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Chapter One 
 

The young woman sat across from her computer and endlessly scribbled in her notebook.  

With headphones in place, the frantic pace of the newsroom where she worked did not 

deter from her looming deadline.  

She was used to it. In fact, she reveled in it. Writing stories about the people, places and 

things in her community always intrigued her. From people doing good deeds for others to the 

popular teenage girl that disappeared without a trace; all had a story to tell.  

“Harper? Harper?”  Ellen, the Assistant to the Editor asked while she rapped on the 

corner of the young reporter’s desk.  

Startled, she jumped after seeing the tips of Ellen’s finger’s tapping out of the corner of 

her eye. “Jeez, Ellen! What the…?” Harper asked her friend plucking the headphones from her 

ears and letting them fall around her neck.  

The assistant’s mouth curved into an impish grin. She loved teasing her good friend when 

she could - especially during deadline hour. 

“I’m sorry, Harp. Didn’t mean to scare you, but Ross wants to know how the story is 

going?”  

Frazzled, Harper took her light brown mane and began to pile it tall on top of her head. 

She flipped through her notebook, surfing through a sea of scribbles. Despite this being the age 

where computers, laptops and tablets reigned, there were some things she preferred to do the old-

fashioned way.  

She raised an eyebrow and glanced at her watch.  She dreaded when her editor did this to 

her. At her current pace, she could finish, tighten and send it to him with three hours to spare. He 



either wanted her off this story, or he wanted her to do another story in addition to this one which 

was already front page news.  With a pensive stare, she had an inkling she would dread her 

answer.  

“Nearly done…. tell him he’ll have it in an hour,” she told Ellen.  

Ellen smiled while she jotted it down in her own notebook. “Ok hon, I will. He would 

have emailed everyone, but someone hacked into his email, and since he’s at the editor’s and 

publisher’s conference he wanted an update – and a favor…”  

Harper stop surfing through her notes  and  began to play with her pen. The gnawing 

sensation that nagged at the pit of her stomach only justified her concern. Shit, I just want to get 

out of here, eat a decent meal and actually turn in at an hour that didn’t include the wee hours of 

the morning.  

“A favor? Is he serious?” Harper asked.  

Ellen sat on the corner of her friend’s desk. Just before she sat, she pulled out a blue 

folder and set it down in front of Harper.  “He is…. and this is for me. Ever hear of the band, 

Crave?”  

Harper’s brown eyes narrowed. Her stomach continued to churn which usually meant that 

all hopes for a peaceful evening would now be dashed by a friend with whom she could never say 

no to, and an editor who aggravated her more than her n parents. “No, I haven’t.” she answered, 

hesitantly. “Why?”.  

Ellen’s eyes widened with surprise. “Really? You never heard of them? Crave is one of 

the rising stars in the music industry!”  



Harper put her pen down and opened the navy blue folder Ellen had placed in front of 

her.  “I honestly haven’t El, and I’m a huge music lover. What kind of music do they play?”  

Ellen pulled out a CD from her sweater pocket and placed it carefully on the 

desk.  “There’s a demo in the folder, but this is their latest EP they’ve been promoting. One of 

their singles is now on Billboard’s ‘Heatseeker’ chart at number ten.”  

Harper’s eyes glimmered with delight. “And they’re from here? That’s fantastic.” 

Ellen nodded. “Yes, they are. Well… the bassist is, Chace Lawson. Apparently, the 

others are from all over. But I’ve never heard or seen women get so worked up over hot sweaty 

men in leather in my life.”  

Harper opened the folder and began to leaf through the band’s media kit. Her lips curved 

into a partial smile. It was great to see a local band make good, but she couldn’t help but snicker , 

at the crazy behavior some female fans put themselves through. She was an avid music fan but 

she was never one to go overboard. At least she didn’t think she was, until she saw the band’s 

group photo. The five men were easy on the eyes, especially, the man in the center. He was so 

stunning that it took the young journalist some time to adjust. In the black and white photo, he 

appeared to be slightly taller than the others with shoulder length-brown locks that framed his 

chiseled face. His dark eyes captivated and taunted her.  The more she looked at them, the more 

they held her in their grip, opening a window into her soul.  

“I can see why. They’re gorgeous. Especially the brooding one in the middle.” Harper 

said as she picked up the photograph.  Ellen got up on the desk and placed herself directly in front 

of her friend.  

“That would be Cass St. Marie. Pictures don’t do him any justice. He’s not just 

handsome, he’s beautiful. He’s also got this southern drawl that a girl can get drunk off simply by 



hearing him say ‘hello’. Ellen sighed. “And the way he moves onstage? Magical. One can’t help 

but be transfixed and aroused. Hell, the trademark leather pants he wears are enough to warm the 

most frigid woman in the club.” Ellen explained.  Harper’s gaze still was filled with surprise as 

she noticed the tone of her friend’s voice go from normal to a not so understandable moan. Ellen 

continued. “His vocals entrap you - such raw sensuality that I don’t think you could even 

deny.  The man is a drug on two legs.” Ellen gushed.  

Harper let out a huge laugh. Ellen was known as the Princess of Pessimism. For her to be 

this giddy piqued her interest in the band. .  

"I have never known you to get as excited about something as this. Or correction… them. 

So, what do I have to do with this?" Harper asked in an attempt to be curious.  

"The band's performing later at the Star 80 club. It's a showcase with some pretty cool 

A&R guys, other industry execs and so on. Anyways, since Dave, our beloved music writer has 

come down with the flu, Ross thought you’d be the next best person for the job."  

"Me? I love music as much as the next person but what do I know about writing some 

fluff piece on a rock band?"  

"They were your missing girl's favorite band." Ellen added.  Harper's face quickly grew 

serious. Ellen continued. “If I remember correctly, wasn't Darien on her way to a concert the 

night she disappeared?"  

Harper's heart stopped beating and all color was gone from her face. "She was…. She 

was on her way to a concert. But the police report never said which one."  

"Her mom, earlier on the T.V. news, told another reporter that it was a Crave concert. So, 

I called Chace and he said he and the band knew her. They had seen her at some of their shows. 



Maybe you could talk to them to see if they have any info on her disappearance while you're 

doing your fluff piece that Ross would like you to do for Dave."  

Figures. This is so close to deadline. All I want to do is sleep. I've been working non-stop 

on Darien Anderson's case for two weeks now, she thought.  

"He said the deadline for the feature isn't until the end of the week, but since David won't 

be back by then and the two of you have similar tastes in music, Ross and I thought you'd be 

perfect for this," Ellen insisted.  

"I'm surprised that you didn't want do this. You love to write…. And here's your chance,” 

she said wearily. The long hours began to creep on her; she placed the photo down and put her 

hand underneath her chin. 

Ellen nodded. "Not this one, not right now. This story ties into yours. Even if Dave were 

here, he would have given it to you based on that angle.  I can't help but to think something else is 

up. There's a link with all of this somehow."  

"Okay. I'll do it, as you already knew I would. What time is their show?"  

"Eight…. So when you finish, get yourself a little catnap, shower and a bite to eat, you'll 

be all set to drool over the hotties tonight. Wish I could go with you, but Ross has me running the 

night meeting and prepping for tomorrow."  

Harper sighed and rolled her eyes. It's a miracle their paper got out each day with the way 

Ross drove them all. She was grateful that he was not only at a conference for a week, but his 

email was also hacked.  

“Man… the two of you owe me big time when the Anderson story is over. Let me finish 

this update and get out of here.”  



Ellen squealed with delight. “Great! Ross said he’ll treat you to a dinner and a weekend 

away.”  

Harper’s weariness turned quickly into a wide grin as she put on her headphones and 

turned on her iPod. “Sold,” she told Ellen as she turned around and began to tap away at her 

keyboard.  

One story down, another to go, she thought to herself.  The shit I get myself into. Something’s telling 

me  I’m going to regret this one... 

  



Chapter Two 
 

With today's update filed and sent to the metro desk, Harper drove home to begin phase 

two of the day that never seemed to end.  

In fact, that was how her days were now; running in an endless stream of exhaustion for 

any shred of information of Darien's whereabouts.  

The town was devastated. Things like this never happened in the large suburban area of 

Wakefield. Three hours from New York City, the community was tight-knit mix of blue-collar 

and wealthy residents who preferred to live close to the city, but not too close. For its blue collar 

residents, a trip into the City was something they would do to mark a major event in their life, a 

birthday, the theatre visit, a shopping trip for a prom or a wedding gown. As much as most 

enjoyed the hustle and bustle of the city, most were relieved to come home when their trips’ were 

over. 

Despite its beauty, Wakefield’s inner city was full of violence on a nightly basis. But in 

the wealthy neighborhood of Brasleton, located on the city’s outskirts, people were stunned to 

learn that one of their own was missing.  With picturesque Colonials lining their streets, Brasleton 

kept the well-to-do of Wakefield in a protective cocoon from the outside world.  In fact, most of 

the time, most people in the neighborhood only went into town to either show off their latest 

fashion, or to hawk a new charity.  

But Darien was one of their own. The family was wealthy, well-known and noted for their 

charitable efforts. Darien had just turned eighteen and was popular amongst her peers. The last thing that 

anyone got from her was a text that said, ‘Going to the show. I’ll be back soon.- D.’ The message was 

sent at 11 p.m.  When the police arrived hours later, not only was her cell phone still in her car, but the 

red sports car was still running with its key in the ignition.  No one understood how it happened or why. It 

frustrated everyone because it didn't make any sense.  

A native of Brasleton herself, Harper was as shocked about this disappearance as the next 

person. As a teen, she remembered how much she rebelled against the posh parties and dull social 

circles that the wealthy played with; settling for going out of the bubble to study at NYU.  It was 

the best thing she could have done for herself. She traded in a potential career in education to 

study journalism. To her, it was better to seek the truth within a story with words and facts and 

photographs than behind a desk with a chalkboard.  



From what she heard about Darien, the teen was a lot like her. Darien loved journalism 

and wrote a lot of stories for her school newspaper. Harper was impressed with some of the 

stories Darien had written over the last couple of years. Harper hoped that when they found her, 

Darien could continue to do what she did best, and that was figure out the truths of the many 

things this life had to offer.  

As she rolled into the driveway, she grabbed the blue folder and CD from the glove 

compartment. Her condo was on the outskirts of town. It was close enough to run errands, yet 

secluded enough to give her some much needed privacy as warranted.  She was grateful that the 

only people that knew where she lived were her family and Ellen. If her boss Ross knew, all bets 

would be off.  

She got out of her car and unlocked her front door. Dark and quiet, she was relieved 

when she turned on the lights that everything was where she left it. Weary, she placed her keys 

down on the table by the door and threw her coat onto the sofa.  

She glanced at the empty fireplace and book that lay near the table. Not our night book, maybe 

tomorrow? Tell you, the things I do for my friends. She mumbled while she found herself in the kitchen 

opening up the refrigerator door. 

She'd need to order food. The fridge was as barren as a dessert with the exception of 

some expired milk and yogurt that had probably been in there since early summer.  

Grabbing a menu she ordered her favorite take out from China Queen and placed Crave's 

CD into her player. She plopped herself on the couch, it was a little after 5:30 and according to 

Ellen, the band's set wouldn't start until 8:50 so she'd have time to rest a bit since Star 80 wasn't 

that far from her condo.  

The opening riffs of the guitar coming from her stereo system gave her not only second 

wind, but also filled her thoughts of the lead singer's whose striking good looks virtually leapt 

from the photograph and into her stream of unconsciousness. As her eyes closed, Cass’s voice 

filled the family room with an infectious stir. Ellen was right. The voice was so intoxicating that 

one could get drunk from listening to him.   If he could do this with his voice, what in hell could 

he do with the rest of his body? 



She began fantasize about seeing him onstage, his muscles ripped and sweat was coming 

out of every pore, dripping off his bare chest and defined abs. Suddenly, he slinked towards her, 

his voice begged. ‘Come to me. Come to me.’   

His eyes seared through her body. Everything from the top of her head to the tips of her 

toes began to simmer into a slow burn. The more she listened to his voice, the more engaged she 

became. Just one touch.  Her fantasy was so vivid.  She envisioned him walking towards her 

across the stage, his eyes, forever locked into her gaze.  

“Miss, Miss.” a person yelled followed by several loud knocks at the door. Harper startled awake 

and stumbled towards the door to open it.  In front of her was a small, elderly man with silver hair, who 

greeted her with a large bag. 

“You order Chinese, miss?”  

Harper smiled as she took the bag from him. “Yes, I did,” she replied, inhaling the mix of 

Wonton Soup and Chicken Lo Mein. “How much do I owe you?” she asked while she pulled out 

a couple of twenties from her jeans pocket. “Thirty.” He answered in a distinct accent.  She had 

ordered enough food to last her for a couple of days for fear her schedule would be just as bad, if 

not worse than it already was.  Starved, she gave him the money along with a tip and closed the 

door shut.  

**************************************************** 

“You did what, Chace?” Said the group of men in unison as they prepared for their 

performance later on that evening.  

The bassist attempted to smooth some of his unruly mass of brown curls and replied. “I 

told Ellen that we’d talk to the reporter about Darien. I figured it couldn’t hurt.”  

All of them appeared stunned at the man, who to them was like their brother.  Their 

motto, they do things as a group or not at all. Chace never had gone against them, until now. 

The group’s founder and lead-singer Cass St. Marie laid back with a casual ease on an aged 

leather couch in the corner of the room. He stayed silent during most of the argument. He understood both 

points. However, he agreed that Chace should have gone to them first before making a decision on the 

band’s behalf to speak to a reporter.. “All everyone is getting at is that you should have asked us first, 

Chace,” Cass told him.  



Aggravated, Chace got up from the uncomfortable steel chair.  Lean and muscular, he 

stretched his tall frame beginning with his arms, followed by his legs.  Tired of sitting, the young 

guitarist decided to get up and walk around the dressing room.  

“I didn’t see what the big deal was. Darien was, well is a friend to us.  This reporter may 

have something that we could have missed.”  

Cass continued to lie back against the couch. The more he listened, the more his eyes 

showed a mix of both curiosity and concern for Chace’s actions. The last thing the band needed 

right now were new people in their inner circle. The less, the better in his opinion. The band had 

enough attention from groupies, A&R and other various rock music press. They were so close to 

what they wanted, the last thing they needed was a link to a young woman who not only was a 

long-time fan, but one that held ties to them in such a tragic way.  

His head spun out of control as he mulled over everything. From the nerves that settled in 

due to record industry types coming to see their imminent performance, to this. He decided that 

everything had to be figured out, one problem at a time.  

“We can’t worry about this now, Chace. In case you aren’t aware of it, we have a 

showcase to do in about 90 minutes.” Cass replied.  

Chace was stunned at his friend’s comments. “I don’t get how you say that. Out of all of 

us, Darien adored…well, adores you the most. ”  

Cass suddenly shot up from the couch. His quick gait brought him face to face with the young 

bassist player. His eyes filled with rage as he interrupted, “I told her I’d help her!  I warned her. No one 

told her to deal with Marcus’ crew, she did all of that on her own. She was on her way to the club so that I 

could get her to a safe house.”  

Chace’s blue eyes were puzzled.  He hadn’t the slightest clue over what Cass was talking 

about.  “Safe house?” he asked.  

Cass rolled his eyes. “We didn’t want to tell you. We were hoping that as soon as she had 

gotten here, all we’d need to do is bring her there and that would be the end of it. Obviously, 

others like Marcus figured it out. ” he explained.  



Chace’s expression was full of frustration.  As usual, Cass left him out of certain plans 

when it was convenient for him.  If he knew of Cass’ plan, he would have gotten Darien out of 

town sooner.   

“Maybe Cass, if you and other members of this band, stop keeping things from me, then 

perhaps I could have gotten her myself that night.” Chace added. 

Dismissive, Cass replied as he walked away. “We keep things from you to prevent you 

from doing things like what you just did.” 

“I don’t care what you think. I just have this feeling this reporter may know something,” 

Chace insisted.  

“She’ll never tell us. Why would she? She doesn’t even know you.” Sean McKinnon, 

Crave’s  lead guitarist chimed in.   

“Ellen says she’s cool and that she’s been working herself to the bone trying to find out what 

happened to Darien.”  

Sean flipped his long, blond mane out of his face, and walked over to the dressing room 

table.  Ruggedly handsome, he was shirtless wearing only a pair of black leather pants and a 

silver studded belt as he rested his back against the table.  

The co-founder of Crave, thin lips curved into a wide grin when Ellen’s name was 

mentioned. Cass snickered as he glanced over at his close friend and shook his head.  

“How is Ellen, Chace? I haven’t seen her around lately.” Sean asked.  

Sensing that some of frustrations have cooled a bit, Chace sat back down in his chair. 

“She says she’s been busy. Her boss has been at a couple of conferences and has her on a tight 

leash until Monday. She told me to tell you, hi and thanks for the ‘massage’ a few weeks ago.  

Sean smirked. Ellen was a good fan, and friend to the band.  Sometimes her friendship 

came with additional benefits, especially with Sean.  His grin became even wider when he 

thought of her. “You should have said it was Ellen. Cass, we should see what this girl knows.”  

Chace was bewildered. “Nothing like mentioning ‘a friend’ to change someone’s 

opinion.” he mumbled.  



Cass chuckled as he glanced at Sean.  “Well, too late now to go back, might as well see 

what she knows.” he said with reluctance.  

Chace’s lips curved into a weak smile. “Thank you.”  

Sean rubbed his palms against his thighs.  The mere thought of Ellen half naked in a towel with 

warm massage oil on her upper body was making his cock swell in his pants. “Too bad Ellen couldn’t 

come with her friend; would have been fun to see her again.” He lamented.  

“Something tells me you’re going to have fun tonight regardless of who’s at the show.” 

Cass added.  

Sean took a deep breath as he attempted to collect his thoughts. “Sad job, but someone’s 

gotta do it.” He said.  

  



Chapter Three 
 

A quick catnap, shower and some food gave Harper a much needed second wind.  

Before driving to Star 80, she decided to take a quick detour to Darien’s parents.  She 

wondered why Darien’s mother gave the TV news that bit about the band, yet never gave the 

police or her the information.  

Minor oversight, or was there something else going on that Darien was involved in?  This 

story was disrupting her life. She missed going out with Ellen and her other friends. She found 

that pining over the latest one night stand (or in her case lack thereof)  brought the calm she 

needed compared to the hourly updates on this story.  

With any hope, this story would be over soon, Darien would be back home with her parents, and 

for Harper, most likely onto the next story, would be dealing with her friends and other family members 

pleading with her to get a personal life. As she pulled up to Darien’s large home in the wealthy enclave of 

Brasleton, her head rang with Ellen’s voice asking, “When was the last time you got any? Maybe if you 

chilled out and took a break every now and then, you’d find the right one or at least a really hot bed 

partner.” She got out of her Camaro and trudged up the long driveway lined with trees on either side of 

them. She enjoyed the walk, the aroma of Bess Anderson’s prized red roses provided a peaceful contrast 

to the normal smell of smoke that came from the Brighton Steel Factory as you entered the city.  

Darien’s mother happened to be standing on the well-lit front porch as Harper walked up 

to the cobblestone walkway. Grandiose, the porch was wrapped along the entire home with large 

displays of hanging baskets of roses at each corner 

It was clear that Darien took after her mother in the appearance department.  She was one of those 

cookie cutter women, who by all intents and purposes, would make even the best-looking woman on her 

good day, look bad.  Her hair was honey blonde and flowed around her shoulders and down her back. Her 

green eyes were shadowed by worry. Her thin body paced back and forth while she puffed on a cigarette. 

So distracted was Bess, Harper’s high heeled boots against the concrete steps startled her from her 

thoughts.  

“Oh!” Bess yelped, as she turned towards the sound. 

“ Mrs. Anderson, I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to startle you.” Harper said as she climbed the 

steps.  



Bess covered her mouth and put out her cigarette on the concrete. She continued. “Oh 

Harper, Good evening! How are you? Are there any new developments?” The concerned parent 

asked while she put out the partly lit cigarette with her stiletto. Harper’s mouth curved into a 

weak smile. She stopped on the last step and leaned against the wrought iron railing facing Bess.  

‘”You don’t have to stop on my account.” Harper explained.  

Bess put up her hands. She began to laugh nervously. “Yes, I do. These things are the 

blight of mankind, but I gotta admit, they seem to calm my nerves. I had stopped smoking as soon 

as I heard that I was pregnant with Darien. I was one of those girls in high school back in the day 

that were under the impression that the boys loved the girls who smoked, drank and loved a good 

time.” Suddenly, Bess’ voice trailed off. She continued as she cloaked her sadness. “It’s too bad 

Darien shared that particular trait with me.”  

“She smoked?” Harper asked.  

Bess nodded and rolled her eyes. “Among other things. Cigarettes were just one of the 

substances. Pot, spice, coke…. My girl loved to indulge. Just like her mama.”   

Harper’s eyes narrowed with concern. She had never seen this side of Bess.  She was always one 

who was most positive about Darien’s whereabouts.   

“Mrs. Anderson, is everything okay? Something happen?” 

Bess shook her head, wiping her face. “No. Just like everyone else, I was re-tracing my steps. 

Regretting certain things I did, wondering if there was anything else I could have done.” 

“Was that what happened with the TV reporter today?” Harper asked.  

“TV reporter?” Bess asked.  

“Before I came here this evening I saw a TV report in which you told the reporter that 

Darien was on her way to see the band, ‘Crave’ at the Star 80 club when she disappeared.”  

Bess seemed surprised. She lifted her eyebrows slightly as she glared at the pretty 

reporter.  “I never told you that? Oh Harper, I thought for sure I did.”  

Harper shook her head.  “Police didn’t know either.”  

Bess face went pale. “I could have sworn I told everyone that.”  



‘Nope.” Harper said with a firm tone as she sat on the steps. “Do you have a few 

minutes?”  

Bess nodded yes and sat next to Harper. She pulled out another cigarette from her 

cardigan pocket along with a lighter. “Crave was one of her favorite bands. They play this mix of 

pop and metal that everyone, especially the kids, like. She saw them first in my brother’s town, at 

some all-ages shows. All of them are beautiful, but even I have to admit that lead singer, what’s 

his name, Cass, made even me warm one night. Anyways, Darien and a bunch of girls would go 

see them once or twice a month. They had some video to a song that was going places. When 

Darien learned that Crave was from here, she tried to go see them every chance she could.”  

“Does Star 80 have an all-ages show? I thought they only did 18 and up shows?” Harper pressed.  

“You are correct in that, but my daughter like any other teenage girl who wants what they 

want, discovered ways to see them.”  

“That they will,” Harper snickered. 

“You know the drill. Fake id’s, dressing older, you name it. That girl was beyond 

grounded, for some of the crazy stunts she’d pull to see them.  That was until after one particular 

plan that went awry and we got a visit from Sheriff Blackburn and Mr. Gorgeous lead singer 

himself. Apparently, Darien, after a show, had gotten backstage and was given an 18
th
 birthday 

‘present’ from their bassist. The Sherriff didn’t want it getting out and neither did Cass, who 

actually, for a lead singer, seemed like a level-headed guy, and brought her back home. Cass 

didn’t want bad press over Darien being so young with one of his band members. He had become 

friends with her and thought of her like a kid sister. He looked out for her and told us it was fine 

that Darien go to shows. The owner of Star 80 would make sure they’d have a place set for her 

and her friends that had no drinks or drugs. Things were doing fine until Darien got more into 

Chace than he was into her. She was so upset when things happened. But you know how guys 

are, especially musicians. Everyone including Cass tried to warn her, but she wouldn’t listen and 

then started hanging around this guy named Marcus.”  

Harper listened attentively at Bess, she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Why in the 

hell didn’t I hear any of this shit before? Why didn’t she say anything?  

“Marcus?” she asked while pulling out her notebook. “Who is he?”  

Bess shrugged. “We don’t know. None of us met him.”   



Harper’s eyes grew large. “No one’s met him?”   

Bess replied. “Nope. I asked all of her friends and all they know of him was his name and 

Darien’s quest of getting back at Chace.”  

“Did the guys know him?”  

Bess shrugged. “I doubt it. But maybe it won’t hurt to ask.”  

Harper scribbled down what Bess told her feverishly.  

“Look at you. It’s so good to know that you have my daughter’s back.” Bess told Harper.  

“I can’t believe no one knew about your daughter’s relationship with this band. How 

could you or your family leave all of this out?”  

“I didn’t think it meant anything. In fact, I still don’t. Darien’s young, pretty and 

impressible. She played these games with the boys at her school.  It’s just kid’s stuff.” Bess 

retorted. 

The more Harper wrote, the angrier she got. Just how important was Darien to her and 

her husband? All of these weeks of nothing, and now she learns more than she had before. It 

made her wonder what other secrets the Anderson’s had in their closet. She finished up the last of 

her notes, trying hard to hold her composure. Normally she would have raked the socialite up and 

down and everyway sideways for being a stupid idiot, but she loved her job, her new Camaro and 

condo. Besides, the quicker she got done with this, the quicker she could go onto the next story, 

praying that the next wouldn’t be as time-consuming.  

She stood up, placed the notebook in her purse and flashed a fake grin to the woman.  

“Well, it’s getting late,” she said, looking at her watch. “The guys will be on soon and  

I’d like to talk to them if I can before they go on.”  

“Thank you, Harper. I appreciate what you and the rest of the town have been doing to find my 

daughter.”  

“Not a problem. I’m sure with enough people searching for her, one of us will have 

something that’s bound to make the Sherriff’s life easier.”  Harper said as she walked away from 

the socialite mumbling to herself, Freaking idiot! 



“Night dear! Say hello to Cass for me!” She heard Bess yell out while she got into her car. She did all she 

could do to wave, even though her middle finger wanted to go up instead. 

  



Chapter Four 
 

By the time she arrived at Star 80, the band had already made its way to the stage. The 

club, frequently used as a showcase for rising talents on the brink of stardom, was in its previous 

life a large storage unit for old steam pipes. It was dark, industrial looking, with gray and steel 

hues, that when the stage lights hit, brought out an old blue-collar attitude that attracted heavy 

rock set.  

She scanned the room - tonight’s crowd was blend of everything from A&R men well-

dressed in Gucci’s latest to the young rock girls with their mothers wearing blue jeans and even 

tighter black t-shirts that simply said the band’s name  in bold cursive across their chest.  Since 

this was an invitation only event, she could imagine the normal crowd would be lot crazier. 

Harper sat at the bar and pulled out her pad and pen from her purse. “What can I get 

you?” the bartender asked while he glanced at her notebook.  

“Diet soda.” she replied. The bartender nodded and proceeded to get a frosted glass from 

the chiller underneath the bar, before he poured the cola, he tapped her on the shoulder. “I take it 

you’re here for the band?” he asked.  

She smiled politely, before she replied. “Yes, I am. I’m doing a feature on them for the 

Wakefield Post.”  

The bartender was a middle-aged man with a face well-weathered beyond his young 

years. “Funny, I never saw you here before.” he told her as he began to pour her drink.  

Harper wasn’t in the mood to be bothered. She wanted to watch the performance, interview the 

band, talk to them about Darien, go home and go to bed. “I’ve been here before.” She said with an abrupt 

tone, while she began to study her notes. She had hoped if she did that, he’d get the message to leave her 

alone.  

Placing her soda on the counter, the bartender said. “Really? I’ve been here for years and 

never saw you once.” 

His hot glare nearly made her vomit. All of a sudden, she felt dirty. She tried hard to 

concentrate at the tasks in front of her.  



Before she looked at the stage, she noticed the bartender continuing to stare at her as if 

she were a late night snack.  “Well then, I guess you should look harder.” she retorted.  

She took out a $10 bill and placed it on the bar. It seemed to do the trick. The bartender 

went quietly to the register, got her change and placed it besides her glass.  

And then it happened… 

The lights went down. The crowd that was laughing, talking and mingling with one 

another was hushed into dead silence; turning their focus onto the front of the stage.  

The first few bars of the anthem, ‘Rock me,’ gradually blared its way louder and louder.  

And there he stood wearing a pair of black leather pants that hung low on his waist along 

with a long sleeved black mesh shirt, whose buttons, by most females in the audience, were 

grateful to have been unbuttoned.  

After getting focused on the crowd, his brown eyes locked firm with hers, seemingly 

burning a hole into her soul. The photograph didn’t do him justice. Everyone was correct, Cass 

St. Marie was exquisite.  

“Good evening.” He told the crowd in a deep, southern drawl that reminded her of the day she 

first tasted her father’s favorite bourbon. It was sweet, delicious and full of body. 

The more she heard, the more she wanted. It was heaven on earth.  

He had only said two words and Harper and the rest of the audiences found themselves 

swooning despite him not singing a single note. His southern drawl and shoulder-length brown 

locks were enough to put any woman over the edge. His lips curved into a smile and the crowd 

erupted.  

“Guess you’re here to see us play, huh?” he quipped.  

The crowd clapped wildly. His southern accent should be banned. It could make the most 

level headed woman, like herself, want to walk up to him and have her way with him.  

“I’ll take that as a yes.”  He said as he glanced over the crowd once more before looking 

back at her with a wink. With an intensity that rivaled any top international act, Cass held the 

frenzied crowd in the palm of his hand as he began sing.  



Where the hell have I been? And why haven’t I seen any of these guys around before? 

This job makes me wonder if I live under a fucking rock. Where he has been all my life? 

She began to sweat due to the hot stage lights and the young man onstage. Needing to 

cool off, she took a long sip of her soda. “He’s fucking hot isn’t he?” A female voice shouted at 

her. Harper turned around, the woman was pretty with dirty blonde hair and blue eyes. She wore a 

skin tight black t-shirt with the words ‘Crave’ broadly displayed on her chest.  

“That he is.” Harper told her as she put down her drink. “Fan?” she asked the woman, 

pointing at her shirt.  

“V.I.P. baby!” the woman shouted while she extended her manicured hand to the reporter.  “My 

name is Julianne by the way.”  

Harper extended hers and gave Julianne’s hand a firm shake.  “Harper, Harper Erkstine.”  

“Hi, so is this your first time here?” Julianne asked while the two watched the band.  

Harper nodded. ‘No, I’ve been here a few times to see others. Just not Crave.”  

Julianne’s eyes widened with surprise. “Really? I thought everyone knew them. At least 

everyone here.”  

“I guess I’m in the minority. I’m from the Wakefield Post. I’m doing a favor for a co-

worker of mine who’s ill.”  

Julianne smiled. “Got it. Wait, you’re here for Dave?  Dave is awesome.”  

“Yes, I’m here on his behalf. Dave is great. Music writing isn’t my normal beat but I 

thought that I’d check the band out, so I decided to take Dave’s place.”  

“What’s a beat?” Julianne asked.  

Harper giggled. “I’m sorry. News lingo. I normally write for the metro desk or do some 

feature writing for lifestyle. Dave usually covers all music, books and movie stories.”  

Julianne’s eyes narrowed with interest. “Oh okay. Not exactly up on current events like 

politics.”  

Harper had already concluded that from the conversation thus far.  “It’s all good.” she 

told the woman.  



“Yeah, I was never the kind of girl that dug books, or up on the latest happenings. I like 

fun stuff, music, partying, drinking.”  

“Bands?” Harper quipped.  

“Yeah, especially one with lead singers like this one. I’ve known the guys for a long 

time. They deserve this shot. They’ve worked hard.”  

“I like them so far. I wish them luck. So you know them?”  Harper asked.  

“I do, pretty well.” Julianne said.  

“What are they like?”  Harper asked.  

“Is it official or whatever they call it?” Julianne asked.  

“Somewhat on the record, call it impromptu. It’d be great to get a fan’s perspective.”  

Julianne fiddled with her hair a bit before she answered. “I met Seanie, the guitarist with 

the long blonde hair when he was subbing for a friend of his at another gig; dug his playing and 

him a lot. He told me about a band that a friend of his was starting up which was Crave and the 

friend was Cass. And that’s it. I’ve been hooked ever since. Cass’ voice is amazing as you can 

tell.”  

“I love his accent.”  Harper said.  

“Isn’t it enough to make you dizzy? I love it too. Sean says he’s from New Orleans.” 

Julianne said.  

“I’m going to need southern drawl rehab after the night is over I’m afraid.” Harper 

smirked.  

Julianne laughed. “Cass is pretty fucking amazing.  He’s really smart and intense; keeps to 

himself a lot.  He can be hard to read sometimes. But he can party hard when he wants.”  

Harper looked at the stage once again. Cass’ shirt was now off. He threw it into the 

audience where eager and oversized women practically killed one another over it.  

“Holy shit!” Julianne laughed. “Girls, it’s only a show he’s working.  The man’s a pussy 

tease if I ever saw one.”  



Harper burst out laughing. “What did you say?”  

“He’s a pussy tease. Some girls drive men’s cock wild. Thus the term ‘cock tease’. Well, 

the way Cass plays these chicks, I’d say he is the ultimate pussy tease.  He sings, talks and dances 

with them. He tells them all what they want to hear. But when you meet him, I can’t explain it. 

He’s just different.” 

“Everyone’s got a story, Julianne.” Harper told her.  

“His is epic. Behind those brown beauties are enough layers that an onion couldn’t even 

peel off.” Julianne replied.  

“Tortured soul?” Harper asked.  

“Like I said before, he’s intense. He’s loyal to those he cares for. He grabs on so tight 

that when people try or do separate from him, things get crazy.” Julianne explained.  

Harper eyebrows rose with intrigue. Could he have done anything to Darien? He was 

close to her, protected her. What if things didn’t go well with either Marcus or Chace and Cass 

got angry?  

“Crazy?” Harper asked.  

“Crazy. He likes what he likes. If he could shut off everyone and have only a few close 

people in his life, he’d do it. But to have this career, something’s gotta give.” Julianne told her.  

Harper smiled. She could relate to him easily.  “I get him. More than you or he’ll know.”  

Rhythmically, his hips swayed with precision with each beat of the drum. She was 

curious if he could do what he was doing onstage, what was he like in bed?  

Without a goodbye, Julianne conveniently made her way up front, taking in every gesture 

Cass and the others made. He had a natural charm that commanded immediate attention. Harper 

enjoyed watching him perform song after song.  He garnered moans and groans from both males 

and females alike.  

Despite what Julianne told her, it appeared that Cass was used to the attention. It was 

after all, a job. And if the crowd and looks from the A&R executives were of any indication, Cass 

and his band mates were going to have even more attention in the months to come. He was a 

special breed.  



He seduced the audience as if it were his mistress. He teased, taunted, winked, chatted 

with the females and if you were one of the luckier VIP’s up front, you may have gotten to steal a 

kiss or two.  Their energy was electric. He fed off of it as if it were a sponge. The more they gave, 

the more aroused he got. As he slinked towards the edge of the stage, the women nearly killed 

one another for a mere chance to touch his leather-clad leg. 

It was clear that on this night, he was their master and savior. He wiped away any sense of doubt, 

fear or anger and replaced it with pure adulterated fun. Harper could barely write in her notebook, she was 

transfixed on the stage, and she didn’t want to tear away for fear of missing a hip movement or another 

glance from him. She found herself writing, electric…primal…sex… His pants were so tight that she 

wondered if they were painted on. She found herself looking closely at his behind as he turned around to 

get some water by the drum kit, No underwear outline. He goes commando. There IS a god.  

For his next song he roved around the stage on all fours. It was if he was a predator 

stalking its prey, and the crowd went into a fevered frenzy.  All of the women, including the wait 

staff, went mad over his antics.  

Julianne and the other V.I.P women in the front row showed Cass just how thankful they 

were of his performance by lifting up their shirts for all to see. 

They seemed proud of what they’d done. High-fiving one another and waving at Cass 

who laughed and winked back at them.  Minutes later, Harper noticed a rather tall, muscular man, 

mysteriously walk from the side of the stage and towards the women. The man whispered in each 

of their ears, and then one by one they filed off and headed backstage with him. Nice way to get 

backstage ladies. Classy. Harper thought while scribbling notes into her notepad. Guess the way 

to these guy’s hearts is through their cocks.  

As gorgeous as Cass and the rest of his band were, she could never do that for a chat or a 

chance to hang out with them. For her, brains would always win in the end. Looks fade over time.  

As their set wound down for the night, she was anxious to meet them so she could finally 

go to bed. She finished up the last of her notes when a male hand was placed next hers.  

“Got some Grey, Mitt?” The man asked in an intoxicating tone. The leather faced 

bartender walked over to him with bottle and glass in hand and said, “Of course, Cass. Good 

show tonight.” 



“Thanks, man.” Cass said as he took the bottle and glass from the bartender. Harper 

slowly looked up at the lead singer whose eyes again firmly locked into hers.  “Man, I had to 

come over and get a closer look at you. You’re a pretty little thing,” he complimented. 

Her face grew hot. In her opinion, she wasn’t bad looking. But probably compared to 

someone as beautiful as Julianne, if she were to rank herself from 1 to 10- she’d rank herself a 

four or five. 

“Thank you.” She replied as she outstretched her hand. “I’m Harper Erkstine., Ellen’s 

friend. I work for the Wakefield Post.” 

His hand nearly covered hers as he shook it.  “You’re Ellen’s friend? Dear God, Ellen 

needs to bring you out more often. You’re a reporter?” he asked as he opened up the bottle of 

Grey Goose vodka and poured the glass level full of alcohol.  

“I am.” She giggled as she looked down at her notebook. Get a grip, Harper. You’re not 

fourteen. 

He seemed to be amused by her state of embarrassment. Taking his long index finger, he lifted up 

her chin so that she faced him. “So, what can we do for you?” he asked “Ellen told Chace you had some 

questions about Darien.”  

Harper nodded. “Yeah, I do. I’m also filling in for Dave who normally covers the music 

beat. He’s under the weather.”  

Cass chuckled as his finger began to play the end of the hair. “Oh yeah, Dave’s a cool 

guy.  So this was your first time? Did we bust your cherry?’” He joked.  

She couldn’t help but to let out a huge laugh. The last thing she was expecting was for 

him to be so bold. “You did, first time at a Crave show. I’m pretty impressed. I’d be surprised if 

you didn’t get signed.”  

He raked his hand through his damp hair as he pulled up a chair next to her. “Thank 

you.”  He said. His eyes never waived from hers.  She didn’t know whether to run, hide or go 

wherever he wanted to go. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked as he took a long sip of drink.  

“The way you’re looking at me.” she said.  



He leaned in closer to her. “How?” he teased in a low syrupy whisper.  

Harper smirked. “Like that.”  

Cass was bemused. He grinned from ear to ear. “Sug, you’re pretty. I’m sorry. I was 

expecting… I don’t know what in the hell I was expecting when I was told you’d be coming, not 

anyone as attractive as you. I don’t mean to be-”  

“What in the hell, Cass? You are going to take all the Grey?” Chace and Sean said in 

unison as the two of them walked over to the bar with Julianne who was holding onto Sean’s 

waist for dear life.    

“Harper, this is Chace Lawson, our guitarist, Sean McKinnon our bassist and our ‘dear friend’ 

Julianne.” Cass said.  

Julianne waived at Harper. “Julianne and I have met. Nice to meet you guys.”  told the two men.  

“ Hey, where’s Eric? I thought he’d already be here. Sean asked.   

“Eric?” Harper asked. 

“ Eric’s our drummer. His old lady is sick so he had to bail early.” Chace said while taking the 

bottle from Cass. “You’re Ellen’s friend, right? ” he asked.  

“Isn’t she cute, Chace?” Cass asked him.  

Chace nodded his head in approval.  “And to think you morons were pissed off earlier that I told 

Ellen we’d talk to her. She is real cute, Cass. I approve.”  Chace continued with a wink.  

Cass laughed while he continued to play with  her hair. “Why are you so buttoned up, Sug? This 

is rock show, not some drive-by shooting. Next time you come, bring Ellen, and we’ll give you some of 

our gear.  I bet you look real hot in jeans and one of our shirts…” he flirted.   

She tried to stay on course. But he was making things difficult.  She pouted. “Now, why would 

you be angry about me coming tonight?” she asked Cass.  

Cass rolled his eyes. “It was over nothing, really. Darien means a lot to us... want her back with 

her family.”  

“That’s one of the reasons why I’m here.” Harper said.  



Sean patted Julianne on the butt and pointed towards the back. She left without saying a word. 

Harper continued.  “Bess Anderson told me earlier this evening that Darien was on her way to one of your 

shows the night she disappeared.”  

Cass nodded. “It’s true. She always came to our shows; sometimes to the chagrin of her parents.”  

“Bess told me that also.” Harper admitted. 

“You know kids. They do whatever they want to the best of their abilities without getting 

caught.” Sean said.  

“I can relate to that. She was a good kid, just a little headstrong at times. I was like that at her 

age.” Cass added.  

“And now’s she gone.” Harper said.  

“She was in way over her head.” Chace said pointedly while he took a few gulps of his vodka.  

“Over her head?” Harper asked.  

Cass looked up at Chace and flashed him a stern glance. “If you had been honest with her Chace, 

none of this would have happened.” 

The color left Chace’s face. “Me? What about you?”  

Harper folded her arms. She decided to let this play out. It was clear to her now that these guys 

knew more about the disappearance than they were letting on.  

“What about me? I tried to help her. All you did was play her like she was one our 

groupies.”  Cass said.  

“Chace, she was eighteen. She’s not like Julianne who’s old enough to know what’s up.” Sean 

added.  

“So, I slept with her. I didn’t know she liked me like that until that night. I thought she was all 

about Cass. Most of the chicks are.”  

“I told you several times she was into you. Were you seriously not listening to me?” Cass asked. 

“It’s the usual shit with you all the time, I’m over it.”  

Harper had heard enough for now. “Who’s Marcus? Any of you know?”  



Suddenly, Cass’ charm and warmth was replaced by a face of stone. His once curved lips became 

a straight line as he replied. “Nope.”  

Sean shook his head. “No. I don’t sorry. “  

She looked over at Chace who looked down at his drink before he replied. “No.”  

 “Hmm...No one seems to know who he is, according to Bess -  not you guys or Darien’s friends. 

This Marcus sounds like he’s a real mystery guy.  And her mom thinks Darien was trying to make one of 

you jealous.” Harper said. 

Cass snickered. His charm came back in flash. “Not here. But I have to say that if you’ve got a 

guy, I’d kick his ass for keeping you out here so late. If you were mine, we’d be home by now.”  He 

joked.  

Chace rolled his eyes. He had never seen Cass like this before. “Cass, c’mon man, she’s 

working.”  

“It’s true. And you did say Harper was cute, Chace. Didn’t he Harper?” Cass asked her 

with a wink.   

“Well, it seems that I’m not going to get anywhere this evening with this Marcus thing. 

But I did enjoy your show tonight,” she said as she got up from her barstool. Cass also stood up.  

“Here, let me walk you out,” the lead singer said, leading her out. Sean and Chace trailed after 

him.  

“I’m fine Cass, thank you,” she insisted, heading out towards her Camaro.  

Before opening the door, she heard growls coming from the darkness. She decided to 

ignore it. All the mind fucks and remnants of words, mixed with exhaustion were all getting to 

her.  

“I’m sure you are. Hey listen. We’ll be playing here again on Saturday if you want to 

come by.” Cass said. “I can comp you and Ellen tickets.”  

‘Hmmm. I don’t know, depends on work.”  

“Oh come on, Sug. You don’t work there 24/7 do you. If they let Dave out, they should 

let you out every so often. A little fun never hurt anyone. Besides, after the show, if you’re 



hungry, we can go to this pizza place up the street…”-his voice trailed as the growls became 

louder and closer.  

She put her hand over his mouth. “Do you hear that?” she whispered. 

As soon as she asked, the lead singer pressed his hand firmly on her arm.  She faced him. 

“Don’t move.” He told her.  

He turned his back now to her.  He was so tall and that she couldn’t see what he so 

obviously was shielding her from.  She tried to get around him, but moving him was worse than 

trying to move a cement block.  

“What is it? A dog? Come on Cass. I have to go. I’m not playing.” she pleaded after 

finally managing to free herself from him.  

In front of them it stood. It was large and black with fangs as sharp as a razors. Harper 

was paralyzed with fear.  

“It’ll be okay, Harper. Just don’t move. Don’t say anything.” Cass told her. 

Her breath became shallow; her heart pumped so loudly in her chest that she feared it’d 

come out. Frightened, she did what he asked.  

She had never seen a creature so big. It was four-legged with blood-red eyes. As quickly 

as it came to the car, the quicker it surrounded them, pacing in front of them growling at every 

turn. Cass was calm, and Harper was silently grateful that he’d decided to follow her after all.  

“Cass’ eyes focused on the creature. As soon as it snapped at Harper, Cass snapped back. 

That charming smile was now fueled with anger.  She touched his back.  “Cass?” she asked. 

“What is that?” she whispered.  

“Shh, I got this,” he said quietly.” “When I tell you, I want you to get into the car, ok 

Sug?” 

Her body was frozen. She did all she could to mutter the words “Okay.”  

The creature got eye level to Cass and sat down. Cass got in the creature’s face and 

opened his mouth to reveal razor sharp fangs. His growls were even louder than the creature.  



Harper was stunned. The creature snapped at Cass once more who retorted with a bite to 

the creature’s neck. 

The creature squealed and squirmed, but Cass managed to keep a firm hold on the wolf’s 

scruff.. He lifted his head and turned towards her, his fangs bloodied, and yelled, “Go! Get in the 

car, now!” His once brown eyes were now as red as crimson. Harper fumbled to open the car door 

when another wolf shot out of nowhere and jumped on her. She screamed as the animal clawed at 

her, ripping her clothes. She tried with everything to but didn’t have the strength. Suddenly Cass 

and Sean were at her side, and in one swoop they picked up the wolf and hurled it right into 

another that had appeared in the middle of parking lot.  

As soon as she became free she opened the car door, turned her key and started the 

engine. She looked up at an angry and bloodied Cass. His eyes, as quick as they turned crimson 

were back to their normal color. As much as he attempted to give her an explanation, she 

couldn’t.  Her frightened glare gave him for now, the answers she needed as she pulled away.  

What the fuck just happened??  

  



Chapter Five 
 

Up earlier than she wanted to be, Harper went back work at the Post. Exhausted, her 

mind spun with thoughts of the night before.  

In an attempt to focus, she turned on her computer and pulled out her coffee cup, 

infamous headphones, iPod and her purple eyeglass case. She turned on her iPod. She decided 

that she needed something angry to wake her up and out of this fog. Shaken to the core, she was 

still unsure about the events from the night before. She turned the dial on her playlist and began 

with Pat Benatar. Pressing play she listened to a few bars of ‘Love is a Battlefield’ and pressed 

stop. Her nerves couldn’t handle the lyrics for the moment. Maybe, she thought, another Pat 

Benatar song, ‘Invincible’, would force her to brain to forge ahead with the day’s events.  

As much as she loved her 80’s music and the strong vocals of the award-winning 

songstress, the song did the opposite of what she needed it to do. I don’t feel invincible. Before 

last night, I was one of those people who thought that they could do anything if they put their 

mind to it. Now? Maybe I’m not as strong as I thought, She turned the dial on her playlist once 

more. Maybe something with a rock beat isn’t what I needed. Jazz? Classical? New Age? I have 

Chopin on this thing right? She contemplated before she selected a Chopin song.  

She put her headphones on and pressed play. After a few bars, she turned it off. When she 

listened, Cass’ face appeared to her. He was the last thing she wanted to deal with at the moment. 

It was going to be one of those days in which nothing she did was going to work.  

In most cases, she could close out the world with a single tune. Since sleep eluded her, 

she decided that caffeine would be one of the few items that would keep her energy level up. She 

walked over to the coffee pot and poured a steaming cup of java. This would be the first of 

several, she feared.  



She glanced at the clock- only 7:00 a.m. The rest of the reporters wouldn’t be in for 

another 2 hours. She used the time to check today’s schedule, glance at her notes on last night’s 

shows and write yet another  follow-up on the Darien Anderson disappearance.  

She wandered back to her desk, and began to leaf through her calendar. On the docket 

today besides leaving early?  Go to daily briefing on Darien’s case, finish a draft of the Crave 

feature for Dave, and attempt to get some much needed sleep.  

She took out her pen and added two more names to the list: Cass St. Marie and this 

person named Marcus. The latter she wrote down over and over again.  

Who was he? How could she find him? What did he look like? What in the hell happened 

last night? Were those really wolves that practically tore half of her clothes off? She touched her 

one of her legs. She winced in pain as her hand ran over the scratches and bruises that were 

covered up by a pair of black khaki pants she wore today.  She resumed scribbling in her notepad. 

This time is was Cass…Cass…Cass. 

Never had she felt such a connection with a person. But that was the question? Was he a 

person? Was he human? What exactly was he? At least he didn’t seem to want to hurt her… for 

now. After all, he did protect her by fending off those creatures that were about to make her their 

midnight snack. He was so arousing, she couldn’t pinpoint what she found more attractive; his 

voice, the way he walked or the annoying way he came on to her. Maybe it was rock star 

arrogance that made him so hot.  Perhaps he wanted to make her another notch on the studded 

black belt he wore. But she had to admit, the attention was flattering.  

Whatever he was, she didn’t know whether or not to be grateful for saving her or scared 

this was all a part of a bigger picture. She put down her pen and placed her head down on the 

desk. She needed a chance to figure things out. Sad part, she didn’t know if that would ever 

happen.  



“Night that good?” Ellen said as she sped past her, heading towards her own desk.  

Harper propped her head up and placed her hand underneath her chin. With a yawn, she 

replied. “Oh my god...”  

Ellen put her stuff down and sprinted to her friend’s desk. “Ok, details, you must 

spill.  Did you like them?” 

Harper took a long gulp of her coffee said. “Yes, they were… they are really good.”  

Ellen sat on the end of the Harper’s desk with a huge grin on her face. “See, I told you 

you’d like them.”  

Harper’s lips curved into a weak smile as she inhaled the strong aroma of caffeine. The 

more she sipped, the more she continued to awaken. She tried to find the words for exactly what 

she thought of Cass as she took another sip of her coffee and began to play with the ends of her 

headphone buds. “You did. Ummm …Cass is ummm…“she said before Ellen interrupted. 

“Gorgeous, charming… Isn’t that accent enough to make your panties wet?” Ellen asked 

excitedly.  

Harper propped herself up and leaned back in her chair. She snickered. “He’s certainly a 

charmer. He must have complimented me a half dozen times.” Ellen’s eyes rose with surprise. 

“He did? He doesn’t normally do that.”  

Now Harper was even more confused and apprehensive than she was about last night. 

“He did with me. I don’t know what it was. Maybe it was the vodka he was drinking, but he said 

that I was a ‘pretty little thing’ ” she said mocking his southern drawl.  

“Well I agree with that, you are a pretty a little thing.” Ellen commented.  



Harper’s thin lips curved back into a smile. “Thanks. But I’m a tired a little thing; I came 

in early to look over my notes from last night. I talked to Bess Anderson who confirmed that 

Darien was on her way to see the band, but apparently she was also seeing one of them and got 

mad it seems, when he didn’t take her seriously, so she began to see this guy Marcus to make him 

jealous.”  

Ellen’s eyes narrowed. “Marcus?”  She asked.  

Harper nodded as she took out her eye glasses and put them on.   “What is it Ellen?” 

“Are you talking about Marcus Le Mond?” Ellen asked. 

Harper sprung up out of her chair. She eyes glimmered with one part exhaustion, one part 

of surprise. “You know him?”  

Ellen continued to look down at the desk. She shrugged her shoulder. “I don’t know if 

we’re talking about the same guy here, but I can say if it’s the Marcus I know, he’s beyond hot. 

But the word around town is that he has a mean streak. He’s a businessman in the city. He’s had 

run-ins with the band before, too.” 

“Run-ins? What kind of run-ins?”  Harper asked. 

Ellen eyebrows raised. “He’s no fan of Cass, that’s for sure. I couldn’t tell you why. But, 

I know he’s been at Star 80 a few times, always gets the V.I.P. treatment.”  

Harper threw her arms over her friend’s shoulders. So, the band did know of him. There 

may be a light at the end of the tunnel after all…  

Ellen giggled. “What’s this for?”  

Harper smiled slyly at her friend. “A break if this all pans out.” Ellen’s face looked 

relieved. “I hope so. You’ve been working like a dog on this case, the girls and I miss you.”   



“Cass asked me to go to the show on Saturday.” Harper slowly told her friend with 

hesitation. 

Ellen was thrilled. “Nice! It’s at Star 80 again right? You should go!  You need a night 

out! Think of it as a celebration. Their shows are crazy; it won’t be like the showcase, that was 

tame. A Crave show is a hot, decadent mess of rock filled debauchery.”  

Harper pursed her lips. “If last night’s was tame, then tell me why did the females in the 

front row go and decide to lift up their tops in appreciation of Cass’ singing.”  

Ellen let out a huge belly laugh. “That’s all they did? I’ve seen some of the girls do 

worse.”  

Harper looked horrified. “Worse? How bad is it to just throw yourself at a guy who’s 

doing his job? It’s a performance.”  

Ellen shook her head in agreement. “I know but I have to admit, it has to be amazing to 

be that confident to do that. That’s some ballsy shit! There was this one girl a couple of months 

ago that took everything off and jumped Cass and Sean onstage, I was floored.”  

Harper took a swig of her coffee and laughed. “What the fuck? Are you serious?”  

Ellen replied in pure disgust. “Yep, I’ll never forget it. She had the most beautiful black 

hair; it went down to her ass.  Her body was amazing; curved in the all the right places and sadly 

not one ounce of fat on her. I remember she had this cool tattoo that went along the small of her 

back. It was some sort of tribal design. That one could put some of those Playboy bunnies out of 

business.”  



“I’ll never understand the desperation of some people to get someone’s attention. If she’s 

as attractive as you said, I’m sure Cass would have noticed her regardless.” Harper said in an 

attempt to make sense of it.  

“He did. And he rewarded her in kind. I was at the after party with Chace and Sean. He 

didn’t come from the V.I.P. room for the rest of the night after the show was over...”  

Harper rolled her eyes. “Unreal. It figures, he seems like the type that normally gets what 

he wants; he probably sees me as his next conquest.”  

“Harper, he doesn’t usually come on to females like that. That girl had been at the shows 

before, so he knew her. If he just met you, then take the compliment; you are a pretty little thing. 

Sometimes it’s great just to take a load off and relax.  I think that’s what he did with that girl. He 

was blowing off steam, among other things.  He’s got a serious streak most of the time, but when 

he unwinds, Cass can party with the best of them.”  Ellen reassured her.  

“Someone else told me that he could party last night too. I don’t know if I’ll go on 

Saturday; maybe I’ll just sleep my weekend away. It’ll feel so good to do that, I haven’t done that 

in such a long time.” Harper said with excitement. 

Harper needed to find any excuse not to go. She couldn’t tell Ellen yet about what 

happened last night. There had to be reasons for what happened. Maybe she was seeing things 

due to lack of sleep, lack of food. But since Ellen had friends who were also band mates, she 

realized she’d would never hear the end of it from Ellen.  

“Sleep all day and party all night. That’s what those guys do. C’mon sweetie, lose 

yourself. It’s just for one night, sleep in on Sunday. Hell, sleep in with Cass if you want. When 

was the last time you got any?”  Ellen asked. 



Harper remembered how last night ended; she was so charmed by his advances, yet 

frightened of whatever he manifested into.  “I don’t know…” she said as she touched her bruised 

leg- a painful reminder.  

“I guarantee you Cass will be hunting you down until you come. Hell, I’ll go with you, 

shy girl.”  Ellen said as she touched her shoulder in a gesture of support.  

Harper let out a huge sigh of relief.  It would be better if she weren’t alone. She had a 

feeling she wouldn’t have any control of her actions if Ellen wasn’t with her, it’d probably be 

safer too. She couldn’t believe she was even considering going, until her mouth blurted the 

words, “Thank you.”  

  



Chapter Six 
 

On the outskirts of town, past the manicured lawns of Brasleton and the bowels of the 

inner city of Wakefield, three half-naked men sat in an abandoned mechanic’s garage. Despite the 

stench of old tires and rancid oil, the men bloodied and filthy, sat motionless on empty canisters 

and stared straight ahead and waited for their next command.  

The three didn’t acknowledge the other man next to them. Their wide-open eyes were the 

color of crimson. They appeared to be middle-aged. Their ravaged skin thanks in part to time, 

was etched with deep lines that depicted a lifetime of poor decisions they had made over the 

course of their lives.  

They were patient and deliberate as they continued to sit. The silence was deafening. It 

was tragic, soulless. The three were devoid and incapable of any emotion. The minutes ticked 

away as they all sat completely motionless. That is until he arrived. 

Out of the shadows, from the back of the abandoned mechanic’s garage, a figure 

emerged. He wore a pair of black leather boots and black jeans. His brown hand touched one of 

the men’s shoulders, carefully inspecting the gaping bite wound the man had on his neck.  

“How did it go gentleman?” The mysterious man asked in a casual, southern accent that was 

similar in dialect to Cass St. Marie’s. “I take it, things got a little on the aggressive side.”  

The man whose shoulder was touched, tensed up. His lips turned into a straight line as the 

mysterious man continued to touch his deep wound. “Master?” the man said with hesitance. 

“What was the meaning of last night?” The other men turned towards the man that stood in back 

of them; their eyes still the color of crimson but their faces filled with fear due to asking their 

leader a simple question.  



The mysterious man flashed him a smug look and replied. “To get their attention.”  

He wore a black leather bomber jacket with a red t-shirt underneath. His intense gray 

eyes pierced through the men as if they were silver bullets. They meant nothing to him. For him, 

they were a means to an end. His tall, imposing, athletic frame commanded respect to all that 

crossed his path. His beautiful café au lait skin was flawless as his voice. His full lips curved into 

an impish grin. “C’mon guys. We’ve shaken things up before. Last night was no different.”  

The man with the injured neck was scared as he looked down at the concrete. Before he 

spoke, it took him several minutes to think over each word with careful consideration before he 

uttered a sound. One wrong word could set off the man who could destroy him with one stroke. 

“Master, with all due respect. We have never attacked another pack in front of an innocent 

bystander, much less in such a public manner.” He said as he touched his wound.  

“Respect is earned, Rudy. And from that bite St. Marie gave you it seems to me that you 

haven’t yet deserved to question anything I’ve done.” The magnetic leader reminded him.  

 “Marcus, Rudy is just speaking out of concern. Last night was at great risk to not only 

us, but you as well. It was our initial impression when we took this task on for you that it'd be 

only with the band. There was an innocent lady with St. Marie. It was clear she had no clue to 

who we were or what he was. “What if other innocents had come out or if one of us had been 

killed? Our human forms would have opened up several questions as to why were there, what we 

were, who we were.” One of the other men said in attempt to back up his peers’ concerns while 

never looking their pack leader straight in the eye. 

The men hated their leader, Marcus Le Mond. Although he was one of the oldest and 

most powerful wolves in this part of the world, he was known to be not only an astute 

businessman, but also noted for having a hair-trigger temper. He enjoyed collecting things: art, 

cars, coins, anything that deemed valuable. At times, his collection included people; people to do 



work for him like the three men in front of him, or potential ones he saw as having some value 

like Harper Erkstine. Everything he did had a purpose. She was a means to an end. Le Mond was 

nonchalant in his response. “It didn’t so why worry about it?”  He told them with an eye roll. 

“We get concerned when it comes to your judgment with St. Marie at times. The last 

thing we want is harm coming to you due to you making a mistake.” One of the men said as he 

continued to sit in a crouched position.  

Marcus Le Mond snickered; he figured there would be these usual questions when it 

came to Cass and no one needed to know except for the two of them. His years-old hatred of him 

was a personal one.  

In another life, they were the best of friends that grew up together in New Orleans. They 

were close until Katherine... 

Marcus had loved her since childhood. To him, there was no one else he’d want to be 

with. She was beautiful, smart and had one of the most generous hearts he had encountered. 

Being from a wealthy family of freed slaves, he had dreamt of giving her a life free from rules 

and obligations; where the two of them could be free to do what they wished and find themselves. 

They could thrive without the boundaries of laws telling them that being African-American 

wasn’t prosperous or equal to his best friend Cass St. Marie.  

Katherine had so much promise as an artist. Her drawings and paintings adorned the 

walls of some of New Orleans most powerful and affluent families. When Marcus insisted that 

Cass have his father commission Katherine to work on a family portrait, he didn’t know how one 

decision could change the course of all the decisions that followed. 

The St. Maries were also wealthy; but since Cass was also a friend of Katherine, he had, 

as a white man, more means to help develop Katherine’s talent. Cass quickly became one of her 



biggest supporters and over time, their friendship deepened to the point of no return; thanks in 

part to Cass’ father who encouraged his only son to take Katherine as a common-law wife. Back 

then it was common place for wealthy plantation owners to engage in the placage system by 

arranging relationship with quadroons women of Creole or Indian descent. By Cass doing this, he 

could see Katherine when he wanted to while providing her with household and means befitting 

of any white family.  Marcus was hurt and angry when Cass told him of his intentions with 

Katherine. He had confided in him, trusted him like a brother. Things grew worse when 

Katherine, despite being a ‘kept women’ admitted her own strong feelings for Cass. His heart 

broken, he blamed his former friend for taking advantage of Katherine’s talent to seduce her into 

his bed.  

Desperate, he tried as hard as he could to get her away from him, but the spell Cass had 

cast on her was too much for him to bear.  

Cass betrayed him. It was unforgiveable. And when she died in a tragic accident he believed 

Cass caused, he blamed him for everything. He vowed to make Cass never forget the grief that he 

forever held in his heart. Since his family bore the ancient wolves curse for several generations, 

Marcus’ anger and grief spilled over to forever curse Cass to walk the earth as an immortal and to be 

reminded of the grief he caused by his selfishness. Marcus relished watching his old friend lose family 

and friends over the years from old age, illnesses and senseless violence. Cass’ curse was his beautiful 

looks, frozen in time, never to age or depict sickness. He could never marry, and would never die or 

grow old with someone unless Cass or another bit her. Knowing Cass the way he was, he would rather 

die from a silver bullet than to bite an innocent and force them to live a life similar to his. 

The thoughts of the past sharpened his mind for the tasks at hand. These pack members 

had no right to question his thought process or his actions. They were to do what they were told 

or face the consequences.  



Suddenly, Marcus’ gray eyes began to turn crimson. With one swift move, he sauntered 

up to the man who last spoke and grabbed him by the neck. With one arm, he hoisted the man 

high above his head. The other two men sat stunned.  

“You will never speak of my actions. You do only what you’re told, understand?”  

The man gasped for air as he attempted to break free from his leaders grasp while Marcus 

continued to hold him up by his neck. The man did all he could to nod his head in 

acknowledgement.  

“Good.” Marcus said as looked down at the others and flashed a wide smile; his ivory, 

sharp fangs were now in full display. He glanced up at the man and snickered before he threw 

him across the filth infested concrete floor as if he were a useless rag doll.  

“I sent you all there to send my former friend a message that I was onto him. New career, 

new chick, it’s not happening; time to make him the sideshow that he deserves.  He wants the 

spotlight? Then he can have it in a cage where people can see him for the disgusting creature that 

he is.”  Marcus said in a dismissive tone.  

“What about us? Aren’t we like him? If he’s exposed, won’t that hurt the rest of us too?” 

the man with the neck wound asked.  

Rage seeped through every pore of Marcus’ body. The poor man never saw it coming. 

Marcus was too quick and powerful for the others to see him with their naked eye.   

As quick as the remarks echoed through the walls of the garage, so did the silver hollow-

point bullet that came from Marcus’s Gold plated custom made .45 Mangum. Straight through the 

heart with pinpoint accuracy, the man was dead before he hit the floor.  



Marcus closed his eyes for several seconds as the rage that coursed through his body 

disappeared. It was important he regained his composure for the next phase of the plan to be put 

in place.  

“No more questions, I’ve indulged you enough.  Unless you want to wear out your 

welcome by continuing to sympathize for the enemy, I no longer want to discuss my personal 

matters with anyone.”  

The one man who lay in the corner after being thrown across the room, continued to lie in 

the corner too scared to say anything for fear of sharing his friend’s fate.  The other man sat 

silent, refraining from saying a word. The others’ actions quelled his desire for expressing 

himself.  

“Okay, who’s going to shower and check up on Miss Darien Anderson for me? It’s now 9 

a.m. and the princess is going to need some breakfast shortly.” Marcus asked.  

The man in the corner slowly got up and attempted to smooth out his jeans. “I’ll do it, 

Master.” He said as he raised his hand.  

Marcus, whose eyes were back to their stunning gray color, grinned from ear to 

ear.  “Perfect, that’s the spirit. And what are you doing to do?” he asked the other one who was 

looking down at the concrete floor.  

 “Going to follow the reporter to see if she’s knows anything.” he said softly.  

Marcus began to clap. “My boys! That’s what I’m talking about. We’ll meet here 

tomorrow morning. If anyone has any news, I’d better hear it on my cell.”  

Both men nodded.  



Marcus began to walk past them and replied. “You guys need to get some sleep and also 

clean up this mess. This place, with all this blood and rancid motor oil, has the foulest stench I’ve 

ever encountered.” He said as he exited while the two men stood up and faced one another. 

 They had never been so revolted at what happened in their lives. 



  

Chapter Seven 
  

At Sean’s apartment he and Cass paced back and forth in the living room. The two of 

them had been up all night; they were puzzled and angered over the prior night’s event in the 

parking lot.  

Although instincts answered some of his questions, Cass was frustrated by the logic. He 

was aware of who it was, but it was the why that was so bizarre. And Harper...her terrified 

expression was one he never wanted to see again. There were so many things she deserved an 

explanation to that he didn’t know where to begin. His change, his ties with Marcus LeMond 

were something he would have to talk about. He hadn’t been fascinated with a woman like this in 

a long time. If he pursued her, it could come at a dangerous cost for her and anyone else near him. 

It was now early afternoon and neither one of them had slept in over 24 hours.  

At the time of which was most likely their 6
th
 or 7

th
 pot of coffee, Sean dressed in a t-shirt 

and sweats, walked into the kitchen.  

“We know it was Marcus, but why?” Sean asked.  

Cass, who had on the same clothes as the day before with the exception of a t-shirt that 

Sean had given him to wear, shook his head as he plopped himself down in an old and worn 

brown leather chair whose age was shown by the tears in the arms and seat.  

“To throw us off; he wants to make sure that we know he’s around.” Cass answered. He 

rolled his eyes and tucked his long hair around his ears.  



Sean poured him and Cass steaming cups of coffee. Tired, Cass took one of the cups and 

took a couple of sips.  “So stupid, he hates you that much to risk himself in front of an innocent 

person in such a public way.” 

Cass leaned back in the chair. “He’s not risking himself; he’s getting others to do it for 

him. God forbid people see him for the piece of shit he really is. That’s how he rolls; you should 

know that by now.”  

Sean shook his head in disbelief. “I’ve never seen such hatred for a person by another, 

it’s sad.”  

Cass looked solemn as he remembered Katherine’s face and the hurt look on Marcus’ 

face. He didn’t mean to fall in love with her. Circumstances and instances occurred that pulled 

them together made things complicated. Katherine’s family, due to her being a privileged light-

skinned of Creole dialect, wanted her to belong to a wealthy young man who would indulge and 

love her, while giving her and any potential children they had, a comfortable life. They refused 

the thought of Marcus’ proposals. Despite him being free African American, in their eyes, he still 

and would never be good enough for their daughter. Since it was a common practice in the 1800s 

for privileged men to discreetly set up beautiful free slaves with their own homes, including 

servants, Cass’ father was more willing to arrange a common-law marriage between his son and 

Katherine. Although their marriage wasn’t considered legal, as far as they were concerned, no 

piece of paper would tell them different. Their marriage only complicated matters so far that their 

relationship ended with tragic results. His wife Katherine was an amazing person that embodied 

everything that he wanted. He remembers his younger sister saying fondly to him in one word 

that embodied his late love- Exquisite.  



“People have different reasons for hate. Some things are deserved, others are 

complicated. There’s a huge reason why he hates me and to be honest. I did hurt him. But at this 

point, I think I’ve more than paid the price for my actions.  

“You don’t deserve this Cass, no one does. Marcus is an asshole. You can’t help who you 

fall in love with. That was so long ago that I have to think there is more to it than Katherine.” 

Sean told him.  

Cass’ face was filled with remorse. “Sure there is at this point, but he’ll never stop. If I 

could go back in time and change things I would; especially if this is his twisted reason for taking 

Darien and attacking Harper.”  

“Katherine’s death sounded like it was a horrible accident. You know the guys and I have 

got you. We’ll stop him before anything else happens.” Sean reassured. 

Cass smiled weakly. “It’s been a long time that someone has stirred me like this. All of 

this just brings back memories of Katherine and the special times we had. This is the second time 

where there has been this strong of an attraction for me. I couldn’t stop staring at her last night 

and this morning. She’s all I can think about. I can’t and won’t let anything happen to Harper. I 

can’t let him near her. We can’t, understand Sean?” 

Sean nodded as he finished up his coffee. “Completely understand… we won’t. By the 

way, you sure it wasn’t something else in your lower region that wasn’t stirring for the ‘pretty 

little thing?’ he teased.  

Cass chuckled. “It was, I’m not going to lie, but there was more than that. There are just 

some things that I haven’t experienced in a long time.”  

The lead guitarist raised his eyebrows. “There is no one way she’s going to talk to us 

after last night. Marcus’ men tore off half of her clothes and she saw us change.”  



Cass growled. “Don’t remind me. She’s not going to have a choice. Marcus, for whatever 

reason, saw her with me and now she’s a target.  You better believe he’s got someone on her. 

We’re going to have to do the same.”  

Sean put down the empty cup on the floor and placed his head down in his hands. The 

weight of another battle was put on his shoulders. “Trying not to think of it. She’s a pretty 

headstrong chick, Cass.”  

Cass took a deep breath. “I know, it’s one of the things I dig about her. I got that vibe off 

of her immediately. Tell ya what; we’ll do this on the DL, hopefully. If Marcus’ crew gets a whiff 

that she’s under our protection, he’ll back off for a bit.”  

“Hopefully?... This is Le Mond we’re talking about, he’ll never stop. Just when you think 

he will, he comes up with another angle in a quest to get whatever he wants. Where do you think 

he’s got Darien?” Sean asked as he looked back up at his friend. 

Cass shrugged. “I have no idea. But I don’t get why he has her. I can understand if he has 

an issue with me, but Darien’s issue had more to do with Chace than me. I’m more concerned 

with the Harper attack. The quicker we find out why, the safer she’ll be and the faster we can get 

to Darien.  

Sean got up, yawned and stretched out his long limbs. “Agreed. I’m starving, you 

hungry?”  

Cass got up from the chair slowly, his body was exhausted. But a glimmer in his eye 

followed by a smirk gave him an idea. He looked at the clock display on Sean’s cable box. Hmm. 

It’s 10:30. By the time I get home, take a shower, she’ll need lunch…he mumbled. “Not quite yet, 

but I will be around noon. Think I’ll go home, hop in the shower, make some calls and grab 

something to eat, take a nap and meet up with you guys for rehearsal later.” He told him.  



“Good idea. Food and sleep cures everything.” Sean told him as he noted a sudden spring 

in his best friend’s step.  

Cass bent his head from side to side. “Sure does.” he said with a wink and smile.  

“Does one of the calls have to do with a certain reporter that’s petite with light brown 

hair and brown eyes?” Sean asked.  

“Maybe. I’ll let you know in a few hours. Bye.” he said as he walked out the door. 

##### 

Despite the lack of sleep, Harper was amazed at how much she got done over the course 

of several hours. She looked up at the clock; it was now close to 1 pm. already. She had done a 

follow up on Darien Anderson’s disappearance and another small piece about a string of 

burglaries that had been occurring on the town’s outskirts.  

She glanced around the newsroom, for the first time in days she was grateful to not be at 

home for a change. The constant chatter of people on the phone, talking about everything from 

politics to the latest celebrity hookup, was comforting to her. It was close to lunch time, the 

familiar smell of tomato sauce and pepperoni vented through the newsroom like an arrow. She 

was starving. She didn’t remember if she had breakfast or not. The loud gurgling that came from 

the pit of her tummy quickly answered her question. 

Looking over at Ellen she shouted. “Hey, all of this Italian food is making me hungry. 

Want to order something?”  

Ellen was on the phone writing down something when she put the person on hold. “No, 

I’m good; going to get a bite with Sandra and some of the girls in the art department. You want to 

come?” Ellen asked.  



Harper mulled over the decision. “Mmmm… maybe I will…“ she told her.   

Ellen suddenly flashed a huge grin at Harper. “Mmm… Honey, I think there’s someone 

here to see you.” Ellen yelled as she pointed towards the door.  

“Who?” Harper said as she anxiously turned around.  

There he stood; freshly dressed in a pair of blue jeans, matching blue denim shirt with a 

stunning leather necklace that had a tribal emblem on it.  He carried in one hand a pizza box and 

on the top of the box a bouquet of pink roses.  

Maybe I was dreaming all of that nonsense last night. But then, how did my legs get all 

scratched up. Jesus, does he ever look bad? How can one be so breathtaking and so frightening 

wrapped into one? She murmured.  

Her heart was going mile a minute, she couldn’t stop looking at him; she was so 

frightened, yet compelled to look at every inch.The brown hair and the grin were making her 

unhinged; all he needed to do was talk and it was over.  

As he got closer to her desk, he saw Ellen and waved. “Thank you.”  

Damn voice, I’m going to need accent rehab before the day is over.  

She narrowed her eyes; she refused to let him get to her. He better have some answers. In 

protest, she folded her arms; she noticed that his grin got wider.  

“Hi Sug, how ya feeling? How’s your leg? That thing scraped you up good last night.” 

He asked her softly.  

She began to pull away from him. He put the pizza down on her desk and pulled her chair 

closer to him; she began to shake from nerves. Keep it together. Keep it together, Harper. He 

kneeled down in front of her and gently began to touch the top of her thigh where the wolves tore 



off part of her pants. “Sshh, I’m not going to let anyone hurt you. I was so worried about you that 

I had to call Ellen to see if you were okay. Actually, I’m surprised you’re working today 

considering what they did to you,” He said, obviously concerned. He began to play with the curls 

in her hair as her eyes filled with tears, his heart sank.  The look of fear was the one thing he 

needed to stop. If he was going to help her, she needed to be strong and not be afraid of him or 

the other band mates.  

“Who are you? What was that last night? Why did they attack me? What is going on? 

“She whispered. 

“That’s why I’m here; can you spare a couple of hours? It’s important that we talk.” Cass 

whispered. 

“I don’t know, I still have to finish that piece on your band for Dave. Or whatever you all 

are. ” She said wiping away tears.  

“We are a band. I am a lead singer. What better way to finish your piece with some words 

from the lead singer. I don’t want to talk here. I hear your day is pretty much done and if you 

want to go to home, you could.  So why don’t we go eat this pizza and take a ride and talk for a 

bit.” He offered. His hand wiped away more of her tears.  

“I do have a couple of more questions for Dave’s piece.” She said with hesitation while 

looking at the pizza.  

Cass smiled and he lifted up the pizza box, its’ smell intoxicated her. “Ellen told me that 

your favorite pizza was Pepperoni and mushroom with extra cheese.” She nodded her head. “It’s 

true.” She said as she looked at her friend who smiled warmly. Cass continued as he placed the 

lid back down on the box. He continued. “Baby, I’ll answer any questions you want. All I ask is 

that you trust me for a bit. Can you do that?”  



If he were going to hurt her, he would have done it by now. “I think our friends from last 

night may know where Darien is.” He told her. 

She would forego any fears she had if it meant returning Darien home. Second break in 

24 hours, she may get this story done after all. Her eyes widened, “Let’s go.” She said in a firm 

tone  as she got up from her chair.  

He grabbed the pizza and flowers and followed her out the door. The two of them walked 

through the parking lot. She noticed that he walked towards a BMW S1000RR HP4 motorcycle; 

she stopped in her tracks.   

“What is it?” he asked.   

“A motorcycle?” she screeched. 

Here we go with the arguing, he was too tired to deal with it today. “Yes, it is. Is there a 

problem? It’s a nice day, so I decided to take her out.”  

Trimmed in chrome, the bike was black and red. “It’s gorgeous; it reminds me of my late 

father’s bike. He had a BMV when I was a kid. She said as she admired the custom detail on it. 

“Nice custom job. This must have put you back a few dollars.” She joked.  

“It did. But she’s so gorgeous that I had her tricked out. It was a gift to myself a couple of 

years ago after our 1
st
 EP did so well “ He said.  

“Very nice.” She said. 

“Thanks, I was just gonna to grab some napkins out of my bag; I figured we’d eat over by 

the picnic table and then leave.” 

She looked over at the picnic tables over in the far left corner of the building. Normally 

full this time of year, she was stunned to see that they weren’t. “Sure.”  



They walked over to the table and sat down across from one another. As soon as Cass 

opened up the pizza lid, Harper grabbed two steaming large pieces of pizza, oozing with cheese 

and placed them on one of the napkins Cass passed to her.  

Immediately, she took a couple of bites of the pizza and smiled; it was just what the 

doctor ordered. Despite her small size, she was a self-professed junk food junkie blessed with a 

high metabolism. “I should be as scared as shit of you. But I’m so hungry right now. I swear I 

could eat this 3 times day, 7 days a week.” She told him after taking a couple more bites, the 

sauce dripped from her fingers and onto the napkin.  

He had taken only a bite. Instead of choosing to admire this brief, lighter moment, she 

was giggling between bites, savoring the afternoon. It was a side that he found even more 

interesting than her serious, journalistic one.  

“What?” she asked as she finished the first slice and promptly moved on to the 2
nd

 one. 

He took another piece and snickered, “I know what to do now if you ever get mad at me.”  

She wiped her mouth as some of the sauce landed on her chin. “What’s that?”  She asked.  

“It’s called Freddy’s Pizzeria; I was going to take you there on Saturday after the show if 

you want to still go out with me. Glad you like them.” He said, taking another bite.  

She nodded; she was nearly done with slice #2. “I love them. I’m not exactly home all the 

time to cook so they fit the bill usually. The fact they’re open 24 hours is a blessing, this job tends 

to never lack for work or time.”  

“I hear ya. It’s cool being that we usually don’t finish gigs until 2 or 3 a.m., they’re 

usually my go-to for food too.”  



Finished with her slice, she opened up the lid and grabbed another piece. “Thank you for 

grabbing this; I must have forgotten to eat breakfast. I still can’t wrap my head over what 

happened last night. ”  

“You’re welcome…and...about last night…I need to tell you that I’m the last person you 

should fear; I’m sure what you saw was a little on the crazy side.” Cass said.  

“A little?  It’s as if I’m in the middle of some crazy ass horror movie. Despite the peace 

offering, I still don’t know if I should trust you.” 

 “If you want to stay safe and bring Darien home, it’s important you trust me.” He 

explained.  

“Give me one reason why I should?”  

“Those wolves would have killed you if I or Sean didn’t intervene. They want you for 

something. Maybe, it’s me that shouldn’t be trusting you.”  

Harper began to laugh. “Are you fucking serious? The shits nearly took off my leg. Why 

would I want to be associated with anything that would do that to me? 

Cass shrugged as he took a bite of his pizza. “I don’t know. There are people I know that 

are so desperate for an answers or revenge that they’d do anything for it; and that includes being a 

sacrificial lamb.” 

 Harper lost her appetite. She slammed her napkin down and stood up. She was livid. It 

took balls to accuse her of doing her job.  

 “Fuck this. I’m going to back to work. You have a lot of nerve to think I had anything to 

do with Darien’s appearance. I was sent by a mutual friend of ours, who happens to like you a lot 

for whatever reason. Darien’s mother told me that you in particular were close to her and that you 



warned her about Marcus. So instead of trying to turn the tables on me why don’t you cut your 

flirtations, fake smiles and bullshit and start telling the truth!”  

His demeanor turned serious. Standing up he walked over to her.  He eyes gleamed with 

an determination that nearly floored her. “Ok. Those creatures that attacked you are werewolves 

from an enemy pack. I’m a werewolf. Their leader’s name is Marcus Le Mond, whose issues with 

me are personal and something I’d rather not get into; but I am concerned about them coming 

after you again.” 

She sat back down. She was full and getting a much needed second wind due to being in 

the crisp, fall air without the concern of a looming deadline. She put her hand underneath her chin 

while she watched him walk back to the other end of the table. It was a lot to take in. Werewolves 

were a something reserved for Horror stories and paranormal stories. They don’t really exist do 

they? “So, not only was not seeing things when I saw you change, but did you say Marcus Le 

Mond?”  

He raked his hands through his long mane and nodded. “Nope, you weren’t. I’m a 175 

year old werewolf. I was born in New Orleans in a time that was completely different from this. 

The things I’ve seen have been both amazing and tragic. I’ve seen wars fought and won. I’ve seen 

family and friends marry, have children and over time get old and pass away while I stay the 

same, frozen in time thanks in part to Marcus.  ” 

She was astonished, she didn’t know if she could believe him; but those fangs and eyes 

weren’t something that could be made up. It happened too fast for him to get a pair of contacts 

and get a pair of fake fangs right? . “Oh…” she said softly.  

It was a typical reaction. It would be the second time in 175 years that he’d have to reveal 

himself. Unfortunately, it appears that it wasn’t any easier this time than it was then. “I know it’s 



a lot to take in, but I beg for you to understand. I think you were attacked to expose my pack’s 

secret to the public. It was meant as a warning. ” 

“That’s stupid!” she squealed. “Wouldn’t that expose them too? How many of you are 

there? I still don’t get why I was involved.” She said with exhaustion.  

“There are several packs throughout the country. In Westfield there are two that I know 

of, us and the Le Mond’s. I’m the Alpha for Crave after Marcus bit me and left me for dead years 

ago. Marcus Le Mond is the other alpha pack leader.”  

Her eyes widened. “Why did you lie about knowing you Marcus was last night?”  

“I’m sorry about that. I was trying to see if there was anything you knew. He’s a 

dangerous man. The less you know about him, the better off you are. I think there could be a 

couple of reasons why he attacked you. He could think you and I are an item, or knows you’ve 

been investigating Darien’s disappearance and wants to know how I’m involved so he can use it 

to bring me down somehow.” 

 She was speechless. “Why would he care if I was with you? Do you think he took 

Darien?”  

Cass nodded. “I do. Trust me; he cares that you’re with me. It’s a personal issue between 

him and I. Something that would take me forever to tell you and not only am I too tired to talk 

about it, but I’m sick of talking about it. All I’m here to do is warn you to be careful and don’t 

play around if you see this pack again.”   

She nodded. “Okay. I will.”  



Cass’ eyes narrowed. “Promise me, Harper. If you need anything, I want you to call me; 

I’m going to give you my cell number.” He said as he took out a pen and grabbed a spare napkin 

from the table, wrote his number down and passed it to her.  

This was all surreal for her. What if he couldn’t come and these wolves came back? Then, 

what? My luck, he’ll be sleeping during the day when Marcus’ pack attacks and he won’t answer 

his phone. Me=dog food. “Doesn’t matter about the time of day if you’re concerned about that; 

you just call and I guarantee you, the others and I will be there.” He said.  

Her eyes narrowed again. “How did you know I was thinking that?”  

Cass snickered. “Telepathy, sharp instincts. It’s one of the many gifts I have.”   

She was interested now that the initial fear was over. “Oh... right. So, I have to ask you, 

besides telepathy, singing and shaking your hot ass, what else can you do?”  

Cass let out a huge laugh as he came up from behind her and put his hand around her 

waist. His frame towered over her as she leaned against him as if he were a comfortable coat. His 

body radiated warmth It was needed on this crisp, fall day. “I bet I could show you a thing or two 

when we have more time and a bed.” He whispered in her ear. His breath against the side of her 

neck made her head spin. She could have held onto to him forever and not realized the world 

continued to turn. The only thing she cared about was him and this moment. What was he doing 

to her? She had known him for less than 12 hours and already he changed her life. His touch 

against her face, made her skin flushed. “A fun one?” she asked.  

“Yep. It’ll be fun trying to break you down.”  He smirked.  

“Fun? What if I don’t want you do break me down?” she asked, her hands stayed on top 

of his as he rocked her.   



He placed top of his head on hers. “For the first time in my life, I think I’m in for a 

challenge. You already drive me crazy.” He asked her.   

“Aww, c’mon, you don’t think that I’m going to let you give up so early are you?” she 

teased.  

He let out a huge laugh from the pit of his stomach. “Well, I guess I won’t now.”  

“Why do I have a feeling I’m going to regret this?” she asked him.  

 Normally, his conquests when he had the need, were quick and provided a brief respite. 

He decided that he’d take his time with her. She was still a little unsure of things and not ready to 

let go of her inhibitions. Today is her first lesson. He pulled away from her, breaking up the 

comfort his arms gave provided. “Nah. ready to go for that ride?” he said as he walked back to 

the table and grabbed the half empty pizza box. “Do you want anymore?”  

She shook her head. He walked over to the trash can, threw in the pizza box with crumbs 

in it and the two of them walked over to his bike. He grabbed a spare helmet and put it on her. 

“Here ya go. Don’t want anything to happen to that pretty little face.” He said as he playfully 

tapped her nose. She smiled back at him. The attention he put on her was something that no one 

had ever done before; a large part of her didn’t want him to ever stop. He put on his helmet and 

turned on the ignition. “Hold on.” He yelled. She grabbed his torso tightly and leaned her head 

against his back. He closed his eyes and inhaled the perfumed scent of her hair; he’d be able to 

track her anywhere now. He smiled wide and took off.  

Despite Wakefield being her hometown, she didn’t realize how different the city looked 

in contrast to the picturesque, yet quaint look of Brastleton. All of the buildings with aged brick 

and wood all begged for their stories to be told.  



As they rolled on his bike, along the cobblestone entrance towards Town Square, the two 

stopped in front of the 200 year old Christ Church and Town Hall that sat next to another in the 

center of town.  

“Hang on. Stop here for a sec.” Harper yelled to Cass who stopped the bike in front of the 

Church. “He took off his helmet and glanced at the Church’s architectural beauty. “It’s beautiful 

huh?”  

Harper took off her helmet and smiled. “Yes, it is. Funny when you see something day in 

and day out, you don’t appreciate it until you see it in a different way. I’ve been through these 

streets my entire life, but it’s as if I’m looking at it for the first time. Everything today has been 

amazing; from the multi-colored leaves on the ground to the aroma of apple pies from the bakery 

around the corner. I’ve forgotten what it was like to take out and enjoy the simple things. 

Wakefield has so much character that the city has its own story to tell; sad that I didn’t realize it 

until now.”  

“Then do something about it; you’re a story teller, tell its story. Nothing’s wrong with 

seeking the truth, but a lot of things that everyone sees or hears may not be what it seems to be.” 

Cass reminded her.  

She glanced at him with a smirk and smiled. “Like you?”  

Cass shrugged. “I am human, Harper. I bleed, I hurt. I cry, laugh and love like everyone 

else. Only differences are that I can probably sense things a lot better, I don’t age much, can run 

pretty damn fast and I have a mean bark.” he joked.  

“How’s your bite?”  she asked.  

He kneeled down to her and whispered. “If you’re good, maybe I’ll show you one day.”  



“I think I’ll pass if it’s anything like last night.”  

“I bet I can prove you wrong,” he told her.  

“I bet you can’t,” he laughed.  

“If I can, you have to go out with me.” He told her.  

Suddenly, she raised her eyebrows, “Go out?”  

“Yes, on a date. You know it’s something that two people do that like one another.” He 

teased. 

“Ha,ha. If you can’t…” Harper asked.  

“It’s not going to happen, but if I lose, I’ll leave you alone.” Cass said.  

“Deal.” She said as she stretched out her hand.  

He hesitated for a few seconds before he took her hand into his and kissed it. She smiled 

at him warmly as he walked over to his bike got on and the two of them put on their helmets.  

“Cass, 1, Harper 0.” He joked as he started the bike and sped the bike back onto the 

cobblestone road.  

The two of them rode around through Wakefield for several hours; for Harper, it was as if 

she were seeing her town for first time. He took them through the inner city, exploring alley 

ways, one way streets and some streets she had never been on before. Their trip took them 

through Brasleton, heading towards the next town. He decided to stop when they saw a lake that 

she was not familiar with. Getting off the bike, the two removed their helmets and went towards 

the lush banks filled with purple wildflowers. The place was a marvel. 



“It’s beautiful. I don’t think I’ve been here before.” She said as she picked a couple of 

wildflowers and took a whiff of them.  

“It’s nice, been here a couple of times. I come here usually to think. It’s quiet. I don’t 

think I’ve ever seen anyone else here besides today.” Cass said. 

“These smell heavenly. I don’t remember the last time I’ve just stopped to do this. 

Thanks for the ride. This has been fun,” She told him giving him one of the wildflowers. He took 

it from her and kissed the top of her head. “You’re so sweet, Sug. I promise not to tell anyone that 

you’ve been saying nice things to me.”  

“You’ve made it easy today, I do feel better. Maybe I needed to take some time like this 

for a bit.  Hopefully if all these breaks with Marcus pan out, I’ll be able to do that.” She told him 

inching closer to the lake. 

“It has to be hard to be the bearer of bad news all the time; I don’t know how you do it.” 

Cass said; his eyes locked into hers. She shrugged. “I love solving things and making sure that the 

stories are told truthfully. If that’s means the stories are tough to deal with, then so be it.”  

“I’ve seen so much violence and death that I prefer to give people as much pleasure as 

possible. Their lives are short enough; why do some make things so complicated when they don’t 

have to.”  

“Maybe for them, they can’t see that there is another way. Sometimes the problems 

people have are so great they can only see the issues and need help finding their way out. For me, 

if in the stories I write, can help one person or prevent one crime, then I know I’ve done my job.” 

Cass smiled. “Yea, true; but in between you solving the world’s issues by writing one 

story at a time, promise to take the time for days like this.”  



She looked around and smiled. “I will. Maybe every now and then, I’ll let you tag along 

if you behave.” She teased. 

Cass sighed. “I don’t know if I should dread or feel honored by that remark.” He said in a 

sarcastic tone. Harper laughed. “Feel honored; I don’t let many people in my inner circle.” 

“Ooh okay then, I promise to behave to an extent; though I can be a bit crazy.” 

Harper nodded. “I know, I got that from you the minute I met you yesterday. Hey, what is 

this lake?” she asked.  

“Some people say that if you swim in Lake Topanga your destiny changes.” He said as he 

looked across the lake. She tilted her head. “In what way?” she asked.   

Cass shrugged. “I guess in whatever way you want it to, make a wish.” He told her.   She 

closed her eyes for several minutes and opened them. “What did you wish for?” he asked.  

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”  She said.  

“I do.” He winked.  

She shook her head. “Nope, now what?”  

“They say to jump in.” 

 Immediately she looked at the lake and began to strip. His mouth dropped open. 

“Mmmmm…. Wait, Harp-“he attempted to tell her.  

 “C’mon, it’ll be fun.” She encouraged while she removed her pants, and sweater and 

threw in the ground. With only a pink bra and matching panties on, she turned to awestruck Cass. 

“Umm, Harper are you sure-“ he attempted to ask, but an index finger went up to his lips before 

he could say another word.  



“I learned something today. To just live and enjoy a bit of fun every so often. You’re 

right. Sometimes , you just have to set time aside for yourself. And that’s what’s I’m going to do. 

Come on. Join me.” she begged, attempting to pull of his jacket. He pulled down her finger and 

stared at her blankly. And she began to laugh as she held his hand as they headed towards the 

lake. “C’mon Cass, what’s the matter? You look like you’ve swallowed a canary or something.” 

The more she tried to get him to join her, the braver she got. She’d try one more thing.  She 

removed her bra and panties.  If she was going to do this, she might as well go balls to the wall. 

What did she have to lose, right?  

“Harp-but this” he attempted to say to her, but she ignored him and ran into the lake.  

He had to admit he admired the view, but he covered his mouth. He was in shock over 

what she did.  

She swam around for several minutes; even going under for a bit and coming up. “Wow! 

The water is great. Are you sure you don’t want to try this? Hopefully, my destiny will change.”  

Cass’s face turned pale. “It would have if this were Lake Topanga.  This is Lake 

Braslteton.” He told her.   

Her eyes turned into slits. “What!” she yelled. “Are you fucking kidding me?”   

Cass suddenly looked at his watch, “Oh my god. You know, I forgot that I have rehearsal. 

I’m going to call Ellen and have her get you, I have to go. Did you have fun today? Wow, the 

guys are going to be so pissed at me. I can’t believe I’m so late. I’m sorry, Sug. Will I see you 

Saturday?” He asked he began to walk towards his bike with a fast pace.  

“You ass!” she screamed along with other obscenities. “What the fuck, Cass?”  



“I take that as a yes, I’ll see you later.” He said as he ran towards the motorcycle, turned 

on the ignition and drove off, calling Ellen the minute he got back into town.  

What in the hell did he do now?  She’d never trust him after this…  

  



Chapter Eight 
 

“I can’t believe he left you in the middle of the lake.” Ellen said while she passed Harper 

a towel to dry off with.  

The two women sat on Harper’s couch and Harper was livid. Not only at herself for 

falling for such a prank, but again being captivated by an individual who at any given moment 

could tear her from limb to limb if provoked.  

Harper took the towel and began to dry her hair. “He’s such an asshole. I can’t believe I 

fell for that shit.” 

Ellen snickered. “Well, he is a charmer that one. I for one can understand how it could 

have happened.”  

“Piece of shit he is. He’s arrogant, snarky. You know that he and I had a bet that if he 

charmed the pants off me then he’d take me out on a date? Sad part is, I actually agreed to it? 

What the hell is wrong with me?”  

Ellen let out a huge belly laugh. “For someone who you only met less than 24 hours ago, 

he’s really gotten you worked up.”  

Harper folded her arms in protest. “It’ll never happen again. Ever. He thinks every 

woman should bow down to him; the way that he saunters around in those pants…. So tight looks 

like they spray painted on… and don’t forget that hair….Geesh.” 

Ellen chuckled. “He’s got a body and voice that’s made for sin.” 

“I want to go to Heaven thank you.” Harper snapped.  



Ellen stood up. “Let’s see if we can’t calm you down a bit. Your face is as red as a 

tomato. Do you have some tea in this place?” She asked as she walked into the kitchen. She was 

horrified when she opened up the cabinet to reveal her friend’s semi-bare cupboards.  

“Geeze Harp, when was the last time you went to the grocery store?”  

Harper wiped the excess water from her hair and wrapped the towel around her neck. “I 

don’t know…. two, maybe three months. I’ve been so busy that I haven’t had a chance to go.”  

Ellen looked through her fridge at the leftover Chinese and the lone, several months old container 

of yogurt in the fridge and slammed the door shut.  

“So, I see. “ She said while she made her way back to the couch. “Harper, this is no way 

to live. I don’t care if you are working 24/7. This job has taken over your life.”  

“I know. Unfortunately, it’ll continue for a bit longer. At least until we find Darien.” 

Harper said. 

“It ends today. I’m calling Ross first thing. You need a break.”  Ellen said.  

“At least let me finish this story. Don’t tell Ross yet. If you want, you can have Dave 

finish the feature on Crave. The less I deal with Mr. Rico Suave, the better.” Harper smirked. 

“Oh, no! You’re going to finish the piece. But… I’ll ask Ross to put someone else on the 

Anderson story. You’re exhausted Harper. This is crazy.”  Ellen insisted.  

“Why are you making me finish that piece? Dave has to be feeling better, right?” 

Harper’s frustration level had hit an all-time high.”  

Ellen’s eyes narrowed. Dave isn’t coming back for a while. He’s quite ill and is out for an 

extended period of time. We’ll need someone to fill in for him. To lighten up your load, Ross 



thought this feature piece would be a great trial run and fun for you to do until Dave is able to 

return.”  

The color went out of Harper’s face. She figured Dave had been suffering from a cold or 

flu. She was surprised his illness was as serious as it was. “What’s wrong with him?” She asked.  

Remember when he went to Brazil and he got bit by some bat or bug or whatever that 

thing was a couple of months ago? Apparently, he’s been suffering from complications that have 

been getting progressively worse ever since.”  

Harper’s face turned grim. Ellen continued. “Since you’re such a huge music fan and love 

so many diverse styles of music, Ross thought you’d be great for this beat and I do too.” 

“I want to finish what I started. Let me finish the Darien Anderson story. There’s so 

many things that aren’t adding up to me that would make even less sense to somebody else.” 

Harper pleaded.  

“Why is this is so important to you; besides the fact that Mr. St. Marie is tied in? This is 

the police’s job.” Ellen quizzed.  

“She reminds me of myself at that age.” Harper admitted to her friend. “At that age I 

thought was invincible. I was the editor of the school newspaper, had a lot of friends, my 

boyfriend at the time was an All-American star at the college he went to. I was a senior just like 

her and thought my writing could save or change a life one day. Now I’m happy if two or three 

people read my stories and get where I’m coming from.”  

“Your stories are great. Never give that up. You are a fantastic journalist. Darien, I’m 

sure is just as good, but it seems from what we’re hearing, had a bit of a wild side that no one 

could really tame if they wanted to.” Ellen said. 



“I get her. We’re similar. Maybe I wasn’t as boy crazy as her, but there’s a lot I’d talk to 

her about and love to show her. Her mom and her classmates shared some of her writing and 

news clips she did for the school and just from her own observations, she’s got the chops. Sad 

when you hear about someone that disappeared when they’re not given a chance to shine and let 

people see what they are capable of.” Harper said.  

“I know. It’s sad. But you have a point. You do share another common bond besides the 

writing.”  

Harper’s eyes narrowed. “What?” She asked.  

“You dig uber hot musicians whose pants look as if they’re sprayed on, have long hair 

and can sing with the best of them.”  

“I don’t think so.” Harper said.  

“He got you to jump into a lake nude didn’t he? If he can do that, I can’t wait to see what 

he’ll do Saturday.” Ellen explained 

“I’m not going Saturday.” Harper said bluntly.  

“What? C’mon Harper, it’ll be fun.” 

Harper gave her friend and co-worker a disgusted stare. “No, I think I’ll stay in and 

actually sleep and watch movies, maybe I’ll actually even go to the grocery store.”  

Ellen giggled. “Ha, for when it’s Sunday afternoon and Mr. St Marie gets hungry and you 

want to make him breakfast?” 

Harper fumed. “That’s never happening.” She huffed.  

Ellen said. “Did he actually tell you to get in the lake?”  



Harper looked at Ellen in disbelief. “Well, yeah. Kinda. He was telling me a story 

about changing of destinies and crap and I thought he was talking about the body of water 

we were at so I was trying to see if it worked and it was so nice out...and we had such a 

great time and he was so nice…and I fell for it…It was easy, painless and smooth. He 

was manipulative. He saw me go in that lake and didn’t say a friggen word.”  

Ellen began to laugh. “Oh ok…..So you’re mad that he didn’t stop you? I get it 

now.”  

“Wouldn’t you be? What if one of them did that to you?” Harper said pleading. 

Her eyes turned into slits.  

“Who’s to say that one of them hasn’t done that or something similar to me?” 

Ellen told her.  

Harper’s eyes widened with surprise. Ellen mouth turned into a wide grin. 

“Sometimes Harper you just have enjoy life, otherwise it’ll pass you by…”  

Harper was curious now. There was a journalistic smirk that was one half 

mischievous and the other just surprise that was splashed across her face. “Who was it? 

Cass?”  

Ellen nodded. “Nope, I think he’s only got eyes for you right now. But I had a 

good time a couple of weeks ago. And that’s what they’re all about. C’mon, go out and 

have fun. And he will hunt you down until you go, so better for you to go now than 

later.”  

Harper took a deep breath. She was furious, embarrassed and angry at him for not 

stopping her from going in. But she knew Ellen was right, Cass would be in that 

newsroom first thing Monday morning wondering where in the hell she was. Bite the 



bullet and just go. Just watch them play, watch him shake his hot ass and leave. You 

don’t even have to speak to him… 

“What time is the show?” Harper asked Ellen while she shook her head 

wondering what else could happen.  

In the meantime, a middle-aged man watched the two ladies from the vacant 

parking lot that was across from Harper’s condo; his crimson eyes illuminated in the 

early evening sky. He was silent, his eyes never wavered from his subject as she got up 

and walked around her home. Unbeknownst to her, Marcus Le Mond had plans for her. 

  



Chapter Nine 
 

Surrounded by walls that were half concrete, half brick, Darien Anderson sat on a dirty 

mattress with a spiral notebook and pen next to her. Her tear-stained face was as empty as the 

walls around her. There was nowhere to go, nowhere to run or hide. She regretted everything she 

saw and did that brought her to such depths.  

With her stringy brown hair pulled into a ponytail, she took the pen and the notebook and 

began to scribble – the words on the page in front of her the only form of communication she had 

right now. Regret. I’m sorry that I tried to make Chace jealous; I regret the things I said and did. 

She wrote in the notebook. Cass, I should have listened to you… you were right. I’m not ready to 

be a part of this…You warned me to stop playing games and I didn’t listen. I know why now. 

There’s a huge part of me that now wishes that I didn’t know the truth. But I do wonder why you 

didn’t just trust me enough to tell me, others clearly know, like Julianne. She wrote.  

Darien hesitated for a minute as she closed her heavy eyelids. Her mind spun backwards 

to the night of her disappearance. She was on her way to see Crave at the Star 80 club, when she 

saw Marcus LeMond. He was quite intriguing to her - handsome, rich and direct. He was also 

older than she was used to; but then again, so was Chace and the rest of the band. At first she 

didn’t know what he was that made him so attractive, the eyes or the charm; the latter was 

something Chace lacked at times. She met him several times after their first meeting at Star 80. 

He was attentive towards her. She admitted to being impressed by the expensive gifts and 

attention he showered her with.  

She reminisced about the night before she was taken. To her, Marcus was a different 

person than the rich, self-absorbed, jealous man who she knew, that was so hell bent on revenge 

that he’d do anything to anyone who got in his way. Recently turning 18, Darien was beautiful 

and embraced her new found sexuality with a bravado that equaled any man. She enjoyed the 



attention and when she could, she used her looks to her advantage. After saving herself and heart 

for Chace, she was crushed to have him be cold and distant afterwards, as if she were another 

notch on his belt. For days she wondered if she had done something wrong or not done enough. 

He was after all, a musician that could have anyone. Whatever went wrong, she wanted to make 

things right between them. So she did everything in her power to get him back, including 

attempting to make him jealous with the mysterious and handsome Le Mond It was the night 

before she was taken that her flirtations, fueled with alcohol and lust, got the better of her in the 

back of Marcus’ Bentley Phantom in the club’s parking lot.  

Never had she felt such a connection with a man before; she was drunk with desire, every 

part of her, from her fingertips to her toes, was aflame from his touch. He had become her 

addiction, she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to. She barely remembered anything else but him 

that night; the way he entered her warm entrance and drove his swollen cock deep inside her, how 

submissive her body was as she moved with him. The walls of her womb locked around him as 

they moved in unison. She did all she could to bite back a scream. The harder he thrust, the more 

she wanted him; she came to orgasm so hard, her body convulsed. He collapsed on top of her 

panting. After a minor rest, she couldn’t help but to hunger for more. Not only did she not care 

that Chace and the others had accidently walked in and saw her ride his enemy with long hard 

strokes, she wanted to make Chace mad for hurting her like he did. So she whispered to Marcus, I 

love you; the whole time aware that she was lying to herself.  

She saw that Chace was upset, her heart sank, but her passions got the better of her. She 

had hoped there was a part of Chace that would have stopped her. However, he was too disgusted 

with her and left without saying a word, as did the others. 

She wasn’t surprised when Cass stopped her on her way home, he was furious. He warned 

her about playing games and of Marcus’ temper. She refused to listen, her endgame was getting 



Chace’s attention. Cass told her to give Chace some time. He seemed optimistic that Chace would 

eventually cool down and talk to her. He asked her to come to the show the next day after school 

and he’d see if he could get Chace to talk to her. She was grateful and told him she’d go.  

But she didn’t go to straight to the show the next day; she decided to meet Marcus and 

break things off with him first. To Darien, he at least deserved an explanation as to why she was 

ending their relationship.  

Marcus didn’t hear as she drove up to his home. It was a warm fall night, so she decided 

to park at the end of the long cobble stone driveway and walk up to his house to take in the night 

air. Walking up, she heard two loud voices as she got to the side of the porch. Marcus wasn’t the 

jovial, charming, young businessman she met weeks earlier; but instead, he had fangs and eyes of 

crimson with long black nails that appeared more like claws than the strong fingers she savored 

the night before.  

She was in his disbelief at what she saw standing on the covered porch. Was he real? 

Was he in costume? Who was this? Was this really him? She really didn’t want him to know she 

was around yet, so she stood behind a tree that was along the side of the porch. Well, Halloween 

was coming up. Maybe this was a costume party he was going to throw? Her mind came up with 

tons of questions and excuses.  

“This better not take long, I detest being seen in my true form.” He told a rather tall, 

shadowed figure that stood with their back next to Marcus.  

“Do you have what I need?” The mysterious figure asked.  

“Only if you have what I need.” Marcus cackled.  



Despite his disgusting appearance, her lover’s southern tone was unmistakable, but she 

had no clue over why he was dressed the way he was in fur and fangs. The shadowed figure’s 

long paled arm placed a black box into Marcus’ fur-covered fingers. 

“Here is the first of several shipments.” The male voice told Marcus with an accent she 

thought sounded like Russian.  

He snatched a box and a pouch from the man’s boney hand. “For years, I’ve waited for 

this moment. Cass St. Marie and his pack have been the bane of my existence for generations. My 

new friend, with our new business relationship cemented, I can finally rid the world of him once 

and for all… and be free.” He told the man with a vicious laugh that Darien remembered ran her 

blood cold.  

The shadowed man quizzed. “Why St. Marie? He’s harmless. He and his pack abide by 

the Rules of the Order and have never caused issues with any of the elders?” 

Marcus opened the long rectangular box. It contained several bars of pure silver. He 

smiled and closed it carefully making sure to not touch it and poison himself by mistake.   He 

placed the box on a table next to him. He opened up his shirt and passed a velvet pouch to the 

man.  

“It’s because he breathes the same air as me. I created him only to torture and destroy 

him. I wanted him to stay forever young, let him suffer from a broken heart like I have for all 

eternity. The more my heart aches for the love I’ve lost, the more it pisses me off when he moves 

on and brings in someone new to heal his heart.  I will not let a thief do that, I can’t. I can’t let 

him hurt others, only to move on to the next best thing while he hides behind a guitar and voice 

that could wake the dead. It is my fault that he lives and I have to right that, despite any 

punishment I may receive from my elder clan. Gabriel, I thank you for assisting me with this task. 

I know it poses a risk for you as well.” Marcus said with a calm, deliberate tone.  



Marcus slowly opened the velvet pouch. It contained several glass vials of a turquoise 

blue liquid. The man giggled with delight at the vials his pointed teeth grew as he spoke. Darien 

was horrified. 

“This, Marcus is going to be a beautiful arrangement, just from this shipment alone. You 

know that our opposing species are mortal enemies, but I’m seeing this as a business deal that 

could help my family both financially and proactively. Both our races have been through too 

much pain. We all have lost someone due to what we are. For me, I’m seeing this as a new era in 

working together to rid each other of the bad so that we can focus on the future. Cass and his clan 

would never go along with such a partnership. If we want to co-exist and fight the slayers, we’re 

going to need to work together.  If that means killing St. Marie and others that get in our way, 

then we must work for the common good.” Gabriel said.  

“Your Vampire Elders, do they know of our arrangement?” Marcus asked.  

“No. Keep in mind Marcus, our business relationship for now, is an experiment. We get 

rid of one problem for you in St. Marie, while people from your organization rid me of my pain in 

the ass.”  

“Perfect. No one’s the wiser. And Braddock I hear is still causing you turmoil?” Marcus 

asked 

“The quicker it’s done, preferably with a stake in his heart, the better for all of humanity. 

He is a curse on this earth like St. Marie.”  

She was speechless. Vampire? This man was a vampire? Marcus was a werewolf? So 

was Cass if she heard right. None of this could be happening. Cass was too handsome to become 

this hideous vile creature she was looking at on the front of porch. The lead singer had been 

nothing but nice and kind to her. She had known Cass for a couple of years now, the man she 



knew would never intentionally hurt a soul. To hurt him or anyone that cared about him brought 

tears to her eyes.  

She wished she had never overheard any of this. She should have gone right to the club 

like Cass asked of her. She never listened, it would be her detriment. She remembered that she 

was trying to leave slowly when she tripped over a twig. The noise shattered the still of the night. 

She saw Marcus look up for second and then look back at the person in front of him. She needed 

to get to Cass…now. With careful and quiet steps, she began to back away from her hiding spot 

until she felt something cold against her back.  

Her body tensed while she attempted to flee, but the cold, slender fingers grabbed a hold 

of her shoulders and jerked her around to face him. His skin was translucent against the light of 

the moon. His hair the color of platinum, his ice blue eyes were soulless as he sped up to her, his 

long ebony coat billowing behind him. Her legs seemed as if they had weights on them. Despite 

her attempts to move faster, her gait slowed and eventually her feet were paralyzed in their tracks.  

By then Marcus had caught up with her. His eyes seared with disdain for her. He walked 

around her slowly. His steps were quiet, it was as if he was stalking his prey. Infuriated, Marcus 

changed back into human form in front of her. She screamed as loud as she could but the distance 

between the house and street was too far for a car to hear. Before all went dark, there was a loud 

roar and her body went limp; but not before Gabriel, tilted her neck and bit down- hard.  

She sat in the room terrified and exhausted; the wounds on her neck ached and burned at 

the slightest touch. Gabriel told her that he didn’t bite to change her, but to weaken and sedate her 

from running. He was right. There were days that he drank so much of her blood that even if there 

was an opportunity to escape, she’d be too weak to accomplish the task.  She detested him, his 

plan and the nightly feedings. She vowed one day to destroy him for hurting her like this, he 

laughed at her. He thought of her as a delightful, yet important plaything that they could use to 



their advantage of getting to Cass. He needed her unchanged, but in his and Marcus’ control at all 

times.  

Both men, threatened that if she ran, they’d kill her friends and family. If she didn’t get 

help soon, Cass and his pack would surely be killed, and the other packs brought into an unholy 

war that could have horrible ramifications for everyone if plans went wrong. I need to warn them. 

I’m so sorry. 

She could hear footsteps walking towards the door. She wiped her eyes as the door 

snapped open. She was sickened at the sight of the disdainful man who opened the door with a 

devilish grin.  

“Hi baby, miss me?” Marcus asked in an innocent southern drawl.  

“Fuck you!” she screamed.  

He sneered. “No thanks, darlin’. Been there, done that.”  

  



Chapter Ten 
 

The large loft space above Star 80 was used as a rehearsal hall for the bands in residency 

and Crave was no exception. 

It was a large space filled with lithographs of iconic musicians past and present; along 

with album covers and various pieces of music memorabilia that the bands and club owners had 

collected over the years.  

The band had been in rehearsal for Saturday’s show for a couple of hours before they 

decided to tackle some new songs they were debating on debuting either Saturday, or for an 

upcoming mini-club tour to promote their new EP.  

While they rehearsed a new ballad called ‘One Condition,’ Cass’ normally smooth vocals 

were replaced by shaky off-key tones no one had ever heard before. The band looked confused. 

Cass tried to make it through but he either cleared his throat or put up his hand to pause for a 

moment.   

He tried again to sing, ‘Baby, you have all of me… but there is one cond-‘. His voice 

cracked. Looking around for something to drink,  

Cass asked “Can we stop?”  

Chace threw up his hands in frustration. “What the fuck! Are we going to at least finish 

the song in this decade?”  

Julianne sat on an old couch with her feet up on the table, along with a couple of other 

young women. In front of her was a 12 pack of beer, she leisurely grabbed one and opened the 

can. She took one long sip from it before she dangled it in front of the lead singer like a carrot. 

“Here’s a beer, baby.”  



Cass sauntered over to his sometimes paramour, and took the drink from her manicured 

hand. As a thank you, he winked and kissed her gently on the lips. Her lips tasted like an aged 

French Merlot- warm, sweet and highly addictive. The long lingering kiss continued as her 

fingertips playfully touched his arm.  

 He replied softly. “Thank you, love.” Her fingers travelled down the front of his jeans 

and around his inner thigh. She loved how his body tensed up for her at the slightest touch. Her 

magical fingers made their way to his swelling cock where they rested as if to prepare for his next 

move. He let out a slight groan before taking her hand off of his rising mound. As much as he 

wanted Julianne to take his mind off things, he couldn’t. His mind was on Harper and if that were 

her hand, the band would have gotten a live sex show. He took a swig of the beer and patted the 

top of her head and smiled. She tapped his ass. He turned around and let out a huge laugh before 

he winked at her once more.  

“Feel better?” Sean asked.  

Cass looked over at Julianne and flashed a sly smile. “Mmm... I needed that. Julianne 

always makes everything feel better.” He replied with a sigh displaying an expression of 

admiration for his long-time friend.  

“I am so telling Harper on you.” Sean teased.  

Cass pursed his lips while he wrapped a stray hair around his ear. “Oh no Sean… I’m just 

having a little fun, Julianne gets it. And Harper? Well, she’s a little pissed at me right now.”  

Sean put his guitar down and asked. “Why?”  

The lead singer sat down beside his mic and replied. “Well, after I left your house, I 

grabbed a shower and change of clothes and bought her some lunch.”  



Julianne’s eyes were filled with surprise. “Food? Shit, you never bought me food. 

Really?” the blond beauty asked in shock. 

He shrugged and nodded while taking another swig of beer. “I did. I mean I do eat ‘food’ 

among other things.” he quipped “Someone gave her a hard time after the show a few nights ago 

and Sean and I helped her out.”  

“What happened? The little reporter lose her pen?” Julianne sneered.  

Cass rolled his eyes before he continued. “Anyways, we talked and I took her for a ride 

on the bike and stuff happened between us and now… let’s just say she’s a little wet behind the 

ears right now.”  

Chace, who was fixing one of the strings on his bass paused and asked. “What did you do 

Cass? What ‘stuff’ happened between the two of you?”  

Cass’ eyes narrowed. “Actually, nothing… which was unfortunate for the both of us.”  

Chace, Eric and Sean looked at him with confusion. “Nothing?” Chace asked. “Define 

‘nothing’ Cass.” 

Julianne and the other ladies also looked at him with chagrin as one of the people in their 

‘inner circle’. Her mind filled with questions that didn’t make sense. What the hell was up with 

him and this reporter chick? Didn’t he only meet her less than 24 hours ago?  

 “Couldn’t have been nothing, Cass. Remember baby, I know you. You don’t just take 

anyone out on your bike. Geez, we haven’t gone for a ride in a long time. Remember our rides 

Cass? There have been some good times on that bike… and off.” She said with a smirk.  

Cass shrugged. “Well, I was telling a story about Lake Topanga and she proceeded to 

remove all of her of clothing and jumped into Lake Braselton.”  



Sean and Eric let out a huge belly laugh. “Oh Shit!”  

Cass took a couple of swigs of beer before he continued. “I guess she must have 

misinterpreted that we were at that lake. I didn’t have a chance to tell her which lake we were at 

until well...umm…she’s was naked and in the water.” He laughed.  

Chace shook his head and replied with a chuckle. “Oops… You didn’t try to stop her?.”  

Cass shrugged. “Why? The view was amazing!”  

Julianne’s eyes narrowed. “Ass! What a typical male.”  

“Why are you so surprised? You should know as well as anyone that I can’t resist a 

beautiful woman.”   

Julianne attempted to quell her flaring temper, so she flashed a wide but fake smile for 

him. To be honest, she should be happy that he paid any attention to her these days with the way 

he’s been so immersed in securing a recording contract. All of that work had to be frustrating for 

him, mentally and physically. She had known Cass for years. He and Sean were her first friends 

when she moved to Wakefield. She came to town with $5 in her pocket and the clothes on her 

back. Like them, she wanted to play music; but unlike them, she wasn’t as focused on it as they 

were. Addicted to the lifestyle of partying all night and sleeping all day, she often got distracted 

over what she was working for. The guys helped her out as much as they could by having her sing 

backup for them on their CDs and sometimes onstage. She returned the favor by helping them get 

gigs along with some ‘added’ benefits. She always thought that she’d be the one that Cass would 

end up with. Maybe she would be, but the way he was acting recently made it seem like that was 

merely a pipe dream.  

“I guess I shouldn’t be, but there are days that I don’t get you. I don’t always have to dig 

everything you do.” She smirked.  



Cass took a slow drink of his beer and placed it down. He had no idea where this was all 

coming from. He was a bit taken a back; Julianne had never talked to him like this before. “Well, 

excuse me.” he said.  

“I don’t blame her for being pissed at you. That was a shitty thing to do.” She told him.  

“She’ll get over it. I’ll talk to her, don’t worry about it. I’ll fix things and apologize.” He 

tried to reassure her and everyone else.  

“Well, we need Harper’s help on that other issue.” Chace reminded him. “You may want 

to do this asap.”  

“If I were her, I wouldn’t give you the time of day.” Julianne said taking another sip of 

her beer.  

Cass’ normally jovial mood suddenly changed to aggravation. “What’s your fucking 

problem?” he snapped at her.  

Julianne snickered. “Discarding one plaything, for a new one are we? Replace an old relic 

who knows every trick in your arsenal for a shiny new one who has no idea what she’s getting 

herself into.” 

“You said it, not me baby.” Cass said.  

“So that’s what this is then? What’s she got that I don’t? Does she even know how to 

fuck? From the looks of her, she hasn’t had any in months or in her case probably 

years.”  Julianne said with a menacing laugh.  

“Why are you acting like this? You know how we roll. If you want things to keep on 

going like they have been, fine; but if you want to get all emotional and want more of something 

that isn’t going to happen, then you need to leave…Now!” he shouted.  



Julianne put up her hand and began to get up, she started to cry. “Why do I bother? All I 

want you to do is to remember me. Remember us? We were friends at one time. We helped one 

another. And look at you, you guys are on the verge of a major deal and suddenly I’m seen as an 

afterthought.”  

“Maybe if you actually worked and came in when we asked, instead of drinking and 

fucking everyone with a pulse, maybe we’d be more apt to help you.” Cass told her.  

“Fuck you! I love you. There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you. I thought you’d change 

your mind because you and I have got a good thing going. It’s my fault for wanting to believe it 

would never be a two-way street. God, I’m so stupid” She told them as she got up. Her eyes filled 

with tears as she looked at him.  

“Julianne stop. Go home, get sober and get some rest. We’ll see you Saturday.” Cass told 

her.  

Julianne put up her middle finger as she walked out the door.  

Cass was stunned. The girls followed her out. “What the fuck was that?” he asked.  

“You tell us.” Chace said.  

“Tell you what Chace? How many beers did she have before she gave me one? She 

knows there can’t be anything serious with me and her, or any of us. She runs her mouth too 

much. She’ll chill, get sober and be her beautiful, bubbly self, looking for the next guy to fuck.” 

Cass explained.  

Sean laughed. “Cass is right. Drama loves company and Julianne is its lead actress. She’s 

done this type of crap before. Cass and I have seen it. I wouldn’t worry about it. Now Harper, 



dude, you have to make this right. I get that she’s a really cute chick, but we have to protect her 

from LeMond, but she has to feel comfortable with us in order to accomplish that.” 

Cass’ mind went back at the thought of Harper’s beautiful nude body running towards the 

lake and diving headfirst into the water. Just thinking about her was making him hard. He raked 

his hands through his long waves and replied. “Of course, I told you that’d I’d make it right and I 

will. I don’t know what’s going on, but there’s this thing between us that I can’t explain, the more 

I tease, the more rattled she gets and the more I-“ 

“Hornier you get. Foreplay’s a beautiful thing… Time to rehearse.” Sean said as he 

interrupted.  

Cass flashed him a blank stare. Chace raised his eyebrows and smiled. “C’mon, dear and 

beloved lead singer. You can do it. Now that you’ve had your drink, let’s finish this song so that 

you can bed…. oh I mean make up with this reporter so that we can find Darien. Remember her? 

Our friend that’s missing?” 

Cass stood up and jerked back into reality by the sharpness in Chace’s tone. “Whatever. 

Let’s play.” he said walking over to the mic.  

It was Tuesday, and these next four days would be the longest four days of his life.  

  



Chapter Eleven 
 

“Why are we here?” Harper asked Ellen while she pulled her car into the Star 80 parking 

lot.  

For the first time in months she wasn’t in work mode. There was no pressure of deadlines 

or a desire to get a story just perfect. She felt naked without a pen and a notebook. They were her 

security blanket when things got tough, she could go into reporter mode and question her way out 

of situation. Tonight, she would have to face her fear of having feelings for a man that she was 

attracted to, yet despised at the same time. 

She looked pretty, she thought. She wore her hair down; and the long brown waves 

cascaded down her back, framing her face.  She wore a pair of black jeans along with an off the 

shoulder black t-shirt with a hint of a hot pink tank that filtered through. .  

“You know why you’re here.” Ellen said. She wore a pair of blue jeans and a jade green 

halter tunic.  She opened up her purse and took out a blue compact and began to look herself over 

before they went in.  

“He can try his best, but there is no way I’m talking to him tonight unless it’s for work 

purposes.” Harper sternly said as she turned towards her friend.  

Ellen put on a fresh coat of clear lip gloss and replied. “Sweets, you forgot your 

notebook.”  

Harper’s eyebrows rose. She shook her head in denial while she grabbed her purse from 

the glove compartment and opened up her purse to reveal she did, in fact forget it.  

“You left it on the counter, Harp.” Ellen told her.  



Thankfully she always kept a spare notebook around. She just needed to find it. “It’s 

okay, I have another one. I keep it in my car. It’s usually either in the glove compartment or 

underneath the passenger seat. ”  

Ellen placed the lip gloss in her purse and with a smug look on her face took out a small, 

spiral notebook. “You mean this one?”  

Harper looked at the notebook as if it were a lost dog. She grinned from ear to ear. At 

least if she had to be here, she could work. “There it is.” She said while she attempted to grab it 

from Ellen, who playfully raised it high above her head. “What in the hell are you doing?” she 

asked her friend.  

“Helping you confront your issues along with making sure you have fun tonight. There 

will be no work. They’ll be nothing but drinks, dancing and in your case, a possible sleepover 

with a lead singer, who it seems, is way into you.”  

Harper rolled her eyes. Her lips went into a straight line as she explained. “I’m so 

embarrassed go to in there. What if they think that I’m a laughing stock?”  

Ellen touched her friend’s arm reassuringly. “Oh honey, I doubt it. I do think he was 

having fun with you and before he could tell you to stop, you had already gone and done….well 

you know what you did. You’re a pretty head-strong lady. Not saying he was right, but I don’t 

think he meant any harm by it. He’s not exactly hard on the eyes, I can see how you can be taken, 

he is a charmer.” 

“I was…a few days ago… he was so nice and sweet. When we rode around town, it was 

as if I was seeing Wakefield through a different set of eyes. Everything seemed so vibrant and 

alive. From the winding roads to the wildflowers whose scent still lingers in the passing night air. 

Everything is different when I’m with him. There was a calm and supporting presence that I 



wanted to hold on to for as long as I could. I’m so mad that he broke that for me. I’m mad at him 

for not trying to stop me; because besides you, he has been the only one to get me out of my 

comfort zone. I like being with him but I just don’t have any self-control when I am around him.”  

“Like a drug?” Ellen asked.  

“Worse, the accent alone is enough to put me over the edge. And that walk… who walks 

like that? It’s like he’s walking on air… and those pants? Does he own a pair of sweats or do they 

look as if they’ve been painted on too? He drives me crazy and he’s sarcastic…and I thought I 

was bad. If this is what drug addiction is like, then maybe instead of going to see them play I 

should go to rehab.” She said as she was about to turn on her ignition.  

Ellen stopped her and took the keys from her hand. “First thing with an addiction like 

this, one is to acknowledge that you have a problem.”  

Harper smiled. “We’ve established that. So can I have my notebook back or better yet, 

can we leave?” 

Ellen put her arm down and placed the notebook back in her purse, clamping it shut. 

“Second phase is to ‘confront and conquer’ your fear head on. He doesn’t bite Harper.”  

Harper mumbled. “Girl, if you only knew…”  

Ellen appeared confused. “What?”  

Harper took in the night air as she opened the car door. “Oh nothing, let’s get on with it.” 

She told her friend as the two of them walked into the club.  

### 

The club’s atmosphere was a completely different vibe than the last time she was here. 

Instead of the room being filled with men and women in suits and business casual attire, tonight’s 



crew was dressed in skin-tight jeans, and even tighter t-shirts.  Looking around the club, the ratio 

of females to males was staggering, but not surprising. Harper and Ellen decided that before they 

made their way to the front of the stage, they needed a drink or two. Harper was thinking more 

along the lines of three. 

In a sarcastic tone, Harper asked. “Is half the female population of Wakefield here 

tonight?”  

“Close.” Ellen answered.  

“What can I get you ladies tonight?” said the bartender who leaned his skinny, average 

frame against the bar. Harper cringed when she recognized the voice. It was the same bartender 

that was on the last time she came to the club and she was in no mood for his crap.  

She turned to him and plastered a fake, wide grin on her face. “Hi, can I have a beer? 

Ellen, want anything right now? It’s on me.”  

Ellen nodded. “Sure, I’ll have a beer too.”  

“Beer it is for the ladies.” The bartender said as he stared at Harper for several minutes. 

To her credit, she pretended not to notice, but the constant glare made the hairs on the back of her 

neck stand on end.  

By the time he filled their glasses, Harper slammed down a twenty and passed it towards 

him. He looked at it briefly and passed it back to her. “You were here a few nights ago. Cass said 

that if you came in tonight, anything you and your guest wanted was on the house.”  

Harper was frustrated. Even the purchase of a drink was going to be a possible 

confrontation with him. She passed the bartender the $20 bill again and replied, “Listen, could 

you tell Cass that, while I appreciate his kindness, I really prefer to pay for my own drinks an-“ 



“What’s going on?” said the familiar voice, with the southern accent coming from behind 

them.  

Damn voice. Fucking A! It’s all over Harper. Just keep it cool for a long as possible. She 

and Ellen slowly turned towards him. He was dressed in brown leather pants that appeared to be 

laced up with black leather on the outer leg and inseams, and a simple black tank with another 

tribal Native-American leather necklace.  

Shit, it’s all over. I hate him. That is all. She did all she could, not drool or grab him. She 

was proud at how she was holding her own, …for now. 

With a wide but devilish grin, his brown eyes locked into hers with an intensity she 

needed to muster even more strength to pull away from. 

“Hi Sug, what’s wrong” he asked in a soft tone walking closer to the women.  

She got up and promptly slapped him in the face. “You asshole! I was telling your friend 

that I’ll pay for my own drinks. I want nothing from you!” Harper said pointedly.  

He grabbed the side of face. The sting of was not only painful physically, but emotionally 

as well; but he’d take it if he wanted to protect her. Despite the pain, he appeared amused by the 

reporter’s actions. His eyes never wavered from Harper’s as he acknowledged her friend’s 

presence. “Hi El.” He said with a wink.  

“Hi Cass.” Ellen answered. She grinned from ear to ear.  

“Okay, Harper... I deserved that. I’m sorry about the other day. In fact, that’s one of the 

reasons why I’m out here. Buying your drinks is the least I can do.” He said still rubbing the side 

of his face.  “Shit, that friggen hurt!” He mumbled.  



“You womanizing scumbag. Well, you’ll have to do better than what you’re doing!” she 

shouted.  

“That’s why I wanted to have a word with you before the show. Can we talk for a bit?” 

he said holding his hand out.  

His eyes were pleading. It was hard for her to even speak at this point. “I don’t want to 

argue Cass. Just leave me alone. I’ll talk to the other guys about the feature.  Have a great show.”  

He refused to let her off the hook that easy. He needed to protect her, first and foremost 

from Marcus. Everything else was secondary, but his emotions kept bubbling up to the surface 

complicating matters. He took her hands into his, practically covering hers.  

 For Harper, the calm she experienced with him during their ride came back. It was 

soothing, comfortable. She couldn’t be mad at him forever; no matter how hard she tried.  

“No, I can’t, I need to fix this. It’s important. It’s just a few minutes. Ellen, you don’t 

mind do you?” Cass asked.  

“You know I don’t.” Ellen retorted. She touched Harper’s shoulder before she continued. 

“Go on, I’ll be right here.”  

Harper turned to her friend one last time, her eyes pleading to refuse her release.  

Ellen simply mouthed the words. “Go talk.”  

Harper was defeated. She looked up at him and smiled weakly; he smoothed her hair. 

“Alright, it’s settled. El, I’ll have her back before I go onstage.” 

Cass motioned for the bartender to get the tab once more and the two of them walked past 

the other patrons in the club, through the backstage area and into the band’s dressing room. 



Chace, Sean and their drummer Eric, were in various stages of undress, changing from their street 

clothes and into their stage clothes.  

“Oh!” Harper said as she saw the bare, muscular backside of Cass’ lead guitarist.  

“Oops! Hi, Harper.” Sean said as he grabbed a pair of navy leather pants. His face, like 

everybody else’s, grew red from embarrassment.  

“Can you guys give us a few?” Cass asked.  

“Sure, give us a sec. We were changing. This is called the dressing room ya know.” 

Chace snapped as he and Eric grabbed their shirts and stage gear and began to follow Sean out.  

“I’m aware of that Chace. It’ll just take a few minutes, it’s important.”  

The guys walked out, slamming the door behind them.   

“Thank you!” Cass yelled at the door.  

Harper walked around the gray room filled with bright mirrored lights and a couple of old 

brown couches. While she touched one of the arms, his hands took a gentle, but firm, hold on her 

waist. He pulled her so close to him that she could feel the warmth of his skin against the nape of 

her neck.  

She leaned back against him. “Mmmm….” He groaned. “This feels so nice. See, how 

great we fit?” he asked with a spark of delight in his voice. She tried to pull away but she 

couldn’t. “I’m so sorry, Harper.” he said in her ear. “I didn’t think you’d really go in the lake,” he 

admitted while he played with the waves in her hair.  

She pushed him off of her, but not before she turned around and slapped him again. 

“Asshole!”  



“Tell me how you really feel? Didn’t we just do this?” he asked.  

“I can’t believe you let me just strip off all of my fucking clothing and jump in there!”she 

told him.  

“First of all, you’re not exactly the type that would have listened if I had asked you to 

stop anyway. Second, it was great to see you cut loose. You don’t do stuff like that normally do 

ya?” he asked grinning as he sat down.  

“I do listen. In fact, that whole day I listened to you manipulate, lie, and attempt to get 

into my pants and I hate to say you nearly succeeded.” She fumed.  

Cass shook his head and began to laugh. He was bemused. “I never lied to you, Sug. I’d 

never lie to you. Everything I said that day and when we met are all true. Damn… I could have 

brought you back to my place? Really?” He asked scratching his head. 

“What did you do the night I met you with those wolves? You know, the ones that 

surrounded my car and practically tore my pants and legs off? I saw your eyes and teeth change. I 

watched you bite into one of those hideous animals like they were a midnight snack. Tell me, was 

that real? Or was it your latest ploy to get attention? Your eyes did change quick; did you put in 

contacts? Was or is this some sick Halloween prank that Ellen and you put together to get me out 

of the house? Just how long did all of that take for the two of you to plan this shit out?”  

Frustrated and angry, he stood up and darted towards her. Miraculously, as she looked at 

him, she watched his eyes slowly turn to crimson.  

“If Sean and I hadn’t followed you out that night, you’d be dead! If I were such an 

asshole, I would have been more than happy to have left you. Marcus LeMond is a dangerous 

man. I did something to him a long time ago, that if I could, I’d take back. He’s never let me or 

anyone that I care about forget it. So, he shows up and he attempts to destroy anyone that gets 



close to me. You and I even having this conversation would be a problem for him. He will kill 

you and Darien without hesitation, I can’t allow that. It would be my fault.” He explained. His 

smooth voice broke up as he continued, “Do you think I want people to know what I am? Do you 

think I enjoy this?” He said as he pulled his long hair back to reveal a scar that looked like a huge 

bite mark on the side of his neck. “He cursed me because we were in love with the same woman. 

He was my best friend. It was a complicated situation that for now, isn’t important. But finding 

Darien and keeping you safe is!”  

The color was gone from her face. She was frightened of what she was seeing yet she 

couldn’t leave. Tears welled in his eyes as he continued. “I warned Darien to stay away from him. 

He not only tries to hurt me by physically harming others, but his hatred runs from me to my 

band. They are my pack, they are my brothers and I’d die for them. Darien and you share the 

same trait, she wouldn’t listen; the night before she disappeared she slept with Marcus to get back 

at Chace. We all saw her. But, I saw her again after it happened and begged her to come to the 

club the minute she got home from school the next day. It was the last time I heard from her.  

Harper was stunned. It was a lot of information to deal with, her mind was spinning. As 

much as she wanted to think he was a manipulative womanizer, he was far from it. She couldn’t 

help but to believe him. She didn’t want to, but seeing him transform in front of her and the 

craziness of the story, everything sounded like a plausible scenario, in a bizarre kind of way.  

His eyes slowly changed back to their natural color. “Listen, I realize this is a lot to 

process in such a short time. I needed you to see me change so that you’d realize what we’re up 

against. I beg you to trust me. I know not being in control of something bothers you. As a shifter, 

picking up instincts comes easy. There are things in life you can’t control Harper. You shouldn’t 

try to hide behind a notebook, laptop and pen. The way to live life is to be a part of it. I saw you 

do that on the bike ride, that’s the Harper I’d like to know.” 



She needed to comfort him. The realization that Cass could be troubled or hurt bothered 

her deeply. She looked down and began to play with the end of his tank. With his index finger, he 

pushed her face up to meet his. “I can barely sleep or eat. I haven’t felt like this in a really long 

time.” He said with a weak smile. “You’re so beautiful. When this is all over, I just want one 

chance, Harper, just one. We can do whatever you want. We can ride, or watch a movie or dance. 

Ellen told me when I asked her if you were at work a few days ago that you liked to go out 

dancing sometimes. Is that true?”  

She giggled with nervous hesitation. “Yes. I do. I haven’t done that in over a year though. 

I’m pretty rusty.” 

He snickered. “I’m not the best dancer, but if you want to do that, we can.”  

She began to laugh. “With the way you move onstage? I think on behalf of myself and 

your other female fans, your dance moves are more than adequate.”  

“So, it’s finally a date?” he asked 

She grabbed his hands and held them to her lips. He kissed the top of her forehead and 

pressed her tight against his chest. The heat that radiated from his body nearly consumed her. For 

the first time in years, she’d given in to something… him.  

“Yes, it’s a date.” She whispered.  



Chapter Twelve 
 

A knock at the door jolted them both back to reality. 

“Yeah?” Cass said as he glanced at the door. Sean opened the door with curious stare. 

“Sorry, didn’t mean to interrupt, but we have to go on in five minutes.”  

Cass nodded. “I’ll be right there, Thanks.”  

It was hard for Harper to pull away from him. Her body ached as if she were going 

through withdrawal. She folded her arms around her body the best she could, as if that could 

make the pain go away.  

“Guess it’s time for me to go.” Cass said.  

“Guess so.” Harper told him as the two began to head towards the door. “Why don’t you 

and Ellen grab a pizza with me and the guys at Freddie’s after the show?”  

“Sure. You know me, there’s not a pizza that I can say no to,” she teased, as they walked 

out the door where the others stood along with Julianne.  

“There he is.” Chace said. “Everything cool between you two now?” He asked. The 

couple, who was holding hands much to Julianne’s mortification said in unison, “Yes.”  

Julianne was speechless, her perfect face turned sinister. The two of them got closer to 

the stage and Cass smiled at her while her middle finger rose in the air.  

“Have a good show and behave.” Harper told Cass. 

Cass turned to her and replied. “Aww, Sug. Why behave, when being bad is so much 

better?”   



Harper snickered. Cass continued, “It’s how I got your attention isn’t it?”  

“This is true.” She responded.  

“Then, I gots to play.”  He said. His personality snapped back to the jovial, yet naughty 

boy she was used to. He kissed her on top of the head as he and the others passed her going to the 

stage.  

The crowd roared as they went on. Julianne clapped wildly for Harper as she began to 

walk towards the front of the stage. Harper flashed her a curious look. “What’s this about?” 

“Bravo for your Academy Award winning performance. You did what most female fans, 

including myself, have been trying to do for years. You snagged the beast. I will warn you that he 

is a complicated man. Just when you have him figured out, he’ll turn you on your head.” Julianne 

warned.  

“What makes you think that I‘ve snagged anyone and if I did, what’s it to you?” Harper 

asked sarcastically.  

“You spoiled little twit! He’s going to chew you up and spit you out like he does all the 

rest of them, including me. But I stayed. Why? Because I love him. I get that he’s moody and 

needs space, so I give it to him. Because when we’re on, we’re on. On the couch, outside, on his 

bike…Dear god… Cass can go, and go for hours. I heard about your little ride and what he did to 

you. I heard you were pissed, but now not so much? Tell me, what did he say to you in there to 

make you nearly cream yourself just now? Did he promise to fuck you later?” the spiteful young 

beauty asked.  

“Jealous much, Julianne? What happened in there is none of your business.” Harper 

retorted as she headed towards the bar.  



“It is my business, bitch. When you decide that all of this fame and fortune and the 

lifestyle that comes with it, is shit you can’t handle, you’ll leave him. Fortunately, it’ll be me that 

will be here to play clean up. He’s seconds I will gladly take. You know, there was this one time 

where he, Sean and I were watching a movie and the next thing I know he was taking me from 

behind on the couch while I gave Sean the blowjob of a lifetime. I couldn’t walk for days after 

that tour de force.”  

Harper rolled her eyes. “People who brag, usually have other things to hide. I may not 

have as much experience as you, but I do think more of myself than being passed around as the 

band’s ‘sexual plaything’.”  

Julianne walked over to her and struck Harper across the face. “Fucking bitch! Take him. 

You know nothing about this shit. I’m warning you at the end of all of this, I’ll still be here while 

you’ll be onto your next story.” Julianne said as she stormed out of the building.  

Harper touched her face and began to laugh. She went back and stood next to Ellen. She 

took the warm glass of beer and straight chugged it down. Ellen looked stunned as Harper asked 

for another one and did the same to that beer too.  

“How did it go? You were gone for a bit.” Ellen wondered.  

“Fine.” Harper told her as she moved her hips to the beat of the band’s cover of Motley 

Crue’s, “Saints of Los Angeles.”  

Ellen was surprised. “What happened to your face?”  

Harper nodded with a smile. “Compliments of Julianne who thinks of Cass as her 

personal property.” She told Ellen with an eyeroll.  



Ellen examined her friend’s face. “Harper, watch out for her. She’s unstable. She goes 

after any woman who even looks at Cass wrong.”  

“I’m not worried about her. She’s a harmless groupie. I have more things to worry 

about.”  

Ellen’s face turned serious. “I would worry about her. I’ve seen her get unhinged before. 

She can be quite vindictive.”  

Harper shrugged as she took swig of her drink. “How? I don’t even think she knows how 

to formulate a full sentence; let alone kick my ass. I’ll be fine, El.”  

Ellen touched her arm. Harper reached for her with a comforting hug and continued. “I 

never seen you worried like this.” as she pulled away. 

Ellen replied. “I’ve been around drug kingpins, rapists and cold blooded killers in our line 

of work, but she bothers me. There is just something about her that makes my blood run cold. 

Promise me you’ll watch your back.” 

Harper looked her friend’s serious tone. Ellen never in all the years she knew her acted 

like this. “I will. I will.” She told her.  

Ellen sighed with relief. “Ok, tell me if she does anything to you, ok?  I know you can 

more than handle yourself. But I think there is strength in numbers where that slut’s concerned.”  

Harper told. “Yes. I will. “  

Ellen nodded. “Good. Now, let’s back to more important things. How are you and Cass?” 

Harper took another long swig of her drink and replied. “You were right. I’m a control 

freak. He even said so. He told me didn’t say anything that day because I was having so much 



fun. He liked that side of me. I don’t know, maybe the uncontrolled balanced with the controlled 

is what makes life more interesting.”  

Ellen nodded. “That’s my girl.  What else did he say?”  

She continued to dance in front of her friend. “He wants to take me out. There wasn’t 

really a lot of time to say or do anything else really. But I couldn’t help forgiving him. His eyes 

are so trusting and warm. There’s a part of me that I can’t stop when I’m with him. I don’t think I 

want to either. C’mon, let’s go up front and get a closer look. ” Harper said grabbing her friend’s 

hand. Ellen whispered to her while they walked up to the stage. “Well, there may not have been 

enough time for you to do anything, but there’s  always after the show.”  

“El, it’s been so long that I hope that I haven’t forgotten what to do.” Harper joked.  

“Something like that is hard to forget, it’s like riding a bike. Besides, if you forget 

anything, I have a feeling there is someone who’s up on that stage that can show you anything 

and everything you want to know.”  

Harper laughed as they went to the corner of the stage. Cass sauntered over to them and 

with a wink he walked over to an old piano the stage manager had placed on stage for the night. 

He played a couple of notes before he turned towards everyone. “How is everyone doing 

tonight?”  

The crowd erupted. He took a swig from a bottle of water that sat atop the piano that had 

been left for him. He smiled while he played a couple more notes. “This is a song I literally 

finished a couple of hours ago. So it’s a new song… and it’s called ‘Still of the Night.’  

The audience slapped hands and the band members grew silent as the beginning notes 

from the song began to go through the crowd. Harper looked around at the people; they were 



enamored and very much entertained. To have people in the palm of your hands like Cass did was 

feat few people could do, and do well.  

No matter how I try…I can’t seem to get you off my mind… 

In the Still of the Night… 

Those lyrics were words she had just heard him tell her. His gaze went through the 

audience. They were so enraptured that you could hear a pin drop. His eyes locked on hers. He 

sang to her as if there was no one else around. In those minutes she understood all she needed to 

know about him. I can’t stop thinking about you either. I miss you and you are performing right 

in front of me. His powerful vocals seared through her soul, leaving her breathless by the time he 

sung the final words…  

I beg for you to be with me in the Still of the Night. 

After the show, the band, Ellen and Harper were at Freddie’s eating copious amounts of 

pizza and wings. The band seemed to like Harper a lot and already knew Ellen from previous gigs 

at Star 80.  

“El, these guys know who Le Mond is. In fact, Cass tried to warn Darien to stay away 

from him.” Harper told Ellen and the others while sitting to next to Cass.  

To say Cass wasn’t happy about his renewed relationship with Harper was an 

understatement. In between bites of pizza and small talk, his hand found itself wrapped around 

the small of her back.  

“Really? He’s a pretty good businessman from what I understand. Why the warning?” 

Ellen asked Cass.  



Cass’ long fingers were deceptive with intent. Moving away the silken yet constrictive 

undergarment that blocked their journey, his fingers massaged her bare, toned behind.  He reveled 

in how skin felt against the warmth of his skin. Harper was surprised. She let out a gasp before 

she took long sip of her soda. Cass snickered.  

“He’s an asshole and a jealous piece of shit with a violent temper. Darien, like others who 

are sitting next to me looking adorable while sipping on their cherry cola, are alike in that they 

hate listening to others.”  Cass said while looking at Harper the whole time.  

With his index finger, he playfully began to teased the edges of her butt crack. The 

sensation was enough to put her in a slow burn. Her face began to flush as she put the cola down 

and grabbed Cass’ beer. 

“You all right love? Soda not strong enough this evening?” Cass asked her innocently. 

Harper nodded and took a long swig of his beer. “Remember, you have to drive. How many of 

these did you have tonight?” he asked.  

Harper shot up like a dart in the booth they were all in. She began to smooth her clothing 

down and fix her hair.  

She needed a moment of clarity. Turning to him and the others, she said.”. “I only had 

two…and um...the sip.”  

Cass pretended to look serious while he pursed his lips. “You sure?”  

She nodded. “I’m good.” She told him. “Can I talk to you in private for a minute?” she 

asked. The eyes on the two of them from their friends and band mates were mixed with both 

curiosity and amusement.  



Cass got up slowly and the two of them sprinted away from the booth. The two of them 

wound up in front of the utility closet that was toward the back of the building. Concerned, Cass 

grabbed her shoulders and asked “What is it? Are you ok? I hope I didn’t freak you when we 

were sitting there. I was only having a little fun-“ he explained before she interrupted him.  

Shhh.” She replied as she pulled him close to her and kissed him hard on the lips. Her 

tiny arms wrapped themselves around his thick muscular torso. The force of the kiss pushed him 

against the partially opened door with such force that the two of them on top of one another inside 

the closet. “Jesus!” he yelled out loud.  

Harper laughed out loud. “Shhh. You’re so loud.” She told him as she lay on top on him. 

“I guess I didn’t freak you out.” He told her. “I wouldn’t be in here with you if it  did 

now would I? “ she told him as she straddled herself on top of his swollen mound. 

“I’m speechless.” He whispered. “You know anyone could walk by and hear us.” He told 

her.  

Harper snickered. She leaned towards him and replied. “Look at Mr. Suddenly Cautious, 

rockstar. I’m sure someone like you has to be used to this type of thing.”  

She lifted up his tank top and trailed kisses along his chest and stomach. Her heat 

consumed him.  His hands slid down past her jeans and underpants once more and headed toward 

her toned ass. The sensation sent waves of electricity through her. Watching her face and body 

respond to him was something he felt as if he had waited a lifetime for. She removed the damp 

curls from her face by wrapping them around her ears. His acute senses could hear her heart beat 

loud against her chest. Her breath became shallow as her muscles began to tense against his hand. 

It was all she could do not pass out and take him right then and there. She unbuttoned her jeans in 

hopes to make his hand travels a lot easier. He slid one of his hands in front of her . The tip of his 



finger teased itself against her swollen entry, while his other hand slid her and pants down and 

around her. The latter forced her to let out such an audible moan that Cass kissed her hard to 

avoid unwanted visitors. Deciding that she had enough, he slid in enough of his finger inside her 

to make her rock hard against him. Holding his arm, she had never experienced anything so good. 

“Go deeper…Oh god…go deeper, Cass.” She pleaded as the muscles around her pussy clamped 

hard against her deepening finger.  

She bucked him hard.  Never had she wanted anything so much in her life, never had she 

wanted anyone so much in her life. His finger began to move with every thrust she made. His 

eyes were filled with desire as he brought her closer and closer to the brink until her petite body 

trembled violently from orgasm. She collapsed on top of him. “Holy shit.” She moaned. “I didn’t 

want you to stop.” She said. “That was amazing.”  

He lifted himself up and kissed her firmly on the lips. Damn those plump lips. So sweet 

and addictive. His tongue ran over them. He savored the taste of her cherry cola.  

“Jesus, Jesus.” He mumbled as he pulled his finger out of her. “So glad we made up, 

baby.”  

Harper was breathless. She nodded. “Me too.” She murmured as she got up and pulled 

herself together. He kissed the top of her head and winked, Harper chuckled. “Now, Cass, aren’t 

you glad we had this chance to talk?” she asked him as she zipped up her pants.  

“Always the quiet ones.” He smirked while pulling down his shirt.  

She smoothed down her hair and without anyone looking. She left first. He followed a 

few seconds later.  



The bandmates and Ellen laughed and drank at the booth like nothing had happened. 

“There you are.” Sean said, taking another slice of pizza. “We thought you too had fallen in the 

toilet or something.” Chace teased.  

“Bet you would have liked that.” Cass told the bassist as he and Harper sat back down in 

the booth.  

“Well while you too were talking, the guys and I think that it’s time to tell the cops about 

Le Mond.” Ellen said looking at the two of them with interest.  

“Cass and I plan on doing that Monday. They’ll need his help in filling in the blanks. I 

know I did.” Harper told Ellen. Sean finished up his beer and replied. “He could have her 

anywhere. He owns half of Wakefield and part of the next town.” 

“Sean’s right. It’ll be like looking for a needle in a haystack.” Chace said.  

“Where would we even start? I know she was trying to make Chace jealous by dealing 

with Marcus, but you all know Marcus, there has to be more to this.” Sean said. “Maybe she tried 

to break things off and he got pissed.” Cass said. “He’d pull something like this because of that.”  

Sean wasn’t convinced. “Dude, I know what you’re saying, but I think there is something 

else. I can’t put my finger on it. I could have sworn I saw something when I went to the gym the 

other day. I was running on the treadmill and on television, there was a news report about his 

company partnering with a newly created firm.  

“So? People who run businesses do that all the time.” Chace said.  

“This was different. I don’t follow the news much and I can’t remember for the life of me 

what this was.” Sean said.  



Ellen put down her pizza and sprung up. “Oh my god, Sean’s right. There was an 

announcement a couple of weeks ago. I’ll have to check to see who covered it and find the press 

release but I remember that coming into the newsroom. I think I took the call myself from 

LeMond’s press agent. I think the company is a solar energy firm. I can get the file first thing in 

the morning.”  

Eric looked at his watch. “It is morning, doll. It’s 2:30 a.m.”  

Ellen shrugged. “Oh I forgot. True. Well, let me get some sleep and I can go get it in a 

couple of hours.” She said as she got up. 

Cass looked over at Sean and motioned him to make sure she got home safe and sound. 

Sean stood up. “Hey El, I’m going your way, I’ll take you home.”  He told her.  

Ellen looked over at Harper who smiled. “You going to be ok with this one?” She asked 

her friend looking over at Cass. 

Harper nodded. “I’ll be fine.”  

“Don’t worry El, I’m a pussycat.” Cass told her.  

Ellen headed towards the door. “That’s what I’m afraid of. Don’t think I wasn’t paying 

attention to the two of you a few minutes ago.” She laughed, as Ellen and Sean exited the 

pizzeria.  

Cass and Harper got up. “Guess it’s time to get you home too. Are you ready?” He asked, 

Harper nodded. Cass took out $40 and placed it on the table. He grabbed his jacket as he, Chace 

and Eric were getting their keys. “You want me to follow you guys out?” Chace asked. 

Cass replied. “No, it’s fine, I got it. But I would like it if you and E could check out 

LeMond’s and see if you can find out anything. I’m going to stay around her place.”  



The three band mates nodded. Eric and Chace left. Harper said good night to them as she 

grabbed her purse and keys.  

She and Cass left Freddie’s and walked to her car. He proceeded to explain that if 

anything happens, he wanted her to keep on driving. “Don’t try to stop or come back, just keep 

driving, understand?”  

She nodded as she got into the car. They made it to her condo safely. He watched her get 

out of car. She got up to her porch and turned around to see if Cass wanted to come in, when she 

noticed six pairs of glowing red eyes coming towards the back of him.  

“Cass!” she yelled. 

The glowing eyes got closer. Out from the parking lot across the condo the wolves 

showed themselves. Cass kept quiet. His eyes turned crimson.  

“Get in the house, Harper! Now! ” He yelled, his fangs becoming more pronounced, 

changing the sound of his voice.  

Harper refused. Instead, she opened the garage and got a silver gardening fork her father 

had given her as a housewarming present.   

The wolves were on either side of Cass now. As they began to walk towards Harper, Cass 

lunged forward, jumping on the back of one of the wolves; while another larger one jumped on 

Cass’ back and yet another began to tear off his pants.  

Harper began to hit the one closest to her but she was simply no match for the beasts and 

neither was Cass. The wolves bit Cass on the arms and threw him against a tree that stood in front 

of her house. Cass did manage to bite one of them and sent it running away squealing. The other 



wolf that was able to hang on during the chaos, jumped off his back and lunged towards Harper. 

Harper began to stab at it with the pitchfork in defense.  

“Harper, get in the house!” Cass commanded.  

“No! Do you think I’m going to leave you here while these two pieces of shit tear you 

apart? You’re not dying on my watch.”  

The wolf in front of her growled loudly. He lunged again only this time, Harper got him 

first and stabbed it in the chest.  

Cass was still fighting with the largest one when Harper took the bloodied pitchfork out 

of the dead wolf and began to stab at the back of the one still fighting until it ran off.  Cass laid 

down in Harper’s front yard half conscious of what had occurred. She went over to Cass in 

attempt to wake him up. She got him up and two of them managed to make it past the other wolf 

she had stabbed, that was now back into his naked human form. There were three deep gaping 

holes that she inflicted just about covered his chest; he was fatally wounded.  

Harper nodded. “You need a doctor?” she said touching his cuts.  

Cass nodded. “As long as it’s not steel, I’ll heal within 24 hours. How about you?”  

Still shaken, a frightened Harper nodded. “I’m just a bit freaked out. I thought they were 

going to kill you.”  

Cass told her. “They would have if you had listened to me.”  

Harper snickered. “See, aren’t you glad that I don’t do what I’m told?”  

Cass wiped the blood from his face and nodded as he caught his breath. “Yes.”  

She looked over at the man lying in her driveway. “What about him?” she asked.  



“He’s dying. He’s not going to last much longer and I need answers.” He slapped him in 

the face in an attempt to wake him up. “Hey, wake up. You hear me?” Cass asked.  

The man slowly opened his eyes; he began to cough and nodded. Cass bent down towards 

him. “Who sent you?” The man began to close his eyes. “Hey, wake up…. I asked you who sent 

you. Who do you work for?”  

The man’s eyes fluttered open and he mumbled. “Marcus…Marcus LeMond.”  

Cass rolled his eyes. “I knew it! Why?” he asked. The man began to cough again for 

several minutes. Harper stood motionless for several minutes before the man responded. “He 

wanted to know what she knew about the girl and told us to bring her back with us.”  

Harper’s eyebrows rose as Cass continued his interrogation. “Where is Darien?” Cass 

asked the dying man.   

The man’s wounds were too bad to continue. He closed his eyes and perished. Harper 

covered her mouth and began to cry. She had never hurt, much less killed, a human being. Cass 

went over to her and held her; the two of them went inside her condo. His was body was heavy as 

he leaned against her. She helped him to the couch where he laid down.  

“I’ll be right back. I’m going to get something for those cuts and bites.” She said as she 

went in to the bathroom.  

He was exhausted. He hadn’t fought like that in years, all he wanted to do was rest. 

“I’m fine, Harper. I’m just sore, I’ll be fine tomorrow. ”  

She got some antiseptic along with some bandages and a few cotton balls. She kneeled 

down in front of him. “I’m sure you will, but you’re not fine now.” She told him as she opened up 



the antiseptic and placed some of it on a cotton swab. “By the way… welcome to my house.” She 

stated softly.  

He began to laugh, but deep visible bruise on his ribcage made him stop. “Talk about a 

nightcap.” He joked. “This is not how I wanted this night to end.” He told her.  

She took the damp swab and began to dab at the bite marks along his arm. He winced in 

pain from the sting. “There’ll be other nights.” She told him. “Sorry.” She said wincing. “I’ll try 

to be gentler.” 

His eyes perked up while he watched her take care of him. “There will be? So… are you 

saying that one date could now be two?” he asked.  

She kissed him on the forehead, “Maybe, that is if there is a repeat of what happened at 

Freddie’s.” she told him.  

“That can be arranged. Hell, we can do it now.” He told her as he cleared his throat. 

“Suddenly, I’m feeling so much better.”  

Harper giggled. “I bet you are. You need to get some rest and so do I. We’ll figure this all 

out in a couple of hours. I’m going to grab some blankets for you.” She said as she bandaged the 

last of his wounds. 

He leaned back against the couch pillows. “Blankets? What the fuck? You’re making me 

stay out here? What if I get lonely? I don’t know my way around your house yet.”  

Harper got up and waltzed over to the closet where she got a couple of blankets and 

passed them to him. “I think you’ll be fine. Besides, you can find me. Wolves can track scents 

right? Well guess what, my ‘scent’ is in that room right next door; so if you need anything or feel 

lonely, knock.” She said while she pointed to her bedroom door.  



Cass smiled. “I’ll knock shortly.”  

Harper went into her bedroom. “Goodnight Cass.” She chuckled.  

  



Chapter Thirteen 
 

Darien continued to write in her journal about everything she saw There had to be a way 

out. There were no windows or even a closet in the room. The only thing there was a steel door 

that opened and closed when she would be accompanied by either, Marcus himself, Gabriel or 

one of Marcus’ minions.  

She placed the journal inside into a side portion of the mattress that was cut open and 

could be covered over with the mattress fabric. While hiding the journal, she found a nail file that 

was underneath the so called ‘mattress’ she was using, but realized she couldn’t use it unless she 

was going to file her way out.  

She lost hope. She was tired, weak, depressed and saddened that the men that had trusted 

her would be dead soon because she didn’t listen.  

She looked around the room like she always did for any kind opening. Hell, there wasn’t 

even a television for her to look at. She overheard Marcus and Gabriel talking about a business 

meeting they needed to go to earlier in the evening. And when they did leave, she’d be alone and 

free not to be fed on for the first time in weeks. 

She removed the file from its hiding place and began to look at it. It was silver. Aren’t 

wolves allergic to silver or was it vampires? She attempted to remember what she learned in 

school about werewolves and vamps. Silver bullets… Weres or shifters, they’re all allergic to 

silver she recalled, as she thought of a Native American history book she once read. In fact, in the 

book, there was a necklace with a healing symbol emblem that coincidentally looked a lot like the 

necklace and bracelets Cass wore.  

The file is silver. If there was anyone around, maybe this would be the one and only 

chance to get out before Marcus and Gabriel got back from an outing she had heard earlier the 



two needed to attend to. She smiled sheepishly as she placed the file in her the pocket of her 

jeans. Please God, make this work. I promise to listen to everyone from now on, I swear it. My 

family deserves to know where I am. Cass and the band deserve to know what’s about to happen 

to them.  She began to scream hysterically. An elderly man with crimson eyes, approached the 

door and opened it. “What it is girl?” he asked her as she lay writhing on the mattress.  

“I’m going to be sick. I need to use the bathroom. I don’t feel good.” She groaned 

clutching her abdominal area.  

Concerned, the man walked up to the mattress. “What’s ailing you?” he asked. 

She began to cry. “I don’t know, I think it’s something I ate. I’m really sick. Do you mind 

helping me sir?” she pleaded.  

The man waited for several minutes before deciding to help her. Darien knew Marcus and 

Gabriel both wanted her alive and if anything had happened to her on this man’s watch, he’d 

would be as good as dead. The man left the door open while he helped her up. She leaned against 

him as they walked out. Quietly, she took the file out of her jeans pocket without him noticing.  

“Sir, I want to thank you for helping me. I’m so weak that I could barely walk," she said 

meekly.” “You’re welcome.” He told her as they made it to the entrance of the door. “Years ago, 

I had a daughter that these things happen to. We’ll get you to the bathroom and you’ll be as good 

as new.” 

“If you had a daughter, then how could you let them hold me hostage you fucker?” she 

said as she took the file and stabbed him in the heart. 

The man jolted. He looked at her with regret and sadness before he perished. She pushed 

him back into the room, slammed and bolted the door shut.  



She was finally free. She ran as fast as she could. She couldn’t believe it. There was a lot 

she needed to do before she could see her parents. First thing was to look for Cass. There was 

little time for anything else.  

### 

At Harper’s hours later, Harper had the best night’s sleep she had in months despite what 

had happened just hours before. She looked at the clock; it did say 1 pm, but she chuckled while 

she lounged around thinking of the man in the next room, most likely fast asleep. Those fingers, 

the way they moved, the way they made her feel; they were electric. The slightest thought of his 

touch brought her body aflame. She closed her eyes; she could feel him, his naked, toned body on 

top of hers, his kisses traveling down the nape of her neck to the small of her back. Her back 

arched for him. She wanted him so much that she moaned against her pillow, raising her bare ass 

in the air for him to take her. His swollen cock throbbed against her engorged entrance. He kissed 

her once more before he glided his large cock deep inside her. She held onto each side of the bed 

as he fucked her hard. This is so good. This is too good to be real. She arched her back pleading 

for more before she spiraled hard into orgasm. She heard him whisper… I love you.  She woke up 

again. Only this time, she shook from the violent orgasm she had against her pillow. She bolted 

up from the bed. She covered her nude body with the comforter. She prayed he didn’t hear her 

moans because the walls of the condo were so thin. Taking a peek out front to check on him, she 

looked out her door and noticed he wasn’t there. Her eyes opened widely as she stepped out. 

From the looks of him last night, he was in no condition to leave, he needed to rest.  

“Cass? Cass, are you around?” she asked as she went around her house in the comforter. 

She looked out the window and noticed the body that was in her driveway was gone too. She let 

out a huge sigh of relief. She smelled food coming from her kitchen. She was in a pleasant state 



of shock. She didn’t have food. She hadn’t been to the store in weeks. “Cass?” she asked as she 

pulled the comforter tightly around her.  

There he stood in front of her wearing a fresh pair of blue jeans and a gray sweatshirt 

frying up some bacon and waffles. On her kitchen counters were several bags of groceries not yet 

put away.  

“Good afternoon sleepy head.” He said with a wide smile.  

 She was relieved when she saw him. “Hi there.”  

“Sleep well, Sug? You were out like a light when I checked on you. I asked Sean to help 

me with a few things and Eric’s wife was nice enough to grab some groceries for you. I didn’t 

want to leave you in case someone from Marcus’ pack or him came by.  

“Oh, ok. Thank you. Tell them all thank you.” She smiled as she still held onto the 

comforter with a firm grip.  

“Do you always look this good in the morning? I thought you looked good last night and 

when I first met you; but you’re glowing as if you had a good night of sex or something.”  

Her face went red. “Really? Oh no. I am? I’m glowing?”  

Cass laughed. “You are…. so beautiful.” He told her as he placed a kiss on her cheek. 

“Want some coffee? Bacon? Sausage? Waffles? I tend to make pretty good breakfasts.” 

 She tilted her head “Oh? So besides, singing, wooing and running off enemy 

werewolves, you can cook too? Damn.”  

He laughed. “I’m usually just getting up by now, then I go eat, workout or run errands 

and then it’s off to rehearsal or to a show and then I’m home.”  



“Gotcha. Busy life. ” She nodded as she looked around her.  

“ Not really. No busier than you. You seem nervous, babe. You all right?” he asked.  

She took at piece of bacon from the counter and bit into it. “I’m ok. Hey, you didn’t hear 

anything earlier like a groaning or a moaning did you?”  

Cass nodded. “No. Why? You feeling ok?”  

“I’m fine. I just had a crazy dream where I could have sworn there was moaning.”  

Cass shrugged. “I didn’t hear anything. The minute Eric’s wife brought over the food and 

some clothes for me I used your shower, which I hope you don’t mind and I wanted to fix you 

something healthy to eat for a change.”  

“Awwww…. That’s so sweet, thank you.” She told him as she went up on her tip toes 

planting a kiss. He parted his lips for hers; his tongue gliding over her soft warm flesh, enjoying 

their honeyed kissed taste.  He turned off the stove and moved the skillet he was frying the bacon 

in onto a cold eye.  

The two continued to kiss one another hard; then he picked her up, took her into the 

bedroom and placed her on the bed.  

He straddled her on either side of her hips. His weight on her was enough to put her into a 

slow burn. His eyes locked onto hers. “You said you heard moaning earlier?” he asked.  

She nodded. “I did.”  

He began to kiss her on the side of her neck. “What kind of moaning was it?” he taunted 

sarcastically.  



She purred. “Kinda like this.” She told him. His kisses travelled down her breasts where 

he playfully teased her nipple with his tongue.  

“Oh.” He told her. “I see.”  

She grabbed a handful of his hair and kissed him passionately. “Uh-huh.”  

He slid down her belly, where she felt his erection swell hard against his jeans. “Well, 

come to think of it, I do recall hearing something a little while ago. Something about something 

being soooo good.” 

Her eyebrows rose with surprise. “Oh, no! You heard it too?”  

He laughed. “I think I did. You know Harp, dreams are a great thing. Sometimes they can 

give people the ability and strength to do things they normally wouldn’t do. As long as you were 

having fun, there’s nothing wrong with it.”  

“I can’t believe you heard me moaning.” She said embarrassed as she propped herself on 

the bed. He rolled off her and laid down next her.  

“When people have sex, they moan, they groan. Shit, I’ve howled. But as long as you feel 

good, what’s the problem?”  

She sighed. “True.” She said.  Her face flushed with embarrassment. 

“Which is why I did what I did with you earlier.” He admitted. 

She looked confused. She shot him a look that, for a minute, made him fear everything he 

had done to make up with her over the last 13 hours may have been a mistake. “Huh?” 

Cass closed his eyes before he replied. “Ok, here it goes. I dream lifted you.” He blurted 

out. 



“What is that?” she asked.  

“Besides, being fast and having pretty decent instincts, there are other things I can do… 

that is… enter your dreams spiritually. Now is it something that I do all the time? No. In fact, this 

is the second time I’ve done it in my life. The other time was with Julianne and that’s a whole 

other story that involved a trip to Tijuana and whole lot of tequila. It’s meant to create a special 

bond with you and another person in a way that brings you closer to one another. ” 

“So you can go into people’s dreams and do what you did earlier without them 

knowing?”  Harper asked in a tone that was mixed with both annoyance and curiosity.  

“Yes, but I don’t. Please don’t be mad. I didn’t want there to be any more issues. This is 

why I wanted to come clean for once and at least tell ya that I was a naughty boy. But I wanted 

you so much last night that this was the next best thing," he pleaded.  

She should be furious, but she wasn’t. She knew that after last night, she couldn’t be mad 

at him for long even if she wanted to. Hell, if he did that in a dream, what was it like in reality? A 

huge part of her couldn’t wait to find out.  

“Cass St. Marie, I don’t know what I’m going to do with you. You are going to be either 

the worse or the best thing that could have ever happened to me.” She told him. A knock at the 

door startled both of them. “Who in the hell is that? I’m not expecting anyone.” Harper said.  

“I’ll grab it. Why don’t you get changed? We’ll talk more about this later.” He told her.  

“We sure will.” She said to him while he walked to the door. He opened it and to his 

surprise, it was an ecstatic Darien along with Sean.  

“Oh my god, Cass!” Darien screamed and ran into his arms.  



“Darien! Oh my god. Baby, it’s so good to see you! Where in hell have you been? We’ve 

all been worried absolutely sick about you?” he told her, holding onto her tight.  

Sean had a grim look on his face. “Cass, you better let us in. You’re not going to believe 

this.”  

Despite Sean’s sadness, Cass was relieved upon seeing Darien. “Ok, can’t be that bad 

man. Darien’s here!” Cass told him.  

Sean reassured. “It is.” Cass let them in and shut the door without reply. Minutes later, 

Harper dressed in a sweater and jeans, came out of the bedroom.  She looked at the girl standing 

in her family room in disbelief. She recognized her instantly.   

“Oh my god. Darien! I can’t believe this. My name is Harper Erkstine, I’m a reporter for 

the Wakefield Post; I’ve been working with the police and these guys in helping to find you.” 

Harper said with tears in her eyes.  

Darien walked over to her and hugged her. “I know who you are. I’m a huge fan of your 

work. Thank you for helping. Sean told me that you’ve been covering the case. Thank you for 

figuring it out, the last person I spoke to was Cass. How are my mom and dad?”  

Harper smiled. “They’re worried to death about you, but they’re ok. Everyone is going to 

be thrilled to see you, sweetie.”  

Darien wiped away tears of exhaustion and joy. “I didn’t know where you guys were. I 

went to Chace’s first and shocker he wasn’t home… then I went to Cass’, followed by Sean’s 

who told me that I could find both of you here!” 

“What in the hell happened?” Cass said.  



She sat on the couch. Her eyes were ringed with dark circles as she began to tell her tale 

for fear she’d drift off due to the amount of blood loss caused by Gabriel’s nightly feedings.  

“Well, I was on my way to see you, like you asked me to at Star 80. I realized that I had 

made a mistake with Marcus and I thought that I before I went to see you, I’d go over there and 

apologize and end things with him. That is when I overheard him talking and found out about 

Marcus. There he was standing on his porch in the dead of night with these red eyes, black fur 

and long claws with fangs. It was definitely him I’m sure, because he literally changed back in 

front of me when I was captured.” 

“So you know?” Cass asked. His eyes filled with disappointment. 

“I know.” Darien said. “I know about all of you. Was I scared for a while? Yes. But 

compared to that ass and the other one he’s with, you’re saints as far as I’m concerned. Anyways, 

that other guy he was with had platinum blonde hair and these piercing blue eyes. He was 

stunning in all honestly. The guy’s name is Gabriel, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but he’s a 

vampire.” Darien moved her ponytail to reveal the bite marks on her neck.”  

“Are you infected?” Sean asked as he inspected the wounds.  Darien shrugged. “Gabriel 

said he didn’t bite or infect. He would only nibble and suck just enough to make me tired and 

weak so that I wouldn’t be able to run.”  

“We’re going to have to get you checked Darien, by one of my elders from our Pack. 

There is no way you’re not infected. We need to treat you or else you’re going to turn. He lied to 

you, honey. ” Cass said as he kneeled down in front of her. “What are you saying?” Darien asked 

her eyes filled with tears. “Are you saying that I can’t go out in the day or be around my family?” 

she asked. He held her hand. “It takes a bit before the infection goes through your body. I know 

there are doctors in our sect that have been working on treatments for our changes. They may be 

able to help you.” 



“I don’t want to become one of them! I can’t.” she cried as she put her head down in her 

lap. Cass touched the top of her head. His eyes were filled with remorse.  Darien was another 

victim that was now becoming a part of a seemingly never ending battle with Marcus. He was 

disgusted and tired of it.  

“What else happened Darien?” Cass asked as he touched her hand. She looked up at him 

and wiped her tear stained face. “The guy gave Marcus several large silver bars and in return 

Marcus gave him several vials of this turquoise blue liquid. It actually glowed in the dark.” A 

scared Darien told them all.  

“Liquid Ultraviolet.” Sean and Cass said at the same time.  

 Harper looked confused. “Liquid Ultraviolet?” she asked.  

“Yea, we use it to kill vamps whenever they’re trespassing on our sect. Since the sun’s 

rays kill vampires, ultraviolet causes the same reaction. We can mimic the rays by replicating 

them artificially and placing the liquid in bullets, arrows, or whatever we need necessary to kill 

.All of us have them for self-defense. Why would Marcus give this Gabriel character those vials 

anyway?” Cass asked.  

“Why is Marcus receiving silver bars? It’s like one group wants to kill the other one but 

for what purpose?”  

“Marcus wants you dead. I overheard him, he hired Gabriel to do it. Gabriel in turn wants 

a member of his family dead. Apparently, none of the elders on either side know what they’re 

doing.” 

“Oh god….They’re setting up a war? Holy shit!” Sean said.  



Cass raked his hair with his hands. “This is insane. I know he hated me, but a war? There 

hasn’t been a major battle for 100 years. Do you see now why I didn’t want you near him? Who 

thinks like this? ”  

Harper was in shock. “What are you going to do?” She asked Cass and Sean.  

“First thing…. getting you and Darien out of town. Marcus must know by now she's gone 

and he’s got her scent. It’s only a matter of time before he shows up with his minions.” Cass told 

her.  

Harper nodded. “I’ll pack some things up right now.” She told him. “We’ll go to Darien’s 

after we leave here.”  

Cass replied. “No. She can’t go. She’s been bitten. She can’t go near her parents until we 

know how much of the infection has progressed in her system. She’s naïve and she’ll be hungry if 

untreated. She’ll be uncontrollable. She could potentially hurt or kill her own family, friends and 

us until she learns how to suppress the craving and hunger.”  

Darien looked at him with sadness. “I’m so sorry, Cass.”  

He hugged her. “If it wasn’t this, he would have come at us another way. We’ll get 

through it… We’ll get you through it. ”  

Sean got up and began to walk out the door. “I’ll go tell the others and see if I can get 

some reinforcements.”  

Cass nodded as Sean opened up the door. There stood Julianne with a smile on her face.  

“Hi guys, what’s up?” she asked.  

Harper walked past the men and walked to the door. “How the hell did you know where I 

live?” 



“None of your business. Wasn’t that what you told me last night? Same thing. Mind if I 

show myself in?” she said as she walked into Harper’s home.  

She walked around the condo as if she was the resident home inspector. “Cute place. It’s 

quiet out of the way, cozy for you and your new fur toy.” Julianne said as she walked past 

Cass.  “Hi baby.” She said to him.  

“Get out Julianne!” Cass told her. 

“And I am dismissed. See that Harper, that will be you in a couple of months. You better 

get used to him being a jackass because that’s how he rolls all the time. Isn’t it Darien?”   

Darien walked over to Cass without a word said to Julianne.  “Good to see you too, 

Darien. Welcome home. Tell me, Chace know you’re here with him?” Julianne asked.  

Harper got in her face. “Shut the fuck up and get the hell out my house now you slut! 

You serve no purpose to anyone.”  

Julianne began to laugh. “See, Harper this is where you’re wrong. There are plenty of 

people that think I’m important. Up until a couple of days ago, I had been blind to them. Would 

you like to meet my new friends?”  

Everyone stood silence as Julianne walked casually to the door and opened it. There 

stood Marcus and Gabriel with wide vindictive grin on their faces. “Hi, Darien.” Marcus said 

with a slick smile. Darien screamed in horror, Harper stood with the others in shock. 

The End  

 


