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About This Book



She was supposed to be guarding the curvy little human, not falling in love with her.

Angie

When my boss assigns me bodyguard duty for a politician’s daughter, I’m expecting a rich, spoiled princess. Instead, my new client is a quirky and independent cupcake shop owner. The minute I scent her I know I’m in big trouble. Suzie Harrington is my fated mate, and I have a bad feeling that I’m not going to be able to resist her for long.

Suzie

My father has gotten on the wrong side of the Russians, and now he’s insisting that I have a protective detail. I agree to one bodyguard – and what a bodyguard she is! Angie Albecu is strong, beautiful, and a vampire! She takes my safety seriously, but the one thing she can’t protect is my heart.

“Guarding the Senator’s Daughter” is an instalove paranormal romantic comedy. This lighthearted lesbian romance includes strong women, shape shifter matchmakers, a touch of adventure, and a steamy but sweet happily ever after.

About the Sapphic Security series: They served their country as part of an elite force of supernatural soldiers. When their time in the military ends, these lesbians create Sapphic Security, providing protective and investigation services to those in need. They're fit, they're funny, and they're...vampires. And shifters too. There's only one rule: don't fall in love with the clients. Oops. They really need to change that rule, because these sexy women are finally finding love with their fated mates.

Be sure to check out a free preview of Reba Bale’s lesbian romance “The Divorcee’s First Time” at the end of this book!


Dedication



This book is dedicated to everyone who watched “Buffy the Vampire Slayer” and thought, “Wouldn’t it be nice if there was a hot vampire who fell in love with me?”


Join Reba Bale's Newsletter



Want a free book? Join my weekly newsletter and you’ll receive a fun subscriber gift. I promise I will only email you when there are new releases, free books, or special sales you’ll want to see.

Visit my newsletter sign-up page at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbian to join today.


Chapter 1: Angie



“Angie!”

I rolled my eyes as I looked up from my computer and headed towards my supervisor’s office.

“You barked, Boss?”

“Ha ha, that never gets old.”

Lois was a wolf shifter. A few weeks past fifty, she was tall and broad and built like a tank. She’d gone a little soft since turning civilian, but she was still fitter than most people her age, even without her shifter genetics. She kept her black and silver hair cut short in a boy cut. As usual, she was dressed in green camo pants, a tight white tank top, and shit-kicker boots. It was forty-five and raining out, but Lois always ran hot.

I plopped down in one of the guest chairs across from her glass and chrome desk and waited, meeting her gaze steadily. I had a reputation for being a grumpy asshole on the best of days, and Lois liked to bust my chops a little. I wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction today.

She broke first.

“I’ve got a job for you, Angie. Protection detail.”

“What’s the four-one-one?” I asked, using the shorthand for ‘information’.

Lois slid a file across the desk, and I noticed that she’d been chewing on her fingernails again. Her wife and business partner Monique had forced her to quit smoking, and she’d been chewing on her paws ever since.

“A local bakery owner needs a bodyguard for a few weeks. Her name is Suzannah Harrington. She runs the Sweet Cupcakes shop.”

“Bakery owner?” I stared at my boss, wondering if this was a joke. “Why is someone after her, did she steal a secret meringue recipe?”

Lois frowned. “You don’t put meringue in a cupcake, dipshit.”

“I think you can,” I argued just to argue. Honestly, I wasn’t even sure what meringue was. And I’d never been a fan of sweet things.

Lois took a breath, no doubt calling on her patience. She was rough around the edges, just like me, and she didn’t need to be sensitive or politically correct with me. That said, she’d had to learn to tone things down for the paying customers. We all had.

Sapphic Security was rapidly growing into one of the most prominent security companies in the country, but Seattle was still a small town in many ways, and reputation was everything.

Our company had offices in New York, Chicago, New Orleans, Washington DC, Los Angeles, and Seattle. We were kind of a big deal, honestly and I’d been grateful to get a job with such a well-respected company, especially one that was owned by women. Especially one owned by supes and made up of mostly lesbians.

I’d had my pick of Sapphic Security offices when I finished my twenty and retired from the military. Of course, I had chosen Seattle. As a vampire, I appreciated a place where the sun rarely shone. Besides, the gloomy environment suited my personality.

“So why does this bakery owner need a bodyguard then?”

“Her father is Senator Harrington.”

Lois said that like I was supposed to know what it meant. When she didn’t add any other information I said, “Who’s Senator Harrington?”

“Christ on a cracker, read the news sometimes, wouldja? Senator Harrington is one of the two Senators in Washington State. He brokered a deal to send a shitload of weapons to Ukraine, and some of those weapons were used to take out an entire town right over the Russian border. Putin has put a price on the guy’s head in retaliation, and Harrington is worried they’ll go for his daughter.”

“That’s what I would do.”

“Duh that’s what anyone would do. Anyway, Harrington and his detail are coming in with the daughter to brief us, then you’ll be with her twenty-four seven until this thing blows over. Your cover story is that you’re an old friend from college who’s staying with Harrington while you get over a bad relationship. You’re totally heart-broken.”

I groaned. Like I’d need help getting over a relationship. Then again, I’d never even had a relationship, not really. When I had an itch to scratch, I’d go to a dyke bar and find someone who was down for a little fun.

“Why isn’t Daddy’s team watching her?” I asked.

“They’re paid for by the feds, a Secret Service contractor, and the feds don’t think Daddy’s Little Girl is at risk. Dumbasses. Honestly, I think this assignment isn’t exciting enough for them.”

“I don’t want to babysit a cupcake baker either,” I protested. “That’s going to be boring as shit.”

Lois gave me her patented ‘you’re dancing on my last nerve’ look. I’d seen that particular look quite a lot over the many years that we’d known each other.

“Think of it this way, you can learn how to bake. Maybe put on a few pounds while you’re at it. I know you were trying to gain weight.”

As a vamp, my metabolism was super high, and I had a hard time keeping weight on.

“I wanted to gain muscle, not weight,” I corrected.

“Potato, po-tahto,” she said dismissively. “Read the file. The asset will be here in an hour.”

I reviewed the file carefully, learning all I could about Suzannah Harrington. Thirty-two years old, she’d grown up in a family of local political royalty. Her father was a senator, her mother was a federal judge, and her grandfather had been the mayor of Seattle back in the day. She’d gone to private school before attending some fancy Ivy League school. After getting her MBA, she had returned to Seattle to open a cupcake shop.

There wasn’t a picture in the file, but I imagined she’d be tall and thin, with a full face of make-up and designer duds. She probably sat in some fancy office somewhere directing all the poor fools who toiled away in her kitchens.

If there was one thing I hated, it was snobby rich people. Maybe it was because I’d grown up in a small town where the line between the haves and have-nots was the railroad tracks, and if you were from the wrong side of those tracks, you were second class citizens. Not that anyone in my hometown had the kind of money the Harringtons had.

My computer dinged, letting me know it was time to head to the conference room. Sapphic Security was located in a squat, ugly building in an industrial area not far from the docks. The air outside the building always smelled vaguely fishy.

I knew that Lois would have them in the only conference room that had windows. That’s where she saw all the most important non-Vampire clients. Grabbing a pad of paper, a pen, and the file I’d been given earlier, I strolled towards the conference room.

Two hulking security guys stood on either side of the door. I sniffed. They were humans. One held a hand up as I tried to walk past them.

“Name?” he barked.

Quicker than he could process, I grabbed one of his fingers and pulled it back just enough to make him grunt in pain. His eyes flew to my lips, widening in alarm as he watched my fangs extend down in sharp points.

“None of your fucking business is my name. Now get out of my way.”

“Angie!” Lois growled from behind me. “Quit playing with the humans, we have work to do.”

Dropping the guy’s hand, I followed my boss into the conference room. Another security guy was standing in the corner. Like the ones in the hallway, he was a hulking white guy with a black suit and an earpiece. These dudes were walking clichés. They looked like they’d stepped out of an action movie.

An older couple sat at the table. I recognized the Senator as soon as I walked in, just from flashes on the television when I was at the gym. He was a white guy with an expensive suit and a haircut that likely cost more than my car. His handsome face creased into a smile as we walked in, but it didn’t reach his eyes.

“Hello, I’m Senator Harrington,” he said smoothly. Apparently, the guy didn’t have a first name. “This is my wife, Sonia.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said politely.

See? I had at least some social skills. I didn’t need to sniff them to know that the Senator and his wife were human. If they weren’t, they wouldn’t need security.

I looked around, then looked at my boss. “Where’s the asset?”

“My daughter had to step into the hallway to take a call,” Harrington said.

His wife still hadn’t said a word.

“Oh, there she is now.”

The door opened and every cell in my body froze for a moment in shock.

“Hi,” the woman said with a bright smile. “I’m Suzie Harrington.”

My mental image of Suzannah Harrington couldn’t have been more wrong. She was short, maybe an inch or two over five feet, with curves for days. Her long blonde hair was pulled up in a high ponytail, with several tendrils escaping to frame her face.

Brown eyes sparkled with life against her pale face, and she had the cutest little bow mouth. There was a little smudge of what I was pretty sure was flour on her left cheek.

Instead of designer duds she was wearing a dress covered in a cupcake print. The dress hugged her generous breasts and tapered in at the waist before flowing out over her curvy hips and ending just above the knee. Her legs were bare other than the red Keds she wore on her feet – without socks.

I took a deep breath and resisted the push of my fangs against my lips.

Suzannah Harrington was adorable. Sunshine personified. And my fated mate.

Christ on a cracker, as my boss would say. I was in big trouble.


Chapter 2 - Suzie



“Hi. I’m Suzie Harrington.”

I walked over to the new arrival with my hand outstretched, my smile faltering when the woman just ignored my greeting. Her face had the oddest expression, she looked super pissed off, but also kind of…surprised?

Whatever she was feeling, there was no question that Angie Albecu was stunning. She was tall and thin, almost too thin, but her arms were nicely muscled. Her breasts were small but perky, just enough for me to get a handful.

Oh wait, she was my bodyguard. I would not be getting a handful of anything on her body.

Pity though. Sleek dark brown hair that was almost black fell to her shoulders and her eyes were dark as well, fringed with thick lashes that I was totally jealous of. Her lips were full and kissable, stained a dark red that stood out in contrast to her pale skin.

Angie was pale even by Seattle standards. Her skin was almost translucent.

“Angie!”

Her boss Lois jabbed her in the ribs, bringing Angie out of her stupor.

“What’s wrong with you?” Lois asked, studying her employee carefully. Her eyes suddenly widened. “Oh. Oh no. Maybe we should re-assign…”

“No!” Angie’s voice was sharp as she looked at Lois. “It’s fine. I’m fine.”

What was going on here?

Angie moved closer to me, giving me a smile that looked one hundred percent fake.

“Hello Miss Harrington,” she said politely. “I’m Angie, I’ll be your protective agent for the rest of your -– um, for now.”

I’d had the oddest sense that she’d been about to say, ‘for the rest of your life’.

“You don’t think this will go on long, do you?” I asked, suddenly alarmed.

I wasn’t thrilled about having a bodyguard, but my father was so worried about me I’d decided just to suck it up and give him some peace of mind. Him having peace of mind would get him off my ass for a while. I figured things would blow over in a week or two. I doubted that Russian assassins were going to come after me. I mean, this was real life not some movie, right?

Angie was watching me so carefully it was almost unnerving. Meanwhile Lois was watching Angie just as carefully. I glanced over at my parents, but they were both staring at their smart phones, completely oblivious to the tension in the room. Typical.

“We never know how long these things might last,” Lois told me smoothly. “But rest assured that Sapphic Security stands ready to help you for as long as you need it.”

“Does she know the cover story?” Angie asked.

“No, we hadn’t gotten that far yet,” Lois said.

“I’m going to be posing as your girlfriend,” Angie told me quickly.

Lois gave her a frown. Meanwhile I felt a jolt of awareness travel through me. Girlfriend? Hell yeah. Angie was hotter than any girlfriend I’d ever had, that’s for sure. I wouldn’t mind playing pretend with her.

“What if my friends think I’m straight?” I asked curiously.

Angie’s eyes shot to my chest. When I looked down, I saw that my nipples were standing at attention just from talking about her being my girlfriend. Bad nipples!

“No one thinks you’re straight, sunshine.”

Her voice was cocky, and I wanted to be annoyed. Then again, she was right. Her comment made my father look up and send me a stern frown.

“We don’t like to talk about all that,” he chided us both.

I loved my father, well, as much as I could love a narcissist who was terminally disappointed in me, but Dad was a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ kind of guy. Over the last ten years since I’d come out, he’d warmed up to the idea of me being a lesbian, but he still wasn’t thrilled about it. He considered it a dirty little secret.

Angie’s face hardened and she stepped in front of me protectively, staring him down. To my shock, he looked away, suitably chastised. She hadn’t even opened her mouth. That was impressive. I needed to learn how to do that staring thing.

“Let’s talk logistics,” Lois said briskly, breaking the tension in the room.

We spent the next hour going over the plan. Angie was an old friend from college who I’d reconnected with on a trip to Washington D.C. last month. She was coming to stay with me to see if our relationship could work long-term. Since she was between jobs, she was also going to help out at the bakery to give her an excuse to be with me during working hours.

It sounded like a good plan. Except the part where we were together twenty-four/seven. I was a little concerned about that. If we spent that much time together, I was afraid I was going to throw myself at her or something. There was something so compelling about Angie. I was having a hard time focusing on anything besides her bright red lips.

We finally wrapped up and my parents left, flanked by their bodyguards, leaving me alone with Lois and Angie. I stood by awkwardly while they seemed to have a silent conversation.

“Are you going to follow me to the bakery then?” I asked. “Or meet me there?”

Angie turned and gave me a stern look that made my panties damn near melt. Her nose twitched.

“From now on, you don’t go anywhere alone,” she said. “Wherever you go, I go.”

“What if I have to go to the bathroom?” I sassed.

“I’ll wait outside the door.”

“Ew. No way. You are not standing outside listening to me pee. Or worse. I agreed to go along with this ridiculous idea to make my father happy, but I have to draw the line somewhere.”

“Have you ever been to a Russian prison, Suzannah?” Angie’s voice was cold.

“I prefer Suzie, and no.”

“It’s not a pleasant place, trust me on this. A sweet little thing like you would not last long.”

“What is this? Some bad thriller on Netflix? No one’s putting me in a Russian prison. I haven’t broken any laws.”

“But your father has, in the eyes of the Russian government, and they would not hesitate to come after you to punish your father.”

“I believe in the power of positivity,” I said cheerily. “Everything always works out for me. I’m totally safe.”

Lois rolled in her lips like she was trying not to laugh, but for some reason I didn’t think it was directed at me.

“You will be safe,” Angie said seriously. “Because I’ll be with you at all times until this situation is resolved. Now give me your keys. Someone will store your car in our garage downstairs, and we’ll take one of the company vehicles.”

“I want to take my own car,” I protested.

“Is it bullet proof?”

“No.”

“Has it been engineered to pick up speed faster and surpass normal speed limits?”

“No. But it has extra cupholders and it’s connected to my phone so I can play my favorite songs when I drive. Also, it’s this really cute light blue color.”

Angie let out a long-suffering sigh.

“This is what fate brings me?” she asked Lois.

“You can’t question fate. Do you think I ever would have picked Monique out for myself?” she asked with a fake shudder. “The woman wears pink lipstick and paints her fingernails.”

“I’m confused, what are we talking about here?” I asked.

Angie shot me another one of those inscrutable looks. “I’ll tell you all about it once I’ve secured your shop and your residence. Now come with me.”

She reached out and grabbed my hand and I gasped. It was like touching a live wire. Angie came to a dead stop and stared down at our hands, then looked over at her boss.

“I’m so fucked.”


Chapter 3 - Angie



We drove through the city streets in silence. Suzie’s sweet scent filled the car, making me edgy. My fangs pressed against my lips as the demon inside me urged me to claim my mate.

I had heard about fated mates of course. Every supe had. The shifters were particularly in love with the concept. The vampires were quieter about it, but we still felt it. I’d thought maybe the stories were exaggerated, but when I’d locked eyes on Suzie, I’d known the truth.

She was my fated mate and I wasn’t going to rest until I had claimed her.

That was a huge problem. For one thing, I didn’t want a mate. I’d never even had a long-term girlfriend. I liked my life just as it was. More importantly, I was being paid to keep her safe. One hundred percent of my focus needed to be on protecting her.

I couldn’t protect her if I was fucking her brains out. I needed to keep my vamp side quiet until this was all over. Then I would figure out what to do about the mate thing.

I had no idea what I was going to do about the mate thing…

I also had no idea how to tell Suzie about my true nature. The supernatural world existed parallel to the human world. We were not a secret exactly, but we were not open about it either.

Our leaders encouraged us to pass as humans as much as possible so as to not incite some kind of species war. There were strict laws about biting or showing our true form to people who did not give consent. More than one supe had found themselves living in one of the special prisons for our kind that were buried deep under the Earth after losing control of their beasts.

It was okay to reveal yourself to your mate of course. The question was, how to go about it?

Suzie lived in a hip little neighborhood that was full of cute little shots and restaurants that had like ten tables and charged you fifty bucks for a couple of bites of food artfully arranged on a piece of lettuce. I hated pretentious restaurants.

I followed Suzie’s direction to park in one of the spots at the back of the building. Her shop took up the bottom floor of one of those old Victorian homes, and she had an apartment upstairs. I’d been surprised when reading her file to see she lived so modestly. I expected her to live in some McMansion in one of the hoity toity neighborhoods.

“This is my shop,” she said, gesturing towards the front of the windows. “I just need to pop in and make sure everything is okay with my team.”

I grabbed my ‘go bag’, a small duffel filled with several changes of clothing, toiletries, my surveillance equipment and a few other necessities, and followed her inside. Sweet Cupcakes was the kind of place I had expected: very pink and very girlie.

I started scanning the place for threats the minute we walked in, mostly out of force of habit.

One half of the visible space was taken up by a long glass display case with about a million different cupcakes in it. There was a cash register on the other side, making an ‘L’ shape that separated the public area from what I assumed was the kitchens. A small dining room with bistro tables and pink cushioned chairs filled out the space. The walls were pink, covered with framed pictures of cartoon cupcakes, and the windows had cupcake-themed curtains.

The woman behind the counter greeted Suzie as we walked in. She was probably in her mid-forties with dishwater blonde hair pulled up into a messy bun at the top of her head. Beneath her pink Sweet Cupcakes apron she was wearing black leggings and a black shirt, black converse on her feet. It was a very Seattle outfit.

“Hey Boss,” she called out to Suzie with a smile. “How was your appointment?”

Her eyes darted to me, looking curious. Suzie tracked the effort, her face turning the slightest bit of pink.

“It was good Ramona, thanks. I would like to introduce you to my…friend Angie. Angie, this is my store manager, Ramona.”

I snaked my arm around Suzie’s waist, pulling her close. She made a tiny little squeak that I somehow found adorable.

“Friend? I think you mean ‘girlfriend’ honey bunch.” I leaned my head closer as if I was nipping at her ear and whispered, “Be natural.”

Suzie softened against me, and I couldn’t help but notice the way she felt perfect in my arms. I pressed my fingers into the soft skin of her hip and breathed in her delicious scent.

“I didn’t know you had a girlfriend,” Ramona said curiously.

“It’s new,” Suzie said, remembering our cover story. “Angie and I are old friends. We ran into each other a couple of weeks ago when I went back to Washington D.C. to attend that event for my father and, well, we both felt decidedly less friendly this time around.”

“Aw, that’s nice Suzie, I’m happy for you.”

I was struck by how much the older woman clearly liked her boss. Suzie wasn’t the snobby rich girl I’d imagined.

“Do you need anything before we go upstairs?” Suzie asked her employee.

“Naw, we’re good down here. You girls have a good night.”

“Feel free to pick out a couple of cupcakes to take with us,” Suzie offered me.

“No thanks I don’t really like sweets.”

The baker came to a dead stop, her mouth opening wide in shock. “You don’t like sweets?” she asked, “Or you don’t like cupcakes?”

“Neither.”

“So, you don’t like candy?”

“No.”

“What about ice cream?” she asked.

I frowned, unsure why we were still talking about this. “No, not really.”

“What do you like for a treat then?”

It was on the tip of my tongue to say ‘pussy’, but I was pretty sure that answer wouldn’t go over well.

“I usually work out.”

“You consider that a treat?”

“Yes.”

Ramona and Suzie were both staring at me by this point. Ramona snorted in obvious amusement.

“Oh no, I’m not sure how long this relationship is going to last. Hating sweets just might be a deal-breaker.”

Suzie led me through a pair of swinging doors into a large industrial kitchen. Enormous mixers sat on several of the surfaces, and trays of cupcakes sat cooling on racks. In the corner, large bags of flour and sugar were stacked on stainless steel shelves next to what looked like a walk-in cooler. The space was immaculately clean.

“This is where we do all the baking,” Suzie explained. “I usually come down and get started between four and four thirty, then I have another baker who starts at six.”

“Four-thirty in the morning?” I yelped. “How do you do that?”

She shrugged. “I’ve always been an early riser, and I love what I do.”

She led me through the back door and up a set of stairs. “My apartment is right here,” she said as she dug a set of keys out of her giant purse.

She swung the door open, but I knew better than to try to cross the invisible barrier into her home.

“Invite me in.”

“Huh?” She looked confused.

“Invite me into your home please Suzie.”

“What are you talking about, you know you’re welcome.”

“I need you to say the words, say ‘come in’ please. I can’t come in without an explicit invitation.”

She stood in the entryway staring at me like I was nuts. “I don’t understand, why do you need a special invitation?”

“Because I’m a vampire.”


Chapter 4 - Suzie



Alaugh fell out of my mouth before I could stop it.

“Yeah, right.”

When Angie stood on the stoop staring at me evenly, my smile faded. I took in her pale white skin and red-stained lips and remembered a conversation I’d overheard when I’d just turned seven.

***

“Vampires and werewolves Jack, really?”

My father had just returned from his first session as a senator representing the state of Washington, and he and my mother were having a drink on the couch after I’d gone to bed. Something had woken me up – I wasn’t sure what – and I’d been coming downstairs for a drink of water when my mother’s words stopped me in my tracks.

“I didn’t believe it either, until I saw the classified military documents. Not only are vampires and werewolves real but there are other kinds of shifters out there too, living among us in plain sight.”

“Like what?”

“Bears. Lions. Jaguars. There’s even God damned bird shifters!”

My father sounded disgusted.

“How come people don’t know about this?” my mother had asked.

“There are longstanding treaties between the supernaturals and the countries of the world. Their leaders agreed to manage their own kind, make sure they don’t reveal themselves to unsuspecting citizens or turn people into monster freaks without permission, and we don’t come after them. Or them after us. I’ve seen a couple of them shift forms and it’s the most amazing thing you can imagine. They’re incredibly strong and fast. They even have their own units in the military that fight alongside the full humans.”

“Monsters are real?”

My parents both turned at my shocked cry. Mom hurried over, pulling me into a hug.

“No of course not, sweetie. Daddy was just telling me about, um, a movie he saw when he was visiting Washington D.C. It was too scary for little girls. Now let’s get you a drink of water and then I’ll tuck you back into bed.”

***

“It’s true? Vampires are real?” I asked Angie.

“Yes.”

“And shifters?”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you supposed to keep it secret or something?”

“Generally, but we’re allowed to tell people if there’s a reason to do so, like when I’m protecting someone and they leave me stuck out on the porch because they haven’t invited me in.”

“Oh sorry, Angie please come into my home,” I said formally. “You have my permission.”

Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I saw the air in the doorway shimmer before Angie stepped inside.

“I have questions.”

She held up her hand. “Let me look around first.”

Angie dropped her duffle bag onto the kitchen floor and rooted around until she found something that looked like a small wand. I’d been around my father’s security team enough times to recognize it as something that scanned for listening devices.

Angie pressed one finger to her lips, encouraging me to stay silent. I nodded, following her around as she did a security sweep through my small apartment. When we returned to the kitchen, she gave me a nod.

“We’re clear.”

“Have a seat,” I said, pointing at the kitchen table.

Returning with two bottles of water I handed her one.

“Oh wait. Do you drink water?”

“Yes.”

“I thought maybe you only drank blood.”

She smirked. “We drink more than blood.”

“But you don’t eat?”

“Yeah we eat food, and before you ask, we pee and have sex too.”

“Then what’s with the blood then?” She looked adorably confused.

“You know how diabetics have to take insulin?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s like that,” Angie explained. “We need blood to keep our systems fully functional and not get sick, but it’s more like medicine than anything else.”

I stared at her consideringly.

“Go ahead, ask me what you want,” she said indulgently. “I know you’re dying to.”

“Can you turn into a bat?”

“No.”

“What about sunlight? Are you going to turn to dust if we have a sunny day?”

“No, but it only takes a couple of minutes of exposure to get a sunburn. I have to wear sunscreen at all times.”

“And Dracula?”

“He’s a cool guy.”

My eyes widened and Angie burst out laughing. It was the first time I’d seen her smile and the sight of it took my breath away. Her teeth were straight and white, other than one tooth on each side that looked a little pointy on the edge.

“Dracula is like Jesus. The dude lived a long time ago and people ascribe a lot of meaning to him, but for most vamps, he’s just a symbol of our history.”

“Are you going to bite me and suck my blood?”

“We’re forbidden from biting humans without permission. Hickeys are allowed though,” she winked.

Damned if that eye movement didn’t send a jolt right to my core. Or maybe it was the thought of her biting me. The idea wasn’t as abhorrent as it seemed like it should be.

I took a long swig of my water while I considered my next question.

“Is it true there are special military units for supernaturals?”

Angie looked surprised at my question. “Your father told you about that?” she guessed. “It’s highly classified.”

I shook my head.

“No, he didn’t tell me exactly. I’m remembering something I overheard him tell my mother when I was a kid.”

“Yeah, there are supe divisions in every branch of the military. I was in one of the army’s supe divisions for several years before I got out.”

“Supe?”

“That’s what we call ourselves within the community, it’s slang for supernatural.”

I nodded.

“So, what’s our plan here? About the Russians I mean?”

“I’m going to stick by you day and night for the next week according to the plan we made, and then we’ll meet with my boss and your father’s team and reassess the threat level. We’ll go from there.”

I pinned her with a stare. “How worried do I need to be? In your professional opinion?”

“I’ll keep you safe.” Her words were a vow.

“That’s not what I asked.”

Angie sighed, her pale white fingers tightening around the plastic water bottle briefly before releasing it again.

“If I wanted to make someone suffer, I’d go after the people they loved. That means that your mother and you are in danger.”

“My father doesn’t love my mother,” I scoffed. “They love their careers, their money, their side pieces, and me, in that order. And honestly, I’m not even sure about that last one.”

“Side pieces?”

“My parents live mostly separate lives, and they’ve had an open marriage for as long as I remember,” I explained. “They’re both very discreet about it but they generally are dating someone else.”

Angie looked slightly disgusted.

“Rich people,” she mumbled under her breath.

She looked around my tiny kitchen, taking in the battered linoleum on the floor, the dated appliances, and the ancient table with its mismatched chairs.

“This doesn’t look like the kind of place I expected you to live.”

“What did you expect?” I asked curiously.

“Some fancy ass mansion over in Broadmoor or by Lake Washington.”

I laughed. “I bake cupcakes for a living. I can’t afford places like that.”

“But you’re rich.”

“No, my family is rich,” I corrected. “I’m scarcely middle class.”

“What about your trust fund?”

“What trust fund?”

“Don’t all you Silver Spoon Babies have a trust fund?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Not me. My trust fund had too many strings, so I rejected it. Well, technically I told my parents to take their trust fund and shove it.”

“What kind of strings?”

I tried not to wince at the stab of pain I felt. Over the years I’d come to a tentative peace with my parents, but their rejection of who I really was still hurt.

“The kinds of strings that let them dictate my career and who I should love. For the record, the person I love is supposed to have a penis, not a vagina.”


Chapter 5 - Angie



The pain in Suzie’s eyes made me want to kill someone. I’d start with her father and then move on to the mother.

“That’s bullshit,” I spit out.

Fucking small-minded hypocrites. The world was full of them. I might have grown up dirt poor but at least my mom had accepted me as I was when I came out to her years ago. I’d heard dozens of stories from friends over the years about being rejected by parents. I knew that wound hurt.

“I figured you were all close, back at the office,” I told her. “You said you’ve gone to DC for events and such.”

As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I remembered the way her father had chastised her not to talk about being a lesbian. I’d stared the motherfucker down, asserting my dominance before the chickenshit turned away.

Suzie gave me a bright smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“It’s easier to just go along with them a few times a year when they want to roll me out like a show pony. Otherwise, we don’t talk much. That’s why I was so shocked when they insisted on seeing me this morning.”

“You could just cut them off,” I suggested, knowing that was easier said than done.

“It would be bad for my father if I didn’t stand beside him from time to time, reporters would ask questions and it would be a whole thing,” she explained. “It’s easier this way.”

“Not for you,” I growled, annoyed that she helped that dickwad with his campaign after how he’d treated her.

“Wait, what’s going on with your teeth right now?” Suzie asked curiously, her gaze fixed on my mouth.

“What do you mean?” I asked, still focused on my fuming.

“It looks like your teeth are growing or something.”

Oh crap. I covered my mouth with my palm, willing my fangs to recede. She’d just learned that vampires were real half an hour ago. I didn’t need to scare her by vamping out in anger.

“It’s nothing,” I mumbled from behind my hand.

“Wow, you’re a shit liar,” she teased, standing up and walking to my side of the table. “Now open your mouth, I want to see.”

“No.”

And then something happened that I knew for sure would change my life: Suzie touched me.

Her fingertips brushed my bare shoulder, and it was like being hit with a cattle prod. I could say this with confidence because it had happened to me once in the Army -- long story – and just like then, my body stiffened for a split second, then jolted. My heart started pounding furiously and I growled, my fangs descending all the way.

Suzie’s eyes bounced from the fangs protruding from my lips up to my eyes and back again.

“Wow. Sorry. You don’t like to be touched. Noted.”

I took a deep breath.

“It’s not that,” I said, my voice slightly garbled due to my fangs. “Not exactly.”

“What is it then?” she asked.

“I can’t explain it.”

“Oh wait, are you getting anemic or whatever happens to you if you don’t get nutrients? Do you need me to get you a shot of blood or something?” she asked. “I assume you have some in your bag. Oh wait, does that need to be refrigerated? Like does it spoil or something?”

Usually, I hated chatter but somehow I found her babbling kind of cute. I wanted to punch myself in the face right now.

“No, I just…I need a minute.”

She went back to her side of the table, which went a long way to helping me get control of myself. I’d damn near let my vamp out and given that all she wanted was to sink our fangs into Suzie’s neck and mark her as our mate, it was a good thing I’d gotten things under control.

It was too soon. I needed to figure out what to do. And most importantly, I needed to keep Suzie safe.

As if she knew I was in trouble, my phone beeped with a text from my boss.

Lois: How’s it going with the asset?



Me: OK




Lois: And the mate situation?



Me: Under control




Lois: Harrington is an important client who could help us land other important clients. I need you to tell me if you can’t handle this. I’ll send in another agent if I need to.



Me: I can handle this




Lois: Promise me two things?



Me: What?




Lois: Invite me to the wedding. My wife loves weddings.



Me: Who says there’s going to be a wedding?




Lois: Please. We both know how this works. Did you ever expect me to get married? Let alone to the girliest of the femmes?



Me: Good point. What’s the second thing?




Lois: Don’t fuck this up.



Me: Roger that.




I set the phone down, closed my eyes, and took several slow deep breaths. When I opened my eyes, I had myself under control again, and my fangs were retracted. I looked at Suzie across the table. She was studying me carefully.

“Let’s go over the schedule for tonight and tomorrow. What did you have planned?”

“Well, it’s Wednesday night, and on Wednesday nights I usually order Chinese and watch telenovelas.”

“Haha.”

“I’m not kidding.” She sent me one of her bright smiles.

“Telenovelas? You mean those Mexican soap operas, right?”

“Yeah.”

“You speak Spanish?” There’d been nothing about that in her file.

“No, but they’re subtitled.”

I leaned forward to study her face, looking for any sign that she was fucking with me. Seeing none, I sighed deeply and once again asked the universe why this was the match it had made for me. The world was full of badass chicks, and I get the woman watching subtitled soap operas in a cartoon dress.

“Let me get this straight. On Wednesday nights you eat out of cardboard boxes and watch overly dramatic programs that you can’t understand without reading subtitles?”

She nodded.

“Yeah, I find routine comforting.”

“Why not read a book?” I asked.

“What?” She got this adorable crinkle in her left eyebrow when she was confused.

“You’re basically reading TV. Why not just read a book instead?”

“Have you ever watched a telenovela?”

“No.”

“Well let me tell you, you’re in for a treat,” she said cheerfully.

I rubbed my temple. “What happens after the telenovelas?”

“I go to bed early, usually by nine, then head downstairs between four and four-thirty to start baking.”

“That reminds me, do you ever use meringue in cupcakes?”

The brow crinkle was back, likely because she was confused about my change in subject.

“Not in the cupcakes but I do make several cupcakes with a meringue frosting.”

“Aha!” I said triumphantly. “There are meringue cupcakes then!”

“I thought you didn’t like cupcakes?” she asked.

“Hate them, but you just won me a bet so thank you.”

I pulled out my phone to text my boss that she’d been wrong. Her only response was a middle finger emoji. I laughed.

“Um, okay then,” Suzie said. “Are you really going to hang out with me at the bakery tomorrow?”

“Yeah why?”

“Because I could use some help in the kitchen. I’m short staffed tomorrow.”

“Fine,” I said. “I can help you, I need to stay nearby anyway. And I imagine it’s the kind of thing a girlfriend would do anyway.”

How hard could it be to mix up some ingredients? I was usually good at picking up new things. This would be simple, right?

“Imagine?” My mate was surprisingly perceptive.

“I’ve never had a girlfriend before,” I admitted.

Her eyes widened comically.

“Are you saying that you’re a…” She made some weird gesture with her hand, circling it in the general area of her pussy.

“No, I’m not a virgin Suzie. Jesus Christ, I’m in my thirties. I’ve had plenty of sex. I just never got serious about anyone before.”

I resisted adding, Until now.

Barely.

“One last thing I need to tell you,” she said.

“What?”

“There’s only one bed here.”


Chapter 6 - Suzie



“Why the hell don’t you have a full-size couch like a normal person?” Angie groused a little while later.

We’d ordered in Chinese food and had relocated to the living room to watch TV and eat.

“It’s a super small space, a couch is too much in here.”

I loved my little apartment, but it was just that – little. Situated on the top floor of my shop, it had high ceilings with exposed wooden beams, brick walls, and beautiful hardwood floors that I’d spent weeks refinishing myself.

The main part of the apartment was the kitchen and living room, separated by a large island that was convenient for when I wanted to bake upstairs. When I’d had it installed, I knew it would take up a chunk of the living room space, but I hadn’t cared much. The kitchen was the most important part of the apartment to me, and I appreciated having enough space to put in a table and chairs, which I couldn’t have done with the old design.

After I’d expanded the kitchen, I was left with enough space for a loveseat with two small side tables, a low coffee table, and one of those “chair and a half” chairs that I’d set up by the window along with a floor lamp to create a little reading nook. Across from the loveseat I’d had a flat screen TV installed, and a cabinet beneath hid wires and miscellaneous items I wanted to store. Plants covered almost every available surface.

Besides the living room and kitchen, the apartment had a narrow bathroom and a larger bedroom complete with a walk-in closet. This apartment was my sanctuary, and best of all, I’d purchased everything with my own money. Well, mine and the bank’s anyway.

When Angie headed for the chair, I patted the cushion next to me.

“You won’t be able to see the TV from there.”

“That’s not a big loss.”

“You won’t be able to reach the food from there.”

That changed her mind. Angie sat on the loveseat, purposely sitting as far away from me as she could, pressing her body against the armrest. I felt a stab of hurt. I’d thought maybe she’d felt the same attraction I felt. It was practically vibrating between us. But maybe it was just my imagination because first she’d flinched when I’d touched her earlier, and now she was doing her damnedest to make sure we didn’t touch again.

It was all for the best I knew. She was my bodyguard, and I was sure her boss would frown on her having a relationship with a client. Not that I wanted a relationship right now, sex would be just fine. It had been a while since I’d been this attracted to someone.

As we started the first episode of the telenovela, I asked myself if I was feeling this way because Angie was a vampire. I’d always been attracted to a bad girl.

But no, that wasn’t it. I’d been attracted to her the minute I laid eyes on her. I’d felt a pull I’d never experienced before. It had somehow made my heart race and taken my breath away at the same time.

Then when she’d stared down my father for me – I’d damn near orgasmed on the spot. No one had ever stood up for me like that before.

“Who’s this dude?” Angie asked around a mouthful of food.

She was eating like it had been months since her last meal. Honestly, I was a little nervous to get too close to her lest I lose a finger.

“That’s Jorge, he’s Pedro’s identical twin, but no one knows that. They all think he’s Pedro,” I explained.

“Wait, Jorge is going to sleep with Pedro’s girlfriend?”

She sounded kind of shocked.

“Yeah, last time she even commented on how her boyfriend had never been so dominant with her and she still didn’t figure out it was the same guy.”

“Seems like having an identical twin would come up at some point in your relationship,” Angie pointed out.

“Well Pedro thought he was dead, so he likely didn’t realize that Jorge was going to come to town and try to steal everything away from him.”

“Still seems like something you’d mention to your girlfriend.”

We watched in silence for a few more minutes.

“Wait, why is that old lady crying?”

“Abuela is sad because her husband was lost at sea.”

“Is he really dead, or is he dead the way Jorge was?”

I laughed. “It’s too early to tell.”

I turned on the cushion to look at her. “You’re getting into this,” I crowed.

“No I’m not,” she said defensively. “I just feel sorry for the old lady.”

I rolled my lips in to keep from laughing. Angie was concentrating on the TV like the telenovela held the secrets of the universe.

After we watched three episodes it was time for bed. I put the leftovers in the fridge and loaded the dishwasher while Angie wiped down the table and ran a broom around the couch to catch any crumbs. It was nice. Domestic.

I could see us doing this every night.

Angie was a little gruff, but she had a marshmallow center underneath that I couldn’t help but like.

“I’m going to take a shower and get ready for bed,” I told her. “Let’s figure out where you’re going to sleep.”

“I’ll sleep on the floor,” she said decisively.

“You’re not going to sleep on the floor,” I said in horror. “There’s not even any carpet.”

“I slept in worse conditions when I was in the army,” she assured me.

“No guest of mine is sleeping on the floor.”

“I’m not a guest. I’m an employee.”

I shook my head. “No, you’re my father’s employee. You’re my guest.”

She made that little growling noise that she made when she was irritated. It was kind of adorable.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on the loveseat.”

“You’re too tall for the loveseat,” I said, pointing out the obvious. She had to be at least five ten.

“It’ll be fine.”

I sighed deeply. “Okay then, let me get you a pillow and blankets.”

When she opened her mouth to argue I held up a hand. “If you tell me that you don’t need a pillow and blankets, I’m going to smack you.”

Her eyes darkened, which made my mind go right to the gutter. Would Angie like being spanked? Would I? I’d never tried that with anyone before, but suddenly I really wanted to.

Angie’s nose did that little curling thing it did sometimes, like she’d smelled something weird. I stepped back in case it was my armpits or something. Maybe I’d forgotten to put on deodorant this morning. I went into the closet in my room and returned with a pillow and blanket.

“Thanks, but I really don’t need that.”

I started to argue but then a thought occurred to me.

“Oh my God, do you need to sleep in a coffin or something? Maybe we can set something up in the bathtub that will work?”

She looked at me like I was nuts.

“I don’t sleep in a coffin Suzie,” she said with exaggerated patience. “It’s just that I rarely feel cold, and I can literally sleep anywhere.”

She stretched out on the loveseat with her head resting on one arm and her feet dangling over the other one.

“Do you want to trade? I’m shorter than you, I’d be more comfortable on that thing than you are. You can have my bed.”

Another low growl. “I’m fine. Just…please go to bed.”

“Okay,” I sniffed. “Don’t come crying to me if you can’t sleep because you’re uncomfortable.”


Chapter 7 - Angie



Iflopped over onto my side on the tiny little loveseat, trying to get comfortable. It was a losing battle. For one thing, it was about six inches shorter than I was. For another, it was way too early for me to go to bed. I mean, who goes to bed at nine p.m.?

People who get up at four a.m., the voice in my head reminded me.

I hated that voice. It was the same voice that was begging me to go into Suzie’s bedroom and sink my teeth into that delicious-looking neck and make her mine.

But being the mate of a vampire was complicated. A mixed species couple had to decide whether the non-vamp person should be turned or not. Supes lived much longer than their human companions, although most of us tended to die soon after our mates. And particularly with human mates, we needed to be careful not to hurt our partners with their supernatural strength.

Also, there was the thing where mates could feel each other’s emotions. It freaked a lot of people out. Some people considered it invasive. Even without biting her, I could already feel a bond forming between me and Suzie. I could tell that she’d been hurt when I’d tried to sit as far away from her as possible.

Little did she know it was so I could focus on my job and keep my damned hands to myself.

So far Suzie seemed immune, but she’d tune into the mate bond sooner or later, I was sure of it. Other than my mother, no one in my life had ever known what I was feeling. I couldn’t decide how I felt about my mate starting to sense out my emotions. I prided myself on being a blank slate at all times.

Tonight when I was sitting on the couch with her, watching TV and eating Chinese food, well it had all felt very domestic. I’d even kind of liked that stupid telenovela, though I’d never tell her that. I just hoped that Pedro got back from his trip before his evil twin completely destroyed his life.

I flipped over to my back again and my enhanced hearing picked up Suzie’s even breathing, letting me know she’d fallen asleep. I relaxed and listened to her breathe until I also succumbed to sleep.

“Rise and shine Vampy McVampire!”

The room was bathed in light as Suzie turned on the overhead lamp. I groaned, covering my face in my hands and folding protectively into myself like a movie vampire who was exposed to the sun.

“Jesus fuck, what time is it?”

“Four-fifteen,” she said cheerfully.

Why the fuck was she so cheerful at this time of the morning? It was still dark out!

“I let you sleep in. You looked so cute curled into a ball on my couch.”

“You were watching me sleep?” I sat straight up, suddenly alarmed.

How had I not woken up? When I was in the military, no one could so much as cough without waking me up.

“Well I wasn’t watching you like a creeper or anything,” she said hastily. “I just came over to wake you up is all. Now are you going to come down with me or do you want to sleep a little more and meet me later?”

I sighed deeply and tossed aside the thin blanket.

“No, I’ll come with you. Just give me seven minutes.”

“Seven minutes, huh?”

Over the years I’d perfected my morning routine to ensure that I could bug out quickly as needed.

“Yeah, don’t go anywhere without me,” I ordered.

She gave me a sharp salute. “Yes ma’am.”

God help me if that didn’t give me ideas that were totally inappropriate for four-fucking-fifteen in the morning. I stalked into the bathroom so I could pee, brush my teeth, and take a quick shower. When I got done Suzie was waiting at the kitchen table with two travel cups of coffee.

“Here you go,” she said brightly, handing one to me. “Time to make the cupcakes.”

We headed down the stairs into the alley and I looked around carefully, searching for threats before we entered the bakery. Everything seemed quiet, but that didn’t mean it would stay that way. I needed to stay on my guard.

After unlocking the door, Suzie walked around the kitchen turning on lights and equipment while happily humming to herself. Everything gleamed in the bright light of the work area. This place was spotless.

She really was a cheerful little thing I thought as she wiggled her hips in time to whatever she was humming. It made me wonder once again why fate had matched the two of us. Maybe it was some kind of a mistake?

I decided to ask the one person who would tell it to me straight: my mother. It was only four-thirty here on the west coast, but it was seven-thirty where she was. I pictured Mom sitting at the kitchen table in that raggedy old bathrobe she insisted on wearing, drinking a cup of coffee while she scanned the headlines before heading into the factory for her shift.

Me: Hey.




Mom: Hi sweetie, how are you? Where are you that you’re up so early?



Me: I’m OK. I’m in Seattle working. I know you’re fixing to go to work, but I have a quick question.




Mom: Shoot.



Me: Does fate ever make a mistake? Like send you the wrong mate?




Mom: OMG YOU FOUND YOUR MATE!?!?!?!



Oh crap, I hadn’t anticipated that my mother would get excited about this. She’d never pushed me about finding a mate, so I figured she didn’t care much, especially since she’d never found hers.

Mom: I’M SO EXCITED! FINALLY! WHO IS SHE?



Me: There’s this woman I met on a job. I can’t talk much about it right now it’s just that, well she’s very different from me. 




Mom: Like how?



Me: Cheerful. Sweet. Happy. She makes cupcakes for a living.




Mom: OMG I love this for you!



Me: It feels like it’s a mistake somehow.




Mom: Fate never makes a mistake. 



Me: Also, she’s human.




Mom: A minor complication. I assume she knows about vamps?



Me: Yeah.




Mom: Have you claimed her yet?



Me: I’m her protective detail. I’m supposed to be guarding her, not biting her. And I don’t really want a mate. 




Mom: Well you’ve got one now. Call me the instant you can talk privately. I want to hear everything about her.



Me: OK.




Mom: I’m not kidding. Call me soon.



Me: I will. Have a good day, I love you.




Mom: Love you Angie-Bangie. Talk soon.



I looked up from my phone to see Suzie looking at me.

“What’s this look on your face?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You look kind of…happy.”

I rolled my eyes. “I was just texting with my mom, sorry about that. I should be focused on you. What do you need from me?”

“How do you feel about learning to make cupcake batter?”

“Sounds fun.”

“I thought vampires can’t tell a lie,” she teased. “You couldn’t look less enthused than you do right now.”

I rolled my eyes.

“You’re thinking of Pinocchio.”

“Pinocchio lied,” she corrected. “That’s what made his nose grow, remember?”

“Oh yeah, I guess you’re thinking of George Washington then.”

She moved to pick up a large bag of flour, struggling under the weight. I came up next to her and grabbed the bag with one hand, easily lifting it to the worktable where she’d set up some bowls. Suzie looked impressed, and my inner demon preened at her admiration of my feat of strength.

“So, you’re saying vampires can lie,” she asked.

“Of course.”

Suzie and I somehow had the most ridiculous conversations. It was kind of fun. With my friends we mostly talked about work. Or weapons.

“Hmm.”

She slit the top of the bag I’d picked up and dug a huge measuring cup into the contents before dumping it into a stainless steel bowl.

“Hmm what?” I asked.

“I was hoping I could ask you something and you’d be compelled to tell the truth.”

“The truth about what?”

Usually I wasn’t one to ask a lot of questions, or you know, talk, but I couldn’t help but be curious.

“If you’re as attracted to me as I am to you.”


Chapter 8 - Suzie



For a split second Angie looked like a deer in the headlights, her face turning even paler than usual, if that was possible. I immediately berated myself for my question.

“I’m so sorry Angie, that question was completely inappropriate. I mean, we just met, and I know I’m just a job to you and...”

“You’re not just a job to me,” Angie interrupted me, her voice fierce.

I felt a flash of hope before I squashed it back down.

“Still, just because I’m horny that doesn’t mean I should jump the first vampire who sleeps on my couch. Not that I think other vampires are going to sleep on my couch. I mean, I don’t even know if you’re a lesbian or if you date or…”

Oh my God Suzannah, stop talking! I told myself sternly. You’re being a weirdo!

I stirred the ingredients in my mixing bowl a little more forcefully than I needed to. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Angie open and close her mouth a couple of times, as if she wasn’t sure what to say. Maybe it was wishful thinking, but I could swear she was feeling interested. Maybe a little relieved. Which made no sense.

Angie’s hand came to my arm. It was cold as ice. I stilled.

“Do you have circulation?” I asked.

“What?”

I loved the way her eyebrows lowered and she got this glowery look when she was trying to figure me out.

“Your blood, does it circulate through your body with the beating of your heart like ours? Oh wait, was that a rude question? Do you even have a heart? I don’t know anything about vampire physiology.”

What was it about Angie that reduced me to babbling?

The hand slid down my arm to my hand, and she stepped closer. Lifting my hand to her chest, she placed my palm over her heart. I could feel it thumping steadily beneath my hand.

“We have a slower heart rate and circulation plus our body temperature is naturally lower,” she whispered. “But our basic physiology is essentially the same as full humans, we just share our bodies with the demon part of us. That part also makes us faster and stronger.”

We stood there for what felt like a long time with my hand over Angie’s heart and her fingers wrapped around my wrist. It felt oddly intimate. And as we stared into each other’s eyes, I could feel something grow between us. It was hard to describe. It almost felt like there was a string connecting us and it was getting stronger the longer we stood there. Electricity crackled around us.

“You never answered my question,” I whispered, something making me feel brave again.

Angie’s actions were not the actions of someone who was repulsed by me or who wasn’t even the tiniest bit attracted to me. I couldn’t explain it, but I could sense her desire for me on almost a cellular level.

“I’m not just attracted to you Suzie,” she said quietly, her eyes pinned to mine. “I’m drawn to you, in a way you can’t possibly understand. Not yet. But until the threat is over, until we both know you’re safe, I have to focus on my job.”

“And after the job?” I couldn’t resist asking.

“After the job we’ll talk about the future.”

I felt a rush of conflicting emotions: fear, happiness, and doubt. It made me flippant, my go-to response to strong emotions.

“Future? I thought we were talking about a quick fuck?”

A long-term relationship hadn’t even entered my mind. It wasn’t something that ever entered my mind. I was not a long-term girl.

The fingers on my wrist tightened almost painfully. “You and I both know that we can never be just a quick fuck.”

My breath caught in my lungs as I considered the implications of what she was saying. I exhaled in a whoosh as the oven dinged, letting me know the preheating cycle was done. I pulled my hand away from Angie and she let me go.

“When this is all over, we need to have a long talk,” she repeated.

“Right now, what we need to do is get working on these cupcakes,” I said, keeping my tone light. “If we don’t have those cases stocked by the time we open up at seven, there’s going to be a lot of very unhappy people.”

Angie and I spent the next couple of hours working side by side. I had her focus on making batter, mixing up the base ingredients for the simpler cupcakes: chocolate and yellow. I worked on the more complicated flavors. We put batch after batch in the oven, then once we had several batches baked and cooled, we started on the frosting.

My bodyguard was a disaster at frosting, enough that I moved her to dish duty instead so I could focus on making the cupcakes look artful.

Ramona and my morning person, Janelle, came in just after six-thirty, both carrying cups of coffee.

“How’s it going in here?” Janelle asked after I’d introduced her to Angie and explained who she was. Well, the cover story version of who she was anyway.

“Great. I’ve got the first round of the staple items all ready to go. If you want to set up the dining room, Ramona can brew the coffee.”

“You got it boss.”

The morning was particularly busy with several people coming in to pick up large orders of cupcakes to take to their offices. Angie and I ran around making more batches of cupcakes to make sure we didn’t run out before the morning was over.

It was close to nine-thirty when I finally suggested a break. We’d been working for five hours by then and I was starving.

“How about we head up the street to the coffee shop?” I suggested.

“You have coffee here,” Angie pointed out.

“Yes, but we don’t have bagels. Or breakfast sandwiches made with waffles instead of bread.”

“That sounds…not terrible.”

I laughed. “Come on, breakfast is on me.”

To my surprise, Angie grabbed my hand, lacing my fingers with hers.

“Girlfriends hold hands,” she told me when my head swung around to look at our intertwined fingers. “Even I know that.”

After letting my staff know we were taking a break, we headed up the street towards Rise & Dine, walking hand in hand. The little café and coffee shop was quiet at this time of the day, having similar rushes and lulls to my own shop. Although we both sold coffee neither the owner Amy nor I considered ourselves competitors. I sold cupcakes and plain old drip coffee while Amy sold fancy coffee drinks and inventive sandwiches.

“Hi Amy,” I greeted her.

“I was wondering when you’d be in,” she said.

I stopped by for breakfast almost every morning.

Her eyes went to Angie, quickly taking in the fact that we were holding hands.

“Who have we here?” she asked.

Amy had always been nosy. She was the one who gave me all the gossip in the neighborhood.

“This is my girlfriend, Angie. Angie this is Amy, she owns this place.”

“Nice to meet you,” they said in unison.

“What’s new in the hood?” I asked.

“The Russians are coming.”

Next to me Angie stiffened. It was subtle but this close to her, I could feel it.

“What do you mean?” I asked curiously.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. A bunch of Russian guys were looking at the storefront next door. My landlord says they want to open a restaurant, but they didn’t look like restaurant types.”

“What did they look like?” I asked curiously.

“Thugs.”


Chapter 9 - Angie



“Stay here!”

I pushed Suzie towards the counter before I sprinted outside, heading towards the vacant storefront we’d passed. The window was covered with paper, but if I stood on my tiptoes I could peek inside. It looked dark, but I didn’t want to take any chances.

Heading around to the back of the building, I found an open window and slid inside. It was amazing how lax people were with things like locking windows.

Pulling out my gun, I crept through the empty space, checking every inch of it but finding nothing but the overwhelming scent of expensive cologne. Whoever these guys were, they either didn’t know how to bathe, or they were trying to cover their scent on purpose.

There was only one kind of person who tried that hard to cover their scent: shifters. If they were really Russian, they were likely bear shifters.

Over the years I’d learned to trust my instincts, and my instincts were telling me the Russian bear shifters moving in up the street from someone with a price on their head wasn’t a coincidence. Rumor had it there was a bear shifter unit in the Russian military.

I needed to get back to Suzie. As I race-walked back to the cafe, I shot off a text to my boss. Lois would send in a forensic team to look for clues in the store and see if they could get any information from the landlord.

Suzie was waiting for me by the counter, chatting with Amy, a large bag and a tray with four cups sitting beside her.

“Everything okay?” she asked neutrally, though her eyes were curious.

I wondered how she’d explained my sudden departure to Amy.

“Yes.”

I gave Amy a bland smile.

“I wanted to see if I could catch the landlord and see the space for myself,” I lied easily. “I’ve been thinking about opening a little store.”

I could tell that Amy didn’t quite believe me, but fortunately she was too polite to say anything.

“Are you ready to go, honey?”

Suzie nodded. I grabbed the tray of drinks with one hand and threaded my fingers through hers with the other. We walked back to the bakery in silence. After dropping off drinks to her staff, we headed up to her apartment to eat our breakfast sandwiches and talk.

“What’s going on?” she asked the minute we were upstairs.

I held up a finger, methodically going through her apartment with the wand to make sure no one had been up here dropping off listening devices in our absence. I didn’t smell anyone new, but I was a vamp, not a shifter, and while my sense of smell was enhanced compared to humans, it wasn’t perfect.

After verifying the apartment was still clean, I sat down at the table and unwrapped my sandwich. I wasn’t one to get excited about food – food was fuel to me – but whatever this was, it made my mouth water.

“What is this?” I asked.

“It’s a double bacon, egg, and cheese breakfast sandwich on waffles.” Suzie lifted up her sandwich. “Try it.”

I took a large bite, then closed my eyes. It was delicious.

“Damn.”

“I know, right?” Suzie spoke around a mouthful of food which should have been gross but like everything she did, it was adorable.

“So, what’s the deal at the storefront up the street?” she asked.

I took another bite of my sandwich before I answered. It was an unusual mix of savory and sweet, almost as if they’d baked syrup into the waffles before adding the protein.

“I asked Lois to send in a team to verify, but I’m pretty sure it’s bear shifters.”

Her brow wrinkled in confusion. “I thought it was Russians?”

“Rumor has it that Putin has a military unit made up of shifters. There are multiple bear shifter communities there, and they grow them big, and mean as hell. If Russian bears are in town, we have a serious problem.”

I finished off my sandwich and Suzie slid another one across the table. I didn’t even try to pretend that I didn’t want it.

“I think we should consider going to a safe house.”

“No way.” Her face was immediately set in stubborn lines. “I’m not leaving my bakery. I’ve worked too hard to get where I am. Besides, everyone knows safe houses are death traps.”

I frowned in confusion.

“I don’t think you understand what a safe house is.”

“Of course I do. You bring me to some allegedly secure location, then the mole on the inside tells the bad guys where I am, and they come slaughter me.”

“First of all, we don’t have a mole. Second, the Russians won’t slaughter you, they’ll hold you for ransom to try to get the U.S. government to do a prisoner swap or give them some money.”

“You don’t watch a lot of TV and movies, do you?”

I was confused at the change of subject. “Um, no not really, why?”

“It’s the same in every movie and TV show. The Safe House is always compromised by someone playing for both sides. The Safe House is never really safe.”

“I’ve never had a Safe House compromised,” I said impatiently. “You’re being ridiculous.”

“Ridiculous or not, I’m not leaving my home and my business. Do you have any idea how hard I had to work to get all this on my own? No way am I leaving it just to get murdered at an unsafe Safe House.”

I opened my mouth to argue again but recognizing that it was probably futile, I turned my attention to my second sandwich. I’d had a shot of blood this morning, but the additional protein was really hitting the spot. And I’d need my strength if we were going to be fighting bears. Those fuckers were strong.

The afternoon passed uneventfully. I spent a couple of hours helping Suzie make more cupcakes and then had a quick strategy call with Lois. They hadn’t found anything in the storefront either, other than the cologne smell. My boss had our team’s IT specialist, i.e. hacker, nosing around in the landlord’s emails and accounts looking for a hint of who the bears were and how we could find them. No way was I letting Suzie be a sitting duck, especially when she refused to go to the Safe House.

After work we both took showers – separately, unfortunately – and worked together to make dinner. Suzie made a giant salad and baked some potatoes while I grilled some steaks out on her back porch. She’d set up a little café table and chairs out there, but it was cold and rainy like usual for this time of the year, so we ate inside.

“Why am I not surprised that you eat your meat rare?” she teased, pointing a fork at my bloody steak.

I loved this side of her that was lighthearted and teasing. It made me feel lighter myself.

“I’m a vampire, I need my blood,” I joked.

“Were you born a vampire?” she asked. “Are did someone suck your blood later?”

“Yeah. My mom was a vamp. Not sure about my dad though, I never met him.”

She looked thoughtful. “But you can also turn people into vampires?”

I nodded. “Yeah, but we’re only allowed to do it for our mates or for people who are dying and need vamp blood to survive, and only with express permission. There are very strict rules about it.”

“What if I asked you to turn me?”


Chapter 10 - Suzie



The look on Angie’s face right now was priceless. I loved the way she could never seem to figure out if I was messing with her or not, it entertained me.

“You…you want to be turned? Into a vampire?”

“Well, I don’t know, I need more information,” I teased.

Honestly, it had been a rhetorical question but given Angie’s reaction, I decided to explore it, just to help me better understand her world.

“I’d like to know the pros and cons before I make a decision. Maybe you can give me a list.”

She stared at me for a long moment. I’d been around her enough already to know that ‘blank’ was her default expression. I loved knowing that I could break her out of that, although I wasn’t sure why. Right now I was reading shock, disbelief, maybe a little fascination on her pale face.

“I’m not giving you a pros and cons list,” she finally said, smoothing out her expression.

“Why not? Aren’t you supposed to be encouraging people to join your undead army of supernatural creatures?”

The mask dropped again. I rolled my lips in to keep from laughing. She was surprisingly easy to fluster.

“Undead army? I’m not undead,” Angie protested. “And I’m a vampire, not a Jehovah’s Witness. I don’t recruit anyone.”

“Hmm, it just seems like a missed opportunity, what with me wanting more information and all.”

I paused as if I was thinking.

“Oh wait, is this like when you want to convert to Judaism? Do I need to ask three times or something so you know I’m serious?”

“I don’t know what you’re even talking about right now,” she said, finishing off her loaded baked potato.

I was glad I’d made her two. They were huge and covered in delicious toppings, but she really needed to put on some weight. She was thin as a rail, poor thing, and what bulk she had was all lean muscle. Clearly blood wasn’t fattening enough.

“Remember on Sex and the City when Charlotte wanted to convert to be Jewish and she learned you have to ask three times to prove your devotion?”

“Is that a TV show or something?” she guessed.

“You don’t know Sex and the City?” I said in shock.

“No.”

“Are you serious right now?”

“I’m always serious.”

I studied her. “Yeah, you are always serious. Why is that? I mean really, you’re just feeding into the stereotypes of vampires with this dark and broody thing. Yet you don’t even want to recruit new members!”

Angie stared at me like she didn’t know what to say. I gave her a bright smile as I picked up our dirty dishes and headed for the dishwasher.

“I’m just saying, there’s nothing wrong with bringing a little sunshine into your life.”

When I turned around, Angie was right behind me. Damn she was quiet, I hadn’t even heard her move. The look in her eyes was almost predatory, and I involuntarily took a step back, my hips meeting the counter behind me.

“I already have a little sunshine in my life,” she said, lifting one hand to cup my cheek.

I shivered, but I wasn’t sure if it was because her fingers were cold as ice or if it was because finally – finally – she was touching me.

Our eyes met and she moved forward slowly, giving me time to pull away. Of course I didn’t. I felt like I’d been waiting my whole life for this moment even though I’d only known her for two days.

When her lips were so close they were almost touching mine she whispered, “Tell me to stop, sunshine.”

“Don’t stop.”

Her eyes flared with heat, and I shifted forward. Closing the distance between us, I pushed up on my tiptoes and pressed my lips against hers. We stayed perfectly still for a long moment, lips pressed together but not moving. I felt a tingling sensation start at my lips and move down my body, electrifying me. The air around us seemed to heat up.

Angie made a growling noise deep in her throat, and then she took control. She licked along the seam of my lips and when I opened for her, her tongue thrust into my mouth, exploring. Dominating.

But I was no passive virgin and if she expected me to be submissive, she was wrong. I met her questing tongue with my own, tangling around as the kiss heated up. I slid my hands down, cupping her muscular ass, and pressed her closer until we were plastered together from breasts to knees. I ground my pelvis against hers as the kiss went on and on, desperate for some friction.

When Angie pulled back, we were both breathing heavily.

“We shouldn’t do this,” she gasped.

Her eyes looked huge and dark against the paleness of her face, and I noticed that the tips of her fangs were pressing against her lips, letting me know she was as affected by this as I was.

“Yeah, it’s a terrible idea,” I said as I slid my hands up under her shirt and cupped her small breasts in my palms.

She moaned, pressing against my touch, and I squeezed her flesh, kneading her through the fabric of her bra. Her hands came up to grip my shoulders, but she didn’t push me away. I lowered my head, kissing along her collarbone while I continued to tease her breasts.

She made that growling noise again, the one that made my panties dampen, then stepped back. I thought she’d pull away, but instead she grabbed the hem of my tee shirt, pulling it over my head.

“Fuck,” she whispered, staring at my large breasts that were, as usual, trying to escape the confines of their lacy prison.

Grabbing my waist, Angie lifted me onto the counter and pushed my bra cups down, baring my breasts. I braced my hands against the counter as she took one nipple into her mouth, licking and sucking, while her fingers gripped my waist to hold me still.

“Angie, that feels so good,” I whispered.

“You taste delicious,” she responded, moving to give the other breast the same attention.

I’d never been so close to an orgasm just from someone sucking on my breasts, but everything with Angie felt magnified, so much more intense than it ever had with anyone else I’d been with. I wasn’t inexperienced, but I’d never felt anything like this before. It was incredible.

Angie kissed her way up, pressing small kisses along my upper chest, then my jaw, before returning to my lips. I wrapped my legs around her hips, holding her close, as we kissed again. This time I invaded her mouth, my tongue sliding against hers, tasting the hints of the meal we’d just shared.

Her hands seemed like they were everywhere, sliding up and down my back, over my shoulders, down to my ass, and back again. I gripped her shoulders and held on, hoping this moment would never end.

No sooner did I have that thought than the sound of the Darth Vader theme filled the air. We both jumped, pulling apart, our breath coming in huge gasps.

“What is that?”

Angie rolled her eyes. “It’s my boss. I have to take this.”

I could see the moment it occurred to her that she was on a job, that I was a client, that this shouldn’t happen. I grabbed her wrist, holding on tight as she tried to step back, and waited until she met my eyes.

“Don’t you dare regret this,” I said firmly. “I don’t.”

The phone rang again.

“I have to get this,” she said regretfully. “Lois might have an update on the Russians.”

Her words were like a bucket of cold water over my head. The Russians. The reason she was here. As much as I wanted to pretend it wasn’t true, there was a credible threat hanging over my head, and Angie was here to do a job.

I just hoped that when the job was done, she wouldn’t disappear in the night. Because now that I’d tasted her, I needed to have more.


Chapter 11 - Angie



“What took you so long to answer the phone?”

Lois’ voice sounded suspicious enough that I lifted my eyes to the corners of the room, looking for hidden cameras. No, I’d swept the place when we came upstairs. She didn’t know anything. It was just my guilty conscience talking.

Or it should be my guilty conscience. But truth be told, I didn’t feel nearly as guilty about what had just happened as I should. How could I feel guilty about the single hottest experience of my life? If the phone hadn’t interrupted us, who knows what would have happened next?

I paced to the edge of the kitchen, realizing that my panties were uncomfortably wet.

“Suzie and I were eating,” I answered my boss.

“Eating pussy?” she snarked.

“For God’s sake Lois,” I sighed. “I’m on the job here.”

I looked up to see Suzie watching me carefully. Her cheeks were flushed from making out, and sadly she’d put her shirt back on. Her breasts were a national treasure.

“That didn’t stop me when I found my mate,” she shared. “Why, I remember when I saw her in that bar in Tokyo…”

“Lois!” I interrupted. “Did you find anything out about the bears?”

“Oh yeah, they’re legit. They’re actually opening a restaurant in town.”

“No way.”

“Yes way.” I could sense her little smirk through the phone.

“Then why are they hiding their scents?”

“They snuck out of Belarus and think the local wolf pack’s gonna be on their asses for moving into their territory so they’re laying low for a while until they can make peace.”

“Opening a restaurant is laying low?”

“A bear’s gotta eat. You know how hungry those fat bastards get.”

“How did we find all this out?”

“Wanda’s got a guy who dug up the dirt.”

Our IT director and resident hacker Wanda always had ‘a guy’.

“This town isn’t wolf territory,” I reminded her. “What are the bears even talking about?”

Years ago, the shifters and other supes in most parts of the country had signed cohabitation treaties. It was only in rural states like Montana or Wyoming where local alphas still asserted territory rights, not in the cities.

“Wanda’s guy is explaining that to them, letting them know that things work different here than back in Belarus.”

“Her guy should also explain that dousing themselves in cologne is the oldest trick in the book for hiding their scents. Any shifter with a nose would know exactly what they’re up to.”

As a rule, bears weren’t the smartest shifters. Even the damn wolves were brighter than bears, and those furry bastards were only a few steps up from a house pet.

Okay, yes, vampires thought they were superior to shifters, but it was only because we were.

“It’s not our job to teach recent immigrants our ways, Angie. It’s our job to keep our clients safe.”

“Now we’re back to square one.”

“Not exactly. Your mate’s father is trying to broker a deal. He’s got the Vice President involved now. But these things take time, so you should continue to lay low until we know more.”

“Roger that.”

“Oh, and Angie?”

“Try to keep your metaphorical dick in your pants.”

“Excuse me?”

“Having sex with your mate is next level shit. I promise you two things: once you start, you won’t be able to stop for days, especially if you mark them. The mating fever is no joke.”

Lois sighed, apparently remembering when she marked her mate, Monique.

“What’s the second thing?”

“Huh?”

“You said you promised me two things,” I reminded her.

This was so Lois, she was always implying that she had more than one point to make, then totally getting distracted after her first point. I swear that wolf had ADHD or something.

“Oh yeah,” Lois said. “You need to know that you will be completely oblivious to anything else until the fever passes. A building could fall down around you and you won’t even notice. Trust me on this, you’ll wake up in rubble and wonder…”

Her voice trailed off as she apparently got lost in her memories again. Damn it. Of all the times for my hard-as-nails boss to get sentimental about meeting her mate.

“Lois!” I said loudly.

“Yeah?”

“Is there anything else? I promised Suzie I would watch something called Sex in the City.”

I hadn’t, but I already knew my mate well enough to know that I was going to be watching it whether I wanted to or not.

A fit of raucous laughter followed my announcement.

“Sex and the City? Oh Lord, you are so fucked. I can’t wait to tell Monique about this, she’s gonna be thrilled.”

I hung up without saying goodbye.

Suzie looked up from whatever she was doing on her phone and raised her eyebrows. “Well?”

“The bears are from Belarus, not Russia, and they’re hiding their scent because they’re afraid of wolves.”

“I’m confused. I thought bears were higher up on the food chain than wolves.”

“They should be, but bear shifters tend to be a little dim witted. Those overgrown dogs are way smarter than them, and the bears know it. Of course, it’s the cat shifters who rule them all. No way any of them can outsmart a cat.”

“What about vampires?”

“We don’t concern ourselves with the animals and their primitive brains,” I said haughtily.

Suzie laughed. “Okay then, are you ready for some Sex and the City?”

She started walking towards the couch, but I stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

“Suzie?”

“Yeah?”

“About what happened earlier…we don’t have to talk about it.”

She pulled away, a flash of hurt crossing her face. I felt it like a knife to the heart.

“I get it, you didn’t mean for it to happen.”

“Well yeah,” I said. “I mean no, I mean…”

I followed her to the loveseat that she used as a couch and grabbed her hand. It felt small and soft in mine. When Suzie stared at her lap, I slid one finger under her chin, forcing her to look up at me.

“Do you know what fated mates are?” I asked softly.

“Sure, I’ve read about them in shifter romances. The universe sends them one perfect person who’s the other half of their soul and they live happily ever after. Why?”

“Fated mates aren’t just in romance books.”

“Are you telling me that shifters believe in that soulmate crap in real life?”

It was a surprisingly jaded thing for her to say, given her generally cheerful disposition.

“They don’t just believe in it, they know it’s true.”

She looked doubtful but didn’t respond.

“Shifters aren’t the only ones who have fated mates. I mean, they’re the ones who make the biggest deal about it, but all supes believe in the concept.”

“Yeah, it’s a nice fairy tale,” she said wistfully.

I squeezed her hand.

“It’s not a fairy tale. I realized it was true the minute I laid eyes on you. You’re my fated mate, Suzie. We’re destined to spend the rest of our lives together.”

I wasn’t sure what I expected. Suzie to throw her arms around me maybe. Or squeal with delight. Or ask a lot of weird questions. Instead, her face shuttered in a way I’d never seen before.

“No. No, I’m sorry but that’s not going to happen.”


Chapter 12 - Suzie



Angie’s face looked stricken before she smoothed out her expression.

“You’re rejecting me?” she asked, sounding hurt.

“I’m not rejecting you,” I said patiently. “I told you yesterday I was only looking for sex.”

“And I told you we could never just have sex, that there was something more here.”

“You were talking about the soulmate thing?” I confirmed.

She nodded, watching me carefully. “Yes, the soulmate thing.”

“Look Angie, I like you. I like you a lot. And the truth is, I’ve never been so attracted to anyone in my life. I want nothing more than to throw you on that couch and lick your pussy until you forget my name.”

Angie made a choking noise.

“I’d also like to sit on your face, fuck you in my shower with the waterproof vibe, and all other kinds of delightfully nasty stuff, but I need to be up front that I’m not a relationship person.”

“You’re not a relationship person?” she scoffed. “You make cupcakes for a living.”

“So?”

“You’re sweet and kind, you read romance books, paint your toenails, and act like a mother hen for your employees. You even have plants.”

I looked over at the row of plants I’d lined up along the window where they could get the best light.

“What’s your point, Angie?”

“You practically scream ‘I want to be someone’s wife’ is my point.”

“Because I make cupcakes and have plants?” I asked incredulously.

Angie nodded. I repressed a sigh. I didn’t want to hurt her, and the fact was, my heart was ‘all in’ with this soulmate thing. That silly organ wanted nothing more than to go along with the fantasy that there was one person in the world who was meant to be with me.

But my brain, as always, was the voice of reason. It reminded me quite sternly that I had a history of being rejected by people who were supposed to love me unconditionally...my parents, several girlfriends, and even my ex-fiancée. I’d learned to only count on one person in this world: myself.

Sure, things seemed good with Angie now, but in the end, what would a tall and stunningly beautiful vampire with an adventurous career want with a short and curvy homebody who liked to watch telenovelas and bake cupcakes? Sooner or later, she’d wish I was someone else other than who I really was, and everything would break down.

“Let’s just get through this whole Russian problem, and after it’s all done, maybe we can try dating or something.”

Angie leaned back against the couch, her face set in mutinous lines. “Fine, we should focus on the matter at hand, that’s exactly what my boss told me today.”

“See?”

“But that doesn’t mean this is over. Because I think you feel what’s happening as much as I do, but you’re scared so you’re pushing me away.”

“I’m not scared,” I lied.

Angie tapped the side of her nose. “Enhanced sense of smell, remember? I don’t know why you’re so freaked out, but I can smell it on you. But I’ll give you a pass for now. Now let’s watch this Sex and the City thing you wanted me to see.”

I appreciated the out. As we watched the old sitcom, I realized that the problem was that I’d been giving her mixed messages. Asking her if she liked me, and then asking about being turned into a vampire, kissing her…for her kind, it was probably some kind of declaration.

I needed to be more careful not to give her the wrong idea. Although right now, I was having a hard time deciding which idea was wrong exactly.

The next few days passed quickly. Each morning we got up early, worked in the bakery until mid-morning, then headed up the street for a breakfast sandwich and coffee. Then we’d work a few more hours and head up to my apartment to have dinner, watch TV, or do some work.

I studiously tried to avoid touching her, but Angie seemed dead set on driving me crazy. Every time she walked by me, she managed to find a way to touch me, and almost everything that came out of her mouth sounded like an innuendo. I knew damn good and well she was doing it on purpose. She probably wanted me to get so needy that I’d be willing to agree to anything in order to get her hands on my pussy.

Normally I worked six days a week, only resting on Sunday when the bakery was closed. Such as the life of a small business owner. On Sunday morning I lazed around in bed until almost six-thirty, letting Angie sleep in. She wasn’t a big fan of my four a.m. wake-up calls for the bakery.

As I thought about Angie, my pussy started to tingle. I really hoped that I’d get to sleep with her at least once before this was all over. I was borderline obsessed with her and had convinced myself that sleeping with her once would help me get it out of my system.

Yeah, it was ridiculous, but we’ve all lied to ourselves from time to time.

Knowing that Angie would be fast asleep, I couldn’t help but dig into my bedside drawer and pull out one of my special toys. I’d spent the last week in a perpetual state of horniness, and I really needed to take the edge off before I did something stupid, like jump my bodyguard.

I wiggled out of my sleep shorts and pulled my tee shirt over my head before I slid back under the blankets again. I’d selected the quietest of my toys, but it still made noise. The thickness of the blanket and comforter would help hide the sound.

Turning the vibrator on, I started by teasing my nipples. I ran the vibe around the areola of one breast while I pinched the other with my fingers. Slowly I moved the toy closer to the nipple until I was putting vibration right on the tip. When my nipple was swollen and distended, I moved to the other one, biting my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

I’d always loved nipple stimulation, but right now, my poor pussy was clenching, desperate for attention. Since I was baking under the thick blankets, I shoved them down to my waist, baring my breasts to the cool air.

Teasing myself, I moved the vibrator down lower, over my stomach, past my mound, until I slipped it between my already-slick pussy lips.

“Mmm,” I hummed.

I bent my knees and opened them out to the side to give myself easier access as I slid the vibrator up and down inside my dripping channel. My eyes were screwed shut, and I imagined that the small toy was actually Angie’s finger.

You’re dripping wet, naughty girl, imaginary Angie told me with a wicked smile. I ought to spank you for that.

I’d never actually been spanked before, but suddenly I wanted to try it. Just the thought of it had another burst of moisture flooding my core.

Getting desperate to come, I shifted the vibrator until I was circling my clit, teasing it, adding more and more pressure as my pleasure grew. When I was getting close, I shifted the vibrator down into my channel, sliding it in and out roughly with one hand while my other hand stroked my clit. My hips punched up and down, meeting my hands.

“Angie!” I gasped, so completely lost in my fantasy that I didn’t even notice how I’d knocked the blankets off me.

My fingers moved more quickly as I grasped for the relief I needed. Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I felt the tingling in my spine, the curling in my toes, as a strong orgasm overtook me.

“Oh, Angie!” I moaned, my entire body shaking.

“Yes?”


Chapter 13 – Angie



I’ve seen a lot of beautiful things in my thirty-nine years on this Earth. The artwork in the Vatican. Machu Picchu. The Great Barrier Reef. The Grand Canyon. But none of those places, not one, was as beautiful as the look on my mate’s face as she moaned my name in the middle of an orgasm.

When I’d woken up to hear soft buzzing, I thought I might be mistaken about what was happening. She’d called my name softly, and I’d eased the door open, thinking maybe she was having a nightmare or something. But she wasn’t.

Suzie’s fingers were a blur as she pushed the vibrator in and out of her glistening pussy, her hips punching off the bed as she tried to get more friction.

I watched her, totally enthralled, with my fangs fully extended and my fingers digging into my palms. Everything inside me was focused on one thing: claim.

At that moment, I knew for sure that I would never have a moment of peace until I had a bite mark on Suzie’s neck, staking a claim on her that every damn creature in the supernatural world would understand.

“Angie,” she moaned again, her body shuddering with bliss.

“Yes?”

I saw the exact minute my response registered. Her eyes popped open wide, her spine stiffening even as her lower body continued to twitch with aftershocks from her orgasm.

My mate’s naked body was stunning, small and curvy, all soft lines and pale white skin that I was dying to mark. Vamps didn’t feed off humans like they used to, but none of us minded a couple of drops of fresh blood here and there. And blood from a mate – that was the sweetest of all.

Suzie shoved a mass of blonde hair away from her face and pushed up to her elbows. The move pressed her breasts out like a gift. It was all I could do not to leap forward and take a taste. But I’d seen the worry on her face when I told her we were fated mates, and I’d smelled her fear. She’d been hurt in the past, maybe more than once, and I needed to earn her trust first. Even if it killed me.

“What are you doing in here?” she asked.

“I heard you moaning my name. It woke me up out of a dead sleep.” I let my eyes travel over her naked body. “It was totally worth it though.”

I didn’t realize it was possible for someone to blush all over their body at once, but apparently it was. Suzie pulled the blanket up to her chin like some nervous virgin.

“Don’t cover up. Your body is like a work of art,” I said huskily.

She rolled her eyes.

“I’m too curvy. I should eat less sugar and take a pilates class once in a while. Oh, and buy a more flattering wardrobe instead of dressing like a pre-teen from a low-class family.”

“Are you channeling your mother right now?” I guessed.

She blinked in surprise. “How did you know?”

“It seemed on brand for her. By the way, I’m perfectly willing to kill your parents for you. I know at least a dozen ways to kill someone and make it look like an accident.”

Suzie burst out laughing like she thought I was kidding.

“They’ll get their own karma, don’t worry.”

“Okay, but the offer stands. I learned a lot of useful things in the Army. Just say the word and I’ll take care of them for you.”

An uncomfortable silence passed before she spoke again.

“Look Angie, I know I’m giving you mixed messages here --.”

I held up my hand.

“I get it. You need time, and I need to focus on protecting you. Whatever is between us still needs to wait.”

She nodded, a grateful look on her face.

“How would you feel about getting breakfast and then going for a long hike to burn off our nervous energy?” I proposed. “Or have you already burned all of yours off?”

Her face flushed even deeper. That’s when I realized I loved her. Even without the pull of the mate bond, I was irretrievably in love with this woman. And I didn’t mind it a bit.

An hour later we were in the middle of breakfast at a diner in the neighborhood when three hulking guys walked in. I was immediately on alert until I realized that it was the bears who were opening a restaurant up the street. I had seen them a few times through the windows this week.

Okay, technically I’d watched them on the surveillance cameras my team had set up just in case of trouble, but it was totally the same. Still, it was probably a good idea for me to talk to them.

“Stay here,” I said to Suzie, heading over to their table.

They all looked up at my approach.

“Bears.”

I made my voice cold and gave them all a hard look.

“Vampire,” the largest one smirked. “Human.”

I glanced behind me to find that of course Suzie had ignored my instructions to stay put. I sighed.

“Well good morning,” she said brightly, giving them what I considered her ‘daughter of a Senator’ smile. “I’m Suzie Harrington, I own the cupcake shop a few doors down from you. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you all.”

“We want to come say hello and get sweet items,” one of them said in a heavy accent. “But wolf tells us to stay away.”

Suzie looked at me curiously.

“Lois,” I explained.

I hadn’t realized that my boss had shaken them down, but I guess I wasn’t surprised.

“Well, that’s just nonsense. We’re all neighbors now, and all the business owners on our street work together to help each other,” Suzie told them. “You come on in tomorrow morning and I’ll hook you up with some of my special honey cupcakes.”

“Honey cupcakes?”

All three bears looked positively thrilled.

“Yes, it’s my own special recipe. I mix Hawaiian sweet honey right into the batter and then I top the cupcakes with a salted honey frosting. I think you’ll like them.”

It was probably a good thing that Suzie was so firmly on Team Lesbian, because I could tell right now all three of these dudes had just fallen in love with her. They wore identical lovesick smiles on their big dumb faces.

“Mine!” I growled.

“No mark on neck,” the younger one smirked. “Human is, how you say? Free agent.”

I leaned forward, placing my palms on the table, and infused my voice with as much menace as I could.

“If any of you touch my mate, I will slit your throats and slowly drink every drop of blood out of your giant bodies, then make a rug out of your carcasses.”

I snarled so they could see my fangs. “Are we clear?”

All three of them paled.

“Yes, we only come to pretty human for cupcakes. No sexy times.”

I patted him on the shoulder, and he flinched like I’d hit him. “Good boy.”

“Angie!” Suzie’s tone was firm. “Quit scaring the nice bears.”

She pulled me back towards our table, calling out over her shoulder, “Nice meeting you. See you guys on Monday!”

As soon as we sat down at our table, I shoved a piece of bacon into my mouth. Threatening people really made me hungry.

“What was up with that?” Suzie answered.

“Nothing.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Maybe you need to have some vibrator time too,” she muttered. “Someone is wound even tighter than normal this morning.”

“I heard that,” I grumbled, snagging a piece of bacon off her plate.

“I meant you to.”


Chapter 14 - Suzie



“Are you ready for your breakfast sandwich?”

After finishing our breakfast at the diner we’d spent all of Sunday afternoon hiking, walking around the trails until our muscles ached. Well, maybe that was just me. I was in decent shape, what with spending my entire day on my feet, but Angie’s fitness was next level. She’d scarcely broken a sweat.

When we got home, we worked together to make a simple but hearty dinner before collapsing on the couch to watch TV. At some point I must have fallen asleep, because when I woke up, I was in bed fully clothed, my phone hooked up to the charger at my bedside. I still wasn’t sure if Angie had carried me or helped me walk there without waking up.

We spent the next week much the same as we had the previous week. Every day I woke up early, letting Angie sleep until the last possible minute. She’d wake up grumbling but perk up as soon as she got her first sip of coffee.

We’d head down to the bakery by four-thirty to start making the day’s cupcakes. Angie was quickly becoming a pro, graduating from measuring and cleaning to the more difficult tasks like measuring and topping the cupcakes with decorative frosting.

Mid-morning we’d head out to Amy’s place for breakfast sandwiches and an espresso drink, returning to baking until we went upstairs mid-afternoon. I’d work on paperwork while Angie reviewed security tapes and did online research. When we got hungry, we would make dinner together and then watch some TV before bed.

Angie and I were almost like an old married couple with our daily routine, except for the part where we weren’t having sex. And after what had happened Sunday, I was nervous about using my vibrator again. Stupid vampire super hearing.

Neither of us had brought up mating, dating, or anything else relationship-related again, although Angie continued to drive me to distraction with little touches as she walked by me. She always seemed to be in my personal space, and it was making me a horny mess. And when she thought I wasn’t looking, I’d find her staring at my lips or my ass with her fangs pressing against her lips and a hungry expression on her face.

I’d made friends with the bears up the street. They came in every day to flirt and buy enormous quantities of honey cupcakes. I’d had to increase my production to keep up with them. Angie got all growly every time they came in, despite the fact that they were equal-opportunity flirters who’d charmed every single one of my staff people, even the normally unflappable Ramona. I couldn’t blame her, they were good looking guys, and their accents were adorable.

“Yeah, I’m starving,” I answered Angie’s question. “Let me just wash my hands.”

Maybe it was my imagination, but I was pretty sure that Angie had put on a couple of pounds during her almost two weeks with me. She was constantly grumbling about how she normally only ate once a day and I was feeding her too much, yet she willingly joined me for brunch and dinner every day. She even indulged in the occasional snack while we watched TV at night.

She’d lost some of that gauntness that she’d come with, and her boobs definitely looked a little bigger. Not that I stared at them on a daily basis or anything.

Okay, I totally did.

I cleaned up in the sink, then grabbed Angie’s hand to walk down to the Rise & Dine like we did every day around ten o’clock. The sun was shining – a minor miracle at this time of the year – and I felt lighthearted as we walked down the street.

Until it all went to hell.

In retrospect, everything that happened was well-coordinated, telling me that someone had been watching us for a while. I’d had no idea.

First, a man walking up the sidewalk towards us pretended to stumble, crashing into me and making me lose my grip on Angie’s hand. The force of his weight knocked me backward into another man who’d come up behind me. The second man grabbed me around my waist, quickly overpowering me. Meanwhile, the first guy and two others went for Angie, quickly surrounding her.

“Suzie!” she called, her voice the tiniest bit frantic.

The goon who’d grabbed me started dragging me towards a van with the side door open just enough to shove someone inside. Unfortunately for him, I’d had more than one self-defense training, and I wasn’t going without a fight.

I sagged forward in his grip like I’d passed out, then whipped myself back up, sending the back of my head crashing into his face. The sound of bones cracking closely followed by what sounded like swearing in Russian told me that I’d broken the asshole’s nose. Somehow he managed to keep a hold of me though. A few seconds later I felt blood dripping down the back of my neck. Ick.

He continued dragging me, so I wrapped my feet around his ankles, causing him to trip. Unfortunately, he landed right on top of me, knocking the wind out of me. Before I recovered, one of his buddies grabbed me and helped toss me into the back of the van while I scratched and punched and even bit every bit of skin I could grab onto.

I couldn’t see what was happening with Angie but based on all the snarling and grunting, she was fighting hard.

I landed in the van with a hard thump that I knew would leave a bruise. I pushed to my feet immediately, looking for a door handle, but I wasn’t surprised to see that they’d all been removed. The back of the van was separated from the front by a metal grate, trapping me in the cargo space.

The two men who’d dragged me into the van hurried into the front seat, shouting instructions to their colleagues. A few seconds later the other two dove into the back seat, and the driver took off before they’d even gotten the doors closed.

I heard a loud crash and saw Angie land on the windshield, her expression angry but focused. She held onto the windshield wipers like someone out of an action movie, but the driver swerved hard a few times, throwing her off the hood before he punched the accelerator and took off.

The last thing I saw was Angie flying through the air toward the hood of a car.

“Angie!” I screamed.

That’s when I realized that I was more concerned about her than I was about myself.

Over the last two weeks I’d told myself repeatedly that I didn’t feel anything but lust for my bodyguard but now I knew the truth: I was in love with Angie. I just hoped we both lived so I could tell her.


Chapter 15 – Angie



“God DAMN it!”

I couldn’t believe those fucking Russians had gotten the jump on me. Worse yet, they were humans. Very large, very strong humans, but still. I’d be completely embarrassed if I wasn’t overcome with worry about my mate.

If those fuckers hurt her…who was I kidding? Suzie had broken that one dude’s nose and then somehow knocked him over. She’d been a total badass, but there was no way he wasn’t going to retaliate against her for fighting back.

Rolling off the hood of the car I’d landed on when the bad guys threw me off the van, I heard tires screech next to me. A black SUV pulled up, the back door open.

“Come, we must follow mate.”

Recognizing the voice of one of the Belarusian bears, I didn’t hesitate to dive into the car. The bear in the driver’s seat floored the gas and we took off in hot pursuit.

“How’d you know what was happening?” I asked, my breath coming in harsh pants as adrenaline coursed through my veins like acid.

“We see on street camera, then hear screaming.”

We sped through the city streets trying to catch up with the van. I knew if we lost sight of them, we’d be in big trouble. It was infinitely more difficult to find the asset if they gave us the slip. I had to admit the bear was an excellent driver. He maneuvered through city streets, careening around cars and in one case, driving up onto the sidewalk in an effort to catch to the van.

Meanwhile another guy dug what looked like a government-issued satellite phone out of his pocket, barking orders in his accented English.

“You must shut down entrances to I-5,” he growled. “They head that way.”

“Who are you guys?” I asked.

“We make restaurant,” the guy next to me said. “But also help CIA.”

Had I just been dropped into a bad movie? None of this had come up in Lois’ background check on these guys, although it would have all been scrubbed from the records.

Speaking of Lois, I dug my phone out of my pocket and shot her off a series of texts alerting her to what had happened, providing our location, and giving her a description of everyone involved.

Me: BTW, the bears are with the CIA.




Lois: Well, that explains their oddly clean record. We wondered about it, but then we found their immigration records and everything seemed to check out. 



A few seconds later my phone pinged with another text.

Lois: We’ve got a team headed in your direction. Alerted the feds.



I didn’t respond, knowing she wouldn’t expect me to, not in the middle of a car chase.

The van flew past the freeway entrance, clearly realizing that the exit was blocked, and headed into one of the neighborhoods. They tore up one street, turning sharply onto another, before hitting a dead end where a street intersected with a giant concrete wall that supported the freeway.

The van stopped, and we stopped behind it, blocking its path. With industrial buildings on both sides of the street, they were trapped.

I reached for the car door, but a beefy paw grabbed my arm. I snarled but he held on tight, the tips of his claws pinching into my skin in warning.

“They will have gun,” he reminded me in his thick accent. “We must, how you say, smoke him out?”

We waited behind the van for several minutes, engine idling, waiting for them to make their move. It didn’t take long. A door opened on the passenger side, and one of the goons reached into the back, pulling Suzie out with enough force that she stumbled.

I growled low in my throat.

“Wait,” the bear said.

A glint of metal flashed as one of the kidnappers put the barrel of a gun at my mate’s temple. She looked surprisingly calm for a hostage.

“You want girl?” the man called loudly. “We trade.”

There was blood all over his face, telling me that this was the same guy whose nose Suzie had broken.

The bears and I slowly exited the vehicle, my eyes going right to my mate. She gave me a small smile then suddenly dropped to the ground. She swung her legs around and nailed her captor right at the back of the knee, making him stumble.

Damn, my mate was a hell of a woman.

I’d never moved so quickly in my life. Leaving the bears to deal with the rest of the Russians, I headed for the guy who’d had his hands on my mate, my fangs fully extended. I ripped out his throat before he took his next breath, and he crumpled to the ground, blood gushing from his neck in spurts.

I kicked him in the gut for good measure. Asshole.

“Holy shit Angie, if you were that hungry we could have gone back to the restaurant for a sandwich.”

Wait, was my mate teasing me? I looked over, blood and bits of tissue all over my face and clothing, expecting revulsion. But my mate looked impressed. Thank God.

In the few seconds that it had taken to kill this asshole, I’d worried that she’d be upset when she saw my demon side or how violent I could get in the right circumstances. I would never hurt her, I’d never hurt anyone who didn’t deserve it, but she didn’t know that.

Pushing to her feet, Suzie walked closer, her eyes pinned to my mouth.

“Wow, you don’t just get fangs, you’ve got a whole mouthful of crazy teeth coming out there.”

She had that same wondering tone she’d used the day she first discovered I was a vampire. She waved her finger in a circular motion in front of my face.

“You should see yourself right now. Oh wait, you don’t show up in mirrors, right?”

Unable to talk very well in this state, I just rolled my eyes at her lame joke.

“All dead.”

We both turned to see the bears approaching. They all had their claws out and their fangs extended, but otherwise had maintained their human forms. The Belarusians had good control of their animals. I’d spent enough time with shifters to know how hard it was to maintain a partial shift.

“You killed them all?” Suzie said, looking over to see the prone forms of the Russian thugs. The scent of blood hung thick in the air, making my stomach growl.

“They hurt you.”

The bears looked nervous, like maybe they thought Suzie would be upset with them. It was totally at odds with their ferocious looking fangs and claws.

“Aww, that’s so sweet.”

She sprung forward and gave them each a big hug, murmuring enthusiastic words of thanks.

“Hey!” I growled around my still-extended teeth. “I killed one too!”

Suzie turned around and gave me that sunshiney smile that I’d grown to love so much.

“I know honey, but I’ll have to give you your reward later. When we’re alone.”

The look on her face made it crystal clear what my reward would be, and let me tell you, that was fine with me. More than fine actually. But if my mate thought we were just going to have sex, she had another thing coming. The minute we were alone I was going to sink my teeth into her neck and tie her to me forever.

I just hoped she’d agree to that because after almost losing her today, I didn’t know what I was going to do if she said no.


Chapter 16 – Suzie



After what felt like hours dealing with some unidentified federal agents that I was pretty sure were CIA, Angie and I were on our way home. Well, to my home.

The bears were giving us a lift back to the bakery. I slid in the middle of the backseat between Boris and Angie, but she’d immediately pulled me onto her lap, somehow getting the seatbelt around both of us. I leaned into her, resting my head on her shoulder, ignoring the dried blood and bits of gore that covered her.

I guess I should have been freaked out watching Angie literally rip the throat out of a guy with her teeth but that display of dominance, knowing she was doing it to protect me, well, that was hot.

We were almost home when Angie’s phone rang.

“Yeah, patch him through.”

She handed the phone to me. “Your father wants to talk to you.”

I frowned. Where was my phone? Reading my mind, Angie told me, “Your phone pinged as back at the bakery.”

I grabbed the phone out of Angie’s hand but stayed in her arms. I liked it there.

“Hi Dad.”

“Suzannah! Are you okay?”

It was phrased as a question, but the tone of his voice clearly said I’d better say yes or there’d be hell to pay.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“Those bodyguards are useless.”

“Angie literally was thrown off a van while trying to save me,” I corrected. “And she and our, um, friends took care of the situation.”

“I don’t like you being helpless.”

“I’m not exactly helpless Dad, I broke a guy’s nose fighting back.”

“That’s not ladylike, Suzannah,” my mother called from the background, letting me know that I was on speakerphone.

“I should get you a new bodyguard,” my father growled. “I’ll have that vampire’s job!”

“No way. I’m only working with Angie. You weren’t there, Dad, you don’t know how it all went down. There was nothing she could have done. It’s Angie or no one.”

My father made a noise that clearly indicated his displeasure. I didn’t care. I didn’t often stand up to them, but I was now.

“Thanks for calling Dad but we’re almost home and I need to wash all the blood and gross stuff off me. I’ll talk to you later.”

I hung up before they could ask for more information, then snuggled closer to Angie. Her arms tightened around me, and she kissed the top of my head.

When we got back to the bakery, the store was dark.

“What happened? Why are they closed?”

“Lois sent them all home for their protection,” Angie told me. “They’ll be back in the morning though.”

I nodded. That made sense.

Yuri parked the SUV behind the building where the bears were opening a restaurant, and we all got out into the alley.

“You take good care of mate,” Yuri said gruffly, giving Angie an intimidating glare.

She growled deep in her throat, and he took half a step back before he realized what he was doing.

“Thanks again, all of you, for saving me,” I said. “I’m going to make you some special honey cupcakes tomorrow to thank you.”

They all looked predictably thrilled. Bears and their love of honey might be a cliché, but it was still true.

Angie and I watched them head into their place. The minute the heavy metal door slammed closed, the earth shifted, and I found myself thrown over Angie’s shoulder like a sack of potatoes.

“Angie!” I grabbed her waistband in balance. “What are you doing?”

“I’m taking you home,” she said, her voice deep and growly in a way that did funny things to my insides.

“Put me down, I weigh more than you do. I’ll break your spine!”

To my shock, she gave my ass a hard spank. It stung for a second, then sent warmth right to my pussy.

“Shush! Don’t insult yourself!”

“It’s not insulting myself if it’s true.”

Another smack on the ass had me moaning. Damn, who knew that felt so good?

Angie practically ran up the alley with me bouncing on her shoulder, then raced up the stairs in record time. She wasn’t even winded when she got to the top. After entering the code, she slammed the door closed and dropped my ass on the kitchen counter.

Before I could even process what was happening, she shoved her way between my thighs, tunneled her fingers into my hair, and captured my mouth in a hard kiss. I felt the press of her fangs as she nipped my lower lip, demanding entrance. Her tongue swooped in, claiming me.

I wrapped my legs around her hips and my arms around her neck, pulling her closer.

The kiss was immediately hot, hotter than anything I’d ever experienced. Without releasing my lips, Angie put enough space between us to literally rip my shirt off me, shoving it off my shoulders. I released her to wiggle out of it and opened the clasp of my bra, baring my breasts.

Angie wasted no time kissing down my neck and over my chest until she captured one nipple in her mouth, sucking and teasing it with her tongue until I was whining with need. My fingers gripped her hair tight enough that it had to hurt.

“Angie. Please.”

I didn’t even know what I was asking for exactly, but she took my plea to mean she should give my other breast the same attention. Meanwhile she unzipped my jeans and slid her hand underneath the waistband of my panties, cupping my mound.

“Ahh!”

Angie pulled her mouth off my breast.

“You’re soaking wet!” she said, seeming surprised.

“I’m always that around you,” I said honestly.

Our mouths met again in a clash of teeth and lips, our tongues dueling for dominance. Angie’s fingers slipped between my pussy lips and started stroking me up and down, at first slow and gentle, then getting firmer and faster. When her finger slid into my opening I moaned against her lips.

She added a second finger and began thrusting in and out of my channel, bringing me higher and higher while I rolled my hips, riding her hand. I was out of my mind with desire, desperate for more as I gripped her shoulders so hard that I’d be surprised if she wasn’t bruised.

If vampires bruised…I needed to ask her about that.

Angie twisted her fingers inside me, drawing my attention back to my pussy as she began sliding against my clit with her thumb. My inner muscles tightened around her fingers as my orgasm moved closer.

Suddenly she stilled.

“What’s wrong?” I whined. “Why are you stopping?”

Angie gave me a serious look.

“If we do this, there’s no going back, Suzie. There’s no way I can fuck you without claiming you. Not now, not after everything that’s happened. I want you, but I want you forever.”

I stared deep into her eyes, hoping she could see the truth of my words.

“I love you, Angie. I want to be your mate. Forever.”

Her eyes blazed and her face morphed as her fangs descended. I moaned as her fingers resumed moving, faster and harder this time.

“I’m…I’m…”

“Let go. Come for me, mate.”

As my orgasm crashed through me Angie lowered her head and sunk her teeth into my neck.


Chapter 17 – Angie



Suzie broke apart around my fingers as I bit into her neck, activating the mate bond between us. Pure energy filled my body. It made me feel simultaneously euphoric and invincible, and then it triggered a mini orgasm that took me by surprise given that neither of us was touching my pussy.

It was the most incredible sensation I’d ever experienced.

I licked her wound to seal it, tasting her sweet blood as my mate shuddered her way through the final stages of her orgasm. The mate mark would be sensitive now, always responsive to my touch even after the scar faded into her skin.

Humans would never even know it was there, but my claim would be obvious to any supernatural being who came in contact with her.

Suzie dropped her head to my shoulder, panting as she came down.

“Holy fuck, that was intense.”

I hugged her close as she recovered. When she finally pushed away, she looked determined.

“Your turn now.”

“It’s okay, we don’t have to do this right now. I’m covered in gunk.”

I don’t know why I was protesting, I wanted this as much as she did. I’d been dreaming of the day I could make love to my mate and have her return the favor.

“Get on the table,” she ordered.

“What?”

“I’m dying to eat you out and I don’t want bits of Russian in my bed.”

When I didn’t move, she slid off the counter and pushed on my sternum.

“Move along now. And take off your clothes while you’re at it.”

My mate was a bossy little thing. I kind of liked it. Following her instructions, I dropped my clothes on the floor and moseyed over to the kitchen table, laying down on the tablecloth with my legs hanging off the edge.

Suzie followed me, pulling up a chair and lifting my legs to her shoulders. She was silent for a few seconds as she studied my pussy.

“My God you’re beautiful,” she breathed, leaning closer.

Spreading my pussy lips with her fingers, Suzie lowered her face and slowly licked me from bottom to top. I made a noise that I was quite sure I’d never made before as the roughness of her tongue moved across my sensitive tissues.

“Mmm,” she murmured before she licked me again.

This time my hips lifted involuntarily. I’d been wanting her for what felt like forever, and now with the mate bond activated, I wouldn’t last long.

Over and over again, Suzie slid her tongue through my folds, tasting me, teasing me, until I was helpless to do anything but lay there and wait for more. I wasn’t sure what she was doing to me, but I liked it. I liked it a lot.

When her tongue paused near my clit, I ground out, “Suck it. Suck my clit.”

She pinched my inner thigh with surprising strength.

“I’m in charge now.”

God help me, I damn near came just from that.

Suzie took the tip of her tongue and tapped a circle around my clit, and then did it again. Then she began circling, adding pressure as she moved around it without ever touching it full on.

“Suzie,” I moaned. “Mate.”

“Shh, I know what you need,” she whispered. “I’ll take care of you.”

One hand snaked up my body, pinching a nipple between her fingers, pulling and squeezing while she continued to torture my poor clit.

When she finally sucked the swollen bud into her mouth, I was ready to cry in relief. My hips rolled, trying to get closer, desperate for more pressure.

Suzie shifted, one hand clamping down on my hip with a surprising amount of force, while the other reached between my legs and slid between my butt cheeks. I yelped in surprise as she circled my puckered entrance even while she continued to lick and suck on my clit.

The finger moved upwards through my channel, gathering my moisture, then pressed slowly inside my asshole, thrusting in and out. I was thrashing around now, desperate to come.

“Let go Angie, come for me,” she ordered.

This time when she sucked my clit into her mouth she bit down and that was all I could take.

“Suzie!” I screeched, stiffening for a long moment before wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. I spasmed against her, my fingers digging into her hair while my legs pressed her closer.

Through it all she kept sucking my clit, thrusting her finger in my asshole, and holding me in place with that hand on my hip. I gave myself over to the sensations, my mind completely clearing of everything except the waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

I’d had sex dozens of times, maybe more, and it had never, ever been this intense. This overwhelming. This perfect.

When I finally started coming down, Suzie pulled away and to my shock, climbed up onto the table and covered me with her body.

“How was that?” she asked, stroking my now-damp hair.

“Incredible.”

She lowered her head to press a soft kiss to my lips.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She pulled back to look at me. “You don’t have to say it if you’re not there yet.”

“What part of I want to spend the rest of my life with you didn’t convey my undying love for you?” I asked incredulously.

“I thought it was just the mate bond or something.”

She sounded a little unsure and I needed to nip that in the bud. I still didn’t know her whole story, all the things that had made her push away when I first mentioned the mate thing, but with us, there could be no doubts. I reached up and held her face between my hands.

“I loved you the instant I saw you before I even realized that you were my mate. If I wasn’t a vampire, if we were both just humans, I would still love you wholly and completely. I love you exactly the way you are. And I promise you this Suzannah Harrington, I will love you until I take my dying breath.”

She opened her mouth to respond, and I pressed a finger to her lips. “If you make a joke about vampires not having breath, I might have to take all that sweet shit back.”

She laughed against my finger.

“Actually, I was going to suggest that we take a shower. We’re both gross.”

“That sounds like a great idea.”

We moved together into the shower stall, forced to stand close by the small space, bathing side by side before using our fingers to bring each other to orgasm.

All that sex and the almost getting killed part of our day really made us hungry, so we ordered an enormous amount of Chinese food and then snuggled together watching our telenovela until bedtime. That night I fell asleep wrapped in Suzie’s arms and felt happier than I’d ever felt in my life.


Chapter 18 – Suzie



The next morning, we got up early and headed down to the bakery, just like every day, and started several batches of cupcakes. We’d been at it for about three hours when Angie stiffened next to me, her eyes opening in alarm. I’d never seen her look so freaked out.

“What is it?” I whispered. “Is it the Russians again?”

She shook her head.

“Worse, it’s my mother.”

The words had barely registered before we heard a loud voice call, “Angie-Bangie! Where’s my sweet little girl?”

The door to the kitchen burst open, and a woman raced in, Ramona on her heels.

“Ma’am, you can’t go back there!”

“It’s okay Ramona,” I called. “This is Angie’s mom.”

Angie’s mother swept across the room, drawing her daughter into a tight hug. She was stunning. Like her daughter, she was tall and thin with long dark hair and super pale skin. The streaks of silver through her hair and the fine lines bracketing her mouth and eyes were the only indication that she was old enough to have a daughter who was pushing forty.

The mother and daughter pulled apart, turning to face me in unison. I gave Angie’s mom a big smile.

“Hello, I’m Suzie Harrington, it’s lovely to meet you Mrs., um, Miss…”

My voice trailed off awkwardly as I realized that I had no idea what Angie’s last name was. How had I tied myself to someone forever without knowing such an important detail? Angie’s eyes sparkled with amusement, but if her mother noticed the stumble, she was nice enough not to mention it.

“Hello dear, I’m Angelica Albecu, but please call me Angelica.”

“Angie and Angelica?” I asked, looking between them.

“Well technically Angie’s name is Angelica too, but it’s less confusing to call her Angie.”

Angelica wrapped her arm around my mate’s shoulders and gave her an affectionate squeeze.

“Before you ask, yes, I named her after myself. I figured if men could do it, why can’t I? After all, I was both mother and father to my little girl.”

I liked her immediately.

“Just like Lorelai Gilmore,” I said in delight.

“Is that a friend of yours or something?” Angie asked.

Angelica and I both laughed.

“It’s a TV show,” I told her.

“Oh no,” Angie said vehemently. “You are NOT getting me hooked on another damned TV show. I don’t even have a TV set at my house.”

“It’s okay honey,” I patted her arm. “You can watch it here. We’ll watch it after we finish up Sex and the City.”

“You’re watching Sex and the City?” her mom asked with a laugh. “Really?”

When Angie just mumbled something under her breath. I answered for her.

“She loves it. But I have a question for you: Dean or Jess?”

“Well as much as I love a bad boy, I never could stand that rude little shithead, so I’m Team Dean all the way.”

I smiled at her response. She was a true Gilmore Girls fan, just like me.

“I really like your mom,” I told Angie. She rolled her eyes.

“Mom, what are you even doing here? You know I’m on a job.”

“With your mate,” Angelica reminded her. She reached out to push aside the collar of my tee shirt so she could inspect my rapidly fading mate mark. “Besides, you’ve been ignoring my texts. Although now I see why.”

“I’m on a job, Mom,” Angie repeated through gritted teeth.

“Looks like you’ve had time for other things,” Angelica teased. “Now what have we got going on here?”

“We’re making cupcakes for the shop,” I explained. “This is my bakery.”

“It’s adorable. How can I help?”

Angelica helped us for a couple of hours without a single complaint, working just as hard as the two of us. Angie was mostly quiet as her mother and I chatted about everything from TV shows to nail polish to baking techniques.

She was super engaging and so openly affectionate with her daughter that it warmed my heart. When I was growing up, I would have killed for even a fraction of that love and acceptance from my own mother.

“So, what’s up with the bodyguard thing?” Angelica asked me later that morning. “Someone is after you, sweetie? Is that why you need protection?”

“Yeah. My father is a U.S. Senator, and he managed to piss off Putin, so now there are Russians trying to kidnap me.”

“Russians,” Angelica spat. The look on her face told me clearly what she thought of Russians, and it wasn’t flattering.

“They sent a team here and they managed to grab her yesterday,” Angie added. “That’s why we’ve been a little busy.”

“What happened?” her mother asked, looking concerned.

“They grabbed Suzie in broad daylight,” Angie explained. “They overpowered me and then drove off, but with the help of some bear shifters we know, we were able to catch them before they got too far. Then we took care of the situation.”

I leaned forward so no one out front would overhear us.

“Angie ripped one guy’s throat out with her fangs.”

“After Suzie broke his nose, tripped him, and kicked him in the back of the knee.” Angie’s voice was full of pride.

“Wow, good job, both of you.” Angelica looked suitably impressed.

“The Belarusian bears took care of the rest of them,” I added. “Apparently they don’t like Russians either.”

“My, you’ve had an eventful week.”

“We don’t know when they’ll send another team to come after her though,” Angie said.

She was worried about this I knew. We’d talked about it last night, in between having sex three times. Or maybe it was four.

“Let me call my cousin in Romania and see if she can help,” Angelica offered.

“Cousin in Romania?” I asked.

“Yeah, my cousin oversees all the Romanian vampires, kind of like the president of the vamps there, and she’s mated to the son of the leader of the Russian contingent. If the Russian vamps get involved, that little asshole dictator will back off you.”

“Oh wow, Mom, I’m embarrassed I didn’t think of that myself.”

Angelica patted her daughter’s cheek fondly. “Sometimes you just need your momma.”

Just after noon Angelica sighed deeply and pressed her hands against her lower back.

“Any chance you two could slip out for lunch? I’m starving. And I wouldn’t mind sitting down for a while either.”

“Sure, let me just tell my staff we’re going to leave for a while.”

After a brief discussion we decided to head to a steakhouse so the two vampires could get some rare meat and top off their iron stores. I rarely ate steak, so we grabbed an Uber and headed downtown to the one place I knew was good.

It was a little fancy, but our casual clothes wouldn’t raise too many eyebrows for the lunch crowd. As a rule, Seattle was more casual than most cities. We were looking at our menus when I felt someone stop beside me.

Looking up, I saw my parents, flanked by their two giant bodyguards. All four of them looked like they’d rather be anywhere else right now.

“Suzannah,” my mother’s voice dripped with disapproval. “This is how you dress for lunch?”

Despite my being a grown ass woman who’d been on my own for a very long time, I immediately felt small and chastised. Next to me, Angie growled low in her throat.

“Mom. Dad.” Even I could hear the lack of enthusiasm in my voice.

“Your daughter looks perfect just the way she is.”

We all turned to look at Angelica. Her voice was firmer than usual, having lost the light, melodic tone she’d used all morning.

“And you are?” my mother asked haughtily.

Angelica gave her a smile that was laced with steel. It was the same smile I’d seen on her daughter the first day we met.

“I’m your future in-law, Angelica Albecu.”

“Future in-law?” My father spoke for the first time, his face turning red with anger.

“Why of course. Our daughters are getting married.”


Chapter 19 – Angie



The twin looks of horror on the faces of Suzie’s parents would be entertaining if it hadn’t been hurtful to my mate. I started to get up, by my mother clamped her arm down on my arm, holding me in place.

“Why don’t you sit down and join us for lunch?” she offered, imbuing her voice with a little magical mind control.

After a brief hesitation Suzie’s parents sat down at the table. Without a word, the two human bodyguards moved to stand against a wall. I guess the poor guys didn’t get to eat. It was a shame because I’d heard that this place was fabulous.

The waitress hurried over, greeting our unexpected guests like they were royalty.

“Senator Harrington. Judge Harrington. Welcome back. What can I get you?”

Apparently, the Harringtons came here often because they didn’t even need a menu. We all ordered steak, except for Mrs. Harrington, who ordered a grilled chicken salad. Color me unsurprised.

“You really should stick with salad, dear,” she told Suzie with fake kindness, sending a critical look over my mate’s body. “You know how fatty food goes right to your hips.”

I couldn’t control the growl of annoyance.

“Suzie can eat whatever she wants,” I told them, using a little of my own vampire mind control. I wasn’t as good at it as my mother was, but it worked in a pinch.

If people were weak-minded, it worked better. With Suzie’s parents, it was just enough to disrupt them, like when I’d stared down her father in the conference room at Sapphic Security the day we first met. Mrs. Harrington looked away.

The waitress reappeared with our drinks. Suzie, my mom and I had all ordered coffee, but the Harringtons ordered alcohol. That seemed appropriate somehow.

“Now what was that about getting married?” Mrs. Harrington asked, taking a sip of her white wine.

“Don’t be ridiculous. No one’s getting married,” Senator Harrington snarled.

“It turns out our daughters are fated mates,” Mom told them. “They’re already mated of course, but they’ll want to do a civil ceremony for the legal protections.”

“Fated mates?” Mrs. Harrington asked.

Suzie leaned forward, cognizant of the people seated around us at nearby tables. “Angie is a vampire.”

She shifted the collar of her shirt, giving her parents a view of the red mark on her neck. Mrs. Harrington paled enough that she looked like a vampire herself.

I grabbed Suzie’s hand, resting it on the table with mine. “I love your daughter, and I plan to spend the rest of my life with her.”

“No. This will not do.” Senator Harrington drained the rest of his drink. “It’s bad enough our daughter is a…is not normal. But this? It’s too much. I have my reputation to think about.”

“Can’t you find a nice man to marry?” her mother added.

“I’m sorry you feel that way, because if you can’t accept me like I am, and you can’t accept my mate, I have nothing more to say to you.” Suzie’s face was harder than I’d ever seen it. “Either of you.”

“I’ll have your job for this!” Senator Harrington pointed his finger in my direction. “Neither you nor your firm will work anywhere in this state again.”

It was all I could do not to roll my eyes at his threat. The fact was that Sapphic Security had multiple high-level contracts with the federal government as well as the country’s largest corporations. The Senator couldn’t touch us.

His glare swung back to Suzie. “You’re still getting a new bodyguard.”

Before Suzie could open her mouth to argue, Mom spoke up.

“That won’t be necessary, we’ve neutralized the threat.”

“What the hell are you talking about, lady? Those Russian assholes kidnapped her just yesterday.”

“And the vampires took care of the problem today,” Mom told him sternly. “You won’t be bothered again, any of you.”

When the Senator just stared at her, openmouthed, Mom added, “You’re welcome.”

Just then the waitress returned with our food.

“Box it up,” he ordered, handing his plate and his wife’s back to the waitress. “We’re leaving.”

Suzie’s parents got up and stalked away from the table without so much as a backward glance. I squeezed her hand.

“I’m sorry.”

My mate’s eyes were glassy, but she didn’t cry. “No, I’m sorry. There’s no reason for them to treat you like that.”

“There’s no reason for them to treat YOU like that,” I stressed.

“Don’t worry dear, we’re your family now.” Mom’s voice was soft and sincere.

Suzie popped out of her chair to give my mom a hug. “Thank you so much. For everything.”

Hours later Suzie and I were snuggling in bed. The fact that I was snuggling was big, I was not exactly a cuddler. Mom had gotten an Airbnb a few blocks away, saying that she didn’t want to “cramp you girls’ style”, which was for the best since Suzie only had a one-bedroom apartment.

Poor Mom would be crippled up if she slept on Suzie’s couch. She was strong and fit for her age, but that couch was old and uncomfortable. And a loveseat. When Suzie and I moved in together, the first thing we were going to do was get a real couch.

“Move in together?”

I realized that I’d said that last part out loud. Oops.

“I was just thinking about our future.”

“Oh yeah, I didn’t want to be all needy and everything, but I was wondering what would happen now that you’re done with this assignment,” Suzie said. “I mean, you’ll need to move on to other jobs now, right?”

“Yeah.”

I rolled us over until Suzie was beneath me, then slipped one of my legs between hers. Subtly, I shifted up and down a few times, rubbing my thigh against her clit while I humped her thigh like the lady I was.

“I think you should move in with me.”

Suzie was shaking her head before I finished.

“I like living here. You should move in with me.”

I sped up my movements, grinding my thigh hard against her pussy.

“Are you trying to fuck me into agreeing with you?” she asked.

I laughed. “Kind of.”

Suzie braced her feet on the mattress and bucked her hips up to meet mine. We both moaned at the sensation. She did it again, and all talk about apartments was forgotten as we found a rhythm that worked for both of us.

We’d gone to bed wearing just panties and tee shirts, and our sliding motions made the crotch of our panties move against our folds, increasing the sensation. We rubbed our legs against each other’s pussies for what felt like hours, our pace increasing as we went along.

Suzie reached between us, hands sliding under my shirt to find my tits. She squeezed them between her fingers, and I cried out, my orgasm hitting me unexpectedly. Lowering my head, I caught the skin at the juncture of her shoulder between my teeth, not breaking the skin, but sucking the mate mark into my mouth until Suzie found her own release.

“Angie!”

I collapsed down on top of her, both of us quivering, before finally rolling to my side, taking her with me. I kissed her forehead, then the tip of her nose, then her chin, before returning to those sweet lips.

“How about we both stay here until we find a bigger place?” I suggested.

We’d have more space at my place, but this little apartment was cozy and had a lot of good memories for us. Plus, you couldn’t beat the commute to the bakery downstairs.

“On one condition.”

Her voice had that teasing lilt that I loved so much. It always signaled that something crazy was about to come out of her mouth.

“What?”

“You have to make me come every night.”

“Just once?” I scoffed. “That sounds pretty easy. But I have a condition of my own.”

She leaned forward to press a quick kiss to my lips.

“What?”

“Marry me.”

“Really?”

I nodded. “Why not? You’re already stuck with me, we might as well make it legal.”

“Well, that’s a romantic proposal,” she teased. “Just like I always dreamed about.”

“You want romantic, or you want real?”

“I just want you,” she said sweetly. “Forever.”


Epilogue – Suzie



Six months later…

“This is last box.”

I gave Boris a big smile. “Aw, thanks so much. I appreciate you guys helping us move.”

“We glad to help.”

“They’re only helping us so they can shake you down for more honey cupcakes,” Angie called from the hallway.

It was probably true. Those bears would do anything for a honey cupcake.

My mate and Yuri went by with the new coffee table we’d purchased to go along with our new couch. The couch was a monstrosity, a giant three-piece sectional, but we had plenty of room in our new home and it made Angie happy, so who was I to argue?

After six months together we’d finally found the perfect house. It was a cute little two-bedroom house about three blocks from the bakery with an open floor plan, a remodeled bathroom, and a large yard. We loved it.

“You guys want to stay for pizza and beer?” I asked the bears.

We’d both become good friends with the Belarusians and often hung out with them. Angie was on a secret quest to help them each find a mate, although she’d never admit it. A few months ago she’d helped one of her coworkers find love, and now she fancied herself a matchmaker.

It was an incredibly romantic hobby for my normally pragmatic mate.

“No, we must check on restaurant,” Boris answered.

I went to give each of the guys a hug, ignoring Angie’s growl of annoyance. She knew she had nothing to worry about, but the urge to keep the unmated bears away from me was instinctual.

“Your mom is going to love having a place to stay when she comes back to visit.”

Angelica had visited us twice now, and I loved spending time with her. The easy affection and complete acceptance I received from her was like a balm on my soul given that my parents and I still weren’t talking.

I’d grudgingly invited them to our wedding last month as an olive branch and they hadn’t taken it, not that I’d been surprised. The ball was in their court if they ever wanted to have any kind of relationship with me. I ignored any pleas from my father’s campaign manager to attend events or otherwise pretend we had a relationship.

“We’re all alone in our new home!”

Angie looked positively giddy. She’d really lightened up over the past six months, much of her default crankiness fading away. Even her boss Lois had noticed that she was more cheerful than she used to be. I liked to think that we were good for each other.

I’d certainly never had anything close to this kind of relationship. It was a cliché, but Angie had become my best friend as well as my wife, and while we each had our own lives, I loved nothing more than spending time with her.

“What should we do now?” I teased, recognizing the lascivious look in my mate’s eyes.

Despite being together for six months now, we could hardly get enough of each other. Scarcely a day went by that we didn’t make love.

“Let’s break in the couch.”

“You’ve been thinking about this since we picked it out, haven’t you?” I guessed.

She tapped one finger against the tip of her nose. “Yep. Now get naked.”

“Always the romantic,” I teased, even as I started pulling my clothes off.

I plopped down on the new sectional then stretched out. It was a midnight blue, with a soft fabric that felt great against my naked skin.

“Man, this thing is huge!”

“I might be more excited about the new couch than I am about getting a house,” she joked.

We’d used Angie’s savings for the downpayment, and I was paying her back by renting the apartment over the bakery. Angie said on the cushion next to me, then shifted in the other direction, moving closer to me.

“Ah, in the mood for a little sixty-nine, are we?” I teased.

“I’m always in the mood for sixty-nine.”

I widened my legs as Angie licked up my pussy with a flattened tongue, making me shudder. Gripping her thigh, I began my own exploration, sliding my tongue up and down Angie’s folds until she was shaking.

I loved how responsive she was to me. And I loved the way she could get me off quickly damn near every time.

Angie slid a finger into my opening then circled her tongue around my clit. I did the same and we pumped into each other in tandem, moaning around each other’s pussy as we both gave ourselves over to the pleasure.

“Suzie! Mate!” Angie’s voice was deep as she shook against me with the strength of her orgasm.

I was right behind her, sighing and moaning as I took my own pleasure while somehow keeping myself focused on prolonging Angie’s. She did the same.

After we’d both stopped shaking Angie flipped around and snuggled up close to me, resting her head on my shoulder right by where she’d marked me all those months ago.

“I love you,” she whispered against my skin.

“I love you too, little vampire.”

She huffed out a laugh. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

“Only if I get a stake, baby.”
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“It’s done,” I said triumphantly. “My divorce is final.”

My best friend Susan paused in the process of sliding into the restaurant booth, her sharply manicured eyebrows raising almost to her hairline. “Dickhead finally signed the papers?” she asked, her tone hopeful.

I nodded as Susan settled into the seat across from me. “The judge signed off on it today. Apparently his barely legal girlfriend is knocked up, and she wants to get a ring on her finger before the big event.” I explained with a touch of irony in my voice. “The child bride finally got it done for me.”

Susan smiled and nodded. “Well congratulations and good riddance. Let’s order some wine.”

We were most of the way through our second bottle when the conversation turned back to my ex. “I wonder if Dickhead and his Child Bride will last for the long haul,” Susan mused.

I shook my head and blew a chunk of hair away from my mouth.

“I doubt it,” I told her. “Someday she’s gonna roll over and think, there’s got to be something better out there than a self-absorbed man child who doesn’t know a clitoris from a doorknob.”

Susan laughed, sputtering her wine. I eyed her across the table. Although she was ten years older than me, we had been best friends for the last five years. We worked together at the accounting firm. She had been my trainer when I first came there, fresh out of school with my degree. We bonded over work, but soon realized that we were kindred spirits.

Susan was rapidly approaching forty but could easily pass for my age. Her hair was black and shiny, hinting at her Puerto Rican heritage, with blunt bangs and blond highlights that she paid a fortune for. Her face was clear and unlined, with large brown eyes and cheek bones that could cut glass. She was an avid runner and worked hard to maintain a slim physique since the women in her family ran towards the chunkier side.

I was almost her complete opposite. Blonde curls to her straight dark hair, blue eyes instead of brown, curvy where she was lean, introverted to her extrovert.

But somehow, we clicked. We were closer than sisters. Honestly, I don’t know how I would have gotten through the last year without her. She had been the first one I called when my marriage fell apart, and she had supported me throughout the whole process.

It had been a big shock when I came home early one day and found my husband getting a blow job in the middle of our living room. It had been even more shocking when I saw the fresh young face at the other end of that blow job.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I had screeched, startling them both out of their sex stupor. “You’re getting blow jobs from children now?”

The girl had looked up from her knees with eyes glowing in righteous indignation. “I’m not a child, I’m nineteen,” she had informed me proudly. “I’m glad you finally found out. I give him what you don’t, and he loves me.”

I looked into the familiar eyes of my husband and saw the panic and confusion there. I made it easy for him. “Get out,” I told him firmly, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Take your teenage girlfriend and get the fuck out. We’re getting a divorce. Expect to hear from my lawyer.”

The condo was in my name. I had purchased it before we were married, and since I had never added his name to the deed, he had no rights to it. There was no question he would be the one leaving.

My husband just stared at me with his jaw hanging open like he couldn’t believe it. “But Jennifer,” he whined. “You don’t understand. Let me explain.”

“There’s nothing to understand,” I told him sadly. “This is a deal breaker for me, and you know that as well as I do. We are done.”

The girl had taken his hand and smiled triumphantly. “Come on baby,” she told him. “Zip up and let’s get out of here. We can finally be together like we planned.”

“Yeah baby,” I had sneered. “I’ll box up your stuff. It’ll be in the hallway tomorrow. Pick it up by six o’clock or I’m trashing it all.”

After they left my first call was to the locksmith, but my second call was to Susan.

That night was the last time I had seen my husband until we had met for the court-ordered pre-divorce mediation. He spent most of that session reiterating what he had told me in numerous voice mails, emails and sessions spent yelling on the other side of my front door. He loved me. He had made a terrible mistake. He wasn’t going to sign the papers. We were meant to be together. Needless to say, mediation hadn’t been very successful. Fortunately, I had been careful to keep our assets separate, as if I knew that someday I would be in this situation.

Through it all, Susan had been my rock. In the end I don’t think I was even that sad about the divorce, I was really angrier with myself for staying in a relationship that wasn’t fulfilling with a man I didn’t love anymore.

“You need to get some quality sex.” Susan drew my attention back to the present. “Bang him out of your system.”

“I don’t know,” I answered slowly. “I think I need a hiatus.”

“A hiatus from what?” Susan asked with a frown. “You haven’t had sex in what, eighteen months?”

I nodded. “Yeah, but I just can’t take a disappointing fumble right now. I would rather have nothing than another three-pump chump.”

I shook my head and continued, “I’m going to stick with my battery-operated boyfriend, he never disappoints me.”

Susan smiled. “That’s because you know your way around your own vajayjay.”

She motioned to the waiter to bring us a third bottle of wine.

“That’s why I like to date women,” she continued. “We already know our way around the equipment.”

I nodded thoughtfully. “You make a good point.”

Susan leaned forward. “We’ve never talked about this,” she said earnestly. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

For more of the story, check out “The Divorcee’s First Time” by Reba Bale, available now at https://books2read.com/Divorce.
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Friends to Lovers Lesbian Romance Series

The Divorcee’s First Time

My BFF’s Sister

My Rockstar Assistant

My College Crush

My Fake Girlfriend

My Secret Crush

My Holiday Love

My Valentine’s Gift

My Spring Fling

My Forbidden Love

My Office Wife

My Second Chance

Coming Out in Ten Dates

Worth Waiting For

My Party Planner

My Broken Heart

The Surrender Club Lesbian Romance Series

Jaded

Hated

Fated

Saved

Caged

The Sapphic Security Series

Guarding the Senator’s Daughter

Guarding the Rock Star

Guarding the Witness

Menage Romances

Pie Promises

Tornado Warning

Summer in Paradise

Life of the Mardi

Bases Loaded

Two for One Deal

The Unexpectedly Mine Series

Sinful Desires

Taken by Surprise

Just One Night

Forbidden Desires

Hotwife Erotic Romances

Hotwife in the Woods

Hotwife on the Beach

Hotwife Under the Tree

A Hotwife’s Retreat

Hot Wife Happy Life

Want a free book? Just join my newsletter at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbian. You’ll be the first to hear about new releases, special sales, and free offers.


About Reba Bale



Reba Bale writes erotic romance, lesbian romance, menage romance, & the spicy stories you want to read on a cold winter's night.

She lives in the Northwest with her family and two very spoiled dogs. When Reba is not writing she is reading the same naughty stories she likes to write.

You can also follow Reba on Ream at for free stories, bonus epilogues and more. You can also hear all about new releases and special sales by joining Reba’s mailing list at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbian
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