
 

 
 
 
 
 

WHEN PASSION LIES 
 

J.K. Beck 
 
 
 

Shadow Keepers 
Book Four 

 
EXCERPT 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 

France, 1720  
The abandoned farmhouse stood in a clearing fifteen miles outside of Marseilles.  

Inside, Caris and Tiberius waited for word from Richard, the hours passing so slowly that 
Caris feared she would rip her hair out in frustration. 

"Something has happened to him," she said to her lover's back.  "We were wrong 
about him.  The sickness has taken him."  The thought ripped through her.  It had been 
her suggestion to send one of Tiberius's most trusted men into the port city where the 
plague was cutting through the population like wildfire.  They'd believed that Richard 
was immune to the Black Death, as he'd already survived the plague twice, though many 
friends had died at his side.  Vampires who'd become ill and then faded into dust as if 
they'd been staked. 

Her worry kept her in motion, and she paced the small structure, moving in and 
out of the shafts of moonlight streaming down from the dilapidated roof. 

At the window, Tiberius turned to face her.  As always, she was struck by the 
unchanging beauty of his face.  Not feminine, but rugged and strong, with dark eyes that 
saw everything and broad shoulders onto which he'd invited the weight of the world.  
Tonight, that weight was heavy indeed.  

"He'll be here," Tiberius said.  He held out his hand to her, and she went to him, 
letting his arms engulf her, pressing her cheek against his chest.  Even after more than 
two hundred years, it was his touch that calmed her best.  His lips to soothe her fears, and 
his body to make her feel alive even though life had slipped from her veins so long ago. 

"And what if he couldn't find it?  We have to kill it."  The world had been 
tormented long enough by the vile creatures.  The shadowers believed this to be the last 
surviving hybrid, and it needed to die.  The horror had to end. 

"We will find it.  And I will kill it.  That is not in question."  He tilted her chin up 
and looked into her eyes.  "The only question for tonight is where that happy occasion 
will occur.  Richard will bring us news of our destination." 

She nodded, grim.  Humans might not understand the horrible illness that befell 
them century after century, but the shadowers did.  Vampires like her and Tiberius.  
Werewolves.  Jinns and para-daemons and all the other creatures the humans feared and 
prayed were only myth and nightmares. 



They weren't.  They were real. 
And the hybrids?   Though rare, they truly were creatures plucked from 

nightmares. Feared and reviled even among the shadow creatures themselves, a hybrid 
brought destruction with its touch and desolation with its breath.  The Black Death.  The 
plague.  Whatever you called it, it always ended the same.  Festering wounds. A hacking 
cough.  And slow, torturous death that filled entire towns with doors marked in bold red 
X's, silent reminders that the plague had come to those within. 

Caris pressed her hand to Tiberius's back.  "Do you think this one changed form 
on purpose?" she asked.  "Do you think it wanted to destroy Marseilles?" 

Tiberius stroked her hair.  "I don't know.  But I fear the answer is yes." 
"This time, I will fight at your side."  Whenever he stepped out in battle, she felt 

as if the birds ceased chirping and the tides stopped their eternal pull. 
"No."   
"Am I not strong?  Am I not capable?  Even when I was human, you said that I 

had uncommon strength for a woman."  They'd met after she'd set out to rescue her 
brother Antonio from the clutches of a particularly vile werewolf, not realizing that 
Tiberius had already sworn allegiance to her family, and had set out to do the same.  He'd 
found her disguised as a boy, and battling a particularly nasty clutch of humans.    

His lips curved into a proud smile.  "Whether human or vampire, you are 
exceptional." 

"Then why do you refuse me?  Did you not train me as a warrior?  Have I not 
already fought at your side many times?" 

"We've spoken of this before, Caris.  I made a mistake.  You are my heart and my 
soul.  You understand me more than any woman ever has or ever could.  And I cannot 
lose you."  He clutched her hands tight on these last words, his eyes boring so deeply into 
hers that she couldn't help but see the fear--and the regret. 

Less than fifty years prior they'd fought side by side in an abandoned palazzo.  
She'd been unaware that a moldering tapestry at her back hid a secret passage, and when 
the werewolf burst through with the stake, it was almost the end of her.  Fortunately, he 
missed her heart, but she'd fallen, blood gushing from her, her strength leaving her.   

For the first time, she'd seen Tiberius's daemon, the vile creature that every 
vampire fought to keep buried lest they be compelled to do little more than rend and kill.  
She saw it--and it was a terrifying thing indeed.  He moved with speed borne of 
millennia, and he was on the werewolf in a second, his fist breaking through the weren's 
ribcage, his hand thrusting the still-beating heart high. 

She could still remember the scent of him as he knelt over her, covered in the 
werewolf's blood.  A harsh, angry scent mixed with a terror she'd never before 
experienced, nor never again.  His terror.  Not of the wolf, but of losing her. 

He'd ripped his own flesh open, and she'd drunk, and only once he was sure she 
was healed did his daemon fade into the background and his eyes clear, so that it was 
only Tiberius she saw, and not the daemon within. 

After that, she no longer fought at his side.  The odd battle, yes, if they were taken 
by surprise.  But she did not set out on missions.  He had his kyne for that.  Men.  
Brothers, in loyalty if not in blood. 



She was his woman, his lover, his friend and his confidante.  She was his political 
advisor and strategist.  His right hand in everything except that one part of his life.  It 
should have been enough for her.  She should have willingly accepted it. 

But she couldn't.  Her own daemon cried out for a fight, and it was the battles that 
kept it down, easily subdued.  Without that, it paced and gnawed and begged for release.   

Without that, she was missing a huge part of their life together.  She would stand 
for it no more.  He might not yet have accepted it, but this time, Caris would fight at his 
side. 

As if to punctuate her resolve, the door behind her blew open with a gust of wind.  
She whipped around, sword drawn, and saw a black cat leap through the doorway and 
then transform into Richard, who stood before them with a bloody wound at his shoulder.  
The wound coupled with the cat told her that time was of the essence. Transforming into 
mist or animal used a vampire's strength, something quickly sapped when a vampire was 
injured. If Richard had chosen to do so now, he must have learned that the hybrid was on 
the move. 

"Speak," Tiberius said, as she moved to his side.  "Did you see the hybrid?" 
"I did not, but I met many weren in town.  They are well, but flee anyway.  The 

hybrid's power comes from a curse and they believe their survival is tainted." Not much 
was understood about how a hybrid was created, and what little was known was a 
mixture of fact and myth.  It was said to have started with a feud between two warring 
brothers, the first vampire and the first werewolf.  They were cursed to never find peace. 
As a physical manifestation of that curse, any creature that was a weren-vampire mix had 
blood that burned through flesh.  Moreover, upon changing into a wolf, the hybrid sent an 
illness out into the world from which only either vampires or werewolves were spared--
but which species survived depended entirely on the underlying nature of the hybrid in 
question. 

It was that peculiar immunity that was the truly dastardly part of the curse.  
Vampires were immune to the sickness wrought by an original werewolf bitten and 
turned by a vampire.  And werewolves were immune to the sickness wrought by an 
original vampire bitten and changed by a weren.  But how either were changed in the first 
place was a mystery.  Because as far as the shadowers knew, the vampiric transition was 
fatal to a werewolf, and no vampire could survive the transition forced upon it by the bite 
of a werewolf. 

"So no news of the hybrid?" Caris asked. 
"On that account, fate smiled," Richard said.  "I met a weren who stayed hidden 

as the hybrid passed by.  He overheard the beast muttering.  The hybrid travels this night 
to Cluny." 

Tiberius nodded, taking in the information.  "Your shoulder?" 
"Courtesy of Faro Lihter," Richard said.  "Apparently he was offended that I 

wasn't already dead." 
"And the vampires?" Caris asked. 
"All dead.  Except for me.  I know not why, but if there is a god, I thank him."  He 

shifted, focusing hard on Tiberius.  "Lihter was praising the beast that did it, saying that it 
was clear now which of the ancient brothers had true strength.  He said he couldn't wait 
for the day when all vampires were dust and the order of the world could be restored."  



He glanced ruefully at his shoulder.  "That's when I got distracted from my mission.  I'm 
happy to say he looks worse." 

"Good man," Tiberius said.   
"There's more," Richard said.  "After Cluny, the hybrid intends to continue on to 

London.  And Tiberius, I believe he is mad.  He didn't wait for a full moon at Marseilles.  
He will not wait in London." 

Beside her, Tiberius tensed, his hand going automatically to his blade.  London 
was the center of the vampire community, and had been since the founding of Londinium 
by the Romans.  The vampire population there was the highest in all of Europe, and every 
vampiric representative to the Alliance table made his home there.   

Caris squeezed Tiberius's hand. "This is your chance.  You already hold the 
governorship to three territories.  Defeat this creature before it can infect London, and the 
people will demand that you sit at the Alliance table.  You know Tomas will not lift even 
a finger."  The current vampire representative to the Alliance was a self-important slug 
who would flee in terror rather than fight to save his people, and then blame his 
cowardice on others.  The faster Tiberius could unseat him, the better. 

She could tell from his eyes that Tiberius had already thought of that. 
"Go," he said to Richard.  "Take Caris with you.  Feed if you must to regain your 

strength but go with all speed to London.  Tell them of the news.  And tell them that I 
will stop the beast before it reaches the city." 

"I shall not go," Caris said. 
"You shall," Tiberius insisted. 
"No."  She crossed her arms and stared him down.  "I'll not be tucked away in 

London while you fight for your life, for all our lives.  I will fight at your side, Tiberius, 
and you cannot stop me." 

He took a step toward her, his face as harsh as she had ever seen it.  "I believe that 
I could." 

It was a fair point.  "Perhaps.  But it would take time.  You tell me that you will 
not fall prey to its illness, and so I must assume that you will fight by stealth.  If you are 
safe, then I am, too.  Presumably it does know its mutterings were overheard.  We have 
the element of surprise.   

"The task falls upon my head," Tiberius said. 
"It does," she agreed.  "And when you perform it, I will be at your side.  Even if I 

have to abandon Richard and double-back to assist you." 
He wasn't happy, that much was obvious.  And he stood for two full minutes 

before finally turning to Richard.  "Go," he said.   
Richard wasted no time.  He nodded to Tiberius and Caris, then disappeared into 

the night, presumably to feed before rushing home. 
"Then you have accepted that I will fight at your side?" 
A muscle at his jaw twitched.  "Accept, no?  But I am resigned to the reality of 

the situation." 
She smiled brightly.  "That is sufficient for now." 
"Are you well fed?  We must transform ourselves if we wish to get to Cluny with 

all speed." 
She was, and they shifted into spine-tailed swifts, sleek birds with incredible 

speed.  Even so, Cluny was far, and when they transformed back in the city center, they 



had less than an hour  to both locate and kill the creature before they had to find shelter 
from the sunrise. 

"Where?" she asked.  "And how will we know it?"  It was a fair question.  If it 
transformed, they would know it by the humanoid shape moving on all fours, with 
elongated limbs and a wolven snout.  They'd also know it because they would both be 
dead, a casualty of its mere existence. 

"The scent of both weren and vampire should be upon it," Tiberius said.  "That, 
and the smell of death still clinging to it from Marseilles." 

"Shall we split up?" 
He shook his head.  "I am resigned to have you here, but you will stay at my side.  

We must make a stop first, but then we'll head to the abbey.  Perhaps he seeks redemption 
for what he is about to do." 

It was a solid guess.  Cluny didn't stand on a direct route to London.  So if the 
hybrid had come here, it was probably for a reason.  And Cluny was most famous for its 
abbey. 

They stopped first at a small house near the abbey where the monks gave shelter 
to travelers.  They entered in stealth, found a crossbow and a blade beneath the bed of a 
sleeping soldier, and left in silence.   That was the unfortunate part of transforming to 
travel.  Their weapons could not transform with them. 

"The abbey is huge.  How will we find him?" 
"He will be in the central tower," he said, his voice as firm as his jaw.  "He will 

wish to feel small so that when he moves on to kill, he can prove that he is powerful after 
all." 

She took his hand and pulled him to a halt, then pressed a soft kiss upon his 
cheek.  He'd told her of the horrors of his youth and she knew that had left him with an 
understanding of the madness that could stem from both power and servitude.  
Sometimes the depths of that understanding scared her.  Sometimes it mystified her. 

But when they entered the central tower, some of what he'd spoken of became 
clear to her.  The room was enormous, the ceiling reaching higher than any she'd ever 
seen, as if it was trying to reach God himself.  Even with all of her power--even with 
immortality looking back at her--she felt as small and weak as a child.  

"Come," Tiberius said, pulling her into an archway.  "We wish to see him before 
he sees us." 

They'd barely eased into the shadow of an archway when the telltale sound of 
footfalls echoed.  She tensed, uncertain whether it would be the hybrid or a monk moving 
about the abbey before matins.   

She knew the answer soon enough--smelling the creature even before seeing him.   
Without a stake dipped in silver, time was of the essence.  A wooden arrow 

through the heart would kill a vampire, but not a hybrid.  Their plan was for Caris to 
shoot it through the heart even as Tiberius raced forward to lop off its head.  If her aim 
was true, the heart-shot would at least prevent it from changing--though Tiberius would 
still be forced to deal with the tainted blood and the hybrid's incredible strength. 

It was moving closer...closer.... 
She readied the crossbow, felt Tiberius stiffen beside her.  "Steady," he 

whispered, his voice pitched so low only she could hear it.  "Do not fire unless you are 
sure of the shot." 



Waiting was a painful thing, like a serpent coiled tight around her chest.  And 
when the hybrid finally came into her range, he was even closer than she'd anticipated.  
She adjusted her aim, said a silent prayer, and let the arrow fly.  It was as if she'd 
launched Tiberius as well.  He flew from the archway, his blade swinging. 

And then everything happened so fast that it seemed to her addled mind to move 
in slowed time.  The arrow penetrated, and the hybrid howled, a pained, horrible sound 
that echoed through the massive tower.  Tiberius leaped, but they hadn't counted on the 
hybrid doing the same thing.  It's legs were powerful, and it bounded up and over 
Tiberius, and though the upward thrust of his sword caught the beast's thigh as he 
leapfrogged over the vampire, that wound did little damage to the already injured beast. 

He landed in front of Caris, and she backed away, wishing for her knife, trying 
desperately to load another arrow despite knowing that it would do no good.  He was too 
close, and vile blood was pumping out of him, making his clothes smoke and 
disintegrate, and though she dodged to the left, she knew it would do no good, and she 
readied herself for the pain of melting, burning flesh. 

But it didn't come.  Instead she felt the pain of a kick to the ribs as Tiberius's 
shoved her out of the way, taking the blow instead.  He yelled in agony as the hybrid's 
blood burned away the shirt at his back, cutting into the already deep scars left from his 
years in the mines and the gladiator rings.  

And as she rolled to safety and looked up, she saw him execute a perfect spin, 
leading with the blade, his face a grimace of pain and determination.  And then the 
hybrid's head was on the ground, its body dropping to the floor.   And Tiberius stood over 
it, like Perseus with the head of the Gorgon.   

"It is done," he said, and then collapsed beside it as well. 
She hurried to him, pulling him out of the way of the expanding pool of blood, 

then helped him roll over so she could get him out of the burning, smoldering clothes and 
soothe his back with holy water from the altar. 

"My love," he said, as he clutched her hand in his.  "It is dead.  The last hybrid is 
dead, and we will survive." 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER TWO 
 

Present Day 
"So we have a problem on the para-daemon front." Tiberius was speaking to the 

human who sat in his office, but Tiberius wasn't looking at the man.  Instead, he was 
gazing out his window at the traffic on Picadilly Circus.  An apt metaphor for humanity, 
he thought.  No matter how much they rushed, no matter how hard they worked, the end 
came just the same.  For most, anyway.  He'd been human once, too.  But that was a long 
time ago. 

The human cleared his throat.  "If by problem you mean that there's no way on 
God's green earth that Drescher Bovil is giving you the time of day, much less his vote 
for Alliance Chairman, then yes, sir, you have a problem." 

Tiberius pressed his lips together, fighting the impulse to smile before he turned 
around.  As a group, he admired humans--their art, their literature, their science.  As if in 
each creation they were thumbing their collective noses at death and grasping for some 
elusive brand of immortality.  There was a strength in humanity that he admired--that he 
remembered even after all these long years.   

Yes, as a group, humans were most remarkable.  Individually, though, he had to 
admit that many humans irritated him.   

Thankfully, the one seated in his office had proved an exception. 
As far as he knew, Severin Tucker had produced no art or literature that would 

resonate past his lifetime.  He'd made no impassioned speech, had fought bravely in no 
wars. 

But unlike other humans Tiberius had encountered since the arrival of the 
industrial age, Tucker didn't immediately bend over and kiss Tiberius's ass, agreeing with 
his every word and cowering in fear if he so much as yawned. 

It was a welcome change. 
That, however, wasn't a fact he intended to share, and when Tiberius turned to 

face Tucker, the human saw only Tiberius's practiced calm.  The facade of a ruler, the 
poise of an ancient.  Tucker saw a leader, not a friend; Tiberius made sure of that.  "If 
there's a problem, we need to deal with it.  And as the Alliance members will vote on the 
new chairman in exactly ten days, we need to deal with it soon." 



"We?" Tucker asked.  He was sprawled in a chair, his legs extended in front of 
him, an electronic notepad glowing in his hand. "Not going there, sir.  When I took this 
assignment, we talked about the rules.  Information only.  No pushing for change.  I'm 
willing to poke around in their heads and make them tell me what they'd normally keep 
secret, but I'm not going to actually change what they're thinking.  I thought we were 
clear." 

Tiberius studied the man's face.  "You would defy my direct order?" 
Tucker pushed himself up in the chair, straightening his relaxed posture.  His 

throat moved as he swallowed, but to his credit no fear showed on his face.  "Yeah.  
About that, yeah, I would." 

"Good." 
"Oh."  Tucker's brow furrowed.  "Well, all right, then." 
"Now tell me what else you've learned.  Is Bovil going to make a claim for the 

chairmanship himself?" 
"Afraid not.  He's throwing his weight behind Lihter."  Tucker shrugged.  "You 

already know that Lihter's not susceptible to my particular talent," Tucker added, 
referring to Faro Lihter, the new Therian representative to the Alliance.  The Therians 
included all shapeshifters, but their leader tended to be a werewolf, and the newest 
representative was a  particularly unpleasant one who had easily wrested the alpha 
position away from the wounded previous leader, Gunnolf.   

Once, Tiberius would have bemoaned Gunnolf's fall from power, not to mention 
the horrific injury that had caused it.  There'd been a time when they'd worked together, 
Tiberius even managing to forget the beast's weren nature and to overcome his inherent 
distrust of the species.   

But now... 
Now he held not even an ounce of charity for the crippled weren.  The beast with 

whom Caris now shared a bed.   
Caris. 
The pen he'd been holding snapped in his hand, and he forced her from his 

thoughts.  Now wasn't the time to think of the choice he'd made or the love he'd lost.   
"You're right, of course," Tiberius said.  "Lihter will undoubtedly challenge me." 
"Right.  Absolutely.  But you survived Sergius's rampage.  What started out as a 

bloodbath turned into political gold for you." 
It was a cavalier way to discuss the political ramifications of Gunnolf's injury and 

the horrific deaths of the previous para-daemon and jinn Alliance representatives, but the 
bottom line was that Tucker was right.  Tiberius had been standing after the slaughter, 
and that gave him the appearance of strength and stability, useful assets for a leader.  
Assets he intended to exploit. 

His craving for power had pulsed through him since the day he'd been yanked 
from his mother's arms and sent to mine in the quarries.  And that ambition had been 
burned even deeper when he'd been pulled into the ring and made to fight his friends--
made to kill them in order to ensure his own survival.   

He'd been human, then, but his ambition hadn't faded with the change.  If 
anything, it had grown stronger.  Before, he'd been merely a man, and weak one at that.  
Now he was immortal.  He had strength and time and patience.  As a human, he would 
have needed several lifetimes to climb up from the muck into which he'd been thrust.   



As an immortal, he had that time.  
He was close now.  So close he could count the remaining obstacles on one hand.  

And one of them was named Drescher Bovil.  That was a problem that would have to be 
handled.  Quickly and with little fanfare.  But not, as Tucker had pointed out, by the 
human. 

The intercom on his desk buzzed, mercifully interrupting his thoughts.  "Lucius 
Dragos is here, sir."   

Tiberius nodded to Tucker that they were done, then told Mrs. Todd to let him in.  
The two men--one vampire, one human--nodded to each other as they passed in the 
doorway.  Neither smiled. 

"He's Ryan Doyle's lapdog," Luke said, the words coming out before the door had 
shut entirely behind Tucker.  Undoubtedly, Tucker would repeat that assessment to 
Doyle, a para-daemon with whom Luke had repeated run-ins.  Undoubtedly, that's what 
Luke wanted him to do. 

"Until I cut him loose," Tiberius said, "Tucker is my lapdog.  So far he's proven to 
be both skilled and loyal." 

"He's been useful?" 
"He's been quite effective in areas where we cannot," Tiberius said.  As vampires, 

Luke and Tiberius had the ability to compel the human mind.  But they held no such 
sway over other shadow creatures.   

"I'm sure he has been," Luke said, as Tiberius watched his face.  It was hard--to 
anyone other than Tiberius it would have revealed nothing.  But Tiberius had brought 
Luke through the Holding, the ritual to control the daemon that lived in all vampires.  
He'd trained him.  Hell, he'd tamed him.  And he relied daily on both Luke's strength and 
his integrity. 

"You don't approve," Tiberius said. 
"No." 
"Does it matter so much?  Cheating wraiths and jinns and para-daemons?  Ryan 

Doyle is a para-daemon.  Don't tell me you wouldn't mess with his mind any chance you 
got." 

"Doyle is an ass," Luke said.  "And he's not the issue.  The Alliance serves a 
purpose, Tiberius, and it has served it well since the aftermath of the Great Schism," he 
added, referring to the dark period in history after shadowers had brought about the fall of 
that great human civilization, Rome.  History called them barbarians, but it had been 
marauding, warring shadowers that had ushered in the Dark Ages as they'd fought among 
themselves, vampire against weren, and all the others falling in line, raising their swords, 
bathing in blood. It took many years before the Alliance was restored, along with the 
Covenant and the PEC. 

"If the Alliance is to continue on its course," Luke continued, "the unity it 
provides must be true, not the result of manipulation." 

"You think I don't agree."  Tiberius allowed himself the smallest of smiles.  "I 
thought you knew me better than that." 

A hint of relief flickered in Luke's eyes.  "You're using Tucker for intelligence," 
he said.  "Not manipulation." 

"Tucker is my eyes and ears," Tiberius confirmed.  "He has not and will not 
manipulate anyone to act contrary to themselves."  He picked a crystal decanter off the 



credenza and poured two glasses of scotch.  "I'm not interested in manipulating free will.  
But I have no problems with him suggesting that they open their mouths and reveal their 
allegiances, their weaknesses, their concerns."  He passed a glass to Luke.  "Does that 
violate your code?" 

"No."  The answer was simple and direct, and held a world of relief. 
"When one aspires to live within the bubble that is politics, one must accept the 

value of espionage.  Eavesdropping is a lever.  I'm using Tucker to help me move the 
world." 

"And what have you learned?" 
"I'm well-positioned," Tiberius said.  "But not well enough." 
Luke nodded, and Tiberius knew that his friend understood.  The shadow world 

was one of hierarchies, ruled by power and longevity and, yes, ruthlessness.  The fae 
community might have power, but they tended to keep to themselves, as did the earthens-
-trolls and dragons and similiar creatures who were unable to move easily within the 
human world.  As a result, political power fell most directly on the jinns, the para-
daemons, the vampires, and the therians, a group that included werewolves and all other 
shapeshifters.  Ensure that those influential creatures were behind him, and the remaining 
representatives would follow. 

"The jinn are with me," Tiberius continued.  "But Drescher Bovil presents a 
problem." 

"The para-daemon.  He seeks the chairmanship?" 
"Worse.  He's throwing his support to Lihter." 
"That is worse," Luke agreed.  "Ten days is a long time.  He could persuade the 

others to shift their loyalty.  Word on the street is Lihter's going to do whatever he can to 
scrape his way to the top of the food chain." 

"Yes.  It's a problem that must be dealt with."  He turned away from Luke and 
moved to stand in front of the Monet he'd acquired at the turn of the twentieth century.  
He'd met the artist, admired his ability to look at the world and see each element so 
clearly, and then ensure that all the pieces worked together to create one stunning, 
organic whole.  It was a skill that served as well in politics and battle as it did in art, and 
one that Tiberius strived to emulate. 

The painting hung over a squat oak bookcase, the ancient wood polished and oiled 
until it was as smooth as glass.  Volumes from Kant, Descartes, Aristotle and more filled 
the shelves.  On top, laying open, was a copy of Sun Tzu's The Art of War. 

Tiberius lay his hand gently upon the page.  "A victorious warrior wins first, 
before engaging in war." 

"There's no guarantee Bovil's replacement will throw his weight toward you," 
Luke said, his comment making clear that he understood the direction of Tiberius's 
thoughts.   

"Nothing is ever certain," Tiberius agreed.  "But still we try to stack the odds in 
our favor." 

"And Lihter?" 
"I'd love to take the bastard out," Tiberius admitted.  "But it's not feasible." 
"Agreed," Luke said.  "You'd be the first suspect in any attempt on Lihter's life.  

And that's a complication we don't need.  Not with the election so close."  Luke stood, his 
expression harsh.  "Do you wish me to handle the matter?" 



"No."  He crossed to his desk, pressed the intercom, and instructed Mrs. Todd to 
contact Bael Slater, another vampire among the kyne.   

"Mrs. Todd?" Luke asked after she clicked off.  "What happened to Aretha?"   
"We had a misunderstanding," Tiberius said.  "She thought that because I 

welcomed her into my bed, that I also welcomed her into my life." 
He had blamed himself for the young vampire's misinterpretation of the situation.  

He'd sought companionship and she'd provided it.  When he declined a repeat 
performance the next evening, she was upset.  That being the polite term for trashing a 
Picasso and threatening to stake him with the edge of the frame. 

He'd decided to avoid future misunderstandings by removing temptation.  Mrs. 
Todd had been turned by her son at the age of eighty-seven.  She was efficient, prompt, 
and not in the least bit attractive to him.  Or attracted to him, for that matter. 

It was the perfect scenario. 
"Slater's going to take care of the para-daemon issue," Luke said, returning to the 

business at hand.  "But I can't believe you summoned me simply as a sounding board." 
"There's something I need you to take care of." 
"Whatever you need." 
"Since the weren continue to remain my primary weakness, I need to know what 

my enemy is up to, before and after the chairmanship is determined." 
"You want to know what's going on in Lihter's head?" 
"Exactly." 
"Tucker?" 
 "Unfortunately, no.  I hoped that Tucker would be able to help, but Lihter isn't 

susceptible to the human's particular skill.  We tried.  We failed." 
"And that leaves you with a lack of intelligence about what's going on in the 

weren camp."   
"Maybe not.  There's a man.  A werewolf.  He's already provided me with enough 

tidbits of information to prove that he has  the potential to be an extremely valuable 
resource."   

"You want me to meet with him," Luke said.  "Simple enough.  When and where?  
And what's his name?" 

"Zermatt," Tiberius said, referring to the cozy Swiss town that, by tradition, was 
neutral territory in both the human and shadow worlds.  "Tonight.  And you won't be 
going alone. You'll be accompanying me." 

As expected, Luke looked surprised.  "It's been a few hundred years since you felt 
the need to supervise my missions."  

"There are circumstances.  He says that he has valuable information about Lihter, 
and he's agreed to be an ongoing source.  But in exchange for a favor." 

Luke's brow lifted.  "An informant with a knack for negotiating.  Sounds like 
you're going to have your hands full." 

"His daughter's been kidnapped.  He has reason to believe Lihter took her." 
"Why would Lihter want her?" 
"He says he doesn't know.  Obviously I don't believe him, but until we meet in 

person--until he trusts that I'll get her back--I doubt he'll tell me." 
"So who is he?" 



"His name's Cyrus Reinholt.  For years, he lived in Paris.  He had his own home, 
but with unencumbered access to the chateau," Tiberius added, referring to the ancient 
sprawling mansion that the werens used as their central location. 

"Past tense?" 
"He is currently in hiding." 
"From Lihter," Luke said, nodding.  "If Lihter's taken his daughter, that suggests 

that Reinholt has something Lihter wants.  Any idea what that is?" 
"Not yet.  Again, I expect the situation will become significantly more clear after 

we meet." 
Luke nodded.  "Considering he's hiding, I doubt his information is going to be 

useful." 
"A valid concern," Tiberius admitted.  "But I expect he'll have at least some 

information I can use.  And possibly access to other sources." 
"You do have another way in, you know." 
Tiberius heard the hint of hesitation in Luke's voice, and his head snapped up.  

"No," he said firmly.  "I don't."  
"Dammit, T.  You can use her.  Hell, you should use her." 
Her.  Caris. 
Within him, the daemon twisted and turned.  He'd had millennia to learn how to 

keep his daemon suppressed.  How to control it rather than have it control him.  And yet 
from the moment he'd met Caris, that control was never complete.   Every time she'd 
been in danger, that knowledge had not only ripped him to shreds but had threatened to 
release the daemon with the same vibrant fury that battered his will whenever he 
remembered the dark days of abuse at the slavemaster Claudius's hand.   

And now that Caris herself was weren, just as Claudius had been... 
He clenched his fists, battling the beast back down.  Love and hate.  Didn't the 

poets say they were like Janus?  Two sides, but ultimately the same?  Certainly in him 
they were the same at the core--both brought forth the most primitive of emotions, and he 
could think of neither Caris nor Claudius without falling victim to the thrashing of his 
daemon. 

"No," he said slowly, forcing himself to be calm.  To keep control as he'd learned 
so well to do.  "Absolutely not.  I won't use her." 

"She betrayed you to be with Gunnolf," Luke said.  "She can't be happy now that 
he's out and Lihter's in.  If you bring the right pressure to bear, she could be an asset." 

"She will have no part of this," Tiberius said, keeping the emotion from his voice 
even as he kept the memories out of his head.  The truth was she hadn't betrayed him--not 
like Luke believed, anyway.  But now was not the time to tell Luke the truth about Caris's 
secrets.  As far as Tiberius was concerned, that time would never come. 

"She probably wants Lihter removed as much as we do," Luke continued.  "No 
matter what she's done, no matter what's between you two, she is still a vampire."  

"No," Tiberius said, his voice carrying the weight of finality.  "She's taken to a 
werewolf's bed.  Her loyalties lie elsewhere. " 

A muscle in Luke's jaw twitched, then he nodded, just the briefest dip of his head.  
"It's your call.  I won't mention her again." 

"Good," he said, and he meant it.  He appreciated Luke's silence, but knew that it 
wouldn't help.  Because no matter how much he wished her away, Caris stayed locked in 



his thoughts, and he fought the memory of her every single day, mourning what they'd 
once shared, and knowing that it was lost forever. 

And when one was immortal, forever lasted a very long time. 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THREE 
 

The Alpine bar was dark, so dark that it was hard to see the faces of the men and 
women huddled around tall tables or leaning against the centuries-old bar, looking for a 
drink or a good time or both. 

Caris stood in deepest shadows, back in the far corner, beyond the dart board and 
the Karaoke stage where a Teutonic male croaked out the Beatles' Help! in broken 
English. 

He spread his arms wide, gyrated his hips, and mangled the chorus.  Caris 
cringed, and in a moment of rare charity hoped that he hadn't come to get laid, because no 
woman in the bar looked drunk enough to take him home.  And that said a lot since most 
of the people in the small bar smelled of sex and lust and pure, animal heat. So much so, 
in fact, that the power of their passion seemed to cling to her, making her skin heat and 
her hunger build. 

But she hadn't come for sex.  She'd come for something entirely different. 
Caris had come to kill. 
Slowly, she scoured the faces of the men in the bar, looking for the one from the 

picture, the darkness no hindrance to her preternatural vision.  He was supposed to be in 
Zermatt this night, though she didn't know where.  Zermatt was a small town, though, and 
she was thorough, the image of his face from the dossier now burned into her mind. 

Until she'd received that information from the investigator she'd hired, she'd never 
even seen his face--during her captivity he'd taken care to hide his features and mask his 
scent--and when she'd first seen his picture, she was surprised by how tame he looked.     

She knew better.  According to the dossier, the weren's name was Cyrus Reinholt.  
By all accounts he was an average werewolf, but before he'd been bit, he'd been a 
scientist in Germany.  She remembered the injections, the studious way her captor had 
recorded her reactions.  Please.  Let her have finally found the right one. 

For nineteen years, she'd followed so many leads, only to find that she'd been 
stalking the wrong prey. 

This time though... 
By the gods, this time she had to be right.  One more false lead and she feared she 

would snap.  Orion had told her over and over she should simply quit.  Pack it in.  Throw 
in the towel and all those other cutesy sayings for giving up, because killing the one 



who'd done this to her wouldn't change anything.  But she couldn't.  She wouldn't.  That 
would mean that he would have won.  That he'd taken her perfect life and ripped it into 
tiny pieces.  That he'd turned her into something new.  Something reviled.  Something 
toxic. 

And that was unacceptable.  There was a price for pain. 
Tonight, he'd learn just how heavy a price her pain had borne. 
One by one, she examined the faces in the bar, ignoring the two blond male 

vampires hunched in a corner.  She wasn't interested in other vamps.  Not tonight.   
She let her eyes pass over the females, focusing only on the men.  The breadth of 

their chests.  The cut of their shoulders.  Searching for a man with a bulky frame and the 
same dark hair and thin mustache reflected on the dossier picture. 

He wasn't there.  
Goddammit all, he wasn't there. 
With a series of curses burning her tongue, she whirled around.  Maybe he was in 

another bar.  Maybe he was hiking the damn Matterhorn.  Maybe the universe was 
playing one big nasty trick on her. 

Didn't matter, she thought as a man slipped in front of her, heading for the bar.  
She knew he'd come to Zermatt.  Ultimately she'd find him.  Ultimately, she'd--   

Tiberius? 
It wasn't him, of course.  Not the man she'd once loved with every breath in her 

body.  The man who'd ripped her heart to shreds. 
The man in front of her wasn't Tiberius.  But the midnight black hair and infinite 

eyes had caught her attention as surely as Tiberius's had that first night when she'd 
glimpsed him in her father's house, a stranger offering his services as a warrior.  The 
resemblance was striking, and for the briefest of moments, her throat tightened and her 
pulse burned, violent anger warring with the deepest of desire. 

"Buy you a drink?" the man in front of her asked, and when he spoke the illusion 
faded.  His was the voice of a man who picked up women in bars.  Definitely not 
Tiberius. 

She paused, looked him slowly up and down, then continued toward the door.   
He fell in step beside her despite the brush-off.  Apparently, he was either 

stubborn or stupid.   
"You're alone," he said. 
"Your powers of perception are mind-boggling."  She kept on walking. 
"A woman like you shouldn't be alone." 
She stopped, then slowly turned to face him.  "And what kind of woman is that?" 
"A beautiful one." 
"Trust me," she said.  "It's a deadly beauty." 
"I know."  He was looking at her hard, and she could smell the truth on him.  He 

knew what she was, and damned if that didn't excite him.  The prospect of blood teased 
her daemon, the dark malevolence that lived deep inside every vampire, and her hunger 
grew.   

The wolf stirred, too.  The secret beast inside her.  He'd made her this way, and 
she'd come to kill in payment for his dirty little tricks.  For turning her into walking 
death.  An outsider in her own damn world. 

For making her a hybrid. 



Can't go there, Caris.  Don't even think it. 
"I want what you can give."  He looked at her with eyes wide and wild, like a 

junkie staring into a candy jar filled with meth.  
"Death?" 
"The rush."  His chest rose and fell with his breath, the scent of desire wafting off 

him.  He licked his lips and took a step toward her.  "I know what you are," he said, then 
tilted his head to the side.  "Feed." 

Something raw and angry welled inside her.  "You have no idea what I am," she 
said.  "You don't have a goddamned clue." 

"You're a vampire." 
The word hit her with the force of a slap, and she stepped closer, so close she 

could feel the heat of his excitement rising from his bone-pale skin.  "I'm not," she said.  
"Not anymore."   

She looked into those dark eyes and saw the fear growing, a fear that fed and 
fueled her, that primed her and begged her to take, take, take.  To get revenge.  Against 
the man she hunted, yes. But more against the man who'd loved her up until the day he'd 
banished her.  She wanted to give Tiberius the big Fuck You.  And right now...right now 
it was this guy standing in front of her.  This guy, waiting for her to take his blood, his 
life... 

She fought it down, fought it back. 
Not now.  Not when she was on the hunt. 
"Go," she said, pressing her palm against his chest and pushing him away from 

her.  "Find yourself a less dangerous game to play."   
He went, hurrying back into the shadows of the bar to find another playmate. 
She shook her head, sorting her thoughts, making a plan.  She'd hit the next bar, 

then the one after that if she had to.  She'd find her quarry.  She'd come to this town with 
a purpose, and she didn't intend to be distracted.  Not even by the goddamned memories 
of Tiberius. 

It took a few minutes to navigate through the crowd, people pressed together, 
their hot breath warming the air, the scent of sweating bodies beneath thick sweaters 
teasing her senses.  Humanity, all around her and the scent of it both taunted and 
saddened her.  She'd been human once, too, but Tiberius had changed all that.  He'd 
promised her forever and she'd believed him. 

She'd been a fool. 
She burst through the door, and the cold air stung her cheeks and cooled her 

thoughts.  She started down the street toward the next pub, snow crunching beneath her 
feet. 

A scream ripped through the night as if echoing her own need to rend and tear.  
She told herself to ignore it--not her problem.  But the smell of fear permeated the air.  
Whatever was happening, it was close.  And, dammit all, she was already heading that 
direction. 

She found them in the alley behind the bar--the two vamps and the idiot patron 
with Tiberius's eyes.  One of the vamps leaned lazily against the rough-hewn wooden 
wall while the other held the human in a mockery of a lover's embrace, his teeth sunk 
deep into the male's flesh. 



She started to turn away--she wasn't the PEC.  It wasn't her job to arrest vamps 
who ran around feeding on humans, even dumbass ones who'd been begging for trouble.  
Especially not dumbass ones who reminded her of Tiberius.  And wasn't there some sort 
of sweet justice in seeing the life sucked out of him? 

She watched for a second, breathing in the scent of fear, the aroma of death.  She 
watched, and then she cursed.   

Goddammit all. 
Three long strides and she was right in front of them.  "Funny," she said, speaking 

to the one with his fangs buried in flesh.  "He doesn't look like a licensed faunt." 
"Not your business, little girl," the one with his mouth free said.  "Not unless 

you're interested in sharing." 
She faced him, her hand going to her hip, pushing the leather of her coat back, 

revealing the knife she habitually wore there.  "I don't think we've been introduced," she 
said.  "I'm Caris." 

"Caris?" 
She actually saw him swallow, and she had to bite back a smile.  Apparently her 

reputation was worth something even up here on the Matterhorn. 
"You should go if you want to live." 
She didn't have to repeat herself.  The one who'd been holding up the wall cut and 

run.  The other dropped the human, wiped the blood off his lips with the back of his hand, 
and then backed out of the alley, his eyes fixed on her as if she might just jump him for 
spite.   

Any other night, and she might have done just that. 
The human slumped to the ground, his cheek pressed against a slush of dirty 

snow.  She could hear his pulse, weak but steady.  She walked away, leaving him to the 
cold, but she pulled out her cell phone and had information connect her to the pub.  She 
told the bartender who answered that there was a man in his alley bleeding from the neck.  
Just her little charitable contribution for the day. 

She paused to look up and down the bahnhofstrasse.  She lifted her chin, sniffing 
the cold air out of habit.  She expected nothing--so far her luck hadn't exactly been 
stellar--and was surprised to catch a scent.  Musky.  Animal.   

Weren.  
Not necessarily the one she hunted, couldn't get her hopes up yet.  But she turned 

left, following the scent up the hill, through twisting streets and finally out of the village 
and up a hiking path into the mountains.  She slowed her step, wary.  Was she walking 
into a trap?  Or had Reinholt come into the trees to change?  To romp and hunt? 

To her left, she saw a sign pointing toward a picnic area.  The scent was stronger 
now, even despite the snow that was beginning to fall in earnest, and she increased her 
pace, realizing she was gaining on him.  Behind the blanket of clouds, the moon hung 
heavy in the sky--not full, but waxing gibbous--and the animal within was relishing the 
hunt. She could feel the wolf growing inside her. Could feel it begging to come out, 
especially now that she was on edge, sweet revenge almost upon her.   

Unlike a regular weren, she didn't change at moonrise on the night of a full moon.  
The vampire part of her fought that.  But it was only an advantage of a few hours.  Still, 
those hours had helped keep her secret when she was living with the pack.  Once they 



changed, they could care less about her, and she could sneak off to a specially sealed cell 
and lock herself in. 

Right now, though, the moon was days from full, and she had control over the 
wolf.  It had been a long time since the wolf had burst out when there wasn't a full moon. 

But trapped though it was, it was still clamoring for release.  So was her daemon, 
too.  Primed from the blood and charged from the memories--it wanted nothing more 
than the kill. 

She moved in silence, following the path around a copse of trees and then 
stopping short as she entered the small clearing--he was there, standing beside a snow-
covered picnic table.  And he hadn't yet realized she was behind him. 

Her hand went to her knife.  She had a gun, too.  A small revolver tucked in at the 
small of her back.  Five silver bullets.  They'd kill a werewolf dead enough, but this was 
one kill Caris wanted to make with her hands, not with a gun.  And definitely not her 
fangs--the thought of her mouth closing over this pile of flesh made her ill.  In her 
fantasies, she'd considered slicing herself and letting the acid blood he'd given her burn 
through his body.  There was poetic justice there, but she still didn't want it. 

No for this kill, she wanted a blade.  One quick motion across his throat--face to 
face so she could see his expression, and watch as he understood that the time had come 
to pay for his sins.  Risky, she knew that.  If he saw her face, a percipient daemon could 
pull out that image.  But the weather was getting harsher, and she already knew that 
Switzerland had no percipient daemon on staff.  It would be hours before the body was 
found.  Time was her ally.  And what she wanted was worth the risk. 

She stepped forward, no longer caring about stealth.  She wanted a fight. Craved 
it, in fact.  Her daemon wanted to play.  And so long as the weren ended up dead, she was 
more than happy to let her daemon get out and stretch its legs.    

 But right then, Reinholt turned, and a flicker of joy passed through her as she saw 
the recognition--and the fear--in his eyes.   

She tensed, but didn't lunge.  Didn't move forward, didn't attack, and for a split 
second she wondered at her hesitation.  This was the weren she'd been looking for.  The 
son-of-a-bitch who'd destroyed her life, her love.   

Inside, the daemon growled, wanting blood.  Her body itched to leap, the wolf 
within wanting to rip, to destroy.   

Still, though, she didn't move, and as the blood boiling in her head calmed, she 
realized why. It wasn't the kill she wanted--not right away.  It was answers. 

"Why?" 
The question came out as a whisper, but she knew he heard it.  Even so, he didn't 

answer. 
"Tell me what I want to know, and maybe I'll let you live."  It was a lie she didn't 

regret telling. 
"Let me live?"  He reached into his coat and pulled out a gun.  Not something she 

usually feared, but this was the one man in all the world who would know what type of 
bullet would hurt her.  Wooden bullets coated in silver.  A weapon designed to kill either 
a vampire or a werewolf.  Or both. 

"You."  He held the gun steady.  His finger moved on the trigger, and in that same 
instant, she launched herself sideways.  The bullet sang out, burning through the leather 



sleeve of her coat, slicing into the flesh of her arm and raising a line of crimson that 
bubbled and burned through the leather of her jacket. 

He'd hurt her, but he hadn't killed her.  He'd fucked up there big-time. 
She fell back into the snow and rolled, and when she came up, she had her own 

gun in her hands.   
In the back of her mind, she registered approaching footfalls, moving faster than a 

human, but she couldn't worry about that now.  He was about to get off another round, 
and this was about survival.  She fired one shot at his head, and he stumbled backwards, a 
neat little hole in his skull.  She stood, aimed, and put another through his heart, knocking 
him to the ground. 

The man she'd come to kill was dead, but somehow she didn't feel any better. 
She drew herself up, ignoring the pain in her arm and the putrid scent of acid 

eating through leather.  Someone was coming.  She needed to go. 
And then she heard her name, and her heart quivered in her chest. 
"Caris!" he said again. 
She turned, not wanting to, but compelled to see his face.  Because she knew that 

voice.  Knew that man.  And when she looked at him, it took her breath away. 
"Dammit, Caris, what the hell have you done? 
She forced herself to smile, an outward picture of calm control even though inside 

she was shaking.  "Hello, Tiberius," she said.  "It's been a very, very long time." 
 


