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Prologue 
50 Years Ago, Northern Canada 

 

Thaddeus stood on the edge of the rooftop, scanning the dark street below.  The air 

chilled him, and he was getting cranky. He didn’t like being cold.  He heard a thump 

behind him and turned to see his brother Aiden walking toward him.  Aiden had just leapt 

from the adjacent building, checking out the street behind them.  As members of The 

Council’s Dark Forces, they had sworn to uphold the Behavior Doctrine.  The Behavior 

Doctrine stated that all of those in the Vampire Nation had to abide by two simple rules:  

First, that humans must never find out about the Vampire Nation, and second, humans 

were to be revered.  They were looking for a vampire who had defied both rules.  Big 

Time.  

They had heard about some serious vampire attacks happening in this area.  Humans 

were being killed.  There were witnesses.  The humans hadn’t believed the accounts of 

what the witnesses had seen, but the threat to the humans had to be eliminated before the 

situation spun out of control. 

“Anything?” Thaddeus growled. 

Aiden shook his head. 

“We’ve been hunting this fucker for two nights now,” Thaddeus spat. “I’m tired of 

being cold.”  He watched the breath that carried his words drift away into the starlit sky 

and thought of moving somewhere warm, like Death Valley, California, or El Azizia, 

Libya.  He had read somewhere that it once reached one hundred and thirty six degrees in 

both places, and he was so cold that one hundred and thirty six degrees sounded 

downright balmy.   

Aiden chuckled.  “Buck up, soldier,” he drawled, taking out a quarter and tossing it in 

the air, catching it before it hit the ground.  He closed his eyes briefly, using his sixth 

sense to locate any danger in the vicinity.  Nothing.  He resumed his coin toss. 

“He will come out eventually.  He’s got to be getting hungry.” 



Thaddeus decided he was getting hungry as well.  Hungry for a cozy bed and a nice, 

soft woman to keep him warm.  He hoped like hell they could wrap up this mess early 

tonight, and he could hit the club to find that warm body he craved and needed. 

Aiden, on the other hand, relished the hunt.  He enjoyed the waiting, the searching, 

and the inevitable violence that he would deliver on his subject.   

They stood in silence for a couple more minutes until Thaddeus spoke. “Are you 

sure this is where Cy said the attacks were happening?”   Aiden rolled his eyes, nodded 

once, and tossed the coin again. Cyril, or Cy for short, one of their other brothers and had 

never been wrong about a damn thing in his life, and both of them knew it. 

Thaddeus cursed violently, ran his fingers through his short, blonde wavy hair and 

walked to the other end of the building huddling his hard six-foot-eight and two-hundred 

and seventy-pound frame into his long leather coat, his black combat boots crunching on 

the pebbles. The wind whistled across his ears, stinging them.  He peered down into the 

street, reminding himself that a watched pot never boils, and patience was a virtue, good 

things come to those who wait…whatever.    

A few people were out and about, hurrying along and trying to keep warm in the 

bitter night air. 

And then he saw her.   

A lone female walking the street-huddled in her dark jacket, her face down as she 

tried to conceal herself from the cold wind. She was small and thin. The wind blew her 

black hair behind her, and from the rooftop it almost looked like a cape flowing from her 

shoulders. A perfect target for the one he hunted. As if on cue, the street suddenly 

became deserted.  There wasn't a soul in sight, except for the woman.  Besides the click of 

her heels on the sidewalk and the sound of the wind whistling through the trees, silence 

blanketed the night.   

Seemingly out of thin air, the male Thaddeus was hunting appeared.  He struck the 

woman quickly and with force, pinning her arms to her body while wrapping his big arm 

around her stomach, his other hand wrenching her head back to expose her throat, lifting 

her off the ground.  Thaddeus heard the woman gasp as his prey sank his fangs into her 



neck with an animalistic growl.  She tried to fight back, but was no match for the sheer 

strength that held her in place. 

Thaddeus called for Aiden, then jumped off the nine-story building, landing silently 

behind the vampire.  Aiden was right behind him, and landed in front of the woman. 

The vampire panted as he drank, so engrossed in his meal that he didn’t notice his 

two assailants for a second, and that second was all they needed.  Thaddeus put a blade to 

the neck of the vampire, while Aiden leveled a gun to his head.  The vampire hissed, 

tossing the woman to the side, ready to fight off his two attackers.  Thaddeus glanced at 

the woman.  She was sprawled on the sidewalk, her black hair in disarray around her 

shoulders. The wound on her neck was ugly, raw, and bleeding.  She didn’t move, just 

stared wide-eyed at the violence that was about to play out in front of her.  Her breath 

sawed in and out as she brought her hand to her neck, and then looked at the blood that 

pooled in her palm. 

“Oh my God,” she whispered.  She put her hand to her neck again, as if she couldn’t 

believe what was happening.  

“Oh my God! He bit me!  He bit me!” she said louder, and Thaddeus could see that 

the situation was about to spiral out of control as the woman’s panic grew into hysteria. 

“Watch him,” he said to Aiden, who sneered at the prey down the butt of his gun, 

flashing his gleaming fangs. With his dark skin and hair, as well as the black camo jacket 

and pants he was wearing, he blended into the night, except for those fangs.  They were 

long and white and a begging to be used.  With his huge size, standing at six-foot-six and 

weighing  at two hundred and seventy pounds, the guy was pure menace. 

Thaddeus got down on his haunches in front of the woman. 

“Stay away from me!” she yelled, trying to back up from him. 

Thaddeus gently placed his hand on her forehead, instantly putting her into a light 

trance, and she immediately calmed down. 

 “That’s good,” he murmured.  “On the count of three, you are going to get up from 

the sidewalk.  You will not see the three of us standing here in front of you.  You will 

walk for two blocks and realize that you are hurt.  You will then find the nearest hospital 



and go get yourself fixed up.  You will tell them that a dog attacked you.  You will not 

remember anything that has happened here tonight, do you understand?” 

The woman nodded, Thaddeus counted to three, and she got up and walked away, 

completely oblivious to the snarling vampire who still had her blood caked on his chin, his 

black eyes tracking her, or the two other vampires who were holding guns and knives. 

“Now,” Thaddeus said, turning to his prey.  “Let’s the three of us have a little chat, 

shall we?” 

“Why did you interrupt my meal?” the vampire growled. The male looked like a 

deranged homeless person.  His brown hair was short, but stood out from his head in 

greasy spikes; he face was gaunt and pale.  Dark brown pants cinched at the waist with a 

rope hanging from his thin hips, his upper body swimming in an old gray trench coat.  

But at least he had on a new pair of Nikes.  A male had his priorities, and from the looks 

of things, good shoes were definitely in this male’s top five. 

“Didn’t look much like a meal to me,” Aiden drawled, itching for the vampire to 

make a move so he could get the beat-down started.  “Looks more like you are a mobile 

slaughter house, asshole.” 

The vampire smiled broadly, looking like something out of a bad Hollywood horror 

movie.  His large fangs gleamed through the blood crusted on his lips and chin.  No 

wonder vampires got such a bad wrap in the human world, Thaddeus thought.  

“Who cares,” the vampire hissed at Aiden.  “They are nothing more than food. Our 

race should be their master, not cowering in fear of them. We need to return to the ways 

of our ancestors.” 

And that was the crux of the problem.  There were vampires who did think that way, 

and they were usually the ones who got a visit from Thaddeus or his brothers. 

“That’s not the way The Council sees it,” Thaddeus said mildly. 

The vampire roared again, and Thaddeus fed the male a quick knuckle sandwich in the 

mouth to shut him up while suggesting they take the chat somewhere a little less public.  

The walked down the street—the angry, rabid vampire flanked by Thaddeus on one side, 



Aiden on the other, the male’s own blood now flowing from his nose and mouth, courtesy 

of Thaddeus’s fist.  

They reached an abandoned building and helped themselves inside.  The rats that had 

taken up residence scattered.  The windows were boarded up, plunging the place in to 

pitch darkness, but that was fine with the three of them as seeing in the dark was not a 

problem for those of their race.  

 The place had once been a busy office building.  A front desk stood in the middle of 

the large lobby like an old sentry guarding its space.  There were a couple of chairs 

thrown about, but other than that, nothing but a few rat droppings.  Aiden threw the 

vampire into the nearest wall, relishing the crack of the plaster and the puff of dust as the 

vampire hit and sunk to the floor.  Aiden then leisurely leaned against the far wall.  

Whenever Aiden had teamed up with his brother Thaddeus, he always let Thaddeus take 

the lead.  The guy was a natural front man.  He was a negotiator, enforcer, and a politician 

all wrapped into one.  Aiden had always thought Thaddeus would be more effective 

behind a desk instead of out in the field.  Thaddeus was a tough motherfucker, more than 

proficient in hand-to-hand, knives, and just about every gun imaginable, but his true talent 

was leadership. Too bad the bastard didn’t realize it.  Aiden, on the other hand, would 

just as soon kill anyone who broke The Council’s rules instead of trying to reason with 

them.  He wasn’t much of a talker, but a fabulous killer. 

Thaddeus explained to the male that there had been reports of extreme vampire 

activity in the area.  If humans had any idea of the amount of crime vampires were 

responsible for, it would mean nothing but trouble.  Or total anarchy in the streets.  The 

fact was, at least wayward vampires caused 25% of all crime, and it was Thaddeus and 

his brother’s responsibility to make sure that the perpetrators were punished so that the 

vampire race could continue to live amongst humans. 

The vampire said nothing, just stared at Thaddeus with a hateful glare, and stood  to 

his feet. 

“We can’t have that going on, man,” Thaddeus stated.  He stood in front of the 

vampire relaxed, his hands hidden in the pockets of his coat.  Although they were inside, 



it was still cold enough to make a snow cone crave heat.  Never in his time as a protector 

of the race, which had turned into protecting the race from itself, had another vampire 

made a move against him.  But as the song went, there was a first time for everything. 

The vampire moved quickly, lunging out at Thaddeus with a knife.  Thaddeus didn’t 

see the attack coming, and his big chest made an excellent target, connecting with the 

business end of the knife, leaving a large gash that began to bleed immediately.  He 

stepped back in stunned surprise, his adrenaline shooting through his body, masking any 

pain from the slash. He looked down and saw that the blade had sliced through his 

favorite leather trench coat.  Now he was downright pissed, and his fangs punched 

through his gums.  He was ready to do some damage. 

The vampire sped for the door to the street, but Aiden got there before him.  The 

vampire growled, throwing himself into the air as if to attack Aiden from above.  Aiden 

met him above the floor, their bodies crashing together like two semis meeting while 

speeding down the highway.  When they landed, Aiden took the brunt of the fall, landing 

on his back as he held on to the vampire, who he had trapped face-up, trying to keep the 

knife away from himself. 

Being the soldiers, the Dark Forces of the race, disarming a civilian vampire should 

have been easy.   Aiden struggled with the vampire as he twisted and growled.  Then the 

vampire then let out a roar and bit down on Aiden’s exposed flesh at the wrist. 

Aiden let go. The vampire turned to bury the knife in Aiden’s sternum, but Thaddeus 

grabbed the his arm as it came down to connect with Aiden, pulling it backward while 

pushing on his upper middle back.  The torque resulted in a nice pop as his shoulder 

dislocated, and still the vampire did not stop.  He howled in agony and rage, leapt off 

Aiden and spun around to face the two brothers again.  

Aiden was on his feet, shaking out the pain in his wrist, drops of blood splattering to 

the floor.  “He’s got to be on something,” he said. 

  Thaddeus nodded in agreement.  Human recreational drugs were easily available to 

vampires, and many ended up experimenting with them.  Thaddeus had seen the effects of 

cocaine, heroine, and some of the “club drugs” on vampires, and it was never pretty.  The 



drugs affected vampires differently than humans.  The high was always much more 

intense for vampires, and lasted much longer.  The more of the drug the vampire ingested, 

the more intense the effect, and it often led to complete psychosis.  There was no doubt 

that this vampire was under the influence of god-knows-what.  

Unfortunately, there was nothing to be done except to put the guy six feet under, so 

to speak.  What they would actually do was leave the body to burn to ash once the sun 

came up in the morning.  But first they had to get control of the crazy motherfucker 

darting around the room at vampire speed itching to get to the door.  His fangs were long, 

he breathing labored, and his sole focus was to break up the party and get moving. 

Thaddeus approached him from the left, Aiden from the right.  The vampire 

crouched, lunging at them with the knife, his black eyes shifting from one to the other.  

Unfortunately for civilians, but fortunately for Thaddeus, Aiden, and their brothers, 

civilians were not trained in combat.  The lunging eventually took on a pattern, and both 

Aiden and Thaddeus tracked it.   

“Now,” the brothers said simultaneously, springing on the vampire at the same time.  

Aiden applied pressure to the dislocated shoulder while Thaddeus relieved him of the 

knife and tossed it to the other end of the room.  Thaddeus spun out of the way as Aiden 

restrained the vampire in his big arms. 

  “We need to get you stitched up,” Aiden said, his fangs long, his brown eyes 

glistening, ready for the kill. 

Thaddeus looked down at his chest.  The lower half of his white turtleneck had 

turned red.  He pulled up the shirt and looked at the gash.  Yep, stitches would be 

necessary.  As he looked at the angry flesh, his adrenaline ebbed and the pain began to 

make itself known, making the slash feel as bad as it looked. 

His eyes met Aiden’s, and he gave a nod and turned for the door.  As his hand 

touched the door, he heard the loud crack of Aiden breaking the vampire’s neck.  He then 

heard the body being dragged across the room.  He didn’t look back as he pushed his way 

outside, but Aiden would most likely leave the body by a window, tear off the wood 



covering, and the body would be gone with the first rays of the morning sun. No one 

would be the wiser. 

As he headed for the car, Thaddeus thought about what just happened.  He really 

didn’t enjoy the violence.  He was bone weary of killing his own kind, but he followed the 

rules and enforced them.  His very life depended on it. The Council, the oldest vampires 

of the race and the creators of the half-breed vampires that now walked the earth, had 

deemed that the vampire race shall hold all human life in high regard, revere humans, and 

humans shall never know about the vampire race.  By taking out that crazed vampire, he 

and Aiden had done just that.  



 

Chapter 1 

 

Present Day 

 

At the south end of Virginia Street in Reno, Nevada, Thaddeus sat in a booth in 

Atlanta Casino’s nightclub. The club and casino were packed with people who had come 

to enjoy the large snowfall the last storm had dropped when it rolled into town two days 

ago.  The people at the Atlanta were those who could not get a room up on the mountain 

by the ski resorts, or those who simply could not afford one.  No matter though, from the 

looks of things, no one really cared. 

The club was dark, except for the strobe and laser lights that pulsed around the room.  

These brief flashes of light gave a flicker of the activity in the club.  People writhed 

against each other on the dance floor, as well as in the booths and up against the walls to 

the techno-beats blaring over the speakers. The place was filled with people wanting to 

have sex, actually having sex as discreetly as possible, and those who had already done 

the dirty deed for the night but were always interested in going another round. Drugs were 

subtly consumed on tabletops, and paraphernalia was put away hurriedly as the security 

made their rounds and pretended not to see what was going on around them. 

Thaddeus ran his finger up and down the neck of the woman sitting next to him. She 

was a cute little snow bunny that had latched herself to him, and he wasn’t complaining 

one bit.  He watched the artery below her skin pulse almost to the exact beat of the music 

in the club.  

Just a little while longer, he thought. 

He glanced across the table at his friend Mark, a human, and fellow barfly.  And just 

as Thaddeus was thinking about devouring his companion, what was her name again? 

Didn’t matter.  Mark looked as though he was ready to consume the woman with him, 

the snow bunny’s friend. But obviously not in the same way.   



The woman sitting next to Mark had long brownish hair, and she wasn’t ugly, nor 

was she really pretty.  She had a great smile and a rack to match Pamela Anderson.  Mark 

rarely cared about much more.  If the rack was in place, he was good to go, a breast man 

through and through.  Thaddeus noted her left hand had been absent for some time under 

the table, and the way Mark was shifting in the chair gave Thaddeus all the information he 

needed on where her hand was and what it was up to.  He watched as Mark whispered 

something in her ear.  She smiled coyly and nodded her head, turning to plant those ruby 

red lips on Mark’s throat. It was terribly apparent to Thaddeus that Mark would be 

enjoying the woman very soon.  Go Mark. 

Mark looked over and caught Thaddeus’s eye and nodded slightly.  The sign that 

Mark was getting ready to make his exit with the woman. Thaddeus wondered if Mark 

would be getting a hotel room or taking the woman back to his house. Except for Mark, 

Thaddeus didn’t want humans anywhere near his house, so he always opted for the hotel 

room. 

Thaddeus gave Mark a small smile, indicating that he got the message.  Thaddeus 

wanted to be with the human woman who had just about wrapped herself around him 

with an ache.  He inched closer to the woman who was gently rubbing his thigh. He  

breathed deeply.  Lovely, he thought.  She smelled absolutely lovely.  

Mark took his date’s hand and began to slide out of the booth, clutching his jacket in 

front of his hips as he stood.  He said something to Thaddeus and his company, but the 

music was too loud for the woman to hear it.  Thaddeus heard it perfectly, though.  Mark 

had said that he was going to grab a hotel room. Thaddeus nodded and turned his attention 

back to the lovely-smelling female sitting next to him. What was her name?  Brenda, that 

was right.   

Brenda was a vision to behold.  Her long reddish brown hair hung to the middle of her 

back and fanned around her shoulders.  Her tight red turtleneck left nothing to the 

imagination, her long legs were shrouded in a pair of jeans that may or may not have been 

painted on her curves, and she teetered her fine form on a pair of very red, sky-high fuck-



me boots.  Thaddeus imagined her spread out before him on a bed with nothing on but 

those boots. 

His already-hard cock got harder, and he shifted in his chair trying to make room in 

his jeans before the damn thing busted through the zipper. 

“So, Thaddeus,” Brenda said, running her fingers around the lip of her wine glass and 

staring at him with deep brown eyes. “Tell me what you like to do for fun.” 

He smiled at her pink mouth, imagining those luscious lips around his… “I enjoy 

giving pleasure to beautiful women,” he growled in her ear.  “And I think you are very 

beautiful.” 

She smiled as she took a drink of her wine, snuggled closer to him and whispered in 

his ear, “I’m a little chilly.  I hope you don’t mind.” 

He grinned down at her, his fangs pulsing in his gums.  He needed to get her out of 

here, and fast, or he would take her down right there and then. 

He let Brenda finish her wine, and then he took her hand and moved out of the booth.  

She stumbled a little getting up, and giggled.  Between the wine and those heels, her 

balance was a little off.  

Leaving the club and going into the casino was a crash course in noise depravation.  

Despite the ringing of all the bells and whistles of the slot machines, the occasional holler 

of someone who just hit “the big one,” and the low hum of voices, it didn’t compare to 

the loud clamor of the casino’s club. 

“I don’t know why they keep that music so loud in there,” she said as they walked 

through the casino toward the front desk.  She stumbled again, giggled again, and grabbed 

his arm. 

“I think I’m a little tipsy,” she said, looking up at him.   

Thaddeus didn’t say anything, just looked down at her and smiled tightly as he 

placed his hand on her waist to help steady her.  Irritation began to well up in him.  He 

wanted to get to a room, like an hour ago.  Her little stumbles were holding things up, and 

patience was not one of his strong characteristics, never had been.  He had tried to work 

on it some years ago, but it had been an exercise in futility. 



  As they walked down the hallway that would lead them to the front desk, 

Thaddeus’s patience ran out, and he stopped and pushed her up against the wall, covering 

his towering body over hers.  He pressed his lips gently to hers. 

She reached up and grabbed his neck, pulling him closer, her tongue shooting out of 

her mouth, tracing his lips.  Her response sent an electric current through his body, and it 

landed on the tip of his erection as he gyrated against her belly.   

He felt a moan leave his throat and he explored her body through her clothes.  Visions 

of him ripping off her clothes and throwing her down on the carpet in the hallway swam 

in front of him. 

“Should I go and see if we can get somewhere a little more private?” 

“Yes,” she breathed.  “God yes.” 

They hurried to the lobby, and Thaddeus went to the front desk while she hung back. 

He quickly secured them a penthouse suite.  Although he wouldn’t be staying long, 

Brenda would spend the night there, and he wanted it to be a nice place.  He also ordered 

breakfast and a dozen roses to be delivered in the morning. Not only was she going to 

have sex with him, but she would also unknowingly be feeding him as well, and he 

believed a good meal was something to be cherished and respected. He wasn’t a total 

bastard, or at least that was what he told himself. Sure, he needed to feed, and hell, sex 

was fun, but being with Brenda would scratch a very uncomfortable itch inside him 

tonight, one that he would prefer not to think of very often…well, never, because it made 

him feel weak.  If one thing had been beaten in him as a boy it was that weakness would 

never be tolerated.  He shook his head to get away from the thoughts and concentrated on 

Brenda.   

The elevator ride up to the penthouse was sheer torture.  They were in frenzy by the 

time they arrived at the penthouse door, each unbuckling the other’s belts through 

passionate kisses and groping hands.  They practically fell into the room.  Out of habit, 

Thaddeus looked around to be sure they were alone, and noted that the penthouse was 

indeed very nice with its modern style furniture and sleek marble flooring.  The floor-to-



ceiling windows showed off a beautiful view of Reno, but he was far more interested in 

the view of Brenda. 

Thaddeus quickly pulled the red turtleneck up over her head and dropped it on the 

floor. He picked her up effortlessly, and made his way to what he assumed would be the 

master bedroom. 

“You, my dear,” he said as he took in her breasts covered in a very lacy red bra, “are 

lovely.  Let us keep those boots on for a while though, okay?” 



Chapter 2 

 

 Thaddeus emerged from the penthouse and checked his watch.   He looked forward 

to getting home and crashing in his own bed.  He had three hours before dawn, so hurrying 

wasn’t necessary.  Home wasn’t too far away. 

As he walked through the casino to the door, he thought of the woman he had just 

left.  They had great sex together, and he smiled to himself thinking of her laid out in front 

of him with those damn boots on.  As he pumped into her, he had also fed from her, his 

fangs sinking into the column of her neck.  The stupid folklore that humans came up with 

always made him smile.  Like a vampire could turn a human into a vampire.  Hell, if that 

were the case, the human race would have ceased to exist many, many centuries ago. That 

vampires were the undead.  Their hearts didn’t beat.  Garlic would keep vampires away.  

All bunk.  Thaddeus and those of his race were as alive as humans, with hearts thumping 

in their chests.  And he loved a good plate of rigatoni.  

The act of Thaddeus feeding was not painful for Brenda.  In fact, it heightened the 

experience for both of them.  He remembered her crying out as her nails scored his back.  

After both of them were spent, he closed the puncture marks at her neck with a kiss.  She 

fell asleep quickly, and he had gotten dressed and left after doing a light erase on her 

memory.  When she would awake in the morning to her breakfast and roses, she wouldn’t 

remember much except for the fact that she had a great time.  She would chalk up the lack 

of details in her memories to the wine. 

He knew he would never see the woman again, and that was the way he wanted it.  

Both Mark and he had a rule that any woman they were with had to be a tourist, and had 

to be leaving the next day.  The two women tonight had been a yes on both counts.  

Home run. Touchdown.  Score. 

As Thaddeus stepped into the street, a chill smashed him in the face.  He pulled the 

collar of his coat up around his neck and headed for his car, which of course, was parked 

in the back parking lot.  He cursed himself for not using the valet services. 



As he walked, he scanned his surroundings, aware of the different scents and people 

that were out and about.  Not that he was concerned about getting jumped or anything.  

He knew he could handle himself without any problems.  His kind were stronger than 

humans, and him being bred a soldier made him stronger than most of his kind.   

He weaved in and out through the parked cars and thought about being up in that big 

bed with Brenda, and how warm and soft she had felt.  It was quite the contrast from 

being outside.  

As he reached his car, his cell phone rang.  He took it out of his pocket as he 

unlocked the door to his Lincoln Navigator.   The caller ID indicated it was Mark. 

“Hey, my man,” Thaddeus said into the phone.  “What up?” 

“I’m making my great escape right now.  Where are you?” 

“I just got to my car.  You need a lift home?” 

“Nah.  I’m solid.  Almost at my bike.” 

Thaddeus shivered to think of the mind-numbing cold Mark would face riding his 

Harley home. 

“How was your night?” Thaddeus asked. 

“Ah, man, you know me.  Give me a good rack and I am one step away from 

heaven.” 

Thaddeus chuckled.  “Glad to hear it.  Listen, I will talk to you later.” 

“Wait a minute,” Mark said, “how was your night?” 

Thaddeus smiled, remembering those damn boots again.  “I don’t kiss and tell.”  And 

he hung up. 

As he drove home, he thought of the human. Thaddeus had very little, if any, contact 

with the human world.    In fact, he had very little contact with anyone, vampire or 

human, but Thaddeus had liked Mark from the moment he had met him. 

They had met at a Starbucks one evening a couple of years ago just after nightfall.  

Thaddeus had stumbled in, pissed that he didn’t have any coffee at home and sporting a 

really bad mood.  His attitude was that of an angry rattlesnake when he first woke from 



his daily sleep, and he stepped into Starbucks ready to literally kill anyone who messed 

with him.   

As he waited in line, surprised by the amount of people who were getting coffee at 

6pm, he looked over the menu.  He really hated all this double shot, café, mocha, dente 

shit.  He really did.  Whatever happened to regular, good old-fashioned black coffee?  He 

then heard a man behind him say, “Man, don’t even think about cutting in line.” 

Thaddeus turned around and looked at the man behind him.  He was big, standing as 

tall as Thaddeus, but not quite broad.  Thaddeus guess his age at around thirty. The big 

guy’s bright green eyes pierced into a smaller guy trying to make his way up to the 

counter.  The big guy ran his hand through a flop of red, unwashed hair, and looked like he 

would love nothing more that to take down the smaller man who continued to snake his 

way up to the counter.   

The redhead said, “I am not shitting you.  Get back in line or I’m going to make you 

wish you never stepped foot in here.” 

Thaddeus smiled to himself and watched the line jumper hesitate for a second as he 

looked over the redhead throwing around threats.  He pulled the lapels of his cheap suit, 

straightened his tie and began to move toward the counter again. Thaddeus put a hand on 

the man’s chest.  He smiled and softly said, “You should listen to him,” as he pointed his 

thumb over his shoulder at the redhead. 

The man looked at Thaddeus trying to cover his fear with bluster.  Puffing out his 

chest, he said, “Get your hands off of me.  I don’t have time to wait in line.” 

Thaddeus kept his hand on the man’s chest, feeling ridiculous about getting into this 

in the middle of a Starbucks, especially with a pencil-pushing bore like this little guy, but 

he was jonesing for a confrontation and one had just walked up and introduced itself. 

“That’s  not my problem, asshole.  But I do have a problem.  You want to hear my 

problem?”  Thaddeus said deadly quietly.  “Let me tell you my problem.  My problem is 

that I ran out of coffee.  And I need my coffee when I wake up in the evening.  Because I 

ran out of coffee, I have to come down here and stand in line and listen to all you grunts 

order your double shot café mocha shit, and all I want is just a big cup of coffee.  So I’m 



on edge to begin with, okay?  You trying to push your way up in line makes me want to 

go violent all over you and scrub the floor with your face, and I hate mopping. You 

understanding me?”  When the man opened his mouth as if to say something, Thaddeus 

cut him off.  “Don’t say another word.  Just get back into line and I won’t get any 

crankier by having to polish the floor with your ugly mug, capiche?” 

The guy backed away and Thaddeus looked at the redhead smirking behind him.  

“Problem?”  Thaddeus asked the redhead. 

“Nope.  No problem back here, man.  Just think it’s pretty funny that we’re both  in 

this trendy bullshit place because we didn’t make it to the store to get coffee grounds.  All 

I want is a large cup of gasoline and to get out of here.” 

Thaddeus nodded and smiled thinly at the redhead.  And then it was his turn in line. 

“A large coffee, black,” he told the chubby girl behind the counter. 

“You want to add a shot?” she asked. 

“Unless you have a shot of whiskey back there, then no.  Just the coffee.”  Man, he 

was at the end of his rope, feeling like he wanted to pound someone.  He really just 

wanted to get the hell out of dodge. 

As soon as he had his coffee, he took off for the door.  The line continued to grow.  

As he walked down the sidewalk to his car, he heard footsteps running up behind him. 

He whirled around to see the redheaded man running up to him. 

Thaddeus stopped.  “You forgot your change, man,” said the redhead. 

After that initial encounter, Thaddeus began to run into Mark on a semi-regular basis.  

The grocery store, Thaddeus’s favorite nightclub.  Thaddeus had just started an interest in 

rock climbing, and one night, as he reached the top of one particularly challenging climb, 

there stood Mark. 

At first, Thaddeus was very leery of always running into the human, wondering what 

the guy’s ulterior motive was, and also wondering if the guy was actually human.  Mark’s 

scent was slightly off, and that put Thaddeus on alert.  After a few weeks, he realized 

there wasn’t an ulterior motive, decided the different scent was insignificant, or maybe he 

just had allergies, and let his guard down and befriended Mark. 



Thaddeus thought he and Mark had a lot in common.  Mark worked doing some 

Internet marketing stuff from home, and made his own hours.  He preferred the night 

hours, as did Thaddeus, but Thaddeus really didn’t have a choice.  Mark also enjoyed 

climbing the great rocks of the valley, and was fast, almost as fast as Thaddeus.  They 

also both enjoyed the clubbing, the pursuit of women, and the pleasures that came with 

those pursuits. 

Once or twice Thaddeus had actually thought about telling Mark what he was.  That 

thought usually sprang up in his brain while it soaked in Patron Tequila. 

Mark was good people, he thought as he exited the freeway to Mount Rose 

Highway. 

He sped up the highway about seven miles, and then slowed and took a right down a 

dirt road.  A large electric gate blocked the path.  Thaddeus hit the remote and the gate slid 

open. 

The mountain in front of him loomed large, brightly lit by the moon that was setting 

for the night.  As he slowed in front of the mountain, he hit a button remote, and a 

portion of the mountain lifted to reveal a garage.  He smiled to himself; his garage was so 

Batman. 

He pulled the car in, hit the remote to shut the garage, and walked over to the 

elevator.  He hit the button and the door opened.  He stepped inside, pushed the up 

button, and leaned against the wall of the elevator and closed his eyes.  He was definitely 

ready to get some much-needed shuteye. 

 

 



Chapter 3 

 

Simple southwest décor greeted him. The living room had floor-to-ceiling windows 

built into the rock looking out over the bottom of the canyon and up the other side. The 

couches were worn brown leather, formed in a U in the middle of the room facing the 

windows.  A couple of side tables and three lamps were hand-carved out of wood, each 

depicting the form of a Mexican God—Ah Hulneb, the Mayan God of War, Camaxtli, a 

God of war, fate and fire, and Xochiquetzal, the goddess of love.  Each piece had been 

handmade for Thaddeus by an incredibly gifted artist in a small town just over the border 

in Arizona.  He admired the craftsmanship of each piece, the detail of the carvings. 

The dark red walls were covered with art he had picked up on that trip. A fully-

stocked bar sat on the other side of the room from the door.  No TV.  No stereo.  The 

purpose of this room was to enjoy the view, which he did often, and which he intended to 

do tonight as well. 

He went to the bar and poured himself a spot of tequila and then sat down on the 

couch, staring out the windows.  He listened to the silence of his home.  Behind him there 

was a hallway that held eight separate living quarters, including his own.  Each living 

space had a bed, a sitting space, and a fully tricked-out bathroom that included huge walk-

in showers and deep Jacuzzi tubs. All furnished with the best of the best.  No Ikea shit in 

this house.  Each end of the hallway had a thick, wooden door standing guard of the 

bedrooms like soldiers.  Beyond the hallway through the other wooden door laid another 

expansive room, the Great Room.  The kitchen, dining area, and another living room all 

resided in there, along with the stereo, a sixty-four-inch flat screen TV, Xbox, Playstation 

3 and a full library of book. As he sat there, staring at the setting moon, he replayed the 

night again in his head.  He had a good time at the club shooting the shit with Mark.  He 

had gotten laid.  He had fed.  All of his basic needs had been met, yet in the middle of his 

chest, he felt a hollowness—that internal itch—that he preferred to ignore.  He hated the 

fact that he felt lonely a lot of the time.  It wasn’t just the loneliness that got to him; it 

was also the fact that he was bored out of his mind.  He had been trained to be a soldier, 



and he hadn’t seen any action in 40 years.  He kept fit, practiced with his blades and 

guns, but he never put his skills to use. To combat the boredom, and take his mind off the 

fact he was alone, he had spent a few years learning the ins and outs of the stock market, 

and proceeded to make a fortune.  That was fun for a couple decades, but he had lost 

interest. So, he had taken a good chunk of the money he made, bought one hundred and 

fifty acres of land, including the mountain in which his house was built. After the house 

had been finished, which was a long task that tried his patience over and over, he turned 

to photography.  That had also held his interest for a bit, but that fell by the wayside as 

well.  The one constant that kept him mildly amused was women.  

He had built this huge house into the mountain decades ago when Reno was a thriving 

party town.  At that time, he had imagined the rooms filled with other vampires, all living 

together happily.  He had thought that perhaps he would even take a wife, or a mate—

whatever you wanted to call it—someone he could share his life with, someone to love, 

maybe even have a couple of babes running around.  But he had waited too long.  

Something happened in the DNA of the Vampire Nation as a whole, and the females were 

only giving birth to sons.  There were no more female vampires being born.  The good 

females, few that there were, had all been spoken for, and that left him and a lot of other 

male vampires with a big fat pile of nothing in the partner department. Sure, there were 

instances of male vampires mating with humans and producing half-breeds.  If a mixed-

race offspring was born more vampire than human, it usually died because of the lack of 

blood, which the babe would need immediately to survive.  If the child had more human in 

him, his vampire needs and desires did not surface, and the child could go on to live a 

normal life. 

And, due to the Behavior Doctrine handed down from The Council, the last five 

pure-bread vampires in existence, taking a human mate honestly would be impossible.  

Yes, vampires had integrated themselves into the human society, working side-by-side 

with humans in the casinos downtown and around the country, working in hospitals, the 

fire departments, and the police departments.  Vampires worked anywhere there was a 

need for a night shift, but to actually come out and let humans know that vampires, yes, 



they actually did exist, would be genocide.  And besides, there were so few left now.  Not 

only had female vampires ceased to exist, but also the race as a whole was dwindling.  

But getting back to taking a mate...how would that work with a human female?  Yes, 

I love you so much, honey, and I want to please your body, know your mind, listen to 

you, have a partnership with you, and by the way, would it be okay if every few days I 

stuck my fangs into you and stole a little of your hemoglobin?  Where are you going, 

honey?  Why are you running away screaming in fear of me?  Yeah, he could see that 

scenario in the no-fucking-way department.  

Across the valley, large pine trees fought for space, except in one area, there was one 

tree that stood alone.  It was as if the other trees decided that they didn’t want to be 

anywhere near it.  The closest tree was about 5 feet away.  It had been this way for about 

10 years now, Thaddeus guessed.  That lone tree stood among the others, but by itself.  

Apparently, any seedlings that had dropped from the tree never took hold in the ground.  

And didn’t that tree make a perfect metaphor for his life:  He had people all around him, 

but he needed to keep them at a small distance.  And none of his seed would ever 

reproduce.    

 He rubbed his sternum, slammed back the rest of his tequila and stood up.  He had 

no interest in thinking anymore about loneliness, mates, or the future of the race. He had 

been there, done that, and didn’t want the t-shirt.  He had been walking the earth alone for 

four hundred years, and he figured he had another five or six hundred years to go before he 

checked out.  No point thinking about stuff that couldn’t be changed. 

As the moon began to dip behind the mountain across the valley, he could feel the 

first rays of the sun making their appearance behind his mountain.  The ache that traveled 

up his spine was his body’s way of telling him to take cover or else he was going to fry 

like a steak on a grill. 

He went to the side of the large window and hit a button. Large, stainless steel 

window coverings that reminded him of a garage door scrolled down from the ceiling, 

shutting out any of those damn UV rays that wanted to sneak in. 



He walked across the room to the large wooden door that led to the hallway.  He 

flipped the light switch, sending the room into darkness, and closed the heavy door 

behind him.  He punched in some numbers on the keypad by the door, locking himself in 

the rest of the house embedded deep in the mountain. 

  He headed toward his room, the last on the left, his footsteps almost silent in the 

heavy carpet of the hall.  He closed the door, stripped down, leaving his clothes where 

they fell.  His body felt heavy, and exhaustion was creeping up on him at a quick rate. 

 As he lay down in his California king-sized bed, he pulled the large black silk 

comforter over his head and closed his eyes.  He felt sleep rolling up on him like a steam 

engine as it usually did after a night of fucking and feeding, or F & F, as his brother Aiden 

had once named Thaddeus’s nighttime activities.  Sleep was ready to claim him, and he 

looked forward to it.  Sleep was a brief respite from his life.  As he drifted, his thoughts 

here and there, he was jolted to full consciousness by his cell phone, which, 

unfortunately, he’d forgotten to turn off before hitting the sheets. 

He cursed viciously, and looked at the little panel glowing brightly in the darkness.  

His brother was the culprit interrupting his sleep. 

Cy was different than the rest of his brothers.  A consummate nerd, the guy spent 

his days on the computer, or computers in his case.  Last time Thaddeus had spoken to 

him, Cy had just bought another computer, bringing the total up to eight.  He imagined Cy 

on the other end of the phone, his hand running through his dark, long hair, his foot 

tapping with impatience, and muttering to himself about Thaddeus not picking up the 

phone. 

 “What up, Cy?” Thaddeus grumbled. 

“About time,” Cy said, his deep voice tinted with the faintest of a German accent.  

Cy had been born in Germany, while Thaddeus had been given life in Norway.  He 

always wondered why Cy still had the accent, yet his own voice had the flavor of nothing 

but good, old-fashioned, apple pie, Fourth of July Americana.  

“Do you know what time it is?”  Thaddeus asked, lying back on his pillows. 

“Did I interrupt your beauty sleep?” Cy quipped. 



“Nah, when you are as good looking as I am, it doesn’t matter if you sleep or not,” 

Thaddeus deadpanned. 

Cy let out a bark of a laugh.  “All right, princess,” he said, still laughing. 

 “So which government agency are you hassling these days?” Thaddeus asked.   

For nothing but fun, Cy liked to pass his time hacking into government websites and 

causing havoc.  He had regaled the time when he busted into the Social Security Office 

website and stole 100,000 social security numbers.  He sat back and watched their tech 

guys go nuts—typing in code for a few hours—trying to locate the breech in their site and 

also track down where the numbers had gone.  When that bored him, he went back in, 

replaced all the numbers and virtually snuck back out as if nothing had happened.  

Thaddeus imagined that Cy had caused more than a few government IT guys to come 

close to having a nervous breakdown.   

And then there was the time when he had jumped the firewall to the operations of a 

General Motors plant in Michigan.  He was able to shut down all manufacturing in the 

plant for an hour.  Again, he enjoyed watching the IT guys trying to fix the problem, and 

then he turned all the machinery back on.  It wasn’t like Cy was some type of cyber 

terrorist or anything.  He did these things because he wanted to prove to himself that he 

could.  He always went back and fixed all that he broke, sometimes leaving the systems in 

better shape than when he had breeched them. 

It was also how he made his living.  Banks, businesses, and government entities often 

called on Cy to see if he could breach their online security.  Once he did, and he had never 

failed, they then asked him to make the security measures stronger.  He was paid very, 

very well for the cyber version of breaking and entering. 

“I am working on the Pentagon,” he said excitedly.  “I figure I will make it look like 

someone has accessed all the top secret documents stored on their server, which of 

course, I will.  I can’t wait to see what is really going on in this country.  Their system is 

playing hardball with me though, but I will get in there sooner or later.  Most likely 

sooner.” 

Most likely, Thaddeus thought. 



“I’m  also playing a little game with the government in Italy, which has been a real 

fun time,” Cy continued.   

Thaddeus could tell he was about to get an earful of technical garbage he wasn’t 

interested in, so he cut the conversation before it could get started. “Why are you calling 

me at dawn?” he asked, yawning.  He really needed some sleep.  

“Is it dawn already?” Cy asked, honestly surprised.  Cy resided on the east coast, so 

it would be mid-morning there.  The vampire rarely kept track of time, often at his 

computers until he collapsed. 

“Yeah, it’s dawn here, a couple of hours later there.  What’s up?” 

Cy sighed.  “Houston, we have a problem.” 

 



Chapter 4 

 

An hour later, Thaddeus lounged in the plush leather couch in the Great Room staring 

at the blank TV screen. He stood up absently and headed to the bar.  He took out the 

bottle of Tequila, poured the remaining drops into a glass and cursed.  

He went back to the couch and laid down, staring at the cherry wood beams that 

crossed the ceiling in decoration but also helped to keep the house from caving in from the 

weight of the mountain. 

Yes, they did have a problem. 

Besides hacking into government websites, Cy also kept tabs on the undertones of 

the Internet, looking for anything that may have to do with the Vampire Nation.  He had 

searches and cross-searches of news stories, chart rooms and blogs actively going at all 

times.  One of the searches had apparently turned up a trend that definitely had 

something to do with the Vampire Nation, although after much speculation, neither Cy 

nor Thaddeus could pin down what exactly that may be. 

Kids were being taken.  Human kids who were half-breeds but did not show any 

vampire traits.  

All babes born with vampire DNA were marked with a V somewhere on their neck.  

It was like a scar in their skin, and humans wrote it off as a birthmark.  A cross-search had 

found a few pictures of the boys being taken, and all had shown the marking on their 

necks. 

And the biggest surprise was that quite a few of these boys who had disappeared 

resided in Reno.  They were being taken right under Thaddeus’s nose, which pissed him 

off, to say the least. 

His job, his mission, was to find out where those kids were, get them out, and then 

find out why they were taken, by whom, and to kill the motherfucker.  It felt good to 

have a purpose again, a soldier’s purpose, a chance to serve the Vampire Nation. 



He looked at the large clock on the wall above the bar.  It read 8am.  He really needed 

to get some sleep, at least for a few hours.  Cy was working the computer, trying to get 

any leads on the kids, or who was taking them. 

Thaddeus had a special place in his heart for kids.  He thought this was because he 

never really had a childhood, just relentless training at the hands of a mother who did not 

hesitate to use any method necessary to ensure that him and his brothers turned out to be 

the top warriors she expected them to be.  She used any method except showing love. 

There were beatings, solitary confinement, and relentless physical training.  Sure, he was a 

strong bastard now, a soldier through and through, completely efficient in any type of 

combat from guns to hand-to-hand, but getting him to this place had almost destroyed his 

soul.  Hell, it had almost destroyed all of their souls, and he hated her with every fiber in 

his being for it.  He couldn’t wait for the day when he would spit on her cold, dead body. 

When he thought about his brothers, he knew that they were all broken in some way, 

and they all dealt with it in various fashions.  For Thaddeus, the harsh treatment of his 

mother made him long for a family and a relationship he never could have, hence all the 

women he bedded.  He just wanted to be next to a warm body, if only for a while.  His 

brother Cy closed himself off from the world, existing really only in the cyber-land.  And 

Aiden?  Aiden was cold to the core. The one person he had let in was Thaddeus. But then 

again, Aiden had disappeared about a decade ago and Thaddeus hadn’t heard from him 

since.  For all he knew, Aiden could be dead.  Thaddeus tipped back the glass not wanting 

to go through the laundry list of mind-fucks that made up his siblings. 

His mother was one of the first vampires to walk the earth, one of The Council. 

The Council decided 700 years ago that the vampire race would not continue to exist 

unless drastic measures were taken to integrate themselves with the human population. 

Vampires needed to stop wreaking havoc on the human race, treating them as nothing 

more than a food source.  The decision for this came from two different issues.  First, 

some type of plague had infected a good portion of vampires, making them weak and 

sometimes delirious.  Very few were able to overcome their illness. When the humans 

realized what was happening, they turned the tables and were very successful in killing 



vampires.  The humans burned them at the stake, tied them down and left them for the 

sun, or just put a stake through their hearts. And the sick vampires were too weak and 

unable to fight back.  Humans were on a mission to eradicate vampires, and they were 

beginning to win. The Vampire Nation was almost decimated, and the remaining vampires 

were forced underground.  After all the death inflicted from the humans and the plague, 

there were five vampires left on the earth, and they banned together and formed The 

Council.  

The Council decided that in order for the race to survive, they would need to do two 

things: Become very secretive of their own existence, and they would need to mate with 

humans.  Mating with humans would help erase some of their nightmare worthy 

features—the large black pits for eyes, the harsh, prominent facial features that consisted 

of hard lines and aggressive bone structure, long fangs that hung over the bottom lip, and 

the very, very pale white skin.  The babes born of the two races would take on more 

human characteristics so they could better integrate into society.  

Human women were snagged off the streets by The Council and raped.  The 

Council’s plan worked: The babes born to those human women looked human, but kept 

some of the vampire traits, such as needing blood, and the variant psychic abilities—

sensing emotions, being able to turn lights off and on, reading minds, etc.  The babes also 

kept the vampire strength. 

These babes were taught that humans were to be worshipped and revered at a 

distance.  This was taught in order for the new generation to live among humans instead of 

in hiding. 

The Council also believed that the race needed some type of army—a group of men 

who would lay down their lives for their race, men who could be called upon when shit 

got critical within the race, like if humans were to ever find out that vampires existed and 

decided to hunt them into extinction, as they had all those years ago.  These warriors 

would also be delegated with policing the race.  Those vampires who were caught 

disrespecting the human race, or letting a human know of the vampire existence, were to 

be hunted and killed.  The Council deemed that there was no room for leniency; the 



consequence of humans gaining knowledge of the vampire race was too significant, and 

The Council would not tolerate any chance that humans would try to obliterate the 

Vampire Nation again. 

The Council had chosen Thaddeus’s mother, Rusalka, to bear these children. A 

couple centuries back, Thaddeus had studied Slavic lore and came across his mother’s 

name. As the story went, Rusalka were women who had lured men into the water where 

they killed them.  Forgetting the water, he found the name fitting. 

His mother had also mated with humans to create her offspring, and only mated with 

human males who were the strongest of their race.  Not that it mattered; like Thaddeus, 

his mother could kill any human within a matter of seconds, a minute tops.  But she had 

wanted to mate with the best males of the human race to give her children every advantage 

she could.  She mated with were the strongest, the smartest, and the most handsome men 

she could find.  If these three traits were not fully present to her satisfaction, she 

continued her search. 

Dear old Rusalka had taken her job very seriously.  She traveled the cities and 

countryside of Europe and the jungles of Africa, watching men, listening to conversations, 

watching where they worked, gauging their intelligence. 

  As a purebred vampire, she had the ability to cloak herself into a beautiful woman 

that her prey would find desirable.  Gone was the long pasty white bald head, as well as 

the harsh lines and bone structure of her face.  Her large, black eyes—pits into evil 

itself—also disappeared along with her slim, bony body, claws, and her long, gleaming 

white fangs. His father, according to Rusalka, had been a great Viking warrior.  For him, 

she had cloaked herself as a beautiful Norwegian girl with long blonde hair and bright blue 

eyes.  For his brother Aiden, whose father was a great tribal leader in Africa, she had 

cloaked herself as a dark skinned beauty and told him she was from another tribe.  After 

seducing and luring her prey into bed, she kept them there for hours, fucking them, 

making them come, and then stoking them back up again.  Once she felt that she had taken 

enough of their seed in her, she would uncloak herself, revealing her hideous face.  She 

would then kill the men, drinking them dry—her hideous features the last thing they saw 



before meeting their maker. This continued for almost five decades until she had produced 

nine boys. 

Thaddeus tried to get up from the couch to make it to his bedroom, but his body 

wasn’t having any of that get up and move stuff.  He closed his eyes and had every 

intention of just sleeping on the couch.  His phone rang again.  Without seeing who it was, 

he hit the off button and tossed the thing on the floor, then fell into the deep sleep he 

desperately needed.  



 


