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Chapter One

 

 

The water rushed over his head, sweeping Jeremy along with it. He struggled to keep his head above the water, but the undercurrent kept pulling him down. It didn’t matter how hard he kicked or how hard he moved his arms, he couldn’t stay above the water, and when he did make it, he managed to take a quick gasp of air, then the water sucked him under again.

He shivered continuously and knew the ice-cold water would cause hypothermia if he didn’t get out. He had already lost the sensation in his hands and feet and struggled to use them when an object came close enough for him to grab hold off.

He was going to die. He knew it, but he refused to give in. If this deluge of water wanted him so badly, it would have to fight him every step of the way. He wanted to live.

The forecast had mentioned heavy rain, but no one appeared to have predicted the torrent that came. Up high in the mountains, the rain fell, and as it moved down the hills it gathered pace, and by the time it hit Jeremy’s small town the rain turned into a flood. It swept up everything in its path; boulders, trees, cars and houses, Jeremy included. 

The alarm came too late, the majority of the townspeople caught unawares, and as they attempted to flee, the waters came crashing down around them. God knows how many were swept away.

Something smacked into his side, and Jeremy tried to grasp it, ignoring the pain that crashed through his body. He needed to stay afloat; otherwise, he was dead. 

His arms and legs grew weaker, and he knew it wouldn’t be long before he couldn’t fight anymore. He’d slip beneath the waves and not resurface. Shit, he was scared— no, petrified. He wanted to live; he fought to live, and he wasn’t giving in easily.

Everything kept fading in and out, and Jeremy struggled to stay conscious. He couldn’t fall unconscious because he would die. If death wanted him, it would have to fight hard. Jeremy wasn’t going to die. 

He fought to keep his head above the water, trying desperately to hang on and stay alive. He wanted to live!

Where was help? Why wasn’t it here yet? With that thought, another wave crashed over his head, and Jeremy fought on.

❊❊❊

Three days earlier

 

“Let’s get ready, folks. That storm in the Midwest just became a big one. They’ve seriously underestimated the amount of rainfall.”

“What’s it looking like, boss?” Donnie asked, sitting up from his slouched position on the sofa.

They were in the headquarters of Rescue Inc, a company that helped in numerous rescue missions and other ops. They’d kept up to date with the deteriorating weather conditions and it looked like the local authorities had messed up.

Chester stared at them all and then down at the paper he held in his hands. “They estimated six inches in twenty-four. The place got hit with at least sixteen in the past twelve hours.”

“Shit,” Jared muttered, shaking his head. “What do you need us to do, boss?”

Chester looked at the group of men and women in front of him. “You know the drill. Pack up everything we’ll need. We leave in ten.”

Donnie jumped up and jogged to the equipment room, pulling out all the necessary items. Fortunately, all items were pre-packed for emergencies like this and stored in the same location. An efficiently organized room sped up the process so that they could be out the door as soon as possible.

Kerrie jogged in behind him, pulling her long blonde hair back and grabbing weapons as well as a fully stocked first aid bag. As the resident first aider, she handled all medical emergencies, and she happened to be damn good with a gun.

“The others are on their way,” she informed him, hauling a bag onto her shoulder before picking up the one by her feet. “Plane’s ready. We’ve got a rough ride ahead.”

Donnie grunted. He’d been in worse. He’d manage.

Grabbing the bags he needed, he followed Kerrie to the vehicles, seeing the others loading bags on and getting in. He threw his onto the rapidly growing pile and climbed in as Michaela slammed her foot down on the accelerator. He held on as she drove at breakneck speed to the airstrip where the plane waited. At the speed she was driving, everyone needed to stay out of her way.

They made it within minutes, and before the Jeep fully came to a stop, they were piling out, grabbing the bags and running towards the plane.

Once they were all buckled in, the plane moved, lifting into the air and taking them to their destination.

Donnie loved his job. Rescue Inc was formed by Chester Monroe and Alejandro ‘Ale’ Martin some five years previously. The team was made up of a mix of human and vampire, all with the necessary training required for the job. Each person had a specialty, but all of them knew first aid and how to handle weapons. 

Most came from a military or law enforcement background and had been hand-picked by Chester and Ale, who were both ex-SEALs. Donnie had been Delta trained but hadn’t re-enlisted when his time came. He’s seen too much, done too much. He needed to get out while he could.

Now, he was a vital part of Rescue Inc. There were six of them, but he knew they would be expanding, gaining more members. They were called out often, having gained a reputation for getting the job done.

Chester stood, facing the team, his dark skin gleaming in the overhead lights. His eyes flashed red then back to black as he spoke. “The usual situation when dealing with flash floods. Be on the lookout for victims in the flood water but also the usual objects in the water too. The last thing we need is one of us to be injured or worse. An unknown number of civilians are affected with two towns caught up in the floods, and there are also several farms in the area.”

“Fuck. How long until we get there?” Jared asked.

“Thirty minute flight, then feet on the ground, people. Stay sharp, stay focused, and if you get into any difficulties, radio in. Got it?”

A series of ‘yeahs’ filled the air, and it didn’t seem like Donnie had been on the plane two minutes before they were descending and preparing to land.

Once down, they rushed out and were met by the local Sheriff, Fire Chief and EMTs who were heading the rescue mission. Chester and Alejandro spoke rapidly, then Chester left and jogged over to them.

“Right, guys. Usual teams. Me, Donnie and Kerrie will head here—” Chester pointed to Lincoln Town on the map— “and Jared, Michaela and Ale will head here.” Chester pointed to Dryden Town. “These are the two worst affected areas.”

“Do we have numbers?” Jared asked, looking intently at the map of the surrounding area.

“Lincoln Town has a pop of four thou, Dryden’s pop is three thou.” Chester stared at them individually. “You got this, guys. Let’s roll out. Stay in contact and stay safe.”

❊❊❊

Three days later found them all close to exhaustion and Donnie had never been more thankful for his vampire genetics than he was then. They allowed him to work longer than the average human, and at times like these, he needed them.

He was wet, cold and miserable, but they’d saved countless lives and helped one farmer save his livestock from drowning. They’d managed to clear an old folks home before the deluge overcame the defenses they’d temporarily erected. As the last person left, the water had splashed over. Close. Too close.

They were approaching the local river after receiving information regarding a red car that had been caught up in the floods and swept downstream with a possible occupant inside.

The helicopter moved closer, its light searching the swollen river for the car, when they spotted it in the distance. Wasting no time, the pilot moved the helicopter towards the bobbing car, but when they reached it and shone the light, they found no one inside.

“Do you think the driver got out?” Donnie shouted over the headset, eyes on the sinking vehicle.

“Possible,” Chester responded. Turning to the pilot, he shouted, “Search the area. We need to locate the driver.”

The helicopter pilot nodded and moved closer, its light sweeping the area. Just as the team was about to move to another location, Donnie spotted a head in the water. “There!” he shouted, pointing to where he had seen it.

The light swung over, and they waited, all of them holding their breath. Suddenly the head appeared again, the man barely managing to grab air before being dragged under the swarming water.

“How far away is the boat?” Donnie shouted. They also had a rescue boat in the water searching for victims.

Chester shook his head, his eyes flaring red for a second. “Too far!”

“Get me down there, Kerrie!”

Donnie stepped onto the skid and leaned back, having already been strapped into the harness. When Kerrie gave him the signal, he stepped off, floating in the air as Kerrie lowered the winch. He swung in the air, the howling wind moving him around in a dizzy dance. Donnie never took his eyes off the spot he’d last seen the civilian, and as soon as the man’s head popped up above the water, Donnie reached down and shouted, waving his arm.

“Here! Up here!”

Their eyes met for a fraction of a second, then the man was swept under, the water dragging him down.

“Fuck!” Donnie shouted.

The man appeared again further down the river and dragged his arm from the churning water. Even as the water pulled him down again, his arm stayed up, and Donnie reached down for it. Their fingers touched briefly, then he was gone again, swept away from safety.

Donnie waited, his eyes darting around him trying to catch a glimpse of the man. The arm suddenly appeared several feet away, and Donnie felt the helicopter move in response. He reached out for the hand, noticing the arm lowering in the water. It was now or never.

He stretched his arm out, fingers spreading wide, and they touched, once, twice, then Donnie had him. He looked up, nodded to Chester, and the helicopter moved up. As it did, Donnie maintained his grip, somehow moving his hand down to grip the strange man’s forearm.

As they moved up and away from the water, Donnie noticed the man was naked and had several injuries. He wasn’t surprised by this. Most people rescued from rapidly moving water were naked and injured due to the water ripping the fabric away or getting caught on sharp objects. 

As they swung in the air, it was apparent the man had lost consciousness, hanging limply from Donnie’s grip, and Donnie wondered how long he’d been in the water. He held all the weight on one arm, and his shoulder protested, the burn building up in the muscle the longer he held him. Again, he thanked his genetics. 

Kerrie was pulling him up, but with the wind rushing past him, he couldn’t let go of the line to grab the unconscious man with both hands and haul him close, and he tightened his grip. The skin was wet and slippery, and Donnie could feel the man slip slowly out of his hand. His heart pounded rapidly in his chest.

The wind and rain were hampering the rescue mission, but he knew he wouldn’t let go. He couldn’t, and that reaction surprised him. He’d been on dozens of rescue missions, but none affected him like the one now, and he stared at the man he held, wondering why.

Finally, they made it to the door, and Chester helped to pull him in and then the man he’d just saved. Kerrie immediately checked him out, and Donnie slumped back in his seat, closing his eyes and taking deep breaths. He was cold and wet and covered in dirt and sweat, and he needed a minute to recover. He gingerly moved his arm around, wincing at the pain.

He eventually opened his eyes and stared at the man on the stretcher. Donnie swallowed as strange sensations flowed through him, and he continued to watch him receive treatment from Kerrie. He furrowed his brow, unsure as to what he was feeling. His stomach had butterflies, and he coughed, attempting to clear the hard knot that developed in his chest.

He rubbed it, and Chester saw, asking, “You okay?”

“Yeah. For a few seconds there I thought I was gonna lose him.”

Chester clapped him on the back. “You did good. The conditions are deteriorating, and I’m not sure how much longer we’ll be out here for.”

As he said that, the helicopter swerved to one side, the wind hitting it hard, and they all held on as the pilot battled against the elements. Eventually, he gained control, and they continued to their destination, a hospital several miles away.

As he watched, the stranger’s eyelids fluttered and opened, and Donnie stared into the most incredible, vivid green eyes he’d ever seen. Their eyes locked and Donnie sucked in a breath, watching the man lift a shaky hand towards him.

Donnie reached over, taking it, leaning forward when he tried to speak.

The words were low and husky. “Thank you.” The man’s eyelids fluttered then dropped, and the hand went limp in his. He didn’t let go; he couldn’t, and then it hit him. 

This man, this stranger, was his mate.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

His eyes opened slowly, dry and gritty, seeing nothing but a blur. He licked his dry lips and listened to the noises around him. He noted the disinfectant smell, and when he finally managed to open his eyes, Jeremy realized he was in the hospital.

He furrowed his brow, trying to remember why, when it all came crashing back. His car, the water, the light, the hand reaching for him and then, nothing.

Man, he hurt. It seemed like every part of his body throbbed in pain. He groaned when he tried to move and decided to give up. If he didn’t move, he didn’t hurt too much. His head throbbed and he squeezed his eyes shut, trying to ease the sledgehammer in his head.

He blinked his eyes again in an attempt to wet them, and he coughed at the dryness in his throat. Raw. His throat felt raw, swollen and painful.

“Here.”

He gasped when he heard the voice and slowly rolled his head over in the direction he’d heard it come from. A glass with a straw came into view, and he licked his lips again. God, it looked good.

He tried to sit up, but struggled and was about to fall back down when the person who spoke stood. Jeremy’s eyes widened when he saw who it was. The man who had rescued him.

Jeremy stared into gray eyes and let him help him sit up and gratefully took a sip when he held the straw out for him.

“Small sips only. You don’t want to drink too much and be sick.”

As he drank, his eyes trailed over the man sat next to him. Grey eyes and close-cropped blond hair. So blond it was virtually white. The man appeared built too, but Jeremy guessed he’d have to be if he saved lives for a living.

When he’d finished, he slumped back down on the bed and watched his rescuer place the drink on the cabinet next to the bed.

He turned back and looked at him before saying, “I’m Donnie. How’re ya feeling?”

“Like I was run over by a truck,” he croaked out.

“You’re one lucky guy. Another few seconds...”

Jeremy closed his eyes, nodding slowly. He’d been ready to give in. He knew he’d been seconds away. His muscles had lost all strength fighting to stay above the water. Shit, he’d almost died. He would never have seen his family again, never—

“Hey, it’s alright. You’re safe now.”

Jeremy opened his eyes, surprised to find them and his cheeks wet and his chest heaving. Donnie held a tissue out to him and he took it with a shaky hand, looking away as his cheeks heated. His hand trembled, and he clenched it into a fist to stop the tremors. When a hand closed over his, Jeremy looked back at Donnie, seeing the small smile on his face.

“It’s okay to feel the way you do. You almost died, and it can be a shock when you realize how close you came.”

Jeremy inhaled shakily. “My parents—”

“On their way as we speak. They were worried about you, but I’ve assured them you’re fine and resting.”

“How long?” Jeremy coughed and took another sip when Donnie held the straw out for him again.

“They’re about two hours away,” Donnie informed, putting the glass down.

“How long have I been here?” Jeremy closed his eyes after asking the questions. His body was weak, and exhaustion rolled over him.

“Almost twenty-four hours. You’ll probably stay another day, then you can leave. You need the time to let your body heal.”

“Tired,” he mumbled out, his eyes still closed, darkness sweeping over him

“Sleep then.”

❊❊❊

Donnie watched Jeremy succumb to the sleep his body desperately needed and reached out to stroke his fingers over his fair skin. The scruff on his cheek tickled them, and Donnie repeated the move, enjoying the fact he could touch his mate.

The fact that his mate had been male slightly surprised him, but it was the fact that he was human that blew him away.

He’d always thought his mate, if he were fortunate to meet that person, would be a female and a vampire. Human and vampire matings weren’t unheard of, but they were rare. In fact, Donnie couldn’t remember the last one he’d heard about.

He stared down at his mate, his eyes taking in his features. Jeremy’s eyes were green and his hair black, an attractive contrast to his pale skin. His lips were plump, and Donnie knew he would be having dreams about them. He was built too, not like Donnie, but he knew this man took care of himself.

His fingers trailed down Jeremy’s neck, feeling the pulse of his blood under his fair skin, and Donnie inhaled, thinking of the moment when his fangs would pierce his flesh.

The door opened and Donnie jerked back. Chester walked in, closing the door quietly behind him. “He wake up yet?” 

“Yeah, for a few minutes. Then he went back to sleep.”

Chester nodded. “Good. He needs to sleep. His body went through a lot yesterday. His parents?” Chester asked, pulling a chair over and sitting next to Donnie.

“Around two hours out.”

There was a pause, and then Chester asked, “How are you dealing with this?”

Donnie glanced at Chester, then sighed. Scrubbing his face with his hands, he dropped them between his thighs and leaned forward in the chair he sat on. “Shit, Chester, I don’t know. I always thought I’d end up with a vamp, you know.”

“Finding a mate is rare.”

“I know.” Donnie sighed again. “He’s human.”

“So...”

“I don’t know. Most humans are okay around us as long as you don’t mention the whole blood thing.”

Chester grunted in agreement. “Yeah, we can save their lives, but the moment the word blood enters a convo, they fuck off.”

“I keep saying to give it more time, but it’s been what, a couple of centuries now?” Donnie stared at Jeremy, watching him sleep.

“Humans need time to adapt. Give them millennia, and it should have settled down by then.”

Donnie chuckled, nodding in agreement. They looked the same. You couldn’t tell a human and a vampire apart, well, until a vamp’s eyes flashed red. Strong emotion or hunger did it.

“When was the last time you fed?”

“I ate earlier in the shitty canteen, but feeding?” Donnie shook his head. “I can’t remember.”

“You need to feed, D. You’re no good to anyone if you let your hunger gain control. Bloodlust can cause—”

“I know, Chester. I’ll see to it.” Donnie sighed, closing his eyes. “I don’t want to leave him just yet.”

“Understandable, but go to the blood bank and get yourself sorted out. You’ll be no good to him if you don’t look after yourself.”

Donnie winced, a sour taste developing in his mouth. Direct from the source was much more preferable. Warm and definitely better. But...

Chester was right. He needed to feed, and now he’d pointed it out, Donnie could feel the gnawing thirst clawing at his throat. 

He’d exerted a lot of energy over the last few days, and while he’d been able to deal with one hunger, he’d left the thirst for far too long. 

His mate had his full attention, but he’d be no good to him if his fellow vamps had to hunt him down when he went rogue with bloodlust.

“I’ll go now.” Donnie stood, stretching tall, arms above his head.

“I’ll stay here. If you’re not back when Jeremy wakes again, I’ll call.”

“Thanks.” He reached over and straightened the covers over his mate, ensuring he stayed warm.

With a final look at his sleeping mate, Donnie left the room.

❊❊❊

Shaking the last dregs of sleep away, Jeremy opened his eyes and found the same man sitting with him. His eyes were closed and his breathing even. Arms crossed over a broad chest, Jeremy simply stared. He remembered him, his hand stretched out, waiting for Jeremy to grab it, and somehow, he had. He’d never know how. As the water kept pulling him down, he’d been certain his time was up. Then his blond savior had appeared and rescued him from certain death.

He watched him breathe, barely a sound in the room, and remembered the storm. The news had said a few inches of rain would fall, but much, much more had. He’d heard the alarm and grabbed a bag with a few items in it and managed to make it to his car, the rain pounding the ground, the overhead sky black with clouds. 

The car hadn’t stood a chance and now looking back, Jeremy wondered if he would have done better remaining at home. He’d never know the answer.

The water had rushed towards him, and Jeremy gripped the steering wheel tight when the car lifted from the ground and spun around. Jeremy would never admit it to anyone, but he’d screamed. The whole life flashing before your eyes was true and Jeremy winced when he pictured Patrick, his ex.

Abusive asshole.

Four years of his life wasted, but he’d certainly walked away with an intimate knowledge of abuse. Physical, mental and emotional. But he had walked away or more accurately he fled one night when Patrick had left the house.

He started a new life in a new town and opened a successful bakery. Everything he owned was tied up in his bakery. Had it survived? Would it still be there when he returned home? Did he have a home?

“Shit,” he muttered, throwing an arm over his eyes. What the fuck was he going to do now?

“Is everything okay? Do you need the nurse?”

Removing his arm, Jeremy stared at his rescuer. Fully awake, he could appreciate the man in front of him. Holy smokes, he was hot! Those clear grey eyes stared with a look of concern into his, and he leaned over Jeremy, glancing up and down his body.

He swallowed, coughed to clear his suddenly dry throat, and answered, “I’m fine, thank you.”

“You don’t need anyone?”

Jeremy shook his head, ignoring the strange impulse to reach out to the stranger, to touch his skin. He tilted his head, staring at him, seeing the small smile that graced his lips.

“You can feel it?”

“What?”

“The need.” Grey eyes flashed red then back again.

Jeremy inhaled sharply. Vampire. The man in his room was a vampire and if he felt a pull towards him? Shit. No. Just no. No way were they mates. Even he’d heard about vampire mates.

The man’s face fell, and he looked Jeremy in the eyes. “I won’t hurt you. I’d never hurt you.”

Jeremy swallowed again and asked, “Are we... Are we mates?”

A smile brightened Donnie’s face. “You know about mates?”

Snorting, he answered, “Doesn’t everyone?”

The man chuckled, and Jeremy gasped. He was gorgeous when he laughed. “Most do. I’m sure there have been documentaries about us. Mostly accurate actually.”

“Blood?” Jeremy whispered. No chance was he being this vamp’s blood bag. No fucking chance.

“Once a week or so. Depends on how much energy we expend. My favorite food?” He leaned back in his chair hands folded on his stomach. “Medium rare steak with fries. You?”

Jeremy’s eyes widened. “Er, I like food.” The man chuckled again. “Who are you again?”

“Donnie. I’m not surprised you don’t remember. You were pretty out of it.”

“You saved me.”

Donnie shrugged, glancing away, a faint blush staining his cheeks. “It’s what I do.”

“Are humans nice when you rescue them?”

“Most don’t give a shit that a vamp is saving them. They’re usually grateful to be alive.”

“But we don’t mix, well, really.”

“Times are changing, improving.”

“So, are we?”

Donnie gave him a wide grin. “Yeah, we are.”

“Oh,” Jeremy whispered.

“Is that a good ‘oh’ or a bad ‘oh’?”

Jeremy looked away. Right now, it was a bad ‘oh’, a very bad ‘oh’. He didn’t want a man or a relationship. He glanced back, seeing Donnie stare down at his hands. “I’m sorry,” he whispered.

Donnie shrugged, glancing up at him and giving him a closed-lipped smile. “Understandable.” Sighing, he stood, picking his jacket up and shrugging it on. “I’ll leave now then. Take care.” He pulled a card from his pocket and left it next to Jeremy. “If you change your mind, my number’s on here.”

Jeremy nodded, watching the vampire leave the room and close the door quietly behind him. He sank back on the bed, closing his eyes. His body ached, but he noticed a hollow sensation in his chest that hadn’t been there before. Was that because Donnie had left? 

He didn’t know enough about vampires or their mates to say for certain if what he was feeling was because Donnie had left, but he fought the need to call him back.

He rubbed his chest, the hollow sensation still there. Had he made a mistake? Jeremy shook his head. He didn’t need a mate right then. He needed to sort his life out first, then he’d think about it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

“Right, we’ve been asked to assist in a missing person search. Maisey Roberts, six-year-old female, Caucasian, approximately four foot tall. Wearing a light pink t-shirt, blue jeans and black sneakers.” Chester nodded over to Ale. “Get Tank in with Dodge. We’ll need Dodge’s nose on this one.” Glancing over at Donnie, he added, “Donnie, you’re sitting this one out.”

Donnie looked up. “What?”

“Exactly. You’re not one hundred percent here. Go home.”

What the fuck! “Now wait a fucking minute—”

“No.” Chester swiped his hand through the air. “Sort your shit out. Your head’s not in the game and that can endanger lives. Go home. We’ll talk later.”

Donnie stood and stormed out, slamming the door behind him. “Fuck!” He screamed up into the night sky.

It had been a week. A week since he’d walked away from Jeremy, his mate, and there had been nothing. Not a call, a message, a text. Nothing. It was wearing him down. He dragged his weary body around, his mind in a constant loop with one word shouted above all the chaos. Jeremy.

He wasn’t stupid. He knew quite well why his mate hadn’t called. Who’d want a vampire? Especially if you were human and knew that your mate would need to feed from you. 

Humans had this overwhelming need to know the ins and outs of the process. They wanted to watch or have a vampire feed from them so they could say they’d done it. Most expected it to hurt, not realizing how intimate and erotic the experience could be.

Yes, a vampire could make it painful if he or she wanted to, but most didn’t. It was a necessary part of their lives and to hurt the people who gave their blood freely was abhorrent. Why hurt the person responsible for keeping you alive?

But still, many humans were afraid. It didn’t help that vampires tended to be stronger, faster, their senses more acute. Or the shit some websites promoted with their posts. Vampires going on feeding benders, draining their victims, killing indiscriminately. Utter bullshit.

They also lived slightly longer, but Donnie thought this was more down to lifestyle than genetics. Vamps tended to be healthier and respect their bodies more. He’d had many conversations with his fellow vamps and some humans about the lives humans led. You hardly ever saw an overweight vampire whereas for humans...

Donnie shook his head. You only had one life. Why ruin it by being unhealthy? That only led you down the path to illness and disease and Donnie didn’t want to live out the remainder of his years in a crippled and unhealthy condition.

That brought him back to Jeremy. Every thought brought him back to Jeremy. He’d seen his naked body, knew he looked after himself. Strong too. He’d fought for a long time to stay alive in the churning waters.

Donnie slumped in his Jeep Renegade, staring at the Rescue Inc building. Shit, he’d never been booted from a rescue before and for Chester to do it now on a missing person case? Donnie was worse than he’d thought.

God, he needed Jeremy to call. He needed to hear his voice even if was just to say he was okay. He knew his body was pulling him towards him. He only had to stand still, close his eyes, and he knew which direction he needed to go to find Jeremy. If he had drunk his blood, that sense would heighten, intensifying the connection.

Ignoring it, Donnie started the engine and drove away. If only he could leave his needs behind.

❊❊❊

Staring at his cell and the number in his hand, Jeremy again contemplated calling Donnie. The week they had spent apart had easily been the worse of his life, and Jeremy had survived a few shitty ones in the past.

When he’d finally escaped Patrick’s clutches, those first few weeks had been a strange mix of emotions that swung between terrified and ecstatic. He’d gone to the gym and bulked up, needing to feel that his body could defend him if Patrick ever found him again. He hadn’t been small; he was just under six foot, but he’d been slim. Now, he had muscles.

He’d started karate for self-defense and knew enough that if Patrick should ever find him, he’d be able to stop him and get away or put up a good fight. Patrick would have to work if he wanted Jeremy in his clutches again.

Jeremy sighed. He would never have thought Patrick would become the man he did. He’d been so attentive, so caring, and Jeremy had fallen for him in a short space of time. They dated, going to restaurants and the movies. Days out with picnics. Enjoying spending time together.

Patrick hadn’t been into public affection, but behind closed doors, Jeremy knew he was loved. Well, he’d thought he was loved. As soon as they’d moved in together, Patrick changed. The loving, caring man Jeremy had fallen in love with disappeared and was replaced by a someone who dominated and needed control. The first time he’d punched Jeremy, he’d apologized and said he’d get help, but he hadn’t, and the abuse continued.

Overtime, Jeremy pulled away from his friends and family in an attempt to please Patrick. Looking back now, Jeremy could see the control Patrick exerted over him, but there at that moment, he hadn’t. He’d just wanted to please him.

The physical abuse grew, and Jeremy’s isolation increased, and eventually Patrick had complete control. He’d demean Jeremy, call him names, tell him he was a worthless piece of shit and Jeremy would take it all. 

He ran his fingers over the scars that circled his wrist, a gift from Patrick. A constant reminder of what he’d suffered and survived. He’d cuffed him to the bed, a punishment for not cleaning the house they shared to his standards.

And he didn’t even want to think about the sex. 

Sighing, he glanced back at the cell in his hand. His chest ached, as it had since Donnie walked out of that hospital room. Chester, the tall black man, another vampire, had tried to explain mates and vampires to him, but he’d refused to listen. Why should he? Nothing was going to happen.

Yet, Jeremy’s body knew what it wanted, and it was Donnie. He dreamed about him, kissing him, touching him, and he’d come more times than he could count screaming Donnie’s name.

He stood, walked to the window, and stared out watching the rain fall. The hotel he was in was okay, but it wasn’t home. His had been condemned, too damaged by the flood, and the bakery was destroyed.

He’d bought a building where he could live above his business, and now both were gone. Sure, he had insurance, but it would be months before they paid out, and in the meantime, Jeremy was living off of his savings.

He glanced back at his cell on the bed and again thought of calling Donnie. Shit, he was scared. He honestly didn’t think he could have a relationship again. Scared, both inside and out. But could he condemn the vampire knowing he would only have one mate?

He slid down the wall, head in his hands, and stared at the carpet. The shitty brown color wavered, and he blinked, letting the tears fall. Fuck, he shouldn’t be crying. Over a man he didn’t know, or was it the fact that so much had happened to him in such a short period of time? He’d gotten his life back, and now this?

Had he fucked someone over in a previous life? Was that it? Was this some fucked up karma paying him back? Didn’t he deserve to be happy, to be loved? Hadn’t he suffered enough? Yet when the chance was there in front of him, Jeremy ran.

No more.

Jumping up, he grabbed his cell and the card with Donnie’s number on it and held them in trembling hands. He screwed the card up, squeezing his eyes shut and paced the small room, the indecision messing with him.

He’d researched mates, knew why he felt the way he did. The pull, the connection, the need.

The cell rang and he jumped, staring at it in his hand. Colin.

His brother and parents had left the day before, and even though Jeremy had been grateful they’d been there, he’d been glad when they left. He loved his parents, but sometimes they overwhelmed him. They’d always been there for him, supporting him when he came out and doing everything they could to educate him except for one area.

Colin had sat him down and given him the sex talk, an experience Jeremy never wanted to go through again. 

“Hey.”

“Jer, you good?”

“I’m fine.”

“At least one of us is. I should have come in my own car. For fuck’s sake, she never stopped talking!”

Laughing, Jeremy asked, “What about?”

“You, numb-nuts! When are you going to find a nice man? When are you going to settle down? How are you going to manage? She was going on about making up the spare room so you can move back in!”

Jeremy’s eyes widened, and even though Colin couldn’t see him, he shook his head. “Fuck no. I love them, but no, not gonna happen.”

“She wants to set you up with Jamie.”

“No! No, no, no, no, no.” Jeremy groaned, wiping a hand over his face.

“Say how you feel, Jer!”

“Could you move back in with them?”

“What? No! I love them...”

“Yeah. Who needs to hear their parents fucking?”

“At least you only heard them. I walked in on them once.”

Jeremy laughed. “And you tiptoed out!”

“Come on. Who wants to see that? Anyway, it’s just us so how are you doing?”

Sighing, Jeremy slumped on the bed. “I have a mate,” he whispered.

There was silence on the line, then Colin said, “Did you just say a mate? As in vampire mate?” Jeremy could hear the shock in Colin’s voice.

“Yeah. He pulled me from the water. He told me what he was and left when I asked him to. I’ve researched it, Col. Everything I’m feeling right now is because of him. I don’t know what to do.”

“You know they never cheat. Mates are the most important person to a vamp. Being bit is hot too.”

Jeremy’s mouth fell open. “You’ve let one bite you?” he asked incredulously.

“Yeah, I was seeing one a few months back. Gorgeous too. Being bitten during sex is amazing.”

“Ugh! Don’t talk about sex.”

“Warm, wet pussies! Juices flowing—”

“Shut the fuck up, you bastard.”

“Man, I love riling you up.” Colin went silent, then in a more serious voice, asked, “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“Not all men are like Patrick. This vamp won’t hurt you, and the fact he’s stayed away when you asked him to says a lot about him.”

“Should I call him?” Jeremy bit his lip, waiting for Colin to answer.

“I would. Vamps only get one mate. Be honest with him and see what happens.”

Jeremy exhaled heavily. “Yeah, I will. I have his number in my hand.”

“Then call him and let me know what happens.”

“Okay, and thanks.”

“Love ya, kiddo.”

Jeremy hung up and stared at the crumpled card in his hand. Taking a deep breath, he dialed the number and waited.

❊❊❊

His cell ringing woke Donnie, and he stared blankly at the screen, not recognizing the number. He reached out to grab it and knocked it on the floor.

“Shit,” he grumbled, leaning over the side of the bed to pick it up.

“Hello,” he answered, his voice gravelly. He coughed to clear it and almost missed the response.

“Hi, it’s Jeremy.”

“Jeremy. Hi.” He gripped the cell in his hand and opened his mouth to speak, suddenly lost for words. He sat up, leaning against the headboard, waiting for Jeremy to speak.

“Yeah, hi.”

There was silence on the line, and Donnie struggled to fill it. “How are you?” He smiled. He’d managed to ask Jeremy a question. Yay, Donnie!

“Good. You?”

“Yeah, good, thanks.”

Again, silence descended. Donnie screwed his face up, shaking his head. Shit. What did he say? “Oh, how was your house?”

“Condemned.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry.” Way to go, Donnie. 

“I’m waiting for the insurance company, but you know how they are.”

“Oh, well, you still have your business, right?”

“I lived above my bakery.”

Donnie winced again. He was fucking this up. “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, me too.”

More silence.

“So, where are you staying right now?”

“A hotel. It’s okay.”

Donnie sat up straight. No mate of his was living in a hotel. “Stay with me. I have a couple of spare rooms. You can stay in one of those until you know what’s happening with the insurance and your business.”

“Stay with you?” Jeremy spoke slowly.

“Yes. Why? Is that a problem?” Donnie furrowed his brow. He thought it was a great idea. Jeremy needed a place, he had the room, and it would save him money. Plus, Donnie would have him with him.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

“Why? You’re my mate. Why wouldn’t I want to provide a place for you to stay? You’re the most important person in my life.”

“Wow,” Jeremy whispered. “I mean, I’d read about mates, but...”

“Mates are everything to us,” Donnie told him quietly.

“Okay. I... I guess... yeah, I need to think about it.”

“Just remember the offer is there.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

“Other than living in a hotel, how are you? Did your family make it home safe?”

“Yeah, they did. My parents want me to move back in with them until I get everything sorted.” Donnie chuckled when he heard Jeremy snort. “No chance of that.”

“Nah, I wouldn’t want to move back in with mine either.”

“Don’t get me wrong, they’re great. They were amazing when I told them I was gay, but no, I don’t want to be living with them again.”

Donnie inhaled deeply, calming the riot in his stomach. “Look, do you want to meet up? Have a drink or something?” He couldn’t sit still, so he stood and paced the room waiting for Jeremy to answer. The silence on the cell was deafening, and Donnie glanced at the screen, checking Jeremy was still there.

“Okay.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” Jeremy chuckled. “I’d like that.”

“Me too.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

The vampire was here. How Jeremy knew this, he didn’t know, but he was certain Donnie was waiting.

Jeremy walked into the pub he’d suggested to Donnie and quickly scanned the area looking for the vampire. When he noticed him in the corner, he took a deep breath in and breathed out slowly, trying to steady his nerves. He wiped his clammy palms and swallowed, waiting for his heart to calm down.

Here, he could see the man who claimed to be his mate. Donnie hadn’t noticed him yet, so Jeremy could take his fill. 

The T-shirt he wore showed off his arms. Muscles bunched and flexed when he moved them and Jeremy could easily remember what the rest of him looked like from the hospital room. He licked his lips. Yeah, Donnie was gorgeous, and under different circumstances, Jeremy would have been trying to fuck him.

He noticed the second Donnie lifted his eyes and stared straight at him like he’d known he’d been there all along. Maybe, the whole mate thing was right. Apparently, mates could sense each other, or was that just vampires?

He waved and walked over, avoiding a few people, and stood by the table as Donnie also stood to greet him. He shoved out his hand in Donnie’s direction, and Donnie glanced down at it then back up at him, a frown marring his features.

“Hi,” Jeremy said, waving his hand slightly to draw Donnie’s attention back to it.

Donnie shook it slowly, his thumb rubbing over the back of Jeremy’s hand, and Jeremy swallowed hard. Shit, his body reacted to that simple touch. Dick hardening, his pulse speeding up, his mouth suddenly dry.

He quickly pulled his hand free and sat opposite Donnie, the table a barrier he needed right then. He looked around the pub, anywhere but at Donnie, waiting for his body to settle down. He didn’t want Donnie to see how much his presence affected him. 

“Hi. Did you get here alright?”

Jeremy’s eyes snapped back to Donnie, and he gave him a small smile. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that? I’m sure you traveled further than I did?”

“Not too far. I was here to look into a property I’m interested in investing in.”

“Oh, really. I thought you rescued people for a living.”

“I do, but I won’t be able to do that all my life, so I’ve been looking into different investments. I want to be able to provide for my family in the years ahead.”

“You have children?”

“No, but I want them. What about you? Do you want to have children? Be a father?”

Jeremy nodded. “Sure, who doesn’t?”

“Do you want a drink?” Donnie stood as he asked, pulling his wallet from his jeans.

“I’ll have a beer, thanks. Any will do.”

Donnie went to the bar, and Jeremy watched. Man, his ass. Jeremy licked his lips again and groaned, dropping his head into his hands. He needed to keep his distance from the vampire, not be drooling over his ass.

When a pint glass appeared in front of him, Jeremy looked up, catching the smirk on Donnie’s face.

“Look, this is how it’s going to be. You feel something already, and over time that will deepen. If we take this further—” Donnie clenched his hands and glanced away—”which I would love for us to do, the connection will be amazing.”

“Like?” Jeremy leaned on the table, staring at Donnie. He wanted to hear it from the vampire, not read about it from some website.

“I knew when you arrived, and I’m sure when you walked up to the door you had a feeling I was here already. It’s slightly muted for humans, but for vampires, at first, it’s intense.” Donnie stared at him. “You knew before you walked through the door, didn’t you? Some random thought that I was here, waiting.”

Jeremy looked away. He had known. Somehow, he’d known. The second he’d put his hand on the door to open it, he’d known. Maybe even before then.

Nodding, Jeremy gulped his beer. “Shit,” he muttered.

“I know it can be overwhelming for humans at first.”

“Overwhelming?” Jeremy glared at Donnie. “I don’t need this right now.” He snapped at him. Wincing, he closed his eyes briefly and added, “Look, it isn’t your fault. I’ve not long left a relationship, and I’m not ready.”

He caught Donnie’s own wince followed by a look of pain before he blanked his face. “I see.” He leaned forward, resting his arms on the table, and looked directly at Jeremy. “I only get one mate. One, Jeremy, and you’re it. I’ll do whatever you need. Do you need more time, a chance to get to know me better? Tell me what you need, and I’ll do my best to make it happen.”

Sighing, Jeremy answered, “I need time. I need to sort my life out. I don’t have a home or a business, and if I’m honest, I don’t need a relationship.” He held his hand up when Donnie opened his mouth to speak. “I’m not blind to your side of this. I’ve read enough recently to know how important mates are, but I’m not ready. I’m not ready.” Jeremy ended on a whisper, closing his eyes.

“Was it that bad?” Jeremy looked up at Donnie when he heard the question. “Your previous relationship.”

“It wasn’t great.”

“I’m not trying to interfere, but I noticed the scars.” As Donnie spoke, his eyes dropped to Jeremy’s wrists.

“Of course you did,” Jeremy snorted, shaking his head. Donnie had seen everything.

“Did he do that to you?” he asked quietly.

“Yes, and no, I’m not going to talk about it. It’s over and in the past.”

“Is it? You won’t give us a try, so I’d say it very much isn’t over with and in the past.”

Jeremy leaned over the table, glaring at Donnie. Glancing around the pub to make sure no one was watching, he said, “You have no idea what I went through. Don’t you dare fucking judge me.” He gritted his teeth. “No idea at all.”

“Then tell me. That’s what mates are for,” Donnie implored, reaching his hand across the table and touching Jeremy’s. “Tell me everything. Let me help you.”

Jeremy wiped a shaky hand across his face, leaning back in his chair and watching Donnie’s face. He appeared to be genuinely interested, and Jeremy slowly nodded. Maybe talking about what happened with Patrick would help. He wanted to talk.

“Okay.”

“Do you need another drink?”

Jeremy stared at the empty glass, not realizing he’d finished it. He nodded and watched Donnie go to the bar, then closed his eyes. Shit, what was he doing? Was this the mate thing, him wanting to tell Donnie? He hadn’t told his family everything, not even Colin, who he was close to.

“Here, take a drink and when you’re ready, tell me.”

He lifted the drink, seeing it tremble in his hand, and lowered it again. Staring at the table, he opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Whenever you’re ready, Jeremy. There’s no rush.”

“Patrick,” Jeremy whispered in a shaky voice. “His name was Patrick.”

“Okay, that’s good. I’ll go and hunt down every Patrick and teach them a lesson.”

Jeremy’s eyes shot up to Donnie. “What? No!”

“Okay, maybe later then.” Donnie shrugged, acting nonchalant, but Jeremy saw the red in his grey eyes.

“This is a bad idea.”

“I’m not a child, I can handle this, and it’s no different to when you’re pissed off, except you can physically see when I’m pissed off.” He shrugged again. 

Jeremy nodded. Donnie was right. “Bummer.”

“Yep. Contact lenses are a great invention.”

Jeremy chuckled, nodding in agreement. He took a deep breath and released it slowly. “I met Patrick when I was nineteen, and I left him when I was twenty-four. We were together for almost five years.”

“And you’re, what, twenty-five now?”

Nodding, he continued. “Everything was great. He was kind, considerate. I didn’t have a lot of experience, and he was gentle with me. I fell so quickly for him.” He took a sip, needing to wet his dry mouth. “For the first year or so, the relationship was everything I thought it should be, but it gradually changed once we moved in together. My parents wanted me to wait, telling me I was young, and this was my first relationship, but I didn’t want to listen. I knew best.”

“We all think we do at that age. So, you moved in together, then what?”

“It was gradual, so much so that I didn’t even notice. I was in culinary school. I always wanted to cook, and I loved to bake. At first, Patrick stopped me seeing my friends saying things like he wasn’t in the mood or he wanted it to be just us, and I wanted to keep him happy.” Jeremy paused, looking at Donnie.

Donnie smiled. “Yeah. Go on, please.”

“I hadn’t noticed, but one day there was no one but him. I didn’t see my family either. There was always one reason or another, or Patrick would say my parents didn’t like him and he felt uncomfortable. If I loved him, I wouldn’t make him do it, and so it became easier to put off seeing my family.”

“But things are good now. I saw them at the hospital.”

“Yeah, they’re great now.” Jeremy nodded. “They haven’t mentioned it. They know some, but they don’t know everything.” Jeremy’s eyes filled with tears and he blinked rapidly. He’d cried enough over the fucker. 

Donnie reached across the table, gripping his hand, and the touch helped him carry on talking. “The first time he hit me he apologized, saying he didn’t mean it and that he’d lost his temper. I asked him to go to see someone, and he promised me he would.”

“But he didn’t.”

“No, he didn’t.” Jeremy swallowed, his stomach hard. He blew out a breath and then continued. He’d started, and he’d finish because he wasn’t going through this shit again. “It happened again not long after.”

“It became regular.”

“Yeah. It got to the point that I was afraid to do anything Patrick didn’t like, go to places or see people he didn’t like. I always did what he wanted. I didn’t go out. The only place I could go was college. He liked the idea that I could provide for him.”

He stopped again, needing to take another break. The next part was the worst. “I became used to the abuse. The disparaging comments, how shit I was, how I couldn’t satisfy him. The physical abuse.” He shook his head, breaking off again.

“Tell me about the cuffs.”

“How... of course you’d recognize what the scars are,” Jeremy muttered.

“Yeah, I’ve seen them before.”

“He wanted to experiment, and I was too afraid to say no, but Patrick used them as a punishment too.”

“Experiment? Are we talking bondage?”

Jeremy nodded. “And more. The last time, he’d cuffed me to the bed and left to go out with his friends. I’d been there for two days because I hadn’t cleaned the house to his standards. I was used to that happening, so I’d had a spare key made and hidden it. I got free, grabbed all my things and left.”

“And you came here.”

“To start again. My family have been great, helping me move on, finding me a therapist.”

“I’m glad you weren’t alone.”

Thank god he understood. “Now you see why I can’t do this.”

Donnie frowned at him. “No, I don’t. Why would I let you go now? You, Jeremy Sutton, are amazing. I will give you the time you need, but please let me see you. We can date, yeah, or talk. Anything. I’ll do whatever you want, but I can’t walk away. You’re my mate.”

“You’re scaring me,” Jeremy whispered.

“I don’t mean to. Shit, Jeremy, I’m sorry.” Donnie stood, staring down with pain-filled eyes. “I can’t walk away. I just can’t, but I’ll give you as much time as you need. Just please don’t run from me. I’m not him. I’ll never hurt you.”

Jeremy stood as Donnie walked away, watching him leave the pub and staring blankly at the now closed door. He slowly slumped into his chair and looked at his drink.

He’d left. Donnie had walked away, leaving everything up to Jeremy. It was his call now; he decided if this continued or not. But Donnie was a vampire. Could he really just walk away from Jeremy?

And could Jeremy let him go?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

Walking away from Jeremy was one of the hardest things Donnie had ever had to do in his life. Leaving his mate standing in a pub after spilling his guts over that cunt Patrick made Donnie grit his teeth. Donnie clenched his hands. He wanted to hunt the fucker down and beat him to a pulp.

He sat in his Jeep staring at the pub. His gut clenched, his body craving to be near Jeremy, even more now he knew what he’d suffered. 

His beautiful, strong mate who’d suffered so much, so young. No wonder he was jaded. His first real relationship had been fucked up.

Donnie punched the steering wheel, screaming out in frustration and anger, his blood boiling. His muscles tensed, ready for a fight and he had to fight to gain control. He wanted to hunt, maim and kill. 

He knew if anyone saw him now he’d be in full vampire mode. Red glowing eyes, claws pushing through the skin on his fingers, fangs dropping, more angled features. No one wanted to face a vampire when they looked like this.

His mate. His amazing strong mate had survived years of abuse, and even though Donnie didn’t know him then, the guilt ate at him. He could almost feel this Patrick’s flesh tear apart in his hands, the blood seeping through his fingers, and he reveled in it. If only it were real.

The front door of the pub opened and Jeremy stepped out. Donnie sat up in his seat and watched him scan the parking lot before spotting him in his Jeep.

He walked over hesitantly and Donnie’s breathing quickened. His hands gripped the steering wheel and he moaned low. He’d never imagined his mate being a man, but watching Jeremy move caused his pulse to quicken and his dick to harden. 

He licked his lips, wishing he could taste Jeremy on them. His skin, his flesh, his blood.

When he stopped by his Jeep, Donnie opened the door and stepped out, closing it gently behind him, an action that belied the emotions coursing through him.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

Jeremy nodded. “I’m off...” Breaking off, he glanced away and Donnie frowned.

“What?”

“Shit.” Jeremy dropped his head and Donnie instinctively stepped closer, reaching out to grip his shoulder.

Then suddenly Jeremy was closer, their bodies touching and Donnie’s eyes widened in surprise.

“What...” He never finished what he wanted to say. Jeremy’s lips touched his, hesitantly. Once, twice. A mere slide across his own. 

When he stepped back, Donnie followed. He didn’t want any space between them. He saw Jeremy’s own eyes widen, and he dipped his head, pressing their lips together again. He heard Jeremy moan, and he slipped his tongue out, licking his lips and hoping, no praying that Jeremy would let him in.

Jeremy’s tongue darted out, and this time, Donnie moaned when they touched. He let Jeremy take over the kiss, parting his lips to let his tongue in.

He stepped even closer, wrapping his arms around Jeremy’s waist and pulling him close until there was no distance between them.

Jeremy’s hands touched him, gripping his shoulders. Their tongues moved together, a languid dance that Donnie wanted to deepen, but at the same time, didn’t. This was Jeremy’s show, and he needed to control it, to know that Donnie spoke the truth, and Donnie willingly handed it over to him.

When Jeremy pushed Donnie back against the Jeep, he went easily, letting Jeremy do whatever he wanted. He spread his legs so Jeremy could step in between them and groaned when he felt their hard dicks rub.

Breaking from the kiss, he muttered, “Fuck.”

Jeremy’s hands slid over his short hair, and he pulled him back down, thrusting his tongue back into Donnie’s mouth and he moaned, loving the control Jeremy had over him.

He wanted to touch and slowly moved his hands to Jeremy’s back, sliding them beneath the shirt he wore. When he touched his warm, soft skin, Donnie trembled, unable to hold back the sensations rushing through him.

His mate. He was kissing and holding his mate.

Jeremy stepped back, pulling free, and they stood facing each other, panting in the night air.

“What?” Donnie asked. “Did I go too far?”

“No. It was me.”

He shook his head, trying to clear the lust-induced fog. “I don’t understand.”

“I wanted...” Jeremy looked away, his cheeks blushing.

“More.” Donnie finished for him.

Donnie saw the blush deepen on Jeremy’s skin, and he smiled, reaching forward and taking Jeremy’s hand in his own. “That’s okay. I want more to, but if you’re not ready, then we do what we’re doing. I’m fine with this.”

“For now.” Jeremy stared at their clasped hands.

“When you’re ready, Jeremy, and not before.” He had to make certain Jeremy understood. They moved at his pace, not Donnie’s. It didn’t matter that he wanted to strip him naked and touch and kiss and lick every inch of skin on Jeremy’s body. It didn’t matter that he wanted to push into Jeremy and feel his body clenched around him.

Jeremy was in control. Total control.

“You want more.” Jeremy stared at him as he made the statement.

“Yes,” Donnie answered honestly.

Jeremy nodded, pulling his hand free from Donnie’s and pacing in front of him. “I’m not ready.”

“I know. We go at your pace. Whatever you want.”

Jeremy stopped. “Really? You won’t change your mind and try to force me—”

“No,” Donnie interrupted. “My mate. The most important person in my world. You and only you control everything. We do what you want when you want.”

“You want to fuck me.”

“Of course I do. Look at you.” Donnie grinned. “I am so very lucky to have you as my mate.”

“I don’t think so. I’m a mess.” He shoved his hand through his hair, pulling on the strands, and Donnie stepped closer, reaching up to pull Jeremy’s hand free and held it in both of his.

“You have been through a horrendous experience. I wish I’d been there to help you, but I wasn’t, and I have to live with that.” He placed a finger on Jeremy’s lips when they parted. “You are my mate. I don’t think you truly understand what that means to me. I wish I could point you to mated couples so that you could see with your own eyes, but it’s so rare to find one.”

“Why is that?” 

Donnie shrugged. He didn’t know. Some speculated it was because some mates were human and the vampires had refused them.

“I don’t know. I really don’t, but I know you are mine, and I’ll do whatever you want. Just please don’t shut me out.”

He saw Jeremy swallow and stroked his fingers over his cheek. “I’ll try,” he whispered so quietly Donnie almost missed.

“Okay.”

Jeremy stepped closer again, lifting his face up to Donnie, and he responded to the unspoken request. Lowering his own, he closed his eyes as their lips touched softly. He pulled back, opening them, watching Jeremy’s slowly open.

The green, so vivid, so clear, shone brightly, and Donnie wanted to see them darken with passion.

He took a step back and shoved his hands into his pockets. “I’m gonna leave and give you the time you need. If you need me or want to ask me any questions, call me, please.”

Jeremy nodded, stepping away, increasing the distance between them. Donnie didn’t want him to go, but knew he had no choice. He needed to give Jeremy time to adjust, to become accustomed to the changes occurring. Donnie was more than aware what Jeremy’s body would be going through. 

Even though they’d only kissed, the close proximity to each other would be pushing at Jeremy, and Donnie couldn’t allow that to happen. When they finally came together, which he knew would happen, he wanted it to be on Jeremy’s terms. His own decision.

“I’ll call you tomorrow.”

Jeremy nodded, and Donnie opened the Jeep door and got in. He stared at him through the windshield, then started the engine and pulled away, leaving his mate behind.

❊❊❊

Jeremy watched him leave, and his chest tightened almost to the point of pain. It felt like a part of him was driving away and he wanted to shout, no, scream, for Donnie to come back but he remained silent.

When he could no longer see the lights from Donnie’s Jeep, he turned and walked to his own car, getting in and slumping in the driver’s seat. 

Closing his eyes, Jeremy exhaled heavily. What the fuck was he going to do? Starting the engine, Jeremy drove to his hotel. 

In his room, he threw his coat over the back of the chair and slumped on the bed, falling back and staring up at the ceiling. His dick was hard, he wasn’t sure if it had gone down at all, and he wanted Donnie there to... to what? He wanted sex. The man was hot, but he knew what would come with it. They’d be mates, and he wasn’t sure if he was ready for that or if he ever would be. 

If there was one thing he knew about mates, it was that there was no separation, no divorce. Was that a good thing though, to know that the person meant for you would never leave?

What if that person was a sadistic fucker who enjoyed abusing others? What then? Donnie said that didn’t happen, but maybe he hadn’t heard about them. Not every mated relationship was perfect. 

Jeremy sighed. There probably were bad matings. When two individuals come together, there was bound to be some sticking points, some areas where they didn’t agree, just like in human relationships, but did they hurt each other? Did they abuse each other?

He was sick and tired of the unanswered questions and the opportunity he’d missed that night. Donnie had been there, sat opposite him, and Jeremy hadn’t asked him anything. He’d talked about his past instead.

Even though the conversation had been difficult, he was glad he’d done it. A weight had been lifted from him, and he felt lighter than he had in a long time. Maybe it was because he’d told Donnie or maybe it was because he’d finally started the healing process. Was it finally time to move on and begin again?

Seeing a therapist hadn’t made Jeremy feel like he did right then. Was this the mate bond? Was the bond somehow helping him to heal?

He sat up and pulled his cell from his pocket, staring at the blank screen. Should he ask Donnie? Would he tell him the truth? He bit his lip, struggling to decide.

Finally deciding on what he should do, Jeremy texted Donnie. 

Why do I feel better after talking to you?

The response came within seconds. 

  Because we’re mates.

I don’t understand.

Jeremy shook his head, confusion clouding him. 

            I don’t know how to explain it, but I think the bond is supposed to help us overcome any difficulties we’ve suffered. It’s to help both mates move forward in               their new life together.

Jeremy read the text several times when another one arrived.

	Does that help?

I’m not sure.

Still confused, he waited for Donnie’s response.

	Tell me what you’re feeling. Please.

Jeremy glanced towards the window, seeing nothing. His mind was a chaotic place right then. It was almost as if he could feel Donnie’s presence in the room with him, encouraging him.

Now that I’ve told you, I feel better. It’s like a weight has gone.

	Good. That’s how it should be between mates.

It is? Why?

	Because we’re meant to be together.

A pause and then another text. 

   Like yin and yang.

“Huh! That kinda makes a little sense,” Jeremy muttered. That explanation helped and gave him the strength he needed to go further. 

Can I see you again?

	Anytime you want.

Tomorrow?

	When and where?

Same place for lunch at say one?

	I’ll see you there.

He put the cell down and smiled, relieved he’d done it. He knew he wasn’t ready, but he also knew he wanted to see where this went. Maybe after tomorrow, he would know if he wanted to be with Donnie or not, but he needed to get to know Donnie better. Now he had the chance.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

Walking into the same pub he’d left the night before, Donnie found Jeremy already there and sat at the same table. He smiled, walking over, and Jeremy stood to meet him. There was a slight hesitation from him, and then he leaned forward and kissed Donnie on the cheek.

He grinned at Jeremy and sat next to him. “Hi.”

He looked good. He wore a green shirt that made his eyes stand out and his skin glow. His long black lashes framed those green beauties and Donnie couldn’t stop himself from staring at them. They entranced him, the color so clear and vibrant.

“Hi. I need to ask you a question.”

Donnie blinked and raised his eyebrow. “Sure, okay.” What could Jeremy want to know?

“Have you ever been with a man?”

“Oh.” That question wasn’t one he’d been expecting. “Well, no, not really.”

Jeremy tilted his head, watching Donnie. “Not really? Want to explain that to me?”

“Well, I kissed a boy when I was younger...” Donnie winced, glancing away. Shit. He really had no experience. How was he going to make Jeremy…

“And...”

Donnie glanced at Jeremy and winced again. Shit. Again.

“Oh, I see.”

“Okay. I’ve kissed a boy, and that’s it.”

“You’ve never...” Jeremy waved his hand at Donnie’s dick.

“No, I haven’t had sex with a man.”

“Oh.” Jeremy chuckled, causing Donnie to frown then suddenly grinned.

“Yeah. You’ll have to teach me.”

“I’m sure I can show you what to do. You’ll need lube.”

Donnie leaned closer, whispering, “I’ve had anal sex with women.”

“Not that I want to hear about what you’ve done with women, but that means you know what to do.” Jeremy grinned widely. “Great.”

Donnie also grinned. “So, you want to have sex with me?”

“Maybe. Someday.” Jeremy shrugged, leaning away, picking up the menu on the table and glancing over the top of it at Donnie.

“Maybe. One day?” Donnie arched his brow, smirking.

“Shut it. I’m still adjusting to all this. It’s not every day the vampire that saves your life turns out to be the only man you’ll ever have sex with again?”

Donnie sat up straight, a frown marring his features. “You want to fuck other men?”

Jeremy lowered the menu, staring at Donnie with his mouth open. “What? No! I was just trying to explain...” Jeremy dropped the menu, staring at Donnie. “You know what? No, I don’t. I’ve got a hand and plenty of lube.”

“That’s good to know.”

“Just order,” Jeremy told him, picking up the menu and looking at it.

Donnie leaned back, watching Jeremy. The way his eyes flickered over the page, his teeth biting his bottom lip. Those same vivid green eyes kept glancing at him, and Donnie moved closer, needing to close the distance between them.

He heard Jeremy’s intake of breath, then did the same thing when Jeremy’s hand slid up his thigh. He glanced at him and their eyes caught and held. His body swayed towards Jeremy’s.

“You’ll show me everything I need to know to make you happy.”

“Yes,” Jeremy breathed out, his eyes falling to Donnie’s lips.

Donnie’s hand came up, cupping Jeremy’s cheeks. Sudden laughter caused them to jerk apart, and Donnie remembered where they were. A pub wasn’t the place he wanted to be right at that moment.

Coughing, Donnie cleared his throat. “Want to order?”

“I could eat.”

They smiled at each other, and within a few minutes, they’d ordered and sat with a drink. Donnie was relaxing when Jeremy asked, “Does it hurt when you bite someone?”

If he wanted their relationship to work, then he needed to be honest with Jeremy. “If I want it to, yes. With you, never.”

Jeremy looked away. “So, you want to, you know, drink my blood.”

“Fuck, yes.” He sat closer and lowered his voice. “When I’m in you, or you’re in me. I’ll most definitely want to sink my fangs in.” He reached forward, his finger tracing over Jeremy’s neck where his blood pumped. “Right here. When we are as close as can physically be. I’ll sink them in and drink your blood as we move together, and we’ll both enjoy it.”

“Oh,” Jeremy whispered a little breathlessly. 

Donnie noticed the faint stain on his cheeks, the slight increase in his pulse and the way his chest moved as he panted. Jeremy liked the idea. He might be scared, but he wasn’t completely against Donnie feeding from him.

“I can make it so pleasurable for you, Jeremy, so intense, but only when you’re ready.”

Jeremy gulped. “How often will you need to feed?”

Leaning back, Donnie said, “That depends on how much energy I expend. Usually once a week or so.”

“How are you feeding now?”

Donnie sighed. “Blood banks mainly and before you...”

“Women.” Jeremy nodded. “I get it, I do. I don’t have to like it.”

“Just like I don’t have to like Patrick. We both have a past.”

Their food arrived, and they both tucked in. They talked about their families, and Donnie laughed at the tales Jeremy told him about his childhood and his brother, Colin. He’d grown up in a loving and supportive family. 

As they were finishing their food, Donnie’s cell rang, and he glanced at the screen before answering it. “Chester. What’s up?”

“I need you back. Fires in Cali have gotten out of control. We’re needed there to help civilians out of the immediate danger zone.”

“Right. I’m on my way.”

“Got a helicopter gearing up for you to bring you in.”

“Okay.”

He hung up, and Jeremy asked, “You need to go?”

“Yeah. Fires in Cali.”

Jeremy nodded. “Go.”

“I’ll stay in touch.” Donnie stood as he spoke, leaning over Jeremy and kissing him quickly.

“Be safe,” Jeremy whispered against his lips.

Staring down at him, Donnie smiled. “I will. I have someone to come home to.”

He jogged from the pub and jumped in his Jeep, driving towards the nearest airstrip. His body was leaving Jeremy, but his heart was staying.

❊❊❊

By the time Rescue Inc. arrived at base camp, the fires were well-established. They checked in and were assigned to a division and told what radio channel they would be utilizing. Information was passed on regarding the wind strength and direction and what the weather was doing, the direction the fire was heading in and what they would need to do.

Donnie approached the block where the houses they were defending were located and helped people to leave the area. Once civilians had been cleared from the immediate danger zone, he joined the firefighters and grabbed any fire hose he could and sprayed the properties down, trying to make them too wet for any flying embers that landed to start a fire. It never ceased to surprise Donnie the number of fires started by flying embers.

As the fire approached, the area took on a surreal quality. The smoke filtered the sunlight, creating an eerie landscape. For a moment there was no sound, and then suddenly the roaring flames hit them. Donnie turned and stared at the wall of flames as it approached with some of them reaching up to a hundred feet tall as they burned from the treetops.

It was moving quickly, and he knew they didn’t have much time, and sure enough, the evacuation was called. They gathered what they could and quickly left the area, hearing the sound of explosions as propane tanks blew up. The sound was something he hadn’t heard in a long time and it brought memories of living in the sandbox that was Iraq and Afghanistan.

Once given the all clear, Donnie and his team returned to the same area where they’d stood not so long ago, and he stared around seeing the utter devastation the fire had left in its wake. No remnants remained, just items burnt to white ash that vaguely resembled what it had once been.

Eventually, he was moved to another area and had been there a matter of minutes when the wind shifted, heading towards them. They were in trouble.

The type of fire he was fighting created its own weather, and he was trying to pay attention to the clouds through the columns of smoke. He knew his situation awareness had to be at its highest, and that he had to know they were in a good spot, or if they had to leave the area. 

The shifting wind left them with no option but to use the fire shelter to keep them safe, but it was no guarantee of safety. The team worked quickly, scrambling around to create a clear spot and to deploy the shelter, knowing they had less than a minute before the fire would reach them.

Everyone crawled in, making sure their feet were pointing towards the direction of the fire. Everyone was in contact with one another, squeezed in together in the small space, and silence descended as they waited for it to pass.

They may have been quiet inside the shelter, yet the fire was anything but silent. A raging inferno burned all around them, and Donnie lay squashed between two others, his eyes closed, trying to keep his breathing even.

He could feel the heightened tension in the air like a wave that he could almost reach out and touch. Everyone was scared; it didn’t matter what type of person they were, as the flames approached, and with it possible death, you were scared.

He didn’t know how long they waited, but eventually, the fire passed and he gingerly crawled out of the shelter and stared at the changed landscape around him.

There were still small fires dotted around, but everything else had been destroyed. The trees appeared as burnt toothpicks poking up into the sky, the bushes and flowers that had been dotted around were gone, and the silence that surrounded them was eerie and disconcerting.

He checked in with base camp, and he confirmed they were safe and the direction and speed of the fire so others in its path could be warned.

Donnie didn’t know how long it took or how many men helped, but eventually the fire was brought under some semblance of control. They were cut loose, no longer needed, and Donnie and the rest of Rescue Inc climbed wearily onto the plane and left for home.

He wanted to be back home, and spend about an hour in his shower, scrubbing the fire and dirt from his body. Then he wanted to crawl into his bed and sleep for about a week.

Switching his cell on, it immediately lit up, and he saw multiple messages from Jeremy and typed out a response.

I’m on my way home. The whole team is safe. Miss you.

Seconds later his cell lit up with Jeremy’s response.

  I tried not to worry, but I saw the pictures on the news.

Yeah, it was a bad one, but they have it under control now.

   Okay. Do what you need to do and get in touch with me when you’re available.

Will do. Going home to shower and sleep.

	Do you need to feed?

Donnie grunted and rubbed a hand over his dirty face. Yes, he desperately needed to feed, but he certainly wasn’t going to tell Jeremy that. 

Don’t worry about it. We have provisions back at HQ.

	I’m really glad you’re safe. Go, sleep and I’ll speak to you soon.

Donnie put the cell down and leaned against the window, staring out at the starless night sky, and within seconds, had fallen asleep.

❊❊❊

Jeremy stayed glued to the news, eager to learn anything he could about the fires Donnie was fighting. He chewed his nail watching as forest, buildings and vehicles burned. 

He would never be able to describe the relief he felt when Donnie finally made contact with him. His whole body had sucked in on itself, and his head had dropped as he gripped the cell tightly in his hand. His eyes teared up, and he blinked rapidly, surprised at the depth of the emotion that coursed through his body.

He barely knew the vampire, but the connection was there, getting stronger with time, and a small part of him wanted Donnie to come home to him where he could take care of him and watch over him as he slept and recovered.

He stood and paced the small hotel room, unable to sit still even though he knew Donnie was safe. He needed to physically see him, to touch him, and then he’d know Donnie was in one piece.

Grabbing his cell, he quickly sent a message to Donnie. 

When you’re back home, tell me where you live, and I’ll come to see you.

He knew Donnie wouldn’t read the message straight away. He was certain by now that Donnie would be asleep, the stress and tiredness of the past few days pushing him over the edge and into oblivion. No doubt right now his body needed that. Jeremy could well imagine what Donnie had gone through the last few days and it wasn’t anywhere close to the reality of the situation.

Watching a fire on the news was nothing compared to being up close and fighting one, trying to protect people and their properties, or protecting yourself.

He slumped on the bed, dropping his head into his hands and let all the pent-up emotion out, the tears sliding down his cheeks.

He didn’t know how long he sat there crying, but eventually, he felt a sense of peace come over him, and he wrapped his arms around his stomach. He fell back on the bed and stared up at the ceiling before pushing up and crawling towards the headboard, resting his head on the pillow.

He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, his eyes itchy and his throat raw, and he followed Donnie into sleep.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

A knock on the front door caused Donnie to scramble to his feet. He rushed over to it, opening it wide and staring at the man who stood before him. Jeremy had come just like he said he would.

He stepped back, closing his eyes. He knew what color they would be, could feel the emotions running through him. And he hid them because he didn’t want to frighten his mate.

He let Jeremy enter his home before closing the door quietly behind him. Jeremy dropped his bag to the floor and shoved his hands into his pockets, rocking on his feet, the nerves evident as he bit his lip and glanced around.

All Donnie wanted to do that second was pull Jeremy into his arms and hold him tight, inhale his scent and take it deep into his lungs where it would never leave. The connection strummed between them, and he knew Jeremy felt it too from the glances he kept giving him and the blush that covered his cheeks.

His heart hammered in his chest, and he panted, his hands forming fists as he fought to stay in control and stop himself from lunging at Jeremy and taking what he wanted.

But Jeremy had other ideas.

He turned and closed the distance between them. He reached up and grabbing the back of Donnie’s head, pulling him down. Their lips slammed together, and Donnie moaned when Jeremy’s tongue licked his lips, and he opened them eagerly, their tongues touching. 

Their tongues dueled and twisted together, sliding across one another as Jeremy took complete control of their heated kiss.

Donnie’s back hit the front door and he groaned, his hands reaching forward and gripping Jeremy’s hips, bringing their groins together so he could rub against Jeremy’s hard dick.

Donnie slid his hands up Jeremy’s sides, and when he reached his shoulders, he gripped Jeremy’s coat and pushed it off. Jeremy shrugged his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor where it hit with a dull thud.

Donnie switched their positions, pushing Jeremy against the door, and his hand slid back down Jeremy’s back, gripping him beneath his ass, lifting him up. Jeremy wrapped his legs around his waist and the kiss intensified, deepening, tongue and teeth and lips involved as they practically ate each other, breathing as one.

Breaking the kiss, Jeremy begged, “Please.”

Donnie knew what he wanted, and it surprised him. After everything Jeremy had said to him, the last thing he expected was for him to turn up here and want sex.

“You sure you want this?” He had to ask. He had to be certain that he wasn’t taking advantage because god knew how much he wanted to feel Jeremy’s naked skin slide against his.

Jeremy stared him straight in the eyes. “Please, Donnie. I want you.”

Donnie inhaled shakily. “Jesus, Jeremy.”

He stepped away from the door, keeping a tight hold of his prize, and climbed the stairs. When he reached his bedroom, he kicked open the door, rushing over to the bed and dropping down on it on top of Jeremy. They kissed again, and Donnie couldn’t get enough.

They rolled on the bed, Donnie on top first and then Jeremy, mouths still fused together. They pulled at each other’s clothes, taking them off until, eventually, they were naked.

Skin against skin, their bodies slid together as sweat covered them, causing them both to moan.

For Donnie, this was the first time he’d been with a man this way, and when he was finally back on top, he sat up and stared down at the man below him.

All that pale skin was visible to his eyes, a small spattering of dark hair across his chest that trailed down to his groin, the definition in his body, the muscles on show, smaller than his own, but showing Donnie that he lay with a man and not a woman.

He stared at Jeremy’s dick, long and hard, curving to the right with precome dripping from the slit. This was the first time Donnie had been up close and personal to another man’s dick, and he knew at some point he’d have it in his mouth and ass. The thought didn’t worry him even though Jeremy wasn’t small. He wasn’t as thick as Donnie, but he was definitely longer. 

His fingers traced over Jeremy’s skin, watching goosebumps appear in their wake, and for once, Donnie didn’t know what to do or where to begin. Overwhelmed with the enormity of the moment, he simply stared.

Jeremy sat up tangling his hands in Donnie’s short hair and brought their lips together, lying back down and pulling Donnie with him. Donnie went willingly, shivering when Jeremy’s palms slid down his back, cupping his ass then gripping the firm cheeks.

Groaning, Donnie rolled them so Jeremy was on top and he could stare up into his green eyes, seeing the blown pupils and the flush that covered his cheeks. He lifted his hand and traced his fingertips over Jeremy’s face, and Jeremy turned his head to place a kiss in the palm of his hand.

Suddenly, Jeremy grinned and dropped a quick kiss to his lips then moved down his body. He stopped at his neck sucking up a mark and biting the flesh there, and Donnie groaned, his hips jerking up. Fuck, he wanted Jeremy to bite him. 

Jeremy moved further down, and when he reached Donnie’s nipples, Donnie’s body tensed in anticipation of what he would do, and Jeremy didn’t disappoint. He licked across one, flicking the hard nub with his tongue. Donnie gasped, his body jerking in reaction, and when Jeremy sucked the nipple into his mouth, he groaned loudly, his fingers tangling in Jeremy’s hair, holding him to his chest.

Jeremy sucked and bit Donnie’s nipple until it was red, and then he moved onto Donnie’s other one, giving it the same treatment. Donnie’s dick was hard, precome sliding down the shaft, and he was desperate for Jeremy to touch it, to lick and suck it, but he could wait. This was Jeremy’s time.

When Jeremy finally moved from Donnie’s nipples, they were a deep red and hard and sensitive. He moved down Donnie’s body, licking the skin, sucking the flesh into his mouth and biting it gently, leaving his mark, and Donnie knew he’d wear them with pride. His mate was marking him, leaving his ownership for all to see.

Donnie jerked every time, his body shuddering from the onslaught of sensations of pleasure that Jeremy was bringing it. He’d heard that sex between mates was the most amazingly erotic experience, but to actually feel it? Every sexual encounter before paled into insignificance with what he experienced at that moment with Jeremy. It was like his body had been made for Jeremy and Jeremy alone, and he knew exactly how to play it, how to touch and kiss and caress it to make Donnie’s body sing.

When Jeremy finally made it down to Donnie’s dick, he glanced up at him through his thick, dark lashes, kissed the head, then moved to the side, licking across to his hip, and ignoring it completely. Donnie groaned in frustration, clenching the sheets in his hands, and begged, “Please.”

He heard Jeremy chuckle as he moved further down, pushing Donnie’s legs up and out. He licked across his nuts, and Donnie cried out and grabbed the back of his thighs in his hands, opening himself up further for Jeremy to explore, touch, kiss.

Suddenly, wet heat encased one of his balls and he was certain he was going to shoot. They pulled up so tight to his body that Donnie knew it wouldn’t take much for him to come.

Jeremy must have sensed this because his finger traced down his crease, and he gently rubbed the skin between his balls and his hole. Jeremy moved to his other ball, sucking it into his mouth and lavishing it with attention while his fingers circled the outside of Donnie’s hole, teasing it, not quite touching it.

More sweat broke out over Donnie’s skin and heat flushed through him, causing him to shiver with need. He needed to come, he was so close, but Jeremy seemed content to keep him right on the edge and not let him fall over into sweet oblivion.

“Please,” he begged again, his voice hoarse with lust, and this time, Jeremy took pity on him.

He lunged up, sucking the head of his dick into his mouth and Donnie came, arching back, body bowed with the intensity of his orgasm. He repeatedly shot into Jeremy’s mouth, and he knew words fell from his mouth, but couldn’t recall what he said.

When he finally fell back onto the bed, he lay gasping, sweat trickling down the sides of his body and face, skin hot and flushed. Jeremy moved back down and licked his hole, moaning.

“You taste good, Donnie. Can’t wait to fuck you with my tongue.”

Donnie whimpered, his body shuddering. He’d never had it done to him and hadn’t been sure how he’d feel about it, but every time Jeremy’s tongue slid over his hole, he wanted more. He just wasn’t sure if he could take more.

The tip of Jeremy’s tongue circled his hole, smoothing over the wrinkled flesh. He moved back up to Donnie’s balls, licking between them and up his half hard shaft, then reversed direction, moving back down to circle his hole again. Jeremy was teasing him, teasing him with what was to come, and Donnie’s body tensed, waiting for that moment when Jeremy’s tongue pushed deep inside.

That wicked tongue flicked across his hole, then circled, then licked, and Donnie moaned with every single touch. Indescribable pleasure centered on that one small part of his body and his legs shook where he held them up in the air.

After God only knows how long, the tip of Jeremy’s tongue pushed into his hole, then withdrew. It circled him again, licking and sucking on the flesh before pushing back in and wriggling a little.

He felt Jeremy’s hands push his legs further apart, and he suddenly realized how exposed he was, how much of his body Jeremy could see, but he didn’t care. Jeremy was making him feel emotions he had never felt before, and he wanted it to go on and on, and never stop.

Jeremy’s tongue was now sliding in and out, still just the tip, but enough for Donnie to feel it and moan with every slide.

“Love fucking you with my tongue.”

Donnie tensed again, waiting for Jeremy, and suddenly his tongue slid all the way in. “Fuck!” Donnie cried out.

Jeremy fucked him with his tongue, moving it in and out, and Donnie felt the muscles in his ass stretch to accommodate. Jeremy kept fucking him with it, and then suddenly something else touched him and slid in.

“It’s just a finger, nothing more until you’re ready,” Jeremy assured him, and Donnie released the breath he hadn’t been aware he was holding.

As his finger moved in and out, Jeremy still licked around it, kissing and sucking and again marking him until suddenly a second finger slid in.

Jeremy stopped, pausing to give him a chance to relax around his fingers and then he moved them until they found what Jeremy was looking for and he rubbed it, hard.

Donnie’s hips shot off the bed and he cried out, squeezing his eyes shut, bliss flowing from his hole up through his body. “Oh my god,” he cried out, his hips still humping the air with every swipe of Jeremy’s fingers on his hot spot.

God, he’d read about it and had wondered what it would feel like, but nothing came close to the sensations having it caressed brought in Donnie.

Lost in the sensation that Jeremy was causing him, Donnie was unaware that a third finger had been pushed in until Jeremy moved up, kissing his belly and murmured against his skin, “Three fingers now.”

Donnie grunted in surprise. “Three?”

“Are you ready for my dick in your ass?”

Donnie looked up into Jeremy’s eyes and slowly nodded. He reached over and pulled the drawer and handed Jeremy a bottle of lube.

“Condom?”

“We don’t need them.”

Jeremy frowned down at him. “Yes, we do.”

“We don’t, Jeremy. Vampires don’t pass on human diseases. Please, believe me. I would never put you in any danger.”

Jeremy continued to stare down at him and eventually nodded and took the lube from him. 

Donnie watched Jeremy coat his dick and rub some around his hole, his fingers pushing it in, and he held his breath when Jeremy moved between his legs.

He felt the spongy head of Jeremy’s cock press against his hole and push in steadily until the head popped through. Jeremy paused, watching his face, and Donnie grunted at the sting.

“Breathe, Donnie.”

Jeremy didn’t take his eyes from Donnie, watching him as he pushed in, not stopping until his balls touched Donnie’s ass. He held still, waiting for Donnie to adjust.

When Donnie relaxed, he nodded at Jeremy and Jeremy said, “I’m gonna fuck you now.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

God, the feeling of being inside Donnie was almost too much, and Jeremy gritted his teeth, struggling to hold back his orgasm. Hot and tight, Donnie’s ass fit him like a glove, the muscles clenching around him. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to gain some semblance of control.

“God,” he whimpered, pulling out slowly and feeling the muscles tighten around him.

“Fuck me, Jeremy.”

He lowered until he lay on top of Donnie, their bodies touching, and pushed back in, the heat encasing him. He knew he wasn’t going to last long.

Patrick had never let him top even though Jeremy switched. At first, he’d gone along with it, positive that at some point he’d be able to fuck Patrick, but that time had never come. The sex had simply been a means of control for Patrick. His way of letting Jeremy know he was in charge.

Donnie was different. He’d let Jeremy take control and hadn’t tried to take it away, and now here he was, sliding in and out of Donnie’s body, loving the feeling of Donnie grasping his hard length.

He threaded his fingers through Donnie’s hair, gripping it tight, and pulled his head back. Jeremy could see a red glow in his gray eyes, the flush that covered Donnie’s skin, sweat beading his brow, and he lent down, licking across his lips before pushing his tongue in.

Donnie met him halfway, the kiss hard and savage, both consumed with passion. Donnie’s hands roamed up and down his back and settled on his ass, gripping the globes. He wrapped his legs around Jeremy’s waist, making Jeremy whimper. Donnie was arching up, meeting every thrust and Jeremy lost all sense of time. Donnie had his full attention, the way he felt, the way he smelled, the way his body moved with Jeremy’s.

Jeremy didn’t want this moment to end. It was perfect, the way they moved together, the way they kissed and touched each other.

Jeremy had never had this type of connection with any man before and the sex was off the scale. He knew it was because he was with this vampire. His mate.

Of all the articles he’d read on the Internet, the one thing they all repeated was the connection. The physical connection was greater with a mate than with anyone else.

The way their bodies were in tune with each other, how a single touch could bring immeasurable pleasure. A mate simply knew how to touch, where to touch, and Jeremy was experiencing that for himself.

Donnie’s body had been made just for him, the way his ass grabbed his dick, the smell and touch of his skin, and the lips that knew exactly where to kiss. That tongue knowing where to lick, the teeth knowing where to bite.

“I’m close,” Donnie whimpered, his eyes a bright, vivid red, shining brightly as he stared up at Jeremy.

Jeremy leaned on one arm, moving his hand between their bodies, and wrapped it around Donnie’s cock. He slid his thumb over the flared head, wet with copious amounts of precome, and rubbed it over, smearing it. He stroked Donnie’s dick, making sure his thumb rubbed under the nerves beneath the head.

The length hardened even more, and Jeremy knew he was about to come, and within seconds Donnie cried out, his body arching up off the bed, his back bowed and his head pushing back into the pillow. Jeremy was captivated by the sight of Donnie in the throes of his orgasm, his face grimaced with passion, his body shuddering as his orgasm took over.

Donnie’s hole clenched on Jeremy’s dick, and Jeremy fought for control, holding still and panting harshly. His sweat dripped onto Donnie and he clenched his fist, dropping his head and groaning into the pillow. He was going to come, he couldn’t stop it, that tingly feeling wrapping around his groin and shooting up his spine. 

He let go of all control and pounded into Donnie’s tight ass. After a few thrusts, he came, ropes of come pulsing from his dick and filling Donnie, marking him. He lost control of his body and his hips jerking erratically, and Jeremy cried out, his eyes squeezing shut as lightning shot through him.

It was indescribable, the pleasure he felt, the bliss that flowed through him. His body shook, his heart beating rapidly, and Jeremy groaned loudly. 

When his orgasm finally eased, Jeremy slumped on top of Donnie, feeling his arms tighten around him. He turned his head into the crook of Donnie’s neck and breathed him in, that unique scent that was all Donnie.

It took him a minute or so before he was able to lift his head and look down into Donnie’s beautiful grey eyes. There were still slivers of red through them, and Jeremy lifted a hand and traced the skin under his eye.

The quick glance down showed Donnie’s fangs had extended and Jeremy lifted his hand from Donnie’s face and traced over the side of his neck, frowning when he felt nothing there.

“You didn’t bite me?” he asked, still rubbing the side of his neck.

“No.”

Jeremy furrowed his brow. “Why not?”

Donnie sighed and glanced away, rolling his head to the side, avoiding Jeremy’s gaze. “I wasn’t sure if you’re ready or not.”

“I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t ready.” He continued to watch Donnie and added, “Do it now.”

Donnie shook his head and looked back at him. “For the bond to take, I need to be having sex with you.”

Jeremy grinned. “Guess we’ll be having a lot of sex then.”

Donnie raised his eyebrows in surprise, his lips parting on a soft gasp. “You positive?” When Jeremy nodded, Donnie added, “You’ve read what will happen? You know the outcome?”

Jeremy nodded again, grinning down at him. “Yes, I do. Am I scared? Sure I am. You know about Patrick, and you know what I have experienced, but when I thought about what could’ve happened to you with the fire, I knew I had to take that chance. Can’t risk losing you when I’ve just found you.”

Donnie shook his head slightly, a frown on his face. “But you seemed so unsure, so scared.”

“And like I said, I’m still scared, but when I saw the news, and I knew what you were facing, I knew I had to take a chance because the thought of losing you...”

Donnie’s hands lifted and framed Jeremy’s face. “You’re certain? Absolutely positively certain?”

“Who are you trying to convince here?”

“Just want to make sure because there is no going back once I do this. I want you in my life, Jeremy. I have from the first moment I saw you. You’re the other half of me, that one person I’ve been waiting for all of my life and I need you to be sure because if we do this and you realize you’ve made a mistake, I don’t think I could carry on. I don’t know if I...” Donnie trailed off and looked away, closing his eyes.

Jeremy touched the side of his face and pulled it back around to his. “Open your eyes, Donnie.” When he finally did, Jeremy said, “I am absolutely one hundred percent certain I want to do this, and I really want you to fuck me.”

❊❊❊

Donnie stared into Jeremy’s eyes, seeing the sincerity there. He lifted his arms, his hands gripping Jeremy’s biceps, and he rolled them over, so he was on top.

Jeremy gasped and then chuckled beneath him. “Now?”

Donnie grinned down at him. “Now.”

“You don’t want to clean up first?” Jeremy arched a brow at him.

Shaking his head, Donnie said, “Why? We’re only going to get dirty again, and I like getting you dirty.”

Chuckling, Jeremy pulled Donnie’s head down to his, and they kissed, slowly at first, a simple slide of lips across lips.

“I love the way you make me feel,” Jeremy whispered.

“All the time, baby. All the time,” Donna replied, licking across Jeremy’s lips. 

He sucked Jeremy’s lip into his mouth, biting it gently and then soothing the brief pang of pain. Jeremy gasped, his eyes widening and Donnie grinned, kissing him again. Jeremy opened his mouth, and Donnie’s tongue slid in, and they kissed, dirty, open-mouthed kisses.

Donnie groaned, his eyes closing, feeling the connection between them at a deeper level. His body shivered as the emotions rolled through him and he felt Jeremy’s hands grip his shoulders before sliding around him and pulling him down.

“Me too,” Jeremy muttered in between kisses.

Jeremy wrapped his legs around his waist and broke away from the kiss again, staring intently into Donnie’s eyes. “Fuck me,” he whispered.

He reached for the lube and passed it to Donnie and Donnie stared at it in his hand, clueless. “Oh.”

He sat up, flicked the lid on the bottle and poured some onto his fingers before dropping it on the bed. He rubbed his fingers together and watched Jeremy lift his legs, grabbing behind his thighs and parting them, exposing his hole to Donnie’s hungry gaze. He bit his lip, watching the hole pulse.

“Two fingers. I can take two fingers.”

Donnie nodded and leaned down, rubbing two fingers around Donnie’s hole and then pushing them in, glancing up at Jeremy and watching his face. He didn’t want to cause Jeremy any pain.

He fucked Jeremy with his fingers, sliding them in and out of his ass and then remembered what Jeremy had done to him. He twisted them around searching until he found a little bump. “Aha!”

He rubbed the pads of his fingers over it, and Jeremy cried out. “Ugh. Just there!”

He kept working the area until Jeremy’s body was a shuddering mess beneath him and slowly eased another finger into Jeremy’s ass, twisting and stretching the muscles and widening it to take his dick.

He kept his eyes on Jeremy’s face, watching the emotions that fluttered across it. A deep blush covered his skin and when their eyes met, Donnie could see the blown pupils, the green color almost gone.

When he felt Jeremy was good and stretched, he removed his fingers and lubed up his dick. He moved in between Jeremy’s spread thighs and rubbed the head over his hole, watching it push out to meet him.

He eased in, gasping at the tight, wet heat. As soon as the head popped past the muscles, he stopped, gripping the sheets in his hands as he fought for control. Shit, it was so tight and hot.

His arms trembled as they held him up off the bed, and he closed his eyes, panting rapidly. He could feel Jeremy’s nails digging into his arms, feel his legs tighten around his waist, trying to pull him down, and he went easily, his body lying on top of Jeremy’s.

He dropped his head next to Jeremy’s and kissed his neck as he slowly pushed the rest of the way in until his balls hit Jeremy’s ass.

He again stopped, panting and giving Jeremy the chance to adjust. When he felt the muscles loosen, he pulled out and pushed back in, moaning at the feeling of being inside Jeremy’s ass. He never wanted to leave.

Donnie started off slowly, enjoying the sensation of being encased in Jeremy’s ass, the clench of his muscles as his dick moved in and out, the heat enveloping him every time he was balls deep.

He knew it wouldn’t last, knew at some point he’d need more, and it appeared that Jeremy felt the same. “Faster, harder. Make me feel you,” Jeremy ordered, his feet pushing into Donnie’s ass and encouraging him to move.

Donnie did, and within seconds, he was pounding into Jeremy, grunting with every thrust. His gums tingled and his fangs, which hadn’t gone away, dropped down further, and he groaned with the need to sink them deep into Jeremy’s neck and taste his blood.

Jeremy sensed this, his eyes locking onto Donnie’s. “Do it. Bite me.” He turned his head to the side, exposing his neck, and Donnie lunged forward, slicing through the skin and sinking them in deep. He felt Jeremy jerk beneath him and then cry out, his body shuddering. Donnie felt the wetness between them, the muscles squeezing his dick and knew that Jeremy had come as he’d intended.

The blood flowed into his mouth, and he swallowed once, and felt their bond deepen, intensify, and he knew that only death would break it.

The scent of Jeremy’s come and the bond snapping into place between them tipped Donnie over the edge. He came hard, crying out as his dick pulsed in Jeremy’s ass, filling it with his come, marking him inside and out.

He nuzzled Jeremy’s neck, licking up the blood that flowed from the holes his fangs created. He licked it several times until they sealed shut and he dropped his head next to Jeremy’s, both of them panting in the aftermath of intense orgasms.

He felt Jeremy swallow. “I can feel you,” he whispered in awe.

“Yeah.”

Donnie felt Jeremy in a way that no words could describe. Saying Jeremy was a part of him didn’t begin to cover the depth of emotions inside him. 

He rolled to one side, being careful not to hurt Jeremy as he slid free. He knew they were a mess and needed a shower, but he wanted to spend a few more minutes enjoying the closeness. He pulled Jeremy closer, snuggling in, and Jeremy chuckled, wrapping his arms around Donnie. 

“I can’t describe it,” Jeremy whispered.

“Me either. It’s like you’re a part of me but not at the same time. I’m aware of you, but...” Donnie sighed. “I don’t have the words to explain it.”

Jeremy nodded. “Together but apart. Like we’re us, but you’re you, and I’m me.” Jeremy frowned. “No, I think that’s a shitty explanation. Let me try... I can feel you, sense you. I could close my eyes and know where you are and what you were feeling, but I’m separate too.”

“I think that’s close enough.”

They lay together in a comfortable silence until Jeremy muttered, “I can feel you.”

Sighing happily, Donnie snuggled closer. “Me too.”

“Really?”

“Didn’t we just discuss this?”

“Okay, let me rephrase it. Can you really feel my come trickling from your ass?”

Donnie’s eyes blinked open, and he lifted his head to stare down at Jeremy. “Oh, I see.”

“Shower?”

“And more fun?” Donnie waggled his eyebrows, causing Jeremy to snort out a laugh.

“Come on. Let’s clean up so we can get dirty again.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Jeremy padded around Donnie's home, his cell clasped in his hand. Donnie had left two days previously to help find a missing family. He could get a sense of Donnie's unease and knew something had happened that put Donnie on edge.

What it was, he didn't know, and Donnie hadn't called, so Jeremy could only guess. He hated not knowing why his mate felt this way. His mate. Even now, thinking about it made Jeremy smile. His mate.

He didn't want to call and interrupt him, especially if something serious had occurred. He knew Donnie needed to focus on the job at hand, so he tried to send him positive emotions.

He dropped on to the sofa and chuckled. He had no idea what the fuck he was doing. Sending positive emotions? He dropped his head back and sighed deeply. If only they knew of another mated couple, then it wouldn't feel as if they were stumbling along. It wasn't like there was a handbook for the newly mated. Newly mated. The Complete Guide to Eternal Happiness.

The one positive that had come out of their mating was the sex. It was un-fucking-believable!

Donnie had fucked him on every flat surface in the house, and he'd loved every single second of it. Especially the time he'd fucked Donnie over the table. Just looking at it caused his cheeks to flood with heat and his dick to harden in his jeans. 

Glancing at said table, Jeremy smiled. When Donnie came home, they'd be doing that again. And that was another thing. He now thought of Donnie's house as home. He was practically living there. He'd even left the hotel and brought all his belongings over. 

When Donnie had seen all his stuff, he'd grinned and fucked Jeremy within an inch of his life. The thing was, a part of him felt like they were rushing, that it was all moving too fast and Jeremy was scrambling to catch up. His heart and body knew what it wanted, but his mind was slower to get on board. It was more than likely due to what he'd suffered at the hands of Patrick.

Patrick, the man who'd messaged him that very morning just to say hello. How the hell had he gotten his number? He knew for a fact that none of his friends or family would have given it to him. He'd moved over a thousand miles away to escape him, and now, here he was.

Just thinking about him brought Jeremy out in a cold sweat, his stomach churning and his heart pounding in his chest. The fear, the ever-present fear he'd felt with Patrick came rushing back and Jeremy almost crumbled under the weight of it.

Why? Why now? Shit, had he found him? Was Patrick looking for him right now, wanting him back? No way was Jeremy going back to him, not after everything he'd suffered at his hands. 

He had Donnie, his mate, and he couldn't leave him even if he wanted to, and he didn't. The few days they'd spent together before he'd left had been some of the best in Jeremy's life. He wanted more. He wanted everything.

His cell beeped again, and the same number that Patrick had used appeared on the screen. Jeremy's hand shook when he reached for it, and he stared at the screen until it faded to black. Should he look at it? Did he want to read what Patrick had sent him?

Groaning, he shook his head. He needed to know what Patrick wanted and yet he didn't want to look. This man had caused him years of pain and misery before he'd finally escaped.

He opened his cell and glanced over the message then dropped it quickly, lifting a trembling hand to his mouth.

I want you back.

That was it. Four little words that crashed around in Jeremy's head. They echoed through the room as if Patrick was standing in front of him, shouting them at him. No. No, it couldn't be possible. Not after all this time had passed. Patrick must have moved on.

The cell beeped again, the screen lighting up with the same number. Jeremy stepped back, moving away, shaking his head. He swallowed hard, squeezing his eyes shut and breathing deeply. Patrick didn't know where he was. He was safe, and he had his mate now.

He was safe.

Reaching out, he grabbed the cell and read the message.

You're mine, Jeremy. We belong together.

"No, we fucking don't," he muttered in the quiet room. "No, never."

It went again, and the message appeared. 

I'll find you, Jeremy. Always mine.

"No!" Jeremy screamed at the cell. "Never!"

Breathing harshly, he threw the cell on the sofa and glared at it. "No," he muttered. "No."

When it beeped again, Jeremy left the room, walking into the kitchen to make a coffee. His hands shook and he clenched them tightly, breathing harshly. He'd ignore the messages. Patrick didn't know where he was. He couldn't. He'd left nothing behind to tell Patrick of his plans.

He knew his parents wouldn't say a word. They hated Patrick, as did his brother, Colin. His brother had wanted to hunt Patrick down and give him the beating he deserved, but Jeremy had warned him off. The last thing he'd needed was his brother arrested. Not when he was recovering from the abuse.

Even from the kitchen, he could hear his cell beeping as messages kept coming in. True to form. Patrick battered you until you gave in. With his words and his fists.

Did he say anything to Donnie? Their relationship was so new, and he didn't want to say anything that would jeopardize it.

When it rang, Jeremy jumped and slowly walked over to where his cell lay on the sofa. Seeing Donnie's number made him cry out, and he rushed forward, grabbing the cell and answering his call.

"Donnie." He sighed in relief. His mate.

"Hey, babe. I'm heading home." Donnie sounded happy.

Jeremy dropped onto the sofa, a huge weight lifting from him. "Good, I've missed you. How did it go?"

"We found them, and they're recovering in the hospital. How are you?"

Smiling, Jeremy answered. "Better now I've spoken to you."

"Positive, babe? I keep getting these strange sensations."

"No, really, I'm good." He needed to learn how to block them better. Donnie didn’t need to be distracted when working. "Just really happy you're coming home."

"I'll be there in a few hours. I'll call you when I land."

"I'll be waiting."

"Be ready for me," Donnie muttered with a growl in his voice that went straight to Jeremy's dick.

"Definitely." God, he needed Donnie. Needed to feel him close, covering him with his hard body, making him soar to heights he'd never experienced before. Only with Donnie.

His body reacted to the sensations he felt coming through to him from Donnie. He'd gotten used to them being in the background, but now they came out to the front, and Jeremy groaned.

"I feel it too, babe. Not long and I'll be home. Gotta go. Be ready for me. It'll be hard and fast, babe."

The call ended, and Jeremy palmed his hard, aching cock. He couldn't wait to feel Donnie pounding into him. He'd missed his touch, his smell, and with that thought, Jeremy jumped up and went to the bedroom to get ready.

❊❊❊

Donnie rolled his neck from side to side, attempting to ease the stiffness out of it. He hadn’t slept in close to forty hours. They’d found the car of the missing family deep in a snowbank, but it had been empty. 

Fortunately, they had brought Tank and his trusty bloodhound Dodge with them and they’d spent the next few hours searching the surrounding area, looking for the missing family.

When they’d eventually found them, they had been close to hypothermia, wet, and freezing cold. The two young children had been wrapped in blankets by their parents, but it hadn’t been enough to stop them from suffering in the sub-zero temperatures.

They’d been rushed to the nearest hospital, the children close to death, and the entire team had stayed waiting for news. When they’d eventually heard they would survive, the relief had been indescribable.

Now, Donnie and the team sat on their plane, flying home, and he couldn’t wait to hold his mate in his arms. He’d missed him. Missed everything about him, but...

Something was wrong. Donnie could feel it in his chest. He rubbed the ache there, trying to ease it. The sensation had ebbed and flowed, but Donnie didn’t have enough knowledge to know why. He knew when he made it home he would be having a long talk with Jeremy, but first, he needed to talk to Chester. Maybe he knew of another mated couple.

Standing, he walked over to where Chester sat and slumped in the seat next to him. “Have you got a minute?”

Chester opened one eye and squinted at him. “What’s up?”

“It’s about Jeremy.” As he spoke, he rubbed his chest.

“Is he alright?” Chester now had both eyes open.

“I don’t know. I don’t know shit about how this is supposed to work.” Donnie shook his head. “He’s feeling something. Makes me feel strange. I’d say he was scared, but I have no fucking clue.”

“And you want to know if I know another mated couple.”

“Yeah.”

“Not anyone close, but I can speak to my parents. They might know a couple.” Chester shrugged. “It’s rare, we both know that. Even rarer when one is human.”

Donnie sighed, closing his eyes. “I know. I feel like I’m walking through this blind.” Opening them, he stared at Chester. “I know when he’s near or what direction he’s in. I can sense his emotions, but they’re muted, and so it’s difficult to know if I’m interpreting them correctly.”

“It’s all trial and error until we find someone you can talk to.”

“Yeah.” Donnie sighed the word.

“Wish I could help you more, D.”

Donnie nodded. “I’ll speak to him when we get home.”

“How does it feel?”

Donnie glanced over at Chester. “Being mated?”

“Yeah.”

He smiled, remembering. “It’s strange at first. You’re so used to feeling only your emotions, and then suddenly there’s another person’s.” He shook his head. “Scary, but amazing. It brings a whole new meaning to the word ‘close.’ I can feel him, here.” Donnie rubbed his chest. “He’s the most important person. I’d die for him. And the sex is off the chart, seriously. His feelings take mine higher. Every touch…” Donnie shook his head. “It is so hard to describe, but I know I’m not alone, and that is comforting, knowing he is there.”

Chester nodded, glancing away. “I can’t wait to find mine,” he whispered.

“You will. I did and so will you.”

Chester gave him a small smile. “You give me hope that I will.”

Donnie didn’t say anything else, and they flew the rest of the way home in a comfortable silence. If anyone deserved to find a mate, it was Chester, and Donnie hoped it would happen soon. Chester deserved to be happy.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

 

Donnie slammed the door shut behind him, grabbing Jeremy and slamming their lips together. Jeremy parted his lips, and Donnie groaned when their tongues touched. He’d dreamed of tasting Jeremy, of holding and touching him.

He pushed him up against the wall and kicked his legs apart, pushing his hips into the gap and grinding their hard dicks together.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you,” he muttered in between kisses.

Jeremy moaned, his head tilting to the side and Donnie slid his fangs over the skin. He needed to feed, but he wanted to do it while pounding Jeremy’s tight ass.

“Please,” Jeremy panted out.

He leaned back and ripped Jeremy’s shirt, the buttons pinging off. Jeremy shrugged it off and let it fall to the floor. Fisting a hand in Jeremy’s hair, he pulled his head back and licked down his neck. At the base, he sucked hard, leaving a mark on the pale skin and grinned at the stamp of ownership.

Moving further down, he sucked a nipple into his mouth, feeling Jeremy’s body shudder. He flicked his tongue over it, loving how hard it went. Gripping it in his teeth, he glanced up at Jeremy, their eyes meeting.

He pulled away without releasing it, stretching his nipple. Jeremy gasped. Releasing it, Donnie tweaked it with his thumb and finger. “So sensitive,” he whispered against Jeremy’s skin.

He kissed his way over to the other one and sucked it in, hearing Jeremy moan loudly above him. He stayed there, moving between them, licking and sucking and biting them until they were red and hard.

He rubbed his face in the hairs on Jeremy’s chest, inhaling his unique scent. He’d thought about this the entire time he’d been away. Knew he’d need to be as close as possible when he returned.

His mate. He needed his mate.

It was overwhelming how much he’d needed to be near him, to hear his voice, to see his face. This must be what mates did to one another.

He moved away from Jeremy’s nipples, licking his way down his body. As he dropped down between Jeremy’s feet, he popped the button on his jeans and pulled the zipper down. Watching Jeremy the entire time, he saw the flush develop on his skin, the pupils widen.

Smiling, he pulled the hem of the briefs down, revealing the head on Jeremy’s hard, leaking cock. He licked across it, moaning as the taste of precome burst onto his tongue. Nothing tasted better than Jeremy.

He sucked the head in, closing his eyes and humming. He swirled his tongue around the head as he pulled Jeremy’s jeans and briefs down over his hips and ass.

He gripped his ass cheeks, pulling him closer and taking more of his long cock into his mouth. Holding onto the base, he licked up the shaft, his tongue dipping into the slit, then swallowed him down again. 

When he pulled off, he sucked one of Jeremy’s balls into his mouth, his thumb rubbing the bundle of nerves beneath the mushroomed head. He knew Jeremy loved having his balls played with and Donnie lavished them with attention, moving between them and getting them nice and wet. 

He moved back up, licking along the shaft and sucking the head back into his mouth as he rolled Jeremy’s balls in his hand.

“Oh fuck, Donnie. So close.”

He knew he was. He could feel the balls tighten in his hand, and he sucked harder on Jeremy’s dick, taking him all the way down and humming.

Jeremy cried out, and Donnie felt his dick harden even further. He pulled back and come splashed over Donnie’s tongue. He sucked harder, swallowing everything that Jeremy gave, loving the taste. He never thought he’d be in this position with a man as his mate, but being with Jeremy was easy. Giving Jeremy pleasure was easy because it made him happy seeing his mate satisfied.

He kept swallowing until Jeremy pulled away and he let his dick slip from his mouth. He looked up at him from where he knelt between his legs and smiled at the disheveled look. Jeremy panted above him, his skin covered in a sheen of sweat, and to Donnie, he looked fucking gorgeous.

“I love you.”

Jeremy’s eyes widened, and he grinned down at him. “Love you too.”

“Good. Are you ready?” He smirked at the frown on Jeremy’s face.

Standing, he kissed Jeremy’s lips then spun him around, grabbing his hands and placing them on the wall. “I’m gonna fuck you like this.

Jeremy groaned and kicked his jeans and briefs off. He bent over and looked at Donnie from over his shoulder.

“Do it. Fuck me. Hard and fast. I need to feel you.”

Donnie groaned and practically ripped his clothes off his body. He needed to be naked. Skin on skin.

He grabbed his jeans and pulled the packet of lube free. Ripping it open, he coated his fingers then rubbed them over Jeremy’s hole.

Pushing one in, he rubbed his other hand over Jeremy’s back, the sweat covering it letting his hand glide easily. One finger became two and then three.

“Stop, Donnie. Fuck me now!”

Donnie pulled his fingers free and lined his cock up, trembling at the intensity of emotions running through him. 

Jeremy looked over his shoulder at him. “Shh, baby. It’s okay.”

He nodded and closed his eyes, leaning his forehead on Jeremy’s damp back. “Sorry.”

“You’re home, and now you need to fuck me, or we’ll have a problem.”

Chuckling, he lifted his head and looked into Jeremy’s eyes, seeing the love. He leaned forward and kissed him gently. “Love you.”

“You too.”

He moved back and lined his dick up again with Jeremy’s hole and then slowly pushed.

❊❊❊

His hands flattened on the wall, Jeremy arched up, standing on tiptoe as Donnie pushed. He felt the head pop through, and he moaned, dropping his head to rest on the wall. Donnie’s hands gripped his hips, and he was certain he’d have bruises, but he didn’t give a fuck. He needed Donnie like he needed air.

Donnie slammed in and Jeremy whimpered at the pleasure and pain that flooded him.

“Ready?” Donnie panted. “Hard and fast.”

Jeremy barely managed to nod before Donnie set a hard, fast pace, hitting his prostate every time. He grunted with every thrust into his body, hearing Donnie moaning behind him.

Emotions rushed through him, arousal, lust, love. His and Donnie’s. As close as they were, it was hard not to feel them, and they ramped Jeremy up further, bringing his orgasm closer. He’d just come, but he could feel another one building. 

“God, babe, I’m close,” Jeremy stuttered out.

Jeremy tilted his head, baring his neck, and Donnie struck. A brief flash of pain quickly turned to pleasure and Jeremy came, his dick untouched, screaming at the intense emotions rushing through him. He was in heaven.

His body shuddered and jerked, and he lost all control. Donnie’s movement became erratic and then his ass filled with heat as Donnie too came.

He didn’t know how long he stood against the wall, but at some point, he became aware of Donnie licking his neck, sending shivers through him.

“Missed you,” Donnie whispered on his skin. “But I love coming home to you.”

Jeremy lifted his hand and palmed Donnie’s cheek. They stared at each other. “Missed you too.”

Donnie moved back, slowly easing his soft dick from his mate’s ass and Jeremy hissed at the small pain.

“Sorry.” Donnie winced.

“I’m not.” Jeremy turned around and looped his arms around Donnie’s shoulders, bringing him closer to kiss him slowly but thoroughly. “I get to feel you all night.” His face tightened up when he felt Donnie’s come leaking from his ass.

“Shower?” Donnie grinned at him. “You definitely need one.”

“Oh, yeah? You gonna help me?”

Donnie’s grin turned dirty. “Absolutely.”

❊❊❊

Later that night after they had showered and eaten, they lay in bed next to each other, Jeremy's head on Donnie's chest, listening to his heartbeat.

It was a perfect moment. His man was back home from work safe and sound, and they'd reconnected both physically and emotionally. 

He ran his hand over Donnie's skin, enjoying the fact that he could. It still surprised him that he was here with Donnie. After everything he'd been through, he could honestly say he never expected to be in a relationship. Donnie, his mate. A vampire.

His fingers traced patterns over his skin, and he glanced up at him, a small smile on his face when he noticed Donnie was asleep.

Good. Donnie needed to sleep. 

He hadn't mentioned the messages he'd received from Patrick. He didn't want to ruin their developing relationship, and Patrick was miles away. He couldn't do anything to harm Jeremy.

He snuggled closer, feeling Donnie's arm tighten around him in response. "Hey," Donnie muttered, his voice gravelly from sleep.

"Sorry. I didn't mean to wake you."

Donnie looked at him, smiling. "You didn't." He rolled over onto his side to face Jeremy and touched their lips together. "So glad I'm home, babe."

They kissed for a few seconds. "Me too."

"You gonna tell me what's going on? I can feel it." He rubbed his chest as he spoke, causing Jeremy to close his eyes. "What's wrong, babe?"

He shook his head. Here he was, thinking he'd managed to keep it away from Donnie. Sighing, he opened them. "Patrick."

Donnie frowned. "Your ex?" When Jeremy nodded, he continued, "What's going on?"

"He's been messaging me."

"I thought you'd changed your number." Once Jeremy had told Donnie what had happened with Patrick, he'd wanted to ensure he was safe and had made sure Jeremy had changed his number... again. 

"I have. I don't know how Patrick got it. I've spoken to my family, and they haven't told him. I don't know who would give it to him."

"What has he said?"

"Wait here. I'll get my cell so you can read the messages."

It took Jeremy seconds to get his cell, and he passed it over, watching the frown on Donnie's face deepen.

"Not gonna happen. He's not getting you back."

"I know. Don't worry. Patrick doesn't know where I am. There's no way he can find me, and anyway, I have you now."

"Damn straight you do. You're mine, Jeremy Sutton."

"I am." Jeremy grinned.

Donnie rolled on top of him, spreading his legs wide and lifting his right one up. He felt Donnie's hard dick probe his hole, and he relaxed so he could push in. He gasped, arching back when Donnie moved, fucking him hard.

"You're mine. No one else's." Each word was followed by a hard thrust into Jeremy's body, leaving him in no doubt that Donnie was claiming him. He rolled his head to the side and heard Donnie growl before he struck, biting hard and deep.

He came, shooting over both their abs and chests and Donnie fucked him through it, never stopping.

"Mine," he growled again.

"Yes, all yours."

And he was. He belonged heart and soul to Donnie Smith.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven

 

 

Donnie stretched his legs out in front of him, relaxing in the evening air. He sat on his deck in the back garden listening to Jeremy move around the kitchen. They’d finished their evening meal, and Jeremy was now tidying up. He’d firmly told Donnie to leave him to it. Donnie had cooked so he would clean.

He soon stepped out onto the deck and passed a bottle of beer to Donnie, then snuggled up next to him on the two-seater. Donnie threw the blanket over both of them, and they sat in silence, enjoying the sounds of the surrounding wildlife.

“I could feel you while I was gone,” Donnie told him. “It was strange.”

“I know. There were times when you seemed to feel, I don’t know, despair? Later, you seemed happy?”

Donnie nodded. “That would be when we couldn’t find the family and then when we did.”

“Makes sense.”

“You were scared.”

“When I got the first message, I almost shit myself. I tried to hide it from you.”

“So that was it. It felt muted somehow, and I couldn’t understand what was going on. You scared me, babe.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to worry while you were working.”

“Never hide something like that from me again.” Donnie turned on the seat, so they faced each other. “Please. I think it made me feel worse not knowing what was happening.”

Jeremy grimaced. “Shit. I didn’t want to distract you.”

Donnie cupped Jeremy’s face. “I know, but we don’t have secrets. Next time, tell me.”

Jeremy’s eyes flicked between his, and he nodded, leaning forward to kiss him. When they broke apart, he said, “I promise I’ll try.”

Knowing Jeremy’s past, Donnie smiled. “Thank you, babe. Now, what are we going to do about your ex?”

Jeremy shrugged, staring out over the garden. “Nothing. He doesn’t know where I am so I’m not worried about him now. I’ve changed my number again, so he has no way of contacting me.”

That had been the first thing Donnie had Jeremy do when he’d found out. Now, Patrick had no way to contact him.

“What are you going to do about your bakery?”

“I’m thinking of opening one here once the insurance company’s paid out.”

“Fucking insurance. Make you jump through hoops to get your money.”

“Yeah, they keep going on about natural disasters, but I made sure I was covered for everything. They’re just trying to delay paying out.”

“So, you’re staying?” Donnie grinned at him.

Jeremy rolled his eyes. “You know I am.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, I’m here to stay. You are my mate, and I love you.”

“Love you too. Man, it happened so quick.”

“Too quick?” 

Jeremy bit his lip and Donnie pulled it free, rubbing his thumb over it. “It’s what happens when mates find each other, and I don’t regret it for one second. You’re my mate, and I love you so much. I’m so very happy I found you.”

Jeremy leaned forward and kissed him, and Donnie returned it, enjoying the closeness they shared. He had his mate in his arms and his home, and he was never letting him go.

❊❊❊

“What about this one?” Donnie asked.

They were sitting in the dining room looking at locations where Jeremy could open his bakery. So far nothing had caught his eye, and Jeremy was about ready to call it a day.

He glanced over at the one building Donnie had on his laptop and did a double take. It was perfect.

Two story building, the front held a huge window that let lots of light into the main room. Jeremy could already see the glass display holding his baked goods, and Jeremy moved closer to the screen.

“Bring up the next photo.”

Donnie showed Jeremy all the photos, and the excitement in him grew with everyone. The back room was huge and would easily fit all the equipment and ovens he would need.

“Does it say anything about what it was before?”

Donnie grinned. “Would you believe it was a bakery?”

“What? No way! You’re shitting me.”

“Nope. The previous owner moved away and has only just decided to sell.”

“You knew this, didn’t you? Before you showed me all the others.”

“Yeah. I was in town yesterday when the sign went up, and I asked.”

“You... you... Oh, you’re so getting lucky tonight!”

“I’ve booked us an appointment.”

Donnie rubbed his hands on his jeans, glancing away, and Jeremy reached over, gripping his chin and turning him to face him. “You sneaky, lovable bastard. Thank you.” 

He kissed him, sneaking his tongue out and licking his lips. Donnie opened them and Jeremy’s tongue tangled with his, causing Jeremy to moan. 

He moved and straddled Donnie in the chair, grinding on him. Breaking the kiss, he asked, “When’s the appointment?”

Donnie panted, looking at him with glazed eyes, red swirling in them. “We have time.”

❊❊❊

Jeremy walked slowly around the empty building, easily seeing how it would look when all his equipment was put in. The real estate agent watched him, smiling at his enthusiasm, and he grinned back at her.

“I’ll take it.” 

Donnie pushed away from the wall he’d been leaning on and walked over to him. “I knew it was perfect.”

“It is perfect for your needs, Mr. Sutton.”

“It certainly is. I can’t wait to get all my stuff in here and start baking.”

“I’ll give you a few more minutes, Mr. Sutton, and then we can go back to the office to go over the paperwork.”

When she left, Jeremy faced Donnie. “You are the best mate.”

Donnie’s eyes turned red and he closed the distance between them, hauling Jeremy into his arms. “No, you are. You make me feel.”

“Well, I certainly did earlier.” Jeremy had fucked Donnie over the table until he’d been reduced to a screaming mess.

“And I’m not complaining. Can’t wait to get home and do it all again.”

They kissed slowly, all lips and tongues. When they drew back, they both panted. “Wow. Can we go now?”

Donnie chuckled. “Let get this signed for and then we’ll go home and celebrate.”

Jeremy leaned forward until their foreheads touched. “You are amazing. Thank you.”

“What for, babe?”

“Waiting for me to get my head outta my ass.”

“You are so worth the wait.”

They kissed again, and Jeremy moaned, loving the taste of his mate on his tongue. When they broke the kiss, Donnie grabbed his hand. “Let’s get this deal done then go home. We have some celebrating to do.”

They went back to the office and Jeremy signed all the necessary documents, telling Donnie, “We just have to wait for the mortgage company now,” and then Donnie drove them home.

As soon as they walked through the door, Donnie attacked. Clothes ripped from bodies, with Jeremy loving every single second of it. They couldn’t get enough of each other, and when Donnie sank in, Jeremy closed his eyes, savoring the sensations his mate gave him.

He gripped his arms, riding his orgasm, and let the emotions sweep him away.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve

 

 

Looking over the paperwork he’d received from the bank, Jeremy frowned when someone knocked on the front door. He hadn’t been expecting anyone, and everyone he knew was out working with Donnie or hundreds of miles away.

Standing, he stretched and walked over to the door. Maybe Donnie had returned early. Smiling, he flung the door wide open, a grin on his face. Donnie’s name died on his lips as he stared at the man standing in front of him.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

Jeremy didn’t answer. He attempted to slam the door shut, but Patrick pushed his foot in and stopped it. 

Leaning his weight against it, Jeremy said, “Fuck off. We have nothing to say to each other.”

“I’m not finished with you. You’re mine.”

Jeremy grunted, feeling Patrick push at the door. “No, I’m not.”

Patrick shoved hard at the door and Jeremy lost his grip. It swung open and Patrick rushed in. Jeremy stepped back, creating space between them, and glared at him. “Get out, Patrick. You’re not welcome here.”

“Nice house you got. Where is he?” Patrick smirked. “Not gonna be here to rescue you, is he?”

Jeremy gasped, his eyes glancing around the room, searching for a weapon and his cell. “How long have you been watching me?”

“Long enough. Seen enough too. Like him fucking you on that deck out back, you sucking his dick. Gonna teach you a lesson you won’t forget. That ass is mine and no one else’s.”

Jeremy stood up straight, refusing to let the fear he felt take over him. “Leave now or I’ll call the police. It’s over. It’s been over for months. I’m not coming back to you, you sadistic, twisted fuck.”

“Grown some balls, but don’t worry, I’ll cut those fuckers off and put you back in your place.”

As they spoke, Jeremy inched away, still searching for his cell. He grimaced when he remembered where he’d left it. On the table where he’d been reading the papers.

Jeremy stared back at Patrick, looking into his pale blue eyes. How he could have thought him attractive amazed him, because looking at Patrick now, his face all twisted in anger, revolted him.

“I’m never coming back to you.” Jeremy had to stand his ground. In a firm voice, he continued, “I don’t care about you. I’ve moved on and if you have been watching me, then you know I’m with someone else. Just go and don’t come back.”

Patrick smiled and Jeremy swallowed hard. It was the same smile he used to give before smacking the shit out of him. Patrick closed the door slowly behind him and stepped closer, and Jeremy stepped back, trying to keep the distance between them. He didn’t want Patrick to get too close. Jeremy knew exactly what Patrick was capable of doing.

Patrick’s smile widened and Jeremy had a second to breathe in before he lunged forward, grabbing Jeremy’s shirt. Jeremy twisted, attempting to loosen Patrick’s hold, and he succeeded, pushing him away and running for the front door.

His head bounced off it when Patrick hit him from behind, and he slumped down to the floor, stunned by the impact. He blinked rapidly and crawled away, kicking out at Patrick who was trying to grab him.

“Get the fuck off me!” he shouted, trying to punch Patrick in the face. His fist glanced off of Patrick’s cheek but it was enough for Patrick to let go and Jeremy got up, running towards the kitchen.

He heard Patrick running behind him and he skidded around the table, reaching for his cell. He grabbed it and continued moving, seeing Patrick closing in on him.

He dodged his arms and ran for the living room, needing to create some distance between them. He tried to call the police but couldn’t get his code in the cell to unlock it. He shook his head, still feeling the effects of the hit against the door.

He glanced up. Patrick was mere feet away, and he gasped, desperately trying to unlock his cell. Patrick lunged forward, trying to snatch it from Jeremy’s hands, and they fell to the floor, both fighting over it.

Eventually, Patrick got it and hurled it against the wall. Jeremy scrambled up and punched Patrick in the face. Once, twice, and then he launched from the floor, aiming for the door and freedom. 

He didn’t get far before Patrick tackled him to the floor. Grunting at the impact, he rolled over and kicked his legs, trying to get Patrick off him. Patrick kept hold and grabbed his clothes, pulling himself up Jeremy’s body.

Jeremy screamed and kicked and punched, trying to shake off Patrick’s hold. They tussled and fought until Patrick punched him in the face, stunning him, and when he looked up, Patrick was kneeling over him, panting in his face.

“Gotcha, bitch,” he muttered, grinning through bloody teeth.

He slammed their lips together, and Jeremy thrust his hips up, trying to throw Patrick over, but all he got was a moan.

“Yeah, bitch. Do that again.”

“Get the fuck off me!” he screamed into Patrick’s face.

Patrick growled then punched him again. Pain exploded across Jeremy’s cheek, and he groaned then began struggling again when Patrick licked his face.

“Love your taste, bitch. Gonna teach you a lesson for leaving me. You’re gonna feel me for weeks.”

“Fuck off. You’d have to have a dick to be able to make me feel it.”

“Bastard.” Patrick’s fist slammed into his face again, and Jeremy grunted in pain. Maybe antagonizing him wasn’t the best move.

Jeremy breathed in, then launched into Patrick, trying to get him off. He twisted and shoved, thrusting his hips up and trying to knee Patrick in the back, but nothing worked. Patrick had always been stronger than him, but he wasn’t going down without a fight. If Patrick wanted him, then he would have to fight for him.

“Jeremy, Jeremy, Jeremy. When will you ever learn? I’m stronger than you. That’s why I’m in charge.”

“Fuck off,” Jeremy gasped, panting for breath.

Patrick leaned over here, glaring into his eyes. “You’re my bitch. Not that thing’s.” He tilted his head, then asked, “Why him? Why degrade yourself and let a vamp fuck you when you have me?”

“He’s mine, and I love him.”

“You love me!” Patrick screamed in his face, spittle flying. “Me!”

Patrick gripped Jeremy’s shirt, trying to rip it open, and Jeremy fought him. “No, get the fuck off me.”

“You’re my bitch, and you’ll know who you belong to before we leave.”

Jeremy got a hand loose and punched Patrick. The move surprised Patrick and his grip on Jeremy loosened and he managed to shove him off, crawling over to the front door and reaching up for the lock. 

Trying to stand, he touched the lock, but Patrick grabbed him from behind, flinging him away. Jeremy skidded across the floor, but quickly jumped up and ran to the back door. He knew the layout of the house and Patrick didn’t. He had the advantage, and he fully intended to use it.

He could hear Patrick’s heavy footsteps behind him, running to catch him. Not much further and Jeremy would be free.

Just as he turned the corner and saw the door ahead of him, Patrick snagged his shirt, and Jeremy spun, crashing into the wall but managing to stay upright.

He continued and opened the door, crying out in relief. As he stepped through, Patrick tackled him again, and they crashed onto the decking, Jeremy grunting with the impact. 

He rolled quickly, shaking Patrick off and went to stand when Patrick grabbed his hair and smacked his forehead into the wood below.

Stunned, Jeremy lay there and did nothing when Patrick rolled him onto his back. “Damn bitch, you put up a good fight.”

Patrick sat on top of him again, and Jeremy groaned, struggling to breathe. “G’off,” he grunted.

“Now, we’re gonna have some fun.”

Patrick’s hands slid under his shirt, pushing it up and exposing his chest. He gripped a nipple, twisting it painfully. “Cunt’s marked you up.” He pulled it, and Jeremy groaned in pain. “Gonna leave my own marks on you. More permanent. Maybe I’ll brand you with my name, then everyone will know who you belong to.”

Jeremy lay still, trying to conserve his energy. He maybe had one last chance to get away. He wasn’t sure if he could do it though as his vision blurred and he struggled to focus. The hit to his head had been harder than he’d thought, but Jeremy had to try.

He waited and let Patrick touch his chest, twist and pull his nipples. He scratched his skin, red lines standing out on his pale skin. 

Jeremy closed his eyes, thinking of Donnie. If this bond thing were true, then Donnie would know something was happening. He would feel it in his chest. 

“Please,” he whispered. Please let Donnie know.

“I’ll get there soon, bitch. Knew you’d enjoy it.”

When Patrick’s hands reached for the zipper on his jeans, Jeremy thrust his hips up as hard as he could. Patrick sailed over him, and he pushed him off, rolling to the side and moving away. 

When he got to his feet, he stumbled forward, his head still woozy from the blow. He heard Patrick behind him and whimpered. Fuck, he needed to move, but his legs weren’t cooperating. 

Patrick slammed him into the side of the house and he fell to the floor. Patrick jumped on top and slammed his head into the decking. Once, twice. Everything dimmed, and Jeremy tried to stay awake, but it was a losing battle.

At some point, he was vaguely aware of being carried and heard Patrick’s voice in his ear. “When I get you home, bitch, I’m gonna teach you a lesson you’ll never forget.”

He thought he heard Donnie’s voice, and he tried to tell him what was happening, but all he managed was ‘Patrick’ before darkness swarmed over Jeremy, and he gladly let it take him away.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

 

Packing up their bags after another successful mission, Donnie paused, frowning at the strange feeling in his chest. He rubbed the ache, trying to ease it, and closed his eyes.

His chest tightened, and his skin broke out in a cold sweat. He panted as his heart rate picked up and he opened his eyes, glancing around the area and trying to figure out why he was feeling this way.

He gasped, realizing that it wasn’t him. It was Jeremy. Jeremy was scared.

Chester squatted beside him. “What’s wrong?”

Donnie shook his head. “I don’t know. I think it’s Jeremy. Something’s wrong with him.”

“We’ve got ten minutes, then we’re moving out to the plane. Call him.”

Nodding, Donnie pulled his cell out of his pocket and quickly dialed Jeremy’s number. After a few seconds of ringing, it clicked through to voicemail. “Hey, babe, it’s me. Give me a call when you get this message. Love you.”

He hung up and stared blankly at the screen when Chester said, “He’ll call you back, D. We’ll be home in a few hours, and you’ll see for yourself.”

Donnie nodded, but couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. He dialed Jeremy’s cell again and again went through the voicemail.

Pocketing his cell, he finished packing their equipment. They’d be in the air soon, and then he’d try again.

It wasn’t long until Donnie sat on the plane and they took off. As soon as he could, he called Jeremy and again there was no answer. The tightness in his chest intensified, and he struggled to breathe, leaning over in the seat and gasping for air.

“What’s wrong?” Jared asked, sitting next to him. 

“I don’t know. Something’s wrong. I know there is. I need to get back to Jeremy.”

“You think it’s him?”

“Yeah.” Donnie nodded, glancing at Jared. “It’s him. He’s terrified, and I can’t reach him.” Donnie ran a hand over his face. “Shit. How long till we land?”

“Another couple of hours.”

“Fuck. Too long. Something’s wrong. I need to be there now!”

He stood, eyes bouncing around the cabin. His chest heaved, sweat breaking out, and he staggered forward a step before Jared and Chester gripped his arms.

“You need to stay calm, D. There’s nothing we can do right now. Let’s land, and we’ll go straight to yours.”

“I need to be there now,” Donnie’s screamed, trying to break free. “He’s hurt. He needs me.”

Chester shoved him back into the seat and stared at him. “Think. What could have happened?” Turning around, he shouted to Ale. “Trace Jeremy’s cell.”

Donnie stared at Ale, watching him work his magic. “It’s at the house.”

“Shit. I’ll call the house.”

Donnie’s hands shook so much he struggled to open the cell and Jared took it from him. “Under home?”

“Yeah.”

He watched and waited as Jared called the number. Jared looked at him and slowly shook his head. 

“He never leaves his cell,” Donnie muttered.

“I hate to ask but is everything okay with the two of you?”

“They’re fantastic. He’s buying a new bakery and everything’s...” He stared up at Chester. “Oh, fuck. His ex.”

“What about him?”

“He’s been messaging Jeremy. We had to change Jeremy’s number.”

“Could he have found him?”

“How?” Donnie shook his head. “He moved hundreds of miles away.”

“He got his number after he’d changed it,” Chester reminded him.

“Fuck, Ches. What if he found him? I can’t lose him now.” Donnie struggled to breathe, emotions crashing over him. He couldn’t lose Jeremy. He was his everything.

Squatting in front of him, Chester said, “Try sending him positive emotions.”

“What?”

“I’ve heard that you can send each other emotions other than the general ones you feel. Jeremy could know he’s in trouble and that’s why your feelings are so intense. Send positive ones back. Maybe he’ll understand that you know something’s wrong.”

“Are you talking shit to me right now?”

“Try it. What have you got to lose?”

Donnie frowned but closed his eyes, leaning back in the seat. He thought of Jeremy, his vivid green eyes, black hair and pale skin. He let his emotions for Jeremy rise to the surface and pushed them to him. He almost laughed. He felt ridiculous doing it.

In his mind, he whispered Jeremy’s name, telling him he’d find him.

Don...

His eyes snapped open, and he stared in shock at Chester. “I heard him. I think I heard him.”

Chester nodded. “Good. Try harder.”

He continued to stare at Chester. “You knew this might happen.”

“I’d heard about it being possible, but it was years ago and more rumor than truth.” Chester shrugged. “Try again.”

He closed his eyes again and concentrated on Jeremy. The sound of his voice, the touch of his skin.

Donnie.

He almost cried when he heard Jeremy’s voice in his mind. Baby.

The voice was weak but audible. Patrick...

I know. I’m coming for you.

He opened his eyes, slumping back as sweat rolled down the sides of his face. “Fuck, it’s hard.”

“Did you manage it?” Jared asked.

Donnie glanced at him. “Yeah, he said Patrick then kinda faded away.”

“So, his ex found him. Do you have a surname?”

“Patrick Snider.”

“Ale,” Chester shouted.

“On it.”

They sat in silence, and when a mug appeared in front of him, he looked up to see Kerrie holding it out. “Thanks.”

“We’re here for you, D.”

He nodded, taking a shaky breath. He needed to be strong, but damn if he didn’t want to cry.

“The emotions you’re feeling are natural. Your mate is in danger, and you feel helpless up here. Let them out if you need to. No one will think less of you.”

“Got it. About two miles north of your house, D. It appears stationary.”

Donnie blinked, his mouth dropping open. “What? That close? It isn’t moving?”

“Not that I can tell. It’s stationary.”

“That’s good, D,” Chester reassured him. “If he has Jeremy, then he’s close by and within reach. We’ll land, check your place out just to make sure, and then move to where Patrick is.” Chester gripped his shoulder. “We’ll get him back.”

Donnie nodded, almost choking on the emotions inside him and those he’d sensed from Jeremy. Now, there was nothing. His foot bounced and he swallowed, squeezing his eyes shut. He needed to get a grip. Jeremy needed him to be strong, needed him to save him.

He groaned, leaning over. He should have done something when Patrick had made contact with Jeremy. Should have realized he’d try to reach Jeremy. He’d taken the time to track down his number and Donnie should have known that Patrick wanted Jeremy back. 

Shit, he’d been on missions where they aided the local police department in situations like this. Sometimes, families would bring them in to assist.

A small hand touched his, and he saw Kerrie sitting next to him. He smiled weakly at her, then looked away. He clasped his hands together, staring at the floor of the plane. Not long now and he’d be home. He just hoped Jeremy would be there to greet him.

❊❊❊

Pulling up outside his house, Donnie scanned the area, noticing that everything appeared normal with no signs of disturbance. He stepped out of his Jeep and again surveyed the area. Chester walked over to him, and they both made their way to the house. 

The front door appeared closed, and Donnie opened it, stopping before entering. He closed his eyes and sensed the house. He didn’t hear a sound, and he glanced over at Chester who was frowning as he looked at the floor.

Donnie glanced down and froze, his breath catching in his throat. Blood on the floor. Not a lot but enough.

He stepped in, avoiding the small pool of blood, and walked cautiously into the living room. He saw the smashed cell on the floor by the wall, and more blood behind the sofa.

He made a small sound in the back of his throat, and Chester grabbed his shoulder, spinning him around. 

Chester told him in a strong, firm voice. “He isn’t dead. You’d know if he was. Do a quick search, then we’ll regroup outside. You do upstairs and I’ll search down here.”

Donnie barely managed to nod, and his eyes followed Chester as he walked from the room. He took several deep breaths, trying to calm the riot in his stomach, trying to ease the tightness in his chest.

He walked up the stairs and quickly searched the room, but nothing was disturbed. He checked the drawers and wardrobes, but again, everything was as it should be. He even checked the bathroom, but all Jeremy’s toiletries were where they should be.

Nothing was missing, except Jeremy.

Back downstairs, he met Chester, who nodded to the back door. When he got there, he stopped and stared. More blood and marks on the wall.

“Outside.”

Donnie followed Chester outside and stopped again. Blood on the decking in a number of places. More scuff marks on the wood.

“I think the fight started by the front door, no doubt when Patrick turned up. It carried on in the living room and ended out here. He fought, Donnie. He didn’t willingly leave.”

Donnie didn’t say a word; he didn’t acknowledge the words Chester spoke. He simply stared at the blood, clenching his hands into fists, squeezing them so tight the knuckles turned white.

“I’ll kill him,” he whispered hoarsely. “When I get my hands on him, I’m going to kill him.”

Chester gripped his shoulders, shaking him. “No. We go in and we get Jeremy out, and then let the police deal with him.”

Donnie shrugged him off, glaring at him. “What? Are you fucking serious? He’s hurt Jeremy, my mate. Would you step aside and let the police deal with someone who’d kidnapped and harmed your mate? Fuck you.”

Donnie pushed past Chester back into the house and went to the safe he kept in his study. Opening it, he pulled out his 9mm Beretta and the ammo and slammed the door shut.

He stormed out and jogged over to his Jeep, ignoring Chester, who was leaning on it. 

“Don’t go in recklessly, D. You don’t know what you’re facing. Don’t risk Jeremy’s life. Breathe, D. Calm down and breathe.”

Donnie rested his arms on the hood of the Jeep and sighed. Chester was right, and that pissed him off. He did want to go there, guns blazing, but he couldn’t risk the man he loved. He needed to stay calm and focused. Once Jeremy was safe, then Patrick was his.

“Ale has the coordinates. Let’s go. We’re about ten minutes away. I’ll call the sheriff on route and let him know where we will be.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Jeremy came awake slowly, groaning. His body ached, pain everywhere, and he blinked his eyes, trying to focus. His head pounded and when he went to lift it, the pain caused him to cry out and slump back down.

He lay panting, trying to see, but his blurry vision made all the shapes unidentifiable. He kept blinking until the film over his eyes dispersed and he finally looked at the room, seeing it for the first time.

He shivered, goosebumps appearing on his skin. Wherever he was there was no heating, and that was when he noticed he was naked.

He rolled his head carefully from side to side, conscious of the thumping pain that resonated in it.

He furrowed his brow. He didn’t recognize the room. It was bare, with discolored wallpaper hanging from the walls; the floors were also bare, and the only object in the room was the bed he lay on.

He lay silent, trying to catch any sounds outside, but there was nothing but silence.

Inhaling, he tried to sit, but groaned and slumped back down. His head hurt so much, black dots appeared in his vision, and he swallowed, trying to hold back the vomit that threatened.

He lay gasping until he felt some semblance of control and slowly, very slowly, sat up but not all the way. Something held him back. It was then he noticed the cuffs that had him held to the bed.

The mattress was thin and discolored, and Jeremy cringed at what appeared to be bloodstains on its surface. He pulled at the cuffs on his wrists, testing them, but they held firm.

He paused when he heard a door open and swallowed again. Was it Patrick returning or had Donnie found him? He closed his eyes, focusing on Donnie, but didn’t sense him outside. The feeling escalated into horror when the bedroom door opened, and Patrick strolled in.

“Hello, bitch. Nice to see you awake.” Patrick walked over and squatted in front of him. “We’re gonna have us some fun soon.”

“Please.” Jeremy coughed, his throat raw. “Let me go.”

Patrick tilted his head, frowning at him. “Now why would I do that? You’re back where you belong, and as soon as you feel better, I’m gonna bend you over that bed and give you the fucking you deserve. You’ll never forget who you belong to, who owns you.”

Grinning, Patrick stood and threw several items next to Jeremy on the mattress. Jeremy glanced down and whimpered. Condoms and lube.

“No,” he whispered, looking back at Patrick. “No.”

“You’ll change your mind soon enough. I know how much you loved me sucking your dick.”

He ran his hand through Jeremy’s hair, and Jeremy tried to jerk his head back. Patrick’s fingers tightened on the strands and Jeremy grimaced at the pain. 

Patrick tugged on the roots, maneuvering his head until he was forced to look up at him. “Jeremy, Jeremy. Who do you belong to? Me, that’s who.” He smiled at him, and Jeremy whimpered again. He didn’t like the look on Patrick’s face. “Hmm. Why wait? I have you here now.”

Jeremy tugged back and Patrick released him, chuckling as he stood. “Let me go, please. I won’t tell anyone what happened.”

“Why would I let you go? I love you. We’re gonna be so happy together. You just need to learn your place, bitch, but I’m willing to teach you.”

His hands went to the button on his jeans and Jeremy screamed, “No!” and tugged on the cuffs, trying to get free.

Patrick’s hand wrapped around his throat and Jeremy struggled to breathe, his eyes watering when Patrick applied more pressure. He tried to move his hands to stop Patrick, but the cuffs stopped him.

“You’re mine!” Patrick growled in his face, pulling him closer until there were only inches between them. He glared at Jeremy. “Mine!”

Throwing him down on the bed, Patrick reached for his jeans again. Jeremy blinked and tears slid down his cheeks. “Don’t,” he whispered.

Patrick chuckled, kicking his sneakers off and pushing his jeans down. “Get ready, bitch. Gonna make you mine.”

❊❊❊

After what seemed like hours, but was only minutes, Chester finally pulled over about half a mile from the location Ale had pinpointed the signal. As soon as the Jeep stopped, Donnie shoved the door open and jogged over to where Ale and Jared stood. 

The sheriff pulled in behind them and quickly jogged over to meet them. “What’s the situation? My men are just down the road.”

“Unknown man just entered. No sign of Jeremy who we believe has been kidnapped and is being held at a cabin around half a mile down the road,” Jared muttered, staring down the road from where they were hidden in the trees. “Kerrie and Mich are already at the location and have the back covered.”

“Details on the kidnapper?” the sheriff asked briskly.

“Patrick Snider, white, twenty-nine. He’s Jeremy Sutton’s ex-partner. The relationship ended due to Patrick’s abusive nature.”

“And now he wants Mr. Sutton back.”

“He’s mine,” Donnie growled, eyes flashing, glowing a deep red.

The sheriff frowned. “Mates?”

“Yeah, he’s my mate.”

Nodding, the sheriff continued, “What’s the plan?”

Turning to the hood of the Jeep, Ale placed his laptop on it and pointed to the blinking red dot. There was only one building in the immediate area surrounded by acres of fields. Pointing to the building and then the road running beside it, Ale said, “We drive up to around thirty yards away, surround the location, then enter safely and retrieve Jeremy and catch Patrick.”

“Good. I’ll let my men know.”

The sheriff left, and they climbed into the Jeep, heading towards the building. Once they were thirty yards out, Ale stopped, and the three of them climbed out.

“Have Kerrie or Mich heard anything?” Donnie asked desperately. He had to know where his mate was.

“No sounds—”

Jared broke off when they heard a scream.

“Jeremy!” Donnie shouted.

Chester grabbed him before he could run over to the cabin. “Calm the fuck down. You have no idea what you’re running into.” Chester glanced at Ale. “Radio Kerrie.”

Donnie listened in as Kerrie reported what she could see. Two men. One on a bed naked and the other stood stripping. 

Donnie slumped, and if Chester hadn’t had been holding him, he would have ended up on the ground. He was vaguely aware of the whispered conversation above him, and then Chester was hauling him up.

“Right. Kerrie and Mich are going to create a diversion, and then we roll. Got it?”

Donnie nodded, checking his firearm. Taking several deep breaths, he closed his eyes and concentrated on regulating his body. He needed to be calm, or Jeremy could get hurt.

When he was ready, he opened his eyes and nodded again. “Ready.”

The sound of shouting reached them, and Chester nodded again. The four of them quickly jogged over to the front of the cabin. Ale worked his magic on the door, and he opened it, then nodded to Donnie. Gun raised, he stepped closer, and when Ale shoved the door open, he moved inside, Jared following. They swept the front room, making sure it was clear before splitting to check the other rooms. Once Donnie had the all clear, they finally headed to the room where the shouting could be heard. 

Jared booted it open, and Donnie rushed in, quickly taking in the scene in front of him. He reacted automatically when he caught sight of Jeremy, cuffed and naked on the bed.

“Donnie!” Jeremy screamed when he saw him, and Patrick swung around to face him, managing to dislodge Kerrie who’d had him in a headlock.

“No!” he screamed. “He’s mine, not yours.” 

He lunged at Jeremy, something glinting in the light, and Donnie screamed, running over towards them, aiming his gun at Patrick.

“Jeremy!”

He fired the weapon. Patrick spun around, the bullet hitting him in the shoulder, and he screamed as he fell to the ground, but it didn’t stop him. He crawled towards Jeremy, ignoring the gunshot and the flowing blood.

Kerrie reached him before Donnie did and she kicked the knife from his hand, pushing him over. Grabbing his arms, she jerked them behind him, ignoring his cries of pain, and cuffed them.

Donnie dropped in front of Jeremy and pulled him into his arms, holding him tight as Jeremy wept.

“Babe, I’ve got you. God, I love you.” Kissing him, he kept muttering, “Love you.”

Kerrie knelt down next to them and reached for the cuffs, unlocking them. Donnie pulled his bulletproof vest off, then his T-shirt, and helped Jeremy pull it on, covering his naked flesh.

Jeremy wrapped his arms around Donnie and held him tight. “I knew you would come. I heard your voice, but I wasn’t—”

“I heard you, babe. I heard you, and I’ll always find you.”

Jeremy cried, the tears wetting Donnie’s skin. “Take me home.”

❊❊❊

They didn’t manage to leave straight away. The police had arrived, and Jeremy had to answer questions along with Donnie and his team. He sat in the ambulance as his wrists were treated and wrapped, Donnie never leaving his side.

As Patrick was taken to the nearest hospital, he screamed at Jeremy, telling him he would be back for him and that they belonged together.

Jeremy shivered at the insane glint in Patrick’s eyes, and Donnie had stepped in front of him, blocking Patrick’s view.

“What will happen to him?” he asked the sheriff.

“Psych eval once his gunshot wound has been treated. I’ll need to speak to you again, but you’re free to go.”

“Thank you, Sheriff...”

“Sheriff Bailey,” he answered, smiling at him and pointing to his tag.

Jeremy returned the smile and grinned when Donnie growled.

“I’ll need to speak to you too, Mr. Smith.”

Chester came closer, staring intently at the sheriff, and Jeremy pulled at Donnie. “What’s wrong with him?” he asked in a low voice.

“I don’t know, but if I had to guess...” He raised his eyebrow at Jeremy, then pointedly looked at Chester and the sheriff.

“Mates,” Jeremy whispered incredulously.

“I think so. Look at him. Look at his eyes.” Donnie nodded at Chester. “He can’t take them off of him, and the sheriff keeps glancing in his direction.”

They sat and watched the looks the two men gave each other and Jeremy grinned at Donnie. “You can feel the heat from here.”

“Oh yeah. Those two are going to burn!”

“Like us.”

“Can’t wait to get you home. I need to smell only me on your skin.”

“I’m yours, Donnie, no one else’s. Just yours.”

Donnie hugged him and Jeremy closed his eyes, reveling in the sense of calm and peace that rolled over him. His mate had come for him and saved him from Patrick. He inhaled his scent, taking it deep into his lungs. 

“Never going to leave you again.”

Jeremy smiled. “Yes, you will. You need to help others, and I’ll never stop you from doing that. My hero, my savior.”

“Always, babe. Always.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

 

Walking back into the house where Patrick’s attack had occurred was harder than Jeremy had thought. He stared at the decking, seeing the stains of blood, and shivered, rubbing his hands up and down his arms.

Donnie’s arms wrapped around him from behind and he rested his chin on Jeremy’s shoulder. “I’ll strip and repaint it. By the time I’m done, you’ll never know what happened here, unless you want to leave. We can always move somewhere else. Whatever you want, babe.”

“No. This is home, and I won’t have him ruin it for us. He took so much from me I’ll be damned if he takes this too.” Jeremy twisted in Donnie’s arms and wound his around Donnie’s neck. “This is our home.”

“It sure is, babe, but I will change the decking... and the front door and the sofa—”

“Stop, idiot.” Jeremy kissed him. “I love our home just the way it is, so please, don’t change anything. He’s gone now, and it’s just us.”

Donnie snuggled into Jeremy’s neck. “I thought I’d lost you,” he whispered.

“Never. I’m here to stay. I know what you need.” Donnie raised his head, his eyes shining red as he caught the meaning behind what Jeremy said. “Take me to bed. Make me yours.”

Donnie growled, picked him up and carried him upstairs to their bedroom where Donnie laid Jeremy on the bed, then stripped them both naked.

He crawled on top and Jeremy spread his legs, his arms reaching up to him. “Love you,” he whispered as Donnie’s lips touched his. The kiss deepened, and Jeremy moaned. He’d missed this, missed his mate’s touch.

Hands roamed over each other’s bodies, followed by lips and tongues, and Jeremy arched into every touch, every caress Donnie made. He needed to feel Donnie on his skin, needed to know he was truly safe.

He whimpered, and Donnie leaned down to kiss him softly. “Shh, I’ve got you, babe.”

“Love you,” he whispered, a tear falling from his eye.

Donnie kissed it away, then kissed his lips again. Settling between Jeremy’s legs, he pushed in slowly, kissing the entire time. He never broke the kiss as he moved gently into Jeremy’s body.

Jeremy tilted his head away, exposing the long, pale column of his neck. “Bite me.”

As Donnie’s fangs punctured his skin, Jeremy came, his orgasm surprising him. He cried out, his arms squeezing Donnie, and Donnie shuddered above him, saying his name as he too came.

They lay together, panting, sweat covering their skin until Jeremy grimaced when he felt Donnie slip from his body.

“Shower, then bed.”

Donnie pulled Jeremy from the bed, and they enjoyed a long, hot shower together that resulted in them getting dirty again.

Once they were clean and dry, Jeremy snuggled next to Donnie under the covers, his head resting on Donnie’s chest.

Neither spoke, but the silence was comfortable and relaxing. “I heard you,” Jeremy eventually said in the quiet of the room.

“I heard you too.”

“I didn’t know...”

“Me either. Chester said he’d heard about it, but wasn’t sure how true it was. We can learn if you want.”

Jeremy smiled, turning his head to kiss Donnie’s chest. “I’d like that, especially when you’re working away. It won’t feel as though you’re miles away.”

“I’d like that too, but it won’t be easy. When I tried it on the plane, man, I thought I was going to pass out.”

“I did.” He felt Donnie stiffen beneath him and added, “He’s gone, remember that. I’m with you, and I’m never leaving.”

“I know. It’s just when I saw you on that bed naked, and that bastard was undressing...”

Leaning up, Jeremy kissed him. “I’m with you because you saved me... again. I love you, Donnie, my mate.”

Donnie sighed. “My mate, I love you too.”

Epilogue

 

Two months later

 

How are you doing, babe?

Jeremy smiled, hearing Donnie's voice in his mind. I'm fine. Missing you.

They'd spent the past two months getting to know each other properly and learning what was truth and rumor about mates and the abilities they shared.

The sex had remained phenomenal, the connection between them deepening with every passing moment. The fact that they could talk telepathically added to their bond, and for Jeremy, it was a reassurance he desperately needed.

Patrick was awaiting trial and Jeremy would need to testify, but after that, Patrick would be truly gone from their lives.

They found out they shared similar interests and tastes. Food, TV, movies. It brought a smile to Jeremy's face knowing how well they fit. He guessed that was why they were mates. Two pieces of a puzzle.

Even now, after more than two months together, it boggled his mind that he was mated to a vampire. A smoking hot vampire. The fangs didn't bother him now, and over time, he'd learnt just how much pleasure his mate's bite could bring. 

The first time Donnie had sucked him off and bit him? Yeah, it made him hard thinking about it. 

Jeremy had set up his bakery, and people were coming in and buying his baked goods. Slow, but steady, and he knew when word got around, he'd have more customers.

Chester and Sheriff Bailey concerned him. He'd thought they would be together by now—the looks they'd given each other the day of his rescue had been scorching hot—but nothing had happened. Everything had simply stopped. He knew Chester was waiting, being patient with his mate, but Jeremy thought that if he told the sheriff they were mates, then their relationship would move forward. There was nothing he could do but hope they got their act together.

The good news was Kerrie's pregnancy. She and her husband had been trying for a baby, and they had finally conceived. It meant she was behind the scenes more, but the entire team was overjoyed for her.

Rescue Inc was going from strength to strength, and Chester and Ale had discussed creating a second team to cope with the increased demands. They had a great reputation which they'd worked hard to achieve, and it was paying off.

Jeremy smiled when he heard Donnie's voice. I'll be home soon. Be ready for me.

Jeremy shivered, understanding Donnie’s meaning. When?

Around two hours.

I'll be ready and waiting.

Fuck babe. I love you.

I love you too.

 

The End

Thank You

 

Thanks for reading Mate of Mine and going on Donnie and Jeremy’s journey. I’d be grateful if you could leave a short review on Amazon. Your support really does make a difference and I read all the reviews personally so I can get your feedback and make this book even better. 

Book two, Forever Mine, is written and ready for release.

I’m also working on another series, Falling in Love. The first book is written and the second is planned.

I can’t wait for you all to read these books!

Thanks again for your support!
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