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Chapter One

 

 

Jared Warszawski scoped out the surrounding area, ensuring everyone was in place, then focused back on the school. The shooter was still inside, somewhere, with god knows how many hostages.

Kids with guns.

Jared shook his head in disbelief. What the hell had happened to tip this kid over the edge? What was so bad in his life that he had taken his dad’s gun, walked into his high school, and started shooting indiscriminately? How many lay injured, or worse, dead?

Rescue Inc had been finishing another mission close by, when word reached them about the hostage situation, so naturally they came to see what they could do to assist.

Jared knew this small town hadn’t faced anything like this before. It was a close-knit community where everyone knew each other. That’s what made this situation so much worse. Everyone knew who this kid was, but no one knew why he’d gone in there and shot at his friends, his classmates, his teachers.

He adjusted his position, wincing at his protesting muscles. He was currently kneeling behind a tree, eyes glued to the small high school, waiting and watching.

When they’d received the call, no one had been surprised. Sadly, school shootings were becoming the norm, a reflection of a life with easy access to guns. Nonetheless, Jared hoped that when they arrived, the situation would be under control. But it wasn’t, and now they all waited, praying the kid would turn himself in and this standoff would end peacefully.

He saw movement out of the corner of his eyes and quickly glanced over, then back to the school again. The local police force had arrived before Rescue Inc and was now crouched behind their cars, also watching the building. Jared knew most of them. He lived here, socialized here.

From this position, he could see their tense, drawn faces, everything about them poised, waiting for the signal to go, from the guns in their hands to the protective helmets and bulletproof vests they wore. Through his earpiece, he could hear Sheriff Jacob and Chester talking. Hushed voices discussed the positions and movement of those inside the high school and what their next steps would be.

He knew his team was positioned around the building, ready and waiting for the signal to go.

The silence was deafening, strange as that sounded. The gunfire had ceased some time earlier, and there had been nothing since but an eerie silence. Not one sound. No one knew where the shooter was or if his hostages were alive or dead.

The fire department had arrived along with law enforcement from the surrounding counties, and they too were waiting. Two ambulances had arrived, waiting to treat the injured and rush them to the local hospital.

Jared knew people were injured, but for the moment, they could do nothing to help. They couldn’t risk further bloodshed until they had a clear picture of the situation.

Rushing in unprepared could endanger the lives of everyone present.

He glanced around again, frowning at the growing crowd. Some of them without a doubt had children that attended the school, but others were here for the entertainment. Jared scowled; there were some sick fuckers in the world if they found a situation like this exciting.

Over the earpieces, Jared heard Chester. “Get ready, team. We’re going in.”

“What’s the intel?” Kerrie asked.

“We go in slowly, quietly. We have an unknown number of assailants. Intel indicates only one but be on the alert for more. Locate the children and evacuate. Find the shooter and incapacitate.”

“No communication established?” Donnie asked.

“Nothing.”

“Shit.” Donnie shook his head, staring at the building in front of them. “Why doesn’t the shooter want to talk?”

“Unknown. The shooter has remained silent, so now it’s our turn.”

Jared also shook his head. What the fuck was this kid playing at? 

“Usual procedure. Let’s go.”

❊❊❊

Slipping in through an open window, Jared stepped carefully, avoiding the broken glass that littered the floor. Adjusting his vest, he held his gun up and scanned the room, checking under desks, looking for signs of life, but there was no one in the room.

“Room clear,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

Not waiting for a response, he moved cautiously towards the classroom door and looked through the glass, checking for signs of movement in the corridor beyond.  All was quiet, so he grabbed the handle and turned it slowly, making sure there was no sound. Once the door opened, he looked up and down the corridor and moved out, staying flat against the wall.

“Corridor clear.”

As he moved, he could hear the rest of the team, updating Chester as to their location and status.

“Staff room. One shooter, seven hostages. Unknown injured.”

The update came through, and Jared grimaced. Shit. Hostages. He was hoping that there were none and the missing kids were hiding somewhere in the school. Seven missing kids, now hostages.

“Received,” he responded.

Making his way towards the staff room, Jared checked each classroom, just in case, but they were all clear. As he approached the room, he could hear raised voices from inside.

A pool of blood caught his attention, and he followed the trail up to a classroom door. Glancing inside, he saw the principal lying on the floor, a vacant stare on his face.

“Damn,” Jared whispered. Over the comms, he said, “One dead.”

“Identifiable?”

“Principal Lawrence.”

Once again, he moved forward, getting closer to where the shooter was, the voices escalating in volume. As he neared the door, a shot rang out, and he automatically dropped into a crouch. He waited, but silence descended, followed by the soft sounds of someone crying.

Approaching the door, he stayed close the floor, rising only to quickly glance into the room. The inside looked distorted due to the frosted glass, but Jared could make out one body on the floor, several seated, and one figure, presumably the shooter, standing over them.

He could hear voices coming through his earpiece, but this close to the shooter, Jared couldn’t respond. He couldn’t risk exposing his position or startling the shooter into injuring or killing more.

Suddenly a male voice screamed. “I’m gonna fuck you all up! Laugh at me, call me shit, ya gonna die!”

Jared stared at the floor, waiting for a signal from Chester, but nothing came through. He couldn’t wait much longer, not when those kids’ lives were at risk.

A sound to his right drew his attention, and he found Michaela across from him, her gun at the ready. He lifted his hand and signaled the information across to her. She nodded, and she moved over to him, taking a position on the other side of the door.

He tapped his earpiece, and she shook her head.

Another gunshot from inside the room, followed by screaming.  Jared and Mich looked at each other and then nodded.

“I’ve got the door,” Mich whispered.

Jared nodded again and got in position. Mich kicked the door open and Jared rushed in, gun up in front of him. One look at the room gave him all the information he needed, and he aimed at the shooter.

The kid, all of fourteen, widened his eyes then shot repeatedly, aiming for Jared. He took one to the arm but held his gun steady, shooting the boy in the shoulder.

The boy fell to the ground, dropping the gun and Mich was in, kicking it away as she rolled him onto his back and zip-tied his hands behind his back.

Jared checked the room and heard movement behind him as Donnie entered. Now that the danger had passed, he became aware of a burning sensation and grimaced in pain. His arm was bleeding heavily, the blood flowing quickly down to drip from his hand. 

Within minutes, the shooter was being taken away, and the children checked over. The principal was dead, along with two students.  Jared shook his head sadly. Such a terrible waste of life.

He left the building and Chester immediately approached him, looking down at his arm.

“Got nicked. Nothing a few stitches won’t sort out,” Jared informed him.

“You look like the last time you were ‘nicked.’” He’d ended up spending a week in the hospital with a stab wound to his shoulder. “Get yourself checked out then you’re off until you’ve healed.”

Nodding, Jared walked over to one of the ambulances. He was ready to go home, but first, he needed to go to the hospital, get antibiotics and stitches before writing his report.

Sighing, he got in the truck with Donnie and left the scene behind.

❊❊❊

Sacha Marchesi gasped and grabbed his arm, glancing around the main office to see if anyone had noticed. Walking quickly, he rushed to his office and shut the door behind him. 

Biting his lip, he stripped his shirt off and scanned his arm, twisting it around, looking for a wound, but he didn’t find one. It wasn’t him so that meant it was Jared.

He ran a shaky hand through his hair and panted, sweat breaking out on his skin. He couldn’t contact Jared and ask how he was. Jared would know something was wrong. There was no way Sacha would know Jared was injured.

Sacha had never told him, and he wasn’t going to.

How could tell Jared that he was his mate, and he’d kept it a secret for almost ten years?

Jared was the straightest man Sacha had ever met. Only dating women, Sacha had never seen Jared look at a man in any way other than friendship.

They’d met while Jared was in the Marines and a year later they’d moved in together. As friends.

Sacha leaned back against the door, closing his eyes as they filled with tears. Ten fucking lonely years. He’d lost count of Jared’s many relationships. Each one lasting weeks, if that. None of the women stayed around, and Jared appeared happy with the situation. Content to play the field.

He’d discussed the situation with his father many times, and his father had surmised that it could be the mate bond that was causing Jared’s relationships to fail. He’d pointed out that Jared lived with him, spent all his free time with him. He was positive Jared felt the connection and had advised him on multiple occasions to be honest and tell Jared the truth. 

But too much time had passed. Jared would hate Sacha for lying to him for all these years.

Pushing away from the door, Sacha walked around his desk and slumped in his chair. He didn’t know what to do. Being so close to his mate and watching him with others tore him apart, but he couldn’t walk away or risk their friendship. He loved Jared. Had from the moment he’d met him, and he knew Jared cared for him, but that was it. Jared didn’t love him the way Sacha loved Jared.

Rubbing his arm at the lingering pain, Sacha debated sending Jared a text. He could ask how the call out was going.

Biting his lip, he picked up his cell and typed out the message then sent it, knowing Jared would answer when he could.

Unlocking his computer, Sacha stared at the designs on the screen. He worked for a tech company, his father’s tech company. He’d worked his way through the ranks like everyone else here and had become a division manager a year ago. His father hadn’t given him any special treatment and Sacha was happy about that. It meant that he was treated like everyone else. The other staff saw this too and treated him as an equal, allowing Sacha to make friends.

Three other division managers also worked their way up, and every morning, they met to discuss progress in their respective areas. These meetings weren’t strictly necessary and they could probably achieve the same result with one, maybe two meetings but they were his friends, and Sacha valued them, but more importantly, he enjoyed the time he spent with them.

He dropped his head onto the desk, feeling tears slip free. How many times had he cried over Jared? How many times had the tears fallen when Jared had stayed the night at some woman’s place? How many more would he shed before he finally walked away?

How could he tell Jared they were mates?

It was an hour later when Jared responded, and Sacha frantically reached for his cell.

All good. Coming home soon.

You okay?

Nothing to worry about.

Were you injured?

A few stitches. Home soon.

Sacha stared at the final message. Trust Jared to downplay the injury. It had to have hurt because Sacha felt it, but Jared being Jared would never tell him, and Sacha could never reveal how he knew.

He couldn’t lose his mate.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

Jared sat on the hospital bed, groaning in frustration. It was a scratch. A few stitches. He should be on his way home right now and not sitting here, waiting for some doctor to tell him he could leave. 

He hated hospitals. That horrendous antiseptic smell. It reminded of sickness and death. Too many times he’d sat in similar rooms watching the people he cared about recover or die. 

He’d been a Marine, enlisting straight out of high school. He didn’t want to go to college as he never wanted to be an officer in the Marines. It never appealed to him. He wanted to go out and serve his country and that was it. 

He could still remember the excitement when he went to boot camp. That soon changed, but nevertheless, he loved the routine and discipline, making friends with the other trainees, learning how much his body could take, how powerful it was. What he could mentally take, how strong his resolve was in any given situation, but also discovering what his limits were and how he could overcome them.

He knew one day he might see combat, but no amount of training prepared you for the reality of it. The constant stress of watching your back and those of your team, the never-ending threat, constantly monitoring your surroundings even with civilians.

He’d seen too much, done too much, and when the time had come, he left.

He glanced at the cell in his hand, rereading the text Sacha had sent him and wondered how he knew about Jared’s injury. That weird sixth sense of his, probably his vampire genetics. 

Jared chuckled softly. Sacha was a good friend. Someone he’d known for years. They’d met years ago when Jared was on leave, and they’d struck up an immediate friendship. Neither the fact that Sacha was a vampire or gay bothered him. 

They lived together in Sacha’s house. Jared moved in not long after meeting him and hadn’t looked back. When he was on leave, he could sit back and relax, then party the night away with the company of plenty of women.

As soon as he got home, he was going out, getting drunk, and then laid. He seriously needed to get laid. He needed to work the stress of this mission from his body, and a warm, wet and willing body was just the answer.

He didn’t need a relationship, and he certainly wasn’t looking for one.

The door opened and Alejandro Martin, one of the owners of Rescue Inc, walked in, closing it quietly behind him. What was it about hospitals that made everyone quiet? The nurses spoke quietly; even the furniture was quiet, all except for the plastic sheet on the bed that crinkling every time he moved.

“How ya doing?” Ale asked as he sat on the plastic chair next to the bed. “Could they make these any more uncomfortable?” he muttered, wincing.

Jared grunted, shifting his injured arm to ease the pain. “It’s a scrape. I’ll feel better when I get out of here.”

Ale stretched his long legs out in front of him and winced, rolling his head from side to side. Jared knew how he felt. The tension still coiled in his muscles.

“You’ll leave soon.”

“Not soon enough for me. You know how much I hate hospitals.”

“Yeah, I do. Never liked them much myself. So, what plans do you have when you get home?”

“Fuck.” Jared grinned. “Shower, then go out and fuck.”

“Looking for a hole to fill for the night.”

“Jesus, your mouth.” Jared shook his head, staring at Ale, who grinned back at him.

“Plenty of men have said the same thing.”

Jared dropped his head into his hand. “Please, stop,” came his muffled reply.

Ale laughed, throwing his head back. “No way, man. How many times have you gone on about some pussy you fucked?”

Wincing, Jared said, “Yeah, okay. I get it.”

“Respect, man. Even if she’s a one-nighter. Respect.” Ale closed his eyes then hummed. “So, Sacha.”

“What about him?” Jared asked warily. Ale better not be thinking of hooking up with Sacha.

“He single?”

Jared growled, and Ale laughed. “No way, man.”

“So easy, J.”

“He’s off limits.”

“But he’s single and from what you’ve said he’s been single for a while. I might give him a call.”

“No fucking chance. I live with the guy. How fucking awkward would it be? No, forget about him.”

“Okay, but why haven’t you-”

“Not gay.”

Ale raised an eyebrow and stared at him. Jared squirmed on the bed, pointedly refusing to look. Finally, he sighed. “Okay, so I experimented when I was younger.”

“And?”

“And a little later.”

“So, Sacha...”

“Is my friend. I’m not ruining my friendship for a fuck.”

Ale grinned. “Look at you, all protective and shit.”

“Fuck off, Ale.”

“What was that song? Sacha and Jared, sitting in a tree-” Ale began to sing.

“Oh my god! How old are you?” Jared stared horrified, his eyes widening. “Just stop.”

Ale laughed again. “Too easy, man.”

“Sometimes I really don’t like you.”

“Nah, you love me.”

Jared stared at Ale, taking in his Hispanic looks. Yeah, Ale was fit. A hard body he worked to keep fit, black hair and deep brown eyes. A full sleeve tattoo on his right arm covered him from shoulder to wrist and his hands and fingers were littered with scars, just like Jared’s.

Jared knew he also carried the scar from a gunshot above his left nipple. A wound he’d barely survived. He’d joined the army and trained hard to become Delta. 

“How long do you think I’ll be-?”

The door opened, and the doctor walked in, smiling at both of them. Glancing at the paperwork, he said, “Right, Mr. Warszawski, you’re free to go.” The doctor smiled up at him. “I figured you know the routine.”

“Yeah, yeah. Take your meds, keep the area clean and watertight for twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Don’t pull the stitches-”

The doctor held up his hand. “Here are your meds and antibiotic cream.”

Jared stood and took the bag from the doctor. “Thanks.”

“No, thank you. My daughter goes to the high school.”

Jared nodded and remained silent until the doctor had left the room. Glancing at Ale, he asked, “Ready to go?”

❊❊❊

“Fuck, Donnie. Do you have to hit every single fucking hole in the road?” Jared grouched, grabbing his arm as pain lanced through it.

Jared winced again when Donnie hit another hole and glared over at him.

“Sorry, man. This road’s shit. We’ll be on the plane soon and then we can go home.”

“No shit, man. Can’t wait.”

Both men grunted when the car hit another hole and Jared gripped the overhead bar.

Jared needed to take his mind off the bumpy road. Twisting slightly in the seat, he asked, “So, how are the interviews going for the new team? You’ve done a few now, haven’t you?”

“Great, actually,” Ale answered from the backseat. “We’re down to the final six we want. Looking at some additional training to get them up to the level we want them at, and then they’re ready to go.”

“That’s great. It’ll take some of the pressure off of us.” They desperately needed the help. A good reputation meant more work, and they were all feeling the strain.

“We need it,” Donnie agreed.

Ale grunted. “We wanted Rescue Inc to be successful, but man, this has surpassed everything we thought the company would be.”

“Are they going to form their own team or are we mixing?” Jared didn’t want the team to break up, but he understood that the more experienced team members would need to be utilized.

“Probably mixing the teams.” Ale sighed.

“It’s the right thing to do. We have the experience in this field, and they don’t,” Donnie agreed.

“Yeah, and with Kerrie being on maternity leave...”

Jared grinned, excited for her. “When’s she due?”

“Any day now. Bitching last time I spoke to her. Something about wanting to see her feet again.”

“Lucky for us we don’t have to do that shit. Can you imagine giving birth?” Jared laughed at the look on Donnie’s face.

“The species would die out,” Donnie agreed, pretending to shudder.

The airstrip came into view, and it wasn’t long before they loaded all their equipment, strapped in, and were airborne. Jared sat with Donnie and glanced at him when he heard him chuckle.

Nudging him, he pointed to his head, and said, “Talking?”

“Yeah. Jeremy’s telling me about one of his regulars at the bakery.”

“Yeah? His business doing well now?” Jared genuinely liked Jeremy and couldn’t think of anyone more perfect for Donnie. After everything they’d endured at the hands of Jeremy’s ex, Patrick Snider, Jared was happy they were now settled and enjoying life together.

“Really well. Jeremy has lots of regulars now and getting busier. I’ve never seen him happier.”

“What’s it like?”

Donnie twisted in his seat to face Jared. “What? Talking telepathically?”

“Yeah.”

Donnie smiled, his eyes taking on a distant look. “Amazing. Whenever I’m away and I just need to hear from him, I can speak to him and know he’ll be there. No messing with signals on cells.”

“How does it feel?”

“Wow, I don’t know... it’s strange, yet comforting at the same time.” Donnie frowned. “That’s shit.” He glanced away, then tried again. “It’s like he’s there in the back of my head, a sense that’s comforting and familiar. He knows when things are shit and I can feel him being positive and it helps. Like at the school, he knew shit was going down, and he was there, supporting me, not with words but with feelings. Does that make any sense to you?”

“Like a blanket.” Jared grinned. Donnie laughed and punched his good arm.

 “Yeah, actually.” Donnie nodded. “Just like that.”

“Really? Sounds great. To know no matter how fucked up the situation is, he’s there offering you comfort and support. That you’re not alone.”

“Yeah,” Donnie muttered quietly. “Yeah, it is.”

“It’s good, D.”

“So, what about Sacha?” Donnie waggled his eyebrows as he spoke.

“What is it with the questions about Sacha?” Jared asked, exasperated. “First Ale and now you. He’s a friend.”

“He’s the longest relationship you’ve ever had.”

Jared threw his hands in the air then winced at the pain in his injured arm. “What? We are friends! That’s it.”

Grinning, Donnie said, “If you say so.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing.”

Trying to change the subject, he asked, “You spending the night in with Jeremy?”

“Oh, yeah.” He waggled his eyebrows.

Groaning, Jared said, “Don’t please.”

Donnie raised an eyebrow. “Like you’re not going out and blowing off some steam.”

Jared grinned at him. “Sure am.”

Donnie shook his head. “Need to settle down, man. You’re not getting any younger.”

“Please, D. You sound like my parents now. It’ll happen... when I’m ready.”

Donnie grunted, and they fell silent. It wasn’t long before Donnie was asleep next to him, a small smile on his face. 

Jared stared out of the window, watching the clouds float past. So, what about him and Sacha? Sacha was his closest friend. Had been for years now. He was family, not blood like his own, but still family.

Yeah, he was the first person he talked to about shit, but who didn’t talk to their friends when things fucked up? He wasn’t any different to any other man out there. And as for the sex, what was the big deal? He liked sex, and he went out and had it. Again, no different to any other guy out there.

Glancing at Donnie, he kicked his leg, getting a grunt in response, and stared back out of the window. Fucker.

Sighing, he crossed his arms over his chest, hissing slightly at the pain in his injured arm, and slumped down in his seat. A bit of shut-eye would do wonders, and then he’d be ready to go out and have some fun. After the clusterfuck of today, he needed to go out, and yeah, he knew Sacha would go out with him.

Grinning, Jared closed his eyes. Sleep, shower, and sex. Just what he needed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

Sacha absently rubbed his arm, the ache an uncomfortable distraction. He sat back in his chair and sighed. Glancing out of his office window, he watched the clouds slowly drift past.

They’re like me, he thought. Drifting along aimlessly, appearing to have no destination in mind. Lost in the confusion that life brings.

But Sacha did have a destination; he simply refused to go there.

Sighing again, Sacha stood and left his office, heading towards his father’s. He needed to talk to him about Jared. His father knew the truth and had supported Sacha through all the years he’d hid the fact they were mates, but he needed Alessio’s honesty now.

He smiled and said hello to everyone he passed as he walked towards his father’s office. They had a great team working for Marchesi and Sacha had known most of them for years. The company his father started years ago in a small office had flourished, and now they were situated on three floors of an office building. They dealt in law, and Sacha specialized in corporate. Not exactly exciting but he enjoyed it. 

When his father’s office came into view, Sacha glanced at the plaque on the door. A. Marchesi. Alessio to everyone. His father made sure all his employees called him by his first name because everyone was a part of his extended family.

Seeing Bernadette, his father’s secretary, he waved and nodded his head towards the partially opened door. “He free?”

Bernadette smiled when Sacha arrived at her desk. “Go in, love. He’s just finished up a call.”

Sacha smiled and pushed the door open, stepped in and closed it behind him. He walked over and sat on the chair in front of the desk, waiting for his father to finish writing up some notes.

Alessio still preferred pen and paper over his computer even though he would put his notes in later.

Black hair, with a sprinkle of silver at the sides, Alessio smiled at Sacha, his eyes crinkling at the corners. His deep blue eyes still shone brightly, and his wedding ring gleamed in the light. They shared the olive complexion of their Greek and Italian heritage. 

Sacha was named after his Greek grandfather, a tradition started years ago as a way of honoring those who had passed and one Sacha intended to continue when he had children of his own. Being gay wasn’t going to stop him from a having a family.

When Alessio finished his notes, he smiled at him, reaching across the desk to grip his hand. “Sacha.”

“Father.”

A frown marred his face. “What’s wrong, my son? I can see the stress on your face.”

“Jared was injured.” As he spoke, Sacha rubbed his arm in the spot Jared had been hurt.

Alessio sat back in alarm. “Not too bad, I hope.”

“No, not according to Jared.”

Alessio smiled, raising an eyebrow. “But we both know how that boy is. He could lose his leg, and it would be a minor inconvenience.”

Sacha chuckled, nodding in agreement. When he stopped, he glanced down at the desk, then back at Alessio. “Can we talk?”

“Always, Sacha.”

He closed his eyes and leaned back in the chair. “Jared,” he muttered.

“Jared,” Alessio murmured wearily.

“Father, I’m just...” He trailed off, unable to find the words he needed to say.

“You need to tell him, Sacha.”

Sacha opened his eyes and looked at his father. “And lose him? You know how he’ll react.”

Alessio sighed and stood. Walking around his desk, he sat in the chair next to Sacha. “You need to live your life. Tell him. If he leaves, as difficult as I know it will be for you, you can at least move forward with your life.” He reached out and palmed Sacha’s face. “You need to do this. For you. You can’t keep living like this. You keep waiting for him, yet nothing changes.”

“Father-”

“I remember how excited you were when you first met him all those years ago. It gave me hope.”

Sacha swallowed, blinking his eyes as they filled with tears. “Yeah, I remember.”

“I had hoped over time...”

“Yeah, Father. Me too.”

“His feelings for you haven’t changed in all the time you’ve known him, and it hurts you every time he is with a woman. I’ve sat back and given you both time to adjust and hoped that something would happen to make him see you.”

“He does see me, father, just not the way I want.” Sacha blinked and a tear slipped over, rolling down his cheek. Alessio gently wiped it away, smiling sadly at him.

“You can’t keep on existing like this, pining your life away, Sacha.”

“What else can I do? He’s my mate. He’s the other half of me, and I don’t want to leave him. I don’t want to wake up knowing I’ll never see him again.”

“Tell him, and we will face the outcome together.”

Sacha breathed in sharply, the blood draining from his face. “What if he rejects me?” He bit his lip to stop it from trembling and blinked rapidly.

“I don’t know, Sacha.” Alessio shook his head. “I haven’t met my mate. That doesn’t mean I don’t love your mother because I do, very much. But to have a mate, I’ve heard is indescribable. Don’t wait-”

“What if I lose him?” Sacha blurted it out. “I’m supposed to just carry on without him?”

“I don’t know, Sacha, but isn’t it about time you found out?”

❊❊❊

As soon as he got home, Jared showered, taking time to wrap his wound in plastic to stop it getting wet. He groaned as the warm water cascaded over his skin, and he stared at it flowing down the drain. 

It wasn’t clean and clear when it rolled off his body. The pink in it was his blood, and Jared paused. A few inches further across and it would have been his chest and not his arm that the kid hit.

He needed to be clean, and so he quickly washed his blond hair, wincing slightly when his finger caught on something tangled in it. When he pulled out a sliver of glass, he shook his head in confusion.

“How the fuck did that get in my hair?”

Placing it on the floor, he continued to wash away the grime and sweat that covered his body, groaning as the water eased his aching muscles. When he reached his dick, it perked up, and he grinned, giving it a few strokes and moaning at how good it felt.

He had time to spare before Sacha came home, so he poured body wash into his hand and grasped his dick, biting his lip at the pleasure that zinged through him.

“Fuck, yeah,” he muttered, stroking it hard and fast. 

He wasn’t going to stretch it out. He needed to come and release some of the pent tension that coiled in his body. He pulled on his dick, biting his lip, and leaned back on the shower wall, grunting harshly.

When he came, it caught him off guard, and he slammed a hand on the wall next to him to keep upright as his come shot across the tiles. His legs shook, and he groaned, stroking more slowly now, letting his orgasm ebb. 

When he had more control of his legs, he stood and finished washing his body. Turning the water off, he stepped out, grabbed a towel, and wrapped it around his waist.

Wiping the condensation from the mirror, he stared at the scruff on his face. “Has to go,” he muttered, grabbing his razor.

Once he’d finished, he took the towel from his waist and, rubbing his hair dry, walked into his bedroom.

Pulling out his clothes for the night, Jared dressed in his favorite jeans and T-shirt. He needed to go out, get drunk and find someone to spend the night with.

He still had so much tension coiling in his body. He needed to work it out, and a good fuck was the answer. Hopefully, Sacha would be home soon, and they could hit the clubs together.

He threw his dirty clothes in the laundry basket and checked the time. Not long until Sacha got back, then they could go out and have some fun.

He finished getting ready, splashing his favorite aftershave on, grumbling when it stung his freshly shaved face, and then redressed his wound. 

Downstairs, he heard the front door close. Sacha was home. “Sacha. I’m in my room,” he shouted. “Wanna go out?” 

Grinning, he waited for a response and continued to dress. When there was no reply, Jared glanced over at his bedroom door, furrowing his brow. Why hadn’t Sacha answered? He always said something when he got home, especially if he knew Jared was already there.

He walked over to his bedroom door, opened it, and stared out along the hallway. He couldn’t see Sacha, and his frown deepened as he went downstairs. 

When he didn’t find him in the living room, he strode over to the kitchen and stopped when he saw Sacha slumped on a chair by the table, head in his hands.

“Sacha.”

Sacha lifted his head and pierced him with an intense stare, red slivers appearing in his eyes. He swallowed and inhaled sharply, then uttered, “We need to talk.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

Sacha stared at the red front door to their house, hesitant to leave the relative safety of his car and enter. He shouldn’t feel like this, but he knew that as soon as he told Jared the truth, there was no turning back. His revelation would forever alter their relationship, and Sacha was terrified. 

Jared would be angry, Sacha was under no illusions regarding the fact. He’d lied to him for years, well, not lied exactly, but he’d hidden the truth, and in Jared’s eyes, that would amount to the same thing.

He knew Jared was home, his car sat in their driveway, but he could also feel the slight pull from their mating bond. It wasn’t as strong as it would be if they were fully mated, but it was there, present in the back of his mind. A depressing comfort. A reminder of what he didn’t have.

 Sacha looked at the car, the fading sun shining off the black metal. He knew he’d told his father that he would be honest with Jared and tell him the truth, but now that moment was finally here, Sacha was scared. Terrified.

He broke out in a cold sweat, and the longer he remained in his car, the worse it became. His heart raced in his chest and he swallowed hard, trying not to vomit. He glanced in the mirror, seeing the ashen color of his skin, the tightness in his shoulders. He exhaled shakily. He needed to move or Jared would find him and he didn’t want to have the conversation outside.

After ten minutes, he finally opened the car door and stood, slamming it shut behind him. Walking slowly up to the front door, he grabbed the handle and pushed it open, closing it quietly behind him. He could hear Jared moving around upstairs and smell his aftershave on the air.

Closing his eyes, he leaned back on the door. Jared was getting ready to go out. For years now they’d gone together, and Sacha would watch him leave with some random woman, a little piece of him dying each time. 

Ten years they’d known each other, and for that same amount of time, Sacha had lived in the hope that one day, Jared would see him. Not as a friend but as his mate and that their friendship would deepen and become more.

But how could that happen when Sacha hadn’t told Jared the truth about their relationship?

Pushing away from the door, he dropped his briefcase and walked into the kitchen, opening the fridge and grabbing a beer. He needed a drink if he was going to go through with the conversation.

He sat at the table, staring at his hands, and ignored Jared when he called his name. He heard his footsteps coming down the stairs, and he dropped his head into his hands.

His pulse quickened the nearer his mate got, and when Jared entered the kitchen, Sacha lifted his head and stared at him.

“We need to talk,” he muttered, part of him hoping Jared didn’t hear him.

Jared frowned, his head tilting to the side. He pulled up a chair and sat at the table opposite him. “What’s up, Sacha?”

“How’s the arm?” Sacha swallowed. He didn’t want to ask him that question, but struggled to say the words he needed to.

Jared’s frown deepened. “How did you know? You didn’t tell me.”

Sacha sighed, exhaustion pulling at him. Exhaustion from the weight of the truth he’d kept hidden for all these years. “Look, there’s something I need to tell you.”

“What?” Jared reached across the table, gripping Sacha’s arm. “What’s wrong?”

Sacha opened his mouth but nothing came out, and he shook his head in disgust at his inability to speak. He didn’t want to ruin their friendship because, after he’d said those words, he knew it would change.

“Sacha. Tell me. You can tell me anything. What’s going on? Has something happened-?”

Sacha held a hand up, stopping Jared’s words. He looked him straight in the eyes and muttered, “We’re mates.” His heart rate shot up, and Sacha swore it was going to burst from his chest, it pounded so heavily. 

Shit, he couldn’t sit still. He fidgeted on the chair, fighting the impulse to run, but he had to stay and see this through. He owed Jared that much.

Jared’s mouth opened and closed several times, his eyes widening in shock. “What?”

“Mates. Us. Me and you.” Sacha spoke quietly, but he knew Jared heard him.

“I don’t understand...”

Sacha heard Jared trail off and understood his confusion. They’d been friends for ten years and not once had he mentioned the true nature of their relationship. Not once had he been honest and told Jared what he deserved to know.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you sooner, but-”

“We’re mates.” 

Sacha nodded slowly, watching Jared clench his jaw. 

“How long have you known?”

Sacha swallowed, seeing Jared tighten his hands into fists. “Since we met,” he mumbled.

Jared’s stare turned into a glare, his eyes narrowing. His jaw moved from side to side as he gritted his teeth. “Why didn’t you tell me?” he demanded harshly. “All this fucking time, Sacha.”

Sacha spread his hands across the table. “You were a Marine, and you had a girlfriend.”

“You knew she meant nothing to me,” Jared exploded, standing so quickly the chair toppled back and fell to the floor.

The thud it made caused Sacha to jump, and he looked up at Jared. “You’re not gay, Jared.”

“I’m me.” Jared pointed at his chest. “You of all people should know that. We’ve been friends for over ten years. Fuck, we’ve lived together for nine of those, and it didn’t occur to you at any point during all those years to tell me the fucking truth?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t want to lose you. You know how important mates are. Please don’t-”

“Our whole friendship is based on a lie, Sacha. You lied to me for years. Fucking years, Sacha! How could you do that to me? How could you keep something so important a fucking secret?”

“What would you have done if I’d told you?” Sacha cried. “Would you have stayed friends with me or would you have left?”

“I’ll never know, will I?” Jared screamed in response. “You took that choice away from me.”

“But I’m giving you a choice now,” Sacha begged. He desperately needed Jared to see why he’d kept it hidden for all these years.

“But you lied to me. You’ve kept this huge fucking secret. All these years, Sacha. All these years I thought you were someone I could trust, and it was all a fucking lie!” Jared leaned over the table, inching closer to Sacha. His nostrils flared with every breath he took, his eyes protruded from his head, the stare cold, flinty and hard.

Sacha stood, pushing his chair back. His chest tightened, afraid of Jared even though he knew his mate would never hurt him. “No, it wasn’t. You know me like no one else does. No one! This is the only thing, and I didn’t tell you because... because...”

“Because what, Sacha?” Jared took a deep breath in, closing his eyes. When he opened them, he said in a quieter voice, “I had a right to know, and you took that right away from me.”

Sacha shook his head. “I’m sorry-”

“Is that how you knew I’d been shot? Is it how you have always known when something has happened to me?”

“Yes,” Sacha whispered.

Frowning, Jared said, “I thought we had to be mated first.”

“I think it’s because we live together that I can tune into you.” Sacha shrugged, glancing away. Even now, he couldn’t tell him everything.

“Great,” Jared muttered. Running a hand through his hair, he said, “I’m leaving.”

Sacha gasped, pain slicing through his chest at those words. He held out his hands towards Jared. “Please don’t leave-”

“No, Sacha. It’s done.” Jared stared at him for a long time before finally shaking his head. “Sacha... How... Why?” Jared finally stopped talking and, shaking his head again, he left the kitchen.

Sacha slumped to the floor, his legs unable to hold his weight and his head shaking in denial. His mouth fell open, but no sound came out. He wrapped his arms around his chest and hunched over, a whimper finally escaping.

He stared at the floor, not really seeing it as their conversation bounced around his head. What could he have said differently to stop his mate leaving? What could he have done? He was losing him.

His mate. His beautiful, wonderful, caring mate. Oh god, how could he manage without him? What was he going to do? Jared was his life, his everything. That missing piece of him. He’d been so very lucky to find him, and now he was leaving, and Sacha was lost, and he didn’t know what to do or say to keep Jared with him.

Jared.

Jared.

What could he do? What? Who would help?

He lifted his head when he heard the front door slam shut, and seconds later, a car engine rumbled. He keened, a high-pitched sound that turned into a full-throated scream. He jammed his fist into his mouth, tears streaming down his face, and he fell onto his side, his head thumping the floor, but he didn’t feel it. All Sacha knew was that his mate was gone, and he was all alone.

Alone. Left behind.

He screamed again and again, trying to scream the pain and loss away. Finally, he screamed one last time as darkness swept over him. One name. The one name that meant everything to him.

“Jared!”

❊❊❊

Jared drove recklessly away from the one person he thought he could rely on. Sacha. Why had he lied to him? Why hadn’t he told him? Ten years, they’d lived a lie. Ten long fucking years!

He pummeled the wheel, screaming in frustration and anger. All those years living together and Sacha hadn’t said one lousy fucking word to him. One word about the truth of their relationship. No wonder he felt the way he did about him. 

Sacha was his fucking mate. 

Ten fucking years.

“Ten fucking years!” he screamed inside the car.

He pulled over, flipping off the driver behind when he beeped his horn. He got out, slamming the door behind him, and screamed again, the tendons standing out in his neck as he arched his head back. He clenched his fists and screamed a second time.

He paced the side of his car, ignoring the passing traffic, the conversation running through his mind. The look on Sacha’s face when he told him caused Jared to grit his teeth. His fucking mate. All this time, gone, lost.

He was fucking furious. No, that didn’t even begin to describe how fucking angry and betrayed he felt. How could he keep this a secret? Why?

Jared screamed again and lashed a foot out at a rock, watching it fly through the air. He needed to hit something hard. Really fucking hard. He felt like he was going to explode, his body was so tense, his muscles quivering under the strain. Sweat was pouring from him, soaking his shirt.

The conversation kept replaying over and over in his head.  He screamed again when he remembered Sacha telling him, but stopped suddenly when he remembered how Sacha had looked when he walked away from him.

He dropped to the ground and brought his knees up to his chest, wrapping his arms around them. He honestly didn’t know what to do. He was so angry at him for keeping it from him. Ten years.

Taking several deep, calming breaths, he leaned back on the car. It explained so much to him now. How he’d reacted when Sacha had brought a boyfriend home, the jealousy that had consumed him. He’d thought he was ill or some shit. Sacha was his friend, and he shouldn’t have been feeling jealous, but now looking back on it, was that what Sacha had hoped he’d feel?

Shit, he didn’t know. He scrubbed his face with his hands and stood wearily. Getting back into his car, he drove to the one place, the one man who he knew could help him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

The door opened, and Jared attempted to smile but failed miserably. Chester didn’t say a word, but held the door open for him so he could step in. 

As he walked in, his thoughts strayed to Sacha. He’d left him there alone... in their home. Was it even home anymore? How was Sacha? No, he shouldn’t be thinking about him. He lied for a decade!

Walking into the living room, he sat on the edge of the black leather sofa. Anger still thrummed through his veins, so he clasped his hands together, taking several deep breaths, trying to calm himself as he glanced around the room.

Warm and cozy. That’s how Jared would describe it. The focus of the room was the open fire burning brightly in the hearth.  There was a huge flat-screen TV too, but the two sofas and chairs faced the fire. Sacha liked to have the fire on at night, both sitting-

Stop thinking about him, Jared.

He heard the kettle in the kitchen and sat back on the sofa as Chester walked in carrying a mug. “Thanks.”

Chester sat on the armchair opposite him and stayed silent, giving Jared the chance to gather his chaotic thoughts.

“I’m Sacha’s mate,” he finally muttered. He sighed and stared at the swirling coffee in his mug. Sacha knew how he liked his coffee, always making sure they had milk and sugar-

Shit, he was thinking about him again.

“I see.”

Jared glanced up, and Chester gave him a small smile.

“That’s it?” His eyes widened in surprise. He was sure Chester would have said more, but he sat there, with a sad little smile on his face.

“It had to be something, didn’t it? Ten years and neither of you have found a significant other but haven’t left each other either. There had to be something keeping you two together. I have often wondered if you two were mates but never asked as Sacha hadn’t acted on it.”

Jared shook his head. “He lied to me, Chester.”

“Yes, he did,” Chester replied solemnly.

Jared continued to watch Chester, waiting for him to continue speaking, but he remained silent. What was Sacha doing right now? No, he didn’t want to think about him, yet again, but he couldn’t stop the thoughts either, and that’s when he realized that he always thought about Sacha.

His dark hair cut short at the sides and back, but he kept it longer on top. Almost too long considering his job. Those dark blue, almost black eyes. Only Sacha and his father, Alessio, had them and Jared could remember joking with the two of them over it.

How many times had they sat like this in their own home, watching the flames of the fire dance and cast shadows on the walls? How many times had he caught Sacha watching him, but dismissed it as only a friend showing concern?

“What now?” he finally asked, wiping the memories away.

“What do you want to happen?”

“I’m so angry right now, Chester. I don’t know if I can speak to him, let alone see him. I had to leave because I wanted to hurt him and couldn’t do that to him.”

“Because he’s your mate.”

“What?” Jared sat up, shocked. “No! Because he’s my friend.”

Chester chuckled, shaking his head. “Donnie’s your friend, but that didn’t stop you two going for it that one time.”

Jared grunted. Yeah, Donnie had pissed him off just like Sacha had, and yet Jared could never hurt Sacha. Shit, it was because of the mate thing. Shit, shit, shit.

“Shit, Chester.”

Chester leaned forward and sighed heavily. “I’m not the person you need to speak to.” He grimaced as he spoke and Jared felt for the guy. Sheriff Bailey refused to see him, and it was hard to witness Chester’s suffering. “Go and stay with Donnie and Jeremy for a few days. Calm down and ask them questions. See how a mated couple are together.” Chester stood and stretched, then added, “Oh, and Jared, listen to their answers.”

“What?” Jared raised a hand to his chest, a look of mocked shock covering his face.

“Jared…” Chester spoke his name like a father speaking to a child.

“Okay. Okay, I will.” Jared stood and followed Chester to the front door. “Chester?”

“No, he isn’t answering me, Jared.”

“I’m sorry.”

Chester shrugged. Sighing deeply, he looked at Jared, the pain evident in his dark eyes. “I have to let him work his way through this.” Stepping closer, he said, “You have a mate, Jared. Don’t throw something that important, that special, away.” Jared nodded and Chester stepped back, running a hand over his bald head. “I will. I just need a few days to, shit, I don’t know.”

“Let your anger run its course, then talk to him. He will be devastated you left.”

“I don’t want to hurt him, but fuck it, I’m so pissed off right now.”

Chester gripped his shoulder. “Go and talk to D and Jeremy.”

Nodding, Jared picked up his bag. “I will.”

❊❊❊

The front door stood open when Jared arrived, and he walked in, closing it behind him.

“Kitchen.”

Jared followed Donnie’s voice and found him in the kitchen, stirring something in a pot.

Glancing over his shoulder, he smiled and waved a hand towards the table. “Sit and grab that bottle of beer. Don’t worry, I haven’t cooked it. My mate has.”

As he said the words ‘my mate,’ Donnie’s face completely changed. The happiness and love were plain to see, and Jared swallowed, looking away.

Would it be like that for them? Him and Sacha? He rubbed his forehead and sighed. He’d been with men, experimented in boot camp and a few one-nighters later, but to have an actual relationship with one? Well, he hadn’t had a relationship at all. He was a healthy, virile man in his thirties, and he was still playing the field.

“Jeremy’s upstairs making the bed up for you. Chester said you might be here for a few days.”

“Did he tell you why?” Even as he said the words, he knew Chester wouldn’t have spoken a word. He wasn’t that kind of man.

“No. Chester said you’d tell us when you were ready. You know Chester, he keeps things close to his chest.”

Jeremy came in and walked over to Donnie, embracing him from behind and kissing the back of his neck. Again, Jared looked away. So open, so sure... so in love.

“Hey, Jared.”

Seeing the mark on Jeremy’s neck, Jared blurted out, “Does it hurt?”

Jeremy touched his neck, his cheeks blushing. “I’ll admit I was a little concerned at first, but now I can honestly say, no, it doesn’t.” His blush deepened, but Jeremy continued. “It adds to the connection and the sex...” Coughing, he asked, “Chili okay?”

Jared nodded, smiling at Jeremy. “D’s assured me he hasn’t cooked it.”

Smiling, Jeremy touched Donnie’s arm. “He is getting better, but no, he hasn’t cooked this. I’m only letting him stir it.”

“And you’re sure he won’t contaminate it.”

Donnie waved the wooden spoon at him. “Fuck off. Once, man. Once.”

“And we all suffered for days.”

“What’s this?” Jeremy sat at the table opposite Jared and grinned at him. “Come on, spill.”

“We had stopped for a break on a search and rescue, and Donnie offered to cook.”

“Oh, that’s bad,” Jeremy muttered.

“Yes, it was. I gave them all food poisoning, and we still had to continue the mission.”

“All of us throwing up.” Jared laughed. “It was fucking awful.”

“And since then they haven’t let me near any food.”

“Can I ask you guys a question?” Jared asked.

“Is it about mates?” Jeremy responded. 

Jared nodded. “Telepathy. What’s it like?”

“It’s so difficult to describe, but I know no matter where Donnie is, I can speak to him.”

“You just need to remember not to reach out when angry,” Donnie grinned and Jeremy punched him on the arm.

“Yes, we’d argued and I wasn’t thinking-”

“And he told me what he was thinking, literally.” Donnie touched the side of his head as he spoke.

“Practice has certainly helped.” They shared a smile, and Jared glanced down at the table.

“So, what’s up?” Donnie asked.

Staring down at the table, Jared sighed. Shit, he was doing that a lot. “It’s Sacha.”

Jeremy leaned across the table. “Is he okay?”

“Probably not right now,” Jared muttered. In a louder voice, he added, “He’s my mate.”

Jeremy beamed at him. “That’s fantastic news, Jared. You have a mate.”

“Babe, it kinda isn’t.”

Turning to Donnie, Jeremy frowned. “Why not? You tell me all the time how special mates are. How all vampires search for theirs but also how rare it is to find. We’re lucky, and now Jared will experience it.”

“I’ve known Sacha for over ten years, Jeremy. I’ve lived with him for nine, and he never told me.”

Jeremy’s frown deepened. “But why wouldn’t he? I don’t understand.”

“Jared isn’t gay, babe.”

“What? That’s shit. You wouldn’t be Sacha’s mate if you didn’t like men.”

“Babe, it doesn’t always work like that. Jared fucks women.”

Grimacing, Jared interrupted. “Not always.”

Donnie dropped the spoon into the pot and turned hands on hips to glare at him. “What the fuck!”

Jeremy stood and pushed him out of the way so he could stir the chili. “Go and sit down.”

“When I was younger and occasionally over the last few years. Recently, it’s been women.”

“The mate bond,” Jeremy told them. “Wouldn’t let you fuck a man when your mate was at home waiting for you.”

“But it was okay with women. Babe, please.”

“Stop, Donnie.” Looking at Jared, Jeremy asked, “When you’ve been with women, has it been great sex or have you got off, and that was it?”

Jared went to tell him it was always great sex, but stopped when he thought about his last few times. Furrowing his brow, he rubbed his chin and really thought about it. “No, it hasn’t been great,” he muttered, hesitating over the words. It hadn’t, and the realization shocked him.

“And I bet it’s been worse the last few times?”

Nodding, Jared stared at Jeremy, surprised he knew. “Yeah, but how do you know?”

“I’ve been researching.”

Donnie grinned, smiling at Jeremy. “He has. We’ve learned so much about mates.”

“Like what?” Jared leaned forward on the table, waiting for Donnie to answer.

“When you find your true mate, you live longer.”

“Like decades longer,” Jeremy added. “And it seems humans can become stronger and faster. Not like a vampire, but there’s definitely a difference.”

“Yeah,” Donnie stood, walking over to Jeremy and rubbed his arm. “Ready?”

“Yes, get the bowls please.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

Jeremy shook his head as he added rice to the bowls. “No, but thank you, Jared. Relax and enjoy. I think you have enough going on.”

They ate in silence for a few minutes, and Jared moaned as the taste exploded over his tongue. “Damn, this is good, Jeremy.”

“Thanks. It’s my mom’s recipe.”

They continued eating until nothing was left and then moved to the living room, each holding a beer.

Jared slumped back on the sofa and sighed, patting his full stomach.

Jeremy leaned forward and pierced him with an intense stare. “What are you going to do, Jared? Sacha will be hurting.”

“He lied to me. Ten years he’s lied to me. I can’t just forget about that. All that time wasted and what for? Because he was scared that I wouldn’t accept him?”

“Would you have?” Donnie asked. “Think back to the person you were ten years ago. I didn’t know you then but I’ve heard you talk about the past and I’ve got to say I don’t think you would have accepted it.”

“But it’s Sacha. He’s like my closest friend.”

“He is now, but back then?” Donnie took a sip of his beer, then continued. “Would you have listened to him when he told you? Would you have sat down with him or would you have got the fuck out of there?”

Jeremy glared at Donnie. “What the fuck do you know? You’re all happy and cozy and loved up with your fucking mate. You’ve never given a shit about your sexuality-”

“I had to keep quiet just like you, so don’t throw that shit in my face. The difference here is I have no problems with my sexuality. You-”

“Shut up both of you,” Jeremy shouted. When they both stared at Jeremy in shock, he nodded. “Now that I have your attention. Jared, Sacha lied because he knew you weren’t into guys or you let him think that. Does he know you’ve fucked men?” When Jared shook his head, Jeremy gave him a small smile. “How was he to know that he might be able to tell you the truth about who you were to him?”

Looking away, Jared stared at the floor. Jeremy was right, Sacha had no idea because he’d never told him.

“I know it’s hard right now, J. Stay here for a few days, then contact him.”

Nodding, Jared stood. “I’m gonna go bed.”

Leaving them in the living room, he walked into the bedroom and dropped onto the bed, staring at the ceiling above him.  

What was he going to do? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

How Sacha managed to function over the next several days was beyond him. He’d turned up for work each day and locked himself away in his office, avoiding everyone. He didn’t want to see or speak to anyone. He’d managed to get to work each day, and as far as he was concerned, that was a major fucking achievement.

When he’d had to attend meetings, he rarely contributed and didn’t interact with anyone present, leaving as soon as the meeting was over.

He struggled every single day just to get out of bed. He wanted to waste away, so he didn’t have to face his lonely existence now his Jared was gone. His body was a heavyweight he dragged around, and he wanted to cut it loose so he could float away and never feel again.

Sometimes, he would sit in his chair for hours at a time and have no recollection of where the time had gone. He knew he was losing weight; his clothes felt looser and, as a vampire, that was the last thing he needed. Soon, his vampire side would take over, and he would hunt, not caring who the donor was and if they were willing or not.

Not that Sacha cared. He merely shuffled from one place to the next or sat staring at the photos that littered the place. Pictures of him and Jared. He’d have to take them down soon and pack up Jared’s things.

There were times he’d find himself in Jared’s room, lying on his bed and holding his pillow, smelling his scent. Or standing by his window and staring off into space, not paying attention to anything.

His house and office were a mess, but Sacha didn’t care, not when his chest was so hollow. His heart had been ripped out and just an empty space was left behind.

He was tired, so very tired, and he didn’t know if he could go on like this, wasn’t sure if he cared enough to want to or not.

His father had noticed. Of course, he would notice, and now Sacha was on his way to his office, dragging his tired and weary body. Alessio had demanded a meeting, and no excuses had changed his mind.

Sacha wasn’t looking forward to it. He didn’t want to tell him Jared had walked away. There had been no contact since the moment the door had slammed shut behind him, and every day, Sacha’s heart broke a little more, and with it, his hope for the future.

He closed his father’s office door behind him and sat on the chair, waiting for his father to finish his call. He stared at his clasped hands, rubbing his thumbs together. A soothing touch he desperately needed. If only his mate could provide it.

“Sacha, you look like shit.”

Sacha snorted out a laugh and raised his eyes to his father’s. “Thanks.”

“I don’t need to ask how it went.”

Sacha shook his head and mumbled, “No.”

“I’m so sorry, son.” Alessio came around the desk and knelt next to Sacha. 

Sacha looked at him, his eyes itching as they filled with tears. “My mate doesn’t want me.”

Alessio pulled him into his arms, and the dam broke. Sacha cried, not caring if anyone outside could hear his pain. He gripped his father’s shirt in his hands and wept. All the pain and anguish he’d kept locked away the last few days came pouring out, and through it all, his father held him.

He didn’t know how long he sat and cried for, but some time later, he raised his head, and Alessio stroked a hand over his face, wiping away the tears.

“Sacha, my son.”

“He left. He packed a bag and left. He was angry that I hadn’t told him earlier.”

Nodding, Alessio stood, groaning and rubbing his knees. Sitting in the chair next to Sacha, he asked, “Has he been in touch since he left?”

“Nothing.”

Nodding again, Alessio said, “Give him time. I know it’s easy for me to say, but he needs time to accept what you’ve told him. Come home. Spend a few days with your mother and me. Let us take care of you.”

“I’m alright-”

“Sacha. You’re not. When was the last time you showered? Ate or fed?”

“I know I’m a mess right now, but I’m really okay. I’ll go home, shower, eat, and then feed.”

“Spend a few days with us. Let your family care for you,” Alessio said.

“Father-”

Sacha’s cell rang. He glanced at the screen and sucked in a sharp breath. Jared.

He glanced at Alessio then back at his cell. Alessio said, “Answer it. Your mate is calling.”

Sacha fumbled with his cell but managed to press the answer button. “Hello.”

“Sacha, it’s Jared.”

“Yeah, your name came up.”

“Oh yeah.” Silence, and then, “Look, er, are you free for lunch?”

Sacha looked at Alessio, his eyes widening. “You want to have lunch?”  Alessio smiled and nodded his head. “Yeah, that would be good,” Sacha spoke slowly. He wasn’t sure where this was going.

“That nice little Italian near where you work. See you there at one.”

“Yeah, one.”

He hung up and stared at the cell in his hand. “Lunch at one.”

“That gives you thirty minutes to sort yourself out. Go downstairs and feed. The last thing you need is to see your mate and bite him because of the emotional stress and lack of self-care.”

“Father-”

“We keep blood here for other vampires, so make use of it.”

Nodding, Sacha stood. “Thank you, Father.”

Alessio hugged him and Sacha embraced him back. His father had always been there for him. Always.

“I’m your father, and I’m here whenever you need me and sometimes when you don’t.”

They shared a smile and Sacha left. He was meeting his mate, and for the first time in days, he felt a little ray of hope.

❊❊❊

Walking into the restaurant, Sacha found Jared already seated and waiting for him. He paused, staring at him, his breathing increasing. They needed to talk. Sacha needed to know what Jared wanted. He swallowed and wiped his sweaty palms on his pants and slowly walked over to him.

Jared gave him a tight, close-lipped smile as he sat opposite him, and the silence that developed was heavy and uncomfortable. Sacha glanced over Jared’s face, noticing his pale skin and the dark circles under his eyes.

Sacha glanced around the restaurant, seeing other people sitting down and eating their food. Tables scattered around the room with a few booths along one side and even though he was sitting with his mate, for a moment, Sacha wished he was somewhere else.

The large windows allowed diners to see out and Sacha watched people rushing past, going about their day. God, he wished he was there instead.

“So,” Jared murmured across the table.

Sacha glanced over at him. “So, how’s your arm?

“It’s fine.” Leaning his elbows on the table, Jared gave him an intense stare. “Tell me why you didn’t tell me.” He frowned at his own words and tried again. “Why did you keep it a secret?”

“Is there really any point in going over this again?” Sacha asked wearily. He didn’t have the strength to go through it all. “Are you staying or going? That’s all I need to know.”

Jared pursed his lips, glancing away then back at him. “I’ve missed you, and I don’t know if that’s because you’re my mate or my friend.”

Shrugging, Sacha said, “Maybe it’s both.”

“Is it?

Leaning on the table and closing the distance between them, Sacha whispered, “How the fuck would I know? I don’t know any mated couples.”

“I do,” Jared whispered back. “And I’ve spent the last few days with them, learning about mates and everything that goes with it.”

“What? That I’ll have to have your blood once we’re mated?” Sacha scoffed. “Thanks, but I already know that.”

“That we will live longer. Decades longer.” Sacha blinked, surprised. “That I’ll get stronger, faster. We’ll be able to communicate telepathically. You know about the physical shit already.”

“Decades?” Sacha sat back, his eyes widening. He opened his mouth and then closed it. “Decades,” he said in a quieter voice.

“Yes, decades.” Jared paused, and then asked, “Have you fed?”

Sacha sat up straight. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look it. I can see how thin you are. Have you been eating?” Then in a lower voice, “Feeding?”

“I really don’t think that’s any of your business now, do you?”

“You’re still my friend.”

Sacha snorted, shaking his head. “Am I? After everything, I’m still your friend.”

“Sacha, please. I haven’t come here to argue-”

“Can I get you some drinks?”

Both men looked up at the waitress and ordered, and when she left, Jared continued. “I’m not here to argue, Sacha. I only want answers.”

Sacha said nothing, avoiding Jared’s intense stare and looking around the restaurant again, staring at the pictures hanging on the walls.

“Sacha, why didn’t you tell me?” Jared asked softly.

Sacha closed his eyes and breathed in, feeling his shoulders slump. He opened them and looked into Jared’s eyes. “I was scared.”

“Ten years, Sacha.”

“I’m sorry.”

Jared didn’t respond, and they sat in silence. The waitress came with their drinks and Sacha hastily sipped his coffee. He needed to be doing something with his hands. He needed some form of distraction from the heaviness around them.

“What now?”

Sacha slowly raised his eyes to Jared’s. “I don’t know.” He swallowed, and then added, “I love you. It might not be what you want to hear, but I do. I’ve loved you for years...” Trailing off, Sacha squeezed his eyes shut, feeling them itch and burn, tears threatening to fall. He refused to let them fall. He’d cried enough over Jared.

“You should have told me,” Jared said softly, his hand reaching out to touch Sacha.

Sacha snatched his hand away and turned his head to the side, facing the wall, struggling to control his emotions. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know what to do, and I didn’t want to lose you. You love women.”

“I know what I like, Sacha, you don’t have to tell me. Shit, all those years watching me-”

“Are you ready to order?”

Jared coughed and answered, “Yes, thanks. Two steaks, one rare, the other medium rare, fries and the greens, please.”

Sacha sat and said nothing, letting Jared order for them. When the waitress left, the silence descended again.

“You need to eat and feed.”

Ignoring the statement, Sacha asked, “What now?”

“I don’t know. You lied to me, Sacha. For years. It might not have been an outright lie, but you kept something important a secret. I had a right to know that I’m your mate. Seeing Donnie and Jeremy together made me realize just how important mates are. The connection between them is almost visible-”

“I know.”

“- that’s how you always know when I’m injured. What about other emotions?”

“You mean sex.”

Jared blushed but nodded. “Yeah.”

“No, I can’t. Pain. Happiness. Like when you’ve completed a mission successfully.”

“But we haven’t bonded.” Jared frowned. “How can you feel them?”

Sacha sighed, rubbing his face with his hands. “Remember that time I fell and hit my head?”

Jared’s eyes widened. “Yeah. Shit. You drank my blood.”

Sacha glared at him. “I didn’t want to, remember.”

“And now I know why. What, it deepened things between us?”

Sacha sat back, folding his arms across his chest. “We’re not mated, so you don’t have to worry about that.”

“What if I want to be?”

Sacha stared at him. “What?”

“What if I want us to be mated?”

“Are you fucking with me?”

“Not yet.” Jared smirked. Leaning back, he added, “I’ve fucked men, Sacha. I have leaned more towards women in recent years, and I think that was because I was your mate and the bond was doing something. Women were easier, but something was always missing and that something was you.”

Their food arrived at that moment, and Sacha sat in surprised silence. Jared had fucked men? Why didn’t he know this? Why hadn’t Jared said anything to him?

“Eat your food, Sacha.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“Yeah, you are. We need to sort things out between us but...”

Sacha looked up when he trailed off. “But?”

“When we leave here, we’re going home, and we are going to fuck, and you are going to bite me.”

“You want us to bond?” 

“Yes, so you need your strength.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I’ve decided, mate. Now, eat.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

Sacha ate in a daze and followed Jared home. He had no idea what the hell was going on. He thought Jared had planned to tell him to fuck off, not actually fuck him and bond with him.

He walked into the house they shared and winced at the mess it was in.

“Gonna take a while to clean up.” Jared’s amused voice said behind him. “Shower?”

Not waiting for Sacha to answer, Jared grabbed his hand and dragged him along until they reached Jared’s room. He pulled Sacha into the bathroom and immediately stripped. Sacha stared at all the naked flesh Jared revealed, and his fangs lengthened.

“Sacha. Naked now.”

Sacha looked up from where he’d been staring at Jared’s body. “Huh?”

“I want you naked, Sacha. I want to touch you-”

“I don’t understand.”

“What’s to understand?” Sacha blinked when Jared stepped closer and stroked his face, smiling at him. “We’re mates, Sacha.”

“But, you left.” Sacha stepped back, breaking the contact. “You left me.”

“And now I’m here standing in front of you. I’ve seen mates together, and I want that for us. Neither of us has had a relationship with another person, and now I know why. Take me, Sacha.”

It took Sacha a split second to decide, and then he lunged forward, grabbing the back of Jared’s head, pulling it down to his and crashing their lips together. 

Jared’s arms closed around him and pulled them together, making Sacha groan at the contact. He’d waited years for this moment. Years to feel Jared’s skin on his.

Jared’s tongue licked his lips, and on a moan, Sacha opened them. 

Their first real kiss. 

Sacha was swept away as emotions he never thought he’d feel rushed over him.

He could hear Jared whispering to him, and he pulled back when Jared’s thumbs wiped the tears from his cheeks. 

They kissed softly, staring into each other’s eyes until Jared deepened the kiss, his tongue slipping into Sacha’s mouth, and Sacha closed his eyes, letting their tongues touch and caress.

Jared moved them slowly over to the shower, and Sacha jumped when the warm water hit him. Jared stepped back and grabbed the washcloth and gel while Sacha stood there letting Jared clean him, loving the attention his mate was giving him.

More tears slid free, and Jared leaned forward to kiss them away. Sacha smiled at him, and Jared kissed his lips.

“I love you.”

Jared kissed him again. “I know.”

Once Jared had cleaned him, he turned the shower off and helped Sacha out, reaching for a towel to dry them both.

He followed Jared when he pulled him from the bathroom and let him push him onto the bed. He stared up at him, marveling at the fact that they were naked together and that he was finally going to be with his mate.

Jared dropped something on the bed next to him, and Sacha turned his head to see a bottle of lube. They were actually going to do this.

Jared crawled up between his legs and slowly lay down on top of him until there was no space between them. He stared up in wonder into Jared’s deep blue eyes.

He lifted his hand and traced Jared’s face, enjoying the sensation of his skin under his fingers. “I never thought-”

“Mate,” Jared whispered before closing the final few inches between them and kissing him.

Sacha closed his eyes, opening his mouth, letting their tongues tangle together. Within seconds, the kiss changed from soft and gentle to hard and deep. Jared’s tongue thrust into his mouth and Sacha gave up all control, letting Jared own him body and soul.

Because Jared did own him. He always had from the first moment Sacha had met him.

They lay kissing for several long minutes until Jared broke it and kissed over Sacha’s jaw and further down. When he licked across Sacha’s beating pulse, he whispered, “Here. You’ll bite me here and make me yours.”

Sacha whimpered and Jared kissed his neck before moving down his chest. Once he reached his nipples, he paused, then kissed the skin. Taking one in his mouth, Jared sucked hard, and Sacha cried out, his hands gripping Jared’s hair.

“Jared,” he whimpered.

“Shh, Sacha. I’ve got you.”

“Don’t let me go,” Sacha pleaded.

“Never again.”

Jared moved to his other nipple and Sacha groaned when he nipped it. Licking across the flesh, Jared raised his eyes, and they stared at each other as Jared’s tongue flicked Sacha’s nipple.

He moaned, his hips arching up and Jared moved his hands down, grabbing hold of them and keeping them on the bed.

“Your arm,” Sacha gasped.

“It’s fine.”

Jared kept eye contact, flicking Sacha’s nipple and licking the hard nub.

He opened his mouth and sucked it in, and Sacha shuddered, watching him work the flesh. Releasing it, Jared moved back to his other nipple and kissed it, then kissed a path down his chest and abs until he was above his hard, leaking dick.

He blew across the head, causing Sacha to shiver. Keeping eye contact, Sacha watched as Jared slowly let his tongue lick across the head.

Sacha cried out, his body shaking, sweat breaking out over his skin. So long he’d dreamed of this moment, and now it was finally here, he was going to fuck it up by coming too soon.

Sacha’s orgasm caught him by surprise. His balls tightened, and the tingle rolled through him. He barely had time to tell Jared to move when the first pulse of come spurted free.

“Fuck, Sacha.”

Sacha barely heard him, his orgasm so intense that all he could hear was a loud roar in his ears. His body arched up, and he cried out again as more come erupted.

Jared stroked his dick, keeping his orgasm flowing until finally he slumped back onto the bed and lay there gasping, sweat running down the sides of his body and face.

Jared moved up and leaned over him. “Beautiful,” he whispered, kissing him deeply.

Sacha sighed into the kiss and wrapped his arms around Jared’s shoulders, holding him, his body relaxing.

“I haven’t finished yet.”

Sacha smiled up at him. “I have great recovery time.”

“Do you now?” Jared grinned. “That’s good to know.”

They continued kissing, then Jared moved down and hovered over Sacha’s dick again. “Hope you’re ready now.”

He licked the head, and Sacha closed his eyes. After a few licks, Jared sucked in the head, and Sacha moaned loudly as hot, wet heat covered it. Jared lavished it with attention. He sucked and licked and rubbed until Sacha was a sweaty mess again.

“Hold your legs up for me.”

Sacha slowly moved his hands and pulled his legs up and out and watched Jared lick down his shaft. He nuzzled his balls, and with their eyes locked again, Jared sucked one into his mouth.

“Shit,” Sacha cried, his hips shuddering.

Jared’s tongue swirled around, and he then released it and sucked on the skin, pulling it away from Sacha’s ball.

Sacha gasped. No one had paid attention to his balls before, and it seemed that Jared was out to torment him. He could feel them tighten again and moaned when the tingle started.

“Stop, Jared. So close.”

“Then come again.”

Jared moved to Sacha’s other nut and suckled the skin and Sacha groaned loudly, his hips humping the air. The tingling intensified when Jared’s mouth closed around his ball.

“Oh, Jared!”

He arched back, shooting again, come coating his abs. His orgasm didn’t last as long as his first but was no less intense. He slumped back down on the bed, breathing heavily and moaned quietly when Jared licked down his perineum.

How he still had hold of his legs and kept them in the air, Sacha didn’t know, but he lay there feeling Jared’s tongue slowly work its way closer to his hole.

“Have you ever?”

“Once,” Jared answered. “Didn’t think I’d do it again but I want to with you.”

“Are you sure?” The ‘sure’ came out high pitched when Jared circled his hole. 

Chuckling, Jared continued, his wet tongue sliding over Sacha’s wrinkled flesh. He didn’t move quickly but kept swirling around and around it, getting it nice and wet.

Sacha tensed when he felt a finger probe his hole, and he tried to relax. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d had sex. Once he’d met Jared, that was it. He only wanted his mate.

“How long?”

Sacha whimpered. “Years.”

“Oh Sacha,” came the quiet response.

Jared’s finger ran over his wrinkled flesh as his tongue continued to suck and lick his hole. At some point, Sacha felt his finger push in, but by then, he was too worked up to notice. He wanted to feel Jared’s hard, hot length pounding his hole. He wanted Jared to own him completely.

One finger became two, and at that point, Sacha said, “Enough. Please, Jared. I need you.”

Jared kneeled between his legs and Sacha licked his lip at the sight of his cock. Long and thick, it curved slightly to one side, a beautiful gold color that Sacha was dying to taste. It was going to feel so good in his ass.

Jared eased down, and Sacha watched him guide his dick to his hole. Sacha felt the soft spongy head on his hole, and he pushed out, eager to feel it fill him.

The head pushed in and Sacha tensed at the sting and burn in his ass. Once the head popped through, Jared paused, panting harshly above him, waiting for the signal he was ready. Once Sacha nodded, Jared pushed in steadily until eventually he was in completely and his balls were touching Sacha’s ass.

Sacha raised his arms and looped them over Jared’s shoulders, pulling him down. They kissed slowly, tongues dancing languidly as Jared swirled his hips. Jared sucked at Sacha’s lips, biting the top then the bottom, his hips moving gently.

Sacha could feel Jared’s heart racing, the sweat coating his skin, the heavy breaths on his face. The moves were slow at first, but gradually the pace and length of his thrusts increased.

The slow, short strokes became fast, long thrusts. Each one took Jared’s dick almost out of Sacha’s ass before thrusting back in. 

Sacha grunted every time, and cried, “Yes, Jared. Oh yes. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

Sacha moaned as Jared pounded his ass, and he raised his hips, meeting every thrust, but it wasn’t deep enough.

He lifted his legs and wrapped them around Jared’s back, locking his ankles together. He moved in time with Jared, crying out every time Jared’s dick brushed his prostate. The come coating their abs, rubbed his dick, and it soon hardened.

He closed his eyes, letting Jared do whatever he wanted. He rode the lust and pleasure that consumed him. 

“Sacha.” He opened his eyes, and Jared smiled. “Love the red in your eyes.”

He smiled back, and they kissed again, deep, wet, dirty kisses as they tried to consume each other. His hands roamed over Jared’s back, touching every inch of skin he could reach. Being denied his mate for so long, he knew this time wouldn’t be enough and he needed to feel everything he could, touch everywhere he could.

Their teeth clashed, tongues battling as they consumed each other.  Sacha’s hands gripped and pulled at Jared’s flesh. His fangs lengthened, but he didn’t stop kissing even when he nicked Jared’s lip.

He sucked it into his mouth, his eyes rolling back into his head as the coppery taste filled his mouth. Soon, he would sink his fangs in deep and make Jared his. His blood would flow into his mouth and Sacha would feel their connection, their bond snap into place.

Jared pulled away, staring intensely at him. “I’m close. Do it. Bite me now.”

Sacha hissed and lunged up, his fangs piercing Jared’s flesh. Drinking his blood, Sacha groaned, the rich coppery taste, the connection, the bond developing between, coalescing into a beautiful kaleidoscope of color and emotion.

Jared cried out, his hips slamming in deep, stilling, then moving out to slam back in again. Sacha grabbed his dick and stroked it twice, and then he too was coming. 

He took a few more mouthfuls of Jared’s blood and then licked the wound closed. The connection thrummed between them, and Sacha felt that he could almost reach out and touch it. He could feel Jared in him, could feel how much he loved him.

“Oh Jared,” he whispered. 

Jared never said a word and Sacha stroked his back when he felt the tears on his neck.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

Jared buried his face in Sacha’s neck, overwhelmed at the connection they now had. As close as they physically were, the bond added more and Jared could feel every emotion that Sacha felt. He didn’t think he would, but it appeared their mating was different to D’s. 

Maybe that was due to the fact he and Sacha had known each other for years, had lived together before Sacha had revealed the truth.

So many emotions came through to him from the bond. The love Sacha felt for him was strong and bright, and Jared couldn’t stop the tears that fell as those emotions overwhelmed him.

Sacha hummed, and he let him pull him close, as Sacha’s hands rubbed up and down his back, soothing him. Sacha was taking care of him like he always had.

When he looked back on their lives together, Jared could clearly see the love Sacha had for him and the way he always took care of him. He saw it in everything Sacha did for him. Simple things, like making sure the coffee was on before he left for work, food prepared for him when he came home from a mission, always checking up on him, making sure he was safe. The small touches that Sacha gave him that he hadn’t even been aware. They all flooded his mind.

How had he been so blind? Why hadn’t he seen it? Looking back now, it was so obvious that Sacha loved him. That Sacha had always loved him. Always saw to his needs. Like a mate did. His mate.

Sacha, his wonderful, caring mate. 

Jared could feel Sacha’s love, strong, warm, and bright, pulsing through their bond and he marveled at it. He wanted to reach out and touch it, immerse his body and soul in it and never let it go. He could feel Sacha’s deep satisfaction, not just that they’d had sex but also that he held his mate in his arms, that they were now finally connected.

Now, Jared understood what Sacha had gone through, and in some small way, he understood why he’d held back the truth about their connection, but it still hurt him.

“I’m sorry, Jared. I never meant to hurt you.”

Turning his head into Sacha’s neck, he kissed the skin, murmuring, “I get it now. You don’t have to apologize anymore, and I think you hurt yourself more by not telling me.”

Sacha sighed, nodded, and Jared kissed him again. “I love you, Jared.”

He lifted his head and stared into Sacha’s bright blue eyes. The red had disappeared, letting the blue shine through, and he saw the love in them. “I love you too. I think I always have.”

Sacha raised his hand and palmed his cheek and Jared turned his face into it, kissing it. He gazed into Sacha’s eyes, but now he recognized the look that had always been there. Love. Sacha loved him.

He could feel the emotion pulse through their bond, and he closed his eyes, overwhelmed by it. 

Jared.

“Yeah.” He opened his eyes and smiled at Sacha who was grinning up at him.

“I didn’t say anything.”

Jared furrowed his brow. He’d clearly heard his name in his... oh. He grinned back at him when he understood.

Sacha. 

He tried it back, and Sacha laughed, pulling him down and kissing him passionately.

Jared let him roll them over until Sacha was on top. They gazed into each other’s eyes, and Jared was amazed at the depth of emotion he felt for him. Had it always been there, and he had been blind to it, confusing it for friendship? Had their mating brought those emotions out to the surface? 

Whatever the answer, Jared knew he loved Sacha and would do everything in his power to make him know and feel that love.

Raising his hand, he touched Sacha’s face. “I love you.” The wonder evident in the tone of his voice.

“I know.” Sacha leaned down and kissed him. “I can feel it. So strong and powerful. So you.”

Sacha leaned down and kissed him again. Jared closed his eyes, wanting to shut out the world and just feel Sacha’s love.

Now he’d fully accepted their mating, the feelings crashed through him continuously. His. Sacha’s. Like a wild roller coaster ride but with the best ending.

Sacha’s tongue touched everywhere, his lips, his teeth, even the roof of his mouth. Jared moaned, sucking it into his mouth even when Sacha tried to pull free. He didn’t want this to end. The connection was so powerful it flowed through him like a bright golden light.

Sacha grinned and continued to move down his body, kissing his nipples, licking across his abs until he was hovering over his hard cock. He ran his nose along the side and kissed the head, glancing up at Jared.

“I’m not that clean,” Jared told him, remembering what they’d done.

Sacha grinned up at him. “I don’t care. I’m going to make you come. I want to taste you, Jared.”

“Fuck, I can’t wait.” Jared grinned. “You gonna suck me off then?”

“Hmm. I’m going to make you come with your dick in my ass, with me riding you hard. Later, when you’ve recovered, I’m going to make you come again, and I’m going to swallow every drop.”

“We don’t need to-”

Red flashed through Sacha’s eyes. “I’ve waited all these years, Jared. I need this. I need you to fuck me and wipe it all away.”

Jared’s grin widened, and he watched the red deepen in Sacha’s eyes. “Do it, Sacha. Take what you need. I’m yours.”

Chuckling, Sacha sucked the head into his mouth. Jared gripped the sheets in his hands, his hips punching up. Sacha groaned and slipped his hands under Jared’s ass. 

Pulling off, Sacha said, “Fuck my mouth.” Sucking Jared’s dick back into his mouth, Sacha moaned around the head.

Jared groaned, thrusting up into Sacha’s hot, wet mouth. Sacha kept a tight seal on Jared’s dick, his tongue constantly moving around his head and shaft, rubbing the hot spot beneath the head. “Fuck, Sacha. So good... so, so good.”

Sacha hummed and Jared groaned loudly when the vibrations traveled along his shaft. Fuck, Sacha was good. He knew where to touch him, how hard to suck.

He could feel how much Sacha was enjoying having his dick in his mouth, making him groan again. Sacha’s pleasure fueled his own and Jared struggled not to come. He wanted to enjoy Sacha’s talented mouth.

He fucked Sacha’s mouth for a few minutes until Sacha moved back, his dick slipping free. He moaned in disappointment, but the sound cut off when Sacha moved up, his legs on either side of Jared’s hips and rubbed his hard cock on Jared’s abs.

Jared watched, riveted by the sight of Sacha’s dick, from the skin pulling back from the uncut purple head, to the drops of precome dripping down it.

He’d had plenty of women ride him, but none of them was his mate.  He couldn’t wait to sink into his hot, tight hole and feel it clench around him, couldn’t wait for them to be one again.

His hands caressed Sacha’s chest, moving up to tweak and pull at his nipples. Sacha’s eyes glowed above him, and he held his breath as Sacha slowly sat on his dick.  His head was thrown back, his mouth falling open. They both groaned in ecstasy, and Sacha looked down at Jared and bit his lip, panting slightly, his eyes glowing.

Jared moved his hands so he could rub Sacha’s thighs and it wasn’t long before he began move. Rising up, Sacha clenched around his dick, stopping when only the crown was still inside him, then slowly dropping back down.

Sacha leaned back, his hands grabbing Jared’s raised thighs and when he moved again, he cried out, “Oh, fuck. Just there.”

Jared closed his eyes and simply felt. He could feel the passion, the lust and pleasure, but also the deep love coming through their bond. He whimpered at the intensity, the depth of those emotions almost too much to take.

 Jared’s hands clamped onto Sacha’s thighs and he thrust his hips upwards, causing Sacha to moan again. Jared took control and fucked up into Sacha. 

Sacha’s moaning increased in volume until he was crying out repeatedly and Jared grunted with every thrust into Sacha’s ass.

Sacha was gripping him so tight that he knew it would only be a few more thrusts until he came and he wanted to see Sacha come first.

He fucked him hard and fast, holding Sacha tight. The muscles in his legs burned, but Jared ignored it, his sole focus on Sacha, watching the expression that flashed across his face. 

Sacha’s face was scrunched up, and he was biting his lip. His skin was flushed with beads of sweat rolling down the sides. His black hair clung to his forehead and Jared had never seen a more glorious sight than Sacha lost in lust, to a passion that consumed him.

The tendons in Sacha’s neck stood out as he arched back and he clenched around Jared’s dick. Jared gritted his teeth, continuing to fuck up into Sacha as he came. Ropes of come were shooting from Sacha’s dick, coating Jared’s abs.

“Ah fuck, Sacha.”

As Sacha slumped over, Jared pulled him down and kissed him, his tongue pushing into Sacha’s mouth. Sacha breathed heavily through his nose as they kissed and Jared rolled them over, grabbing Sacha’s leg and pulling it up.

He broke the kiss and stared down at Sacha, his hips moving, as he pulled out and slammed back in repeatedly.  His eyes dropped to watch Sacha’s fangs lengthen. He turned his head, exposing his neck and cried out sharply as Sacha struck.

He could feel every draw of his blood that Sacha took. Sacha’s emotions rushed through him and he had to close his eyes at the wave of feelings that hit him. 

As Sacha’s fangs released from his neck, he moaned as another wave of lust rolled over him. 

A claw appeared from under Sacha’s nail. He stopped moved and stared at it, watching Sacha cut a line across his own chest. “Drink from me.”

“What?”

“It will deepen our bond.”

Jared stared at Sacha, seeing the truth of his words reflected in his eyes. He leaned down and breathed in deeply then licked across the cut. The coppery taste filled his mouth, and he wasn’t sure if he could continue, but then their connection went into overdrive. Unable to stop himself, Jared latched onto the mark and sucked, taking in every drop he could.

He fucked Sacha even harder and then slammed home one final time as he came. He groaned, unable to move, his body shuddering, his legs trembling, as he slumped over Sacha.

Sacha rolled them onto their sides. Jared’s dick slipped free and they both lay there panting, hearts racing, sweat cooling on their skin.

Jared opened his eyes and gazed into Sacha’s, seeing the smile on his face.

Sacha’s fingers traced the mark on Jared’s neck. “Mine,” he whispered in awe.

“Yours, as you are mine too.”

Sacha glanced up at him, then quickly away. “I always have been,” he whispered.

“And I’m never letting you go.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Sacha woke early and lay watching Jared sleep. He was finally with his mate, and even now, Sacha couldn’t believe it.

Jared loved him. He could feel the emotion pulse through their bond, so strong and pure. He rested his head on Jared’s chest and closed his eyes, letting the emotions wash through him. 

He could feel Jared’s chest move up and down with every breath he took and he could hear his strong heartbeat, a sound that soothed him.

His skin was warm to touch. Stroking his fingers over it, he was enjoying the fact that, after all these years, he could finally hold his mate.

He clenched his ass and winced slightly at the small sting of pain, not that he was complaining. The sex had been amazing, the connection between them intensifying the experience. 

He’d dreamed of this moment, lying here with his mate, holding him close and watching him sleep. The reality was so much more. Far more than Sacha ever hoped.

He ran his fingers through the light blond hair that covered Jared’s chest, smiling at the tickling sensation. He’d seen Jared shirtless countless times over the years but never completely naked. It had been an unspoken agreement that they would never be naked around each other, and although Sacha had tried on numerous occasions to catch Jared with no clothes on, he was glad he hadn’t.

Now, he could see, touch and feel his mate whenever he wanted. There were no more secrets between them.

Moving his hand lower, Sacha felt Jared’s semi-hard dick and circled it with his hand, holding it in a loose grasp. He stroked it several times until it was fully erect, then moved down under the covers to inhale Jared’s scent. So much stronger near his groin, and Sacha hummed enjoying the aroma.

Sacha snaked his tongue out and licked up the shaft, pulling away when Jared’s leg moved. When he settled back down, Sacha repeated the move, moaning quietly. 

Angling Jared’s cock, Sacha sucked the head in, circling it with his tongue, dipping into the slit to taste the precome. Jared’s legs jerked, and he licked the head again.

Jared’s fingers tunneled into his hair, pulling gently on the strands. “Mmm, Sacha. So good.”

He moved around so he could take more of Jared’s dick into his mouth and lowered his head, swallowing him down.

Jared’s hips punched up, and Sacha swallowed, enjoying Jared’s groan. Easing back up, he let Jared’s dick drop free and licked the head. He looked up, catching Jared’s eyes on him. He was biting his lip, a faint blush on his cheeks.

“You’re so good at that, Sach. Suck me deep.”

Sacha took him deep again, swallowing around the head, moaning at his taste. He would never get enough of Jared now he’d had him. He was addicted to his taste, his flavor, and he craved it. He wanted him to fill his mouth with his come, and he moved faster, fisting Jared’s dick in a tight grip.

Jared’s body shook beneath him. He moved his other hand lower, cupping Jared’s balls and rolling them between his fingers. He could feel them pulling up, the closer he got to coming.

When Jared finally cried out, Sacha moved back so the last couple of spurts hit his tongue, and he swallowed, his eyes drifting closed. All he could taste, smell, and feel was his mate.

Jared pulled him up and kissed him, sharing the taste of Jared’s come between them. When they finally pulled apart, Jared hugged him as Sacha let his body drop on top of him.

“God, you’re something, Sach.”

“Sach. You haven’t called me that in years.” Sacha grinned, lifting his head from Jared’s chest.

“It didn’t feel right. Now I know why.”

Sacha wriggled, feeling Jared’s still hard dick. He raised his eyes to Jared, his eyebrow arching. 

“What can I say? I have my mate lying naked on top of me.”

Sacha threw the covers back and turned around, getting on his hands and knees. Looking over his shoulder at Jared, he said, “Fuck me.”

“You’re not too sore?” Jared asked, his eyes glued to Sacha’s ass.

“I’m fine, or I will be when you get your long, thick dick in me.”

“Long, thick dick?” Jared grinned. “Fuck, I’m getting in there.”

Grabbing the lube, he made quick work of getting Sacha ready, and when he finally pushed in, Sacha groaned. “Hard and fast, Jared.”

“Fuck, yeah.”

Sacha braced himself against the bed as Jared pulled back and fucked him. He dropped onto his forearms down on the bed as Jared pummeled his ass with deep, hard strokes. 

It felt like Jared’s dick was made for his ass, and he hit Sacha’s prostate every time he pushed in. 

Sacha was moaning and when Jared’s hand began to stroke his dick, he cried out, shooting over it and the rumpled sheets below.

He slumped forward and grunted as Jared slammed into him one last time, grinding their hips together then pulling out only to push gently back in. 

Jared dropped down on top of him, kissing his neck and shoulders. Sacha twisted his head to the side so their lips could meet.

“Hmm, love you, Sach.”

“You too.”

“Shower?”

“Only if you carry me.”

Laughing, Jared did just that.

❊❊❊

Sitting at the kitchen table, Jared sipped his coffee as he read the news on his tablet. Sacha sat next to him, his hand rubbing Jared’s thigh gently. Jared dropped his on top of Sacha’s and entwined their fingers together.

He needed to keep touching Sacha, and now he knew why Donnie and Jeremy constantly touched each other whenever they were close. The little strokes on each other’s skin, the kisses they gave each other or the looks that passed between them.

They’d talked to each other telepathically, and Jared had been envious that they could, but now so could he.

I love you.

Almost immediately Sacha’s fingers tightened around his and he heard his voice in his mind. 

Love you too.

Out loud, he asked, “I know D and Jeremy can talk over hundreds of miles, but is there a limit? I mean if I was in Canada, would we still be able to talk this way?”

Shrugging, Sacha said, “I can’t see why not, but I have to be honest and say I don’t actually know how it works. It’s not like ringing someone’s cell phone. It’s a more intimate form of communication.”

“I know D’s been looking into it, but he’s struggling to figure out what’s truth and rumor. When did mates become so rare?”

Sacha sat back and rubbed his chin, a frown on his face. “Shit, I have no idea. My father might know or someone from our family.”

“Your family originates from Italy and Greece, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah. You think I should contact them and find out what they know?”

“It’s worth a try, don’t you think?”

Nodding, Sacha bit into his toast. When he’d swallowed, he said, “It’s been generations since we had a mated couple, but I’m sure our family books will have some details. I’ll call Father when we’ve finished breakfast.”

“How is Alessio?” Jared pushed his empty plate away and sipped his coffee, his hand still holding Sacha’s. 

He liked the times like these when it was just the two of them enjoying breakfast together. Thinking back on it, he’d always enjoyed those times, and now he knew the truth, it made so much sense.

Spending time alone with his mate and simply enjoying his company. No wonder he’d never tried to have a relationship with anyone else. He was already in one and just hadn’t realized it.

Lifting Sacha’s hand, he kissed the back of it and smiled over at him. Sacha blushed, the pink faint against his olive skin.

“He’s good. I’ll call him now.” Sacha leaned over and kissed Jared softly on the lips.

Jared smiled up at him as he left the table and watched him walk over to his cell. “Have you told him about us?”

“He was the one who said I had to be honest with you.”

Jared winced. “I’m sorry-”

“Don’t be. You had a right to be angry. I kept it a secret for years but it’s over now, and we’re together.” Sacha glanced over at him, and Jared saw his shoulders rise and fall. 

He felt this strange emotion, and Sacha’s worry came through their bond. Jared furrowed his brow. Worry?

“Are you okay?”

“You don’t regret it, do you? I mean, you didn’t-”

“Hey, stop that.” Jared stood and walked over to him, pulling him into his arms and hugging him tightly. “No. If I didn’t want to be mated with you, then I would never have come back.” Leaning back, he stared into Sacha’s eyes. “Being with D and Jeremy opened my eyes, and I knew I wanted what they had. The connection they have is indescribable, Sach, and I know we will have that too.”

Sacha released a shuddery breath, and Jared kissed him, putting into it as much emotion into as he could. He felt the love flow between them, his and Sacha’s, and he groaned, pushing Sacha up against the kitchen wall.

“Yes,” Sacha cried out, his hands reaching between them and undoing the button and zipper on his jeans.

They quickly stripped, and Jared lifted Sacha, who wrapped his legs around his waist. His fingers slipped over Sacha’s hole, finding it still sticky from their earlier session after the shower.

“Please,” Sacha begged. “I’m ready.”

Jared lined his dick up with Sacha’s hole and pushed in, his forehead dropping onto Sacha’s as he inched further into Sacha’s body. 

The emotions flowed between them, no words needed to be spoken, and he opened his eyes, gazing into Sacha’s, riveted by the red glow that shimmered in them.

“So beautiful,” he whispered.

He moved slowly at first, relishing the feeling of Sacha’s body gripping him, but he couldn’t stay that way. All too soon, his pace quickened, the force of his thrusts strengthening until the kitchen echoed with the sounds of their bodies slapping together.

Sacha cried out with every thrust, and they shared hot, open-mouthed kisses, practically eating each other up.

When Sacha growled, Jared instinctively turned his head to the side and screamed when Sacha bit deep. He slammed them both against the wall, his legs trembling when he came, his hips grinding on Sacha’s.

He felt the wet heat splash across his abs as Sacha’s orgasm ricocheted through their bond, ramping up Jared’s own orgasm.

He didn’t know how long he stood there, but eventually, Sacha moved, and he let his legs drop to the floor.

“Shit, Sacha,” he muttered hoarsely.

“Yeah, but what a way to go, right?”

Jared laughed, nodding in agreement. “I’d feel sorry for the paramedics though.”

Sacha grinned, leaning up and kissing him gently. “Shower?”

❊❊❊

As Jared finished in the shower, Sacha called his father. They needed information on their bond. The truth, not the lies that seemed to be everywhere.

So far, he knew about the telepathy, the increased lifespan, and that Jared would get stronger and faster, but was there more?

Walking back into the kitchen, Sacha picked up his cell and grinned at the wall they’d fucked against. Now that was a great memory.

Dialing Alessio’s number, his father was quick to answer.

“Sacha.”

“Morning, Father. I have something to tell you.”

“By the happiness I can hear in your voice, I’d say you and Jared have mated.”

“Yes, we have. Oh, Father, it is so much more than I ever thought it would be. I can feel Jared in a way I can’t describe.”

“I’m so happy for you. Truly, Sacha, but why are you calling me? Shouldn’t you be working on cementing the bond between you?”

“Did you know that we will live longer, now we’re mated?”

There was a pause, and then Alessio said, “No. I wasn’t aware of that at all.”

“I mean the telepathy is amazing, and I knew about that, but apparently, Jared will be stronger and faster too.”

“Where did you find this information? You know so much of the information out there about us is false.”

“You remember Donnie?” 

“Yes, a good, strong vampire.”

“His mate is human, and they’ve been researching the mate bond. They’ve said there’s so much shit out there, but they’ve found out other things too. Things that now appear true.”

“So much of our knowledge is lost. Mating has become increasingly rare.”

“And why is that, Father? Why are mates so difficult to find?”

Alessio sighed. “I don’t know, son. I truly don’t. I wish I did know.”

“What about our family history? We kept books on our ancestors. Do you think there might be something there?”

“It’s worth a look. I can have the books boxed up and sent over.”

“That’s great. Thank you, Father.”

“I’m so very happy for you, son. Now, go and enjoy your mate and I’ll see you at work Monday. Love you, son.”

“Love you too, Father.”

As he put his cell down, Jared asked, “Well?”

Shrugging, Sacha stepped into his embrace. “He doesn’t know much more than we do. He’s going to have our books sent over.”

“I have to go, Sacha. Chester just called. I don’t want to leave you, but...”

“Go and help those who need you. I’ll be here, waiting for you.”

“God, I love you, Sach.”

“I love you too.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Sacha stared at the box in front of him. It had arrived that morning, and he couldn’t figure out how Alessio had managed to get the books shipped over so quickly. He’d expected it to take a week at least, not two days, but if Alessio wanted something doing, it got done.

He carefully sliced through the tape and opened the flaps, looking at the contents inside. Each book had been wrapped individually to protect it from damage and further protected by bubble wrap. 

The box had ‘Handle with Care’ stamped all over it with the Marchesi brand stamped on the side. As he went to pull the bundle free, there was a knock on his door, and Alessio walked in. 

Closing it behind him, he walked over to the table, rubbing his hands together, and peered into the box. “I see they arrived in good time.”

“What did you do, Father? Threaten someone?”

Alessio winked and helped Sacha pull the bundle free, knocking the empty box to the floor as Sacha carefully placed the bundle on the desk. He removed the bubble wrap and closed his eyes, smelling the distinct aroma of old books.

“Wow,” Alessio murmured, his hand running over the cover of one of the books. “It has been years since I last saw these.”

“Before you emigrated?”

“Oh yes, Sacha. Maybe even longer than that. These hold all our ancestor’s records and hopefully the answer to some of your questions.”

Sacha looked through the pile, pulling out what appeared to be a diary.

“A diary?”

Alessio gave him a small, sad smile. “Yes, la bisnonna.”

“I never met her.”

“No, she died before you were born. A beautiful, kind-hearted woman. My great-grandmother.”

“This is her diary, and she was a vampire, right?”

“Oh, very much a vampire. She didn’t want us to reveal our existence. She was afraid for her children, you see. Afraid we’d be hurt.”

“It wasn’t that bad, was it?” Sacha sat down and carefully opened the book in his hands, seeing the faded writing on the pages.

“Not as bad as we feared, but in some areas, it was horrendous. We were hunted down, tortured and murdered. But, others saw how we could be helpful and supported us. It was a slow, laborious process, but it was worth it. Look where we are now.”

“Two hundred years later.” Sacha smiled at Alessio.

Alessio pulled up a chair and sat next to him, his fingers touching the books gently. “I hope they hold the answers.”

“Should we start with the older ones first? When did mates become rare?”

“When I was younger, I think. We talked about them more back then, but as a young man, I don’t recall many matings.”

“So, the decline has been happening for a while. I wonder why?”

Alessio shrugged. “The only ones I know are yours and Donnie’s.”

Sacha tapped his lip with his finger. “Both with humans. Could that be it? Are we meant to take human mates? I can’t see that being the answer. Surely, we would have had vamp with vamp matings?”

“It could be any number of reasons. We are fewer in number, we are spread further out from the home countries. The mates I can remember were a vamp to vamp only, and they were older couples.”

“What if a human and a vamp had children?”

Alessio frowned. “I would assume vamp genetics would be dominant. We are stronger than humans. I would think that would be the case with our DNA too.” Shrugging, Alessio continued, “I’m no biologist.”

Sacha glanced through the pages, struggling with some of the words and phrases. It had been a long time since he’d spoken or written in Italian, but he knew enough to get started.

Alessio stood. “I have a meeting to attend. I’ll come back in after to see how you’re doing.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Sacha was vaguely aware of the door closing, engrossed as he was by the words in front of him. He spent the next several hours reading what he could and making notes, but by the end of the day he was left with more questions than answers.

Penina, his great, great grandmother, wrote about many things. Family, friends, disagreements. It wasn’t until Sacha was further in that she first mentioned that only a few had found their vampire mate. It was that phrase that caught his eye. Vampire mate.

Sitting back in his chair, Sacha frowned at the sentence. So far there hadn’t been any mentions of humans in relationship terms, and he had to think about the timescale involved. 

Penina was born 1843 and died 1975. Humans would have known about vampires, but it would have taken years for all humans to find out. Plenty of time for stories and nightmares to be told.

To Penina, humans were a source of food, but also to be treated with respect. Sacha rubbed his achy eyes. All this reading was tiring, but he felt he was on the right track. If vampires had never mated with humans, even if they were mates, then the gene pool would have shrunk.

Their numbers had decreased, and maybe that was part of the reason. 

He was an only child, and he knew his parents had tried for years to have him.

Flipping to the genealogy chart, he traced each mating, and in each one, the number of children dropped. Could it be that simple?

He lifted his head when Alessio came in. “Any luck?”

“Did you know that with each mating the number of offspring decreased?”

“What? Really?”

“It’s here in the records.”

“Can you see when the change occurred?”

Sacha scanned the tree. “Here it is. Late 1700s, maybe early 1800s.”

“Ah, the Industrial Revolution and the start of the human population growth. It was because their numbers were increasing that we revealed our existence.”

“Seriously?” Sacha stared open-mouthed at Alessio. “Their numbers couldn’t have been that high.”

“Records show they hit one billion around 1800, so it was enough. Today, we number around 250 million, and there are over seven billion humans. The time was right. Can you imagine what would happen if we chose to reveal ourselves now? In this climate we find ourselves in?”

Sacha shuddered. Yeah, maybe they’d made the right choice, but could the Industrial Revolution and the increasing numbers of humans have caused a decrease in their numbers?

It seemed so far-fetched, but it was beginning to look that way.

“Do you think...?” Sacha trailed off, not knowing how to finish the sentence.

“The two combined caused irreparable damage?”

“Has it?”

Alessio sighed. “Maybe not.” Then quieter, “Maybe not. What if some of our mates are human? Interesting.”

“Are you going to take it to the Council?”

“I’ll speak to them. Whether they do anything with it is another matter.” Again, Alessio shrugged.

The Vampire Council didn’t appear to involve itself in the day-to-day lives of vampires like it used to. They seemed more interested in arranging deals with humans and furthering their own prosperity.

“Keep looking, figlio mio.”

“I will.”

Sacha looked at the book in his hands, and with a deep sigh, began reading again. He would find an answer.

❊❊❊

The rain hammered down, bouncing off the equipment and hitting the ground around them. They’d been called in on a missing persons case. They’d worked together with the local law enforcement and were now searching the surrounding fields and forests.

The missing person was a young African American woman, back home from college for the weekend. No one knew why she’d disappeared and her family was frantic. 

It had been five days, and Jared could see the locals and the police losing hope. Still, he and the rest of Rescue Inc carried on, never giving up. She was coming home one way or the other, Jared just hoped the outcome was that she made it home to her family alive and well.

He trudged through the wet and muddy fields, adjusting the first aid kit he carried on his back. He glanced to his left and right, seeing the line of people that stretched out alongside him before looking ahead again.

Staring at the mud, he grunted when his boot got stuck and had to pull it free.

“Shit, the weather’s worsening,” Ale muttered beside him, and Jared nodded in agreement.

They had to find her soon. In this weather, she wouldn’t last much longer if she was alone, injured and exposed to the elements.

He heard muttering to his right and looked over at Miguel Gomez, who looked as miserable as he felt. Miguel was new to the team, coming in to cover for Kerrie, but he’d fit right in.

Strong and compassionate but with a will of steel, when Miguel set his mind to something, it was hard to change his mind. His bleached blond hair lay flat to his head, the strands dripping water to soak the coat he wore.

Everyone was wet, but they continued regardless. They had to find the missing woman. Jared pushed his discomfort aside and reached for Sacha, needing his mate’s soothing touch.

Sach.

Have you found her?

No, not yet.

The news said it’s getting worse out there.

It is. I don’t know how long we have before they call the search off.

They wouldn’t.

They would if they think it’s too dangerous to risk our lives.

Her poor family.

I know, Sach. I just needed to hear your voice.

I’m always here.

Speak later. Love you.

Love you.

Jared continued until they reached the edge of the field and then gathered on the road. The officer with them was talking on his radio, and from the look on his face, Jared knew they were being called home.

“Shit,” he muttered, running a hand through his soaked hair and shaking the water off it.

“It was to be expected with these conditions,” Miguel said in a low voice. “I don’t like it. Don’t like her being alone.”

“Me either, but it’s their call.”

Jared shifted his bag again then decided to take it off. Shrugging it free, he dropped it to the ground and with his hands on his hips, he twisted his back, easing the ache in the muscles.

They’d been there for two days helping with the search, and when Jared had first boarded the plane, he’d had high hopes that they would find the missing woman quickly.

The local police had been grateful that they had come and when he saw the search area, he understood why. The area was so vast. 

The town had fields, valleys and forests surrounding it, so there were multiple places she could be, as well as numerous empty cabins.  Each one had to be searched and cleared.

They’d split up into search teams, with Jared, Ale, and Miguel working the fields and valleys, but the task was huge. There was no denying that, but still, he thought with the locals helping who knew the area that they would be successful.

Yet, here they stood two days later and five days since she’d been reported missing. Hope was disappearing, and it was disappearing quickly.

The officer turned and shouted, “We’ve been called back. The weather is deteriorating. We’ll try again tomorrow.”

Jared heard Ale talking behind him, and one glance at his face told him that Chester’s team had also received the news.

“They been called back too?” Miguel asked.

“Looks like it.” 

With a heavy sigh, Jared lifted his pack onto his back, grunting under the weight, and walked back towards the approaching vehicles.

“Where are Tank and Dodge?” he asked Ale when he caught up with them.

“Still with Chester. Kicking up a stink about being pulled back.”

Jared grunted. “Sounds about right.”

“Chester’s pissed. They had almost crossed off all the abandoned properties on the list, and he wanted to have that completed before returning.”

“Makes sense. You could start at a new location rather than returning to an old one.”

“Well, he’s telling them what he thinks.” Ale gave him a vicious grin which Jared returned.

“Yeah, I wouldn’t want to be on the end of one of his tirades.”

“Bad?” Miguel asked.

“Volcanic,” Jared said. “He’s slow to blow, but when he does...” Jared lifted his hands and mimicked a bomb going off.

“Ouch.” Miguel grinned. “I wouldn’t want to be around for that.”

“Me either.”

They walked on in silence until Ale’s cell rang. He answered it, frowning the longer he listened. “When?” There was a long pause before he asked, “How? How didn’t you know?”

Both Jared and Miguel stopped walking, and the three of them stood in a circle as the other searchers walked past.

Ale raised his eyes to Jared and mouthed ‘shit.’

“What,” he whispered, but Ale shook his head.

When he eventually finished the call, he said, “Don’t ask me for the details because I don’t have them, but one of the abandoned properties wasn’t empty. The woman wasn’t missing either, she was kidnapped by her ex-boyfriend.”

“She still alive?” Miguel asked.

“Unknown at this time, but her kidnapper is still there.” He sighed deeply, shaking his head. “He has Chester.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

“What?” Jared stared open-mouthed at Ale. How was Chester involved?

“He attempted to negotiate her release, but from what I’ve been told, he took Chester hostage.”

“How? I mean, Chester isn’t stupid. Why would he do something like that?”

“I don’t know. In fact, the intel they’ve given me is shit, and I think they’ve fucked up.”

Miguel stepped closer, crossing his arms over his chest. “I thought the ex had been cleared from the investigation.”

Ale grunted. “Yeah, his brother’s an officer.”

“Fuck.” Jared kicked the ground and stared out over the fields surrounding them. “What now? Are we going over there?”

Ale stared at him. “Definitely. Let’s borrow one of these trucks.”

Both Jared and Miguel grinned. Borrow wasn’t what Ale meant. The three of them marched over, and Ale grabbed a set of keys from one of the officers. They ignored his shout of protest and got in. Ale quickly drove away, ignoring everyone around them.

“Where are they?” Miguel asked, looking at the map.

Ale glanced at it and pointed to a wooded area before looking back at the road. “Here. There’s a cabin there that’s apparently been empty for years.”

“Perfect location. Hidden by woods, stream nearby, hardly any foot traffic,” Miguel murmured. 

Jared grunted when the truck hit a deep pothole. “This road is shit.”

“Try driving on it.”

Ale’s hands gripped the steering wheel, the knuckles turning white. The windshield wipers were going as fast as they could, but hardly made any dent in the rain that fell on the window. It was torrential now, visibility drastically reduced.

Jared grimaced, staring at the sheet of rain that poured around them. “Shit, Ale. We can barely see. How much further?”

“Not far now. We’re on the main road leading up to it, and then it’s on foot from there.”

After another ten minutes, they finally arrived and the three of them armed themselves with Ale saying, “If anything happens, we take the bastard out.”

The road—well, muddy path—wound through the trees, and they slowed down when they heard a voice up ahead.

“Stan. You know me. We’ve known each other for years. Release Serena and Chester, and we can all go home.”

Jared looked at Ale and Miguel.

“That’s not good,” Miguel muttered. “He shouldn’t be negotiating. He’s too close.”

“If this Stan is an officer’s brother, then they’re all too close. Ale?”

“Let’s move forward, cautiously. We don’t know what we’re walking into. Stay in the cover of the trees and scope the area, then we’ll plan.”

All three moved slowly, watching where they stepped, and once they were close enough, they squatted down.  Jared stared at the scene in front of him, one thing apparent.

“There are too many people.”

“Our guys are withdrawing and will rendezvous with us here, but we can’t do much about the rest.”

“There must be twenty at least,” Miguel whispered. “Can we radio one and relay a message? Too many will agitate him especially if he knows them.”

“I’ll try to get closer. Maybe I can catch the attention of the closest officer and advise them to pull some of their men back.”

Ale slowly crawled forward, and from Jared’s position he saw Ale motion to one of the men, but he waved him away. Ale tried again, and the officer eventually stepped closer.

Jared heard the whispered conversation and grimaced when the officer left. Ale crawled back, a look of anger on his face.

“They won’t leave. The man is there is one of theirs.”

“What?” Miguel asked. “I thought he was the brother of an officer.”

“Seems he’s recently joined the local force.”

Jared shook his head. “Fuck, Ale. What are we going to do now?”

“Hey,” Donnie muttered as he and Michaela arrived. “This shit has gone south. Fuckers won’t listen.” He shook his head, spraying water everywhere.

“They don’t want to listen, D,” Mich muttered, squatting next to them.

Ale asked, “What do you know?”

Donnie snorted. “Twenty-two local law enforcement surrounds the cabin-”

“Twenty-two?” Miguel interrupted, shock written all over his face.

“Overkill, I know.” Donnie glared over at the scene in front of him. “Chester attempted to negotiate, but you can imagine how that went with that crowd out there.”

“How did this Stan get him?” Ale moved closer, his voice low.

“Chester was attempting a swap. Him for her. He could see how this was playing out. The guy’s unstable.”

“Weapons?”

“The kidnapper has a Glock, a Sig and a shotgun, possibly a Mossberg. Hard to tell at the distance we were, but he’s heavily armed. I imagine he’ll have plenty of ammo too.”

“Fuck, it’s bad out there,” Michaela added. “Tension is at a breaking point.”

“Mich,” Ale turned to Michaela. “Did you scope out the back?”

“Yeah. Two windows and a door. I’d say from the looks of it, the windows are boarded. He planned this.”

“Distraction at the front, in through the back?” Jared asked the group.

“Shit.” Ale ran a hand over his face. “What choice do we-”

The sounds of shots stopped him, and everyone launched from their positions and ran over to the cabin and the officers shooting at it.

“Mich, Donnie. Hit the back!” Ale shouted, and the team divided up, Donnie and Mich heading to the rear of the property, with Jared, Ale and Miguel running to the front. 

They dropped down behind a cruiser for cover and Ale shouted over to the closest officer. “What the fuck is going on? We’ve got a man in there!”

“He just started shooting.”

The officer glanced at the gun in his hands and Jared watched him straighten up, turn and point his pistol over the hood of the car and aim at the cabin.

“Don’t shoot. Everyone stop firing!” Ale screamed.

It took a few seconds for him and the sheriff in charge to gain control, and when the shooting stopped, the silence was deafening.

Over the earpiece, Jared heard Donnie’s voice. “Man down. Need medical and helicopter out.”

“Who?” Ale asked, staring at Jared. They both knew who was down. The sound of Donnie’s voice told them.

“Chester. Chest. No exit wound.”

There was a moment of stunned silence before Jared shot up and ran over to the front door of the cabin, ignoring the shouts behind him.

Once inside, he pushed emotions aside and knelt next to Chester. Michaela already had bandages over the wound, attempting to stem the flow of blood pouring out.

Jared quickly scanned the room and winced when he saw the woman, lying dead in the corner.

“Possibly dead forty-eight hours,” Michaela informed him.

“Let’s roll him, so I can check his back.”

Between them, they rolled Chester on to his side, who grunted in pain but said nothing else. His back was clear, which meant the bullet hadn’t passed through.

“Bullet’s still in.”

“No shit, Jared,” Chester muttered, coughing up blood.

“Donnie. ETA?” Jared asked, working on Chester to stem the blood flow.

“Chopper’s five out.”

“Let’s get him as stable as possible and ready for extraction.”

They worked quickly and efficiently, hearing the sounds of the helicopter approaching. 

The next few minutes were a blur until the paramedics came in and took over. Jared passed all the details over and stepped back, letting them do their job.

“I’m going with him,” Ale shouted over the noise, and within seconds, the helicopter was airborne. 

Jared glanced at the scene around him then walked away, the others following. He needed to get to the hospital. They had a man down.

❊❊❊

Sacha read the papers in front of him when he was suddenly overwhelmed by shock and fear. His heart raced in his chest, sweat breaking out over his skin, and he gasped loudly, pushing away from the table and trying to stand.

“Sacha.”

Sacha shook his head, stumbled a few steps and managed to say, “It’s not me.”

Alessio rushed over to him, grabbing his arm and helping him to stand. “Is it Jared? Has he been injured?”

“No, I don’t think it’s him. I need to call him.”

Sacha rummaged through his jacket, trying to get to his cell and was vaguely aware of everyone leaving the conference room until only he and Alessio remained.

He almost cried. “I can’t find my cell.”

“Sacha. Stop and think.”

“Shut up, Father. I need to-”

Alessio spun Sacha around and shook him. “Listen to me.”

“What the fuck-”

Alessio tapped Sacha’s head. “Talk to your mate.”

Sach closed his eyes and slumped against Alessio. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled into Alessio’s jacket.

“Understandable. Now speak to him.”

Taking a deep breath, Sacha spoke to Jared. 

Jared. What’s wrong?

Chester’s shot. Can’t talk right now. Will talk later.

Opening his eyes, he looked at Alessio. “Chester’s been shot. He couldn’t tell me more. I think it’s bad.”

“Do you know where they are?”

“He mentioned Tennessee when he left. A missing woman.” Sacha grabbed his hair and groaned. “I don’t ask him a lot about it. I just let him do his job.”

“Don’t worry. Jared is uninjured, and he’ll contact you when he knows more. Go back to your office and wait. I don’t want you going home right now until we know for certain.”

Nodding, Sacha said, “Okay, but I don’t think I’m going to be doing much today.”

“Forget about work. Work on your bond, send your love to Jared, and let him know he isn’t alone right now.”

Nodding again, he let Alessio lead him out of the conference room and back to his office. He slumped in his chair and rubbed a hand over his face.

“Do you need me to stay with you?”

Sacha smiled and looked over at Alessio. “No, Father, but thank you.”

“Call me, if you need me.”

“I will.”

Alessio bent and kissed his forehead. “It will be alright, figlio mio.”

As soon as Alessio left, Sacha stood. He couldn’t sit down, he needed to be moving. He paced his office, watching the clock. The seconds dragged by and he growled in frustration. Come on, Jared.

Sacha.

Sacha almost slumped in relief when Jared contacted him.

Jared. What’s happened?

Cluster fuck of a situation. The missing woman was kidnapped by her ex. The ex is law enforcement and had been ruled out as involved, but he had her.

Shit.

Yeah. Found them in an old cabin and somehow Chester was in there with them. Don’t know full details yet, but someone fired a shot and then everyone was shooting. Chester took one to the chest.                                        

How is he?

In surgery. Doesn’t look good.

What about his mate?

He doesn’t know Chester’s been shot. I’ve left him a message to contact me ASAP.

Have they bonded?

No.

At that moment, Alessio walked in, and Sacha tapped his head. Alessio nodded and stood waiting, hands on the back of the chair in front of him.

Wait. Father’s just walked in. Let me speak to him.

“Father. Chester’s been shot in the chest, and it doesn’t look good.”

“Mated?”

“He has a mate, but they haven’t bonded.”

“Have they exchanged blood?” Alessio walked closer and stood next to Sacha.

“I’ll ask.”

Jared. Have they exchanged blood? Chester and his mate?

No, why?

I don’t know. Father asked me to ask you. Wait a sec, and I’ll find out.

Glancing at Alessio, Sacha said, “No, they haven’t. But Chester is a vamp. How would a blood exchange help? His mate’s human.”

“From what I can remember, the blood exchange strengthens the bond. It will explain why Jared is faster and stronger. Maybe we vampires gain something too. Maybe his mate can help to strengthen him.”

Sacha stared at Alessio. “You don’t really know, do you?” he said, dryly.

Alessio shrugged. “Humans gain something from the mating, why not vampires too? It would make sense, but I don’t know what.”

“Okay. I’ll ask Jared and see what he can do.”

Jared.

Yeah.

Father thinks a blood exchange may strengthen Chester. You’re stronger and faster now. So maybe the bond will somehow help Chester.

You’re shitting me, right?

It’s worth a try.

Okay. As soon as the sheriff arrives, I’ll ask him, but I’m not holding my breath. He’s avoided Chester so far.

Let me know what happens. I love you.

God, I love you too, Sach.

Sacha collapsed in the chair and dropped his head into his hands. That had been exhausting. He felt Alessio’s hand stroke his head, and he looked up at him.

“Okay?”

Seeing the concern on Alessio’s face, he nodded. “It’s so tiring.”

“Practice will ease that.”

Nodding again, Sacha sat back in his chair. “He’s going to talk to Chester’s mate then get back to me.”

“Relax then. There’s nothing you can do right now. Do you want to go home? I’ll come with you.”

“No, Father. I think I should stay here and try to do some work. Jared is safe, and he’s the most important person to me.”

“You know where I am, figlio mio.”

“Love you, Father.”

“Tivoglio bene.” I love you too.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

As soon as they reached the emergency department, Ale went straight to the desk to ask about Chester. The nurse glanced at them all, cleared her throat, and spoke in a low voice to Ale.

Ale nodded several times then walked over to them, his face falling with every step.

“That bad?” Mich asked.

“Not good, no. We’ll have to see how the surgery goes.”

“Won’t his vampire genetics help?” Miguel asked, taking a seat and looking at Ale. “Shouldn’t they help him?”

“A shot to the chest will kill them like it would us. Vampires do stand a better chance of survival but not much. The bullet’s still in, so we don’t know what damage it caused.”

“It nicked his lung. He was coughing up blood.” Jared slumped in a chair next to Miguel and dropped his head into his hands. 

“The sheriff’s twenty minutes out.”

Jared lifted his head, his eyes widening in surprise. “He’s actually coming?”

“Yeah.” Ale sat next to him, as he talked. “I passed on what you said, but he said no.” Ale shrugged. “It has to be his choice. He knows what the ramifications are if they exchange blood.”

“The mating bond will strengthen.”

“Yes. We all know he doesn’t want to be mated to Chester.”

“Any reason why?

Ale scratched the stubble on his face. “Bad experience with an ex. Vampire.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah. Guess we have to wait and see.”

They sat in silence, watching the clock and jumping every time someone entered the waiting room.  Jared paced the room, positive he’d leave track marks in the linoleum. 

The whole situation kept playing through his head. Should they have known? What had they missed?

Had the police known and kept quiet? Jared shook his head. They’d find out soon enough, but for now, Chester was more important.

At some point during the long wait, Chester’s parents arrived, and Jared blinked when he saw them. He knew they were in their late seventies, but they certainly didn’t look it.

Ale stood, and they hugged, words passing quietly between them with Chester’s mom, Joan, burying her head in Ale’s shoulder. Chester’s dad, Arthur, patted Ale’s shoulder as he held his wife.

As they broke apart, the sheriff burst into the waiting room. He stopped and stared at them all, the stress of the situation written on his face. Lines bracketed his mouth and eyes, and he couldn’t look at any of them.

Ale approached him, his hand held in front of him. “Sheriff Bailey.”

“Silas. It’s Silas.”

Ale nodded, and they shook hands. Silas quickly pulled his hand away and shoved it into his uniform pants. “What’s the update?”

“He’s in surgery right now.”

“Prognosis?” Silas asked briskly.

He looked like he wanted to be anywhere else and his discomfort rose when Chester’s mom approached him. He took a step back, his wide eyes bouncing around until they finally settled on her.

She closed the distance and stood on tiptoes to whisper something to him, and eventually he nodded.

“I will, Mrs. Monroe.”

She patted his arm then turned back to her husband, who gathered her close and held her tight.

Ale coughed, bringing everyone’s attention back to him. “Have you thought-?”

“No. I’m sorry, I can’t...”

The doors opened and a surgeon in scrubs walked in. 

“I’m Doctor Cole. Can I speak to Mr. Monroe’s parents?”

Chester’s parents and Ale walked over, and they held a hushed conversation. Chester’s mom collapsed and would have hit the floor if the three men around her hadn’t acted quickly enough. Ale carried her over to a chair and sat her down.

Tears streamed down her face. “Can’t he have my blood? I’m his mom. Won’t it help?” 

Ale shook his head, and she cried out, “Please do something. I can’t lose my son. Oh God, please don’t take him from me.”

Arthur walked over and took hold of his wife, tears also streaming down his face. They swayed together, and Ale stood and walked away, giving them time alone as Silas left the room.

They stared in shock and horror. Jared stood and approached Ale, who was leaning on the wall, shaking his head.

“Ale,” he whispered.

Ale shook his head.

Jared swallowed, shaking his head vigorously. No, Chester couldn’t be dead. “He’s dead?”

“No, not yet. There’s always hope, right?”

Suddenly there was a commotion by the doors that led inside, and Silas stormed out, only pausing to say, “I don’t want him to contact me.”

“What-”

Silas continued out with Dr. Cole trying to catch up to him. “Sheriff!”

Ale rushed over, grabbing the man’s arm. “Dr. Cole. What’s going on?”

“Is he Mr. Monroe’s mate?

Ale frowned but nodded. “Why?”

“They exchanged blood, and Mr. Monroe’s stats are already stabilizing.”

“What?” Ale staggered back a step. “He said he wouldn’t...”

“I don’t know what more I can say. I can only tell you what occurred, Mr. Martin. If this current trend continues, Mr. Monroe should make a full recovery.”

“When can we see our son?” Arthur asked, Joan clutching his arm.

“He’s in recovery right now, but under the circumstances, he won’t be moved to ICU. Once he’s moved to a ward, I’ll come and get you.”

Jared quietly left the waiting room and walked outside, searching for Silas. He found him leaning on the hood of his cruiser, staring out across the parking lot.

“Hey, Silas.”

Jared saw him stiffen. 

“What now?”

“I came to thank you for what you did.”

Silas snorted. “I don’t know why I did it. The pair of us are going to have fucking miserable lives now.”

“It doesn’t have to be like that.”

“What the fuck do you know?” Silas demanded. He glared at Jared, arms crossed over his chest.

Jared glanced at the ground then back up at Silas. “I’m mated.”

“Good for you. I’m fucking happy for you.”

Furrowing his brow, Jared tried again. “Silas, please-”

“No.” Silas slashed his hand through the air. “Just fuck off and leave me alone. He’s alive. I’ve done my part. Tell him never to contact me. We’re never going to be together.”

“Can’t you talk to him when he recovers? Maybe, I don’t know, explain how you feel about it to him?”

“He already knows. I’ve told you. I don’t want to hear from any of you again. Like I said, fuck off and leave me alone.”

Jared stepped back as Silas climbed into the cruiser and pulled away. He stared at it until it turned a corner and disappeared from sight.

“Shit,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair. Sighing deeply, he walked back into the emergency department.

❊❊❊

Knocking on Alessio’s office door, Sacha walked in and smiled at his father.

“Well?”

“He survived.”

Alessio smiled. “That’s wonderful. His mate came to him.”

“And then left,” Sacha added, sitting in the chair opposite.

Alessio’s smile fell from his face. “Oh. That’s a shame.”

“Jared told me his ex-partner was a vampire and I don’t think it ended well.”

“We can be as cruel as humans. We have the same weaknesses.”

Sacha nodded. “I hope they sort it out. They’ve started the bonding process. They’ll both be miserable now.”

“And, as you know, they’ll be able to sense one another. Not completely, but they will certainly be aware of the other’s emotions.”

“I could feel Jared’s when he was having a strong emotional response to a situation. Fear, pain, so they will too. That’s going to be hard on both of them if Chester’s mate is determined to stay away.”

“What must he have suffered to refuse his mate?” Alessio asked. Sighing, he shook his head. “Maybe if he sees mated couples, it would help to alleviate some of his concern.”

“I don’t think so. Jared tried talking to him after and told Silas he was mated, but he still left.”

“This Silas is scared. Understandable. He’s been hurt, wounded. The relationship damaged something inside him to cause him to leave the way he did.” Alessio shook his head and reached for a pile of paper in front of him. “I’ll have to cut this short. I have a meeting with Dawson’s.”

Sacha furrowed his brow. “Dawson’s?”

“I’ve offered to take on some of their staff. You’re aware they’ve gone into administration?”

“I’d heard it might happen, but I’ve been a little distracted.”

“I’m not surprised.” Alessio smiled. “However, they have a lot of experienced staff, and we’re expanding. I’ll see what I can do.”

Back in his own office, Sacha reached out to Jared, needing to feel his presence and hear his voice.

Jared.

Sacha.

Sacha paused, feeling the fear through their bond.

What’s wrong?

Don’t worry. I love you.

Jared. Tell me what’s happening. I can feel your fear.

He’s here.

Sacha frowned. Who was where?

Are you still at the hospital?

Yeah.

That’s it. One word.

Jared. What’s going on?

Fuck. The shooter’s here with us now. Pointing a fucking gun to my head.

Sacha gasped, dropping to the floor.

No.

Yes, Sacha. I’ve no fucking idea how he got away, but heads will roll when I find out. Some fuckers are going to pay.

Jared.

I love you, Sach. Remember.

The connection went blank, and Sacha reeled back in surprise. He couldn’t feel him at all. 

Jared.

Nothing.

Jared.

Still nothing. Sacha scrambled to stand and rummaged through his drawer, pulling his cell out. When he called Jared’s number, it went straight through to voicemail.

“Oh god, no. Please no.”

“Sacha” He looked up and saw his father standing over him. “What’s wrong?”

“The man who shot Chester is at the hospital. Jared said he has a gun pointed at him. How did he escape the police?”

Alessio squatted in front of him, grabbing his shoulders. “You can’t get involved. Wait for him. He needs to have his full attention on the situation, and if you keep trying to contact him, you’re going to distract him, and someone could get injured or worse.”

“Father,” Sacha whispered brokenly. “My mate-”

“Knows exactly how to handle this type of situation. He’s trained for this. Trust in him and his ability to deal with the threat.”

Sacha leaned into Alessio. “Stay?”

“Of course, figlio mio.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

How the fuck had he got away? He was supposed to be under armed guard.

Stan, the man who’d been responsible for Serena’s death, was pointing the gun at different people in the room as he paced. 

Jared looked over at Ale and Mich. Both had been shot when Stan had run into the room shooting at anyone who’d moved. Everyone else had guns pointing at him, but Stan was refusing to back down. It was like he wasn’t even aware of everyone else in the room or the seriousness of the situation in front of him.

Jared glanced at Ale’s wound, noticing the blood seeping out from between Ale’s fingers and dripping steadily to the floor. Their eyes met, and Ale shook his head. Not good was what he was saying.

The blood didn’t slow, and Ale slowly pulled his belt free and fastened it above the gunshot wound, attempting to stem the loss of blood. 

 Jared watched the blood again, noticing it had slowed down but hadn’t stopped. Shit, the femoral artery must have been hit. Ale didn’t have long before he lost consciousness if they couldn’t get him to surgery.

The local sheriff, who was in the room with them, spoke to Stan, trying to reason with him. “Stan, please. Think about this. Put the gun down. You don’t want anyone else to get hurt.”

“She fucking left me,” Stan screamed. “Left me. Who did that bitch think she was?” He stormed over to Ale and pointed the gun at his head. “Drop the fucking guns, or I’ll kill him. I sorted that bitch out, so he’s fucking easy.”

Jared looked at everyone else in the room. He, Miguel, and Donnie lowered their weapons to the floor, but the officers were slower to respond.

“Do as he says,” Donnie ordered.

“I’ve seen how this happens.” Stan pointed to Miguel. “You. Pick up the guns and throw them in the trash can.”

Miguel clenched his jaw but did what Stan ordered. Once all the guns were in the trash can, Stan said, “Belts off and tie each other up.” When no one moved, he screamed, “Now! Or he gets it.” He dug the gun into Ale’s head, and Ale winced but didn’t move away, glaring up at Stan.

Jared unfastened the buckle and pulled the belt free. He slowly passed it to Donnie. “Here. Tie me up with this.”

Donnie glared at Stan, then tied Jared up. Next, he approached Michaela, gently handling her arm and carefully tying her up. Handing his belt over to Miguel, he muttered, “Fucker.”

Once everyone was tied up, Stan grabbed Ale by the hair and dragged him over to the exit, smearing blood all over the floor and glancing outside. Ale grunted, holding the wound on his leg. Jared saw the blood flow increase, and their eyes met, but again Ale shook his head.

“Right. I want a car to take me to the airport and a plane out of here to Mexico. None of this negotiations shit. Try anything, and I’ll kill one of you.” Stan paced for a few seconds and then added, “Money. I want lots of money too.”

Jared almost laughed at the ridiculous request. Where did Stan think he was? This wasn’t a fucking movie.

“Stan,” the sheriff said. “We can’t just make a call and have that setup. You know this.”

Stan glared at the man then shot him in the chest. “The next one who talks had better be working on getting me out of here. I’ve got plenty of bullets, and I don’t miss.”

Donnie stepped forward, bound wrists held out in front of him. “I need my cell.”

The gun swung in Donnie’s direction, and Jared held his breath. 

“You can make it happen? Why should I believe you?”

“I have contacts. Rescue Inc can get you where you want to go. Anywhere. We have a plane waiting for us. You can use it instead.”

Stan unbound Donnie’s wrists, the gun pointing at his head. “One wrong move and your brains are all over the fucking floor.”

Donnie nodded and carefully pulled his cell from his pocket. “I’ll call our pilot and tell him to ready the plane. It will take him about an hour to make sure it’s fueled and operational. He can file a flight plan and take you anywhere you want to go.”

It wouldn’t take that long because their pilot, Ainsley, always had the plane ready to go.

“Good. Now, I want all of you to sit against the wall where I can see you. No fucking attempts or he gets it.” Stan pointed the gun back at Ale’s head. “You” —Stan gestured at Donnie— “make the call and put it on loudspeaker, so I can hear.”

Gritting his teeth, Donnie made the call and Jared and the others moved to sit by the wall. Michaela moaned as she slid down. Jared stared at her arm. It wasn’t bleeding too much, but she was pale and sweaty. Their eyes met, and she gave him a weak smile.

Stan’s muttering drew his attention, and he watched him stare at Donnie. How the fuck were they going to disarm him? He had complete control of the situation. He’d disarmed them, tied them up, and moved them to a location where he could constantly monitor them.

He held the gun to Ale’s head while Donnie made the call, then nodded to the wall. Donnie sat next to him, glaring at Stan.

“Did he understand?” Jared whispered.

“Yes.”

Ainsley had got the message. He’d make the call to get them help. How long it would take was anyone’s guess, but Donnie had gotten them an hour if Stan could wait that long.

Jared looked over at the body of the sheriff, his blank eyes staring up at the ceiling, the blood pooled beneath him. Two murders and several attempted. Stan was going away for the rest of his life. Or not. If Jared got his hands on him, the fucker was dead.

He paced in front of them, the gun waving around in the air. He muttered incoherently, and Jared glanced over at Ale, noticing Ale watching every move Stan made.

The guy looked like he was falling apart. His bloodshot eyes darted everywhere, sweat pouring from his red face as he glanced towards the exits.

He stormed over to Donnie, hitting him across the side of the head with the gun. “Where’s the fucking car?”

“We didn’t arrange a car, remember, but I can give you the keys to mine. The pilot will call me back when the plane’s ready. I told you this, Stan.” Donnie spoke quietly in a low tone. The last thing anyone wanted was for Stan to lose it and start shooting at them.

“When will it be ready?” Stan screamed, spraying spittle in Donnie’s face.

“He said an hour. It’s been twenty minutes. I can call him and check where he’s at.”

“Give me your fucking keys, then call him. I want to get as far away from here as I can.” Donnie carefully pulled his keys free, and Stan snatched them from him and said to Donnie, “You’ll come with me. Don’t want no fucker trying to stop me.”

“I’ll go. Just leave the others alone.”

Stan hit Donnie with the butt of the gun, screaming, “I make the decisions. Me, not you! Who put you in charge? No one. You’ve got something planned, haven’t you? You think I’m so fucking stupid that I didn’t know you’d tell the fucking pilot something?”

“I did what you wanted,” Donnie croaked out, blood leaking from between his fingers where he held them to his forehead.

“You think I don’t know, don’t you? That I didn’t figure out you telling that pilot what the fuck was going on here! Some secret fucking code word! You think I’m fucking stupid. Some fucking hick with no brains.” The gun swung around wildly as Stan waved his arms in the air. “You come here thinking you’re so fucking smart, so much better than me. You didn’t even know it was me who had her! Fucking dumb piece of shit. Tell me what you told the pilot!”

“No. Nothing, man. I swear. I did what you wanted. The plane will be ready for you to go to Mexico, just like you want.” Donnie remained calm.

Stan pointed the gun at Donnie’s face. “I don’t believe you,” he screamed.

“He did what you wanted,” Miguel shouted, causing Stan to spin around to him.

He pointed the gun at Miguel’s face and screamed at him. His finger squeezed the trigger... and then Stan’s face exploded, showering the wall and them with bits of bone, blood and brains.

Jared gasped, turning away, ears ringing loudly, and when he looked back, he saw Silas standing over Stan’s body, kicking the gun away.

Donnie reacted quickly, pushing the body off of him and turning to unfasten Jared.

“I got a call,” Silas muttered.

“Thank fuck you came back,” Donnie muttered, turning to Miguel and loosening the belt holding his wrists.

Silas squatted next to the sheriff and sighed. “Why was he here?”

One of the officers answered, “He was injured, so he was brought here to receive medical attention. He had Winsford and Brown with him.”

Sighing again, Silas stood. “Not anymore.”

“He killed them?” The officer turned white and swallowed hard. “Shit. Brown’s wife’s due any day.”

“I’m sorry.” Silas glanced at the floor, sighing heavily.

“Chester?” Ale asked.

“He’s okay. I checked on him first.” Silas clenched his jaw and then walked over to the doors leading into the main part of the hospital. “It’s clear. Get your asses in here! We have injured!” he shouted.

Seconds later, the room filled with hospital staff checking them over, and within minutes, they were all being moved to separate rooms for treatment and Ale was rushed into surgery. Jared didn’t know how much blood he’d lost, but a gunshot wound to an artery could easily kill.

They had a long wait ahead. This missing person’s case had almost taken the lives of two of their men and still might take Ale’s. 

❊❊❊

Sach.

Sacha cried when he heard Jared in his mind, tears forming in his eyes. The nerves and worry disappeared to be replaced by a sense of relief and happiness. Jared was safe.

Jared. Oh god, I was so worried.

It was touch and go, but he’s dead now. Thanks to Silas.

Silas, Chester’s mate? 

Sacha was surprised that the man had been there considering he was so against the mating.

Yeah. It’s a long story, and I’ll tell you about it when I get home.

When will that be?

Another day or two. Ale’s shot in the thigh. Hit his femoral, so he’s in surgery and 	            Michaela got one in the arm, but hers isn’t too bad, luckily.

“Shit, Jared. That’s half the team!”

He hadn’t realized he’d physically spoken the words until Alessio tapped the side of his head. He repeated the comment to Jared, telepathically this time.

I know, but we’ll all be returning home in a day or so. I love you, Sach. Can’t wait to come home to you.

I love you too.

Sacha collapsed back in his chair, sighing in relief, his body sagging in on itself. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, then slowly opened them.

“Shit. First Chester, now Ale and Mich. Half the team is out of commission. The other team is new and still learning. Damn.” 

He didn’t know what he could do to help. Hell, he didn’t really know a lot about Jared’s job, and that was something he was going to change. And next of kin. He wanted to be the first person anyone called if something happened to Jared.

“But Jared is uninjured, yes?

“Yes, Father. He’s fine.”

All he could do was wait for his mate to come home safe and sound. Then Jared had a lot of convincing to do if Sacha was going to let him go again. He was never letting Jared out of his sight again!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Jared stumbled through the front door, exhausted from the last two days. He and the rest of the team had stayed at the hospital while Ale and Mich had emergency surgery.

Ale’s femoral artery had been hit, and it was touch and go for a while, but he pulled through, and in Mich’s case, the bullet had embedded in her arm, requiring surgery to remove it.

Both would be unable to work, Ale needing a longer time to recover, but that meant a change in the teams to cover any emergency situations they were asked to help with.

Chester was recovering well and would probably be out of the hospital before Ale and Mich. The blood exchange had aided his recovery, and now Chester wanted to find and speak to Silas. Silas, however, had told him no, but Chester wasn’t letting go this time. They’d started the bonding process and he was eager to finish it, but he faced a mountain of problems with Silas’ stubbornness.

Jared stumbled over to the sofa, dropping his bag by the side of it, and collapsed face first onto it. He rolled onto his side and closed his eyes. He could feel Sacha’s happiness that he was finally home and knew it wouldn’t belong before he was there with him.

God, he’d missed Sach. Missed holding and kissing him. Missed being with him. Thank god for telepathy. Whenever he needed his mate, all he had to do was reach out to him, and he was there offering him comfort and love and support. Damn, he was turning into a sap where Sach was concerned, but he didn’t care.

He was in love.

He reached over, grabbing the TV remote, and turned it on, skipping through channels until a football game came on. Moving the cushions around, Jared got comfy. He planned to wait for Sacha to come home so they could shower together. He needed to feel Sacha under his hands. Not sexual—yeah, he wanted sex, but it was the physical connection of simply being with him that Jared needed now.

God, he never wanted to go through something like that again. Never wanted to have a gun pointed at him and his friends, fearing for them all but hiding it from someone who’d lost all rational thought.

Stan was dead, no chance that fucker was coming back after Silas had shot his face over the wall. But not quick enough. Stan had killed three people and wounded three others before being put down, and all because a woman had left him.

That poor woman. Her life cut short because she’d loved the wrong man. Her family grieved for her and Rescue Inc had promised to attend her funeral. Jared wasn’t sure why he’d agreed, but he’d felt compelled to accept the offer when given.

The game played in the background and each time he blinked his eyes they stayed closed for longer and longer until he didn’t open them at all and fell asleep, the sun shining through the window and bathing him in its warmth.

Sometime later, he woke and smiled when he felt Sacha move next to him. He’d obviously come home while he’d been sleeping and had curled up next to him on the sofa and also fallen asleep.

He stared at his mate for a long time, watching him sleep. His long dark lashes rested on his cheeks and Jared carefully moved his arm so he could trace Sacha’s features with his fingers.

Warm skin slid under the pads, and he smiled when Sacha scratched his face. He didn’t want to wake him, but he knew they’d be more comfortable in bed. He needed to shower, and he wanted Sacha close so he would have to shower with him.

A small grin curved his lips, and he moved a little so he could kiss Sacha.

Sacha moaned, his eyelids fluttering before opening.  Jared inhaled sharply, watching the red move in them.

“Want to shower with me?” he whispered against Sacha’s lips.

Sacha arched a brow. “Just shower?”

“For now. I want to, but-”

“I can feel how tired you are. Shower then sleep.”

Standing, Sacha reached a hand down to Jared and pulled him to his feet. He dragged Jared upstairs, then stopped when they reached the bedroom doors.

“I think I should take my stuff into your room, Sach.”

“Because I have the bigger shower.”

“It’s a plus.”

Laughing, Sachs walked them into his bedroom and straight into the bathroom. He turned the shower on and helped undress Jared, who was struggling with the task. Who knew how hard it could be to get undressed?

Stifling a yawn, he followed Sacha into the shower, groaning loudly when the hot water hit him.

“Here, sit on the ledge and I’ll clean you.”

Sitting, Jared yawned again. “I feel so sexy right now,” he muttered. Closing his eyes, he lifted his face so the water could hit it.

“You’ll feel better once you’ve had a good sleep. Keep your eyes closed while I wash your hair. You’ve got something in it.”

“Ugh, probably brains.”

“What?” Sacha practically shrieked, causing Jared to wince as the sound echoed in the small enclosure.

“I did shower, but it was a quick one. I didn’t want to leave the guys.”

“But brains, Jared?”

He shrugged and closed his eyes, letting Sacha’s fingers work their magic. He pulled him closer and wrapped his arms around him. Sach continued to wash his hair, then leaned back.

“Rinse now, then I’ll clean the rest of you.”

“So good to me,” Jared whispered.

Sacha quickly rinsed his hair then washed him, and within minutes, he was in bed with him. Sacha leaned down, kissing him slowly, making him moan. It was slow and leisurely, and Jared held Sacha close, breathing him in, needing the connection.

When Sacha broke the kiss, he whispered, “Sleep now, Jared. I’ll be here when you wake up.”

“Promise,” Jared slurred, sleep already taking over.

“Promise. I’ll always be here for you.”

❊❊❊

Sacha woke before Jared, his head on Jared’s chest, and he kept his eyes closed, relishing the contact. Hearing his mate’s solid heartbeat beneath his ear was soothing. He’d missed this the last few days. Lying with his mate and enjoying the closeness, breathing him in.

He ran his hand over Jared’s chest, watching goosebumps appear on his skin. He smiled when Jared shifted and his fingers tunneled in Sacha’s hair.

“Sach,” he murmured.

“Morning.”

“Is it morning? I slept right through?”

“You were tired, Jared. It’s been an emotional few days for you and your body needed to rest.”

“I guess, but I’d have preferred to be awake with you. I’ve missed you.”

“Missed you too. Glad you’re home.”

“Me too. The entire time I was there I was thinking of you.”

“You have no idea how happy I am that we can talk to each other when you’re away.” Sacha snuggled closer, sighing happily. “I’m off today. What do you want to do?”

“You got the day off? Awesome.”

“So?”

Chuckling, Jared pulled Sacha up and kissed him. “Missed you.”

“Yeah,” Sacha grinned, kissing him back.

Jared rubbed his hard dick on Sacha. “Oh yeah, Sach. I missed you.”

“Hmm. I can tell.” Sacha reached over to the drawer, pulled it open, and handed the lube to Jared. “Can’t wait to feel you, Jared.”

“Hands and knees, Sach.”

Sacha quickly followed Jared’s order and knelt, trembling on the bed waiting for Jared. What he didn’t expect was Jared to pull his ass cheeks apart and attack his hole with his tongue.

“Oh my god, Jared!”

He dropped forward, resting on his forearms, his ass in the air. Jared’s tongue fucked his ass, and Sacha gripped the sheets, moaning constantly.

“Fuck, Sach.”

Jared’s finger pushed in alongside his tongue and Sacha shuddered. One finger soon became two and Jared twisted them, finding that spot and rubbing it. Sacha cried out, his body jerking.

“Gonna make you come, Sach, then I’m gonna fuck you.”

Sacha cried out again when Jared added another finger. His tongue moved with them, licking around Sacha’s hole then sliding in between his fingers. His other hand moved around and grabbed Sacha’s dick, tugging it in time with his fingers thrusting into Sacha’s ass.

Sacha squeezed around Jared’s fingers and his balls pulled up. “So close...”

Jared pulled his fingers free and rolled Sacha over. He had seconds to realize what was happening before Jared sucked his dick into his mouth. Sacha’s hips punched up into that warm, wet heaven.

His balls tingled, his dick hardened further, and his hands grabbed Jared’s head as he fucked his mouth. “I’m coming,” he screamed, the last word coming out high-pitched.

Electricity rushed through him as he came, creamy streams shooting from his dick into Jared’s mouth. He opened his eyes, watching Jared swallow, and groaned again.

When he slumped back onto the bed, Jared moved up his body, kissing his damp skin. When he eventually reached his face, he grinned down at him.

“Love you,” Jared said, then kissed him.

Sacha opened his mouth, letting Jared’s tongue in and moaned when he tasted his come on it. Jared lay on top of him and Sacha linked his arms around Jared’s neck, pulling him closer. Jared’s hands slid up and down his sides, caressing him, and Sacha moaned again.

One of Jared’s hands moved between their bodies and Sacha felt him circle his hole, his fingers covered in the lube he hadn’t been aware he’d used. One finger, then two and soon three were in his ass, twisting and stretching him. When they pulled free, he lifted his legs, wrapping them around Jared’s waist, and groaned loudly when Jared’s dick pushed in, filling him perfectly.

They kissed again as Jared moved slowly in his body and Sacha closed his eyes, enjoying the closeness and the connection that flowed between them. 

He ran his hands up and down Jared’s back, sliding over the dampness and squeezing the hard muscles as Jared moved. 

The kisses continued, deepening in intensity the longer they moved together.  Sacha felt the love flow from Jared alongside the lust and pleasure.

The slow moves eventually sped up, and both of them grunted with every thrust into Sacha’s body. He clenched around Jared’s dick, loving the harsh groan it caused.

“Oh fuck, Sach. Love you. Love you so much.”

Sach didn’t respond, but he knew Jared felt his emotions because he fucked him even harder. Sacha arched back, crying out when Jared hit his prostate, and Jared changed his angle and nailed him there every time.

Sacha’s eyes blazed, his fangs dropped, and he hissed up at Jared, watching a bead of sweat roll down the side of his face. Jared turned his head to expose his neck and Sacha lunged forward, his fangs slicing through the skin. Blood flowed into his mouth, and they both moaned.

Jared fucked him harder until both of them came. The sensations that flowed between them sent Sacha’s pleasure to levels he’d never experienced before, his body jerking and shuddering as his orgasm pulsed from him.

He didn’t know how long he came for, but when he finally came around, he slid his fangs free, licking the wound clean. 

He reached up, pulled Jared’s head back, and whispered, “Bite me.”

Jared’s eyes widened and he stared at Sacha’s chest. “What? I don’t have fangs.”

“I want to feel your teeth in me. Do it.”

Jared groaned and leaned down, biting hard into Sacha’s chest above his nipple. He cried out, surprised at the pain, but when Jared licked the wound, taking his blood, he moaned, this time surprised when the pain morphed into bliss. They lay quietly together until Jared slipped free and he grimaced at the stickiness. Jared caught the look on his face and chuckled.

“Shower, Sach.”

“Oh god yes, and then breakfast.”

Sacha went to move, but Jared stayed on top on him. He looked back at him and smiled. He could feel Jared.

Raising his hand, he palmed Jared’s cheek. “I love you too.”

“Always,” Jared murmured, leaning down to kiss him.

Closing his eyes, Sacha returned Jared’s kiss. “Always, Jared. Forever mine.”

Epilogue

 

Two months later

 

Sacha walked in the front door, slamming it shut behind him. “Hi honey, I’m home.”

“Ha haha.” Jared came up behind him, pulling him back against his body. Leaning down, he licked a path up Sacha’s neck, causing him to shiver and moan quietly.

“Missed me.”

“Yeah. Next time get your dad to send someone else on a week-long convention thing.”

Turning him in his arms, Jared tilted his head back, and Sacha took the invitation. Moaning deeply, he swallowed Jared’s blood, feeling his body jolt and shudder under his hands as Jared came. He only took a small amount, then pulled free, licking the wound closed.

The connection was much stronger now, growing more each day, and Sacha loved the fact he could reach out and talk to his mate whenever they were apart.

He’d learned more about his history, and with Jeremy’s help, was searching for more. He had to find the answers because if the vampire population kept dropping with each generation, then they would soon be extinct.

Unfortunately, the situation between Chester and Silas hadn’t improved, and he knew from experience what Chester would be going through. He only hoped that, somehow, they could cross the chasm that seemed to separate them.

All three team members had healed and were back in action, though Ale was taking more of a back seat for the time being.

“Shower with me, Sach. I need to clean up.”

“Itchy, baby?”

Jared growled, kissing him hard. “You know it.”

“But you needed to go all caveman on me.”

“And I’m gonna fuck you in the shower, then over the sink. Shit, I love seeing your face when we fuck. Oh, then the bed-”

“Lucky I prepared then.” Sacha smirked.

It was always like this between them whenever they spent time apart. The need to reconnect physically overrode everything and today was no exception.

Jared arched his eyebrow. “How?”

Sacha shrugged. “Butt plug.”

Jared’s mouth fell open, and his eyes widened almost comically. “You... you... really?”

Sacha giggled when one of Jared’s hands pushed down the back of his pants, and he let out a loud moan when Jared wriggled the plug in his ass.

“Lubed too,” he gasped.

“Fuck the shower.”

Sacha was spun around and pushed over the back of the sofa as Jared ripped his pants and briefs down. They both groaned when Jared slammed in.

“Hard and fast.”

“Oh god, please, Jared.”

It was hard and fast and over quickly, but Sacha loved the possessiveness of his mate and the fact that Jared needed him as soon as he saw him.

When they were both calming down from an amazing orgasm, Jared sighed and licked the back of Sacha’s neck, nuzzling the skin.

Sacha smiled, closing his eyes and enjoying the touch of his mate. He opened them when he felt Jared’s dick twitch in his ass, hardening.

“Shower?”

Sacha grinned. “Whenever you’re ready?”

He shrieked when Jared spun him around and tipped him over his shoulder, then began to laugh when Jared jogged up the stairs. He loved Jared. His mate. He had his forever, and he couldn’t be happier.
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