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Chapter 1

Parents do
everything within their power to protect their charges, but the
truth is that even guardians fail. When they do, it is a failure
that haunts for lifetimes - never relenting, easing up, or allowing
peace. It is our burden and one that I carry always.

That was my dismal thought, mixed in with
memories of my own adopted sister, as I pulled up to the remote log
cabin nestled in the secluded flatlands outside Vinita, Oklahoma.
It was a bad idea bringing the survivors of the sex ring I had
eliminated here. Only three had made it out, the rest had either
been too far gone for me to save or had begged for death. I could
never deny a soul the ability to leave the world on their own
terms, rather than battle the pain and shame a situation this
horrible had inflicted upon them. I ended seven lives upon their
insistence and I suppose that makes me a terrible person. I know it
had something to do with the fact I too had given serious
consideration to ending my own life more than a few nights after I
escaped.






So bringing three terrified newly turned
shifters who had been brutalized to the local alpha’s house
unannounced was really going to be interesting, I thought, shutting
the SUV off. Turning to the three huddled forms in the darkness, I
tried my best to make my voice soft and gentle, even though they
had witnessed me annihilate everything in that compound. I
announced, “I am going to go knock on the door and ask for a place
to stay tonight. These are good people. They will help.” I
finished, trying to show confidence in that statement, but they
collectively started to whine, untrusting of strangers. I don’t
believe they even realized they were doing it. They had been pushed
so far they were close to becoming purely beast, which in the
shifter world meant certain death.

Leaving my door open, I slowly approached the
house, knocking on the door. “It’s Olivia, head executioner for the
Council,” I announced on the pine porch.

But everyone calls me Olie. I wasn’t a big
fan of the female version Liv. The executioner job title - well,
that’s self-explanatory. My occupation consists of killing rouge
Supernaturals, vampires, shifters, and the more exotic sups such as
myself.

I, ladies and gentleman am a succubus. Feel
free to make your own assumptions, everyone does.

A short, spikey-haired kid glared at me,
answering the door. “What?” he demanded.

“Where is the alpha?” I growled in
response.

He snorted, stirring his bull nose ring while
running his eyes over me and inhaling deeply. “We don’t want
trouble,” he said, going to close the door.

I stopped him, catching the highly polished
wood door with a hand and meeting his snarl with my own. I know I
looked like a disaster with dried blood staining my leather
clothing and gluing stands of my already blood red hair together in
sticky clumps. The bite I took on my neck was healing but still
raw.

Ignoring the bottom of the pack in front of
me, I called out into the house, “Alpha,” I demanded, “I am an
Executioner and I seek sanctuary for myself and three other
shifters.”

I heard the shifting of chairs followed by
doors closing as the stomping of feet descending down the stairs,
revealing several well-muscled, droll worthy men. Leading the pack
was the Alpha of the US Logan. Shit.

Spikey hair smiled. I must have said that out
loud. Oops.

“You are in for it now,” he said, folding his
arms over his chest.

I growled, leaning towards him. “Be very
careful, your next words may be your last.”

Stumbling back, he let the door bang open as
I raised my eyes back to the caramel depths of Logan’s own. “Are
you the speaking Alpha?” I asked. I really needed to get those
girls out of my car.

“That depends,” Logan said and stopped, his
eyes raking over my appearance and quickly pulling in a deep
breath. I could image the smells he was pulling off me - fear,
death, sex, and sweat, just to name a few.

“I have had a very long and awful night.” I
said, my sea green eyes not leaving his own. “I need a safe place
for the three females in the back of my SUV who are terrified and
border line beast. Will you help me take care of your own?” I
demanded, quickly losing my patience.

One of the men came forward from behind
Logan. He wasn’t an alpha. A beta maybe. “The alpha of this house
is gone, but I’m his beta Dean and I grant you and yours sanctuary
for as long as needed.”

I nodded exhausted, “Where are your females?”
I questioned looking around at the testosterone-filled room.

Dean came down the last steps, “Away, why?”
he asked his salt and pepper hair cut short.

I shook my head, “I can’t have you all around
them in the state they’re in.”

A young cocky male moved forward ahead of
Logan still stopped on the stairs, “Just to clarify, you want us to
allow four unknown females into an absent alpha’s house while you
ask where our females are?”

I nodded, rubbing my temples when the
piercing sound of a terrified scream raked through the air. “Olie!”
I heard my name screamed over and over again as I ran back to the
SUV. One of the girls had submitted to her beast, no longer able to
fight the memories of her abused body.

The other two spilled out of the SUV as the
light from the open door cut a swatch in their dirty rags of
clothing, I cleared the porch using energy reserves I didn’t have,
tackling the female in mid shift, the skin of her face stretching
as fur glistened down her arms in the moonlight The males followed
close behind me and the females, whose names I couldn’t get from
them, started screaming, “Don’t touch us! Don’t let him touch us,
Olie! Please.” They begged me, in hoarse, choked sobs.

Clenching my eyes closed, I broke the
shifter’s neck, separating it from her abused body as she sunk her
fangs into my forearm. The cracking sound fell on deaf ears as the
girls looked for a way out, holding tightly to each other and
begging for it to stop.

I looked into Dean’s eyes as he backed away,
his hands held up in horror as disbelief spread over his face. The
other alphas that had followed me outside the house also backed
away slowly. Their faces clearly revealed their shocked and angry
emotional state.

I absorbed the sickening fear the girls were
pushing out. Nothing good could come of this, I thought.

We were saved from further emotional
heaviness by Logan whistling on the porch. The alphas left, sparing
a few troubled glances at the dirty, malnourished and brutalized
females begging on the ground.

I closed my eyes, knowing I was vulnerable
and hating myself for such weakness. I couldn’t help it. I was too
tired. My body was beaten and I was fairly certain there was a
bullet or two still lodged in my shoulder. My soul though had a
host of memories I was having a hard time pushing away.

I waited until their cries had dimmed, until
they had realized that no one here was going to hurt them. I
wouldn’t reach them until they calmed down. That was a lesson
learned from painful experience. The dark-haired older one looked
to me.

“No one is going to hurt you,” I reaffirmed.
She nodded, nudging the blonde to look at me.

I gave them a strained smile, reaching my
hand out.

…

I was in the upstairs bathroom when I heard
the meeting that I had interrupted, come to a close. I had left the
girls in one of the finished basement rooms after getting them
washed up and in clean clothes.

The girls would not eat. I wasn’t surprised.
I had left the door open to the bathroom to hear them if they cried
out but I was far enough away I wouldn’t disturb them with their
newfound hearing, as I tried to dig out the bullets. Pulling off my
jacket, I gave it a sad look as I dropped it into the plastic
garbage bag I had found in the kitchen. I wasn’t sure if even Jerry
could resurrect it. Cutting through my blood-stained black tank
top, I hissed as I pulled fabric out of my wounds sucking in a deep
breath to focus on staying awake instead of passing out as my body
wanted to.

I never heard Logan arrive until he gently
moved me to the toilet, sitting me down while his hands quickly
examined the holes in my back. I hissed when he pressed against
them, dropping my chin to my chest.

“What the fuck did you get into tonight?” He
asked softly using the tools I had set on the countertop to probe
my shoulder.

“You don’t want to know.” I managed to get
out around, my clenched teeth .My breathing relaxing as he pulled a
chunk of metal from my shoulder.

Logan pushed back into me as I tried not to
tense up. “What should I tell the counselor coming out
tomorrow?”

I felt the sob leave my body, covering my
face with my hand I felt Logan pull out another chunk of metal as
he closed the door isolating us.

“Olie, I can feel you,” he said
awkwardly.

I choked back another sob nodding clamping
down hard as I braided my emotions back into myself shoving up
extra barriers against the emotional train wreck I currently was.
Being a succubus and manipulating emotions was my greatest strength
and occasionally a pain in the ass.

Clearing my throat, I tried again, “I’m not
sure exactly what it was, sex ring, or what, but they were
brutalized to the point where the beast took over and used for
fight to the death.”

Logan dropped another piece of metal in the
trash can and was silent for a long moment before he asked quietly,
“Are there any others left?”

I shook my head “None,” I answered, turning
to look at his caramel eyes darkening as he cracked his neck,
holding onto the forceps tightly.

“Any more?” I asked softly. He shook his
head. His light brown hair had grown since I had seen him last
time, I noted.

Gathering my items, I headed away from the
overbearing shifter and back to the basement to shower and finally
pass out.

…

I was awakened by the divine smell of
breakfast, dressed in yoga pants and a tank top over my
undergarments. I wrangled my hair into a pony tail after foolishly
sleeping on it wet. Trudging up the stairs, I noticed the girls’
room was vacant. Perhaps the counselor had already arrived.

Following my nose to the kitchen, I found
Dean cooking breakfast. “Morning,” he greeted me.

I grunted a reply, throwing myself in the
nearest chair.

Logan came in from outside. “You’ll have to
forgive her. She’s not a morning person.”

Dean cast a look at me nodding, “I can see
that.”

Logan moved aside my tank top straps stating,
“These are still pretty raw Olivia.”

“I’m aware.” I mumbled.

“The first aid kit is in the hall bath,” Dean
said, setting a plate in front of me.

“Thanks,” I grumbled, annoyed as I dug into
the warm biscuit.

“She’ll probably need another plate,” Logan
said, setting down the first aid kit next to me on the table. He
was dressed in pajama pants with paw prints and a white t-shirt. I
raised an eyebrow.

He shrugged, “Can’t I have relaxed clothing
as well?”

I laughed, choking on my food before I asked,
“No Lorraine?”

He had the decency to look annoyed at his
fiancé’s name. “No, not today.”

Hissing, I ate another bite as he dabbed
disinfectant on my wounds. “Baby,” he chided.

Dean watched our interaction spooning more
eggs and biscuits. “You two seem pretty chummy,” he commented.

“Appearances are deceiving.” replied
Logan.

I couldn’t agree more.

“The girls?” I asked as Logan sat next to me
taking the sausage off my plate.

“The counselor took them this morning. I have
the number and address if you want to check in on them,” He said,
his eyes surprisingly gentle.

I nodded, devouring my plate.

“Shit, I didn’t make enough,” said Dean
turning around.

I shrugged and replied, “Burned a lot of
calories last night.”

Logan snagged the bacon off the plate as
well, while standing and stretching. The scent of the wild woods,
pine trees, and that distinctive salty male scent washed over me as
I glared up at him. He gently swatted the back of my head, “How
long are you here?” He asked.

I sighed, leaning carelessly against my
newly-covered wounds causing me to flinch. Before I could answer,
Dean spoke up. “The alpha here was hoping you could stay to tell
him what happened. He isn’t very happy this happened in his
territory with no knowledge. “

I nodded. “When do you expect him back?”

“Late tonight or early tomorrow.” He replied
throwing the dish rag in the sink.

I nodded. “In that case, wake me when lunch
is served.” I took my biscuit that Logan was eyeballing and headed
back to bed.

“Where are you going?” Logan called.

“Back to bed.” I answered, not raising my
voice. “Since I can’t fuck myself healthy, I plan to sleep it
off.”

The stomping of feet down the stairs
surprised me as the handsome alphas from last night stood between
me and my bed. “What?” I asked, taking a large bite of biscuit.

“You looking for volunteers?” asked the
spikey kid from last night eagerly.

“Are you serious, Paul?” Dean asked, before I
could recover from my dumbfounded stare.

“Olivia is taken,” Logan called from the
kitchen.

I watched their expressions fall, shaking my
head and continuing on my way.

Going back to sleep had its pros and cons. I
spent a great deal of time starring up at the wood beam ceiling
thinking about everything I had done and killed the night before.
Long forgotten memories of my own childhood quickly resurfaced
faster than I would like. I was loth to relieve those. Eventually
however, even my troubled soul drifted off into sleep.


Chapter 2

I was sitting at the kitchen table downing
some fantastic mac and cheese, courtesy of Dean, when a
raven-haired man and a petite female walked in the back door.

Dean turned to them from the kitchen and
asked, “How did it go?”

The petite, dark-haired women gave a
sorrow-filled look to the man before shaking her head and walking
away.

“Damn,” Dean muttered as she went up the
stairs. Remembering he had guests, Dean used a hand to point at me
and introduced, “This is Olivia the Executioner.”

I waved my fork with a small smile feeling
awkward and out of place.

“Jay,” the raven-haired man replied, casting
a look to the stairs where his mate had run off, debating before
coming to sit next to me.

He had a Native American cast to his features
complete with perfect olive skin. “I heard you had some trouble
last night,” he stated, his black eyes appraising me with
interest.






For a moment, my despair and grief
resurfaced. Renewing my guards to protect him from my volatile
emotional state I nodded, leaning back in my chair careful to avoid
the still healing wounds. “Someone was collecting shifters or
humans and turning them into shifters for sex and sport,” I
replied, watching him closely.

“Do you know who?” he asked, anger flaring
his nostrils.

Shaking my head, I leaned forward, “I killed
everyone who was there, but I wouldn’t be surprised if this is only
one of many.”

“Leave the address before you go, I’ll send a
team to investigate,” he said before standing up. “If you will
excuse me.”

I sat back after finishing my meal, feeling
satisfied with a full belly.

“You seen Logan?” I asked Dean, bringing my
dish to the sink.

“Lorraine is back. I believe they are
spending some time together in the cabins out back,” he said,
raising his eyebrows suggestively.

I made a gagging noise, pretending to fall
over.

“Why?” Dean asked with a laugh.

I shrugged, “Always good to keep an eye on
the kitty.” I said and was taken off guard when Dean broke out into
outrageous laughter. His face turned red and he sat at the table
with me, laughing so hard that he had to wipe away tears from his
eyes.

I raised an eyebrow at his outburst.
“Darling,” he said, leaning forward fighting another fit of
laughter, “don’t ever let him ear you say that.”

“I’ll keep it in reserve,” I said with a wary
smile.

Dean played a few card games with me, caught
me up on the latest action movies, and sent me to bed on a full
stomach with a changed shoulder bandage.

It was a good end to a not so great last few
days.

…

A loud noise woke me up. Startled, I jerked
to clutch my gun hidden under the pillow, listening for another
noise to determine exactly where the threat was coming from.

I heard furniture crashing in the living room
above followed by low growls. I cursed my inferior hearing, dashing
up the basement stairs to the mess, formally known as the living
room. The females had returned. Jay the alpha from last night was
giving an order to the black wolf that had effectively destroyed
the living room.

Scanning my eyes, I found Logan’s who shook
his head before his eyes traveled down lower to where my pants
should have been instead of just my neon green undies. Oops.
Lorraine behind Logan scowled at me, mouthing something not
flattering I was sure. I sighed, lowering my gun stance, seeing as
they had it under control.

Maybe not under control but no one was dying,
I amended, huffing back down the stairs.

I heard Logan bellow my name as the weight of
the female wolf shifter landed on my back, propelling me down the
stairs. Making the decision to lose the gun in favor of tucking and
rolling, I hit the hallway wall before bouncing off and under the
black wolf.

Wonderful.

Her muzzle reeked so close to my nose,
blowing stale hot breathe. I was wrong, this situation was nowhere
near under control. Turning slowly, I laid flat on my back bearing
my neck in a submissive stance, noting the shift of the emotions in
her eyes. In one moment, she was ready to tear my throat out and in
the next, she was scared, her body language dipping only slightly
before turning back to deadly. She was no more human, but
beast.

I heard Logan wresting with someone upstairs.
If I had to guess, it was her mate. They didn’t take the change
well, ever. If they did, I wouldn’t be the one having to kill the
out of control shifters so often. I stared into the ice blue eyes
of her wolf for a long moment and saw the shift again to human in
her eyes. I could try and save her, but it was going to hurt like
hell.

…

The struggle against the silver chaining to
me the bed was long fought. I was conscious a few times to see
Logan sitting next to me, to see Dean cleaning the wound I didn’t
know I had on my other forearm, and to listen to the alpha beg for
his mate’s life.

Logan looked exhausted, dark circles under
his eyes hinting at a lack of sleep. Pulling emotions from a
shifter in beast form was stupid - idiotic even. No one ever
accused me of being highly intelligent.

The beast was pure emotions and only time
could dwindle the lingering emotions from my body. My only hope, as
I pulled chaffing my wrists on the chains, was that it gave the
alpha’s mate some time to get her shit together. Otherwise this was
all a waste.

I heard Gram’s voice on the speaker phone,
“Keep the room clear, too many alphas and she will break her own
hands to get out of there. Do not let anyone else in the room with
her, a submissive will kick her already over protective nature into
high gear. Also, do not under any circumstances feed her meat.”

Dean asked hesitantly, “What if we already
did?”

“Get a bucket, it’s coming back up,” Grams
answered solidly.

“How do you now all of this?” Logan asked
clearly impressed

Grams scoffed, “You think this is the first
time she has either been bitten or pulled a beast’s emotions? We
have an entire handbook on how to handle this situation.” She took
a deep breath, “If that is all gentleman?”

“Yes, thank you,” Logan answered, ending the
call.

Jay asked quietly, “They have manuals?”

I heard myself growl, “Bucket.”

“Shit.” Dean said scrambling. He guided me.
Hopefully, I wasn’t making such a huge mess as the raw meat they
gave me came back up. He touched my back and I tried to swipe at
him.

“Everyone out, “Logan commanded when my
stomach had finished.

I heard him cross the bare floor my eyes
still refusing to work properly. “How much longer of this Olivia?”
He asked, wiping my mouth of with a damp rag.

“Till it’s gone,” I answered as the beast
roared her displeasure at him being so close, arching my back and
shoulders off the bed.

Eventually I made it back to my body and felt
no residual lingering of the beast’s emotions.

Finally.

Opening my eyes, I took in the small cement
room. The mattress was thin against my back, the bars of the frame
digging into my hips and upper back. A small rectangular window let
in the early morning light. Stretching, I found my shoulder no
longer bothered me as my chaffed and bleeding wrists and ankles
caused a hiss.

An unfamiliar voice called out to Logan.
“She’s awake and her eyes are back to normal.”

Normal? Huh, wonder what not normal looked
like?

The silver jail cell door slid open, turning
towards the noise I saw Logan and a few other alphas holding back.
Working my jaw, I asked hoarsely, “Water?”

Dean came forward around Logan who began
unshackling my wrists to hold a small cup to my lips. Greedily, I
drained it.

“Easy, darling. You’ve had one hell of a few
nights.” Dean said pulling the cup away.

The fresh water washed away the staleness in
my mouth but did nothing for the raw feeling of my throat. I must
have been screaming. Logan finished with my legs and I sat up
shakily. I did not like being on my back in front of a pack of
alphas.

I saw black spots before I blinked them away,
leaning my head into my hands as a shudder ran through me. Raising
my head back up, I asked, “Why are you all staring at me? Is being
an alpha so mundane you have nothing better than stare at the
resident Executioner?”

I used my title on purpose. I killed things
and I wasn’t above doing it here. Not to mention the fact I had
just taken down a shifter abuse ring. Assholes.

No one moved. That was just rude.

Dean moved around while Logan helped me
stand. I was relatively stable on my own. “Let’s get you a shower.”
Dean said, placing a hand against my back as I leaned heavily
against him.

The hot water felt amazing on my stiff
joints. It stung on my wrists and ankles but that was a small price
to pay. I stayed under the steam for a few long blissful moments
avoiding the shifters.

I found Dean sitting on the bed with a first
aid kit.

“Sorry, I wanted to get your wounds cleaned
up.” He said softly.

“Not worried.” I said quickly slipping into
jeans and a turquoise top. Sitting next to him on the bed, I rolled
my jeans up.

My cell phone picked that moment to ring.
Dean swooped it up from the nightstand, handing it to me. I sighed,
“I have to take this.”

He nodded, going to work on my ankles.

“I’m okay.” I answered as reassuring as I
could to Grams.

“Good. Now what the hell happened?” she asked
both relieved and annoyed.

I filled her in on the details, listening to
her silently absorbing it all before she asked the question we both
wanted an answer to. “How did they amass that many shifter
females?”

I sighed, “They could have created all of
them, but that would leave a huge gap in the human population which
I didn’t notice on the recent police reports. Or” I paused, putting
her on speaker phone. I wanted everyone who might be listening to
hear this next part. “someone is selling the shifter’s into the
ring.”

She sighed before stating, “I don’t like
either of those options.”

“Neither do I,” I answered. “But we have to
figure out where they are coming from if we are going to stop
it.”

She asked, “Even if it is a shifter or human
matter?”

I gave that thought. “I see your point,” I
said, shifting the phone to my other hand while Dean spread a thick
ointment over my wrist.

“I suppose we can wait, alert the law
enforcement, and Logan now knows about the shifter ring. If they
don’t successfully eliminate any additional rings do I have the
grounds to step in?” I asked.

Grams scoffed, “Since when do you need
grounds? Besides it could be over, this might be the only one.”

Smiling, I answered, “Valid, it just doesn’t
feel over. It was far too organized, too well hidden, although I
want to be wrong.”

Grams was silent for a moment before
answering, “As do I. I will notify Logan’s secretary in writing and
human law enforcement regarding the issue.”

“Thanks Grams. I’m leaving soon,” I said.

“That’s good, Tommy has been kicking all of
our asses on his new game. It’s about time he had fresh meat,” she
said, ending the call.

I smiled, staring at the blank screen.

Dean was at the small table putting the first
aid kit back together my forearm having healed sufficiently. “So
you are leaving?” He asked leaning against the table his arms
crossed.

“Yep,” I said, unsure what caused his sudden
defensive manner, I had enough of my own issues.

“Do you want to know why all those alpha’s
were waiting outside your cell?” Dean asked angry.

I sighed, “Why?”

He took a step towards me, “They were hoping
you might become a shifter so that they could claim you as their
own.”

I looked at him as understanding slowly
dawned on me. Logan was the master alpha of the entire United
States. Under him there were four master beta’s that were in charge
of each point on the compass and below those were individual animal
packs. If I had turned today, depending on what animal I turned
into, one of the alphas could have claimed me as part of their pack
and I would be a huge asset and liability.

I blew out a breath, “I can’t be turned,” I
said, standing gathering my belongings into my trusty military
grade duffle bag.

Dean was still angry and I chose to ignore
it. “That’s too bad,” he said, picking up the first aid kit and
stopping by the door about to say something else. “Your eyes were
black.” Before he turned and slammed the door behind him.

Black, that was interesting.

Blowing out a breath, I was thankful my
Supernatural Council didn’t have to watch over the shifter packs.
The original design of the council was to protect those sups who
didn’t have a clan strong enough to protect them, than some idiot
let a vampire run the show.

That was a mistake of epic proportions.
However, it was one I fixed. It was a bloody, long, road, but it
was what I did best, killing. It was what I was bred for. I shook
off those memories, throwing my bag over my shoulder and out the
open door, stomping up the basement steps.

“She’s a demon,” Logan bellowed as I graced
the living room. His back was to me but every other face was
towards me. I hated being called that, even if they might be
right.

I didn’t bother answering him and just moved
towards the door, all eyes tracking me. I made it to and out the
door when someone called. “Is it true? Is your friend is pregnant
with a demon?”

I stiffened. How dare he speak of his
sister-in-law that way! I thought. I turned in the open doorway.
“No.”

The glare I leveled at Logan had a slight
twitch of my lip. I was fighting the urge to snarl and lunge at his
jugular. I wanted to tell him never to speak of one of my kind that
way and that I was not above removing his tongue. I knew, however
that if I disgraced him in front of his alphas and their mates, I
was going to have to battle him to the death. I really didn’t want
to kill him, at least not today.

Logan lifted his head, acknowledging I wasn’t
breaking the eye contact with him, which was the fastest way to
piss off an alpha before I turned and stormed out the door to my
car.

There was so much I wanted to say. How
pathetic it was he put me down as I delivered his shifters from
suffering. Fucker, I thought, slamming my duffle bag in the back
seat.

“Olivia.” Logan’s voice boomed from the door.
Clenching my hands, I turned slowly meeting his gaze, noting that
no one had followed him out nor were they watching from the
windows. They could still hear us. I shook my head and walked away.
Second best way to piss off a shifter is not to acknowledge
them.

I was pretty sure he wanted to bellow but
settled for growling as I made my way to the driver’s side door. At
the front of my SUV, I stopped and turned to him just to flip him
off. He bellowed as I drove away.

I was probably going to pay for that.
Whatever. I was heading home.

 


Chapter 3

I didn’t make it home, or really to Blake’s
house. Home was a concept I still didn’t believe in.

Exhaling, I spoke the truth. “I can’t have a
home. They told me that, drilled it into me. I don’t deserve it,” I
whispered to Logan’s grandfather’s grave. His name was Lawson.

Kneeling in the wet grass behind the crypt, I
took comfort in the shade from the weeping willows as I bowed my
own head, tears tracking down my face. “I can still smell the
cages,” I whispered, drawing in a deep breath. “I can hear the
scraping of their claws, and feel the madness pulsating through
every living thing.”

Wind blew through the trees, rustling as I
looked down at my indestructible watch checking my time. I hadn’t
been here long, I wouldn’t be missed yet and I still had much to
tell Lawson, not that he could hear me.

That was the reason I was here in the first
place. He couldn’t judge me, interrupt me, or understand, but it
helped just saying the words out loud.

“It was pages directly from my memories,” I
whispered my tears blinding my eyes as I swallowed a sob. “I have
hidden these nightmares away, drowned them in the blood of my
enemies, but I cannot be free of them.” I gave in to gut-wrenching
sobs.

Turning to lean against his headstone, wiping
my wet eyes, I blew out a breath taking in the view. “Death would
be easier, simpler, peaceful,” I muttered. “But then who would be
left to take care of everyone? It’s my job and the only thing I am
really good at.” I stood up and walked back to my car.

…

It was just over an hour before I was pulling
into Blake’s large estate driveway and I hesitated. I had been gone
almost a month and while we had talked almost every day, I still
felt hesitation at even being in a relationship.

Blowing out a breath, I pushed myself out of
the dirty and stinky vehicle. Grabbing my equally stinky
military-issued duffle bag from the back, I used my key to get into
Blake’s.

Pushing open the heavy oak door, I called
out, surprised by the butterflies in my stomach, “Honey I’m
home!”

Blake’s laughter echoed and I followed that
sound with a smile of my own entering the formal dining room. I
couldn’t help my mouth falling open in shock when I saw him.

I had forgotten just how handsome he was. Jet
black hair perfectly styled with pieces draped seductively over
shockingly blue eyes, strong porcelain features and perfectly
kissable ruby lips.

Yet aside from the handsome vampire in front
of me, the usually sparse dining room had been transformed into the
definition of elegance. Thick cream ribbons hung in scallops across
the ceiling with glittering jewel accents and in the center of the
room, an impressive chandelier was lit up with matching cream
candles.

Dinner laid out on the pristine white table
cloths smelled delicious. I inhaled deeply, wrapping my arms around
Blake’s powerful shoulders.

“Everything smells divine,” I said, pulling
back smiling at him.

Blake sniffed before saying, “You have
smelled better.”

Pushing up on my toes, I pressed a kiss
against his lips, “Think the food will keep?” I asked softly as his
arm snaked around my waist.

“Absolutely,” he murmured against my
lips.

I smiled against him, feeling light as he
picked me up and I wrapped my long legs around his waist. Without
missing a step in our kiss or the flights of stairs to his bedroom,
Blake slipped me down his body with one lingering slow kiss.

Slowly opening my eyes, I smiled into his
blue gaze. “Shower?” I asked huskily.

“Yes,” He replied turning me around, “you do
need to shower.” He agreed giving me a small push.

I huffed, heading into the monstrosity of a
bathroom, opening the glass shower to start the water. Lined on the
edge was my shampoo, conditioner, body wash, and shaver.

I turned, surprised and delighted he had
thought of something so small only to find him no longer in the
door way. Stripping quickly, I made quick work of showering, being
sure to shave exceptionally well for the spicy encounter about to
rock my world.

Stepping back out, wrapped only in a towel, I
was greeted by the exquisite shirtless form of Blake lighting
candles.

“Mood lighting?” I asked sliding onto the
four poster bed.

“Ambiance,” he replied, turning back blowing
the match out.

I nodded, done with talking and throwing my
towel to the floor.

His attraction was written plainly in his
eyes as they glowed amber and his fangs descended. Approaching me
slowly, he climbed on the bed, pushing me down without touching me
as my breathing starting coming in rapid pants.

“I have a surprise for you,” he whispered
against my lips.

It took a moment for my brain to regain the
ability to speak. “What?” I asked, pushing up as he slipped to the
night stand.

“Roll over,” he whispered seductively.

I hesitated for a moment. I wasn’t one to
easily trust, but given I had allowed Blake to drain me within
inches of my life, I made an exception for him settling on my
stomach.

Warm liquid dripped down my spine. “What is
that?” I asked, twisting around.

“Massage oil, Olie, stay still!” he chided
me, pushing my shoulders flat again.

“Do you not like it?” He asked, slightly
worried.

His fingers pushed into my tense shoulders,
massaging out my kinks, “No, it’s amazing. You are amazing” I said,
settling down to enjoy his strong hands.

His lips nuzzled my ear as his experienced
hands released the long kept tension, and I couldn’t help but moan
at his ministrations.

“So, want to tell me about your latest case?”
Blake asked, pushing gently against my spine.

“Ugh, it was terrible.” I informed him,
launching into details I usually just swept under the rug and
emotions I typically ignored and hoped I would never have to deal
with.

“They were so terrified that the air was
thick with it - dark cages and disgusting conditions.” I exhaled,
“I have lived in some pretty terrible places in my life - been
trapped and captured in similar conditions - but I have never had
to live for an extended time as they did.”

I drew a breath, forcing myself to continue.
“The point of those cells was to drive them into pure beast forms.
They treated them so poorly, so inhumanely, it would have been
inevitable given enough time.”

Rubbing my face against the pillow, I pushed
on forcing my emotions down to the dark cervices they belonged.
“The question is who masterminded the entire operation. Why and to
what end?”

“Did you leave anyone alive to ask?” Blake
asked, his hands massaging my hips.

“No.” I growled into the pillow. “I, I was so
upset I just killed and killed…and killed.” I sighed.

“What about you?” I asked changing the topic,
done with my failures and that terrible situation. Logan could
handle this one, it was the least he could do after forcing me to
handle the nightmare of the puppet master.

Besides, I now had the Council watchdogging
the situation, unbelievable that I even had to babysit the pathetic
leader of the shifter nation. I was charging Logan double for this
annoyance.

Pulling my attention back to the present, I
started paying attention to Blake, “…Flame has been a nightmare,
underage drinking, fighting. Not to mention security at the
Centennial Compound has been lax since the majority of the
protestors have turned into groupies. If I have to deal with one
more obsessed fan…”

I laughed, rolling on my side peering up at
his crystal blue eyes, “Did I mention I have had to model numerous
tuxes for Kass since Darren has been busy with his new
business?”

I laughed and cringed, “I forgot about the
wedding.” I confided flopping back to my stomach.

I felt Blake’s naked flesh connect to my own
slick body, wiggling against him.

“You have your own array of dresses to try
on.” He whispered, spreading my legs with his solid thigh. Pushing
back into him, I tilted my hips welcoming his warmth inside my
tight body.

Blake panted, arms braced below my shoulders
as he slowly maneuvered his hips back before just as teasingly
slowly pushing back into me. From this position, he was hitting
every spot, perfectly.

“Did I tell you how much I missed you?” he
whispered in my ear, repeating the action.

“You know I’ve never been much for talking,”
I responded as he nipped at my shoulder, pushing my hips up against
him.

“I missed your smell,” Blake whispered,
increasing his pace as I worked my hips against him.

Pulling in a ragged breath, my body arched
under him, while my hands made fists with his silk sheets.

“Blake,” I whispered.

“I missed your voice,” he continued, his body
driving me mad.

“I missed your body,” he whispered, fingers
digging into my hips.

Crying out, I pushed more forcefully against
his pace.

“But I missed your soul the most,” he
finished, warming my mind and body as he pushed the pace and our
bodies spiraled towards blissful climax.

The sensations were almost too much as my
body gave into him, shattering into a million pieces, screaming my
release.

Without missing a beat, Blake flipped me
over, pulling me toward him once again, smiling. Panting, I pushed
him gently into the bed, mounting his awaiting member.

Sliding his massive girth inside of me once
again, I couldn’t help the groan of pleasure that escaped me, head
tipping back as his hands reached up to pull on my taunt
nipples.

Bracing my hands on his chest, I rotated my
hips enjoying his growl of pleasure.

We spent the night and part of the morning
reconnecting. Yawning I downed the water bottle Blake handed me,
giving him a sleepy smile, resting against his plush pillows.

“You have a very satisfied smirk on those
luscious lips.” He stated, climbing back into bed.

Turning into him, I exhaled snuggling against
his porcelain skin. “Ready for bed?” Blake asked teasingly.

Yawning again, I nodded my body and soul
sedated from his ministrations.

“Thank all the Gods, you were starting to
tire me out,” he replied, teasingly holding me close.

…

I awoke slowly, warm under the cocoon of
blankets and determined to ignore my bladder’s demands for a few
more peaceful moments.

“This isn’t a good time,” Blake said
growling, followed by a pregnant pause. “Olivia is here, she just
got back. I am not dragging her into this mess. It’s mine.” He
finished, followed by the beep of his phone, terminating the
call.

I had a moment of indecision, where I wanted
to throw the covers back and stare holes in him until he relented.
Softening my tense shoulders, I thought through my own list of
secrets and weighed my trust for Blake. He had stood by me when the
puppet master hijacked my brain, gone to fight for me when I was
too weak from blood loss, and cared for me as no one ever had.

If he needed to have his own secrets, I would
respect that. I wanted my own kept back into their darkest corner
never to see the light of day.

Groaning, I battled the soft bedding down,
wiggling my legs out as I crawled across the bed sitting on my
bottom. Rubbing my eyes, I blearily looked up at my boyfriend.

“Hey beautiful,” Blake smiled, turning on the
charm.

I grunted, giving him a half-smile before
pushing off the bed and stumbling into the bathroom.

Handling my necessary business, I came out
from the bathroom stretching in the doorway, watching Blake’s
shoulder’s tense up. He had tossed his phone into his jean pocket
before turning to me, pushing up his own barriers.

Shuffling forward, I hugged him throwing my
arms around his middle and snuggling under his chin. “Something
come up?” I asked my voice husky from sleep.

His arms came around my waist and I felt the
tension drain from his shoulders. “Yes,” he replied simply.

“Want me to tag along?” I asked around a
yawn.

“Not this time,” Blake said, leaving so much
unsaid.

“Will I see you again?” I asked
uncertainly.

Pulling back, he cupped my face with his
hands looking deeply into my eyes, “Yes, baby. I’ll only be gone a
day at most. You can - no you will - stay here during that time,”
he said, searching my eyes with a hint of desperation.

“I don’t do dishes or laundry. You will come
back to a mess,” I warned him.

He smiled, pressing a gentle kiss against my
lips, “I have maids, baby, I have maids.”

…

Showered, dressed, fed, and slightly more
awake, I sipped my coffee waiting for my stinky SUV to come out of
the car wash. Jerry, my usual driver when I was in town, was busy
playing a more proactive role with Mercer at the police
department.

Watching the men and women in their red polo
shirts and black pants, I chewed thoughtfully on the lid of my
coffee cup. I wondered what I was going to do with myself while
Blake was gone. I suppose I was overdue to catch up on my soap
operas.

My phone started ringing however as the man
working on my SUV waved his red rag over his head. Raising my
coffee in acknowledgement, I pulled my phone out and saw Kass’
number appear on the screen.

“Hey missy,” I answered in a good mood.

“It’s all ruined!” she sobbed, pulling a
large choking breath.

“Kass what are you talking about?” I asked,
trading the man my receipt and a tip for my keys. He nodded, bowing
slightly before moving on to the next vehicle.

“The wedding.” She reminded me.

“What happened?” I asked as I started my
car.

“I have no bridesmaids!” She wailed.

“I’m here. Do you want me to come over?” I
asked, steering my car toward her home.

“Yes,” she answered quickly.

“I’m on my way,” I reassured her, hanging
up.

Kass was one of my closest friends, one of my
only friends really. We met as dancers at Kitten, the club I owned
with Grams the head of the Supernatural Council. Recently she had
fallen in love, gotten engaged, and pregnant by Darren, the lion
shifter brother to the giant pain in my ass, Logan.

Darren and Logan had a rocky relationship
since.

Making the quick twenty-minute drive, I
pulled into the driveway of the four-bedroom and three-bathroom
home. Stepping up to the chestnut door, I didn’t have a chance to
use the lion door knocker before a sobbing Kass pulled me into her
arms.

“What’s going on?” I asked, feeling her
distress as my own.

Shaking her head, she tried to speak only to
have more tears flow out. “Okay. Deep breaths,” I tried instead,
leading her to the living room to sit on the overstuffed couch.

She attempted to comply, pulling in a few
shaky breaths.

“Everyone backed out,” she confided, blotting
her eyes with the crumpled tissue in her hand.

“Who?’ Why?” I realized I probably didn’t
know who the rest of Kass’ friends were.

“They said – they said it’s too dangerous to
be involved with me right now, given the unrest in the shifter
packs.” She stared at her trembling hands.

“Do you want me to change their minds?” If
the assholes thought they were in danger for being involved with
Kass, I would show them a whole new level of “unrest.”

“No, Olie.” She smiled slightly. “But thank
you for offering.” She finished, finally able to look at me.

“I didn’t expect you to let me.” I squeezed
her shoulder sympathetically.

Exhaling forcefully, she stared at the
ceiling, “I can’t lie. It’s tempting. Putting the wedding together
so quickly while trying to keep food down isn’t leaving much room
for being kind.”

“Being kind is highly overrated.” I reassured
her, pulling my feet underneath me.

“Get your feet off the couch,” she scolded
me.

I obliged as she puttered into the kitchen,
leaning over the back of the couch. “What are you doing?” I
asked.

“Getting you wine. And a cookie for myself.”
She answered.

“Why do I need wine?” I asked
suspiciously.

She came in with a full glass. Looking
directly into my eyes, she held my gaze for a long moment. “I need
you to be my maid of honor.” I should have seen that one
coming.

Forcing down the groan that wanted to break
out of my throat, I took a long sip of wine instead. “You do
realize I have no idea what those duties include?”

“I do.” With a sigh, she took a bite of her
cookie.

“What I really need Olie, is someone to help
me.” She took another bite of her cookie.

“I guess I am back in town for awhile then.”
I drained the wine in my glass.

“Don’t sound so enthused.” She stated,
refilling my glass.

“It’s not that. I just don’t think this thing
in Oklahoma is finished yet.” I took another long sip as memories I
was trying to repress flashed in front of my eyes.

“We have 6 weeks until the wedding, I am
certain if you need to run off for a few days everything will be
fine.” Kass munched on her cookie.

I shrugged. “I guess we will find out. What
is the first of my maid of honor duties?”

“We need to find you a dress.”

“We need Jerry for that.” I kicked my feet
back on the coffee table.

“Seriously? Were you raised in a barn?” she
pushed my feet off.

I shrugged. No, I was raised in a lab.

Sensing my mood shift, she shook her head.
“Sorry.”

“No worries, I’m going to call Jerry.” I
pulled my phone out, dialing him.

“Well if it ain’t the long lost succubus!” he
greeted me.

“Hey Jerry. You busy?” I asked, taking
another sip of wine.

“I am at the moment, but I can make time for
you.” He purred.

Rolling my eyes, I informed him, “I need a
maid of honor dress.”

“Oh, good, lord. When did this happen?” he
asked shocked.

“Two glasses of wine ago,” I informed him,
gulping down the rest of my wine.

“Honey, that hardly seems like enough for
you,” he informed me.

“Yeah, well, what can I say. When are you
available?” I asked as someone yelled for Jerry in the
background.

“Tomorrow one p.m.” he stated briskly. “I’ll
pick you two up at the manor.”

“See you tomorrow,” I said.

“I think he hung up on me,” I stated, looking
at my phone.

Kass laughed, “You can’t blame him. Things
with the local police have really picked up for him. They are even
using his talents on human cold cases.”

I shrugged, “That’s good. How are he and
Mark?” I asked about Jerry’s boyfriend and right hand man to
Darren.

“Sickeningly adorable,” she said rolling her
own eyes.

“Give me all the juicy details I have
missed,” I told her smiling.

Kass and I spent the rest of the afternoon
and evening catching up as she showed me picture after picture
online of what she envisioned the wedding to look like.

“It all depends on the venue really, Darren
and I are going this weekend to make a final decision, but I have
my heart set on The Gardens,” she said, settling back against the
couch.

“They all are beautiful, but I agree that is
by far the best.” I said, stretching with a yawn and checking my
watch.

“Crap! I need to get going. I want to check
on Kitten tonight,” I said, standing up. “Thanks for the wine, and
I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She laughed, “Tomorrow.” She confirmed
walking me out.

...

Kitten was running smoothly in my absence. No
surprise there. I wasn’t a person who could be depended upon to
react quickly with frequent changes happening constantly.

Slouching in Rose’s office chair, she watched
me from the corner of her eyes as she typed on the computer
reminding me of Grams.

“So, you are here why again?” she asked
uncertainly her delicate frame slouching down slightly, just not as
confident as Grams

“Just checking in,” I said in her black
office chair. “These are nice chairs.”

She smiled “Thanks, I found them used at an
auction. The folding chairs in here didn’t give the room the right
feel.”

I could see that. The office I had occupied
had been transformed. No longer were supplies laying around in half
unpacked boxes or rickety furniture supporting mounds of paperwork.
Tall metal file cabinets were stacked four deep on the other side
of Rose in her simple black desk and the half-finished walls were
repainted a light gray with neat shelving units for the orderly
supplies. Rose was doing well in this role, although she did look a
little weary.

“How are you doing?” I asked as her large
jade green eyes latched onto my own.

“Fine, why?” she asked uncertainly.

“You look tired Rose,” I said, trying to make
myself less threatening, which was totally pointless.

She shrugged, “I need to fire some of the
staff.” Her voice was hesitant.

I shrugged. “So do it,” I answered
simply.

Rose rubbed the back of her neck. “I don’t
want to,” she confessed.

I leaned forward, “Too bad.” I informed her
and she slouched in her seat, sighing dejectedly and picking at her
keyboard.

“Can you at least work tonight?” Rose asked
in a whine.

“Right after you get done firing everyone.” I
said pulling my chair into the corner, raising an eyebrow at
her.

She sighed resigned, “Fine.”

Rose had a host of people she needed to fire
- a line cook who hadn’t shown up in three days; a bartender who
was already so drunk on her shift that I needed to help off the
property, and a server who gave off the creepiest vibe.

The server had slicked back dark hair that
was plastered to his skull, and he slouched so far forward in
Rose’s chair I wondered if he had back problems. The worst of it
had to be his eyes, recessed into his skull - a piecing light brown
that were almost attractive.

“I – I really need the job,” he muttered
unable to look at Rose, whose was trying unsuccessfully to mask the
disgust she was feeling.

“I’m sorry Joshua, but we have to let you
go,” she said again firmly.

The sudden shuddering of his shoulders had me
standing as he launched over the desk at Rose. He weighed nothing
as I hoisted him up by his collar, throwing him from the room and
into the hallway.

“Bad idea, kid.” I told him as he scurried
up, watching me stalk him. He quickly made his way toward the exit,
leering at me.

“He won’t like this,” He hissed at me as I
pushed him into the ally.

“Can’t say I really give a fuck,” I told him,
turning away and back into Kitten. I needed to find Gunther for my
hair and makeup. Thankfully, the man could work small miracles with
the dark circles under my eyes for my performance at Kitten.

Turning back, I looked around the back
entrance having a sudden realization of how vulnerable it was. I
needed security back here - more cameras and probably a hand or eye
scanner for the back door. What had I been thinking? That Kitten
would be exempt from those who came after me? Foolish. I would fix
that situation immediately.

I had just plopped myself ungraciously into
Gunther’s chair when Rose found me. “He’s gone?” she asked, her
arms wrapped around her middle.

“Yes. Keep security with you, if you are
worried.”






She nodded, her mind clearly preoccupied.

“You did good Rose.” I told her as Gunther
arrived and slathered foundation on my skin.

Rose smile and shrugged slightly, “Being the
boss isn’t nearly as glamorous as I thought.”

I smiled as Gunther smeared foundation over
my teeth, spitting it out. I pushed his hand away to finish the
conversation and turned so Rose could see the sincerity in my eyes,
“You are doing a wonderful job.”

“Thanks Olivia,” she said, smiling genuinely.
“I’ve got work to do.”

Gunther batted my hand away. “You are the
most difficult subject I have ever worked on,” he huffed. “You are
saved only by your exquisite cheek bones.”

Raising an eyebrow, I let him continue in
silence. He was supremely gifted at what he did.

…

At Kitten, the performance that night was a
tribute to the greatest of the big bands. The large stage in the
center had been broken apart into numerous smaller stages for
couples to dance on. Even though I was fresh from the field, I had
no problem picking up on the routine as an incubus ran through the
routine with this partner.

Luke nudged my shoulder gently from behind,
“You ready?”

I nodded, rubbing the back of my neck, “Yep.”
I answered. “Think you can keep up?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Same Olivia.”
He muttered.

The couple I was watching, approached,
gleaning with sweat and smiling, “Now tonight is more of an
interactive event, Rose doubled the entry fee since the diners will
have an opportunity to dance with us tonight.” she said,
smiling.

I nodded. “That means behave,” Luke whispered
in my ear and I attempted to elbow him with a grunt as he danced
away laughing.

“Who do we have?” I asked as the couple
looked over the list of guests.

I watched both of their faces pale, “We
should probably switch you.” The male said, casting a worried
glance at me.

His dance partner hissed, “We can’t. They
paid extra.”

“Who is the couple?” I asked, annoyed.

“Governor Hash and his wife.” Luke said,
reading over their shoulders.

“What did the pay extra for?” I asked,
tilting my head.

“Expert dancers.” The female said,
cringing.

I shrugged. “They certainly are getting
that,” I muttered, “and so much more.”

“Enough, with the worried faces.” I smiled.
“This is going to be fun!”

“Shit,” one of them muttered.

…

Governor Hash at Kitten was not something I
ever expected. His stern and judgmental outward appearance had me
thinking he found Kitten a disgusting brothel and not
entertainment. I wondered if attending was his wife’s idea.

Peeking out from the heavy curtains along the
back wall, added for tonight, I couldn’t help smiling as I watched
for Hash.

Luke sighed heavily next to me. “So, how are
things with your boyfriend?” He asked trying to distract me.

I smiled, thinking of Blake. “Wonderful,” I
told him, not averting my gaze.

“I hear you guys have shacked up.” He tried
again to distract me, this time successfully as I turned toward
him, letting the curtain fall back into place.

“I guess, I don’t really have a permanent
residence when I am in town and my stay isn’t typically for long,”
I informed him warily. “Why?”

Luke regarded me for a moment. “Moving in
together is a pretty strong signal that things are serious between
you two,” He said.

I shrugged and said, “They’ve always been
serious,” and moved the curtain aside to look back out.

“Right,” Luke continued, not feeling he had
conveyed what he needed. “But moving in together is a long term
move, right before marriage and kids.”

I turned, looking at him and forgetting the
curtain, my expression shocked.

“See the importance of it.” He gloated.

“You’re done talking.” I was not taking
relationship advice from Luke. I would have to ask Kass if he was
correct though.

Did it really matter? I asked myself.
Marriage was a human concept. Mating was a supernatural one. But
that thought terrified the shit out of me.

Shaking my head, I smiled when I realized
Hash had walked in, looking almost relaxed in his suit with his
wife on his arm.

“They’re here,” I whispered with evil
glee.

…

Hash was a terrible dancer, but that wasn’t
why he was here. He was lucky, ever so lucky to be dancing with
me.

If I had heard from the other dancers here
what he was doing and what he was after, I’m fairly sure I would
have killed him. They didn’t deserve to have their asses molested
repeatedly or their breasts pinched.

Just because we were succubi did not make us
whores.

My anger had become cold and calculating. I
couldn’t kill him here. Truthfully, I didn’t think killing him was
the right approach, but public humiliation - now that I could get
behind.

I spun back into Luke’s arms, my eyes not
leaving Hash’s drunken gaze as he licked his lips. Maybe I’m wrong
about killing him.

“Don’t,” Luke whispered softly.

“Silence,” I commanded, completing the dance
in perfect harmony.

Luke wisely kept any additional comments to
himself.

I kept my smile plastered to my face as we
exited back to the dressing rooms. Fuming I sat in a chair, staring
at my reflection a silent war raging inside of me. Should I kill
him or not? I silently weighed the pros and cons of ending his life
as the dressing rooms emptied. Con - the devil that I knew was far
better than the one I didn’t and while Hash had proven to be a
power hungry, narrow-minded asshole, he feared me and that worked
to my advantage. Not to mention all the time and resources Gram’s
had spent on him.

Pro, it would make me feel a hell of a lot
better.

I blinked as the lights shut off hoisting
myself out of the red leather chair changing quickly, not bothering
with a shower as I left for Blake’s.

The door slammed shut behind me as I stood
dumbfounded on the stairs staring at Hash’s limo. I hadn’t yet made
the decision to kill him or not, but I knew I couldn’t do it at
Kitten.

Stepping stiffly down the stairs in the damp
night, I watched as the back door opened and he stumbled out, his
wife yelling at him. Unbelievable.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” His voice
slurring as he smiled at me.

Slowly, I approached the car, anger and
disgust clouding my features, my arms crossed over my torso to keep
myself from striking him, I stopped at arm’s length in front of
him. “You don’t recognize me, do you?” I asked.

He shrugged, his eyes closing in a long
drunken blink, “Pfft, all you bitches look the same.” Grinning like
a fool.

“I could report you for this,” I said softly,
knowing that was far too lenient a punishment for him.

He shrugged and said, “For what? A dance and
a ride home?” He laughed. “Trust me, I’ll make it worth your
while.” He leered at me.

That was exactly what it took for me to close
the distance between us, slamming him against the limo. “I am
Olivia, Executioner of the Council,” I informed him as his mouth
gaped open in astonishment, “and you are banned from this
establishment. If I ever hear of you approaching one of my kind
again, I will slit your wrists and watch you bleed out.” I hissed,
slamming his head against the limo roof.

Backing away, my anger clouded my vision as
Hash threw himself into the limo, turning back to glare at me,
before taking off into the night, probably after easier prey. I
felt bad for the human woman that would be sharing his bed, but
that was not my domain.

Blowing out a breath, I turned, heading for
my SUV and stared directly into the amber gaze of a vampire.

“Hello beautiful,” he crooned.

“What do you want?” I groaned, angry with
myself for allowing him to sneak up on me.

He grinned widely, revealing crocked and
missing teeth, clearly having overheard my discussion with Hash.
“We need you to deliver a message,” he said still grinning like a
confident fool.

“No.” I said, stuffing my hands in my back
pockets just below my hidden knives on the small of my back.

His smile vanished as his curly blond hair
bobbed into his eyes and quick as lightening, he grabbed my pinned
up hair in his fists, yanking my hair as pain shot through my head.
He demanded, “You would do well to do as you’re told, bitch.” He
sneered at me.

“I am so fucking done.” I answered him,
kicking out a kneecap and pulling my knives in one smooth move.

He screamed in pain as the bone reknit
itself, leaning heavily against the building. He snarled, “Get
her!”

Wonderful, I had again been so focused on my
primary target I had forgotten all about my surroundings. Idiot, I
berated myself.

The first ran toward me, hissing, his fangs
descended and without any other weapons. That was certainly a
foolish move. I took the hit, bringing my knives under and up into
his chest and through his double hearts as we landed hard on the
asphalt. The hilts dug into my chest and I smiled into his shocked
face.

This is just what I needed.

He exploded to ash and I was quick to get off
the ground into a crouch waiting for the others, who could only
stare at me dumbfounded. “Come on boys!” I chided, “I don’t have
all night.”

The blond leader shoved another one at me. He
was large, but young even in life, he hadn’t gained full control
over his strength and in death it was a burden and not yet an
asset. Having watched and learned from his companion, he circled
me, the amber in his eyes a response from violence.

“I’ll let you have a taste if you can subdue
her,” the leader taunted and the babe in front of me smiled,
revealing his fangs as he lunged at me.

I danced away but not before I sliced a
decent gash along his wrist. He was stunned by the cut for only a
moment before it began healing. Shaking out his wrist, he glared at
me, “You’ll pay for that bitch.”

“Yeah, yeah, come and make me,” I taunted
him. His face would have flushed with color as a human, but as a
vampire, his cold pale skin stared back at me. It was unnerving as
we began circling once again.

I watched his eyes track movement over my
shoulder and I was ready when I felt the air swoosh by my shoulder.
Crouching and turning, I thrust my blades deep into his buddy’s
belly pulling the hardened metal upwards until it sliced through
both hearts. Two down, two to go.

Turning back to the young one, he looked at
me shocked before launching at me with unnatural speed. I took the
hit hard landing several feet back on the asphalt, the air expelled
painfully from my lungs and knives pinned between our bodies.
“Shit!” I yelled, pulling in a breath.

He smiled above me, his fangs dropping into
my neck. I fucking hate newbie bites! The movement of his body
toward my neck had released my hands and I shoved my blade down
into his back, slicing through both hearts as he bled me
oblivious.

The fucker turned to dust on top of me before
I could shove him off. Great, now my neck wound was bound to be
infected.

Stumbling up, I looked around for the final
part of this act, finding the alley deserted. Sighing, I leaned
heavily on the brick wall. I needed to check the clothing for clues
as to identities, figuring out who I had pissed off now.

None of their jackets or pants had anything
helpful in it. The only clue to their identities was the matching
leather jackets with the sugar skull with rose eyes on the back. I
sighed looking it over before shoving all of it into the trash. I
couldn’t remember pissing off anyone with that insignia, but I piss
a lot of people off. It was likely.

Making my way to my SUV finally, I headed to
Blake’s house and a much needed shower.

 


Chapter 4

I awoke to pressure on my neck wound. “Ouch!”
I complained, batting Blake’s hands away.

Blinking blearily, I peered at Blake outlined
by the soft moonlight.

“Who bit you?” He hissed at me, his eyes
ambered with anger.

“I don’t fucking know,” I answered, sitting
up in his bed and swatting away his hand again.

“He was a newbie and it hurts,” I whined at
him as he tried again to peel the bandage off.

Putting himself in my face, he warned, “I can
find him by scent alone.”

I laughed. “Really? You can track dust?” I
taunted him.

He blinked, pulling back his eyes turning
into dark blue globes. “You killed him?” He asked shocked.

“Yes, he and his two flunkies.” I said,
rubbing my neck, “The damn leader got away though.”

“Who were they?” he asked, moving next to
me.

I shrugged, sleep beckoning me. “I don’t
know. They didn’t have any ID and their matching sugar skull
jackets aren’t something I remember seeing before,” I answered with
a sigh.

“Sugar skull?” Blake asked, stiffening next
to me.

“Yeah, they had roses for eyes,” I said,
settling back down in the covers.

“Where was this?” He questioned, stroking my
back.

“At Kitten. Such a weird night,” I muttered
before slipping back off to sleep.

…

When I awoke next, the bed was empty. I
suppose since I hadn’t expected Blake back yet, I shouldn’t feel
the sinking disappoint in my chest, but I did.

Groaning, I puttered around pulling out
freshly washed clothing from the neatly folded pile on the chest at
the end of the bed, before I padded downstairs, shoes, and knives
in hand.

Blake had hired on a new cook, and I missed
the plump African American woman who made an amazing grilled
cheese.

“Hey Alfie.” I said, giving him a half-smile
as he set a plate in front of me for breakfast.

“Good Morning Olivia. I trust you slept
well.” Alfie dictated regally to me in his British accent. Alfie
doubled as cook and head of security now. There were no longer any
more innocent bystanders in the crossfire. Blake had spent a great
deal of time in making the decision. We had spent hours on the
phone, reviewing applications.

I was sold when Alfie stated he enjoyed
cooking immensely.

I smiled, digging into the eggs and French
toast greedily. Alfie stood watching me, gulping down some orange
juice. I smiled, “It’s great.” I said, thinking he was waiting for
a verdict.

Leaning against the kitchen island, he
regarded me closely still. Shoving another bite into my mouth, I
watched him warily, cleaning off my plate quickly.

I wiped my mouth with a napkin. Raising an
eyebrow, I finally asked, “What, Alfie?”

“Has Blake informed you of the latest
headache he is dealing with?” Raising a blond eyebrow.

“No, and that is his decision,” I informed
him.

He nodded, “I need to program your voice and
fingerprint into the security system. Now that you are here in
person, please follow me.” He ushered me out.

Wistfully, I looked back at the kitchen. I
could eat more, but his retreating back didn’t give me much of an
option so I followed him into the security office.

He was just as comfortable here as he was in
the kitchen, relaxed and in control as I slid into the steel-framed
chair behind the glass and metal desk.

“This will only take a moment.” Alfie said
behind his desk, absorbed in adjusting his electronics.

…

True to his word, I was out and headed toward
the manor, on time. Shocking.

Parking in the circle driveway, I checked my
knives before heading toward Jerry and Kass on the manors
steps.

“Well I’ll be a monkey’s uncle, are you
actually on time?” Jerry asked.

“Ha.” I informed him, hugging him in
greeting.

Rubbing his hands together, he grinned
foolishly. “I do love taking you shopping, Olivia.”

I grunted a reply as I slipped into the back
seat, giving Kass the front.

“Kass, is moving in with someone really a
huge big, monumental deal?” I asked, leaning between the seats,
living dangerously without my seat belt.

“Typically.” She said guardedly. “Why?”

“Something Luke said, that moving in together
was followed by marriage and kids.” I muttered, cracking my neck
uncomfortably.

“I think that is true in the traditional
sense, but nothing about you is traditional, Olivia,” Jerry chimed
in.

“Why?” I asked without thinking, “You know
what? Never mind, I actually don’t want the answer to that
question.”

Jerry cleared his throat and Kass shifted,
“So weddings are themed usually, right?” I asked, changing the
topic.

Kass picked up the topic change easily, “Yes,
you are going to be wearing eggplant.”

“The vegetable?” I asked with a raised
eyebrow.

“No,” she said laughing, “the color.”

“We should probably change your hair color,”
Jerry said, analyzing me in the rear view mirror.

“Maybe I could match the dress.” I offered
helpfully.

Kass shrugged her shoulder stiffening, “Or
not.” I amended, it was going to be a long damn day.

…

We were in our third store and I had lost
count of how many dresses I had shoved my curvy figure into.

We were all losing patience when the
saleswoman came back with a dress Kass instantly said “no” to.

“Just have her try it on dear. I think
everyone will agree on this one,” she said, her smile strained.

“Fine,” Kass accepted reluctantly.

Stepping carefully off the stage into the
dressing room, the sales lady pulled the curtain as I shimmied out
of the latest nightmare of a dress and into the silk plum dress she
had in front of me. She was right. I did like it.

The slit up the side stopped just blow my hip
giving me plenty of room to run or fight and with the sleeveless
top cut low in the front that wouldn’t hinder my upper body
movement at all.

Hauling myself out of the dressing room, I
watched Kass’s eye me warily. “I like it,” I said, trying to fend
off a fight. We needed to feed her fast.

Huffing, she shoved herself up, coming to
pull at the fabric that sat at my natural waist. “The slit is
really high, Olie,” she said, rubbing her neck. “What if you flash
someone?”.

I laughed. I said, “If I do than it’s because
I am attacking or being attacked.”

Her look of horror had me regretting those
words instantly and I said quickly, “Which will not be happening at
your wedding.” The sales lady drifted away as Kass stared daggers
at me.

“I’ll think about it,” she huffed, “Get
dressed. I am starving.” She gathered her things.

I was halfway out of the dress before I made
it to the fitting room, not bothering to pull the curtain.
“Olivia!” Jerry hissed at me.

“What?” I asked, shoving my arms through my
top before buttoning my jeans and throwing my shoes on.

“Not everyone wants to see all of you,” he
reprimanded me.

I shrugged. Shame about my naked body was
something I had drilled out of me from a young age. I forgot others
didn’t.

“Come on,” I said, happy to be fleeing the
dress shop, “Let’s eat!”

Interlocking my arm with Kass, I patted her
hand as we walked over to a sandwich shop in the same parking lot.
“I’m sorry to be a pain, I am certain we will find something,” I
said. She rested her head on my shoulder with a sigh.

I waited to spring my second question about
relationships until Kass had eaten her full. “Is it wrong if I spy
on Blake?”

Kass’s eyes narrowed as Jerry looked between
the two of us, “Why?’ she asked warily.

“He’s in trouble, but he won’t tell me what’s
going on. He won’t let me help,” I said, sadly shrugging.

“Did you offer to help?” Kass asked.

“Yes,” I said with a shrug.

“What did he say?” Jerry asked, leaning
forward.

I sighed, “No.”

“Leave it at that,” Kass warned me.

I looked to Jerry for his opinion. “I’d spy
on him.” he said honestly. “But to answer your question, most would
find it morally repugnant to spy on your significant other.”

“Unless you thought he was cheating,” Kass
added.

I shook my head, “No, I don’t think he is
cheating.” I said, chewing on my bottom lip thoughtfully, there was
something I had never considered. “It feels more life
threatening.”

“If he finds out you are spying on him, he is
bound to not feel trusted by you anymore,” Kass said, killing my
plans instantly.

I sighed. “There goes that idea,” I
huffed.

…

I had just finished my dirty, greasy meeting
with the human pimp George who was none of my business but I made a
point of checking him and his girls now and again. I also demanded
free rides, in exchange for handling his supernatural problems when
I felt someone watching me as I got to my car. Stopping, I surveyed
my surroundings. Across the street, half hidden from the light of
the street lamp was a leather-wearing thug.

“Mother fucker,” I cursed, slamming my SUV
door before storming over to him.

He had the good sense to flinch slightly as I
approached, but made no other movement.

“What the fuck do you want?” I asked turning
him around roughly to see the same sugar skull with rose eyes
emblem on his jacket.

Shoving him against the wall, I waited
impatiently for an answer.

“Our leader has requested a meeting,” he
stated in a deep voice. He was muscled across his chest, but his
darting eyes betrayed his fear and insecurity.

“When and where?” I demanded, denying myself
the pleasure of slamming his head against the brick building behind
him.

“Now. Follow me,” he said, walking stiffly
away to his bike.

Growling, I made my way back to my car. I did
not like being given orders, but I would take this opportunity to
kill the rest of the biker clan.

Logic and common sense would have me calling
into the manor for backup, but I wanted to do this one alone. These
assholes had attacked me and my establishment, following me from
the manor. If that stupid sleazy kid Rose fired had anything to do
with them, he was next on my list.

I followed him in a fit of fury, Twenty
minutes later, when we pulled up to an empty warehouse, I drove
into the bay doors and jumped out of my SUV annoyed as vampires
popped out of hiding places in the shadows.

“So fucking creative, a warehouse,” I
muttered, knowing they could all hear me.

Walking to the front of my SUV, I leaned
against the hood and demanded, “So which one of you pathetic
excuses for a supernatural is the self-proclaimed leader of this
tragic organization?”

“You got a mouth on you girl,” said a voice
to my left still half hidden in shadows.

“I can’t hear you over the cowardice of
hiding in the shadows,” I informed him loudly. Fuck these assholes.
I had gone into George’s packing. The ten vampires here posed a
perfect chance to work off some of my aggression.

I had plenty to spare.

From directly in front of me slid a salt and
peppered, long haired, biker who had been turned far later in life.
Deep wrinkles lined his face and sagging earlobes as he grinned at
me with a cigar in his mouth and looping his thumbs through his
belt loops under his beer belly.

“I admire a bitch with spirit,” he said. His
version of a compliment? I thought.

“Then you’re going to fucking love me,” I
warned him. Based on his widening smile, I don’t think he got what
I meant.

“Pretty little thing - all we are after is
some information,” he drawled out.

“About what?” I asked, wanting to figure out
who exactly I had pissed off to put these assholes on my tail.

“Your lover vampire,” he snarled.

Leaning forward, it was my turn to smile.
They should have been terrified, the fact they weren’t was almost
insulting to my reputation. “You looking to spice up your bedroom
life?” I taunted.

He spat, losing his grin as he pointed at me.
“Listen here slut, I want the details on your boyfriend’s security
along with the Centennial House,” he demanded, growling at me.

“That’s what this is about Blake and his
house?” I asked, tilting my head. “Why?”

“That isn’t your place to know.” said a voice
to the left.

“You don’t know,” I mused. “That is smart of
whoever hired you, knowing you are disposable once the job is
complete, and spreading around the information keeps me from
knowing exactly what is going on. Very smart.”

“Bitch, we know everything,” snarled the
voice to my left again. The big and ugly guy in front of me was
silent and I could see in his eyes he hadn’t thought it out that
far ahead.

“Give us the information,” he growled again,
having decided he was more interested in whatever his bosses had
promised him than his actual life.

“Make me,” I taunted, smiling.

Unlike the other night, the leader came at me
first thinking to pin me to the SUV by rushing me. The blade
slicing his twin hearts proved he was wrong.

Pulling it out, he sunk down before exploding
into ash. I smiled, “Next.”

Unlike the other night, they didn’t wait
their turns. Arms, legs, and mouths reached for me all at once,
only to be sliced or shot off. Like I said before, I was packing,
with two guns under my jacket that were loaded and extra clips on
my belt, not to mention the long blade strapped to my thighs or the
throwing daggers lining my boots.

Some asshole got a lucky shot in and my gun
went flying as my back slammed against my SUV hood. “I want a
taste,” the idiots growled, biting into my neck again.

“I’ve really had enough of being bitten by
newbies,” I grunted before pulling my legs up to kick them off.

Pulling out my long blade on my thigh, I
sliced the offending bitter’s head off, spinning to my left to dive
my blade under the rib cage of another before pulling it up to
cleave both hearts.

My original count of ten had to be off, as
bodies kept slamming into me. I had cleared a space using my
throwing knives and I launched those as fast as my fingers would
fly, less accurate than my knife, but they slowed down the flood of
hungry vampires approaching me.

Ducking under a punch, I sliced the vampire
in half before stabbing through both hearts. Still crouching, I
took off the arm of another who came at me with a crow bar. I
missed the asshole behind me, again, as the breath forcefully
removed from my lungs and I fell, sprawling down on the dirty
cement.

“Fucker,” I wheezed, slamming my head into
his nose as I bucked him off before pulling to my knees to chop his
worthless head off with a powerful swing. Pushing to my feet, I saw
the last one standing there, the same one at Kitten who had gotten
away. He watched me for a moment before darting away.

Blowing out a breath, I checked to be sure no
live bodies were lying around, waiting to surprise me before
gathering wallets and cell phones.

The back of my head throbbed and my newly
healed neck was bleeding open. Great. Pushing my discomfort aside,
I heaved myself back into my SUV heading for the Centennial
compound. Someone knew something and I needed to get in the fucking
loop.

…

Mal was not impressed with my haul. “Why are
you bringing them to me?” she asked as I piled everything onto her
desk.

“Because I can’t find Blake,” I informed her,
irritated.

“Right,” she muttered careful not to make eye
contact.

“Someone hired those goons and I would like
to know who,” I told her, sitting on her desk and in her personal
space.

She shrugged, trying hard to avoid looking at
me.

“What did they want?” she asked, daring a
glance.

“Intel on Blake’s house and the compound.” I
told her as her eyes riveted to me.

“What did you tell them?” she asked,
worried.

I scoffed, “I killed them all.”

She relaxed in her chair. “I am insulted you
even had the nerve to ask me that.” I didn’t actually kill them
all. I groaned in sudden realization.

Mal cleared her throat, “I’ll have to clear
all of this with Tate.” Her voice was timid. “But let me have
someone look at your neck.”

“Don’t fucking bother,” I dismissed her,
storming out.

Back in my SUV, I called Blake again, pulling
out of the underground parking. His voicemail answered again on the
first ring.

“I just took out an entire biker gang who
wanted you. Call me the fuck back or I will find you,” I warned,
ending the call.

…

I didn’t want to end up at Blake’s after
tonight’s incident, but I needed to let Alfie know what had
happened and one look at my wounds and he was not letting me go
without first aid.

“Ten. You’re certain?” He asked cleaning the
bite in the kitchen.

Winching, I answered, “I think, maybe
more.”

“Dispatched by yourself?” he asked again
shocked.

“Yep,” I told him again.

“Impressive,” he muttered under his breath,
bandaging the wound.

“You going to enlighten me on what the fuck
is going on?” I inquired, agitated.

He sighed, “Blake has been very specific in
my instructions not to share his current situation with you, I
regret to say. You are a powerful asset Olivia and I do believe he
is trying to prove himself worthy to be by your side.”

That took all the anger out of me as my
shoulders slumped. “I wish he didn’t feel that way.” I whispered
softly. “But I doubt tonight will change his mind.”

“No,” Alfie replied, “it undoubtedly will
not. How did you manage to take out that many vampires by
yourself?” He was curious.

I shrugged, regretting the movement as my
neck pulled, “They were newbies, no finesse, no understanding of
their power.”

“You are very comfortable around vampires,”
Alfie handed me a beer before opening his own.

“We have a long standing history,” I informed
him dryly. Vampires had been responsible for creating me, training
me, and forcing me into the elite killer I was today or really the
damaged elite killer I was today.

“The fact that they embody the true undead
doesn’t affect you?” Alfie asked, watching me closely.

I smiled, “Just because their hearts stop
beating and they require blood to survive doesn’t mean they are the
vile, heartless, maniacs of legend.” I took a sip of beer as
flashes of the battle I just fought flashed before my eyes, “At
least not all of them are.” I amended to Alfie’s grin.

“Tell me Olivia, you gallivant all over the
country taking out dangerous Supernaturals?” Alfie asked me,
leaning over the kitchen island.

“I do,” I answered, wondering why the sudden
interest in my day job.

He nodded and asked, “Why? Why do you
shoulder the heavy burden of saving everyone?”

It wasn’t the first time I had been asked
that. What’s wrong with you? Who wired you wrong? How did you get
so broken?

“Something important died within me,
something primal and vital for a normal life,” I answered rolling
my beer between my hands, “What was left behind was a pure
undiluted rage and an incessant need to kill.”

I drained half my beer and continued, “The
truth is even if I wasn’t out hunting the insane and immortal of
our society, I would be the hunted. Some wounds don’t heal.”

Alfie was human and his eye widened in shock
at that raw answer.

Leaning forward, I patted his arm, “Don’t
worry Alfie, I hardly ever kill humans, too messy to clean up.” I
finished my beer and smiled as I headed to bed. That would keep him
on his toes.

…

Laying in Blake’s bed, I arranged a meeting
with Grams the following afternoon to discuss pressing business. I
checked my text messages. There were a few from Kass regarding the
dresses from today, but no message from Blake.

After staring at my phone for far too long, I
texted him, Thinking of you, hitting send before I lost my nerve. I
really wanted to ask him questions. Why he wasn’t here with me?
What was more important? Why couldn’t I help?

With a deep sigh, I rolled over to my side.
This was too much free time for me - too much time to think and too
much time to remember.

 


Chapter 5

“This is a terrible idea,” I groaned in
Gram’s uncomfortable blue chair facing her desk.

“I agree,” she stated, turning away from her
computer to gaze at me directly. “But I am charging them three
times our usual rate.”

That got my attention, sitting up straighter,
“Dang when did you become such the powerful negotiator?” I asked
impressed.

She smirked at me, “I do run a few successful
businesses.”

“I deserved that,” holding my hands up,
relenting.

Turning her attention back to the screen in
front of her, she continued, “We were requested by more than one
alpha.”

“Why?” I questioned shocked and wary.

“Apparently you made quite the impression in
Oklahoma,” she informed me raising an eyebrow drawing her attention
back to me.

“You have got to be kidding? I show up half
dead, than leave in slightly better condition and they are
impressed by that?” Sitting back in my chair, I looked off into the
distance. “They should see me on a good day.”

Grams laughed, “They should, maybe they
actually will this time around.”

“Let’s not get crazy. So what do the cranky
shifters need us to arbitrate?” I asked, feeling more comfortable
about this situation.

Grams flipped open a page in her day planner,
“A border dispute, ownership of a car, and wedding negotiations
between the lovely bride and groom.”

“Grams,” I began “you have got to be kidding!
We have to play peace maker between Lorraine and Logan?”

“Yes, hence why I am charging three times our
normal rate.” She closed her book, pushing her glasses down,
regarding me intently her slate gray eyes regarding me intently,
“It shows poorly on Logan that we have to negotiate this for
him.”

I nodded, paying close attention. She was
plotting.

“We need to be prepared for his tenure as
Alpha of the US to come to a close,” she said watching me closely
as I leaned forward.

“Agreed,” I wondered where she was taking
this. Logan’s tenuous hold on his clans was apparent.

“I think we should start grooming Darren.”
She finished her proposal sitting perfectly straight.

Groaning, I slid down in the chair. “If Kass
wasn’t involved, I would stay the hell away from that mess, but
being as she is now taking a front and center role in the Shifter
Nation, I concur.” I glumly agreed.

She nodded, smiling. That woman was damn good
at knowing me.

“Doesn’t mean I like any of this.”

“There are fresh cookies in the kitchen.” She
went back to her computer.

“Bribery doesn’t always work on me.” I
slipped out her door and heading to the kitchen.

…

Grams and I were setting up at the Valiant
Hotel in their largest conference room, placing pads of paper and
pens at each station. Our conference room would have housed
everyone, but I felt a neutral location would decrease our chances
of bloodshed.

“Do you think we should set the water bottles
up now as well?” She asked, looking around the cream oval table
seating twenty.

I shrugged, watching Ali and Grant hauling in
the last of the supplies. “No, let’s wait. If things get too heated
it provides us a distraction to cool everyone one off.”

“Literally.” Grant said, cracking open a
bottle of water.

Smirking, I asked, “You two clear on your
responsibilities while here?”

“Yes, Olivia, protect Grams at all costs,”
Ali repeated for probably the eighth time, flopping into a chair.
Ali had added blond highlights to her auburn hair and she twirled a
strand around her finger. The perfect picture of a harmless human
being. I huffed and thought, Until you pissed her off and her
diluted blood tie to Medusa kicked in.

Ali and Grant were assistants working for
Grams and would one day take over the council. I hoped it would be
a day far far away as I wasn’t very good with change.

Nodding, I took one last look at the room. “I
think we are ready.”

“I agree.” Grams said walking easily towards
the double doors, “Don’t look so worried, Olivia. They requested
you.”

“That’s what worries me.” I mumbled, watching
Grams open the ivory double doors.

Logan and Lorrain were the first through the
doors, blowing past Grams’ outstretched hand in greeting and
marching to the front of the oval table on opposite sides, glaring
at each other the whole way. I turned, staring dumbfounded at
Grams. She recovered quickly and said, “We will need two chairs at
the head for Olivia and myself. Please seat yourself wherever is
best.” I was impressed at her calmness.

Logan and Lorrain were coating the room in
anger, hatred, and disgust in large quantities that I could feel
intimately. I watched Ali and Grant scoot behind Grams’ chair with
their own rolling seats.

Grams walked leisurely back to the front of
the room and I realized I was on the side with Logan, while she was
going to sit next to Lorraine. Staring at Grams hard, I saw the
slight shake of her head as I moved to sit next to Logan. Okay I
would keep the peace for now, but as the future alpha’s mate,
Lorrain’s place was next to him, not across from him.

Ali didn’t pick up on the hint though,
clearing her throat. “Lorraine, would you be more comfortable next
to Logan?” she asked sweetly.

Grams grimaced and I grinned as Lorraine
snarled at her, “No, I would not be more comfortable next to
him.”

Ali sat back shocked as she looked to Grams
and me for guidance. Grams shook her head again and I gave her a
low high five. Logan’s hands flexed into fits on the table, glaring
at his fiancé, the muscles in his jaw twitching from repressed
violence.

Smoothly, Grams sat opening her leather bound
organizer with one side ready for notes and the other the schedule
we had prepared for everyone.

Checking her gold Michael Kor’s watch she
looked back to Logan, “Per the terms that all the parties agreed
upon we shall begin in ten minutes with the issue of ownership of
the 1950 Mustang.”

Lorrain and Logan both nodded, glaring holes
into each other.

“This is going to be an awkward ten minutes.”
I muttered, drumming my fingers against the table.

Luckily we only had to wait six minutes and
thirty-two seconds for the rest of the packs to filter in. They
must have been waiting to give Lorrain and Logan time to get
settled.

I was surprised to see Jay and his mate
looking at odds as well as she took a seat next to Lorrain and Jay
next to Logan. Her red rimmed eyes looked everywhere except at her
mate, but he couldn’t take his gaze away from her.

Next in the lineup was Dean and two
additional men I didn’t know. They were the only ones who looked to
be in fairly good moods.

Dean waved to me and I smiled back at him.
“Any chance you have cookies to bribe the auditor?” I asked
hopefully.

Chuckling, he shook his head, “Sorry didn’t
know bribery was allowed. You are looking well.”

I cast a look at Jay’s mate. “It’s been a
boring couple of days,” I replied. Jay’s mate hadn’t altered her
gaze from the table in front of her.

I turned to Grams, giving her the floor
smiling. Nodding, she began. “We are going to begin with the issue
of ownership of the Mustang,” she started.

“Will Jay please raise his hand?” she asked
crisply.

Grumpily, Jay raised an arm clad in a leather
jacket and cobalt blue silk shirt.

“And will Jezebel also raise her hand?” Grams
finished, looking at the woman in front of him.

Tentatively, Jezebel raised a hand, still not
looking up.

Grams looked at me and I sighed. “I have a
bad feeling about this,” I muttered.

“We are just here to discuss the car,” she
reminded me.

I nodded, keeping my trap shut.

“Jezebel, let’s begin with you,” Grams said
gently.

“I just need the car to leave. It was a gift
to me from Jay for our tenth anniversary. The title is in both of
our names, but it was a gift,” she said again, meeting his stone
eyes.

“She cannot leave. She is unstable,” he
growled back, not bothering to look at us.

I blinked back and forth to each of them. Jay
was correct she couldn’t leave. She couldn’t be trusted on her own
as a loner.

Grams cleared her throat softly and said, “We
are only here to settle the matter of ownership of the vehicle, not
what is done with it after.”

Turning, I looked at her. She was right. I
nodded, sliding back in my chair, letting her have the floor.

“Is the title here?” she asked.

Jay pulled a worn piece of paper of his
jacket pocket, handing it to Logan, who in turn transferred it to
me. I opened it flat between Grams and myself.

“This is old,” I muttered, looking back at
the feuding couple.

“How long have you been a mated pair?” I
asked gently.

Jay answered, leaning forward still not
looking away from his mate, “Seventy-four years,” he answered. “And
she wants to leave me now.”

“How long has she been unstable?” I
asked.

Jay’s eyes rocketed to my own, ready for a
fight, his jaw clenched in stubborn silence.

“I have never hurt anyone,” Jezabel stated
softly.

I couldn’t help the scoff that escaped me as
she met my eyes sniffling. “You choose to do that to yourself.”

Grams put gentle pressure on my arm and I
closed my mouth while shaking my head. “Right, we are only here to
determine ownership of the mustang. Not if you in your unstable
state are allowed to leave,” I stated.

“You don’t understand,” she pleaded. “They
want to kill me!”

It took all my self-control not to comment on
that one, tapping my fingers vigorously against the table.

“I, as Mate won’t allow it,” Lorraine hissed,
starring daggers at Logan.

“You are not a mate,” I answered her quickly.
“Furthermore you have done nothing to prove that you deserve the
respect or loyalty of the packs.”

The two men at the end nodded in agreement.
Loraine turned to face me. “You are only here to decide ownership
of the car,” she spat at me.

I smiled, leaning forward, “Yeah, than I get
to negotiate the wedding details for you and lover boy,” I said,
grinning ear to ear. That bitch was going to pay.

“That was not supposed to be on the agenda,”
Lorraine hissed, looking at Logan.

He shrugged, trying not to smile. “You told
me to hire something to make the decisions.”

Leaning forward, Lorraine slammed her palms
on the table lifting her petite ass out of the chair. “I was
referring to a wedding planner, you idiot,” she screeched her long
dark hair dangling over her shoulders.

Grams and I looked at each other in shock.
Insulting a leader was dangerous, but insulting a shifter in front
of his packs, was suicidal.

Logan shrugged, not bothering to hide his
smug smile having pissed off his fiancé. This was so much worse
than I originally thought. Grams cast a long look at me and I
nodded, silently acknowledging things were deteriorating in the
Shifter Nation faster than I realized.

Closing my eyes for a moment, I focused back
on the task at hand - ownership of the car.

Jezebel stood from her seat and began pacing
the small area, far too close to Grams for my comfort. Grant rolled
forward in his chair as Ali stood behind her and I stood slowly
watching her erratic movements.

“You don’t understand!” she cried, tears
streaming down her blotchy olive skin, gulping down a breath of
air. Moving around Ali and Grant, I placed myself in front of her
uneven gait. She was too far gone in her rant to notice.

“You couldn’t possibly understand. You bitch
can reproduce! Do you have any idea how hard it is to carry child
after child and have your body fail each and every one?” she
screamed, turning her eyes towards me and searching mine for an
answer, red rimming her pupils.

“Pull it together, Jezebel.” I growled in
warning, watching the twitching of her hands.

“I can’t do this anymore.” Jezebel started
off, softly sucking in a deep breath, “I cannot be his mate
anymore! I cannot lose any more children and I cannot…”

Moving quickly, I clamped a hand over her
mouth. “I have given you one chance already, what comes out of your
mouth now cannot be undone.”

She nodded as I slowly lowered my hand and
moved back. “I cannot sustain this life anymore nor do I want to,”
Jezebel finished, turning to Jay.

He stood, tears streaming unashamedly down
his face. “Are you certain?” he asked, his voice broken with
emotion.

Silently, she nodded. Jay stood there
shaking, rage at her choice and this horrible situation playing
across his face. He loved her enough to fight for her, enough to
try for her, but she didn’t or maybe couldn’t. In the end, it
didn’t matter. She had just asked for death.

My eyes sought out Logan’s, what he saw there
brought him to his feet.

“With your permission, Jay.” he said softly,
finally the leader the shifters made an appearance.

Jay nodded, falling back into his chair,
seeing nothing.

“You are a monster!” Lorrain threw at Logan
before marching out of the room.

I blew out a breath. Well this was going to
shit. We needed her for the rest of this arbitration and I really
wanted to get Jezebel taken care of sooner rather than later.
However, I couldn’t kill her here and not suffer some blow back.
Human beings, as Loraine demonstrated perfectly, didn’t
understand.

“Gentleman, perhaps a break is in order?”
Grams stated, closing her organizer.

The two at the end nodded. “Give us time to
get cookies.” The tall one said trying to break the thick
tension.

“I prefer chocolate chip,” I said with a
smile. They nodded before heading out.

I sighed, “You guys good staying here?” I
asked Grams, Ali, and Grant.

“You are going with them?” Ali asked
uncertainly.

I nodded. I began this arbitration and I
would see it through.

Logan adjusted his suit. “You aren’t needed,”
he informed me, brushing lint off his sleeve.

“Yes, she is,” Jay said softly. “She is the
only one willing to see to the heart of the matter.” He moved
towards the doors.

“You need to hurry,” Grant warned, his eye
out of focus. “The dead are gathering and she isn’t strong enough
to stop a possession.” Did I mention Grant was from a long line of
Gypsies? His skills scared the shit out of me.

I nodded, turning to usher Jezebel out to the
SUV.

…

Covered parking was a brilliant idea in the
heat of the summer when steering wheel temperatures could melt
nails off. Grunting, I slid into my SUV with Dean, Jay, Jezebel,
and Logan riding shot gun.

I hesitated, fiddling with the AC before
asking, “Is there some place in particular you wanted to go?”

I took my answer from the silence, having
already decided where I would want to go.

Ninety minutes later, we pulled up at the
Shifter Cemetery where Logan’s grandfather was buried.

“You come here often?” Logan asked me as we
climbed out of the cool AC and back into the midday heat and
humidity.

“Sometimes,” I answered “the dead make great
listeners.” I said, closing my door heading into the shade of the
trees.

I don’t know why I didn’t stop walking until
I reached the grave I knew well, but I did once I got there.

Jezebel knelt on the soft grass as Logan
moved behind her, his eyes locked onto the back of her head.

“Are you ready?” I asked softly.

Jezebel lifted her tear-stained face to look
at Jay, “I’m sorry,” she said before bowing her head once
again.

I took Jay’s hand and he squeezed it
painfully. Logan’s eyes met my own and I nodded.

Reaching down, his hands were quick, fast,
and efficient. The bones in her neck broke instantly, separating
from her shoulders, falling forward and lifelessly onto the
ground.

Jay rushed to her, brushing her dark hair
back on a head that didn’t quite line up with her body anymore.
Logan came to stand beside me.

We both turned, hearing another vehicle in
the gravel drive.

“We made arrangements on our way out here.”
Dean said, softly staring at Jezebel’s dead body.

I moved to Dean, resting a hand against his
forearm. “If you need anything, please let me know.”

He nodded, meeting my dry gaze with his moist
one. Turning I pulled Logan behind me passing the other clan
members with a simple nod before loading back into my SUV.

I could feel Logan’s hatred before we pulled
out of the driveway. “I had to do it,” I said softly.

“I hate it,” he growled.

I sighed, letting out a deep exhale before I
answered. “I know, but we have to keep them safe.”

He scoffed at my openness. “You seem to enjoy
it.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” I answered,
wishing Blake was here.

On cue, the SUV’s Bluetooth system began to
ring and Blake’s name flashed on the center panel.

I hit answer, not caring that Logan was in
the car. “Hi!” I greeted him, happy for the distraction.

“Hey babe, you doing okay?” he asked,
worried.

“Yeah,” I answered, slouching in my seat,
“Today isn’t going exactly to plan.” I hadn’t let him know about
the arbitration I had signed up for.

“Are you almost done?” he asked, rustling
papers in the background.

“Probably a few more hours. We haven’t even
begun on the Logan and Lorraine wedding nightmare.” I answered,
smiling at Logan who was scowling at me.

“What a cluster fuck that is going to be,
you’ll have to explain how you got roped into it,” he muttered.
“The politics of the shifter nation is a train wreck right now and
all the high and mighty pair do is more damage. It’s a damn miracle
Logan hasn’t been challenged for the title.”

“I know. I was actually thinking the same
thing,” I answered thoughtfully. Logan shifted in his seat, arms
crossed over his chest.

“Probably has something to do with Kass and
Darren getting married. You, my dear, are viewed as aligning with
them and you are a powerful threat,” Blake said as a door opened in
the background.

“That’s a vicious rumor,” I muttered. “I have
not aligned myself with the shifters, just Darren.”

Blake laughed, “You know it doesn’t work like
that.”

I groaned. He was right. “A girl can
dream.”

“Yes, she can,” he said with a sigh. “I gotta
go sweetie, not sure when I’ll be back.”

“No worries,” I said with false nonchalance
as the call ended.

“He sounds busy,” Logan commented.

“He is, Logan, just as I am, babysitting your
ass, in case you hadn’t noticed,” I informed him, pulling onto the
highway.

“I noticed,” He growled.

“Anytime you feel like correcting that, be my
guest,” I told him forcefully.

“It’s complicated,” He growled, sinking lower
in his seat.

“No, it’s not. You got to the top because you
were the most powerful, just, and deadliest shifter there was. A
stupid human does not change your roll, no matter how you wish you
were different. We are the creatures that go bump in the night,
that seek justice and create it in bloody ways when necessary. Do
not forget that,” I informed him, hissing out a breath.

We rode back to the hotel in painful
silence.

Neither of us could get out of the SUV fast
enough once we were back in the underground parking lot, stomping
our way back to the conference room.

Logan opened the cream doors pausing a moment
before moving aside to let me through. “Thanks,” I muttered at him,
not sure what caused the sudden chivalry.

Laughter greeted my ears as I jerked my head
up from the carpet seeing Darren and Kass sitting at the end with
glorious food spread out.

“Hey,” I said, my voice betraying how
relieved I was to see them.

Darren smiled, standing to embrace me
breathing in the scent of the graveyard and death as he pulled
back, a question in his eyes before he turned to shake hands with
his brother.

“Thought you guys might be hungry,” he said
as I grabbed a cheese sandwich and pickle.

“Famished,” I answered, stuffing my face.

Logan scooped up what appeared to be a turkey
club sliding me a napkin and plate before setting himself next to
Kass.

We sat in companionable silence, Ali and
Grant sliding in to get something to eat as well and hand out water
bottles. The peaceful sound of our chewing was interrupted by
Lorraine barging through the doors. I felt her hot hatred and
irritation before I even turned to see who it was.

Exhaling, she said nothing as she sat down
next to me. Her arms locked across her chest, glaring daggers into
Logan.

“Would you like something to eat?” Kass
attempted politely.

“Not that crap. I do have a wedding dress to
fit into,” Lorraine scolded as Kass pushed her plate back, fleeing
from the room and Lorraine’s cruel words.

Tendrils of pure hatred wove under my skin as
I turned to her. “Insult her again and I will make you bleed,” I
whispered softly.

She scoffed, not believing my threat, “You
can’t touch me. I am his fiancé,” she informed me smiling smugly,
crossing her arms over her chest and leaning back righteously in
the chair.

Not moving my body forward, I smiled flashing
my flat white teeth, “How is your nose healing?” I whispered.

Fear made the blood leave her face, but she
was quick to recover. “It isn’t my fault she got herself knocked up
before the wedding.”

My hand rocked out against her cheek,
whipping her head to the side with a satisfying crack. Turning to
me, she was horrified to feel a thin tendril of blood seep down
from her bottom lip.

She turned to Logan, “Are you going to let
her get away with this?” She screamed at him.

Logan shrugged, “She warned you.” He
answered, mouth full. “Not my fault you didn’t listen.”

“You are supposed to protect me!” She hissed
as the door opened and the other two shifters brought in a tearful
Kass eating a cookie.

They rumbled dissatisfaction and annoyance as
they gently set Kass down next to Grams at her original seat,
treating her gently.

I smiled at her. “You okay?” I asked.

She nodded, “Hormones.” She shrugged. “Olie,
this is Jeff and Kent. Darren and I met with them a few weeks ago.
They are the reason we are here today.”

“Here I thought it was to feed me.” I
answered, smiling gently trying hard to forget about the annoyance
that was Lorraine.

I cast a look toward Darren who had murder in
his eyes at the mistreatment of his fiancé.

Jeff and Kent moved to the other side of
Logan and Lorraine to sit down awkwardly as Lorraine glared at me.
“If you will, excuse me,” she hissed at Logan slammed up from the
table. “I have to fix my face.” She said, hitting my chair
forcefully as she left the room.

Kass leaned over the table and shoved a
cookie in my mouth. I bit down pinching my lip, my shoulders ridged
as I turned to Kass. “Well played,” I said, my mouth full.

She smiled as Darren took her hand across the
table. “You are beautiful,” he said to her beaming with pride. “She
is an idiot.”

Kass sighed, taking another bite of cookie
while casting an annoyed look at Logan.

Grams cleared her throat. “Let us finish our
meals,” she heaved a sigh, “than we can get back to business.”

 


Chapter 6

Food and dessert was quickly polished off. I
sat next to Grams drawing a long breath as Logan dragged Lorraine
back into the room. Bitch.

“The next issue for us to discuss is the
wedding between Logan and Lorraine,” Grams said with a forced
smile. “Let us begin.”

Lorraine scoffed and it took all my will
power to keep from reaching across the table and slamming her head
into it.

The pen in my hand however suffered a brutal
fate as I rubbed the ink on the clean paper in front of me.

“Let’s start with a budget,” Ali suggested
behind me, passing me a wad of napkins.

Arms crossed and glaring at Logan, the
she-monster answered. “I shouldn’t have a budget. I’ve seen the
packs finances.”

“Pack finances are not available for personal
use,” Darren said from the end of the table.

“It’s a pack wedding,” Lorraine said, glaring
daggers at him.

Turning, I looked at Grams tapping her pen
against her unblemished paper. Feeling my eyes on her, she shrugged
as if to say “What the fuck?” At least that’s what she said in my
head.

“A wedding is a personal event. If it was a
pack event, than the pack would be responsible for paying for every
wedding that had ever occurred within the entire U.S,” I replied,
foolishly thinking the problem was her understanding.

“I am the future alpha’s mate!” Lorraine
demanded. “I am owed an impressive wedding for marrying him.”

My mouth was hanging open. I knew it was, but
my brain couldn’t wrap around that last sentence and so I repeated
it. “You think that because you are marrying Logan, who granted is
a pain in the ass, that the packs, who work hard for their living,
owe you a lavish wedding?”

“Yes,” She hissed at me.

Nodding, I leaned back in my chair,
shocked.

“He sure can pick ‘em,” Grant muttered behind
us.

Running a hand over my face, I groaned.
“Logan, what’s the budget?” I asked, having a terrible feeling.

“Thirty thousand,” he responded flatly.

I almost commented about how stupidly
expensive that was, but I kept my peace. It was not my business.
Wait - I guess actually it was now. Fuck.

“I have a terrible idea. How about I am your
wedding planner?” I finished, muttering under my breath, “Because
obviously I don’t have enough to do or enough aggravation.”

Ali coughed, covering up a laugh.

“Are all parties in agreement to that
decision?” Grams asked, looking pointedly at Lorraine.

Logan crossed his thick arms over his chest,
watching his fiancé with a raised eyebrow. Lorraine opened her
mouth and I was certain it was to contest my idea, when another
idea crossed her face and she smiled instead. “Of course.”

I was so in trouble.

“Wonderful,” Grams said, moving on, “Now for
the final item of the border issue.”

I sighed, leaning back, questioning my
sanity.

Jeff and Kent cleared their throats. “That
would be us.”

I rubbed my temples, so painfully over this
arbitration and looking forward to going back to life as usual when
I could just kill my problems away.

“What appears to be the problem?” Grams said,
still sporting a brilliant smile.

Silence greeted her question and I
groaned.

“What did you do now Logan?” I asked, bashing
my forehead against the table. How many more times do I have to
clean up after him?

“Ask Darren,” He said, spitting poison. “I
wasn’t involved in this decision.”

“Whoa, did Lorraine teach you that?” I asked,
shocked at the hostility and anger coming from him.

Logan adjusted his seat, red creeping up his
neck.

“We went to the pack looking for
clarification on our borders, not because we are angry dogs pissing
on each other’s trees, but because we have a bald eagle rescue
group coming in and we need to figure out whose land is whose so we
can keep an eye on them,” Kent explained, sharing a look with Jeff.
In typical shifter fashion, they were both built like line backers
with tanned golden skin. Kent had a mop of unruly curly dark blond
hair, while Jeff had dark brown hair cut close to his scalp.

“Simple enough,” I answered with a sigh.

“Per pack protocol, I informed them they were
to fight to the death to claim the others property,” Lorraine said,
sitting up adding her two cents.

I made a choking noise as I pointed at her.
“So just to clarify, you have issues with us eliminating an
unbalanced shifter, but you wanted to send two packs into war over
bald eagle mating grounds?” I asked, my voice pitching up in
disbelief.

“You have got to stop engaging her,” Grams
whispered to me.

“Please continue Kent, Jeff,” Grams
continued, smiling kindly.

Jeff leaned forward. He said, “Neither of us
wanted a war, so we called Darren.”

“We discussed where their clans are living,
roaming and divided up the land in question so that both parties
would bear the responsibility of the eagles.” Darren answered
succinctly.

Tapping my fingers against the table, I
waited for them to continue. “Sounds like a far better plan than
war,” I said blandly.

“I didn’t agree to it.” Logan stated. “Darren
is not able to make those decisions under clan law.”

“There has been some confusion regarding pack
leadership since the incident with Steven,” Kass supplied. Steven,
also known as the puppet master had a high ranking position within
the Shifter Nation before he decided to begin eliminating
humans.

“Not my problem,” I answered quickly.

“Unfortunately it is,” Grams said softly.
“What we rule here will be seen as our support of leadership.”

I groaned, rubbing my temples. “Fucking
hell.”

“But I have a solution,” Kass said
softly.

“Yes?” I said quickly. Anything to get done
with this shit.

“The clans have been asking if Olivia would
hold an honoree place next to Logan,” Kass finished.

You have got to be fucking kidding me.

“We would have to talk about that.” Grams
replied quickly, looking intently at me and warning me into
silence. “In the interim, we find Darren’s solution agreeable if
all parties involved do, but we do ask that the clans have an
exhibition of skill, so that Logan’s need for the packs physical
prowess is also addressed. “

Grams was good. Her ability to not put us in
the middle of the decision of who should rule, while assuaging both
parties and helping Logan not look like a total ass was impressive.
I was certain I couldn’t have done it.

Kent and Jeff nodded. “Lovely, that will
conclude our day,” Grams said, eager to get out of there.

I sat there, shell-shocked and looking at
Logan, Kass, and Grams. Me hold a place at the head of the USA
shifters? Were they out of their fucking minds? Did they not see my
track record of dead bodies? Why would anyone want me leading their
organization?

Rubbing my temples, I hoisted myself out of
the chair and followed the rest as they left the conference
room.

Kass was waiting for me just outside the
doors.

I groaned at her, crossing my arms over my
chest. She looked properly ashamed of springing that on me in front
of them.

“Darren asked me to,” she said softly before
falling in step beside me.






“I don’t want to rule the Shifters,” I
sighed. “I have enough of my own problems.”

Kass was silent before adding, “True, but
don’t you handle many of the shifter’s own issues?”

“I handle many contracts with many different
supernaturals to keep us safe and eliminate threats. That is my job
and what pays the bills. Sitting next to Logan doesn’t offer a pay
check, only a headache,” I said headed towards the parking lot.
“Grams is right we have to talk about this. We have to figure this
out as a unit.” I turned to look at her.

She nodded as Darren and Logan caught up with
us.

“Are you both available to do a tasting
tomorrow?” Darren asked Logan and I.

“Yes,” I answered, “just let me know when and
where.”

Darren turned to Logan. “What she said.”
Logan growled before going to catch up with Lorraine.

I was about to jump in my car when I thought
better of it and hugged Kass. “I’ll figure it out,” I said to her,
“I just need time.”

She nodded, almost about to cry. “Damn
hormones! See you tomorrow,” she said, hustling away.

…

I went back to Blake’s, having nowhere else
to go and nothing better to do.

“What’s for dinner, Alfie?” I called out,
closing the door behind me, hearing noise in the kitchen.

Blake stuck his head in the hallway. “You and
Alfie get close since I’ve been gone?” he asked teasing.

I ran to him, wrapping my arms around his
neck. “I have missed you,” I whispered into his neck.

He nuzzled me gently, “I know.” Pulling back,
he looked at me, “I also know about the biker gang.”

I shrugged, kissing him and asked, “What
biker gang?”

He laughed, shaking his head as I sat at the
kitchen island watching him make dinner. “Mal told me you stopped
by,” he said seriously.

“Yeah, I thought their wallets and cell
phones would give a lead on who had hired them.” I shrugged. “Did
it?”

He turned to me and his smile warmed my
heart. “Yes, that is the only reason I was able to get off the next
two nights.”

“I should take out biker gangs more often.” I
watched him cooking not worried for the first time since I had been
back.

Shaking his head, he grinned at me, his blue
eyes dancing.

We spent that night and into the hours of the
morning slowly relearning each other’s bodies and it was delectable
torture. Sometime after the sun rose, we were sated and slept.

…

The nightmare didn't wake me, replaying my
memories from days I wish I could forget, but it was Blake’s gentle
pressure on my shoulder, calling out to me that did.

Jerking upright, I swiftly came into full
consciousness, rapidly blinking away the sterling surgery room of
my nightmares as my breathing wracked in my chest.

Gently he touched my shoulder as I jumped
again, turning to see his concern. He pulled his hand back waiting
and watching me closely. “Hey,” he whispered.

Stuffing down a scream, I nodded, holding my
head.

“Another nightmare?” he asked softly,
reaching out to touch my back again.

I nodded, fighting back tears and not
trusting my voice.

“Do you want to tell me about this one?” he
asked gently.

I never realized the impact that my
nightmares would have on him. I could find plenty of faults with
myself and not once had his inability to sleep due to my own
memories cross my mind.

Turning towards him and his cobalt gaze, I
let my shoulders soften in the darkness of his room. He had asked
me this before and I always refused him. While I was comfortable
with the intimacy between our bodies, I was uncertain about my
ability to confide in him. Did I trust him with the damaged parts
of my psyche?

He had never judged me, not for my quick
temper nor my volatile mood swings.

Sucking down a breath, I forced the terror
back along with that nagging voice screaming that I couldn't trust
anyone. I was destined to walk this world alone with the pieces of
my soul still trained by Selena’s wrath. I didn’t want to be that
person anymore, I wanted to be more. I wanted companionship.

“I can't have children,” I whispered
softly.

He raised a well-formed brow. “Neither can
I,” he responded, knowing there was more.

“I- I” I said, my voice faltering. “I had the
ability once.” Where do I begin?

“Do you know anything of my past before the
council?” he shook his head, watching me closely and giving me time
to show him my fears.

“Have you heard of Selena the vampire?” I
asked, turning to watch him.

He nodded, worry clouding his gaze.

“Some say she was a legend, others a
monster.”

“She was.” I wiped away my tear.

“But I owe her life. She always liked
succubus as pets.” I blew out a shaky breath. “So when she came
into enough money and power, she began experimenting to create a
pure blood line for her pleasure. What she didn't plan on was our
ability to fight and kill. In us, she found the perfect
solider.”

Blake’s hand stopped moving reassuringly and
rested on my back instead, as he waited for me to continue.

“I was 14 when I was pregnant.” I whispered
“By my Lord Master, he was my handler.” I explained, unable to look
at Blake as I pulled another breath.

“That’s too young to have a child,” Blake
said softly.

“It wasn’t my choice.” I choked out, shaking
my head pulling myself back to what I needed to say.

“Selena saw it, she knew I would die to
protect the life inside of me, even if it was forced upon me.” I
didn’t brush the tears away as the plopped softly into the sheets
wrapped around me. “She took my child and my ability to ever have
children again.” I finished. I could see the sterile room as if it
was yesterday and feel every cut and stitch again as they tore my
child from my body.

“That is why you save the all the children,”
he whispered, hugging me into his chest.

I nodded, unable to use my voice as sobs
began wracking my body. I held my breath trying to push it back
down. “It’s okay baby. Let it out,” Blake coaxed me, stoking my
back.

I felt something crack inside of me and a
wash of painful emotions burst forth from my chest and trickled
down my face.

“I got you baby, I got you.” Blake soothed
me.

…

My phone had been beeping at me for awhile
when Blake rolled over me to answer it.

“Hello?” he said gruffly.

I faked sleep, not ready to get out of bed
yet.

“A tasting in 20 minutes?” he asked as I
cracked an eye. Crap! I had forgotten about that.

“She isn’t at the manor. She’s at my place,”
he said, beginning to get irritated.

“Fine,” he finished, hanging up.

“Logan is picking you up in 20 minutes,” he
grunted, throwing the covers off.

“Wonderful,” I muttered, throwing clothes
on.

…

Logan was early and I made him wait as I
brushed my teeth. Besides Alfie was downstairs and I was certain he
was having fun poking the lion. Or maybe that was a pastime only I
enjoyed?

Blake had left earlier, claiming he needed to
run errands, but we had scheduled a date for later tonight that
made my heart sing. Well, pending I had a heart, that was still
open to debate.

Pounding down the stairs, I grabbed the toast
Alfie handed me and pushed Logan out the door. “Hurry up, we are
late.” I told him, getting into the passenger seat.

“I’m aware. Why are you eating? We are going
to a tasting,” He commented, annoyed.

“Because I am a sex goddess who needs her
calories,” I informed him, enjoying his shocked expression. “Now
drive.”

That shut him up, but not for long.

“Have you given any thought to the proposal
of the packs?” he asked, hands gripping the steering wheel
unnecessarily tight.

“Nope.” Yes, Blake and I had discussed it in
length, but I wasn’t sharing that with him until I had talked it
over with Grams as well.

He grunted a reply.

“Have you heard anything more on Oklahoma?” I
asked, still curious how they managed to amass so many bodies
without raising any flags.

He sighed and said, “I talked with Dean this
morning, he is going to check his local law enforcement contacts
once they get settled.”

“How is Jay?” I asked softly.

“Doing as well as can be expected,” Logan
answered sadly.

I nodded, turning to stare out the window,
saddened by the pain that Jay was feeling, even if I couldn’t
relate.

…

The tasting went well. We were seated in a
formal dining room where the servers smiled as they delivered
sample meals to us, careful to keep our wine or water glasses
full.

“I really like the lasagna,” Kass said,
eating another bite.

“The bread is amazing,” I added, shoving
another piece in my face.

“Save some for the rest of us,” Logan
reprimanded as I kicked him under the table. “I think I got bit by
something.”

Kass rolled her eyes as Darren slung an arm
over her chair.

“Your favorite meal is next,” he teased.

“Are you calling me fat?” Kass asked, tears
brimming in her eyes.

“Shit, no baby, not at all,” he said,
stroking her back.

“Kass, you are still hot as shit,” I told
her, squeezing her arm.

She nodded as the servers delivered cheese
cake slices, brownies, and several other desserts I couldn’t
name.

“Wow!” I said, clearly impressed as we dug
in.

Finished with the meal and with Kass toting a
massive amount of paperwork, we walked outside into the full
darkness. My stomach was blissfully full.

“Based on dessert alone, I like them and I
eat a lot of dessert,” I told Kass smiling.

“You don’t think going with the first one is
too soon?” She asked, opening her passenger car door.

“Not if you like them,” I answered as she
nodded, engrossed in scanning the contract and other paperwork.

Reaching over, I hugged her goodbye, “Let me
know if there are others.” I said smiling.

She nodded before slipping into the car.

“What’s wrong?” I asked Darren and Logan who
had their eyes glued to the dark alley behind us.

“Shifters,” Logan growled lowly.

“Trouble,” Darren said, closing the car door
and locking it.

Kass tried to open her door but I shut it
with a hip leaning against it in warning. She wasn’t dumb and
picked up on my unspoken command.

Slowly they emerged from the shadows with
their clothing stretching at the seams as their inner beasts pushed
to the surface ready and eager to fight.

“Don't kill them,” Logan warned me.

“You must be joking,” I groaned. “They are
here for your head. They need to be put down or more will come and
aside from those important facts, no one comes after me or mine.” I
growled lowly.

“She's right, beast master,” taunted one of
the goons with a dragon tattoo on his neck.

“Of course I'm right,” I said cockily. “You
should leave if you value your life.”

The leader scoffed. “Hell no. We waited this
long to be sure the freak would be with them when we killed Logan.
I'm done waiting. What do you see in the whore Darren? She that
great a fuck?” He snarled.

I laughed and said, “The best you will never
have.” I was going to enjoy this. My first instinct was to rush
into their group slicing and dicing but as Logan and Darren beat me
to it, I hung back to protect Kass, After all, glass can be
broken.

I didn't expect the jump from behind or a
strong arm choking off my airway. My feet flew off the ground into
the body behind me. Using my momentum, I swung my feet between my
attackers, launching him head over heels. That's when I saw it was
a female.

“Bitch,” she hissed at me, her eyes glowing
as her nails lengthened into talons.

“This bitch is going to kick your ass sweet
cheeks,” I taunted, smiling moving in the limited space between the
cars.

“Demon whore,” she snarled. Rolling my eyes,
I missed her lunge around my middle, landing on my back hard
against the pavement.

Before she could sit up, I blasted her with
my elbow to the top of her head. Dazed, she tried to push back,
freeing my back so I could slide my hidden dagger out and cleave
off her head in one swoop.

“Demon whore one, shifter zero,” I
congratulated myself, standing back up.

Logan’s hands had sprouted claws and Darren’s
shirt and the skin underneath was sliced down the back, as I
watched the wound healed itself. Shifters, they sure can take a
beating.

Breaking glass followed by Kass’s yelp had me
bounding over the car’s trunk, driving my knife deep into the back
of a shifter bent over reaching into the car for Kass. I twisted
the blade before withdrawing it and the fool who had gone after
Kass.

Darren plucked him from my reaches, removing
his head by sheer strength alone.

“Show off,” I muttered, looking around,
finding the brothers had dispatched the rest with ease. I was not
going to admit to being slightly jealous or itching for another
fight.

“You need to beef up your security,” I told
Darren rubbing the back of my head, picking asphalt out. “Clearly
your marriage solidifies my role in the packs and there are those
who don't want that.”

Darren nodded, preoccupied as he checked on
Kass.

I sighed, checking the time listening to the
sirens approach. “I suppose we have to stay for this one.” Settling
my weight against the bumper of Darren’s car, Logan settled his
substantial weight next to me.

“It’s possible they just don’t want her,”
Logan grumbled.

“Watch yourself Logan.” I said, turning to
him, “I will pull out of this pissing contest and let the cards
fall where they may.”

He slid closer the battle high evident in his
swirling caramel eyes, “I don’t need your protection.” He sneered
his breath warm on my face.

I scoffed, “Right, just like you don’t need
me to plan your wedding, or arbitrate your disagreements. Face it
asshole, you need me more than I need you.”

The sirens were getting closer as I clenched
my hands around my blade. Logan pulled back, “You should probably
hide that again.”

I turned away, wiping the blood off on the
fairly clean shirt of a dismembered body before re-sheathing the
blade on my lower back.

Logan was still watching me, but I refused to
give him the satisfaction of acknowledging him.

Several police officers filed out of various
vehicles taking in the bloody scene before them slowly.

“Olivia!” Mercer called my name behind
me.

Turning, I smiled, “Hi Mercer, long
time.”

Adjusting his tweed suit, he ran a hand over
his short blond hair, letting out a low whistle. “Trouble following
you?” he asked, pulling out a pad from his jacket.

I shrugged. “Not me exclusively,” I
answered.

“Let’s start from the beginning,” Mercer
suggested and I nodded, relaying the story.

At some point, Mercer had stopped taking
notes and was just staring intently at me.

I sighed, leaning against the trunk of the
car. “Grams has already updated you on the shifter drama,” I
guessed.

Flipping his notebook closed, he leaned next
to me into the spot where Logan had vacated, watching the officers
work. “Yeah, she has.”

I sighed, rubbing my eyes. “How are things
between you two?” I asked, wanting to change the subject.

Mercer shifted uncomfortably as a smile
played over his lips. “I’m glad,” I said softly.

He turned to face me, surprised by my
unexpected words.

Punching him lightly on the shoulder, I
teased, “You break her heart, I’ll break your face.”

His color drained.

“That was her poor attempt at humor, Mercer.”
Logan said, having finished his interview.

“Let's go Logan. I have a date tonight,” I
told him, leaving Mercer watching me uncertainly.

Once we got into the car, I looked over at
him, “Don’t ruin my fun,” I warned him.

He jeered, “I think I’ve provided plenty of
entertainment tonight.”

I sighed and said, “If it’s not the vampires,
it’s the shifter. I miss when life was less complicated. I probably
need to kill more people, send a strong message.”

“You are unstable,” Logan muttered, heading
back to Blake’s.

“Not new information,” I informed him.

…

At Blake’s, I took the stairs two at a time
wanting a hot shower to try and ease some of the kinks out from
landing so hard on the pavement.

I didn't make it to the shower but stopped
dead in my tracks by what Blake had laid out on the bed for me.

He turned, “You are home early.”

“Got jumped by a group of shifters.” I
answered absentmindedly as my eyes stayed riveted to the black silk
dress with intricate beading that lay on the bed.

“Do you like it?” he asked uncertainly.

“It's amazing Blake,” I said smiling. “Thank
you.”

He nodded smiling, “I have a few phone calls
to make before we head out.”

I shook my head as he raised a questioning
eyebrow. I approached him. “No phone calls,” I whispered, breathing
in his clean scent.

“If you insist,” he growled, throwing me over
his shoulder.

…

This was a working dinner, but I didn’t care
if Blake was watching the visiting vampire elders more than me.
Work was work and I knew that better than most.

“Need any help?” I asked as he twirled me
effortlessly on the dance floor.

He smiled, bringing his attention back to me,
“Am I that transparent?” he asked, blue eyes sparkling.

Leaning into his strong body, I shrugged.
“Hopefully just to me,” I answered feeling his arms snake around me
protectively, drawing a sigh from my soul.

“How was your day?’ he asked, lips brushing
my ear.

I groaned. “Difficult, I am being dragged
into the turmoil in the shifter nation and I don’t know if I should
let myself or stay out of it,” I finished, pausing to take a breath
before continuing. “If Kass wasn’t marrying into the mess, I would
probably steer clear of it entirely.” I groaned, resting my head on
his shoulder as he turned to watch the vampires again.

They were dressed to impress, with brand
names I couldn’t begin to pronounce draping their bodies in
revealing contours and soft colors. The venue itself was
awe-inspiring with stone floors, gold inlaid tapestries, and
servers bustling about everywhere.

“Maybe you are better at politics than you
give yourself credit for,” he answered sweetly, bringing a small
smile to my lips.

I heaved a sigh, “Doubtful.”

We spun around the floor again, coming to
pause again by the same group.

“You never did tell me what the occasion
was,” I asked softly, not really expecting an answer.

He stiffened under my fingers at my question.
Quickly I added, “You don’t have to either.”

His relaxed posture was faked and I hated
myself that he had to pretend with me. He had an open gauge into my
emotions since we were intimate together and my shields no longer
protected him. I was clueless as to what was driving him
lately.

“Family problems,” he said, pulling back as
the music ended with a slight grimace on his lips.

I nodded, not pushing for an answer terrified
I had already pushed too far.

A gently laid hand on my shoulder had me
turning to one of the beautiful vampires we had been spying on.
Dressed in a skintight red strapless dress, she had turned heads
before her dark eyes landed on Blake. Her pale skin was accented
lovely by her long dark hair pulled into a loose bun with thick
tendrils floating about her face and neck.

“If I may intrude?” she asked in accented
English.

I smiled, taking a step back and feeling
inadequate in my black dress, my fading red hair falling around my
shoulders.

“It would be an honor, Angelina,” Blake
answered smoothly.

Another hand on my hip had me spinning around
to the male counterpart of the female who had enticed my date.
Equally dark eyes peered at me with a depth of cruelty I knew well.
These vampires were from an older cast that believed all other
species were far below them.

“You have a lovely pet, Blake,” he commented
and I kept my shoulder loose with my facial expression unchanged.
Blake wasn’t the only one who could pretend.

I would love to kill them both, but based on
their accents I had no claim to foreign vampires, even if they did
break a law. The local vampires were responsible for keeping them
in check. I suppose that made more sense why Blake was here.

I looked back at him, conveying my
understanding with my blank look and slight nod that could easily
be confused as reverence.

“May I partake in a dance with her?” the
stranger asked, his hand still resting on my hip.

“Of course, Gabrielle,” Blake answered
smoothly, drawing the red woman into his arms. Jealously shot up my
spine and only years of hiding my emotions kept it under my skin.
Blake caught it though.

Gliding us away from Blake and Angelina,
Gabrielle was silent as he peered into the green depths of my eyes
with his hand on my hip firmly. I tried to play the part of pet,
but I’ve never been great at downplaying my naturally bitchy nature
and I felt it rising to the surface, ready to give hot pants a
go.

“You are an interesting choice in a pet,” he
commented, breaking our eye contact, with a shifter that would have
been a win for me. Here I doubted it. Vampires were a crafty,
clever breed of supernatural.

I shrugged smiling as I answered, “Nothing
special here.”

He scoffed, looking back down at my grin as
one of his own spread to his lips, “With those looks and legendary
abilities,” he paused for effect, “you could have your pick of
powerful men to protect you.”

“Who says I need to be protected?” I asked,
tilting my head quizzically.

His smiled widened, “Olivia, Executioner of
the Supernatural Council, famed at making enemies and destroying
them, you have collected a long list of those who wish you
harm.”

“True, but most of them are dead,” I
responded, easily giving up the pretense of pet.

“You believe that?” he asked, twirling me
away before drawing me close again.

I couldn’t help the smug smile that graced my
lips, “There is a reason I’ve managed to live this long,” I
informed him.

He smiled and nodded silently for a moment as
we gracefully moved around the dance floor. He was an exquisite
dancer, elegant and easy to follow.

“Do you know why we are here?” he asked,
tilting his head to Angelina.

“Family business,” I supplied with a
shrug.

He face clouded over as he looked away, “I
suppose it could be called that. Tell me,” he asked, “is it true
you still owe Blake a favor?”

My eyes jerked to his, my brows drawn down. I
had forgotten about that or assumed it was a moot point really
given our relationship. My answer was slow as Gabrielle watched me,
enjoying having thrown me a surprise. “Yes, it is,” I replied
levelly.

He nodded as the song ended. We parted, still
watching each other closely, each of us seeing a challenging
opponent.

Blake interrupted our staring contest.

“If you will excuse us, Gabrielle,” he said
with a slight bow, before rushing us out of the ballroom.

I was careful to keep silent and dampen my
emotions as best I could. I was trying to let Blake ride out his
family problems, but I did not like being kept in the dark.

 


Chapter 7

I woke in cold sweats, panting as another
horror movie from my past played before my eyes. Pulling deep
breaths, I searched the bed for Blake but came up empty.

I was a big girl and I could handle this
alone, I told myself, forcing the visions out of my head as I swung
the covers off to use the bathroom.

Splashing cold water on my face helped ease
the tension in my chest, and my worry for Blake was a quick way to
distract myself from my own unresolved issues. Easing out his
bedroom door, I padded on soft footsteps toward the glow of light
down the hall in the library. Pushing open the door, he smiled at
me surrounded by ancient texts.

“Nightmare?” he asked softly rubbing his
hands over his weary face before holding them out to me.

I nodded, going to his open arms and curling
into his chest. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” he whispered, kissing my
hair. “I couldn’t sleep.”

I shrugged. “Not your job to keep the monster
at bay,” I told him, wanting a quick subject change. “What are you
doing in here?”

He sighed dejectedly. “Wasting my time
honestly, I am trying to find a case or a mention in vampire
history of a vamp pet being set free by someone not in the
clan.”

Rubbing my eyes, I moved a few books giving
myself room to work. “This isn’t English.” I held up the first book
I had opened.

He gave me a small smile, “No, here” he
pointed out more modern text, “try this one.”

“Much better.” I cracked open the first worn
pages.

I felt his eyes on me for a few long moments
before I turned, head supported in my hand and raising an eyebrow
in silent question.

“This isn’t what you enjoy.”

“If you are not going to let me kill the
source of the problem, than the least I can do it help you with
this stuff.” I shrugged. “Besides I don’t like sleeping alone so
much anymore.” I returned to my book feeling slightly vulnerable
with that confession.

Leaning closer, he nuzzled my neck, “Olivia,
the greatest Executioner ever to live, doesn’t like being alone in
bed?”

Pushing him away, I put a book in his hands.
“You have shit to do.” A smile tugged at my lips.

We worked in silence most of the night,
gentle touches between us as we shifted for a more comfortable
position or for the next text, but still we found nothing as the
morning light flittered through the windows.

Heaving a sigh, I stood up stretching. “I’m
going to get something to eat.”

He nodded, looking around the room
dejectedly. I squeezed his shoulder. “I can make some calls and see
if there are any other texts we can check.”

Blake shook his head, “This has to stay
quiet.”

Heading toward the kitchen, my mind mulled
over the pet problem. Vampire pets were essentially slaves to their
masters. They lacked the strength to free themselves from the
powerful predators, but time had evolved the practice. Many had
places of honor within the clans as they could move easily in human
society able to achieve goals that the vampires couldn’t do on
their own. Especially now that the existence of vampires had been
revealed to the general public, their rights as citizens hadn’t
been defined. Owning homes, voting, and having drivers’ licenses
were all now subject to the government’s approval or
disapproval.

I was so glad that they didn’t know about us
yet. Taking on the human government gave me a headache just
thinking about it. The last time Hash and I had been in the same
room, for business reasons, one of us was trying to kill the other.
I was simply more honest about it.

Returning back to the pet problem, I chewed
thoughtfully on the cereal I had poured for myself. Only a clan
member could free a pet and even then, challenges would arise for
said pet with the strongest vampire winning slave rights. It was a
custom I didn’t particularly approve of, but I hadn’t seen one pet
in Tate’s clan. I wonder which clan had someone Blake cared deeply
for and why he wasn’t letting me kill the fuckers.

I sighed. Not all the world’s problems were
mine, but his I would gladly take on.

I needed to talk to Grams and check out our
own library on the subject, Blake wanted to keep a lid on this, but
I wanted it resolved and done with. Rubbing my eyes, I refilled my
cereal, letting my mind wander over the pet problem.

Finishing my third bowl of cereal, I rinsed
my dish in the sink when I heard Blake lumber down the stairs on
the phone.

“I’ll be right there,” he growled into the
phone, wrapping a strong arm around my waist and leaning down to
gently kiss my neck. Resting my head against his shoulder, I heard
his phone click off before he leaned down to nuzzle my neck.

I debated telling him about my own plans to
check out the manor’s library, but I decided against it. He would
undoubtedly attempt to dissuade me. Whatever his reasons were, he
was adamant on keeping me out of the picture and given Gabrielle’s
comment last night about the “favor” still owed to Blake, I was
bound to get dragged into this mess sooner or later and I’d rather
get a handle on it sooner. Problems left to the vampires were slow
to be rectified and when humans were involved, they always spelled
disaster.

“What are your plans for today?” he asked,
turning me around in his arms.

I shrugged as Alfie appeared dressed in
running clothes. I smiled. “You want company, Alfie?” I asked,
smiling.

Taken off guard, he adjusted his mp3 player
before replying, “Sure.”

Turning back to Blake, I smiled as he shook
his head. “Keep her out of trouble, Alfie,” he warned, slipping out
of the door.

Listening to the sound of the garage door
closing, I looked at Alfie with purpose. “I’m going to change. Then
we are going to have a conversation about this family business
shit.”

Quickly, he shoved his earbuds in, “I can’t
hear you over my mp3 player,” he answered me loudly.

I was going to break that small, annoying
machine.

…

I left Alfie alone for the first mile, it was
a strange sensation to run for exercise and not because something
was either chasing me or I was doing the chasing. Plus, it added to
his anxiety and I was enjoying it.

At mile two, he broke the silence first,
“I’ve already told you what Blake’s instructions are.”

“Yep, who is the family member in trouble?” I
asked, looking ahead.

Alfie stiffened and answered my question with
silence. Fine. I could work with body language and emotional
discharge alone.

“Is this unknown family member a pet?” I
asked.

Alfie slowed his gait, his concern ratcheting
up as he looked at me. That was a yes.

“What clan?” I slowed, matching his pace.

Resting his hands on his hips, I could see
the debate taking place behind his intelligent pale blue eyes.
“I’ll find out Alfie, one way or another,” I informed him.

Alfie shook his head, “Not one you know of,”
he answered finally.

“Why are Angelina and Gabrielle here?” I
asked, watching his closed expression closely.

Alfie sighed, picking the pace back up. “To
help meditate the current family problems

“So it’s a foreign vampire that has the
family member as a pet.”

Alfie skidded to a stop, glaring at me. “I
did not say that.”

“You haven’t said much.” I agreed, facing
him.

He shook his head, rubbing his forehead,
before starting back up, “Damn, you are good.”






I shrugged. “Being able to read people has
kept me alive this long.”

Alfie sighed resigned. “Ask another
question.”

“Is the clan in St Anne?”

“That would make it simpler if they were. No,
they found some damn loop hole that allows them to practice the old
ways about 100 miles outside the city in rural farm county.”

“Why?”

“Why, what?” He cast me a glance as we
returned to an easy pace.

“Why did she take Blake’s family?” I stopped,
suddenly pieces coming together. “Blake and Tate are related, they
did this to get Tate not Blake.”

Alfie kept running and I sprinted to keep up
with him. “She’s after both of them. I don’t pretend to understand
exactly why, but I know neither of them are willing to let the
bitch keep their family member and equally not willing to agree to
her terms.”

I nodded. “Do you know much about the older
cast of vampires?”

Alfie turned a corner and I kept up with him
easily. “Nothing pleasant.”

“They hold to the rules and laws of the their
clans with religious fanaticism, if Blake and Tate can find a loop
hole she will release their family member.” I sighed. “But if Blake
and Tate haven’t found a loophole, it’s quite possible one doesn’t
exist. The foreign bitch would have known her laws intimately.” I
groaned. “I wish he would just let me kill her. But even that
wouldn’t solve the problem, I’d have to kill the entire clan.” I
sighed.

“And then the vampires could come after
you.”

“The vampires would love to come after me.” I
groaned, seeing no good options as we ended up back on Blake’s
street.

I felt the air cool before I saw actual
danger approaching. I grabbed Alfie by his shirt and forced him
down to crouch beside me.

“What the hell, Olivia?” He jerked out of my
hold as I scanned the deserted street. We were four doors down from
Blake’s, but in this neighborhood with huge yards and equally
gigantic houses, it was too far to run.

No one was watching from any of the windows I
could see, but we were out in the open. This was not a defensible
position. It was an easy place for an ambush.

I was silent, balancing on the balls of my
feet, listening and waiting for whatever had caused the sudden drop
in temperature.

“Why is it so cold?” he asked, rubbing his
arms.

“I don’t know,” I muttered. “But I am certain
nothing good will come of it.”

Alfie pulled out his cell phone, speaking
rapidly to security as I scanned the area and pushed slightly out
of my crouch to see above the perfectly groomed hedges to my
left.

“I told you he wouldn’t be happy,” said a
voice from behind us. Dammit.

Pivoting on the balls of the feet, I threw
out an arm to push Alfie behind me, he annoyingly didn’t move.
Slowly I pushed up into a standing position, drawing the attention
of my opponent.

“Sleazy mother fucker,” I hissed at the
slumped shoulder greasy asshole Rose fired from Kitten. My anxiety
decreasing significantly, I could handle this one.

His face turned red as he spat out his next
sentence, “Bi-bitch, you will re-respect me,” he ordered. Wind
sucker punched me in the stomach, launching both of us off our feet
and over the hedge. Landing solidly on our backs and into the
grass, I turned on my side, sucking in a deep breath and coughing
from the sudden lack of oxygen, watching Alfie’s worried
expression.

“What is he?” Alfie rasped next to me,
pushing halfway up.

“Witch or demigod, I’m betting on the latter
given how fast he is throwing that shit,” I said as another gust of
wind pitched us back another five feet, my hip slid over the
manicured lawn leaving a dirt rut where I had traveled.

“How the fuck do you kill either of those?”
he wheezed, rolling onto his side.

“When all else fails, I usually go with
beheading,” I answered shrugging, looking around for a weapon on
the previously pristine lawn.

“Who is the he you are referring to?” I asked
wind boy, suddenly worried there might be another psycho
hiding.

“He is the God of Chaos, the creator of the
trickster coyote, and he will have you for his own succubus whore!”
he screamed pointing at me.

What the hell? Pretty certain I hadn’t pissed
off a God to my knowledge, actually I had yet to meet any Gods on
my journeys, just wannabes.

“Blah, blah, blah, you greasy sleaze ball,
neither you nor your boss you are an actual God, get over
yourself!” I taunted him.

Freezing cold air knocked the wind out of me
again and I braced my forearms on my knees, keeping my chin
elevated I watched him glide over the grass, perfect, he had
skills.

“What are you waiting for you pathetic
half-breed?” I sneered at him, taking another arctic blast to my
shins, bracing my hands against the grass as I slid backwards on my
stomach.

“Ouch,” I groaned, pulling my knees
underneath me, while staying low to the ground.

Alfie was watching me from wide eyes, unsure
what to do, probably thinking I was insane to taunt the
air-blasting lunatic. Maybe. I was running off a hunch and
currently, it was the best I had.

Besides I needed to keep him focused on me. I
was hoping Alfie would take the hint and get back up or a sword.
Hell at this point, I would settle for a gun. Not sure any of the
above would kill him, but the good news I was prepared to try it
all. I know, shocking right?

“You will beg at his hands,” Sleaze ball
hissed at me, his eyes bloodshot as he glided closer.

I smiled, pushing myself upright, I had
planned on staying closer to the ground to try and avoid a few
bruises and scrapes, but my pride wasn’t having it.

“I don’t beg, bitch. I break people,” I
informed him, my stance widening, hands fisted at my sides.

Sleaze ball laughed, a high-pitched, wheezing
noise. It was then I made my move.

Clearing the distance between us with quick
strides, I drew back my fist smashing it against his nose,
satisfied with the crunch of bones under my knuckles.

“You bitch!” he screamed at me stumbling
back.

I snarled, advancing on him.

Pushed with one pale, skinny hand, I was
launched over the ground, into a fence and slammed into a
chlorinated pool of water.

Perfect.

Opening my eyes I waited, for painful moments
as the pool’s chemicals burned the cuts along my back and sides.
Using the edge of the pool, I pushed down as far as I could,
resting the toes of my shoes flat on the bottom. I waited until
sleazy’s dark shadow lurked over the pool. My air almost all gone,
I pushed myself up forcefully.

Breaking the surface, I pulled in deep a
breath before wrapping my arms around Sleaze’s ankles, pulling him
down into the water with me.

He flailed and thrashed around as I held
tightly to him, pushing him down to the bottom and adjusting my
grip to around his waist. My long shot guess was proving to be
true, in an environment lacking air, his powers were useless. I
just had to hold out longer than him, while keeping him from
getting another breath or drowning me.

Shit, I still hadn’t gotten the information
of who the other deranged demigod was.

He thrashed around, trying hard to buck me
off of him and to the surface, but I wouldn’t let him go, even as
the oxygen burned in my chest. Keeping my arms wrapped around his
middle, I used my weight to sink him. He bit into my shoulder,
drawing a grunt from me, which used up my limited oxygen.

Finally, he screamed under the water,
releasing his precious air in a foolish attempt as his next breath
sucked in the water. His body automatically attempted to reject the
water that would kill him as he thrashed in my grasp. It didn’t
work as he sucked in additional water.

He stopped fighting and I pushed rapidly to
the surface, latching onto the side of the pool heaving myself out
of the water I inhaled the cool crisp air into my lungs, my legs
still hanging in the pool I stared at the tan cool decking.

The click of guns had me looking up at
Blake’s security, resting my head against the pool decking. “You
are late, boys,” I croaked out.

“Is he dead, Olivia?” Alfie asked, pushing to
the front.

I sighed, heaving myself completely out. “I
hope so,” I answered, watching his body float face down to the
surface.

“How did you know the water would dampen his
powers?” Alfie asked me, crouching down to examine the wounds on my
back.

“Lucky guess,” I answered honestly.

“The real question is how did he know where I
was?” I pondered out loud.

“It is common knowledge where you are
staying,” Alfie said, not looking at the situation as I was.

“Maybe, but how did he know I would be on
this street unarmed?” I asked, looking at him. “I am hardly ever
unarmed.”

Alfie shifted from foot to foot, “What are
you thinking?” he finally asked me.

“This isn’t over and his partner is going to
show up next.” I sighed, wringing the water from my hair as the
sirens wailed in the distance. “Maybe staying with Blake is too
dangerous,” I muttered.

“No, he has waited for your return for weeks.
Leaving would be an insult,” Alfie passionately informed me as I
stood up.

I huffed. This relationship shit was cramping
my impulsive nature.

The sirens were getting closer. “You should
probably get your guys out of here,” I muttered.

Alfie blinked, nodding before giving a few
hand gestures and the lawn cleared out. Looking up, a terrified
woman in curlers clutched her small dog to her chest from her back
door.

I waved and she passed out, releasing the
small dog who instantly began barking.

“I should probably go check on her,” Alfie
said as she hit the door frame before sliding down.

“Probably a good idea,” I agreed as the sound
of squealing tires followed by doors thrown forcefully open
announced the arrival of the human police. “I don’t think you will
get there though.”

“Hands in the air!” one of them shouted as I
turned to them, still behind the rod iron gate.

I rested my hands on my hips, “Where is
Mercer?” He usually showed up to the supernatural parties.

“Hands in the air!” he screeched again, the
gun shaking.

“You should probably do as he says Olie,”
Alfie warned, raising his own hands.

“Easy, Riggs,” said another uniformed
officer, leveling a gun at our direction.

I tapped an annoyed finger against my hip,
adrenaline from the fight still pushing through my veins.

An unmarked older tan car pulled up and I
watched closely the stout man who got out.

It wasn’t Mercer, but a wider man with a
hefty double chin and a wrinkled brown suit. He stormed across the
yard, fists clenched.

“You won’t be getting out of anything this
time, demon. Put you god damn hands in the air!” he bellowed at
me.

He was making me regret not killing
humans.

Following Alfie’s lead, I raised my hands to
my shoulders, my back protesting the movement. Slowly the
plainclothes officer made his way through the hole my body had
made, sneering at me the entire time.

Fuck.

Forcefully, he wrenched a hand behind my
back, slapping the cuff on before he jerked down my other hand.

“You have no jurisdiction here,” I informed
him, my patience being tested.

Putting his foul smelling mouth next to my
ear, he laughed softly, “The game has changed, bitch. You can’t go
around drowning humans.”

I scoffed, my body growing cold as I decided
he was worth the risk of killing a human. “That isn’t a human - you
vile, worthless, piece of trash,” I hissed.

He shoved me forward and I landed hard on my
bare knees against the pool decking, more of my blood spilling out
as Alfie was treated to the same unfair treatment.

Without a word or medical attention to my
back, they hauled us into the dusty unmarked car, not bothering to
check on the woman at the open door or her noisy dog.

“Who are you?” I asked the wide asshole as he
slid in the drivers seat in front of me.

He cast a disapproving look in the rearview
mirror. “I’m Franks, the new department liaison.”

“Where is Mercer?” Alfie asked.

Franks smile widened, “He was fired for
conduct unbecoming a police officer. Sticking your dick into the
leader of the demons isn’t a choice well received. ”He grinned
maliciously turning his attention to the road in front of him as he
started the car.

Pushing back against the seat, I pulled my
legs up ignoring the pain the fabric caused rubbing against my back
as I slammed both my feet into his seat, repeatedly.

“Keep it up, you are adding assault to a
police officer,” Franks threatened in a growl.

I only hit his seat harder, hard enough to
bounce his tubby frame around. I could feel Alfie’s eyes on me, and
I knew it was childish, but I didn’t give a shit. If this asshole
lived another day, he would be lucky.

 


Chapter 8

They separated us upon arrival to the police
precinct and the stares I received as Franks slammed my shoulder
against the hallway were both mortified and impressed. He shoved me
gleefully into a holding cell with other human miscreants.

“Have fun, demon freak,” he taunted,
whistling jauntily as he left.

I sighed, resting my head against the filthy
bars. I needed to clean my wounds.

A hand slapped down painfully on my open back
wounds and without thinking, I turned around, wrapping my own arm
around the arm of the woman who had touched me, pinning it
painfully behind her back and forcing her to her knees.

Leaning down, I hissed into her ear, “Touch
me again, bitch and you will lose the arm.” Shoving her away from
me and sprawling onto the concrete floor and into the other
inmates.

Someone was going to pay dearly for this.

No one else dared approached me.

Hours passed by as I waited either to be
interrogated or released. I was going to find Franks family and I
was going to teach him a lesson. That was the only thought that
consoled me.

I was not expecting Hash who arrived outside
the bars grinning like the smug fool I knew him to be.

“Olivia,” he said, staring at me as the
officer unlocked the cell door.

I moved, ready to get out of here. “Hash,” I
stated, certain nothing good would come of this.

I followed him as he exited the holding area
and into another hallway before turning into an interrogation room.
So this was how they were going to play it.

He sat in the thin metal chairs turning off
the microphone in front of us before he began a single file in
front of him.

“Quite an exciting afternoon you’ve had
yourself,” he began.

I grunted.

“The blood work came back and it wasn’t a
human you killed,” he continued.

“I know,” I stated flatly. He wanted
something and unfortunately I could guess what it was.

He pushed the file toward me, thumbing
through it quickly I found pictures of Mercer and Grams together,
me and Kass, and me at Blake’s house. It was unnerving that I
hadn’t seen the picture taker.

“Why are you digging into us?” I asked him as
I sat back in the uncomfortable chair.

He smiled and slime dripped down my back in
revulsion, “You.” He said still smiling even with my facial
features pinched in disgust. “I am only looking into you.” He said,
leaning back in his chair.

I should have killed him that night he
propositioned me in the alley. Why didn’t I? Why did I let Franks
arrest me? Why hadn’t I just killed them fucking all?

“Why?” I asked again, wanting to smack that
smug look off his face.

“We have unfinished business,” he said.

“You cannot be fucking serious?” I answered
as the realization of what he meant finally dawned upon me. “You
think if you drag up something so terrible, so haunting, so
damaging in my past I will sleep with you?”

He just kept smiling.

I debated, slamming myself up and into his
face to scare that satisfied look off his face, but I was tired. I
shook my head instead, rubbing my temples.

“You are such a fucking idiot.” I muttered,
looking up. “You won’t find anything.”

He tapped the file. “Oh, I found
something.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. “What?”

He grinned, taking a pleasure in his
blackmail. “You didn’t exist six and a half years ago.”

I raised an eyebrow, not commenting as he
leaned forward with boyish glee, “It’s only a matter of time before
I figure out who and where you were before that, but I’ll stop.” He
whispered, licking his lips as he eyes roved over my chest.

I actually wasn’t that tired anymore.

Slamming up from my seat, I smacked the table
with my open palms, learning forward so we were inches apart.

“You are playing a dangerous game Hash and it
will not end up in the bedroom like you expect.” Leaning closer, I
whispered into his ear. “If I hear of this again, you will be dead.
I will make you watch as I torture your wife, until she begs for it
to stop, and I will gut you, letting the painful process of
bleeding out take you.”

He gulped, shaking slightly as I pulled back,
sporting a smile as I sat back down.

The fucker had rattled me and I did not enjoy
the feeling. I had existed six and a half years ago as a slave to
Selena. That information would not become public knowledge, if I
could prevent it and I was willing to do a lot to prevent it.

Why was my past so important anyways? Did it
matter? Did it change who and what I was?

No, it didn’t.

Hash left quickly and another officer showed
me out. He was silent but I could feel his brooding nature, he
wasn’t a fan of the changes that were happening here, nor of the
open wounds still on my back.

Exiting, I was glad to see Alfie pacing
worriedly on his cell phone.

“Never mind. She is out,” he said, closing
the phone quickly.

“You okay?” He asked as I stomped to the
car.

“No,” I growled, “but I will be.”

I tapped my fingers rapidly against the
interior door handle. “Drop me at the manor,” I demanded through
clenched teeth.

Alfie cleared this throat, fingers tightening
on the steering wheel, “You need medical attention.”

“Do not presume to know what I need or do not
need,” I growled lowly.

What I needed was information and a kill.

…

“It’s been a long time since I’ve had to
stitch you up, Olie,” Grams said softly in her large bathroom.

Sitting on her pearl white toilet, I chewed
into my bottom lip with equal measures of pain and frustration.

“I want Franks’ family records,” I demanded
again as Grams tied off the last stitch.

She sighed, pulling off the surgical gloves
and sitting down on her bathroom vanity stool. “Olivia, I need you
to think this through. I know you are upset, and with good reason,
but killing an innocent human family will do nothing good for us as
a whole, only appease your damaged ego.”

I growled, resting my elbows against my
thighs holding my head in my hands. “He needs to pay,” I stated
quietly.

“He will, I have our attorneys filing suit
against them now. We will ruin them,” she stated smugly.

I sighed. “I do not feel that is
sufficient.”

Grams stood up, patting my shoulder gently.
“They fired Mercer, trust me when I say this is personal and they
will beg to have this lawsuit dropped when I am done with
them.”

I didn’t like it, but she was making solid
points. Just because my ego was bruised by the human didn’t grant
me the right to kill his entire family. It didn’t mean I wanted to
any less though. Fucking humans.

“Please tell me you have something for me to
kill.” I groaned.

Grams smiled. “That I do have. Follow
me.”

Hoisting myself off the toilet, I followed
her, testing out the stitches as I rolled my shoulders. In her
office, she pulled out a thick folder.

“There is a talking snake in the sewers of
Oklahoma. The local residents are claiming it is from the garden of
Eve.”

“Who is Eve?” I asked opening the file,
flipping through pictures.

Grams chuckled, “I forget. A human
deity.”

I nodded. “This snake is talking the
religious fanatics to their death, literally.” I flipped though the
pictures. “And leaving no bodies.”

“Snakes eat their meals whole. Only the bones
are expelled.“

“I’m not going to ask how you know that.”
Grams sat down at her desk.

“Tommy and I watched a show about them after
he watched Anaconda and was terrified to go into water.”

“Speaking of Tommy, I was hoping you could
spend some time with him when you get back.” Grams pulled down her
glasses to watch me.

“Sure, what’s going on?” I closed the file
before tucking it under my arm.

“He is having some difficulty in school.”

“Fighting again?”

“No, not this time at least not yet.”

I nodded. “When I get back. I’m no good to
anyone at this point.”

Grams nodded. “I’ll have Grant drive you back
to Blake’s. He could use the distraction.”

I went outside while I waited. While I wasn’t
leaking emotions, but I didn’t want the kids seeing me like this. I
was a bad influence in my current mood and I wanted desperately for
them to be better than I was. I wanted them to grow up safe, where
what I did to keep them that way was not part of their normal
life.

Rubbing my temples, I sighed, feeling my
frustration, anger, and inadequacy beating against my shields. I
was a pathetic guardian for such precious treasures. They deserved
someone better equipped at handling life, not a broken succubus who
was the science project of an insane vampire.

Gravel crunched under the tires as Grant
rolled to a stop on the driveway. Lifting my head, I saw him about
to tap the horn. The look on my face stopped him cold as he
swallowed hard, his hands, gripping the steering wheel with
unnecessarily force.

Pushing off the stairs, I took pleasure in
the pain my back was causing me. I deserved it. Sliding in next to
Grant, I grunted a greeting and he was smart enough not to push it
further. He depressed the gas pedal before I even had my seat belt
on and we were speeding away from the manor.

We rode in silence for a while before I
asked, “Why does Grams think you need a break?”

Grant shifted in the driver’s seat, clearly
uncomfortable. “Ali and I broke up,” he confided finally after a
long pause. “Grams warned us about getting involved, but neither of
us listened.”

“Hostile working environment?” I asked,
quoting nonsense Grams had attempted to instill into me when I had
terrified the cleaning crew.

Grant huffed, “Something like that.” He
paused again before words just spewed out from his mouth, “I can’t
help that I talk to the dead, any more than she can control her
powers. I also can’t help that the dead are more active in the
night and like scaring her. I’ve tried to tell her before none of
them can hurt her, but I don’t think she believes me.” His face
fell, “I really thought she of all people would understand, you
know?”

He blinked, clearly having forgotten who he
was confiding in, before returning to drive silently.

I let his words roll over me, absorbing them
and sat in silence. I finally had an answer as we stopped abruptly
in front of Blake’s elegant home. Turning to Grant, I watched him
turn pale under my gaze. “I understand what it is like to carry a
burden so vast and so wide that no one else could possibly
understand it,” I said and stopped, watching the color return to
his face with a look of shock. “I don’t know what the trick is to a
lasting relationship, but I think a meaningful one is where your
partner doesn’t judge your baggage because he or she has plenty of
their own. That in your preciously short time together, each of you
helps the other unpack it.”

Grant stared at me open-mouthed, even after I
got out of the car and shut the door. Finally annoyed with him and
slightly embarrassed at my heartfelt speech, I waved him off. He
shook himself out of his stupor, rushing away.

My words repeated in my mind as I knocked on
the door to Blake’s house, not having the foresight to get my keys
or phone before storming back to the manor.

Did I believe what I had told Grant? Or was
it a desperate attempt to justify the feelings I was having for
Blake? If I was truly, openly honest with myself, I was scared.
Terrified, that one day Blake would look around at everything I was
and finally realize how pathetic, broken, and beyond repair I
really was. He deserved better than the broken pieces of my
soul.

I loved him and he deserved the world. It was
selfish of me to keep him for myself, but I was going to as long as
he would allow it.

Alfie flung the door open. His words died on
his lips as I looked up at him. He gulped loudly before moving out
of my way. He was not smart enough not to follow me as I stomped up
to Blake’s room.

“What is it Alfie?” I asked, mentally
debating if I should shower before leaving.

He cleared his throat as we made the turn
down the hallway. “What are you going to do?” he asked
worriedly.

I sighed, making the final turn into Blake’s
room. “I am not going to kill Franks and his entire family, yet.” I
threw my duffle bag onto the bed. “Grams talked me out of it.” I
grumbled, “A law suit is being filed.”

Alfie nodded, crossing his lean arms over his
chest as I stuffed clean clothing into my bag. “And the thing that
attacked us?” he asked hesitantly.

I huffed, turning around to sit on the bed as
I undid my shoes, chewing my bottom lip, “Aside from the fact it
was a demigod with the ability to manipulate air, that he had a
buddy who wants me, I don’t know anything else nor do I actually
know where to start.” I finished, standing up tall. “If there
really are others, they will either come after me or smarten up and
walk away.”

“Aren’t you worried about them coming after
you?” Alfie asked, stepping into the room.

“I actually hope they do,” I muttered,
looking away from my quick packing. It was easy since I didn’t have
much. “I’d like to put this mess to bed.” I sighed.

“Alfie, I owe you an apology. Blake asked me
to respect his privacy in his family matter and I pushed you to
tell me. I won’t speak of it again.” I said, meeting his pale blue
eyes.

Alfie cleared his throat and smiled, “I’m
honored to receive an apology from the famed executioner.”

Giving him a half-grin, I warned, “Get out,
I’m changing.”

The door slammed behind him as I chucked my
ruined clothing into the garbage, changing into dark jeans and an
equally dark navy t-shirt before checking my waterproof, shockproof
watch, and donning my boots and leather jacket.

Dressed, packed, and ready to kill a giant
snake, I headed out of Blake’s home, not running into anyone. I had
been putting off checking my phone and after starting the SUV, I
finally did.

Hope - that damn fragile and dangerous
emotion beat against my ribs as I looked for a call or text from
Blake. Nothing. I quickly reminded myself that he didn’t actually
know about the incident so there was no reason for him to be
reaching out to me.

Other than the fact he missed me.

I did however, miss a call from Kass. I
dialed her as I pulled out the driveway and headed towards the
highway.

“Olie, where have you been?” Kass demanded,
clearly annoyed at being ignored.

“Sorry, I ran into some unexpected problems.”
It was my second apology today. Something must have been knocked
loose when I fell into the pool.

“Darren’s parents are heading into town in
three days!” She sounded weary.

“Fun.”

“Oh yes, especially since they are leaving
their beautiful home in the south of France to stay in our humble,
ramshackle, non-designer, home.”

“Who cares, Kass?” I merged my car with
traffic on the highway.

“They are his parents, Hannah’s grandparents
along with our unborn babies, they have to like me.”

“I fail to see how your home would make them
not like you.”

“Because I don’t buy designer clothing, I
don’t have a maid or cook, I don’t have ugly obscene paintings
hanging on the halls. My home does not have a theme, nor is it
color coordinated. I have Hannah’s art work from preschool hanging
up along with family photos snapped with a cell phone, not a
professional camera.”

“Maybe they are more like you and less like
Lorraine.”

Kass laughed and groaned. “I don’t know
Olivia, and honestly I’m not sure how many times I scrub the
baseboards even matter.”

I laughed. “It doesn’t.”

“What are you up to?”

“Heading back to Oklahoma to slay a giant,
talking snake.”

She laughed. “Seriously?”

“Yeah, I know. I’ve never heard of a shifter
transforming in a reptile before.”

“True, and even when they do, speech is an
advanced trait for them.”

“Well now, look at you - learning all about
shifters.”

Kass laughed. “It still scares the shit out
of me when Darren comes in as a giant lion instead of a man.”

“I could see that.” I laughed too, feeling
better talking to Kass.

Picking up on my change in mood, she asked,
“Everything okay with Blake?”

I sighed. “I know I said I would leave it
alone, but I did do some digging.” I waited for her scolding.

“And?”

“And one of his human family members got
caught as a pet to a foreign vampire who knows her law
exceptionally well.” I groaned.

“Pet? That sounds unpleasant.”

“It’s an old practice, mostly seen in the
more violent, ruthless clans.”

“Which have all either been eliminated or
modernized.”

“True.”

“What are you going to do about it?”

“Nothing. He knows I will help him.” I
sighed. “I am trying to respect his decision to keep me out of
it.”

“How is that sitting with you?”

“Badly, but what’s done is done.”

“I suppose.” I could hear Hannah’s excited
cry filter through the speakers.

“I’ll talk to you soon Kass,” ending the
call.

Rubbing my forehead, I flipped open the file
next to me scanning for where exactly in Oklahoma I was headed.
Grove, Ok. It was only a half hour from Vinita, OK and the shifter
hell I had eliminated. I wondered if they were related, but I
couldn’t find a reason a talking over grown snake and the brutal
shifter camp would have anything in common.

I huffed. There was no sense in speculating
until I arrived, which according to my watch, would be in about
five hours. My day had been sucked up in the nonsense of the
demigod asshole followed by the human assholes and twilight quickly
moved into full dark as I was left alone with my thoughts and the
winding highway before me.

 


Chapter 9

I checked into the hotel room well after
midnight. It was a well taken care of, but still a dated
establishment just a few miles from the reported snake sightings. I
wasn’t keen on gallivanting around in search of giant snakes at
night with limited information, so I opted for a late dinner at the
all night truck stop diner.

Grams had recently equipped me with a laptop
and smart phone that Tommy, the resident boy genesis, had helped me
learn. He found it comical, I found it a useful tool but
annoying.

Pulling up the search engine, I searched for
air gods and was overwhelmed at the results. Every culture had gods
of the wind. Some had one for each direction the wind traveled.
Trying to narrow it down was impossible.

Closing the lid of my laptop, I looked around
the deserted restaurant, tapping my fingers restlessly against the
table. Even if I could narrow down the parent of the dead demigod,
it was a long shot that would yield any information on the other
one who might or might not be coming after me.

Pulling out my phone, I toyed with it,
debating if I should call Blake. I had left in such a hurry I
hadn’t told him I was leaving and I was fairly certain that was
poor behavior in a relationship.

In the end, I decided to text him. I didn’t
want to go to voicemail, as I was certain he was still working on
digging up information on how to free his family member.

Had to leave for work, only be gone a day or
two. Had an exciting day with Alfie. I sent over.

The response was surprising and immediate, I
heard. Be safe. Come back to me.

I couldn’t help the stupid grin that split my
face. Always. I answered, contentment filling me.

Leaving cash on my table, I made my way back
out to the SUV under the securement of the brilliant lights that
lit the parking lot. I wanted something to happen, for the second
and unknown potential demigod to make a move sooner rather than
later, but I was disappointed as I made it back to the hotel room
without any interruptions.

Dropping onto the dark comforter, I heaved a
sigh, taking off my boots, exhaustion seeped into my bones as I got
ready for bed.

…

I was awake when the sun shone through the
curtains. Sleep was illusive but I had managed to get in a few
hours. Rolling over, I checked my watch. It was still too early to
visit the witnesses to the talking snake, but I could look at the
scene of the reported sightings.

The drive was quick to the local park. It had
a playground, running track, and bathroom shack. Taking my coffee
to a bench, I sat on the table, and propped up my feet on the seat
and watched. A few children walked through on their way to school,
backpacks bouncing against their hurrying forms.

Nothing snaked after the kids. There weren’t
any strange voices without bodies nor a damn thing out of the
ordinary except for the cold-blooded killer, drinking her coffee on
the bench. I sighed, having killed enough time to make an
acceptable appearance at the first witness on my list, Rosalyn
Antigua.

As colorful as her name was, she was beyond
all expectations. Squinting up at me from bright blue glasses with
rhinestones glittering from the pointed corners, she belched before
asking, “What the in the seven hells do you want?”

I smiled, trying to sound as unthreatening as
possible, “I’m Olivia. I wanted to ask you a few questions about
the talking snake you reported.”

Giving me the once over, she demanded, “You
from the papers?”

“No,” I answered, unsure where this line of
questioning was going.

She huffed, “What do you want with it?”

“If it is killing people, than I plan to end
it,” I answered easily.

She laughed out right, moving back to let me
in, “I gotta hear how you plan on doing that.”

Waddling away, I followed her neon yellow
tank top and tie dyed cloth shorts through stacks and stacks of
magazines and newspapers. Looking around, I couldn’t see a window,
but only a small path that twisted through the front room until we
made to it the immaculately cleaned kitchen. Not a speck of dust
existed here as it did in the front room.

I took in the pristine 1960’s pearl white
table with a shrug before sliding into a seat, equally impressed,
and slightly unnerved, by the equally white cabinets and tile. The
effect was an overwhelming white out and I blinked to adjust my
eyes I watched Rosalyn putter around the kitchen, pulling down
delicate tea cups.

“So?” Rosalyn asked filling a kettle with
water before placing it on the stove.

I raised an eyebrow, uncertain what she was
asking.

With a huff, she asked, “So how do you plan
on killing a giant talking snake directly from the pages of the
Bible?”

I shrugged, “I feel pretty confident in
beheading.”

Rosalyn raised a cranberry-colored eyebrow at
me. “You do understand the significance of the snake?”

“I do not.” I answered, very uncomfortable
with the way this conversation was headed.

“Do you not read your bible, young lady?”
Rosalind asked hauntingly.

“I do not.” I answered, careful to keep my
voice neutral.

Rosalyn took the tea kettle off the stove
when it began to screech, pouring us both a cup. Her eyes hardly
left me and I began tapping my fingers with irritation.

“Let it seep.” Rosalyn commanded me, setting
the cup in front of me.

Removing my hands from the cup, I went back
to tapping.

“The book of Genesis details how the talking
snake convinced Eve to taste the fruit from the Tree of Knowledge
of Good and Evil,” Rosalyn stated, watching me closely.

“And that is a bad thing?” I guessed by her
tone.

She snorted. “Anything deemed by our Lord and
savior as ‘off limits’ is most certainly a bad thing,” Rosalyn
informed me.

I shifted in the firm seat, losing my
patience quickly. I didn’t need a summary of the bible, I just
wanted to kill the damn thing if it was killing innocents. Hell, at
this point I just wanted to kill something.

“To punish Adam and Eve God cast them out of
the Garden,” Roslyn continued as I watched her, cursing the waste
of my time.

“You saw this Biblical snake at the park a
few miles away?” I asked, trying to get this conversation back on
track.

“I did,” she said, nodding deeply, “It spoke
to me of the glory that existed with him in the world beyond, all
the amazing, wondrous dreams of a better life could be achieved if
I just followed him.”

“What did you do?” I asked, curious.

“I condemned him in the name of the Lord,
back to the Devil from whence he came,” she told me proudly. “But
others have not been as fortunate.” She shook her head sadly. “They
have been tempted away from the path of the Lord and onto Satan’s
path of wickedness.”

“How do you know the snake killed someone?” I
asked.

Lumbering up from her seat, she went into the
front room. I listened as she rustled around, shifting massive
amounts of paper and groaning.

“Well, are you coming in here or what?” she
bellowed at me. I should have seen that one coming - dirty and
pristine don’t mix.

Standing up, I followed her out as she handed
me a dusty stack of newspapers. “Four missing persons in the last
six weeks, no body, no trace evidence, and they all were walking
home past the park at dark,” Rosalyn stated, because everything bad
sneaks out at dark. At least it did in her eyes.

Rosalyn became distracted with the rest of
her mess as I flipped through the articles. She was correct that
each missing person did, according to the most direct route, pass
right by the park. I wondered where they were coming from. The
article listed Detective O’Conner as the officer in charge.

Pulling out my phone, I took a picture of the
article and the list of missing names before returning my attention
back to Roslyn. She was busy muttering to herself, sorting and
organizing. I took a few steps closer to the door, calling out,
“Thank you for your help,” before I turned and booked it.

Humans, they are so damn strange.

…

The police station was twenty minutes from
the park. I made it in ten. It was a squat gray building, with
little character, and an aura that rank of beaten down depression.
Steeling myself and my emotions, I exited the SUV under the light
rain, making my way quickly to the uninviting steel and glass
building.

Puling open the door, I was greeted by an
open office style building with a receptionist sitting behind an
ugly gray counter.

“Can I help you?” she asked from her looming
pile of paper work.

“Is Detective O’Conner here?” I asked leaning
against the drab desk.

Without raising her auburn head, she dialed
on speaker phone. “O’Conner you got another prostitute here to see
you,” before going back to her work.

I looked down at myself. Alright my white
tank might be a little low cut, but my leather pants, matching
jacket, and boots, certainly were not. However, I was getting what
I wanted.

O’Conner turned a corner. I saw a mop of
strawberry blonde hair, disheveled and weary. He stopped dead in
his tracks, as his eyes roved over me. Pulling the tooth pick out
of his mouth, he smiled taking years off his age, a grin filled
with mischief, “If you are a prostitute I’m willing to bet you make
more than me.”

I laughed, the natural assumption, as Hash
had foolishly made, was that since we were exceptionally talented
in the bedroom, we wouldn’t mind charging for it. But sleeping with
another willingly was an open door into our emotions and there
wasn’t enough money in the world for me to make that commitment to
a stranger.

“I’m Olivia, here about the giant talking
snake.” I stated, expecting a disbelieving response.

Instead, O’Conner rubbed his neck internally
debating as his intelligent eyes took in my outfit again. With a
sigh, he responded, “I could use the help, follow me.” He led the
way back to his desk.

Tucked into a dimly lit corner of the
precinct, O’Conner sat heavily at his desk as I took the chair at
the end of his desk, putting the desk on my right as he began
typing onto the computer.

He paused a moment re-organizing the files on
his desk before he looked back at me focused on the case at hand.
“What do you know so far?”

“Not much,” I answered leaning back in the
chair, lacing my hands against my stomach, “a giant talking snake
is rumored to be eating people.”

O’Conner shook his head, flipping open a
file. “I swear I thought this image was doctored,” he muttered
before pushing it over to me.

Tilting my head, I looked into the brilliant
yellow eyes of the snake reflecting the cameras flash as it stood
at least six feet tall. The cream underbelly was smooth against the
dark green scales. The tail pooled behind it and from the mouth
hung large fangs as a forked tongue darted out.

“Was the photo doctored at all?” I asked,
looking back up at him.

“Nothing our tech team could find,” he
answered, leaning back in his chair.

“Who took the photo?” I asked, leafing
through the file.

“Roslyn Antigua,” he answered.

I nodded, “I talked to her earlier.”

“She tell you her theory about Satan sending
the snake to collect the wicked?” he shook his head, chuckling.

“No, but I did get a lesson on the Bible and
the evil snake,” tapping my fingers against the glossy photo.

“Fanatics.” He muttered, looking down at his
vibrating phone, before turning his attention back to me. “So you
want to tag along on the stake out tonight?” he asked, grinning.
“Or should I call it a snake out?”

I couldn’t help the laugh. “I am so in.”

“Wonderful, I’ve never had such an intriguing
stake out partner before.” O’Conner stated, standing up before
sliding his jacket off the back of his chair and onto his
shoulders.

I raised an eyebrow, watching him as I stood,
“Don’t you want to know who I am with?”

“Naw, what will we have to talk about
tonight?” he said, striding away before turning back to yell, “Ten
p.m. back here.”

I nodded, watching him walk away.
Interesting.

Heading back out I made sure to blow a kiss
to the receptionist, charging it with desire before heading back to
my car. I had time to kill before the stake out, I should try and
get some sleep, right after I looked up the evil Biblical
snake.

…

With a pint of Ben and Jerry’s ice cream and
a six pack of beer, I sat cross-legged in the hotel bed starring
dejectedly at the search results. They were numerous and
boring.

Clicking on the first one, I had to read the
first paragraph three times. My mind kept wandering. Snakes were
numerous in the Hebrew Bible and the New Testament, not that I had
any idea what the difference was, but I was fairly confident one of
those was the Bible Roslyn had been referring to.

Snakes were an evil symbol - a symbol of
chaos and fertility. According to this website, the snake once
slithered upright but was condemned to slither in the dirt for
seducing Adam and Eve.

Leaning back against the headrest, I scrapped
the bottom of the ice cream container before draining my last beer
and placing them both on the night stand. Something was bothering
me, but sleep was currently more alluring than trying to piece
together the reason my internal warning system was buzzing.

…

The dead demigod haunted my dreams, smug and
still sleazy, not to mention greasy. He laughed at me. It started
as a simple chuckle, growing into a stomach-holding laugh, and
finally, I jerked awake.

“Mother fucker!” I yelled, sitting upright
sucking down air.

The fucking air demigod had called the other
one the God of chaos. Could it really be that simple? Did I really
just stumble by chance onto the other demigod was that after
me?

It felt too easy and easy always meant
trouble.

I groaned, looking at the clock, I hadn’t
slept long, but I needed to prepare for tonight. I hadn’t cleaned
my guns in a few weeks. While they were not my favorite weapons, I
preferred the up close and personal contact of my knives, guns had
saved my ass more than once. I would be a fool not to use every
weapon in my arsenal.

…

O’Conner was outside of the precinct, leaned
up against a nondescript blue SUV pulling another drag off his
cigarette gazing up at the sky. Sliding up next to him, I asked,
“The stars whispering secrets to you?”

He snorted, blowing out gray smoke before
turning to me, “I wish.”

“You ready?” He asked giving me a once
over.

Lifting up my jacket, I showed him my dual
40’s secured in the shoulder harnesses, before turning around,
giving him a look at the knives at my back.

“Who did you say you were with again?” he
asked snuffing out his cigarette under his boot, watching me
warily.

I smiled and mock bowed “Olivia, head
Executioner of the Supernatural Council.”






“So your job is to execute people?”

“No, my job is to execute rouge
supernaturals. If I kill people I tend to get into trouble,” I
clarified for him my eyes dancing with mischief.

He nodded, apparently put slightly at ease by
that statement as we moved to get into his SUV.

Closing the doors solidly, he asked, “How do
you define rouge supernaturals?”

“Usually they kill supernaturals or humans
without cause, occasionally they violate the Councils more severe
laws,” I answered with a shrug.

“But the Council doesn’t use any jails?” He
drove us over to the park, singling as we left the police station
parking lot.

“Nope. We fine people extraordinary amounts
of money when they irritate me or undermine the natural order of
things, but usually when they go off the deep end, they really go
off.”






O’Conner rolled down this window resting his
arm on the frame, “That seems harsh.”

“Yet highly effective.” We pulled up to the
abandoned park and we both swept the scene in front of us before
getting out of the vehicle.

“I suppose.” Satisfied , we both got out.

“You prepared?” I watched his shoulders tense
up as we both continued to scan the area.

“Always, just not a fan of snakes, or bugs,
or creepy crawling things in general.” He shivered.

I patted him on the back as we made our way
to the same table I had sat on earlier, “Don’t worry big boy, I’ll
protect you.”

His shoulders relaxed as his mischievous
smile made an appearance. “I plan to take you up on that.” We slid
onto the bench, each of us facing opposite directions.

“Think Roslyn will show up?”

“I hope not, last thing I need is a civilian
getting in the way.” He leaned back, hands braced behind him. “If
this giant snake actually exists.”

“You doubt the picture?” I scanned the
shadows.

“I doubt anything I can’t see with my own
eyes,” he replied warily. “And I have seen a lot.”

“It’s draining,” I confirmed.

“It can be,” he agreed shrugging, “I like to
surround myself with beautiful women and whisky to drown my
sorrows.”

I laughed fully. “This gig must be cramping
your style,” I informed him.

“Eh, it’s not without its perks, for example
I get to speed as often as I like,” O’Conner stated, scanning the
area ahead of him. “It’s going to be awhile, if at all, the
bewitching hour according to Rosalyn is after midnight.”

“Of course it is.” I groaned, rubbing the
back of my neck.

A few drunk stragglers wondered through the
park at an early hour, hooting and hollering. Casting a look back,
O’Conner lit another cigarette, unconcerned with their antics.

“I should probably warn you I am terrible at
stake outs.” I warned O’Conner.

He barked a short laugh. “Not a fan of
staring alert for hours on end with the possibility of seeing
nothing.”

I groaned. “So painfully accurate.”

O’Conner was far better at staying alert than
I was, tracking shadows and listening intently for usual noises. It
was also possible he was scared. I was annoyed and bored. My mind
kept wandering back to Franks and the disaster that was the police
department of St Ann. I couldn’t kill them all I realized with a
huff.

Since the vampires and shifters had revealed
their presence to the human public, the government had pressed
their noses into business that did not belong to them. Thankfully,
I had kept control of the enforcement, mainly due to threatening,
fear, and Gram’s superb manipulation. I wasn’t a fool though, I
knew eventually they would try to expand their control in order to
give themselves some sense of safety.

The simple, pure, undiluted truth was that it
didn’t take a supernatural to inflict widespread pain. Humans had
plenty of evidence in their history of cruelty and suffering
inflicted by humans on humans. I like to think that in the
Supernatural community, we were more effective at eliminating those
threats.

I would like to think that it happened less,
given the extreme consequences, but it also made it harder to
track.

I was so engrossed in my own musing that I
didn’t even register the slithering creature approaching from my
left, the light from the street lamps reflecting off its green and
blue stripped hide until it was close enough to pounce.

O’Conner had grown eerily still and I assumed
that he had also noticed it.

“She is beautiful,” he whispered and without
thinking, I turned to see what he was looking at.

Another snake was in front of him, an arm’s
length away, standing just as in the picture with creamy belly
scales reflecting the moonlight. The hood extended as it swayed
back and forth rhythmically.

“O’Conner it’s a-“ my words ended in a yelp
as the snake I had taken my eyes off pounced on me. I slid off the
table with its momentum. Landing heavily on my back, I got my hands
up just in time to keep the razor sharp fangs from piercing my
jugular.

“You fuckers are heavier than you look!” I
groaned, feeling the slapping of the tail against my ankle. The
muscles in my arms strained with the effort of keeping its fangs
off of me. As enjoyable as this workout was, I couldn’t keep this
up forever. With one final shove of strength, I pushed its head to
the right thankful it kept the same pressure as its fangs buried
into the soft grass and dirt at my shoulder.

Not wasting a golden opportunity, I rolled
off the knife strapped at my back, my legs still pinned by the
snakes lower body, pulling it from the sheath in one swift move
before slicing out into the thick scaled skin. The fucker was fast
and what I had hoped would be a debilitating stab to the back of
the head was a small nick to the side of its neck.

Dammit.

Silently, it coiled, its yellow eyes not
leaving my own.

“Thought you fuckers could speak?” I rasped
out, balancing on the balls of my feet.

The snake hissed as O’Conner’s voice reached
me. “I understand,” he whispered. I took a risky glance in his
direction, finding the snake far too close to him for my
liking.

Dammit.

Changing the direction of my launch, I
tackled O’Conner off the table, our shoulders taking the impact as
we hit the ground and I forced us to roll away not listening to his
soft cries of being ripped away from his ‘one true love’ in highly
accented Irish.

Scrambling into a crouch, I stowed my blade
in favor of the dual guns keeping O’Conner’s dazed form behind me
as the snake that had attacked me moved onto the table while
O’Conner’s ‘beauty’ stood up again, revealing its pale cream belly
to the moonlight.

“Oh me bloody head,” O’Conner whined behind
me.

Blowing out a breath, I trained both guns on
the closest snake squeezing off rounds into its mouth, hoping that
the two clips I had would be enough for both of them.

It went down with an awful howl, thrashing
and slapping the ground with its tail, its face a mess of shredded
green slim.

Turning my attention to the other slithering
beast, I hardly got the first shot out into its mouth when its body
slammed into me, pressing me flat against the grass and O’Conner.
Gritting my teeth, I tried to ignore the pain from razor fang
imbedded into my wrist. Screaming, I pulled the triggers blowing
out the back its head as green slime flew out to coat my face and
hands.

“O’Conner?” I hissed, trying to keep the
green goop from getting into my mouth.

He groaned a response.

“O’CONNER!” I screamed.

“Not so loud lass,” He groaned, moving out
from underneath me.

So he was totally worthless. I groaned
releasing my guns still in the mangled snake’s mouth as I used my
uninjured hand to pull the fang out of my wrist.

“Fucker,” I hissed as green slime coated my
hands and previously clean guns.

Pulling my feet underneath me, I stood
storing my guns before kicking the hopefully lifeless corps of the
giant and not talking snake.

Was it wrong I was slightly disappointed they
hadn’t actually talked? Although they did seem to have some
hypnotic power given O’Conner’s response. Why it didn’t work on me
was anyone’s guess.

Neither beast moved, although O’Conner was
rolling around clutching his head, I wish I had my own vehicle
right now.

My wrist dripped bright red blood into the
crisp green grass. Sighing, I turned to O’Conner and hauled him up
by the back of his shirt.

“Let’s go, handsome,” I grunted under his
weight as we made our shaky way back to his SUV. Leaning him
against the passenger side, I used my good hand to search him for
the keys.

His head rolled back as he muttered nonsense.
I hit pay dirt in his front jean pocket and he slid down to the
asphalt when my injured wrist would no longer support him, landing
with a thump.

Blowing out an annoyed breath, I used his
keys to unlock the door, securing them safely in my pocket before I
hoisted him back up, tossing his ass ungracefully into his
vehicle.

Checking the snakes, I found their bodies in
the same place I had shot them in. I was uneasy, leaving before I
knew for absolutely certain if they were dead, but O’Conner needed
medical attention and I needed my wrist bandaged up before it
caused me massive blood loss. Not to mention who knew what the
green slime would do.

Flipping the keys in my hand, I turned away
getting into the SUV. He was going to have a hell of a time getting
the green slime stain out, I thought wickedly.

A few blocks away from the park, O’Conner
made a miraculous improvement, pushing up in the seat looking
groggily around.

“What the hell happened?” he asked, taking in
my bloody wrist and slimed clothing.

“The good news is we got the snakes, the bad
news is your SUV is probably going to stink for awhile,” I teased
him, winching as I made the turn and my wrist pounded
painfully.

“The last thing I remember is a beautiful
woman in white walking towards me. She spoke to me too,” he said
shocked as he pulled out his cell phone.

“Apparently they could put their victims into
some sort of trance,” I agreed with him. “But trust me, the corpses
are of giant snakes. No one talked to me though.”

O’Conner gave me a small, shaky smile before
putting his phone to his ear relaying the events as we pulled into
the precinct and next to my car.

Pushing open the door, I went to the back of
my SUV pulling out the first aid kit bathing my wrist in painful
antiseptic before wrapping it up with a groan.

Dead snakes fucking suck, what an awful slimy
mess I thought to myself as I pulled off my boots while my phone
began ringing. I gave thought to letting it just go to voicemail as
I rested against the open tailgate of the SUV, but something made
me pull it out with slimy fingers from my jacket pocket answering
on speaker phone.

“You need to get to Centennial House
immediately,” an unknown voice stated. “Blake is in trouble,”
before the line went dead.

I looked down at the black screen, fear
swirling in my gut. This did not bode well.

Turning to O’Conner, I threw him the towel
from the back of the SUV.

“Trouble?” he asked using the towel to wipe
green slime from his face.

“Yeah, I gotta head back,” I answered,
pulling off my shirt and pants making quick work with the baby
wipes as I pulled as much slime off as possible before pulling on a
clean tank top and jeans. Throwing my dirty clothing into a plastic
bag along with my shoes.

I went around to the driver’s side of my
ride, throwing open the door. “Thanks for your help!” O’Conner
called.

Starting the SUV, I sped away. Oklahoma
wasn’t done with me, of that I was certain. I had more pressing
problems to deal with at the moment.

Hitting the call button on the steering
wheel, I dialed Grams.

“What?” she answered groggily.

“I need you to send someone to check on Blake
at the Centennial House. Someone just called me that he is in
trouble at the house,” I ordered her.

“But you are okay?” she asked, waking up
slightly.

“Yes,” I growled, “But Blake might not
be.”

“Alright,” she said groaning as I heard the
sheets move around her. “When will you be back?”

“Three hours.” I groaned, pressing the
accelerator down. It had taken me five hours to get down here.
Nothing would stop me from returning as quickly as I could.

I ended the call, trusting Grams to keep
Blake safe until I could get there and hating that in his moment of
need I was busy hunting down overgrown snakes to satisfy my thirst
for blood.

The drive back was a white knuckle event,
keeping my eyes peeled open for any other vehicles in my way. I had
a few narrow misses that kept my adrenaline pumping when my energy
threatened to fail. Back in the city, I drove as though the police
were pursuing me, which thankfully they weren’t and I arrived at
the Centennial House in two hours and forty-six minutes.

Slamming the SUV into park before throwing
myself out at a run, I had a brief moment of hesitation when I
realized I was completely weaponless and shoeless, but I didn’t go
back. I needed to make sure Blake was alright.

The front doors of the House hung open, with
no guards present or receptionist to stop me. I barreled through
the doors and into a terrified Mal.

“Olie,” she whispered, pink tears threading
down her cheeks, a mix of blood and water. “I tried to stop them, I
tried, please, I don’t –“

“Where is he?” I asked icily.

She gulped terror at the situation and fear
of what I would do warring within her. I stepped closer to her, “If
you delay me here and any lasting damage is done to Blake, I
promise I will hunt down everyone you have ever loved while you
watch me bleed them.”

Her eyes wide, I knew I had created a rift
between us that one day I might regret, but at this moment I
couldn’t bring myself to care. Turning slowly she moved quickly
though the house, taking turns and hallways until we arrived at a
growing crowd.

Ali and Grant were there looking battle worn.
“What is going on?” I asked them, shoving to the front of the crowd
and ignoring the rest of the vampires.

“Blake is locked behind his door,” Grant
said, indicating the door behind him, “fighting for his life
against Gabrielle.”

“Open the door,” I commanded, searching the
faces of the crowd.

“Tate forbade us,” Mal whispered.

I groaned. A command from their master
vampire was impossible to override for them.

“What is that room?” I asked, my mind working
quickly.

“New vampire holding,” Mal offered.

“The walls are too thick to break through,” I
muttered, “is there a viewing room?” I asked hopefully.

“Yes,” Mal said, running ahead of me.

We left the crowd behind, climbing up stairs
followed quickly by Grant and Ali.

“We managed to keep Gabrielle off him for
awhile, but the son of a bitch tricked us,” Ali informed me.

“Why are they fighting?” I asked, rounding
the corner after Mal.

“Blake refused Angelina’s offer of marriage,”
Mal answered, her tears drying up.

My mouth hung open in shock, but it closed
quickly in disgust as we arrived at the small viewing room that
looked down onto the cell below us. The only furniture consisted of
two sturdy chairs.

“Get me through the glass, Mal,” I commanded
as our eyes riveted to the sight down below.

Picking up a heavy metal chair, she began
slamming it against the glass. It was most likely bullet proof, but
the strength of a mature vampire would hopefully be enough to crack
it.

I kept my body rigidly still, realizing I
still hadn’t put shoes on as I stayed out of Mal’s way while she
beat, at vampire super speed, against the glass.

After several painstakingly slow minutes, it
finally cracked. Mal dropped the chair panting, her hands bloody.
With a nod of thanks to her, I ran for the hole pushing through it
and dropping heavily against the padded floor.

With a groan, I pushed onto my forearms
looking at the figure before me, glass falling down as I heaved my
body to my bloody and bare feet.

Gabrielle’s back was to me, too uninteresting
or unimportant to warrant actual concern. He continued to kick
Blake while he was down against the cement wall. From between his
legs, I had seen Blake’s blood-stained hair and body. Gabrielle was
going to pay.

Glass crunched under foot as my anger cooled
into something darker and more sinister. I welcomed it.

“Get away from him,” I warned as I closed the
distance between us. Gabrielle kicked out again before pulling up
Blake’s limp form by his dark and blood stained hair.

Gabrielle was lucky I didn’t have any weapons
on me or I would have sliced through his dual hearts and ended him
right then and there. As it was, I kicked on the side of his knee
cap, gaining his attention as his balance was disrupted and he
released Blake.

“You have no right to be here,” he hissed at
me, his eyes dark amber and wild.

“Walk away Gabrielle and I will let you keep
your life,” I warned my muscles tense and I prepared for an
attack.

Gabrielle laughed, “I wonder if this is the
reason he keeps you around.” He mused as his bones fused back
together in his knee. “You throw yourself into situations you
couldn’t possible understand with consequences far beyond your
intelligence all to save your pathetic boyfriend.” He spat out the
last word as we began circling each other.

Solid determination weighed me down. I had
taken on master vampires before without any weapons. This was no
different. Selena was nothing if not thorough in her torture and
training.

I was going to kill Gabrielle and damn the
consequences.

Blake pushed up from the floor leaning
against the concrete wall.

“Olivia, don’t,” he whispered between broken
teeth.

Not taking my eyes off Gabrielle, I answered
him, “I’ll let you do a lot Blake, but I will not stand by and
watch you die,” I hissed.

“You don’t – you don’t understand,” he
wheezed.

“You are correct and I don’t want to,” I
answered, narrowing my eyes at Gabrielle.

“OLIVIA!” Tate’s voice boomed out as the door
burst open, followed by the timid vampires who had been holding up
outside. “What is the meaning of this?”

I couldn’t kill them all unarmed. Shit.

“I could ask you the same thing, Tate.” I
answered, my eyes shifting to take him in. His normally well styled
Mohawk was a mess and his clothing disheveled. What the hell was
going on here?

“Gabrielle was granted an hour alone with
Blake,” Tate hissed at me.

“So he could kill him without you watching?”
I yelled back.

“How did you even know about this? You are
supposed to be in Oklahoma,” Tate seethed frustrated.

“I was,” I answered not willing to rat out my
newfound friend on the inside.

Tate growled lowly his eyes narrowing, “You
need to leave.”

“Over his dead body,” I growled back,
pointing at Gabrielle.

“Those are NOT your decisions to make! You
rule the Council, not HERE!” he informed me loudly.

I stalked toward Tate and demanded, “You
watched me crawl my way to the top of the fucking food chain,
killing anything that stood in my way or even came close to
threatening me and mine and you are surprised I am here now
fighting again for what is mine?”

Tate was furious. I could feel the waves of
anger and hatred flowing off his body, and while some were meant
for me, the bulk was aimed at Gabrielle.

“A night with the succubus and all will be
well,” Gabrielle stated.

I shifted targets. “Be very careful what you
wish for vampire.”

He shrugged, using a towel someone had given
him to wipe off Blake’s blood. “Why whore? You seem to have an
acquired taste for the vampire bite.” He insulted me, smiling.

I waited a heartbeat, expecting Tate or even
Blake to speak up, but they didn’t. “One night and whatever the
outcome, no repercussions.” I agreed, negotiating. If he was
foolish enough to agree, I could kill him, walk away, and no one
would come after me for the unneeded death. Vampires were creatures
of agreements and contracts.

Throwing his head back laughing, Gabrielle
threw the towel down. “I agree.” His eyes roved over me and he
inhaled deeply. “You will beg for mercy when I am done.” He
informed me, skulking out of the room.

I watched him go, a million emotions playing
behind my shields. The ever present and deeply hidden fear that all
I really ever would be was a whore for hire. Followed by anger I
even had to get involved to save Blake and then excitement.
Gabrielle was going to be a challenge. I considered going unarmed,
just to give him a fighting chance.

“Tomorrow, midnight,” He called out, not
bothering to turn around.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.” I answered
in a whisper.

Turning back to the scene before me, the
vampires were taking turns, feeding Blake blood to help him
recover.

“I can’t stop this now, Olivia.” Tate
informed me, sadness coating his words.

I didn’t spare him a glance, “You inability
speaks for itself.” I answered coldly, flexing my hands against my
legs.

Blake stood on his own, looking remarkably
better after the blood donations. “How long were you in this room
with him?” I asked, my eyes not leaving his own crystal blue
depths.

“Twenty minutes,” he answered spitting out
pieces of his old teeth as new ones grew in. At least this time he
still had his fangs.

“Were you going to let him kill you?” I asked
anger and fear waging inside me, all of which he could feel.

He didn’t answer, just kept his head tilted
up, pride shining from his eyes.

“You are a fool,” I whispered turning away,
feeling my hope at our future crumbling.

I had all my belongings in my car so I headed
for a hotel. While renovations at the manor were almost complete,
we were also almost full and as much as I loved the kids, I wasn’t
in any mood to be around them.

I had too much to dwell on.

 


Chapter 10

I felt betrayed, lonely, and worthless. Blake
hadn’t called or texted me once after I saved his ass, putting my
own on the line and I was loth to think about why, but it seemed
that detail was all my brain was capable of focusing on.

Gabrielle was going to die tonight and that
would probably strain what was between Blake and I even farther,
the question I didn’t know the answer for, was would that snap us
apart or bounce us back together?

At eleven p.m., I received a text from a
number I didn’t know, giving an address and nothing more. Plugging
it into my GPS, I smiled at the remote location Gabrielle had
chosen. No one would hear his screams.

My wrist was still raw from the encounter
with the snakes and I called Grams on my drive out to
Gabrielle.

“Everything alright?” she asked tensely. Of
course Ali and Grant had told her what had happened.

“It will be soon enough,” I answered.

“Are you going to kill him?” she asked.

“Yes,” I replied coldly.

She paused a moment before asking, “What if
he kills you?”

“He won’t,” I stated. It wasn’t the answer
she was looking for.

Grams huffed, “Why are you even involved with
vampire politics?” She groaned.

“Same reason I’m now involved with shifter
politics.”

“Yes, speaking of which we have a formal
introduction to schedule for you followed by additional arbitration
for the packs.”

I groaned. “Let’s schedule that for sooner
rather than later.” I needed to check in with Kass after this to
see how Darren’s parents were treating her.

“Whatever is going on in Oklahoma is
growing.”

“You think the ring you broke up is related
to the giant snakes?”

“I do and I think the demigod I killed was
part of it.”

“Why?”

“I don’t believe in coincidences.”

“Alright,” she relented, “How long before I
should worry?”

“An hour tops.”

“Good, I still need you to talk with Tommy he
ditched school today and still isn’t home.” I could hear the
clicking of her computer in the background.

I groaned, “What is he up to?”

“Being a teenager. You are the only one he
ever listens to.”

“Yeah I’ll be over after this. He better hope
he is home.”

“Agreed.” She hung up.

The rest of the drive I made in silence,
letting my thoughts wander back to Blake. I was going to have to
address this situation with him eventually. I just didn’t know what
I needed to say to him. That I was disappointed? Disgusted by the
way the situation was handled? Nothing I felt about it gave me hope
things would work out between us.

I was tempted for a moment to call him,
laying the guilt on thick, but that wasn’t who I wanted to be. He
needed to find me after what happened.

And if he didn’t? Sorrow filled my chest at
that thought. If he didn’t, that was more of an answer than
anything he could say.

…

The green clock of the SUV informed me I was
late by ten minutes, I couldn’t bring myself to care as I lumbered
out of the vehicle taking in the small cabin nestled in the
woods.

Pulling my jacket over the blades at the
small of my back I ignored the urge to double check the throwing
knives hidden in my boots, stalking up to the cabin.

Gabrielle’s voice called out as I raised my
fist to pound on the door, “Enter,” he commanded and I did throwing
the door wide, shock filtered down my spine as my mouth opened and
closed no sound coming out.

“Don’t be rude, Olivia. Come in and close the
door.” Gabrielle chided.

I did as he instructed, my blood having gone
cold in my veins.

Tommy sat at the plain wooden table staring
down at his hands unable or unwilling to look at me as his fear
coated my senses. My fists clenched until my short nails dug into
my palms. Death was too good an ending for Gabrielle.

“I must say I am curious to find out if
succubus blood is as tasty as incubus blood,” Gabrielle said,
toying with me from the shadows cast by the few flickering candles
in the one room cabin.

“You bit him?” I asked horrified.

“You were late,” Gabrielle taunted me still
not moving into the light.

I hadn’t moved since entering the door.
“Tommy,” I stated softly, “are you okay?” I asked.

He nodded, looking up at me with tears in his
dark brown eyes. I had taken him from a hell like this and promised
him no one would ever harm him again. I was such a fucking liar. My
own petty disagreements were drawing him into this mess. Nothing
was worth Tommy’s life, not even Blake’s.

“You done ditching school?” I asked him.

He nodded adamantly, the corner of his mouth
twitching slightly.

I nodded smiling, so happy to see that, “At
least until you are big enough to kill the vampires who kidnap
you,” I amended.

“I only got a few more years before I am
going after your job,” he teased me softly, a tear slipping down
his dark cheek.

“That’s my boy,” I said, pride filling my
chest at his strength.

Gabrielle laughed, the sound echoing from the
rafters. “Jest all you like neither of you will be leaving this
cabin alive!” he yelled, dropping down from the ceiling.

I was slightly disappointed when he dropped
on top of me from the rafters and onto the blade I had pulled from
my back. His face contorted in shock as he quickly launched away
from me, blood seeping out the knife sticking from his chest.

I heaved myself up, brushing the dust off my
back disappointed at how easy this was. I wasn’t sure if it was
being female or being an succubus that had others constantly
underestimating me, but the result was always the same, their
death. I slid a throwing knife in my hand watching Gabrielle’s
shocked expression with dark glee, enjoying the blood seeping from
the wound.

“You bitch!” he screamed at me horrified at
the reminder of his own morality. “What have you done?”

“What I came here for,” I answered him
calmly, launching my throwing knife into his second heart while he
stared down in shock at my first blade protruding from his chest.
This fight was pathetic. Gabrielle had far underestimated my
abilities and it was over, leaving me annoyed and itchy to kill
again.

He tried to scream as his body combusted into
ash, but he was too late. Covering my eyes I batted away the thick
particles.

I felt Tommy’s arms wrap around my waist and
I held on to him tightly as I threw the door open, sucking in clean
air.

“I’m so sorry,” he whispered crying in
earnest now. “I thought you and Grams were overreacting with all
your security and rules.”

I sighed sadly. “I wish we were kiddo.”
Rubbing his back, I let him cry it out until he pulled away, drying
his eyes with his sleeve. The sight of the two red fang wounds had
me seeing red and I almost wished I had made Gabrielle suffer
longer.

“I need to get my knives,” I said before
turning back into the cabin. The pile of ash moved as I pulled my
blades out stowing them and I wished I could take his head back on
a spike to display in the Centennial House as a warning to any
others who would dare come after me and mine.

I thought about setting the place on fire,
but I didn’t see the use. Gabrielle was dead and Tommy was safe.
That was all that mattered.

I wasn’t expecting to see Blake drive up.

He slowed exiting his vehicle, his eyes
tracking over me before moving to Tommy. His jaw tightened in
displeasure at Tommy’s presence. At least, I hoped that was the
reason.

“Did you kill him?” He asked as I led Tommy
to the SUV opening the back pulling out my trusty baby wipes.

“Yes,” I answered tiredly as I handed Tommy a
few before taking one for myself.

He was silent as he came to stand next to us.
He could still feel all my emotions and right now they were cold
and hurt.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered softly.

I shrugged, unable to find the words to
communicate my disappointment in him.

Tommy looked between us before going to sit
in the passenger’s seat. I turned, closing the doors giving us a
small amount of privacy.

“Will you come back to my place so we can
talk?” he asked reaching out to touch my arm gently.

“What is there to talk about?” I asked him,
turning around leaning against the bumper, letting his hand move
off my arm.

He ran a hand through his dark locks, “I
fucked up, Olivia,” he said meeting my gaze with sincerity.

I shrugged, my heart still not thawing.

Then he got down on his knees, taking my hand
in his. “I am an idiot who doesn’t deserve you and the fact that
you will save my ass at any and all costs. I am begging you to
forgive me for being such an idiot to put you and Tommy in
danger.”

A smile tugged at my lips, my heart warming.
Feeling the change, he smiled brilliantly at me and said, “Please
come back.” He stood up and embraced me.

I inhaled the scent of leather and cold
folding into his arms as though I had always belonged here, the
tension in my head easing as he tightened his grip on me. “I am so
fucking sorry,” he whispered into my ear.

“I have to take Tommy to the manor,” I
whispered back.

He nodded, pulling back putting me at arm’s
length. “When you can,” he said before kissing me. I was wrapped in
his strength once again.

…

The first thing I did once we got into cell
phone range was call Grams.

“Everything went according to plan?” she
stated tiredly.

“Not exactly,” I said, casting a look at
Tommy. “He kidnapped Tommy.”

I heard the exact moment she shoved up from
her chair, papers flying. “HE DID WHAT?”

“I’m okay,” Tommy said, shifting in his seat
nervously.

“How the fuck did this happen?” she yelled,
the sound of her palms slamming her desk loud over the phone.

Tommy blew out a breath. “He got me when I
ditched class,” he admitted, hanging his head.

Grams stopped speaking. There were only
noises of frustration and outrage across the speakers.

“He’s not going to ditch anymore.” I offered.
“Gabrielle is dead.”

“He fucking better be!” Grams yelled again.
“Bring him home I will deal with you both then.” She ended the
call.

“Nice. You got me in trouble too,” I said,
gently to him.

He shrugged, looking out the window into the
night.

I took the long way back to the manor to give
Grams time to cool down and Tommy time to regain control of his
emotions. He was leaking something terrible.

Eventually he drifted off to sleep, huddled
against the door. We made to the manor shortly after, putting the
SUV into park I sat there staring at him for long moments. My heart
just hurt. I hated myself for getting him involved in a situation
that I had thrust myself foolishly into. Leaning my head against
the steering wheel I sighed deeply, self-loathing a familiar
friend.

I had to do better for them. How had
Gabrielle even found out about Tommy? I wondered. I had to stay
away from them, even if it broke my heart. It would keep them safe
and that was the only thing that mattered.

Lifting my head from the steering wheel, I
saw Grams outlined in the doorway in her thick white robe, arms
crossed over her chest and I sighed getting out of the vehicle.

Moving around to the passenger side, I
slipped off Tommy’s seat belt without waking him hauling him into
my arms. Grams remained silent, her gaze dripping with anger.
Bypassing her, I made the trek up the stairs depositing Tommy into
his bedroom.

She was waiting for me when I closed his
door. I sighed, certain nothing she could say would be worse than
the hell I was putting myself through at putting him in danger.

She only had one question. “How did he know
about him?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know, but I need to
stay away from now on.”

Shock registered in her eyes before
understanding dawning on her, the anger seeping from her shoulders
as we walked back downstairs.

“Olie, you love being here.”

“I do, but I won’t put any of them in
danger.” I turned to face her at the oversized cream doors.

Grams was rendered speechless at that,
turning to look back up the stairs. I reached out to squeeze her
upper arm in understanding. “It’s better they don’t get too
attached me.” I said giving her a small smile before leaving. I
have an expiration date and a volatile temperament, they didn’t
need either.

My heart broke, hearing the door shut and
lock behind me, tears filling my eyes. I let them leak down my
cheeks. I loved the kids. I loved being around them. They were my
break from killing and hunting that I enjoyed immensely.

Exhaling a shaky breath, I pulled my shit
together as I left for Blake’s.

I didn’t remember much of the drive as I
pulled into his driveway, feeling drained and cold inside. Turning
to look up at the light shining behind the curtains, I wondered if
he could feel this and if he did what he thought.

I threw the door open, exiting the vehicle. I
needed some questions answered. Clearing the steps quickly, I
hesitated before I knocked. It no longer felt right just walking in
or using my key.

Blake answered, a pair of pajama pants slung
low on his hips. I tried not to notice the deep muscular groves on
each hip that disappeared into the soft blue cotton.

“Did you lose your key?” he asked, moving
back to let me in.

“No,” I answered turning to him as he shut
the door. “I need to know how Gabrielle knew about Tommy.” I
dreaded the answer.

He sighed, moving deeper into the opulent
den. “Will you sit?” he asked gently.

I did, my sea green eyes not leaving his
brilliant blue orbs as I sat on the edge of the sofa waiting for
what I was certain would crush my heart.

“I told him,” Blake whispered softly,
clutching his hands together sitting on the coffee table.

Closing my eyes, I bowed my head. “I told him
as a friend when I was telling him about you.” He moved off the
coffee table hands braced on either side of my face. “Please
believe me I had no idea he would take him. I had no idea any of
what happened would.” He whispered, leaning his forehead against my
own.

“What exactly happened?” I asked, using all
my self-control to keep my voice level.

Blake pulled back, sitting back down taking
my cold hands in his own. “I thought he was a friend, an ally in my
attempt to –“ He hesitated.

“Fix your family problems?” I asked
softly.

He smiled, grateful for my understanding.
“Yes, he asked me about you and manor. I thought he was just
curious about us.” He shook his head. “I was wrong. While you were
gone he and Angelina made me an offer.” He blew out a breath
releasing my hands, unable to look at me.

“The offer was to mate Angelina, to bring
unity between the European and American vampire houses,” Blake
stated.

“In exchange - they would fix your family
problems?” I clarified.

He nodded and sighed. “Clever fuckers.” I
groaned leaning back, tipping my head up.

Blake was silent.

“I can’t believe Tate did fucking nothing.” I
hissed, my anger at him renewing.

Blake moved to sit next to me, wrapping a
strong naked arm around my shoulders. Perhaps too easily, I fell
into his embrace.

“He risked losing control of the House if he
interfered, hence why he called you,” Blake stated. “Not that I
needed any help.”

I smiled looking up at him, “Tate didn’t call
me.”

“He didn’t?”

“No, some woman did.”

“I’m sure Tate had her call.”

“It doesn’t matter, the important thing is
you are okay, I am okay, and Tommy is alive.” I felt guilty about
Tommy getting him mixed up in this.

“I won’t make that mistake again,” he
whispered softly, pressing a kiss against my check.

I smiled, not looking at him. “I know,” I
answered before I turned finding his lips temptingly close. He
leaned forward clearing the distance his lips soft and gentle as
they caressed my own.

“Thank you for telling me the truth,” I
whispered into lips.

He pulled back, searching my eyes, “I never
meant to put Tommy or you in danger,” he said earnestly.

“I know,” I said softly, leaning forward to
kiss him again.

He groaned into my mouth as my tongue swept
over his delicately before pulling back. Blake growled, sliding his
hands under my hips before throwing me back down onto the couch on
my back.

I yipped from surprise as my legs wrapping
around his naked torso. He made quick work of our clothing until he
was pressed between my legs again without any hindrances. Greedily
he kissed me, demanding and nipping at the tender pink flesh.

Running my hands over his chest, I reveled in
the firmness of his well-defined body before reaching around to
squeeze his ass. He growled and propped himself up on one hand as
the other descended between my legs.

Shifting my hips, I made more room for him as
he slowly teased my clit causing me to cry out. “Again.” He
whispered, repeating the motion with more force, I bit down on my
bottom lip a smile threatening. Pulling back, he tilted his head,
accepting my challenge before sliding two fingers into my heated
body with force.

My body bucked, but not a sound left my hips
as I smile grew. Blake leaned next to my ear, his fingers painfully
slowly hitting every sensitive spot inside of me. “You are going to
regret this,” he threatened.

“Make me,” I whispered.

He replaced his fingers with his throbbing
cock in record speed, arms on either side of my head as he rotated
those glorious hips. Digging my nails in his ass, I arched my back
enjoying every small movement he made.

Growling his frustration, Blake picked me up
easily before placing me back down on the hard coffee table. The
cold material against my skin had me shrinking away, but he kept me
down, my legs dangling off the side as he began his assault on my
body anew, holding my hips to keep my body from moving away from
his powerful thrusts.

Pleasure was building inside of me, as every
skillful stroke he pushed me closer. My eyes closed and my back
arched as I wrapped my ankles around his lower back pulling him
closer.

My climax was imminent and a small whimper
escaped my lips. “Finally,” Blake said, smiling as he picked up his
impossible speed.

I thrashed against him, as the pressure built
into pleasure feeling his teeth at my neck, I tilted my head to
give him more room. A shiver of anticipation at his bite causing me
to whimper.

He bit down hard, contracting my stomach
muscles as I held onto him my world shattering apart as I screamed.
I felt his own release as he grunted pulling in my powerful blood
causing tingles down to my toes at each suck.

Shifting my shoulders I looked up at him as
he pulled back, stroking his face gently while the words I had
spoken to Grant replaying in my mind. I cared about him enough to
unpack his ‘family problems.’ Hell - the fact I could forgive him
after Tommy was taken - solidified that I either loved him or had
gone completely mental.

Feeling my raw emotions, surprise flashed
across Blake’s face before he smiled widely, revealing his
fangs.

Kissing me gently, he whispered, “I love you
too.”

 


Chapter 11

My phone was ringing as I pawed around on the
dresser, my eyes not cooperating until I finally smacked it into
silence.

The ring tone began its annoying music again.
That is the last time I let Tommy program my ring tones I told
myself as I answered the phone dropping it into the pillow before
getting it to my ear.

“What?” I growled.

“Get up and get downstairs NOW!” Grams
ordered me.

I groaned. “What happened?” I asked throwing
myself out of bed, stumbling around for my duffle bag I had brought
into Blake’s room after our make up sex.

“That fucking bitch Lorraine scheduled the
arbitration meeting without checking with us first. Thank all the
Gods that Kass found out,” Grams stated, more irritated than I
could remember.

“I should kill her.” I huffed, throwing jeans
and a white shirt on under my leather jacket.

“I’ll be down in 2.” I told her, hanging up
turning to Blake who was awake watching me.

“I gotta go, Lorraine, shifters, bullshit.” I
said to his sleepy nod.

Heading out, I was pulling on my boot in the
hallway when he called out, “I love you.”

Instant heat warmed my body waking me up more
than a cold shower as I rushed back in leaping on top of him in
bed. Unprepared for my affections, he huffed a breath out as I
kissed him hurriedly and said, “I love you too.” Grinning like the
fool I was. “See you tonight.” I promised, kissing him again before
I ran down the stairs and out the door.

Thank goodness Jerry was waiting.

Throwing myself into the car, I stowed my
keys and phone and took the coffee Jerry gave me.

“You smell,” he commented wrinkling his
nose.

I shrugged, rummaging in the paper bag he
passed me. “No shower, hot sex, this is this stinky result.”

Finding a donut, I stuffed it in my mouth as
he shook his head smiling, “You are lucky I have deodorant on
me.”

Holding out my powered donut, I shook my head
disagreeing with my mouth full, “Everyone else is lucky,” I
informed him.

He dipped his head laughing, “So very
true.”

“How did you end up driving me?” I asked,
licking the powdered sugar of my fingers.

“Mark dashed out the door in an unfinished
conversation so I was on my way to the meeting when Grams called
panicked,” he informed me a trace of sadness in his voice.

“Everything okay?” I asked softly, slowing
down as I pulled out another donut.

He shrugged, “I think so,” he answered,
preoccupied with his thoughts.

I left him alone after that, he needed to
think and focus on driving like a maniac to get us to the meeting
on time.

Fifteen minutes later, I groaned when I
realized it was nine a.m. and I had only slept for a few hours
having been too preoccupied with Blake and his fantastic body.

Jerry pulled me to his trunk spraying perfume
at me, making me use his deodorant, which actually smelled great,
and applying mascara and lipstick.

Slamming the trunk, we took off at a run
through the parking lot. “That’s all I have time for.” he informed
me.

“More than I do,” I told him smiling as we
dodged around a family. The parking lot was packed I realized
looking around belatedly “There are so many people here.” I
commented, skidding to a stop as we entered the air-conditioned
building.

“All here to see the legendary Executioner,”
Jerry informed me as Kass rushed us.

“Let’s get you on stage,” she hurried me
along as Jerry and I both followed her.

…

Unlike the small private conference room of
the Council’s meeting chambers, the damn shifters met fucking town
hall style. Pack animals, I thought, shaking my head as I sat next
to Logan under the intense stares from behind the folding table on
the slightly raised platform.

Tapping my pen against my paper, I looked up
at Alec who would announce each party over to my right leaning
against a podium smooth talking an adorable shifter in a red
skintight dress. I couldn’t help but watch their interaction,
nudging Logan when he was too busy with his phone.

“What?” he growled at me not looking up.

“You should pay attention. Alec has skills,”
I informed him in a whisper.

“Implying I do not?” he asked in a soft
rumble setting his phone down, looking at me with a raised caramel
eyebrow.

My grin grew wider. “If you consider snagging
Lorraine a victory, than no you do not.”

He scoffed, trying hard not to smile at my
well placed dig. It probably didn’t help matters at all that she
was sitting in the front row glaring daggers at us. Was it wrong I
really wanted to keep Logan smiling and laughing just to piss her
off? Probably, but did I care? Nope.

Besides after last night, not even Lorraine’s
underhanded tactics could put me in a foul mood.

“What about your skills?” he asked, looking
back down at his phone.

“Legendary,” I answered easily, my confidence
boosted after last night and this morning.

He barked a short burst of laughter before he
remembered himself. “Not at all cocky are you?”

“Nope, I deal in facts and facts alone.” I
answered him as Alec sent red hot away with a smile and a promise
to call later.

Logan shook his head still sporting a small
smile as Alec sauntered over, his ego boosted by the female
attraction.

“Hey lady killer,” I teased as he puffed his
chest out, polishing his nails on his navy button down shirt.

“Don’t worry, Olie, there is plenty to go
around,” he teased, flexing his bicep as he examined his nails.

I laughed, leaning forward, running my eyes
over his highly desirable body, “Guess I’ll just have to take a
number,” I said, sighing batting my lashes up at him teasingly.

Alec snapped approvingly, “Now that’s a great
idea on organizing them all.”

Logan and I both laughed as Alec kept
grinning like a fool. “You killers ready?”

I groaned, nodding feeling Logan’s good mood
shutting down.

Alec watched the change but said nothing as
he strolled back to his podium.

“Hello and welcome everyone to arbitration.
Before we begin I would like to remind everyone to adhere to the
posted rules out front.” Alec stated, taking a pause and meeting a
few of the glares he was receiving with equal force until they
submitted to him looking away.

“I didn’t have time to read the rules,” I
whispered to Logan a little worried.

He turned to me, ducking his head down as we
talked. “Don’t be an asshole,” he summarized as I laughed quietly.
“For you, we can add don’t kill anyone.”

I laughed harder and Alec raised a
questioning eyebrow at us as Logan cracked a rare smile, waving him
on. Taken off guard by Logan’s sudden change, Alec took a moment to
gather his thoughts before returning to the crowd.

“First case, Matt and Anthony please come
forward,” Alec called out.

Matt and Anthony were not far from the stage
stepping forward to the two separate tables with what appeared to
be lawyers and their significant others, Matt’s daughter was also
in tow looking miserable. I could relate.

Logan scented the air and I raised a
questioning eyebrow, knowing his shifter senses would pick up more
than my own did. He shook his head not meeting my questioning
gaze.

With a sigh, I turned back to the lawyers.
Whose bright idea was it to bring these asshole into the
discussions? I already didn’t like this case.

Attempting to channel Grams as best I could,
I put on a neutral, hopefully pleasant expression as Matt’s
attorney took the floor.

“Thank you for seeing us Logan and Olivia. I
am David Acker council for Matt and his family,” announced the tall
dark haired shifter as he began pulling papers from his
briefcase.

“Why do you allow lawyers?” I asked in a low
voice, certain it carried as David’s movements slowed slightly.

He shrugged and said, “It provides comfort to
some people have representation.”

I wanted to tell him that having an attorney
or not did not change nor influence how I was going to view or
decide the situation and that everyone should put their funds to a
far better purpose. Amazingly, I kept my mouth shut.

David launched into colorful, manipulative,
double speak and I struggled to pay attention. I was going to need
more coffee. The one thing I was able to discern from all the jumbo
was contract dates and I jotted those down.

Logan seemed to keep up with what was
happening easier than I did and his detailed notes confirmed it. I
sunk lower, feeling inadequate and unintelligent, the shifter
nation had put their trust in me to be able to help guide them and
I couldn’t understand one attorney.

Blowing out a breath, I pushed that fear down
deep. I could do this. Before Grams had taken over the reins on day
to day basics of the Council, I had run it. I could do so
again.

Okay so the basics were Matt had land that
Anthony wanted, Anthony was behind in payments, the land value had
increased therefore payments had increased.

One of the most valuable tools I had learned
from the Council was the importance of listening. I had a much
higher chance of my, or rather our judgments being accepted if the
parties involved felt we had actually heard them clearly.

It was exhausting trying to pay attention,
especially running on limited sleep.

David eventually finished leaving Anthony’s
council to stand forward. “As David said previously thank you both
for seeing us, my name is Ron Thomas council for Anthony and his
family.” Ron began to dismiss points from David and I felt a
headache beginning in my temples.

Still I managed to pay attention enough to
confirm the dates David had given, and catch the main points. David
alleged the contract did not allow for changes in the payment and
that he had paid in full for the land.

I rubbed my neck and Ron stepped back, both
attorneys looking smug and it annoyed me.

I waited a breath for Logan to speak up,
before I began questioning them.

“Where is the original contract?” I asked,
tapping my pen against the paper.

The attorneys balked, but Ron was the first
to recover. “It was a verbal agreement.”

“Seriously? The humans have figured out one
thing: verbal contracts are idiotic,” I informed the room.

“Matt, step forward and succinctly tell me
what you understood the contact to be,” I warned, not needing any
additional lawyer double speak.

Matt stepped forward and a cold pit formed in
my stomach, my instincts screaming I didn’t like this guy. I
watched him closely looking for a reason why. He was well dressed
and well groomed, but something in his eyes unnerved me and gave me
a slimy feeling. Maybe I had just been playing with snakes too
often, but he made me uneasy as I shifted in my folding chair.

“Anthony was to make payments every two weeks
for a year for the property, if the property went up or down in
value it would be reflected in his payments,” Matt answered a smug
smile on his lips.

“Thank you. Anthony?” I called him forward,
“Same question.”

Anthony growled low and Logan raised an
eyebrow before he got himself under control. “I agree with
everything except the for the fluctuation in the payment schedule,”
he said.

I nodded, looking to Logan.

“What were the payment amounts or is there a
payment record?” Logan asked.

Good question, I swung my head back to the
men in front of us. Both men shifted uncomfortable, “The payments
were made on the first and fifteenth of every month,” Anthony
hesitated, throwing Matt a look of pure hated, “for ten thousand
dollars each.”

Logan and I both rocked forward, alarmed by
the amounts. “Where is the land at?” I asked shocked.

Matt began to fidget before he answered,
“That’s not important. What’s important is that he has not made the
payments for the increase in the land’s value.”

I laughed outright. “I don’t remember asking
for your opinion on what was important,” I informed him, needing to
take him down a few pegs.

His eyes glowed, jaw tense before his
attorney stepped forward. My eyes didn’t leave Matt’s in an open
challenge until his attorneys body blocked him from me.

“Where is the land?” Logan asked Anthony.

Anthony couldn’t look at us, looking down and
shaking his head, his composure breaking.

“We are missing something,” I said to Logan
loud enough to be heard by those in the back.

I took another look at those assembled in
front of us. Matt’s wife was a beauty complete with blond hair,
blue eyes, and a rocking body. She sat smugly near her husband, her
arm casually draped over her daughter’s shoulders.

Their daughter looked miserable, arms firmly
crossed under her chest, shoulders hunched, and her blonde hair
hiding her face. She looked up abruptly as her father growled
something to her, pure fear flashing in her eyes. The kind of fear
that gave off a scent, I inhaled deeply as Logan followed suit.

“Do you smell fear?” I asked, my eyes not
leaving the girl, whose hair looked mildly greasy in contrast to
her perfectly applied make up.

“No,” he muttered, “Something smells wrong.”
He offered.

“I have a hunch as to what we are missing,” I
said, standing up moving off the raised platform. Ignoring Matt, I
pushed him out of the way, bending down to his daughter. She
watched me, from eyes that had seen too much and had been strong
for too long. I recognized the look from my kids I rescued.

I reached out to her left eye, smearing her
make up, “Do not touch her!” Logan bellowed, coming to my side. I
turned to him, shocked at his outrage only to find Matt about to
land a painful blow to the back of my neck.

Logan used his body to push Matt away from
me, neither of their eyes leaving the other.

“Continue, Olivia,” Logan instructed.

Using my fingers, I rubbed the foundation off
revealing a sick purple bruise around her eye underneath. I sighed,
watching her bottom lip tremble.

“Stand up,” I asked, softly pulling gently on
her hands.

Her mother latched onto her. “No, you demon
bitch,” she hissed at me.

Her daughter flung herself up into my arms
and I held her as the sobs began, holding her gently to me as I
rocked her.

“Where else?” I asked.

Forcing her tears down, she turned hiccupping
as I lifted the hem of her button down shirt up revealing thick
cuts.

“Logan,” I said softly turning her back so
that he and the crowd gathered could see.

Logan’s eyes darkened dangerously as he
turned back to Matt telling him something I couldn’t hear, but
renewed the daughter’s soft sobs.

The crowd was deadly silent, for a shifter in
puberty not to heal meant that there was still silver shards from
whatever he had hit her with in the first place. The silver would
burn her, causing her endless amount of pain.

“She is my daughter,” Anthony finally spoke,
tears and desperation in his eyes. “I’ve been paying them for her.
There is no land. I just found out about her.” He whispered. “She
kept her from me.” His body began to shift and his daughter threw
herself into me.

“Keep it together, Anthony,” I warned not
looking away from him. He ripped his jacket off, falling to his
knees holding his head as the shift retreated.

The attorneys backed up slowly, lowering
their heads to Logan. “We didn’t know,” they said in unison.

Logan looked at me, wanting my input, “I
believe them.” I informed him.

Logan nodded, dismissing them, but still at
odds with Matt.

“I didn’t know,” Anthony whispered, looking
up at his daughter, “Amy, please believe me, I didn’t know.”

Amy shuttered in my arms as I blew out a
breath. “I vote we kill Matt and his wife,” I told Logan who
grinned like a fool, his dark eyes wanting to tear chucks out of
Matt for not submitting.

His wife began sputtering and I ignored her.
“I agree,” Logan hissed, ready to launch at Matt when I spoke
up.

“Wait Logan, Amy, do you want to kill them?”
I asked softly. I understood her position and I understood the need
to inflect pain on those who had done it to you, to regain some
small power over the situation. She nodded, hope and torment
fluttering in her eyes.

“Logan, if I may?” A voice in the back said,
drawing all our attention to his exceptionally large form. He
lumbered down the aisle easily, his thick neck covered in tattoos
along with the tree trunks of arms.

“Bear,” Logan acknowledged, hardly containing
himself.

Bear placed a hand on Logan’s shoulder bowing
his head as Logan’s attention was now on the larger man. “I’d like
to teach her how to inflict the same pain they did upon her.”

“Please tell me you turn into a bear,” I
asked with a half-smile.

Bear lumbered to me, people clearing out of
his way as he reached out to my shoulder bending so that his
massive forehead touched my own. I was shocked, glad I had
something to do holding Amy who had grown silent. What he had just
done in front of everyone was a huge sign of respect.

“Thank you,” I whispered as he stood back to
his impressive height.

He squeezed my shoulder gently winking.
Slowly as not to frighten her, he turned his dark brown gaze to
Amy. She nodded pulling slightly away from me.

“Please,” she whispered.

Bear nodded. “If I may take them?”

Logan nodded as Anthony stepped forward
reaching out to his daughter, she eyed his hand warily
untrustingly. He gulped, pulling his hand back. “You have a place
to stay with us if you want.”

Bear nodded, putting an arm around her slight
frame, “I will bring her back to you unharmed.”

“Thank you,” Anthony whispered as his wife
moved to comfort him.

Blonde shoved me to the ground as she made an
attempted getaway. From out of nowhere, another Bear look alike
decked her, throwing her weight easily over his shoulder, before
grinning at me. “You alright darling?”

“How have we not crossed paths?” I asked,
shocked and starting up at him from the floor.

He smiled, ducking his head to Bear with an
awkward shrug. “Fine go on, but I will figure it out.” I answered
him, standing up.

He smiled again, following Bear out who also
had Matt over his shoulder.

“I so want lessons,” I huffed as Logan
adjusted his tie coming to stand next to me.

I groaned, looking back to the stage, “We
need to get Anthony’s money back and get the bimbo’s and Matt’s
assets set up in a trust fund for her.”

David and Ron both spoke up, “We can help
with that.”

Logan took the lead. “I’ll expect perfection
and a discounted rate for not brining this mess to us sooner.”

“Yes,” they both agreed instantly.

Anthony nodded his thanks, leaning heavily on
his wife who sent me a tearfully grateful look.

“And here I thought this was going to be
boring,” I told him.

Logan stated disgruntled, “You seem to bring
out the excitement around here.”

“One of my many, many charms,” I informed
him, rubbing the back of my neck as we both went back to the
stage.

“Alec, what’s next on the list of fun and
excitement?” I asked, rubbing my forehead exhaustion getting the
better of me.

“Inheritance dispute,” Alec informed us,
grimly calling up the next case.

Logan and I made it through the rest of the
scheduled cases, taking a half-hour lunch break, where I ingested
more caffeine than is recommended to make it through the rest of
the day. Our nonverbal communication was flawless. He was able to
read the twitch in my lip to the more obvious roll of my eyes.

I caught the tightening of his jaw from my
side view and the clenching of his fist around the pen, which gave
me notice when I needed to play the peacemaker for a change.

We made a good team and that should have
disturbed me, but I was too exhausted to actually pay close
attention to that.

Finally, when the hall cleared out, I rested
my head against the table. “I could seriously sleep here.” I
groaned.

I felt Blake enter the hall, pulling my head
up smiling. “Hey!” I greeted his unexpected arrival.

“I’m going to guess you don’t know about
tonight,” he informed me coming to up to pull me into a hug.

I breathed in his scent, my eyes closing in
his strength.

“Bed,” I muttered into his jacket.

I heard Lorraine stalk on to the stage, her
heel clicking loudly, “Logan we are having dinner with your parents
tonight.”

I snuggled closer to Blake. She continued,
“The succubus bitch and whore will be joining us.”

“I’m going to kill her,” I muttered before
moving to make good on my threat.

Blake restrained me with a hand, his eyes
glowing amber. I hoped he glamoured her. I was unfortunately well
aware I couldn’t kill the bitch, yet.

Logan moved to block the view of Lorraine,
whispering lowly to her, “Can you hear them?” I hissed, turning to
Blake watching the look of sheer surprise plastered onto his
face.

“Yes, you are going to like this,” he
muttered smiling.

Logan moved away from Lorraine and she fumed
with repressed anger. “I apologize for the childish name
calling.”

I opened my mouth ready with a smart ass
answer when Blake’s hand clamped over my mouth, “Accepted.” He
spoke for me and I turned to him angry as Lorraine and Logan
left.

“Trust me, it was for the best,” he said, not
seeing the problem.

I narrowed my eyes at him, not liking him
speaking for me. I had just opened my mouth to inform him so, when
Kass burst upon the scene.

“What are you still doing here Olie? Blake
take her home, she just has enough time to shower and change,” Kass
demanded, flustered.

She was so fucking lucky I loved her.

“Let’s go,” I growled at Blake heading
outside.

Blake gave me a wide birth, feeling my anger
and resentment. “How the hell am I going to make it through dinner
like this?” I groaned as we got into this car.

“I think a shower will do wonders for your
disposition,” Blake said teasingly.

“Everyone better fucking hope so,” I
groaned.

I looked over at Blake. He was going to
fucking pay for my lack of sleep, for my irritation with Lorraine
and attempting to speak for me.

Reaching over, I stroked the back of his neck
letting my shields fall and my naturally high lust drive swirl to
the surface.

Blake sucked a breath as I turned toward him
in the car, gently massaging the tense muscles in his neck before I
slid my nimble fingers under the lobe of his ear, continuing the
massage. He shifted in his seat and I looked down, happily watching
his throbbing erection nestled against his leg.

“Olivia,” he warned.

“Hmmm?” I asked, sweetly thickening the sharp
and intense desire the air.

His hands held the steering wheel tightly as
he blew out a breath.

Smiling, I slid one of his hands off the
steering wheel and into my lap. His hands tightened on my thigh,
pushing up toward my core. I smiled, tugging his hand off bringing
his long, skillful fingers to my mouth.

Blake huffed, making an effort not to look at
me as I slowly brought his index finger to my lips, licking them I
pressed his index finger against my soft wet mouth before snaking
my tongue out to bring his finger into my mouth.

He groaned, turning sharply as we rounded
onto his street. Gently, I nipped the pad of his finger before I
soothed it with my tongue again. Blake pressed back in his seat,
pulling into the garage so quickly we almost took out the door that
was still opening.

I laughed, throwing back his hand, bolting
from the car and into the house. The door into the house didn’t
have chance to close as Blake was hot on my heels. With a squeal,
he had me over his shoulder and up the three flights of stairs
before Alfie could even acknowledge our presence.

I laughed the whole way up until he threw me
on his bed, pulling off my boots. Springing up, I tossed him on the
bed. “Sorry love,” I whispered into his mouth, “I’m running the
show tonight.”

“I do love a woman in control,” he whispered,
nesting his fingers in my hair pulling me closer. Pulling his shirt
over his head, I pushed him back on the bed, removing the rest of
his clothing.

“Don’t move,” I warned him, “Or I will tie
you down,” I informed him, kissing him gently as I placed his hands
above his head.

Blake’s blue eyes darkened with lust in his
amber rimmed gaze as his hands flexed where I had set them. Slowly,
I moved from his lips to his strong jaw, over the delicate and
sensitive flesh of his earlobes nipping gently as his body arched
beneath me.

I drew out my kisses down his neck, taking
time to dig my teeth in deeper to his collar bone before I caressed
down those beautifully formed pectoral muscles and began lavishing
his strongly defined abs with kisses and nips.

I blasted him with a stronger dose of desire
peeking up to see him struggling not to move and smiled.

I skipped over the part I knew he wanted me
to touch the most working my way up using my teeth forcefully up
his inner thigh. Reaching his throbbing cock I blew my warm breath
gently against him watching his clenched eyes closely before I
swept my tongue over his head.

His entire body shuttered and I smiled as I
brought my lips down around his impressive girth, flattening my
tongue against the underside. His hips rolled as I moved him in and
out of my mouth painfully slowly. Reaching up I caressed his balls
enjoying his moans through gritted teeth. Using my teeth, I gently
scraped down the sides of his cock and over his head.

“Fuck,” He whispered, panting. “Olivia, get
up here.” He growled.

Pulling him out of my mouth, I smiled as I
began the torture again, enjoying the way his body clenched and
shook beneath me. His legs moved to press into me. “Olivia, baby
please.” He begged and I smiled, throwing off my clothing as I
straddled him.

His eyes flashed open in surprise as I
hovered above his slick length, dipping my hips down slightly
letting my juices work over the tip of his engorged head. Pulling
his hands up, I pressed them against my tender breasts and he took
to my movement easily, rolling the nubs almost painfully between
his fingers.

I took a small piece of him inside of me
before pushing back up to his groan of misery. His hips thrust up,
but I moved out of his reach, taking the action.

Relaxing against the bed, he assaulted my
breasts as I slowly took more of him inside of me, rocking down
with my own impatience. His body arched up, pulling my upper body
down to his so his greedy mouth could torture my nipples anew.

Rolling my hips, I began moving him deep
within in me. His groan of pleasure hand his hands digging into my
hips as I increased the pace needing the sweet release that his
body could grant me. Leaning down, I kissed him feeling his hips
moving with my own, clasping tightly onto the shoulders I leaned
back arching my back as my climax broke over in sweet release.

Blake threw me to the bottom wrapping my legs
around his hips as he thrust into me like a man possessed before
grunted his own release. Biting into my neck and sending pleasure
through my body again, he fell on top of me and laughed after
having drunk his full. He said, “We are so going to be late.”

I yawned, feeling better. “They’ll appreciate
it. I’m certain.”

He groaned, pulling out of me and hauling us
both into the shower.

 


Chapter 12

We were washed, dressed, and arriving only
slightly late. Thanks to Blake’s fantastic vampire reflexes, we
made it in record time to the small restaurant tucked into a
residential district.

“Trendy,” Blake muttered, taking my hand as
the valet took his expensive sports car.

The exterior was modern with black flat walls
and wine colored accents and a huge oversized frosted glass
door.

“I hope the food is good,” I muttered to
Blake my expectations fairly low.

“I hope they have blood on the menu,” he
whispered into my ear, pinching my ass in my jeans as we entered
the crowded waiting room. The acoustics were terrible, echoing
everything back to us in loud waves that people had to shout
over.

I groaned, casting a look back at Blake and
his jaw tightened. His hearing was far beyond my own and I knew
this was a terrible environment for him. He was busy looking around
the restaurant trying to find our party.

“This way,” he said leading me around a half
wall and into a throng of people. I fucking hate crowds, I groaned
to myself, pushing my way behind him through skinny human males who
hadn’t showered in days and girls in ugly clothing purchased for
being fashionable rather than complimenting their body styles.

I was ready to leave.

Blake slipped us around effortless and onto a
slightly less crowded patio. Kass stood up quickly her chair
grinding over the concrete floor as she rushed over to us.

“You made it!” She cried, overjoyed wrapping
her arms around me in a hug. “Save me.” She whispered into my ear
before turning and hugging Blake as well.

We shared a look over her shoulder and I
rolled my eyes. Blake tried not to smile at my antics as Kass
pulled both of us over to the table. Logan and Lorraine sat at the
end where our empty seats were and I tried not to grimace as Kass
sat next to the only strangers in the group, Darren and Logan’s
parents.

Logan’s father smiled at us rising to shake
both our hands, his grip firm and warm, as were his caramel eyes. I
liked him immediately. Logan resembled him, but they both had his
strong jaw and wide forehead. “Lee,” he said, introducing
himself.

“Olivia,” I responded, turning, “and this is
Blake.”

Lee smiled, shaking Blake’s hand as well.
Turning to his wife I found her scowling at me, taken back I
blinked rapidly trying to figure out what I had done, already.

“Lorraine says you are a demon.” she stated
arms crossed over her chest.

My shoulders slumped and I cracked my neck
before answering with a sigh, “Not to my knowledge.” I slid in next
to Lorraine.

“Then you should learn not to spread rumors.”
his mother said. Shocked and fairly certain this dinner had just
done to hell, I looked up at her shocked, finding her staring
menacingly at Lorraine.

“I’m Jane dear girl. It’s lovely to meet you
both.” Jane said pulling out a winning smile I instantly recognized
from Darren.

Thankfully, Blake recovered first, saying,
“It’s a pleasure to meet you both.” He nodded, sitting across from
me taking my hand with a reassuring squeeze.

Lorraine glared at Logan and a slow smile
spread across my lips.

“How was arbitration?” Lee asked me.

I wanted to cast an annoyed look at Lorraine,
but considering the beating she just took, I refrained. “It went
well, I think. We managed to get to the bottom of a few irritating
cases,” I answered with a smile.

“We heard about Amy,” Jane stated sadly.

“Yeah, that wasn’t a fun one,” I agreed as
the waiter delivered waters.

“You did well,” she complimented me.

“Thank you,” I said, earnestly again
shocked.

“Not many would have thought to remove her
makeup.”

“It was a hunch.”

“Does everyone know what they want?” the
waiter interrupted perkily.

All eyes turned to me and I looked quickly at
the menu, “Let’s do me last,” I said hopefully.

Jane smiled, giving her order to the waiter
as I hurriedly looked over the menu. Everything was weird, I didn’t
understand what half of this shit was. Even the appetizers had me
baffled.

“For you?” the waiter asked me.

“I’ll just have the grilled cheese,” l said,
handing him my menu.

Blake hadn’t ordered anything and after our
romp in the sheets, he should be well fed for now.

I waggled my eyebrows at him suggestively as
he smiled, pressing a kiss against my knuckles.

“Is that why you were late?” Lorraine asked,
disgusted.

I had opened my mouth to tell her to shove it
up her ass, but Jane beat me to it. “You will leave the poor girl
alone, Lorraine, you have done nothing but bad mouth her since we
showed up.”

“I can’t help it, you needed to be warned,
even if you aren’t heeding my expert advice,” Lorraine said
angrily, sucking down her wine. Dang it, I should have ordered
wine.

I groaned as Jane responded, “I don’t know
what my son sees in you.”

Logan threw his napkin on the table and was
about to get up, casting a look at Kass. I saw her bottom lip
trembling. This was supposed to be about her and Darren.

“Hey Kass, have you thought anymore about my
dress?” I asked, trying to throw the conversation into neutral
territory. Lorraine sat back with a huff, crossing her arms over
her chest. I gave Logan a pleading look and he put his napkin back
in his lap.

Blowing out a breath, I looked back at Kass
as she readily jumped on my attempt to change the subject. “Yes, I
have been thinking about it. I want to have you try it on again
before I make my decision. Jane maybe you would like to come with
us,” Kass offered hopefully.

Jane stopped glaring at Lorraine, pulling her
attention to Kass, “That would be lovely, dear. I need to find a
dress as well.”

“Wonderful,” Kass said smiling.

“How are you feeling dear?” Jane asked,
reaching over to squeeze Kass’s hand.

“Good, some days are better than others. I’ve
mainly just been exhausted, thankfully Darren has picked up my
slack,” Kass said, grinning at him.

Darren smiled that winning smile back.
“Hannah is really enjoying having another female in the house.
Apparently I am stinky boy now,” He teased Kass who laughed in
response.

“I have missed that girl,” Lee said, smiling.
“I hear we owe thanks to you for bringing her back.” He nodded at
me.

I shrugged and said, “Just doing my job.” The
attention and praise was making me uncomfortable.

“What do you do Blake?” Jane asked, including
him in the conversation.

“I run security at the Centennial House,” he
answered her. “Usually pretty boring stuff, unless Olie is
involved. “He laughed.

I shrugged as our food was delivered
agreeing, “I actually can’t find fault with that.”

“How was France?” I asked. “Kass said you
have a home there?”

Jane sighed. “Yes, we do. It is beautiful and
peaceful and just wonderful. But it was time to come home and see
our boys,” she said, pride shinning in her eyes.

We ate and talked more about the wedding
plans, avoiding any additional awkward conversations, mainly since
Lorraine stayed blissfully silent. Pushing my back plate, I had
picked out the strange lettuce and odd-looking tomatoes from my
sandwich and I was still hungry.

Having finished paying for our meal, we made
our way outside to get our vehicles from the valet.

“I’m still hungry,” Kass whispered to me as
we waited.

I laughed. “Me too,” I confided.

Logan was practically carrying the drunk
Lorraine and we let him get his car first.

“Ice cream?” I suggested. “We can pick up
Hannah and hit the place by your house?”

“That sounds brilliant,” Jane said coming to
link arms with both of us. “I’m afraid I am still hungry as well,”
she confided and we both laughed.

On the drive over to the make-it-yourself ice
cream parlor, I was absentmindedly stroking the back of Blake’s
neck when he asked, “Do you really believe there will be no
repercussions for killing Gabrielle?”

His question took me off guard and I dropped
my hand thinking about it. “The agreement was made in witness of a
master vampire along with several others, so I do believe no vamps
will directly come after me in an attempt to pay for his death. I
do know those who want to come after me will find other ways to
screw up my life.” I answered honestly.

He nodded. “Angelina pushed the marriage
proposal again.”

Jealousy followed by rage shot through me and
I pulled both those emotions down before I asked, “Can she save the
pet?”

Blake took his time answering his hands,
gripping the steering wheel with unnecessary force. He said, “She
claims that if I consent to mate her I will have additional
resources at my disposal for handling the situation.”

“That sounds like a well-spoken lie,” I
muttered.

Blake scoffed, “I said the same thing and
ended up in the pit with Gabrielle.”

“You shouldn’t have let him beat on you like
that,” I said, remembering the bloody mess Blake was.

He shrugged, tension tight in his shoulders,
“It’s a vampire thing,” he muttered.

I wanted to tell him it’s a fucking stupid
thing, but I held my tongue, I really didn’t want to fight
again.

We made it to the parlor before the rest and
I dished out an extra large portion of chocolate ice cream followed
by a dangerous amount of toppings as I walked carefully back to
where Blake was sitting.

After a few bites, the door jingled open,
followed by the high pitched “Olie!” as Hannah ran into my
arms.

I breathed in the scent of vanilla, taking in
her rumpled appearance. “Were you in bed?” I asked.

“Yes,” she stated annoyed and climbing into
my lap, “The new sitter tries to make me go to sleep before Kass
and Dad get home.” She huffed, crossing her tiny arms over her
tummy.

“Totally rude.” I agreed with her as Darren
made his way to the counter and Kass followed behind him.

Darren turned around a cup in hand, “What do
you want Hannah?” he asked as she bounded out of my lap to boss her
daddy around.

I smiled after them, turning to Blake before
continuing to stuff my face. Lee and Jane entered, followed by
Logan and I couldn’t help the laugh that left me. Blake kicked me
under the table, far better at keeping the peace than me.

Rolling my eyes, I turned back to him with a
raised eyebrow, his face perfectly composed. Kass sat down next me
to raising her own eyebrow as she dug into her ice cream.

Grinning like a fool at Blake, I turned to
Logan who was pulling up additional chairs at our table. “Where’s
Lorraine?” I asked, knowing the answer.

Blake huffed, throwing his hands up. “You
lack all tact, Olivia,” he informed me.

Logan cracked a rare smile before going to
get himself ice cream.

“We convinced him to drop her off at home and
come out with us,” Jane said. “She is a grown adult and I don’t
suppose this is the first time she has been drunk.”

I giggled and Kass gave a belly laugh before
covering her mouth when Darren looked back at us.

Logan didn’t even bother turning around,
shaking his head while paying for his ice cream.

Once everyone was settled, we fell into
companionable silence, Hannah sitting on Kass’s lap. Taking
Lorraine out of the situation had created a soft, comfortable
environment, which was one of the things I like most about shifters
- their ability to integrate any other species into their
clans.

When Jane spoke up, she took me completely
off guard. “Who is running the southeastern branch of the
shifters?” she asked.

Logan and Darren shared an equally annoyed
look with each other before Logan spoke up, “I am.”

“Along with the entire US?” Lee
questioned.

Logan stopped eating while regarding them
both and replied, “Yes.”

“Why?” Jane asked, staring pointedly at her
sons.

I cleared my throat, “I made Darren choose.”
I said, hoping to take the heat off of them, “After the incident
with Steven, I was worried about Hannah’s safety.”

“I could see why.” Lee said, “But now that he
is taken care of why is Darren not reinstated?”

“It’s fine, Mom and Dad. I’ve started a
private security company and we are doing well for the short time
we have been in business,” Darren said, not looking at his brother
as he forced a smile.

I felt Kass’s sadness at his statement as she
looked over to Logan who wasn’t looking at anyone.

Blake’s chair scraped against the tile as he
stood up and said, “I’m sorry to run out, but I have a matter to
take care of back at the house.” He pulled my chair out and I
watched him closely, doubting the truth of his story.

“Call me tomorrow to go look at the dress
again. Nice to meet you both,” I said to Jane and Lee turning to
follow Blake’s stiff gait out.

I waited until we had pulled away and were
down the road before I asked, “Do you really have house
business?”

Blake sighed ,running a hand over his face,
“Yeah, I have to go deal with Angelina’s master who is coming into
town. I got distracted by everything and almost forgot.” He reached
over to squeeze my hand reassuringly.

“Need me to come with? Deal with killing
Gabrielle?” I asked.

“No.” He answered quickly, suppressing a
laugh, “I don’t need you killing anyone else.”

I shrugged, looking at the window, looking
forward to getting some sleep, even if it would be alone.

…

I spent a long while in Blake’s bed when I
woke up, thinking about how turbulent our budding relationship had
been and hoping it would withstand all the pressures. A dark voice
from my past whispered that wasn’t possible and that eventually he
would see how broken and damaged I was and realize that he could do
so much better.

I pushed those thoughts away when Kass
called, “Hey.” I greeted her, sitting up in bed to answer the phone
sleepily.

“Are you still sleeping?” She asked
shocked.

“Naw, just pretty unmotivated today.” I
confessed.

She laughed and said “Think you can get over
here in an hour?”

“Yep.” I answered “See you soon.”

…

I was early at Kass’s playing with Hannah and
her new my little ponies when Jane arrived.

“Grandma!” Hannah cried out, running to greet
her. “What’d you bring me?” Hannah asked, jumping up and down.

Leaning against the couch, I laughed as Kass
tried to explain why that wasn’t an appropriate thing to say to a
toddler.

“We have lots of time to make up for.” Jane
said pulling out a new toy.

Hannah jumped in excitement before making
Kass unpack it in the kitchen.

“Hello, Olivia,” she greeted me.

“Hi Jane,” I answered, smiling. “You are
going to spoil her.” I said.

“Probably.” She agreed with a shrug, “But
that is the joy of being a grandparent.”

Kass came back without Hannah and her purse.
“Ready to go?” The guys are taking Hannah fishing.”

“Yep.” I said, pushing off the floor
following her to her car. I let Jane have the passenger seat and I
could tell Kass was nervous with her, even though she was thus far
awesome.

“Tell me about your dress, Kass,” Jane said
as we pulled out of the driveway.

Kass sent her a single quick glance at Jane
before fidgeting in her seat.

“Have you picked out a dress?” Jane asked,
her eyes not leaving Kass who blew out a shaky breath.

Kass sent a look back at me in the rearview
mirror. I had no idea how to help, so I kept my mouth shut, which
didn’t happen very often.

“No,” Kass finally answered. “I haven’t
looked at dresses.”

“Oh dear girl why not?” Jane asked.

Kass shrugged and I felt her sadness before
she sucked in a shaky breath. “As foolish as it is, I was hoping my
mom would be coming into town,” Kass said, clearing her throat.

“Oh,” Jane said, casting a look back at
me.

I didn’t know much about Kass’s family life.
What I did know was that her mom had and possibly still had a drug
problem. She had left Kass to fend for herself when she was fifteen
years old and despite that or maybe because of that, Kass had not
only survived but thrived.

“Do you want me to find her, Kass?” I asked
gently from the backseat, leaning up to squeeze her shoulder
reassuringly.

“No,” Kass said pulling her tears back, “I
know where she is.”

I raised an eyebrow, opening my mouth to
voice my next question.

“And no, Olie,” she said with a half-laugh,
“I do not want you to drag her here either.”

I smiled, “The offer stands.”

“Would you like to look at dresses today?”
Jane offered.

“If we have time, yes, I’d love to.” Kass
stated as we pulled into the parking lot. She dried her eyes and
blew out a breath before giving us both a smile.

“Let’s get a look at Olie’s dress first,” she
said as we got out of the car.

“Sure.” I said, giving her a side hug, which
she leaned gratefully into.

We had the same exceptionally happy sales
lady as before, who was thrilled to hear we also wanted to look at
wedding dresses and mother of the groom dresses.

Standing on the stage, I turned as Jane
analyzed my dress. She pulled at the slit up my hip. “You are okay
with that much skin showing?” she asked.

“Yeah, it gives me room to kick in case I
have to throw down,” I answered her.

“You expect trouble?” Jane asked with a
raised eyebrow.

“Trouble follows Olie around just looking for
a prime opportunity to strike,” Kass said, sitting on a sofa.

“That’s pretty accurate,” I agreed.

Jane shrugged, pulling on the cross over top.
“It’s simple, yet elegant with a few key pieces of jewelry and a
new hair color, I think it’s stunning.”

Kass preened at her praise as I turned
around, smiling at her, “This the winner?” I asked.

“Yes, this is a winner,” she agreed.

Their excitement was contagious as I changed
back into my normal clothing and ordered my size.

“That’ll arrive in six to eight weeks,” the
grinning sales lady informed me.

“That’s not going to work. I need it in two
to three weeks,” I informed her.

She blinked at me rapidly, looking back down
at her papers, “I can put a rush on it, but it will cost
double.”

I managed not to voice my groan as I handed
over my credit card. Talk about a buzz kill. Slapping a forced
smile on my face, I went to Kass as she began pouring through
white, cream, and fluffy wedding dresses.

The saleswoman came over periodically to take
the current winners to her dressing room, which must have been
overflowing at this point.

When both Jane and Kass had finally exhausted
the reserves of the store, I took a seat on the couch, waiting for
each of them to wow me with their outfits.

Jane was out first in a tasteful and very
conservative pastel green dress with suit jacket. I wrinkled my
face in the mirror and she laughed. She said, “I feel far too old
in this one,” before heading into the changing room.

Kass came out next in a pure white, floor
length dress with a dropped waist, off the shoulders straps and
delicate bead work all over. “Wow!” I said, getting up to help her
on the stage. “You look amazing in that dress!” Indeed, her light
olive skin set was a perfect contrast to the white.

“Don’t let her change!” Jane demanded from
the dressing room.

“Let’s add a veil,” the saleswoman offered,
pulling out a beaded vail to tuck into Kass’s curly hair.

“Wow,” I said again. “Do you like it?” I
asked.

Kass smoothed down her dress as Jane made a
hasty exit, stopping in wonder.

“Oh darling,” she began taking Kass’s hands,
“You are a vision.”

Kass smiled, tears glistening in her eyes.
She said, “But it’s the first one.”

“I know, but it’s my favorite.” Jane said,
wiping a tear away. “I am so excited for you to marry my son.” She
whispered. “You are so wonderful with Hannah and I know you and
Darren will do well by our new grandbaby as well.”

Kass smiled giving a tearful, “Thank
you.”

I watched it all with a gentle smile.
“Alright dress number two from both of you,” I demanded. Their
emotions were sweet, but were making me uncomfortable.

Nothing Kass tried on even held a candle to
the first dress and I told her such repeatedly until at last she
tried it on again.

Jane had decided on a pale pink satin
sleeveless dress with delicate embroidering on the short jacket and
hem. We both sat while Kass tried on her dress again, glowing with
excitement as she exited the dressing room.

“You guys really like this one the best?” she
asked, stepping onto the platform turning around.

“You look radiant, dear,” Jane said, fluffing
out her train.

“Olie?” She asked, looking for me in the
mirror uncertainly.

I gave her a soft smile, going to stand in
front of her pulling the veil around her shoulders. “You always
look beautiful and radiant Kass,” I started, softly looking into
her bright brown eyes, “But this dress, like Darren make you happy
and for that reason alone I think it’s the one,” I told her
honestly.

She wrapped her arms around me, holding me
close while trying to fight back tears. “Thank you.”

“So does that mean we have a winner?” The
saleswoman asked hopefully.

“Yes, we will take it all, veil and jewelry,”
Jane said handing over her credit card.

“Jane – no you don’t have to do that,” Kass
said, reaching for her.

“I am well aware I don’t have to my dear, but
I want to,” Jane said, taking her hand. “Let’s get you changed. I
don’t know about you two, but I could eat a horse.”

 


Chapter 13

Checking out took forever and at the mention
of food, I was salivating. Finally, we headed out without our
dresses as we all had fitting appointments where they would be
needed again.

We had just sat down with our sandwiches when
Blake called.

“Hey,” I greeted him, happy to hear from him,
but also ready for bad news.

“I need your help with missing vampires in
Oklahoma. Can you be at home in an hour?” He asked. The background
noise was loud and distracting.

“It will be tight, but I think I can do it,”
I told him warily.

“Great,” he said, ending the call. I looked
at my phone with too many emotions and thoughts swirling around my
head.

“Everything okay?” Kass asked, not having the
advantage of shifter hearing.

“Yeah, Blake asked me to tag along to
Oklahoma to investigate missing vampires,” I told her, stowing my
phone again.

Kass nodded, “This is your third time
there?”

“Yep, something isn’t right,” I muttered. It
didn’t take a brain surgeon to make that jump of logic.

…

I picked up my car from Kass’s, said goodbye
to everyone, and was packed before Blake rushed through the
door.

“Olie!” he called out.

“Up here,” I yelled back.

He cleared the steps with his vamp speed, “I
don’t plan on being there long,” he said, raising an eyebrow at my
full bag as I kissed him.

I shrugged. “You never know, I feel better
having my stuff with me,” I answered him as he threw a few things
into a small bag.

“You ready?” he asked, picking up my bag
easily.

“I think so. I just need to take some weapons
out of my car,” I answered, following him downstairs.

Opening up the back of my SUV, Blake
whistled. “Just a few weapons?” He asked.

I shrugged. “You never know what you are
going to need.”

“Maybe we should just take your vehicle.” He
laughed as I tossed him the keys.

Sliding into the passenger seat, Blake handed
me the files of the missing vamps. “How many went missing?” I
asked, shocked at the thickness of the files.

“Six, that we know of, one was from the
Centennial House,” He answered, pulling out of the drive.

“Any of the other houses coming out to
investigate?” I asked, opening the first file.

“Yes, they have already sent their liaisons
out, but he didn’t find anything,” he stated, adding under his
breath, “which isn’t surprising.”

“Why isn’t that surprising?” I asked,
skimming the information in the file.

“The Mason house isn’t known for their
ability to handle house matters well,” Blake answered. “In the last
ten years, there have been at least two Masters that I know
of.”

I whistled. “That’s a high number for
vampires,” I stated.

“I know, which is why we have to go babysit
them.” He grunted.

I shrugged, looking out the window as the
city fell away, “Honestly, I would be going back again, something
isn’t right in that damn state.”

I read the rest of the files on our way out
there. The vampires were exceptionally thorough with phone logs for
the last week along with interviews with familiars, who were the
more modern and well treated form of a pet. There were statements
from their banks, along with additional interviews with their house
members.

“Nothing seems out of the ordinary,” I
muttered, putting the files down rubbing my burning eyes.

“Agreed,” Blake growled.

“Why were they in Miami?” I asked.

“That I do not know, but I plan to find out,”
he informed me.

As we neared town, Blake asked me, “Check
into the hotel first or head to the scene of the
disappearance?”

“Hotel,” I stated confidently, “The last
thing you want to do is check in bloody or slimy or answer
questions from prying, nosey eyes.”

Blake cracked a smile and said, “You have
experience with all of those?”

“As a matter of fact, I do,” I answered him.
“I had to convince the police I was a stunt woman for an upcoming
horror movie.”

Blake laughed and said, “I can’t believe they
bought that line.”

I smiled and said, “They wanted to believe
it, they were at the end of their shift and it didn’t take more
than a nudge to have them on their way.”

The hotel Blake stopped at was far nicer than
anything I was use. I whistled as we pulled up.

“We are doing this in vampire style,” he said
proudly before exiting the car.

I shook my head following him in as he took
care of the arrangements. The marble floor and delicate arch work
of the lobby were by far out of my price range, not to mention the
butlers who were looking for our luggage.

Blake sent me a look and I shook my head,
best to keep our limited belongings on us in case we needed a
change of clothing or a quick getaway, also learned that lesson the
hard way.

The sun had set and darkness hung in heavy
shadows between the limited street lights that disappeared
altogether as we drove from the hotel and to the site of the
disappearances.

“How did you find out about his location
again?” I asked the hairs on the back of my neck standing up with
unease as we excited my SUV. We moved to the back to gather
supplies.

“One of the missing vampires had it written
down in their phone and we were able to hack the app,” he answered,
taking inventory of my weapons collection.

I began by strapping throwing knives to my
thighs, followed by a double shoulder harness, and my guns loaded
with silver bullets. I rounded out the outfit with my favorite
dagger in the small of my back before I looked back up at
Blake.

He was watching me with humor, “Baby, I’ll
take care of you,” he teased, wrapping an arm around my waist.

I smiled up at him and said, “Never hurts to
be ready for the worst.” I informed him grabbing my head lamp and
flashlight.

He leaned down to capture my lips in a tender
kiss before closing the back of the SUV, pocketing the keys. His
demeanor changed to that of a predator in a quick movement and I
followed him, turning on just my headlamp and not the high powered
flashlight in my hand so I wouldn’t interfere with his night
vision.

“How far are we from Grove?” I asked Blake,
pushing through the thick, dense, undergrowth.

“Thirty minutes,” he responded. “I don’t
understand what six vampires would be doing out here. We are not
the camping type.” He grunted pushing away another bush.

I laughed, picturing Blake and Tate around a
campfire.

Pulling out my phone, I called O’Conner’s
precinct as Blake pushed ahead of me faster and more agile.

“Can I tell him who is calling?” asked the
woman who had previously referred to me as a prostitute.

“Hooker turned snake charmer,” I told her a
smile on my lips.

I heard her pause before connecting me.

“Snake charmer!” O’Conner greeted me.

“I thought that would get your attention,” I
answered.

“It’s certainly not every day that I get my
ass saved by a beautiful woman from a hallucination of a beautiful
woman.”

I laughed at that. “Have you heard anything
about a missing persons cases in Miami, OK?” I asked as a wet
branch slapped the bare skin of my arm.

“Let me look,” he said and I waited while I
heard the typing of keys.

“Nope, not a single missing persons there,”
he answered me. “Why, you got something?”

I sighed, not liking this. “Yeah something,
just not sure what.”

“Be careful out there,” he warned before we
hung up.

“Blake?” I called out, losing my way. He had
taken off and I was having trouble keeping up with his super
speed.

“Blake?” I tried again pushing into a small
clearing catching my breath.

He ghosted up on super speed, growling.
“Nothing.”

“What do you mean nothing?” I asked looking
around having not traveled far enough to come to that
conclusion.

“I can’t find a single trace of any vampire
here or anyone at all, except the damn animals and rain.” He
grunted, turning back the way we came.

“I think there is more going on here. Didn’t
one of the familiars say they reported to the police the vampire
was missing?”

He blasted back on vamp speed, unsettling me
as I pushed over a log. He helped me, reigning in his annoyance at
being assigned this case and not working on the family pet
problems.

“Yes.” He waited for me to elaborate.

“I called the officer I worked with for the
giant snakes and he said no one was reported missing here.” I
informed him.

“That is odd,” He muttered before looking
back down at me. “What do you think is going on?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know, but I’m
betting it’s related to the shifter ring I took out along with the
snakes. It feels like someone or something is playing with me.” I
sighed.

Blake slowed his pace coming even with me as
we walked back.

“Where to now?”

“Back to the beginning. Logan and Darren are
going to be there in a few hours, let’s head down to meet them in
Vinita,” I answered him, watching my feet closely.

I didn’t hear the attack and didn’t sense
anything wrong as a pale vampire face, drawn with hunger emerged
into my line of site. His gaunt body was illuminated in my headlamp
as I looked up. His eyes frosted over with the madness that can
sometimes claim a vampire. His mouth was open and his fangs reached
for my jugular. I dropped to the ground, pulling out a gun as I
went before firing into him.

I hit one heart I was sure as the creature,
no long rational, was slow to come at me again. I aimed, blowing
out a steading breath, and fired twice more. No need to waste ammo,
I thought as he went down into a pile of ash.

Staying low, I searched for the high powered
flashlight I had dropped in favor of my gun. While the light would
undoubtedly make me a target, I was worse off not being able to see
and I was hoping the sudden change from night vision to blinding
light would help gain me an advantage over whatever else was hiding
in the bushes.

Finally, my hand gripped the rubber handle
pushing on the high-powered light. I focused on keeping my
breathing even as I pulled my second gun out taking a moment to
survey in a circle around me.

Nothing moved and nothing stirred the
undergrowth, giving away movement. Something was deadly wrong.

“Blake,” I whispered, knowing his vampire
hearing would pick me up if he was close by.

Not a sound prevailed. Chewing on my bottom
lip, I shouldered a gun, exchanging it for the light I was going to
need as a terrible joke played in my head. How do you bait a
vampire? With a missing vampire.

Sweeping the gloom with the bright white
light, I focused my intent, not allowing the worry creeping in to
settle.

I was going to find Blake.

To my left, the underbrush was damaged and an
aspen tree was sporting a dark liquid spot that was seeping down.
Bingo.

I swept the area again watching for
reflective eyes and finding none, picked my way over the fallen
tree branches. I touched the blood smattered with what appeared to
be brain matter. It wasn’t Blake’s. When vampires haven’t fed,
their blood darkens into a black sludge, which was exactly what I
was looking at here.

It just didn’t make any sense. Rouge vampires
were usually well fed, eating life stock, wild life, human beings,
and supernatural folks until someone put them down. They sure as
hell didn’t abduct other vampires.

What the hell was going on here?

How long had it been since the vampires had
disappeared? It took longer than a few days to starve a vampire to
the condition of the one I had just dispatched.

Blowing out a breath, I set down my
flashlight, pulling out my phone and dialed.

“What?” Tate growled on the other end.

“We have a problem. I think we just walked
into a trap,” I told him softly, not needing to draw attention to
myself.

“Please tell me this is a horrible joke,”
Tate stated, exhausted.

“Not so much. Can you track his phone?” I
asked, sweeping the area in front of me holding the phone with my
shoulder.

“How many were there?” he growled.

“I killed the one that came after me, but I
am guessing at least three to take Blake down,” I muttered moving
forward into the brush, crunching it under my feet looking if I
could find another hint to the trail. The vamps would move faster
than me, even with the extra burden of an uncooperative
vampire.

There was silence on the phone and I was
hoping Tate was doing as I had asked. Moving forward through the
trampled underbrush, I searched the area again moving past the tree
to another smatter of darkened blood soaking into the dry
twigs.

Shifting the light up from my crouched
position, I scanned the area in front of me. My light was not
reaching far enough to see the next patch of blood.

“Have you found him?” I whispered into my
phone, wishing for that hands-free set Tommy was harassing me to
get.

“Almost. Put this call up,” Tate commanded
and I could see him in the technology room ordering everyone around
in my mind’s eye.

“Triangulate Blake’s cell phone,” Tate’s
voice sounded farther away, yet just as clear.

I tuned out the other voices talking back and
forth as I scanned the area yet again looking for a clue. The
ground was trampled in multiple directions as though they had split
up at this point. One set had to be different, heavier than the
rest, yet in the trampled dry twigs I couldn’t see a
difference.

Blowing out a breath, I sent my beam as far
as I could down each path. I didn’t like this. Rouge vampires
shouldn’t be this intelligent. They also shouldn’t form an alliance
with one another.

“Have you ever heard of rouge vamps working
together?” I asked Tate.

The noise on the other end of the phone line
died down.

“What did you just say?” Tate asked.

“Do I really need to repeat myself?” I asked
annoyed.

“No,” Tate said, the shock leaving his voice.
“I have never in my long life ever heard of rogues working
together.”

“How about being intelligent or smart enough
to split up?” I asked.

“You need back up,” Tate answered.

“Probably, but I am not waiting around and
risking Blake’s undead life. Can you guide me to him?” I asked,
losing patience at not moving as I swung the beam from one path to
the next.

“Yes,” Tate answered me before ordering his
people into motion again.

Another deep breath on the phone and then I
had instructions. “Head north Olivia,” Tate informed me.

Looking down at my watch, I turned until I
hit north moving quickly. I debated holstering my gun, eventually
deciding to stow my fire power, while it made me feel better having
it out, I would move faster having a free hand. If the rogues
hadn’t attacked yet, it wasn’t me they were after.

That also didn’t make any damn sense, but as
the air demigod had said, he was the God of Chaos, if in fact my
hunch was correct and both the attack in St Ann and the problems in
Oklahoma were related. My gut demanded that they were.

“What is taking you so long?” Tate demanded
through clenched teeth.

I ignored that comment as I hauled myself
over a fallen tree, scampering up to untangle myself from the tree
branches that tied around my feet before forging on. The ground was
trampled down and it created a path to follow, even as branches
slapped against my skin and face.

My vision and focus narrowed only to the beam
ahead of me in the down trodden path as I pushed to a jog, which
was dangerous, but Blake’s life was on the line, screw caution.

“Am I on track?” I asked between ragged
breaths.

“So far,” Tate growled. “We are contacting
the Mason House to back you up.”

“Are you certain that is a good idea?” I
asked. “Blake didn’t seem to trust the investigation they performed
and given the fact we just walked into a trap I am inclined to
agree,” I muttered, stretching my legs to clear the distance.

“What else am I supposed to do Olivia?” Tate
growled.

I sighed as I hit another fork in the road.
“Fuck there are more than I fucking thought.” I groaned, holding
the light to each path.

“Which way, Tate?” I asked hurriedly.

“West,” a female voice stated clearly.

Checking my watch, I moved quickly as the
underbrush cleared away, shards of moonlight filtering down to
light my path. I broke into a full sprint, the flashlight in my
hand jarring with my pace as the path curved.

I missed the downward slope of the path,
skidding on my ass down the dirt ravine.

“Fuck,” I hissed, the flashlight jarring out
of my hand along with my cell phone.

I blew out a breath looking first to my left
down the muddy ditch and then to the right where a giant tunnel was
nestled into the side of the ditch.

“What the fuck is that doing way out here?” I
muttered.

My flashlight had fallen across the ditch and
I moved to retrieve it, sending the slash of light out in hopes of
finding my phone.

My heart sunk when I did. The screen was
destroyed. As I bent to pick it up, I pushed against the buttons,
hoping for some sign of life. Nothing but the glare of my headlamp
glimmered back at me. I threw it down, annoyed with myself for
losing my help.

Pushing my mind away from the hopelessness
that threatened to swarm me and my inability to help Blake, I moved
toward the tunnel. The mouth of the gaping black hole was at least
four feet off the ground and I stared down at the claw marks on the
bottom of the thick black metal. Absently running my fingers over
the coarse groves as I lifted the light into the darkness, I found
nothing but rats scurrying out of the glare.

Blowing out a breath, I whispered, “Here goes
nothing.”

Setting the flashlight on the rim, I pulled
myself up, leaving a hand against the throwing knives on my thighs.
My guns would give me distance, but the ricochet in such a small
space was more a danger to me than them. Slowly I made my way
forward, shining my light around the circular tunnel leery of
missing a turn off.

Claw marks guided me. Deep ridges gouged the
metal and I was certain they were from Blake. The puddles of dark
blood were more prevalent here as well. It was only a matter of
time before I encountered the nest and I was would be a fool not to
be worried how many I would encounter.

If three or possibly four could incapacitate
Blake, they were stronger than the average rogue and I was in
trouble. Story of my life.

Blowing out a breath, I followed the path
straight until it bloomed into a large cavern. Moonlight streamed
down from above and in its path, I could see scrawny, naked,
creamy-skinned vampires bouncing from wall to wall.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered. I wasn’t going to
count, I told myself sternly as I decided that now was a perfect
time for my guns.

The noise of my flashlight dropping into the
eerie silence immediately drew the attention of amber eyes that
twisted toward me as I pulled both my guns in one swift move.
Hissing, spitting, and mad with blood lust, they attacked, all at
once.

The sparks from my guns lit the darkness,
temporarily blinding me. I fired two shots, each one in each heart.
I had zero ammo left to spare and more deranged vampires than I
could easily handle. I took out the two who had been gallivanting
in the moonlight coming at me directly.

I turned to my left, firing before I aimed,
at such a close range I felt the spit from the vampire, hissing for
my blood before he or she turned to ash.

“Right, Olivia!” Blake’s voice rang out and I
breathed a sigh of relief turning to fire into the oncoming
vampire. That was four down and one alive boyfriend. I like those
odds.

Stepping into the nest of the beast, I
emptied my guns into the next two vampires, ending one while the
second hissed and writhed on the floor. Pulling the dagger from the
small of my back, I thrust it into its chest until the noise
stopped and ash coated my hands.

Turning, I plunged the same blade deep into
the chest of another rouge landing on my ass from the force of his
attack, skidding across the ground I pushed the blade up screaming
with the effort as my back slammed against the cavern wall.

The rouge pushed forward, driving the blade
deeper into its hearts until, with a shocked expression and a
gurgle, it also turned to ash.

I rolled, blinking rapidly to clear the ash
from my eyes. How many was that six, seven? I guess I should have
counted in the beginning.

“Blake?” I called out.

“Here!” he responded as I made my way toward
his voice.

“Do you see anymore?” I asked, coughing up
ash.

“Yeah, but they’re in chains,” he said
lowly.

My vision finally cleared. I found him
shackled to wall. “Can you break it?” I asked, running my hands
over the inscriptions as I bent down to look at it.

“I think its magic,” he groaned.

I nodded, standing back up, hands on my hips
as the other vampires hissed and spat, trying to get at us.

“Hey, I think I have a lead on the missing
vampires,” I teased him, smiling my heart easing now that I was
close to him.

He laughed, rubbing a hand over his quickly
healing face. “Yeah me too.”

“You should call Tate. He was sending in
reinforcements and we will need a mage now to get you out.” I
informed him, poking around the rest of the cavern.

He groaned. “Please tell me you didn’t tell
him I got captured.”

“Sorry, I needed him to track your phone.” I
picked up human bones. “These rogues aren’t like anything I have
ever seen before, organized and working together.”

“What is it?”

“I think this is the exact same thing I
destroyed the first time in Oklahoma, only this time someone
figured out how to make rogue vampires.” I brought him the human
bones.

He looked down at the teeth marks and back up
at me.

“Yeah I already know. Vampires go crazy if
they feast on human flesh,” I informed him, waiving away his
concern.

He nodded slowly, “How did you know
that?”

“Long story,” I answered, not wanting to get
into it right now.

“The question is who else knows that
information, aside from vampires?” I asked him.

He shook his head, twisting the bone in his
grasp. “I don’t know.”

 


Chapter 14

I stayed close to Blake and honestly I didn’t
want to. The rogue vampires made me uneasy even though they were
all secured with the same manacle and chain to the cavern wall. If
Blake hadn’t talked me out of ending them, I’d feel a whole lot
better now.

Noises from the tunnel across the cavern had
us both watching closely. I no longer had the help of night vision
or my head lamp and flashlight that had been ruined in the
fight.

Blake called something in a foreign language
I didn’t understand and was answered in the same language.

“Vampire secret code?” I asked
sarcastically.

“Something like that,” Blake agreed.

A white-haired, violet-eyed mage stepped into
the room carefully moving around the piles of ash. She was small in
stature, but her power vibrated against my skin uncomfortably as
she made a direct line toward us.

Behind her, cloaked in darkness, other
vampires arrived, but I couldn’t draw my attention off the older
woman. Her violet eyes peered into my soul as she stopped before me
with a raised eyebrow.

“Olivia, you are in the way,” Blake chided me
pushing me gently.

“Oh, sorry,” I said moving quickly out of the
way and into the center of the cavern.

“What happened here?” A short dark-haired
vampire asked me, decked out in a complete leather ensemble. I
would be lying if I wasn’t mildly jealous.

“Oh you know, we just took a long romantic
stroll in the woods,” I began, dusting the ash off of my jeans.

The vampire raised an eyebrow as I continued
my tale.

Eventually, Blake came to stand next to me,
rubbing dried blood off his face, finally freed of the magic
chains.

“She is telling the truth, Val,” he said,
naming the vampire in front of me.

“Rogues do not think, they do not kidnap, nor
do they work together.” Val said, turning pale under her natural
creamy vamp skin.

“These ones do,” Blake said seriously.
“Catalog and bring along the contents of the cavern. This isn’t
done with.”

…

I was thankful we didn’t have to sit around
and wait for the process to be completed as we lumbered up the
slope back toward the car.

“A romantic walk?” Blake asked laughing.

“Yeah, don’t you take all your dates on walks
in remote locations, followed by hide and seek?” I teased.

He laughed, pulling me close brushing the
dirt from my face, “Only the special ones.” Before he kissed me
gently.

“Thank you, Olivia,” he said seriously,
searching my green eyes, “You have saved me over and over again,
always throwing yourself into the fire without thought for
yourself.”

I shrugged, leaning into his embrace. “You
are worth it.” I told him before kissing him again.

He groaned as we continued on back to the
car. I was dependent upon his perfect night vision even with the
tendrils of moonlight slipping between the trees, it was slow
going.

Back at the car, I lumbered in, the back of
my neck and back starting to ache from my run in with the cave
wall. “Hotel?” I asked Blake hopefully. I was ready to shower and
sleep this adventure off.

“Hotel.” He agreed, tapping his fingers
against the steering wheel deep in thought.

…

I slept deeply, my body needing the rest
after the chase and demolition of the rogues. I was thankful I
walked away with just a bruised back. Rogue bites were something
terrible - not only going for blood, they would tear chunks of meat
off a living creature.

As comfortable as the hotel bed was
eventually, my eyes refused to stay shut as I looked blearily
around the room. I knew Blake wasn’t in bed with me from the
keyboard on his laptop clicking. He made a delicious sight sitting
in only a pair of pajama pants scowling at said laptop.

“You face is going to get stuck that way,” I
informed him, my voice harsh from sleep.

He gave a soft laugh, clicking rapidly away
on the keyboard as I pushed up into a sitting position. My hair was
matted and stuck out at awkward angles from sleeping on it wet, but
I couldn’t bring myself to care. Cleaning off the grime of that
place was heavenly last night.

“We need to get you a new phone,” Blake
reminded me still busy with his laptop.

“Uh huh,” I answered, pulling the covers off
of me.

Blake sighed, still not looking up at me as I
padded across the floor in only a t-shirt. Pressing a finger
against the top of his laptop, I closed it with a click, enjoying
the surprise that flashed across his face, followed by a knowing
grin.

“Your back still hurt?” He asked, pushing his
chair back giving me room to straddle him.

“Uh huh.” I answered, fisting his black hair
before I pressed our lips together, enjoying the feeling his strong
body beneath me.

…

Once my back felt better, I showered again,
blow drying my wild locks and devouring the room service Blake
ordered.

It was earlier than I enjoyed being awake and
I told Blake such as we drove out to the Mason House.

“You’ll survive,” he informed me dryly.

The Mason House was nothing like Centennial
House. A farm house on the outskirts of town complete with a broken
down log fence lacked the upscale luxury I had come to associate
with vampires.

“You sure this is the right place?” I asked
Blake, looking back at the ranch style building.

“Certain,” he stated, confidently walking to
the dusty dull brown door.

A butler answered before we even knocked,
complete with a suit, a towel draped over his arm, and suitable
British accent.

“This way please, Val is expecting you,” he
stated, turning from the door as we followed him in.

The interior of the house was unremarkable
and unlived in. I followed along as the butler punched in a code on
what appeared to be the party door. It slid open, revealing a sleek
metal elevator. Blake stepped forward and I followed him
impressed.

“Someone has watched Batman too many times,”
I whispered, laughing.

Shaking his head, he gave me a grin before
wrapping an arm around my waist pulling me close to him. “I know,”
he answered, laughter coloring his words as he inhaled deeply at
the base on my neck, his powerful chest pressed against my
back.

Too soon, the doors opened into an immense
metal room, complete with a high ceiling, fake daylight and
vampires hustling around.

“This floor has got to be a bitch to clean,”
I muttered as we stepped off the elevator.

Blake laughed as Val looked up from her
paperwork, still dressed in the same leathers as last night only a
white lab coat thrown over the ensemble.

“Nice of you to finally join us,” Val stated
blandly, roving over our rested and clean appearances. Turning, she
lead the way into the underground, metal fortress.

Blake and I followed her quick pace down a
long hallway and into the lab she entered. “So as I emailed you,
this is everything we found,” she stated, indicating two long
tables stretching out the length of the room.

Heaving a sigh, I looked down into the boxes
of human remains pushing it aside as I fumbled through the rest of
the items. A broken crate, scraps of paper, and the chains were by
far the most interesting items there.

“Did the mage examine these?” I asked,
looking up at Val.

“She did,” Val stated guardedly.

“What did she find?” I asked, pressing the
subject.

Val sighed, not looking up from her
paperwork. She replied, “I’m not cleared to share that with
you.”

I groaned. Vampire politics.

“When is your Master available?” I asked with
a sigh.

Val looked at Blake than to me, “Our Master
will only release the information to Tate.”

Blake growled lowly, “Tate is in meetings
until tomorrow.”

Val shifted uncomfortably, probably already
knowing that.

I sighed. “Take a picture Blake. We can show
it to Jerry and see what he thinks.” I turned to look at Val,
“Until Tate can be reached.”

Anger shimmered off Blake in hot waves, “We
were promised full cooperation,” he hissed through clenched
teeth.

Val looked at me again and I understood.
“It’s me Blake. They don’t want to share the information with
me.”

Val almost looked apologetic. “Why?” Blake
asked her, pressing the issue.

“There is talk that she knows what the human
remains do. That she already knows too much about our kind,” Val
finished.

I shrugged and said “I’ll wait for you
upstairs,” heading out the way we came.

He caught my arm, angry at my treatment.
“Relax, this isn’t new,” I said with a sad smile. Not new at all.
No one wanted my help, until I was the only help left, but it also
helped me jack up my prices. Desperation was a fantastic
negotiation strategy.

I made my way alone to the elevator which
thankfully opened once I stepped in front of it, sparing my ego
from having to go for help from Val. Based on the high tech
cameras, I assumed security was only too happy to send me back
topside. Whatever.

The butler looked surprised to see me back so
soon and without my companion.

“Can I hang out here until my ride is
finished?” I asked him, stepping back into the country home.

“Why of course, my dear child,” he said,
ushering me into the living room.

I didn’t even have my phone to play with, I
realized with a sigh, but I had plenty to sort though. Something or
someone was responsible for creating the rogue vampires the chains
alone told me that much. That someone could easily start kidnapping
vamps again.

I chewed on my nail and thought, just as that
same person could begin again with the shifters.

Assuming it was the same person or thing. I
was making a leap based on the evidence and a gut feeling.

I didn’t see how the snakes factored into all
of this though, unless the reason the bodies weren’t found was
because that’s how the shifter ring was being populated by the
alluring hallucinations.

So the question remained, what was strong
enough to capture both vampire and shifter alike? Who had an
understanding of how to use magic chains and knew the vampires deep
dark secret?

I sure as shit didn’t know, but I was going
to find out. At least this problem I could solve. I could hunt down
and kill the beings responsible, unlike Blake’s family
problems.

I don’t know how long I brooded upstairs,
staring out the bay window asking myself pointless questions I
couldn’t answer and guessing about the source of the problem, but
eventually Blake made an appearance.

“Ready?” he asked me tensely.

“Yep,” I answered, stretching as I followed
him outside waving goodbye to the butler.

Once the car doors closed, he scoffed, “They
didn’t know shit.”

I laughed. “Or they’re hiding the
information,” I offered.

He shook his head, “Maybe, possibly. I hope
they are not as dim witted as they seemed.” He said shaking his
head, “But I doubt it.”

“Grams called while I was down there, the
store has your replacement phone ready and waiting,” he said,
peering at me.

I laughed. “I didn’t check in for a week once
due to a missing phone and the woman about had my head, we should
probably take care of that sooner rather than later.”

“Where do you think we are headed now?” He
smiled.

“I was hoping to the mage that freed
you?”

“You are in luck. Her shop is only a mile
from the phone store.” Blake grinned.

“Indeed I am.” I wished Jerry was still here.
I trusted him. I was undecided if I trusted old violet eyes.

…

I wasn’t sure if it was a good thing the guy
at the phone store was terrified of us or not, but it made getting
in and out very efficient.

We walked over to the mage’s shop, which
advertised itself as a herb emporium, according to the sign painted
across the glass window. Everything looked delicate as Blake and I
crossed the threshold and I was slightly worried about touching
anything. I was also instantly captivated by all the shiny
objects.

“Blake,” the mage greeted, coming out from
behind a beaded curtain in the back as the bell announced our
presences. “I thought I would be seeing you again.”

“Mae, this is Olivia. We were hoping to ask
you a few questions regarding the shackles you freed me from,”
Blake stated professionally.

Mae smiled and said, “Please come into my
office.” She turned around as the beads rustled against each
other.

Blake and I shared a look before I shrugged
and we followed her. It was far darker in the back room. There was
a small circular table with a crystal ball elegantly adorning the
pristine white table cloth.

“Sit,” Mae said and pointed, with a hand
glimmering with rings as she took a seat across from us. Pushing up
her purple sleeves, she asked, “The shackles are what bring you
here?” she asked, knowledge and mirth dancing in her eyes.

“Yes,” Blake answered, shifting
uncomfortably. “We were hoping they might give us a lead on whoever
organized the rogue vampires.”

Mae steepled her hands, looking over at Blake
for a long time before speaking, “That is not the question you
heart wishes to have answered.”

I watched Blake tense up, his jaw clenching
as he stared back at the mage.

“I already have my answer to the other
matter,” he gritted out.

“As you say,” Mae taunted him before
returning her gaze to me. “The shackles were poorly done by someone
with a limited knowledge of our ways, a new witch perhaps, but not
a mage.”

I nodded. Mages prided themselves on their
crafts and typically were specialized. They also didn’t believe in
covens as witches did.

“Is there a way to track the magic used?” I
asked.

Mae thought for a moment, tilting her head
from side to side before answering, “Had they not been as used as
they were I would say yes, but given all the pain and suffering
energy they absorbed I would think not.”

I nodded again looking to Blake if he had any
additional questions, but he was silent and I could see the
conflict on his face as he debated asking Mae what he really wanted
to know.

“Perhaps it is best you if wait out front,”
Mae said to me gently.

I nodded, taking myself out of her office and
back into the shop, perusing the endless items for sale. I kept my
mind on my current case and not on what Blake was asking and the
anger on why I yet again had to leave.

Blake pushed out from the beaded curtain a
few minutes later and rushed to the car. I followed him, yelling,
“What the hell is going on?”

“You need to take me to the airport. I have
to get back to St Ann,” he bellowed at me, running to the car. Hot
on his heels, I tried to keep up and thankfully he waited for me
before speeding away from the curb.

“You want to tell me what happened?” I asked,
holding on to the door handle for dear life.

“I can’t,” he grunted, slamming me into the
side of the vehicle with his next turn.

I was silent for the duration of our
journey.

Slamming the car into park and grabbing his
bag, he gave me a quick kiss and dashed off. I was certainly glad
that I had convinced him to follow my usual routine and pack
everything back up.

I watched him for a moment, disappointment
swelling inside of me. Our time together on this case was brief,
but enjoyable as I scooted over to the driver’s seat. It was time
to go to Vinita and see what the brothers had dug up.

 


Chapter 15

I stifled a yawn as Darren, Logan, and I
waited for the detective in charge of the investigation into the
shifter ring I had busted up. Taking a lazy look around the room, I
had decided Vinita, OK was designed and decorated by the same
person with the same miserable taste as in St. Ann. Dull colors and
unimpressive decorations. Personally, I was amazed the thin metal
chairs under Darren and Logan hadn’t collapsed.

“Why are we in an interrogation room?” Darren
hissed under his breath, hardly moving his lips.

“They don’t trust us,” I told him, kicking my
legs out under the table, my back to the double glass window where
I was certain they were watching us.

“Logan, stop staring at them,” Darren
warned.

“I do not like being kept waiting,” he
informed Darren, not bothering to lower his voice.

“So sorry we are interfering with your busy
day, your highness,” I told him, pulling out my new ringing cell
phone from my jacket pocket.

“Hey babe,” I answered, happy and surprised
to hear from Blake so soon. I had texted him asking for
information, but thought his ‘family problems’ would push it to the
back burner.

“I have that information you asked for,”
Blake said, clearly distracted.

Pulling the random pad of paper to me, I
accepted the pen from Darren before saying, “I’m ready.”

“In a ten mile radius around the camp you
found, missing persons cases have been up by ten percent in the
last six months compared to last year. A larger radius of
twenty-five miles gives an increase of twenty-three percent in the
last six months.”

“Are they all human?” I asked, shifting the
phone.

“As far as I can tell, but vampires wouldn’t
report to the authorities a missing person and shifters well, they
all look the same.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Darren and Logan
both turned to me.

“They’re with you now?” Blake said, laughing
on his end.

“Yeah, we’ve been waiting for-” I checked my
indestructible watch, “fifteen minutes and Logan is ready to haul
them through the double-sided glass. Can you send the list over to
Logan’s side and we get can verification if any are shifters?”

Blake paused as noise in the background
demanded his attention. He sighed, a very human sound before
returning his attention back to me.

“Done. You good for now?” he asked
strained.

“Yeah. You need me when I get back?” I asked,
worried about what was happening on his end.

“I always do,” he growled, sending heat to my
belly.

I couldn’t help but smile into the phone.
“I’ll be home soon,” I told him softly, ending the call.

Tapping the pen against the paper, I looked
down at the numbers. I forgot to ask the ratio of male to females,
I realized.

Logan had his phone out and I assumed he was
checking the email from Blake. He asked me, “How does he get his
information so quickly?”

“They have an entire room of tech and a staff
devoted to it. It’s quite impressive,” I told him.

Logan grunted and kept staring at the
glass.

“What do you think it means?” Darren asked,
leaning forward to look at my scratch, having heard both sides of
the conversation easily.

“They are a well organized group of sickos.”
I sighed, feeling my stress level increase. “I probably didn’t kill
all of them off.” I realized that more women were being brutalized
and raped. I had failed them.

Clamping down on those emotions quickly, I
shoved them away for another day, replacing it with confidence. I
would figure this out, I would end it.

“This isn’t your fault,” Darren told me
earnestly.

I gave him a rueful smile. No it wasn’t, but
that didn’t mean I felt any less responsible.

“How long are we going to wait here?” Logan
growled at me.

I shrugged and said, “At least another ten
minutes.”

Logan glared at me, drumming his fingers
against the table for the entire seven minutes and twenty-three
seconds until my phone rang. I was having a hard time keeping a
straight face as I answered, smiling at Logan.

“The cops’ missing person system has been
hacked,” Jerry informed me.

“Really?” I asked, sitting up straighter.
Jerry had tagged along with the brothers after hearing about the
shackles we had found.

“The missing person reports that Blake found
don’t even show up on their end,” Jerry informed me. I heard the
clicking of keys in the background.

“That would explain a lot,” I muttered.

“It also means someone is on the take on the
inside,” Logan said, slamming his fist against the table and
storming out of the room.

“He is right,” Jerry said.

I sighed. “Yep, he sure is,” I groaned,
standing. “I’ll be out in a second.” I ended the call following the
hot headed kitty.

Darren followed me out, but we didn’t get far
as Logan was facing off with several detectives and uniformed
officers in the hallway blocking my progress.

A white-faced clerk came up behind us, taking
the scene in. “Hi, is there a way around this?” I asked waving my
hand in the general vicinity of overcharged testosterone.

He shook his head, eyes still glued to the
shifter on the edge.

“Thanks,” I responded, turning back to the
scene shoving out the air in my lungs.

Moving around Logan’s crossed arms, I watched
everyone track my movement in my black leathers. “So you guys got
hacked, “I started gracefully.

“Bullshit,” the one in the front sneered.

“I do appreciate the healthy amount of the
fear you boys have for us, but you are currently in my way,” I
finished. I had tried to integrate with Mercer and that hadn’t
ended well, so keeping them fearful was probably going to be a
better solution this time. Unless they shot me.

“You are in our precinct,” said the loud
mouth.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“Travis,” he said crossing his arms lifting
his chin.

“Travis, have you ever seen what a pissed off
shifter can do?” I asked, leaning forward my eyes dancing with
trouble.

“You don’t scare me,” he ground out between
clenched teeth.

Throwing my head back, I laughed holding my
stomach, “That is comical, darling. Really.”

I felt Logan’s anger relaxing behind me.
“Emotions have scents, like sex, and shifters have amazingly
enhanced sniffers, but even I can pick up on it without that
advantage. You are scared, a few of you are terrified. The anger
came later,” I said, tapping my lip with an index finger. “If I
were to guess, someone got you riled up, said we were terrible
monsters, blah blah blah, the demon word got thrown around, and
then he or she left you to stew.” I ended very close to Travis.

Travis’ face paled and I patted his shoulder,
moving him aside, “I am going to need to know who that was,” I
whispered in his ear, moving past them to Jerry.

I found Jerry chatting up a young officer,
who was totally unaware he had been duped. Sitting down on the desk
next to him, I smiled, “What do you have for me?” I asked as the
officer moved away quickly. Yep they thought I was a demon. I
should just start calling myself that, maybe it would gain me more
respect than succubus.

“About damn time,” he muttered, dark fingers
flying across the keyboard in front of him.

“I was busy making friends!” I scolded
him.

His disbelieving look made me smile.

“Where are the other two?” he asked
warily.

I shrugged unconcerned, “Probably still
making friends.”

“I can’t take you people anywhere,” he
mumbled under his breath.

“That’s accurate,” I agreed, leaning over to
see the flashing computer screen.

He sighed, “We are going to need their tech
team to figure out where the hack came from.”

“I’m not sure we can trust their tech team,”
I muttered, looking back down where Logan and Darren were still in
a heated debate. “But I think I know another way to find a
lead.”

Jerry turned to see the high tensions behind
us before looking in disbelief at me, “You are going to need to
bust out the big guns for that one.”

“Just be patient,” I muttered.

...

It took the rest of the day and part of the
night before Travis left the precinct. Jerry had stayed with me for
the long and tedious stakeout while Darren and Logan went to
interview the family members of the missing shifters.

“Here we go,” I muttered, starting the
SUV.

“There isn’t a guaranteed Travis will do
anything but go home,” Jerry informed me for the hundredth
time.

“True,” I answered.

“And home may have a wife and kids,” Jerry
stated.

“Maybe,” I muttered, “But he doesn’t seem
like the wife and kids type.”

My hunch played out to be accurate as Travis
pulled into a dive bar. Pulling off my jacket, I slipped the dagger
at my back under my shirt before turning to Jerry. “I shouldn’t be
long.”

Jerry shook his head. “Don’t kill anyone,” He
warned.

Quickly, I crossed the darkened street,
fluffing my hair as best I could. I wouldn’t need much to seduce
the information from Travis, of that I was certain. The worn wooden
door creaked in my hand opening to a very small, yet well taken
care of bar.

The actual bar stood along the left wall
decorated with bottles behind it. To my right were dimly lit
booths, worn but not falling apart and at the end of the bar was my
target Travis who as speaking to someone else. My plan had been to
take him head on, but given that there was another party in the
mix, I debated sliding in toward the front so I could keep an eye
on him in the glass behind the bar.

A salt and pepper haired man, worn by the sun
and age stepped up to me and asked, “What’ll it be?”

I’m not getting a margarita here, I thought.
“Whisky on the rocks,” I ordered to his cool, disbelieving gaze. He
filled my order, placing the glass on a napkin on front of me,
watching me closely. Without breaking his gaze, I picked up the
short glass taking a sip.

He smiled when the amber liquid went down
without causing me to cough or turn red. Bracing his hands on
either side of bar, he asked, “You looking for trouble?”

I smiled slowly, before leaning forward
slightly, “What makes you think I am looking?” I murmured.

He leaned forward and I inhaled the scent of
pine needles and alcohol, shifter. “I am aware of who you are,” he
whispered right back and I couldn’t help the widespread grin on my
face.

“So are you pro succubus or against?” I
asked, watching him closely.

His cool demeanor broke and he returned my
smile. “Sweetheart, with what you have been pulling lately, I am
pro all the way.” He turned serious again, “Although given why you
were in our fair state of Oklahoma last, it does also worry
me.”

I nodded understanding. “I don’t think what I
finished here is done with and I think that man down on the end has
a name I need.”

“Travis?” He asked softly, not needing to
take a look down.

“Yes, someone made sure the detectives and
officers at the precinct were fired up when Logan, Darren, and I
arrived. Not to mention that the missing person’s database is
lacking those who were taken by the ring.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You think it was a
cop?”

I shrugged, taking another sip of whisky
enjoying the taste, “It’s the obvious assumption. Someone riled
them up and someone made sure those reports disappeared.”

The barkeep nodded looking down when Travis
yelled for another drink, smashing his empty glass against the bar.
I watched his eyes flicker in annoyance as his beast made its
displeasure known before he moved down to refill his glass.

I had planned on seducing the information
from Travis, but beating him was starting to sound like a fantastic
idea. I would have to wait for him to leave though and I wasn’t in
a particularly patient mood.

The barkeep made it back down to me, “What’s
your name anyways?” I asked, curious since I couldn’t keep calling
him barkeep in my head forever.

He smiled, “Anson and I think the man you are
looking for is down with Travis right now.”

It took all my considerable willpower not to
march down there and haul his pathetic ass outside for a one on
one. Anson raised an eyebrow at me as my hand tightened around the
glass, “Patience is not one of my virtues,” I admitted.

He looked down the bar as Travis and his
companion grew louder, “From the sounds of it, they’ll be here most
of the night.”

I groaned.

Thankfully Anson’s prediction wasn’t accurate
as they left for a strip club a few hours later. Quickly, I paid
for my drink and ran to Jerry who was waiting outside, sliding into
the passenger seat.

“About damn time,” he muttered.

“Follow that cab. The man we want is in there
with Travis,” I told him excitedly.

“You smell like whisky,” he muttered.

“I should, I did have a drink,” I answered,
not bothered by my alcohol consumption.

“I’m jealous,” Jerry said and sighed.

“I’ll ask for a to-go cup next time,” I told
him laughing.

“For you, they would probably accommodate,”
he informed me, carefully following the cabby in front of us that
was making a quick right turn.

Jerry did an excellent job following the cab
driver. We pulled up down the street of a neon lit strip club as
Travis and his friend stumbled out.

I turned to Jerry uncertain of how to frame
my request. “So, I bet they have whisky inside,” I tried with a
fake smile.

He turned to me, his dark eyes regarding me
disbelieving. “You want me, a gay man to go into a strip club?”

“It will be too noticeable if I go in,” I
tried, explaining without whining.

Jerry heaved a sigh, watching the entrance
again before turning to me, “You are lucky that strippers love me,”
he said grinning.

I shoved him good-naturedly towards the door.
“Now, give me your money,” he said, raising his eyebrows.

I obliged him, handing over my cash
reserves.

…

Have we discussed that I am not a patient
person? Because waiting in the SUV for hours, was fucking painful.
Luckily across the street was a twenty-four hour minimart where I
stocked up on sour gummy worms, crackers, and soda.

I ate everything within less than two hours
and the only thing it gave me was a stomachache and a sugar
high.

Around two a.m., Jerry finally exited the
establishment, drunkenly staggering to the passenger door. I
watched him the from the driver’s side, silently laughing as he
pulled himself up before roughly closing the door.

“I got what you need, just take me to the
hotel,” he pleaded, curling up into a ball.

“You need to throw up, you better give me
warning,” I informed him as he waved me off.

“Where is the hotel anyways?” I muttered,
pulling out my phone to call Darren. He didn’t answer so I tried
Logan instead.

“Hello?” he grunted.

“Where are you staying at?” I asked him.

“What could you possibly want?” Logan grunted
at me.

“The address of your hotel,” I told him,
again irritated I had to repeat myself.

He grunted and I could hear the sheets
pulling over his body as he moved clicking on a light, “What the
hell are you doing anyways?”

“Trying to get a drunk Jerry back to the
hotel,” I told him again tensely.

“Why is Jerry drunk?” he muttered rummaging
through papers.

“Cause ‘trippers love me!” Jerry bellowed
rolling the widow down.

“Forget I asked,” Logan said, reading off the
address. “Do you need your own room?” Logan asked.

“Yeah, I’ll get one when I get there.” I
answered, yawning.

“Don’t bother,” Logan said, rolling again, “I
have an extra room next to mine.”

“Why?” I asked, my eyes narrowing as I made
my way to the hotel.

“I assumed you would need one,” Logan stated,
“And it’s far easier to pay for your lodging directly than being
billed triple the cost later.”

I laughed. “Babysitting services are not
cheap,” I informed him.

“Don’t wake me when you get here,” he
muttered before ending the call.

…

As in Miami, this hotel was by far nicer than
anything I typically booked myself into. While I normally would
have heeded Logan’s advice about not waking him, oh yeah let’s be
honest, I enjoyed pounding on his door after I put Jerry to
bed.

“What?” he growled.

“I need the key for the room!” I yelled back
far louder than necessary.

Grumbling met my demands as I tried not to
laugh. A door opened behind me and I turned to see Darren.

“Olivia, you sure know how to make an
entrance,” he told me, leaning against the door frame.

“Hey Darren,” I greeted him, smiling
widely.

“You get any leads?” Darren asked sleepily,
as something thumped loudly in Logan’s room.

I nodded as Logan’s cursing echoed out into
the hallway, covering my mouth as I suppressed a laugh.

The door I was leaning against was thrown
open as Logan stood there stark naked. I could not resist, letting
my eyes rove over his body as I took the key card he was handing
out.

“Thanks, stud,” I teased, picking up my bag
and heading to the room next to his.

He grunted a response before looking at
Darren, grunting something unintelligible before he slammed the
door.

Jerry’s voice boomed out from the other side
of Logan’s room, “Don’t slam that shit, you overgrown kitten!”

I couldn’t hold back the wave of laughter as
I quickly closed the door to my opulent room.

…

I was up too early based on the green glow
from the nightstand clock. My body wasn’t tired and my mind was
curious as to what Jerry had discovered, but I wasn’t cruel enough
to wake him up, yet.

I pulled my laptop out dialing Tommy’s user
name or at least I think that’s how it worked.

His empty room filled the screen before he
ran in brushing his teeth and holding up a finger. I heard the
water before he came back.

“Hi, Olie,” Tommy greeted me.

“Hey, Tommy, how are you doing?” I asked,
needing a connection to home and needing to know something I did
was worth it, even if I did promise to stay away.

He shrugged, searching my face, “I miss
you.”

I smiled, “I miss you too.”

“How long are you staying away?” he asked me
and I could see the guilt in his face.

“I don’t know, but none of this in your
fault.” I told him, hoping he believed me.

He shrugged and I saw the shutdown happening.
“I was calling to see if you could help me,” I lied.

He perked back up and asked, “With your
case?”

“Yeah, can you hack into the local police
station here?” I asked him, certain the answer was no.

He looked around the room before leaning
forward, “Who told you that?” he asked seriously, a depth of
intelligence shining in his eyes, far beyond the video game
extraordinaire I was used to.

“I need help and I don’t have anyone else
that I trust,” I answered honestly, leaning forward.

His fingers tapped the laptop as he was
thinking.






“Besides you can’t hide anything from me, by
now you should know that,” I informed him, playing the
all-knowing.

He smiled, his good humor returning, “Yeah I
can do that.”

I smiled wider at him. “I hope you know, you
are officially being put to work now,” I informed him.

“What’s my pay?” He asked, crossing his arms
raising an eyebrow at me.

I laughed, “I’ll get you out of jail if you
get caught,” I informed him.

He cracked his knuckles, confidence radiating
off him. He had just turned thirteen and he already had better tech
skills than me. “I do not get caught,” he informed me smiling.

“What are you looking for?” he asked, moving
to his desktop computer.

I gave him the run down and asked him to also
look into Miami’s lack of a missing persons file.

A voice called out in the background and
Tommy ignored it, “Is that the last car to school?” I asked him
seriously.

“Yeah,” he answered “But I can…” he stopped,
turning to look at me.

“Please get on that car, I don’t not have
time to save you and solve this murder and you know damn well which
I will pick,” I warned him.

He nodded swallowing. “It can wait, go,” I
told him sternly.

“Bye Olie,” he said, rushing out the
door.

“Later Tommy,” I said to the empty room,
closing the lid to my laptop.

I heard pounding on my door that quickly
snapped me out of my thoughts. I padded to the closed door dressed
only in my sports bra and shorts.

Logan and Darren stood there both dressed in
equally relaxed clothing.

Logan raised his brows, “You’re awake?”

I rolled my eyes.

Darren smiled, “Free breakfast?”

“Yes,” I agreed, grabbing my room key before
following them out.

“Do you even sleep?” Logan asked me as my
room door closed.

I shrugged and said, “Occasionally but there
is too much on my mind lately. I am curious as to what Jerry found
out.”

“How long are we letting him sleep?” Logan
asked as we walked to the elevator.

“At least noon. He really hit the alcohol
hard with the strippers,” I answered, leaning against the elevator
wall.

“Strippers?” Logan and Darren asked in
unison.

“Yeah and Darren you are not allowed to go in
there or near,” I warned him.

Darren flashed a winning smile. “What, Logan
is allowed to?” he teased.

“If it helps ending his terrible relationship
with Lorraine, than I will personally drive him to every strip club
I can find,” I informed him.

Logan’s mouth curled up a small smile as we
entered the dining room receiving equal stares of interest and
caution. I was aware of one man’s gaze following me, forgetting the
newspaper spread over his table, as I stacked a plate high with
bagels, fruit, and donuts.

Logan turned to glare at him until he
blustered under the fierce gaze.

“Babysitting?” I teased, smearing cream
cheese on my bagel as we sat down.

“He was staring,” he answered, huffing down
in his seat.

“So are all the women at you,” I teased him
as he looked around, taking in their glances.

“Huh,” was Logan’s only comment as he busied
himself with his food.

After devouring a smattering of breakfast
foods, I snagged a few bagels for Jerry as we headed back to the
rooms. Checking my watch, I realized that he still had time to
sleep. I sighed, wondering what I was going to do with myself
now.

I wasn’t going to find out as Jerry was
waiting for us outside of Logan’s door holding a paper cup of
coffee, his head leaned back as he snored.

Logan cleared his throat, startling Jerry as
he spilled his coffee all down the front of his wrinkled suit.

“Motherfucker,” he gritted out at Logan
scowling at him with blood shot eyes.

Logan moved around Jerry opening the door and
we all followed in. Logan and Darren sat on the end of the bed
while Jerry and I took the chairs around the small circular
table.

Jerry looked down at his disheveled
appearance, swaying slightly in his chair.

“Are you still drunk?” I asked with a raised
eyebrow.

“Probably,” he slurred point at me, “But you
need to hear what I found out last night.”

“All ears,” Logan muttered, clearly
unimpressed.

Jerry turned his red eye glare to Logan, his
head lolling on his shoulders. He began, “The strip club is
funneling humans, shifters, and vampires into whatever fucked up,
brutal situations that you have been hunting down.”

I pushed the plate of food over to him and he
woofed down the delicious bagels that would help absorb the alcohol
in his stomach.

Thoughtfully, I chewed on my thumbnail. A
strip club as a front for slavery, clever, but not unoriginal.

“Oh, apparently someone put a wrench in their
plans by killing their pet snakes,” Jerry said, turning to stare at
me.

I smiled, “I clearly should have returned
those fanged bastards to their rightful owners. Do you know who is
running things on the inside?”

Jerry shook his head, shoveling more food in
his mouth. “No, but I think bringing the police in and a stakeout
are definitely in order.”

I nodded, not looking forward to meeting up
with the local police again, but they would know their territory
better than me. Or at least they should.

 


Chapter 16

We left Jerry at the hotel as we piled into
my SUV to drive over to the precinct.

“I don’t suppose anyone here is actually
going to be excited about seeing us again,” I muttered pulling into
the parking lot and shutting down my vehicle.

Logan growled in the passenger seat before
replying, “Doubtful, but given their current situation they need us
just as much as we need them.”

I sighed, taking in the drab building before
unbuckling my seat belt. I really wished I had time to wait for
Tommy to check out their systems. Every person in here was a
suspect that could possibly be giving information to the very
people we needed to spy on.

“Let’s go, we are going to be late for our
meeting with the police chief,” Logan said, closing the door.

I sighed, following him.

…

The same sites greeted us at the front desk
as the receptionist looked our group over warily. Logan pushed
ahead, “We have an appointment with Hector Rodriguez.”

Her eyes widened at Logan’s presence as she
dialed.

“It’ll just be a minute,” She stated
nervously, peering up at the large man.

Logan continued to stare at her. I sat down.
If he wanted to play games this early, let him. Darren sat next to
me as we both watched his brother stare holes into the
receptionist.

“Talked to Kass?” I asked, making
conversation.

“Every day,” he answered a smile on his
lips.

“Blake?” Darren asked.

I shrugged, not sharing his smile, “He has
family problems currently,” I answered with a sigh, rubbing the
back of my neck.

“Yeah, Kass mentioned something about that,”
Darren stated quietly. “Also mentioned you killed a vampire and
saved Tommy.”

I shrugged and said, “All in a day’s work,”
After I saved Blake’s ass, I thought to myself, feeling
disgruntled.

Hector Rodriguez pushed out of the swinging
glass door with a file in his hands and asked, “Logan and Darren?”
He looked at the brothers.

Logan turned his glare from the receptionist
to Hector. The older man was considerably short than Logan, but he
kept the shifter’s gaze with his own. I took a moment to look at
him, while the boys played their pissing games to take in the
police chief. He was dressed in olive slacks and a long sleeve
black button down shirt.

Darren stood up to shake hands with Hector.
He met each of the stronger, taller men with a firm confidence and
fierce backbone. I had high hopes that he was going to help us as I
stood up from my chair reaching my hand out smiling as I shook his.
“Olivia,” I stated.

“You are also part of the Shifter Nation?” he
asked leading the way to his office.

“Olivia is the head executioner of the
Supernatural Council,” Logan stated, following Hector.

Hector turned, giving me a quick once over as
we followed him, his eyes darkening regarding me as a threat.
Really? He didn’t have that reaction with the boys, oh right I
forgot I am a demon. So much for liking the fucker.

Hector’s office was decorated slightly better
than rest of the precinct. Instead of dull gray paint on the walls,
they were chestnut brown with dark blue accents. His desk was
cluttered with files and reports, spread out open were the pictures
of the snakes I had killed with O’Conner.

I smiled, looking at my handy work upside
down. “I should have posed with those overgrown reptiles,” I
muttered.

Hector looked at the file and then back at me
before sitting down. He said, “You probably should have, the report
is almost impossible to believe.”

I shrugged taking one of the two seats
available as Darren slid into the other one leaving Logan standing.
“Honestly, cleanup has been so much easier now that I don’t have to
hide, burn, or destroy everything I kill,” I informed him.

Hector’s movement stopped, his eyes widening
as he regarding me again. “How often do you kill things like this?’
he asked, indicating the file.

I puffed, “At least three times a week,
occasionally more, hardly ever less.”

He nodded, watching me carefully. Logan
pushed into my line of vision, propping his large frame on the arm
of my chair and pushing his wide thigh and ass into my
shoulder.

“Anyways, we are here because we have a
lead,” Logan said as I pushed around him, sending him a dirty
glare, which he ignored.

“A lead?” Hector asked, clearly having a
difficult time following the rapid changes.

“Yes, on the missing person’s cases that have
disappeared from your database,” Darren said, watching Hector
closely.

Hector shifted in his chair, “We have our
tech team looking into it.”

“We know where they all went missing from,” I
informed him, pushing around Logan. “The Last Lap.” That name was
painful to get out, talk about poor marketing. If not for the half
naked girl flashing in neon the whole concept would be lost.

Hector looked at each of us as I gave Logan
another useless shrug, “Where did this lead come from?”

“We have our resources,” Logan stated
vaguely.

Hector leaned forward and asked, “So what can
we do to help?”

“We need to utilize one of your vehicles for
undercover work and perhaps a few of your most trusted agents,”
Darren stated, beginning to sound like Logan.

Hector leaned back in his chair, his dark
eyes tracking all of us, clearly not enjoying the barb at the mole
in his police department.

Heaving a sigh, he ran a hand over his face,
“Fine. I’ll have a team for you tonight.”

“We will be in touch,” Logan said adjusting
his suit jacket as he stood walking out. Darren followed him with a
nod.

I stayed sitting as Hector watched me
closely. “Whoever is eliminating information has now crossed into
my territory,” I informed him as he looked down at the pictures of
the snakes.

“Meaning what you shoot first asks questions
later?” Hector asked leaning forward.

“No, I always make sure of guilt before I
kill,” I answered, meeting his eyes before I stood up. He stood up
with me watching me leave. Whoever had betrayed the missing people
by hiding their disappearance was going to pay, hopefully at my
hand.

…

The drive back to the hotel was silent as we
each mulled over our own thoughts.

“What do you plan on doing to the mole?”
Darren asked me from the front seat, having traded Logan for the
backseat as I pulled into the hotel parking lot.

“Death,” I answered easily.

“But he could be human,” Darren pointed
out.

“Then he or she should have stayed away from
the supernaturals,” I muttered putting the car into park.

Jerry was still passed out when we got back
and I still had time to kill before I would hear anything from
Tommy. Disgruntled I flopped on the freshly made hotel bed to kill
time with TV.

…

I was in the middle of watching some terrible
day time drama with my weapons spread out on the comforter when my
laptop began beeping at me. Using the now greasy hotel washcloth, I
cleaned my hands before hitting answer.

Tommy’s side profile illuminated the screen
deep in thought. I waited until he turned to me.

“Ready for this?” he asked, all business.

“I hope so,” I answered, pulling the laptop
closer.

Tommy looked over the bedspread, before
returning his gaze to me. “Expecting another fight?” he asked.

I smiled. “I’m always ready for one,” I
answered, “Now please tell me you have something. We are meeting a
few of the trusted police officers tonight and I want to be sure I
am not in a stuffed van with someone trying to kill me.”

Tommy nodded, before pulling his attention
back to the other monitor off screen, “Okay so do you want the long
version or the short one?”

“I pick the one I understand,” I told him
with a smile.

He laughed, “Okay you need to track down
Lonnie Moore, not only does he have a sizeable bank account under a
shell company, but his cell phone records have the same number
calling him right before the missing persons case was deleted from
the file. Not to mention the most glaring, and obvious mistake on
his part, all the deleted cases were done from his computer.
Novice.”

“You are brilliant, Tommy!” I informed him
happily watching him blush.

“Hey does this mean I can get the new video
game?” he asked hopefully.

“Yes, it most certainly does,” I told him as
someone knocked on my door.

“Gotta go kid, stay out of trouble,” I told
him, getting off the bed.

“Be careful, Olie!” Tommy yelled at me before
hanging up.

“Always am,” I muttered, pulling open the
door as Jerry walked with in Logan and Darren.

“We heard your conversation,” Logan said,
pulling a wide stance as I went to sit back on the bed to
reassemble my guns.

“Yep,” I answered, sliding my clips into my
freshly cleaned guns.

“Geez Olie, think you need any more weapons?”
Darren asked, going to sit at the small table Jerry was already
sitting on.

I shrugged. “I have had my eye on a 1911
engraved pearl grip handle,” I informed him, sliding my machete
into its leather case.

“I don’t know what to say to that,” Darren
said.

I smiled. “Maybe for your birthday,” Jerry
teased.

I shrugged, my smile failing. “When is your
birthday?” Jerry asked curious.

I sighed before I looked up at him, dreading
the next question. “I don’t know,” I answered.

Jerry wanted to push the issue further, but
Logan interrupted and for once I was grateful for the overgrown
kitten.

“Lonnie Moore has been assigned to us this
evening, Hector just called,” Logan stated watching me closely.

I smiled and said, “That is perfect,”

“We asked for a trusted agent,” Darren said,
frustrated.

“I know and Hector delivered us the mole,” I
stated, packing my weapons back into my bag.

“You don’t seriously think he delivered the
mole into the hands of the executioner with the intent of you
eliminating him,” Jerry asked, watching me closely.

“I do or at least I hope so,” I answered,
still smiling.

…

We parked at the back of the precinct per the
instructions from Hector and he was waiting for us with another
officer.

Piling out of the car I watched Hector track
our movements as we approached.

The officer with him moved in front of our
procession, “Looks like I am assigned to you, pretty lady,” He
said, running his eyes over my body.

I smirked, my eyes not leaving his own light
brown ones. “You are Lonnie Moore?” I asked, taking in his slicked
back black hair and hallow chest.

“So you have heard of me,” He stated, pulling
my hand up before trying to press a kiss to my knuckles.

I jerked my hand away, disgust playing over
my features, “Do not touch me,” I warned him.

“Just trying to be friendly, darling,” Lonnie
said, leaning closer to me.

“You are certain you wish to send him with
us?” Logan asked coming from behind me, regarding Hector
closely.

Hector nodded before asking, “Why?”

I smiled, “Lonnie here is the one removing
the missing person’s cases from your systems, not to mention the
hidden account with his bribe money.”

Hector turned to Lonnie’s pale face and
asked, “Is that true?”

Lonnie backed up away from us slowly. He
said, “No, not true at all. They are liars, hell they aren’t even
human.”

“Valid,” Darren said from behind him, pushing
him back forward. “But our information is solid.”

Hector fidgeted, anger and uncertainty raging
in his eyes. “Where is your proof?” he asked me finally.

Lonnie’s shoulder relaxed slightly, I said,
“Check his work station and his cell phone records. The time stamps
on the phone calls will directly correlate with the deletions.”

Hector nodded once and turned to Lonnie, “If
you confess now, I can help you, but if you don’t I will turn you
over to them if their information is true.”

Lonnie’s eyes widened in fear and he cried,
“You wouldn’t.”

I couldn’t resist kicking out a little extra
venom, resting my hand on my holster guns. Lonnie swallowed, his
breathing increasing as he turned back to Hector.

“I did it. Everything she said,” Lonnie
whispered weakly.

I sighed. “I had really hoped you wouldn’t do
that,” I stated grumpily.

Hector tossed Logan the keys not taking his
eyes off of Lonnie, his upper lip lifting in a snarl, before
stating, “Take the van, I’ll find someone else to accompany you,”
before he escorted Lonnie inside.

I sighed, setting down on the stairs
waiting.

I hate waiting.

…

The van stunk, literally and after three days
and nights of camping out with alternating shifts of Darren, Logan,
and a police officer I had no use for. I was officially out of my
small and limited patience.

I needed to see what was going on inside of
the decrepit building. Jerry had gained all the intel that he could
and I had sent him back to St Ann to help Kass with the wedding
since both Darren and I were here.

Sitting out in the beat up white van doing a
piss poor job at surveillance, I chewed on my finger nail in the
passenger seat. A strip club was not a place I could go sit and
drink, although that sounded heavenly, while waiting for clues to
drop into my lap.

Sighing, I scrubbed a hand over my face, how
did I get in there, into the back and private rooms?

Like a freight train, it hit me, jolting me
upright and causing Darren to bump his head in the tight spot
between the listening devices and hidden cameras in the back.

“I’m getting a job,” I said proudly.

“Uh, I think you already have one,” Darren
commented, adjusting his seat.

“No, I am getting a job in there at that
nasty strip club.” I informed him, tapping the aging glass of the
passenger door.

With a raised eyebrow, Darren shrugged his
mind working over the merit of the idea. “We do need an inside
person.”

“We do,” I agreed.

“How do you plan on getting hired?” he asked,
turning back to the screens.

I smiled, “I need to go shopping.”

…

It didn’t take long to find what I needed,
although I hated to put the clothing on, I needed to portray myself
as a sex symbol and not the death omen I preferred and not to
mention the bad memories I’d prefer to keep burring in death.

Pulling my mind back to the present, I
strutted into the club, chomping on my gum and swaying my hips in
the ridiculous jean shorts I had found along with the gold glitter
tank top.

The waitress at the bar gave me a once over,
“You looking for trouble, kid?” she asked me cleaning a glass.

“Actually,” I answered leaning heavily
against the bar so my ample bosom pushed up “I was hoping for a
job.”

She gave me another once over with a knowing
smirk before jutting her chin in the direction of the office.

“Thanks,” I replied too perky. This job may
be the fucking death of me.

The man in charge was an idiot, an overgrown
and overpaid, small dick and compensating idiot. But I got the job.
Woohoo.

I started immediately.

I wasn’t a stranger to dancing on a pole,
half-dressed and pretending the praise of the drunken men throwing
dollar bills at me was welcome. It took the majority of my
considerable self-control not to kill them on sight. If I had
thought the Boss, who had requested I call him that, had any
additional information on where the missing human beings, vamps and
shifters were being taken I would have much preferred to cut the
truth out of his hide, but I doubted he had the intelligence to be
a major player in such a well-organized ring.

I finished my first shift and learned nothing
as I headed back to the hotel. I stood in the shower, letting the
miserable day wash away from my body.

That’s when I heard Logan and Darren
fighting.

“What I don’t understand is why you insist on
following me around, we are no longer children,” Logan yelled at
Darren in the room next to mine.

I stilled washing my hair and listened.

“Because you almost got yourself killed you
idiot!” Darren screamed back. “Do you actually think I enjoy
following you around having to monitor your ability to make
decisions?”

“I don’t need anyone to monitor me!” Logan
bellowed back. “You chose her over your own family!”

“Your poor judgment has caused lunatics to
have high ranking positions in our ranks, not to mention the
support of peaceful clans going to war!” Darren informed him. “The
only reason you haven’t been challenged is because of Olivia.”

I didn’t want to get brought into their
fight, leaning my head against the tile shower stall.

“You can thank Kass for that!” Darren
screamed at him, followed by the slamming door.

Lovely, now we both were involved. I heaved a
sigh. It was never my intent to prevent the natural order of the
shifters from taking place, but it appeared now I was involved and
it wasn’t a situation I was enjoying.

Whatever, not my monkeys not my circus,
actually I think they were mine now. Fuck.

…

I’m going to spare the details of the men who
harassed me, groped me, fondled me, and treated me like a piece of
meat solely put on the earth to give them pleasure.

My efforts were not in vain though, since I
was the best dancer the Boss had, I was invited to the private
party in his plush office and there ladies and gentleman was pay
dirt. It was a brief glimpse, but I found their information hub of
shiny digital recordings, camera data, and row after row of highly
protected files.

Now I just needed a way to get in there.

Hector has assigned us a new police officer,
Reynolds I think his name was, I wasn’t paying much attention.
Although he had snagged a blue print of the Last Lap that we were
now pouring over in Logan’s hotel room.

“The best way has to be the hidden door in
the private client room,” Reynolds stated, tapping the map in front
of us.

“Why can’t we just storm the place again?” I
asked, needing a release after bottling up so much anger and
self-resentment.

“Innocent bystanders, for one. For second,
Tommy found a failsafe that will delete the information we are
after with a touch of a button,” Darren reminded me.

I sighed, resting my chin in my hand,
“Right,” I muttered.

“The good news is we have an in,” Darren said
casting a look at Logan who shifted uncomfortably.

“Do tell,” I prompted.

“I got spotted outside the Last Lap,” Logan
began.

“Multiple times,” Darren said, trying not to
laugh.

“Right, well ‘the Boss’ thought I was after
something else,” he said, clearing his throat, “and asked for a
meet, which I agreed to,” He looked severely uncomfortable.

I laughed, “I never dreamed your crappy
engagement would have benefits.”

He had the decency not to say anything as he
blushed deeply.

The plan was simple, Boss would use me as a
distraction and a temptation for Logan. Reynolds would set up a
distraction to get Boss out of the room so that Logan and I could
get through the secret tunnel to the master computer room and find
out where the new super-secret location of the big bad evil guy and
his liar was.

“I hate this plan.,” I groaned. “I am so
fucking tired of pretending to be dumb and easy.”

Darren patted my back, “If this goes as
planned you won’t have to go back there.”

“Oh I am going back alright, to put a bullet
through the Boss’s head,” I said sarcastically.

Reynolds shifted uncertainly, watching
Darren’s shrug and Logan nonchalance. Humans.

“Maybe I should take him into custody,”
Reynolds stated.

“Sure, but you better keep him there,” I
answered, standing before heading to my room to change.

…

We reconvened later that night at the
obnoxious white van where yet again Logan and I debated the merit
of the plan, only for seriously different reasons.

“Really Logan all you have to do is pretend
to be interested, it should be perfectly natural for you to want to
push me off your lap,” I scolded, annoyed by his behavior and the
fact that I was working with him again.

“You just can’t let the -” Darren paused,
clearly not trying to insult me, but the only words Logan used
about me were insults.

With my eyes not leaving Logan’s, I finished
his sentence, “You cannot allow your real hatred and disgust to
show through at having to work with a demon.” As I darted out of
the undercover van, my heart fractured.

No matter how hard I tried, how many people I
saved, I was only just a suspected demon in a pool of
semi-believers.

Hiking my backpack up higher on my tense
shoulder I let my hips roll in my jean shorts wondering if Darren
thought the same of me. His pause had me wanting to believe he
didn’t, plus he was marrying Kass. Steeling myself, I remembered it
didn’t fucking matter what they thought of me as long as he was
good to Kass, Hannah, and the new baby.

Pressing those unneeded emotions down deep, I
flung open the faded blue door with paint chipping off on my hand
as a wave of musty air laced with sweat, perfume, the tang of
attraction, and bitter disappointment blasted me out of my funk
reminding me exactly why I was here.

“Hey Sassy,” Carmen greeted me, her sparkling
blue eye makeup laid on thick.

“Hi Carmen,” I said, setting my backpack in
my seat pulling out my makeup case. “How’s the crowd look?” I
asked, making small talk.

She sighed, shrugging, “The usual.”

I cringed. I hated the usual crowd of
leering, dirty men who the security ignored when they copped a
feel.

“Don’t worry though I think Boss has
something special lined up for you,” Carmen said, trying to infuse
it with cheer.

“Really?” I asked, attempting to mirror her
attempt at a good mood.

“Yep, some big guy he needs to impress,”
Carmen said, touching up her lipstick before checking her watch.
“I’m on. Good luck,” She wished me sincerely, squeezing my shoulder
as she walked by.

I sighed, my shoulders drooping as I surveyed
my unappealing reflection, self-loathing seeping out my pores.
Closing my eyes, I pulled a long breath reminding myself why I was
here, this was our best lead at finding the thing responsible for
the vampire, shifter, and human killings.

I really wished Blake here.

Tony the bouncer appeared behind me a stoic
figure for the lusty environment. “Boss needs you in twenty,” He
told me before walking away again.

Twenty minutes to prepare to seduce Logan,
wonderful.

…

Twenty-five minutes later I was encased in
thick cigar smoke from the Boss who was trying unsuccessfully to
impress Logan.

I had one job to do, just one.

Pressing back through the thick privacy
curtain I delivered Logan’s drink bending at the waist to give him
an easy look down my cheetah pushup bra. Here’s to hoping he took
the hint. Stifling an annoyed grimace, I smiled before taking up
residence on the private pole.

If I could just lose myself in the music I
would have a better chance of “pretending” to seduce the asshole.
What had I ever done to him to make him despise me so? I guess I
had forced his brother into quitting.

Flipping my hair behind me, as I swung on the
pole, I found Logan’s eyes riveted to me. Great. He was doing a
better job at acting than I was. I have to get my shit
together.

The rhythm of the latest club hit pounded in
my veins and I sent my entire focus there until I no longer worried
about Logan or the obnoxious, weasel called Boss.

My frustration ran high being forced back to
a profession I hated, the few and limited resources I had here,
along with not being able to beat my way to the heart of the
problem. This undercover assignment was literally was my last lead,
until the bastard struck again leaving a bloody and brutal trail of
torture and destruction in his wake. It turned my skin knowing he
or she was out there now beginning anew, again.

Logan’s fingers grazed my arm and I hadn’t
realized he was close as I blinked myself back into reality. The
call had come in and the Boss looked livid, turning to us.

“I have some important business I must attend
do, but please enjoy the dance and whatever else you desire,” he
said quickly heading for the exit and the look he leveled at me was
the unspoken command to keep Logan here, no matter what. Sick
bastard.

The heavy curtain was drawn tightly before I
stepped down to the floor, pulling Logan to the back wall. “This is
where the trap door was, can you hear anything?” I asked, pressing
my own ear against it.

Logan was stiff at my side, eyes running over
my outfit, checking my control that I wasn’t leaking anything more
than annoyance. “What?” I hissed at him, moving aside the thick
fabric.

“You look amazing,” he whispered close to my
ear.

“Get it together Logan, or I am going to hurt
you and tell Lorraine,” I threatened.

At the mere mention of his fiancé’s name,
Logan became the mask of professional detachment.

Good. I didn’t need that headache to deal
with.

Pressing himself closer to the wall, he
pressed lightly with the pads of his fingers until something made
him smile and he leaned back, pulling open a narrow door.

“Ladies first,” he insisted, smiling.

“Who are you? And why are you in a good
mood?” I asked, hustling in before him.

I felt his shrug trapped in the darkness as
he pulled the door closed. The space was tight although we didn’t
have to crouch which was nice.

Shit.

“Can you see anything?” I asked in a hushed
whisper.

His breath on my neck made me jump before he
whispered, “Yes, can you?”

“No,” I growled, “Go first,” I said sliding
my body against his in the tight hallway. Something hard brushed
against my naked thigh and I refused to think more on it.

Fisting my hand in his jacket, I followed
close behind him. I hoped Reynolds’ distraction would buy us enough
time.

The darkened hallway abruptly stopped as I
slammed into Logan’s back.

“Ouch,” I grumbled. “What’s the hold up?”

“Ladder,” he growled lowly before climbing
up.

I looked down at my stupidly high heels
before deciding to ditch them in favor of speed and stealth,
following Logan up, what felt like a metal ladder. He was faster
than me and able to see in the pitch black. Reaching for the next
rung, I ran into his pant leg instead.

“Wait,” he rumbled.

Hooking my arm through a rung I looked up
around his bulky frame to see the broken outline of a door. I’d let
Logan give the orders, for now, his hearing was better than my
own.

I huffed at that fact and the fact he had
fangs, so jealous.

Logan crept up the rungs hunching his massive
body under the door, putting his shoulder flush he waited another
moment before shoving up the sound of splintering wood loud in the
quiet passageway.

He disappeared from my view but I could hear
him tackle someone followed by grunting as I hauled ass up the
remaining steps and into the dim light of the computer room.

Logan’s fists connected solidly with the
guard on duty, the tech already in a pile on the floor. I couldn’t
lie, there was something very sexy watching him brutally subdue a
threat with his bare hands.

I turned away from him quickly and to the
computers in front of us, watching the dizzying display of code
flowing across the screens.

“I wish Tommy was here,” I muttered before I
turned back to Logan.

“You know what we are looking for?” I asked
woefully aware of my own short fallings. I could kill almost
anything, but computers presented a mystery I never needed to
figure out.

“Tommy walked me through it,” Logan answered
rapidly entering commands to the keyboard.

I fidgeted, not liking being idol or
depending on Logan.

Logan let out a low whistle turning to face
me “What?” I asked coming to look over his shoulder at the
information being displayed there.

He paged through it, “The location of their
current –“ he faltered for the right word.

“Private hell,” I offered.

He nodded, “Isn’t anywhere I can see, but,”
he continued to page to the end of the file, “the names and address
of everyone they have taken are.”

My eyes locked to my false name glowing in
green letters at me. “Tonight?” I asked.

“Yes,” Logan said.

“Great,” I answered turning to look at the
geek and guard. “Let’s get them into the tunnel and get back.
Apparently I am finishing this shift,” I huffed with a sigh.

….

Logan had hardly gotten the trapped door shut
before the voices outside the curtain rose, announcing the Boss’s
arrival. Without thinking, I pushed him against the wall, pressing
my lips hurriedly to his own. I didn’t expect the shock that ripped
down to my toes or how easily his lips parted to me. The feel of
his arms wrapping around my waist and pressing me close had my
guards slipping down as his lips gently nipped at my own.

Hands pressed against his chest, I let them
fall down to his waist, my fingers pulling out his crisp white
shirt.

A noise behind me forced me to turn as the
Boss clapped slowly, holding his hands out wide, “I told you she is
the best in the business,” he bragged to Logan.

Logan let his head fall against the hall,
sucking in a clean breath, I went to move off him, only to have him
keep me in place in front of him. “Give me a moment,” he whispered
to me.

I obliged, releasing his shirt, resting my
hands against his forearms which were braced on my shoulders.

What the fuck had just happened?

…

Logan finished his meeting with the Boss
leaving, but not before sparing me a long look back on the poles
dancing. I pretended not to notice, but the other girls, they
certainly did.

In the dressing rooms closing up, I realized
I was alone staring into my reflection playing over and over what
had happened with me and Logan. Should I tell Blake? Was that
considered cheating?

Heaving a sigh, I shouldered my bag heading
into the alley and into the fresh air. Before I could suck a clean
breath, the bouncer approached me, “Sorry kid,” he muttered before
socking me.

He caught me, throwing me over his shoulder
and he must have through that would have knocked me out. I played
the part, not letting my anger get the best of me.

The sliding door of a van opened and I heard
the boss and another car door opening. “Dammit Nari, she is the
best I have. Do you really have to take her?” he whined.

“Do not forget who you work for, underling,”
a cultured voice purred out as I was loaded into the van.

The bouncer sighed zip tying my wrists in
front of me and ankles together before the door closed before
launching into the night.

This was the only way to find out exactly
where the new facility was located and as an added bonus it sounded
like the sicko in charge was also coming along on this journey.

Stellar.

 


Chapter 17

The tracking device on my watch would alert
the others to where I was, pending they had been paying attention
to the smash and grab. Since I wasn’t a trusting individual, I had
hidden my dagger in my boot, it was foolish of them not to check me
for weapons and it would undoubtedly work in my favor being thought
of as dumb and easy.

I refuse to comment on how that major
annoyance was now coming into my favor.

The drive was long, windy, and frustrating as
I rolled around the back of the empty van, until I rolled into
something soft and warm. Shifting on the floor I caught sight of
Carmen’s idle form along with another body illuminated by the
shifting moonlight through the windshield of the van.

We stopped forty-five minutes later according
to my watch and I kept my eyes open as the driver and Nari came
around to the back to pull open the sliding panel door.

He was a handsome man with bronzed skin tone,
dark chestnut curls, and piercing brown eyes flecked with
undertones of copper accented with defined cheek bones and ruby
lips.

“Nari.” I said with certainty.

He smiled , a charming playful smile, “My
dear girl, finally we meet.”

“I’ve had fun destroying your projects,” I
told him watching his eyes closely.

Nari smiled, unaffected by my jab. “I am
certain you have. Very clever finding my feeding grounds, but I do
believe your time as executioner has come to an end,” he gloated,
slicing through the bonds at my feet before hauling me up.

“Care for a tour?” he asked.

“What about the others?” I questioned,
turning to look as the driver hauled Carmen and the other girl onto
a flatbed cart.

“You should save your worry, for yourself
pet,” Nari hissed, stepping closer to me his grin turning
deadly.

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh, is this supposed to
be your scary face?” I asked unimpressed.

I saw the fist coming and let it connect
solidly with my jaw.

Turning back, I licked the blood that had
trickled down from my split lip. “So is this the part where I cower
in fear?” I rolled my eyes, “I am so unimpressed.”

Nari pulled me toward him by my white tank
top, fisting the material before slamming his lips against my
own.

Idiot.

I bared my teeth biting down into the soft
tissue of his bottom lip. “Bitch!” he screamed, hitting me
again.

“You are going to have to try harder than
that,” I told Nari, cracking my jaw.

“By the time I am done with you, you will beg
for mercy,” he hissed at me, his anger wafting off in hot
waves.

I could only smile. The fucker would be dead
before the sun rose. I would guarantee that.

Nari pulled me towards the square building
illuminated by the bright yellow moon in the cloudless night. A
shiver ran down my back as anticipation heightened my senses, more
than ready for a fight. Nari laughed, confusing my glee with fear.
Foolish man.

Into the belly of the beast, Nari dragged me,
anxious to show me his new cages. This facility was newer than the
one I had eliminated, the stench of filth and shit lesser as he
dragged me down the row of cages already filling up with
half-crazed human beings and shifters.

“You’ll have to excuse the lack of inventory.
We are currently restocking,” Nari informed me, casting a gleeful
glance behind me.

I scowled at his back. This fucker was taking
far too much pleasure in the torture of living beings.

Nari stopped pushing open a stainless steel
door into an office gesturing for me to go first. Stepping closer
to him, than I would have preferred I inhaled the scent of dust and
decay. Nari had a date with the underworld and I was going to
arrange it.

Pulling out a metal chair, he shoved me into
it before seating himself across the table.

“We have much to discuss,” he began tapping
the table with his long sculpted fingers.

I was done playing games - done beating
around bushes and so done playing politics with idiots, which is
why I had sliced through the bonds at my wrist.

Free hands made shoving the metal table into
Nari’s solar plexus far more rewarding.

“Bitch!” He hissed at me doubling over and
holding his stomach.

I smiled and I hoped the depravity of my
enjoyment of beating the shit out of him shinned out clearly, the
only way to fight psycho was with psycho.

“So tell me Nari, as the God of Chaos and all
that other crap what is your special power?” I asked, leaving my
blade hidden. Sometimes I just needed to tear apart something or
someone with my bare hands and Nari, he better be a fucking
challenge.

“My talents are more subtle,” Nari stated
smiling, “Turning the shifters into beasts in under a day has been
my crowning achievement. The vampires secret was just a hunch I
played. Who would have guessed they would turn psychotic at such a
simple things as eating human flesh?”

He cracked his knuckles, saying, “You don’t
really want to play with me kitten.”

I smiled, circling him, “Oh sweetheart, there
is nothing I want more.”

We hit each other with the force of a train
and the pain felt wonderful. Our shoulders slammed bone on bone
with Nari pulling back, grimacing.

I smiled lowering into my stance. He grunted
before charging me again. This time I swung connecting solidly with
the side of his face enjoying the sound of his cheek bone breaking
under the force of my blow.

Nari bellowed in pain before lashing out with
his own fists, blocking him I stepped back with the strength of his
blows guarding my head. He had no professional training. His hits
came in wide and sloppy. Ducking under his last blow, I kicked out
connecting with his knee relishing the sound of his bones breaking
before I sent a punishing upper cut to his chin throwing him back
onto the concrete.

Nari dragged himself up, his body healing
faster than my own, but still slower than a shifter or vampire.
Interesting. The God of Chaos had healing powers.

“I am a God!” he bellowed at me.

“Demigod, sweet cheeks, half-human and
completely able to be killed,” I gladly reminded him.

The door behind me swung open and I turned,
pulling my knife, two on one deserved a weapon.

Logan stood in the doorway, breathing
repressed anger and hostility.

“About time you showed up,” I informed him,
straightening up and turning back to Nari.

“Where the hell did he go?” I asked,
searching the room.

“Have you seen Kass?” Logan asked and I swung
back around to him, my skin growing cold.

“Why would Kass be in Oklahoma?” I asked,
terrified of the answer.

Logan moved to the side to reveal a terrified
Lorraine. “Because he took Lorraine and Kass from St Ann.”

Lorraine fisted her small hands into Logan’s
back.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Logan nodded once, we turned as one as I
heard the cages behind Logan unlocked.

“Not good,” I whispered. “You need to get
ready to shift,” I told Logan, securing my grip on my dagger.

“He can’t,” Lorraine said between shakes.

“What do you mean he can’t?” I hissed
annoyed.

“He is too unstable. He can’t control
himself,” Lorraine said wiping the last tears away from her
pristine makeup.

“Good,” I said, not seeing the problem. “We
have a small army of shifters who have been forced into beasts and
vampires who now like the taste of flesh, being in control is going
to get us killed.”

Logan sighed as I rounded on him, running a
hand through his sooty hair, “She’s right. I’ve been ignoring my
lion’s instincts for too long. I can’t control them.”

“You don’t control instinct, you hone it,” I
forcefully informed him, stepping into his personal space. “We can
survive this together or die separately. Choose,” I think I just
quoted history.

The answer was in his eyes, pretty sure that
was a song. The clear caramel depths flecked with dark brown,
rounding as his snout pushed forward and canines elongated.

Smacking him on the shoulder, I smiled, “Now
that is what I am talking about!”

It was just in time as well as eerie howls
and cackling calls echoed off the walls to reach us. Using my
dagger I sliced Logan’s belt off.

“That was a gift!” Lorraine screeched to be
heard over the growling coming at us.

“You should never buy a shifter a real
leather gift, it’s insulting for one, and second, they can’t shred
it in a battle when a quick shift is needed,” I scolded her,
cutting Logan room for his massive calves as his shoes were
destroyed by the claws sprouting where his toes use to be. I had
time for a few more quick cuts on his tie and dress shirt before
the sounds were given form.

Lorraine whimpered behind us. Logan moved
slightly forward anticipation and glee in his half shifted head as
he grinned back at me.

“By all means,” I answered, shifting back
slightly. The entryway wasn’t large enough for us to fight side by
side and given Logan’s repressed beast, he needed to rip beings
limb from limb. Really, who hasn’t been there?

It took a few, long, painful moments of
waiting until the deranged beasts realized fresh meat was only a
jump and a skip away, once they made the connection they tore
through each other’s limbs to get to us.

Logan was impressive. Nothing made it past
him with slashing claws and snapping teeth, he destroyed everything
that came at us.

I’m not going to lie, I was turned on by his
ferocity.

Lorraine just huddled in the corner making
nonsense noises. Why was I always stuck with her when shit hit the
fan?

Lorraine screamed and I turned to see the
baseball bat connect solidly with my head.

Mother fucker.

…

Nari had me strapped with leather bands to
the plain wooden chair. My wrists bound by my hips, my legs spread,
and secured to each leg. It wasn’t a new torture technique for me
as I watched him through lowered lids.

The blow he had given me was beginning to
wear off, but I wasn’t foolish enough to announce my lucidness. I
made that mistake once, not again.

To my left, I could see the water drops I
could only hear earlier in the large cavern the Loki wanna be had
deemed his liar. The child of the God of Chaos was bent over
reading from a worn text support by an immense stone pedestal.

Behind him there was a four poster bed with
hand carved humans heads with varying facial expressions of love to
pain stacked upon each other. Heavy tapestries enclosed the top
from the cool air in the cave while thick black curtains hung tied
back at each corner.

A groan next to me caused Nari to jerk up
with a wicked grin as he looked beside me. I recognized that
groan.

“What do you want with us?” I asked,
diverting his attention away from Kass. That’s right psycho I am a
much better play toy.

He altered his direction coming towards me,
the dagger in his hands gently resting against his cheek.

“Why my dear girl, information of course,” he
responded, bending at the waist to come even with me. “You are a
divine specimen Olivia, well trained, homicidal, intelligent, and
loyal. I want to know how to make more of you.”

“I don’t know the answer to that,” I spat
out, hating my past being brought up while I was tied up.

“Who created you?” He asked, still toying
with the dagger.

I kept my mouth shut. The less information he
had, the better.

“Oh, come now,” He teased, strolling over to
where Kass was still regaining consciousness and pulling her head
up violently by her spiral hair, pressed the dagger against the
soft flesh in her neck.

The blood drained from my face as I watched
him toy with Kass and her unborn child’s life. The psycho was
nothing if not observant.

“Answer,” he demanded, his voice echoing in
the cavern.

“Selena,” I answered quickly.

His mood changed quickly back into glee as he
released Kass. I felt I could breathe again.

“That wasn’t so hard,” he stated, pulling up
an empty chair to straddle. “Now, where can I find Selena?” He
continued, cleaning his nails with the dagger.

“She is dust,” I replied softly.

“Oh, dear that does portend a problem, who
killed her?”

“I did,” I answered.

“Tell me about Selena,” he commanded, his
eyes never leaving my own.

Shifting as much as I could in the bonds, I
wobbled the chair, testing its strength.

“She was a bitch,” I informed his watchful
face. “A clever, creative, powerful bitch.”

He rested his head against his palm, clearly
waiting for me to elaborate.

“She claimed her start came in the dark ages,
when magic and religion warred for answers, she was born to a
worthless vampire with nothing. She learned from him all she could
of her new lifestyle and killed him eternally once she was finished
with him,” I continued, glad not to be talking about myself.

Nari struck out forcefully an open palm
against my cheek, rocking my head to the side.

“I want to know how she made you,” he growled
at me, slowly sitting back down.

Cracking my neck, I tasted my own blood, as
Kass’ fear skyrocketed. “I was lab created,” I replied. “Succubi
were her favorite pets and she believed with the proper training, a
pure blood, would be the perfect solider.”

“Solider for what?” he asked.

“World domination. She wanted everyone to
kneel to her,” I responded, having heard her rant time and time
again.

“How were you able to defeat a semi-crazed,
elder vampire?” he boomed, clearly stumped.

“Simple,” I whispered through my bloody lip.
“She confused obedience with patience,” I answered, my breathing
ragged.

“I tire of your games, succubus! Answer me!”
he yelled.

“That’s the trick, learning to play the game
better than my enemies. No matter the battle, it’s always the
same,” I answered, leaning heavily against my bonds.

“That is ENOUGH!” He screamed, pulling on his
hair coming at me with the dagger.

One mistake Nari had made in tying me up was
he left my long legs touching the ground. With a groan, I pushed on
the balls of my feet, leaning my body backward to keep from
toppling as I gained height before pushing forcefully with my quads
and landing painfully on my hands and back.

The chair I had been a prisoner in
disintegrated under the pressure, releasing my hands and feet. Nari
was still coming at me, the blade raised high, his eyes unstable I
scrambled to my knees throwing off the leather bands around my
wrists before launching myself into his torso.

He was stronger than before, insanity
heightening his powers and didn’t budge against my weight or
momentum. Rolling away quickly, I avoided the downward thrust of
the blade by inches.

Shit.

“You can’t kill me! I am the son of Loki!” He
announced, holding the wide curved blade high over his head puffing
his chest out.

He was a demigod, I would grant him that, but
he wasn’t the first psychotic child with an overabundance of power
I had killed, nor would he be the last.

Eyes glowing with a mad light, he charged me
again. Light on my aching feet, I braced for him on the edge of the
rock ledge, diving left as the blade went to cut across my torso,
it nipped into the delicate skin of above my hip, cutting deep.

Nari, unable to recognize the limits to his
insanity-fueled fighting, tumbled over, the sword flying away from
him.

Grinding my teeth together, I leapt off after
it, rolling once before I managed to drag my feet underneath me. I
ran to close the distance between myself and the blade, my only way
out of here.

Nari latched onto my ankle twisting it
painfully as I went down to my knees with a grunt, fingers
stretching. I brushed the red leather hilt with just the tips
before I latched onto it, flinging myself to my back and plunging
it into his chest as he clamored on top of me.

My breathing was labored as I watched the
light in his eyes dull out blood sick between our bodies, “No, I am
the son of a God!” He whispered.

“You are also the son of a human,” I reminded
him pushing him and the blade away with my last bit of
strength.

From the side of the caves, I could hear the
shifters fighting to get to us, I considered for a brief moment
just sitting there, but one look at Kass’s back and I changed my
mind hauling myself up, limping on my injured ankle to the rock
ledge, I pulled myself up carefully. I took a brief moment to let
the dizziness of my blood loss equalize before pulling my legs
underneath me.

Freeing her hands first, I sat down as she
rubbed her wrists fighting with my black spotted vision to get her
feet free as well.

“Who is coming?” she hissed at me.

“The shifters.” I told her, releasing her
other ankle as she stood striding closer to the door as two of the
largest lions I had ever seen burst through the cavern walls.

“Darren” Kass whispered as one of them leaped
easily onto the stage nuzzling her close. Falling to her knees, she
wrapped her arms around his neck burring her face deeply as she
cried.

The other lion, Logan sliced off Nari’s head
with a claw, watching it roll across the dirt floor. “We need to
burn the body as well,” I told him as he turned to me, stalking
across the floor he cleared the ledge in one graceful leap. Damn
cats.

He shoved his overgrown nose at the wound in
my side, bleeding freely around my fingers. “Yeah, I know, the
fucker was faster than I thought,” I sighed, “Help me up.”

Logan pushed his head under my ribcage and I
stood, unsteadily, bracing my free hand against his shoulder.

“Come on love birds,” I called to Darren and
Kass as the other shifters filled in, “Let’s get the hell out of
here.”

Kass rubbed her eyes clearing her tears,
“Olie you need to ride Logan,” she informed me sliding easily on
Darren’s wide back.

“Not happening,” I informed her stumbling
along slowly.

“Olivia you are injured, losing blood, and
limping heavily, you will get onto his back now,” she commanded
me.

“You are fucking lucky - all of that is
true,” I muttered looking down at Logan who was looking up at
me.

“Not a word of this, to anyone,” I warned
him.

He chuffed in response, grinning. Carefully I
hoisted myself onto his back and it wasn’t long before I found
myself draped over him as my blood loss took its toll.

Warm blankets wrapped around me as I rushed
into a vehicle and I inhaled a familiar scent. “Blake,” I
whispered, knowing it couldn’t possibly be.

“Easy, Olie.” I heard his voice in my
confused brain. “We are almost to the hospital.”

…

It took me three days to heal and it was an
annoying three days of idleness. I refused to stay at the hospital
and instead ended up parked on Darren and Kass’s couch.

Kass was busying making dinner with the news
turned on while Hannah and I played with her toys.

“Olivia,” She called out, “You have to see
this.”

I padded into the kitchen watching the small
TV she had set up. Governor Hash was being led away in handcuffs
into a police cruiser.

“It is unclear exactly how the Governor was
caught on tape, but this footage shows him hiring the services of a
prostitute and the use of illegal drugs.” The news reporter
announced as grainy night vision footage of Hash and one of
George’s girls filled the screen.

I smiled widely, enjoying the show.

“Grams is going to have a fit,” Kass said,
returning to her cooking.

I shrugged, not making a comment. It couldn’t
have worked out better.

…

After dinner, I tagged along with them to the
local shifter gathering for the full moon. I was grateful for the
distraction and fresh air.

Kass stood on the edge of the clearing
fidgeting with the hem of her soft shirt. The bump of the baby had
just started to bulge out at ten weeks.

Reaching out, I touched her arm gently. “You
don’t have to do this,” I reminded her.

She exhaled a broken sound, tears
threatening, “Darren thinks it will be good for me to be with the
pack on the full moon,” she said with a shrug.

“You are filling an important role in their
society as a mated pair. I understand his thoughts, but if you
aren’t comfortable, we don’t have to,” I said, wrapping an arm
around her shoulders.

“They’re all so beautiful,” she whispered a
tear escaping down her cheek.

I looked out to catch glimpses of the
shifters chucking their clothing, laughing, and joking under the
full moon glow. Their tan bodies were etched with muscle and not an
ounce of fat on any of them.

“Do you think Darren is only marrying me for
the baby?” she asked softly, turning toward me.

Shock blasted through my system, “He better
not be,” I answered before I remembered myself. “Why would you say
that?” I asked, trying to get myself together.

She shrugged, “Everyone keeps saying that
behind my back.”

“Who?” I asked.

Kass smiled, “You can’t kill them, Olie,” she
reminded me.

“HA, watch me,” I answered, wishing I had
more than my silver knives hidden.

“You really are my best friend,” She said
leaning her head against my shoulder, soft tears shedding from her
eyes, “Not even Darren would offer to kill someone for talking
trash.”

“Yes, but he also far more stable than I am,”
I informed her.

She shrugged, “Who the hell needs
stable?”

“I never seemed to,” I admitted, holding her
close. The interaction was foreign to me, I cared for Kass and her
wellbeing. I knew being a shifter/succubus pair was a difficult
road, but I would stand beside them each and every step of the way.
She was happy and maybe in some long dark corner of my heart, I
thought someday I could have that same happiness.

My mind drifted to Blake and I wished he was
here, but two succubi, shifters, and a vampire was probably a bad
combination.

“Do you love him?” I asked, softly hearing
the same question echoed in my own heart.

“Yes,” she answered easily.

“Does he make you feel loved?” I asked,
rocking her gently.

“Always,” she answered pulling away to dry
her eyes.

I shrugged. “Then fuck the haters,” I said
with a smile.

She nodded. “Let’s get by the fire I am
freezing,” I told her moving toward the group of shifters, who
honestly had probably just heard everything we had said, at least
from the way Darren approached us in only a pair of low slung sweat
pants, he had.

Wrapping Kass in his arms, he kissed her
deeply cradling her face with his palm before whispering something
too low for my hearing.

Settling on a log, a naked shifter plopped
ungracefully next to me, stretching out. “Alec,” I greeted him with
a smile on my lips.

“Hey Olie, didn’t know you were out here
tonight,” he said, clearly unperturbed by his nudity.

“Kass needs some moral support with you
hippies,” I answered, trying not to laugh.

“What? Are we that terrible to look at?” He
said standing, putting his packing at my eye level.

Covering my eyes, I laughed. He plopped down
next to me again. “Seriously not cool to laugh at that move,” he
scolded me.

I shrugged, pushing him gently on the
shoulder, “Sorry, I couldn’t help it.”

“So will you be partaking in tonight’s
feast?” He asked, leaning forward and no longer waving his goods in
my face.

I gave him a disgusted look, “I don’t eat
meat,” I informed him.

“Ever?” he asked, shocked.

“Not since I had a choice,” I answered him,
my tone hinting there was more to it than that.

“You are missing out,” He said ignoring the
stiffness of my shoulders.

I shrugged, pulling out my frozen tofu hot
dogs, “I bet you can’t taste the difference!” I taunted.

Alec pretended to retch, scrambling away from
me on the log, giving me an ass shot. “The horror,” he mocked.

Darren whistled and we all turned. “Thank you
all for being here tonight,” He said. Kass snuggled under his arm.
She gave a gentle smile, still uncertain either about all the naked
people or just the event. I couldn’t blame her. Their anticipation
ran high in the air and was contagious.

“I appreciate the support each and every one
of you bring to my family and my fiancé, but we aren’t here for
political reasons, let’s run!” he shouted and his excitement was
mirrored as bodies began shifting into various animals before my
eyes.

A glorious leopard walked by with a carnal
grin as magic rode the air with the pops and stretching of skin
under the pale moonlights glow. Luminescent eyes glowed all around
us, brilliant greens, deep blues, and a few chocolate browns.

Alec turned into the most beautiful auburn
wolf I have ever seen as I watched him. “That’s impressive,” I
informed him. He chucked before running into the night with the
rest.

Darren came to sit Kass next to me before
following the rest out, shifting into a gigantic lion with golden
eyes.

We sat quietly for a few moments as they
stragglers cleared out, “Impressive, aren’t they?” I asked, opening
a bag of marshmallows.

“Ehh, just a bunch of overgrown hippies
running in the woods,” she said with a laugh.

Coughing on the marshmallow I ate, I gave her
a shocked look. “What - a girl can’t poke fun?” she teased.

A tall, well-built bald man with intricate
tattoos stepped out of the shadows. “You come for the s’mores,
Bear?” I asked him as Amy shuffled out after him.

Bear smiled, well aware of his large presence
as Kass sat up straighter.

“Hi Amy,” I said, smiling, “Do you want some
s’mores?”

She shrugged, looking at Bear. He nodded and
she shuffled towards us, plopping down as I handed her the
supplies.

“Why the glum face?” I asked, peaking at Bear
who was tactfully checking the perimeter.

Amy shrugged shoving her marshmallow on a
stick, shoulders slumping, corners of her mouth turned down.

I looked at Bear raising an eyebrow. He
shifted, feeling my eyes on him. Kass shifted uncomfortably as I
continued to stare holes into the overgrown man.

He relented with a sigh. “Tell her,” Bear
ordered, coming to sit on a log across from us.

Amy turned to glare at him before turning
back to me. “I can’t hold my shift,” she confided.

I blinked a few times looking between her and
Bear. He shrugged.

“Any ideas on why?” I asked, having never
encountered this particular problem before.

“No,” Amy sulked, scuffing her foot against
the dirt.

Bear cleared his throat and offered, “It
began after she killed her step father and mother.”

“Those fuckers have nothing to do with it,”
Amy sneered at him.

“Language,” Bear scolded softly.

Amy blinked back the moisture in her eyes,
putting on an angry face I knew all too well. How in the world did
I reach out to her? How did I climb of my own demented psyche to
relate to her enough to be able to help her through the complex web
of emotions? Emotions I had ignored by just shoving them down deep
and keeping myself distracted by and sated by killing.

I turned to the fire, watching the oranges
and deep reds sizzle as Amy’s marshmallow caught on fire, burning
to a dark crisp before falling off.

I felt Bear’s eyes on me as I straightened
up. “I can’t help her. I can’t even handle my own emotions.”

“But you helped Hannah,” Bear said
softly.

“I did, but that wasn’t working through her
emotions.” I said, shaking my head, “That was simply removing them.
I can remove, I can bury, but the problem is they always resurface
when the memories do. Hannah was mishandled. Now with her training,
she is adapting.”

Kass stood, placing a hand on my shoulder.
“Amy, walk with me.”

Amy nodded, moving away from Bear and me.

I felt like such a failure. I wanted to be
able to help her, but I was woefully unqualified to understand my
own emotions let alone hers.

Running my hands through my hair, I shoved my
feelings of inadequacy down into the deep pit of my soul where I
stored the rest of my useless and troublesome emotions, using the
only coping mechanism I knew before I was able to look back at
Bear.

He was leaning forward, the fire light
flickering over his tattoos giving them the appearance of life.

He opened his mouth to say something -
something I knew I didn’t want to hear. Picking up the marshmallow
bag, I tossed one into his mouth. He bit down on it, his eyes
dancing with mirth as I promptly went back to ignoring him.

Eventually the tall lumbering shifter fell
back into the shadows and I was left to my own thoughts, staring
blindly into the fire.

What I kept coming back to, my worry, was
Blake. He had been radio silent except for a few text messages
telling me he was glad that I was alright and that he had more
‘family business’ to attend to.

I had a terrible feeling it was going to
haunt all of us.  












Connect with Me!
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for reading Demigod Down! I greatly appreciate your support and I
whole heartedly hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please consider
leaving me some love on the platform you purchased on.

Want to connect on Facebook? Look me up at
thekimschubert

Join my mailing list to be first in the know:
www.thekimschubert.com

I am always looking for beta readers to help
me iron out the kinks, if you would like to join please email me at
thekimschubert@gmail.com.
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