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CHAPTER ONE 
Spectra 

 

Stepping down the stairs was effortless. The boots I wore 
were more practical than fashionable. That was the appeal of 
the Goth club. Wearing practical clothing, I still fit in as long as 
it was black. With naturally pale skin and long black hair, by 
adding a black dress, black tights, boots, and a military jacket, I 
automatically appeared Goth. Add black eye makeup that made 
my pale blue eyes pop, and I was right to go. 

When I reached the basement level of the club, I moved 
through the crowd and slid into an empty space at the bar. 

“Evening, Spectra, the usual?” Tommy, the British 
bartender and owner of the club, acknowledged my arrival. He 
didn't smile; I don't think I'd ever seen him smile in the years I'd 
been frequenting this bar. He was your typical punk Goth, hair 
that should have been blond dyed shock black, makeup, and 
piercings to go with it. 

Compared to the other club patrons, I was definitely the 
most conservative. My ears were pierced, I bore a couple of 
tattoos - nothing big and flashy, and I steered away from the 
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studded cuffs that adorned several necks and wrists throughout 
the crowd. 

I nodded at Tommy and pulled my purse out to pay. 
Tommy put the still-sealed bottle of water on the bar and 
waited while I cracked the seal myself and handed him the lid. 
It was an understanding between the staff that served me that I 
needed to open my own drinks, and if my drink ever left my 
sight, even just for a second, it was trash. 

I handed Tommy cash to pay, and he shook his head, “I'll 
put it on your client's tab like usual when you're working.” 

I frowned, wondering if I'd missed an email from a client. 
“I'm not working tonight.”  

Tommy raised a heavily pierced brow, and I wondered 
how much more attractive he'd be without the steel. “Well, the 
guy asked for you specifically. He's been waiting an hour.” 

Tommy's eyes drifted down the bar to an attractive man 
in a suit. He stood out like a sore thumb for more than just the 
outfit. He was obviously uncomfortable in his surroundings, 
but was making the most of it and enjoying what looked to be a 
scotch. He was watching Tommy and I talk, his eyes casual. 
Despite the noise in the club, I held no delusion he hadn’t heard 
my name when I arrived and had been listening to the 
exchange. 

My eyes grew angry as I looked down at my water. I 
shook my head and handed Tommy the money. “Not my client. 
I don't work with his kind.” 

Tommy nodded understandingly and took the money as 
he moved to serve someone else. I picked up my water and 
drank most of it down in one hit, intending to leave straight 
away. I didn't like a stranger asking for me by name. Usually, if 
a client recommended my services to someone new, they would 
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arrange the meeting with me via email. Not since the early days 
had anybody simply turned up at a club I frequented and asked 
for me. 

Tommy approached as I finished the bottle. “Thanks, 
Tommy, I'm out of here.” 

“Spectra, he wants to meet you.” Tommy slid a business 
card across the bar to me and continued on. 

I picked up the card. It was blank except for a phone 
number. I flipped it over and lifted my brows. In beautiful 
cursive writing, it said I'll pay whatever price. I flipped the card 
again and looked at the number, still not looking down the bar 
to the suit.  

I sighed. I looked to Tommy and gave a small nod before 
turning as if leaving for the door. Cutting through the writhing 
bodies on the dance floor, I made a sharp turn towards the back 
corner of the club where the crowd was minimal. 

When I got to what Tommy had affectionately 
nicknamed as my office, I put my back to the wall and waited. 
The suit emerged from the crowd a few meters away, though he 
was tall enough that I'd been able to track his naturally dark 
hair through the crowd. He was pale enough that if he ditched 
the suit and slipped into some black jeans and a heavy metal 
shirt, he could have blended right in. He looked to be in his late 
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twenties, early thirties at the most, but that meant nothing when 
it came to his kind. 

“Thank you for agreeing to meet me,” his accent was 
aged, Welsh. “I'm sorry I wasn't aware there was a standard 
protocol to engaging your services. I've heard you're the best.” 

“You should have also heard I don't work for your kind.” 

“I did, but I need someone good, and quick, and you 
come highly recommended.”  

“By who?” I lifted a brow, wondering who was 
whispering my name in the wrong circles.  

His ice blue eyes focused in on me a moment, weighing 
his response options. “I'll pay whatever price you ask.” 

“Your firstborn.” I didn't smile with the sarcasm. 

“Died centuries ago.” His face stayed emotionally blank. 

“Then I guess you're out of luck.” I held his business card 
out in front and ripped it in half before dropping it on the floor. 
“Forget my name, forget we met, and whoever is using my 
name in your circles needs their neck broken. I don't work for 
predators.” 

I took two steps towards the crowded dance floor. He 
grabbed my arm firmly but not aggressively. I met his eyes and 
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noticed the strain around the edges. “Miss...” he looked puzzled 
for a second. 

“Michaels,” I answered for him. “Spectra Michaels. And 
you are?” 

“Mr. Bay Ryder. I need a full set of documents in two 
days.” 

I closed my eyes in annoyance. “Damn it!”  

I took the two steps back to the wall, grabbing Mr. Ryder 
by his expensive-looking suit jacket and pulling him hard 
against the front of me. He was surprised, but his eyes nearly 
left his head when I started pulling his shirt out of his 
waistband. He opened his mouth to object, and I gave him my 
best death stare. 

“Shut it. You come here asking for me by name, with no 
formal introduction, and then proceed to state your business 
openly, even after I politely turned you down. You're not a cop, 
so I'd say you're NSIO.” The Nachtwelt Security and 
Intelligence Office is the law in the Nachtwelt. It keeps the 
supernatural hidden from humans. Forging identification 
documents definitely impinged on human Federal law, but for 
obvious reasons, was a service the Nachtwelt utilized regularly. 
However, helping citizens of the Nachtwelt change their 
identity and disappear entirely may just infringe on Nachtwelt 
law enough to get me in trouble. I had no intention of being 
busted by them.  

I slid my hands in against his bare abdomen, caressing 
up with splayed hands to his upper torso, before circling 
around and searching his back. As I brought my arms back to 
the front, I started unbuckling his belt. Mr. Ryder grasped my 
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wrists, his eyes fierce on me. While the search of his upper body 
seemed to bore him, this more invasive search angered him. 

“I don't believe this is the place for a strip search, Miss 
Michaels.” 

I smiled. “See that girl over there.” I tilted my head and 
watched as he turned to look. He found the man with his back 
to the room, his hips moving back and forth. I saw his pupils 
dilating when he realized there was a girl kneeling in front of 
the man, her face hidden by his body. “I don't think she's 
searching for a wire, so trust me, no one is going to think for a 
second what we're about.” 

I unzipped his fly as his angry eyes met mine. I 
maintained eye contact as I slipped my hand in smoothing 
down to the base of his flaccid member, circling around, feeling 
around his sacs, and down his inner thighs. I was impressed 
when the most he reacted was a slight pulse against my 
forearm. I slipped my hands around to check for anything at the 
back. When I was sure he was clean of any listening device, I 
withdrew my hands from his pants. He stepped back a small 
step to right his clothing. I took out the small bottle of hand 
sanitizer I kept in my bag and cleaned my hands till I could 
access the bathroom. 

“You look disappointed I didn't get hard for you.” Even 
his voice was tight. 

“Relieved actually,” I responded honestly. “Admittedly 
though, you are the first of your kind who I've let get this close 
to me. So, I'm not sure if that's just a physiological thing for you, 
that you prefer men, or that you're so old you need 
pharmaceutical intervention.” 

“If you are satisfied that I'm not setting you up?” He 
stepped closer, and this time his height made him very 
imposing as he pressed his hands to the wall on either side of 
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my head and put his mouth to my ear. I only came up to his 
shoulder, so it forced him to move his lower body away from 
me. “I require a full set of documents that could pass the most 
rigorous scrutiny within two days. You will take me on as a 
client and once you provide what I'm after, I will happily forget 
your name and where to find you. The only option you have in 
completing this service, now that we are so intimately 
acquainted, is how much you are going to charge.” 

Wow! I'd really pissed him off doing the wire search. I 
met his eyes with the same fierceness and pulled my own 
business card out of my bag. It was a black card with just an 
email address on it in silver print. On the flip side, I quickly 
wrote a figure using a silver pen. It was a ridiculous amount to 
ask for. Nearly four times my usual fee for a rush job. I added 
the name of a church and tomorrow morning's Mass time. 

“I need passport photos and clear copies of your current 
documentation. If you are going to change any details other 
than age, I need that listed as well. Mass is at six in the morning. 
I'm gathering holy ground isn't an issue for you?” Because I'd 
run across enough of his kind in daylight to know sunlight 
wasn't. He shook his head, his face back to a mask of emotion-
free patience as he took the card. “Good. I expect a quarter of 
the fee as a deposit, the rest upon delivery of the goods. I'll give 
you a pickup point tomorrow.” 

“Here is my most recent birth certificate.” He pulled out 
two folded pieces of paper, one that looked old. “I just need the 
birth year to change, and my parents’ names. The rest I will get 
to you tomorrow. I will email you the address of a party I am 
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attending on Sunday night. That is where you will deliver it to 
me.” His voice was matter-of-fact. 

I shook my head, taking the folded papers and putting 
them in my pocket. “I'm not going near any party of yours.” 

Mr. Ryder slipped my business card into his pocket, 
bored already. “The party is not mine; I'm merely a guest. The 
majority of attendees will be your kind, Miss Michaels; you will 
be perfectly safe. I will see you at church tomorrow.”  

He turned on his heel and walked towards the exit, the 
crowd of bodies parting easily as if repelled by him as he 
moved through. I swallowed hard. Never in the past five years 
was I ever out of control of a situation as I was just then. I 
avoided predators of any kind. I could have been very rich very 
fast if I took their business, but I'd kept well away. I didn't like 
that my name was even mentioned in their circles, and I 
especially didn't like how easily Mr. Bay Ryder just took away 
the one thing I worked very hard to keep. 

I blew out a breath in frustration and made for the exit. If 
I was going to deliver a full set of forged documents in two 
days, I was going to need to start tonight. 
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Bay 

 

I waited in the dark outside the club for her to leave. 
There was something about her that made me more curious 
than I'd been in centuries, starting with the way she looked at 
me. I didn't have to wait long. She made her way out of the club 
and immediately crossed the road, dodging traffic. I waited for 
her to be quite a distance away before I stepped out of the 
darkness and into her drift. A person’s drift was like a smoky 
trail of their aura.  

Hers was fainter than most other humans, making me 
even more curious as I casually followed the fading color 
channel of her aura. Most humans ignored the predators 
amongst them, but even those who were aware didn't know 
that they could be hunted by more than scent, and Miss 
Michaels was obviously very aware of what lurked amongst her 
own kind.  

When I'd started looking for a master forger, her name 
came with a warning. Apparently, predators who tried to deal 
with this master forger had a tendency to disappear altogether. 
There was only a couple, and no one could say for certain they 
approached the forger or that she was involved in any way. Her 
name just came automatically with that warning.  

With the whispered warning that came with her name, 
I'd expected something different when I finally found her, and it 
took quite an effort to track this human to one location. Lots of 
effort and a lot of bribes to people who wouldn't normally deal 
with my kind. She was beautiful, not in the model way, but in 
that old world natural beauty that let you know she put no 
effort into her appearance, and in fact tried to detract from it. So 
when the bartender called her name, I'd looked past her and at 
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the woman nearly twice her age. It took a moment to realize the 
young girl, who barely looked old enough to vote, was my 
forger.  

Her age was the first thing to surprise me. That she 
recognized me immediately for what I was, floored me. But 
when she watched me approach her, and touched me, without 
an ounce of attraction, her fingers sparking electricity under my 
skin, I was speechless. I couldn't remember the last time I'd been 
surprised by anyone, but it was all nothing compared to the 
moment she made my cock twitch. Two hundred years since I 
grew tired of women for anything except sustenance, and this 
young human caused me to react.  

I followed her drift through the many twists and turns of 
the city streets. It took me fifteen minutes to notice I'd 
completed a full loop of the city area the club was based in. I 
realized she'd taken evasive maneuvers to ensure she wasn't 
followed. To cover her tracks, Spectra walked past fast food 
outlets and the backs of clubs where the stench of beer hung in 
the air to cover her scent. She turned enough close corners that 
anyone following by sight would quickly lose her. 

Her aura led me to the government business area of town 
before it disappeared into the back door of a building. The aura 
was quite faint as I approached the building, as if it was already 
hours old instead of minutes. In fact, the aura was faint enough 
that had I been a younger predator, I would have lost her trail 
several blocks ago. I took note of the “Employees Only” sign on 
the door and the number pad entry before making my way 
around the block to find the front of the building.  

I stood across the road from the births registry office and 
felt the strange sensation of smiling for what must have been 
the first time in decades. I made my way down the side street 
and located a dark niche to hide myself in, which allowed me to 
see the back of the building, but also if anyone walked down the 
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main street. An hour later, a well-dressed woman walked out of 
the building next door with a man. They kissed, and he hopped 
into his car to drive away while she walked quickly in my 
direction. As she passed by my hiding spot, I moved quickly to 
pull her into the darkness, hand covering her mouth before my 
mouth found the pulse in her neck. 

Her neck was heavily perfumed in a horrible floral 
concoction and the man's scent. Her blood, however, was full of 
endorphins and feel-good hormones produced from recent 
sexual satisfaction. I closed my eyes as I took enough to sate my 
thirst and enjoyed the taste of pleasure. I released her gently 
and set her aside so she could sleep off her blood loss. When she 
woke, she would wonder why she had collapsed here, but 
nothing would remind her of me. The bite on her neck would 
appear merely as a bruise and would be mistaken as the work of 
her lover. 

Three hours later, I started to think I had missed Miss 
Michaels leaving while I was distracted by dinner. Then I 
noticed her faint drift leading away down the street even 
though I'd never seen her physically leave the building. I 
checked on the woman who was sleeping off my feed at my feet 
and stepped out to follow the forger.  

The aura became stronger again a few blocks later. 
Another few turns bought her raven hair and fit body back into 
view. She stood at a late-night food vendor making a purchase 
with a few teenagers as she chatted with them. I watched her 
pay for the food and distribute it to her companions before 
waving goodbye and continuing on. 

I was starting to think Miss Michaels was a night owl 
when she finally entered a swanky apartment building. This 
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building I knew all too well, and if Miss Michaels were visiting 
one particular occupant, I would not be happy.  

The building next door was too quiet to be a nightclub 
but possessed enough foot traffic at this time of night to tell me 
it was a business dedicated to pleasure. Another predator like 
myself made their way up the street and into the business, 
sparing a look in my direction as they entered. It was annoying 
that predators of the same age could sense each other nearby.  

I heard a familiar male voice as a door to a balcony slid 
open on the third floor of the apartment building and Miss 
Michaels stepped out with a male in his mid-twenties. I felt my 
anger ignite at his proximity to this girl. For his age, Alexander 
Williams made a very quick name for himself among the 
Nachtwelt as someone not to be messed with. That Miss 
Michaels knew such a powerful sorcerer well enough to come to 
him at this early hour told me she was a lot more deeply 
embedded in the Nachtwelt than I'd expected.  

Alexander's brown hair was disheveled, as if he'd been 
asleep when she arrived, and his athletic upper body was bare, 
with just dark jeans pulled on. He lit up a cigarette and leaned 
back on the railing, watching Miss Michaels with interest. 

“I don't know what you think I can do. You get good at 
what you do, of course, the unsavory clients are going to come 
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knocking. You should just take the money. You'd be raking it in 
if you dealt with both sides of the coin.” 

“I don't want or need their money, and I want to make 
sure tonight doesn't happen again.” Spectra's voice sounded 
annoyed. 

Alexander shrugged. “So handle him. You've handled 
other predators before.” 

Spectra shook her head. “This one is too old, and I really 
pissed him off when I searched him for a wire.” 

I felt my hands clench at the memory of her hands on me. 
Not because I'd hated it. It was, in fact, the opposite, which was 
the problem. For centuries, every woman looked at me with 
lust, and I couldn't stand them anymore. But this one, she 
looked at me with loathing, but her touch was full of curiosity 
and wonder, which fascinated me. 

“You did what?” Alexander coughed, choking on his 
cigarette. “You not only let one get close enough to touch, you 
actually searched him? You thought he was a cop?” 

Spectra shrugged and leaned against the wall opposite. 
“He pissed me off. I was really looking forward to just chilling 
out tonight.” 

Alexander stood straight, putting his cigarette out. “How 
did the exams go?” 

“All done. Graduation ahoy. Now I can get a legitimate 
job and earn an honest living.”  

I frowned at the sadness in her voice. Alexander stepped 
towards her and bent his face to hers, capturing her mouth in a 
slow, careful kiss. I felt the ball of anger that was building 
within slam into my chest as it tried to escape. I knew that my 
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outward appearance was still and calm, but inside, as his mouth 
caressed hers in the most tender of kisses, I wanted to grab the 
next person to walk near me and rip them limb from limb. 

Spectra put her hand on Alexander's chest and gave a 
gentle nudge. Alexander pulled back to look down at her. “Stay 
with me tonight. I'll celebrate your graduation with you.” 

Spectra smiled shyly. “If I stayed, I'd miss morning Mass, 
and I have an angry client to meet.” She stepped towards the 
door. “I should get some sleep.” 

Alexander dropped his head in disappointment but 
didn't try to convince her to stay. “What's the name of your 
predator? Maybe I can find out more about him.” 

“Bay Ryder,” Spectra replied easily. 

Alexander's shoulders squared, and his body went rigid 
at the mention of my name, and I understood that reaction. 
Spectra didn't miss it either. She waited patiently for Alexander 
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to explain his reaction. Alexander lit another cigarette. “Stay the 
night.” 

“I just explained...” 

“I'll come with you to the meeting in the morning, make 
sure he doesn't try anything.” 

“He won't. I don't think he's into women.” 

Alexander laughed. “He's not into anything and hasn't 
been for centuries. But he is a predator, Spectra, and I don't 
want him near you.” 

“Why would he be in such a rush for this stuff?” Spectra 
folded her arms across her body, still halfway inside the balcony 
door. 

Alexander took a long drag before he spoke. “He runs a 
business that has been awarded a government contract. They 
are due to sign this week, and he'll need to prove who he is for 
the deal to go through. Stay with me.” 

Spectra gave Alexander a sad smile. “If you were still 
that guy I knew in high school, the answer would be yes. But 
you're the popular guy now that all the girls want, and I'm the 
quiet nerd without a chance at more than being a drunken party 
hookup.” 

Alexander caressed a hand down her cheek. “You were 
the popular girl in high school, and you dated the most popular 
boy, but you always gave me the time of day, Spec. Everything 
changed out in the real world, but even flipped around, I will 
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always give you the time of day. You will never be a drunken 
party hookup.” 

He kissed her again and this time the kiss was more 
insistent, but Spectra ended it quickly. She stepped back, and I 
saw she was crying.  

“Dating the popular boy got me killed, remember? I'd 
rather not repeat that experience.” She turned and moved back 
into the darkened apartment.  

Alexander took a deep breath, pulled out another 
cigarette, and lit it before turning to look down at the front door 
of his building. I stayed still amongst the shadows. Miss 
Michaels emerged from the building and made her way down 
the street. Alexander watched her till she rounded the corner a 
block away then stubbed out his cigarette. I'd met Alexander on 
several occasions and never once seen him smoke, and several 
times we'd been in each other's company for hours. His 
behavior around Miss Michaels suggested he was a chain 
smoker, but I'd never caught even a whiff of smoke around him. 

Alexander stood to his full height, and his power swirled 
his aura around him like a kaleidoscope in a tornado. I smiled 
again as understanding dawned on me. The cigarettes were 
guilt. Her presence caused him pain for some reason. 
Alexander's head tilted, and his eyes turned angry as they fell 
upon the place I waited. I knew the moment he'd recognized my 
presence. 

I stepped out of the shadows and gave a small nod before 
following Miss Michaels's drift. I saw the anger set into 
Alexander Williams's features and suddenly understood what 
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would make such a powerful young man feel guilty. Love. 
Alexander Williams loved Spectra Michaels so much it hurt. 

My phone rang a few minutes later. I answered, already 
knowing who it was. “Mr. Williams, I trust you are enjoying 
this beautiful evening.” 

“Leave her alone, Ryder.” 

“She spiked my curiosity; that's all. I just like to know 
who I am doing business with. My interest goes no further.” I 
continued following the trail of her aura. 

“She's been through enough, Ryder. We are not friends, 
but she doesn't deserve to be brought into this.” 

I paused to assess his words. “A lesser man would 
exploit a weakness like Miss Michaels in his adversary. I have 
no such intentions. I learned a very long time ago that love will 
make a man stronger, not weaker.” 

Alexander didn't deny his feelings, which impressed me 
further. “Thank you.” 

“Mr. Williams, if I may offer some advice?” When 
Alexander stayed quiet, I took that as approval. “You do 
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yourself no favors hiding who you really are from her. If she is 
to love you, she should love you for who you are.” 

Alexander chuckled. “Only someone who has never truly 
been in love would think it is that easy.” 

I rounded the corner in time to watch Miss Michaels 
walk into church grounds and cross the gardens to the convent. 
“She lives in a convent?” 

Alexander audibly swallowed. “As I said, she's been 
through enough.” 

The phone disconnected, and I slipped my mobile into 
my pocket, curiosity taking seed as I thought through all the 
reasons a young civilian girl might live in a convent. Her 
interaction with Alexander suggested they were lovers at some 
point in the past, if not on occasion now, so she didn't intend to 
take vows. I watched for a light to switch on, telling me where I 
could find her should I want to, before I turned and went in 
search of supper. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 

Spectra 

The church was never full for the early service. Only the 
devout attended. So when Bay Ryder walked in, enough people took 
note of the new face. He stayed in the back pew during the service; I 
was with the sisters from the convent, and he didn't dare approach. 
After I had taken communion, I continued down the aisle past my 
usual pew and slipped into the bench beside him. The others paid no 
heed. I'd met clients here enough in the past years that it didn’t 
surprise anyone anymore. 

Not that they knew what I did for a living, but Mother Superior 
commented a few years back that a new face at Saturday morning 
mass was usually a result of murder or my side business. She just 
hoped the two were not connected. It was a joke on her part. Mother 
Superior was one of my first clients years ago when she needed false 
documents for an abused woman and her children needing to escape 
her husband. That job opened the door for my side business in helping 
victims and survivors escape their pasts. 

As I sat back from praying after taking the sacrament, Ryder 
slipped his hand in his pocket and began to withdraw an envelope. 
Shaking my head as Father Mathew started the final prayer, Mr. Ryder 
left it alone, standing beside me to sing the last hymn with gusto in a 
perfectly pitched tenor. As Father Mathew came alongside, he gave 
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my client a stern look before taking my hand, stealthily slipping a 
piece of paper into it before continuing outside the church. 

The rest of the congregation followed after him except for 
those who knelt and continued their prayers. Opening the slip of paper, 
I read the request before pocketing it and turning to face my client. 
Ryder raised a brow at me, having seen the priest’s communication. 

“Even the Rectory employ your services, Miss Michaels?” Bay 
sat back down, slightly slanted to face me while I stayed standing.  

“Everyone has their needs, Mr. Ryder, and sometimes those 
needs can only be met at a cost.” 

Slipping past where he was sitting, I headed for the side door 
out of the church. Outside, the sun was already up and promising to be 
a beautiful autumn day. Walking to Mary's Grotto, I took the seat a 
few meters back from where I usually kneel to pray. Ryder followed 
casually, taking in the gardens before sitting next to me. 

“It's quite beautiful and peaceful here. I never knew a place like 
this existed in the city. I should feel privileged that you would bring 
me here.” His eyes glanced over me. “I much prefer that dress on you 
than last night’s casual attire.” 

The flowing black velvet maxi dress with long lace sleeves, 
cinching under the bust, was a favorite of Alexander's too. “Mr. 
Ryder...” 

“Call me Bay.” 

“I'd rather not be on a first name basis with you.” 

“You've fondled my genitals, Miss Michaels.” 

“I'd prefer we not use the word fondled either.” 

“Would you prefer caressed?” 
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“Definitely, not!” 

“Then, since you have fondled my genitals, I believe you can 
call me by my Christian name, and I shall call you Spectra.” 

“As long as by midnight tomorrow you stop calling me at all, I 
can live with that. Shall we do business?” 

Giving me a quick nod, Bay handed me the envelope from his 
pocket. “My license, passport, recent passport photos, and fifteen 
thousand dollars cash. The agreed deposit for your services. I would 
suggest not depositing it all in one hit with the way governments 
monitor cash withdrawals and deposits these days.” 

“Thanks for the advice.” Reaching into my sleeve, I withdrew a 
piece of paper rolled around my arm under the sleeve and handed it to 
him. “Your birth certificate stamped and authenticated.” Standing up, I 
took a step away. “While I can get a license fairly easy, passports are 
difficult to forge these days. I'll do my best to make it back for your 
deadline. If I'm running late for the drop, I'll call and reschedule the 
meet before sunrise.” 

Bay stood. “You got my email with the location and time?” 

“Yes. Do you have other plans that may cause an issue if I run 
late?” 

“Just dinner.” Swallowing hard, I closed my eyes on the mental 
image. Bay's voice dropped an octave, “I do not kill my food like 
humans do, Spectra. I am old and have a lot more self-control than 
younger predators.” 

“And yet I feel no more comfortable in your presence than I 
did two minutes ago.” Turning on my heel, I headed towards the 
convent to grab my bags and take the morning train to our country’s 
capital. 

* * * 
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With all the security procedures in place these days, it was near 
impossible to forge a passport in our country. So, I didn't. Three hours 
of train travel and two different bus rides later, I was sitting in an 
office cubicle of the passport office creating Bay Ryder's tamper-proof 
passport based on his most recent birth certificate. Honestly, I thought 
it would take me longer to access their files, but one of the staff 
responsible for issuing new ones went off on a long lunch break 
without logging out of their computer. 

The system still prompted for her password during the steps in 
the process, but I'd already watched her process two passports before 
she left, so I was good to go. After I finished processing the passport, I 
just needed to wait for it to generate and authentication. The bonus of 
doing this on a Saturday was that the place ran on skeleton staff who 
tended to take long lunches. The downside was that generating and 
authenticating took longer. By the time I held Bay's passport in my 
hand, I'd missed the train home. 

Booking a cheap hotel, I opened my laptop to check my emails. 
My business account only held one new entry, a request from a 
longstanding client at a woman's refuge. It wasn't an urgent request, so 
I flagged it to follow up next week and closed the browser. Setting the 
laptop aside, I lay back, closing my eyes. 

The dream floated in like always. Snippets of scenes like a 
mangled videotape. My vision was foggy, I felt sick, and Jeff, my high 
school boyfriend’s smile, swam through that fog. 

~ 

Come on; it'll be fun. 

I don't want to. I don't feel well. I want to go home. 

Just chill, babe. I really want to try it. His hands were pulling 
my knickers off as I lay face down on his college room bed. 
Everyone’s doing it. 

I'm not everyone. I really feel sick, Jeff. I think I need a doctor. 
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You'll be fine. 

Did you give me something? My eyes were struggling to focus 
on the can of Coke on his bedside table.  

Chill, babe, I just wanted you to relax. I've wanted to try this 
for so long. 

I don't remember going into cardiac arrest from the allergic 
reaction. Just gasping with a shock, my lungs burning, body freezing 
cold, everything hurting, and then Alexander's face, tears streaking his 
cheeks. 

I thought I was too late. I'm sorry, Spec; I couldn't lose you. 

~ 

Returning to the waking world, my eyes opening slowly in the 
gloom of the room, I turned my head and looked at the window. It was 
light outside. Groaning, I sat up and looked at the clock beside the bed. 
Swearing a string of profanities, I quickly gathered my stuff together 
and bolted for the door. Another four hours and a rushed taxi ride later, 
I disembarked the train to find Alexander standing on the platform. 

“You look like you just crawled out of your grave, Spec.” His 
face was serious. 

“Thanks for coming. This place crawls with predators after 
dark.” 

Yawning, I let Alexander pull me in close to his body as we 
left Central Station for the walk to his apartment just ten minutes 
away. We continued walking with his arm around me till we entered 
his building, then I let him lead the way up the stairs to his apartment. 

“I'm still down the license. I'll have to get it on the way to the 
meet.” 
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Checking the watch on his wrist, Alexander opened his door. 
“You'll be hard pressed to make the meet then.” 

“I have a contingency set up if I miss it.” Walking into his 
bathroom, I freshened up, since I was still wearing my clothes from 
yesterday. 

“Take the time to shower, and I'll leave you a dress on the 
bed.” Alexander's dark eyes were alight with mischief. “Pity we are 
both pressed for time, or I'd join you in the shower.” 

Rolling my eyes, I headed for the bathroom. I didn't question 
Alexander having clothes ready for me. He probably arranged them 
the minute I called from the train station and told him the time I'd be 
getting in. 

“I have to get going, Spec. You right to let yourself out?” 

“Of course, have a good night.” 

The click of the front door closing and locking sounded as I 
stepped into the shower and washed away two days’ worth of travel 
grime. In the bedroom, a short-sleeved black cocktail dress, stockings, 
underwear, heels, and an ankle-length jacket all in my size were 
waiting for me. I wouldn't spend this sort of money on myself, and 
Alexander knew it. He knew my sizes because he'd bought me clothes 
when I first went off the radar. He took care of me. Hiding me out in a 
hotel room while I learned to deal with what happened to me. 

Getting dressed, I slipped Bay's passport into the pocket of the 
elegant but practical jacket, along with my smartphone in its wallet 
case, which I only used for checking emails and emergency calls. 
Cursing Alexander's choice of shoes halfway to the licensing office, 
I continued regardless. As I approached the building, I breathed out 
entirely and slipped through the employees’ only entry. 

Licenses were an easy ten minutes. Calling up Ryder's last 
license, I changed the date of birth and reprinted it. While I was 
waiting, I updated his details to reflect the most up-to-date birth 
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certificate information. Alexander was right, except for passports, I 
could make easy money working for the Nachtwelt, but my morals 
cringed at the very idea. Committing federal felonies to help abused 
women and children escape their tormentors didn't give me the 'burn in 
hell for all eternity' feel that assisting predators did. 

With the license safely tucked into the passport protector 
pouch, I walked the twenty minutes to the meet. 

The rooftop party was in full swing when I exited the elevator. 
My name was at the door like Bay promised. Slipping out of my jacket 
at the coat check, I kept his passport wallet in hand and made my way 
into the thick of the party. People were dancing to jazz music while 
others socialized by the bar. The area by the pool was relatively quiet, 
so I made my way there and waited for Bay to find me. I checked my 
watch; the window for the meet closed in five minutes. 

Closing my eyes, I reopened them and focused on recognizing 
predators. When I first learned to do this, it would instantly alert all of 
them to my presence, but with Alexander's training, I'd learned to do it 
without most of them even knowing. There were several predators 
here, a handful of them Bay's kind, which was precisely the reason I 
avoided the modern nightclubs. The crowd parted as Bay approached 
me from the bar direction, his lips pulling slightly up in a smile. His 
expensive suit fit in a lot better at this party. 

“I was starting to think you wouldn't make it.” When he held 
out his hand, I placed the passport wallet in it. His eyebrows lifted as if 
that's not what he expected, but he opened the fold, checked the license 
and passport, then pocketed them before once again putting his hand 
out to me. 

Raising a brow, I kept my hands to myself. “I believe this is 
where you hand me my payment, and we bid each other farewell, 
Bay.” 

Bay nodded but moved no further. When I failed to do more 
than look at him, Ryder exhaled in frustration and scooped my hand up 
in his, leading me to the dance floor. Tugging me into him, Bay started 
dancing. My body was instantly rigid, firstly from being held so firmly 
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against him, and because I'd also never danced with a guy like this 
before. 

“Relax, I'll lead. I promise not to tread on your pretty shoes.” 
Bay smiled. It hit me how good looking he was. Letting my eyelids 
fall shut, I growled at myself as my skin itched against his. “I've 
angered you?” 

“You're trying to charm me.” I kept my voice low and bitter. “I 
don't understand, considering how angry it made you when I touched 
you only two days ago.” 

Smile dead, Bay's face returned to his emotionless mask. “We 
are at a party, Miss Michaels. Your money is in my coat. When we 
have finished this dance, you will escort me out, and I will give you 
your payment in the elevator on the way to the lobby.” 

Tensing in his hands at the idea of being alone in an elevator 
with him, I shook my head and stepped back. “Screw the money.” 

Bay's eyes focused on mine with curiosity. Stepping away from 
him, I turned to find the exit. Nothing was worth the risk of being 
alone with him. I'd never done this for the money anyway. The 
presence that Bay exuded followed me through the crowd. Examining 
all my options for escape, I was distracted when a tipsy brunette 
stepped into my path, a predator smiling charmingly at her side as he 
led her to the exit. 

“God, I'm so sorry.” She laughed as she turned to apologize for 
running into me. 

I had a split second to recognize Heather, my best friend from 
school before her eyes fell on me. Heather's eyes went wide with fear. 
“Spec?” 

Concerned about the predator next to her, I kept my face 
controlled and serene. Luckily, he was focused elsewhere and missed 
Heather's reaction. “He's a predator, Heather. Leave with him, and you 
may never make it home again.” With Bay at my back stopping my 
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retreat, I breathed out entirely, becoming incorporeal. I fled through 
the crowd for the exit. 

“Spec?” I heard Heather's voice call again weakly. 
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Bay 

Spectra chose to refuse payment rather than enter a confined 
space with me. I shouldn't have been shocked. It may have been 
centuries since I'd bedded a woman, but I used my charm on humans 
daily, so I should have known when my mesmerization failed to work 
on her that she would run. All my confusion went out the window 
when I saw the brunette's big brown eyes widen in horror, the blood 
draining from her face enough to look shock-pale despite her fake tan 
and heavy makeup. 

Spectra warned her about the predator before she turned and 
vanished into the crowd, and I lost her amongst the milling bodies, her 
aura already very faint. The eyes of the alarmed brunette locked with 
mine in the absence of Spectra. 

“Are you well? You look like you've seen a ghost.” My eyes 
searching for Spectra moving through the crowd. 

“I did,” she whispered, tears starting to run down her cheeks. 
That response got my attention. “She warned me...” She looked over 
her shoulder at the man she was with, busy talking to another of his 
kind and a drunk blond human. The scared brunette quickly moved 
into the crowd away from the danger. Holding her elbow, I stopped her 
tripping in her hasty retreat. 

“Possibly you've drunk too much.” Spectra was real. I'd 
touched her, so she definitely wasn't a ghost. Yet, this woman's 
reaction was fascinating. “You obviously haven't seen your friend in 
some time...” 

“Seven years,” the brunette sobbed. “Spec died seven years 
ago. We used to be so close; it tore our whole circle of friends apart 
when it happened. Her boyfriend, Jeff, he didn't mean to hurt her, he 
couldn't have known she'd react badly to what he gave her. After what 
happened to her sister and her mother, it almost seemed as if the 
family was cursed, and Spec was fated to die young too.” 
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Gaining a little insight into why Spectra resided at a convent, I 
swallowed my instinct to taste this woman's blood and see her truth 
with my own eyes. “How long was she dead for?” This explained why 
Spectra could identify predators, why she stood with one foot in the 
Nachtwelt. She'd crossed the veils. 

The brunette looked at me, exasperated. “We buried her seven 
years ago.” 

Standing straight, hearing the honesty in this woman's words, I 
turned and looked towards the exit. Spectra was there, waiting for her 
jacket to be given to her. Striding away from the distressed woman, I 
focused on my prey. There are very few ways someone comes back 
from the dead and stays human. If her friends buried someone, it 
wasn't this woman. There was no way Spectra ever went into a grave. 
Which meant Spectra never died entirely and went into hiding for a 
reason. Or, and this is what stirred his hunger, Spectra Michaels was 
something new. 

Grabbing her elbow to stop her retreat, I handed over the ticket 
to collect my own jacket. Turning her pale eyes toward me, whatever 
she saw in mine caused Spectra to swallow hard. Closing her eyes, 
Spectra looked away as I took my jacket and led her to the elevator. 

We waited quietly for the elevator to arrive. When it did, I 
stepped us both inside, hit the button for the basement, and turned to 
block her view of the control panel. Removing the envelope containing 
the rest of her payment, I held it out to her. “Your payment. Thank you 
for your professionalism, Miss Michaels.” 

Taking the envelope hesitantly, Spectra slipped it into her 
jacket pocket without checking it. Her anxiety was filling the elevator. 
Moving a step towards her, I touched her cheek. Blue eyes flashed up 
to mine, surprise swimming like a torrent behind them. 

“I want you to stay the night with me.” I intended to take her 
with me the moment I saw her. No one had stirred my desire in 
centuries, and suddenly there was this woman. No situation on earth 
would make me pass up the opportunity. 
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Pale eyes hardened and flashed fiercely towards me. “I'm not 
food.” 

“I've already eaten tonight. I want you in the biblical sense. 
Stay with me tonight, and tomorrow morning you can walk away from 
me. I'll never seek you out again.” 

The answer was in her eyes before Spectra even opened her 
mouth. She was not the sort to be ruled by desire. Taking her face in 
my hands, seeing my chance at knowing pleasure again quickly 
disappearing, I kissed her passionately. Excitement flooded my 
system. My cock stirred the moment I saw her upstairs, but now, it 
swelled full and hard and pulsed with the ache of centuries of disuse. 
There was no letting this precious thing escape. 

Running my tongue over my teeth, I sliced my tongue open 
before thrusting it into her mouth. Surprisingly, Spectra wasn't pushing 
me away, the temptation radiating off her as the elevator stopped and 
the doors slid open. When I pulled back to look in her eyes, the fear 
within her overcame her curious nature. Shaking her head, Spectra 
stepped away to alight the elevator but paused when she saw we were 
in the car park. 

Moving forward to stop the doors from shutting, I put a hand 
on her lower back to encourage her onward. 

“What about the word 'no' do you not understand?” Giving me 
a look full of rage, Spectra refused to budge. 

Keeping my face neutral, I put enough of my strength behind 
my hand to let her know getting off the elevator was not an option. 
Because it wasn't now. I couldn't leave her defenseless in a place like 
this. Stepping out of the lift, Spectra turned, putting her back to the 
wall immediately outside. 

“No, I'm not staying with you. No, I'm not having sex with 
you. No, I'm not feeding you. No, I will not ever see you again. Our 
business is done, Mr. Ryder. We agreed that you would forget my 
name, forget me...” 
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Swaying a little, Spectra put a hand to her head. Waiting 
patiently, guilt gnawed at my consciousness as she put her hand on the 
wall and her knees started to weaken beneath her. 

“What?” Tilting heavily to one side, Spectra stumbled. 

Catching her, I lifted Spectra into my arms effortlessly. Her 
head rolled into my chest, unconscious, as I started walking to my car. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
Spectra 

My eyes fluttered open, and I cringed internally, waiting for the 
pain of breathing to hit, but it didn't. I relaxed and sat up to take in my 
surroundings. I lay on a big timber bed in a luxuriously designed 
bedroom, all but my jacket and shoes still in place. There were four 
doors leaving the room and two large windows with the heavy drapes 
closed. Moving to the windows, I pulled the curtain back enough to 
peer outside. It was still dark, too dark to still be in the city though, 
and I was at least two to three stories off the ground. 

I looked back around the room for my jacket. My shoes were 
placed neatly in front of a chair. My jacket was laid neatly across the 
back of it. I felt inside the pockets, the envelope with the money still 
bulging on one side; the other held my phone. I pulled it out, unlocked 
it, and called Alexander. The phone beeped at me and the call dropped. 

“No, no, no!” I whispered as I realized there was no signal. 
Moving around the room, I tried to find a spot with enough signal 
strength to call. Eventually, I gave up and sent Alexander a message, 
hoping if the signal picked up that he would get it. 

I don't know what happened. I drank nothing. I passed out. I 
don't know where I am. I can't call anyone, so hoping this message 
will get out as soon as I find a signal. 

Once I pressed send, I closed the phone and started looking for 
a way out. Considering sneaking around the house, I decided that I 
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would just hold my head high and walk out. Slipping into my shoes 
and jacket, I opened the first door. Wardrobe. Closing that door, I went 
to the next one. Bathroom. Moving to the two doors on the opposite 
side of the room, the first led out to a landing and stairs leading down 
two flights. Stepping out, I started across the timber floor to the stairs, 
walking on my toes to stop the heel from clacking. From the door 
directly at the top of the stairs was a deep voice talking inside. 
Audible, but not discernable. Not wanting to risk being caught from 
behind, I started the descent. 

Halfway to the first-floor landing when a woman's ear-piercing 
scream froze me where I stood. Seconds later, a man's malicious laugh 
echoed up from the room at the foot of the stairs where the door was 
open. A second man's sympathetic voice filtered through. 

“Scream all you want, honey.” 

The woman sobbed loudly before a ripping sound reached me 
and she screamed a bone-chilling scream this time. Slipping out of my 
shoes, leaving them behind on the stairs, I breathed out entirely, and 
descended to the first-floor landing. Passing by the door slowly, I 
dared to look in. I was relieved to see Bay wasn't one of the men in the 
room. One was one of his kind, but the other was another sort of 
predator. The woman screaming was on all fours on the floor, and I 
understood the noises I'd heard now. She was halfway through her first 
change. 

Her animal eyes locked on me and she opened her mouth to 
alert those with her, but her body chose that moment to take the next 
step. Her scream pierced my ears, and I moved quickly to the stairs 
and floated down to the ground floor and out the front door. Running 
across the front lawn to the driveway, I just made the tree line when 
the front door flew open and Bay rushed out, looking around. He 
peered across the lawn and seemed to know exactly where I was, 
despite me being incorporeal. 

A huff of beasstly breath behind me alerted me to Bay's 
security. Turning slowly, terrified of what I would find, I was relieved 
to see two lionesses approaching me cautiously. While most beings 
couldn't see me when incorporeal, animals were different. So, when a 
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Changeur de Corps, a predator of flesh who could change into animal 
form, saw me with their animal eyes, they saw through me but knew I 
was there. 

“Spectra, stay still!” Bay yelled from where he stood on the 
front porch. 

Glancing back to where Bay was watching the lionesses stalk 
towards the tree I stood behind, I resisted taking a deep breath and ran 
for the road. The Changeurs turned their heads to follow my escape 
but didn't follow.  

Most animals didn't bother with ghosts, and that's what they 
would have taken me for. When I made it to the road, my phone 
started ringing. Inhaling deeply, I returned to corporeal substance, and 
pulled my phone out to answer it. 

“Spectra, where are you?” Alexander's panicked voice came 
across the line. 

“I don't know. Bay Ryder's place I think. He's a predator 
master.” I looked up the road and wondered where the closest town 
was. 

“Yes, amongst other things. Are you away from him?” 

“I just made it to the road, but he was close behind me.” 

“I'll be there in a minute.” When Alexander hung up, I stared at 
my phone, wondering how he was getting here that quickly. 

A moment later, Alexander stepped out of nowhere to stand in 
front of me. He was just like the other night, with only his jeans on, 
and I knew my message woke him. He stood taller than usual, and his 
power swirled around him like a tornado as he came towards me. 

As Alexander reached me, his eyes went over my head and 
filled with rage. “We had an agreement.” Wrapping his arm around me 
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caused Alexander's power to burn across my skin and for me to grit 
my teeth to prevent crying out. 

Bay stood just a few meters from me on the road. “She is 
unharmed. I didn't take her to rouse your anger.” 

“Then what is she doing here?” Moving me behind him, 
Alexander swilred his power around him angrily. 

“I kissed her, I'm attracted to her. It has been centuries since I 
kissed someone, so I accidentally cut myself. Spectra ingested my 
blood. I couldn't leave her there to the mercy of other predators.” 

Alexander looked shocked as his eyes turned to me for 
confirmation. I looked away, not willing to meet his eyes. “Oh, Spec! 
You must have been terrified.” Alexander turned his eyes towards 
Bay. “You should have brought her to me. Your business is done with 
her now, so stay away from her.” Holding me tight to him, I felt 
Alexander's power sear along my skin. Closing my eyes, I resisted 
screaming at the feel of being stretched apart before I snapped back 
together like an elastic band. 

Standing pressed to Alexander’s bare chest in his lounge room, 
he didn't release me for a long moment. Which was good because my 
legs weren't holding me up. When he finally did, it seemed to require 
all his effort.  

“You're in trouble, Spec. Bay Ryder hasn't met a woman who 
roused his interest in centuries. He's attracted to you. My telling him to 
stay away isn't going to have much effect.” 

“My telling him to stay away didn't work either.” The 
reminents of his power making me cringe as I shrugged out of the 
jacket. “I'm sorry, Alexander. I didn't mean for this to happen.” 

Alexander took my hand in his and led me to his bedroom. “It's 
late, Spec. Let's get some sleep. Unless you'd rather stay up and watch 
that porn movie in your bag?” 
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“It's for a client.”  

Droping his jeans, Alexander climbed into his bed while I 
unzipped my dress and stripped. From his chest of drawers I collected 
one of his t-shirts and tugged it over my head. “Plus, I don't think nuns 
in habits are your thing.” 

When I climbed into bed, he pulled me against him. “Sex with 
you is my thing, Spec.” His lips dropped a kiss across my collarbone.  

“As I hear it, sex, in general, is your thing, Alex.” 

Alex rolled to reach the light switch, but it put him on top of 
me at the same time. He used his knee to nudge my thighs apart as he 
turned off the light. In the dark, his face came back to mine. “Say yes, 
Spec. It's been months.” 

Grabbing the hem of the shirt I'd just put on, I pulled it up my 
body and over my head, Alexander lifting his body enough to let the 
material pass before pressing against me. His kiss was gentle, kissing 
me thoroughly till I was gasping for breath. His mouth ventured down 
my throat, across my collarbones, and further to seize my nipple. I 
gasped at the feel of his tongue flicking across my sensitive areola. I 
missed Alexander. I loved him, but he'd been the one to put the brakes 
on, and now I kept the distance to protect my heart. 

My fingers twined in Alexander's thick head of hair as he 
kissed over my stomach and disappeared between my legs. My back 
bowed, and I bit my lip at the way he made butterflies take flight in my 
stomach. As he kissed his way back up my abdomen, I caught a 
glimpse of lightening sky through the highlight window above his bed. 
He kissed up my exposed throat and gently used his hand to tilt my 
face back to his, eyes searching mine before he smiled and captured 
my mouth. 

He slid into me with the same gentleness he kissed me. I broke 
from his mouth and moaned as he pushed deeper, his teeth nipping at 
my throat while he waited for me to recover from that first penetration, 
because it truly was that amazing every time he pushed into me. When 
I didn't bring my mouth back willingly, he turned my face to his and 



Ebony Olson 

40 
 

kissed me as he started moving inside of me. I could tell straight away 
we were racing the sunrise. He was angry and trying very hard not to 
take it out on me. I'd seen this side of him plenty of times. 

Touching his face gently, I pulled back from the kiss. “It's 
okay, Alexander. Take what you need from me.” 

His pupils dilated as he pulled away from me and flipped me 
onto my stomach. Tugging my hips off the bed, Alexander shoved into 
me with a little more force. Possession. He felt like he'd nearly lost me 
tonight and needed for me to submit to his need. 

My nails clawed the sheets as he pounded into me and I bit the 
pillow to keep my moans to a minimum as my body rose to meet his 
need. I wanted to be his; I wanted Alexander to own me so much that I 
would give him anything he asked of me if he promised to make me 
his entirely. And that's what scared me most. 

Alexander slowed his movements as my body tightened around 
his engorgement. He laid his body over my back and used his fingers 
in my hair to turn my face to that awkward angle and kissed me hard. 
“I want to cum inside you.” 

I wanted him to, but I shook my head. “You'd have to marry 
me.” 

“I want to do that too, Spec. As soon as you're strong enough to 
be my wife, I will make you mine. Please Spec, I need this tonight.” 

His eyes begged for me to let him take it to that next level. 
Biting my lip, I touched his face gently, willing him to understand. 
“I'm already breaking my rules letting you be inside me without 
protection, Alex. Until you marry me, you can't put your seed in my 
womb.” 

He knew I always used condoms when we finally started 
having sex. After Alexander began sleeping around, he promised he'd 
use protection with everyone else and pull out if he could have this 
level of intimacy with me. 
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His eyes looked pained by my answer, and I was so tempted to 
give in, to try and make up for the mess I'd made with Bay Ryder by 
letting Alexander have this. I kissed him gently, and he pulled out of 
me, his hand pulling my hip so that I rolled beneath him, and then he 
slid into me again. I tried to break from his mouth, but Alexander held 
me there and forced me to kiss him through it. He kissed me as he 
brought me to orgasm and when my body contracting around his sent 
him over the edge, Alexander kept kissing me as he pulled out and 
released his pleasure over the smooth skin of my stomach. 

He kissed me for several minutes afterwards, until his phone 
rang. Alexander looked over at his bedside table before he stood, 
pulling me off the bed and taking me into the shower with him. The 
sun was rising as we washed each other clean. 

Alexander hugged my back to his chest and kissed across my 
shoulder. “Are you any closer in your practice?” I lowered my head 
and shook it. Alexander didn't push it, “You'll get there, Spec. My 
mother was thirty before she could prove herself worthy of my father, 
and he met and started teaching her when she was fourteen.” 

I smiled, considering. “We met when we were in primary 
school, Alexander.” 

He smirked against my shoulder. “Yes, but I didn't realize you 
were a potential candidate until you turned sixteen. Once I did, I 
started teaching you the basics without you even realizing.” 

Frowning, I thought back. “The meditation you made me do 
before we studied together each week?” 

Alexander nuzzled the back of my neck. “Remember that 
massage course I told you I was taking and asked you to let me 
practice on you?” I nodded, remembering how good he'd been with his 
hands. “There was no course. Mom suggested I take that approach to 
introduce our bodies to each other slowly, to let you get used to my 
power as it grew, rather than hurting you if I didn't take you till I was 
at full power.” 
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Alexander ran his hands up my body to caress my breast. I 
sighed, hanging my head back as his power sent sparks of electricity 
through me in a pleasurable way. 

“I thought for sure you were done with Jeff after we spent the 
summer break mostly holed up in my bedroom after graduation. Did 
you ever tell him about us? That I was your first?” Alexander's other 
hand slipped between my legs. I gasped as his body grew hard against 
my back again. 

“He didn't know it was you, though he probably suspected. He 
knew I gave my virginity to someone else while he was backpacking 
around the world with his mates. He was screwing around, so he 
couldn't complain.” 

Alexander turned me and pushed me against the wall, his eyes 
filled with sadness. “Why did you go back to him?” 

“Our friends expected it, and you went to the capital for 
university. I didn't love him, but you ignited a fire in me, and then you 
left me.” 

“You got accepted, you could have come with me.” 

“Even with the scholarship, I couldn't afford to go to an elite 
university. You know that. Mum squirrelled away every penny of my 
college fund and all her savings searching for Danika.” 

“My parents would have paid for you...” 

“I will not be indebted to anyone, Alexander, especially to the 
parents of the man I love. I made my decision.” 

“Your decision got you killed, Spec!” Alexander raged. “Just 
like last night could have gotten you killed. Why the fuck would you 
allow Bay Ryder to kiss you?” 

I knew it was coming after last night. He'd been holding this in 
for six years. Meeting his angry, dark angry eyes, I kept my voice 
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peaceful. “Remember the first time we were together? It was 
Christmas Eve. I was staying with your family for Christmas, like I did 
every year after Mom...” Swallowing the painful memories, I got back 
on topic. 

“You came into your bathroom after I showered and told me I 
looked tense. You got me to lie on your bed still naked with just a 
towel to cover me while you massaged my back. You waited till I went 
to get up, and you took my face in your hands and kissed me with 
everything you felt. You kissed me till I lay back and gave you all I 
owned to give you.” Alexander's eyes softened as I spoke. 

“He surprised me. He kissed me so intently I was blown away, 
Alexander. I didn't want to, trust me, the idea of being with one of his 
kind sickens me, but there's something about him. When I touch him, 
I'm not sickened, I'm curious about the way he makes me feel.” I 
dropped my eyes, ashamed, and Alexander took a deep breath. 

“He's going to seek you out, Spec, because he feels that 
curiosity too. The same genetics that makes you a candidate to be my 
wife makes you a candidate for him as well.” 

I looked at Alexander, shocked, my mouth moving to ask if I'd 
understood right, but my voice failed me. 

Alexander smoothed a strand of hair back from my face as he 
took it in his hands. “He was what I am before he was taken. When he 
realizes what you are, he's going to go to war with me for you.” 

“But I love you. Shouldn't that matter?” 

Alexander's eyes darkened. “Until we are married, nothing will 
matter. He will work to capture your heart just as hard as I have, but, 
where I have tried to coax you into your power gently, he will force 
you into it painfully if it means he can claim you.” 

“Could you do that?” I remembered the woman screaming in 
agony as she went through her first change last night. Not that I would 
turn into an animal, but the suffering she must have felt. 
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Alexander gave me a wicked smile and kissed me deeply. His 
power came alive around me, at first like a warm wind, then it picked 
up ferocity till I felt like I was standing in the middle of a forest fire. I 
tried to pull back from the kiss, but Alexander held me to him, his 
mouth muting my whimpers. A spark of something started in my 
chest, and my eyes popped open. 

Alexander’s eyes were open, watching me. His eyes silently 
asking me permission to push further. Closing my eyes, I kissed him 
harder. 

He pushed more of his power against me. I was being burned 
alive, my flesh melting away from me, falling off my bones. I 
screamed, and Alexander clamped his hand over my mouth. That spark 
yawned open a little further, a soothing coolness in the centre of my 
chest when everything else burnt with such intensity, but it wasn't 
enough to soothe the burn. My lungs burned inside me, and I struggled 
against the suffocation. 

All of a sudden, the firestorm disappeared leaving me 
hyperventilating into Alexander's shoulder as the pain still coursed 
through my body. That soothing coolness stayed, it didn't recede  

“That's what he will do to you, Spec, except he won't stop 
when you use your safe word.” 

I wanted to ask how the hell he knew about safe words, but I 
couldn't get my breathing under control. The world grew narrow in my 
vision, and eventually, it all disappeared as I fell into the oblivion of 
unconsciousness. 
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Bay 

I walked back to the house, furious I'd lost her. There was 
something about Spectra Michaels that allowed my guards to let 
her pass freely from the property. Calin was standing on the 
front steps, watching his newest wife roll on the grass, finally 
having finished her first change. Calin's brown eyes met mine, 
and he ran a hand through his shoulder-length blond hair. 

“I'm sorry, boss. She must have passed by during one of 
Serena's screams. As soon as Gina and Cynthia return, I'll find 
out why they let her pass too.” 

“You'll bring them to me. I want to hear it straight from 
their mouths. In the meantime, I want to speak to Bronwyn. She 
recommended Miss Michaels in the first place. I want to know 
everything she knows about her.” 

“Yes, boss.” Calin bowed his head, stepping aside while I 
passed and then following me into the house to go to the wing 
that he shared with his wives. 

I climbed the stairs, Luke joining me on the landing and 
following me up to my study. I collected Spectra's shoes from 
the stairs where she'd abandoned them. It was stupid of me to 
leave the room to deal with business while I waited for her to 
wake. 

“She couldn't have gotten far?” Luke looked amazed that 
I came back empty-handed. 

“She would be here now, but I underestimated her, and 
I'm not dealing solely with her. She has high connections within 
the Nachtwelt that are not happy with my interest.” 
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Luke's eyes widened a little as I opened my study door 
and stepped inside. “Did you want me to look into these 
connections?” 

I shook my head. Calin came into the office with 
Bronwyn in tow. The petite blonde woman held her head high 
in my presence. Calin was only attracted to strong women. “Is 
there something wrong, boss?” she queried confidently. 

“You recommended the girl named Spectra to me for the 
documentation. What do you know about her?” 

Bronwyn paled a little. “Did she not deliver?” 

“Answer the questions, don't ask them,” Calin suggested 
gently. 

Bronwyn swallowed and nodded. “I only met her twice. 
My sister was in a bad marriage, and when I asked around for 
extraction options, her email address was passed to me by the 
people who would help my sister disappear. She was good, 
really good, and fast. She suggested we just get a license and 
birth certificate to start, and that a passport would be easier to 
apply for later using the other documents. She hacked my 
sister's bank accounts and changed the details so that she was 
money ready at the other end.” 

I tilted my head with curiosity. “You failed to mention 
she could access banks as well.” 

Bronwyn's eyes widened a little. “I figured she'd suggest 
it to you like she did me. I did warn you she didn't work for our 
kind. She only agreed to help me because my sister was human. 
I wasn't meant to circulate her name, but you were obviously in 
a bind, time-wise.” 
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I nodded my head, accepting that made sense. Her anger 
at me showing up was evident across the bar. “You know 
nothing about her as a person?” 

Bronwyn shook her head. “I'm sorry, boss. Our 
interaction was rather short and to the point.” 

“Did you know she frequented Ténèbres?” 

Bronwyn shrugged. “When you contact her, she 
organizes a meet there, and she'll suss you out first. I think she's 
pretty tight with the bartender. He watches her pretty closely.” 

Luke frowned. “Are you talking about Tommy Donald? 
He has the Goth bar down the wharf district.” Bronwyn 
nodded, and Luke met my eyes. “Tommy is a watcher. That's 
why she's using his bar as the office. If her gig is usually to help 
female victims, Tommy will watch over her and even protect 
her if someone tried something. It's why so few predators go to 
that bar.” 

“That explains the welcome I got, especially when I 
asked for her.” 

“She can't be straight human if she's able to spot 
watchers as well as our kind.” Calin considered. “A witch 
maybe?” 

“Not likely. How many of the Nachtwelt can even 
recognize a watcher, let alone still conduct themselves in a 
manner that would have a watcher protecting them? I can't even 
think of anything. Maybe it's just exposure that's led to her 
being able to identify us.” Luke argued. 

I shook my head. “Not straight human. Her aura fades in 
and out at times, like she’s struggling to stay with the living.” 
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Bronwyn stood straighter, and I realized she gave off 
heavy military vibes. “Boss, the sun is coming up. I'll go fetch 
Gina and Cynthia to report if you like?” 

I nodded. Calin smiled at her with pride, and Bronwyn 
blushed before leaving the room. Calin possessed a remarkable 
knack with his women. He could be stern but still sympathetic 
and gentle so that they never felt slighted. Yet they knew not to 
cross him and tried hard to please him. 

“I could have used your ability with women last night, 
Calin,” I grumbled. 

“I'm sorry, boss. It was Selena's first change, and it's 
important I lead them through it with kindness.” Calin was very 
subtly telling me his wives came before my personal pleasure, 
and I could understand that. 

Cynthia and Gina entered my study. The two women 
were polar opposites in appearance and personality except for 
their long blonde hair and that inner strength all Calin's women 
possessed. “You requested our presence, boss?” 

“You let a human walk off the property last night. Why?” 
Calin questioned instead. He asked it gently, but both women 
immediately cringed. 

“No human crossed our paths. Just the ghost, boss.” Gina 
quickly answered. “She was scared but determined. We thought 
she was just reliving her past.” 

“Ghost?” Calin queried, stepping closer. “She was 
incorporeal?” Both women nodded. Calin turned confused eyes 
to me. “Explains why I didn't see her come down the stairs, but 
she can't both be a ghost and a human, boss. I don't know what 
your girl is.” 
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I looked to Luke. He shook his head. “I'll do some 
research, but if you could find out more about her, it could 
help.” 

I nodded and moved towards my room. “I'm due at that 
meeting at ten o'clock. She went to school with Alexander 
Williams. Try looking up his senior yearbook as a starting place 
to identify her.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
Spectra 

 

A phone ringing repeatedly woke me from the darkness 
of my unconsciousness. I blinked and saw Alexander run into 
his bedroom and collect the phone from the bedside table before 
he answered. He wore his usual jeans and nothing else and as 
he sat facing away from me on the other side of the bed, I 
cringed at the fresh claw marks gouging in his back. I sat up 
slowly, testing for any residual pain. My nerves felt overly 
sensitive, but nothing I couldn't handle. 

“I can do that. I'll meet you in thirty minutes.” Alexander 
hung up the phone and swiveled to face me. He looked 
guarded. “How are you feeling?” 

“I'm fine. You?” I let my eyes linger on his back.  

Alexander looked over his shoulder and smirked. “I've 
suffered worse, and it was nothing compared to what you did.” 
He stood and moved to the wardrobe, pulling out a suit and 
throwing it on the bed. “I've got a big meeting today and need 
to meet someone else before that. You barely slept last night. 
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Why don't you stay here the day and tonight as well?” He 
didn't look at me, focusing on changing. 

I stood up and kissed his cheek before I raided his 
wardrobe for the few items of clothing I left here for when I 
spent the night. “I have something I want to do today, and since 
it requires travel, an early start works in my favor.” 

Alexander stopped buttoning up his shirt and turned me 
to face him, touching my cheek gently. “If you get back after 
dark, you call me. I'll drop everything to meet you.” 

I smiled and nodded before stepping away to pull the 
long black dress over my head. I collected my boots and put 
them on before standing and smiling as Alexander finished his 
tie and pulled on the suit jacket. Alexander looked at me with 
his own smile. “What's that look for?” 

“You look good in a suit. I rarely see you in one, so I'm 
enjoying the view.” 

Alexander reached out and pulled me into a deep kiss. 
When his phone rang again, I slipped away and grabbed my 
messenger bag to leave. Alexander caught my hand. “Come 
back to me tonight?” 

I felt the smile die on my face. “You know I can't, 
Alexander.” 

Alexander's dark eyes met mine and he let me see the 
pain in them. “How long will you make me wait this time?” 

“It's not about punishing you,” I answered softly, 
confused by his pain. “You know what today is and that I keep 
vigil for Danika.” 

Alexander's eyes folded back in his head. “I'm sorry, 
Spec. I knew today was important for another reason but 
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couldn't remember why.” The phone stopped ringing for a 
minute and then started again. “Tomorrow night?” 

I blinked. “We agreed on random for a reason, 
Alexander. You made the rules so you could be free to do what 
you needed and so I wasn't targeted.” I wanted to be with him, 
but it took so long to get used to him not being there after he 
decided we needed to put distance between us. 

“I meant for you not to stay every night, not for you to 
disappear for months on end.” Alexander lifted my hand to his 
chest, placing it over his heart. “I stopped bringing women back 
here years ago. That's why you stopped coming so regularly, 
isn't it? You came over and saw me with someone?” 

“Yes,” I answered honestly. “I know there are other 
women, that you need to look like a free agent and keep the 
possibility open of meeting another balance who might work for 
you, but I need to protect myself too, just in case that possibility 
turns into a reality.” The chance was too high that I would 
never be worthy of him, that he could meet someone in the 
meantime who would become his balance, and what would be 
left for me then? 

I stepped away, our hands falling away from each other 
before I walked out his apartment door. I caught the train an 
hour south of the city to the town we grew up in and caught the 
bus to the graveyard where my mother was buried. Twelve 
years ago, my older sister Danika went to college with my 
mother's pride of raising a daughter successfully all by herself. 
Six months later on this date, my sister went missing, her blood 
found splashed over the wall of her dorm room. Her body was 
never found.  

My mother fell into a deep depression, and ten years ago, 
on this same day, I came home from school to find her 
exsanguinated in the bath tub. I was sixteen when my mother 
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died, and I went to live with the nuns in the city, catching the 
train forty-five minutes every day so I could keep attending the 
same school. Despite already dating Jeff, Alexander had been 
my rock with each loss.  

I placed two pots of flowers on my mother's grave. 
Yellow roses for my mother, yellow lilies for Danika. I took out 
my notebook and wrote up the last few days of excitement in 
my life, then ripped out the pages containing the last year of my 
life, folded them together, dug a shallow hole, and buried them. 
It wasn't a detailed account, but whenever something of interest 
occurred that I would want to tell them, or something funny, or 
special, or maybe just when I thought of one of them. I would 
write it down for them. Each year for the past nine years, I 
buried those pages and details with my family.  

I sat quietly for a while and then picked myself up and 
caught the bus to Alexander's family home. I rang the doorbell, 
trying so hard to hold back the tears of all the emotions bottled 
up inside me. When Phillipa Williams opened the door, her 
green eyes widened slightly before they softened in her pretty 
heart-shaped face and she pulled me into the biggest hug. 
“Spectra, I'm glad you came.” 

I breathed in the scent of her conditioner in her auburn 
hair and felt instantly calmer at the familiarity of it. She held me 
till I relaxed and then moved me inside to shut the door. She 
took me into the kitchen, sat me at the table, and made us both 
tea before she sat down opposite me. 

“You've been to see your mother?” I nodded. Phillipa 
smiled, “I was going to go past this afternoon and put some 
flowers down.” She pointed to a bunch of beautiful fresh-cut 
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roses sitting in a vase on the table. “Do you still keep vigil each 
year?” 

“I do.” I sipped my tea, and we sat quietly with each 
other for several minutes.  

“Alexander told us he finally told you everything.” 
Phillipa started gently. “I thought you would have come before 
now.” 

“I wanted to come. I have so many questions, and I didn't 
even know where to start asking. But Alexander told me I 
needed to find my own way to him for this to work, and I didn't 
want to ruin my chances. So I kept visiting Mom each year and 
resisted coming here. It's been hard, though.” 

“But you've come now?” I nodded. Phillipa leaned 
forward. “What happened?” 

I swallowed. “There's another sorcerer,” I lifted my eyes 
to Phillipa's, “and he's found me.” 

Phillipa closed her eyes. “What's his name?” 

I got the feeling she already knew. “Bay Ryder.” 

Phillipa took a deep breath and stood abruptly from the 
table, turning her back to me, her hand going to her mouth 
where she started biting her nails, something I'd never seen 
Phillipa do in all the years I'd known her. 

“I need you to explain it to me, Phillipa. Alexander told 
me, but I think he's only told me the easy bits. I need you to 
explain it to me properly, and then, if you can, I need you to 
teach me.” 

Phillipa took a breath and composed herself before she 
returned to the table. She folded her hands, squared her 
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shoulders, and met my eyes. “The really powerful sorcerers 
need their power to be earthed. They need someone who can 
draw the power from them when it gets too much, who can bear 
to have that power pressed against them and not flinch. This 
person takes the form of a balance. A balance can't just be 
anyone. You have to be born of the right stuff, for your genetics 
to be right. And not every balance will be strong enough to 
endure the most powerful sorcerer. 

“Your genetics makes you a balance, Spectra, and 
Alexander is one of the most powerful sorcerers to walk the 
earth in centuries, just like his father before him. What would 
you like to know?” Phillipa lifted her tea to her lips and sipped. 

“What's the point of the testing? If I can be with him 
physically now, why do I need to prove I'm worthy?” 

Phillipa smiled. “He holds his power back from you to 
protect you, Spectra. That takes a lot of effort. When he 
unleashes it, if you can't shield yourself or absorb it, you will 
feel like you are on fire.” 

I nodded, having a better understanding of how much 
Alexander was protecting me after our shower this morning. 

“Then there is the need to carry on the line. If you 
conceive my grandchild, you will develop minor powers during 
your pregnancy. If you are strong enough, you will keep those 
powers as your own after the child is born. If you are not, 
Alexander would lose you and his child to what I've heard is a 
very tragic and painful end.” 

I took a deep breath. This was all new. “How did 
Alexander know I was a balance?” 

Phillipa smiled softly as if in memory. “A boy started a 
fight with him at school one day. Alexander was trying so hard 
not to lose his temper and hurt the boy. Apparently, you got 
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between them and shamed the other kid to back down, and 
then you took Alexander's hand in yours to walk him home. He 
should have been too hot to touch, but he said as you walked, 
he felt his anger seeping out of him, and he realized you were 
taking his anger without even realizing that's what you were 
doing. Do you remember?” 

I nodded, eyes wide slightly with shock. “My hand was 
so itchy that I kept rubbing it against his to try and scratch it. I 
didn't want to let go of his hand, so I just made myself endure it. 
He'd always been there for me, and I wanted to be there for 
him.” 

Phillipa nodded. “After Alexander told me, I looked into 
your family line. Your mother was lovely and courageous 
raising two headstrong daughters on her own, but she was very 
human. Your father was a bit of a mystery. What do you know 
about him?” 

I shrugged. “He was a one-night stand. I never met him.” 

“I didn't really know my father either. He cared for my 
mother and set us up financially, but I only remember snippets 
of him coming to visit. It stopped well before I was old enough 
to question his absence.” Phillipa gave me a sad smile. “It is our 
father's genetics that makes us a balance, Spectra. Not just for 
sorcerers either. In essence, we are just as much a child of the 
Nachtwelt, if not more so. But we are something not spoken 
about or remembered by many.” 

I gave Phillipa a doubtful look. I had held no power 
before I died, there was nothing special about me then, and 
really, I didn't believe there was anything special about me now. 
The ability to become invisible and pass through solid walls was 
great, yes, but it took ages to learn control over it. 

Phillipa smiled and held her hand out towards the 
kitchen. She wiggled her fingers for a second, as if they were 
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cramping, and closed her eyes, clearly focusing. A moment 
later, the pen sitting on the counter flashed across the room and 
landed in Phillipa's outstretched hand. She opened her eyes and 
smiled.  

“I thought I was extremely ordinary growing up. I stood 
out in no way really. I wasn't a stunning beauty and as a 
teenager, yuck!” Phillipa screwed up her face, “I was gangly 
and clumsy, and all I wanted was for my breasts to actually 
form. I was flat chested till I went to college, and even then, 
what I developed I didn't require a bra for.” 

Spectra looked down at Phillipa's voluptuous chest and 
raised a brow. Phillipa held what I considered to be the epitome 
of a feminine figure. She was curvy in all the right places and 
absolutely beautiful. Phillipa blushed. “These boobs didn't 
arrive till I was pregnant with Alexander. Thankfully, they 
stuck around after he was born. The telekinetics developed 
during my pregnancy too.” 

She reached across the table and took my left hand in 
hers before she placed it palm down on the table and started 
drawing with the pen on it. “Being a balance is a combination of 
two things, Spectra. The first is the shield.” Phillipa finished 
drawing, and Spectra could see the old-fashioned shield symbol 
along with a few symbols on it. “We feel the others. We don't 
have to see them because their power calls to us and we can 
sense them near us. With the Nachtwelt who can wield power 
to harm, rather than just to transform, we need to be able to 
shield, because that power burns in them and will feel like it is 
burning us. 

“The benefit is that each power burns a different way or 
at a different frequency, which makes their power like a 
fingerprint. If you learn to sense those frequencies, you could 
work for the government to identify Nachtwelt criminals. I still 
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freelance occasionally, but there are very few balances in the 
world so they will always welcome another.  

“In the case of sorcerers, they burn over several 
frequencies, and we need to learn to shield ourselves on all 
those frequencies. They learn at a young age to shield others, 
but there are times when they will lose control and drop those 
shields. The more powerful the sorcerer, the more frequencies 
we need to be able to shield. The test to be worthy to be a wife 
of a sorcerer is that you can shield against them at their full 
power.”  

I touched my chest where I remember feeling that 
soothing coolness, like a stone against my chest, and wondered. 
“Alexander tried to force my power this morning. Is that what 
he was doing, trying to force my body to shield?” 

Phillipa's eyes widened with fury. “Yes.” She gritted her 
teeth and took a deep breath. “Sorcerers can force a balance to 
shield by exposing them to their power, but if they go past the 
balance's threshold, they can kill you. Alexander knows better 
than to do something like that.” 

“He was letting me know what Bay Ryder would do to 
me if he worked out what I was.” I tried to soothe. 

Phillipa shook her head. “Alexander really hates Bay, but 
I can’t believe even he would do that. I've known Bay Ryder for 
many years now. Henry, Alexander's father, and Bay dealt with 
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a lot of issues in the Nachtwelt together. Maybe it's the 
difference in their jobs that put Alexander on edge around Bay.” 

“When Alexander stepped in as L'Ordre in the city, he 
made a name for himself very quickly and pissed off a lot of the 
predator upper echelon.” I murmured before sipping my tea. 

Phillipa nodded. “Alexander detests the predators for his 
own personal reasons. Though I would have thought Bay 
would support the new proposed law about not killing to feed.” 

I threw up my hands. “Stuffed if I know what the hell 
happens on that side of the Nachtwelt, Phillipa. I only met Bay 
Ryder on Friday night, and so far, all I know about him is he 
wants to sleep with me.” I cringed the moment it left my mouth. 
I'd never discussed sex with Phillipa before and worried that 
was too much information. 

Phillipa dropped her eyes to the counter. “I'm surprised. 
Bay has a reputation for his lack of interest in women.” 

It was my turn to look at the counter top. “Apparently, 
he reacts to me.” 

Phillipa frowned. “Do you react to him?” I bit my lip. 
Phillipa threw her chair back, standing over me furiously. 
“How the hell did he get close enough to you for you to even 
know?” 

I turned my head away, ashamed. Phillipa didn't know 
about the business I'd set up for myself while I completed 
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college. Phillipa rubbed the back of her neck, walking away to 
look out the window.  

“What happened between you and Alexander? You were 
basically living together when he told you how important you 
were to him. What changed?” 

I swallowed. “When he became L'Ordre, he decided it 
was for the best the Nachtwelt not know I exist, and for him to 
be able to see other women.” I felt the tear escape and swiped it 
away. “We still see each other, but it's not as often anymore.” 

Phillipa kept her back to me. “Are you seeing anyone 
else?” 

The silence stretched out between us. I cleared my throat. 
“You said there was a secondary thing?” 

Phillipa nodded, wiped her face, and composed herself 
before she came back to the table. She picked up the pen and 
started drawing on the back of my other hand. This drawing I 
didn't recognize immediately.  

“You need to be a shield and a sponge.” She clicked the 
lid back on her pen. “Just like the first time you took 
Alexander's anger and morphed it into something else. You 
need to be able to take the fire of their power and morph it into 
whatever they need at the time, or, at times, whatever you 
need.” 

“It's sounds so easy, but it's not,” I murmured. 

Phillipa nodded. “Usually we are more gifted at one than 
the other. You automatically siphoned Alexander's anger from 
him with no training, Spectra. I would say that is your strength. 
So, focus on controlling when you do that, exert your energy on 
shielding.” Phillipa sighed and used her finger to tilt my chin 
up so I would meet her eyes. “In order to learn, you need to be 



SPECTRA 

 
 

exposed more regularly, Spectra. If you stay away, you will 
never become what he needs.” 

“Alexander fears Bay will come after me if he knows 
what I am, that he will try to claim me.” 

Phillipa took her hand back. “You are the first woman in 
centuries to get Bay Ryder's attention, Spectra. Balance or no, 
he's coming for you, and from the sounds of it, you're not going 
to be able to resist him any more than you did Alexander.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
Bay 

I met Luke at the building where the contracts 
were being signed. He was waiting out the front with his 
briefcase and his tablet, which he was currently frowning 
at. 

“Luke, we all set?” 

Luke looked up, “Yes, boss. I also have that 
information for you.” He handed over the tablet device 
as we walked into the building. I started scanning 
through his notes and the photos and newspaper articles 
he'd attached. 

“You were right that she went to school 
with Mr. Williams. I used his graduation book to find 
her. Surname was Bailey back then. Her sister went 
missing at age eighteen and was determined to have met 
foul play. The mother couldn't cope and committed 
suicide two years later, leaving sixteen-year-old Spectra 
alone. 

“There wasn't anything else on her until six 
months into her first year of college. Her boyfriend 
drugged and raped her. She reacted badly to the date 
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rape drug he used, and she died. He was charged with 
manslaughter but was brutally murdered before he even went 
to trial. By the looks of the newspaper report, it was a predator 
that killed him, most likely one of ours.” 

I raised my eyebrows at that. “So, she's definitely a 
walking corpse?” 

“There's a grave with her name on it in Wolfenden. She's 
not a predator, and she’s too substantial to be a ghost. I have no 
idea what she is.” Luke grumbled. 

I looked at Luke in understanding. He was a scholar 
before he was taken and prided himself on knowing as much as 
he could about everything. 

“Wolfenden is only an hour away. Have Calin drive 
down there and look at the grave.” I flipped the cover on the 
tablet and handed it back to Luke as the elevator opened and 
we stepped out onto the fortieth floor of the Government 
Security Vetting Agency. 

A man in his thirties with a buzz cut and cheap suit was 
waiting in the lobby. “Mr. Ryder, if you'll follow me.” He about-
faced and marched up to a glass door where he placed his hand 
on the palm pad, waiting for it to scan and the door to unlock. 
There were no signs here, no business names or agency area 
identification markers. 

The man held the door for them before leading the way 
farther into the maze of glass-walled offices that made up the 
government's local Nachtwelt Security and Intelligence Office. 
Average citizens may be oblivious to the Nachtwelt, but the 
government was well aware and even had its own entity where 
Nachtwelt citizens were employed for their specific skills. 
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Buzzcut opened a glass door and held it open for 
us. Once we were safely deposited in the meeting room, 
Buzzcut closed the door and waited outside, stepping 
sideways into an at ease posture. 

Alexander Williams stood leaning over the table at 
one end of the room, reading over a stack of papers in 
front of him. Two men on either side of him were having 
a quiet discussion over his head. One I knew as Gary 
Pearce, the Changeur de Corps who pretended to be 
human, a government representative who negotiated 
with me for the renewal of my contract. The second man 
was more a boy, old enough to be in college, but still a 
boy and no doubt a sorcerer and Alexander's assistant. 
They looked up as Luke placed his briefcase on the table 
and unlocked it to pull out his pile of papers. 

“Mr. Ryder.” Alexander stood straight, closing the 
pile of papers. This was his show until the contracts were 
signed, then Mr. Pearce would take over again. 

“Mr. Williams. You look tired. Did you have a late 
night?” 

Alexander glared, but under the burning in his 
dark eyes, his lips curled upwards with pleasure. “That I 
did, but she was worth it, and she made sure I knew how 
much she appreciated me staying up for her.” 

I glared right back at Alexander's lack of subtlety 
at taking what should have been mine last night. “Shall 
we do business? I have other business I'd like to tend to 
this afternoon.” 

Alexander indicated we should take a seat. I sat, 
Luke stayed standing. 
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“Do you have your original identity and business 
documents?” Alexander requested, a glint in his eye as he 
picked up his file and moved to place it on the table next to 
Luke's briefcase. 

Luke took out the various documents and handed them 
to Alexander. Alexander took them, quickly looking through 
them before handing them to his assistant. He kept hold of the 
passport, flicking it open and looking over it as he casually 
walked behind me and sat down on my other side. 

“She does beautiful work, doesn't she? Who suggested 
her to you?” Alexander spoke quietly, closing the passport and 
skimming it across the table to his assistant with the checklist. 

“I was very impressed. What is she?” I met Alexander's 
eyes, casually letting him know I wouldn't be answering his 
other question. 

His eyes darkened, but he smiled just the same. “An MIT 
graduate. She's extremely good with computers. She's also off 
limits.” 

“Does she have free will, Mr. Williams?” I watched his 
eyes grow darker still. “Then she is free to make up her own 
mind, isn't she? Or is her signature on a contract in your vault?” 

Alexander's eyebrows rose in humor. “Now there's an 
idea. I don't have to bind her to me, just have to bind her from 
ever letting you touch her again.” 

I couldn't help the growl that vibrated up my throat. 

Alexander clicked his fingers, and the file he'd left next to 
Luke floated open. “You have some reading to do before you 
sign, Mr. Ryder. Please sign the bottom of each page as you go 
to save time.” Alexander held out his pen. 
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I took the pen, wondering why Alexander was 
determined to let me think Spectra was human, but 
decided it was wiser not to let him know I knew 
otherwise, at least until I knew what she actually was. 
Luke took the first page of the contract and started 
reading before handing it to me with a nod. I quickly 
read and poised the pen to sign. I felt a sharp stab to the 
pad of my index finger. I frowned at Alexander. 

“What good is a binding signature if it's not 
signed in your blood, Mr. Ryder?” Alexander smirked, 
watching my blood flow into the barrel of the pen and 
mix with the ink solution. Once the pen was full, the 
needle retracted. I signed while Luke checked the next 
page. 

After a few pages, Alexander stood and walked to 
the opposite end of the meeting room, pulling out his 
phone. “Hi, have I caught you at a bad time? Are you 
going to see her tonight? No, I just want to know 
someone will be there till I can get there. She shouldn't be 
alone right now, that's all.” Alexander hung up the 
phone and moved back to the far end of the table, where 
he opened his laptop and sat down to work quietly. 

I took the next page from Luke and kept signing. 
After half an hour of reading and signing, Luke handed 
me the last page. Alexander's assistant cleared his throat, 
and Alexander closed his laptop and returned to my end 
of the table to watch me sign my full name on the final 
page. 

“Thank you, Mr. Ryder. My assistant and I will 
leave you with Mr. Pearce to discuss your payment. 
Enjoy your day.” Alexander collected the signed contract 
while his assistant collected his laptop and papers from 
the end of the table and headed for the door. 
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“Mr. Williams,” I called, turning to look at him, 
pocketing his pen, which still retained some of my blood. I'd be 
burning it when I got home. “I apologize.” 

Alexander frowned. “For last night?” 

I shook my head. “I want her, Mr. Williams, only for one 
night, but I will not step away until I get what I want. So, I 
apologize in advance if that is going put us at loggerheads.” 

“Who are you talking about?” Mr. Pearce queried, 
annoyed about his time being wasted. 

Alexander turned to face me completely. “Don't. I could 
give you many reasons to leave her alone. The first you already 
know, the second I think would be obvious, the third, she is not 
the sort of woman you spend one night with and walk away 
from. You may think you can do that, but she seeps into your 
bones, and you'll want her again, and then again, and again 
until it stops being a want and becomes a need.” 

I could see Alexander meant what he said. 
“Mr. Williams, please do not take this as an insult. You are 
young, and despite your reputation with women, still 
somewhat inexperienced. I've been around a lot longer.” 

Alexander gave me a cocky smile. “She's 
extraordinary, Mr. Ryder. That she got your interest should tell 
you everything.” He had a point. Alexander 
stepped towards me again. “If you succeed, and you hurt her in 
any way, shape, or form, be warned, I'm not the only person in 
the Nachtwelt that will come for your head.” 

* * * 

I stepped down into the gothic club and made my way to 
the bar. As soon as I sat down, Tommy shook his head and 
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casually made his way towards me. A man in his late 
twenties, a tattoo curling up around his neck from under 
his black shirt, stepped up to the bar next to me and 
looked over my suit. He was of the Nachtwelt, not a 
predator, not a watcher like Tommy, though of the same 
genus. He developed a mischievous smile before looking 
back to Tommy. 

“Hey Tommy, when Spectra gets here, tell her I'm 
looking for her. I have a bone to pick with her.” He 
winked. 

Tommy looked disgusted. “Do those pathetic lines 
really work on her?” 

The man rolled his lapis eyes and combed a hand 
through his dark brown hair, embarrassed. “God no! It's 
a joke. I have to put in the hard yards to get into her. 
Entirely worth it though. I just wanted her to know I was 
here.” 

I studied the man, trying to recognize why he was 
familiar, and finally placed him as one of the attendants 
at the church service on Saturday. An altar server. I 
wasn't surprised by his presence at the church; his 
kind are usually drawn to temples or places of worship. 

“Sorry to disappoint both of you, but Spectra will 
not be anywhere near this place tonight. She's keeping 
vigil all night.” Tommy answered, but his eyes were all 
for me. 

“Is it that date already?” The man looked at me, 
his eyes defying the age of his flesh. “She must be 
dropping by if her client is here.” 
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Tommy shook his head. “Sorry Mercury, I have no idea 
what the suit is doing here, but Spectra won't be in tonight.” 

Mercury frowned. “Damn, I've finally got some nights 
off, and my girl is holding vigil. Guess I'll just have to wait till 
tomorrow.” Tommy raised a heavily pierced eyebrow at 
Mercury, who gave that naughty smile again. “She grieves 
today. Tomorrow she'll want to get shit-faced and forget again. 
I'll be the person she'll want to hide away and get sloshed 
with.” 

Tommy shook his head, but the side of his mouth turned 
up in a hint of a smile. A young woman with dyed blue hair, 
pierced everything, including tongue, and brown eyes 
bloodshot from intoxication shimmied in and pressed up 
against Mercury's side, running her hands over his broad chest 
and fit body before blatantly rubbing him through the front of 
his jeans. “Hey, Merc. Been awhile. If your girlfriend isn't here, 
I'll take care of you.” 

Mercury smiled down at her, shrugged, and stuck his 
tongue in her mouth. A minute later, he was dragging her off to 
the darker area of the club. Despite it being a dark corner, I 
could clearly see when Mercury pushed the girl against the 
wall, put his hands on her shoulders, and pushed her down 
before thrusting something else into her mouth. I turned a 
raised brow back to Tommy, who was also watching. 

“That's what Spectra is into?” I couldn't help but ask. 

Tommy frowned. “If Mercury even thought of treating 
Spectra like that, she'd rip his cock off and shove it down his 
throat, and he knows it. They've been seeing each other for 
years and worked out their own system for seeing others as 
well. He's an Angelis, a doctor, and dominant. The Nachtwelt 
and human girls alike are happy just to be the catch of the day.” 
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An Angelis, not a Nephilim. That meant he was 
the half-breed son of an archangel, not one of their 
Nephilim grandchildren. I was starting to think Spectra 
was highly attracted to very powerful men. 

Tommy's eyes drifted back to the dark corner, and 
I realized he could see into that darkness as easily as I 
could. We both watched Mercury wrap a fist in the girl's 
blue hair and use it to drag her up his body where he 
kissed her hard while lifting her legs to his waist. A few 
seconds later, he was banging her up against the wall. 

“I'm guessing she's the catch of the day kind for a 
lot of men, with the lack of obstacles he's found getting to 
those orifices.” 

Tommy chuckled. “Definitely!” Tommy's eyes 
came back to me. “My bar is a safe place.” 

“I was looking for Spectra, nothing else. 
No offense, I like my food upper class.” I stood to leave, 
understanding this was a dead end tonight. “Though I 
can't believe you let his kind in here. They may not be 
predators, but his kind can pull some nasty shit to get 
their way.” 

“He's Raphael's son. He does not manipulate 
humans, he heals them. By giving of himself, that girl 
will walk out of here healthier than when she walked in. 
I have no issue with him.” 

“Is he the one who bought Spectra back?” 

Tommy studied me a moment then shook his 
head. “Dead is dead. You're thinking of the wrong 
Angelis to bypass that dilemma.” 
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I nodded, understanding Mercury could only heal the 
living or near-dead. 

“You're not her type,” Tommy warned. 

“Maybe if I ditch the suit and get a tattoo?” I lifted a 
brow in jest. “What night does she frequent?” 

Tommy shook his head and gave me that shadow of a 
smirk. “She comes and goes. Friday night is her only set night. 
She likes to wind down at the end of the week.” 

I studied Tommy for a moment. “I didn't expect you to 
tell me when to find her.” 

Tommy gave me a hard look. “I know who you are and 
your reputation. Any other predator came in here looking for 
her, the answer would have been different, but I'm interested in 
the way she reacted to you last Friday.” 

“Reacted how?” I knew her hands were full of curiosity 
when she touched me, despite her anger. 

“You made her fingers itch. She reached out to touch 
you, and normally she hates touching or being touched by 
strangers.” Tommy cocked his head towards the dark corner. 
“You just met the one guy here who can get away with putting 
his hands on her.” 

“You want to watch us together?” I asked, intrigued. 

Tommy smirked and quirked a brow. “They don't call us 
watchers because we turn our backs when things get 
interesting.” To prove his point, Tommy's eyes drifted back to 
the dark corner where Mercury was bringing it home. 
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I nodded acknowledgment and made a path for 
the exit, having a good idea where to find a religious girl 
holding vigil, especially if the altar server knew about it. 
As I climbed the stairs to street level, the corner of my 
mouth pulled up. I made Spectra Michaels's fingers itch. 
She was tempted. Tempted I could work with. 
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Spectra 

I made it back to the church before sunset. A bone-
chilling wind was starting to pick up as I slipped into the 
church from the side door and made my way to the Lady's 
chapel in the apse. I lit three votive candles, one for each of my 
family members, and placed them into the prayer stand before 
kneeling. Taking out my rosary, I began the prayers for the dead 
Father Mathew taught me when I came to live here ten years 
ago. 

I heard the hushed whispers of others’ prayers out in the 
nave but quickly tuned them out, focusing my thoughts on my 
loved ones. As the light through the LED-light windows faded 
to darkness, so the side chapel was only lit by the candles in 
front of me, the mellifluous voices of the men's choir echoed 
through the church and added to the atmosphere. Another hour 
later, the singing faded, and Father Mathew lit a candle of his 
own as he knelt down beside me to pray, speaking his words in 
unison with mine. 

Lord our Father, 

Your power brings us to birth, 

Your providence guides our lives, 

and by Your command, we return to dust. 

Lord, those who die still live in Your presence, 

their lives change but do not end. 

I pray in hope for my family, 
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relatives, and friends, 

and for all the dead known to you. 

In company of our lady, 

Who bore Your son, 

may they rejoice in Your kingdom, 

where all our tears are wiped away. 

Unite us together again in one family, 

to sing Your praise forever and ever. 

Eternal rest, grant unto them, O Lord, 

and let perpetual light shine upon them. 

May the souls of the faithful departed through 

Your mercy rest in peace. 

Amen. 

As the candles burned down, Mathew crossed 
himself, stood, kissed the top of my head, and left. When 
the three candles I'd lit burned down and started to 
flicker their last light, I collected three more and lit them 
off the dying flames. I sensed a predator and looked over 
my shoulder, noting the familiar figure seated out in the 
nave deep in their own prayers, the usual black hoodie 
covering their head and shadowing their downcast face. 
Predators in the church weren't unusual. Some were 
religious in life and prayed for their souls. For years, this 
same predator would turn up during the night of my 



SPECTRA 

 
 

vigil, stay outside in the nave, and leave hours later. They 
weren't a threat to me. They came here for their own pain. 

I knelt down and began the rosary. Images of my loss 
flashed behind my eyes. My sister's dorm room, her bed messed 
up, her blood splattering her rumpled white sheets. My 
mother's ashen face in the bathtub, floating in the bloody water, 
her veins open, but her eyes, happy, as if she finally found 
peace in death. 

I let the tears fall; they would flow plenty as the night 
wore on. It was the only night of the year I acknowledged my 
grief. Admittedly, I cried nowhere near as hard or long as I did 
when Mathew first suggested this ritual the year I came to live 
here. 

I finished the rosary and returned to the prayer for the 
dead. I felt a new predator enter the nave and caught my breath, 
recognizing Bay Ryder's presence. My eyes flashed open as I 
waited to see if he would approach. Moments passed, nothing 
happened. I closed my eyes, now slightly on edge, and returned 
to my prayers. 

I jumped slightly when a blanket fell around my 
shoulders. “Easy, child. It's very cold tonight. You 
need not catch your death,” Mother Superior murmured 
reassuringly. She knelt, lighting her own candle, and prayed 
with me a short time before crossing herself and retreating to 
her bed. 

It was after midnight when I next lit fresh candles from 
the dying flames, pulling the blanket tighter around me before 
starting the rosary again. By the time I started the second round, 
Alexander was lighting four candles and kneeling down beside 
me. He held his hand out to the side. I placed mine in his, and 
we bowed our heads and continued praying together until the 
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first rays of dawn broke through the stained glass 
windows of the chapel. 

I sat back on my ankles and shed the last of my 
tears for another year. Alexander stood, drawing me up 
to my feet gently and cuddling me to him, still wrapped 
in the blanket. He walked me back to my attic room. He 
closed the door behind us, pulled the curtains across the 
two gable windows between which my desk sat, and 
unwrapped the blanket. I held my hands in the air as he 
lifted my dress over my head before dropping to his 
knees to unzip my lace-up boots and lifting my knees 
to step me out of them. 

When I stood only in my underwear, he 
undressed and tucked us both into my king bed. It was 
my bed. All the furniture in this room was mine. It was a 
storeroom when I first came here, and I negotiated with 
Mother Superior to make it mine since it was a little 
larger than the normal rooms and gave me a bit more 
privacy. I performed chores just like the sisters, helping 
with cleaning and cooking, but this room was my own 
little space well away from the sisters. 

“I can only stay a few hours, Spec.” He kissed my 
shoulder as he cuddled me into his chest and laid us back 
on the bed. When he was still in college, he'd stay and 
sleep the day away with me, but since he started his job, 
it depended on how busy work was. He touched the back 
of my hand that rested on his bicep. “What’s with the 
ink?” 

“Just doodling,” I sighed. I didn't know if Phillipa 
would tell him I visited, but unless she did, I wouldn't 
either. I snuggled into him and was torn between crying 
and smiling. I missed going to sleep in his arms. 
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This part of the vigil ritual started the year after I died. 
The first time Alexander bought me back and cuddled into bed 
with me, Mother Superior had a few strong words. Alexander 
simply glared at her, never once opening his mouth, but Mother 
Superior backed down very quickly and left. She'd not objected 
his presence ever again. The fact that I knew about her and 
Father Mathew's relationship probably helped. 

Not that we ever had sex here. It was simply physical 
comfort, Alexander's way of making sure I knew I wasn't alone, 
that there was still someone who loved me walking this earth. I 
think Mother Superior understood why he was here, and that's 
why she let me have this. I fell fast asleep in his arms, his 
heartbeat lulling me into the darkness. I barely woke when he 
rolled away from me, got dressed, and left. I cuddled into the 
warm space his body left and let exhaustion wash over me. 

 

  


