain after."

"You don't get to decide how or where they live. Make sure they get what they want. No matter what it is, or you'll suffer for it. I won't have them disappointed."

Garrick stormed from the room and before Spencer had time to sigh, his cell rang again. Romeo, the lawyer.

Walking over to the door, Spencer checked the hallway and seeing it was clear, quietly closed the door. "Romeo, I can't talk right now."

"I'm sorry. Alessio has been in touch. He wants to know about the mansions.”

"I've given you all I can, Romeo. I can't risk them finding out about me. They'll kill me."

"Get out, Spencer."

"You know I can't. I'm close to the leaders now, I have access to the majority of the information. I just need to find out when they plan to act and then I'll leave. There is also my father."

"Rescue Inc has some information about the plans."

"I know. I altered some of the security on our systems so they could access it, but I can't do it again. The guy in IT is smart. He'll realize what's going on at some point."

"I need to see you. When can you get out for a few hours?"

"I'll try and get out soon."

"Spencer..."

"I know." Spencer muttered.

"We're mates. We need to—"

"I know. Once we're mated, it'll be easier to communicate."

Romeo sighed. "I wish we'd met before all of this."

"Me too," Spencer agreed.

"You'd still be there, inside, and I'd be out here, waiting for you."

"Only we'd need each other more."

"I hate you being there. I know the danger you're in."

"There's always a risk, but we can't let them get away with it. I need to stay here and do what I can."

“I wish I’d known about this sooner. Maybe stop things escalating to this point.”

Spencer snorted. "This has been going on for more years than anyone knows." Spencer tilted his head, hearing footsteps approach. "I need to go. Tell them, Romeo. Love you."

Spencer hung up and tucked his cell in his pocket. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door and left. He needed to pass on more information, so he could end this before it began. He didn't want more deaths on his hands. Too many people, both human and vampire, had suffered already. Spencer needed to find a way to stop this all now before it was too late.

❊❊❊

Niles jogged down the corridor, white coat flapping behind him. An emergency case, possible myocardial infarction — heart attack — was being rushed in. The paramedics rushed in and Niles met them, pausing when he saw the patient.

Evelyn, Targon's mother.

"911call. Feeling unwell, sweaty, clammy. Central chest discomfort..." The information was relayed quickly and efficiently.

Everyone jumped in, inserting the IV and attaching the EKG to monitor her heart. Bloods were taken, and within thirty minutes, she was being prepped for surgery.

"Niles, diagnosis?" Max asked when he entered the room.

"She needs to have an angioplasty performed. I'll know more when I open her up. We're taking her down now."

Max grabbed his arm. "Can you do this?"

"She's a patient. I can put aside my personal issues, Max."

"She's your mate’s mom. His parents are the reason you and Targon aren't together."

"I know, and I'm fine." Niles looked at Max. "I can do this. It's my job, it's what I've trained for."

Max nodded slowly. "If you're sure."

Niles gripped his shoulder. "I am. I can do this. It will be this black, gay vampire that saved her."

Max chuckled. "She won't be too impressed with that."

Niles grinned. "I don't think any of them will be. Look, I've got to get scrubbed up. I'll speak to you after."

Max nodded, and left the room, leaving Niles and his team to prepare for surgery.

❊❊❊

Tank paced the room, waiting for news on how his mom was doing. As soon as he'd heard the news, he'd rushed to the ER, meeting his dad and sister there. Now he was pacing the waiting room while they could do nothing but wait as some unknown surgeon tried to save his mom's life.

God, he'd never felt so helpless in his life. He may have differences with his parents, but he loved them and didn't want his mom to die. He tugged on his hair, grimacing when he realized what he was doing. Something Niles teased him about.

What the fuck was he doing? He missed him. There was this empty space in his life that Niles filled, and he'd walked away from him. He was so stupid, but this was his family and he wanted to have both even though he knew that would never happen.

The door suddenly opened, and Max stepped into the room, dressed in scrubs. He closed the door behind him and smiled at the three of them.

"Well, how is she?" Acton demanded.

"She's in surgery right now. Dr. Conway is performing the operation. Once he's finished, he'll be able to report to you on her condition."

"And how long will that be? I want to know now!"

Max stared sternly at Acton and even Tank felt the coldness in his glare. "That's all the information I can provide at present. She's in the best hands. Dr. Niles Conway is one of the best cardiothoracic surgeons in the country. We're very lucky he works here." Acton went to speak again, and Max held his hand up. "As soon as the surgery is over, he'll come in here and update you."

Max left the room and Acton paced. "Why is that name familiar? Niles... Niles."

Tank stared at the closed door. Niles was saving his mom's life. After everything, Niles still went into that room to operate on his mom.

"Targon. Niles, where have I heard that name before?"

"He was in my room the day you visited me in hospital."

"When you were injured?” Acton glared at him. "That thing? He's operating right now?"

"He's an excellent surgeon-"

"Who cares who is operating?” Bronwyn said, spreading her hands wide. "As long as he saves her, I don't care."

"Me either." Tank agreed. "As long as she survives, that's all that matters."

"He's black, and a vampire." Acton stuttered. "He should be nowhere near her."

"Who cares, Dad? I want Mom to live. I don't care if he's green with pink rainbows coming out of his ass!"

"I agree.  Let's wait and see. We'll know more once they've finished operating."

A few hours later, the door opened again, and Niles stepped into the room. Immediately, Acton said, "You operated?"

"Yes, this black, gay vampire saved your wife."

"Niles, thank—"

Niles cut him off. "She's in recovery where she will be monitored until she is moved to her room."

"How do you know she'll recover?" Acton demanded. "I think we need a second opinion." Acton looked Niles up and down, his disgust clear on his face.

"I'll have my colleague come in and speak to you."

Are you going to let him speak to me like this?

Niles, thank you. I'll speak to him.

Really, because you're doing a great job right now.

Please, Niles, it's complicated.

Complicated? After this, it's still complicated.

Turning to Tank, Niles said, "Good bye, Targon."

"What? Wait, Niles."

Niles opened the door to leave and Tank rushed over to stop him, but Acton grabbed him and spun him around. "Let him go. I can't believe he's had his dirty hands inside my Evelyn." He stabbed a finger at Tank. "You need to leave your job. Look at the... people you associate with. No more blacks, or gays, or vampires, Targon."

"We've had this conversation before, Dad. I'm not leaving my job and that vampire saved Mom's life."

"I don't care. We'll need another surgeon to fix her, no doubt."

"Niles is a damn good surgeon."

"Why can't you stop defending him? He's a vampire and gay and black. What good is he?"

"He is good, Dad. He's the best man I know," Tank muttered. "He's far better than me."

"What? He's nothing but a—"

"He's my mate, Dad. My mate."

"Oh, shit," Bronwyn muttered.

Acton stepped back, a hand on his chest. "He's what?"

"My mate, Dad. We've mated."

"You and him? That doctor?"

"Yes, me and Niles."

"You've had sex with that? What is wrong with you? How could you lower yourself to fuck something like him?" Acton screamed, his face turning a mottled red.

"There's nothing wrong with him, and guess what, Dad? I love him."

"You love him! I forbid it."

Tank tugged at his hair, growling as he stared at his Dad. "You can't forbid a mating. It's an unbreakable bond."

"You've mated with it. You've had sex with it. Can't you see what he is?"

"Yeah, I can. He's the person who saved Mom's life."

"He's a black, and a vampire, and he's gay!"

Tank rolled his eyes as his Dad repeated himself. "So what, Dad? He's my mate. We're mated now."

Acton's eyes bulged from his head and if looks could kill, Tank would be ten feet under. "You disgust me!" he screamed.

The door opened and a nurse stepped in, shooting them all a stern look. "Please keep it down. We have patients here. If you can't, then please take it outside."

"No, it's fine," Action said. "He's leaving and won't be returning."

Tank gasped. "Dad—"

"We're through, Targon. Leave, now. You're no longer welcome anymore."

Tank’s mouth opened and closed. "You can't really mean that, Dad."

"I do. Get out and never come back. You want that thing, you can have it."

"Dad, please—"

"Get out," Acton screamed.

Tank glanced at his sister, seeing the look of horror on her face. "Please—"

"Get out or I'll call security and have you removed."

Tank stared at his dad who pointed at the door. When he realized he wasn't going to change his mind, he stumbled over to the door and stepped through. Once he'd made it to the parking lot, he fell against the side of his truck and slid down until he sat on the ground. He never thought his dad would actually do it, but he had. He'd disowned him. Now he had no mate and no family. What was he going to do?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Niles gripped the steering wheel, his attention on the rain-soaked road in front of him. Betrayed. He's been betrayed by his mate. After everything he'd done, all that time he’d waited, all for nothing. He'd saved Evelyn's life, and he still wasn't welcome.

There were no words to describe the anger and pain that he felt because of Targon's betrayal. His mate should have been there for him, and yet again, he’d let him down. He hurt, physically hurt from the pain that Targon put him through. Nothing he did worked, nothing he said helped. Even dating someone else had done nothing.

His hands tightened on the steering wheel when he felt the car slide on the slick road. He managed to get the car back under control and check to make sure he had the windshield wipers on full speed. He just wanted to get home, take a shower, and wash away the day.

He squinted as headlights approached, the lights on full beam, and he raised a hand in front of his face to try and block out some of the light. Staring at the lights, he realized that they were swerving towards him and he automatically took his foot off the accelerator, letting the car slow down.

He had seconds to react when the lights suddenly and dramatically swung towards him. His hands gripped the steering wheel, his foot slammed on the brakes, but given the weather conditions, his car also began to swerve. He braced for impact and when the other car finally hit his, he was thrown against the passenger seat and then flung against the door, his head hitting the frame. He could feel the car being pushed over, spinning around on the wet road, the smell of burning rubber and the screams of tortured metal permeated the air as two cars came together and then separated.

The car shuddered as it continued to spin around, and Niles groaned feeling sick as the lights spun in his eyes, followed by darkness as he passed out.

He was only out for a matter of seconds, and when he came to, there was a loud ringing in his ears, and the world was spinning around him. He swallowed and took several deep breaths.

Eventually the car settled, and Niles groaned again as he slowly sat up. His head was still spinning, and he could feel blood dripping down his face. He lifted a shaky hand and gently touched the wound on his head, wincing at the pain.

The rain was falling into the car; the windshield had smashed, and as he moved to open the door, the car rocked and began to tilt backwards. He stopped all movement, holding his breath and slowly glancing over his shoulder.

"Shit," he muttered, realizing the car was balanced on the edge of the road. Beneath it was a fifty foot drop.

He swallowed again and closed his eyes, reaching out to the one person he knew could help him.

Targon.

There was no response, and Niles wasn't surprised considering the state of their relationship. But he needed his help, so he reached out again.

Targon, help me.

Niles, what is it, what’s wrong?

I'm on the Old Washington Road. I've been hit by another car. The car's stuck on the ledge. I don't know how much longer it's gonna stay here for.

You need to stay still. Don't rock the car. I'm going to call Chester and Silas now and get the team out there as soon as possible. Can you see the other car, or the driver?

Niles glanced around the area, but the only thing he could see was the road he'd been traveling on. The other car was nowhere to be seen.

No, the only lights I can see are mine. I can't see the other car at all, but it's dark here. 

Shit, I hope it hasn’t gone over the edge. I’m on the phone now. I’ll be there as soon as I can.

Okay. Hurry though. I don't how much longer the car’s going to stay balanced.

They broke off contact and Niles sat as still as he could, not moving a muscle. A gust of wind caught the car, and it tilted precariously before righting itself and staying still. Niles closed his eyes, his hands clenched into fists, and tried to steady his breathing. He needed to remain still and calm and not make any sudden movements that could cause the car to tip over the edge. Most of all, he needed Targon to get there as soon as possible.

Targon. Hurry!

❊❊❊

As soon as he finished speaking to Niles, Tank jumped in his truck and headed towards Old Washington Road, dialing Chester as he drove.

"Tank, man."

"Niles has been in a car crash. It's on the Old Washington Road. I need to get Silas and the guys out."

"He's on the ledge?"

"Yeah, the car’s balanced right now, but I don't how much longer it's gonna stay like that given the weather tonight."

"The storm’s almost on us, so we don’t have much time. Silas knows and is getting his team out there now."

"I’m on my way there now. I can pick you up as I drive past."

"Right, I’ll get onto Jared and get him to come. He’s got the rescue truck right now. The first thing we need to do is get the car stabilized to stop it falling over the edge and then we can either tow it back up or we can pull Niles out. It all depends on the condition of the scene and the car when we get there."

"He did say it was balanced, but that's a fifty foot drop. There’s no way he could survive that if the car went over."

"Take some deep, calming breaths, Tank. You're not losing your mate."

"I can't lose him, Chester. After everything we've gone through, I need him."

"And you'll get the chance to tell him. Once we get him out of that car, don't ever let him go again, Tank."

"I won’t, Chester. He’s mine and I won’t let him go again."

He hung up and when he arrived at Chester's and Silas' place, Chester was already outside waiting. He jumped in the truck and Tank drove off again heading towards Old Washington Road.

"Silas and his team are there already, and I’ve updated Jared, so he knows what to expect. It's close, Tank, I’m not gonna lie. It only takes a good strong gust of wind to push the car over the edge with Niles in it. There's no chance of getting him out at the moment because of how the car is balanced."

"The other car?"

"It went over, with the driver in it. Silas will send a team down when the weather improves, but it's doubtful he survived."

Tank briefly closed his eyes and then opened them, staring fixedly on the road ahead of him. The rain was even harder now, the wind hitting the side of the car, rocking it.

"The wind is picking up, Chester. I don't how much longer that car can hold on for."

"The good news is that Jared is there now, along with Hunter and Euan who were at his place. From what Jared has said, Hunter’s getting ready to attach a line, but the car has slipped down some of the embankment and is hanging close to the edge. They need to make sure Hunter is safe first before he can repel down to attach a line and try stabilizing the car. It doesn’t look like they can pull the car out, but they need to stabilize it, so they can get access to Niles, attempt to assess him for any injuries, and then pull him free."

"I don't give a damn about the car. Niles is the only thing I care about right now. Tell them to do whatever they have to do to make sure that he is safe."

"They know, Tank, don't worry about it."

"I should have told him how I felt. I shouldn’t have let the family come between us. Stupid idiot."

"You’re not, Tank. Your family should have given you a chance with your mate and not made you choose. You two have gone through so much in such a short space of time, and then your mom's heart attack, and now this. I would suggest when you get out that the pair of you to go away for some time alone together and reconnect. You two deserve it.” Chester grunted. “You know what, Tank, fuck the family. They have to be the most prejudiced bunch of people I know, and you’re not like that. You have an amazing mate. Don't lose him, not like this."

Tank nodded, blinking rapidly as tears blurred his vision. He needed to tell Niles how he felt, and so he reached out to him.

Niles. How is it going?

Oh, just hanging around, doing nothing.

You know sarcasm is the lowest form of wit.

I don't care about that right now, Targon. I can feel the car moving, inching its way over the edge and I can see Hunter coming towards me now. I'm worried for him. The ground is wet and muddy.

Hunter’s done this thing many times before and he’s a professional. The only person you need to worry about is you. I’m so sorry, Niles, for everything. Please forgive me.

We can talk when I'm out of this, Targon.

That's it? We can talk?

I’m not really in the position right now to have this conversation with you, Targon. I’m hanging on the edge of the drop and probably seconds from death unless Hunter can find a way of stabilizing this car. So, no, I don't want to go through everything that's happened right now. I’m staying as still as I can, so I can stay alive.

I’m sorry, Niles. I love you so much, and I should have told you earlier about much I cared for you and I let my stupid family get in the way and I need to tell you.

We can do this later, but for the record, I love you too.

Tank broke off contact, needing his full concentration to drive the truck in the worsening conditions. His hands tightened on the steering wheel, the knuckles turning white, as his heartbeat hard and fast in his chest, the blood rushing through his veins. He needed to get there and see his mate. Needed to hold him in his arms and tell him how much he loved him. He just needed to see Niles… touch him.

Chester talked next to him, keeping him updated as to what was happening at the scene. "Hunter’s trying to stabilize the car and is making his way around to the passenger side door. Wait... The driver’s side door took the brunt of the impact... Hunter’s going to try make his way, no, wait. Silas is trying to tell me what's going on, but he keeps stopping. Right, okay. They can't open the driver’s door because of the damage so Hunter’s making his way around the front of the car and is trying the passenger side door. Doesn't look like it hit anything so he’s hoping he’ll be able to open it and pull Niles out that way."

"We’re only five minutes away now, so hopefully we’ll get there in time."

They drove the rest of the way in silence, with Chester's occasional comments as to what Hunter was doing. He didn't want to hear what Hunter was doing, he needed to be there to see what was happening with his own eyes. Needed to be able to look at his mate and reassure him that everything was going to be okay and he couldn’t do that while he was busy driving.

They turned around the bend on Old Washington Road and saw the lights blanketing the area. He pulled to a stop and both he and Chester immediately exited the vehicle and ran over to where Silas stood.

"Update!" Tank demanded.

"Hunter’s pulling him out now. Looks like a head wound from where his head hit the side of the door, and he said he has a few aches and pains but doesn't think he has any broken bones.”

Tank stood and watched, his hand in at his hair as Hunter gingerly extracted Niles from the damaged car. Once he got in position, Hunter got Niles into the safety harness and they slowly moved up the embankment. Once they were safe, the paramedics immediately ran over and began assessing Niles as Hunter helped take the harness off.

Tank ran over to where Niles was and stood, staring at his mate, seeing the blood that covered the side of his face.

"Niles," he whispered.

"We're taking him in now. You can follow behind us."

"I'll meet you there, Niles," Tank said.

Niles nodded, and Tank watched as the paramedics shut the ambulance doors and then drove away. Jumping in his truck, Tank followed, keeping the ambulance in view. 

I love you, Niles.

I love you too.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

 

Niles woke up slowly, pulsing pain inside his head. He lifted his hand to gently touch the area, wincing slightly when he touched the wound.

He knew how lucky he was, the injury to his head the only injury he had suffered. He did have some scrapes and bruises, but that was the only serious injury to have occurred. He’d stayed overnight in hospital for precautionary measures because it was a head wound and he’d passed out, but other than that, he felt okay. The fact that his mate stayed with him through the entire procedure made him feel like they had a chance for the future, that they could overcome this — not bump, but hill, in the road — and he was looking forward to spending some time with him.

Niles looked around the hospital room, but his mate wasn't there. Targon. Niles waited, but there was no response and he tilted his head, trying to remember if Tank had said anything about not being there when he woke up. He was fairly certain Tank had said he would be there for him, that he would take him home when he was discharged, but he was nowhere to be found and he wasn't responding when he tried to speak to him.

Niles was certain things had changed between them after Tank admitted that he was in love with him and now there was nothing. He tried reaching out again, but it was like the connection had been severed, or the door had been shut on him, because Niles got nothing.

When the doctor came around, it was agreed that he could go home, and it wasn't long before Niles was back in his own home. The first thing he did was shower and get dressed into clean clothes. It felt like the night was ingrained on his skin and he needed to scrub it away.

He was in the kitchen making coffee when Targon finally contacted him.

Sorry, can’t talk right now. I’m on the mission to recover those slaves.

Have you found them?

We have a possible location. Just scoping it out now.

Be careful.

I will. I wanted to be there for you when you woke up, but I needed to do this.

I understand completely. Go and save those people. No one deserves to go through what they have.

I love you, Niles.

I love you too.

When I get home, we’ll talk more.

Please be careful.

I’m coming home to you, mate.

When you can, keep me updated.

I will. Gotta go now.

Targon broke off contact, and Niles slumped in a chair next to the kitchen table, trying not to worry about his mate. He knew Tank had performed this type of mission before, but it was only natural for Niles to worry about the man he loved. He wanted to be there, but the way his head was right now, there was last place he could be.

All he could do was sit and wait.

❊❊❊

They fanned out around the mansion grounds, covering all entrances. The Intel they were given had been spot on and the plans provided all the details they needed. They knew every entrance and exit to the mansion and the possible location of the slaves that had been taken from hospital. 

Ale and Tank were in the van outside the area and Chester radioed in to check on positions of everyone to confirm all were at their designated locations.

It was only a matter of time before they made their move.

Hunter, Euan, and Dean have been watching the mansion and its grounds, keeping an eye on the guards and the rotations and shift patterns, and now they had everything in place. They were currently waiting for the changeover of shifts so that they could make their move.

They needed to be in and out without being seen, and they also needed to make it look like, somehow, the slaves had managed to escape. They didn't want any of the vampires to know what had happened and who was responsible. If they knew that someone was onto them they may change their plans and that was last thing anybody needed. As long as they could still access the information, they could prepare and wait to make their move.

“Go,” Chester muttered.

Like a well-oiled machine all of Rescue Inc moved, going to the locations they had chosen beforehand when planning this rescue.

Tank sat in the back of the van next to Ale, his foot bouncing as he tugged on his hair.

Ale reached out, placing his hand on his leg and holding it still."Patience," Ale muttered.

"I know. I just wish I was there with them."

"Now you know how I feel every time you go out into the field. They know what they’re doing, they’re well-trained. They’ll get this done."

Tank nodded and stared at the monitors that the cameras from the house saw. Hunter had managed to hack the system and now they knew exactly what mansion security knew.

There was a long, tense few minutes, until Euan muttered, "We're out."

The van started, Silas getting the message from Chester, and he pulled away, heading towards a prearranged meeting point. One that was deliberately chosen so as it wasn't too far away from the exit point in case of any injuries, but far enough away that they wouldn't be seen.

They pulled up next to another van, and Jensen jumped out, opening the backdoors, ready for the team.

They came out of the woods, silently approaching and Tank glanced over at them all, seeing that they had managed to rescue all the former slaves. He sighed in relief and immediately reached out to Niles.

We got them all.

Injuries?

Unknown. We need to load them up into vans and change locations and then will be able to assess them.

If necessary, bring them here and I will treat them. The last thing we need is the vampires to know that they are back in hospital and attempt to take them again.

I’ll pass the message on. Speak later.

"Niles said if necessary we can go back to his place so he can treat any injuries there."

Ale nodded. "We might need to do that. We can't have any records showing that they went to a local hospital."

"That's what Niles thought too."

Chester approached, a grim look on his face. "They've been used again."

"Best contact Niles and get him to check them out."

"Got somewhere for them to go after?" Tank asked.

"Yes, we’ll put them up in the cabins. Troy suggested it, and I believe Jacques is going to be there as well."

Chester nodded again. "That’s a good idea. They’ll recognize Jacques and his presence should help to get them settled."

"Let’s load them up and head over to the cabin then." Chester turned to Tank and said, "Can you get Niles to meet us there, instead of going to his place? It would be better if we just moved them once rather than getting them treated in one place then moving them again.  There’ll be less chance of them being seen."

“I’ll ask him now.”

Niles. Can you come over to Ale and Troy’s cabin? That's where we’re going to take them. Chester doesn't want to risk them being seen if we have to move them twice.

That's a good idea. I’ll pack my equipment and drive over there now.

I love you.

Love you too, Targon.

"Niles is going to pack his medical equipment and anything else he might need and meet us there."

"Right, let's get going."

Everyone got loaded up into the two vans and they left the area, heading towards the cabin, and hopefully, a better future.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen

 

 

By the time they reached the cabin, Niles' car was already there. The door stood open, light spilling out into the darkness where Niles stood waiting along with Troy.

The van stopped and everyone got out, helping the former blood slaves into the cabin. Tank caught a glimpse of Ale and Troy hugging before the two walked in and closed the door behind them. Then everyone got to work.

Tank watched in amazement as Niles assessed and treated every slave, taking minutes to treat each one before moving onto the next.

Troy had food and drink prepared and after being treated by Niles, he made sure all of them had something to eat and drink.

Jacques appeared minutes after they had and was sitting quietly talking to some of them, holding their hands and whispering words of encouragement. Miguel stood nearby a tense look on his face and Tank approached him and reached out, hand on his shoulder.

"What's wrong?"

"Jacques is struggling but he won’t leave them. They thought they were free, and when each one of them left the hospital, they were there to pick them up. They know exactly what they were. Poor bastards had no chance of escape."

"Well, we’ve got them now. The vampires won’t get hold of them again."

Miguel nodded as he looked down at his feet. "I wish we could have done more sooner."

"So do I, but we’ve got them now. At least they’re out of that ring and can hopefully one day move forward with their lives."

Niles walked over to them and Tank hugged him, kissing him on the cheek. "How are you feeling?" he asked as he looked up at the deepening bruise on his forehead.

"I'll be all right. Better than them anyway. I think if we can keep them here for a day or two to give them chance to recover and then look to move them, that would be the best thing. They need at least that long just to regain some strength and put on a bit of weight. Some of their injuries need time to heal."

Chester walked over and reached out a hand to Niles, who shook it. "Thanks for being here, Niles. How much time do they need before we can move them to a safer location? A couple of days or longer?”

"I was just saying you’re probably looking at a couple days at least and then we can look at moving them. They need that long just to recover. They’re underweight, malnourished, and have been fed on as well. Plenty of good food, drink, and rest and hopefully in a couple days they’ll be ready. Have you got somewhere lined up for them?"

Chester nodded. "Several locations actually. We don't want to have them to move all together in case they are found, so they’re going to be separated into groups of two and then we’ll spread them out over the State."

“Good plan," Miguel commented.

"How’s Jacques handling this?" Chester asked, his gaze on Jacques as he sat with the former blood slaves.

Miguel shrugged, watching Jacques as well. "He wants to be here to help them, and whatever comes after that, we’ll deal with."

"Don't forget we’re all here for him if you need some support."

Michael nodded again. "I know, and thanks, guys."

Miguel walked over to Jacques and when Jacques saw him, he stood and hugged him, burying his face in Miguel’s neck.

"Right, they’ve been treated, they’ve had food, water, and medication. Let's get them all to bed and give them a few hours of rest and then we can start again in the morning."

The next hour was spent ensuring the location was safe and secure before they settled down to get some sleep. It was agreed that Ale and Troy would stay and would contact Miguel and Jacques if needed. They planned to meet up the following day to finalize the details.

Tank left, walking Niles over to his car, and when they reached it, Niles turned, and asked, "You coming back to mine?"

Tank nodded, leaning his hip against the car. "Yeah, I'd like that."

"We can talk more when we get there." 

Tank pushed away from the car and watched Niles get in and drive off. He got in his truck, and with a last glance at the cabin, he too pulled away. 

❊❊❊

Niles threw his keys on the kitchen table and opened the refrigerator, grabbing two bottles of beer. He heard the front door close, and Tank’s footsteps as he walked along the hallway. When he reached the kitchen, he paused at the door and they looked at each other across the room.

"So, how are we doing this?" Tank asked. He tugged on his hair and when he realized what he was doing, he dropped it with a grimace.

Niles chuckled. "We are going to have a drink, talk, and then, I believe, make up sex. I've heard that it's very good and I want to try it, to see if it's true."

Tank flashed a grin. "Okay, but I want you to know I told my family about you and, as I suspected, they disowned me."

Niles dropped his head. "God, I'm so sorry, Targon. If you don’t want this or you just want to talk..."

"No, it is the way they are." Tank shrugged. "But you know what, I think I’m better off without them because, with them, my future isn’t my own. It’s a future where they choose who I marry, and have my life all planned out for me, but it's not one I want. My future involves you. I meant it when I said I loved you, Niles. I'll do whatever I have to do to get you back."

"You told your family about us, and you’re here now. That's enough for me. All I’ve ever wanted was my mate. I love you too, Targon."

Tank glanced at the bottles in Niles’ hands, and murmured, "I don't really want the beer, do you?"

Niles put the bottles on the side and slowly walked over to Tank. When he reached him, he stared into his eyes, and said, "No, I only want you."

Tank lifted his hands, his fingers running over Niles ‘cheeks and he brushed his lips over Niles’. "I've missed you." The emotion was evident in the words.

"Missed you too."

The next thing Niles knew was Tank pushing him up against the wall as he ravaged his mouth, his hands tunneling into Niles' hair and holding him tight.

Niles opened up, letting Tank's tongue in and moaned deeply. He'd missed this, his mate, his touch, his scent.

Niles broke the kiss and grabbed Tank's hand, dragging him behind him as he ran up the stairs and into the bedroom. They stopped and stared at each other before Tank closed the distance between them and took Niles' face in between his hands.

"I love you," he murmured before kissing him again.

They kissed hungrily, pulling at the other's clothes, desperately trying to strip each other naked. When they finally had nothing but bare skin between them, they tumbled onto the bed and Niles' hands touched him everywhere they could reach. He needed to feel his mate’s skin under his hands, needed to touch him and stroke his flesh.

He rolled Tank over onto his back and moved down his body. He needed too much, wanted too much, as he sucked Tank's dick into his mouth, getting it nice and wet. He couldn't wait to feel his mate in him. He needed to feel him now.

This was where he was meant to be, and who he was meant to be with.

Epilogue

 

"So, the slaves are doing well?" Tank asked, watching Niles walk around the bedroom as he got ready for work. 

"They're recovering fine and I know both Troy and Jacques have kept in touch with them."

“I can’t tell you how relieved I was when we moved them to the safe houses. At least now they have a chance to recover and rebuild their lives.”

“Families?”  Niles asked.

“None so far. Looks like they were picked up off the streets. People that wouldn’t be missed. It doesn’t help that they don’t really trust us yet.” Tank shrugged. “I’m hoping they’ll realise we’re there to help.”

“They’ve suffered, Tank. It’s going to take them time to learn to trust again.”

Tank sat up, the covers pooling in his lap, and leaned back against the headboard. “I know, and to think there’s god knows how many more out there still being held and abused. We need to do something.”

“We do, but we can’t go rushing in without having all the information. We could cause more damage that way.”

“I know, Niles, I’m frustrated by the delays. I need to be doing something.”

“And you will, when the time is right.”

Niles walked over to him and sat on the edge of the bed. Reaching out, he held Tank’s hand. “I love that you want to go in there and save them all, but do it the right way. When we get them out — and we will — they are going to need all of us and then some. Who knows how long they’ve been used for? We need to be strong for them.” Niles squeezed his hand.“We can do this.”

“We can, and we won’t fail.”

Niles stood and finished getting dressed and Tank sighed when all that glorious skin was covered up. The past month had been everything he’d heard it would be. Yes, they’d had some difficult conversations, but regardless, Tank was exactly where he was meant to be.

He missed his parents, but he had his mate and, surprisingly, his sister Bronwyn, who’d reached out to him and congratulated him on his mating. She’d even been over and met Niles, the two of them getting along well. It helped a little that he hadn’t lost everyone.

“Hey, they’ll come around.”

Tank grunted. Trust Niles to know what he was thinking about. “They won’t, but I’m okay with it now. I have you, Bronwyn, and my friends.” Niles came back over to him and bent to kiss him. Tank hummed into the kiss, smiling when Niles stepped away. “I love you.”

Niles grinned at him from over his shoulder. “Love you too. Bella Donna tonight?”

“You bet. We need a night out and you have tomorrow off.” Tank waggled his eyebrows at Niles, who laughed.

“Are we staying in bed tomorrow?”

Tank grinned. “That’s my plan.”

Niles sat next to him and grinned back at him. “My favorite thing to do.”

Niles leaned over and kissed him again and Tank held him, moaning quietly. He’d made his choice and he didn’t regret it. Not one little bit.

 

Hunter glanced at the motel and scanned the area. He was going to meet his contact, the one inside. The one he now knew was helping him. It had taken weeks to convince him to come here today, but he had finally agreed.

Now he had a way to save the slaves and thwart the vampires’ plan, he would do whatever was needed to get the job done, including exposing his contact, particularly if it helped save the humans. No vampire was safe, even the one giving him the information needed. He was on the inside and complicit in the vampires’ plans.

If necessary, Hunter would end him. 

 

The End
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