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The Hunters:
Byron and Kit
Shiloh Walker
Prologue
Byron stared down at the pain-racked body of Kristof Beauchamp and wasn’t sure if he could fight off his rage much longer. The man responsible was in this house and Byron would see to it that he paid. But his duty, through friendship, was here, by his dying friend’s side.
“Katrine…will you take care of her? So young, she is, and now alone…”
Byron held tight to Kristof’s hand and broke a promise. The Inherent was so battered in body, so injured—the vampire doubted the shifter would even notice. As Byron slid inside and separated the pain from the man, Kris was able to breathe and think without the pain caused by the silver and poison.
“I’ll take care of the girl as though she were my own,” Byron promised, smoothing back Kris’s sweat-tangled hair. The air stank of the poison that was eating through Kris’s body and Byron shoved his fury under control again. Silver and wolfsbane…a carefully made poison that served only one purpose, and it was exactly what it sounded like. It had been put inside a hollow silver bullet that had exploded on impact with Kris’s body and even now was eating away at him like acid.
“She will not be a girl always. What then?” Kris asked, his accent thick with his weariness.
“I’ll see to it that Kit has everything her heart desires,” Byron promised. “She will want for nothing.”
Kris laughed, and when he did blood leaked from his mouth. “My Bella is telling me…da, you had best remember that. Kit will want what she wants. Da.” His combined French and Russian upbringing made his accent, at times, difficult to understand. Bella? The lady had died in childbirth three years earlier. “Ah, my Bella. I see you now. But Katrine. To leave her, my bebè, my heart breaks.”
“Go to Bella,” Byron whispered roughly, feeling tears sting his eyes. He could hear the baby crying. The hearing of an Inherent child was sharp, and she had heard her father. One of his people should have taken her away. They’d be lucky if heads didn’t roll for letting the baby be upset this way.
“I will take care of Kit, I promise. I will do everything in my power to see her happy.”
Chapter One
Twenty-four years later…
"…that's it, baby girl…take it…relax…"
Kit gritted her teeth as she listened to that low, husky male voice.
She knew that voice.
Loved that voice.
Prayed to hear that voice murmuring to her, just like that.
But it wasn't happening. Right now, the rat-bastard was talking to one of his humans.
Fine. It was nothing new, she told herself. Focusing on the spreadsheet on the screen of her Mac, she continued with the paperwork, one of the many tedious jobs she was had to attend to as the second-in-command here.
All the while, the man she loved fucked another woman. And Byron wasn't alone. One of the other Hunters was playing with them. Bastards. The lot of them.
Groaning, she snatched her iPod off the desk and turned it on, plugging the earbuds into her ears and turning it up. The low, raw sound of Marc Cohn's voice blasted out, doing something to block out the sounds of sex and heat and everything she really, really wanted to have for herself.
She had four minutes of blissful respite.
And then she felt the vibrations of footsteps, heard somebody speaking. Scented the change in the air.
Looking up, she saw one of the humans that lived at the Enclave. The man had a note in his hand. He held it out to her, nervously. And as she took it, he whirled around and ran off.
Her gut clenched as she looked down and read it.
Come to my office. Immediately…Byron.
She frowned.
That was Byron's handwriting, alright.
It smelled like him.
Tugging out the earbuds, she shifted her gaze upright.
Heard the sounds of sex.
Carefully, she turned off the iPod. Stood up.
Why was he doing this?
Over the sound of Melissa's whimpering cry, he heard the sound of footsteps. Harder to smell as much, over the scent of her blood…he'd just fed. Add to that the scents of sex and sweat and it was just harder to filter through it all.
But when the door opened, his mind almost tumbled to a halt.
What the--
Kit.
He stilled beneath her, hands braced on Melissa's hips.
Ben, kneeling behind Melissa, continued to move, oblivious.
Oh, shit--
He waited for the door to shut, braced to pull away. Damn it, what in the hell--
But Kit sauntered inside and flung herself into the chair by the fireplace, her eyes flashing fire. Her lip trembled a little as she glared at him.
And then, without saying a word, she tugged her skirt up. Revealing blood red panties.
Blood roared in his ears as she slipped her hand inside that red silk.
Craning his head around to watch her, he jerked his hips, driving upward into Melissa's waiting pussy. Melissa whimpered, but he wasn't even aware.
As Kit's fingers disappeared, he bit back a groan.
She wasn't doing this…
But she was.
And as she started to stroke herself, he found himself staring at her hand. Unable to look away.
The one woman he wanted.
The one woman he couldn't have.
"You!"
Melissa finally managed to lurch to her feet. Ben stood in the background, watching in silence, while Byron leaned against his desk, still staring at Kit. She'd stroked herself to climax. Damn it, he wanted to go to her, catch her hand in his and lick the essence of her from her fingertips.
Instead, he stood there, trying to piece together just what had happened.
Kit hadn't come in by accident.
He couldn't read her mind.
The mind of a shapeshifter was a strange thing and he couldn't pierce it.
But Melissa was mortal. One he'd fed from, often. She was an open book. A deceitful one.
"You fucking pervert!" Melissa hissed, glaring at Kit who still lounged in the chair, her eyes heavy-lidded, her hand resting low on her belly, skirt rucked up, a smile on her mouth.
It wasn't a replete smile, though.
It was sharp-edged; jagged, like broken glass.
As Melissa lunged for her, Ben moved, coming up off the floor with the blurring speed of a shifter, catching her before she moved five feet.
Kit just laughed.
"Oh, come on, Melissa. What did you expect me to do? Just stand there? Byron apparently wanted me to see this little show. I might as well enjoy it."
"I didn't call you here," Byron said softly.
She slanted a look at him, her eyes narrowed.
Her nostrils flared.
She'd know if he lied. Scents changed with lies. But he wouldn't lie to her. Not to Kit. Not ever. He might not tell her how he felt, but he wouldn't lie to her.
As Ben turned to look at him, puzzled, Byron focused on Melissa's face. "Melissa, why were you in my office earlier today?"
She whipped her head around, staring at him.
And he pushed inside her mind.
Saw the answers for himself.
Pulling back, he closed his eyes. "Melissa, you're no longer welcome here. Kit, my apologies for this…deception. Ben, escort Melissa to her rooms and let Nick know to start preparing for her departure."
Melissa started to cry.
And Kit…she just stared at him.
Stared at him, while the rich, ripe scents of her arousal perfumed the air, teasing his hunger.
Chapter Two
Kit tapped her pen on the table and stared at the disheveled woman in front of her. “I warned you, Melissa. Byron made himself clear on this issue. You're leaving. I can't intervene for you." Nor would I.
Seriously, what was this woman thinking?
Although Kit had done this many, many times, this was a first.
Melissa had intentionally set that debacle up, something Kit now knew.
Although, in truth, Kit had done this thing a number of times in the past few years. Too many times.
Byron discarded women the way she discarded shoes, it seemed. He wasn't unkind with it, but he also couldn't keep women around for more than a few months. Especially mortals.
Mortals who spent too much time around a vampire, for feeding, for sex, sometimes got addicted to it, and that wasn't good for either party.
It wasn't any help that Byron was just plain addictive period and Kit didn't think it had anything to do with the vampiric pull, either. The sexual pull a vampire exuded was always intensified after he’d touched one particular woman. Byron would have been intoxicating to a mortal, she knew it.
For a little while, Melissa had been his favorite and now…well. She was just shit out of luck.
Studying the unhappy blonde in front of her, she figured they finally had something in common.
After what had happened, Kit figured she had every reason to hate the woman in front of her. And she was pissed off. Miserably jealous. Hell, Melissa had shared Byron's bed. Shared his affections.
But then she'd screwed up. And Byron was pissed. So very pissed.
Byron wouldn't trust her again, and if Melissa thought Kit was intervening on her behalf, she was messed up.
This was one mess Kit wasn't responsible for, a mess she wasn't cleaning up.
She'd had him, Kit thought, disgusted. Had Byron all to herself, for all that time. And then she'd started thinking maybe she could keep him. Or whatever crazed idea had gone through her head. Kit just didn't know.
For more than a year, Melissa had shared Byron's bed. A year. Then Kit had slipped up.
It had all started because of Kit's inadvertent watching. Maybe it was fitting that was what ended this, she mused.
"Isn't there anything you can do?" Melissa whispered, staring at Kit, eyes swollen, nose red.
"No." Kit turned her head, staring out the window as she thought back.
A year ago. It had only been a year.
She had walked into his office thinking he had business to discuss, and instead she had been audience to a blowjob. Granted, somebody had given her the wrong fucking time. He had wanted to talk to her in a couple of hours, but for crying out loud.
Well, it really wasn’t his fault.
She could still remember it, how Melissa had sucked on Byron’s cock, and how much Kit wanted to be the one doing it. Byron had opened his eyes—he had known she was there—and glared at her. “Do you mind, Kit?”
“Not at all, Byron. I like to watch,” she had drawled. Well, she hadn’t ever really watched anything like that before, but she hadn’t really been able to leave either. Her eyes were drawn to the length of his cock as Melissa slid her lips up and down, pulling back to stare at Kit with wide eyes before resuming what looked to be a very pleasant task.
His fangs flashed and she suspected part of him wanted to tell her to get the fuck out. But another part was aroused. He had gripped Melissa head’s tightly and started to rock his hips faster, forcing his cock farther and harder into her mouth until he came. Kit’s sharp sense of smell caught it in the air and she stared at him, so hot she burned.
He’d made his human pass out. “That’s the bad thing about humans, Byron. They just can’t handle as much,” Kit said, tsking a little, clucking false sympathy.
That was when things had started to change, at least on his end. And for Melissa.
Things had been changing on Kit's end for a long time. Byron was her soul mate. She knew it. She had told him so when she was nineteen, which had been a mistake. Apparently. He had taken her for a love-struck kid and he had laughed, patted her on the head, and sent her off to college. Six years ago. And she still felt the same.
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