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Chapter One

 

 

Prologue

 

They watched from afar, waiting for the shift change to occur. They’d planned this raid down to the last detail, gathered all intel, and then, when the time was right, had chosen to execute their plan.

The rain hammered down around them, but the three men ignored it. They were well trained, and nothing would deter them from their objective.

When the shift change occurred, they waited a few precious minutes, then two of the three left their places and moved.

Jensen Lamb crawled through the bushes, ignoring the dirt and rain. His eyes were trained on the other two members of Rescue Inc as they disposed of the guards, quickly, quietly. The vampires moved stealthily approaching each man from behind, dealing with them efficiently.

Once the area was clear, Jensen jogged over to them, scanning the surrounding area constantly. They were all on high alert, in case any stragglers appeared. Donnie nodded to him and Hunter before they separated to their designated areas. 

They were here to destroy the food storage unit and grain silos. By removing their food sources, they would severely set back the Corporation’s plans. They couldn’t allow them to put their plans into motion. Too many lives were at risk and it was down to them to stop it.

As they had performed their recon, they’d noticed a fuel tanker near the stores and that was what they were going to use. It would look like an accident, that the tanker had developed a fault and had exploded, taking the food stores with it.

Jensen worked his way over to the closest building and peered around the corner, his eyes moving constantly over the area in front of him. Twenty feet of open land stood between him and the tanker. This was the most dangerous part of their mission. If he was spotted, it was game over.

“All clear.” Hunter’s voice came over the earpiece.

“Same,” Donnie muttered.

“Moving out,” Jensen whispered, knowing the two vampires would hear him.

With a final glance around the clearing, Jensen ran over to the tanker, ducking down, out of sight. He paused, catching his breath, waiting for Hunter to give him the all clear again, so he could move around the side he needed to be on.

Jensen followed the procedure for unloading a fuel tanker and went through the process, letting the fuel spill onto the ground. As it fell, Jensen moved several steps away and squatted down to quickly dig a hole in the ground in which to build a small fire.  This would be used to ignite the fuel and he stood there for a few minutes waiting for it to take hold. Once it had, he turned to leave and managed to take several steps before he heard Hunter’s voice over the comms.

 “Move. One closing in on your location.”

“Shit!”

Jensen ran but he wasn’t quick enough and suddenly he was airborne, flying through the air as the tanker suddenly exploded. He landed in a heap, grunting as the air whooshed from his body. He lay stunned for a few brief seconds. He could hear muted shouting through his earpiece, but the pounding of his heart was far louder.

He rolled onto his front and pushed up onto his hands and knees, shaking his head to dispel the lingering effects of the explosion. His ears rang, his chest heaved, and he groaned from the various aches and pains he was suffering. He heard a loud creaking sound from his right and turned his head to see a large beam heading towards him.

Eyes widening in shock, he pushed up and ran, trying to move out of its way, and luckily it missed him. He heard its thud as it hit the ground and then another grunt from behind. He turned and saw Hunter stood over a prone body which lay crumpled on the ground.

Their eyes locked and Hunter bent down, picking the unconscious man up and throwing him over his shoulder. His eyes blazed red in the night sky and Jensen stared behind him at the devastation the explosion had caused.

“Move,” Hunter shouted, grabbing his arm as he ran past.

Jensen turned and followed, a little unsteady on his feet. Donnie appeared, grabbing his arm and helping him make the last few steps into the bushes. They continued to move forward, only slowing when they hit the tree line.

Donnie spun Jensen around and grabbed his jaw, tilting his head up. “Looks like a scratch.”

Jensen lifted his hand and touched his eyebrow, only now becoming aware of the pain. “What happened?”

“Went off quicker than expected and we had a visitor.”

“I thought everyone was taken care of?”

“They were. He was a bonus,” Hunter muttered, dropping the man at his feet. “Vampire,” he added.

Jensen sighed and stood still as Donnie tended his wound. “Any other injuries?”

“I’ll be fine.”

Hunter shook his head and looked at Jensen. “Jensen. He said mate.”

Jensen’s eyes widened. “What?” He pointed at his chest. “Me?”

Hunter nodded and turned back to the fire that was blazing out of control. Jensen also watched as the buildings burned, the flames shooting high into the night sky. He shook his head at Hunter’s revelation then glanced down at the vampire laying at his feet.

“You’re sure he said mate?” he asked Hunter.

Hunter nodded. “As soon as he saw you, he said it. He didn’t know I was behind him, he didn’t even see me, he was so focused on getting to you. He was the one that pushed you out of the way when that beam fell. That’s the only reason he’s still alive.”

Jensen stared at him and sighed. “Not what I need right now.”

“And him being one of our enemies too,” Donnie muttered. “Shit’s fucked up, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah,” Jensen agreed.

“Come on, it’s time to go. Chester said to drop him off at HQ for questioning.”

Jensen rubbed his face with his hands. “Shit,” he muttered, then in a louder voice said, “Let’s go.”

Hunter picked up the unconscious vampire and threw him over his shoulder once more. Jensen followed, his eyes on the back of the vampire’s head. Mated to a fucking traitor. Fucking typical.  What else could life throw at him? With a scowl on his face, Jensen followed. This wasn’t how he expected the mission to end.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

The van moved from side to side over the uneven ground, but Jensen paid it little attention. He was so focused on the vampire who lay at his feet. The one who said Jensen was his mate. He sighed and leaned back in his seat, running a weary hand over his face. 

His body ached, and he wanted to go home and soak the pain away with a bottle or several of beer. He closed his eyes and sighed again.

“What a mess,” Donnie muttered, shaking his head.

Opening his eyes, Jensen nodded. “What am I going to do?” he asked quietly as he rolled his head over the seat and looked at Donnie.

Donnie pursed his lips and shook his head. “No fucking idea. I never thought one of us would mate with the fucking enemy.”

“Everyone’s at HQ waiting for us. Once Niles has assessed him, he will be questioned.”

Jensen winced at Hunter’s comment. If the vampire didn’t cooperate, then Hunter would make him. He still didn’t know for sure what Hunter had done when he was enlisted, and Hunter didn’t say.

“I don’t know how I feel about this.” He pointed to the unconscious vampire.

“You feel something drawing you to him, maybe a need to protect him?” Hunter said, eyes firmly fixed to the road ahead. He needed to be as he had no lights on. No need to draw unwanted attention to their location.

“I’m not sure...” Jensen trailed off and stared intently at the vampire.

He felt something, he just didn’t know what that something was. He found the vampire attractive, and he felt some repulsion to that. This vampire was the enemy and Jensen shouldn’t be attracted to him.

He was bald, with a thick black beard. It was hard to see him in the dim light of the van as he lay on his front tied up. Jensen turned away and pointedly ignored the attraction he felt. The vampire was his enemy, not his mate. He had information they needed, and Hunter would get it from him, one way or the other.

They rode the rest of the way in silence which Jensen was glad about. His head was a mess, and he had a headache too. He closed his eyes again and tried to ignore the vampire lying on the floor, but he had questions of his own and they kept churning around in his head.

Who was he?

Why was he there?

Why did he want to kill humans?

Why did he want to take over?

Was he really Jensen’s mate?

Was he really his mate?

His mate?

“You’ll get all your questions answered when he wakes up.”

Jensen looked at Donnie and furrowed his brow. “You a mind reader now?”

Donnie grunted. “No, but I can tell. If I was in your position, I would have at least a dozen questions. Who is he? What was he doing there?”

Jensen nodded. “I feel fucked up over this. I want to look at him, but I want to kick him in the face too.”

Donnie chuckled quietly. “You feel the pull but are repulsed over who he is. He’s the enemy, it is no wonder you feel that way, and yet, he’s your future too.”

“Why now? Why him?”

“Our mates are our other half. Maybe he needs you more than you need him. It’ll be harder for him. He’s vampire, he’ll feel the pull more intensely, the need to fuck, bite and mate.”

“Er, not gonna happen.”

“You say that now, but if you do end up spending time around him, you’ll feel it more strongly too. You might need to stay away from him, especially if Hunter needs to question him.”

Jensen winced and rubbed his fingers across his forehead. “Shit.”

Donnie nodded. “Not great timing.”

“I’ll come to HQ, give my report, then leave. I need to stay away from him.”

“Smart idea,” Hunter said. “Your close proximity will already be causing the bond to strengthen. I don’t imagine he’ll willingly give us the answers we want. We’ll have to use other methods.”

“More than likely,” Donnie agreed. “Whoever he is, he wasn’t part of the individuals we’ve witnessed at the location, so I think there’s a chance he’s higher up the chain.”

“Agreed. I observed him for a minute before the explosion occurred. He had a tablet with him and appeared to be checking data on it.”

Jensen leaned forward. “Did you get it?”

“In my bag. It’s locked but it shouldn’t take Carter long to break in.”

“Someone missing who is higher up would draw attention. They might not think the explosion was an accident,” Jensen muttered.

“I know, but we couldn’t leave him behind. He’d seen us, saw what we did.” Hunter replied. “I had no choice.”

“Either way they might look into the explosion more than we’d hoped.”

“We can discuss this more once we have some answers from him. I’ll get him to talk.”

“That’ll be fun. Not so much for him though.” Donnie smiled and nudged him with his foot.

Jensen felt the insane need to shout at Donnie to stop. Then he realized why and groaned. “Shit.”

“Feeling the pull, the need to protect.”

“Fuck off, Donnie,” he muttered.

“As soon as we get back, do what you need to, then go. We can’t have you there when he’s being questioned.”

“I know. I can feel it, Donnie. I fucking hate the fact that I can feel it. He’s the fucking enemy.”

No one responded. They didn’t need to. Both were mated, so knew exactly what Jensen was going through, what he would be feeling, the need to protect, to care for the one person meant for him. The fact that the person was the enemy faded into the background.

“Stop the van now, Hunter, I need to get out.”

The van pulled over and even before it had stopped, Jensen was jumping out. He paced around the side of the van, running his hands through his hair repeatedly, taking huge breaths, trying to clear his lungs. He needed to get rid of the sensation crawling over him. He was not going to feel anything towards the enemy. That vampire wanted to get rid of all humans, so his species could take over.

“Jensen.”

He stopped pacing and looked at Hunter. His shoulders slumped, and he dropped his head. “I’m... confused.”

“Yeah, you would be. I wish I could do something to make it easier for you.”

“We can stay here for as long as you need.”

“No,” Jensen shook his head. “We need to get him back, he needs to give us some answers and quickly. The sooner he’s gone the better.”

His cell buzzed in his pocket and he pulled it out. Chester. He wasn’t ready to talk to him yet. Pushing it back in his pocket, he got back into the van, slamming the door shut and ignoring the unconscious vampire on the floor. The van pulled away and Jensen closed his eyes. This was so fucked up.

❊❊❊

He finished his report to Chester and stood up to stretch, groaning at the various aches and pains he felt in his body. The hard impact with the ground was going to linger for several days and right now he wanted nothing more than to go home, but his mate was in the barn, unconscious, and Jensen was desperately trying to ignore the need he had to go in there and protect him.

“Shit,” he muttered, running his fingers through his hair.

“You need to go, Jensen. This is the last place you should be.”

Jensen glanced over at Chester and nodded. “I know, but it’s really fucking hard to walk out that door.”

“It is. One of the hardest things I ever had to do was leave Silas when he was struggling.”

“At least he isn’t the enemy. God, can this get more fucked up? I see you all, see how you are together, and I wanted that for me too but look what I got. A vampire set on killing the human race, which I’m one of.”

Jensen paced the small office they were in. It took literally four steps to walk from side to side. He stopped and put his hands on his hips, staring at the floor.

“Go. If we need you, we’ll call, but here is the last place you should be.”

Jensen nodded, but didn’t move. It was like his feet were glued to the floor. His mind was telling him to leave, that he should get away as fast as he could, but his body was firmly set in place. Jensen laughed, but there was no humor in it. “I can’t. How messed up is that?”

“Stay and I’ll lock the door, but I guarantee you’ll be trying to break it down if we have to take the interrogation further.”

Jensen winced. He knew what Chester meant. Torture. If he didn’t answer their questions willingly, they would resort to torture. Too many lives were at risk because of the vampires’ plan, including theirs. They had to know what he knew. They needed that information and if he didn’t have any, he’d be taken care off. They couldn’t have him going back to the Corporation. 

“I’m going.” He nodded at Chester and walked quickly out of the house. He jumped in his car and started the engine but sat waiting. He gripped the steering wheel but didn’t drive away. He growled and squeezed his eyes shut, ignoring the burning need to run back in and protect a vampire who was a traitor to his kind.

He broke out into a sweat, his heart hammered in his chest, and his knuckles turned white. He had to drive away, he couldn’t stay, but his body was having none of it. 

“Fuck!” he screamed in the car.

He’d literally just met the fucker and now his body was demanding he was in there protecting him. He knew the mate bond was strong, had heard it told multiple times, but to experience it? Words didn’t come close to describing it.

Somehow, he managed to drive away but the entire time he was fighting. The need to return was so powerful it was almost overwhelming, but he had to go, he was no use to his colleagues like this. They needed to question the prisoner and he couldn’t be there for that. The need to fight and protect would derail everything they had worked so long and hard for.  He couldn’t be the reason that their mission failed, he couldn’t be the downfall of the human race, no matter how much his mate called to him.

He arrived home and practically ran inside his house, slamming the door shut behind him. He leaned back on it and closed his eyes, breathing deeply. He shouldn’t feel this way so soon. He’d only just come into contact with him and he’d been unconscious the whole time!

He pushed from the door and jogged up the stairs, going through his bedroom and straight into the attached bathroom. Stripping quickly, he jumped in the shower and hissed as the cold water drenched him.

He stood shivering under the spray waiting for it to warm up, and when it eventually did, he scrubbed himself clean before shutting off the shower and stepping out. He stood naked in his bedroom, staring blankly at the wall in front of him. His hands clenched into fists, breathing deeply, fighting the urge to leave, to run back to HQ and stand before his mate, protecting him.

But his mate was one of the very people he was trying to stop. Life couldn’t get more turned on its head than it was right then.

Once he’d finished dressing, he glanced at his watch. He’d been gone thirty minutes, but it felt like thirty hours. He stood in the kitchen staring at the contents of the open fridge and couldn’t find anything to eat even though it was full of food. He slammed the door shut and stood staring at it. His mind was strangely blank, even if his body wasn’t.

He spun on his heel and strode to the front door and stopped when his hand gripped the handle. He swallowed hard, closing his eyes. He shouldn’t go, he knew this, but it was getting harder and harder to stay away.

He let go of the handle and stomped away, growling under his breath and pulling at his hair. He paced across the floor, each step eating up the distance before he had to turn around.

No, he had to go, even if it was to hear who the vampire truly was. Hear how he wanted to kill all humans. He needed to know what kind of man he was mated to.

Grabbing his keys and jacket, he left his house and got in his car. Starting the engine, he pulled away and drove back to the one place he should really avoid. He had no choice though; his body was in control and he was going along with it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

Brayden Simmons hung stony-faced, swinging from the ceiling in the middle of a barn. His eyes scanned the surrounding area, noting everything he could potentially use as a means of escape, and as a weapon. He wouldn’t be a prisoner for long. 

A barn was a stupid place to hold him. A wooden structure that he could easily break free from. Even if it was in the middle of nowhere, he had the knowledge and inner strength to find a way out. A way to freedom, and then he would report in.

His hands were shackled above his head and he hung impassively as another vampire, a doctor, examined him. He made no sudden movements, kept his heart rate steady and his breathing even. He knew how to respond in these types of situations.

He listened to the quiet hum of voices, picking up every word the people surrounding said. A mix of human and vampire, he knew some were mated by the way they spoke to each other, the looks they gave, and the small touches Brayden had seen. A weakness he would exploit.

“All clear. No concussion and no other injuries.”

This is what he got for helping a human. His mate. Shit. A human was his mate. He didn’t despise humans, far from it, but he was in a position where he had no choice but to go along with the wishes of his king. He agreed humans caused unnecessary suffering to other species and caused irreversible damage to the planet. He had friends who were human, and he would be sad to see them die, but his king commands and he must obey.

Brayden watched the doctor pack his equipment away and walk towards a human. They leaned close together, and the human touched the doctor’s cheek. They never said a word, but it was obvious they were talking. Mates. The doctor then left the barn, leaving Brayden with the others.

He moved his arms, testing his bonds, but they didn’t move. Whoever tied him up had done it efficiently. It would take time and effort to escape, but he would. He’d escaped from far worse situations.

A tall black vampire approached. He stood in front of him and stared. Neither said a word, simply looking at each other. Brayden could do this all day, every day. He moved slightly getting more comfortable. No doubt he’d be hung here for several hours. He could cope with that too.

Another vampire with long blond hair walked in with a bag and placed it on the table to the side of Brayden. He watched as he removed items from the bag and blinked slowly. Blades, needles, ropes, matches and many more items. Items used for torture.

The vampire stood in front let him see the items then leaned forward, hands on his hips. In a quiet voice, he said, “You see how this will play out, don’t you? I’ll ask you questions, and you will answer them. If you don’t, the vampire behind will take over.”

Brayden said nothing. He didn’t need to. The vampire was right. He knew how this would play out.

The vampire nodded, then began with his questions. “Who is in charge?”

Brayden met his eyes and said nothing. All emotions were held in check. His eyes would give him away and he had learned over time how to remain calm in these situations.

“The king. What’s his name?”

That question surprised him, but he didn’t betray it. Not many knew about the vampire king, so how did this vampire know about him? What was his name? Carter, the human IT specialist who had recently escaped. He must be the one who had told them about the king. Or Spencer, if he was still alive.

“Didn’t know we knew about him, did you? We do, and we want to know who he is. Which family is he from?”

Brayden hung mute, staring at his interrogator, giving absolutely nothing away.

The vampire smiled and shoved his hands in his pockets. “Why has he hidden himself from us?”

“When did he decide to kill all humans and most of his own species?”

“When will he roll out his plan?”

“Who are his commanders?”

The vampire pursed his lips then and walked over to the barn doors. “I’ll give you a few minutes.”

He watched them gather in a corner and stare at him. He did nothing, said nothing. He’d played this game before and he could do it again. He scanned the crowd and noticed the one man who should be there wasn’t. So, his mate wasn’t going to be around while he was tortured. No fucking surprise there. Spineless. Weak. Pathetic. So, of course he was his mate.

Time slipped away, and Brayden hung waiting. Would they have more questions or move straight onto the torture section of the night’s entertainment? He kept his amusement to himself. They didn’t need to know how ridiculous he found the situation.

He only hoped nothing happened to Lincoln while he was here. His brother needed him now more than ever. He was in deep, too deep, and there was nothing neither of them could do to change it. Commander Garrick trusted him and even though Lincoln wasn’t one hundred percent on board, he followed the orders of his commander and king.

He was a loyal servant to the crown. So was Brayden. It was who he had been raised to be. 

The vampire questioning him came over and stood in front of him. Brayden watched, face blank. Now, Brayden recognized him. Chester Monroe, mate of Silas Bailey, the local Sheriff. Part owner of Rescue Inc with Alejandro Martin who was mated to Silas’ son Troy.

Had they been behind the rescue of Graham’s slaves?

“We have more questions for you. You’ve had a few minutes, so I’d like you to answer the ones I’ve already asked.”

Brayden said nothing, and Chester smiled like he knew Brayden would remain silent.

“So be it. Hunter,” he shouted.

The vampire with the long hair strolled over and stepped up to the table. “Are we ready?” he asked.

Chester nodded and stood. “Do your thing, Hunter. Make the fucker sing.”

❊❊❊

Jensen drove towards HQ, hoping he wasn’t too late. He had to protect his mate even if he was the one person who didn’t deserve it. He kept hoping and praying his mate was like Carter or Spencer, someone on the inside trying to bring the Corporation down.

He had to believe in that because believing that the man destined to be his mate wanted him dead was unacceptable. Why would they be mates if the vampire hated him so much? Surely, they wouldn’t be mates if his mate hated all humans?

What did he know? He only knew the mated couples in Rescue Inc. He saw how they were with each other, the love they shared so visible. Would he have that too, or would his mate ignore the bond because of what Jensen was?

It was fucked up and Jensen was too. He pulled over and stopped his car, resting his forehead on the steering wheel. He could feel it in his chest, the pull, the drive to be near his mate, and they’d barely touched. He’d seen him, been near him, and now this.

Sighing, Jensen lifted his head and stared out of the window. His hands tightened on the steering wheel until they ached, and he winced as he removed them. He shouldn’t go back but there was nowhere else he wanted to be. He needed to hear it from his mate.

He started the engine and pulled back onto the road, heading back to HQ. He had to go there. It was where he belonged.

He drove quickly, and when he finally arrived, he threw the car into park, stopped the engine and jumped out. He jogged around the side of the house and over to the barn at the back of the property. As he got closer, he saw Silas stood outside.

“No, Jensen. You can’t go in. You know this.”

“I can’t stay away either.”

Silas nodded. “Come into the house with me. You can wait there.” When Jensen didn’t move, Silas added, “I know you want to be in there. You feel the need to protect, but at the end of the day, he’s the enemy until he can prove otherwise. Remember what Jacques went through, remember Carter’s family and Wyatt.”

Jensen stared long and hard at the barn, then finally nodded. He turned away but didn’t take a step. Finally, Silas grabbed his arm and pulled him along and Jensen let him. His feet dragged, and he kept glancing over his shoulder back towards the barn.

“This is a mess,” he muttered when they entered the kitchen.

Silas nodded. “A difficult place to be.”

“Yeah.” Jensen pulled out a chair and sat down, leaning on the kitchen table.

“Here.” Silas handed him a bottle of water.

“Thanks.” He opened the water and gulped some down. Sighing, he placed the bottle back on the table, watching a drop slowly roll down the side. “Has he answered any questions?”

Silas pulled out a chair and sat next to him. “Nothing yet. Chester wants to give him plenty of chances to talk. He doesn’t want to have to take the interrogation further.”

Jensen winced. “He doesn’t want to hand him over to Hunter.”

“No one wants that. Hunter particularly. You know he doesn’t enjoy doing it. If we can get him to talk without that, Hunter will be happy.”

Jensen nodded. He knew Hunter would prefer to not be involved. Just because he’d been trained in those techniques didn’t mean he wanted to use those skills. “My mate’s a traitor.”

“We don’t know that. Carter had no choice, maybe it’s the same with him.”

Jensen glanced up at Silas. “You really believe that?”

“From what Hunter said, he saved you. If he hated humans that much, why did he save you?”

“Maybe he had no choice. I’m his mate. He was compelled to save me.”

“I felt the pull to Chester, and I ignored it for months. He wanted to save you, Jensen.”

“I don’t know what to do. I shouldn’t have to deal with this shit.” Jensen pushed back suddenly, the chair screeching across the floor. He paced the kitchen, hands on his hips. “Why him? Why me? Why couldn’t I have a mate who wasn’t involved in all this shit?”

“I have to think that we have all been brought together to fight the Corporation. That having our mates takes us a step closer to ending this before it begins. Jacques showed us the depraved levels vampires could stoop to, Carter showed they would do anything, hurt anyone to get what they wanted, and Wyatt showed that even a vampire’s family would be thrown aside if they didn’t agree. Now, we have him and he’s your mate? You’re right, Jensen. Why him? Why now? We’re getting closer to achieving our objectives. Maybe the information he has will take us another step closer.”

Jensen stopped pacing and let his head fall. He closed his eyes and just breathed. “I can’t...”

He spun and ran from the room, hearing Silas’ chair scrape back behind him. He’d barely made ten feet before he was grabbed and spun around. He tried to shrug Silas off, but his grip on his arm was too strong.

“Stop, Jensen.”

“I can’t.” He almost sobbed. He had to be there. He had to be in there witnessing what his mate had to say. He couldn’t sit on the side-lines and wouldn’t let him be tortured.

A sudden scream pierced the night and Jensen threw Silas off of him. He sprinted to the barn and flung open the door and stopped. There was his mate and next to him was Hunter.

“Stop!” he screamed. Everyone turned to face him, and he looked at the man who was his mate. He saw blood on his face, bruises developing on his skin, and he said, “Wait. Everyone stop, please.”

No one said a word and suddenly Jensen couldn’t move. Shit. What did he do now?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

“Jensen, you shouldn’t be in here.”

That was his name. His mate. Jensen. Brayden watched his mate pace back and forth across the barn floor. His red hair stuck up at angles and it became obvious why when he ran his fingers through it repeatedly.

He couldn’t see the color of his eyes. Even with his enhanced vision, it was too dark, and Jensen was too far away. He inhaled deeply, closing his eyes, and attempted to sift through the different scents in the air around them. He could dismiss quite a few of them as the people who had been questioning him or part of the crowd watching. He was trying to find a new one.

When he couldn’t, he opened his eyes and watched Jensen. He could feel the chaotic energy coming from him, and for a split second wished they could communicate telepathically, but that would never happen. He would never take the human as his mate.

Their eyes suddenly met, and the distance between them melted away. Brayden had a sudden image of them both naked, rolling over white sheets, kissing and touching. His hands sliding over Jensen’s skin, his scent covering him, telling everyone that Jensen was his. His dick hardened, and he struggled to control his urges.

He swallowed and closed his eyes, pushing the vision away. He couldn’t allow those thoughts to enter his mind. He was Jensen’s captive, his prisoner. He’d already been repeatedly punched, and he knew if Jensen hadn’t come barging in, the next stage would have begun.

His eyes moved over to the gleaming instruments of his torture and he dismissed them. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d been captured by enemy forces and tortured. He hadn’t broken then and he wouldn’t break now.

Too much was at risk. Lincoln would suffer if they thought Brayden had turned and he couldn’t allow that to happen.

He saw Hunter staring intently at him and he knew he would be picking up traces of his arousal. He chose to ignore the vampire, he was of no consequence to Brayden. The only one that mattered, whether he liked it or not, was his mate.

Jensen continued to pace until the vampire named Chester stopped him. Their heads close together, Brayden focused in on their whispered conversation.

“You need to leave.”

“I can’t, Chester. I have to be here.”

“How will you react when Hunter starts? He isn’t giving us any information. We need to make certain all the data we have is correct. Who knows what they’ve done since we pulled Carter out. Those slaves and the weapons are our top priority. We have people coming in to help us with the raid. If he can confirm the information, then we can save those slaves with a minimum loss of life.”

“I know, I know. I can’t help it. I wish I could. I’ve only just met him. We haven’t even fucking talked, but everything in me is telling me I should be here with him. Do you think I’m impressed that he’s my fucking mate? No, of course I’m not, but I can’t stop.”

Chester sighed and dropped his head. “I know all about the need to be with your mate. Everyone here does, and yes, you’re in an extremely difficult position, but the slaves need us. It is our duty to set them free from the abuse they’re suffering. We can’t just sit by and do nothing. No one should have to go through that.”

Jensen nodded as their eyes met. Brayden could almost feel the turmoil he was experiencing, and despite the fact he was the enemy and he was their prisoner, he had the strange urge to comfort him. Growling, he broke contact and stared over at Hunter who was behaving exactly like his name sake. He was watching, ready to pounce on Brayden at the first sign of weakness.  Before today, Brayden would have said he didn’t have any weaknesses, but now he did, and that weakness was his mate.

“I should leave.” The whispered words reached Brayden, and once again he longed to comfort him. His mate shouldn’t feel like this; he was supposed to protect him.

“It’s a bitch, isn’t it?” His head swung over to Hunter who was smirking in his direction. “Your mate struggling to do the right thing because of you and I bet you want to help him, even though you’re fighting the instinct. It’s who we are as vampires. The overwhelming need to protect and keep our mate safe. Well, for us vampires. Not sure about you lot behind those walls planning our destruction. I wonder if somewhere in our history our DNA changed slightly.”

“Jensen! Listen.”

“That must be the reason. There is no other way a vampire would treat their mate like this,” Hunter mused, a small smile on his face. “Poor Jensen. Struggling over there and you doing nothing to help him. Poor bastard. I feel sorry for him. I mean, look at you. Hanging there. At least you know how to take your punishment. Whatever military branch you were in taught you well.”

Hunter sighed and leaned back against the wall of the barn, crossing one foot over the other. “Don’t worry. I know plenty of men who will comfort him when you’re gone. Looker like him? Gonna get plenty of action.”

Brayden’s hands fisted, and he glared at Hunter, who smirked at him again. He knew his eyes would be glowing as his anger built, so he closed them, willing himself to calm down. He wouldn’t give this motherfucker the pleasure of getting to him.

When he opened them again, he knew he had his emotions back under control. “Just as I thought. Military trained. Specialist too.”

A sudden commotion at the end of the barn had Brayden’s full attention. His mate was pacing again, his arms wrapped around his chest as if trying to hold his emotions in, and he knew he was looking at his one true weakness. He loved his brother and would do anything for him but standing here before him was his mate and Brayden suddenly realized he had a difficult choice to make. His brother or his mate.

❊❊❊

Chester grabbed his arm and swung him around, pulling them close together. “Get a fucking grip, Jensen,” he hissed. “You need to go!”

“I can’t.” He bit his lip, his eyes scanning the swinging figure of his mate. “You of all people should know that there is no other place for me to be but here with him.” Jensen pointed at his mate.

“I understand, I really do, but he isn’t talking and having you here when we need to move forward with his interrogation will only cause more problems.”

“You’ve already beaten him up. Look at him hanging up there like a piece of meat and he’s said nothing! What now? Hunter? Gonna start torturing him now?”

“I told you,” Chester muttered. “He could have information we need to save the blood slaves. He’s in deep. I feel it. He knows things. He wasn’t part of the regular security detail on those stores. We’ve watched them for weeks now and know everyone assigned there, and suddenly, he appears out of nowhere with a tablet -- probably performing a stock check -- the same tablet that Carter’s working on now.”

“I know this,” Jensen snapped. “I was there, but it doesn’t alter the fact that I’m alive because of him.”

Ignoring his last comment, Chester continued, “Carter said the security on that tablet is excellent. Hunter would be in there helping him right now if he wasn’t needed here.”

“Let me talk to him. We’re mates. I might be able to get through to him.”

“Or you might try to free him.”

Jensen stormed away and stood with his forehead on the barn wall. He was a mess, and he’d only just met him! How the hell could he be feeling this way so quickly? They hadn’t even touched, other than when he was helping Donnie get him into the van, but that one small touch was enough, enough to cause him to feel like he was being pulled all over the place.

He turned around and leaned back on the wall. He saw the others milling around, all casting glances his way, and he knew he was fucking things up for them. They’d waited so long for this moment and he was gonna blow it all because he couldn’t get his shit together.  Why did his mate have to be one of the vampires trying to kill them?

He slid down the wall and sat on the floor, banging his head against it. Maybe he could knock some sense into his head and wake himself up.  His mind felt like it was half dead, running purely on emotion.

Donnie squatted in front of him, blocking the view of his mate, and he craned his neck around him trying to catch a glimpse of him. “Stop,” Donnie muttered.

He looked back at him and furrowed his brow. “How was it for you when Jeremy walked away? Painful? Imagine how I feel seeing him hanging there while Hunter tortures him. He’s the enemy, I get it, but he’s still my mate.”

“And you feel the overwhelming need to shield him. I understand. There is no one here who doesn’t understand what you’re going through. Can you stay there while Hunter questions him? We’ll leave the other side for now. Maybe you being here will force him to speak.” Donnie shrugged. “Or maybe I’m just talking shit.”

“I don’t know.” Jensen looked at the dirt-covered ground. He could only go off what he felt right now. The need to rush over and free his mate.

“Why has this happened so quickly?”

“I don’t know. You were in the military. Maybe that’s part of it. We never leave a man behind and he’s your man.”

Jensen wrapped his arms around his chest again, hugging himself. He needed... fuck, he didn’t know what he needed. His mind was going in a million directions. He knew they needed answers, knew this vampire may have them, but he was his mate and he needed to save him too. But what did that mean for the slaves...

“Get me out of here, Donnie. Drag me if you have to.”

Donnie nodded and hauled him up and over his shoulder in a surprising move. Jensen barely had time to react before he was outside and dumped on the ground, the breath knocked out of his lungs. Donnie squatted next to him and held him down with his hand on his chest.

“Fuck, Donnie,” he gasped out, coughing slightly.

“Whoops, sorry, vampire strength.” He lifted his arm and flexed his bicep. 

He lay on the cold ground and stared up into the night sky. The stars twinkled above him, and he just lay there, catching his breath. Now, he couldn’t see his mate, the intense need to save him had ebbed, but the need was still there lingering beneath the surface.

“Feel any better?”

“Some,” he admitted. “It’s not as strong now, but I can still feel it here.” He touched his chest and Donnie nodded in response.

“You’ll feel it, and it won’t go away, but a little distance and not physically seeing him will help.”

“Give me a few minutes and I’ll go back in and question him. Maybe he’ll respond to me.”

Donnie pursed his lips, then nodded. “Worth a shot. I’ll speak to Chester—Ah, here he is now.”

Chester appeared and stared down at him. “I’ll give you five minutes. If he doesn’t talk, then Hunter takes over.” Jensen nodded. “Give yourself a few minutes to get your emotions under control before you come back in. You don’t want him getting into your head.”

Donnie and Chester shared a look before Chester walked back to the barn. Jensen followed his movements until he disappeared back inside the barn once more. Sighing, he closed his eyes and lay still on the ground, listening to his body as his heartbeat slowed and his breathing evened out. The slight breeze cooled his heated skin and eventually he sat up, resting his forearms on his raised knees.

“Ready?” Donnie asked.

He nodded slowly and stood up. “Ready as I’ll ever be.” They walked back towards the barn in silence and he paused outside.

Placing his hand on the door, he pushed it open, casting his eyes at everyone inside before finally focusing at his mate. He looked the same as before, so he knew no one had touched him in his absence. Taking a deep breath, he walked over and stood in front of him, staring at him.

“I have some questions for you. Please answer them.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

The pain he was feeling was so evident on Jensen’s face even though he tried to put on a brave face. Brayden’s senses picked up what Jensen was attempting to hide. They were going to use his mate against him. If the situation was reversed, he’d do the same. Mates were both a gift and a curse. A strength but also a weakness.

Brayden could smell Jensen’s fear and pain but also his determination.

He didn’t respond when Jensen said, “Tell us what you know about the blood slaves.”

He stared at Jensen, ignoring the demand. Jensen waited a minute before nodding and trying again.

“Where are they being kept?”

He still didn’t respond, even though he could see the imploring look on Jensen’s face, the need in his beautiful pale green eyes. Green. They were green like limes and the thought almost made him laugh, except every time Brayden looked into them, he felt like he was falling.

“At least tell me your name. You know who we are to each other. My name’s Jensen, but you probably know that. What’s yours?”

Brayden ground his jaw, his eyes narrowing. Jensen sighed and dropped his head, defeat clouding his features.

“Brayden,” he whispered, barely loud enough for anyone to hear, but he knew his mate would.

Jensen’s head snapped up, and he nodded once. “Brayden.” He paused, staring thoughtfully. “Do you want me to die?”

Brayden tilted his head. Why was he asking this question? “You? No.”

“Humans. Other vampires. What about them?”

“Fuck!” The word echoed throughout the barn and Brayden looked away from Jensen and almost groaned when he saw who had spoken.

“So, you’re alive,” he muttered to the man who’d just entered the barn.

Carter walked over and nodded. “Yeah, I am. Brayden, I--”

“You know them?”

Carter nodded. “The vampire with the long blond hair is Hunter, my mate. He helped me escape.”

Hunter stormed over and grabbed Carter’s arm, dragging him away. “Carter--”

“No! Wait and listen. Trust me.” Carter went back to Brayden. “Tell them.”

“Tell us what?” Jensen looked between Brayden and Carter.

Brayden worked his jaw from side to side. This moment, right here, was pivotal. If he spoke, if he told them, then everything would change. Could he risk it all on the word of one human?

“Carter--”

“Tell us, please. You’re my mate. I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

He watched Jensen, testing the truth of his words. Finally, he nodded. “Lincoln.”

“I’ve heard that name before.”

Brayden nodded at the human with long dark hair who’d spoken. “He’s my brother.”

“He’s in the inner circle. Bray has no choice but to do what they want,” Carter added.

“He’s part of the resistance,” Wyatt told them as he walked over to Brayden. “Get him down. He’s not our enemy.”

“You don’t know that,” Dean hissed.

“Yes, I do. He’s the reason I’m not dead.” Wyatt glared at Dean.

“What?”

“They put me with Carter’s parents because of Bray. He’s the one who kept me alive. I might have been a prisoner, but trust me, it was fucking better than the alternative.”

“Is this true?” Dean asked Brayden.

Brayden nodded. “They wanted him dead because of his sexuality and what he knew. I convinced them to keep him alive.”

“How?”

“I told them that when it was all over and done with, they could have their fun with him.”

Wyatt nodded. “I was there when he said it.”

“So, he didn’t really help you. He was keeping you on the back burner for later.”

“No, we spoke before he left. I know why he did it. You weren’t there, Dean. You have no idea what was happening around us. He said what he did to keep me alive and I’m fucking grateful.”

“Get him down now.” Carter pointed at Hunter. “Now!”

Brayden watched Hunter and Chester. Chester nodded once before Hunter walked over to the barn wall and released the rope attached to the pulley system which was keeping him suspended. God… he ached all over, but he kept the pain to himself, not letting it show on his face. 

As his feet touched the ground, his legs wobbled slightly, but he locked his knees to make sure he didn’t fall. He wasn’t going to show any weakness in front of them until he knew them better. Just because Carter and Wyatt vouched for them didn’t mean he should trust them blindly, there was too much at stake.

He stilled as Jensen grabbed his arm, keeping him upright. “I’ve had that done to me,” he mumbled.

He didn’t respond, but he did soak up the closeness between them. He leaned in slightly and inhaled Jensen’s scent. His body responded, his dick hardening in his pants, and he knew his eyes glowed. 

Jensen caught sight of them and smiled in response. “Later.”

Sighing, Brayden nodded and let Jensen help him to a chair. He sat and kept his back straight as another vampire placed a bag next to him. “Me again. Dr. Conway. I’ll assess your wounds and provide any necessary treatment. First, do you need blood?”

Bray shook his head. “No.”

The doctor nodded and proceeded to give him a cursory exam. “I’ll do a more thorough exam once we’re inside, but I want to make sure there is nothing serious that we need to deal with right now.”

“I’m fine apart from a few bruises.”

“Good.”

After the doctor had checked him out, he stood and followed Jensen from the barn. He paused, looking at the surrounding area, trying to get his bearings. He didn’t know where he was. He’d been unconscious when they’d brought him here.

He became aware of everyone circling him as they moved towards the house and the sheriff had his hand on his gun. Wary and watchful. Just as they should be. Brayden was dangerous, and they all knew it.

He stepped into the house and walked through to the kitchen as Chester pulled a chair out and pointed to it. “Sit.”

Brayden rankled at the order but did as he was asked. He kept the hiss of pain to himself. He refused to show any signs of weakness. He covertly scanned the room, noticing all exits and the location of all individuals. If he needed to escape, he could. He didn’t know these people, didn’t trust them. No one would keep him prisoner against his will for long.

❊❊❊

Jensen sat opposite Brayden at the table. The vampire was taller than him by about an inch. Bald with a neatly trimmed dark beard and light blue eyes that assessed everything and everyone. Jensen watched his eyes scan the room and knew he was searching for exits and noting the number of people in the room with them.

Definitely ex-military. He had that look about him, it was in the way he held his body and the way his eyes took everything in.

Carter stood next to Brayden and handed him a bottle of water. “How’s Lincoln?”

Brayden scanned the room before his eyes fell on Jensen. Jensen nodded, encouraging him to answer. “Working hard.”

“Of course, he is. He’s the perfect soldier,” Spencer spat as he entered the room.

Brayden pushed the chair back and Jensen stood too, ready for any altercations that might occur. “He didn’t order your torture, Spencer.”

“No, I imagine that was Garrick. What about you? What did you do?”

Brayden stood up straight. “Nothing.”

Spencer snorted. “Yeah. Nothing. You sat back while they used me as a punching bag and when they got bored with that, cut me up.”

“I wasn’t there. I was in New York.”

Spencer chuckled, shaking his head and crossing his arms over his chest. “They own no building in New York. You’re lying.”

“You’re right. They don’t, but I do.”

“Let’s settle down and talk about this.” Chester pointed at the chair. “Please sit.”

Jensen caught Brayden’s eyes and nodded at the chair before sitting on his own. “You have property in New York?” he asked.

Brayden nodded as he sat down. “Yes.”

“You’re not helping us.”

“Ask your questions, Jensen, and I’ll answer them.”

Jensen shivered when he heard Brayden say his name. It sounded more like a caress when his name came from Brayden. He looked at Chester before focusing back on Brayden. “Where are the slaves?”

“Which ones?”

Jensen furrowed his brow. “All of them.”

Brayden raised a brow. “All of them?”

“Yes. All.”

“They are in several locations. All secure.”

“Yeah, council members, right?” Carter asked.

“Yes. The council members have been provided for.”

“How many locations? How many slaves in each? Security? Types?”

“You want to save them.”

Carter frowned at Brayden. “Yeah, we do because they shouldn’t be forced to live as they do, as blood slaves.”

“There is a much easier way to stop this than to go around destroying food, and weapons, and freeing slaves.”

Jensen leaned forward on the table. “And what’s that?”

“Kill the king.”

It seemed like everyone commented at once and the noise level increased in the kitchen. Jensen ignored them and asked, “The king?”

“Yes. Cut off the head. It will disrupt them. The council will struggle to maintain control. It will fragment as different members try to take over. At that point, you free the slaves and take out the council members.”

“You want us to kill the king and council?” Jensen asked incredulously. He shook his head. “You just said they were heavily protected. How do we get near any of them to do it? Once the king is gone, protection will increase on them.”

“Not entirely. Not everyone agrees with the plan. Most have gone along because they have no choice. Once the council agreed, everyone linked to the council had to fall into line. Family, friends, associates. Over time, as plans were made, more people were dragged in until we have what we have today. Tens of thousands of vampires and a few hundred humans.”

“That many vampires?”

“Yes. If given the chance, at least half would be glad to go back to their lives.”

Chester sat next to Brayden. “Do you know how this all started? The history of how it developed?”

Brayden stared at Chester and looked like he wasn’t going to answer, so Jensen jumped him, saying, “Troy is Chester’s son.”

“I’m aware of the relationship. I told Graham to stay away and leave you all alone, but he wouldn’t listen. Too proud and too arrogant. He knew better than I did.”

“Thank you trying,” Silas muttered. “Something good came out of it.”

“Jacques.” Brayden nodded. “This has been going on for decades. Before I was born. The king is mated, but no one knows to whom. His mate has never been seen, but it’s why he’s been alive for so long. His father began the process over a hundred years ago, maybe even longer. I’ve heard people say it was the reason why we revealed our existence along with technological progress.”

“Why did we go into hiding in the first place? We coexisted for centuries.” 

Brayden nodded at Chester. “I can’t answer that question. I don’t know. I can’t see any reason why we would hide away when we’d lived in relative peace for so long. I’m not sure if it’s all tied together somehow. That we hid away so vampires could come out and take over immediately or take over from behind the scenes then come out. The Industrial Revolution changed their plans. That I know for certain. I’ve heard it mentioned before.”

“This is fucked up. I want to wake up and this all be some fucked up nightmare.” Jared gripped Sacha’s hand in his and they both stood. “We’re going.”

Chester nodded. “I’ll call tomorrow.”

As Jared and Sacha left, Donnie also stood. “I’ll leave as well, if you don’t need me?”

“No, I don’t think we all need to be here. It’s close to morning now and I know a few of us need to spend time with our mates.”

“Thanks, C. See ya in a few.”

Donnie left, and Jensen watched his mate. What would happen now? Would he be locked in a secure location until they could question him further? There was still a chance he would run given the opportunity.

“I have a list of locations where the blood slaves are hidden on a secure server.”

Everyone looked at Brayden. “Username and password?” Carter asked.

Brayden nodded and gave the details before Carter left. Hunter looked at Ale and Chester, who both nodded as he left too. 

“Now what?”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

“The question is what to do with you?” Ale murmured. “Do we take a chance and let you stay with your mate or do we lock you up again?”

“I can stay with him in a locked room. It’ll give us the chance to talk and get to know each other.”

Brayden remained silent as Jensen talked. He was certain if they were in a room together, they would end up mated. They’d barely touched, but he could feel the need to take and claim his mate. To mark his body and have it covered in his scent.

He noticed Jensen swallow and he closed his eyes, trying to gain some small measure of control over his lust. He wanted his mate. His mate was fuckable... for a human. That was something he was going to have to alter about himself. His mate was human and even though he liked Carter, he never saw him as an equal. He needed to change, and it was a cold, empty feeling that made him realize how pathetic he truly was. How he’d let others alter his way of thinking.

Vampires and humans working together to save humanity. He could learn so much from them. He needed to. His mate was human, and he was never leaving him.

Hunter came back into the room and walked right up to Brayden. “Eighteen locations?”

“It was when I copied the data two days ago.”

Hunter ran his fingers through his hair. “Shit. That’s far more than we knew about.”

“Eighteen what?” Ale asked. “Locations of slaves? Is that what you’re talking about?”

“Yeah. Carter’s going through the lists now. They keep records of where each slave is.”

“How many in total?”

Hunter stared at Brayden, who answered the question. “About two thousand. You’d need a large blood supply for the time frame indicated.”

“What? You mean how long it will take for us to die off?” Ale demanded.

“Yes. Given the number of vampires and the estimated time frame, we would need a minimum of two thousand. Blood banks would be used up after the first thirty to forty days and we would then need to feed directly from the source. We planned for an initial six months, after that we should be able to go out and find other sources. Humans that were alive but weak or other vampires.”

“Okay.” Chester held up a hand. “Eighteen locations. Two thousand slaves. Are there any locations we can hit now that won’t alert this Garrick and the king?”

Brayden nodded. “Several, yes. Some locations are further out. Those are considered important, but not crucial to the takeover. They could be taken out, and the slaves freed. By my reckoning, it would be at least a week before anyone noticed. If we killed all the vampires in a way to make it appear that one turned on the others and burnt the buildings to ensure that enough evidence was left to incriminate the occupants, it would draw the attention away from us, but we would only be able to do this once.”

“So, we pick the location carefully. Least security, most slaves?” Ale asked.

“What about weapon allocations at these places?” Silas added. “We don’t want to go in to rescue them and then be overwhelmed by the fire power they have.”

“Most of the ones I’m thinking of aren’t heavily fortified and have minimal weapons. The locations that house the council members and their families are top priority, as is the Tatton mansion. They’ll have the best security in place and the most weapons. There are two weapons caches we need to remove.”

“We have information on those already and are working on a plan.” Chester glanced over at Carter as he came in and handed him some papers.

“This needs to be coordinated precisely,” Brayden told them. Once they started, they had to finish. They wouldn’t get another chance.

“Can you get this on a map?” Chester asked Carter.

“Yeah, and I’ll have it show the numbers at each location as well. It might be a case that we don’t hit the obvious one. We might need to hit a couple of smaller ones first and then move to larger locations. If we can do this within a few days and then hit the weapons locations, we might put a dent in their plans. I’m also looking into switching off their power sources too.”

“We’re working on a virus, but they have backup generators and access to solar energy. We could possibly take out the power from the grid directly, but the generators will kick in.” Hunter crossed his arms over his chest. “We’re coming up with a plan of attack. The virus and the generators need to come after the slaves.”

“We can’t free all the slaves. I think we have to admit that’s an impossibility. We lack the manpower. We need to take out all the smaller locations first, then weapons, power and generators. In the mayhem, we could attempt to hit some of the council’s locations.”

“Carter, generate the map, so we can take a look at the locations.”

“So, the list is: slaves, weapons, power source?” Jacques asked in a quiet voice.

He hadn’t said a word and had been so quiet, Brayden had forgotten he was there. He looked pale and Brayden noticed a fine tremor in his body. A human -- Brayden assumed mate -- reached over and pulled him close.

“We won’t leave the slaves, Jacques. You have my word.” Silas reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

“I know.” Jacques gave a fleeting smile, then looked at his mate who smiled and nodded.

Brayden cleared his throat, gaining everyone’s attention. “Out of the eighteen locations, four, maybe five, will be the easiest to hit. One of the locations is the Tatton mansion itself, then we have a minimum of twelve locations for the council. That leaves the other locations.”

Chester frowned at Brayden. “You seem to have changed your mind about this. In the barn, you wouldn’t give us anything and now we have all this information. Why?”

Brayden sat back in his chair and nodded. “My mate is human. I have one condition though. My brother must be saved. He had no choice originally. I believe he’s been converted, but he’s a good man, a good vampire. I have to believe he’ll help us when the time comes.”

“How sure are you? How do you know he’ll help?”

Brayden shrugged. “He’s my brother. He’s in a difficult position. Too close to Garrick and the king. He has no choice. I think over time he might have come to believe in the cause. We haven’t spoken recently, but when we did, he was saying the right things, but he appeared to lack conviction. I have to hope he can be saved.”

“You need to suss him out before we make that decision. Too many lives depend on this working.”

Brayden winced and nodded. Chester spoke the truth, even Brayden knew that. 

❊❊❊

Jensen saw Brayden wince, then nod in agreement with Chester. The slaves were too important to ignore. What they must be suffering every single day was unimaginable, except Jacques, who sadly already knew intimately what that felt like.

He glanced over at Jacques. His head was bowed, and his eyes closed. Jacques had made phenomenal steps in his recovery process, but they all knew it would take years, if ever, for him to recover fully. The fact that he was here, sat at this table, showed the level of inner strength he had. He’d made it his goal to save the other slaves and no matter how he felt personally, he was going to do his best to achieve it.

He caught Miguel’s eyes and nodded at Jacques. “He okay?” he asked quietly.

“Better, thanks.”

“I’m sat here. You can ask me, Jensen.”

“I know, but I don’t want to...” Jensen shrugged.

“Upset me?” Jacques sighed. “It does get easier, but I can’t sit here and say that doing this, trying to free the others doesn’t bring up painful memories. Doesn’t matter though. They need to be free.”

“They do.”

Carter came in with a printout of the map showing all locations and graphics of numbers in each. “We lucked out. The data Brayden had included both the weapons and the manpower at each location, as well as the number of vampires too.” He pointed to four that had been circled. “These would be my first choice going with the information we have.”

Jensen searched the map and slowly nodded. The four Carter had circled were the best options. Low on weapons and security personnel, and easier to target. The four locations housed between them around three hundred slaves.

“Three hundred slaves? Low security though.”

“I can answer that,” Brayden cut in. “They aren’t high up the hierarchy to warrant more security and these places are more for holding slaves. The people living there aren’t important enough to the council to give them more personnel. You have to remember the vampires who will have to hold up in their houses. Not all of them will be protected like this. There are thousands of vampires preparing for this.”

“Let me get this right. The people living in these locations follow the king and council, but they aren’t important enough to keep safe and there are thousands of others who would have to try and stay safe in their own homes.”

“Yes. There isn’t enough space for everyone. All have moved closer to the mansion. If they need to move, they’ll live in tents on the mansion grounds.”

“Okay. So, these locations—” Carter pointed at the map—”are looking after a high number of slaves. Why not have greater security?”

“Maybe because someone changed the information on the number of slaves being held there.” 

“You?” Jensen asked. When Brayden nodded, he asked, “Why?”

“It’s difficult to explain. I’ve been involved for many years along with Lincoln, and then I saw how the slaves were treated. We were told originally that they agreed to be blood slaves as long as they were kept alive and I believed it. It’s happened before, so why not now? Then I saw their condition in the mansion one day when I went with Lincoln to do a head count. He asked me to go and I have to believe it was because he wanted me to see the truth.”

“Bad?” Jacques whispered.

“Worse than Graham’s,” Brayden answered.

Jacques nodded. “I’d heard other slaves say they’d heard the same, that none of the slaves returned once they were sent to the mansion.”

“Some died, that’s true, others were farmed out to council members. They were kept in rotation or should have been. Some were abused, like you, but the king wanted to keep the stock fresh and give the existing slaves time to heal. He didn’t want to have to keep hunting for slaves. Said it diverted his men from their primary focus.”

“So, once they had enough, the slaves were to be kept alive to keep the vampires alive?”

“Yes.”

“That’s fucked up.”

“No, that’s good planning,” Chester disagreed. “He’s thought this out. If too many humans go missing, authorities will notice. Even people living on the street form relationships with others on the street. People notice if one goes missing. If several go missing and local law enforcement catches on...”

“They’ll investigate,” Brayden finished. “He’s smart. Insane and power hungry, but he is smart.”

“My head hurts,” Ale muttered, sighing.

“We’d still be in the dark if it wasn’t for Graham.”

“Never thought I’d have a reason to thank that fucker.” Silas shook his head. “His self-righteous belief that he was superior to humans caused him to make the mistaken assumption that Troy belonged with him. If it wasn’t for his pathetic kidnap attempt, we would never have known.”

“The king and Garrick were furious over it. Several of the vampires who escaped that night were punished for allowing Graham to go through with his plan.”

“Hope it hurt,” Jacques muttered.

“Deadly,” Brayden told him.

Jacques inhaled sharply then nodded once. “Good.”

“I think we should call it a night. Get everyone back tomorrow when we have all the information we need and then we can go through it all and plan.” Hunter looked at Chester and Ale. “What do you think?”

“Yeah, good idea. Tonight has been a long night and Silas is in work soon.”

“Nothing like going into work on two hours’ sleep.” Silas leaned back in his chair and rubbed his hands over his face. “Jensen, Brayden. You’ll stay here. I’ve got a room made up, and it locks from the outside. It’s not that I don’t trust you--”

“You don’t, but I understand,” Brayden interrupted. “I’m still the enemy. You have no reason to trust me.”

Silas nodded. “Jensen, get what you need.”

Jensen nodded and looked at Brayden. “I’ll be thirty minutes.” He glanced around the others, then back at Brayden. “Do you need me to get anything for you?”

“I have spare items here,” Chester said. “Sorry, Jensen, but he’ll have what we give him.”

Jensen nodded. “Okay.”

With a final look at his mate, Jensen left the kitchen and made his way to his car. He jumped in and started the engine, pulling away quickly and speeding off down the road towards home. He knew his mate was safe, knew the others wouldn’t do anything to hurt him, but he felt the overwhelming need to be get back there and protect him.

He said thirty minutes, but he always had a bag ready by his door. He’d be there and back in less than twenty minutes, then he could see his mate again.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

After watching his mate leave, Brayden waited for someone to break the silence that descended. Luckily, he didn’t have to wait long before someone spoke.

 “Come on. I’ll show you to your room.”

He stood and followed Silas out of the kitchen and up the stairs. They walked along the landing passing several doors before Silas opened a door at the end of the corridor and walked into a bedroom. He looked around the plain room, decorated with white walls, brown carpet, and a bed made with cream sheets.  There was also a small attached bathroom.

Silas pointed to it. “Spare items have been laid out in there for you. Once Jensen gets back, I’ll bring him straight up.”

Silas left the room and Brayden heard the distinct sound of a lock engaging. He checked out the window and found that was locked too, not that it would stop him if he was serious about escaping, but strangely enough, he wasn’t. He wanted to spend time with his mate, getting to know the man fate had decided was meant for him.

He walked into the bathroom and glanced at the shower cubicle. After the night he’d had, he couldn’t wait to be clean and turned the shower on before stripping quickly.  As he got in, he hissed as the warm water made contact with his face. The cuts and bruises were painful, but he knew by morning most of them would be well on the way to healed. If he had some blood...

No, his mate was nowhere near ready for that type of commitment even though it was painfully obvious he felt the bond between them. They needed to talk... a lot. Brayden was on the inside and knew too much. There was no getting away from the fact he was partly responsible for what was happening and the plans that had been set in motion.

Tonight hadn’t ended the way he’d expected. Not in any way shape or form, but he couldn’t find it in himself to be bothered by it. He’d found his mate. Again, not what he’d expected, but he felt the connection to the man from the first moment he’d spotted him, and he wanted to explore it, find out what made him tick.

He scrubbed his bald head and scratched his beard as he dropped his head with a sigh. Twenty-four hours ago, his life was on a different path, one that didn’t include a mate. The only person he cared about was his brother and he did whatever was necessary to keep him safe.

A job that was becoming harder with each passing day. He was too close now, he was in the inner circle and privy to too much information. Brayden’s hope had been to extract him when the power was switched off and hide them away somewhere safe until the carnage ended.

Now, those plans were well and truly fucked up. He had someone else to think of and his mate came above all others. 

He cleaned himself carefully, taking the time to ensure he scrubbed everywhere, and when his skin had turned pink, he switched the shower off and stepped out. Grabbing a towel from a pile by the sink, he roughly dried himself before wrapping it around his waist.

Stepping back into the bedroom once more, he paused as he spotted Jensen sat on the bed, his head in his hands. He looked up when he heard him come in and stood. They both looked at each other from across the room, the silence seeming to last forever.

Brayden didn’t know how long they looked at each other for, but eventually Jensen pointed towards a pile of clothes sat on the bed. “Silas brought these in for you. Thinks they should fit.”

Brayden nodded and dropped the towel, ignoring the faint groan he heard. He couldn’t deal with the attraction between them right now. He wanted to, god, did he want to. He wanted to have his mate naked on the bed while he drove his dick into his ass time and time again, making him scream in mindless pleasure, but they had some much to talk about first, they couldn’t let their lust for each other take over.

Sometimes being an adult truly sucked.

He turned around and got dressed, conscious of Jensen watching. He wasn’t trying to hide his desire from Brayden.

As he pulled up the joggers, Jensen asked, “Do you need any blood to help with your injuries?”

“I’ll be fine. I know you’re not ready for that.”

Jensen nodded. “They have some here in case of injuries. I can go and get you some.”

Brayden faced Jensen and saw the sincerity on his face. Smiling, he shook his head. “Thank you, but no. Please sit down, Jensen. We need to talk.”

Jensen rubbed his face with his hands and Brayden became aware of how tired he must be feeling. He had dark circles under his eyes and he didn’t stand as tall and straight as he had earlier. His mate needed to sleep.

“Have a shower and get changed for bed. We can talk in the morning.”

Jensen smiled. “Thanks. It’s been a long day... and night.”

“Go and shower. I’ll be here when you come out.”

Jensen left the bedroom and minutes later, Brayden heard the shower come on and a groan coming from the bathroom. Smiling, he cleared off the bed and pulled the covers back. Lying down, he suddenly yawned, the action catching him by surprise. When was the last time he’s slept for more than two or three hours? It felt like years ago.

The bed was firm and the pillow soft, just how he liked it.  It was only when Jensen was getting in next to him that Brayden realized he’d dozed off. The feeling of Jensen pulling the covers over him left a warm feeling in his chest. His mate was taking care of him.

“Sleep, Brayden.” He felt cool lips touch his cheek and a small smile graced his lips. So soft and barely a whisper of air against his skin, but the brief contact had a lasting effect on him, one that stayed with him as he drifted back to sleep.

❊❊❊

Jensen watched Brayden sleep. He was still shaken about how things had played out. He couldn’t get over the fact he had a mate, let alone one that worked for the other side. Well, maybe not. He was still a little sketchy about the details. He said he was protecting his brother, Lincoln, and that was why he did what he did.

Protecting his family was one thing, but what about his mate?

Jensen slipped from the bed and dressed quickly before texting Chester to come and let him out. He used the bathroom, and by the time he was ready, Chester stood in the open doorway, watching Brayden.

He walked past him and waited for Chester to lock the door as they both made their way to the kitchen. Silas and Ale were already there, sat around the table drinking.

Troy was sat next to Ale, rolling his eyes at Silas. “Pops, come on. Move on, get over it. Seriously, we’ve been mated for a couple of years now.”

Silas narrowed his eyes at Troy. “Not long enough for me to forget.”

“Morning,” Ale said to Jensen. “There’s coffee in the pot.”

He went over and poured himself a cup, listening to Troy and Silas bicker. He heard both Chester and Ale sigh and shook his head. He thought Silas kept griping about it because he enjoyed winding Ale up and not because he was still upset about how Troy and Ale became mated.

“For fu--”

“Stop right there.”

“Let’s move on, yeah. Jensen, did he say anything to you last night?” Ale asked.

“No, he went to sleep pretty quickly. I’ve left him in bed now.”

“So, you two didn’t...”

“No. He wants to talk and so do I. I don’t want to mate with someone who will betray us further down the line. There are too many lives depending on us and I won’t be mated to someone who would just let them and us die.”

Silas nodded. “Good call. Shit situation though.”

Shrugging, Jensen sipped his coffee before answering. “Not much I can do to change it. He said he did it to protect his brother. The same thing happened to Carter. He was forced to work for them in order to keep his family safe. Then there’s Wyatt. He would be dead if it wasn’t for Brayden. But still, there’s this doubt in my mind.”

“I understand. He’s spent many years on the inside, but his reasons were the same as Carter’s—protecting someone he cared about. He may have been involved in acts he didn’t agree with but had no choice. We won’t know until we talk to him.”

“You can question me now, if you like.”

All eyes turned to Brayden who was stood at the kitchen door. Jensen hadn’t heard him approach. Chester coughed and stood up walking over to the coffee pot.

“Coffee, Brayden?”

“Please.”

“Please sit down, Brayden,” Ale said. “How did you get out?”

Brayden arched a brow but sat down next to Jensen. Jensen gave him a small smile and couldn’t help but breathe in his scent, his alluring aroma. It was a smell he was beginning to know well, having slept next to him all night. It was one he knew he would never forget.

Glancing at Ale, Brayden muttered, “I’ve been trained.”

Silas grunted. “We need better locks.”

Chester handed Brayden his cup of coffee and Jensen watched him take a sip and then sigh. “I feel like that when I have my first coffee.”

Brayden smiled. “Nothing beats it.”

“Hunter and Carter have spent the last few hours going over the information you gave them access to. Some of the records go back years. When did you start collating it?”

“I had most of it on paper, starting before I left the Marines. I knew something was going on back then, Lincoln would get in touch and tell me some of the things he’d overheard or seen. I asked him to keep track and send it to me.” Brayden sat back in his chair, a frown on his face. “I’d say maybe fifteen years ago, but he found records from up to thirty years ago. We know they started planning this decades ago, maybe longer.”

“Yeah, it looks that way. I’ll be honest with you, Brayden. When we first caught wind of this plan, we thought it was ridiculous and we spent so much time going in the wrong direction, but now--”

“It’s still ridiculous,” Brayden interrupted Ale. “But they’ve done their research, have watched how technology has progressed. They know our reliance on energy will be our downfall. Our weakness. We’ve lost the skills that kept us alive decades ago. The majority of us have no idea how to hunt, trap, skin food, or live off the land. We’re reliant on medicine and machinery. What would we do if they could no longer be accessed? How would we survive? It’s insidious, but perfect.”

 Jensen sat and listened to Brayden talk. Even after all this time and all the evidence they had gathered, he was still shocked at what the Corporation planned for the humans. Who in their right mind tried to cause the virtual extinction of another sentient species?

He shook his head and leaned his chin on the palm of his hand. “What did we do?” he asked quietly. “Why?”

“Humans are a food source. It’s what vampires believed centuries ago before our two species grew to know one another and form friendships, relationships. Some vampire families, including the king’s, still believe in that.”

“Need to move with the fucking times,” Troy muttered. “Hey!” He lifted a hand to his head and glared at Silas.

“Stop swearing.”

“Pops, seriously, have you heard this shit?” He moved out of the way when Silas went to slap the back of his head again. “Okay, I get it.  Your adult son can’t swear.”

“I’ll call the team in and we can go over what we have and then form a plan. Our objectives haven’t changed. The blood slaves must be freed first before we go after the weapons.”

“I can deal with the weapons,” Brayden offered. “I can enter the main storage hangar and not be questioned.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

Everyone turned to look at Brayden, stunned expressions on their faces. Jensen took a deep breath and nodded. “Right. If Brayden and I take care of the weapons, or the locations where the majority are held at least, you can coordinate the rescue mission for the slaves. Hunter or Carter can access systems for any information we might need, then we can formulate a plan with Brayden. That way only two of us are needed and the rest of the team can work on freeing the slaves.”

“I agree--”

Again, everyone started asking questions or saying no until Jensen shouted again. “Stop! You know this is a good idea. It requires fewer members, so there’s less chance of us being caught and they know Brayden. If Brayden wants to betray me, then it’s just me affected.”

“I’d never betray you. You’re my mate.”

Jensen winced at the insulted look on Brayden’s face, but said, “We don’t know you.”

“Then get to know me. I’m on the inside, I can get us in. But, I get my brother out.”

“How the fuck do we get him out?” Chester snapped. “This is insane--”

“Use the tunnels.” Everyone turned to Wyatt, who had entered the kitchen with Dean. “I gave you the info. Use it.”

“I can help too,” Spencer added. “One of the tunnel systems enters into the mansion basement.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this when I was hauling your ass out?” Carter asked, hands on hips.

“I wasn’t exactly firing on full cylinders, was I? Tortured, remember?”

Carter rolled his eyes and sat down, placing his laptop on the table. “I know. I found you.”

“I wish you could take Garrick out. He’s the one who tortured me the most.” Spencer took the cup of coffee from Silas with a murmured thanks. “If we can time it right, someone can enter the mansion while the weapons are being destroyed. Once they know something has happened, Garrick will be rounding everyone up. That’s when we can take him out.”

“Kill him?” Hunter asked.

“Yeah. He is not worth saving. He hates humans. When he feeds from a human, he drains them completely or he’ll let them bleed out and die.”

“We’re talking about a three-pronged attack. Slaves, weapons, and Garrick.”

Spencer nodded. “Not enough damage to change the plan, but enough to delay and cause confusion. If Lincoln is removed, then that leaves Belinda in charge.”

“Lovely,” Carter muttered. “Nice bitch.”

“I can take care of Garrick and pull Lincoln out,” Hunter said. “I’ve been inside once before when I went for Carter and have the blueprints for the mansion.”

Chester nodded. “Agreed. Carter, Spencer give him everything you have on the mansion. Jensen, are you sure?”

“Yes. Absolutely.”

“Okay. You and Brayden oversee the destruction of the weapons. Speak to Carter and Hunter if you need any more info. That leaves the slaves. We are looking at hitting four locations. If we have a week’s window before anyone notices, I think we should plan to take the four locations in one night and then two or three days later move on to the others. I know we’re talking council members, but if we time that hit with yours—” Chester glanced around the table—”then we can do some serious damage and significantly derail their plans.”

“Once they’ve recovered, they’ll strike back.”

“What can we expect, Brayden?”

“An all-out assault. Once they have incapacitated you, they’ll put the plan into action.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes. It’s what I would do. So, they lose a few in the process.” Brayden shrugged. “Some vampires are expendable and I’m sure the king will use the security to take what’s needed. Food, slaves. They have their own power and access to water with the wells. They’ll manage.”

“We do our hit and then wait for them to strike back.”

“Yes, but they’ll be in for a surprise because you’ll know they’re coming. As soon as it starts. Carter would need a virus to knock out the Alpha program.”

“Alpha? I never heard of that.” Carter said, leaning forward. “What is it?”

“The program came on line after you left. It will be the one they use to shut down all power.”

“These power companies have firewalls in place.”

“And we have people working in them. The firewalls are nothing because they will be taken care off.”

“Fuck. I never thought of that,” Chester admitted.

“We need a virus to target their virus.” Carter glanced over his shoulder at Hunter and then nodded. “We’ll get on that now. We need to have that in place before we do anything else. If we move too soon, we could fuck this up.”

“We’ll continue with our plans. When you’re ready, then we move.”

❊❊❊

“Right, let’s sort this out. Hunter and Carter are creating a virus and working with Spencer and Brayden on the mansion. Brayden and Jensen are on the weapons, with another team off site to monitor, just in case they need assistance. The rest of us are going for the slaves. Agreed?” Ale glanced around the room. When everyone nodded, he said, “Who wants to be the lead? We have three teams working on separate missions, so we’ll need someone to head up each team.”

“I’ll head weapons,” Jared suggested.

“We need the backup too. Jared can stay outside, just in case,” Jensen added.

“Agreed. We’ll need Tank and Niles ready in a secure location to treat the slaves that need it. Suggestions?”

“There’s an old warehouse--”

Chester pointed to Brayden. “You’re talking about the one on Ocean Avenue.”

“Yes. It’s not in great shape, but it would do for now.”

“My friends can take the more seriously injured if necessary.” Euan stood by the table, scanning the paper littered on it. “They have the facilities and are willing to help.”

Chester nodded. “Good. We need to get the barn up and running and then coordinate with your friends, Euan.”

Euan nodded. “Once we have the final details, we can come up with a plan.”

“I’ll get to it now. Do you have any more to add, Brayden, anything else that might help us?” 

“No. I gave you the codes to everything I have.”

“Okay, let’s get to work.”

❊❊❊

How had he gone from the enemy to being a major part of Rescue Inc plans in less than twenty-four hours? Brayden’s head spun with the drastic turn around, but he didn’t show any of it as he sat at the table with Jensen and Jared as they made their plans.

Jared would be outside with his sniper rifle in case anyone unexpected turned up. They didn’t want to be caught off guard with an unannounced arrival. They needed to be in and out as quickly as possible—time was of the essence.

He was confident he could get them inside the building with very little problem, but they would need to set the explosive devices with a time delay so they could leave the area before they went off.

That was where the challenge lay. They couldn’t risk the devices being found before they went off and they couldn’t risk being caught in the explosion either. The timing was critical.

They could remote detonate, but again that was problematic if they were found and disarmed.

“Remote detonation is the obvious choice.”

Brayden nodded. “My concern is being caught before we have the chance to detonate.”

Jared nodded. “You know explosives, Jensen. What do you think?”

Brayden hadn’t known his mate was an explosives specialist. But then again, there was a lot he didn’t know about him.

“I agree remote is the best choice.  I can set up the panel and when we’re clear, you can detonate. If it comes down to it, detonate even if we’re still inside. Those weapons need to be destroyed.”

“Jensen--”

“No, Brayden. Don’t. You know we need to destroy them and I’m positive you’ll get us out.”

They stared at each other and Brayden nodded. His mate had such strong conviction in his abilities. “I’ll get us out.”

“I’ll rig the explosives and panel and Jared can wait until we’re clear and then boom!”

“How many, Brayden?”

“Given the size of the building and the proximity to the mansion, ten at the most. If we place them near the missiles, then they’ll go up and take everything with it.”

“If we choose the places right, we might need less. We need a blueprint of the layout detailing what weapons are where. We can then place our explosives in the optimum locations to cause maximum damage.”

They sat at the table for hours going through the different types of weapons and where to place their explosives. Brayden was amazed at his mate’s ability to see both the overall picture and the individual components. He knew his explosives, right down to the quantity needed. He sat back and watched him talk as he detailed everything he’d need.

“I need a break,” Jared muttered, stretching. 

“We’ve done quite a bit today, but we also need to be involved in the first part of the rescue.”

“We’re all gonna hit the four locations we’ve decided on?”

“Yeah, and I need some time to wire up the panel and build the explosives. Won’t take me long, but I want to make sure everything is done correctly. We won’t get a second chance at this.”

“No,” Brayden agreed. “Once they know, they’ll change everything. This is a one-time deal.”

They looked at each other. “We can’t fail then.”

“No, Jensen, we can’t.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

They walked into Jensen’s apartment and he immediately picked up the kettle. Filling it, he put it on the stove and waited for it to boil. He listened to Brayden move around, and as he glanced over at him, he found him staring out of the living room window. That window faced Main Street in the town, and at this time of day, the place would be busy.

It was almost nine in the morning and though Jensen had had a few hours of sleep, he could still feel the tiredness creeping up on him. He stretched and closed his eyes, letting out a sigh. He wanted to sleep, but it was time to talk. Him and Brayden.

Turning around, he leaned back on the counter and watched his mate. Tall and broad, with a bald head which was shaved from what Jensen could tell, and a neatly trimmed beard. Jensen wanted to feel that beard on his face, and other body parts.

Brayden looked over at him and their eyes held. Jensen could feel the lust building and knew Brayden would catch his scent in the air. He wasn’t ashamed as such, mates were attracted to each other, but he wanted to know the man who was his mate and he needed to control his desire in order to do that.

What now? Did they talk, then fuck? Did they hold off on their mating until after the raid? Would Brayden even want to mate, considering he was merely a human? He had so much going on; his mind was a chaotic mess. Thoughts of the previous night filtered through. Hunter had said Brayden had saved his life. Was it because he was his mate? Did he even know at that point that Jensen was human? Would he have saved him if he had known?

The past twenty-four hours had been a roller coaster of emotions. The focus required to execute the mission, the shock and horror of the explosion, and the torture of believing his mate was a traitor to humans. Then later, the driving need to protect his mate from the horror he’d experienced at a colleague’s hand, the questions and realization that maybe, just maybe, Brayden wasn’t really a traitor after all, that in fact he was doing what needed to be done to keep his brother safe. If you were living that life day in and day out, eventually your perception of the situation becomes warped, as it appeared Brayden’s had.

But still he was struggling with the fact that, despite all he knew, he would have just sat back and watched both humans and vampires die. He would have been safe while millions of others died around him. It was a sobering thought.

This plan was mind-blowing. Never in Jensen’s wildest dreams would he have thought someone would do anything like it. Switch off the power and let the country go to hell? Let millions of people die so they could rule?

He wrapped his arms around himself as a sudden tremor wracked his body. If Graham had never kidnapped his grandson, Troy, they would never have known what the Corporation had planned. They’d still be in the dark and at some point down the line they would have been as confused as everyone else when everything switched off.

How would they ever survive with no power? Jensen tried to imagine it. No lights at night except candles, no antibiotics, no way to communicate, no way to keep warm unless you have wood burners, but where would you get the wood from?It takes up to six months for the wood to dry out for a burner, so what would they use?

Jensen rubbed a hand over his face. So many fucking questions. Too many, and he had a mate who would have stood back and let them die if he had to. Great. Just fucking great.

Why did he have to be so damn fit too? He wanted to kiss him and touch him, but he had to hold back until he had the answers he needed. His body and mind were fighting for control and pulling Jensen in different directions.

Sighing, he closed his eyes and tried to block all the chaos out. He needed to think, and rationally. What he was facing was a life-altering decision. He knew vampires only had one mate and if he walked away from Brayden, he’d have to live with the fact he would be denying Brayden the chance of a long-lasting relationship. A connection that was unlike any other. Could he do that? Was he that kind of man to cause everlasting pain to another? Maybe even to himself?

He opened his eyes and watched his mate stare out of the window. What thoughts were running through his head? Where did he stand on their mating? Did he even want it himself? Jensen was only human, the species his mate was willing to let die in any number of horrific ways as humans fought to stay alive.

The kettle whistled, dragging Jensen from his thoughts and Jensen took it off the gas. “Coffee?”

“Please.”

He made them both a cup of coffee, taking his time, trying to gather his thoughts, and walked over to Brayden, passing one of the cups to him. He stood next to him and watched the bustle along Main Street, people rushing about, going about their everyday business. None of them knew what was being planned. None of them knew how close they were to losing everything.

The enormity of the situation weighed heavily on Jensen, and for a split second, he wished that was him, but he wasn’t one to ignore his responsibilities. He needed to speak to his mate.

❊❊❊

As soon as he entered the apartment, Brayden walked over to the window in the living room and stared outside. He needed a few minutes to come to terms with the changes in his life. He had a mate.

Never had he thought he’d have one. He knew where certain vampires stood on gay matings, and he assumed because of his position that if he found his mate, he’d have to ignore him. 

He spent years hiding his sexuality, years having quick fucks in the dark, hidden away from everyone. That was all he would allow himself. It was when the need to feel a hard body under his hands became too much that he slipped away and found a man willing to bend over for him.

He’d craved the tight heat, his body needing the contact that only another man could bring him. Hard kisses, a rough touch, the feel of hair scratching his skin. Sinking inside another man, the smell of sweat, sex and musky man surrounding him as he took what he needed.

He’d tried with women, but it never felt right, and he hated it, but he had an image to maintain. They couldn’t know his true desires. They would punish him for it and Lincoln would suffer as a result.

He crossed his arms over his chest and furrowed his brow. He was tired. Even though he needed less sleep than others, he was still tired. Drained from everything that had occurred over the last day.

He thought back to the previous night, remembering it with crystal clear clarity. Seeing the man standing in front of him, he’d instinctively reacted, realizing who he was instantly. He had to save him. He’d pushed his fury to one side and saved his mate, only realizing afterwards that he was human. He’d seen the gas tank explode and take the nearest barn up with it. He knew all the food would be destroyed if he didn’t stop the fire.

He’d scanned the area as he’d run towards the man who was escaping, noticing there was no security around. But when he’d realized it was his mate, and a beam was falling...

He briefly closed his eyes. For years, he’d followed their plans. Even when part of him had screamed against them, he’d still willingly gone along with them. Lincoln was too deeply involved, and at first, he’d been against them too, but now Lincoln believed, believed in the grand plan.

Had he been brainwashed into believing everything he was told? Had the proximity to the king and those in the council tainted him? Brayden had to believe a part of his brother, the man he knew before all of this, still existed. If he could be saved, and he was positive he could because he would never betray his mate, could his brother?

He watched the vampire Donnie enter a bakery and remembered that his mate owned it. They had ties in this community, friends who accepted them, and the Corporation was going to destroy it all. Adults and children, all would be lost so a few could take over.

He had no doubt their plan would work if they initiated it. Society was too reliant on power. Everything ran off it. A true weakness that could be exploited.

Brayden inhaled sharply when he saw a mother and two young children enter the bakery. Innocent people like them would be dead. Brayden knew it. In front of him was the reason why the Corporation needed to be stopped. Hidden away in the mansion, Brayden wasn’t as aware of what the true costs were. Out here in society, he had no choice but to face up to the reality of what would be lost and what his part in all of that would have been.

It was a sobering experience and one he hadn’t been aware he needed.

He heard the kettle whistle and Jensen move around the kitchen. His mate. Brayden shook his head. His spiky red—auburn, really—hair drew his eyes and captivated him. His face was perfect. A straight nose, clear pale green eyes and olive skin, a plump bottom lip but thinner top one. All created with Brayden in mind.

Brayden wanted to lick and suck those lips, bite the bottom one and feel the ripeness between his teeth. He wanted to strip him naked and bury his face in his groin, smelling his true scent, the manliness of his body. He wanted to mark his skin with his beard, dragging the soft bristles over his body.

His fangs throbbed, and he knew his eyes glowed. His desire for his mate was consuming him, his need to fuck, bite and taste his mate’s blood on his tongue, know his unique flavor.

He growled softly, closing his eyes and breathing deeply. He could smell his mate’s arousal. That lust was a heady aphrodisiac and one he was struggling to ignore.

When Jensen approached and handed him a cup of coffee, he took it gratefully and searched his mate’s face. He could see the dark circles under his eyes, the fatigue covering his features.

“Tired?”

“Yeah. I feel like I need another ten hours at least.”

“Go then. I don’t need as much. I’ll stay here while you sleep.”

“We need to talk first. Want to sit down?”

Brayden nodded and walked over to the sofa Jensen had pointed at. He sat on the edge, his cup nestled in his hands as watched his mate. He had an expressive face, his emotions were on display for all to see, but somehow Brayden knew when Jensen was on a mission, he’d have his game face on.

“I’m not sure what to do here?”

Brayden was glad he’d admitted it, because he felt the same. “Me either. I know you want me, I can smell it, and I want you too.” Jensen’s eyes widened and suddenly, his face went blank, no emotions showing. Brayden couldn’t have that. “Don’t hide your emotions from me. I want us to be open and honest with each other. A lot has happened.”

“Yeah, the last twenty-four hours have been... strange.” Jensen shrugged.

“I think more of a head fuck,” Brayden muttered dryly.

Jensen chuckled, nodding his head in agreement. “So, what do we do about it?”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Jensen stared down at the cup in his hand, watching the brown liquid swirl around in it. What now indeed. “I guess we talk.”

“I never expected to have a mate.”

Jensen lifted his head and furrowed his brow. “Why? All vampires have a mate.”

Brayden shrugged. “I’m gay, and in certain vampire circles, that’s a sin and we’re taught no gay vampire has a mate.”

“I don’t think I’ve heard that before. Maybe Silas would know better.”

“Maybe. I can imagine Graham didn’t take it well when he found out Silas and Troy were both mated to men.”

“I wasn’t on the team then, but I’ve heard about it. He went ballistic apparently. At least something came out of it. Jacques is free and happily mated to Miguel and we now know what’s going on.”

“I was an active part of their plans. You need to know that.”

“Do you believe in them?” He had to know the truth, and as they were being honest, he had to trust Brayden would tell him.

“Not at first. I thought it was a joke, but Lincoln was climbing up the ladder and I followed. I think being immersed in that culture warped my perception, and in time, I started to believe too. The same with Lincoln. I’ve never hated humans and I don’t now, but I do see the damage that’s being caused by their selfishness and neglect. The wanton destruction of land, the runaway pollution. The hunting that goes so far as to cause the extinction of another species.”

“Shit, when you put it that way, I kinda agree with you, but wouldn’t education be better?”

“The information is out there now. How many people believe in it?  How many people are adapting their ways to limit the harm caused to our planet? Earth is the only place that supports our way of life, yet we are systematically destroying it. Where will we go when we’ve fucked her up? Jump on our rockets and travel to another Earth-like planet? Does one even exist?”

Jensen didn’t interrupt or counter what Brayden was saying. He spoke the truth, and it was a slap in his face. “I know what you’re saying is true, but--”

“Why can’t we live in harmony with Earth? She provides us with what we need. People forget that we don’t own this planet, we are merely caretakers for now until the next generation is old enough to take over. She is so beautiful and majestic in her wonders, but for how long? Is her destruction worth it, so we can switch on a light?”

“No,” Jensen whispered. In a louder voice, he said, “What about us? Where do you stand on that? We’re mates. Do you want me?”

He held his breath waiting for Brayden to answer and realized that he needed the answer to be yes. The thought that he didn’t want him was like a knife to his heart, a physical ache in his chest, and he cleared his throat trying to dislodge it.

“Of course I do. As soon as I knew who you were to me, I saved your life.”

“You didn’t know I was human.” Jensen pressed the issue. If he was trying to erase humans, then surely having a human mate would horrify him?

“No, I didn’t. But that doesn’t matter because you are the one I’ve been waiting for all my life. The mate I thought I would never have but have dreamed of. Human or vampire means nothing to me.”

“I want to believe you, I really do, but it’s hard considering what you have spent years planning my people’s destruction, Brayden. What if we hadn’t met yesterday? Would you still be planning our death? Mine, my friends, my family?”

“Yes, I would be, but I’m not now. I did what I had to do, and somehow, I began to agree with it. I know what I did was wrong, and I understand if you hate me for it. But you are my mate and I’m never giving you up, Jensen. I’ll protect you and everyone you care about. I won’t betray you. Will you betray me?”

Jensen sat up straight. “What? Betray you?”

“How do I know you won’t hand me over to the authorities when this is all over? How do I know you’re not stringing me along now until you get what you need and then you’ll discard me like trash? We both have something to lose in this, but we have so much more to gain.”

“You think I should give you a chance.” It wasn’t a question. He wanted to, desperately. He could feel the pull, the need to mate with Brayden. He wanted to feel him all over his body, smell him on his skin. He didn’t care who fucked who, he just needed that connection, the closeness only a mate could bring.

He was fighting a losing battle with himself, he knew that. The clawing need for his mate pulled at him and he wanted to follow it. He closed his eyes, his body strumming with need as arousal rushed through his veins, bringing his body to life.

“Jensen.”

He heard his name but didn’t acknowledge it. When he felt a hand touch his face, he opened his eyes to the intense glow of Brayden’s. Brayden knelt between his legs and then he leaned in, closing the distance between them and Jensen closed his eyes again as he felt Brayden’s lips slide across his.

When Brayden pulled back, Jensen frowned. Why had he stopped at a simple kiss?

“Too much?” Brayden asked, the red glow shimmering in his eyes.

“Too little,” Jensen responded and leaned in to kiss him again.

❊❊❊

Brayden closed his eyes as his mate’s lips touched his. The moment he’d been dreaming of since he’d first found out mates existed was finally here and he wanted to savor every single second of it.

He moaned quietly as Jensen’s lips slid across his repeatedly and he opened his mouth to lick the sweet, plump, bottom one. He felt the rush of breath across his mouth as Jensen’s tongue touched his.

He moved closer, still kneeling between Jensen’s legs, and opened his mouth, sucking Jensen’s tongue inside. He heard his moan and tilted his head further to deepen the kiss, his own moans filling the air.

Jensen’s hand slid over his bald head before closing around the back of his neck, pulling him closer still. Brayden went with it and wrapped his arms around Jensen’s waist. They both groaned as their hard dicks brushed against each other, their bodies making full contact.

Jensen’s other hand gripped his hip and rotated them, deepening the contact. His dick pulsed in his joggers, and he rubbed against Jensen, pushing their arousal higher. He moved his hands and slid them under the hem of Jensen’s T-shirt and slid them over his heated skin. The touch settled a part of him he hadn’t known he possessed, and he sighed into the kiss.

He slid his hands back down Jensen’s back and grabbed the hem of his T-shirt, lifting it up. He leaned back and watched his mate’s face as he slowly lifted his arms. He pulled it up and off, dropping it to the floor next to him, then ran his hands back over Jensen’s chest.

He had a small spattering of dark auburn hair on his chest and his fingers ran through it. Touching his mate, a mate he thought he’d never have, was almost too much, and he pulled his hands away.

“Shh. We don’t need to rush this. We have all the time we need.”

He nodded and leaned forward again, kissing Jensen, who opened easily to his touch. So welcoming, so eager to give, and it was just what Brayden needed to ground him in that moment. It all felt too much, it was like he was staggering under the weight of his emotions and desires.

Their tongues touched, once more dancing together, Brayden learning how Jensen liked to kiss. He closed his eyes to savor the moment, the kiss, the touch of his mate.

“I want more, but only if you do,” he whispered between kisses.

Jensen leaned back, his eyes flickering between Brayden’s. “Promise me you won’t betray me. Promise me you’ll always be here with me.”

He held Jensen’s face in the palm of his hands and nodded. “I promise. You’re not what I expected, Jensen, but you’re who I want. I won’t ever leave you.”

He knew the second the words left his lips that they were true. He would never betray his mate. He would die to protect him and everyone he cared about. His mate was his world.

Jensen sighed in relief and Brayden felt the tension leave his body. He leaned forward again and kissed him, and Jensen pushed against him immediately, deepening it. “My bedroom’s close,” he murmured between kisses.

“Let’s go then.”

Brayden stood and held his hand out for Jensen and he let him lead him through the apartment into what was clearly a masculine room. A large bed dominated the room, along with the dark wood furniture. The curtains were closed, but some light still streamed through the gap in between them.

Jensen led him to the bed and released his hand before turning to face him. His hands slid down his chest until they reached his belt and he slowly unbuckled it. He pushed the button through, then pulled the zipper down. The sound echoed around the room and Brayden swallowed, suddenly nervous.

This was his mate and he was going to make love to him, bond with him. He couldn’t fuck this up.

In two steps, he was next to Jensen, and he pushed his hands into the sides of his open jeans, sliding them over his plump ass and gripping the firm globes. Jensen dropped his head onto his shoulder as Brayden pushed his jeans over his ass.

When he realized Jensen had gone commando, he groaned. “Jensen.”

“I don’t like to feel constrained.”

“I like it.”

Jensen smiled. “I’m glad. Let’s get undressed, Brayden. I want to see you naked.”

Brayden groaned again and quickly stripped, and a few seconds later, they both stood naked. Brayden’s eyes wandered over Jensen’s body. He was in great shape, with chiseled muscles gracing his body. He stroked his hands over Jensen’s abs, watching them twitch under his fingertips.

“Brayden,” Jensen whispered.

Brayden’s fingers moved further down until he let one trail over the precome dripping down Jensen’s dick. He caught some on his finger and lifted it to his mouth, and with his eyes locked on Jensen’s, he licked it clean.

Jensen gasped, his dick jerking, and more precome oozed from the slit. Brayden dropped to his knees and licked up his hard shaft, twirling his tongue around the crown and sucking it in, swallowing the precome and moaning as Jensen’s taste flooded his mouth.

His hands gripped Jensen’s hips, holding him still as his tongue tasted every tiny bit of his dick. He licked down his shaft then back up again, mouthing the head then sucking it in. His tongue dipped into Jensen’s slit, his mouth filling with the copious amount of precome streaming from it.

Jensen shivered under his touch and Brayden took as much as he could, swallowing around the head, bobbing up and down. He loved the taste of Jensen, the intense smell of his mate.

Jensen’s hands smoothed over his head, the fingers digging in and his moans filling the air. He tongued his slit and trailed it down his shaft, then nuzzled his face into Jensen’s low hanging balls.

“Bed, please.”

Brayden kissed each of his balls then stood and reached out, taking Jensen’s hand in his. He walked them over the bed and crawled over it. Jensen followed and lay on his back, as Brayden lay between his legs and stared down at his mate.

“Jensen,” he whispered, then kissed him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

Seeing Brayden’s eyes glowing an intense red ratcheted up Jensen’s arousal. Brayden’s nostrils flared catching the scent, and Jensen gasped as Brayden kissed him deeply.

Their tongues tangled together, each learning the other. He could feel the sticky trail his dick was leaving and felt Brayden’s too.

He’d caught a glimpse of it when he’d stripped, and he was desperate to feel it sink deep inside him. He was bisexual, but when he was with a man, he had a natural inclination to bottom. It felt amazing when a man knew what he was doing as they fucked.

Brayden ground their groins together and Jensen whimpered at the pleasure it caused. He arched up into Brayden’s touch, needing to feel more of him. This need to touch and be touched was so intense and almost overwhelming.

He raised his legs and wrapped them around Brayden’s waist, moaning deeply when it brought them into closer contact. Brayden’s dick wasn’t as long as his, but it was wider, and Jensen knew it would feel so good when he finally sank down on it.

Jensen didn’t know how long they kissed for except it wasn’t long enough. He didn’t think he would ever get enough of Brayden. Everything about him sent his pulse soaring. The way he looked, moved, smelled. Jensen knew he would always want him this way; that was the way it was for mates.

Brayden moved down, kissing along his jaw and licking a path down his neck. He paused over Jensen’s throbbing artery, nuzzling him there, then moved further down, gently biting his collar bone.

Further down he went until he reached Jensen’s nipples and he licked across one before blowing on it. The contrast of hot and cold had Jensen jerking in surprise and he moaned as Brayden sucked it into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue.

“Brayden,” he moaned, his dick jerking with every swipe of Brayden’s tongue.

Brayden moved over to his other nipple, flicking it with his tongue until it was hard. He moved between the two, sucking them into his mouth or flicking them with his tongue. Jensen gripped the sheet in his hands and watched Brayden.

When Brayden looked up at him with exposed fangs, Jensen nodded. He wanted to feel them pierce his flesh. Brayden moved up to just above his left nipple and licked across the area before his fangs sank in. There was a brief flash of pain and then Jensen arched back as intense euphoria swept over him.

He came, come spurting from his dick to coat them both, and he shuddered through the most amazing orgasm he’d ever had. When he was able to speak again, he muttered, “Wow.”

“Yeah.” Brayden kissed his chest on the place he’d bitten. “Always like that with us.”

He continued to move down, and Jensen lay back enjoying his touch on his body. When he felt Brayden’s tongue wipe across his abs, he raised his head and watched him lick him clean. His dick jerked and hardened in response and Brayden chuckled.

“I’ve not recovered this quickly in years.”

“Mates do that to each other. Fast recovery, more sex.”

“I’m really not complaining about that.”

“Me either.” Brayden now lay between his legs and nuzzled his balls. “I love your smell. It’s so much stronger here.” He sucked one of his balls into his mouth then let it go. “You taste fantastic. Can’t wait to taste you all over.”

Jensen groaned. “Don’t say things like that.”

Brayden chuckled again then sucked Jensen’s other nut into his mouth, lavishing it with attention. At the same time, Brayden pushed Jensen’s legs up and then trailed his tongue down over his crack. Jensen cried out and grabbed the back of his thighs, spreading his legs wide.

Brayden didn’t go slow. He focused on Jensen’s hole, his tongue swirling around the wrinkled flesh, teasing and tormenting Jensen. Jensen’s grip tightened on his thighs and he knew he’d have bruises later, but he didn’t care. Brayden’s tongue was doing wicked, wicked things to his ass, and he was loving every second of it.

Every flick, every swipe, every lick had Jensen drowning in ecstasy and he didn’t want it to stop. He threw his head back into the pillow when Brayden pushed the tip of his tongue in. He clenched automatically, not because he didn’t want it in, but because he didn’t want it to leave.

Brayden fucked him slowly using just the tip, leaving Jensen wanting more. He needed to feel it plunge in deep, get him all nice and wet, stretch him enough to take Brayden’s dick. He desperately wanted to feel his dick stretch him wide. It had been a while since he’d been with anyone, and now it was his mate, he was frantic to feel him slide in deep.

“Please,” he begged.

Brayden pulled back, muttering, “I will, but I want to taste you first.”

Jensen groaned and jerked when Brayden’s tongue swiped over his hole. The tip slid in again, but this time Brayden pushed more in and wiggled it. Jensen cried out, his hips punching up. Brayden pushed them back down onto the bed and held him there as he fucked him with his tongue. He did things with it that Jensen had never felt before and his body was on fire.

He could feel droplets of sweat running over his body, his heart was pounding in his chest, and when Brayden finally pushed a finger in, Jensen almost exploded. His body jerked, and he moaned loudly, the sound echoing around the room.

One finger quickly became two, and then Brayden twisted them, and Jensen cried out. “Just there!” he screamed.

Brayden rubbed over his hot spot and sucked his dick into his mouth. Jensen’s head thrashed from side to side at the dual sensations running rampant through him. He was so close, but he didn’t want to come until he felt Brayden’s dick stretching him.

“I’m close,” he gasped out. “Please...”

Brayden lifted his eyes and Jensen gasped again. His eyes glowed so brightly, he could barely make out their color.

Brayden pulled his fingers free and grabbed the lube that Jensen wasn’t even aware was on the bed. He coated his dick and Jensen’s ass, then rubbed the spongy head over his hole, teasing him.

“Brayden...” he whispered, words almost beyond him as need and want took over.

“Yes,” Brayden muttered, then pushed.

❊❊❊

The head of his dick pushed in and was immediately encased in wet heat. He threw his head back, growling deep in his throat, and held himself still waiting for Jensen. He wasn’t long, but he was thick and the last thing he wanted to do was cause his mate unnecessary pain. It was all about the pleasure.

Jensen was squeezing tight, clenching the head in a vise-like grip. When it eased, he opened his eyes and saw Jensen nod and pushed in more. He kept all his senses locked on his mate and when his balls touched Jensen’s ass, he let out a harsh breath, unaware he’d been holding it.

He lay on top of Jensen and stared into his hooded pale green eyes. The color was almost swallowed by his blown pupils. His cheeks flushed with heat and his hair was damp with sweat. Brayden had never seen anyone look so gorgeous before. It wasn’t a word he would normally use, but then, in that moment, Jensen held him captive.

“Jensen,” Brayden murmured as his lips slid across Jensen’s.

He felt Jensen’s gasp as their tongues touched, and Brayden sank into the kiss like no other. He moved his hips, pulling out slowly before sinking back in. The heat, the tightness caused him to shudder and Jensen’s arms wrapped around his shoulders and he sank into his embrace.

It was almost too much, the connection developing between them, but it was one Brayden would never walk away from. He had his mate in his arms and he was never letting him go.

He moved in Jensen’s body until Jensen arched. “There,” he shouted.

Brayden groaned into the kiss and fucked Jensen slowly, savoring every slide in and out of his body. Their tongues danced together until the need to take what was his became too much to ignore and Brayden moved faster.

“Yes,” Jensen muttered into their kiss.

Too soon, Brayden was pounding into him, hard and deep, and Jensen cried out with every thrust into his body. Brayden loved the fact that Jensen was so vocal, loved hearing his cries of pleasure, and he promised to himself that he would make Jensen feel this way for the rest of their lives together.

Jensen broke the kiss, tilted his head, and whimpered, “Bite me.”

Brayden growled and licked Jensen’s neck over his rapid pulse, fighting the desire to bite for just a few seconds more. He scraped his fangs up and down but didn’t bite. He was so close to coming and he could feel Jensen tightening around his dick, knew he was close too.

When Jensen shouted his name, he struck, sinking his fangs deep. Jensen’s taste exploded over his tongue and he felt Jensen jerk beneath him and cry out. His dick plunged into Jensen as the grip almost became too tight to move and he could feel a warm wetness between them. At that point, he let go and came too.

He slammed in once, grinding his hips against Jensen, then pulled out an inch before slamming back in again. His body shuddered with every pulse of come that left it and he closed his eyes as emotions that weren’t his flooded him.

His mate. He was finally bonded to his mate.

He pulled his fangs free and licked over the spot time and time again. He nuzzled Jensen’s neck, hearing the rapid beat of his heart and the harsh breaths he took. He was in no better shape. The orgasm had rocked him to his soul and the connection between them was indescribable.

He lifted his head and stared into Jensen’s flushed face, and when Jensen palmed his cheek, he turned his head and nuzzled his hand. He didn’t want to leave, didn’t want this moment to end.

Hey.

He smiled when he heard Jensen in his head. Hi.

Jensen frowned and muttered, “I heard it could be painful.”

“Practice and the pain will disappear.”

“I can feel you,” he whispered, awe clouding his words.

Brayden nodded and kissed him gently. “I know. It’s a little...” He furrowed his brow trying to find the words.

“Overwhelming, amazing.” Jensen’s eyes shone when he added, “We’ll never be truly alone now.”

Brayden’s breath caught, and he kissed Jensen again, putting as much emotion into it as he could. He didn’t love Jensen, not yet, it was too soon, but he would die to keep him safe.

“I feel the same.”

He nodded, knowing his mate would feel his emotions and would be able to pick up what Brayden couldn’t say. Sometimes it was easier that way. Emotions could explain so much quicker than talking and you couldn’t hide your emotions when the connection was as strong as theirs seemed to be.

He felt himself slide out and Jensen hissed. “Sorry,” he mumbled as he scooted off the bed.

He went into the bathroom and quickly found a wash cloth, wet it and walked back into the bedroom. Jensen hadn’t moved from where Brayden had left him, and he paused, staring at his mate.

Perfect. His mate was perfect.

Jensen rolled his head over the pillow and gave him a small smile. “Yes, I am.”

Brayden chuckled and shook his head, walking over to Jensen and cleaning him up. Once he finished cleaning his own body, he threw the wash cloth towards the bathroom and crawled back onto the pillow, pulling Jensen into his side.

Jensen rolled over and lay his head on Brayden’s chest, his arm resting on Brayden’s waist. Brayden felt calm, he felt at peace, and he knew it was because he’d found the one person meant for him.

Jensen was right. He would never be alone again.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

Jensen felt someone shake him gently and blinked his eyes a few times before finally being able to see. It felt like he’d been asleep seconds and his body dragged. He yawned and stretched, grumbling when his body protested.

“Come on, The shower’s on. We have a meeting in thirty.”

He focused on Brayden and furrowed his brow. “Thirty?” He really didn’t understand what his mate was saying.

“Ale called. Everyone’s getting together to plan the rescue.”

“Shit.” Jensen threw the covers back and stood up, stretching again and wincing at the pain in his ass. “Shower?” Brayden had mentioned a shower, right?

“It’s on.” Brayden chuckled. “I have coffee brewing.”

“God, I love you.” He kissed Brayden hard on the lips and staggered towards the bathroom.

The shower was indeed on and he got in and moaned when the hot water sprayed down on him. He closed his eyes and lifted his face into the spray and sighed.

“Five minutes, Jen.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he muttered, but didn’t move. He wanted to stay there forever, it felt so good.

“I mean it, Jen.”

Grumbling, he quickly washed then turned off the shower, got out, and grabbed a towel Brayden had left. In his bedroom, he dressed and, yawning again, left the room and headed towards the kitchen. He could smell the coffee in the air and moaned when he saw Brayden holding a cup out for him.

“Sweet coffee,” he whispered after he had taken a mouthful. “How did you know?”

“The high-end coffee machine was my second clue.”

“What was the first?” Jensen furrowed his brow. Second clue?

“You talk about coffee in your sleep.” Brayden chuckled.

“What? No, I don’t.”

“Some Jamaican blend. That’s your favorite, and sure enough, when I opened the cupboard, there it was.”

Jensen felt heat flood his face. “Fucker,” he muttered with a grin. “So, I like coffee.”

“Like is an understatement. How much was this?” Brayden pointed at the coffee maker.

Shrugging, he continued to sip his coffee and leaned back on the counter smirking at Brayden. “I like to have a nice cup in the morning.”

“Maybe I should dress up and serve you.”

Jensen straightened and blinked. “Would you?”

Brayden shook his head. “Really? You want me to be a Barista boy for you?”

“Oh my god, yes!” Jensen smiled, the image already forming in his mind.

“What would you wear?” Brayden asked, watching him.

“I could leave that up to you?” He arched a brow and saw Brayden’s eyes light up.

“Any other kinks you have?”

“Oh, lots.” He grinned now because there was so much he wanted to do and it seemed Brayden was on board with it.

“BDSM?”

Nodding, Jensen said, “I have played, yes.”

“So have I.”

They both stood grinning at each other until Brayden’s cell rang. He picked it up and showed the screen to Jensen. “Time to go, and on the way, we can talk about limits.”

Jensen shrugged. “Don’t have any.”

“What?”

Jensen chuckled as he grabbed his car keys. “Car. Come on and we can talk.”

“No limits?”

“Well, I guess I have some now. No group sex, no one seeing me naked other than you...”

“We really do have some things to discuss. Threesomes?”

“I’ve done that a few times. Both with men and women. There’s something about watching other people together, hearing their moans of pleasure, smelling the scent of sex on the air.”

“Go, or we won’t get there,” Brayden growled, causing Jensen to laugh.

“Later,” he muttered and kissed him deeply, tongue pushing into Brayden’s mouth.

Brayden grabbed his hips and slammed him against the wall and he moaned. He loved being manhandled. He was a man, he could handle a harder, rougher touch. His dick ached in his jeans and he wanted to pull it out and stroke his heated flesh.

Brayden did just that, pulling at the buttons on his jeans as he tucked the joggers he wore down. Jensen moaned into their kiss when he felt Brayden fist both their dicks and pumped the hard lengths.

Jensen lowered his head and watched the head of his dick appear, then disappear as Brayden stroked them. It was as erotic as hell to watch, the dark red head, the foreskin moving over it, the feeling of Brayden’s hot length next to his.

A tingling sensation started in his groin and his balls tightened in response. His dick hardened more, and he was close, so close to coming.

He went to tell Brayden, but he beat him to it. “Me too,” he grunted as he worked their flesh harder. 

Jensen threw his head back, crying out when he came, come erupting over Brayden’s hand. Seconds later, he came too, adding his come to the mess coating his hands and their abs. Jensen sagged back against the wall, panting softly.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“Yeah.”

Jensen opened his eyes and watched Brayden lift his come-coated hand to his lips and lick it clean. He moved closer when Brayden offered his hand and with their eyes locked, he licked his hand. Brayden pushed him back against the wall, kissing him savagely. Jensen loved every single fucking second of it.

When they eventually broke the kiss, both of them stood panting, staring at each other. He tucked his dick back in his jeans and fastened them before saying, “So, thirty minutes, yeah.”

“We might be late,” Brayden muttered. “Just a little.”

Jensen grinned. “Maybe a little.”

“Come on, my kinky mate. Drive on over and tell me what I can do to you.”

Jensen’s dick twitched, and he looked down at it. “Jesus, again?”

“Mates.” Brayden smiled then kissed him. “We’re going to have fun together, you and I.”

“Can’t wait.”

❊❊❊

When he walked in to the kitchen at Chester and Silas’, everyone was already there. Some he remembered, some he wasn’t sure of. 

Ale saw them and poured the two of them a cup of coffee. “We’ve got all the info we need so we’re in the planning stage now. Any more info you can give us, Brayden, would be appreciated.”

Brayden nodded and walked over to the table, seeing the blueprints for several houses. Carter was sat at one end, tapping away on his laptop with Hunter leaning over him. 

“We’re doing recon over the next few days and nights to watch security rotation and Carter’s hacked in to their systems.”

Carter grunted. “I’m surprised they haven’t put better security measures in place.”

“I’m glad they haven’t.”

“Well, we have the numbers and timetables, we just need to confirm them and then we are good to go.”

“Who do we have on the team?”

“Two teams doing twelve-hour shifts. We also had a call ten minutes ago for assistance with a missing person, so we have some going to that, but we have enough for the stakeout.”

“Good news is they think the tank went up due to a leak, so they don’t know it was us who hit the place.”

“Who is heading out on the missing persons?”

“Ale, Donnie, Dean and Mich.” Chester informed them. “The rest of us will focus on this.” He nodded towards the table.

“If you can let me have a look at the rota for security personnel, I can tell you if they look legit.”

“Here,” Hunter passed them over. “I would also like to apologize--”

“No, don’t. If the situation was reversed, I would have acted the same. We do what we think is right at that moment.”

Hunter nodded. “Thank you. Now, they look legit to me, but I think you’d know better.”

Don’t know if I could apologize. Brayden told Jensen.

In the time I’ve gotten to know Hunter, I can say he’s an honest man. He can admit his faults and will stand side by side with you even if you’re facing an army.

Yes, he does come across like that.

He’s a good guy. They all are.

Brayden glanced over at Jensen and smiled. They’re your friends.

He saw Jensen wince, rub his head, and then nod.

“These rotas look like ones I’ve seen hundreds of times before. I’d say they’re legit. I recognize a few of the names too.” He stepped closer to the table and pulled a blueprint closer. “They work here, don’t they?”

Carter nodded. “Yeah, they do.”

“These blueprints look accurate too. Do you have the other rotas?”

“Here,” Chester handed a stack of sheets over to him. He quickly browsed them, his eyes skimming the details. “They look good too. The names I would expect to see are listed. I’d say this is all legit, but not all of it is mine.”

“No,” Hunter grinned. “We got caught and Carter and Wyatt almost suffered for it, so we designed a new program, one they couldn’t detect, and let it loose in their systems. It opened a back door for us. We’ve had access since nine this morning.”

“And with the info I’ve gathered over the years...”

“We’re in a great place.”

“You are. When do you plan the first stakeout?”

“Tonight.”

Jensen?

He nodded, knowing immediately what Brayden was asking. Yeah.

“Jensen and I will take one tonight.”

“Good. We only need to cover the other three.”

“What about during the day?”

“We need to come up with a rota. We might need to watch two houses only at a time until the others come back.”

“I can call my friends. Pull a few of them in to help out.”

Chester glanced thoughtfully at Euan then nodded. “Do it. If we have more people available, then we can move sooner rather than later.”

“Let’s sort out the rota and then we can decide how many extra we need.”

“I’ve already started on one.” Carter began tapping away on his laptop then turned it to Chester.

Brayden watched Jensen and couldn’t wait for them to be alone later. Even if they couldn’t be together the way he wanted, he would still be with his mate. He wanted to learn more about him, his dreams, his desires, find out what they agreed on and didn’t. 

He saw Jensen watching him and smiled. Not how I wanted to spent tonight together.

I know but we need to help them.

All of them.

At least we’ll be able to get to know each other. We kind of didn’t get the chance earlier.

Brayden grinned, one Jensen returned.

I liked the way we spent it.

Me too. Jensen rubbed his head again.

They spent the next couple of hours drawing up a rota of two-man teams to cover the locations. Euan confirmed ten men would come over to help, easing the load on the other team members, and it was finalized that Brayden and Jensen would work together that night.

For Brayden, it felt like he was being presented with an opportunity to show them who he was and who he supported. His mate first and foremost. If there was any chance of danger to his mate, he’d pull them both out immediately. He wasn’t risking his mate’s life for anyone.

He knew all the other mated couple would feel the same way and so he felt justified in his rationale of the situation.  Jensen would always come before others. Before even himself. He would gladly die to keep his mate alive and well.

Don’t.

He looked up and smiled at Jensen who was frowning at him. Don’t?

We’ll be fine. I can take care of myself. I was in the Marines and now I’m mated to you, I’ll have a few added bonuses.

Brayden nodded. You will, but I still won’t risk your life.

Or yours. Our mating goes both ways. Don’t forget that.

Brayden had. It was his vampire nature to protect. I apologize.

No need to apologize. Just don’t do it again. Jensen grinned and Brayden smiled back.

So, fun night ahead of us.

I’m sure we can think of something to do to keep ourselves entertained.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

The door banged shut behind him, but Jensen barely noticed. He was focused completely on his mate who was tearing at his clothes. The night had been long and boring, but they hadn’t had the opportunity to talk, let alone kiss or touch. Another man had turned up, a friend of Euan’s. There was something about him that Jensen couldn’t put his finger on. Brayden had thought the same, not that it mattered now.

Brayden had his tongue in Jensen’s mouth, dominating it with deep, wet, passionate kisses. His hands pulled at Jensen’s clothes as he helped to pull them off, throwing them to the floor. His jeans pushed down his hips and when Brayden pumped his rock-hard dick, Jensen shuddered. He’d been desperate for Brayden’s touch all night long.

Brayden spun him around and the palms of his hands hit the wall. He pushed his ass out and jerked when Brayden pulled his cheeks apart and licked across his pulsing hole. God, he needed Brayden’s touch so much. Craved it.

He moaned when Brayden licked his hole, his tongue lashing it and making it wet. His palms slid across the wall and he moved them back and tried to push his ass out more.

Brayden chuckled behind him. “I can’t wait either. Gonna fuck you so hard.”

“Please,” Jensen begged.

Brayden’s tongue worked into his ass and Jensen cried out. It felt amazing having Brayden fuck him with it, feeling the muscle pump in and out of his ass. All warm and wet, touching him where he needed.

His dick dripped precome on the floor and he desperately wanted to fist it and pump the hard flesh, but he knew his orgasm would be so much better with Brayden fucking him.

A finger pushed in next to Brayden’s tongue and he clenched around them. He didn’t want them to leave his body. He needed more. Both of them worked him, fucking him hard and fast, and when a second finger pushed in next to the first, Jensen grabbed his balls, pulling on them. He could feel them tightening.

“I’m so close,” he mumbled.

Brayden’s tongue left him, and Jensen heard him stand behind him. The two fingers still fucked him, scissoring, stretching him wide. He jerked when he felt cold lube dribble down his crack, then moaned when he realized it meant Brayden was going to push his big fat cock into his ass.

“Fuck me, Brayden. Stretch me wide.”

The two fingers disappeared, and he felt Brayden grab his hips, pulling him further away from the wall. He was almost bent over, his ass in the air, but it was worth it. To feel Brayden inching his dick in--

“Fuck, yeah,” he cried when the head of Brayden’s dick rubbed across his hole.

He pushed out when Brayden pushed in and the head slipped in, causing Jensen to grunt. It pushed in another inch before pulling out then pushing back in again. Each time Brayden pushed in, he went an inch further before pulling out.

It was the sweetest torment and Jensen loved every single second of it.

When Brayden was fully in, he dropped his head on to Jensen’s back and he could feel the heat and sweat on in. He was hot and sweaty too, his pulse thumping through his veins. All night he’d wanted this, wanted to feel Brayden take him, and now he was.

Brayden slid almost all the way out before slamming in. “Hard and fast,” he muttered.

Jensen nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah. Fuck me, my mate.”

Brayden growled and did just that.

Jensen held himself away from the wall, pushing back on every pounding thrust into his ass. He wanted to feel it the next day, know that his mate had given him exactly what he wanted.

He grunted and moaned through every single slam of Brayden’s dick in his ass and he could hear Brayden do the same. Through their connection, he could feel his mate’s arousal, lust, desire but also his need to make sure Jensen enjoyed it too. He fed his desires to Brayden and felt his hands grip his hips harder. He would have bruises later and he would wear them with pride.

One of Brayden’s hands moved to grab his shoulder and pulled him up and back against his sweat-covered chest. Jensen twisted his head and their lips met in a sloppy kiss. In this position, Brayden’s dick rubbed his hot spot and Jensen panted, closing his eyes as his orgasm barreled towards him.

Brayden knew he was close and broke the kiss. He nuzzled his throat then, with a hiss, sank his fangs in. Jensen screamed, come shooting everywhere. He felt Brayden’s dick twitch in his ass and then he was filled with warmth as he came.

He could hear a roaring sound in his ears and black dots danced in front of his eyes and for a second, he thought he was going to black out. It was one of the most intense orgasms he’d ever had, even better than the one he’d had the day before.

He moaned when Brayden’s fangs slid free and let his body sag back against his mate, knowing he’d keep hold of him.

He swallowed again, his throat dry, and mumbled, “Shit.”

“Yeah. That was intense. Feeling your emotions, your desire through our bond, made it so much better, more powerful.”

Jensen nodded. “Yeah. It’s like it keeps building between us until we can’t take anymore then boom!”

Brayden chuckled. “We certainly did boom.”

Brayden slid out and Jensen winced when he felt the come dribble down his thigh. “I need a shower.”

“I’ll clean you. I did get you all messy.”

Jensen turned in Brayden’s arms and smiled when he noticed his eyes. Touching the skin under them, he whispered, “We get clean, so we can get dirty again?”

“Yeah,” Brayden whispered back.

“Oh yeah.” Jensen kissed him and licked across his lips. “That’s a plan I can get on board with.”

❊❊❊

They lay in bed, their legs entwined, Brayden’s fingers running through Jensen’s hair. They’d had fun in the shower, and now that his body was calm, he had the chance to think about everything that had happened over the last couple of days.

His life could never go back to where it was. Too much had changed, and he now held the single most important person in his arms: his mate. He would never betray him, never let him down. His life now revolved around his mate and ensuring his safety and happiness.

Brayden was in a place he never thought he would be. He’d imagined his life as a series of encounters hidden in the dark, but now he could live it the way he wanted, out in the open.

Jensen muttered in his sleep, and Brayden paused the motion of his fingers until his mate settled again. He’d probably start talking about coffee soon. The man loved coffee far too much.

He needed to find a way to get Lincoln out. He couldn’t leave his brother behind. His mate understood his need and before drifting to sleep had muttered, “We’ll get him, Brayden.”

He’d known. He’d known Brayden was concerned for Lincoln. So much was happening, so many plans being made. He wanted to be on the team that went to the mansion, but destroying the weapons was far too important and he was the only man who could get access to them without causing concern. He’d have to trust the others to help his brother.

The weapons. He needed to focus on the weapons. If they could take them out of the equation, then the Corporation would be severely damaged. They needed those weapons to protect themselves when they switched the power off and humans came searching for food.

He remembered telling them to put them in more locations, that the few they had was problematic, but he hadn’t been listened to. He wanted multiple, smaller locations dotted around the mansion grounds in case of possible breaches. That way security could get to the location and know weapons were close at hand.

Now, it was a good thing they hadn’t listened. There were two main depots, and he needed to hit both. Timing was critical. They needed to plant their devices and leave before they were discovered. Having them set for remote detonation would help, but it didn’t cover all scenarios. 

They had to plan for every possible outcome and have contingency plans in place. Having Jared outside covering them would help. If they knew there were any issues, he could detonate even if he and Jensen were still inside. The mission was too important to fail, more important than either of them.

He ran through possible scenarios in his mind, thought of as many situations as possible and their potential outcome. He had to be prepared, had to have everything he’d need with him to make it a success. Too many lives depended on him. Too many lives depended on all of them.

“You’re thinking too hard. Go to sleep.”

“I will soon.” Brayden kissed the top of Jensen’s head.

“Why am I dreaming of scenarios, outcomes, and weapons?” Jensen asked as he lifted his head and looked at Brayden.

Brayden gave him a small smile. “I need to know I’ve thought of everything. This is too important to fuck up.”

“I know how important this is. I also know how much you love your brother.”

Brayden sighed. “I can’t leave him there.”

“I know, and we won’t. Trust us, my mate. I’ve done this too many times to remember. We won’t fuck up. So many people depend on us. Even if they don’t know it.”

“You think it’ll come out at some point?”

“It might.”

“It would cause problems if it did.”

Nodding, Jensen said, “It could unless we controlled the narrative. Yes, vampires tried to take over, but it was humans and vampires that stopped them. If we control how the situation is explained, then it would lessen the impact. Not all vampires are bad and not all humans are good. We all have our weaknesses, our desires. Reminding people of that will help.”

Brayden nodded. “It’s... worrying.”

“So much is happening right now. Once we start, we can’t go back. Everything has to go to plan, or they’ll find out and we will have lost our chance.”

“Yes. Every part of this needs to be planned to the last detail. All scenarios thought--”

Jensen lifted his hand and covered Brayden’s mouth. “Stop.”

Brayden licked the palm covering him and Jensen jerked it away. “I’ll sleep soon. I need less than you. Don’t forget I’m feeding from you now. You need to keep your strength up.”

“You don’t take that much.”

“No, I don’t, but I won’t risk making you ill either. You’re too important to me.”

“Does it always happen this quickly?”

Brayden nodded. “It tends to. It’s to keep the mated couple together. Intense, deep emotions.”

“Kiss me.”

Jensen lowered his head and Brayden opened his mouth, letting his tongue in. His hands ran up and down Jensen’s back, feeling the warm skin slide under his palms. The kiss was slow and sensual, their earlier passion spent. Brayden needed this in that moment, the slow building arousal that would lead to a deeper connection when he finally sank into Jensen’s willing body.

He felt pebbles break out over Jensen’s skin, his hard dick moving against his hip, the scent of his arousal grow stronger in the air.

He rolled Jensen onto his back and Jensen lifted his legs, wrapping them round his waist. They continued to kiss as he moved his hips and then suddenly, he was sliding into Jensen’s warm body. 

He moved slowly, his dick sliding in and out. There was no need to rush, no burning desire to fuck. Brayden wanted to enjoy and savor this connection, the deepening of their emotions and the bond they shared.

When they eventually came it was still intense, but now Brayden was certain. He loved his mate. So quickly he’d fallen, but he didn’t regret it. They still lay kissing and Brayden let his emotions pour from him.

“I love you too,” Jensen whispered against his lips and finally Brayden knew he was truly where he was meant to be.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Everything was in place. They had everything they needed and were getting ready to roll out and rescue the slaves. Once they’d done that, they had a week at most before someone, somewhere realized those houses had gone silent.

The ten people Euan had brought on board were six men and four women and Jensen wasn’t in the least bit embarrassed to say that he wouldn’t want to face any of them. They weren’t big, or bulging with muscles, well, a couple were, but it was the aura they possessed, and he wasn’t the only one to notice.

What is it about them? Brayden asked. Through their connection, Jensen could feel Brayden’s puzzlement and curiosity, the feelings he echoed. What was it? He’d never experienced it before?

I don’t know. It’s like there is a... Jensen stopped. He couldn’t find the word to describe what his senses were picking up.

Cloak.

Yes, it’s like there’s a cloak or an aura draped over them.

They aren’t human.

Jensen’s eyes snapped to his mate. What? How can you tell?

Like I can tell humans and vampires apart. Look at all the vampires around us. We can all sense it.

Jensen scanned the area, seeing how all the vampires gathered reacted. They all had similar expressions of confusion, frowns on their faces. Yes, I can see it now.

You’ve picked it up because we’re mated now.

Jensen nodded. As long as they can help us free the blood slaves, they could come from Mars for all I care.

Mars? Should I dress up as an alien?

When this is all over, we can explore that part of our relationship more fully.

Absolutely.

They grinned at each other and Chester coughed, gaining everyone’s attention. They stood next to each other waiting for Chester to speak. 

“We all have the plans, we all know where we need to be and when.” When everyone nodded, he continued, “These people are depending on us to free them. They don’t know who we are, but we know they need us. Don’t let them down. Be careful, be strong, rely on your team mates. Roll out.”

“Short and to the point. I like it.”

“Chester’s not one to waste words and he knows we’ve been trained to handle these situations.” Jensen paused then added, “Most of us have been in these situations.”

“Yeah, we have.”

They walked out with everyone else and split up into their designated teams. They were on the same team and jumped in the van along with several others who were joining them. Another man got into a bus that would be traveling behind them to take the slaves to the warehouse once they were free. Two six-man teams for the larger two properties, and two four-man teams for the other two. Small, but well trained. Enough to evade detection, get in, free the slaves, and get out.

Over the past few days, the warehouse they’d discussed had been cleaned and furnished, and at that moment, most of the mates were making sure they had all the equipment they needed. Niles was in charge and had made sure everyone had basic first aid skills.

They were ready and waiting for them.

Jensen stared at the other people in the Jeep with him. Tank was driving the bus behind them which left him with Brayden and the two men. They came when Euan had called, shared similar looks and Jensen assumed they were related. Brothers? The scent was again similar, and it surprised him that he was able to pick up on it.

He listened as they talked with Brayden. Discussing the plans and making sure everyone knew what they were doing. When he heard his name, he tuned in and nodded in agreement, then got down to business.

“I’m entering though the rear of the property and Brayden through the front. Teal’s with me and, you, Indigo, with Brayden. That leaves Tank outside keeping watch.”

“Everyone got their earpieces?” Brayden asked. “Weapons ready?”

“We know the plan, have gone over it, numerous times. Once we get the slaves, Tank is driving the bus out of here. That will leave us four to clean the place up and burn it to the ground.”

Everyone nodded, and Jensen checked his ear piece and weapons again. There could be no mistakes, and no one left alive. Did he feel guilty that he was going on this mission knowing he would kill people? He’d asked himself that question numerous times and each time the answer was no. He was there to stop the slavery, free those innocent men and women and take out the trash.

He looked and saw one of the brothers watching him. Clearing his throat, he asked, “Brothers?” He nodded his head towards the other man.

The man he asked grinned and answered. “Yes. At least he got Indigo as a name. Teal?” He shook his head. “Mom has a thing for the color blue and all its wondrous shades.”

“At least we got off lightly,” Indigo added. “Our other two brothers are called Cyan and Viridian.”

“Ouch,” Jensen grimaced.

“Yeah, and Dad let her. Said she did all the hard work, so she got to choose our names.”

“He did say he winced when Viridian was named but he just nodded his head in agreement.”

“He’s not stupid, that’s why.”

“Your mom rules the house?” Brayden asked.

“Totally in charge. She has this look, you now the one I mean, don’t you, Indy. Where her eyes find you first, then she turns her head to look at you. Every single time she did that to me growing up, I shit myself.”

“Growing up?” Indigo muttered. “I still shit myself when she looks at me like that.”

They both grinned and Teal said, “She’s the best mom.”

“So, there’s four of you?”

“Nope. Six in total. Four boys and two girls. Would have been more but when mom was having Sky, something tore, and she was hemorrhaging pretty bad. Dad had to make the decision for her hysterectomy.”

“She wasn’t angry with him, though. She said if he hadn’t done that then she wouldn’t be here to raise us, so it was worth it in the end.”

“And they foster now we’re all grown and are a huge part of our community.”

“You all come from—”

“We’re here,” Brayden said and stopped the Jeep.

❊❊❊

The doors opened and Tank got in, closing it behind him. “Right, last run through, then once we get the signal, we go.”

All of them nodded, and Tank pulled several pieces of paper from his bag. The blueprints, shifts and the number of personnel expected to be on site, including possible location of the slaves and family members who resided there.

Jensen checked the time and they listened for shift change. It would be happening in five minutes. They wanted the security personnel to be settled before they moved and after watching the location over the last few days, Jensen knew that took all of ten minutes.

The security here had no reason to expect an imminent attack. They probably didn’t think anyone knew about them or what they were protecting. Those lives they had stolen were now being kept secret, locked away in the basement.

Jensen’s fingers itched to grab one of the fuckers round the throat and give him or her the beating they deserved. To treat humans and vampires like this was deplorable, and he wanted to punish the lot of them.

Calm.

I am calm.

On the outside maybe, but I can feel your need to exact revenge.

And you don’t?

I was inside too, remember. I’ve had years to grow accustomed to their ways.

They treat humans and vampires they don’t like as food, Brayden. They hold them captive, torture and rape them, and then feed from them. Of course, I’m angry. 

Too angry and you’ll lose you focus and make mistakes. You need to calm down, focus on the job, and make sure we do a thorough job. The only people who make it out alive are the blood slaves and us. All others die. No one can be left alive or they will know, and we’ve lost our chance to stop this madness.

Jensen gritted his teeth and nodded once. Of course, Brayden was right, but Jensen knew Jacques and had heard what he’d suffered. He didn’t want anyone to have to suffer another second at their hands, subjected to their depravities.

“Are we good?” Teal asked.

Jensen nodded. “Yeah. It’s okay.”

“Your friend was once a blood slave. This is personal for you. We had a friend once who was held captive. The impulse to go rushing in and save him was strong and if it wasn’t for my brothers, I would have. That would have been a mistake. Turns out the place was heavily booby trapped. I would have died.”

“I know what you’re saying. I’m good. I’m focused. Lost it for a sec, but my mate helped.”

“Thought I picked up something between the two of you.”

“And what is it with you two?” Tank asked. “Dodge sat his ass down and didn’t move.”

“Your dog is great.” Indigo grinned. “Likes his job.”

“Yeah, he does. Saved plenty of lives, my Dodge.”

“Back to business,” Brayden muttered. “We know who is going where, we know when to hit, and we know the layout. What we can’t say for certain is numbers inside the house, so we need to be on guard. Use all your senses, scan the area before moving forward. Quiet kills. Floor by floor, section by section. Leave no room unchecked.”

“Children?” Tank asked. 

That was the one thing all of them were against. No child would be harmed. If any were there, then they would be removed and dealt with at a later date. No one was sure how yet. It depended on how deeply they agreed with the king’s plan.

“None at this location,” Brayden confirmed. “The satellite images and the Intel we have both confirmed it.”

“Good. Don’t think I want to run into any. Not while we’re doing this. Don’t want kids to see any of it.”

“At some point we will, but that’s a discussion for another time. Right, last equipment check, and then we wait.”

This was the worst part, the waiting. Jensen had been in this position so many times in the past that he’d lost count, but he knew the second they were given the go ahead, his body and mind would be completely focused on the mission. No deviations, no interferences. Pure, one hundred percent focus.

The mission was different to all his previous ones, but the outcome would be the same. The safe removal of the slaves. Teal was taking care of the house. He’d overheard someone mention he was a firefighter and had an extensive knowledge of that area, so he was given the task once they knew for certain that the place was empty.

As for the vampires responsible? They’d regret the day they sided with an insane megalomaniac. There was no other word to describe the vampire king. He had to be to go to such lengths to obtain the power he desired.

Jensen thought about the location. Large but not massive, it had three entrances and exits, one at the front and the others at the back. A basement level, first floor and second floor. Six rooms downstairs and seven upstairs.

They had to be quick, silent and deadly. The inner anger Jensen carried would serve him well if he came across any of the security personnel or residents. They would know fear.

They all heard Chester’s voice come over their ear pieces, confirming everyone was to take their places. They left the Jeep, barely making a sound and moved as one to their entrance point. Teal moved slightly away and nodded. He was in place and ready.

Chester’s voice came over the ear piece again and he muttered one word. “Go.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

 

As soon as Brayden heard Chester’s voice, he moved, aware that the others were moving too. They sped across the lush green grass, keeping as low as they could. They paused at a pre-agreed point and lay on the ground waiting.

“Security lights down,” Chester muttered.

As one, they all stood and took off in two directions towards the front and the back of the house. Brayden slowed and stopped at the edge of the building and listened. He couldn’t hear anything. He closed his eyes and concentrated, trusting in his enhanced senses to pick up any sound. One guard walking away. He signaled to Indigo and carefully stepped out, treading silently until he was only a step behind.

He grabbed the vampire and snapped his neck, holding the body as it slumped. He shook his head, and muttered, “Sloppy.”

“He should have known. He’s a vampire.”

Brayden nodded and shrugged the body over his shoulder. He would dump it in the house and leave it there for the fire to consume. Indigo stepped past him and Brayden followed him, moving towards the front door. He heard a muttered, ‘In position,’ and heard a click. Teal opened the door slowly and stepped in, Brayden right behind him.

They were lucky this house had a security system installed that allowed them to enter via a code. Carter had been able to hack the system to open the door and let them in. As expected, there was no one in the foyer and Brayden found a hidden spot to dump the body in.

They both stood and listened and when they heard movement towards the side of the house, they headed in that direction. A security guard sat watching porn and was so engrossed he didn’t hear them approach.

“Prefer two men fucking,” Indigo whispered as he leaned in close.

The guard jumped, and Indigo snapped his neck. Shaking his head, he watched the man and woman on the screen fucking. “Yeah, men do it better.”

Brayden snorted and nodded his head in the direction of the door. Indigo followed, and they stood and listened. They heard the sounds of a brief scuffle, then Teal appeared dragging a body behind him. Brayden pointed to the corner and Teal left it with the body from before.

“How many?” Teal mouthed. Indigo lifted three fingers. “Three left.”

Just then, Jensen strolled in with a body slung over his shoulder. He grinned, and Teal pointed to the corner. When he came back, Teal muttered, “Two.”

Jensen pointed upstairs, and they all nodded, pausing when they heard a creak above them. They dispersed quickly and waited. Whoever it was, was descending the stairs and as soon as they reached the bottom, they paused, sniffing the air. 

Whoever it was, knew they were there.

Brayden stepped out, lifted his sidearm and pointed at the lone guard who was in the process of pulling out his own. Teal stepped up behind and snapped his neck.

Indigo lifted one finger and turned towards the stairs. Teal followed, and Brayden searched the area for the door that led to the basement. It was exactly where the plans said it would be. 

He looked at Jensen, seeing the determination on his face.

Do it. Give them the freedom they deserve.

Brayden nodded and opened the door and recoiled instantly. The smell was horrendous, and he shared a horrified look with Jensen.

No, they aren’t dead, Brayden. Too many, in a confined space with no facilities to clean and probably no decent food or water.

Brayden inhaled and straightened his shoulders before stepping through the door and down the stairs. The smell worsened the further down he got and when he finally reached the bottom, he was breathing through his mouth.

His eyes scanned the basement, noticing it had been separated into cages. Each cage housed around ten, maybe fifteen slaves. His numbers were wrong. There were far more slaves than they had anticipated. There had to be at least a hundred.

“Jensen. Check the locks.” Jensen nodded, and they made their way down the cages, checking all the locks. Simple padlocks that they could break.

He tried to ignore the condition of the slaves, but he knew Niles and the team had to know. He touched the ear piece and muttered, “We’re in. At least one hundred slaves. Poor condition. Malnourished, underfed, with numerous injuries and possible broken bones.”

A second later, Chester hissed, “Copy that. Over a hundred?”

“We’re opening the cages now. We have the bus and the Jeep...”

“Copy that. Do what you need to.”

He watched a young man approach, covered in dirt, bones sticking out. “Are you...”

“We’re here to free you. Are you all down here?”

“Yes,” the man whispered and winced.

“Don’t talk. Save your strength. Let me get the locks and we’ll leave here.”

Both him and Jensen worked quickly to open all the locks. “Up the stairs. At the top you’ll see two men dressed like us. One will show you out.”

Brayden touched the earpiece again. “Tank—”

“Outside.” It was then he heard the low thrum of an engine and knew Tank had driven the bus over.

They had to move fast, but even moving as quickly as possible, it still took close to thirty minutes to get everyone out. The bus was full, people sitting wherever they could, and they still had people outside.

They heard another engine and pulled out their weapons as a large van approached. When they saw who was driving it, they lowered them, relaxing. Jacques had a death grip on the steering wheel and a determined look on his pale face.

“In the van. Go,” Brayden urged. They needed to leave now.

Teal went back into the house as the bus pulled away and the rest helped the slaves into the van. It was cramped, but they somehow did it. Indigo and Jensen jogged away towards the Jeep, as Brayden waited for Teal, covering him in case someone turned up expectantly. He caught the faint hint of smoke on the air and then Teal was leaving, closing the door behind him.

They both jogged over the grass to where the Jeep stood waiting. Getting in, Brayden slammed the door shut as Indigo drove away.

❊❊❊

“Shit,” Teal muttered. “How could the numbers have been wrong?”

“I altered them to show less, but I kept a record, so I knew exactly how many slaves were held there.”

“Looks like they got their own slaves,” Jensen muttered.

He could still smell the stench on his clothes, the images burned into his memory. He knew what to expect but actually seeing it in the flesh was entirely different. The looks of horror and defeat on their faces were hard to bear and he knew he would never forget it.

“We’re ten minutes out from the warehouse,” Indigo muttered from the front.

“They seemed so complacent,” Teal muttered. “They just did as they were told.”

“They would have been trained that way. Not following orders led to painful consequences. Blood slaves learn quickly.”

“No one should have to experience that,” Jensen muttered harshly. “Certainly not at the hands of vampires.”

“You’re right, they shouldn’t be treated like that, but they don’t care about slaves. They’re there to serve a purpose, whether it’s a hole to fuck or a vein to tap.”

“Fuck, Brayden.” Jensen glared at his mate. How fucking thoughtless.

“Want me to sugar-coat it for you?”

“I want you to remember who you’re mated to! I’m a human, asshole!”

“I know. I knew the second I scented you and I still mated with you, didn’t I?”

Jensen twisted on his seat and pointed a finger at Brayden. “Not like you had a fucking choice, is it? You only get one mate, so it was me or no one.”

“Maybe we should all calm down,” Indigo murmured.

Thanks, mate. Is that what I am? A hole and a vein?

No, never. I lived with them for years, Jensen, and that is how slaves are treated. They’re nothing to most of the people who follow the king. I love you, Jensen. You know I do. You can feel it.

Jensen turned away and he could admit he pouted. He was angry at how they had been treated and he wanted to take it out on Brayden because he was a vampire and had been involved in it. Sighing, he shook his head. It wasn’t Brayden’s fault. If he’d tried to do anything, he would probably be dead.

I’m sorry.

You’re hurt and angry, I get that, and me being a vampire doesn’t help.

It’s not your fault.

But I didn’t do much to stop it.

You gathered information that’s helping us now and we’re going after the others.

We need to kill the king. I said it before but kill him and it will have a catastrophic effect.

So, when we go for Garrick at the mansion, we should kill him too.

Yes, the next in line will take over, and he’s a far better man than the king.

You know who it is? Jensen’s eyes widened in surprise. Who is it?

Brayden nodded. Don’t ask me who, Jensen. I can’t tell you. It’s a responsibility like no other. He would have to decide which direction our species goes in. So, do we reveal the king, or continue to hide him away? Does he tell the humans what was planned and risk the repercussions, or keep it a secret and break the laws we agreed between our species?

I never thought of that. I’m sorry, Brayden.

Don’t. We both made mistakes and we will continue to do so. We listen, we talk, that’s how we overcome any issues in our future.

Jensen sighed. Brayden made complete sense. He was furious at the conditions those people had been kept in and he wanted to find all the vampires responsible and make them pay.

They sat in silence until they reached the warehouse and parked. There was a flurry of activity outside, with people coming in and out to help. Several buses were lined along one side of the dirt track, and as Jensen watched, those who had been slaves were being led to one.

“Those are the ones well enough to go to the hospital near our town.” 

“How many can it take, Indigo?”

“We’ve cleared an entire wing plus we have smaller clinics that can be used as well. We can take over two hundred and I think Mich’s brother is taking some as well. Do we know the total rescued?”

Jensen shook his head. “No, not yet. Our numbers were wrong, maybe theirs were too.”

“Let’s find out.” Brayden walked towards the warehouse and the others trailed behind. Jensen saw Tank jog past them and knew he was heading inside to his mate, Dr. Niles Conway, who would be the lead in treating any injuries.

He stopped outside when he heard quiet sobs and slowly walked towards the side of the building. When he spotted who it was, he stopped walking and lifted a hand up in apology. It was Jacques, but he wasn’t alone. Miguel, his mate, was with him, comforting him.

He left them alone, knowing Jacques needed privacy to deal with his emotions. It wasn’t easy for him to do this after what he’d suffered at their hands. He had an intimate knowledge of what happened to the former slaves and would do anything to help them, even if that came at a personal cost.

He walked through the door and paused, his eyes scanning the area, trying to pick out his mate in the organized chaos inside. When he found him stood with Ale and Chester, he made his way over, side-stepping some people and stepping over others. The place was full to bursting with every inch of available space taken. There were far more people than any of them had accounted for.

“--the four properties.” Chester was saying when Jensen finally arrived.

“How many in total? There seems more than we had originally thought.”

“At last count, it was five hundred and twenty-two. There’s another bus load coming in which should be the last.”

“Close to six hundred? Shit! Where are we going to house them all?” Jensen ran a hand over his face, his eyes scanning the crowd of people around them. 

Where were they all going to go?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen

 

 

“Two hundred are going with the Blues Brothers. Another hundred with Mich’s brother’s friends.”

“That still leaves almost three hundred,” Brayden muttered. 

“The Blues Brothers are calling on some of their friends to help us.”

“They were with us. How did they get this arranged?”

“Cyan,” Ale smirked.

“She sure did have a thing for blue.” Chester smiled and then sighed, his eyes taking in the chaos around them and then settling on Silas. “Looks like we might be taking two.”

“Ah. The siblings.”

Jensen glanced at where Chester and Ale were looking and saw Silas sat on the floor with a little girl sat in his lap and a boy who looked slightly older cuddled into his side.

“They had children for slaves too? Did you know, Bray?”

“No, Jensen. I didn’t. I wouldn’t have stood by and let children be slaves. This is something they did themselves and didn’t inform the commanders about.”

“What about their families?” Jensen asked Chester and Ale.

Ale sighed and shook his head. “Parents were killed when they were captured. Apparently, they have no other family. Silas has got his men chasing down identities for everyone we’ve rescued, trying to notify families where possible. Most of them are teenagers or younger. There are a few older ones, early twenties. Most appear to have been kicked out or run away from home.”

“We’re still trying to figure it all out. It’s thrown our plans having so many people. It concerns me how many are in the other locations. Could all of our numbers be wrong?” Chester was pulled away at that moment when Silas waved him over.

“Where do you need us?” Brayden asked.

Ale tugged his hair out of his elastic then retied it. “Ask Niles. He’ll know where he needs you.”

At that second, a cry rang out. “He’s crashing!”

Everyone who could move, did, running towards the voice. By the time Jensen got there, Niles was using the defibrillator machine on the emaciated body of a young man, a look of determination on his face. 

Jensen watched them do everything they could to save him and when Niles stepped back with a small smile on his face, he sighed in relief.

“Hospital now. Do we have a fake ID we can use for him?”

“Here.” A man Jensen didn’t recognize, but looked suspiciously like one of the Blues Brothers, showed him some papers and a card.

“Good. He needs to go now. I’ve done what I can, but if he doesn’t get to a hospital, we’ll lose him.”

“I’ve got the papers, so I’ll take him.”

“Thanks, Vir.”

“Teal! With me!”

Within minutes, Viridian and his brother had taken the young man and disappeared.

Niles began working on a woman who had taken the young man’s place, assessing her with an efficiency that came from years of work. Once she was assessed, he handed her over to someone else and moved on.

“How long before everyone is seen?”

“No idea.” Ale shook his head. “Niles assessed everyone as soon as they entered, and he graded each one. The worst were treated first, then the next, and so on.”

“A typical triage situation,” Brayden muttered.

“Come on. Let’s see where they need us.”

Niles pointed them to Tank who gave them an area to work in. Jensen didn’t know how many hours had passed, but by the time the majority had been assessed and treated, he was exhausted. He looked at his watch and walked outside, realizing that it was now the next day.

Niles stepped next to him and sighed. Jensen looked at him, noticing the paleness to his skin and the dark circles under his eyes.

“You need to feed?”

Niles smiled. “I need to sleep for about a day, but I’m on shift tonight, so I’ll go home get a few hours’ sleep before heading into the hospital.”

Jensen nodded. “How many did we lose?”

Niles grimaced and ran a hand over his stubble-covered jaw. “Twenty.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah, but some were simply too far gone to save and there were others who needed help. A hospital would have struggled with these numbers. Next time, we need to be certain. We can’t have this again.”

Jensen nodded, then Niles walked over to Tank as he pulled up in his truck. They both waved as they left, and Jensen went back into the warehouse and stared at the mess. Wrappings, dirty clothes, and medical equipment were littered everywhere.

“I want to go home too, but we need to clean this place up. No one can--”

“Yeah, about that. Ale,” Teal said as he approached. He pointed his thumb over his shoulder. “These men will deal with clean up. It’s their specialty.”

Ale arched an eyebrow. “Specialty?”

“Yep. Go home. We’ve got this covered.”

Ale stared at Teal, then sighed and nodded. “It would be nice to go home to Troy.”

“Give your young man a hug from me.” Teal licked his lips then laughed when Ale growled. He made a shooing move with his hand. “Go, before I change my mind.”

Jensen didn’t need to be told twice. He left the building and found Brayden leaning up against a Jeep. He smiled as he approached, and Brayden opened the door.

“Get in. I can feel how tired you are.”

“How did we manage to treat that many people in sixteen hours?”

“The Blues Brothers.”

“They are... “

“Yeah, they are.”

Brayden started the engine and pulled away. The hum of the engine and gentle motion of the car lulled Jensen to sleep. He woke briefly as Brayden carried him inside.

“Shh, sleep my mate, I’ve got you.”

And Jensen did.

Epilogue

 

Five days later...

 

“Are we in position?”

A chorus of yeses came over the earpiece.

“Go.”

As one, they moved, their targets in sight. There was no going back now.

 

The End
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