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A frazzled mother of two, Kate Harris does the best she can trying to balance life, but it’s not easy. Her daughters are her focus, but sometimes she wishes there was more. The more being the hottest man she’d ever danced with while out at a club. But that was the club and has nothing to do with real life.
 
Grimm is an Ancient and a Hunter. His normal prey is blood-addicted vampires, but now he’s got a new target. He met her one time on a dance floor and can't get her out of his mind.
 
When Kate and Grimm meet again, he promises himself he won't let her go. She doesn’t understand why someone as handsome as him wants to hook up with her. But when their two worlds collide, he’s the only thing standing between her, her children and darkness.
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Chapter One
 
 
 
Kate Harris bustled around her small kitchen, cleaning up the dinner dishes. The evening news played low on the television in the living room as the last bit of winter sunlight disappeared. The floodlights she’d installed all around the house clicked on as they sensed the approaching darkness. The house, locked and fully alarmed, was once again ready for night.
None of the occupants looked forward to the night. In fact, each one dreaded the coming of the dark. The dark brought nightmares and terrors and memories. Kate forced her mind away from the sadness and toward the two girls who sat at the kitchen table. Both of them worked on their homework and, outwardly, seemed content. In fact, everyone who knew them in this new city would consider them a typical family—single mom, with two nice young kids, but no dad in the picture. Sometimes, Kate really wanted that to be true. It would have been so much easier than the truth.
The truth was ugly and scary. The truth required Kate to purchase and learn to use a handgun, something she’d never imagined doing before. But murder did that—drove the survivors to do whatever they had to do to feel safe and bring order to a chaotic situation.
Kate closed a cabinet and glanced over at her nieces—now her daughters, since her sister’s murder nearly two years before. Of course, they’d really been hers from birth. Janie had never been able to take care of them. Hell, she could barely take care of herself. Her sister.
Dammit, Janie, if only you hadn’t been so flighty and careless and…
She stopped the thoughts. Too late, it was too late. Janie was dead. Murdered by someone who was still out there. The cops had investigated as far as they could, but then nothing. No leads. No one coming forward. Silence. Possible robbery? Possible drug deal gone wrong? Lovers’ fight? They had looked at every angle, but all they’d found were dead ends.
Kate had done everything she could. She’d asked questions and reconnected with people she’d rather forget in an attempt to help the police. Hell, she’d even pointed the police in the direction of the group her sister had joined. Kate refused to call them a church, as Janie had. More like a cult. The cops had questioned them, but, as with every other lead, nothing. Kate knew there was more going on with the group. Her sister had been cagey when discussing what went on at services, though had gone on and on about the preacher who headed the group. How magnetic he was and how he was filled with a secret knowledge he was going to share with her. But the whole time she’d talked, Kate had known there was something wrong. Finally, Janie had asked if she could take the girls with her.
“Maybe for a week,” she’d said. “I’m going to be allowed to move to the next level within the church and I want the girls to go. To see. It’ll be good for them.”
“No, I’m sorry,” Kate said. “You can’t take the girls.”
“They’re my kids!” Janie had yelled, stomping her foot.
“Yes, and I have custody because you can’t take care of them. I’m sorry, Janie, but no. In fact, why don’t you stay with us? Don’t go. Stay here with me and the girls. We’ll relax and go to the movies. It’ll be fun.”
But this time, this last time, Janie had shaken her head. “No, you don’t understand. The church and preacher are helping me. Things are going to be so much better. But I need the girls to go with me.”
Something in her sister’s voice or maybe her face had sent a shiver down Kate’s spine. There was something not quite right. Janie never wanted the girls. She treated them like pretty dolls to be picked up and played with when she could spare the time. Normally, Kate would cheer if her sister wanted to come by and spend time with them, but not this time.
The argument has escalated until Kate had forced her sister from the house. Screaming obscenities and threats, Janie had driven away. That was the last occasion Kate had seen her sister alive. Whatever happened, she hadn’t moved to any next level. Whatever the next level was had gotten her killed. Kate was sure of it. But she hadn’t had the time or energy to put into her sister’s investigation. The girls needed her. Abby had been six and Olivia only four at the time of Janie’s death. The girls’ father had left before Olivia’s birth so there had been no one else.
“I’m done,” Olivia announced, pulling Kate away from her thoughts. “Check me.”
Kate moved over to study the sheet of math problems. “Perfect.”
“Yay for me.” Olivia popped up out of her chair and stuffed the sheet into her Monster High backpack. “Can I listen to my song on the stereo? Please?”
“One time, then you take a bath.”
Kate followed Olivia into the living room and flicked off the television. She turned the stereo on and pushed the play button for the CD. Believe by Cher thumped through the speakers, and the little girl began leaping around the living room, dancing her heart out. Dark hair flopped about as she tossed her head and waved her arms.
Kate backed up and smiled as Olivia pranced and primped through the room to the music. The kid loved Cher and, if it was possible, Kate was sure within her small body lurked the heart of a gay man. When the song ended, Olivia clapped enthusiastically.
“I think I’m going to dance to this for the school talent competition,” Olivia told Kate excitedly. “We need to come up with an outfit for me to wear.”
“You got it.” Kate picked up the little girl and swung her around. “Tomorrow. Right now it’s bath time and then a story before bed.”
“You’re the best, Momma,” Olivia declared, hugging her.
Kate hugged her tight as tears stung her eyes. Olivia had been so little when Janie had died, she didn’t remember her. Kate had told stories about Janie to the girls, but to Olivia, they were just that, stories. Kate was the only mother Olivia had ever known.
“Can I have bubbles?” Olivia asked as Kate carried her into the bathroom.
“Not tonight, but how about tomorrow since it’s Friday?”
Abby poked her head around the door. “Are we going to the bookstore?”
Kate nodded. “Of course, it’s Friday and we always do the bookstore on Friday.”
“Can we get a book?” Olivia asked.
“Don’t you get books every Friday?” Kate asked as she turned on the water to fill the tub.
Both girls nodded with smiles on their faces. They loved going to the bookstore, and Kate loved taking them. It was something they could do together that made both girls happy, which for Abby had taken quite a while. Kate hated having to tell the little girl that her mother wasn’t coming home—it had devastated her. Now, two years later, Abby was finally coming out of her shell and smiling more. If it took going to the bookstore every Friday night, Kate was more than willing to do it. She wanted her niece safe and happy.
“Can we have fun coffee?” Abby asked.
“You can have drinks, but I think we’ll save the coffee until it can’t stunt your growth,” Kate teased.
After baths and stories and more chattering about the next afternoon’s bookstore trip, both girls climbed into bed. Kate tucked and kissed, then did what she always did. She made another sweep of the house, checking to make sure everything was locked up tight and the alarms were set. Once completed, she could finally head to the small desk set up in her bedroom and work. She hadn’t always worked from home or worked during the night, but it had become necessary after the girls had come to live with her.
No, she thought, that was wrong. It wasn’t the girls who had brought about the night time hours. Right after Janie’s death, the cult she had run with had actually contacted Kate about having the girls live with them. The person who’d called had stated that it was what Janie would have wanted. There had then been harassing phone calls and a number of attempted break-ins. She’d gotten a lawyer and contacted the police, but the unease had grown until Kate had packed them all up and moved far away.
She didn’t know what they wanted with the girls. Hell, she hadn’t asked. But Kate didn’t want any of them near her girls. So they’d moved and moved again. After two years, they were settled, but she was wary. If those people had truly murdered Janie, she was not going to let her guard down. Ever. Hence, the state-of-the-art alarm system in the house, and the gun she kept close at hand. She also rarely went out without the girls. She knew that no one would or could protect them as well as she could.
Though, Kate believed, her friend Tori could definitely be trusted. She and Tori had met in high school and became fast friends. They’d attended college together and had roomed all four years so, when it became necessary to find somewhere else to live, the other woman had asked her to come. Kate couldn’t think of a reason not to. She liked the idea of moving to a place where she knew someone, so she and the girls had packed up. Now, they had a fairly normal life, and Kate was even going out occasionally. Tori’s brother, Deacon, stayed with the girls during the brief time they were out. The last time was to the new club where she’d met Grimm or, as Tori called him, Hotness-on-a-Stick. And wow was Tori right—he was hot. But she hadn’t seen him again, not that she’d expected to. A man who looked like that had to have a hundred women hanging off him. He wouldn’t remember her again if he tripped over her. But damn, he certainly inspired some steamy fantasies.
She slid on a headset and pushed number one on her speed dial as she booted up her computer. The phone rang once and picked up. “Hey Kate, what’s shaking?”
“I just put the girls to bed. What’s new?”
“Dude, it’s like a constant party here in the land of Tori-ville. Tons of men and dancing and shenanigans. Crazy times.”
Kate laughed. “Yeah, so I gather it’s quiet there too?”
Tori sighed. “You know it. Deacon went out, the jerk, and left me here all by my lonesome.”
“Like you care.” Kate knew very well that Tori went out as often as she did. The two of them may not look alike, but deep down they were very much the same—homebodies who wanted nothing more than to curl up with a good book. Of course, if they had a hot man to occasionally date, neither woman would complain. Tori dated more than Kate could ever imagine, but the woman just couldn’t settle.
“So when are we going out again?” Tori asked. “You scored major hotness the last time. Maybe I’ll get lucky this time.”
“You score hotness all the time. What happened to Jim?”
“Jake,” Tori corrected, “and all he wanted to do was talk about working out and his motorcycle. Oh and how he wanted to, quote unquote, bang me. Uh, no, so not happening.”
“Yuck.”
“Yeah, so he’s out of the picture. Maybe when we go out your hot guy will show up with a hot guy for me.”
Kate laughed. “Come on, Tori, he’s not my anything. We danced, and he gave me an obviously fake name.”
“Dude, he was into you. He danced for like a second with that other chick then totally blew her off. It was like he was looking for you or something. At least let me live in my fantasy world where he’s going to sweep in and bring a hot friend for me.”
“Okay, I’ll let you imagine he’s out there pining for me. Totally desolate that I’m not in his life bringing sunshine and magic to every day.”
Tori made a gagging sound.
Kate laughed. “What? You wanted fantasy, so there it is.”
“Just decide when you want to go out again and let me know. Oh and IM me when we get off the phone. You know how bored I get while working.”
Kate did know how bored Tori got, and a bored Tori was not a good thing. “I’ll IM you, like I always do. I gotta go so I can log on and start working.”
The women hung up, and Kate wondered if she would see Grimm again when they went out. Probably not, since there was no way someone like that would really be attracted to her. Just wouldn’t ever happen, especially given that she had two kids to support. Sighing, she turned back to her computer. Thinking about a man she’d never see again wasn’t getting any work done, and that didn’t pay her very real bills.
* * * *
Grimm eased through the darkness. The smell of rotten meat mixed with garbage left out too long in the sun permeated the air, which meant a blood-addicted vampire had to be near. Not good since there were a number of bars close by. This equaled a very easy meal. He shook his head as he moved faster. They had to catch one of these fuckers in order to find out who was behind the blood cult. They were too much in the dark to be effective.
Styx met him at the corner, and the two of them exchanged a look. They didn’t need to speak since the smell was so intense. They both knew what they were tracking. As they moved toward the entrance of an alley, running behind one of the largest bars, the scent intensified. Both men pulled knives and eased into the close space.
The area was clear, but Grimm knew the vampire was there. The smell alone told him that. Styx took point as they stepped silently into the dark. Grimm scanned from side-to-side and still nothing. What the hell? How could something that smelly hide? A tiny movement up high on the building next door caught his eye, and he looked up in astonishment. The vampire was clinging to the side of the building like a grotesque spider. It reminded him of a bizarre scene from some ridiculous vampire movie, but this wasn’t a movie. He’d never seen any of his kind, even an Ancient, pull off a stunt like that.
He nudged Styx, who followed his gaze. The other man’s eyes widened for just a moment then he shrugged. He unsheathed additional blades and smiled. The man was a superb marksman with his knives. He never missed. Grimm nodded at him, giving him the go-ahead. No matter what, they couldn’t let the vampire get away. He preferred to take it alive, but if they couldn’t manage it, he wasn’t going to worry. Truthfully, dead worked better for him. The things freaked him the fuck out so one less in the world was a positive.
Styx let four knives fly. An inhuman squeal indicated the blades hit the mark. The vampire slid down the wall until it landed in the alley. The eyes flashed a strange red as it hissed and attempted to pull the knives from its back. Grimm and Styx moved forward, but instead of retreating, the thing leaped at them, taking Styx to the ground.
The vampire snapped its jaws at Styx, struggling to latch onto his neck. Styx flipped a knife over and drove it into the vamp’s side. The thing grunted and continued its attack. Grimm grabbed the vamp by the hair and tried to drag it off. It turned and jumped at him. The stun only lasted a second before Grimm swung it around and drove it into the wall of a building. He could hear bones crack but still the thing fought. The vamp lacked any kind of skill, but it had brute strength and quick movements.
Styx ran forward and drove two knives into the vampire’s heart. It struggled a moment more before it let out a last rattling breath. They looked at each other, shock written on both of their faces. None of the blood-addicted had ever been like this before. They had been strong, but there had been no strange abilities or abnormal strength.
“We need to get the body to medical and have someone look it over,” Grimm said, touching his earpiece to contact the PIA about body retrieval.
Styx shook his head. “This is getting fucked up. If one of us had run up on this thing, it might have killed us before we even knew what was happening.”
“Then we need to be more prepared.” Grimm said. “We can’t treat them casually anymore, and we can’t track them alone.”
“Fuck,” Styx said. “If we have to stick together, we won’t be able to cover the ground we need. No more nights off for any of us. I’ll let you tell Talon that since you two are so close.”
Grimm rolled his eyes, knowing how the most volatile member of their team would take the news. Since he’d found Joelle, Talon was more focused on getting her naked than running around looking for bad guys. Of course, Grimm couldn’t blame him. If he had a woman at home, he wouldn’t want to be out every night, either.
Without thought, his mind went back to the woman he’d danced with in the club. Kate. Her scent still invaded his dreams—explicit dreams that in the morning found him with tangled sheets and a raging hard-on. Even in the dirty alley with the dead body of a rotting vampire, he could conjure up her scent. He rubbed his face. Fuck, he needed to get laid.
A car pulled up at the curb near the alley and agents got out. Styx waved one over and began explaining how to transport the body and where to take it. Once that was settled, the two men glanced at one another and disappeared back to headquarters.
* * * *
The research library was up a level from where the Hunters lived and looked as if it was pulled directly from an English manor home. Rich wooden floors, thick carpets and small groupings of chairs created an ambiance of quiet elegance. Grimm sighed as he entered and wondered if Quenton would still refuse to speak to him. The two of them had had a falling out after Grimm had said some things that he heartily regretted. He’d apologized, but Quenton had frozen him out completely.
“You look like hell,” a voice denoting the English upper crust declared.
Grimm glanced around to find Quenton watching him. The man was dressed in his usual style of frock coat, white shirt with elegant cravat, and leather pants. On some it would appear a costume, but Quenton owned the look. He always completed any ensemble with round, wire-rimmed glasses with black lenses, which hid the red irises of his eyes. The eyes, inherited from his demon father, were just one more reason why Quenton fit in perfectly at the PIA.
Grimm slumped in a chair. “Quenton, I don’t know what the fuck is going on. Styx and I ran into one of the blood-addicted tonight, and it could climb walls.”
“Excuse me?” Quenton pulled off his glasses to stare at Grimm.
“Yeah, climb walls. Like a fucking spider. The thing was majorly fucked up.”
Quenton came to sit across from him. “Obviously, this is why Kenshin called all of you here tonight.”
“Yeah, we had to kill it, but it took both of us to do it. We brought the body back so somebody could figure out what the shit was wrong with it.”
Before Quenton could reply, Reaper walked in. The big redhead glanced at the two of them and Grimm noticed Quenton color just a bit. Well, hello, what’s going on?
“Do you know what this is about?” Reaper asked as he settled himself on the arm of Quenton’s chair.
Grimm nodded, wondering what the hell was up between the two men. He knew Quenton had a thing for Reaper—fuck Grimm himself had blurted it out and that’s what had caused all the issues. But it seemed as if Reaper was making some kind of move. Damn, Grimm didn’t want Quenton to get hurt. If the man thought Reaper would settle for just one person, he was going to be out of luck. Reaper went through bed partners fast. He liked variety, and he wasn’t averse to sharing his bed with two or more people at a time.
Styx came in with Charon and Aislinn trailing behind. The small, auburn-haired woman carried her custom-made naginata and held Charon’s hand. She often went out with them and Grimm was impressed with her fighting. Charon had done a good job training her. Now that they worked out every day, and she was drinking his blood, she was faster and stronger than ever. Grimm didn’t know how Charon let her fight—hell, if she were his woman there’d be no way. But the two of them made a good team.
Finally, Talon and Joelle walked through the door with Kenshin following close behind. It was odd to see the pair before Kenshin showed up. They usually straggled in well after everyone else had arrived, with satisfied smiles on their faces. Grimm mentally shook his head. No, Joelle had the smile. Talon would glare around, daring anyone to say anything to upset her. It was comical really how fast the man had fallen for her. Grimm wondered if that’s how an Ancient/Liaison relationship went. Charon and Aislinn had experienced the same quick fall. He shivered at the idea of being trapped so utterly and completely. He wondered if the men had fought it or just accepted the slide into the inevitable trap.
“Something happened tonight, and I want to make sure everyone knows,” Kenshin, the director of the PIA, spoke. “Grimm, Styx, please explain to everyone what you discovered.”
Styx gave Grimm a subtle signal that he wanted him to talk.
Grimm shrugged. “I was out patrolling and got the scent of a blood-addicted vampire. I met up with Styx, who had apparently smelled the same thing. We ended up in an alley behind a bar. At first, we couldn’t see the vampire, but I finally looked up. The fucker was clinging to the side of a building—”
“Wait,” Reaper interrupted. “Clinging? Like with some kind of climbing rig?”
“No.” Styx cut in. “Clinging like a spider or something. There wasn’t anything holding that thing up there but its own hands and feet.”
Aislinn made a face. “That sounds like something from that movie Joelle and I watched. Um, the Dracula movie where the guy starts out looking really old. He climbs down the side of his castle. Totally creepsville.”
“Just like that,” Grimm said. “Styx hit it with four throwing knives, and the thing fell off the wall but didn’t die. Hell, it barely slowed it down.”
“Fucker came at us,” Styx said. “It was snapping at me like some kind of crazy animal. I stabbed it in the side, nothing. Grimm dragged it off and threw it into a building, but it still wouldn’t stop.”
Grimm nodded. “Styx finally stabbed it in the heart. That’s what killed it. But, it took six knives, and two of us. If either one of us had faced it alone, we might not be here. It was that strong.”



 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
 
The room was silent after Grimm made his pronouncement. They all usually went out alone unless a call specified a problem. There were only five Ancients who hunted, and they couldn’t afford to lose anyone.
“How is this possible?” Joelle finally asked. “I know when Juan came to my apartment, he didn’t do anything freaky like that. I mean, if he had, I would have had a total conniption and run around screaming.”
“All the other blood-addicts were strong,” Reaper added, “but nothing we couldn’t handle. So what’s different?”
“The lab is running tests on the body you brought in,” Kenshin said. “I hope they’ll have something to report within the next day or so.”
Quenton held up his hand. “What’s different?”
“I just asked that,” Reaper said.
“Yes, and it’s a good question so let’s think about it. What’s different? What do we know now that we didn’t know before?”
“An Ancient is apparently involved,” Aislinn put in. “Isn’t that right? Didn’t one kill my brother?”
Talon nodded. “Yes.”
Joelle sat up straight. “Hey, what happens when regular vamps drink Ancient blood? I know they don’t stink. At least, I don’t remember that they did. But do they get special powers or something?”
“They were stronger,” Talon answered her, referencing the vampires who’d held him and fed on him until Joelle had freed him. “But none of them manifested anything like Grimm and Styx describe.”
“What if they’re drinking both human and Ancient blood? Would that make a difference?” Joelle took Talon’s hand and leaned against him.
“Would that combo make a vamp into a wall-climber?” Reaper tossed in.
“I can’t see how drinking Ancient and human blood would make a blood-addict gain those kinds of powers,” Quenton said.
“Could it depend on the age of the Ancient?” Aislinn asked.
A thought flashed through Grimm’s mind. “Okay, this might sound crazy, but what if the Ancient’s not only old but also has a true Liaison? I mean, what kind of changes does that make in an Ancient’s blood?”
No one said anything as looks were exchanged. Finally, Reaper broke the silence. “Is there a way to test Talon or Charon’s blood without every asshole within the entire PIA finding out?”
“Yes,” Quenton said, “as long as Talon and Charon don’t mind. If not, then I’ll call Maeve.”
Neither man commented, but Kenshin rolled his eyes. Maeve was not Kenshin’s favorite person. Kenshin labeled her totally unprofessional and difficult to work with, which Grimm found laughable. The man worked with Joelle every day and took the shit the woman dealt out but never complained about her. Of course, he might also hold his tongue due to Talon’s temper.
Quenton pulled out his cell phone and dialed. His conversation was brief, but when he snapped the phone closed, he nodded. “She’s coming right down.”
“Have I met Maeve?” Joelle asked.
“If you had, you’d remember,” Grimm replied. “She’s…unique.”
Quenton gave a small laugh. “She’s Fae, they’re all unique.”
“Fae? Like fairy Fae?” Aislinn asked.
“Do not call her a fairy,” Quenton advised. “She’s rather touchy about that, and before you ask, no, she doesn’t have wings.”
Aislinn slumped back against her chair. “Damn.”
A moment later a woman walked in and, just as Grimm had said, she was unique. Her hair was black with streaks of hot pink, and she had it in two ponytails that barely brushed her shoulders. Heavy pink-streaked bangs hung right above her almond-shaped green eyes, which were heavily lined with black kohl. Her pierced nose was small and pert, and her full lips were painted something that danced between purple and black. If all of that wasn’t striking enough, she had two small horns that curved up from the top of her head. Other than that, she wore her usual outfit of black combat boots, black tights, short black skirt and a tight black shirt. Grimm imagined she didn’t have issues finding anything to wear or match.
Maeve dropped the black case she carried on the table. “So, what do you want?” she asked, as she cracked and popped a wad of gum. Her voice was rough as if she had just come from cheering on her favorite team, but it was always like that. From what Grimm could figure, Maeve didn’t follow sports. Hell, he doubted the woman even owned a television.
“We need you to test Talon and Charon’s blood,” Quenton said, “but no one can find out.”
Maeve studied him then glanced around at everyone in the room. Slowly, she moved over to a trashcan and spit out her gum. Grimm knew she only did that when she was going to get serious.
“What are we looking for?”
“Anomalies,” Grimm told her. “We want to see if their blood is now different from the rest of us.”
She nodded and opened the case, pulling on a pair of gloves. “I’ll take blood from all of you in case anything has changed. And I want to test the humans, too.”
Talon growled low.
Joelle nudged him. “I think that’s smart.”
“Good. Who’s first?” Maeve asked.
Talon held out his arm and Maeve set about drawing blood. The rest of them watched as she took three vials from everyone then packed them in her case. She popped off the gloves and stored them in a hazardous-waste bag.
Kenshin finally broke the silence. “No one can know about this.”
“Yeah, I got that.” She snapped her case closed.
“I need you to understand just how classified this information is,” he said, sitting forward in his chair. “No one can know you took blood or tested it. Tell people you went to the restroom or took a break, but no one can know you saw us. When you get the results call Quenton. He’ll tell you where to meet us so you can give us the results.”
She eyed all of them. “I’m doing the blood work on the vamp that was brought in. Should I be looking for anomalies there, too?”
Grimm spoke before anyone else could. “Let’s just say the vamp exhibited some mad skills, and it wouldn’t hurt if you gave his blood a second and third look.”
She nodded. “Right. Got it. I’ll call.”
She walked out, toting her case, and Quenton shook his head. “You know we should take her into our confidence.”
“Not until I know where the leak is coming from,” Kenshin said.
“Not her,” Reaper said. “She would never leak classified information. Ever.”
“I agree,” Quenton said.
“Let’s wait until we know something before we make any decisions,” Kenshin said. “It could be that all our suppositions are wrong.”
“Could be,” Grimm agreed, “but I don’t think so. I have a bad feeling about all of this.”
* * * *
Heavy clouds hung lifeless in the sky as Kate pulled into the parking lot of the bookstore. The passengers riding in the backseat cheered.
“We can have a book, right, Momma?” six-year-old Olivia asked, bouncing in her booster seat. “And a coffee, too?”
Kate smiled. Olivia’s coffee was actually a cup of hot chocolate, but since the bookstore housed a coffee shop, she insisted she was drinking java. “Of course. That’s the Friday night rule. We each get a book and a coffee.”
“Cool,” Olivia declared. “I already know what book I want. It’s the new Calina the Vampire book.”
Kate glanced back at Abby. “What about you? Do you already know what you want?”
“Not yet. I want to look around.”
Kate nodded in agreement. Abby was very much like Kate herself. She loved the process of wandering through the bookstore, touching the books and reading the cover blurbs. There was always excitement when discovering a new author or, even better, when a favorite author had a new book out.
The three of them walked into the bookstore and Olivia immediately darted off toward the children’s section. Kate and Abby followed at a slower pace, stopping to browse along the way. The bookstore was the only place Kate would allow the girls out of her sight, since they came here so often. Everyone who worked there knew them, and the manager had told Kate she could be assured the girls were always monitored. In addition, Kate had also talked to the girls about strangers and what to do if someone approached. Smiling, she picked up another book and studied the back cover.
* * * *
Grimm slouched in a comfortable chair tucked into a corner of his favorite bookstore. He tried to get in every couple of weeks to just sit and read. Truthfully, it wasn’t really the books he came for, though. He had plenty of selection back at his place, but he liked being out. He liked watching people and, though, he didn’t want to talk or some kind of shit, he liked the connection being among humans gave him. Sometimes, he felt that keeping to themselves made the Hunters forget what they were fighting for, fighting to protect.
A little girl came around the corner and crouched in front of a bookcase filled with kids’ books. She looked really excited as she slowly ran her fingers over the books. She crawled over to the next bookcase and searched those books, too. Grimm had never seen a kid concentrate so hard, but then again, he didn’t have much involvement with kids, any kids. Hell, he hadn’t even played with them when he was a kid.
He watched her back up and move to her tip-toes, straining to see the top of the shelf. Smiling, she looked around, maybe looking for someone, then stepped onto the bottom shelf and reached her hand up. Obviously, there was a book up there she wanted. Where the fuck were her parents? Why wasn’t someone from the store around? Tentatively, she stepped up onto the next shelf and Grimm already knew what was going to happen. He moved before he thought about it and caught her as she tumbled backwards.
He set the little girl down, hoping like hell she didn’t start screaming. The last thing he wanted was to draw attention. Shit, he really just wanted to sit in a quiet spot and read. Usually, humans had a tendency to pass right over Ancients unless the Ancient wanted to be noticed. Quenton thought it had something to do with a predator hiding in plain sight or some kind of thing. All Grimm knew was if he didn’t want anyone to see him, they didn’t. End of story. But, obviously, that wasn’t happening since he didn’t want to watch some kid fall and bust her head open.
Instead of screaming, the kid smiled brightly. “They put my book up too high.” She pointed toward the shelves she’d been trying to climb. “Can you reach it for me? It’s Calina the Vampire.”
Grimm hesitated a moment and finally nodded. “Sure.” The book had a pink, purple and black cover featuring two young girls, one sporting a large smile complete with small fangs.
“Have you read them?”
The question interrupted Grimm’s perusal of the cover and he gave a shake of his head. “No, I haven’t. Are they good?” he asked as he handed the book to the waiting girl.
“They’re so good. You should. You remind me of Calina’s dad, Stark. He’s really cool.” She clutched the book in her hands and smiled up at him.
Grimm started to answer her, but froze. The scent coming off her was one he recognized. Kate. She smelled of Kate. She couldn’t, his mind argued. There was no way this little girl could smell of the woman from the club. He breathed in a bit deeper and knew for certain that at some recent point this child had come into contact with the woman whose scent had so captivated him.
“He has blondie blond hair, too.”
“Who does?” he asked, forcing his attention back to the child.
“Stark, Calena’s dad. He’s a vampire. And he didn’t want Calena to be friends with Jessie because she’s human and humans aren’t supposed to know about vampires.”
“I can understand his concerns,” Grimm said, since he very much did understand.
“Olivia?” a female voice called and Grimm knew who it was.
He could scent her before she came around the corner.
“Hi, Momma.” Olivia waved her book. “This is my friend, and he helped me get my book.”
The woman he’d thought about, the woman he couldn’t get out of his mind, stood before him. Hell, she was even more beautiful than he remembered. But did she remember him? By the expression on her face, he didn’t think so. Fuck, she looked as if she wanted to sweep the kid up and run screaming through the aisles.
“Kate.”
She stared at him for a long moment, her brow wrinkling in confusion. Then he saw recognition light in her soft blue eyes. She gave a slight smile. “Grimm.”
He nodded. “You remembered.”
“Momma,” Olivia’s voice cut in. “This is my friend. He helped me get my book.”
“Did he?” she asked but never took her eyes from him.
“She thought climbing the shelves was a good idea.” He took a step toward her. He needed to be closer. “I helped her out.”
Kate’s gaze dropped down to the little girl. “I thought I told you not to try to get books from the top shelf by yourself. The last time you almost fell.”
The girl’s eyes darted around and Kate crouched in front of her. “Are you hurt?”
“No,” she said. “He saved me.”
“Olivia Rose,” Kate said, pinning the child with a stare.
Damn, the tone almost made him cringe. Had his mother ever worried about him that way? No, he doubted it. The woman was all about getting him grown enough so he would leave their home. No self-respecting vampire couple wanted to raise a throwback.
Olivia sighed and hung her head. “I’m sorry.”
“She’s okay,” Grimm said, feeling as if he had to defend her for some reason “No harm. I’m sure she won’t do it again. Right?” He nudged the back of Olivia’s head gently with a finger.
Olivia nodded vigorously. “Never, I swear. Can we have coffee now? Please.”
Kate stood and took Olivia’s hand. “Sure. Abby is already up at our table, waiting.”
“Do you want to have coffee with us?” Olivia danced in place as she watched Grimm.
Kate smiled wanly. “Thank you for helping Olivia, I appreciate it. Um, it was nice—”
“I’d love to have coffee with you.” He cut her off. “If that’s okay?”
Yeah, if she thought he could be blown off that easily she had another thing coming. He wasn’t leaving them. He wanted to spend all the time he could with her. Fuck, what if she didn’t want to spend time with him?
“Uh, sure, yeah,” Kate said hesitantly and gave a small smile.
The three of them headed to the café, and Grimm found himself watching Kate. He couldn’t help it. She was just so lovely and carried herself with such confidence. Thankfully, she was tall, too, since he was a big man and hated feeling as if he was overwhelming the person he was with. But not with Kate. He knew she would fit perfectly in his arms, against his body.
She glanced at him from over the top of her square-frame glasses and he got hard, instantly. The woman was going to kill him with the shy looks and the sweet smiles. Did she know what she did to him? He doubted it since she’d probably run away. Play it cool, he told himself. You can’t rush her.
They approached a table to find another little girl sitting there. She was older than Olivia, but with the same brunette hair and serious brown eyes.
“Abby,” Olivia said, as she dropped into a chair, “this is my friend, Grimm.”
Abby looked up at him. “That’s not a real name.”
Grimm almost laughed at Kate’s horrified expression. He quickly said, “I know, but it’s my name. You’ll have to take it up with my parents. They named me.”
“Can we have drinks now?” Olivia asked. “Please?”
Grimm pulled out a chair and motioned for Kate to sit. “Of course, what would you ladies like?”
“I’ll get it for us,” she protested.
“Kate, it’s my pleasure. So what would you all like?”
The girls quickly gave their orders and, after a moment’s hesitation, Kate told him what she would like, also. He watched her lips move and longed to lean over and lick her, taste her. She blushed, and Grimm could feel himself grow harder. He had to stop, especially since they had an audience. He forced himself to turn and walk to the counter, but he could still feel Kate’s eyes on him.
He waited for the orders he’d placed, making sure to position himself so that he could keep an eye on Kate and the girls. Kate. His Kate. He didn’t understand where the knowledge came from but knew she was his. Her scent was so right. It twined through him and wrapped him up, bound him to her. He sounded as if he was losing his mind, but there was no other way to describe what was happening. He just knew she was his and, as she was, so were the girls.
He glanced again and found them all laughing together. He wanted to be a part of them. He wanted to belong to them as he knew they belonged to him. He had to take it slow, though. He couldn’t rush things. He certainly didn’t want to come off sounding like some crazed stalker. But maybe that’s what he was? What the fuck? He’d met Kate exactly twice, and he’d had no real conversations with her and yet imagined they somehow belonged together. Shit, maybe he was going crazy like Talon. But then again, Talon hadn’t been crazy. He’d been without his Liaison. Once he and Joelle had gotten together, he’d actually pulled himself together or as together as Talon was going to get.
He was dragged from his thoughts by the girl behind the counter. He grabbed up the drinks—two hot chocolates for the girls, some kind of coffee concoction for Kate, and a regular coffee for him. He put everything on the table then went back for the large chocolate chip cookies. He loved them and figured the girls would, too.
As he doled out the sweets, the girls went into raptures of delight and thank yous. He smiled. Yep, couldn’t go wrong with cookies, especially ones with chocolate.
“You didn’t have to do this,” Kate said, as she handed napkins to the kids.
“I know.”
“Thank you.”
“Anytime,” he said and meant it.
* * * *
Nearly an hour later, Grimm found himself totally relaxed, laughing and talking with all of them. This was something new for him. He never relaxed when he was out. He was always on and waiting for something bad to go down. And though he was still aware of everything, he was able to sit back and enjoy himself. The girls were so smart and just damn funny. He loved watching how Kate interacted with them. She never talked down to them in any way. In fact, she was more apt to ask their opinion on something and really listen when they answered. Even Abby, who he knew instantly was the shy one, was talking and laughing.
“It’s dark,” Olivia suddenly announced, sitting up in her chair to look at the front windows.
Abby followed her gaze and nodded. “We need to go.”
Kate nodded. “Okay, let’s get our things.”
“I’ll walk you out,” Grimm said, puzzled by their need to leave. It was Friday so there was no school tomorrow, but maybe the girls had a strict bedtime. Hell, what did he know about shit like that?
Kate helped the girls get into their coats as Grimm gathered their bags. As they moved to the doorway, he pulled out his phone. “Can I have your number?”
Kate stopped and watched him for a long moment. He nearly held his breath until she smiled.
“Okay.”
He programmed the number she gave him then pressed a button. Her phone rang, and he smiled. “Now you have my number.”
He ushered them out the door to the well-lit parking lot and followed them to where Kate had parked. She opened the back door and the girls climbed in. She buckled Olivia into her booster seat as Abby climbed into her own. Grimm moved around so he could help her get settled. He asked about the book she’d picked and Abby talked excitedly about her find. He wasn’t quite sure what he was doing, but she helped him figure out how the seat worked. Once he’d finished, she smiled brightly.
“Thanks for helping me, Grimm. And, I’m sorry what I said about your name.”
“It’s okay, Abby. My name is a little odd. I had a good time tonight.”
“Me, too. See you later, okay?”
“You got it.”
Once the girls were buckled in, Grimm came around the car to where Kate stood. They looked at each for a long moment and Kate finally broke eye contact and blushed. Damn, he wanted to kiss her but knew it was too fast, and they still had an audience.
“I’m going to call later to make sure all of you made it home okay.” He opened her car door as she climbed in.
“You don’t have to do that.”
“You’re right,” he murmured low, “but I want to. I need to.”
“Okay, then I’ll wait for your call.”
“Good.”
He watched as they pulled from the parking lot. Now all he had to do was figure out what he was going to do until he could call her. Shaking his head, he disappeared.



 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
 
Kate checked the house one last time to make sure everything was locked up tight and the alarm was set. After they’d arrived home, the girls had insisted on walking through the house with her to check it. They always did this if they got home after dark. She couldn’t be angry at them because she had the same need. In the two years since Janie’s murder, Kate had lowered her guard some. In those first days, she’d checked and checked again, over and over, even getting up in the middle of the night. She had nearly driven herself crazy, but as time and distance had separated them from the events, she’d relaxed. Or, at least, relaxed as much as she was ever going to.
“Is everything okay?” Abby called from her bedroom
Kate went in and sat on the side of the bed. “We’re locked up tight and the alarm is on.”
“Remember to leave the light on in the hall, okay?”
Kate never, ever forgot, but she just smiled at the little girl. “Of course I will, and I’ll leave my door open just in case you need me.”
Abby sat up and flung her arms around Kate. “I love you.”
“I love you, too, honey.” Kate held her tight and rocked gently.
“I’m glad I’m here with you,” Abby whispered. “I’m glad I’ve always been with you. Is that bad?”
Kate pulled back to look into the little face that meant so much to her. “No, it’s not bad. Why would you ask that?”
“Because you’re not my real mom,” Abby said, tears springing into her eyes. “Even when I was with her, I used to pretend you were my real mom, and I was just staying with her.”
Kate forced herself not to tear up. She didn’t want Abby to think her confession upset her, but inside, Kate wept for the child she held. “Oh, baby, I’m so glad you’re with me. I’ve always been glad. I love you so much. Janie loved you, too, but she just couldn’t take care of you, and that was her fault. It had nothing to do with you, do you understand? So no matter who gave birth to you, I think of you as my baby, just as I think of Olivia that way. I wouldn’t give you up for the world.”
Abby curled into her. “I’m going to call you momma, just like Olivia does.”
This did bring tears to her eyes and Kate smiled. “I would love for you to call me momma.” She kissed Abby and snuggled her tighter.
The two of them sat this way until Abby began to sag against her. Kate smiled, knowing she’d fallen asleep. She laid her down and covered her, making sure her nightlight was on as well as the light in the hallway. Quietly, she went across the hall to check in on Olivia, who was already asleep.
Finally, she went to her own bedroom and fell back on the bed. Damn, she was tired. She knew she should do some work, but just didn’t feel like it. Instead, she lay with her eyes closed and brought Grimm to mind. Ice-white hair framing a face that was saved from being beautiful by a strong jaw and high sharp cheekbones, but it was his eyes that really caught her. They were a true perfect gray. One dance, that’s all they’d had, and he’d been the subject of her erotic fantasies for the last couple of weeks. He was even more handsome than she had initially thought. Who would have ever imagined that she would see him again? She knew how club hookups worked. You met, danced then never saw each other again. But this time, they had met, and he acted as if he wanted to continue to see her.
She huffed out a breath. Yeah right, but that didn’t mean he would really call. He’d seen what her life was like. She had two small daughters who came first. Most men wouldn’t want to jump into dating a woman with a family, especially if the man looked like him. Hell, he probably had tons of women following him around. The evening had been an anomaly, that’s all. He’d seen her and had probably felt as if he had to stick around and chat.
Her cell phone rang and Kate rolled over to grab it off the nightstand. Grimm’s name lit up on the screen. For a brief moment, she stared, stunned, wondering if she had fallen asleep and this was actually a dream. When it continued to ring, she pressed the button and put it to her ear.
“Hello?”
“Hi, Kate.”
Damn, he had a great voice. “Hi,” she replied lamely and rolled her eyes.
“I wanted to check to make sure you all made it home all right.”
“We’re good. No problem, whatsoever. I really appreciate you hanging out with us and getting the girls drinks and cookies. They loved it.”
“Just them?”
“What?”
“Was it just the girls who loved it? Because I’m hoping you liked it, too.”
She couldn’t stop herself from smiling. “I really liked it, too. I had a good time.”
“Good, because so did I. Look, I know it’s probably too soon, but I want to see you again.”
“I’d like that,” Kate heard herself reply.
What the hell? She couldn’t get involved with a man. Her life was crazy, and she had two kids, and their life wasn’t exactly normal. And she especially couldn’t get involved with this man. She’d already had fantasy sex with him. There was no way reality could compete with that. Could it? Besides, he was like a god, and she wasn’t even close to that.
“Good,” he said. “So what are you all doing tomorrow evening? Maybe we can meet for dinner somewhere?”
Kate sat up. “I don’t think that would work. This is too short of notice to get a sitter for the girls.”
“I was hoping to take all of you out, if that’s okay?”
“Really?” Kate asked in disbelief. How many men wanted to spend an evening with two little girls? Was she really thinking about doing this?
“I like you, Kate, and want to get to know you. The girls are a part of your life, an important part, so I’d like to get to know them, too. I don’t usually get the opportunity to hang out with kids, and they’re fun.”
Nothing in his tone or action made Kate’s warning bells go off. In fact, she was more comfortable with Grimm after spending only a few hours with him than Tori’s brother. And she’d known Deacon for almost two years.
“Kate?”
“Is it all right if I check with the girls first? I don’t like to make plans without talking with them.”
“Of course, if you want you can call me back tomorrow. I work nights so I’ll probably be sleeping, but you can leave me a message.”
“I work nights, too,” Kate said.
Before he could reply, she heard what sounded like someone speaking to him. He sighed and said, “Yeah, I’ll be there in a minute.” To her he said, “I have to go.”
“Okay, I’ll check with the girls and get back with you tomorrow.”
“Good night, Kate, sweet dreams.”
Once they’d disconnected, she flopped back on the bed. She highly doubted her dreams would be sweet now that his low voice was still buzzing in her ears.
Grimm walked down the corridor toward his rooms and wondered how soon Kate would call him. If she didn’t call, he already knew he would call her. Did that make him pathetic? Did he care? An angry female voice interrupted his thoughts, and he veered down another hallway to find out what was going on.
“You little assface.” Joelle gritted her teeth and stomped her foot.
“You know you shouldn’t call Talon names.” Grimm leaned in the doorway and eyed her.
She shot him the finger as she grabbed a towel and began to wipe up liquid from the floor. “Don’t you have somewhere to be?” she demanded as he lounged in the doorway.
“Nope, if you’re calling Talon names, I wanna see.”
She rolled her eyes. “You’re a jerk.”
Before she could say more a gray kitten pounced on the towel in her hand and attempted to wrestle it to the floor and kill it. She rolled her eyes. “Pain in the ass, go away and let me get this mess up.” Even as she pushed the cat away, he bounced forward to have another go at his damp enemy.
“Damn, he’s gotten big, ” he said, referring to the kitten Talon had brought home to Joelle just a short time ago.
“I know, and the assface is into everything. I can’t leave a cup sitting for ten seconds before he rushes and knocks it over.”
“Assface? I thought his name was Sebastian?”
She blew out a breath. “If he keeps this up, I’m changing it. So what’s new with you?”
“Nothing, I figured I’d come in and change before I have to head out. Where’s Talon?”
“He’s fixing us breakfast.” She smiled and tossed the towel into the bathroom. The cat squeaked and streaked after it. “And don’t leave without him. He’ll be flipping pissed if you do. You know the new rules—none of you go out alone.”
“Yes, Mom, I remember. Just have him tag me when he’s ready to leave.”
“I worry,” she called after him as he turned to go, “so sue me.”
She did, too. Joelle worried about each and every one of them, of course none of them as much as Talon, but he was hers. The longer they were together, the more in sync they were. It was kind of creepy Grimm had to admit, if he wasn’t just a bit jealous of them. He wondered what it felt like to have someone waiting for him, worrying over him. He’d never had that. Even his parents hadn’t really given a shit, not after they’d realized he was an Ancient. Throwback was the derogatory word, but most people didn’t dare use it to his or any of the Hunters’ faces. Even though he gave the appearance of being easygoing and laidback, he wasn’t. His temper was a hair-trigger, and he was always one short word away from blowing up. And who thought housing all of them together was a good idea?
He was really surprised they hadn’t killed each other. They were all loners, but Kenshin insisted they were more effective living together. It had certainly worked out, but it was fairly touch-and-go at the beginning, especially with Talon. The man had been certifiable, and he really wasn’t all that much better now, truth be told. People knew what they were getting with him. Talon didn’t hide the fact he walked a thin line so people gave him a wide berth.
Grimm, on the other hand, very much wanted people to think he was harmless. That’s why Kenshin always said he was the most dangerous, and maybe he was. Grimm wanted to make sure he had the upper hand in a fight so lulling people worked. There was nothing wrong with that.
Kate, though, was safe with him, as were the girls. He wanted nothing more than to protect them and make them feel safe. He knew they didn’t. He had sensed their rising tension as dark began to fall. He had to find out what the hell was going on. He couldn’t protect them unless he knew what to expect.
He entered his room and flopped on the bed. He closed his eyes and forced his breathing to slow. Only Ancients could do this, rest their body while their minds were still active. It had taken Grimm a bit to learn how, since he never wanted to sit still, but this was necessary to ensure he stayed in top fighting form. No mistakes, he told himself. He couldn’t make any mistakes now that he’d found Kate. He had to stay on top of his game so he could make their date. And they would have a date, he was sure of it.
He let everything go, all the worries and thoughts and stresses. He knew humans struggled to attain complete silence as they meditated, but for Ancients, it came easy. Once they learned the technique, it just happened. He wasn’t sure how long he lay there, but a knock eventually came at his door, pulling him up to the surface. He rolled out of bed rested and opened the door to find Talon waiting.
“I’m ready,” Grimm said, walking out of his rooms.
The other man merely glanced at him as they moved off down the hall. If there was one thing he could say about Talon, the man never asked or pried. Grimm bet if someone were on fire, Talon wouldn’t say anything until you did first. Grimm wasn’t sure if he didn’t care or figured if he started asking questions then someone might want to know things in return. Either way was good with Grimm.
“We’re hitting the same area you did the other night,” Talon finally said as they entered the Hunters’ common room.
Grimm nodded, and both men disappeared. A second later, they were in the alley behind the bar. Nothing stirred, and there was no scent of rotting meat. The two men started off, and Grimm warred between hoping to find one of the blood-addicted and not. He wasn’t sure his head was all the way in the game this evening. Since meeting Kate again all he could think about was seeing her. He wanted to sit close to her and smell her fragrance. Damn, it was enticing. He wanted nothing more than to press his face into the soft skin of her neck and breathe deep. The idea made his fangs throb. Okay, yeah, he wanted to bite her, too. How could he not? He imagined her blood would taste as good as she smelled.
“You need to stay focused,” Talon said, cutting into his thoughts.
“I’m fine,” Grimm lied.
Talon looked over at him. “I didn’t say you weren’t fine. I said you needed to stay focused. Your mind’s not on the job, and I need it to be.”
Grimm nodded, knowing the other man was right. If he wasn’t careful, he could get them killed, and he’d miss his date. Couldn’t have that. He forced back all thoughts of Kate. He could think about her after his shift was over, but now wasn’t a good time. He raised his head and sniffed the air. The slight tang of rot was on the breeze, and he motioned for Talon to follow him. All they needed was a break. All they needed was to take one of the blood-addicted captive and maybe they could start to get some answers.
* * * *
Quenton’s phone rang, and he picked it up without taking his eyes from the book he was studying. “Yes.”
“Why haven’t you called me?”
The voice that growled through the receiver made him catch his breath, and he began to grow hard. Reaper. Damn him. Quenton couldn’t get away from him. The man starred in every dream, and now he was calling him. What had he done to be so tormented? And why hadn’t he called? Reaper promised him a night he’d never forget, but something held Quenton back.
“Quenton, I know you’re there.”
“Of course I am,” he snapped. “But I’ve been busy.”
“Really?” Reaper purred through the receiver. “All the time? Day and night? What have you been doing?”
The man’s voice was lethal in its sexiness, and Quenton went blank. He had no idea what he’d just been asked or even how to answer. He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. What the hell? He was one hundred and twenty years old, not a child, and yet Reaper reduced him to some green boy.
“Should I come there to see what you’re up to? Maybe I can help you?”
Quenton huffed out a breath—everything Reaper said sounded sexual. Or, perhaps more precisely, Quenton imagined everything he said sounded sexual.
“I’m fine,” he muttered. “I just have a lot on my mind.” Like you running your hands over my naked body and sucking my cock.
“I bet I can help you with that.”
Quenton froze. Had he spoken his thoughts aloud? Finally, he cleared his throat. “Um, I’m just making final arrangements to meet Feral and Lucian at the airport. We’ve finally worked everything out, and they’re coming in tomorrow night.”
“You’re not going alone,” Reaper said. “We don’t know them or what they’re capable of.”
He rolled his eyes. “I’m not an idiot, Reaper. I was planning on asking Styx to go with me since he’s off rotation tomorrow evening.”
“I’ll switch with him and go with you.”
“No, no,” he said quickly, “you don’t have to do that.”
Reaper chuckled softly. “Afraid to be alone with me, Quenton?”
“Of course not, don’t be crazy.”
“Then why haven’t you called me? I know you want what I can give you, and I certainly wanna give it to you. In fact, I think about it a lot. You, naked on my bed, all that pale skin exposed and just waiting for my touch. I keep going over in my mind what I’ll do to you first, after I tie you down of course. I want you helpless and at my mercy.”
“You do?” Quenton couldn’t help but ask.
“Oh yeah. I’ll lick you all over, because I want your taste in my mouth. Then I’ll settle between your legs and suck your dick. I know it’ll taste so good. When my fangs come out, I’ll spread your legs wide and bite you high on the inner thigh. You’ll love the pain and pleasure it’ll give you. And when I drink, I’ll make sure you don’t come because I want it to last. I’ll turn you onto your stomach then and spread your legs wide because I want to touch and taste what I’ll be claiming. I’ll spread your ass wide so I can lick and suck at the pretty hole that’s mine. I want you to know who you belong to for that night.”
Quenton could do nothing but pant as he listened to Reaper. His penis throbbed as he imagined the man licking and sucking and taking his body. He never bottomed, but with Reaper, he would gladly take whatever the man wanted to give him.
“Are you hard for me, Quen? I’m hard just thinking about what I’m going to do to you.”
“Yes,” he said on a gasp.
“That’s good. Now take your cock out and jack off with me. Imagine it’s my hand rubbing and pulling. Are you doing it? I am, and it feels so good.”
The image of Reaper naked across a bed masturbating almost made Quenton come. Fumbling, he unbuttoned his pants and pulled his erection out. He was so hard and had already started leaking.
“Is your cock out, Quen?” Reaper growled.
“Yes,” he said as he closed his eyes and began stroking himself.
“Do you wish I was there? Sucking you? Licking you?”
“Yes, fuck yes.”
“Where are you? Tell me where you are.”
“Office. I’m in my office.”
A brush of air went over his hot flesh and Quenton opening his eyes to find Reaper kneeling before him. The big Hunter was shirtless with his pants hanging open and his red hair spilling around his shoulders. Enormous fangs appeared as he opened his mouth and slowly eased down to swallow Quenton’s cock. Quenton thrust his hips against the heat and wetness, willing himself not to come. Fuck, the man he’d been fantasizing about was kneeling before him, and he didn’t want it to end before it began.
Reaper hummed low as Quenton felt his cock hit the back of the other man’s throat. Quenton sobbed out a breath as he ran his fingers through the mass of blood-red hair spreading out across his body. He’d wanted to touch Reaper forever but had never dared before now. When Reaper began to move his mouth up and down Quenton’s erection, he could only grasp onto that glorious hair and hold on. He gasped and whimpered as the other man’s mouth drove him higher and higher toward release.
Even as Quenton shook his head in denial, he came, flooding Reaper’s mouth. Shit, shit, shit. He’d wanted it to last. The only time he’d ever have him, and it went too quick because he couldn’t stay in control.
He opened his eyes to watch Reaper slowly and thoroughly lick his shrinking cock. The redhead smiled at him, his grin feral and promising.
“This makes me want you naked in my bed that much more. Don’t keep me waiting too long, Quen, or I may start hunting you.” Reaper leaned up and captured Quenton’s mouth in a kiss that was all teeth and tongue. A moment later he was gone, leaving Quenton half-naked and alone in his office.
* * * *
Grimm collapsed, face first, onto his bed and closed his eyes. The entire night had been one long exercise in patience. They’d found nothing after the initial scent. They’d searched. It was as if all the blood-addicted had suddenly decided to take the night off. Grimm wished to hell they could get a handle on what was going on. If they could figure out who was behind everything then they could hunt them down and eliminate them. End of story. He preferred hunting and killing to endlessly walking around dark streets, sniffing the air like some fucking dog.
His phone beeped, signaling a call. Ignore? No, he couldn’t. If it was Kenshin he’d just come looking for him. But he shouldn’t since he and the rest of the Hunters had to sit through some bullshit meeting when they got back. Fuck, he hoped that wasn’t going to be the norm every time they went out hunting. Without looking at the screen he hit the receive button. “What?”
“Grimm?”
The soft female voice in his ear made his skin break out in goose bumps and he instantly got hard. “Kate, hey. How are you?”
“Is this a bad time? I hope I didn’t wake you.”
“No, I just got home. Everything’s good.” He rolled onto his back to give his cock some relief. No one had ever cranked him up like this woman did.
“I talked to the girls, and they’re really excited about tonight. If the invitation is still open, I mean.”
“Hell yeah, it is,” he said, sitting up. “I’m really looking forward to seeing all of you. So can I pick you all up or meet you?”
She hesitated just a second and finally spoke. “If it’s okay, we’ll just meet you. The girls both have booster seats, and it’s kind of a pain to switch vehicles with them.”
“It’s good. What about the Italian place near the bookstore? It has a wide selection and the food’s good.”
She laughed. “That’s the girls’ favorite restaurant.”
“Is six good for you all or is it too late?” He crossed his fingers hoping she’d say it was fine. Any earlier and he’d be hard pressed to miss the effects of the sun. Even with the heavy cloud cover, it could burn him.
“No, six is good for us. We usually don’t eat until that time anyway.”
“I’m really looking forward to seeing you.”
“Me, too,” she said softly in his ear. “Well, I’d better go so you can get some sleep.”
When the call disconnected, Grimm tossed the phone on his bed and wondered what the hell he was going to do until six that night. Because after listening to Kate’s voice whisper in his ear, sleeping was the last thought on his mind.



 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
 
Kate pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, and her heart sped up. Also, her palms were sweaty and her breathing was shallow and fast. Hell, she had to get ahold of herself. He was just some guy that she barely knew, and they were meeting for dinner. It wasn’t like a date since the girls were along. It was just two people who knew one another casually, eating together.
She rolled her eyes. No matter what she told herself, her heart thought of it as a date. And since she hadn’t been on one of those in forever, she was nervous. Thankfully, the girls didn’t let her dwell on anything too long, since they needed to be helped out of their seats. They were so excited, not only were they having dinner with Grimm, but also eating at their favorite restaurant. Olivia had spent the entire day asking the time and how long it was before they left. Abby had changed her outfit no less than three times finally settling on a dark plaid skirt, red sweater, black leggings and the glittery red shoes she’d worn for Halloween when she dressed as Dorothy.
The kid’s way more put together than I am, Kate thought, as she climbed out of the car.
They walked toward the restaurant and Grimm was already waiting for them. He looked so good, she thought, with black dress pants and a gray shirt that matched his eyes. Over that he had a long, black coat that could have been leather, something Kate could only dream of. She glanced down at her own black pants and blue sweater and wished she’d worn a dress. She hadn’t wanted to seem too dressed up or eager and had dumped that for the outfit she had on.
Grimm smiled and approached them. He handed the girls each a flower then gave Kate a bouquet of mixed blooms that included soft pink roses. The girls chattered excitedly, and Kate smelled her small slice of spring.
“Do you like them?” he asked softly.
“I love them. Thank you so much.” Saying this, she leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. He smiled and brushed his lips softly against hers.
He ushered them into the restaurant as Olivia and Abby filled him in on everything they’d done since the night before. They were shown to a quiet table in the back, and the girls climbed into the booth, leaving Kate to sit beside Grimm. The girls shrugged out of their coats, and Kate hung them on the hooks right off the booth. As she moved to take her coat off, Grimm grasped it and slid it down her arms. The brush of his hand on her arm was like a hot brand, and her heart jumped as if he’d run his hand over her bare skin. She had to get a hold of herself, but the image of the two of them tangled, naked, as he ran his hands and mouth over her body invaded her mind. Instantly, she slammed the door on those thoughts, but when she looked up, she found him watching her. Slowly, a smile spread over his face as if he could read her mind.
Turning away, she slid into the booth and busied herself with helping the girls get their silverware out of their napkins. Damn it, she thought, get ahold of yourself. It’s a stupid date, nothing more.
“I brought you something,” Olivia announced, as she dug into the bag she carried.
“You didn’t need to do that,” Grimm said.
Kate heard a slight strain in his voice, and she turned to look at him. Emotions flittered over his face, and she wished like hell she knew what he was thinking, feeling.
Olivia pulled out a book and handed it to him across the table. “It’s the first Calena the Vampire book. I thought you might want to read it since you remind me so much of her dad, Stark. Then we can talk about the books together.”
He accepted the book and studied the black and hot-pink cover. Two young girls stood arm and arm, one obviously human and the other with tiny fangs, but both had big smiles. “I’d very much like to read the book. Thank you for sharing it with me.”
“Just let me know when you’re finished and I can lend you the next one.”
“It won’t take me long. I like to read.”
She beamed at him and turned to tuck her small bag under her coat. Kate touched his arm and when he turned, she smiled at him and mouthed a thank you.
“For what?” He leaned in close to whisper to her.
“She loves those books and never shares them with anyone. So thank you for accepting it,” she whispered back.
“I might like them, too. You never can tell.”
Kate tried to force back a shiver as Grimm’s hot breath fanned her neck and ear. She wanted nothing more than to lean into him and let him murmur against her skin all night long. The man was so sexy and once again she wondered why he was here with her. She wasn’t the type of woman beautiful, dangerous, sexy men went after. Yet, here he sat, having dinner with her and two small children. And from what she could tell, he was enjoying himself. Go figure.
The waitress walked up to the table and smiled broadly. At Grimm. “Good evening. What can I do for you?”
Kate almost snorted. She imagined the girl wanted him to do quite a bit by the way she licked her lips and smiled. But Kate had to admit, the girl was pretty and blonde. Yeah, men so went for blondes, especially if they had boobs, like this girl did.
She felt Grimm slide his arm around her as he leaned in. “What do you ladies want?”
Kate turned and found him watching her, not even glancing at the waitress. The image of him spread out naked across crisp white sheets popped into her mind. She blinked and tried to think of something to say, but he gave her a slow smile.
Leaning in he whispered in her ear, “What do you want that the waitress can bring you?”
Color climbed up Kate’s neck to spread across her face. She really wanted to say something, but her mind remained empty.
“Can I have a peach iced tea?” Abby asked, breaking the uncomfortable silence.
“Of course,” Grimm said. “I’ll have one, too, sounds good.”
“Me, too,” Olivia said with a smile. “What’re you going to have, Momma?”
“I’ll have the same thing.”
“I’ll be back with your drinks,” the girl said with a tight smile and walked away.
By the time their drinks arrived and the waitress took their orders, Kate had herself back under control. She needed to stop acting like some half-witted teenager. She was an adult with two children. Yes, the man she was sitting with was the hottest human being she’d ever seen, but there was no reason to act as if she’d never been on a date before. She imagined women threw themselves at him all the time, so she needed to act as if she had sense.
She found that once she settled, she really enjoyed herself. Grimm was a fun dinner companion and the four of them laughed and talked throughout the meal. The girls seemed as if they really liked him, and that was a huge check in the positive column. If they hadn’t, no matter how much he affected her, she wouldn’t see him anymore. Abby and Olivia were first in her life, and if they didn’t like the man she dated then she wouldn’t date him. They’d had enough with being last with Janie, she’d never do that to them.
When the waitress delivered the check, Kate leaned in to get a look. Grimm blocked her as he tucked the check and his credit card on the tray and handed it back.
“How much do I owe you?” Kate asked.
Grimm leaned in close. “Are you trying to piss me off?”
“What?” Kate asked in surprise.
“I asked you and the girls out for dinner. This is a date. Ladies don’t pay when they’re on dates. And you three ladies especially don’t pay when you’re my ladies on a date with me.”
The two of them stared at one another, his gray eyes steady and unreadable. His ladies. She liked the sound and the thought of that. It wasn’t that she couldn’t take care of herself and the girls. Hell, she’d been doing it for years, but it would be so nice to have someone share the burden. And what the hell was she thinking? They had only met a few times and talked on the phone and suddenly she was building a life with him? Was she losing her mind? She didn’t feel as if she were. In fact, being with him felt right more right than anything had ever felt.
“I’m sorry, I’m so used to taking care of everything.”
“I know,” he said with a slight smile. “Not with me, though.”
Once the bill was settled and the last of the tea sucked up, Grimm helped Abby and Olivia with their coats. The girls giggled as he maneuvered their tiny jackets onto their tiny bodies. Kate knelt to help them button and zip, ensuring they were protected from the night air. When she stood, Grimm held Kate’s coat for her. Blushing, she turned and allowed him to help her slip it on. The heat from his body washed over her, and she held back a gasp when she felt his breath against her neck. She so wanted to lean back into him but knew she couldn’t, especially with the girls watching.
The gloomy parking lot greeted them as they left the restaurant, and the girls hesitated, as they always did. Olivia moved a bit closer to Grimm’s side as Abby moved into Kate. She saw Grimm look around warily as he reached down and took Olivia’s hand, and she smiled up at him as they moved off to where Kate had parked.
Just as he had the night before, he helped her get the girls into the car as she watched the lot grow darker around them. She knew, rationally, that nothing was going to come screaming out of the night at them, but it still didn’t stop the fear.
“Is everything okay?” Grimm asked her as she moved around to the driver’s door.
“What do you mean?”
“You look a little nervous, that’s all.”
“I didn’t realize I was that obvious.” She lowered her voice and he moved in close. She glanced around again and finally spoke. “The girls and I have had some things happen. So nighttime makes us nervous.
“But it’s no big deal,” she said, with a shrug, “we’re good. And thank you so much for dinner. I know the girls had such a good time, and so did I.”
“I did, too. I really enjoy spending time with all of you. Look, let me follow you home. Just to make sure you get there safe.”
“I can’t ask you to do that—”
He cut her off. “You’re not. I’m offering. I really want to make sure you get home safe. It’ll make me feel better. Besides, then I can walk you to the door, like a proper date.”
She hesitated. Did she want him to follow them home? Know where they lived? They stared at one another for a long moment, and Kate had to admit, she did. She wanted this man in her life. It was stupid and insane and pure foolishness, but there it was. “If it’s not too much trouble, I’d appreciate it.”
“It’s not,” he said. “Let me just get my car, and I’ll fall in behind you.”
Kate pulled out of the parking lot and checked the rearview mirror. Grimm, in a big black SUV, followed behind. She still wasn’t sure how to feel about the whole idea of him knowing where she lived. A huge part of her was excited that a handsome man like him really wanted to spend time with her. The other part of her, a tiny part, was afraid. She’d spent so long hiding and now someone she didn’t know well was going to know where to find them. The idea was scary and very much overwhelming.
The girls, though, had no such issue with it. They were bouncing in their seats and excitedly chatting about what they were going to show Grimm when they got home. Kate found she had to fuss at Olivia at least twice because she kept trying to squirm out of her car seat to see if he was still behind them. After a second sterner warning, Olivia stopped looking and took to asking Kate if he was still there. She was never more relieved to make the turn onto their street so they could finally get home.
Kate eased up on the gas when she realized the street was dark. The streetlights were off, and all the houses sat like gloomy shadows. Worry crawled up her spine, but she beat it back. They had a standby generator and when the power went out it automatically kicked on to ensure the alarm and lights were always operational.
“Why is everything dark?” Abby asked, her voice high and thin with worry.
“I don’t know, sweetie. But we’re fine. Remember the generator?” Kate spoke smoothly, hiding her worry.
But as she neared the house, there were no lights to welcome them. Their yard, just like everyone else’s, was dark. What the hell? Kate sat clutching the steering wheel, filled with uncertainty. Should she turn into the driveway? But what if someone was waiting for them? Could she back out in time? What if someone pulled in behind them and blocked the drive?
A light tap on her window jerked her out of her thoughts. She almost slammed her foot on the gas and drove away until she realized it was Grimm standing outside her car door. Shit, she had to pull herself together. She was not going to fall apart.
She rolled her window down. “The lights are off and, for some reason, the generator didn’t come on.”
Grimm nodded as he watched her. “Do you want to pull in and I’ll check it out? Or would you prefer to go someplace else?”
She would not be forced out of her house. It was important for her and especially important for the girls to stand their ground. This was their home, and they all needed to feel safe in it. “Pull in and we’ll check it out. It could be that the generator blew a fuse or something like that.”
He nodded and disappeared into the darkness as she eased off the brake and pulled into the driveway. When they’d moved in, she’d had all the trees taken down as well as the bushes around the house. She didn’t want anyplace that someone could hide, but even with that the yard and house were spooky in the gloom. She took a deep breath and opened the car door. Grimm once again appeared at her side.
“Why don’t you stay here with the girls and I’ll check things out,” he said.
Kate wanted to argue and insist she could go with him, but she couldn’t leave the girls alone.
“Momma,” Abby said from inside the car.
That sealed it. This little girl was finally trusting her, she couldn’t let her down. She pulled her keys out of her purse and handed them to him. “The alarms should be on. At least, I hope they are.”
“They should have battery backup. When’s the last time you checked the batteries?”
“I’m not sure. The system is only two years old, and we’ve always had a working generator.”
“I’d think the alarm is on, but if you trust me with the code, I’ll go check it out.”
“It’s three one six eight.”
“I’ll be right back,” he said and gave her a smile.
She climbed back in the car and locked the doors as he started toward the porch.
Grimm moved through the night toward the house. Nothing stirred, but he wasn’t taking any chances. Using the keys Kate had given him, he walked in the front door and entered the code. The alarm was working, but he’d expect no less since the thing was incredibly sophisticated. He wondered again what they were afraid of. Putting that thought aside, he methodically checked the house and found nothing.
He went back out to the cars and tapped on Kate’s window. She rolled it down and gave a tentative smile. “Everything is good. Why don’t you all come in, and we can find some flashlights.”
“Okay.” She nodded, exiting the car. The two of them helped the girls out and, as they walked across the yard, Grimm searched for any kind of trouble. Nothing. It was as quiet as when they’d first arrived. But something had them all spooked. Once they were inside with the doors locked, the girls hovered near the security panel.
“Why isn’t it lit up?” Olivia asked, obviously worried.
“There’s no power, sweetie,” Kate explained. “When there’s no power, the keypad doesn’t light up.”
“Yeah, but what about the generator? It should have come on. What are we going to do without the alarm?” Abby interrupted, wringing her hands.
Grimm could smell the fear coming off of all three of them. Kate did a great job of hiding it, but not from him. Once he found out who or what had put this kind of fear in them, he would hunt it down and destroy it.
“The alarm is on, but because it’s on battery backup the pad doesn’t light up. If you want, I can stay for a while,” Grimm said. “If that’s okay?”
Three sets of eyes turned to him, and he saw relief. But Kate said, “You don’t have to do that. We’ll be fine.”
“Yeah, but I’d feel better. Besides if not in here then I’d just sit out in my car.”
Kate gave him a small smile. “Thank you.”
Kate pulled flashlights out of a little table that sat near the front door and handed them to the girls. They immediately flicked the lights on and illuminated the living room. Shadows danced across the room and Grimm saw the girls look around nervously.
“Why don’t we start a fire?” Kate said, moving over to the fireplace. “It’s chilly in here and if the power doesn’t come on soon, it’s going to get cold.”
“I’ll take care of it,” Grimm said, moving to intercept her. He couldn’t stop the need to take care of them. In fact, if he had someplace else to take them he would but knew the underground was not someplace they could go. Not yet anyway. Not until he figured out how to tell Kate what he was.
“Girls, let’s get you cleaned up and into your nightgowns,” Kate said.
“But I’m not tired,” Olivia said.
“And it’s dark upstairs,” Abby added.
“That’s why I’m going to pull out comforters and blankets and you can both lie on the floor in front of the fireplace,” Kate explained as she ushered them out of the room.
When they were gone, Grimm took the opportunity to check out the framed photos around the room. He wondered who the girls’ father was and where he’d gone. He knew Kate wasn’t married. She didn’t wear a ring, and she wasn’t the type to cheat. Besides, the girls would have said something, but no mention of a father had come up at any time. He wondered if he’d died or just skipped out. Whatever happened, it didn’t matter, they were his to protect now.
Grimm moved to help Kate as she came back into the living room with an armful of blankets and comforters. They worked together to make a pallet on the floor in front of the fireplace while the girls stood and waited. When they finished, Olivia flopped onto the pile with a small giggle. Abby joined her, but was more hesitant and made sure to sit as close to Kate as possible.
Grimm shrugged out of his coat and joined them on the floor. As dates went, this was the oddest one he’d ever had, but it was definitely his favorite. Sitting and listening to the girls chatter to Kate was something he would and could do forever. Yep, he was hooked. Now, he had to make sure Kate felt the same way because he wasn’t letting her go.
“We could listen to music,” Olivia said. “One of my favorite songs is Believe by Cher.”
“We can’t, honey,” Kate said. “The power’s out.”
“Oh, well, we could read,” Olivia said, pulling out her book. “If you want, I could read out loud to everyone.”
“No,” Abby said, “none of us have read the other books so it won’t make sense. We could just read quietly.”
“But then it’s too quiet,” Olivia answered back. Before Abby could say anything in reply, Olivia turned to Grimm. “Is that your real hair color?”
The change of topic was so quick that it took him a moment, but Kate jumped in. “Olivia Rose, that is incredibly rude.”
“But, Momma, his hair reminds me of Calina’s dad’s hair, so I was just wondering.”
Grimm laughed. “Yes, it is my real hair color. Once again, you’ll have to blame my parents.”
“So, Calina’s dad’s name is Stark. Is that like a word, too?” Olivia asked, obviously warming to her favorite topic.
“It is a regular word, too,” Kate replied.
“What’s it mean?”
“It means harsh or severe or…” She hesitated and tossed Grimm a look. “Grim.”
He smiled. “Mine has two m’s.”
“So, stark is grim?” Olivia asked.
“That’s what stark can mean, yes.”
“No wonder you look like Calina’s dad,” Olivia crowed. “Are you a vampire? Do you have a daughter? Do you fight bad guys?”
“Olivia,” Kate said in exasperation.
“No, I don’t have a daughter.” Grimm figured he might as well answer one of the questions truthfully.
“Momma, can you take me in and help me get a glass of water?” Abby crawled out of the blankets.
“Yes, I can.” Kate rose.
The two left the living room and Olivia eyed Grimm for a long moment. Finally, she leaned in close and whispered, “I understand why you didn’t answer the vampire question in front of Momma and Abby. But I know, and I won’t tell anyone.”
“Really?” he whispered back. “Doesn’t the idea of a vampire scare you?”
“No, not if it’s you. You’re a good guy, and you like us.”
Grimm didn’t know what to say. This tiny human girl had so much faith in him, more faith than anyone had ever had before. He decided right then that he wouldn’t lie to her, couldn’t lie to her. “I appreciate you not telling anyone. And you’re right, I really like all of you a lot. But for right now, let’s keep it between us, okay?”
She nodded solemnly. “I knew it when I saw you.” She looked around then leaned in closer. “Do you have fangs?”
Grimm nodded. “Yes.”
“That’s so cool.”
He burst out laughing as Kate and Abby walked back into the room.
* * * *
Quenton walked out to the car waiting to take him to the airport and saw Reaper. Part of him, the part below the waist, gave a little jump. The rest of him, especially his gut, said this was nothing but trouble. After the insanely sexy encounter from the night before—when Quenton’s brain had finally come back online—he knew there couldn’t be a repeat encounter. He and Reaper worked together and scratching an itch, albeit an intensely needy and wanting itch, just shouldn’t happen.
Instead of saying any of what was on his mind, Quenton climbed into the passenger seat and waited. Reaper got in on the driver’s side and started the car. They pulled out of the garage in silence and drove into the night. Reaper guided the big SUV through the city streets until he hit the expressway. Quenton watched the scenery and the other drivers stream past. Even with the dark lenses of his glasses, he had exceptional eyesight. He wondered briefly where people went in such a hurry. Were their lives as complicated as his?
“Hello, Quen.”
Reaper’s low voice cut through his thoughts. The man’s voice reminded Quenton of claws running across silk, low and sensual with just a hint of menace.
“Reaper. How are you this evening?”
“Are we going to continue to play games? I want you, you want me. What’s the problem?”
“We work together, recently quite closely. It’s not a simple matter of fucking and never seeing one another again. We will see one another.”
“We’re both adults, and we both know the score,” Reaper replied in that calm, detached way he had.
“Yes, well what if I don’t like the score?” Quenton turned to face him. “Let me explain something to you. I am over a hundred, and in all that time, I have never, ever bottomed for anyone. I like being in charge. So perhaps you need to think about whether or not you’d like to submit to me.”
Quenton watched Reaper’s fangs extend as the redhead smiled at him.
“Do you know what I want, Quen? I want to pin your superb body to a bed and fuck you until we both can’t think. So how about we make a deal…” He glanced over at his silent passenger. “You say you don’t want to submit. Well, guess what, neither do I. So what if we both do?”
“Are you suggesting we take turns?” Quenton asked, a smile playing around his lips.
“If that’s what it takes. I want to fuck you, and if that’s the only way I can then what the hell.”
“Let me think about it.”
Reaper nodded and Quenton settled in for the ride. What if Reaper didn’t agree to his proposal? Could he just say fuck it and give in? He glanced over at the Hunter—yeah he could. No matter what lies he told himself, he wanted Reaper. He wanted the big Ancient to take him and use him until he was weeping. Shit, did he sound like some woman from a bawdy novel? Probably, but he truly didn’t care.
“Where are we meeting them?” Reaper asked as they approached the airport.
“Just pull up to Arrivals. They said they’d be waiting.”
Reaper did as Quenton asked. He eased the vehicle along the curb until he stopped abruptly. “Stay in the car,” he ordered as he got out.
Quenton watched as Reaper instinctively approached another equally large man. Quenton wasn’t sure how Ancients did it, but they always knew if another was in their territory. Probably had to do with how aggressive the whole race was, but he didn’t want to agitate an already poor situation by getting out of the car until he had to. Reaper was already in a combative mood. Quenton didn’t need anything to push the man over the edge to violence.
Quenton watched as Feral eased forward, slowly. He stood a good six-two maybe a bit more. His hair was short and dark, cut close to his head, and he sported a goatee and mustache. The two men stared at one another until someone stepped out from behind the Ancient. The man was no more than five-six with wind-swept blond hair and sparkling green eyes. He smiled broadly and held out his hand. “Hello, you’re not Quenton.”
“No, I am,” Quenton said, as he finally stepped from the car. “You must be Lucian. It’s lovely to meet you.”
The two men shook hands as Lucian rolled his eyes. “Likewise. The glowering gentleman behind me is Feral. And your companion would be…” He trailed off in a questioning tone.
“This is Reaper, one of the Hunters with the PIA.”
Reaper nodded at Feral, who nodded back coolly.
Lucian sighed. “Obviously, all Ancients are such chatterboxes it’s difficult to get a word in when they’re around.”
Quenton smiled. “Yes, and such manners, too. Why you’d think they were meeting royalty the way they’re gushing.”
Lucian and Quenton burst out laughing as Reaper and Feral both shook their heads.
Yes, that’s right, bond over the fact that you’re both acting like asshats.
Not that they thought they were. Oh no, they were too manly and tough for that.
“And you should know better than to leap out without checking your surroundings,” Feral finally spoke, aiming his comment at Lucian.
“It was obvious who they were,” Lucian replied with a smile. “Come, love, let’s get our things. I’m exhausted after the flight.”
Feral grabbed the bags and Reaper opened the back of the SUV so everything could be stowed. The two men didn’t openly growl at one another, but neither spoke. Quenton hoped this didn’t go on. He was the one who’d insisted they invite the Ancient and his Liaison. He knew they could help, but if no one gave them a chance, what good would it do? And if this was the reception from Reaper, what would Talon be like? The man was crazed on the best of days, on the worst… Couldn’t worry about it. It was a done deal now. They were here and everyone would have to deal with it.



 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
 
Kate quietly led Grimm into the kitchen. The girls had finally worn themselves out and were sleeping wrapped up in blankets on the floor. The power had yet to come back on, but the power company had assured her they were working on it. A transformer had blown and taken out a huge area. Kate wondered why the hell the electric cables weren’t buried. She also wondered why the generator hadn’t started up. She’d have to check on it tomorrow, but right now it was dark, and she was finally alone with the man who occupied most of her thoughts lately.
“Do you want some tea?” she asked him as she filled the kettle. “The stove is gas, so I can at least offer you something hot.”
He raised an eyebrow, and she blushed. She wasn’t some silly teenager, but the man seriously made her stupid. He was so handsome, and he was choosing to be here with her. She still didn’t get it, but maybe she should just enjoy it before he came to his senses. How many men who looked like him would stick around with her and two little girls?
“Come here,” he said and held his hand out to her. “I’d love to know what’s rolling around in your head.”
“It’s nothing,” she said, trying to move past him, but he snagged her arm.
She found herself pressed between him and the counter. He was large and handsome and hard, and if she weren’t a modern woman, she probably would have swooned.
He leaned close and nuzzled her neck. Kate cocked her head to give him better access as she lightly placed her hands on his waist. The man could be a lethal weapon. All he did was barely touch her and she was ready to drop her panties. Damn, she needed to get out more if this bit of attention rocked her world.
His mouth was hot as his teeth and tongue skimmed over her skin. She shivered and leaned closer. Without taking his mouth from her neck, he lifted her until she was sitting on the counter. He eased his hips between her legs until she felt his erection nudge against her. She gasped as he rocked against her, making sparks flash through her body.
“Do you feel what you do to me?” he murmured against her neck. “No one else, Kate, no one has ever affected me the way you do.”
She opened her mouth to say something, but his lips covered hers. He slid his tongue into her mouth, and Kate wrapped her arms around his neck. The man kissed as if she was water and he was dying of thirst. He suckled and licked at her mouth as her head swam. He was addictive like fine chocolate. If he was this thorough with a kiss, she wondered what he’d do to her in bed.
He eased away, and they stared at one another, panting for breath. She realized she had her legs wrapped around his hips, and she’d been grinding herself against him. Well shit, he probably thought she was some sex-starved crazy. All he’d done was kiss her, and she was pretty much dry humping him in the kitchen. She began to ease away, but he clamped his big hands on her hips.
“No, stay where you are. I like having you wrapped around me.”
“I don’t get it,” she said, shaking her head.
“What?” He leaned in to nuzzle her neck again.
“Why me? I mean, let’s be honest, I’m not some supermodel. I’m fairly ordinary, I carry a few extra pounds I’d love to lose but don’t have the initiative to really exercise. I have two kids who I love so much, and they’re number one with me. And you? Well, you’re beautiful.”
He pulled back to watch her, his gray eyes steady. “First, like I tell the girls, you can blame my parents for how I look. I didn’t have anything to do with it. Second, and most important, I don’t want a supermodel. To me, you’re way more desirable. It’s everything about you, Kate. I love the way you smell and feel and how you talk to the girls. I love that when I kiss you, you make these little noises that tell me you are so loving what I’m doing. I love the feel of your body against mine, and I can’t wait ‘til I can get you naked.”
“Wow,” she said, not sure what else to say. “Okay.”
He ran his hands up her back on the inside of her shirt. His skin was rough against hers, and she shivered. She didn’t even know what he did, but he had to work with his hands since they were callused. She didn’t mind at all since they felt so good on her body.
Grimm ran his hands over Kate and fought the urge to sink his fangs into her neck. Fuck, it was so tempting. She was so tempting. Her scent was intoxicating and that, along with the feel of her under his hands, was driving him crazy. But he refused to back off. He wanted to get as close to her as he could. He knew now wasn’t the time for sex, not with the girls in the next room. Besides, he had to tell her what he was before they made love. He couldn’t see taking that kind of step with her not knowing the truth. Shit, how could he build anything with her unless she knew everything about him? He couldn’t have a real relationship with her unless they were both honest with one another. And he’d never told any mortal who and what he was, it just wasn’t done. But with Kate, he was going to have to if they were really going to be together.
But none of that would stop him from giving her pleasure, not when she was so eager and hot. He eased his hand around and untied her pants. She had changed after they’d gotten home, and he loved the fact the fabric had such give. She pulled away from his mouth and looked startled but didn’t stop him. She wanted his touch as much as he wanted to touch her. Gently, he eased his hand down the front of her panties and cupped her wet heat.
Her eyelids fluttered closed as she tilted her head back, exposing her throat to him once again. Oh fuck, he wanted to bite her. He clenched his teeth to hold his fangs at bay, but he didn’t take his hand away. Hell no, she was too soft and so perfect. She slanted her hips back to give him more room, and he pushed her thighs farther apart.
He eased his fingers between the wet lips of her pussy and lightly pinched her clit. Her eyes popped open on a gasp as he slid his fingers down to slowly penetrate her. Damn, she was so tight. The thought of her taking his cock almost made him come in his pants. He’d have to be careful with her the first time. He was big, and he wanted her to enjoy what they did.
“Grimm,” she whispered as she moved her hips against his hand.
“That’s it, sweetheart, ride my fingers.” He leaned in and whispered against her ear, “You feel so good. I can’t wait ‘til I can put my mouth on you. I know you’re going to taste so good. Then after you’ve come, I’m going to ease my cock into you. You’ll squeeze me in your pretty little pussy, and I can’t wait.”
Kate shuddered against Grimm as he spoke softly and stroked into her body. He loved how responsive she was, loved the sounds she made. He couldn’t wait until he could strip her bare and lick every inch of her body. She panted and trembled against him as she gripped his shoulders tighter.
“One more finger, sweet,” he muttered against her ear. “I need you to take one more.”
She pressed her face into his neck and spread her legs farther as he eased three fingers into her. She was so tight, but he rubbed his thumb against her clit, and she squirmed against his hand.
“Tell me, Kate,” he murmured. “Tell me how it feels. Talk to me, sweetness.”
“Tight, so tight,” she said, her hot breath caressing his skin. “Good. It feels so good.”
“That’s good. Now come for me, Kate, come on my hand, sweet.”
He found her G-spot, and Kate instantly flashed into an orgasm. She shook and moaned, pressing her face against his shoulder. She couldn’t yell out. They couldn’t wake the girls. But she’d come hard, and he wanted her to do it again. He twisted his fingers inside her and flicked her clit with this thumbnail causing her to bite down on his shoulder and shake through another orgasm. She practically sobbed against his shoulder, and he held her close. He wanted to be with her like this always.
“You okay, sweetheart?”
He tilted her face up and kissed her. It wasn’t the mad tangle of tongues like before, this was slow and thorough and easy. She clung to him, still shaking occasionally from all they had done together. Grimm could feel her vagina flex and flutter around his fingers and didn’t even want to think what it would feel like around his cock.
Finally, he leaned back so they could look at one another as he withdrew his fingers. She sighed as he raised them so she could see her wetness coating his skin. Slowly, he stuck each digit in his mouth and sucked. Her eyes widened as he winked at her.
“You taste so good, sweet. I can’t wait ‘til I can have you again.”
“What about you?” She tentatively cupped the erection straining against his pants.
“Damn, your hand feels so good, but this was all about you. I needed you to understand how much I want you.”
“I want you, too.” Kate stroked him and squeezed.
He hissed out between his teeth and bucked in her hand. “Kate, if you don’t stop, I’ll come in my pants. That’s not a good look for a guy, you know.”
“But I want to see you and touch you.” She moved to undo his belt when the lights suddenly snapped on.
They looked at one another and she blushed. In the bright light of the kitchen, she sprawled on the counter with her legs open wide and her pants untied and shoved down. He could almost read the thoughts rolling around in her head.
“Don’t,” he said.
She looked up to find him watching her. “Don’t what?”
“Don’t try to make what happened between us something to be embarrassed or ashamed about. I want you, and you want me. That’s not going to change. I’m here, and I plan to stay.”
He leaned in and took her mouth again. Kate wrapped her arms around his neck and returned his kiss.
“Momma? Grimm?” Olivia called from the other room. “Are you there?”
“We’re here,” Kate called.
Grimm righted her pants and retied the string that held them up. Then he untucked his shirt to hide his still sizeable erection. The two of them gazed at one another for one long, last minute, and she smiled. He smiled back at her.
“Let’s go see what the munchkin wants.” He took her hand and pulled her off the counter.
They found Olivia sitting up rubbing her eyes. Her hair tangled around her face and she yawned widely then smiled.
“The lights came back on,” she announced to them. “It woke me up. Nothing wakes Abby up.”
Abby still lay curled up snoozing, totally oblivious to the lights or the conversation. She was so sweet and innocent, they both were, and Grimm felt a stab to his heart. Yeah, he’d not only kill to defend them, he’d die for them. They were his, no arguments.
Olivia stood up and picked her way out of the blankets. “Can Grimm take me up to bed?”
Kate squatted down to pick Abby up. “Only if he wants, but then I’ll be in to kiss you good night.”
“Cool,” she said, and took his hand. “You can tuck me in.”
Grimm followed Olivia up the stairs to her room. He didn’t understand how this tiny human, knowing what he was, trusted him. Did she believe him when he told her he was a vampire? Or did she think he was joking? Hell, he wasn’t sure and wasn’t positive he wanted to find out.
“This is my room,” she announced as she waved her arms around to encompass the pink and purple painted space.
Bookshelves ran along one wall and were packed with books, dolls and stuffed animals. The walls contained posters with Monster High written on them with pictures of girls with fangs and tails. Two windows faced out toward the street, and he moved to them to check how secure they were. There wasn’t anything anyone could climb to break in, but then again the blood-addicted didn’t need anything, did they? He watched the little girl as she climbed into bed. He would do whatever it took to keep her, Abby and Kate safe.
“I’m ready,” she said, staring up at him. “You can tuck me now.”
He squatted down next to her bed. “You’re going to have to tell me what to do. I’ve never tucked anyone in before.”
“Okay, so you need to hand me Mister Tiddles.” She pointed to a black and gray stuffed cat sitting at the end of the bed.
Grimm handed her the fluffy toy and she stuck it under the covers.
“Now you need to just shove the comforter and sheets under the mattress. I don’t want it too tight since I’ll have to get up and potty. But tight enough so I’m snug.”
Grimm followed her directions until all he could see was her small face and Mister Tiddles’s head. “Is that okay?”
“Perfect.” She glanced over to the half-closed door and dropped her voice to a whisper. “Can I see your fangs?”
“I don’t want you to be scared,” Grimm said equally as quietly.
“I won’t be. I promise.”
He shrugged, they’d have to get used to it anyway. He wasn’t preparing to go anywhere, and in fact, he planned on them moving in with him in the near future. He looked over his shoulder to make sure Kate wasn’t watching and let his fangs drop. Olivia’s eyes rounded, but then she smiled.
“Okay, that’s super duper cool.”
“Thanks.”
“My first mom died,” she said suddenly.
Grimm waited for a minute since her abrupt changes of topic always forced him to rethink what he was going to say. “Your first mom?”
“Yes, the lady who gave birth to me. She was Momma’s sister, and she couldn’t take care of us—me and Abby. So we came to live with Momma. Somebody killed the lady who gave birth to us.”
“I’m sorry.”
“I didn’t know her very well. I mostly lived with Momma. But after the lady died, these bad people came around and tried to take us. We had to move because they wouldn’t leave us alone.”
Grimm now understood about the security system, and the fear. If what Olivia was telling him was even close to the truth, the girls’ birth mother was murdered. But who would try to take the kids? The people who killed Kate’s sister? It didn’t make sense, unless the woman had been mixed up in some heavy shit. But even then why take the girls? Sell them? Use them as leverage? Whatever it was, it didn’t matter. Grimm was going to make certain they stayed safe.
“You’re never going to have to worry about anyone bothering you again.” He ran his fingers lightly over her cheek. Damn, she was so small and fragile.
“You’ll protect us, right?”
“You all are mine, now, and I protect what’s mine.”
She smiled. “Okay. But what if I need to talk to you? Sometimes I get scared. I don’t tell Momma ‘cause she worries.”
“My number is right on her phone. You can call me anytime.”
She didn’t look as certain as he wanted her to, but she nodded. “You can kiss me on the forehead, now.”
He smiled and did as she bid. “Good night, Olivia.”
“Good night, Grimm. See you later.”
He stood as Kate entered the room so she could cuddle and kiss the little girl. He left them and took a moment to peek in on Abby. She lay flat on her back with her arms curled over her head apparently sound asleep. Grimm took the time to walk through the house, making sure everything was locked and alarmed. They’d been on their own for two years without his help, and yet he was loath to leave them. It was crazy, really. He had literally just met all of them, but they were his and he knew it.
Grimm turned as Kate entered the room. He would have known it was her, without even looking, since her scent totally rocked his world. Okay, everything about her did that.
“Thanks for staying with us,” Kate said, “and thanks for letting Olivia ask you a million and one questions.”
“It was my pleasure.” He brought her hand up and kissed the palm then swirled his tongue over her flesh.
She gasped but didn’t pull away. In fact, she stepped closer and laid her head on his chest.
He held her and just enjoyed the feel of her body next to his. It would have been better naked and lying down, but he’d take what he could get.
“I should go so you can get some sleep,” he said but didn’t move.
“I won’t sleep. I never do. I usually work all night long then catch naps through the day.”
He wanted to ask her about what Olivia had told him, but didn’t want to ruin the mood between them. There’d be time for questions later. Now, he just wanted to hold her. Moving to the couch he eased them both down so she was cradled against his body. She snuggled in and relaxed against him. Trust. She trusted him. He wrapped his arms around her, grateful for the gift she gave him. Tomorrow—tomorrow was soon enough for the questions and explanations. Right now he just wanted to enjoy the feel of his woman in his arms.
* * * *
Grimm walked out of the empty COM Center in search of Joelle. If anyone could get him an extra cell phone it was her. On the drive from Kate’s house, he’d decided that Olivia needed her own phone with one number programmed in—his. He didn’t like the idea of the little girl scared, and he certainly didn’t like them without him. The only reason he’d left was because the sun was rising soon. It wasn’t as if he would burst into flames or some other shit, but he would get burned and that took time and blood to heal. He didn’t want to deal with either right now.
He tracked her down in the PIA cafeteria where she stood staring intently at the soda machine. The place was half-empty since the night shift was ready to go off and the day to come on, but Joelle didn’t notice the people buzzing around her. Slowly, she picked up a small cup and put some ice in it. He watched her a moment more, but she never chose a drink. She just stood and stared.
“What are you doing?” He approached her.
“Trying to decide if my love of caffeine or sleep will win. I so want a Cherry Coke, but if I drink one then I’ll be awake forever. But if I get a Sprite I just won’t be satisfied.”
“Wow, okay, so while you’re trying to figure it out I need you to get me a cell phone.”
She finally turned and gave him her full attention. “Why? What happened to yours? You didn’t lose it, did you?”
“No, I still have it. I need another phone.”
Joelle stepped aside as a tidy little woman walked past them to the soda machine. She eyed Joelle a moment before she filled up her cup. Joelle gave her a huge smile and turned back to Grimm. “And you need another phone because?”
“Someone I know needs to be able to get ahold of me.”
“Wait, you want me to give you a phone so some chick can call you? Tell her to get her own damn phone.”
Grimm lowered his voice. “It’s not like that. She’s little, and she’s scared. She’s had some shit go down in her life, and I want her to feel safe.”
“Grimm—”
He cut her off. “Her mom already has my number, but I want Olivia to be able to call me when she needs to. Get it?” Shit, he hated having to explain himself, and he certainly didn’t like people in his business.
Joelle smiled. “Okay, no problem. Let’s get you a phone that’ll be easy for her to use. How old is she?”
“She’s six.”
“And her mom?” Joelle prompted.
“Is special, and I don’t want to talk about her.”
“At least tell me her name.” Joelle nudged him.
“Kate, her name is Kate.”
“Awesome,” she said, turning to fill up her cup with Sprite as she smiled brightly at the woman who was putting a lid on her cup. “Hello, Miss Parsons. How are you?”
The woman huffed out a breath and walked away as Joelle turned back to Grimm. “Okay, now we can go.”
Grimm shook his head as he followed her out. He could completely understand how Joelle and Talon were made for each other. They were crazy in their own ways but seemed to balance each other out or at least that’s what he liked to tell himself. He wondered if Talon thought the same thing or if the man cared. Probably not since he was totally gone over her. His thoughts went to Kate. Was he gone over her? Fuck, yeah, he was. He couldn’t imagine not seeing her or talking to her or tasting her. Once he got the phone, he’d call her, just to check on her. No, he couldn’t. She’d probably be sleeping, and he didn’t want to wake her. He’d wait and call later to see if he could just drop by, to check on them. Then he could give Olivia her phone. He almost laughed at how pathetic he sounded. He hoped like hell she was feeling the way he did. No matter what he would have to tell her he was a vampire. He couldn’t continue to let that pass. He wanted their relationship to work and to do that she had to know the truth.
* * * *
Quenton entered his quarters and dropped into the chair next to his bed. Damn, he was tired. After working to get Feral and Lucian settled, he’d informed Kenshin they were in-house and had finally made it to his rooms. He hoped like hell the couple could offer some insight into what was going on with Talon and Joelle, and Charon and Aislinn. He knew one thing was certain—the women were going to live very long lives. Lucian was human, or at least, he had been, but he looked no older than thirty. Quenton wondered how old he’d been when the two men had met.
His phone chimed, interrupting his thoughts. He both hoped and dreaded that Reaper was on the line, but instead he saw Maeve’s name.
“Hello?”
“Hey, let’s meet,” she said, cracking gum in his ear.
“Huh, I didn’t know cows chewing cud could talk on the phone. It must be a miracle of medical science,” Quenton said sarcastically.
“Whatever, we need to meet and talk.”
“Where?”
“What about the library? That seems to be the big hang out spot, now.”
“I’ll meet you there in twenty minutes.” Quenton heard her disconnect and sighed. The woman had no social skills at all. He wondered why he liked her.
Feeling tired and grubby, Quenton showered and wondered what the hell couldn’t wait. He truly didn’t feel like climbing back into his normal attire and instead pulled out a pair of jeans and a tattered sweatshirt. Most people would be stunned to know he owned regular clothes, but then again, he didn’t let anyone get too close to him. He found that letting people in tended to cause hurt, and he didn’t want that anymore.
Two short raps announced his visitor and Quenton opened the door to let Maeve in. She was more serious than he’d ever seen her before. The two of them didn’t speak until he led her through the darkened library and into his private rooms. Once the door was closed and bolted, she turned and dropped into a chair.
“Dude, there’s some serious shit going on,” she said, pulling a file folder out of the bag she carried.
“Tell me.”
“Talon and Charon’s blood is definitely different than the rest of the Hunters.”
“Different how?”
“Different enough that if someone glanced at the results, they might not realize they were Ancients. In fact, they might not know what they were.”
“Are you telling me you couldn’t tell what species they were?”
“I can tell because I’m the goddess of the labs. But somebody who wasn’t as familiar might think they were looking at a new species.”
“And Joelle and Aislinn?”
“The humans aren’t quite human anymore. Their blood carries more vampire markers than human. It’s like they’re all evolving.”
Quenton removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “What about the vamp that was brought in? Did you have a chance to look at the body?”
“Uh, yeah, and he is some kind of messed up. First, he stinks and not just because he’s dead. I’m working on him in a hazmat suit and a closed lab since I don’t want any of what he’s got on me.”
“And?” Quenton prompted.
“I know he’s a vamp, but he sure doesn’t look like it. He wasn’t becoming an Ancient, either. He was something totally different and not good, either. His organs, muscles, tissue and bone are deformed. His brain has these weird growths on it, sort of like tumors, but they were changing the structure.”
“Grimm said that when they saw the thing it was literally crawling the walls.”
“I can believe it. The fingers were elongated and had…spider feet. There’s no other way to explain it. This person had hairs on their hands and feet and those hairs had even smaller hairs. In a spider, the hairs are called setules, but I got no word to describe this guy. Oh wait, creepy, that’s what I would call him.”
“Hell.”
“You said it. Once I’m done with the body, I’m going to burn it. All the samples I’m taking are locked up so only I can get to them. I don’t want to take the chance of anyone finding out more than they already do.”
“Agreed.”
She handed him the file. “Give this to the Director. It’s the only hard copy—everything else is on my personal laptop. Nowhere else. If he has questions let me know.”
Once she was gone, Quenton sat back in his chair and closed his eyes. This thing was getting more fucked up as they went. In his gut, he knew they had to bring Feral and Lucian in on what was going on because things were going to get much worse. The two men wouldn’t be as effective if they didn’t have all the information, but he had to convince Kenshin of the fact. He just hoped the Director would listen since Quenton found that his gut was rarely wrong.



 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
 
Kate poured a class of wine and handed it to her best friend. The brunette with the royal blue streak in her hair smiled and took a deep drink. Tori, Kate had to admit, was as different from her as night to day. The other woman was tall and slender with a variety of tattoos and piercings decorating her body. She had a take-no-shit attitude and, to anyone who didn’t know her, they’d have thought she was lucky if she bagged groceries for a living and could speak without grunting. The persona Tori projected was so far from what she truly was that it made Kate laugh. The woman had graduated top of her class in high school as well as college and had just graduated with her PhD in computer engineering. Tori was visited regularly by companies longing to hire her and toss vast amounts of money in her lap. Her pat response was to smile and tell them to come back when they had a real offer.
“So,” Tori prompted, “talk about your date. Who is he? Where did you go? And why didn’t you call me to hang out with the chicklets?”
“I took the girls with me,” Kate said, pouring her own wine. “We went to their favorite Italian restaurant near the bookstore, and we had a really good time.”
Tori made snoring noises. “I didn’t ask for the Facebook version. So who is he? Where did you meet him?”
Kate hesitated. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to tell Tori about Grimm, but everything was happening so fast. She felt more for a man she’d only known a few days than she did for ones she’d dated for months. She wasn’t sure what that meant. Okay, yes, he pushed all her hot buttons, but that wasn’t it. She felt a deep down connection to him she’d never felt with anyone.
“Kate? What’s going on?” Tori put her glass down and got her serious face.
“Remember when we went out dancing, and the guy I danced with?” Kate asked.
“Oh hell yeah. Mr. Sex-on-a-stick? Who could forget?” Tori fanned herself dramatically then stopped. “Him? You went out with him? Really? How?”
“We saw him at the bookstore, and he had coffee with us.” Kate shrugged, still not sure how Grimm had gone from a guy she met in a club to…wow.
“What do the chicklets think?”
“They really like him. Olivia even lent him her Calina the Vampire books.”
Tori rolled her eyes. “She barely lets me look at them.”
“I know and Abby’s already asked when we’re going out on a date again.”
“Okay, so the girls like him, but what about you?”
“Truly? I’ve never felt this way about anyone.” Kate saw the look on Tori’s face and rushed on. “I know it’s fast, but there’s something there I can’t explain. He’s not like anyone I’ve ever met before.”
“I want to meet him,” Tori said. “Yeah, he’s way good to look at, but I want to make sure he’s good enough for you.”
“He might stop by tonight,” Kate replied, thinking about the text Grimm had sent her.
He wanted to see her before he had to go to work. Well, she wanted to see him, too. Sunday evenings were usually a time to wind down. The girls took baths early and settled in their rooms to read. Sometimes Tori came over for wine and girl-talk before they both started to work for the evening. Kate worked in the evening out of necessity. Tori did it because she was a night person. She hated the idea of keeping regular hours in an office. The company they worked for wanted Tori happy so they let her do what she wanted. Since the two women usually worked as a team, Kate got the hours she needed. As Tori saw it, the whole situation was a win-win.
“Would you have told me about him if I hadn’t asked?”
Kate thought about it for a moment. “Yes, I would have. You’re my friend, and I want your opinion. This thing between us is moving fast, I know it is. He seems really serious about us, but what do I know? I mean, crap, Tori, think about him. He is utterly gorgeous, and I’m me.”
“What’s wrong with you?” Tori asked, heat in her voice.
“Nothing, but he and I just don’t look like we go together. When I said something to him about it, he got really serious and maybe a little ticked.”
“He should. He’s damn lucky to have you and the girls.”
“That’s basically what he said.”
“So, doofus, what’s the problem?”
Kate laughed and shook her head. “Nothing, you’re right, nothing is wrong.”
“Momma, Momma,” Olivia yelled from upstairs, “Grimm’s here. I see him.”
“Damn, she never gets that excited for me,” Tori grumbled as they headed toward the front door.
Olivia hurried down the steps in her Monster High pajamas that proudly proclaimed ‘Fangs are Fantastic’, and her matching slippers. Her hair was still pulled back in a ponytail from her bath, and she looked ridiculously cute and tiny as she beamed and danced at the door until the knock came. She reached up to open the door when Grimm’s low voice came through the solid panel.
“Olivia, do not open the door. You need to let your mom take care of it.”
“But I know it’s you,” she shouted back.
Kate wondered how he knew the little girl was there. Abby raced in the room at that moment. “Momma, aren’t you going to get the door? Grimm’s here.”
“Yeah, Momma,” Tori prompted. “Get to it.”
Kate turned off the alarm, opened the door and stared. The man looked the way he did the first night she’d seen him. He was dressed head to toe in black and looked mad, bad and incredibly dangerous. Until he smiled. The smile disarmed her, and she couldn’t do anything but smile back.
“Hello, Kate,” he murmured low.
“Hi.” She smiled and was about to introduce Tori, but Grimm leaned down and kissed her. It wasn’t the hot, intense kisses of the night before. This was soft and sweet and totally melted her insides. The girls giggled, and she blushed while she let him in the door.
He caught her hand and held it as he surveyed Olivia’s dancing form. “Nice pajamas, and I like the words.”
“Fangs are fantastic,” she said, holding her shirt out. “I even have my Monster High panties on.”
“Olivia,” Abby said, “you’re not supposed to talk to boys about your panties.”
“It’s just Grimm,” Olivia said. “He won’t mind.”
As the girls talked about who should and shouldn’t be told about panties, Kate introduced Grimm to Tori. A tiny part of her expected him to flirt with Tori since every man did. Her friend was beautiful, and Kate had seen it too many times. Instead, Grimm smiled politely and shook hands with her, but nothing more.
“Grimm,” Abby said shyly.
He instantly knelt down next to her. “What do you have?”
She held out a paper to him, and Kate recognized the math test Abby had taken on Friday. The little girl has gotten a hundred percent so Kate had hung it on the refrigerator. Now, she was sharing her accomplishment with Grimm. Kate held her breath waiting for his reaction, but then realized she shouldn’t have. He carefully took the paper and studied it then smiled.
“Wow, you did great. There’re a lot of problems here.”
“I really studied. I like math a lot.” Abby took her paper back. “Momma always hangs our papers on the fridge. Did your momma do that?”
“No, she didn’t, but you’re really lucky your mom does.”
“I hate to cut this short, girls, but you need to get to bed. We have to get up early tomorrow for school.”
Two tragic little faces turned up to her, but she stood firm. Neither girl was a morning person, and she didn’t want the fight to start first thing on Monday.
“Can Grimm help tuck us?” Olivia asked. “Please?”
Kate agreed as the girls took the large man’s hands and led him up the steps.
Tori nudged her. “Wow. First, he’s even hotter than I remember. Second, he’s awesome with the girls, and he looks at you like the sun, moon and stars shine out of your butt.”
“Well that’s gross,” Kate said with a laugh.
“But true, which means I’m going to leave so the two of you have a bit of time to yourselves. I’ll call you later to get all the deets so you’d better spill.”
“Thanks,” Kate said as she ushered her friend to the front door.
Grimm followed Olivia into her room and waited until she hopped up onto the bed. He could hear the water running as Abby brushed her teeth and Kate downstairs saying good-bye to her friend. Quickly, he knelt next to the bed and pulled the phone and charger out of his pocket. Olivia’s eyes got big when he handed them to her.
“These are yours, now. To get a hold of me all you need to do is touch the big green button marked Call on the screen two times. My number is the only one in the phone.”
Olivia held the phone in her hand as if it were precious. “How will you know it’s me?”
“Why don’t you try it out?”
She double tapped the screen and instantly the phone in his pocket began to play Believe by Cher. He pulled it out and showed the screen with her name on it to her.
“You made it play my favorite song,” Olivia said then jumped in his arms and hugged him.
Grimm held her tight, promising himself that he would do whatever was necessary to keep her safe. He helped her climb into bed and put Mr. Tiddles next to her then tucked the two of them in. He put the phone and charger in the little nightstand next to her bed.
“Remember, if you need me call me. I can be here instantly.”
“You can?” she whispered back.
“Yep.”
“Be careful fighting bad guys. Will you have your friends with you?”
He thought about Reaper waiting for him. “We don’t go anywhere alone. So yeah one of my friends is waiting for me.”
“Good.” She nodded. “You can kiss me on the forehead, now.”
He followed her directions as Kate entered the door. He stood, and as Kate walked past him, he squeezed her hand. She smiled shyly, and he felt his world tilt. This woman was his. He knew it. They belonged to one another just as Joelle belonged with Talon and Aislinn with Charon. Now, he had to convince her of it.
Abby was waiting for him in the hallway. He smiled at her rosebud-covered nightgown and bright pink slippers. He could easily smell the fruity hair shampoo and her freshly brushed teeth. Yeah, he’d kill anyone who dared touch any of them.
“I’m ready for bed.”
“I can see that. Do you need some help?”
“If you want to help tuck me, I’d like that.”
Grimm held her tiny hand and followed her into her bedroom. Where Olivia’s was bright colors and clutter, Abby’s room was princess pink and neat as a pin. She even had a large wood crown-looking deal over her bed with her name done on it in cursive. He helped her into bed and crouched down beside her to pull the covers up and over her.
“Do you need anything before I tuck you?” Grimm asked.
“You like Momma don’t you?” Abby asked quietly.
“I really do. Is that okay?”
“Yes, it’s okay.”
“I like you and Olivia, too,” he told her softly. “And not because I like your mom. I like the two of you because you’re you.”
She smiled. “I know. I can tell.”
Grimm felt a squeeze around his heart as he looked into her face. Yep, he’d fallen for the whole bunch of them. He wouldn’t make fun of Talon and Charon any longer. He was in the same boat and was happy for it. He kissed her forehead. “Sleep well, princess.”
“Momma and I painted my tiara and put the gems on it.”
“It looks good.” He smiled at her as he checked her windows to make sure they were locked. “I’ll see you later.”
“Night, Grimm.”
He met Kate in the hallway, and the two of them walked downstairs together. He couldn’t stay long but wanted to spend time with her. If he could, of course, he’d blow off his job altogether, but he doubted anyone would understand. Okay, Talon and Charon would, but they also went out into the field when they’d rather stay with their women. So basically, he was fucked, and not in the way he wanted.
Kate pulled him to sit by her on the couch. “I know you can’t stay long. I have to work tonight, too.”
“You’re right, but I can stay long enough for this.” He leaned forward and claimed her lips.
Shit, she was sweet and hot as she wrapped her arms around his neck and eased her tongue into his mouth. He pulled her so she was straddling his lap, and he slid his hands up under her shirt. Her skin was soft like silk, and he wanted nothing more than to strip her naked. He knew he couldn’t. When he made love to Kate, he wanted to take his time and savor every inch of her, and he had to talk to her before. He wanted her to understand what she was getting into with him.
She backed away rumpled and panting. If he were a lesser man, he’d have come in his pants just looking at her.
“You can’t stay,” she said breathlessly.
“No, but I wish I could.”
“Me, too.”
He drew her in for another kiss. He loved the way she sank into his embrace as if she were totally comfortable and safe with him. She was, too. He would never hurt her, and he’d make sure no harm ever came to her.
She ran her fingers through his hair and sucked on his tongue as he palmed both of her breasts and squeezed. She shuddered and ground herself against his erection. A beeping caught his attention, but he didn’t want to let her go. Not yet. When the sound came again, she eased away from him to look around.
“It’s my fucking phone,” he said, teeth gritted.
“You should get it,” she said and kissed his cheek.
“Don’t move.” He clasped her to his chest and dug out his phone.
She relaxed against him, resting her head on his shoulder. He wanted to stay like this for the rest of the night but knew it just wasn’t possible.
“What?” he said into the device that he was growing to hate.
“Sorry for the interruption,” Joelle said in his ear. “We need you back here. Reaper is already on his way.”
“What’s going on?”
“Just come in, okay?”
“I’ll be there.”
He disconnected and figured whatever was going on had to do with the wall-crawler from the other evening. Shit, he hoped somebody had some answers or at least could tell them where the blood-addicted were coming from. The faster they could deal with them, the more time he’d have to spend with Kate and the girls.
“You have to go.”
“And you have to get to work.”
“Sucks to be us.”
He totally agreed.
* * * *
Quenton eyed the group around him and wondered what the hell he’d been thinking. Ancients were volatile at best, and he had invited a bunch of them to sit together in a room to have a discussion. Yeah, he needed his damn head examined. While he and Lucian sat at the large conference table pretending to have a conversation, Feral, Reaper and Styx circled the room and one another.
He really hoped when Joelle and Aislinn arrived it would bring the tension down, but he just didn’t think it would. When they showed up, they’d bring Talon and Charon, which would probably start a brawl. He knew he should have stayed hidden in his office, but he felt responsible for bringing Lucian and Feral into the group.
“This is fun, isn’t it?” Lucian leaned toward Quenton and said sotto voce. “I can’t wait until they bare their fangs and start flexing muscles.”
Quenton could only laugh. He really did like the man, and the fact that he didn’t take any of the Ancients seriously just made him practically perfect.
“Wait ‘til the others arrive,” Quenton said, rolling his eyes. “I’m sure it will get so much worse.”
“Dude, you knew we were trying to catch one of the blood-addicted alive.” Joelle’s voice came from the hallway.
Lucian raised an eyebrow at Quenton, but before he could say anything, another female voice answered.
“He came at me. What was I supposed to do?”
“Maim him. You were supposed to maim him.”
Joelle and Aislinn walked in together, Aislinn carrying the naginata Charon had made for her. The naginata she was currently using a towel to wipe blood from.
“I tried to, but he kind of moved a little too fast.”
“You loped his head off and practically cut his torso in two.”
Aislinn shrugged. “I slipped.”
When the two women realized everyone in the room was looking at them, Aislinn put her hands on her hips. “What? It was an accident. It could have happened to anyone.”
“Of course,” Quenton spoke into the silence. “Joelle and Aislinn this is Feral and Lucian.”
Joelle smiled broadly and stepped forward. “Oh my gosh, it’s so nice to meet you.” She shook Lucian’s hand and waved to Feral. “Are your accommodations okay? Is everyone treating you politely?” As she said this, she sent a glare toward Styx and Reaper.
Aislinn moved to shake hands with Lucian and noticed the blood on her fingers. “Oh, let me wash up first, but it’s really great to meet you both.” She leaned her weapon against the wall and exited the room.
“Talon and Charon should be along in a minute as well as Grimm.” Joelle took a seat across from Quenton and Lucian.
“Can I gather from the conversation we heard,” Lucian said, “that she hunts?”
“Aislinn? Oh yeah, that’s how Charon met her. He trained her and now she goes out with them.” One of the Hunters made a hissing noise and Joelle turned around. “What? What’s the hiss?”
“I think they don’t wish you to share information with us,” Lucian said.
“Whatevs, here’s my deal—you two are here to help. If you don’t know everything, you can’t help. So, can I ask how old you are? I know you’re human, but the stuff we read tells me you are way older than you look.”
Lucian smiled. “Oh thank goodness, there’s another one of us.”
Quenton nodded. “Yes, she is.”
“What?” Joelle exclaimed. “I asked a question.”
“Exactly,” Lucian said, “you ask. You don’t dance around the subject or subtly question. You just jump right in.”
“Cool, so how old are you? And don’t try and fib, because I know you’re from somewhere in the mid-seventeen fifties.”
“How do you know that?” he asked, glancing back at Feral.
“Journal,” Quenton supplied. “We have a journal that Feral kept at the time you met.”
Lucian nodded. “We wondered where it had gotten to. But, you know, the older you get, the more things accumulate and somehow get misplaced.”
Quenton nodded. “That’s where I come in. I try to collect and preserve as many letters and journals as I’m able. As well as keep them out of the hands of humans.”
“Well then to answer your question I was born in seventeen twenty-nine, which makes me nearly two-hundred and eighty-five.”
Quenton knew Lucian was old, but had no clue he was born nearly fifty years before the American Revolution. The idea that a human had survived as long as he had was astounding. What kind of power did the Ancient/Liaison bond have when it could halt a human’s natural aging cycle?
“Did no one tell you?” Lucan direction his question at Joelle.
“Tell me what?”
“When an Ancient and human bond, you don’t die,” he said, matter-of-factly. “As long as Feral lives then I live and vice versa.”
“I’ve never met anyone else bonded to an Ancient. Okay, that’s not true, Aislinn is, but Talon and I were first. So really, she doesn’t count. We’re really new at this.”
“Oh,” Lucian said in surprise. “Well, don’t you worry, I can fill you in on all the gory details. I will tell you everything I can.”
“Good, because, dude, we stumble from day-to-day without a clue on what’s going on.”
Quenton relaxed a bit. Finally, they were going to get answers. He hated not knowing what to tell Joelle or Aislinn when they came to him with questions. He felt he should be able to help them, but with nothing in the library, they were literally flying blind.
Talon and Grimm entered the room, followed by Kenshin. Quenton rose and began to introduce everyone. Lucian bubbled with personality as he greeted each person while Feral, as with all Ancients, nodded coolly. Joelle pulled the chair out beside her for Talon, but he ignored it as he picked her up and sat down with her in his lap.
“Really?” She eyed him.
“Your fucking cat knocked over the flowers I brought you. The vase broke and water went everywhere.”
She shook her head. “That cat is a total assface. Oh, and he’s our cat, honey, not just mine. He’s like our baby.”
“Yeah, well, if he doesn’t straighten up, I’m going to hang him by his tail from the light fixture,” Talon pronounced darkly.
Joelle laughed. “No, you won’t. I see how he snuggles up on your chest at night. He loves you.”
Quenton couldn’t even imagine Talon allowing anything to curl up with him, much less the cat. He’d mellowed some since bonding with Joelle, but no one would call him cuddly. Except Joelle, he imagined, but didn’t want to speculate on their relationship. He was just getting to the point that he could stand to be in the same room with Talon. If he thought about their relationship too hard he’d probably break out into hives and puke.
Finally, Aislinn reappeared with Charon. She was slightly out of breath, and her hair flowed around her instead of tucked back in her normal braid.
“Wow,” Joelle said, “your hands must have been so dirty.”
Aislinn rolled her eyes and tossed her the finger. Quenton knew Joelle loved giving Aislinn a hard time since Aislinn hadn’t had friends before Charon had brought her to live with them. Joelle told him she was trying to get in all the friend teasing Aislinn had missed out on and pointed out that he should tease her, too.
Kenshin closed the door and took the seat at the head of the conference table. “As everyone is aware, Feral and Lucian have come a very long way to see if they can assist us in understanding the Ancient/Liaison relationship.”
“I thought they were here about the blood cult, too,” Joelle spoke up.
Kenshin gave her an icy glare. “That is an internal matter, which we will deal with.”
“How do you propose we deal with it?” Quenton asked. “When we don’t know what’s going on? I was also under the impression that Feral and Lucian were to be brought up to speed.”
“The two of you over-step your bounds,” Kenshin spoke slowly. “I would suggest you drop it.”
“No,” Talon said. “I know Feral. He can be trusted.”
Feral gave a small nod as Kenshin looked back and forth between the two men.
Quenton also studied them both then gave a short laugh. “You two are related.”



 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
 
Quenton knew he should have seen it earlier. He was observant, but all the emotions flying around the room had distracted him. Feral gave a brief smile as Talon nodded. “Cousins, on my father’s side. It’s been awhile, though.”
“It’s been…what? A hundred years?” Feral said.
Talon nodded. “Perhaps a bit more.”
“Where was I?” Lucian asked.
“Sleeping quite well as I remember. We’d had an adventuresome evening.” Feral almost growled the last part of the sentence as Lucian blushed.
“Ah, yes.” Lucian cleared his throat and smiled at Talon. “Nice to finally meet you.”
“So, now can we talk?” Joelle asked.
Kenshin sighed. “Yes, but please do not discuss with anyone what is heard in this room.”
“Yeah, cause you Hunters are all yap yap yap, all the time,” Aislinn said.
“It’s got to be them since I am certain Kenshin would never insinuate that we go around talking indiscriminately.” Joelle glanced over at the director. “Right?”
“Just nod and agree,” Grimm advised. “It’s so much safer that way.”
Kenshin closed his eyes for a long moment, and Joelle took the opportunity to smile at Aislinn and Quenton. Yes, they all drove Kenshin crazy, but really, he needed it. The man was too uptight by far. And there weren’t enough people around to give him shit. Normally, others bowed and scraped when he addressed them, though Quenton had refrained. He just didn’t see the reason, truly. And from what he could see, it was never going to happen with the people currently sitting in the room.
“Blood cult?” Lucian prompted.
“There’s a group of vampires that are drinking human blood,” Kenshin said. “It’s not a random incident. They seem to be organized and have, somehow, gained inside information. They attempted to kidnap Joelle and Aislinn but obviously failed. We believe an Ancient is somehow involved.”
“Blood cults, unfortunately, aren’t anything new,” Feral said. “There are instances of them popping up throughout our history, but the number of vampires is small since it’s not a secret that regular vamps can’t handle human blood.”
“Yeah, but what did they do before the blood substitute came out?” Aislinn asked.
“Vampires can drink a minute amount of human blood,” he replied, “or at least, they used to. Most would partake perhaps twice to three times a month at most. Anything beyond that and they got sick. As with any group there are the ones who think they are immune so they try to drink more.”
“What about Tomas?” Joelle asked. “When I first met him, he’d sealed a wound on someone’s neck. He had to have had some blood.”
Talon answered her. “Depending on the age, some vamps can still drink, Tomas is one of them. If the vamp is young, or if he or she decided to drink the blood substitute, they can’t go back. It’ll kill them.”
“First, it drives them mad,” Quenton added, “though they rarely recognize the signs.”
“And also makes them smell like shit,” Grimm said. “Then they die.”
“Juan, Tomas’ brother, didn’t,” Joelle said.
“How?” Feral asked. “A vampire who gorges on human blood always dies, since it poisons the system.”
“He drank some of my blood,” Joelle said. “It made him well.”
Feral shook his head then turned his eyes on Talon. “This can never get out. No Liaison will be able to walk free if this information is discovered.”
“And this is why we’re meeting here in secret,” Kenshin said. “The only people who know are in this room. It goes no further. It’s not written down. It’s not spoken of to anyone.”
“You haven’t heard the freakiest shit yet,” Grimm said. “Styx and I ran into a vamp that could crawl a wall like a fucking spider.”
“Perhaps we should start from the beginning,” Quenton suggested. “We want to make sure they understand the entire sequence of events.”
They spent the next two hours going through everything that had happened. They started with Joelle meeting Tomas at a bar and ended with the blood-addicted vampire in the alley. Once they’d all finished speaking, silence fell over the room. Quenton thought Feral and Lucian looked a bit shell-shocked. He wondered if the two of them would stick or run away. If he were in their position, he just might say fuck it and get the hell out of town. He couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to walk into this mess if they didn’t have to.
As the conversation continued, Quenton began to have a difficult time following along. Reaper, who sat next to him, had reached over and placed his hand on Quenton’s thigh. The warmth from his palm ran up to Quenton’s cock, and it had instantly hardened. Quenton tried to ignore him, but Reaper slid his hand between his thighs. He squeezed his legs together in an attempt to stop his movements, but Reaper shoved his hand up until he could move his fingers slowly along Quenton’s length.
Quenton finally opened his legs because he wanted to feel Reaper’s hand on him again. It took everything he had in him to sit perfectly still while the other man stroked him through his pants. He was so damn thankful for his dark glasses because he didn’t want anyone to realize what was going on. He imagined sitting with his eyes rolled back into his head was certainly a dead giveaway.
A lull in conversation finally penetrated, and Quenton’s brain came back online. He looked around and hoped to hell they weren’t expecting him to say anything. Thankfully, everyone seemed to be regarding Feral. He took a moment to glance over at Reaper and found the man watching him. The Hunter gave him a slow wink and withdrew his hand. Quenton didn’t know whether to cry, cheer or punch him in the face.
“I don’t think, in all my years, have I heard of a vampire doing what you describe,” Feral spoke as he slowly stroked his mustache. “This blood cult is a danger not only to themselves, but the paranormal community.”
“All we need is some human to take a video, and we’re fucked,” Grimm said. “There’d be no way to make that disappear.”
“I will help you hunt,” Feral said. “I also know of Ancients we can call on. We must quit hiding in the shadows and step up. We’ve left it to you few for far too long.”
“If an Ancient is involved, we’ll need the help,” Kenshin said before any of the Hunters could. “The information Maeve discovered means that the vampires are evolving into something we’ve never seen before. We also have no idea how many are out there.”
“We also don’t know if these things will live longer,” Styx put in. “Normally, they have an expiration date, but now, who the fuck knows?”
“There’s no way the changes are coming from just drinking Ancient blood,” Lucian said. “It’s been tried before, and the vampires lived a bit longer, but they still ended up dead.”
“They also didn’t turn into something else,” Charon said. “They did the normal stinking like shit, going crazy, and either dropped dead or we hunted and killed them.”
“Grimm suggested perhaps the Ancient has a Liaison and that’s causing the change,” Quenton said. “Maeve said that if someone, who wasn’t familiar with Ancient blood, looked at Talon and Charon’s under a microscope, they might not realize what they were. Also, Joelle and Aislinn’s blood now shows more like a vampire than a human.”
Lucian nodded. “You are changing.” He opened his mouth and in the place of regular canine teeth were two small fangs. “They will never be as pronounced as an Ancient’s, but you will get fangs.”
Aislinn leaned forward. “That is so fucking cool. I’m going to have fangs.” She and Joelle high-fived each other.
Quenton shook his head. Of course the two of them would be excited but imagined it was for the best. No matter what, they were changing, and there wasn’t anything they could do about it. So they might as well embrace the changes.
“I will contact Scythe,” Feral said. “He is completely trustworthy. I know he will come to help. Besides, he owes me.”
“While you do that, the rest of us need to see if we can contact the Ancients we know.” Talon looked around at the Hunters. “If an Ancient and his Liaison are the ones creating the blood-addicted, we’re going to need more eyes and ears on the street.”
* * * *
Kate drummed her fingers on the steering wheel as she waited for the girls. She tried to get to the school fairly early so she could be one of the first parents in line to pick them up. She didn’t like to sit in the car for too long, and she certainly didn’t want to get boxed in by other vehicles. If something happened, she wanted to be able to get away quickly.
The doors to the school opened, and children started to slowly trickle out. She was the second car in line, so when the car in front pulled out, she moved up. Quickly, she put the car in park and jumped out as Olivia and Abby ran up to her. She gave the girls hugs and kisses then quickly popped them into the booster seats and buckled them in. Within two minutes, they were pulling away from the school.
“Did you all have a good day?” Kate asked as she eased onto the expressway.
“It was really good,” Olivia announced. “We had an assembly, and the fifth-graders put on a play. It was really funny.”
“I don’t think it was supposed to be,” Abby chimed in. “One of the kids tripped and fell into another kid then they rolled off the stage.”
“Was anyone hurt?”
“No, the stage isn’t very high,” Abby said. “Besides, they fell on one of the teachers.”
Kate nodded, trying not to laugh through Abby’s pronouncement. The little girl was sensitive about people laughing at others so Kate forced herself to keep a straight face through the story.
“Where are we going?” Olivia asked.
“I thought we would go to the mall to get you two new outfits, since Friday is picture day.”
“Cool, can I get a Monster High shirt?”
“Let’s wait and see what they have,” Kate answered her youngest.
As the girls talked in the backseat, Kate drove and daydreamed of Grimm. The man had taken up permanent residence in her head. For the last week or so, he’d been coming over each evening to spend time with them. They played games, card and board, worked on homework and talked. Once the girls went to bed, though, it was adult game time. Damn, the man was lethal. He kissed and touched and licked until she came over and over. Just the thought of what he did to her made her nipples harden.
The crazy thing was, he was totally focused on her pleasure, unlike the other men of her acquaintance. Grimm gave her orgasm after orgasm, but didn’t let her give him any. He told her that giving her pleasure gave him pleasure. When she protested, he told her that if he took his clothes off, he wouldn’t leave and neither one of them would get to work that night. She truthfully didn’t think that sounded like a bad idea, but with the girls in the house, she also didn’t want to take the chance of them coming into the room.
She drove into the mall and parked near one of the large anchor stores. Kate always made sure she either pulled through or backed into a spot since she wanted to be able to immediately leave. She scanned the parking lot to make sure everything looked okay then climbed out to get the girls. It has been two years and nothing had happened, but she didn’t want to let her guard down.
They went in the store and up to the girls department. Kate figured they’d start there and work their way out. Each of the girls had very distinctive tastes, and Kate usually let them pick their own clothes. Olivia, being the youngest, had to be guided a bit, but Abby very much knew what she liked. For an eight year old, Kate thought, she made really good clothing choices.
When they walked into the area, Olivia made an immediate bee-line to the Monster High clothing. Kate let her browse then steered her to other selections, too. Abby, in the meantime, was carefully studying all the skirts. She didn’t flip through the rack as fast as possible, but took her time judging each selection.
Two hours and four stores later, each of the girls had their picture-day outfits. In the end, Olivia had gotten her Monster High outfit that consisted of leggings and a shirt that declared she should be unique and fabulous. Abby, on the other hand, had meticulously created an outfit that consisted of a black skirt with ruffles and a top and cardigan in different shades of purple. The tights she had chosen were also black with tiny purple bows on them.
They celebrated the new outfits by eating in the food court. Kate knew by the time they left and fought traffic, it would be going on nearly six-thirty by the time they made it home. She didn’t want the girls eating that late since they still had homework to do. She figured they’d eat and let the traffic clear out and still make it home around the same time.
It was close to six when they finally left the mall and headed to the car. The sun was going down, but it was still light so Kate wasn’t worried. The apprehension came when she got to the car and realized it was tilting oddly to one side. As she moved closer, she realized that the two tires on the passenger side of the car were both flat.
“What’s wrong with the car?” Abby asked. “It looks funny.”
“The tires are flat,” Kate said as she pulled out her phone. But who to call? If she called emergency road service, she only had one spare tire.
“You all need some help?”
Kate quickly turned at the male voice behind her and stepped in front of the girls. The man, wearing faded jeans and a flannel shirt, smiled at her. His hair was cut military short, but his face was hidden behind a large beard and mustache. There was nothing about him that should have sent up alarm bells, but for some reason, Kate wanted him gone.
“No, we’re fine, thank you,” she said firmly.
“It doesn’t look like it,” he said, still smiling. “You have two flats. I can change one, but that’s not going to do you much good.”
“And that’s why I called someone to pick us up,” Kate replied.
“I’m more than happy to give you fine ladies a ride. I’d hate to leave you stranded out here all alone.”
“We’re fine.” Kate backed up and began to shepherd the girls toward the mall doors.
“My car’s just right there, so why don’t you come with me? It’ll be easier.”
Kate could feel the menace in his tone though he continued to smile. They needed to get away. “Run to the mall, girls,” she told them as the man lunged forward.
A security guard moved out from between the cars and shouted, “What’s going on?”
The man immediately turned away and ran. Kate spun and hurried after her daughters. The three of them practically fell in the doors as Kate dropped to her knees and hugged the girls.
The security guard came in after them. “What happened?”
“I really don’t know,” Kate said, trying to steady her voice. “Our car has two flat tires, and he just showed up and wanted us to go with him.”
“I saw the van he got in so I’m going to call it in. Why don’t we go inside the store?”
As he called on his radio, Kate pulled her phone out and instantly dialed Grimm. Her hand shook as she waited for the call to connect. They’d known each other such a short time, but she couldn’t think of anyone she wanted to talk to more.
“Kate?” His deep voice calmed her.
“Hi, I hate to bother you.”
“What’s wrong?”
“We need a ride. The car has flat tires, and we’re stuck at the mall.”
“Why are the girls crying? Why are you scared? Fuck it, never mind. I’ll be there. Where are you?”
She told him exactly where they were. He told her not to move, and he’d be there since he was really close. She ended the call and hugged the girls tight.
“Momma, I’m scared,” Olivia said.
“It’s okay, baby, I called Grimm, and he’s coming.” Kate kissed her tear-stained face as she hugged Abby tighter.
Olivia glanced outside. “He’s coming here?”
“Yes.”
She nodded and gave a watery smile. “I’m glad.”
“Me, too.”
Kate pulled the girls farther into the store, not wanting to be right by the doors. It was insane how quickly she went from feeling safe to being right back to where she’d been nearly two years ago. Would they need to move? Could they just change houses or would they have to leave town? They were settled. The girls liked the school they were in, and she loved the idea of being able to see Tori. And Grimm, this thing with him was something she didn’t want to give up. But if the girls were in danger then she’d have to go.
“Kate.”
She turned to find Grimm striding toward her. Every knot in her body relaxed as she took him in. If she were seeing him for the first time, she’d probably run for her life, but she knew him and knew he would protect them.
He stepped forward and gathered all of them in his arms. Kate clung and breathed deeply, thankful that for once, it wasn’t all on her. She’d been solely responsible for their safety and well-being ever since Abby was a baby, and she was tired. She needed someone else to be there, wanted someone else to be there, too. She needed someone else to help her do the heavy lifting. It was such a huge burden, and they’d known each other such a short time. But something in her, deep inside, told her Grimm was the one. She would have to believe and trust.
“Ma’am, I’ve notified the police, and they’ll probably want a statement,” the security guard spoke as he approached.
Kate leaned out so she could see him. “Thank you so much for calling them.”
His eyes widened as he noticed the man at her side and took a step back. Grimm was intimidating and, right now, she was glad for it. Nothing and no one would hurt them with him here.
“What did the vehicle look like?” Grimm asked. “What was the license plate number?”
“It was a black, Ford van, and I only got a bit of the plate number. It was two, six, five, X.”
“Out of state or in state?”
“In state.”
Grimm turned his attention back to Kate, and his face visibly softened. “I have people I work with coming to fix your car. As soon as they’re finished, we’ll leave.”
“I don’t want you to have to do that,” Kate said. “I’m sure I can get someone to fix it tomorrow.”
“I don’t want you to be without a car. It won’t take long. I need to do this for you.”
Kate nodded and tucked herself back against his big, solid body. She knew it was wrong to allow him to take care of things, but she just couldn’t think. Everything had happened so damn fast, and she wasn’t prepared. Anything could have happened, and there wasn’t a damn thing she could have done about it. The thought chilled her to the bone.
Grimm held them close and did everything but chew nails to calm his fury. Something had scared them, scared them enough that Kate still trembled in his arms. He wanted to rush them to his home and guard them—he wanted to destroy whatever had threatened them. He counted backwards from a thousand, breathing in Kate’s scent as he held them. He wasn’t leaving them, he didn’t care what the schedule said. He had been blessed with these three humans, they were his, and he wasn’t leaving them tonight.
At least, he had a description of the vehicle and a partial plate. From that, whoever this person was could be tracked. Once they found him, Grimm was going hunting. He didn’t care if the man was a human. He’d scared Kate and his girls. For that, he’d die.
The earpiece he wore chimed, and he touched it. “Go.”
“The tires are fixed on the vehicle you indicated.”
As soon as Grimm had gotten the call, he’d contacted Joelle, who had sent out a team. She hadn’t asked any questions, and he hadn’t offered any explanations. He’d once chased a vamp in the mall and knew the place well so it hadn’t been hard to appear in a quiet area. Driving would have taken far too long, and he wanted to make sure he was with Kate and the girls when they went home.
“What happened?”
“It looks like they were slashed. Whoever did it didn’t try to hide what they’d done.”
He ended the call and pulled back enough so that he could see Kate’s face. She was still pale but didn’t look as stressed. He lowered his head and brushed her lips with his.
“Thank you for coming,” she whispered against his mouth.
“I will always be here for the three of you. No matter what. You are my first priority.”
“We were scared,” Olivia said, looking up at him with tears in her eyes.
Those words sealed the man’s death warrant. Grimm didn’t care how long it took. Whoever he was, the guy was already dead. He just didn’t know it yet.
“Let’s get all of you home,” Grimm said as he picked up Olivia.
He ushered them out of the store to the fixed car. They were all so quiet that his anger bubbled up again. He clamped his jaw tight to still the growl trying to escape. Not now, he told himself—now, he had to be calm. Later he could let out the beast that lurked in the heart of every Ancient, but now wasn’t the time.
He put the girls in their booster seats and helped Kate into the front passenger seat. He nodded to the agents still on the scene and climbed into the driver seat. Without a word, Kate handed him the keys, which he used to start the car and pull away.
They drove home in silence. Grimm didn’t like it. He was used to the girls talking constantly and the four of them laughing. Now, the only sounds that broke the silence were sniffles and watery hiccups. Kate sat in the passenger seat, staring out the window, her skin pale and drained of color. He reached over and took her hand, and she clenched her fingers around his. He brought her fingers to his lips and kissed the back of her hand. She looked over at him and there was such trust in her gaze, he knew he had to tell her tonight. He had to tell her what he was so he could keep them safe. He’d put it off too long. He just hoped like hell she wouldn’t toss him out because, no matter what, he wasn’t leaving. They meant too much for him to give them up.
He pulled into the driveway and punched the garage door opener. Once they were inside, with the door closed, the girls unbuckled and climbed out. He grabbed their bags as Kate ushered them inside. The girls put their backpacks on the table as Kate reset the alarms.
“Are we safe now?” Abby asked.
Olivia nodded. “Grimm’s here. We’re safe.”
He leaned down and hugged them both. “I’ll make sure you’re safe.”
“But what happens when you leave?” Abby stared up at him.
“I’m not leaving. I’ll be here all night.”
“What about your job?” Kate finally spoke.
“You and the girls are far more important. I’m not leaving you.”
Kate nodded. “Let’s get you both cleaned up and into bed.”
“But what about our homework?” Abby asked
“Let’s not worry about it tonight,” Kate replied. “In fact, we might just all take a day off tomorrow so we can rest and relax. But let’s go get your faces washed and your teeth brushed. You can take baths in the morning.”
Grimm shrugged out of his coat while Kate ushered the girls upstairs. While they were busy he called in to Joelle to tell her he was off rotation for that evening. She didn’t question him, only wished him a good night and told him to let her know if he needed anything.



 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
 
Kate softly closed Abby’s bedroom door. God, she was tired. She still wasn’t quite sure how the evening had gone so wrong. Who was the man that had approached them? How had two tires gone flat? What would have happened if Mall Security hadn’t been there? Hell, the questions were endless. Nothing made sense—nothing had made sense since Janie’s death. Could this incident have anything to do with her sister’s murder? All this time and the police still didn’t have any leads. Kate made sure to check with them every couple of months, just to remind them Janie had family who cared.
Grimm was waiting for her in the living room, and she had to admit, she was never so glad to have him in her home. The girls went to sleep knowing he was in the house. The girls would stay asleep knowing he wasn’t going anywhere. Kate walked into his arms and let him hold her. Closing her eyes, she leaned her head against his chest and listened to his heartbeat. The beat was fast, as if he had been exercising, but she knew he hadn’t been.
She tilted her head back to look up at him and found him watching her. The two of them stood like that for a long moment until he leaned down and pressed his lips against hers. She wrapped her arms around his neck and eased her tongue into his mouth. She wanted him. She needed him. Needed his strength, his passion. She needed to feel him surrounding her, taking her.
She started pulling his shirt out of his pants to allow more access to his body. She wanted to run her hands and mouth over him. She wanted him to shudder and moan the way he made her.
“Kate,” he said a bit breathlessly, “we need to talk first.”
“No, we’ll talk after. I want you.” She began kissing down his neck, and he tilted his head to give her better access. Damn, he smelled so good and tasted even better.
“I want you, too.” He ran his hands under her shirt. “Fuck, I want you so much. But we have to talk.”
He firmly pulled away from her and sat her on the couch. He knelt between her legs and she quite liked the look of him there. He was just so big and wild and sexy. She wondered again how the hell they’d ended up together. That night in the club had happened so fast then he was gone. She hadn’t even been sure he was real until Tori had said something about him. Now, here he sat at her feet, telling her they needed to talk. She hated when people said stuff like that. It usually meant nothing but trouble and bad news.
“I’m not married,” he said, almost anticipating what might come out of her mouth. “Nor am I engaged or have a girlfriend or anything else you might imagine.”
“Okay,” she said with a nod. Those things had crossed her mind, briefly. “So then what?”
He glanced away for a moment then sighed. “Do you know how I found you that night in the club?”
“How…did you…I was just thinking about that.”
He nodded. “I followed your scent. I caught it when I was passing by, and I had to come in. I had to find you. At first, I thought it was this other woman, but when I got close enough, I knew it wasn’t her. All I knew was I had to find you, and there you were.”
She stared at him. Her scent? What? No one could do that. No human, anyway. People didn’t scent one another like that. Kate shook her head. “That doesn’t make sense.”
“What? That I scented you or I love how you smell?”
“Either, human beings don’t do stuff like that.”
He nodded. “I know. I’m not a human being.”
She blinked and rubbed her head. “Grimm, if you don’t want to see me anymore just tell me. But talking crazy? So what? I’ll throw you out?”
“I’m fucking this up,” he spoke almost to himself. “I’m not crazy, and I certainly don’t want to lose you. But before we make love, I need you to know who and what I am. I’m not human. I’m a vampire. My name is Grimm, and I’m over two hundred years old. I work for an organization called the Paranormal Investigative Agency. We police parakind and our job is to make sure humans don’t find out about us.”
Kate searched around, wondering where he’d hidden the cameras. There had to be cameras because obviously she was on one of those horrible reality shows. The ones where men pretended to be vampires to get a reaction out of the women they were dating. Yeah, that had to be it. If her life wasn’t shit enough, she had to get pulled into some kind of crazy. What else could it be? There were no such things as vampires and secret organizations.
She met the eyes of the man she imagined she would make a life with, and her eyes filled with tears. Why? Why did nothing good ever happen to her?
“Please don’t cry.” He leaned forward and pressed his face into her knees. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”
“What I’m thinking? You want to know what I’m thinking?” She shook her head. “I’m thinking that once again my life is fucked. I’m thinking that someone who I thought I could trust and depend on and care about is either crazy or is playing some kind of ugly trick on me.”
“I can prove it to you. But I don’t want to scare you.”
Kate wiped her eyes. “You know, I think we need to end this now. I have so many bigger things to worry about.”
He caught her gaze and held it as he opened his mouth and fangs slowly descended from his upper set of teeth.
Kate stared, unable to utter a sound. They couldn’t be real. Vampires didn’t exist. His teeth couldn’t be real. They couldn’t be real because vampires didn’t exist.
He continued to watch her as his teeth slowly receded. They weren’t normal, though. Why hadn’t she noticed before? His canines were a bit longer and sharper than normal teeth. Had they always been that way? Why hadn’t she noticed?
“I am a vampire,” he said again.
Kate opened her mouth, but sound refused to leave. What to say? What to ask? How was this possible?
“Vampires have been around for as long as humans. Think of us as another species. We’ve lived side-by-side, but we hid. We had to. Vampires are born. We aren’t made or created like the stories say. We live and breathe, and we do die, but our lifespans are much longer than humans. I think it’s because we don’t have children as often as humans.”
The man was babbling. In the time she’d known him, this was the most he had spoken at any one time. He was also sweating, she noticed. He was sweating and babbling. When she did this, it meant she was nervous. Did that mean he was? Why was he nervous? He was the vampire. Shouldn’t she be nervous as the human sitting with the vampire between her legs?
“There are different kinds of vampires,” he was saying. “Regular vamps and Ancients, or throwbacks, but most people don’t call us that to our face. Regular vamps can actually go out in the daylight, not for real long periods, but they can do it. Ancients can’t go out in the light at all. It’s not like we burst into flames or anything, but it doesn’t feel good.” He ran his hand through his hair. “It feels like a really bad sunburn. But it goes away faster, I’d imagine.”
“Grimm.”
“Yeah?” He looked at her with his beautiful gray eyes.
Fear, she could read fear on his face. Fear that she had put there.
She leaned forward and cupped his face in her hands. He placed his hands over hers and closed his eyes as he turned his face into her palm. He pressed his lips against her flesh as she leaned into his strength. Insane? Was she insane? This man was a vampire and, yet, that didn’t change how she felt about him.
“Kate, I will do whatever you want. Hell, I have no pride. I will beg, just please give us a chance. I know this isn’t what you expected. I’m not what you expected—”
“You’re right, you are so much more than I expected. I don’t know if this makes me crazy or what, but of course I’ll give us a chance. Nothing you told me changes who you are, and I like who you are.”
Grimm smiled. “Can I kiss you?”
Kate leaned forward and captured his mouth with hers.
Grimm leaned in to wrap her in his arms. He couldn’t believe he had told her the truth, and she’d accepted it. Not only accepted it but was going to give them a chance. He hadn’t lied to her. He would have begged her if that’s what it would have taken. She was his, and he planned on taking care of her and the girls.
She put her arms and legs around him, pulling him taut to her body. He eased his hands under her shirt, not wanting to rush her. He wanted to make love to her, but if this wasn’t the time then he would certainly deal with it. Hell, he’d just told her he was a vampire. He was stunned she was still in the same room.
She yanked her shirt over her head. Her bra was plain cotton, but it was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. She reached behind her and quickly released the catch, allowing it to slide down her arms. His hands shook as he cupped her lush breasts.
“Take your shirt off,” she said in a breathless voice.
Reluctantly, he took his hands from her body so he could rip off his shirt. He tossed it to the side and filled his hands once again with her perfect breasts. Damn, they were full and soft and all his. He tweaked the nipples with his fingers, and she squirmed.
Smiling, he leaned over and captured a dusky nipple in his mouth. He sucked and licked at one while tugging the other with his fingers. When he didn’t think she could take it much longer, he switched sides. Hell, if she let him, he would kiss her fantastic breasts for hours. Days.
She ran her fingers through his hair, panting while he teased each breast. Back and forth. Until both were swollen and wet from his handling. If he could, he would mark her. Sink his teeth into her flesh so anyone that caught a look at her would know she belonged to him and no one else.
She pulled his head up and kissed him, nipping at his lips. His fangs instantly dropped, but that didn’t stop her. She pressed her lips tighter to his and ran her tongue delicately along one of his canines. He moaned and opened his mouth wider. One of his fangs nicked her tongue and he tasted Kate’s blood.
He wrenched away, though he so wanted to grip her tight and drink. “Sorry,” he said, panting as if he’d run thirty miles.
“What does it taste like?” she asked, rubbing her breasts against his naked chest.
“Blood? I never think about it. I have to drink so I do it.”
“Who do you drink from?”
“We have donors,” he answered absently as he kissed and licked down her neck. Damn, she smelled so good.
“Women?”
He stopped and looked up at her. Was she jealous? He had to let her know there wasn’t any reason to be. She was the only one who mattered. “Kate, since the Hunters are all male, we have female donors. But it’s exactly what it sounds like. Donors. We drink from their wrists and it’s over. I hate to put it like this, but it’s like rolling up to Starbucks for a coffee.”
“What if I didn’t want you to drink from them anymore?”
They stared at one another for a long moment. "Sweetie, I have to have blood to survive. Unlike regular vampires, who drink either a bit of blood or a blood substitute, Ancients need real blood. That part of the story is real. But you’re who I’m with. You’re the only woman who means anything to me, the only woman who means everything to me.”
“What if I want you to drink from me?” Kate asked, pulling her hair away from her neck.
Grimm’s fangs slid down, and he let out a low growl. He couldn’t help himself. He closed his eyes, trying to get himself under control. Shit, was this a test? He hoped not since he so wanted to taste her.
“Grimm?”
“Damn, sweet, I want nothing more than to sink my fangs into you. But if you want me to stop just let me know.” He hoped like hell he could comply since the brief taste he had of her was perfection.
“Will it hurt?”
“No, I’ll make it feel so good.”
She kissed him so trustingly his heart nearly broke. He wanted to make everything perfect for her, which was really a first for him. Sex was usually hot, fast and sweaty. His partner got off, and he did, too, but it was done. Not with Kate.
“Don’t move,” he told her and went to the hall closet where he knew she kept blankets.
“Crap, I’m a bad mother,” she whispered. “What about the girls? What if they come down looking for us?”
He gathered a few and spread them on the living room floor.
“You’re not a bad mother. Hell, you’re amazing. And there’s no way they can surprise us. I can hear them even now, and they’re both asleep. If they stir, I’ll know.”
“Really?”
“Really, love.” He knelt in the middle of the blankets and pulled her to her feet so he could slowly finish undressing her. As he exposed each new bit of skin, he kissed and licked and touched her. When she stood naked in front of him, he sat back and stared at her. She was the most beautiful sight he’d ever seen.
Grimm knelt in front of her and looked at her with such awe, Kate felt like a goddess—a goddess to a vampire. Was she insane to demand he feed from her? What had she been thinking? Well, she knew what, jealousy. She didn’t want him to get close to anyone else. He was hers. He kept saying that she and the girls were his, and she felt the same way about him. What the hell had she done to deserve an incredible man like him? Whatever it was, she was truly thankful, and so she’d put away her worries for tonight. Worries were for the daylight, not now and not here. He placed his hands on her hips and kissed her belly. Normally, she wouldn’t want a man to see her naked in the light, but with him, it was right.
She slowly sank into his arms so they were kneeling across from one another. She ran her hands through his icy white hair, and he practically purred at her touch. He kissed her once then twice before he laid her on the blanket.
“Take the rest of your clothes off,” she said as he stood before her. She wanted him naked so she could touch him the way he’d been touching her.
He smiled, showing a bit of his fangs as he quickly unbuttoned his pants and pulled them off. Damn, he was beautiful with washboard abs and heavily muscled thighs. He sported a sizeable erection that made Kate wonder if she could actually take him. It had been a very long time since she’d had sex and none of her past partners were all that large.
He knelt at her feet and slowly prowled up her body. “Nice and slow, sweet. That’s how we’re going to take this.”
She parted her legs to give him room as he settled above her and kissed her. Kate loved kissing him. She loved his taste and the feel of his tongue against hers. She found she even liked the slight prick of his fangs, which gave her a shiver.
He pulled away and smiled at her. She smiled back, unable to stop herself. He made her happy. He nipped lightly at her lips before he tilted her head back so he could kiss her throat. The slight drag of his fangs made her moan, and he chuckled low. The man was enjoying teasing her.
He eased down her body as he kissed and licked, stopping at her breasts to suckle and tease her nipples. She gripped his hair to anchor herself and to make sure he stayed where he was. She loved the feel of his tongue and teeth against her sensitive flesh. Gently, he shook her off so he could continue tasting and touching her. He settled between her thighs and pushed her legs farther apart. Kate squirmed in embarrassment. No one, other than her gynecologist, had seen that view, and it made her uncomfortable. Should she have shaved? Bathed?
“Kate,” he said, his breath hot against her body, “beautiful Kate. I can’t wait to put my mouth on you. Are you ready?”
Grimm parted the lips of her pussy and licked. Kate gasped and nearly came off the floor. He used his arms to pin her as he swirled his tongue around her clit before sucking it gently. She scrambled for a pillow from the couch so she could put it over her face to muffle the moans. Wouldn’t be good for one of the girls to come down and investigate. Not at all.
“Damn, you taste so good. I could lay here and drink you down. Does it feel good, sweet? Do you like it?”
He didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, he eased his tongue into her body and began to drink from her. He hummed, and her body instantly shot into an orgasm. He didn’t stop, though, he just kept working her until she was shaking and screaming into the pillow.
When he finally pulled away, she dropped the pillow, gasping for breath. She looked down to see that he had sat back on his heels and was watching her. His fangs were fully extended, and he resembled something wild and savage. Oh yeah, she wanted him.
“Grimm, please.”
“Are you ready for me, Kate?”
She nodded as he crawled slowly up her body. His erection prodded her entrance, and Kate pushed toward him, wanting him, needing him inside. In one thrust, he entered her, and she had to bite back a scream. He was big—bigger than she’d expected—and pain and pleasure warred together. When he began to move, pleasure won out, and she leaned up to wrap her arms around his neck. He came down on top of her with her legs held wide by his arms. The position allowed him to go deeper, and she buried her face in his neck to stifle her cries. The flex and rub of his cock against her sensitive flesh forced another orgasm to rise. Never before had she been a multiple orgasm girl, but she figured she was now.
Grimm gritted his teeth, not wanting to come. He’d waited so long to have Kate, and he didn’t want it to end. Not yet. But it was difficult because she squirmed and moaned under him every time he thrust. His claws came out, gouging into the blanket. Fuck, fuck that never happened. Only when he was in the depth of a fight did they appear, never during sex. But Kate was different, and his body was letting him know.
When she dug her nails into his back and bit his shoulder, he was lost. Without thought, he slid his fangs into her neck and began to feed as he came. She muffled her scream against his shoulder as he felt her fall apart around him and he joined her.
She tasted like nothing he’d ever experienced before. Her blood was sweet and hot and utterly addictive. For a moment, he didn’t think he could stop, but his fangs retracted, and he lapped at her neck to seal the wounds. He rolled to his side, taking her with him, still buried deep in her body. Yeah, he was positive he could die happy now. He’d seen heaven, and it was perfection.
“Are you okay?” he asked as he panted for air.
She curled next to his body and nodded. “Yep, just waiting for my sight to return.”
He laughed. She was amazing. “Wow, and I thought it was rushed. Next time, I plan on really taking my time.”
She raised her face to stare at him. “If you take any more time, I will die.”
He kissed her and smiled. “I think you’ll survive. In fact, I’ll make sure you do.”
She reached up and touched her neck. “You bit me.” When he nodded, she returned his smile. “I liked it. A lot. Did you like it?”
“Liking how you taste is an understatement. I love how you taste.” He kissed her on the neck, and she shivered.
“Can I ask you something?”
“Kate, you have the right to ask me anything you want.” Grimm pulled her closer. He was partially erect and still inside her and that’s where he wanted to stay. He planned on making love to her all night long.
“I want to know all about you. Parents, siblings, everything.” She leaned in and kissed him.
“Okay, if I do then you do. I want to know you, too.”
She nodded. Grimm wasn’t sure where to start. He didn’t normally talk about where he came from. None of the Hunters did since Ancients didn’t have happy childhoods. He told her about his parents and how angry they were when they realized he carried the Ancient gene. How they’d refused to have more children because they didn’t want another one like him. They’d fed and clothed him, but beyond that he was on his own. They rarely spoke to him, didn’t take him anywhere and never introduced him to anyone. He was just someone who happened to share their home. When he was of age, they’d turned him out, and he’d never seen them again.
“That’s horrible,” Kate said. She held him tight and kissed him. “They didn’t deserve you.”
“Having a child that’s an Ancient is looked down on in vampire society. We’re outcasts and remind people what we came from. I said a lot of people call us Throwbacks, but never to our face. Ancients are dangerous and violent, and it takes a lot to rein all that in.”
“You’re not that way with me and the girls.”
“You three are special. I don’t have to rein it in with you, it just happens. I would do whatever I had to, to make sure you’re protected and taken care of. All three of you are mine, and you’re precious.”
She wrapped her leg around his waist and it was his turn to shiver. Her movements caused her pussy to clench around his cock, and he thought he might go blind. He kissed her slow and lazy, and she sighed. Finally pulling away, they looked at one another. Her eyes were heavy with passion, and he wanted to take a picture so he could carry it with him always.
“So,” he finally spoke, “I told you mine.”
“Right, so the girls aren’t really mine.”
“I know, Olivia told me one night. We were talking, and she blurted it out.”
Kate smiled. “She does that. What did she say?”
“That the person who gave birth to them was your sister, but they’d always lived with you since she couldn’t take care of them. She also told me she was killed and people came to try and hurt you all.”
“She hit the high points. Janie was my sister, younger sister, and she just couldn’t get her shit together. She dropped Abby on me when she was maybe eight months old, saying she and her boyfriend needed to get away. They were gone for nearly two months and it was like that until Abby was nearly one. Some stuff happened and the courts gave me temporary custody. That’s when Janie came up pregnant again. The boyfriend skipped town and as soon as Olivia was born I had her. I got full custody of the girls when Olivia was two months old. Janie was in and out, but treated the girls more like irritating siblings than her children. I tried to help her, but she just couldn’t seem to straighten herself out.”
“That happens,” he said as he smoothed her hair. “I’m just glad the girls had you to depend on.”
“I love them so much. I didn’t understand how Janie didn’t. They’re amazing, but it’s like she couldn’t see it.”
“That’s her loss, Kate. Some people can’t make that connection.”
She nodded. “It just got worse when she joined what she called a church. I think it was more like a cult. She got really odd. She told me how amazing the preacher was and how he had some kind of secret knowledge he was going to share with her. She would tell me how mesmerizing he was and how he had all the answers. She wanted to take the girls with her when she moved to some kind of next level. She kept telling me she needed to take the girls. I wouldn’t let her, and she got crazy. She screamed at me that they were hers to do with what she wanted. I finally tossed her out. I never saw her again. The police came to the house a few days later to tell me they’d found her body.
“It was insane that this cult started calling me to tell me they should raise the girls. Janie had wanted them to have the girls if anything happened to her. I called the police, but when our house was broken into, I just couldn’t take the chance. I immediately sold the house, and we moved. We moved a good couple of times until Tori told us to come here. I like here, but the man tonight scared me.”
Grimm tilted her face up. “You have nothing to fear. I won’t let anything happen to you or the girls. I’ll track the guy down, and he won’t bother you ever again. Believe me, you’re safe.”
“I believe you.”
“Good,” he said and kissed her. “Now, let’s not talk anymore, okay?” He nudged her with his hips, causing his growing erection to ease in and out of her sheath. “I think there are better things we can do.”
He rolled her under him and took her mouth.



 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
 
Kate opened the door and ushered Tori and her brother, Deacon, in. She’d called her best friend almost as soon as Grimm had left. Thankfully, Tori hadn’t gone to bed yet when Kate had called. If so, there would have been no way they would have talked. Once Tori went to bed, that was it, she was done and nothing could get her up. But, with the guarantee of a juicy story, Tori had promised to be over for an early dinner.
Since Kate really hadn’t wanted to cook, they were eating pizza. The girls were utterly thrilled, not only with one of their favorite dishes, but with two of their favorite people. They spent the meal talking about their fun day off from school and Grimm. The incident of the day before was mentioned, but only as an introduction to Grimm and just how awesome he was. Tori glanced at her and raised an eyebrow. Kate refused to meet her friend’s eyes since she knew she would blush. Because all she could think about was just how awesome he’d made her feel, over and over.
After dinner, Deacon challenged the girls to a card game, which gave Tori and Kate the opportunity to talk. Tori dragged Kate up to her bedroom and shut the door.
“Okay, spill. You wouldn’t have called me if there wasn’t something to share.”
Now they were alone, Kate froze. What to say? She knew she couldn’t share everything, but so much had happened, she had to say something.
“Grimm and I slept together.” Okay, she thought, that was easy.
Tori sat on the bed and eyed her. “And?”
“It was utterly mind-blowing,” Kate said, sitting beside her. “Oh my gosh, Tori, if I would have had socks on they would have flown off. The man is seriously incredible.”
“Orgasm?”
“Multiple.”
Tori leaned forward. “What? Say that again?”
“Oh yeah, multiple, like on and on.”
“Shit, does he have a brother?”
Kate laughed. “Sorry, only child.”
“How about a friend?”
“I…can ask,” Kate said.
“What?” Tori jumped on the hesitation. “What’s going on? There’s something you’re not telling me.”
“Nothing, there’s nothing.”
Tori stared at her. “He’s married, isn’t he? Oh, damn it, Kate, that sucks. When did you find out? Did he tell you? Did his wife call? Did you find her picture in his wallet? That son of a bitch, we so fucking need to kick his ass. How dare he treat you like this? I’ll get Deacon to kick his ass, I don’t care how big he is or how big he thinks—”
“He’s a vampire,” Kate blurted out.
Both women froze. Kate glanced around, hoping like hell someone came in and interrupted them. She didn’t know what had gotten into her. It wasn’t like Tori was applying thumb screws, but it had just popped out.
“What did you say?” Tori asked carefully.
“Nothing.” Kate smiled, trying to laugh it off. “It was nothing. He’s not married.”
“Vampire. You said he’s a vampire.”
“It was a joke.” Kate shrugged. “I mean, really, vampire, who thinks of stuff like that. But he’s not married.”
Tori stared at her. Kate really did try to maintain eye contact, but she couldn’t. She hated lying to people, and she especially hated lying to Tori. The woman had been by her side through the insanity of the move and getting settled and finally helping her get a job.
“Did he tell you he’s a vampire?” Tori asked.
“Maybe we should go down and join Deacon and the girls.”
“Maybe you should tell me the truth. I worry about you and the chicks. This guy showed up out of nowhere and now the two of you are in this heavy relationship. I don’t want you to get hurt.”
Kate flopped back on the bed. Oh hell, she hated when Tori got all touchy-feely and talked about emotions and concern. She sat up quickly. “Fine. He’s a vampire. I know you’re going to tell me they don’t exist and I’m crazy. But I’m not crazy. I know what I saw. Fangs, I saw fangs that grew out of his top jaw.”
“You’re serious?” Tori pulled her legs up onto the bed to sit cross-legged.
“Yeah, I am. I know it all sounds unbelievable, hell it’s unbelievable to me, but I know what I saw. I know what I felt. He has fangs. He also grew claws. They kind of shredded up the blanket we were on and made small marks on my floor.”
“Claws? Did he hurt you?” Tori leaned forward and grabbed Kate’s arms.
“Oh no, but when things got really intense during sex he couldn’t help it.” Kate rubbed her face. “Crap, it turned me on to know this man was fighting to hold on to control. With me, you know? I’m not like some supermodel and you know what he looks like, but he just kept telling me how beautiful I am and how special I am and how much he wants me.”
“Are you sure he doesn’t have a brother?”
Kate gave a laugh. “No, he doesn’t.”
“Vampire?”
Kate nodded. “Yes.”
“Okay, I’ll believe that you believe, but until I see it myself, there’s just no such thing.”
“That’s fair.”
Before either woman could say anything else, they heard Deacon call for them from downstairs. Kate and Tori hurried down the steps to find him standing at the window, looking out. Deacon was a big, fit man with dark hair and soft brown eyes, but that was the only thing soft about him. He sported tattoos and piercings, and if Kate hadn’t known him, she definitely would have crossed the street to get away from him. But with people he considered family, Deacon was a regular pussy cat and both little girls had him wrapped around their fingers. Kate thought it was laughable how the man melted when Olivia and Abby held his hand. Grimm did the same thing when he was with the girls. Now, there was no laughter or smiling. Instead, Deacon looked serious.
“What’s going on?” Tori asked.
“Are you expecting anyone?” he asked without taking his eyes from the window. “A large cargo van just pulled up.”
Kate shook her head. “No, I’m not expecting anyone.” She hurried over to peek out the window with him. The van didn’t resemble the one from the mall, but Kate knew something wasn’t right. She didn’t get packages delivered to the house—instead she picked them up at the post office. And the van didn’t have anything on it that would denote a delivery company or service organization. The door of the vehicle opened and a man she didn’t recognize stepped out, but that didn’t make her feel any better. There was still no reason for anyone to come to the house.
“Momma, what’s going on?” Abby asked.
“I’m not sure, sweetie, but why don’t you and Olivia go upstairs.” Kate turned and knelt in front of her girls and hugged them tight. “I’m sure it’s nothing big. Most probably he’s lost so once I talk to him, we can all have dessert. How about that?”
Abby didn’t look too sure, but Olivia took her hand. “Let’s go upstairs. Okay?”
Abby nodded and followed her little sister up the stairs. Once they were out of the room, Deacon grabbed the backpack he always carried and pulled out a handgun. “I don’t want to be an alarmist, but this whole situation stinks. Better to be safe than sorry.”
“I agree,” Kate said.
She hurried into the kitchen to grab a set of keys out of a top cabinet. She always hated feeling as if she had to have a gun to protect them but now was thankful. She didn’t know what the man wanted but agreed with Deacon and wasn’t going to take a chance. She went back into the living room and unlocked a small armoire in the corner. From it she took ammunition and a handgun, which she quickly loaded.
Tori grabbed the large tote she carried as a purse and pulled a gun from it. She flicked the safety off. “A second guy’s getting out of the van and coming up to the door.”
“It’s the man from the mall,” Kate said as she looked out the window.
“Let’s see what he wants,” Deacon replied.
Grimm slid two short swords into the sheaths on his back as well as pistol into the shoulder holster. He didn’t want to go out that night. If he was given a choice, he would have gone to Kate’s as soon as it was close to dark. But he didn’t have a choice. He had blown off his schedule the night before, and he couldn’t do it again. He couldn’t miss another night of his rotation. Of course, last night had been so worth the ass chewing he’d received. Kate was amazing, and the fact that she accepted who and what he was, was a gift.
Also, Scythe, the Ancient Feral knew, had arrived early in the day. He was tall and heavily muscled, as were all Ancients, and came with a shit ton of weapons. He and Talon seemed to hit it off, and Grimm wasn’t sure if he was happy or a bit scared.
As he walked out of his rooms, his phone rang with Olivia’s ring tone. He smiled. She’d called him a few times since he’d gotten her the phone. She liked the fact that he was right there, and he liked to hear from her.
“Hey, Olivia, what’s up?”
“Grimm.” Her little-girl voice quavered in his ear.
He stopped walking. “What’s wrong, baby?”
“Momma sent us upstairs. There’s a van in our driveway. Abby and I are scared.”
“I’ll be right there. I need to hang up now so I can make another call, but as soon as I do, I’ll be with you. Okay?”
“Yes.”
He disconnected the call and instantly touched his earpiece.
Joelle’s voice answered. “What’s wrong?”
“Olivia, the little girl I told you about, is in trouble. She said there’s someone at her house. I think somebody tried to abduct them from the mall last night.”
“Tomas told me about what happened with the tires,” Joelle said. “Give me the address and you’ll have backup. Don’t argue with me.”
He gave her Kate’s address, and he heard her typing as he paced. He wanted to go, now, but did what Joelle said. She wanted him to have backup, and his gut told him he needed it. He didn’t know what the hell was happening but didn’t want to get Kate or the girls killed because he was being some kind of showboater.
“Okay, I have the coordinates, and I have agents on the way. You can go, now, but—”
He didn’t wait for her to finish—he disappeared. A moment later, he appeared in Olivia’s bedroom. A blood-addicted vamp was punching his way through the window, sending glass shards spraying around the room. He glanced behind him to find Abby and Olivia clinging to each other, weeping.
“Run, girls,” he instructed. “Go into the bathroom and lock the door.”
As the girls did what he told them, Grimm pulled his handgun and faced the blood-addicted vampire. What the fuck? He hadn’t expected anything like this when Olivia had called. The thing hissed at him, and he calmly shot it in the face, sending it flying out of the house. He touched his earpiece.
“Go,” Joelle barked.
“I have blood-addicted,” he said.
“Talon and the others are on the way.”
He disconnected as gunfire came from downstairs. He didn’t want to leave the girls, but he had to help Kate. He raced down the steps to find Kate and her friend Tori and a man he didn’t know facing off with a blood-addicted in the entry to the house. When the vampire saw him, it crouched and growled, knowing this wouldn’t be an easy fight.
The idea that this thing had come to threaten his woman and children sent Grimm into a rage. Fangs exploded from his mouth as he pulled the swords sheathed on his back. The vampire charged, and Grimm roared as he drove both blades into its chest. He didn’t care about taking one alive. He just wanted to make sure Kate was safe and that meant killing the thing. The vamp gasped and scrabbled at the blades, but Grimm held on and twisted them to ensure the heart was shredded. When he saw the eyes glaze over, he pulled the swords and let the vamp drop to the floor.
A movement out of the corner of his eye caught him and he spun to find Talon crouched beside him. He had never been so glad to see the other Hunter before. Talon was a killing machine, and if there were more blood-addicted then he wanted him by his side.
“What the fuck?” Talon asked.
“I don’t know. I shot one in the face upstairs.”
“If it’s still alive, we’ll find it.”
From outside, Grimm could hear Reaper yelling to Charon. Shit, all the Hunters were on-site. Joelle wasn’t kidding when she told him he would have backup.
“Grimm.”
Kate’s voice lured him back from the edge. His fangs receded, and he turned to gather her in his arms. Safe, she was safe.
“Where are the girls?”
“I put them in the bathroom.”
“What the hell is going on?” Tori demanded.
He didn’t answer her and instead led Kate upstairs. She was pale and shaky but holding. He was damn proud of her.
A billion questions flashed through Kate’s mind. The biggest being—what the fuck was going on? Next was, why hadn’t the alarms gone off? Also, how did the man from the mall parking lot find them? Why did the other guy have crazy teeth? Why had he smelled like a dead skunk? She also wondered where Grimm had come from. And what the fuck was going on? She thought about opening her mouth to ask but was afraid if she did she would scream and scream and never stop.
The girls, had to get to the girls. The thought of them centered her. She had to get it together. If she showed the girls she was afraid, they would totally melt down. Couldn’t do that now. Maybe later, when they were safe, but not now.
Grimm knocked on the bathroom door. “Abby? Olivia?”
The door unlocked and slowly opened. Abby’s face peered out. When she saw Grimm, she smiled. Kate heard Olivia say, “I told you Grimm would come and we’d be safe.”
He crouched down as they came out and fell on him. He looked over his shoulder at Kate. She saw such raw emotion on his face and knew they would always be safe with him. Safe and taken care of.
“I need to get you all out of here,” Grimm said.
“We can go to Tori’s,” Kate finally spoke, proud that her voice only shook a bit.
“Come with me. Let me take care of you. Please.” Grimm stood with the girls in his arms. They were wrapped around him, and Kate wondered when and if they’d let him go. She nodded. She didn’t understand anything right now but knew staying with Grimm meant they were safe.
“Yes, okay, for right now. I need to get my bearings.”
He let out a breath. “Good. I’ll have agents pack your things. You can’t come back here until we can figure out what’s going on.”
“We’ll never come back here,” Kate said firmly. She never wanted to see the house again. Too many horrible memories, too many things that could have gone wrong. No, she was done with the place.
“Okay, then let’s pack bags for all of you and get out of here.”
Before she could reply, the large man who had shown up beside Grimm came up the stairs. “Is everyone all right?”
Kate slid closer to Grimm. The man was scary. Not as scary as the snake man but close. His eyes were a beautiful aqua like the tropical sea, but they were empty. She knew he wouldn’t blink at killing someone. He might even like it.
“Yeah,” Grimm replied. “What’s the status?”
“A human male is alive and on his way to headquarters, the other is dead. Two blood-addicted are dead, but we know one escaped. The van is still here so we’ll process it. Reaper and Styx are hunting, and once things are settled here, Charon and Aislinn will join them. The other two humans downstairs are a problem. I’ll wipe them and send them home.”
“No,” Kate burst out. “You leave them alone. They’re my best friends. They put their lives on the line for me and the girls.”
Grimm thought about it and nodded. “She’s right. They’ll be tracked. If someone could find Kate then it’ll be easy to find the other two.”
“So what do you think we should do with them?” the other man asked, his brows drawing together.
“I’ll take them back with us.”
The angry man opened his mouth, but stopped when he saw the girls watching him intently. He clamped his lips shut and nodded. Then in a blink, he was gone. Kate looked around then shrugged. In the last hour, she’d seen things she never imagined. She just couldn’t take anymore. It was better, she thought, to ignore and worry about stuff later.
“Do you want to pack some things or let the agents do it?” Grimm asked, bringing her attention back to him.
She wearily rubbed her face. “We’ll pack small bags.”
The four of them moved from room-to-room together, packing what they would need for the evening. Kate watched as Grimm removed Abby’s princess tiara from the wall. Hell yeah, no matter where they ended up, her little girl was going to have her things around her.
Olivia tucked Mr. Tiddles into her Monster High backpack while Abby fluttered between Grimm and Kate. Both girls were tired and scared and on major overload. Kate just wanted to get out of the house to someplace safe so she could cry, scream, whatever.
After Kate finished packing a bag for herself, she turned to Grimm. “I think we’re ready.”
“Momma,” Abby said, “I’m scared.”
Kate dropped to the floor and enfolded the little girl in a hug. “I know, baby. I’m kind of scared, too. But we’re safe now. Grimm’s not going to let anything happen to us. And I’m not going to let anything happen to us. We’re going to be okay. It might not feel like it right now, but we will.”
Olivia looked up at Grimm, and he instantly picked her up. “Thank you for coming for us,” she whispered in his ear.
“I told you. I’ll always keep you safe. No matter what. I’m just so sorry that the two of you were scared.”
She nodded and put her head on his shoulder. He took her backpack, and she wrapped her arms around his neck.
They came downstairs to find Tori and Deacon sitting in the kitchen. The two of them looked as exhausted as Kate knew she did. She wasn’t sure what was going on but knew if it weren’t for the two of them she and the girls would have been in major trouble.
Tori jumped up and hugged her close. “What the hell? What is going on? The goon squad told us to sit here and not move. They’re some scary mofos.”
“What are mofos?” Olivia asked.
Tori’s shoulders slumped. “Crap, I forgot the munchkins.”
“Why don’t we talk about it when we get to where we’re going?” Grimm suggested.
“Is it a bad word?” Abby asked.
“Little girls shouldn’t say it,” Kate said.
“Kate, what is going on?” Tori asked again.
“I’m not sure. All I know is we’re all going to go with Grimm and hopefully figure this thing out.” She looked at the man she trusted with her life and the lives of her children. He nodded. “Would you and Deacon go with us? I worry that if these people found us then they’ll track you down, too. Please, Tori?”
Tori and Deacon stared at each other for a long moment then finally he nodded without saying a word. Kate wondered what was going through his mind. The man was notoriously close-mouthed, but he had been in the thick of the action so he had to have thoughts. She hoped by the time they’d gotten to where Grimm was taking them, Deacon was ready to talk.
“Okay,” Tori finally said. “We’re in, but we want to know everything. Obviously, there’s some major…crap going on so I think we deserve to know the truth.”
This time Kate didn’t look at Grimm. “You’re right. So let’s go and figure this out.”



 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
 
The large SUV drove into an underground garage in a tough part of town. Grimm eased the vehicle to a stop and turned off the engine. Kate wondered what the hell she’d gotten all of them into. Everything had happened so fast, and now they were someplace…who the hell knew. Grimm took her hand and brought it to his lips.
“You and the girls are safe.”
She nodded, and they climbed out of the car then assisted the girls. She was so tired she wasn’t up to any conversation. She just really wanted to go and curl up somewhere. Maybe it was all a nightmare, and she’d wake up. Okay, not all of it—she wanted Grimm to be real. But everything else she could so do without.
Another vehicle parked, bringing Tori and Deacon. Grimm said he worked for some covert agency so she imagined everyone she saw was part of it. How could they do the things they did without anyone discovering? Or were humans so blind they totally overlooked what was right in front of their faces? Kate imagined the later was true. Hell, she’d never noticed, and she’d had close, intimate contact with Grimm.
The man in question led them to an elevator where he used a palm pad to gain access. Once inside, he put his eye up to some kind of scanner, pushed a button and they dropped. Everyone, other than Grimm, gave a little gasp. He smiled and winked at Kate, who couldn’t help but smile back. It hit her that she loved him. Good heavens, she loved him. She almost had to lean against the wall since the thought made her a bit dizzy. There was no one else she trusted more, no one else she enjoyed more, no one, but him. To say the timing sucked was to put it mildly, but it didn’t matter. She loved him.
When the elevator came to a stop, Grimm took her hand. They walked out into a room that was every male’s personal fantasy. Huge flat screen TVs dominated the space as well as a pool table, air hockey and foosball. One wall was lined with electronics equipment Kate was sure could launch some kind of spaceship. In the middle of the playroom were well-used leather sofas large enough that she was positive everyone could sleep on them comfortably without being crowded. .
Grimm led them through the room to another door that was also heavily secured. Once through, they walked down and around corridors. Kate wondered if they were just roaming in circles, but things did change so she didn’t think so. She hoped they came to where they were going to soon, since she carried Olivia. The little girl had fallen asleep and was heavier than Kate remembered. Of course, she hadn’t carried her this way for some time. Jeez, her babies were growing up, and she hadn’t even paid attention.
“Where are we going?” Tori broke the silence.
“My place,” Grimm said without glancing around.
Kate looked over at her best friend and found Tori making a face behind Grimm’s back. Kate tried to hold back, she really did, but after the day she’d had she couldn’t stop the laughter. She burst out, almost dropping Olivia, who instantly woke up. Kate put her down and laughed until she was weeping. Every time she caught Tori’s eye, she just laughed harder.
“What’s wrong with Momma?” Olivia asked.
“She’s losing her mind, chicklet,” Tori replied.
This caused Kate to go into more gales of laughter. She finally sat in the hallway to try to get ahold of herself. Unfortunately, like most things, the laughter led to tears. She didn’t want to cry in front of the girls but couldn’t seem to stop. By this time, Abby was awake and standing next to her, patting her head. Kate knew she sucked as a mom, letting her baby attempt to comfort her. She should be comforting them. Instead, all she could do was cry. Grimm knelt down and dragged her into his arms, holding her tight.
“Ah, jeez, Kate,” Tori said with a sigh. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. But you have to admit, you’re acting pretty strange.”
Kate gave a watery giggle and shook her head. Tori was her best friend for a reason. The woman knew her extremely well and knew just what to say to bring her back. Kate used her shirt to wipe the tears from her face and leaned back to look at Grimm. He watched her closely until she gave him what she hoped resembled a smile.
“We don’t have much farther,” he said softly. “You and the girls can take baths and then crash. We can talk tomorrow.”
“What about us?” Tori asked.
Grimm glanced up at her. “What about you?”
“I thought we were going to talk.”
“Tomorrow,” Grimm said firmly. “We’ll talk after all of you have had a good night’s sleep.”
“Tori,” Deacon finally spoke, “I’m beat. We’ll let it go for tonight, but tomorrow we want answers.”
“That’s what I want.” Grimm eyed the other man.
He rose off the floor and pulled Kate up with him. He led them down one more corridor until he came to a heavy wood door. He threw it open and motioned to Tori and Deacon. “This is where you all will stay. It’s a suite and should have everything you need for the night.”
“What about Kate and the girls?” Tori asked.
“They’ll be staying with me. We’re down the hallway. Oh and don’t go wandering around. I don’t want you lost. If you need something pick up the phone and press one.”
After Tori and Deacon had gone into their room, Grimm led Kate and the girls down the hall and around the corner. He opened the door at the end of a short hallway to a spacious though a tad sparse living room. The ceilings were tall and Kate couldn’t imagine climbing up to change a light bulb. A flat-screen TV dominated one wall with a large sofa in front of it. Across the room was a wonderful area with three walls that were lined in bookcases. They were empty, but Kate could picture them filled with books.
He led them into a room off the library area that contained two large beds. The room was painted in shades of pink and purple, and Kate knew it was for the girls. She wondered when and how he’d had it done. He put their bags on the beds and smiled.
“The bathroom is through this door,” he directed, showing them a bathroom that would rival anything in a magazine. “It has everything you need—towels and shampoo and girl stuff. If you want to change anything let me know. Or, if you don’t want to share a room then I can fix that, too.”
Kate smiled. Once again, she could see he was nervous and fell even more in love with him. The girls checked out the bathroom, but Kate could tell they were exhausted. Abby yawned wide and Olivia rubbed her eyes, clutching her Monster High backpack.
“Why don’t I get the girls cleaned up? They can take baths tomorrow.”
“Okay.” Grimm nodded. “If you need anything yell, okay?”
As he turned to leave, Olivia said, “Grimm, would you come back and help tuck us?”
He stopped and smiled at her. “Olivia, you just give a shout, and I’ll be here.”
“I know you will.”
When he’d gone, Kate ushered the girls into the bathroom and quickly got them cleaned up. She brushed their hair, just as she did every night, and they brushed their teeth. She let them pick the bed they wanted and pulled out their pillows she had packed. Abby snuggled under the covers and sighed, seeming to relax for the first time in hours. Olivia pulled Mr. Tiddles out of her backpack and climbed into bed. Kate helped her get settled. Both girls were quiet, and Kate didn’t know whether to try to talk to them or let them be. They were both so damn tired, and after everything that had gone on, she didn’t want to put more stress on them.
“Momma, we’re safe here, aren’t we?” Abby asked.
“Yes,” Kate said, “we are safe here.”
“I thought so.” She nodded.
“Grimm’s here,” Olivia said, through a yawn. “He’ll keep us safe.”
“He certainly will,” Kate agreed.
“Grimm!” Olivia shouted, startling both Kate and Abby.
He came through the door, laughing. “You bellowed.”
“You said to shout.”
“You’re right, I did.”
He and Kate tucked in the girls, making sure they knew how close both of them were. She didn’t want either girl getting scared in the night and not knowing how to find them.
“If you need anything—” Grimm began.
Olivia cut him off. “Just shout?”
“Exactly. I’ll be able to hear you.”
Kate plugged in the nightlight she’d brought from the house, and she and Grimm left the room. He took her hand and led her to a door across the room. The bedroom was enormous with a bed that had to be larger than a king. She almost wept looking at it, since she was just so tired.
“Go take a shower, sweet.” Grimm opened a door, showing her another fabulous bathroom. “Then go to bed. We can talk later.”
“Where will you be?” she asked.
“Wherever you need me to be,” he answered simply.
“I need you to be with me.” She reached up to wrap her arms around him. “I need you to hold me.”
Grimm took Kate by the hand and led her into the bathroom. He couldn’t believe she was here with him. He had moved into the rooms just a few days before, planning for the future. Eventually, he would have approached her about living with him. But he never imagined it would be this quick. He didn’t even want to think about what would have happened if Olivia hadn’t been able to call. Five humans against three blood-addicted vampires wasn’t something he wanted to dwell on, especially when two of the humans were children.
“Stop,” Kate said, cutting into his thoughts. “We’re safe. You got there in time, though I have no idea how.”
“Olivia called me. I gave her a cell phone in case she got scared.”
“Has she been calling you?”
“Sometimes, just to say hey or tell me about something that happened in school.” He shrugged. “I wanted her to feel safe, and if giving her a phone did that then I didn’t think it was a problem. I probably should have checked with you.”
Kate nodded. “Probably, but since that saved us tonight I’m not going to argue too much.”
He started the shower, checking to make sure the water was warm before he let her get in. He hung a fluffy towel on the rack next to the door. “So, I think you have everything you need. There should be soap and such in there.”
Kate kicked off her shoes and socks. “So you’re leaving me?” She pulled her top off and tossed it on the floor.
“I don’t want to crowd you or whatever. I mean tonight was…” He trailed off, as she removed her bra and pants.
“If you think that’s best.” She dropped her panties to the tile and stepped into the shower.
“Fuck, Kate, I want you so much I can taste you. But I was trying to be all sensitive and shit.”
She burst out laughing. “I don’t want sensitive and shit. I want you.” She peeked out the door. “Are you coming?”
“Hell yeah, as soon as I touch you.”
She laughed as he quickly shucked his clothes and climbed into the shower with her. Thankfully, it was roomy, which is just the way he wanted it because he planned on showering with her all the time.
She rubbed her wet, naked body against his as she stretched up to wrap her arms around his neck. He took her mouth in a deep kiss as he backed her up against the shower wall. His erection rubbed against her belly, and she pulled on his neck so she could lift herself and wrap her legs around him.
“Grimm, I need you,” she murmured against his ear then gently bit his lobe.
He reached between them and ran his fingers between the soft lips of her pussy. She squirmed as he lightly rubbed her clit. Damn, he loved the feel of her. He lowered his head and began to suckle her nipples, first one then the other. Her taste played across his tongue, and he hummed with appreciation.
Kate clutched at his head, running her hands through his hair. He practically purred when she touched him. Only she had permission to touch him so intimately, it was only her touch he craved.
“Grimm, please, just fuck me.”
“You want it that bad, sweet?” He kissed her as he eased two fingers inside her body.
“Yes, now.” She gritted her teeth and thrust against him.
“Are you sure?” He found the small rough patch in her vagina and tapped it lightly. Kate gasped and he rubbed the area.
“Grimm!”
He pulled his hand away and without ceremony shoved deep inside her. Her arms went around his neck as she began to orgasm. He set a brutal rhythm of deep, hard thrusts as she shook and moaned in his arms. Oh yeah, he wanted his Kate totally exhausted by the time they were done. He wanted her to sleep and have nothing on her mind but how incredible they were together.
She tilted her head back, exposing her throat. “Bite me, please.”
His fangs extended from his gums, and he was on her before he could think. The flavor of her blood rolled across his taste buds, and with one last thrust, he came, nearly dropping to the floor of the shower.
Grimm cradled Kate’s exhausted body and licked lazily at her neck. Kate obviously liked the biting as much as he did since each time he lapped at her neck her pussy spasmed around his cock. Damn, he could stand here forever but knew it wasn’t possible. After everything she’d been through, Kate needed to be taken care of.
He allowed her to slide down his body onto a seat built into the shower. He found a wash cloth and squirted a bit of soap on it. He hoped she enjoyed the scent since he’d made sure to get her favorite body wash. Gently, he washed her, running the cloth over her soft skin. She sighed, leaning back with a smile, and he promised himself he would wash her every day. She deserved to be pampered and worshipped. She was his, his life, his heart.
He took the sprayer down and ran it over her body, rinsing away the soap. She sat watching as he quickly washed. She didn’t seem turned off by all the scars he had, which was good since there wasn’t anything he could do about them. When she reached a hand out to trace a finger down his flank, he leaned over to kiss her. She cupped his face in her hands and held his eyes for a long moment. He wasn’t sure what she saw but hoped it was all the emotions she brought out in him.
He stepped under the water to get the soap off then gently lifted her from the seat to carry her out to sit on the counter. Taking up a towel, he began to tenderly pat her dry. He so wanted Kate to remember the first time at his home as something pleasurable. At their home, he amended—this was their home and he hoped he could convince her of that. Now that she and the girls were here, he never wanted them to leave. Once he’d finished drying her, he took up a lotion bottle and squirted some in his hands. He rubbed them together to warm the contents and began to massage it into her skin. She moaned in pleasure and arched into his hands. Oh hell yeah, they’d be doing this again, too. Any way he could get his hands on her, he would. But this wasn’t about sex—it was all about comfort and care.
Snagging a towel, he roughly wiped at his body and wrapped it around his waist. He carried her into the bedroom and found one of his shirts, which he put on her. Then he tucked the two of them into bed. Kate sighed and rolled into his arms.
Grimm snuggled next to Kate and would have been happy to stay there, but his phone chirped. He stared at it and wanted to throw the fucking thing across the room but knew he had to answer it. He needed to know what had happened tonight. He slowly slid out of bed and made sure that Kate resettled. He grabbed the phone and went out to the living room.
“What?”
“We’re meeting in the usual place,” Joelle said without any greeting. “Now, unfortunately. Sorry.”
“I’ll be there.”
He disconnected and went in search of clothes. For a change, he was looking forward to meeting with the rest of the Hunters. He dressed and wrote a quick note in case Kate woke up. He didn’t want her to worry any more than she already did. She deserved an explanation for what had gone down at her house, and he planned to find it for her, no matter what.
Everyone else had already gathered around the large conference table when Grimm arrived. The mood of the room was odd to judge since no one spoke. Grimm wondered if they had been talking but had stopped when he came in. Whatever, he didn’t give a fuck what they said. He just wanted Kate and their girls safe.
“So?” He broke the silence. “What’s the word?”
Kenshin shook his head. “Confused at this point. We have no idea why the blood-addicted were at your friend’s home.”
“Kate may be able to shed some light, but she’s exhausted,” Grimm told the room. “I want her left alone.”
Joelle nodded. “I agree. I can’t even imagine going through what she did with two kids. The thought scares the hell out of me.”
“The human is down in holding,” Talon said. “He was ordered to kill himself if things went south. I made him spit out the capsule he had in his mouth. Right now he’s not talking, but he will.”
“What about the blood-addicted?” Grimm asked.
“Two are dead and down in the lab with Maeve,” Reaper said. “The other disappeared. We don’t have a fucking clue where it went.”
“I think someone picked it up,” Aislinn added. “There was no way it could have gotten away that fast. Not with five of us on its trail. It had to have had help.”
“Why go after a human?” Styx asked. “I don’t get it. Unless, no offense, Grimm, someone figured out his connection to them.”
“Lucian and I think there might be more to it,” Quenton spoke up. “Grimm, is it possible this woman is your Liaison?”
Grimm didn’t even need to think about it. “Yes, I think she might be.” The idea of her being his Liaison was so right that he didn’t fight or question it. Now, he just had to talk to her about it.
“There’s the reason behind attacking her home,” Lucian said. “But how was she found?”
“It’s our fucking mole,” Grimm burst out. “Someone overheard something. That’s the only way they could have found her.”
“Who knew you were connected with her?” Kenshin asked.
“Joelle got me the phone for Olivia, but other people had to know when it was activated. Joelle’s awesome, but she can’t do it all.”
The woman in question preened at the praise and smiled. “So true, I am amazing, but others were involved. I had to call our fabulous IT department and have it turned on.”
“When did you ask Joelle about the phone?” Quenton asked.
“Last week or so,” Grimm answered.
“Where were you?” Lucian asked.
“I had to track her down. She wasn’t in her office.”
“I was in the cafeteria,” Joelle said, “getting a drink, I believe. We talked about it then.”
“Anyone could have heard you,” Talon said.
“Parsons,” Joelle burst out. “Ms. Parsons was standing right near us. She was the only one.”
“Now, Joelle, I know you don’t like my secretary,” Kenshin said, “but I doubt she could be the mole.”
“Why?” Joelle replied. “She has access to every bit of information in this place. As your secretary, she is privy to secrets and can go anywhere in the building and no one pays her any mind. Hell, Grimm and I talked right near her, and I didn’t think about it. She’s the secretary or whatever to the director. I might not like her and vice versa, but she’s trustworthy.”
“But what if she isn’t?” Aislinn put in. “What if she’s the one passing information? Look, if she was the only one within hearing distance of Grimm and Joelle’s conversation, she bears looking at, at least.”
“I agree,” Grimm said. “I won’t have Kate and the girls threatened in a place I assume is safe.”
“We could question her,” Feral said. “Right, Cousin?”
Talon smiled, and it wasn’t kind. “Oh, yes.”
“Jeez, dudes, rein it in, I’m not talking about torture,” Joelle said.
“I’ll assign agents to watch her,” Kenshin said. “We’ll tap her phones and computer. If there’s even a hint of her passing information, we’ll pick her up.”
Kate opened her eyes, wondering what had woken her. She sat up and realized she was alone. She glanced around and found a note on the pillow next to her. The handwriting was messy and hurried, but she knew it was from Grimm. Okay, he’d gone to a meeting, but that still didn’t help her figure out what had woken her.
“Momma?” The voice came from the living room.
“Olivia?” Kate rolled out of bed and hurried to her.
Olivia stood in the middle of the room, clutching Mr. Tiddles and a cell phone with tears on her face. Kate scooped her up and carried her to the couch. Together, they snuggled and Kate rocked her.
“What’s wrong, baby?”
“I woke up and got scared. I called for you and Grimm, but nobody came.”
“I’m sorry, Olivia, I was asleep.” Kate kissed the top of her head.
“Where’s Grimm?” came the watery question.
“He’s at a meeting, baby, he’ll be back.”
“Momma, I’m scared. What if the bad people find us?”
“They won’t, I promise. We’re safe.” As Kate said it, she wondered at the truth of the statement. She had no idea where they were and the rooms seemed to have only one entrance and exit. What if one of those things found them? How would she protect the girls? Where would they hide? Were there weapons?
Get ahold of yourself.
She took a deep breath—panicking wouldn’t help. She had to stay calm, for the girls. But the more she thought about it, the more stressed she got. She really wished Grimm was with them. Right now, she needed him.



 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
 
Grimm sat and listened to the plans for tracking Kenshin’s secretary. He didn’t know if she was guilty, but if so, he wanted her gone. The thought that Kate needed him eased into his mind. What the hell? He sat up and tried to concentrate on the conversation, but the more he tried to ignore the premonition that Kate needed him, the more intense it became.
“What’s wrong?” Talon nudged him.
Grimm shook his head. “I don’t know. I just feel like Kate needs me. Is that crazy?”
Talon watched him. “No, we always know when our Liaisons need us. That’s one of the signs. Go.”
Without a word, Grimm vanished and reappeared in his and Kate’s rooms. Kate and Olivia were sitting curled up on the couch. Olivia was weeping, and Kate looked close to it. He went and sat next to them, gathering them in his arms. They snuggled in, and he just held them. The need to destroy whatever was hurting them pounded through him, but he knew it couldn’t happen. Yet.
“What’s wrong?” he asked.
“Mr. Tiddles and I got scared,” Olivia sniffled out.
“No reason to be scared, your mom and I are right here.”
Kate looked up at him, and he could see the fear etched on her face. He leaned down and softly kissed her lips. “There’s no reason to be afraid. You’re safe here. The only people that can get into this area are the Hunters. That’s it. The area’s monitored twenty-four-seven with toys the government wished it had. Also, the only way in and out is through the game room you came through. There’s always someone up. We don’t sleep all that much.”
“I’m so glad you’re here,” Kate said. “It’s so funny. I was wishing for you and here you are.”
Grimm’s throat closed up, and he realized that he was actually close to tears. What the fuck? He didn’t cry ever, but the idea that Kate was his Liaison overwhelmed him. He loved her so much and to realize that he had a tangible indication that she was his—the feelings he had about everything truly defied description.
“He’s magic,” Olivia was saying. “He can do that.”
“Is that how you showed up so fast at the house?” Kate asked.
He nodded and cleared his throat. “Ancients have powers others don’t. One of them is being able to instantly go where we’ve been before. That’s how I got to the mall and the house so fast.”
“Does Momma know?” Olivia asked. “About how you’re magic?”
He nodded. “Yes, she knows.”
“Wait,” Kate said, “Olivia knows you’re a—”
“Vampire? Yes.”
“I figured it out,” Olivia said. “I told you he’s just like Calina’s dad in my books.”
“Let’s get you back to bed,” Kate said, rising with Olivia in her arms.
“And I’ll be right here,” Grimm said. “All you have to do is say my name, and I can hear you.”
“Cool,” the little girl said. “You can help tuck me in again.”
Grimm followed them into the bedroom and got Olivia back into bed. Kate put the phone on the bedside table and put the stuffed animal in beside her. Both of them kissed Olivia good night, and she curled up with a yawn. Abby slept soundly, but Kate checked on her to make sure she was okay. Once she was satisfied, they both left the room and closed the door behind them.
Grimm took Kate’s hand and led her back to their bedroom. They needed to have the Liaison talk, but he wasn’t quite sure what to say. He’d almost fucked up the ‘I’m a vampire’ talk so he certainly didn’t want to kill their relationship by stumbling through something he considered even more important.
“What happened at the meeting?” Kate asked, climbing on the bed.
Grimm stripped off his shirt and tossed it on a chair. “They’re trying to pinpoint where the leak came from and how you and the girls were found. They’re setting up surveillance on a suspect and hopefully they will lead us to the blood cult.”
“I don’t understand a word of what you said,” Kate said and smiled.
“Can we talk about it later? I have something, I hope, is more important.” He sat next to her on the bed and took her hand.
“Yeah, what’s wrong?”
“Nothing’s wrong or at least nothing more than we know is wrong.” He ran his fingers through his hair. “I’m screwing this up.”
Kate eased over and straddled his lap, wrapping her arms and legs around him. “What? From where I’m sitting, you’ve done everything right.”
He kissed her gently on the lips. “I don’t have pretty words to give you. All I know is I’m so in love with you. You mean everything to me. My life is so much better with you and the girls in it.”
“Those words work just fine,” Kate said, tearing up. “I love you, too. It happened so fast, but it feels right. I know you will always be there for me and the girls. You’ll never let us down, and you’ll always put us first.”
He nodded. “You are first, always first, no matter what. Damn, Kate.” He wrapped her in his arms and held her tight. “I love you. I’ve never felt this way before.”
“Me, neither,” she spoke against his chest. “But I bet we’ll figure it out okay. We’re pretty smart.”
“You’re smart.” He tilted her chin up and kissed her. “I also think you’re my Liaison.”
“What’s that mean?”
“It used to mean a partner and blood donor, but it’s more than that. We’re still figuring it all out, but it means you and I are connected, bonded. I only know of three couples who have this bond. Feral and Lucian just showed up the other day so once we can really talk to them we’ll know more. And I’m rambling, aren’t I?”
Kate kissed him. “Yes, but that’s okay. It’s one of the things I love about you.”
He rolled his eyes. “Great.”
She laughed. “So, go back to what you do know about this whole Liaison thing.”
“The bond means I can’t drink from anyone else. Charon tried, and it almost killed him. It also means that you’ll be able to drink my blood.”
Kate raised her eyebrows. “What? But why? I mean, no offense, but I have no desire to do that.”
Grimm smiled. “No offense taken. You’re human. But from what Joelle and Aislinn both say, it’s a deep-down need. The blood exchange is imperative to the Ancient/Liaison relationship.”
“How do we know for sure that I’m your Liaison?”
“We don’t, not until I bite you again. But you asked me how I knew you needed me. I just did. It was this overwhelming necessity to go to you. I had to.”
“Wow, okay, so why don’t you just bite me and find out?” Kate asked.
“Let’s wait and get some sleep.” Grimm kissed her. “You have to be tired, and I know I am. I just want to lie here and hold you.”
Kate crawled out of his lap and under the covers. He shucked his jeans and climbed in after her. They snuggled together spoon fashion, and Grimm had never felt so comfortable. He had never slept with anyone, but Kate was his and this was right. He closed his eyes and breathed in her fragrance. There was so much he should be doing, but he just didn’t care. He wanted to hold his woman and know she was safe.
Kate stretched and yawned. Damn, the bed was comfortable, and the fact that Grimm was pressed against her made it more amazing. He nuzzled her neck, and she smiled. Yeah, she could get used to being woken up like this. She rolled over and kissed him softly. Just a touching of lips, but it literally sent a shock through her body as if he’d thrust deep inside her.
He opened his eyes and the two of them stared at one another. She wanted him and really didn’t want to wait. She reached down to grasp his erection, and he moaned and bucked in her hold. He seized her lips in a savage kiss, forcing her onto her back. Kate spread her legs, giving him room and, also, so she could wrap them around his waist.
“Tease your pussy with my cock, sweet,” he whispered hotly in her ear.
She instantly complied, loving the feel of him brushing against her clit and the entrance of her body. The moisture from her slit coated him, and she used it to pump her hand up and down his length. He growled and nipped at her chin as she swirled the mushroom head of his penis around and around her clitoris.
“Put me inside, Kate, let me fuck you.”
She loved the growl in his voice, that half animal sound that told her he was riding the edge. She wanted to tease him a bit more, but she needed him to fuck her like he’d promised. She eased her hips up, and his length began to penetrate her. Grimm took control, grabbing her hips and forcing himself deep inside. She cried out and thrust up, but he pinned her down and began to plunge in and out of her pussy.
The first orgasm built rapidly, and Kate held on as it crashed over her. She clenched her sheath tight around his erection, and he grunted and growled low, picking up the pace. She clutched his hair and pulled as she tilted her head to give him access to her throat. She wanted, no, she needed, him to bite her. Wanted the feel of his fangs sliding into her flesh as his cock did.
He moved her head to get a better angle and bit. When he did, her body exploded in another orgasm, and she clutched him, screaming.
“Harder, harder, fuck me harder.”
He sucked on her neck and drove them both so hard the bed rocked, bumping the wall with jolt after jolt. As her body eased from the orgasm, she still needed more. Needed him to give her everything. She scratched and clawed at him, begging for what she didn’t know.
Grimm pulled away, and she fought to keep him close. With a movement, he pressed her face into his neck, and she tasted something incredible, powerful. She latched onto his skin and sucked as her body erupted in an orgasm that shook her until she went blessedly blank.
Grimm cradled Kate close, totally exhausted from their lovemaking. He checked to make sure she was okay after she’d drunk his blood, and she slept quietly. He brushed the hair back from her face and watched her. She was beautiful. She was his. No matter what else happened, he knew that was a fact that could never be broken.
He lay beside her, eyes closed and drifted, but was still aware of everything. He supposed this was how their ancestors had survived larger predators until they could become the top of the food chain. Now, he put the skill to use so, if the girls woke, he could be there with them. Kate needed to rest, and he actually wanted to spend some time with Abby and Olivia.
When he finally heard them stirring, he climbed out of bed and took a quick shower. He hurriedly dressed and knocked on their bedroom door. Abby answered it still in her pink nightgown, rubbing sleep from her eyes. She smiled when she saw him.
“Please come in,” she said.
“Thank you, miss.” He bowed low, and she giggled.
He helped the girls find clothes to wear and brushed their hair, following the detailed instructions they gave him. He wasn’t much on braids, but he could do a pretty decent ponytail.
“Where’s Momma?” Olivia asked.
“She’s still sleeping, but I figured if you wanted, we could go find food. Are you hungry?”
“Starving,” Olivia declared.
“Can we check on her before we go?” Abby asked.
Grimm took them in so they could check on Kate still snoozing away. Both girls got the giggles, and he led them out.
“She snores sometimes,” Abby told him.
“So does Abby,” Olivia added.
Before an argument could start, Grimm guided them out the door and down a long corridor that fed directly to the common room. Since Joelle and Aislinn had moved in, the Hunter’s kitchen was much improved, and the refrigerator contained more than old pizza and beer. When they finally entered the large room, Joelle was at the stove, frying bacon while Talon sat at the counter talking low.
Joelle turned and, upon seeing the girls, smiled. “Well good morning. My name is Joelle, and this is my boyfriend, Talon.”
“This is Olivia and Abby.” Grimm introduced them as the pulled out chairs at the large wooden table. “We came down for breakfast.”
“Awesome, you can join us. Do you ladies like bacon?” Joelle inquired, ducking into the fridge to pull out a package.
“I love it,” Olivia enthused.
“Me, too,” Talon spoke.
Breakfast wasn’t as weird as Grimm imagined it would be, and he had to give Joelle all the credit. She chatted with the girls, drawing them out until they were talking like longtime friends. Talon added a comment here and there, but the man just didn’t have a lot to say. Of course, Grimm thought, that was like the pot calling the kettle black. He hadn’t had much to say, either, until he’d met Kate.
As Joelle served up the food, Talon’s phone rang. He walked away to take the call as Grimm helped the girls find napkins and butter their toast. Just the simple act made his heart hurt—they were his girls. His. It didn’t matter who’d donated egg or sperm, these two little girls belonged to him and Kate.
Talon stepped in and motioned for Grimm. Making sure the girls were okay, he followed the other man out into the main room.
“That was Kenshin. Styx has been digging into Parson’s emails, texts, whatever, and she’s our leak.”
“Are they sure?” Grimm asked, unable to hold back the growl.
“Yeah, they’re sure. Apparently, she wasn’t very savvy about getting rid of stuff and just assumed, like most, that if you delete it then it’s gone. Idiot. They found the email where she talked about Kate and the girls. Styx hasn’t traced where it went to, yet, but she’s the one.”
“I want to talk to her.”
“Kenshin figured you would, but he’d prefer you sit this one out. He thinks it’s best to have only one of us question her. It’ll look better for the Council. That’s why he called me. They have her in custody, and they want me to talk to her.”
Grimm paced about, pissed. He wanted to face the woman who’d put his family in harm’s way. Rationally, though, he had no reason to be in there. He knew why Talon had been requested—no human or vampire could stand against Talon’s power of persuasion. All he had to do was ask the questions and she’d tell him everything. Fuck, she’d sing it if he told her to.
“Once I find out everything I will let you know. Then we go hunting.”
Grimm nodded. “You’re damn straight.”
The two men headed back into the kitchen, and Grimm plastered on a smile for the girls. He had told them they were safe, and he would make damn sure of it.
Once they’d finished eating, Joelle made him a tray to take back to Kate and chased them from the kitchen. She declared she could clean up, and he was to go back and feed his girlfriend immediately. The girls giggled at that.
“Is Momma your girlfriend?” Abby asked.
“She is, if that’s okay with the both of you?” he said, leading them back to their rooms.
“Does that mean we’ll be together forever?” Olivia asked.
“Yes,” he said. “I’ll never leave you. Ever. I promise.”
“You can’t take it back,” Abby said solemnly. “It’s a promise, and Momma says once you make a promise, you have to hold to it.”
“I won’t ever take it back.”
“Good,” Olivia said and Abby nodded.
He ushered them into the room to find Kate sitting on the couch. She blushed when she saw him, and he winked at her. The girls rushed to hug her and tell about the adventure of going to breakfast. Grimm placed the tray on the table, and she ate while Abby and Olivia talked about their new friend Joelle and Talon, her boyfriend.
“Joelle called you Grimm’s girlfriend,” Olivia giggled.
“She did?” Kate asked, glancing at him.
“Yep,” Olivia said.
“Grimm said you were,” Abby added. “And that we would be together forever. He promised, and I told him you said promises had to be kept.”
Kate gazed at him.
He took her hand. “I told the girls that I would never take it back. I love all of you, and I promise to always be here for you.”
“You love us?” Olivia asked.
He kissed Kate’s hand and studied the little face he’d grown to adore. “Of course, I do. I love both of you very much.”
The girls swarmed him with hugs and kisses. He held out his arms to Kate and she slid into the embrace. He knew things were far from settled with the blood cult and the informant working against the PIA. But his family meant everything to him, and he was incredibly lucky to have them. No matter what, he would protect them and ensure they were happy.
“I love you.” Kate kissed him. “And whatever comes at us, we’ll weather it together.”
“I love you, too, and as long as I have you and the girls, everything is perfect.”
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