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Chapter One

“Beth. Earth to Beth?” 

Beth blinked, looked down at the overflowing glass of soda she was pouring, gasped and switched off the

mixer  tap. She  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  Jerry, the  bar  manager, who lifted  a brow  before hurrying  away. 

“Sorry,” she called although she knew he probably wouldn’t hear her. It was still busy even though the bar was

winding down for the night and the conversational noise level was enough to drown her apology. 

She  dumped  the  ruined  drink  and  started  again,  loading  a  fresh  glass  with  ice,  pouring  the  soda  and

thrusting the straw at the same time. It was one of six on the tray and the others were alcoholic drinks. This one

was for the driver of the group of yahoos she had been catering to in the corner booth, a tired businessman with

bloodshot eyes who looked like he just wanted to get home. He’d drawn the short straw tonight. Well, at least

they’d picked someone to stay sober, she reflected, concentrating on the task of pushing the drink onto the tray. 

Despite trying to distract herself with thoughts of designated drivers and potential tips, as she carried the

tray over to the booth she found her thoughts right back where they had been when Jerry caught her drifting a

moment ago—at the library this afternoon. 

It was hot in the bar. Jerry kept the heat up to encourage drinking and it was a popular place even in the

middle of the week, so the packed bodies pushed the heat higher. Even so, Beth felt a shiver ripple down her

spine as she remembered that  afternoon.  It  spread fingers  across  her  back,  making  her  abruptly  aware of  her

bra-less  state.  Why,  oh  why  had  she  left  off  her  bra  tonight?  She  never  did  that.  Was  it  prompted  by  this

afternoon? 

She stopped at the booth and delivered the round of drinks. The group was rowdy, happy and was tipping

well tonight. She wondered if the lack of a bra was helping and could feel her cheeks burning as she bantered

with them like she did with all the McGinty’s crowd, wondering if they knew she was naked beneath the little

waistcoat. Is that why they were paying her so much attention? 

She  threw  a  saucy  comment  over  her  shoulder  as  she  left  the  booth,  balancing  empties  and  stopped  at

other  tables  on  her  way  back,  clearing  and  gathering  orders  but  her  mind  was  more  fully  occupied  on  that

afternoon, puzzling it out. What  had  happened? She still wasn’t entirely sure. 

The  man  who  called  himself  Luke-no-last-name  had  been  showing  up  at  the  library  for  about  a  month, 

now. Almost from the first, she had noticed him. He  was hard to miss. He stood over six feet tall and he had

shoulders to match. His hair was somewhat shaggy, a honey blond with bleached highlights. Unusual coloring

to catch her eye. Beth—when she spared men a thought at all—preferred her men dark. 

Beth’s library shifts were Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays and Luke was there every day she worked. 

Unlike most students, he didn’t settle in at a favorite carrel, or stake out a table. He wandered. One day he’d be

in  the  philosophy  section.  The  next  he’d  literally  sprawl  on  the  floor  at  the  foot  of  the Zang  China  history

stacks, books on either side of him, as happy as a puppy at play with a ball of wool. Each day it seemed to be a

different subject. 

When Beth had finally built up enough guts to ask him about his eclectic study habits,  she’d come close

enough to notice his eyes. Dark blue. Stormy blue. She was tall—at five ten, she’d spent her life feeling like a

stork—but  she  had  to  lift  her  chin  to  look  him  in  the  eye.  He had  seemed to  hold  his  breath  for  a moment

before  he’d  answered her.  Then  he’d just  shrugged.  “My  professor  gave  me an open ticket.  I  get  to  write a

report a day. If he likes it, I pass.” 

“Who’s your professor? I want to transfer,” Beth had instantly responded. 

He’d  smiled  then  and  something  in  the  pit  of  her  stomach  had  clenched  and  her  pussy  had  throbbed. 

Startled,  she  had  hidden her reaction and moved away, murmuring  about getting back to work.  But  she  had

found herself watching him ever since. 

From a distance. 

And like clockwork, every day she was on shift at the library, Luke showed up.  She’d burned to ask her

coworkers  if  he  studied  on  Thursdays  and  Fridays  or  on  the  weekends,  when  she  wasn’t  there.  But  to  ask

would  be  to  signal  her  interest  in  him  and  she  didn’t  want  to  sow  the  seeds  among  them  for  their  gossip

sessions.  Columbia  was  a  huge  campus but  was surprisingly interconnected.  It  just  wasn’t  possible  to  know

who knew  whom. With  the  use of text messages  and email, gossip could move  way too fast. No, she wasn’t

going to let this go anywhere. Besides she wasn’t even sure what “this” was, yet. 

So she watched Luke and tried to figure it out for herself and did a slow burn at night in her lonely bed as

she  tried to  pretend she wasn’t horny at all, because it wasn’t just Luke—that  was  the problem. If  it  had just

been Luke, that was an itch she could have easily scratched. 

Every now and again, they would exchange a sentence or two. She would help him find a book, or look up

a title for him. He never took notes for his study, either. It could be because he had an eidetic memory but she

knew  of  at  least  one  other  eidetic  student  and  she  studied  with  an  intense,  don’t-fuck-with-me  posture  that

barred interruptions, and a wrinkled brow. Memorizing pages of text took effort. Luke didn’t look like he was

making an effort to remember anything. 

She  would  look  up  and  catch  him  watching  her  from  across the  room,  the  blue  eyes almost  black  with

some  emotion  she  couldn’t  name,  before  he  would  casually  turn  back  to  the  book  he  was  reading,  not

embarrassed at being caught observing her. 

This afternoon, though, had been…off the charts. She had been heading back to the front desk when she

had found Luke in the small business section, leaning against the stacks with a small pile of books at his feet, 

another in his hands and yet another small pile resting on the steps of the sliding ladder next to him. 

Beth had stopped and gripped the handle of the ladder. “We’ve got tables and carrels for this sort of thing

you know.” She tried look severe as she said it. 

Luke  glanced  over  the  top  of  the  book  he  was  flipping  through,  the  blue  eyes  the  only  part  of  his  face

visible. It emphasized their color and made his stare more intense. “I’m narrowing down my choice, ma’am,” 

he said, his voice quiet. “Then I’ll move to the table.” 

Her grip on  the  ladder was not steady.  She had been  gripping it  for added support  and trying  to make it

look casual. 

There  was no hint of warning.  No whisper of sound. Nothing. Even now as she kept replaying it over in

her mind, she was sure of it. 

Despite  the  lack  of  any  signal,  Luke  looked  up,  dropped  his book  and lunged  toward  her.  He spun  her

around, threw his arms around her, scooped her off her feet and tucked her into him as he hunched over. 

“What…?” Beth began. 

Books  hit  the  ground  around  them.  They  were  heavy,  ancient  hardcover  tomes  from  the  second  floor

stacks  that  somebody  had  been  filing,  using  the  ladder  and  had  left  sitting  on  the  ladder  steps  temporarily. 

Beth’s grip on the ladder had brought them all down around them. 

In spite of the danger of the books raining around them, all she could think of was Luke’s body pressed up

against hers. Bent over as she was, her ass was pushed against him and she clenched her jaw against the need

to moan in pleasure. She could feel his cock against her ass. She closed her eyes. A few more seconds…just a

few more seconds and it would be over. 

Then  she heard  Luke  gasp as a  book hit him.  She  struggled to straighten  up and managed to stand.  She

suspected  that Luke let  her. He was far stronger than her as  he’d  just demonstrated. She twisted  in  his  grasp

and cupped his face. “Are you all right?” 

She searched his face for pain, for signs of injury, then her gaze met his eyes and she forgot to search any

further. 

She realized several things almost instantaneously. 

One—that Luke hadn’t let her go. She was still held hard against him. One large hand was flat against the

back of her hip, low down, the tips of the fingers resting on the belt threaded through the carrier of her low-rise

jeans.  The  other  hand  was  on  her  shoulder,  pressing  her  against  him  so  that  her  breasts  pushed  against  his

chest. 

Two—that her hair had come loose and was now brushing against both his hands. 

Three—that she was suddenly hungry for his kiss…no, not his kiss. For him. She wanted him to fuck her, 

to  take  her   now.  Her  body  ached  to  take  him  into  her.  Every  nerve  ending  tingled.  Her  nipples  were  hard

pebbles digging into the protective shield of her bra and she longed to rip away her bra so that she could press

her breasts against his chest and let him feel her arousal. 

Did he feel it though? Did he feel the same? 

His  hand on  her shoulder  moved.  It  lifted  away  and  she  bit  her  lip,  hiding  her  disappointment.  He was

going to let her go. 

But it plunged into her hair and lifted it. She saw his gaze shift as he marveled over her hair, the bane of

her  life. He let it slide over the back of his hand and drop  again. “It’s like liquid fire.” The husky note  in his

voice made her cunt clench and her clit throb. Her heart leapt in joy. He wanted her. 

His gaze jumped to her face as if he was also aware of what that rough note in his voice revealed. 

She held her breath as he stared at her, trying to read her face, to see if she had guessed. The hand on the

back of her hip shifted restlessly. He was like a man skewered on the horns of a dilemma and she couldn’t help

him because her own was just as painful. 

His chest lifted, as if he would speak. Briefly, he shut his eyes. Then he pushed her gently away from him, 

whirled and strode away from her. She watched him go, feeling the swirl of heavy want circle through her and

marveled  at  the  power  of  his  self-control.  She  had  offered  herself  freely.  He  could  have  taken  her  with  no

consequences.  He didn’t know  about  her  own  complications and  didn’t need to know. If he had  wanted  her

with anything like the degree she wanted him, his ability to say “no” despite that want was staggering. 

She wasn’t sure she would have been able to do it, had they traded places. 

* * * * *

“Tell me when you get back, honey.” 

Beth blinked and focused on the cigarette-scarred tabletop. She blinked again and smiled at Barney, one of

her regulars. “Jeez-louise, did I do it again?” she said, sweeping up his empty beer can and putting out his new

one. “That’s the third time tonight. I’m so sorry.” 

“He must be good, then.” 

She shook her head. “Midterm exam tomorrow,” she lied. “Poly-sci.” 

“And Jerry’s got you working until closing? He’s a slave driver, honey.” 

“I gotta pay my rent somehow, Barney. You know.” She gave him a big smile and leaned over to wipe the

table. She’d hated this part of it to begin with but it got her the big tips. Now she was used to it. Barney’s gaze

crawled over her cleavage and as she stood up, sized up her legs in the black stockings and the short skirt. She

checked her notepad. “That’ll be three seventy-five, Barney.” 

He handed her a five. “Keep the change, honey.” 

“Awww thanks, Barney.” 

“Sure thing, honey.” And he winked. 

She gave him another big smile and let him check out her ass as she walked away, giving it all she had. 

Jenny had clocked off at midnight, which meant Beth had to cover the back acre—the row of booths lining

the corridor to the fire exit. They were usually where  trouble began because they were tucked away from the

main  bar  section  but  Jerry  didn’t  like  the  idea  of  ripping  out  the  tables  and  losing  sales,  so  the  booths

remained. 

She checked each empty booth in turn and came to a standstill at the second to last one. A single customer

sat in the  dark  corner  at  the back, one  arm  spread along  the  back of  the  bench,  the other  along  the  table, his

dark eyes watching her. 

Her  heart  thudded  hard.  “Zachariah,”  Beth  breathed.  Her  whole  body  seemed  to  ripple  and  go  on  high

alert. Her nipples crinkled sharply. The next breath she drew seemed to burn on the way down to her lungs. “I-

I thought you said you were leaving town for some time.” 

“I got called back suddenly,” he said, his deep voice low. He sat very still, watching her like a cat watches

a mouse.  His black hair was  thick, pushed back  casually, shining  in  the  low light  that filtered  through to  the

back booths and his eyes gleaming with feral light. “So how are you, Beth?” 

She  could feel  her  heart beating in her throat  and temple. Hear  it  in  her head. “G-good.”  Her pussy was

throbbing, preparing  itself,  the  juices  running,  all  for  this  man.  She  almost  resented  it.  Why, why,  why?  He

 rocks up after weeks away and I just crumple for him? 

He still hadn’t moved, she realized. 

“Drink, Zack?” she asked. Her voice was shaky, giving away far too much about her state of mind but it

was the best she could manage. 

His  teeth  gleamed  as  he  gave  a  smile.  “I  need  to  consider,”  he  said.  “You’ll  have  to  run  through  the

options for me.” 

She gripped her tray. “You’re stalling.” 

“I’m asking for good customer service.” 

She  took  a  breath.  “We  have  all  the  usual  beers  and  most  popular  wines.  Jerry  can  make  the  usual

cocktails.  If  you  ask  for  something  unusual,  we  can  provide  it,  if  you  help  us  with  the  recipe.  We  aim  to

please.” 

“Yes, you do, don’t you?” Zack said softly. 

She shifted her grip on the tray. “Why are you here, Zack?” She had to ask because the timing   of his return

was too hard to ignore, so hard on the heels of what had happened that afternoon. 

Zack’s eyes narrowed and he looked at her more closely. 

Beth  realized she had  given away  more than  she  had  intended.  She  turned to walk  away  but  before she

could take more than half a step, Zack’s hand gripped her elbow and she halted, shocked. 

How had he moved so fast? 

She  looked  over her shoulder at  him. He  was  kneeling on  the edge of the banquet,  one  hand flat on  the

tabletop, the other gripping her elbow. Steadily, he drew her back to the table until her knees were against the

end of the banquet. 

Then  he did the  strangest  thing. He  leaned in  close to her. For the length of a heartbeat Beth  thought he

was  about  to  kiss  her  and  her  already  frantic  heart  palpitated.  But  his  face  hovered  over  the  nape  of  her

neck…and he sniffed. A long, appreciative inhalation. 

He leaned back, his eyes closed and when he opened them, his black eyes seemed to have come suddenly

alive, focused on her. “I can smell your need,” he rumbled. 

Beth thought she would melt into a puddle of mortification right there. Her cheeks were glowing with it. 

But Zack gripped her knee and lifted it onto the banquet and began to stroke the flesh on the inside of her

thigh, just above the knee. She quivered at his touch. His gaze drilled into her. 

“Tell me to stop,” he said. 

“Zack…” It was all she could manage. His hand on her thigh was making her weak, making her tremble. 

She could barely concentrate on anything else but his hot fingers. They  were sliding higher, almost as if they

were tasting her flesh through the fine fibers of her stockings. Then they touched the lace tops and he paused. 

His eyes closed and the corners of his mouth lifted. “Stockings,” he rumbled. “You’re killing me.” His thumb

arched high enough to stroke her flesh above the lace. One stroke. 

She gasped and shuddered at his touch, so close to her vulva. Her pussy ached for him. 

Zack looked into her eyes. “Tell me to stop,” he repeated, his voice low. 

“Like last time?” Her voice was hoarse. 

“Yes.” 

“I can’t, Zack. Not again.” She gripped his wrist and pushed his hand up between her thighs, until it was

hard up against her pussy where only black lace was a barrier between him and her. “You’re just going to have

to take me.” Her cunt was exploding with sensations at the touch of his hand and she knew her panties were

sodden with moisture. He couldn’t fail to notice. 

He  ripped  his  hand  away  with  a  hiss  and  the  movement  unbalanced  her.  The  tray  she  was  carrying

tumbled to the table. She saw it happening as if it was in  slow motion. It was a curious  sensation—not quite

slow motion as it was in the movies, for everything happened at normal speed. But she saw everything and was

able  to  react  in  time  anyway.  She  reached  out  to  grab  as  many  glasses  as  possible  and  save  them.  It  was  a

stacked tray of empties so there were quite a few. 

 But  Zack was faster. 

Despite their combined speed, at least one glass smashed on the tiled table top and the heavy base of the

glass  landed  base-upward,  the  jagged  shards  pointing  up.  Beth  could  see  Zack’s  hand  coming  down  on  the

high side of the base, as he was bringing it under the last glass to catch it. She brought her own hand under his

to protect him and felt the smaller points of the glass puncture the back of her hand as the impact of the falling

glass smacked into Zack’s. His hand must have been severely injured. 

Time dropped back into its normal pace. 

“Jesus Christ,” Zack whispered, looking at her. “I’ve never seen a—” He shook his head. “I’ve never seen

anyone with such fast reactions as yours.” 

In the main bar section, people were reacting to the sound of breaking glass, whistling and clapping. 

“Yours are faster,” Beth murmured. She pulled her cloth from the back of her apron. “Let me wrap  your

hand up, then we’ll get it seen to.” 

“I’m  fine,”  he  said,  pulling  his  hand  out  of  hers  and  using  his  other  hand  to  pick  up  her  injured  one. 

“What about you?” 

Annoyed, Beth whipped the towel around the minor puncture on the back of her hand. “Done. Let me see

your hand, Zack. You were skewered on the big point of that glass. Look, there’s blood all over it. Let me see.” 

He  glanced  at  the  jagged  base  of  the  shattered  glass  and  swallowed.  Then  he  bought  out  his  hand  and

showed her. “See, not a scratch,” he said lightly. “Must be your blood on the glass, so let’s look at your hand.” 

She grabbed his hand, really pissed now and turned it over and back, examining it closely. There wasn’t a

mark on it. She glanced at the glass and recalled the moment she’d taken the impact of his hand and the glass

on top it again. It had been his hand on the taller spike of glass, she was sure of it. 

She looked up at him, probing his face. He stared back at her calmly. 

“Let’s see your hand, Beth,” he said and lifted her hand, unwrapping the towel. 

She let him, mutely trying to put it together. There was something here…just out of her grasp. 

“Ah, there’s a piece of glass in there,” he murmured. She felt the micro-tug as he removed it. There was a

little gush of blood that ran down her wrist and he mopped it up with the towel, working carefully. He checked

the edges. “Clean,” he declared and kissed it. “To make it better.” 

His eyes were dancing with devilment. 

“Liar,” she said. 

His thumb was rubbing over her wrist and she felt it pause over the pulse, measuring it, making it leap. 

He licked his lips. “What would you have me do?” he murmured. 

“Fuck me,” she said. “Is it so hard?” 

His chest rose and  fell. “You have no idea,”  he said at  last and it was like every word was forced out of

him. 

Tears pricked her eyes. “Why? I don’t get it. That’s twice today. Am I ugly? A pain to talk to? Do I have

bad breath? Whine too much? God, I don’t even charge money! Talk about a dream come true.  I’m not even

asking for a commitment, Zack. Just sex. Why is that so hard?” 

He put his fingers over her lips and shook his head. “Stop,” he said softly. 

“That’s why you went away last time, isn’t it?” Her tears fell now. She couldn’t stop them. 

He stepped out of the booth, away from all the glass and she stepped back from him, sensing what he was

going  to  do.  He  was  a  tall  man  but  her  mind  couldn’t  help  the  comparison…she  thought  Luke  would  be  a

fraction taller. 

“Don’t you dare give me a pity hug,” she said, lifting a finger in warning. 

His expression didn’t change. “A goodbye hug.” 

She  nodded  dumbly.  She  had  brought  this  on  herself.  If  she  had  played  it  smarter,  been  prettier  or

something, maybe it  might have had  a different ending. She let Zack wrap  his  arms around her  and tuck her

against his shoulder. He brushed her ponytail back over her shoulder so he could see her face. “I have to go,” 

he said softly and she could feel his voice against her chest. 

She could feel his cock against her stomach too. Hard, thick and hot. Pulsing with life that enveloped her

with the same energy. He wanted her. Luke wanted her too. But not enough to take. No matter what she did. 

So Beth gave in to an impulse she’d had since the moment she’d first met Zachariah. She ran her fingers

through his thick hair and kissed him, thrusting her tongue far into his mouth. 

He moaned helplessly, his arms locking around her in either shock or protest. But that frozen state lasted

for less than a heartbeat. Then Zack was kissing her back and it was no chaste kiss goodbye. His tongue drove

into  her  like  a  battering  ram,  promising  wicked  delights  to  come.  His  hand  was  on  the  back  of  her  head, 

holding her steady as he plundered her mouth. 

A shudder of primeval, greedy delight ran through her. She had the feeling she’d reaped a whirlwind and

didn’t care. 

When he  released  her  lips, she gasped,  afraid he might  stop but his  mouth merely  slid down her  throat, 

nipping and licking, then along her collarbone, making her shudder. 

His hand roamed over her body, making her  writhe, making her hot. He  seemed  to know every sensitive

patch and point of her anatomy, even those she hadn’t been aware of but he never once touched her breasts or

the usual erogenous points. She remained on her feet only because of his arm around her back. Until finally he

slid his hand between her thighs and began to stroke once more the flesh above the lace of her stockings. His

fingers moved higher, pushed aside the sodden lace barrier and as he stared into her eyes, he impaled her with

his fingers. 

She gave a shuddering, whimpering gasp that he smothered with another kiss. 

The invasion of the irregular shape of  his  fingers felt  wonderful. Beth’s cunt contracted around him and

she could already feel the deep, subterranean beginnings of a climax start to build. As he fucked her with his

fingers, sliding the rough digits in and out of her cunt, his lips and tongue and teeth explored her face. 

She was falling apart. Floating. 

“Zack…” 

“Come for me,” he whispered against her throat, as he licked it. She could feel his saliva coat her flesh. “I

can feel your pulse.” His teeth brushed the nape of her neck. 

“Zack?” The power of the building climax was hard to ignore but there was something…odd about what

he said. 

Suddenly, Zack’s fingers were  withdrawn  from her vagina.  His  hands  lifted  her to her feet  and  she  was

left, swaying unsteadily, on her own facing the main room bar and the light there that seemed much too bright. 

“What…?” 

He was behind her. She could feel him. But he was not touching her. 

“Stop calling me, Beth,” he whispered in her ear. 

 What?  her startled mind asked. But before she could think to ask the question aloud and this time demand

an answer, he was gone. She spun around in time to see the exit door swinging shut on him. 

“All the bloody saints in heaven, what the hell happened, girl?” 

Beth turned again, to find Jerry in the doorway to the main bar, blocking off the light. She rubbed the ball

of  each  hand  into  her  eye sockets,  trying  to  hide  her  tears.  “I  had  an  accident,”  she said  helplessly,  waving

toward the tabletop with the tray, the broken glasses and the traces of blood on them. 

“Christ, I hope that’s your blood and not a customer’s?” 

“It’s mine,” she said and held up her hand with the minor cut on the edge. “Zack didn’t get a single nick

out of it.” 

“Zachariah? You mean that idiot who flirted with you for three whole months then left town? That Zack?” 

Jerry moved toward the table. 

She nodded and began picking up whole glasses and putting them back on the tray again, keeping her face

away from Jerry. 

“Well, I hope to Christ he left a  bloody good tip, then, the bastard,” Jerry said, steaming. He was a good

boss, in spite  of  the  sometimes  flaky student bar staff he  had  to  deal with  but Beth knew he’d  taken  Zack’s

desertion as personally as she had. 

Then  she found  the  notes.  She  held  the  two  crisp  new  $100  bills  up  to  Jerry.  “He  did,”  she  confirmed

dryly, her tears all gone. 

“That’s my girl,” Jerry said happily, heading back to the bar. 

But as Beth worked to clean up the mess and shut down the back acre for the night, she couldn’t dismiss

either the tip, or Zack’s behavior as easily as Jerry. The tip was almost insulting and there were oddities about

Zack that raised questions Beth couldn’t answer. They were, simply, outside the range of the usual. 

At thirty-two, she was a mature age student and often painfully aware of the sea of experience between her

and  the  gawky,  still  wet-behind-the-ears  kids  tumbling  around  the  campus  each  year.  So  she  had  the

perspective, now, to know that what had just happened with Zack was not normal. 

She pushed the reasoning to its logical end. In the English language, anything outside normal experience

was “para”. That meant if it wasn’t normal, it was paranormal. 

Beth shuddered again. And it wasn’t with delight this time. 



Chapter Two

McGinty’s was on the other side of Morningside Park from her apartment and edging into East Harlem but

was still popular with students because Jerry kept the prices nice and low. Beth usually did weekend shifts and

finished  in  the  wee  hours  of  the  morning,  so  she  had  long  ago  budgeted  a  cab  home  into  her  finances  and

worked hard  to make sure  her  tips were  heavy enough to  cover  the  expense. At  that time of  the day,  in  that

neighborhood, a cab was a necessity, not a luxury. 

But  when  she  emerged  from  McGinty’s,  she  found  that  the  afternoon’s  rain  hadn’t  let  up.  It  was  a

dolloping downpour  that pounded on the pavement—a fat,  heavy drumming that guaranteed  not  a single cab

would  be anywhere around. They’d all be about thirty  blocks south of  here,  down  in  the  Central Park South

areas, ferrying the big tippers. 

Beth took off her shoes and clutched them in one hand, studying the intersection and the lonely street and

the park, one block down. Who would want to bother a poor student on a night like this? 

She  looked  over  her  shoulder,  feeling  the  skin  between  her  shoulder  blades  tighten  and  itch.  It  felt  like

someone  was  watching  her,  anyway.  The  sensation  made  her  move  before  she  realized  she  had  committed

herself  to  this  course  of  action.  The  traffic  light  turned  green  and  she  took  off  running  across  the  street, 

creating splashes with each footfall.  She was wet through almost instantly and was chilled just  as quickly but

knew that would pass soon enough. She kept up the pace, settling into it, moving easily. 

In  the  shop  windows  she  passed  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  own  reflection—long  legs  striding.  Then

others—shadows, moving behind her. 

Adrenaline  surged.  She was being followed. She quickened  her pace. Not a  sprint, she had too far to  go

and they hadn’t committed themselves yet. 

As  she  moved  onto  the  path  that  wound  through  Morningside  Park,  the  rain  stopped.  It  was  dark  and

lonely. And she knew  they would  try there.  She gripped  a shoe  in  each hand so that  the  heels  protruded  and

kept  running.  They  were  gaining.  She  could  hear  them  now,  behind  her.  Panting,  growling.  It  was  a  feral

sound. 

She  realized  that  somewhere  inside  her,  she  was  scared  but  it  was  tucked  away.  Her  mind  was  busy

dealing  with  other  considerations.  Details that  she  had never thought  about before. How  many of them?  She

could  hear  three  distinct  steps  and  she  recognized  claws  scratching  on  the  concrete  of  the  pathway  and

marveled at the clarity of her hearing even as she clinically labeled the footsteps. 

The breathing she  listened to was marred by saliva strands. The rain would  make  their footing uncertain

on the concrete, as they wore no shoes. But  neither did she…no advantage there. They were shorter than her

but not by much. 

And then she heard one leap, by the grunt of his voice and the scratch of his toes. 

She ducked and threw herself sideways toward the trees, taking herself right out of his path of flight. He

overshot and squealed in protest. It was one of the ugliest sounds she had ever heard. 

The  others came for her immediately  and  she  ducked behind  the  tree trunk.  She didn’t  wait, knowing  it

was  no  protection  at  all.  Instead  she  sprinted  for  the  glow  of  the  streetlight,  twenty  yards  ahead.  Light,  she

thought, was her friend. They’d waited until they were in the dark. 

The  first  attacker  grabbed  at  her  shoulder,  spinning  her  around  and  she  finally  saw  what  it  was  that

pursued her. 

They  were  human  once,  maybe,  she  thought.  Their  eyes  were  human-looking  beneath  a  red  glaze  that

glowed furiously and the faces seemed human enough if they weren’t twisted in agonized snarls. Their mouths

were full of sharp teeth, jutting at all angles, reminding her of barracudas and piranhas, predators that tore their

prey to bits. 

She  drove  the  heel  of her shoe into  the  creature’s eye and he  let go of her arm with a  howl of  pain, his

claws scraping across her skin. The sound he made was that of an animal, not a human. 

Beth  turned  to  sprint  for  the light again but  halted,  for  Luke appeared  in  the middle of the path,  just  in

front of her, like an apparition or a ghost. One second there was nothing, next he was there, solid and very real. 

He reached behind him. “Step out of the way,” he said quietly. 

Like  her  fear,  Beth  found  she  was  able  to  lock  away  her  shock  and  questions.  She  stepped  aside  and

watched as Luke pulled out a long, curved knife. He grabbed the creature by the throat with his other hand and

moving with deceptively casual speed, he drew the knife lightly across the creature’s throat beneath where he

gripped it. 

The  creature made a  bubbling,  gurgling  sound, scrabbling  at  Luke’s  hand. Luke  tossed him  to one  side, 

where  he  continued  to  kick  at  the  grass  with  his  heels  and  looked  at  the  other  two  creatures,  his  scowl

deepening, his knife bloody. 

“I’ve got that one,” said another voice. 

Beth turned. Zack was striding toward the other two immobile creatures, a scowl on his face. She realized

that Zack was moving  very fast, moving beyond normal human speed and that her perceptions had stepped up

to follow him. It made the creatures seem like they were just standing there, not reacting at all. He reached past

their slowly raising hands, put his hands on either sides of their heads and banged their heads together. 

Then he grabbed the head of one, before it could fall to the ground and twisted it, breaking the neck. But

he twisted so hard and savagely and with such strength, that the head was completely severed from the neck. 

As the  third body dropped to the  ground, Luke fell on it and drove the knife into the heart and twisted it

with a viciousness that she would not have thought him capable of. 

The two men stood up and stepped back, eyeing each other, Luke holding the bloody knife with the blade

still up. 

“You’re a long way from home,” Zack said. “You should go back there before I forget what you just did

to help out here.” 

“Help out?” Luke gave a laugh. “I didn’t know your kind had a sense of humor.” 

Beth crept forward, her heart pounding. She didn’t understand what was happening but knew that she was

about  to  find  out  if  she  stayed  silent.  The  tension  singing  in  the  air  was  like  the  ozone  promise  of  a

thunderstorm on a hot August afternoon. 

“Look, I was called here,” Zack said patiently, as if explaining to a two-year-old. 

Luke’s knife lowered. He looked shocked. “So was I,” he said simply. As one, they both turned to look at

her. 

 Stop calling me, Beth. Zack’s whispered words. 

“What’s  going  on?”  she  asked.  “Who are  you?  Who are those  creatures?  And what  did  they  want with

me?” 

Luke and Zack glanced  at each other  again  and Luke  shook his  head. “I don’t  know,”  he answered her. 

“This is outside anything we’ve ever experienced.” 

Zack grimaced. “Well damn, I guess I’m going to have to agree with the elf man on this one. I don’t know

either.” 

Beth could feel the panic, the questions and the shock starting to fight its way clear of the dampers she had

put on it, now. “Elf man?” she whispered, looking at Luke. 

He  sighed  and  lifted  a  hand  to  his  hair  and  tucked  it  behind  his  ear.  It  had  a  distinct  point  to  it.  “My

name—my real name—is Lindál. I’m elvish,” he said simply. He grimaced. “Sorry.” 

“Then,” she turned to face the path where she thought she had seen him appear. “When I saw you just a

minute ago, I really did see you…” 

“Yes,” he said softly. “I teleported. I was called here by your distress. Your mental call for help. And elves

have a traditional enemy, Beth.” 

She looked at the creatures littering the path. 

“Not them,” Luke—Lindál—said. “We have for the last eight centuries or  so, considered  vampires to be

our enemy.” 

 Vampires. 

She  couldn’t help  it. She  swung  her  gaze to Zack.  He was  watching  her,  waiting  for  her  to  connect  the

dots, his arms crossed over his chest. Calm. Unflinching. 

“You,” she breathed. 

“You already suspected, Beth,” he said, his deep voice at once familiar and now frighteningly alien to her. 

“She called you too?” Lindál asked. 

“It wasn’t just a call, it was a compulsion,” Zack said, letting his arms drop. “I had no more choice about

answering it than Pavlov’s dogs had about salivating.” 

“It  was  like  that  for  me  too.”  Lindál  frowned.  “I’ve  not  heard  of  such  calls  before.  This  is  outside  of

normal.”  He  lifted  his head and  turned, as  if he were listening hard. “There’s someone coming, about a mile

off, deep in the park. They have claws. More of these creatures, I assume.” And he pushed at the bodies at his

feet. 

Zack took a breath, considering. “Have you been crossing over to Earth or are you staying here?” 

“Crossing over.” Lindál glanced at Beth, suddenly awkward. “A few times each week,” he added. 

“Beth’s apartment is too small and insecure. Let’s go to my place. We need to figure this out. My jalopy is

a couple of blocks away.” 

* * * * *

Zack’s jalopy was a Maserati, a black thing that purred just sitting next to the curb. 

“It only has two seats,” Beth pointed out. 

“You can sit in my lap,” Lindál offered, making her heart leap. 

Zack growled, low in his throat, barely human. 

“Or I can drive,” Lindál said placidly, holding out his hand. 

“You’ve been on Earth long enough to get a license?” 

“No.” 

“Fuck. Get in.” Zack strode around to the driver’s side, fuming. 

“I’m soaking wet,” Beth pointed out. 

“You think he gives a damn?” Zack muttered. 

Lindál just smiled as he curled himself into the passenger seat and pulled her in after him. He’d dropped

his hair back over his ears now and the cleaned knife was tucked back under his shirt. She was glad to know it

was there, though. 

He lifted her with little apparent effort and turned her so she was facing Zack, with her back to the door. 

“Your feet will get the warmth from the heater,” Lindál explained and buckled the seat belt over her. 

“For a greenhorn, you know your way around,” Zack observed, starting up the car. 

“I  have spent  weeks  reading at the Columbia  library. I  like  the  culture  here.  It’s…quirky.  And don’t  get

me started on the internet. I could spend hours there.” 

“Most people do,”  Beth said, threading her  arm  around his neck. Her head  was very  slightly higher than

his and she had the insane urge to kiss him. His lips were right there and his thundery blue eyes were looking

right  at  her. Now  she thought  she  understood  all  his  reticence, the  reason  he  had  pulled  away  from her  that

afternoon. 

Before  she  had  even  completed  the  thought,  her  lips  were  pressing  against  his.  They  were  warm  and

velvety soft but there was a firmness there she had not expected, not since learning he was elvish. In fact, she

hadn’t known what to expect. But not this firm, stroking deliciousness. His mouth molded to hers, pressed hers

open and his tongue plundered her. She moaned as his hand stroked her throat and face, traced her jawline, all

while his lips and teeth nibbled and explored hers. 

When  his  hand  cupped  her  naked  breast  she  arched  and  cried  aloud.  She  had  no  recollection  of  the

waistcoat being opened and didn’t care. The perfection of his hand on her breast at that moment was enough. 

Her nipple was a marbled, electrified point, sensitive to the tiniest brush of his hand. 

“If we are to make it to my place in one piece you have to stop now,” Zack said softly and his voice was a

distorted, husky shell of itself. 

Beth  gasped  and  tried  to  straighten  up,  to  pull  the  waistcoat  closed.  Her  fingers  felt  like  big  cartoon

sausages, clumsy and comical. She was shuddering. 

Lindál cleared his throat. 

“Why did you kiss him, Beth?” Zack asked. 

She closed her eyes, wishing the ground could swallow her up. 

“Look, vampire—” 

“Just shut up, prince almighty. I’m trying to figure something out—” 

“Beth isn’t yours to—” 

Zack  slammed  on  the  brakes,  making  the  responsive  car’s  nose  dip  sharply.  He  yanked  on  the  wheel, 

bringing the car to the curb with a squeal of rubber. Beth realized with a jolt that they were already most of the

way south of Central Park. 

Zack grabbed her hand  and pulled  it into his lap, thrusting it up against his crotch.  Her eyes widened as

she  felt  his  cock,  hard,  erect  and  throbbing  wildly  against  the  thin  fabric  of  his  trousers.  The  heat  was

enormous. Zack stared into her eyes. “What you two were feeling, I was feeling to a degree too. I don’t know

what’s going on here but it seems like we’re in it together. We’re bonding…impressing each other somehow.” 

He lifted her hand and licked the palm, before giving it back to Lindál and putting the car back in gear. 

He drove down a mostly deserted Fifth Avenue in silence, as Lindál curled his hand around hers. 

Beth bit her lip. “I kissed him because I had this stupid idea I had to keep it even, or something.” 

“Because you kissed me earlier,” Zack clarified. He glanced at them both. “I don’t think we have time for

coyness. Those  things tonight. There’s more of them and I don’t think they’re going give us the time to poke

our  toes  in  the water  until  we get  the  courage to  learn how  to  dog  paddle  with  water  fins  at  the  kiddy  end. 

We’re  going  to  have  to  take  a  breath,  jump  in  the  deep  end  and  figure  out  how  to  swim  while  the  sharks

circle.” 

“Amazingly,  I  followed  most  of  that,”  Lindál  replied  evenly.  “And  even  more  astounding,  given  the

circumstances, I agree with you.” He tugged on Beth’s hand. “How long have you known Zack, Beth?” 

“About three or four months. He was a customer at the pub where I work. But he left town—” 

“I stayed away,” Zack amended with a growl. “I wanted to fuck you so bad I could have bent you over a

table in full view of the whole bar. Jesus, Beth, you really had no idea?” 

She jumped a little and Lindál’s arm tightened around her. She felt him laugh. “Apparently she didn’t,” he

said.  “No  more,  I  guess,  than  she  knew  how  much  I’ve  spent  the  last  month  wishing  I  were  human  so  the

privilege  of  fucking  her  to  a  standstill  and  giving  her  climax  after  climax  and  leaving  her a boneless,  limp, 

completely satiated woman was something I could claim as any other human male.” 

Beth beat her fist lightly against Lindál’s chest. “But why all this agonizing?” she said. “I would have let

either of you…both of you! For the asking! You must have known that!” 

“It is  not permitted,” Lindál said  at  once.  “And in truth, I’ve  risked so  much, exposed my  race  by  even

being here. If I were to mate with a human…” He shook his head. “The ramifications would be horrendous.” 

“But you came anyway,” Zack rumbled. 

“The elders have never specifically banned us from crossing over to Earth,” Lindál said stiffly. 

“I’m figuring that’s because it’s never entered their tiny minds that someone would  want to cross over to

Earth on a regular basis, hmmm?” Zack pushed. 

“That’s true.” Beth could  feel Lindál’s discomfort. 

“All that rustic bliss get too much for you, prince of the cartwheels?” 

Lindál  took  a  deep  breath.  “Yes,”  he  said  at  last.  “And  now,  it  seems,  I  was   supposed  to  come. 

This…whatever it is that is driving us, is why I am here.” 

“That’s the second time you’ve called him prince,” she pointed out. 

“Because  he  is,”  Zack  said.  “The  elves  have  an  extended  royal  family.  Hell,  they  all  live  forever,  over

there—” 

“As do vampires,” Lindál slid in softly. 

“Yeah but we don’t get snotty about who’s better than others. Lindál here is one of the blue blood of the

elvish kingdom. Eldest son of the King, in fact.” 

“The  crown prince?” Beth squeaked. 

“They don’t exactly call it that there,” Lindál said awkwardly. 

“No wonder mating with a human will cause a few hiccups. Oh, lordy.” Beth sighed. 

“You don’t have  a  say  in  this,”  Lindál said  firmly.  “None  of us do.  Not  anymore.  There’s something at

work.  We—elves,  vampires,  all  the  older  races,  have  long  known  there  are  ancient  forces  that  sometimes

conspire to dictate world events along paths known only to them. This might be one of those times. We have to

take things on trust.” 

Beth stared at him. She looked at Zack. “You believe this stuff, Zack? It’s way too elvish for me.” 

“It far more ancient than even the elves, actually,” Zack said. “But he’s putting it in elvish bullshit. Try it

this way. Fact—we two are both drawn to you and you to us. Whatever one of us males feels, the other seems

to feel, so some sort of bonding is happening. There’ve been records of that happening occasionally throughout

vampire history. I don’t know about elvish.” 

“Yes, elvish too. But it’s rare.” 

“Fact—this sort of bonding has never happened with two males and a female, at the same time and of both

species and never with a human female.” 

She shivered, almost violently. 

“You’re scaring her,” Lindál complained. 

“No,” she said quickly. “Actually, I was thinking about the…bonding. It’s—well, it’s sexual, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Lindál said simply. 

“And no,” Zack added. “Sex is just the base of the bonding. Depending on the purpose of the bond, it has

layers and meanings added on top of that. Sex is the cement.” 

“So we’re going back to your place so you can both fuck me, right?” 

The silence in the car was total. 

“In that case, you’d better drive faster.” 

The Maserati leapt forward. 



Chapter Three

Zack made a call on the way to his apartment, which was somewhere in Soho, he said, when Lindál asked. 

He  spoke  French rapidly  and  as  far  as Beth  could  tell,  flawlessly,  before putting  the  cell  phone back  in  his

pocket. 

“You speak French like a native,” she said. 

“Because a native Frenchman taught me,” he said, “In the six months I was hiding him on my farm, before

the English  found him  and executed him as  a spy.  Then they  shot  me  for  harboring a  spy and  left me to  die

next to him. He was fifteen years old.” He reached overhead and touched a remote control and turned a corner. 

The Maserati nosed into a parking garage. 

“That would be around 1776, I imagine,” Lindál murmured. 

Of course, Beth realized. He’d spent a few days in the American history section. 

“1775,” Zack amended. “My neighbor found me at sunrise the next morning. He offered to make me.” He

glanced at Beth. “You may meet Aubrey one day.” 

It was the implication that there was a future that warmed her  the most. But it was a startling glimpse of

the  type  of  future  that  startled  her.  She  had  spent  the  last  ten  years  knocking  herself  out,  saving  money, 

sweating  out  adult  equivalency  exams  to  get  acceptance  into  Columbia,  saving  more  money,  fighting  for

student loans, eking out a living, all with an eye on the final goal of business school and a great career and now

this. The real world coexisted cheek-by-jowl with vampires and elves whom she was apparently fated to bond

with, and creatures that had no name. 

How did business school fit with that? 

The door opened behind her back and Zack’s hands were on her waist, lifting her out like a parent would a

child, scooping her up. He kissed her, hard and short and put her on her feet. 

Lindál was uncurling himself from the low-slung car, smiling. He seemed neither jealous nor angry at the

kiss. His gaze fell to her chest and he lifted a brow. “Have you got a jacket in the car?” he asked Zack. 

“No but at this time of night, we should be fine.” 

Beth looked down at the waistcoat. No wonder she been unable to do up the buttons. There were none left

on  the  cloth to  do up. Lindál must have  ripped the vest  open to get at  her  breasts.  The only  thing holding  it

closed now was the weight of the material and the shaping of the fitted garment. 

She couldn’t help her blush. It was only a matter of a few disks  of plastic but  without  them, she seemed

extraordinarily exposed  and vulnerable. Wanton. And she couldn’t get the  idea of having  both of their hands

on her breasts at the same time out of her head. It seemed to lodge there like flypaper, making her nipples taut

with excitement and her pussy throb in response. 

Lindál turned his head, listening. “Let’s go,” he suggested, moving toward her. 

Zack nodded and rested his hand on the small of Beth’s back. “This way.” 

* * * * *

Zack’s  apartment was the penthouse, which  surprised  both  Beth  and Lindál.  “I thought  you’d prefer the

cold basement, close to the roots and the soil,” Lindál said. 

“I like the sun,” Zack said. 

“Don’t you…burn up?” Beth said delicately. 

He grinned. “No.  But  daylight  slows me down.  A lot.  You’ll see.” He  threw  his  keys  onto  the  big  teak

table and picked up her hand. “Come with me. I have a surprise for you.” 

He led her through to a bedroom that was clearly a guest bedroom, for there was a minimum of furniture

and little personalization. Despite that, it was designed with a female in mind, with good lighting and plenty of

storage and horizontal surfaces. He pushed open a door and flipped on a light. It was a walk-in wardrobe and

there were a dozen outfits hanging from the hangers. “They’re for you,” he told her. “I may be out on the sizes

by a fraction of an inch here and there but I don’t think so. And they’re your colors.” 

“You bought these for me?” 

“Weeks ago,” he confessed. “In a mad few days when I was hatching plans I knew I was never going to be

able to execute. I never got around to throwing them away, thank god.” He pulled her into a connecting room. 

A bathroom, huge and golden and white marble, with a sunken bath. “I’d let you luxuriate in a bath but right

now, my patience can’t stand the idea, so I’ll settle for the shower I just know you want to take.” 

“Yes!” she sighed. 

He kissed her, both hands around her face. “Hurry back.” 



Beth  moved  quickly  through  her  shower  driven  not  only  by  Zack’s  impatience  but  also  her  own.  And

Lindál’s  unspoken  needs.  While  she  showered  and  prepared,  her  mind  was  moving  even  faster,  rapidly

examining and discarding options. Chief among them—what to wear? 

What did one wear to the bonding of three races, where sex was the cement that united them? 

Or to be more prosaic, what was she supposed to wear when she was about to fuck the two men who had

been  haunting  her  fantasies  for  the  last  few  weeks?  Zack  and  Lindál  and  been  leaving  her  sweaty  and

unfulfilled despite masturbation and  climaxes  galore.  Even the most beautiful  designer robe just  didn’t  seem

an adequate enough statement for this. Such a garment would be too… human. 

She washed and dried her hair with the powerful blow-dryer she found and applied her makeup, then took

stock  of  the  clothing  and  accessories  Zack  had  purchased,  her  lips  pursed,  her  mind  still  in  overdrive.  She

wanted something symbolic. 

* * * * *

She  stepped  out  into  the  main  area  of  the  apartment,  feeling  nervous.  Zack’s  appreciation  for  her

dimensions was uncanny. The high black stilettos  were  a perfect  fit. The black lace-topped stay-up stockings

were the right size. But those two items were the only ones from Zack’s wardrobe she had borrowed. 

Zack and  Lindál looked up  from the  bar  where they  sat  talking in low voices and  got to their  feet. They

prowled toward her. They had both showered and changed too, a fact that surprised her. 

Lindál  was barefoot  but  wore black  leather  pants that fit  him  surprisingly  well,  as  they  must  have  been

borrowed ones. His shirt was a white silk and seemed to float against his chest and shoulders. 

Zack  wore  black  denim.  Designer,  Beth  guessed  by  the  cut  and  shape  and  a  sleeveless  black  shirt  that

glowed red when he moved and emphasized the rounded caps of his shoulders. He walked a full circle around

her while Lindál just studied her. 

“Why?” Lindál asked. 

She touched her ruined waistcoat and the short skirt that Zack had had his hand beneath not that long ago

tonight. 

“If you  two are right, after this bonding  we’ll  all  be something  different…something more than  what we

are  now. So  for tonight, you’re an elf, you’re a vampire and I’m  just a human.” She spread her  hands  across

the skirt. 

“There’s no ‘just’ about it,” Zack growled. “You’ve driven me crazy for months. No one, no vampire, no

human, has ever done that to me before. You’re not  just anything, Beth Siegel.” His lips touched the nape of

her neck. “Do you know how close I came to biting you tonight?” he murmured and his tongue slid along the

flesh there, sending a bolt of searing pleasure racing through her. 

“I realize now,” she said and shivered. Her breasts under the brushed cotton waistcoat spiked hard. 

“There   is  something  special  about  you,”  Lindál  added,  stepping  closer to  her,  so  that  she  was  standing

between them. “From the day I met you in the library, you have invaded my thoughts, drugged my sleep, stolen

my peace. I cannot rest. The only surcease I find is in your presence and even there, you challenge me.” 

Zack nuzzled  her neck. “Typical elf. Can’t  say  what he  means without throwing in a  dozen more words

than  he  really  needed.”  His hands  were  on  her  waist,  stroking  the  flesh  there,  making her  stomach  muscles

quiver and her pussy clench. 

Lindál  smiled and  caught  her  face  in  his  hands,  his  tempestuous  blue  eyes  staring  into her  soul.  “Very

well, then,” he breathed, his voice a deep murmur. “I wanted you so badly, I couldn’t function.” 

His kiss stole  her breath, made her moan into his  mouth. She felt  Zack’s hands on her waist  holding her

steady and when Lindál released her, Zack was against her back, holding her up. She turned her head, blindly

sought his lips. They were cool after Lindál’s but just as firm and insistent. She groaned, her knees weakening. 

The  wave  of  lust  rolling  through  her  from  these  simple  kisses  was  something  she  had  never  experienced

before. It was as heady as champagne, as addictive as drugs. 

Lindál’s hands were on her ankles, caressing  the tender inner flesh. She  shivered in reaction. He was on

his knees before her, concentrating on his task. Carefully, he lifted her foot and stroked the inside of her ankle

with his tongue. She felt the sensation transmit itself to her clit, which swelled in response and began to pulse. 

Zack  pushed  his  hands  beneath  the  ruined  waistcoat,  exploring  the  upper  plains  of  her  torso  and  Beth

pushed back against his chest, her hips jutting, her breasts pushing out, begging for his touch. Her nipples were

inflamed peaks, rubbed to sensitive trigger points by the waistcoat material. 

“Please…please,” was all she could say, her voice hoarse. 

“Please, what?” he murmured behind her. 

“Touch me.” She was aware that Lindál had sat back to watch. 

“Take off the vest, first,” Lindál said. His hands rested on her thighs, his own impatience registering as the

thumbs  moving  in restless circles on  her flesh,  sending little sparks and fluttering  quivers to  her genitals and

making her breathing uneven. 

Zack pulled the waistcoat from her shoulders, baring her from the waist up. Lindál’s fingers tightened on

her thighs momentarily. 

“Now,” he said hoarsely. 

“Now?” Zack asked her, his hands coming to rest just below the swell of her aching breasts. 

“Now,” she confirmed. 

He captured  them in  his  hands,  squeezing the hard nipples between  his  fingers and elongating  them and

Beth gave a gasping cry at the rush of pleasure that shot through her at his touch. Her womb squeezed hard and

her  pussy  oozed  moisture,  as  her  clit  and  labia  bloomed.  She was  quaking  with  the  intensity  of  the  feeling, 

which emphasized how empty her cunt was. 

“More,” she said. “I need more. Fuck me, please.” 

She was being carried. She felt something warm and hard beneath her. Wood. The table. The whisper of

cloth. She turned her head. Zack. Naked. Truly magnificent. She held out her hand to him. “Come here.” 

He moved toward her. His cock was erect—a hard, wide, bulging tool with a flaring head and the testicles

below were heavy and big. He was heavily muscled but lean and  tight through the hips.  “Just gorgeous,” she

murmured. 

“Beth,” Lindál murmured from her other side. 

She  turned,  knowing  she  would  find  him  waiting  naked  for  her  too.  He  was  surprisingly  human  in

anatomy but  with less body hair. His skin  glowed with an inhuman perfection and she could see  the  muscles

beneath, moving as he moved. He was not as well muscled as Zack but he was strong—she could see that and

had already had proof of his strength and speed. And he was broad across the shoulder. 

His cock was ragingly hard. Longer than Zack’s but not as wide. He was just as perfect as Zack. 

“There is something we want to do, first,” Lindál told her. 

“And that is?” 

He kissed her softly, then reached for the hem of her skirt and tore the skirt from hem to waistband, pulled

it from her body and tossed it to the floor. “That’s better.” 

“Much,” Zack agreed with a growl. 

“That’s the something?” she asked, her heart fluttering and her pussy gushing even more juices now that

she was naked and exposed upon the table between them. 

“No,” Zack replied. He caressed her  face, then leaned down to take her nipple  in his mouth, at the same

moment that Lindál took the other in his. 

Beth threw her head back, gasping at the double assault on her breasts and began to writhe upon the table. 

Her nipples had always been ultra-sensitive, with an almost direct link between them and her  clit. Now, with

two men licking, sucking and nipping at her breasts, she could feel herself hyperventilating out of control. Her

climax was approaching. 

Their two hands touched her knees and swiftly climbed to her soaked pussy and began to play. 

Beth quickly lost sense of whose hand was doing what to her as the medley of sensations built a wave of

pleasure  in  her  so  intense  that  she  felt  like the  coming  climax  might  possibly  make  her  heart  stop.  She  was

frightened by the power of it but there was no way to stop it. 

Their fingers were everywhere. Massaging her clit, three or four of them were fucking her cunt, reaching

high and hard, to push back against her G-spot. And one slender invader pushed into her anus, spreading her in

a way she hadn’t experienced before. 

Abruptly her climax broke over her and she screamed. For a moment it felt like her heart did stand still as

secondary waves washed over her, making her pussy contract around the fingers still inside her. 

She  grew aware  once more of sensation, of Zack’s lips on her temple and Lindál’s fingers on her ankle, 

stroking in maddening little circles. Both of them wore satisfied little smiles. 

“So which of you was the one with your fingers in my pussy?” she croaked and was shocked at the used

sound of her voice. 

“Both of us,” Lindál said. “I told you, it was something we both wanted to do.” 

She considered that. “Cooperative little arch-enemies, aren’t you?” 

“When the occasion is worth it,” Zack responded. 

“And who gets to be the first one to put his cock there?” she asked. 

They glanced at each other and Zack lifted his brow. 

“Both?” she gasped. 



“It’s not possible,” she insisted, as Zack settled himself on the huge bed, even as her still-throbbing pussy

clenched in delight at the idea. Lindál was behind her, his hand on her waist, coaxing her forward. 

“Women bear children through the vagina, so it’s entirely possible. Between Lindál and me, we’ll ensure

there is no pain. You will love it.” Zack sat on the bed, his engorged penis thrusting upward, dark and moody. 

“Come here.” 

She hesitated. “No condoms?” 

Zack’s eyes darkened moodily. “I can’t contract or transmit human diseases. And vampires don’t procreate

by sex.” 

She could feel herself blushing. She looked up at Lindál. “Can elves?” 

“Yes but I have never lain with a human until now.” He spoke with a calm that reassured her. “I will use

one if you wish but you are quite safe with me and I trust you utterly.” 

Just like that. Complete faith thrust into her hands. 

“You covered a hell of a lot of ground in your reading,” she complained, her cheeks burning even harder. 

Lindál began to smile. “It was very educational.” He kissed her. “Are you on the contraceptive pill?” 

“Waay too much ground,” she whispered against his lips. 

“That would be  ‘yes’, then?” he said,  picking her  up and  wrapping her legs around his waist.  She could

feel his cock against her ass, nudging, a reminder of what was to come and excitement flared. 

“Yes,” she told him. 

Lindál handed her to  Zack,  who  kissed  her,  his hands buried in  her  hair.  “I love your hair,”  he growled. 

“Don’t ever cut it short.” 

“I’ve never been able to afford to,” she gasped, when he  released her lips. He was pulling gently on her

hair, rolling her head back, exposing her neck and breasts to his lips. 

Behind  her,  she  felt  Lindál  settle  on  the  bed.  He  brushed  her  hair  aside  and  stroked  her  back  and  ass, 

leaving her flesh on fire and making her tremble. 

Zack was watching her  face, gauging her readiness  and for an instant she saw a hint of the  two  hundred

years  of experience stored  there. Then  it was Zack again, the  man who had left  her  sleepless  and  sweaty  for

months. He sucked on her breasts and she moaned helplessly. 

Lindál was lifting her, his hands around her waist, as effortlessly as if she were a china doll, as Zack rolled

back on the bed. Her womb clenched as she realized what was about to happen and her pussy gushed moisture, 

preparing the way. 

Zack kissed her once, hard, his hand on her jaw, then he gripped her hips as Lindál rested her upon him. 

“I have imagined this moment…” he said hoarsely then closed his eyes and guided her hips as she sank down

upon his massive shaft. 

Beth opened her mouth in a soundless gasp as Zack’s cock spread her pussy wide in a way she had never

experienced. Even as slick and ready as she was, he still filled her completely. 

“Now,” Zack said, opening his eyes and reaching for her. He gently drew her down upon his chest, stilling

her protests with his lips. “Wait, you’ll see,” he told her. He put his hands upon her hips and she felt Lindál’s

there too.  And the  tip of his cock  nudged her pussy. There was a small amount of pressure and  Beth felt  her

pussy give entrance to Lindál’s cock too. Carefully, he thrust in until he was lodged as fully as Zack. “So hot,” 

he gasped. “So tight.” 

It was a delicious sensation, one of stretching and acceptance, of fullness that Beth would never have the

appropriate words to describe. “I’m so full!” she cried. 

All four hands on her hips were holding her up and now both men carefully withdrew, then pushed back

into her, coordinating their thrusting. 

Beth  cried  aloud,  sure  she  was  going  to  melt  around  them  and  evaporate  altogether.  She  was  vibrating

with her growing climax. It was coming quickly, explosively. 

“I can feel it coming,” Zack gasped. 

“Yes,” Lindál panted. 

“Beth’s. I can feel Beth’s. Reach out,” Zack insisted. 

Silence for five rapid heartbeats, as their cocks continued to ram into her, destroying what little sanity she

had left. 

“The  elders  release  me!”  Lindál  croaked,  as  his  hands  on  her  hips  gripped  even  harder.  “No. 

Zack…quickly.” 

“Fuck!” 

The motion of their cocks became rocky, frenetic, close to climax. Their excitement fed into hers and her

climax  bloomed, ripping through her at  an unprecedented  power, making her pussy clamp  down  hard  on the

two cocks still pumping within. She heard them both gasp and felt the spill of hot cum inside her, even as her

pussy was rippling with aftershocks. 

Panting, she closed her eyes, resting against Zack’s chest, as they each slipped their cocks from her. Their

combined  seed  spilled  from her pussy  as she lay  exhausted and she smiled to herself.  “You were  right,”  she

murmured against Zack’s chest, as his hand came to rest against her back. “This was the right way to do it, the

first time. Both of you together.” 

“It wasn’t my idea, actually. It was the son of morning, over there.” 

She turned her head to look at Lindál, who was emerging from the bathroom, a cloth in hand. He gave a

small smile. “More reading,” he said. “For a university, your library has quite an extensive erotic section.” 

“It’s supposed to be for research,” she said. 

He smiled again. “It was educational,” he said. “Keep still.” And he gently cleaned her pussy and thighs of

the juices and cum, leaving them clean and sweet. Then he leaned down and kissed her pussy. “Better.” 

“It seems a shame to wipe away the evidence of such a landmark occasion,” Beth said. 

Lindál lifted a brow and got to his feet. “There’ll be others,” he said confidently. 

“A perverted son of morning,” Zack rumbled and patted her ass. “All your fault.” 

“It was,” Lindál agreed. “One look at your long legs and green eyes the exact color of the sea that I grew

up next to and that red hair of yours like the flames of a smith’s forge and I knew I would break every law our

race holds sacred to have you. And so far, I have.” 

As Beth tried to pull together her scattered wits he turned to Zack and said casually, “You may not need to

eat but Beth and I do. Is there any chance in the humans’ hell that you have real food in this apartment?” 

She shook off her shock and sat up. “Yes, there is. He ordered it in on the way here. That was what he was

doing when he phoned ahead.” 

* * * * *

“It  doesn’t  bother  you  to  share  me,  Lindál?”  Beth  asked,  as  she  ate  the  omelet  he  had  cooked  in  the

surprisingly well-stocked kitchen. Zack had gone to feed. When he first announced where he was going, Beth

had  felt shock  circle through  her, campfire tales and late  night horror movies leaping to  mind. Zack’s  mouth

had  turned down. “Vampires haven’t  fed  upon human prey for  nearly  a century,” he  said dryly. “And we’ve

been using artificial blood for the last decade.” But he had still chosen to feed away from them. 

Lindál  paused  from  eating,  considering  her  question.  He  was  wearing  the  borrowed  leather  pants,  the

zipper  only  half-drawn  and  nothing  else  and her  gaze  kept  returning to  the  flat  plane  of  his  lower  abdomen

showing beneath the open fly. “Does it bother you that you must share your attention between two men?” 

“God no! I feel…lucky. Overwhelmed. I don’t know what I  did to deserve the two of you.” She stroked

the chiffon  housecoat over  her thigh again. It covered her  from neck  to toe and  barely  hid  a thing…and was

possibly one of  the  sexiest garments she had  ever  worn. Between Lindál’s state of  undress and her  clothing, 

she was being kept on the edge of lust. 

“That’s  something  we  have  yet  to  figure  out,  the  why.”  He  began  to  eat.  “But  it  doesn’t  bother  me, 

because apparently it’s supposed to be this way. There’s a reason for it. And if there must be another man and

it must be a vampire, then Zachariah would be the one I might have chosen, had I been given the choice.” 

“You knew Zachariah before?” 

“I knew of him. Eternals—elves and vampires—well, we all know of each other.” 

“Like opposing football teams know the strengths and weaknesses of each others’ players?” 

Lindál considered. “I would have used a military analogy but that one will do. Zachariah is a philosopher, 

did  you  know?  The  vampires  have  a  nickname  for  him,  one they  would  not  dare  use  to  his  face. They  call

him—” 

“Say it aloud, elf man and I really will kill you where you stand,” Zack said, from behind them. 

Beth  swiveled  on her stool. Zack stood in the doorway, looking fresh and rested.  There  was  color  in his

cheeks. He  was  wearing black jeans again and  a black shirt and she  had a sudden longing to rip them off, to

see the gleam of flesh beneath and the strong muscles. 

“Wiki,” Lindál finished, with evident satisfaction. 

Zack growled. 

“As in Wikipedia?” Beth asked, trying to hide her smile. 

Lindál nodded, watching Zack as he strode toward the elf. Lindál held his ground as Zack came right up to

him, calmly eating his omelet. 

Beth’s  laugh  escaped  despite  her  best  efforts  and  Zack  spun  to  face  her,  his  expression  thundery.  She

clutched her stomach with her arms, trying to hold her laughter back and failing. 

Zack strode around the breakfast bar toward her, unbuckling his belt. “Right,” he said, his look morphing

to  a  smoldering  lust  that  evaporated  her  laughter  instantly.  She  responded  like  daisies  in  sunlight,  her  body

straightening, her back arching, her nipples hardening. Her genitals swelled, blood rushing to them, responding

to the dark promise in his voice. 

Lindál put his plate down, Zack’s change in mood communicating itself. 

Zack yanked on his belt and the leather whipped out of the carriers with a quiet whisper that sent a shiver

through her. He grabbed  her wrists and pulled her backward so that she was  lying across two of the backless

barstools, her arms stretched  over her head, across  a third.  Quickly,  Zack  tied her wrists  together  and bound

them to the frame of the third stool with his belt. “I can take that smile off your face, darlin’,” he drawled. 

“Make me,” she taunted breathlessly. 

“Make her scream,” Lindál suggested, coming around the bar. “It’s such a delightful sound.” 

“My  pleasure,”  Zack  ground  out.  He opened  up the  three pearl buttons on  Beth’s gown, which  dropped

down on either side of the tall bar stools like drapes, leaving her naked and on offer. He gripped Beth’s ankle

and propped the foot on the edge of the breakfast bar. “Move it and I’ll figure out a punishment that’ll make

you regret it. Understand?” 

She shivered and nodded. 

He pulled the fourth stool around level with Beth’s hips and propped her other food on that, opening her

up  wide  to  him,  then  ripped  open  his  jeans  in  one  movement.  His  cock  spilled  out,  hard  and  ready  and  he

gripped it, stroking it, as he stood between her knees. 

She could already feel moisture gathering at the entrance of her cunt, ready to welcome him into her. She

was trembling, anticipating him. 

Lindál moved next to  her hip, watching, his own cock jutting  above his half-open  fly, throbbing visibly. 

His hand rested on her abdomen and began to stroke, making her quiver and squirm. “Beautiful,” he said, his

voice husky. 

Zack’s  cock battered into her with no gentleness this time. He entered in one  ferocious thrust,  coming  to

rest  buried  to  the  hilt,  making  her  hips  flex  hard  and  her  back  arch  against  the  delightful  assault.  But  she

wasn’t given a moment’s pause to appreciate Zack’s possession of her. Lindál’s fingers curled over her mons

and squeezed, coating themselves in her juices. Then they slipped between her nether lips, even as Zack began

to  pound  furiously  into her and stroked her  clit and labia.  It  was a  hard,  swift massage,  designed to evoke  a

shockingly fast  climax and it  did.  Before  she  could  barely  draw breath,  her  orgasm  wrenched  at  her  and she

screamed, her body locking hard around Zack’s pulsing cock. 

After, she barely had the strength to lift her head off the stool. And she was so tired. 

“You  may  not  need  sleep  but  we  do,” she  heard  Lindál  say  softly. “Sleep  and  after  that,  we  must  talk, 

above all else.” 

“For that is what you’re good at,” Zack muttered. 

“And vampires are good at naught but bloodshed. Leave it for daylight when your instincts can do nothing

but  whimper,  son  of  night,”  Lindál  added.  “I’ll  use  your  bed.  I’ve  always  found  guest  rooms  chilly  and

unwelcoming.” 

She felt the chiffon gown being drawn around her and arms lifting her. “Sleep,” Lindál whispered. 

Warmth, softness. Strong arms around her. The scent of Zack. And Lindál. Comfort and low light. Peace. 

* * * * *

She woke to the light of  day shining directly in her eyes and the fizzing of soft pleasure circling through

her. It took her several minutes to awaken properly and realize why her body was tingling in such a delightful

way. 

She was lying on her side, her head on Lindál’s arm and her body curled into his. Two spoons could not

be more connected. His other arm rested on the mattress in front of her, the hand curled under her breast. His

thumb was stroking her nipple, circling it, teasing it to a tight, erect post. 

“Better than coffee,” she murmured. 

“On  that,  I’ll  take  you  on  trust.  I  haven’t  the  courage  to  try  coffee.  The  smell  is  an  offense,”  Lindál

murmured in her ear. “Have you ever really truly smelled it?” 

The windows of Zack’s bedroom gave her a view of lower Manhattan on a busy fall weekday, sunny and

washed clean by yesterday’s rain. Normal and sane. But she was lying here with an elf’s arms around her, after

fucking him and a vampire for most of the previous night. She shivered and turned in his arms to look at him. 

“I’m supposed to be at a lecture right now.” 

“What subject?” 

“World politics.” 

Lindál smiled, his eyes dancing. “I think your political views are being radically altered without benefit of

a formal lecture.” 

She grimaced. “I don’t get credit for sleeping with vampires and elves, though.” 

Lindál  moved  his  head,  as  if  he  were  listening  to  something  far  off,  concentrating  on  it,  frowning. 

“Damn,” he muttered. And abruptly, he wasn’t there and she fell forward onto the mattress where his body had

been and now wasn’t, feeling a cold rush of air against her face. 

Startled,  she  sat  up,  putting  it  together.  Lindál  must  have  heard  something  that  alarmed  him  and  had

teleported either to it to deal with it, or away from it. She assumed he was dealing with it. Lindál wouldn’t run

away.  She only hoped he’d paused to  dress  on his way to the confrontation and to pick up his  knife. He had

been quite naked. 

There  were  not  many  things  on  Earth  that  would  concern  Lindál  and  all  of  them  were  matters  that

involved  her.  That  also  meant  they  involved  Zack.  Therefore,  she  must  warn  Zack  if  his  own  hyper  senses

hadn’t already alerted him. She glanced at the sunlight and recalled a whispered comment of Lindál’s from the

previous night. “Leave it for daylight when your instincts can do nothing but whimper, son of night.”  Zack’s

abilities were stunted in daylight, then. 

She  threw  herself  out  of  the  bed  and  clutched  the  chiffon  gown  to  her  neck,  as  she  raced  about  the

apartment  looking  for Zack.  Two  minutes’  search  told  her the  apartment was  quite  empty.  Wherever Lindál

was, Zack must be too. 

She  hurried  to the guest  bedroom  to  dress in street  clothing  that would  stand up  to  a fight, if it came to

that. But there, Zack’s uncanny foresight let her down. There was nothing warrior-like in the garments hanging

on the rod. While she would have preferred an iron chest plate and chain mail, the best she could do was a pair

of dark indigo jeans and a leather bustier over a black lace shirt—the most substantial shirt in the wardrobe and

the only one with long sleeves. She hesitated over using real leather but then she remembered the claws on the

creatures in Morningside  Park  scraping  across her arm.  The  leather  would  be protection  against  those claws

and teeth. With a sigh, she laced herself into it. 

The jeans were actually too long for her legs—another shock for her, as she normally never had to adjust

jeans and often ended up with them being too short after a wash or two. She ended up donning a pair of boots

with sturdy high heels just to keep the jeans from scuffing the ground and tripping her up as she walked. 

She  looked  in  the  mirror  and  realized  her  face  was  washed  out  with  all  that  black  and  hastily  applied

makeup, including too liberal an  application of  coral red lipstick. But she  knew  she was hurrying  because  in

the back of  her mind she was worrying about Lindál and  the fact that  the apartment was too quiet. Zack was

out there too. It wasn’t like she could head out there any way…she had no idea where to go. 

Then she heard angry voices from outside the apartment and her heart  squeezed to a  stuttering stop. She

didn’t have a single weapon here and no idea how to use one, even if she did. 

She  hurried  through  to  the  main  room,  feeling  sick,  wondering  how  she  could  handle  these  next  few

moments when nothing in her life so far had prepared her for them. 



Chapter Four

There was a prosaic-enough sound, a key fitting in the lock of the door. But still the sound of many angry

voices bickering, shouting. 

The door opened and then people were boiling into the room. Many of them. 

Beth  felt  the  air  shift  next  to  her  and  suddenly,  Lindál  was  standing  in  front  of  her,  his  back  to  her. 

Protecting  her.  Zack moved  to  stand  shoulder-to-shoulder  beside him.  Neither  of  them  glanced  at  her.  They

were stiff with tension as they watched the others in the room argue among themselves. Lindál’s hand was on

the knife tucked into the back of his trousers and it was half-drawn. 

Zack half turned his head to Lindál. “I don’t have the strength,” he murmured. “Not in daylight.” 

Lindál gave a fractional nod and filled his chest. “Silence!”  he roared. 

The room came to a swirling stop as the others turned to them. 

“You  dare…” a voice began. 

“Just shut the fuck up,” Zack said dryly. “We’ve been at this for two hours and all the wounded feelings

are just getting in the way.” 

“Yes, they are, aren’t they?” A man pushed forward from the back of the group and settled himself on one

of the barstools. Beth could barely see him between Zack’s and Lindál’s shoulders. “If we promise to behave

ourselves, will the pair of you agree to step aside and at least let us see the lady you’re so carefully protecting

there?” 

“I don’t think you’re in a position to speak for the group, sir,” Lindál said stiffly. 

“No but I will,” said another, rougher voice to  the left  of them, closer by the door, with a Latino accent. 

“I’ll tear out the throat of the next idiot who lifts his voice. Clear?” 

Silence. 

“I think that’s agreed, then,” the Latino one said. 

Lindál and Zack stepped aside and each of them turned and picked up her hands and brought her forward. 

Beth  glanced  around  the room.  At  first  glance,  it looked like  a  room  full  of  humans.  But  then  she  began  to

register differences. Details. There were subtleties, that—now she knew Zack and Lindál—she could focus on. 

There  was  a  gray-headed  man  wearing  a  three-piece  business  suit,  sitting  on  the  barstool  next  to  the

breakfast bar, his blue eyes the color of a summer day, watching her with a focused stillness so intense it was

unsettling. His hair was longer and tied back neatly with a leather thong and that told her he was the one elvish

person in the room beside Lindál. Everyone else was vampire. He was the one Lindál had called “sir”. 

The  vampire  by  the  door,  leaning against the end of the breakfast bar, was the  one who had spoken for

them all. He was a dark-eyed, dark-haired, Hispanic-looking man with a scowl on his face. He looked angry. 

There was a tall, redheaded man standing next to him, his arms crossed, looking thoughtful. 

They were the only ones Beth had time to focus upon before Zack spoke. “This is Beth Siegel. A human. 

The one we are bonding with.” 

It seemed like a ripple of emotion passed across the room, as if the very idea was abhorrent to all of them. 

But the Hispanic vampire’s threat had not been idle. Not a single person protested aloud. They glanced among

themselves, moving restlessly, awkwardly. 

Beth realized that none of them knew what to do next. This was as much outside their experience as hers. 

The realization unlocked the tension in her and allowed her to take another step into the center of the room and

speak.  “As the sole human in the room,  I suppose I  must speak  on behalf of my race. You all seem to know

who  each  of  you are.  That  puts  me at  a  disadvantage.  I would  like  to  know  who  you  are—or  at  least,  your

current roles.” 

The gray-haired elf smiled a little. “A fair demand,” he said easily. “My name is Amrod. In your language, 

I would  be called the Chief of  Staff for the elvin race. I was called  here not so much because of my  role  but

because of my…” He hesitated, clearly searching for a delicate phrase. 

“Liberal attitudes,” Lindál finished. 

Zack snorted. “He wouldn’t have a heart attack and curl up his toes at what you’ve done, in other words.” 

“Not before thinking it through, anyway,” Lindál finished. 

Amrod  didn’t  seem  upset  at the description. “I  also  have  long  memories,” he added.  “Lindál  seemed to

think they may be useful. We’ll see.” 

“And you?” Beth asked, pointing to the Hispanic spokesman who had told the vampires to shut up. 

“They call me Diego Savage. I’m a hunter, when I’m not attending idiotic meetings of this nature. I warn

you, I believe this is a waste of our time. Elves and vampires were not meant to breed—” 

“You’re breaking your own censorship, Diego,” the redheaded man said softly, behind him. 

Diego took a breath and fell silent. “My apologies,” he said curtly to Beth, with a bow of his head. 

The redheaded man touched his own chest. “Alexander le Croix. And I was human such a short time ago, 

that you may consider me an ally in this room.” His blue-eyed gaze touched her in a way that convinced her of

his sincerity and she nodded her thanks. 

She looked around the room, summing up the hostile faces. “We had no choice in this. I’m sure Zachariah

and Lindál have explained this to you. All that’s left to discover is why it is happening, which is why they have

called you here. In the history of vampires and elves, has this never happened before?” 

“Never,” Amrod said flatly. 

“God,  no,”  Diego  said,  pushing  his  hand  through  his  hair.  “You’d  think  the  races  would  remember

something so…significant.” 

She had a feeling Diego had been about to use a less neutral word than significant but ignored it. 

“It reminds me of that story,” Alexander said  to Zack. “You know, that one about the warrior queen that

Regulus was talking about a few years ago.” 

Zack frowned. “The Seaveth Prophecy?” 

Diego snorted and closed his eyes wearily. “Prophecies. Jesus wept…” 

“A  prophecy?”  Amrod  said  sharply,  turning  on  his  stool  to  look  at  Alexander,  who  was  placed  behind

him. “Tell me about it.” 

Zack  shrugged.  “No  one  knows  where  it  came  from.  Seaveth  is  a  warrior  queen  who…who—”  Zack

swallowed,  falling  silent  as  he  stared  into  middle  distance,  caught  by  his  own  thoughts.  Then  he  shook  his

head. “No, it can’t be,” he muttered and sat on the coffee table, hanging his head. 

“Who  what?” Beth insisted. “Zack, for heaven’s sake, talk to me!” 

He lifted his head and his face had lost color. 

“You need to feed?” she whispered. 

“I can last a few more minutes,” he said hoarsely, “but yeah, I’m going to have to recover very soon.” He

licked  his  lips,  as  if  they  were  dry,  looking around  the  room.  “Seaveth  is the  warrior  queen  and  her  arrival

heralds the coming of the Grimoré—the dark shadow that swallows the land, served by vampeen beasts, who

foreshadow  their  coming.  She  will  fight  the  Grimoré,  with  her  two  partners,  one  at  either  side,  the  son  of

morning and the son of night.” 

The silence in the room was almost total. 

Lindál caught at her arm. “Beth, what is your real name? What is ‘Beth’ short for?” 

She had trouble speaking.  “Elizabeth,” she said. “But that’s only my second name. I can’t  stand my real

name. It’s…it’s Nikephoros.” 

Alexander cleared his throat. “That’s ancient Greek. It means ‘Victory’.” 

All the vampires were staring at her. She could feel her heart hammering at her rib cage, even though she

didn’t understand why. “What don’t I understand?” she whispered to Zack. 

He took a breath. Let it out. ‘“Seaveth’ means ‘victory’ in the old vampiric lore too, Beth.” 

She  wanted  to  reach  for  his  shoulder,  or  Lindál’s  hand  but  wouldn’t,  not  in  this  room  of  people.  She

wouldn’t show any sign of weakness or vulnerability to any of them. 

“Is this when someone tells me ‘Siegel’ means victory too?” Diego asked with a sour note. 

“It does, actually,” she answered him, coolly. “It’s German. Do you have a problem with that?” She stared

him  in  the  eye,  not  backing  down,  even  though  her  knees  were  threatening  to  give  way.  Just  then,  she  felt

warmth at her back and knew that Lindál was behind her, supporting her, shielding her. He’d felt her distress, 

just as he and Zack were able to feel her pleasure. 

Diego shook his head but didn’t respond to her. 

Amrod  cleared  his  throat  a  little.  “It  may  interest  you  to  know  that  elves  also  have  a  prophecy  about  a

princess who will lead the way to victory against the Grimoré. We call her Cíetheil. You would spell that c-i-e-

t-h-e-i-l  here  but  it’s  properly  pronounced   see-veil,  in  old elvish.”  He  looked  around the  room.  “The  annals

have never mentioned that she would be human.” 

“But they do call the enemy she fights the Grimoré,” Lindál added. 

“The same,” Alexander murmured. 

“What does Cíetheil mean in elvish?” Zack asked Amrod. 

Amrod pursed his lips. Reluctantly, he answered, “Victory.” 

This time, the wave of emotion that washed over the room was almost palpable. Lindál’s hand settled on

her shoulder under her hair. 

“Give them time to absorb it,” Zack whispered as he rose to his feet next to her. 

“Give  them time?” she snapped back in an undertone. 

Diego slapped his hands on the counter and strode into the room proper. “It’s just an ancient prophecy. A

coincidence. And three randy people who can’t keep their hands off each other. Spring fever. From that you’re

all going to leap into war preparations for a mythical enemy—” 

“We’ve seen them,” Beth said simply. 

Diego moved then. He leapt over the coffee table,  grabbed her  by  the  throat and threw  her down on  the

table. She whipped her foot up between them, planted it on his chest and shoved hard. He staggered backward

and  came  charging  forward  again  but  she  was  already  up  on  her  feet  and  by  then,  Zack  and  Lindál  were

surging forward to deal with the unexpected danger. 

Diego spun to face them and threw up his hands. “Wait!” he cried, his palms open and facing them. 

Zack  threw  out  his  arm,  halting Lindál,  who  was  brandishing his  knife.  He was  staring  at  Beth, a  deep

crease between his brows. 

Beth stayed on the coffee table, wary. “What is it, Zack?” 

“Did you see it, Zachariah?” Diego said softly. 

Zack nodded. 

“One more thing and I might be willing to believe.” Diego held his hand out to Lindál. “May I?” 

Zack glanced at Lindál. “It’ll be fine. Give it to him.” 

Lindál  hesitated, then  gave  Diego  the  knife.  Diego weighed it  with  an  experienced air,  then turned and

stepped up onto the table to face her. He was only an inch or so taller than her. His dark eyes drilled into her. 

“You’ve seen them, you say?” 

“The vampeen creatures that go before the Grimoré? Yes, I think so. We can show them to you.” 

Barely  before  she had finished speaking, he  had plunged the knife toward her chest. She  saw  it coming, 

the long curved blade glinting in the sunny room and reached out to grab Diego’s wrist before the blade could

touch  her  chest.  She  halted  his  arm  when  the  knife  tip  was  a  few  inches  away  and  held  it,  looking  at  him. 

“Why did you do that?” He was not trying very hard to push the knife home. It was like arm wrestling a three-

year-old. 

He grinned. “Testing a theory,” he said and  dropped his arm away and flexing his shoulder. “I told you, 

I’m  a hunter. I  have  no  time  for  silly  chatter.  Action  suits  me better.” He  jumped  off  the table  and  held  the

knife out to Lindál. “You’re going to need this, elf.” 

Lindál took it silently. 

Zack helped Beth to the floor once more. “You don’t know what you just did, do you?” he said quietly. 

She shook her head a little. 

“Diego  was  moving  at  full  speed.  Vampire  speed.  But  you  moved  faster.  Both  times.  And  you  were

stronger than him and held back the knife. The bonding is already changing us.” 

Amrod got to his feet and bowed. “My lady,” he said gravely. “It appears the races will need to prepare for

war. The Grimoré are coming.” 



“What  are the Grimoré, anyway?” Beth asked Lindál. 

“No one  knows. Until  now,  everyone  thought they were mythical.  Like the boogeyman humans  here  on

Earth use to scare little kids into behaving themselves. A bedtime tale.” 

The  kitchen  was  empty  of  all  but  him  and  Zack,  now.  Zack  had  fed  and  was  recovered.  Lindál  was

cooking—a task that he enjoyed. Beth was making coffee, which Lindál refused to do. 

“But if they’re coming, aren’t they going to prey on humans too? Humans, who don’t even have them as

bedtime tales? Who have no idea to even prepare for them?” 

“That’s our job,” Zack said, from the breakfast bar, where he was reading an ancient book that crackled as

he turned the pages. “We get to protect them. It’s always been that way.” 

“Always? Protect us from what?” 

“Everything. It’s a far stranger world out there than you think,” Zack said. 

“Is that what Diego meant about being a hunter?” 

“He’s one  of the best,”  Zack  said. “He’ll  find those bodies  we  buried and he’ll track them  back to  their

source, even though  the  trail  is  quite  cold  and  he’ll  do  all  that even though  it’s  the middle  of a weekday in

midtown Manhattan and he’s surrounded by humans who have no idea that the world is full of elves, vampires

and more that would give them nightmares if they did.” 

“He has a chip on his shoulder,” Beth pointed out. 

Zack nodded. “There’s a reason for his name.” 

“Elves and vampires have that in common, don’t they?” Lindál observed. “Naming isn’t a casual thing.” 

“It’s not always casual among humans, either,” Beth said. 

“In your case, it wasn’t.” 

“My parents  were Midwest Baptists, who died in a car accident when  I was sixteen. For them, the world

was black and white and stayed that way until the end. This, if they’d known about it, would have killed them. 

Literally. They couldn’t have coped with it. So why they named me what they did is a complete mystery to me. 

It certainly isn’t because of some fate they knew I had waiting for me.” 

She  poured  herself  a  coffee  and  sipped  in  deep  appreciation.  “I  have  a  question  of  my  own, Lindál.  If

elves have known about the Grimoré forever and that they would be preceded by the vampeen, is that perhaps

a  reason  why  you’ve  always  considered  the  vampires  to  be  your  enemy?  Because  you  got  it  mixed  up  and

thought the prophecy meant vampires, as there weren’t any vampeen around right then?” 

Lindál froze, his eyes wide. 

Zack began to laugh, a silent bellow that made his body shake and forced him to clutch at the breakfast bar

to keep his balance. 

Lindál shot him a glare that just made him laugh harder. When he finally got himself under control again, 

he took a deep  breath and sighed, blinking, then lifted a finger to the corner  of his eye and pulled  it  away. It

was damp and he stared at it, mesmerized. “Tears,” he said, his voice husky, astonished. 

Beth moved to his side. “Zack?” she said softly. 

He looked at her. “A human thing, tears. It’s been over two hundred years.” He swallowed. “I guess I’m

changing too.” He looked at Lindál. “What about you, elf?” 

Lindál shook his head. “Nothing that I’ve noticed, so far.” 

“Bullshit,” Zack responded. “Just nothing that you’ll admit to.” 

Lindál hefted the kitchen knife, spinning it in one hand so the blade flashed like a slivery disk. “Perhaps,” 

he said coolly and went back to chopping. 

Zack caught Beth around the waist and lifted her so she was straddling his thighs. “How did you know we

were coming, earlier?” he asked. “Did you hear us? You were waiting, dressed, expecting us.” 

“Lindál heard you—heard something and teleported. I just…put it together.” 

“From that?” Lindál said. He shook his head. “I gave no clue. I was careful not to. I didn’t want to alarm

you.” 

“I  wasn’t  expecting a  conference, no.  But I  was  expecting  something to come  through the door  and was

ready to either fight or run, accordingly. I thought the…the vampeen had found us.” 

“You gave no sign of it,” Zack told her. “You acted like you were already a queen in fact. You had them

half convinced just by your appearance alone.” He kissed her. “You were awe-inspiring.” 

“Amrod called you ‘my lady’ and he doesn’t bestow titles upon anyone unless they’ve proved themselves

beyond question,” Lindál said, from behind her. “You impressed him. That isn’t easy, with Amrod.” 

“I wasn’t trying to impress anyone,” Beth said helplessly. “I was terrified, didn’t you know that?” 

“Yes,” they both said at once. Zack was smiling. 

A small  electronic beep  made  him  reach into  his  shirt  pocket  and  bring out  an  ordinary cell  phone.  He

flipped it open and smiled. “It’s a text message from Alexander. Diego found the bodies. He said he owes you

a whiskey, Beth. They are the ugliest creatures to walk the planet and he’s never seen them before in his life.” 

He put the phone away. “That confirms it. If Diego Savage has never seen them before, then they’re something

new.” 

“The vampeen,” Beth said and shivered. 

Zack took her face in his hands and kissed her again, this time more thoroughly. By the time he was done, 

her  body  was  on  fire,  her  breasts  tipped  with  marbled  nubs  that  chafed  against  the  lace  and  the  jeans  felt

restrictive and confining. She wished with all her might that she wore the simple chiffon gown right now, with

its ease of access and inviting transparency. 

She gazed into Zack’s black eyes breathlessly, as he wound his hands through her hair. “Don’t stop,” she

pleaded. 

“Don’t  look at me like  that,  or I  won’t be  able to,” he growled  and  leaned forward to bite  gently at the

slope of her breast through the lace of her shirt. 

She licked her lips. “Is there a reason you must?” she asked, as her heart slammed into her chest. 

“No, there isn’t,” Lindál said softly. 

Zack’s arms tightened around her and he lifted and carried her into his bedroom and laid her gently upon

the bed. For a  moment  he  stood  back  and  just  looked  at  her.  “So  many  times  I’ve  wished  I  might  have you

here, lying upon my bed. They talk about fate being cruel.” 

“You don’t know what fate is going to ask of you yet,” she warned him. 

He grimaced. “I’ve lived through two hundred empty years, Beth. I’ve watched my descendants thrive and

forget about me and mine and what  we did to make it possible for them to live the lives  they have now. I’ve

paid my dues.” 

She  sought to lighten  his  mood. “You’re  also  a  liar,  Zack. You  told  me  you  wanted  to  bend me over a

table in McGinty’s.” 

His eyes glinted with a dangerous gleam. “I wanted you all ways. Any way I could get you.” 

“And now you have me, what will you do with me?” She arched, bringing her arms over her head, teasing

him. “You’re taking the long route, vampire. I think you’re losing your touch.” 

“You do, hmm?” His hand slipped beneath her ass and the fingers curled over the band of the jeans and

yanked hard. With a tired rip, the jeans split asunder, right through to the crotch. 

She  gasped, shocked  at  the  power  he’d  displayed.  He grinned,  gripped  the  front  of  her  jeans  with  both

hands and tore them apart with little effort and pulled the tattered denim from each of her legs and tossed it to

the floor. He  snatched the lace panties from  her body with barely a flick of the wrist, leaving her naked from

the waist down apart from the boots. 

“Take off the rest of your clothes,” he rumbled. 

Beth went to sit up, so that she could reach the lacing on her bustier but Zack was quicker. He pressed on

her shoulders, keeping her on the bed. “I didn’t say you could sit up,” he said, his body holding her down. “I

like you right here like this, where I can reach you.” And his hand snaked down between her legs, cupped her

mons and squeezed. She was moist and ready for him and moaned at his touch. 

He climbed off her and unzipped his jeans. “Now take off your clothes,” he said, pulling out his cock and

stroking  it.  “While  I  watch  and  think about  all those  other times I watched you  and  wanted  to  tear off  your

clothes and ram my cock inside you like I’m about to.” 

Her  pussy  rippled  in  response.  She  reached  for  the  hooks  on  the  front  of  the  bustier  and  struggled  to

release them one by one. “You never let me know, Zack. Not one hint. Nothing.” 

“And it would have stayed that way forever, if not for this bonding, my sweet Seaveth,” he rumbled. “Ah, 

your breasts are the sweetest globes…a man could dine upon them and nothing else. Play with the nipples.” 

She  pushed  aside  the  leather  of  the  bustier  and  slid  her  fingers  over  her  own  nipples,  catching  them

between  and drawing them out.  The sweet-sour spike of pleasure  shot  through her, making her gasp  and her

clitoris throb sharply. Her hips jerked in response. 

Her breathing was becoming unsteady. 

“Now the buttons,” Zack ordered and his own breathing was less than steady. 

She fumbled with the buttons, her fingers clumsy with growing excitement, her blood sizzling along their

ends. Finally, the lace shirt was open and she shrugged out of it and lay naked. She held her arms out to Zack. 

“Please,” she whispered. 

He stood for a moment more, studying her, his black eyes stormy with memories, she thought, of the times

he thought he could not have her. But she watched, instead, his hand stroking his cock and thought she might

spontaneously combust if he didn’t fuck her very soon. She was starting to jitter apart with the emptiness and

her pussy ached with it. 

Zack slipped his shirt off, leaving his jeans at half-mast, his cock emerging from the lowered zipper as he

walked toward her and Beth shivered in anticipation. Her cunt squeezed hard, as she imagined him sliding his

cock  into  it and  how  hot  and  big  it  would  be.  The  cream  gathered  at  her  entrance  in  response.  “Now,”  she

begged. 

“No.”  He  reached  beneath  the  bed  and  brought  out  something  she  could  not  see.  “Lindál  left  a  small

surprise for you.” 

“Me?” She tried to sit up. 

“Lie down,” he commanded and pushed on her shoulder again. “Or shall I tie you down?” 

She shivered at the idea and licked her lips and Zack grinned. “I see,” he said. “We’ll keep that for another

day, then. For now, just lie down and put your heels on the bed.” 

She  obeyed and Zack  spread  her  feet wider, letting  the  boot  heels dig into  the  bedcover and anchor her

feet. He pulled a pillow down from the top of the bed, lifted her hips and slid it beneath them, raising her ass

off the mattress altogether. 

“That’s a sight that would have shut down McGinty’s altogether,” Zack said, running his hand down her

abdomen and for one swirling, mind-hazing moment over her vulva and between her ass cheeks. Beth tried to

control  her  breathing,  to  calm  the  hyperventilating  that  threatened  to  break  out,  as  Zack  settled  on  the  bed

between her legs. 

Cool  gel touched  her  pussy, then Zack’s fingers, as  he smeared  it around her anus, rimming  it,  probing. 

She  gripped  the  bedcover  in  both  fists,  wadding  it  in  great  balls,  her  whole  body  trembling,  as  excitement

bloomed deep inside her. Zack’s finger probed her ass, pushing the lubricant deep inside her, widening her. 

Her  womb  contracted  in  response  to  his  invasion  and  Beth  moaned.  “Hurry,”  she  whispered.  “Hurry, 

Zack.” 

“Hush,” he told her. But his voice was thick with his own barely contained arousal. 

Then  the  blunt,  thick  touch  of  a  dildo  pushing  against  her  ass,  seeking  entry.  She  was  ready  for  it, 

welcomed it.  But as it nudged its  way into her, she realized the size of it and was touched by a fine streak of

concern—it was so big! But it was too late. The dildo was pushing inside her anyway. 

“I can feel your feelings, remember? I know what you can handle,” Zack murmured. 

 Of course,  she remembered now. Her concerned melted away. Zack would not hurt her. And as it widened

her and filled her, she was caught up once more in the rush of feelings. Being spread open, being stuffed in a

way that was totally different from having a cock in her pussy. And she realized with a start that she was close

to coming, that her clit was spasming. “Oh, god, Zack…!” she said breathlessly. 

He must have felt it, for she could not articulate it or even indicate it. The climax was rushing toward her, 

claiming her whether she wished it or not. 

Zack cupped her ass and took her vulva into his mouth, sucking on the clit and flicking it with his tongue, 

then steadily and heavily stroking it, swiftly bringing her to the climax that threatened. 

Beth’s mind shattered. She saw stars and electrical storms and her body convulsed, as the climax gripped

her. It seemed to take forever to pass through her and when she could once again focus, she found Zack on one

elbow, next to her, a hand on her hip, smiling down at her. 

“I suppose you deserve the self-satisfied smile,” she said, her voice husky. “Did you enjoy that?” 

“You have no idea,” he told her gravely. He patted her hip. “Still comfortable?” 

“Very.” The dildo was still in her ass and she was in no hurry to have it removed. “Please say you get to

fuck me now.” 

“Oh, yes. I get to fuck you now. With a bonus.” His eyes seemed to turn obsidian black and veiled. 

“What is it, Zack?” she whispered. 

“You’ll like this,” he assured her, moving to the end of the bed again. 

“It’s something else,” she insisted. “Something you’re not saying.” 

“Later, Beth.  Later.”  He lifted the bottle of lubricant again. “First, I want to play.”  He tapped  her knees. 

“Let your knees drop open. Relax.” 

She  followed his instructions and Zack poured a few drops of  the  lubricant directly onto her  clitoris and

the hood and labia surrounding it. 

“There’s a reason I tilted your pelvis down like that,” he told her and gripped her hips, as he settled on his

knees beneath her ass. His gaze bore into her eyes as his massive cock pushed at her pussy. “Ready?” 

She swallowed. What would it feel like to have him inside her when she was already filled by the dildo? 

“Yes,” she said uncertainly. 

He slid slowly into her, well oiled by her copious juices. Although a small part of her wanted him to batter

his way into her and he had already spoken of ramming his cock into her a number of times, she was glad he

took his time, easing each inch inside. 

Even so, each fraction of an inch was pure sensual torture. Beth could feel herself being impaled, opened

up in a way that was novel and familiar at the same time. She began to pant long before Zack came to rest with

his full length inside her, her breasts rising and falling, the tips on fire. When he was fully lodged within, the

downward  tilt  of  her  pelvis  brought  her  clit  in  full  contact  with  his  pelvic  bone  and  she  gasped,  her  eyes

widening. 

Zack  smiled,  a  slow,  wicked  smile,  his  grip  on  her  hips  firming.  “You  see?”  he  purred.  He  shifted  his

weight, getting  comfortable and instead of  pulling  out  of her and back  into her, he ground his hips  into her, 

barely breaking contact with her pelvis. 

Her lubricated vulva throbbed, stimulated beyond belief by the kiss of his pelvis. Protected by the swollen

hood of flesh, her clit was a hard,  erect organ stroked by each thrust he made. The tissues separated naturally

by his movements until his flesh was pressing up against her clit itself and Beth’s pleasure mounted tenfold. 

“Zack, oh my!” she cried, clutching at him. 

His  grinding  became  a  more  direct  thrusting  but  still  his  pelvis  kissed  her  clit  each  time,  stroking  the

inflamed bud and bringing on her climax. 

This  time  when  she  came  she  screamed,  the  sound  tearing  at  her  throat  as  she  arched  in  a  tight  bow. 

Waves of the climax washed over her again and again, as Zack pounded into her, until his own orgasm shook

him and he pumped his cum into her and fell onto one arm over her, breathing heavily. 

Beth’s  head  rolled  to one side  and  she  saw  Lindál  standing  at the  open  door  to  the  bedroom,  watching

silently. He moved away when she saw him but it barely bothered her that he had been there at all. In fact, she

had liked it that he had seen her being fucked by Zack. 

“What is it?” Zack asked, still breathless. 

“Lindál was watching,” she said. 

He smiled  and kissed her lightly  on the  lips. “I  know.”  He slid his cock from her and settled on his side

next to her, his legs tangled in her. “For an elf, he’s got depths you’d not expect.” 

“So do you,” she told him. “What was it you wouldn’t speak of, earlier?” 

“Trust you to remember and come back to it.” 

She  smiled.  “It’s my  job. Well,  I  think  it’s  going  to  be  my job.  To  remember this sort  of  stuff.  Details. 

Minutia. Adminstrivia.” 

“No. Your job is going to be to lead and you’re good at it. You’re a natural.” 

Beth stared at him. “You’re kidding. How could you possibly know that?” 

Zack chuckled. “You forget. This morning I watched you back down and control a room full of egotistical

vampires with about thirty centuries of combined living under their belts.” 

“But that was… That was just…” 

“Just natural.” He kissed her cheek. 

“And you’re changing subjects.” 

He sighed and sat up. “Yes.” 

Beth  sat  up, more slowly  and carefully, for the dildo was still  lodged  inside her ass.  “Tell me,” she  said

softly. 

“In the two hundred and thirty-four years I have been a vampire, Beth, I have  never once taken a human

lover. Other vampires—Diego, for instance—do not scruple to do so in a heartbeat. But I have refused. Until

now. Until you.” 

Beth  considered  this  carefully.  “You  refrained  because  of  the  basic  dishonesty,  didn’t  you?  Because

ultimately,  you  had  to  lie  to  her,  one  way  or  another.  One-night  stand,  or  long-term  relationship,  it  didn’t

matter. Either way, it was a lie, or a painful disaster.” 

Zack just stared at her. Then slowly, he smiled and shook his head. “You see…you’re a natural,” he said

at last. “You understand people. You know what drives them.” 

“Maybe,” she agreed. “But that just  means I know  that wasn’t  all  you  were  thinking about earlier, Zack. 

There was something else.” 

“True,” he agreed easily. He slid off the bed. “I’ve been reading—” 

“When do you not read?” she quipped. 

He gave a small smile. “When I’m not fantasizing about fucking your brains out, my sweet Seaveth.” He

grabbed a robe from behind the door and threw it on and came back to the side of the bed and crouched down

so  that  his  eyes  were  level  with  hers.  “Remember  the  accident  in McGinty’s,  Beth?  When  you dropped  the

tray?” 

“Of course.” She grabbed her temple. “Oh,  of course!  You  were cut. That’s why you hid your hand. You

healed in a moment. You didn’t want me to see it.” 

“Yes. But think about it, Beth. About the way the glasses fell. About how many  weren’t smashed.” 

She recalled the fall of the tray again, about how many she had managed to catch and how many Zack too, 

had uprighted and put on the table. Between them, they had caught many of the glasses. There had only been

one or two—

She gasped. 

Zack nodded. “You see it now,” he said. “It was just like this morning, Beth. It had already begun by then. 

Your speed and reaction  times  were off  the  chart. I  saw  it  then but didn’t realize  the  significance of it. You, 

Lindál and I  have been moving toward  this bonding  for  several days already.  It’s just  stepping  up the stakes

now.” 

“And your reading tells you…” 

“I’ve been reading about vampire  bondings but I  don’t have  enough material  here  in the apartment, so I

will have to go and consult the archives at the keep.” 

“The keep?” 

“I guess you’d call it vampire headquarters. Administrative central for the Earthwing clan, which controls

New York and most of the eastern seaboard.” 

“You’re  kidding,”  Beth  murmured.  “Well,  of  course  you’re  not  kidding…  I’m  just…  My  head  is

spinning.” 

Zack grinned. “That’s one of a number of reasons the first meeting was held here and we didn’t drag you

down to the keep.” 

“Down?” Beth squeaked. “It’s in a cellar or something?” 

“Downtown,” Zack said blandly,  standing  up. He studied her. “What  I have  been  able  to find  out  about

bondings you may not consider good news.” 

She shivered and wrapped her arms about her. “Why?” 

“You already know it’s changing you.  The final  stage,  if  the  little I’ve learned so far is right, will make

you something other than human, Beth.” 

“I’ll be a vampire?” 

“Not with Lindál in the trinity,” Zack said. “And not as part of a bonding ritual.” He frowned. “I just don’t

know. And I don’t think anyone else does, either.” 



Chapter Five

She wasn’t aware of falling asleep but a warm hand on her shoulder woke her. Beth didn’t feel startled at

all. The hand was gentle, comforting. 

“You must be getting hungry,” Lindál whispered. 

“I am,” she agreed. “Why is it dim in here?” 

“It’s raining outside,” he murmured. “Keep still. I’m going to remove the dildo.” 

She felt his hands on her ass, tenderly ministering to her and felt no embarrassment. “Where’s Zack?” 

“He went to the keep to do some research. It’s about two p.m. You’ve been asleep a couple of hours but

you haven’t eaten enough today, not for the calories you’ve burned.” 

“Food sounds good.” 

He unzipped the boots she still wore and dropped them to  the floor, then picked up her hand and pulled

her  gently from  the  bed.  “Come  with  me,”  he  said and led her into  the en  suite.  This  was not a windowless

enclosure squeezed into the floor plan but a room of its own, with floor to ceiling windows all along one side, 

overlooking Manhattan. There was a huge shower stall that took up one part of the windows and was glassed

in on the other two sides, with the fourth side against the tiled wall and containing the water controls. 

“I know Zack likes the sun but this is…overwhelming.” 

“It’s perfect,” Lindál said. “He’s more elf than he realizes.” 

“He’d kill you if he heard you say that.” 

Lindál grinned. “I know.” He quickly stripped his clothing and placed the knife on the sink. Beth hid her

sigh as his naked form  was revealed.  He was  as fine  as  any athletic  human  male.  The broad shoulders  were

strong, rounded with muscle—not bulging the way Zack’s were but lean and with the subtle glow that marked

him indelibly as elvish. He turned on the shower jets and adjusted the temperature and rested his hand against

the window where rivulets of rain matched the shower runoff. “Water within and without.” 

He picked up her hand again and drew her into the water, where he washed her from tip to toe. 

“You make me feel like a  two-year-old,” she  whispered, as Lindál worked  soap through  her  fingers and

rinsed them. 

“You have never taken care of a loved one this way?” he asked, surprised. 

“Children, yes.” 

“Ah, well, in our land, this is a common way of expressing love.” 

“Love?” She was startled. She looked up at Lindál, to find his blue eyes gazing steadily at her. 

“Don’t shy from it, Seaveth,” he said softly. “I can feel your panic.” 

“You’ve known me less than—” 

“I’ve known your soul forever. It has taken decades to find you. You’ve always had my love, Beth.” 

“Even though I am human?” 

“It matters naught.” 

“The bonding took care of that,” she said bitterly. 

“The bonding had nothing to do with it,” Lindál said softly. “It was an excuse. It gives me a way out with

my race—an escape I would not have had otherwise.” 

She stared at him. This was an echo of Zack’s words. He would not have touched her had it not been for

the bonding. “And you’ll pay the price the bonding demands of you, just to be with me?” she asked Lindál. 

He smiled. “I’m beginning to think the price the bonding will demand will be a bonus.” 



After the shower, he wrapped her in a terry robe that was far too big for her, that smelled new and fresh. 

“This isn’t Zack’s,” she said as he worked over the kitchen stove, wearing only trousers. 

“It’s  mine,” Lindál said. “Bought with my fake, very sincere-looking credit card.” He shrugged.  “I don’t

think I’ll leaving Earth again very soon. I have to assimilate.” 

She bit her lip. “Do you mind?” 

“When you’re wearing the robe I  bought  with  it? No.” He  placed  the plate of food  in front  of her. “It’s

elvish, using human ingredients. Try it. Or shall I feed you too?” 

“I’ll  do  it  myself.  Where,  exactly,  is  your…world?  Land?”  She  took  a  bite  of  the  concoction,  which

seemed  to  be  an  unexpected  mix  of  vegetables  and  spices.  It  was  delicious  and  indescribable.  Her  stomach

growled hungrily and she began to eat quickly. 

He frowned.  “I lack the  terminology to explain  it  in your language. The closest I  can get  is to say that it

runs parallel to Earth’s reality.” 

“An alternative world?” 

“Not exactly. I told you there is no appropriate terminology for it.” 

“How do you get there?” 

“Teleportation—sort of. Elves can come and go freely. Others must be transported by elves, so the door to

the  elvish  world  does  not  need  to  be  guarded.  For  millennia  elves  themselves  have  not  been  interested  in

leaving their world unless absolutely necessary.” 

“Until you.” 

He grimaced. “Even I cannot explain why the urge to visit Earth so frequently came upon me. I wandered

the globe on and off for a dozen years before I happened upon you in the Columbia library and then it was like

being hit  in  the  chest  by a hammer. And  I  remember  whispering  to  myself,  ‘Yes,  I  see.  Now I understand.’

And it all fell together. And at the same instant, I realized that you were human and I couldn’t have you after

all.” 

He smoothed his thumb over the tabletop, a ridge between his brows. “I have a sister, Séreméla, to whom I

dared to confide where I spent my days when no one could find me. And she tried hard to convince me to give

up my wanderlust and take up my duties as the—what did you call it?” 

“Crown prince,” Beth supplied. 

“Yes, crown prince. Sera begged me to return and behave like a proper crown prince before others noticed

my absent-mindedness and took exception to it.  But even  to her I could not confess my sin of falling in love

with a human. I knew she would not understand. So I went for weeks, trying to deal with the impact you had

on me, which did not diminish as time passed but only grew. In the last few days it became like a fever, which

not even running water could temper.” 

He got to his feet suddenly, as if the confession was making him deeply uncomfortable and moved to the

bank of windows and rested his head against the glass. Streaming water from the rain ran down the other side

of it. She wondered if he was aware of the fact that he had sought running water again. 

“And now you have me,” Beth said softly, “So what is still driving you, Lindál?” 

He turned and leaned against the glass, watching her. “What damage have I done to the elves? What have

I exposed them to?” 

 Ahhhh  ….  Beth pushed her plate aside and stood up. “So what you’re really dealing with is a nice healthy

dose of guilt. You went after what you wanted and now you’re worrying about the consequences.” She reached

up  and wound her arms around his neck.  “You bad elf, you. Don’t any of your race feel guilty about things, 

Lindál?” 

He blinked and considered. “No,” he said  shortly. “It must be a human trait.” His mouth  turned down at

the corners. “It’s not a pleasant feeling,” he said. 

“Not,  it’s  not.  But consider  this, Lindál.  The  bonding  wasn’t  something  we chose. It  was  forced on us, 

because the Grimoré  are  coming, whether  we  like  it  or not.  So the  elves  are  going  to  face  a  war against  the

Grimoré whether  they like it or not. You may have exposed them to change but you may well have saved their

collective bacon into the bargain— if we all do what we’re supposed to do according to the prophecy.” 

“You mean, save everyone’s asses?” Lindál asked, his lips searing an imprint on the nape of her neck and

making her shiver. 

“Hey, you sounded just like a human, then.” 

“I’m working on it,” he said. 

She thrust her hand into his hair and pulled his head back so she could see his blue eyes. “Don’t work  too

hard at it, okay? I like that you’re elvish.” 

His eyes  narrowed. “You’ve seen very  little of what it  is to be truly elvish. They can  be quite…obscure. 

Most elves consider  me to be weird.” 

“Well then, I like  you, okay? Don’t change too much, Lindál.” 

“I don’t think we’ll have any choice about that,” he said gravely, picking up her hand again. “Come.” He

led her into a room that she had not seen until now. It shared, like the others, a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows

but was  virtually  unfurnished.  There  was a  bench and weights in one corner  that gave  her a  single  clue. “A

training room,” she said. The floor of the room was slightly soft and yielding underfoot but not enormously so. 

Lindál stepped in front of her. “I wanted to try something. It’s training…of a sort.” 

“I see,” she said suspiciously. 

He smiled, his  eyes glinting  with  a wicked  gleam.  “You’ll enjoy it,”  he  promised  and  brought out  from

behind his back a black scarf. “I’m going to blindfold you.” 

Her heart pattered a little. “Is this training, or seduction?” 

“You’ll see,” he said, as he moved closer and wrapped the scarf around her head, blocking her vision and

tying it. She shivered, as her other senses seemed to leap to the forefront. 

“Now  you’re  listening hard, aren’t you?”  Lindál whispered  and kissed  her  neck,  making  her  gasp,  for  it

came unexpectedly. Her heart began to thunder. 

“Yes,” she said truthfully. 

“I want you to try to listen with your mind too,” he told her. 

“How?” 

“Where am I right now?” 

“From your voice, I think you’re standing almost directly in front of me. Just to the right a bit, perhaps.” 

“In your mind, you can feel me as warmth. There’s an expression your military use…” 

“A hot spot?” 

“Yes. See  me as a hot spot  in your mind. If you can find that hot spot, you  can start  to read the  feelings

emanating from it.” 

“You’re moving. I can hear you.” 

She felt tugging at her waist. The robe loosened around her, then dropped away. “Hey!” she said, reaching

for it. 

“You’re not motivated enough to find me in your mind,” Lindál said. “So I’m changing that.” 

Cool metal circled her wrist and she heard a quiet click before she realized that she had been cuffed. She

reached for the cuff and realized her mistake when the second cuff slid over her other wrist and snapped into

place. “Shit,” she whispered. 

She  heard  Lindál  chuckle.  “I  took  advantage  of  your  trust,”  he  admitted.  “You  would  never  have  let

anyone else get that close that easily.” 

Her arms were spread out and up and she tugged. The cuffs had been secured, somehow. 

Lindál’s hands were at her ankles, now, spreading them. “No, you don’t,” she said, trying to kick them out

of his grip. 

Silence. Stillness. She could hear her heart thundering in her chest and echoing in her temple. 

”  Where am I?”  It was barely a whisper, floating on the air. “What part of you might I caress next? ” 

She  gave a  shuddering  little gasp, as  she  realized just how aroused  she was  already.  Her cunt was  thick

with  cream  and  aching  to  be  filled.  With  her  eyes  blinded  this  way,  she  had  no  visual  clues  where Lindál

would touch her next. Each caress would be a surprise. Anticipation was total, involving her entire  body,  for

every inch and every part of her was a candidate. 

She realized she was holding her breath and forced herself to breathe again, in gasping, unsteady lungfuls. 

“Zack  was  right.  You   do  like  this.”  Lindál’s  voice  was  close.  By  her  shoulder.  His  lips  grazed  her

collarbone and she jumped. 

“Is there anything you two  won’t share?” she muttered. 

“When it comes to your  pleasure? No.” His voice  was  behind her  now. Hands  on her  ankles again. This

time she let him. He spread her legs and her ankles were cuffed with  soft  cuffs that held her legs apart. Now

she was completely exposed, blind and at his mercy. She longed for his touch. 

“Where am I now? ” 

She  tried  to  find  him  with her mind  but her arousal  was overwhelming.  All  she  could focus on  was the

need  to  have  his  hands  on  her  and  where  he  might  touch  her  next.  Her  clit  was  throbbing  with  need. 

“Please…” she whispered. 

“You want me to touch you,” Lindál said. 

She frowned, trying to focus on his voice and realized then why he had chosen this room among the others

in the apartment. Voices echoed in this room, once you were far enough away. He had stepped away from her. 

Now she could not tell where he was, exactly. 

“Yes, I want you to touch me,” she said, swallowing. 

“And  I want  to  touch you,” he  replied. “I want  to touch  you  with  a power  undiminished  from the  day  I

first met you. Stronger, even.” He was moving as he spoke. Circling her? Circling in? “Can you feel it, Beth?” 

Warmth…warmth  from  behind  her.  She  focused  on  it  as  Lindál  had  suggested  and  it  slipped  over  her, 

enveloping  her  in  an  alien,  powerful  wave  of  wanting,  directed  at  her.  She  gasped,  feeling  her  own  arousal

reflected and regenerated, spiraling out of control. 

Lindál’s body pressed up against hers from behind. “Yes, now you see me,” he said. His cock was a silk-

encased steel rod against her back. He was naked. 

“You want me,” she cried, her head falling back against his shoulder. 

The blindfold  was  whipped  away. His  blue  eyes gazed into hers.  “Yes, I want you.” His  hands captured

her breasts, squeezing and stroking them. For minutes on end he teased them, working on the breasts alone, or

concentrating on the nipples and areolas. It seemed he would not tire of exploring them. His ministrations had

Beth writhing and moaning, virtually hanging from the chains and cuffs for her legs were trembling so much. 

The  moisture  gushing from  her  pussy  coated  her  thighs,  liberally preparing  the way,  while  her  clit  and  labia

throbbed painfully, linked almost directly to Lindál’s attention to her breasts. 

“Fuck me, Lindál,” she gasped. “Please, please, fuck me.” 

“Words I would have given the world to have heard that day in the library, when you were pressed against

me  like  this.”  His  hand  dropped  to  her  hip  and  pushed  her  hips  against  him,  while  the  other  pressed  her

shoulders to his chest, in a rough imitation of the way he had protected her that day. 

“It’s a pity you can’t read minds, then. Because that’s almost exactly what I was thinking,” she said. She

turned her head to  look at him. “Now, Lindál. Take  me now. I  can feel you’re right  on the edge. I want you

inside me when you come.” 

His eyes seemed to grow darker. He nodded. “Very well then.” He reached over to the wall and unhooked

the chains and suddenly, her arms dropped to her side, the cuffs, with their attached chains, no longer elevated. 

Lindál lowered her to the floor. “On your hands and knees,” he said. 

Trembling, Beth  positioned  herself  on the floor. Her legs were already spread  thanks  to the cuffs  on her

ankles. She rested on her hands and looked back over her hips at Lindál. His tempestuous gaze was on her ass

and his hands rested on her nether cheeks. “Gorgeous,” he said. He ran his fingers between her cheeks, making

her arch, down into the thick juices coating the entrance of her pussy, to her labia, which he separated with his

fingers  to  expose her  swollen,  yearning clit. With  two  fingers  on either side,  he  tugged gently  on it  and  she

gave an inarticulate cry, her hips bucking in response. 

He  gathered  the  excess  cream  from  her  pussy  and  worked  it  around  her  anus,  rimming  the  hole,  then

pushing it inside with his finger. The sensation sent silvery sparks of excitement through her and Beth clutched

at links of the chains under her hands. There was more than enough natural lubricant. 

“Feel me,” Lindál whispered, as he took hold of her hips. 

She  sought  for  his  presence  and  felt  it  slip  over  her  again…the  overwhelming  surge  of  excitement  and

pleasure  this  moment  represented,  the  building  climax…  She  gasped  at  the  impact,  feeling  her  own  body

respond to the added stimulus. 

Lindál groaned. “I can feel your pleasure leap, every time you do that. It feeds into my own.” 

They were feeding off each other, she realized dimly. 

His cock pushed into her ass with slow mastery. The sensation was already a familiar one and luscious in

its own way. She threw her head back, reveling in the feeling of being possessed as Lindál’s cock came to rest

inside her. Her clitoris bloomed and began to pulse. 

“So tight, so hot,” he murmured. 

“Fuck me, Lindál. Let me feel it.” 

He began to thrust in slow, even strokes and she reached for his presence, to sample his feelings, knowing

he was doing the same with her. 

At  the same  time, she felt  his fingers  on her clit, knowingly stroking the throbbing bud  in  time with his

thrusting. 

The rush  of feelings was overwhelming.  Beth  knew  she was not going to  hold on very  long at all.  With

both of them feeding off each other, it was spiraling out of control. “Lindál!” she cried, scared. 

“Let go. I have you.” 

She  fell  into the  chasm  of  her  climax and  for a  moment  the world seemed  to  darken  around her,  as  the

explosive waves of the orgasm made her entire body lock up. 



An arm  under her cheek. A  hand  brushing  her  hair from  her  temple. Daylight  still.  She  blinked.  “What

happened?” 

“You passed out.” Lindál drew the robe over her shoulder. 

“I  fainted?” She tried to sit up but his hand on her shoulder kept her still. She realized they were lying on

the floor of the training room. He had removed the cuffs from her wrists and ankles. 

“Not  unexpected,”  he  said  softly. “Human  minds  aren’t  designed  for  empathetic  sharing.  You did  very

well, Beth. You’ll get used to it.” 

“You mean, I won’t faint every time I do this, in future?” 

“No. Besides, once the full bonding has finished…” He sighed. “Well, who knows?” 

“So why try this now? Why not wait until after?” 

He turned her and tucked her more comfortably in his arms, so that she was on her back and could see his

face. “Because we don’t know what comes after and I wanted you to feel me as I am now. This might be the

last time you get that chance.” 

She considered this. “And I thought Zack was the philosopher.” 

Lindál smiled a little. “Zack will be the philosopher outside the bedroom and the animal in the bed, while

I will be the…thinker, in the bedroom.” He frowned. “And you will be the thinker for everyone.” 

“The thinker for the three of us. The ‘trinity’, Zack called it.” 

“No, for everyone. You’re Seaveth.” 

She sat up and this time, Lindál let her. “What if I don’t want to be?” 

“Fate has a way of ignoring what you want,” Lindál said calmly. “Look at us now.” 

“Someone who thinks for everyone is a leader, Lindál. Not just a figurehead. A  leader.” She looked over

her shoulder at him. 

His eyes narrowed. “What did you think ‘warrior queen’ meant?” 

“The  one  queen  I  am  familiar  with  on  Earth  is  a  figurehead.  She  pats  children’s  cheeks  and  cuts

ceremonial ribbons. She has a  prime  minister  who  leads  a  government  who  do the  real work  of running the

country.” 

“Ahh…” He turned her to face him again. “You are not that sort of queen.” 

“I’m  not  a  leader,  Lindál.  I’m  a  dirt-poor  student  with  no  family  and  bills  and  debts  and  a  tiny  little

ambition to get to  business  school  and  maybe have a  career  one  day.  Three  days ago,  I didn’t believe  in  the

tooth  fairy,  let  alone  believe  that  elves  and  vampires  existed  and  now  I’m  supposed  to  lead  them  in  a  war

against mythical Grimoré who are going to wipe out the human race too, if I don’t get it right?” 

“That’s exactly what you’re going to do,” Zack said from the door. “But you’ll have help.” 

He shrugged out of a sodden full-length coat and dropped it to the floor and strode toward them, looking

dark and dangerous in a black shirt and jeans. He pushed his damp hair back and sat on the floor next to them, 

staring  at them both. “I’ve found some  answers in some very old texts. In children’s lore, actually. But if the

Grimoré have been treated as mythical until now and Seaveth was a fairy story and they’re both true, then even

children’s lore is fair game.” 

“Wait. In  vampire children’s lore?” Beth asked. “I thought vampires couldn’t procreate?” 

Zack  grimaced.  “It’s  one  of  the  darker  chapters  of  vampire  history  but  any  human  can  be  made  into  a

vampire,  Beth.  Even children. The act was outlawed  two  centuries  ago but before then, something had to  be

done  with  those  children,  before  their  long-life  experience  gave  them  a  kind  of  adult  wisdom  despite  the

childlike  bodies  they  possessed.  They  were  raised  much  as  human  children  were  raised.  Toys,  education, 

stories. That’s where I found the tale of Seaveth, the warrior queen,  commander of the trinities who defeated

the Grimoré.” 

“Trinities,” Beth whispered. 

“How old is the story?” Lindál asked sharply. 

“Seven centuries at least. And there’s no clue who wrote it. I tried hard to find one.” Zack crossed his legs

and  rested  his  elbows  on  each  knee.  “I’d  be  interested  to  know  if  there’s  an  equivalent  story  in  elvish

children’s literature.” 

“Elvish children’s tales are all verbal,” Lindál said. “Handed down through families. They’re all different, 

according to lineage. You’d have to go back to a source—one of the elders.” He shook his head. “We may not

have time, anyway. What’s the tale?” 

“Full  of blood and glory.  It’s  irrelevant, except for some interesting details. Seaveth was  head hunter of

her own trinity.” He held out three fingers to point at the three of them. “She was also commander of two other

trinities, which makes a total of three trinities.” 

“Seems to be a significant number,” Lindál murmured. 

“It is,” Beth said. “Somehow. I’m assuming, Zack, that each trinity has a hunter?” 

“I presume. It was a kid’s tale. It didn’t go into great detail. And it was in an old Armenian dialect too.” 

Beth frowned. There was something…

“What is it?” Lindál asked her softly. 

“It’s going to sound stupid,” she said. “But I remember something from school. These trinities are threes. 

Triangles. When I was in school, before my parents died, they made us build a rectangle out of strips of paper, 

with pins in the corners. You could hold the rectangle at any corner and pull it out of shape. It had no rigidity. 

No strength. But if you took one side out of the rectangle and turned it into a triangle, the thing didn’t move. It

had strength, stamina…” 

“Makes sense,” Zack said gruffly. “You see that in buildings all over New York.” 

She  nodded.  “It  was supposed to be  a lesson in engineering, to demonstrate  why they  use cross  bars  for

everything  in  buildings.  But  I  keep  thinking  that’s  why  we  need  trinities.  For  some  reason,  the  trinities  are

more powerful, they’re a weapon against the Grimoré. And not just one of them. We must have three. We can

and must build all the armies we can raise but the trinities will lead them and without the trinities, we will fail.” 

Zack glanced at Lindál and they both smiled. 

“What?” Beth demanded. 

“If you  could  only see yourself,”  Zack  said.  “You  say  you’re not a leader  but everything you do  and say

denies it. Did you just hear what you said, Beth?  Really hear it?” 

She stared at them, recalling what she had just said and trying to hear it the way they might have. “It was a

stupid theory about trinities and you were the first one to talk about trinities, so—” 

“You  were  talking  about  ‘we’,  Beth,”  Lindál  said.  “You’ve  stopped  thinking  about  yourself  as  a  Beth

Siegel. You’ve already become Seaveth in your mind.” 

She jumped to her feet. “That’s fucking ridiculous—” 

Suddenly, they were both there beside her, crowding her, protecting her, soothing her.  She wasn’t aware

that she was crying until  she felt Zack wipe  her tears  away. They cushioned  her  between them,  gentling  her, 

until she had no more tears left. 

“I’ve made your shirt all wet,” she told Zack. “Some queen, huh?” 

“You’ll always be Beth to me,” he rumbled. “Especially when you’re naked in my arms and your hair is

tumbling down your back like a molten river and the elf man is trying his hardest not to ram his cock into you

until you’re at least half-way recovered.” 

Lindál cleared his throat. “Is this where I say ‘fuck you, vampire’?” 

“Would you?” Beth asked, her heart doing a little funny flutter. 

Zack’s jaw sagged, before he caught it back up and growled, a non-human sound. 

“Don’t, Zack. This enmity between you is ridiculous,” Beth said. 

“It’s not I who thinks in terms of enemies here,” Zack growled. 

“That’s where you’re wrong, vampire.” Lindál’s voice was low. 

Beth bit her lip. She had no idea how to keep two such powerful men from tearing each other apart, if they

chose  to do  so. Words would  not stop them, once they took action. And they were quivering on the brink of

action. 

For a long moment they stayed frozen in that moment of tension. 

Then Lindál spoke. “Beth, undo his jeans.” 

Zack’s  eyes  narrowed but  the  gleam in his  eyes said he found the  idea  of  her  following Lindál’s orders

intriguing. And she realized then that Lindál’s idea of being the thinker in the bedroom was more accurate than

any of them had realized. 

She  moved  closer  to  Zack  and  unbuckled  his  belt.  She  slid  it  from  his  jeans,  unfastened  the  jeans  and

pushed them undone. As she worked, Lindál moved behind Zack. Beth’s breathing quickened as she worked, 

because she didn’t know what Lindál planned. The unknown excited her. 

As it did Zack. His cock was already erect, pushing above the opening of his jeans, against his abdomen. 

“Take his shirt off,” Lindál murmured. 

Beth  vented  her arousal with a sigh. She  unbuttoned Zack’s shirt, feeling his heat through her fingers as

she worked. His breath was quickening but he stayed silent as she pulled the shirt from his jeans and slipped it

from  his  shoulders  and  dropped  it  to  the  ground.  She  badly  wanted  to  run  her  fingers  over  his  gleaming

shoulders and chest and the flat abdominal muscles that arrowed into his unfastened jeans, which barely clung

to  his  hips.  But  Lindál  had  not  said  she  could  touch,  so  she  clenched  her  fists  and  didn’t.  Her  clit  was

throbbing and her breasts painfully erect and sensitive to the touch of the air in the room as it washed over her

nipples. 

Zack’s eyes were black with lust. He was responding to her. He would be feeling her need too. His cock

pulsed against his stomach and his chest was lifted as he breathed in heavily. 

Lindál studied her. “You like Zack in this state, hmm?” 

“Yes,” she admitted, her voice hoarse. 

“So do I,” Lindál admitted. 

Beth caught her breath, her heart leaping, her pussy clenching. 

Before  Zack  could react, Lindál reached around the  vampire’s chest with his arm, locking it across. And

he slid his other hand down into Zack’s jeans and curled it around his cock. 

“Before you react, vampire,” Lindál murmured into Zack’s ear, “look at Beth’s face, at the pure lust in her

eyes. And look to your own body. Tell me you truly do not want the pleasure I can give you, that you’ll deny

the pleasure Beth will share and I’ll let you go.” 

Zack was  trembling  as Lindál’s  hand  stroked gently up and down his  cock. Finally, he  groaned  and  his

head fell back against Lindál’s shoulder, his eyes closing. Surrender. 

Beth moaned, clutching her arms around herself. The image was burned upon her retinas. Liquid gushed

from her pussy. She could not, would not close her eyes for a moment, as she watched Lindál work his hand up

and  down  Zack’s cock,  making Zack groan  and his hips thrust. His cock turned red, the veins distended and

the head flared, became purple. 

Beth  realized  she  was  clenching  her  own  thighs  together,  as  close  to  coming  as  it  was  possible  to  get

without direct stimulation. Helpless to do otherwise, she sank to the soft floor, almost panting with excitement

as she watched the two men. 

Zack came with a choked cry, his semen spurting in a jet up his stomach and onto the floor in hot strings. 

The climax was a powerful one and he sank to his knees, panting, to recover. 

Lindál sat beside him and drew Beth to his side too. He rested a hand on Zack’s shoulder. “You did well, 

vampire,” he said softly. 

“Fuck  off.”  Zack’s  voice was  hoarse.  He shrugged  off his  jeans  impatiently  and threw  them  away,  like

they sickened him, sat on the floor and pushed his hand through his hair. He did not look at either of them. 

Lindál smiled a little. “Zack, look at me. Look at us.” 

He took a deep breath and lifted his head. The expression in his eyes was bleak. 

Lindál curled his hand around Zack’s neck. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” 

Zack growled. It was the same animal sound as earlier. 

“You did. The evidence is on the floor there. Beth, did you like what you saw?” 

She knew that she had to answer honestly. “I think it was the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I

nearly came just watching you two together.” 

Zack’s gaze moved over her face, looking for deceit. She kept her gaze steady, letting him look. 

He let out an unsteady breath. 

Lindál  was  stroking  Zack’s  neck.  “This  bonding  is  a  three-way  street,  Zack.  Don’t  tell  me  the  thought

hadn’t occurred to you before now.” He spoke quietly. “I have less cultural bias to overcome than you, so I’ve

felt the bonding effects sooner.” 

Zack closed his eyes and dropped his head down. “Son of a bitch,” he muttered. 

“I  will  take  that  as  a  ‘yes’,  then,”  Lindál  said.  He  dropped  his  hand.  “But  that  leaves  us  with  a  small

problem. The world we must live in doesn’t operate that way. The cultural bias  does exist. If we’re supposed

to protect them from the Grimoré and move among them, we must be free to maintain the bond. So it must be

something that is strictly held between us. Others can speculate but we never confirm…agreed?” 

Zack lifted his head. “Is that something you can live with, son of morning?” 

“For the privilege of sharing my life with the two of you? Yes.” 

Beth smiled and tucked her hand into Lindál’s but Zack stiffened. 

Lindál tilted his head to one side as he looked at Zack. “Too much frankness for you, vampire?” he said

softly. “Did you think we were only talking about sex?” 

Zack pushed his hand through his hair again. “You’ve been doing way too much thinking,” he said, with a

sigh. 

“Am I wrong, Zack?” Lindál said softly. 

Zack shook his head. “No. The bonding is permanent.” 

Lindál just looked at him steadily. 

Zack slowly  leaned  over  and took Lindál’s face in his  hands. “I’m not very  good at  this,”  he said softly

and kissed him. 

Beth held her breath as the kiss lengthened. After several heartbeats, Lindál groaned. They separated and

both men were breathing heavily. 

Beth’s heart was thundering. “Not very good at it, huh?” 

Lindál chuckled. “He sucks at it. He needs lots of practice.” 

Zack  glanced  at  her,  his  expression  like  molten  fire.  “I  could  get  used  to  it,”  he  agreed.  “Especially  if

you’re watching and taking notes.” 

She  shivered.  “Zack,  I  want  to  seal  the  bond.  Now.  You  were  going  to  the  keep  to  find  out  how  the

bonding was to work.” 

He nodded, a gleam in his eye. “I’m pretty sure how to seal the bond, yes.” 

“Can we do it now?” Beth asked. 

“Are you ready for this? There really is no going back after this.” 

“The bonding so far has been compulsive. We haven’t had much choice anywhere along the way,” Lindál

pointed out. 

“You could have locked yourself in a room and thrown away the key and fought it that way,” Zack said. 

“You’d have gone mad but you would have beaten it. After this, though, you will be beyond saving. The seal

will change you forever.” 

Lindál rested his hand on Beth’s shoulder. “I’ve already made my commitment.” 

Beth bit her lip. “I’m afraid,” she confessed. “I’m afraid of what I might become.” 

Zack nodded. “You have a right to be afraid. I can’t tell you what lies on the other side. No one can.” 

Lindál’s hand was  warm on her  shoulder and she grasped it. “But  I know I don’t want to go back to my

life  of  three  days  ago,  either.  I  can’t  bear  to  think  of  a  life  without  you  two  in  it.  I  don’t  know  what  lies

ahead…but if you’re a part of it, then I think I’d rather take that risk.” 

Zack closed his eyes for a brief moment, drawing a deep breath. When he opened them again, he smiled at

her. “Then you have to know, Beth Siegel, that I love you. Before we go through this, before you change and

before  you  wonder  if  it’s  because  of  the  change  or  anything  like  that.”  He  blinked  hard  and  rubbed  at  the

corner of his eye, annoyed and pulled his fingers away, examining them. “Tears,” he said hoarsely. 

She threw her arms about his neck and kissed him and his arms wrapped around her and squeezed back, 

his hands curling through her hair. His arms shifted and his hands caught at her ass, lifting her. In one flex of

muscles  and  tendons, he  rose  to  his  feet, bringing her  with  him. Instinctively, she  curled her legs around  his

waist. 

Zack carried her through to the bedroom, where he laid her on the bed, with one last kiss, before he lifted

himself away from her. Lindál climbed onto the bed and laid next to her, his hand on her waist, stroking softly

and Zack stretched out on the other side, his head on his hand. 

“You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever met. I really do think your legs go on forever,” Zack said, his voice

rumbling in a way that made Beth’s pussy ache. 

“As Diego found out the hard way,” Lindál said with a smile, his hands moving up to her breasts to tease

the  mounds  of  flesh  with  soft,  fluttering  touches  alternating  with  lingering  strokes.  She  drew  in  a  breath  in

reaction  and  tried  to  push  her  breasts  into  his  hands  to  make  firmer  contact.  The  little,  light  teasing  wasn’t

enough, not nearly enough. It was merely making her pussy trickle fluid and her clit swell inside its protective

hood. 

Lindál lowered his head over her breast as if he meant to take her nipple into his mouth and she held her

breath,  waiting  for  the  touch  of  his  teeth  and  tongue  but  it  didn’t  come.  She  fell  back  on  the  bed  with  a

frustrated  gasp  and he  glanced up  at  her  with  a wicked  smiled,  before rasping  his  tongue  over  her  distended

nipple in one searing pass. 

Sharp,  electrifying  pleasure  shot  through  her  at  the  single  touch  but  before  she  could  protest,  or  even

demand more, Zack’s fingers slid between her cunt lips and found her spasming clit and gently rubbed it. 

Beth  jerked, her back lifting off  the bed, as fiery, unexpected bolts  of keening pleasure tore through her. 

Her heart slammed against her chest as she tried to ride out the subterranean movements building deep inside

her. 

Lindál  was  at  her  back,  supporting  her,  keeping  her  upright.  His  hands  were  on  her  breasts,  hot  and

demanding. Not light touches now. He teased her nipples, pulled on them, elongating them. The tips were hot, 

red and sensitive. 

Zack was in front of her, his hand between her legs, his fingers making her hot and crazy, his black eyes

measuring  her  excitement.  His  hand  had  to  be  coated  in  her  juices,  for  she  could  feel  her  pussy  clenching

repeatedly, forcing them from her. 

“I want you both in me,” she said breathlessly. 

“We know,” Zack said. Both men withdrew their hands and she whimpered at the loss, even as Lindál’s

lips  rested  briefly,  reassuringly,  on  the  back  of  her  shoulder.  Then Lindál  was  lifting  her,  his  hands  on  her

waist, Zack’s hands on her hips to guide her, toward Zack. 

“Put your legs around me,” he told her. 

She  spread her legs. Silvery excitement touched her as the  shape of  what they intended  became clear  to

her. Zack guided her hips as Lindál lowered her down onto Zack’s waiting, erect cock. She was so wet, that he

slipped into her cunt with virtually no resistance. But once inside, she could feel him spread her. He was thick, 

hard and hot and she gasped at the invasion. He was buried so deep, she thought she could feel him nudging

her womb. 

“God, you’re like a fist around me,” Zack said. 

Lindál  pressed  up  behind  her  and  she  looked  over  her  shoulder,  fresh  excitement  spilling  through  her. 

“Oh, yes…hurry,” she begged. 

“As much as I want to hurry, I will not. Not this moment,” Lindál told her. 

Zack wrapped his arm around the small of her back and rocked backward, bringing her with him, giving

Lindál better access to her ass. She felt his cock against her anus, slick with lubricant and began to shake with

anticipation of what it would feel like to have him inside her—to have them both inside at the same time. She

had experienced them both individually and together in her pussy…

Her breath was escaping her. She closed her eyes and took a deliberate breath, as Lindál slid into her, inch

by fractional, delectable inch. When at last he was sheathed to the root, Zack lifted her back to the vertical and

they paused, with Beth sandwiched between them. 

She was shaking, overcome by the sensations of fullness and possession. Positioned as she  was, her face

was very nearly  level with both of them and she turned her head so that she could see  them both at the  same

time. “If this doesn’t change you, I don’t know what does.” 

“This…” Zack whispered. He brought his wrist up to his mouth. His upper lip pulled back a little, enough

for them  to see the sharp upper incisors descend. He bit into  his own wrist, aiming with practiced experience

for a good vein. Blood  welled immediately, driven by his excited  state. He held his wrist toward  Beth. “You

have to drink,” he said softly, his black eyes flat with a different sort of pleasure, a feral, animal joy that came

from the baser instincts of the race. “Both of you must drink.” 

Beth recoiled back against Lindál. A part of her had known that this would be the way of it but now that

she was confronted with it, she couldn’t take the step required of her. 

“I’ll drink, vampire,” Lindál said. He took Zack’s wrist and brought it to his mouth and for a second, he

hesitated. Then he looked into Zack’s eyes, placed his lips on Zack’s wrist and drank. 

Zack hissed and  after  a moment, pulled his  arm  away.  “Enough,”  he  said  quickly. “A  taste  is  all that  is

needed. I’m not trying to make you.” 

Lindál took his wrist again and curled his other arm around Beth’s shoulders. Beth shivered at the trace of

blood on Lindál’s mouth. “Do you love Zack, Beth?” 

She bit her lip. “Yes,” she said truthfully. 

“Do you love me?” 

“Yes. But I don’t know how I can love both of you as much as I do.” 

“Do you trust us both?” 

That was much easier. “Yes,” she said flatly. 

“Then drink, Beth. And trust that we will always protect you, no matter what happens.” 

She  found  it easier  to  drink, given that  promise.  She fastened her lips  over  the  small  wounds on  Zack’s

wrist and sucked. She had expected the blood to taste coppery and disgusting but it was hot and tasteless and

before she could take more than a thimbleful, Zack pulled his wrist away. His eyes were dilated, as if he were

drugged. 

“There’s  more,”  Lindál  said.  He  held  up  his  own  wrist  toward  Zack.  “I  think  you  must  drink  from  my

blood, vampire.” 

Beth clutched at Zack’s shoulders. “Yes, you must. And mine too. It’s right. It’s…symmetrical.” 

Zack licked his lips. “I can’t,” he croaked. “I… can’t.” He pushed Lindál’s arm away and  cupped Beth’s

face. “Don’t  you  understand? I  have  never  fed  from a  human. We  don’t do that  anymore.  If  I start…I don’t

know if I could stop. I could kill you both.” 

“I trust you,” she said simply. 

He groaned, closing his eyes. 

“Zachariah,” Lindál said, making him look up again. 

When Zack opened his eyes, Lindál reached around Beth took Zack’s face in his hands and kissed him. 

Beth held her breath, even as her pussy clamped with pleasure. 

Lindál let Zack go. “It will be all right,” he said firmly and held up his wrist. “Drink. I trust you.” 

Zack’s  eyes had  lost their drugged look, the dilation had  gone. He picked up Lindál’s wrist. “I’ve  never

chewed through elf skin before,” he said and bit. 

He drank and Lindál gasped. “Gods…” 

Beth could feel his cock surging in her ass. “What?” she whispered. But as Zack continued to drink, she

grew alarmed. Finally, she grabbed his hair and yanked his head away from Lindál’s wrist, pushing them apart. 

Zack’s eyes were back to dilated again. He wiped his lips. 

Lindál looked dazed too. His hands stroked her hips. “I feel…” 

“I know what you feel,” Zack growled. 

“Me too,” Beth whispered. The overwhelming state of Lindál’s arousal was enveloping all of them. 

“There’s something in your bite,” Beth said to Zack. “There must be.” 

“There is,” Zack agreed. “An  aphrodisiac  to  make humans  compliant while vampires  drained them.”  He

lifted Lindál’s punctured wrist. “Your turn.” 

She  took  a breath.  “Yes,  of course.”  This  time,  she  did  not  recoil.  She was  more  braced for it. Lindál’s

other  hand  tangled in  her  hair as she rested  her mouth  against  his  wrist  and  drew his  blood  into her  mouth. 

With effort, she swallowed. 

She held up her wrist to Zack. “Me next.” 

Zack  sighed.  “Elf  blood  tastes  strange  and  I  had  a  hard  time  stopping.  Human  blood…”  He  looked  at

Lindál. “You have to watch, Lindál. You have to stop me.” 

“I will.” Lindál’s voice was more normal. Controlled. 

Zack’s gaze bore into Beth’s eyes. “Brace yourself,” he warned and bit. 

There was a sharp pain that almost immediately was washed away by a languorous, warm wash of feeling

that  swept  through  her,  replacing  all  concern,  all  fright,  all  feelings  save  that  of  happiness,  joy  and

overwhelming  delight.  Her  whole  body  came  alive  in  a  heartbeat.  Her  skin  tingled  with  good  health,  every

nerve  end  alive  and  hypersensitive,  crawling  with  the  need  to  be  touched,  to  be  stroked,  to  be  petted  and

tended to. 

Her  breasts,  her  genitals,  every  sensual  organ  she  had,  swelled  to  its  full  capacity,  ready  to  receive,  to

perform. Her clitoris renewed itself, no longer a sore and chafed organ but an eager bud, glistening with juices, 

throbbing with potential. 

And she was impaled upon two cocks already. Her vagina clenched around the first massive one, rippling

along its length, massaging itself. The thin tissue wall separating the second cock benefited from the internal

convulsing, rubbing against the cock lodged there. 

The rippling was growing, spreading outward, sending fingers across her body, gathering, building. 

Beth opened her eyes with a gasp. 

“She’s climaxing,” Lindál cried, pulling Beth’s wrist away from Zack’s mouth and bringing it to his own. 

She felt him draw her blood into his mouth quickly, hastily. 

Zack gripped her hips, as Lindál fitted his hands around her waist. Carefully, they lifted her so their cocks

pulled out of her a few inches, before pushing back into her in a concerted thrust. 

She cried out as the deep double thrust buried their cocks to the hilt, hastening her climax. 

“Feel us,” Lindál whispered in her ear. 

She  reached out  for  their  presence, the practice already coming  easier and  felt  both of them  next  to  her. 

Hot  wanting,  hard  and  male,  and  bright  white  arousal,  overwhelming  need.  It  slipped  over  her,  like  molten

lava, scalding her, mixing with her own pulsing need. 

“Oh my sweet god,” Zack cried in a guttural voice. “What did you do, Lindál?” 

“Joined us all,” Lindál whispered. 

Then  Beth  could  hear  no  more  for  the  roaring  in  her  ears.  Her  orgasm  rushed  at  her,  an  unstoppable

express. She reached out, already falling, knowing that someone would catch her. 



Chapter Six

“You  knew this was going to happen?” Zack railed. “It scared the fucking crap out of me.” 

Beth blinked at the dim light in the bedroom. It was already nighttime. She was still on the bed. Her head

was on  Lindál’s lap and a  blanket covered her. Zack was  pacing  the  floor, his jeans  at half  mast. He looked

furious. 

“She’s human. Was human. She’ll get used to it,” Lindál said placidly. 

“Hi,” she said, her voice a croak. 

Zack strode to the bed and pushed back her hair. His hand was trembling. “The fucking elf didn’t think to

warn me.” 

“Not  his  fault.  We  only  tried  it  this  afternoon.”  She  smiled  at  him.  “Can  Lindál  and  I  eat?  I’m  very

hungry.” 

He stepped back from the bed, trying to tamp down his anger. “Sure,” he said. “Of course.” 

She sat up, peering at his chest. “What’s that on your chest? I can’t see in this dim light.” 

He looked  down  at the mark over his heart and  touched  it. Then he whirled and  strode to  the bathroom. 

After a minute, she looked up at Lindál. He was frowning. “It looked like a scar,” he said. “But vampires don’t

scar.” 

She eased herself off the bed and found the chiffon robe hanging on the back of the door, threw it on and

headed for the en suite. Lindál trod behind her, gloriously naked. 

Zack was staring at himself in the mirror, touching what was indisputably an old scar, right over his heart. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“That’s  where the English shot me, in 1775,” he said. “The  changes have already happened.” He looked

thoughtful. “Does this mean I’m mortal now?” 

Lindál raised a brow. “The only way to find out is to die and I don’t want you to die, Zachariah, so let’s

leave that as a hypothetical question for now. It’s going add an edge to every battle, isn’t it?” 

The electronic beeping of her cell phone made Beth jump. It sounded so perfectly normal and human that

it was almost disorienting. She  hurried  to the main  room  where she had  left her bag,  two days  ago. The  call

was from her roommate, Kim. 

“Beth?” Kim said, when  she  answered  the phone. “Thank god,  I’ve  been  texting  for  hours.  Where  have

you been? The  super’s  been  looking  for  you. The  rent was due yesterday  and  I made up some bullshit  story

about work and I don’t think he believed me but I flashed my cleavage and he’s a pervert, so I think he’ll leave

us alone for a day or so but…are you there? Beth?” 

“Yes,  I’m  here.  Sorry  Kim.  I  completely  lost  track  of  the  day  of  the  week.”  And  the  month  too.  Beth

pushed her hand through her hair. Rent day. Bills. Money. 

“Tell her you’ll come and drop the money off,” Zack whispered in her ear. 

“I’ll be by in a while with the rent, okay?” 

“You will? Thanks, Beth. I’m sorry to bother you but…” 

“No, I’m sorry I forgot. I got a bit caught up in stuff.” 

“That’s okay. I figured it had to be important. You never forget things. I’ll see you.” 

* * * * *

Zack  stared  at  the  Maserati  from  across  the  parking  garage,  hunched  his  coat,  glaring  balefully.  “The

animal in me says it’s not safe,” he said at last. 

Lindál,  wrapped  in  a  black  trench  coat  against  the  still  falling  rain,  didn’t  scoff.  “Would  the vampeen

know enough about cars to be able tamper with one?” 

“They  may not but  nothing says  they  can’t hire  human services,” Beth murmured.  “Let’s get a  taxi  and

make acquiring alternative transport that can carry the three of us a high priority, hmm?” 

Zack snagged them  a  taxi in record  time,  which  was  ironic  given  her  inability  to find  one  the  last  rainy

evening she had needed one. The taxi whisked them north in warm comfort and they kept their conversation as

neutral as possible, or spoke in euphemisms. 

“You’re going to have to give up your apartment, Beth,” Zack pointed out. 

“Perhaps but your place isn’t exactly secure. They got to your Maserati,” she said coolly. 

Zack sat back, quenched. 

When the taxi had dropped them off and turned back, Lindál watched the taillights head away and looked

around  the  buildings.  “There’s  a  point  you’re  both  missing,  though.  Perhaps  it’s  because  you’ve  both  been

living here all along.” 

Beth looked at him and Zack rolled his eyes. “We could do this inside, out of the rain,” he suggested. 

“He likes the rain,” Beth told him. 

Lindál spread his hands. “We all must have lives that we can explain to humans. We’re going to be living

among  them,  protecting  them.  We  have  to   be  one  of  them.  And  especially  in  the  human  world  today,  that

needs careful  planning.  You  can’t pass as one  casually. We  have  to fully  integrate and  pass  inspection at all

turns.  We  have  to  be  as  human  as  possible  and  lead  full  lives.  We  can’t  move  among  them,  ignoring  their

world and their rules while we fight this war. They won’t allow us to do that for very long. They’ll turn on us. 

And we can’t fight humans  and the Grimoré.” 

“I am human,” Beth pointed out. 

“You   were  human,”  Zack  said.  “And  so  was  I,  once.  All  that  means  is  that  we  have  had  practice  in

passing.  The  elf  has  a  point…but  can  we  deal  with  it  later?  It’s  not  just  the  bloody  rain.  We’re  exposing

ourselves unnecessarily out here.” 

Lindál nodded. “Okay,” he agreed and followed Beth and Zack to her basement apartment. 

Kim  threw  the  door  open  when  she  realized  who  was  there,  then  her  brown  eyes  got  very  big  indeed. 

“Ohmigod!” she said, her jaw sagging. She stood there, staring. “What happened to you?” she whispered. 

Beth pulled at her coat. “Why?” she asked, feeling horribly self-conscious. 

“You  look…fabulous.  You’re… glowing!   And  your  hair!  You’re  finally  letting  it  out!  Oh,  wow!”  She

reached for Beth’s hand but didn’t  complete the move, suddenly shy. “You’re glorious,” she  said softly.  She

stepped aside. “You’d better come in.” 

Beth moved into the small apartment, looking around the place she had called home for the last five years. 

It was familiar and dear, yet at the same time distant and alien to her. Zack’s apartment was more welcoming to

her now. This place felt cramped and musty. 

Kim squeaked, clapping her hand over her mouth. Her eyes had got large again. Beth froze. “What?” she

asked, alarmed. 

Kim shook her head and pointed. 

Zack  and  Lindál  were  coming  in  behind  her.  The  small  room  shrank  around  them,  as  they  sized  it  up, 

unconsciously  looking  for  threats.  Lindál’s  hand  was  behind  his  back,  lifting  his  coat,  emphasizing  his

shoulders. Zack didn’t need to emphasize anything. His prowling, dark feral presence was enough. 

Beth  took  Kim’s  hand  and  brought  her  forward.  “Kim,  this  is  Zack  and  Lindál.  Zack,  Lindál,  my

roommate, Kim.” 

“Hi,” Kim gasped. 

Lindál smiled at her. “Hi.” 

Zack just brooded but Kim seemed to respond positively to it anyway. She fluttered and hyperventilated, 

until  Beth  slid  her  coat  off,  then  she  gasped  again.  “Ohmigod,  ohmigod,  ohmigod,  Beth,  you’ve  been

shopping, you look, you look…”  And Kim  stopped. Alarmingly, tears gathered in her eyes and  she began to

cry in silent rivulets. She clutched her hands together against her chest. 

Beth  felt  the  ache  in  her  chest,  for  she  knew  what  was  coming.  She  was  wearing  one  of  the  most

conservative outfits in the limited wardrobe in Zack’s apartment. A pair of black stretch pants that clung to her

legs  and  made  them,  she  knew,  look  longer  than  they  already  were.  Stiletto  heeled  boots  that  were  all  that

would fit under them. A cashmere sweater with a scoop top in a green color that seem to make her eyes even

more green than they were already and was tight enough to cling to every curve she possessed. Zack had seen

her emerge from the wardrobe and had smiled a little. 

“Wait,”  he said and disappeared into the main bedroom. He’d emerged a  few seconds later with a black

velvet  necklace with a dark  green  stone  hanging  from  it and  tied it  around her  neck.  It  nestled between her

breasts now. “Matches your eyes,” he murmured, kissing her neck. 

Since the change, she was aware that her hair was thicker, longer and the color more vibrant than ever and

that her skin had taken on some of Lindál’s elvish glow. 

Kim  would  be  looking  at  the  sum  total  of  that  difference  now  and  would  know  that  Beth’s  life  had

completely changed since she had stepped out the door three days ago. 

“You’re not coming back, are you?” Kim whispered. 

Sadly, Beth shook her head. 

Lindál stepped to her side. “They’re coming,” he said urgently, his voice low. “They’ve got your scent. I

can hear them. About a block away, where we got out of the taxi.” 

“My scent?” she said, startled. 

Zack groaned. “It’s been you all along,” he said. “Of course! They followed you into Morningside Park, to

my apartment. Now here.” 

Beth clutched Kim’s arm. “Quickly, there’s no time. You need to run away. Far away and don’t look back. 

Go high.” She thought quickly. “The Columbia library roof. The rain will wash your scent away. You have to

trust  me,  Kim.  I know you  have a  thousand questions  but  trust  me and go,  okay? Go through  your bedroom

window and don’t look back.” 

Kim’s eyes were very large. “What about you?” she said. She looked at Zack and Lindál. “Will you be all

right?” 

“I’ll phone you after and let you know I am, okay?” 

“Promise?” 

“Yes, I promise.” 

Kim nodded and rushed back to her room and was gone. 

Zack and Lindál turned to face her. “The apartment is too small for a fight,” Lindál observed, bringing out

his knife. 

“I have no weapon,” Beth said. “We never thought to train me in weapons or give me one.” 

“There’s only five,” Lindál added. 

“Then we stay here,” Zack said, looking around. “Keep them enclosed.” 

“Zack, get a knife from the kitchen,” Beth told him. 

“For you?” 

“For you,” she said sharply. 

“I use my hands,” he said disdainfully. 

“Not if you’re mortal, you don’t. Do  not argue with me, Zack.” 

Silently, he moved to the tiny kitchenette and she heard the whistle of steel as he whipped a knife from the

butcher’s block stand at the end of the bar. He returned with two of the steel-handled knives and held one out

to her. “Tit for tat,” he said evenly. 

 Fair enough, she thought and  took the longer of the two knives, although she had no  idea what  she was

going to do with it. 

“After this, Lindál, you’re going to have to teach us both.” 

“Deal,” he said softly, facing the door. “They’re coming.” 

The door exploded inward, splintering under the impact of the vampeen bodies. The vampeen clambered

over  her  furniture,  destroying  it with  their  claws,  shredding  and  shattering  everything in their  single-minded

path. They snuffled and drooled as they loped toward her but Zack and Lindál stepped in front of her, a living

shield, taking the first brunt of their attack. 

Their inhuman cries were an assault on the  ears and Beth winced. The apartments in these buildings had

paper-thin  walls  as it  was. This  would have  the neighbors dialing 9-1-1  in  a  heartbeat.  They  had  minutes to

deal with this before the cops showed up with guns and tasers, ready to take everyone down. 

“We have to make this fast,” she shouted. 

Two of the vampeen were down already. Zack was using the knife, obeying her order. 

Suddenly,  a  vampeen  climbed  the  basement  wall  and  used  the  ledge  for  purchase  to  leap  at  her  from

around Zack’s exposed left side. Beth saw it coming and got her  hand around its neck. It seemed remarkably

simple to pin the creature to the wall, leaning in so that she could avoid its flailing claws and swipe her knife

across  its  throat  as  she  had  seen  Lindál  do  the  first  night  she  had  seen  him  fight  the  vampeen.  She  let  the

creature drop before the gushing blood could spill on her, feeling no emotion at all. 

She turned quickly, aware of her exposed back and found that Zack and Lindál had backed up to cover her

and  were  dealing  with  the  last  two.  Lindál  dropped  his,  slammed  his  knee  into  the  creature’s  throat  and

jammed the knife into its temple. 

Zack  spun  and  the  knife  blade  whipped  across  his  chosen  target’s  throat,  almost  completely  taking  the

head off. 

The room grew still, except for their heaving breath. 

Lindál  threw  his  head  back.  “More!”  he  gasped.  “There  are  more.  Ten…twelve…fifteen…I  cannot

distinguish.  Many.”  He  closed  his  eyes,  breathing  heavily.  “We  cannot  fight  them  all.  They  want Seaveth. 

They know she is vulnerable.” 

“The cops will be here in minutes,” Beth said. “We can’t leave these bodies for them to find.” 

“We must get to the park,” Zack said. “Take it off the streets, at least.” He wiped his knife on the body of

the vampeen at his feet. 

“We need more people,” Lindál said. 

Zack reached for his cell phone. “I’ll see who we can raise.” 

“How long is it going to take them, at this time of night?” Lindál asked. “I’ve only been here a few weeks

but I already know how clogged Manhattan traffic can be at six p.m.” 

Beth  closed  her  eyes.  Think,  she  commanded  herself,  trying  to  shut  out  the  sound  of  Zack  and Lindál

strategizing. She had to think. More vampeen were on the way. So were the human police, who could not see

the vampeen bodies  here  already.  She  needed  help.  She needed her armies. She  needed  her  allies. Vampires

and elves. 

 Amrod  , Alexander,  Diego, I need you, she thought to  herself. She could  feel  the aching need stretching

out beyond her, a plea into the void. 

Abruptly, Amrod appeared in the room, looking around startled. He was wearing silky, alien-looking full

length  robes  and  he  blinked.  His  gaze  fell  upon  the  vampeen  bodies  and  his  lips  pulled  back  in  a  rictus  of

disgust and hate. He hissed. 

Lindál and Zack stared. “Sir?” Lindál said stiffly. 

Amrod burst into a  speech  that Beth guessed was elvish.  From its  tone she  judged he  was  highly  pissed

off. Lindál interjected. Then Zack and Lindál stepped aside and Amrod stared at her for a full thirty seconds. 

He bowed from the waist. “My lady. We will be back with reinforcement in moments.” And he disappeared. 

Lindál turned to her and kissed her full on the mouth, his blue eyes blazing with joy. “My queen,” he said. 

Zack’s  phone rang just as police sirens began to wail, coming closer. Zack answered and held the phone

away  from his ear as a  torrent  of  invective  came  from it. Then he  carefully  listened. After a  few seconds  he

said simply, “Morningside Park. They’re coming for her. Lots of them. It’s not a drill.” And he shut the phone

down. He looked at Beth, smiling. “Diego was pretending to drink coffee with a lady friend when your mental

command yanked him out of Starbucks. They’re on their way as fast as Manhattan traffic will allow.” 

“That may not be fast enough,” Beth said. The police sirens were very close, now. 

“They’ve learned a few tricks over the years. Don’t worry.” 

“Stand on the sofa,” Lindál said sharply, picking Beth up. He jumped on the sofa and Zack leapt there too. 

The  room  was  suddenly full  of  people.  Elves,  she  realized,  for  they  were  all  wearing  the  alien  clothing

similar to Amrod’s robes. Amrod himself was there and called out in elvish, softly. Five of the elves bent over

and picked up the vampeen bodies and disappeared. The rest turned to face Beth and bowed. 

“They are yours to command,” Amrod told her. 

There  was  movement  at  the  door  and  a  tall  redheaded  man  pushed  his  way  into  the  room,  through  the

packed elves. Alexander, faster than she had thought possible. The elves surrounded him instantly, their knives

at his throat, until Lindál gave a command and the knives were put away again. 

Alexander straightened up, flexed his shoulders  and moved over  to Beth. “I heard you,” he said  quietly. 

“I’m here. What would you have me do?” 

“Alexander, thank you. I don’t know how you arrived here so fast but you have my gratitude. I need you

to lead these elves to Morningside Park, to the bear and faun statue—you know where that is?” 

He frowned.  Beth closed her eyes and thought  of the statue in its niche of trees and the lonely pathways

beside it that no self-respecting New Yorker would like to be caught on after dark and the path that led to the

nearest entrance to the park from here and pushed the thought at him. 

Alexander’s  eyes  widened.  “Yes,  I  see,”  he  said,  sounding  a  little  winded.  “At  once.”  He  nodded  at

Amrod and led the elves from the room, leaving Beth alone with Zack and Lindál. 

“You sent them away?” Lindál asked. 

“Only  temporarily,”  she  said,  cleaning  her  own  knife  on  a  kitchen  towel.  “I  need  a  moment.  Diego  is

bringing more vampires with him to the park, yes?” 

“Yes,” Zack confirmed. 

She put the knife down. “This is it. This is the start of the war.” 

The two men nodded, both standing  shoulder to shoulder, their hands gripping a knife apiece. She loved

them with a strength that frightened her and it was for that reason she had engineered this moment. “I just want

to kiss you one last time as Beth,” she said. “Just in case—“

“No,” Lindál said instantly, loudly. 

Zack dropped his knife and pulled  her into his arms and kissed her, thrusting his tongue into her  mouth, 

sparing her nothing. She moaned, almost instantly aflame. 

Zack  poured  her  into  Lindál’s  arms,  his  mouth  barely  lifting  from  her  lips  before  Lindál  covered  them

with his own, crushing her to him. 

“You will always be Beth to us, remember?” Zack said, his tone harsh, registering his angst that she speak

of such a thing and perhaps invoke a deadly destiny upon one of them. 

“Always?”  She  needed  the  assurance,  before  she  could  step  from  the  room  and  go  face  the  fate  this

bonding had forced upon her. 

“Always,” Lindál said firmly. “And in all ways.” 
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