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        Seductive mists and a ruined Academy. 

        No one will escape this Halloween night unsatisfied

        One ruin stands in Mor’s way of restoring Trick’s City.

        The one place where it all started...

        Bestias Academy. 

        As workmen descended with sledgehammers in hand a dark, ominous mist appeared to halt them in their tracks. 

        It’s now up to Mor to figure out what the mist is and why it’s appeared days before the most important holiday of the year...Halloween. 

        And she needs the gang to fight the darkness together.

        Only this mist wants to claim more than the Academy grounds…

        It wants Mor.

        And then it wants the City.

        Seduction rises and spills through the darkened streets. 

        Mor and her three gorgeous Wolves are swept up in darkness...and lust.
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      I stared at the memo on the computer screen and for the third time clicked out of it. My desk was covered with papers, piled high with security detail assignments and the many requests for approval of pop-up celebrations...one hundred and fifty, the last time I counted.

      There were parties that ranged from the fake banishing spells a group of college kids were hosting in Tricks City Mall, to the real life frat party the Vampires were running. 

      Halloween wasn’t just big in Trick’s City. 

      It was massive. 

      I pushed back from the desk and stood, stretching the ache out of my legs. 

      Ding. 

      Ding.

      Ding. 

      The steady flow of emails hit my computer. There were new regulations for our blood supplies, and new territories for the Wolves to discuss. If I thought being the Ancient for my race was going to be glamorous—then I was dead wrong. 

      I stepped out from behind my desk and cut across my office to the wall of windows. The city sparkled far below, shiny new, sparkling fresh. We’d rebuilt in the wake of the attacks. 

      Five years had felt like forever while we cleaned, while we healed. It took a long time for the mortals to trust us, and I was still a long way from getting them to trust me. 

      But Halloween was a giant step forward, and this year I was determined to make it more spectacular than ever.

      Ding. 

      I smiled at the sound. What started off as a joke had now raced like wildfire through the city, this time leaving nothing but excitement and happiness behind. 

      Mortals dressed up like Immortals, and my kind switched roles dressing like preppy college kids and every day mortals. 

      They collected the garbage, they invaded classrooms. 

      They switched roles for one perfect day, and everyone loved it. 

      In Tricks City, Halloween had become the biggest celebration of the year. This year was going to eclipse all others. I had street corner hauntings scheduled. Even the Blood Moon Academy was in on the act. This was what I’d been working toward for the last five years, ever since I’d heard Dad repeat the last words of the famous Vlad Vasile, the Ancient Vampire who not only trusted me with his city, but also with his fortune.

      I’d inherited it all, this building, the crowning jewel in Trick’s City, along with countless houses and offshore accounts, many we were still discovering. 

      I went from academy dropout to the most powerful Vampire in the world. 

      And the entire thing still scared me. But it was magical up here, breathtaking with so much hope. 

      Ding. 

      I closed my eyes and took a breath. Halloween was one day away and the city had gone into full blown panic mode. 

      Ding. 

      I turned and slowly walked back. They say there is no rest for the wicked...well I must be as wicked as they came. I sat down at my desk and moved the mouse over the influx of new emails...until one subject line made me still. 

      
        
        Bestias Academy - URGENT

      

      

       It was from Bond. I scowled and clicked the email open. He hadn’t said anything about it last night when we’d talked on the phone. Or any night he’d been gone this week for that matter. It was a forwarded email, from the demolition crew assigned to repair the city. 

      Demolition has ceased on Bestias Academy.

      The crew has tried to gain access to the grounds a number of times over the past few days and each time they are prevented from performing any work. Sorry to do this, but until this problem is taken care of, we can’t start.

      Stuart.

      “Shit.” I grabbed my cell phone and dialed the number. 

      It was picked up on the second ring and the gravelly voice of Bond filled my ear. “So, I take it you’ve read the email.”

      “What’s the problem at Bestias?” 

      “I was asking myself that very question. I’d go out and take a look myself, but I won’t be back until early tomorrow morning.” 

      A pang of need cut through me. He’s been gone for almost a week and I missed him like crazy. I missed all of them. “So, how is it there?”

      “Oh, just swell. We’ve only been threatened six times today. I think the other packs are starting to warm up to their new Ancient.” 

      The need inside me quickly turned to fear. “They threatened you?” 

      “I think the term they used is politely declined. Anyway, they have no wiggle room. The last of the documents has already been sent. Judas is officially the new Ancient.”

      I pressed my spine into the seat and exhaled. We’d been working toward this moment for the last five years, ever since Judas officially put his hand up for the job. Now it was all his. 

      Two Ancients. 

      It was going to make interesting dinner time conversations, that’s for sure. 

      “So what are we doing about Bestias?” I murmured. “I can’t pay the crew to sit out on the road.” 

      “Sure you could...you pay them for ten years to sit on the side of the road and it still wouldn’t put a dent in your money, but we’re not about to let that happen. We’re back tomorrow morning. I don’t care if I have to drive all damn night. Tomorrow night, I’m sleeping in your damn bed.” 

      Heat raced through me with his possessive growl. It never grew old listening to him, never got old the heat we shared. Heat that’d been lacking lately on my part. I looked around at the piles of paperwork waiting for me. 

      This wasn’t a job, Hell, it wasn’t even a calling. It was a damn nightmare. 

      “Wait a minute,” Bond muttered. 

      There was a rustle, and then a small growl on the other side of the phone. I smiled and shook my head. I knew what was happening, they were fighting to talk to me. 

      “Mor,” Nero breathed into the phone. “You okay? Did you water the plants? The hydrangeas…”

      “I watered the damn plants, Nero.” 

      “It’s just…” he stuttered. 

      “I miss you,” I murmured and closed my eyes. He came to life inside my mind. Thick raven hair that shimmered like an oil slick under my fingers and piercing blue eyes. 

      He’d grown even more beautiful as he aged. They all had. Nero was muscled, he was a protector of the pack. The one to guard, to fight...to fuck. 

      I shivered with the thought.

      “I miss you too,” he mumbled in the phone. I could hear him cupping the mouthpiece. “I miss you so much it hurts. Your thighs, your breasts. I woke up this morning hard as fucking concrete.” 

      “Did you use them?” I murmured, my own voice deepening with desire. “I put my panties in your bag.” 

      “Let’s just say everything is going into the washing machine when we get home. Maybe Judas needs ten panties. The guy is crabby as Hell.”

      “He has a lot on his plate.” An ache tore through my chest with the words. 

      My transition to the Ancient had come in the wake of the city’s worst Supernatural massacre. There was no way out, not after my father and Principal Balefire stood before the entire community and repeated Vlad’s dying words. But Judas’ rise to the position hadn’t been as smooth. 

      I shoved forward. “Will you tell him I love him.” 

      “Yeah,” Nero murmured, the heat now gone from his tone. “I gotta go. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

      “See you tomorrow,” I repeated. “I love you. Please come home safe.” 

      “Always.” 

      And he was gone. Tomorrow felt like forever away.

      I stared at the never ending work on my desk. At first I’d thought this job might keep me busy. But this...this was endless. I stared at the email about Bestias Academy, the last ruin in my city...and the one place I didn’t want to visit alone. 

      I leaned forward as a beep came from my cell. The Wolves? I glanced down to the name and a smile crept across my lips. 

      Ava. 

      What’s up, buttercup? Guess what? I’m HOME!!!

      And all of a sudden, my grey skies seemed to part. Hell, I’d missed her. I hit the message and pressed the call button. The phone rang and was then answered by her seductive growl. “Thought that might get a reaction. What’s up bitch tits?”

      A chuckle slipped free. “Work is up. You didn’t tell me you were home.”

      “Ah. Text. Now,” she started. “Tour got cancelled due to lack of interest, so came home early.”

      “Oh no, I’m so sorry. No tickets sell?”

      “What? Oh, thousands of damn tickets sold, the place was sold out, like every other city for the past eighteen months. It was my lack of interest that cancelled the show and brought me back. I missed you. Hell, I even missed the mutts.” 

      The mutts.  

      Her favorite word for them and the one word that irked them no end. I think that was why she loved it so much. I inhaled hard and then sighed. Life was never dull when my Kraken was home. 

      “So,” she started. “Coffee, tea, me?” I tried to grasp the meaning. “Or all of the above, take your pick, but I want to see you. Stat.” 

      “I want to see you too.” I lifted my gaze to the email and felt my stomach harden. “Just dealing with something here.”

      “What? What’s more important than your best friend?” Hope and the tiny sting of pain slipped into her tone. 

      “You really want to know?” I didn’t understand why this unnerved me so much. 

      I had her attention now. I could almost see the smile slip away as she leaned forward. “Now you got me all curious.”

      “Bestias.” There I said it. I waited for the burden to lift, for the weight of this last stronghold of my damn nightmares to slip away. 

      But it didn’t. 

      It was still just as heavy as it had been a minute ago. 

      “Tell me more,” she answered. 

      “Not now, come by the house.” 

      “And by house you mean that monstrous monolithic badass you live in?”

      “Live above,” I reminded her. Not even I could live full time amongst the haunted halls. 

      “Give me five and I’m there.”

      “Then I’ll see you at Anarchy,” I murmured before ending the call.

      Silence took hold. I stared at the email. I had one day to get this fixed. One day before Halloween, and the last ruin the Supernatural Council left behind would fall…and finally this city would be renewed.

      I hoped.
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      “Sweet zombie Jesus!” Ava blurted from the doorway of Anarchy, staring up at the enormous black building that towered over the city like a sentinel. “You live in a freaking castle.”

      “Technically, it’s not a castle. More of a temple.” I glanced up at the spectacular shine of the dark walls and marble floor. Sure, I’d hired a huge cleaning team to eliminate every spec of dust and cobwebs, but it was worth every penny. Vlad left me a treasure load of money as part of taking over the position of Ancient, more than I could have dreamed of, so I intended to put it to good use. To make Anarchy a safe place for Supernaturals to attend for clan or pack meetings. A judge-free zone.

      “Tomayto-tomato.” Ava shrugged and stepped over the threshold, looking around. “Last time I was here…” Her breath hitched and vanished as she took in the enormous empty hall, the broken pillar fixed, the floor polished free of the blood spilled.

      I threw an arm over her shoulders and dragged her against me. “Missed you so much.”

      She hugged me back so hard my ribs strained. But in that moment, I felt more awake, more alive, to have her back.

      “You were gone for too long,” I murmured.

      “A world trip does that to you.” She pulled back. “Chuck and I had the best time. Alaska was my favorite place ever!” She exhaled heavily while smiling, the wheels spinning behind her gaze. “That’s where I wanna live one day.”

      “You’re gonna freeze your butt off.”

      She winked and nudged me. “That’s why I have Chuck.”

      “Come, let me show you where I live.” I grabbed her hand and dragged her towards the grand marble staircase with glossy black curved banisters, the wrought iron chandelier dripping with crystals.

      “Isn’t this where you live?”

      “This is just the entrance, babe. The workers barely finished constructing my loft a week ago. Had to get a special team in and then negotiate with Anarchy before any work started.”

      Ava stared at me strangely.

      “Needed Anarchy’s permission... didn’t want the building eating up the workers on site or something.”

      “This place is badass.”

      “Anyway, tell me more about what's been going on? You didn’t send me as many photos as you promised.”

      “I got them all here on my phone. But it was good to get home with family. My shark cousins are still bragging about the battle out here, years later. Pretty sure they regurgitated the fight to Chuck twenty times already, even though he was there too!”

      I burst out laughing, just picturing him rolling his eyes.

      At the top of the steps, I guided Ava down a red rug that spanned the hall.

      Ava paused in front of a room as bright as the sun and she gasped. “Now that’s a bed!”

      I leaned against the doorframe, glancing at the four poster that spanned from one wall to the next with elaborate blue and black coverings and a mountain of pillows. “It’s gotta fit all four of us comfortably.” Already thinking about my Wolves, my heart squeezed at missing them. I couldn’t wait until they came back home.

      “I bet this room will get a lot of use,” she teased as we headed down the hall, past a kitchen, and another spare room filled with unopened brown boxes before we entered my study.

      “Wow!” Ava rushed to the window, pressing herself against the glass.

      Wall to wall windows had the room looking like you walked on clouds above the city.

      “Shit, Mor, this is the best view. Can you imagine the fireworks from here on Halloween?” Her eyes widened. “I want front row seats, that’s all I’m saying. Hell, I’m inviting myself over.”

      “You were always going to come, even if I had to drag you here.” I chuckled and flopped down on the couch, crossing my legs under me, the leather cushion groaned.

      Ava grabbed my leather chair from the desk and crashed into it before spinning it twice, coming to a stop facing me.

      “So tell me everything,” I said. “Is Nesrin still wrestling? Though you said she had doubts.”

      “Her and Salome are now a tag team and have taken off with popularity. Salome told me they just bought a place together with their earnings too.”

      “Wow, good for them. And you? Going back to wrestling?”

      She shook her head. “Nah, I told Chuck, I’m going to join the family business because my parents are getting old and someone needs to take over from Dad.” She winked and broke into a giggle before I could respond.

      “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” I inched to the edge of my seat, an excited scream bubbling in my chest.

      She nodded, her grin stretching from ear to ear.

      “O.M.G!” I leapt to my feet and rushed over to her, hugging my friend while still in the chair in some clumsy, weird ass embrace. “You’re gonna become an Ancient as well?”

      “Well not for a little while, ‘cause Dad wants me to learn so much stuff, but yes!” She squealed in my ear, deafening me for a moment.

      Next thing we were on our feet, jumping around, while holding hands like crazy people. Yep, five years later and we hadn’t changed a bit.

      We collapsed onto the couch giggling like we were back at the Academy.

      “Remember Cherry, the hyena shifter, from school?”

      I shook my head. “Don’t remember her.”

      “Well, she was in my training class and she fell pregnant to a snake shifter.” She shivered. “Eww, I don’t even want to know what’s going to come out of her.”

      “Says, the Kraken shifter!”

      “Hey!” She stiffened. “My babies are going to be badass. Kraken vampires!”

      I latched onto her arm. “You and Chuck, you’re not?” I looked down at her belly.

      "So what if I was, that gonna freak you out?" She stared at me strangely, an expression I couldn’t decipher. “If I was, I‘d tell you, babe.”

      She talked non-stop, giving me no chance to respond, and something about just being in her company, hearing her talk a million miles an hour, seeing her smile and animated arms made me feel more comfortable than I’d felt in months. Being an Ancient was stressful on a good day and nothing compared to having my friend back.

      “So.” She slouched on the opposite end of the couch. “What about you? Tell me about Bestias.”

      “Well, apparently the demolition crew have stopped work on the Academy. Each time they try to get access to the grounds, something prevents them entering.”

      “Like what?”

      I shrugged, having no clue.

      “Bestias doesn’t want anyone near it.” It was like she read my mind. “That place has so many secrets, seriously, who knows what ghouls have sprung out of the ground now.” She laughed, almost maniacally. “It’s weird though, that it’s all happening before Halloween.” 

      “I have no clue what’s going on there, but the Academy needs to get rebuilt. The work crew are charging for every day they can’t get onto the premises. And they won’t start until I take care of it. Judas and the guys are out of town on Wolf business.”

      “That sucks!” Ava straightened her posture, already pushing up the sleeves of her summer sky blue knee-length dress. “We don’t need the guys, we can do this ourselves.”

      I jolted out of my seat, the corners of my lips curving upward. “You coming with me?”

      She scoffed. “Mor, do you really think I’d let you go alone. I’m coming to make sure you don’t do anything stupid. You’re notorious for that shit.”

      Thank Hell, because I didn’t want to go there on my own, mumbling and stumbling as the workmen watched me trying to make sense of the Academy. I dragged her back into my arms. “Pretty sure you’re mistaking me for you.”

      She gasped for air. “Can’t breathe.”

      I released her and she patted her chest. “Damn girl, you have the arm strength of Goliath.”

      We both laughed, and I couldn’t stop smirking at having my friend with me again.

      When we reached the underground garage, Ava tripped over her feet, making all kinds of surprised sounds.

      “Rub my nipples and call me Betty, what in the world do we have here?”

      I cut Ava a strange look, but she was too mesmerized by the half a dozen cars parked underneath Anarchy. Rolls Royce. Bugatti. Aston Martin Rapide. Bright orange Hummer.

      “Seems Vlad collected cars and kept them down here,” I explained.

      Like a kid in a candy store, Ava darted from one to the other, touching the cars, oohing and ahhing before finally stopping in front of the black Lamborghini. “This one,” she called out. “Let’s go with this one. It looks like Batman’s car.”

      “Let’s do it.” I headed to the key rack near the door and grabbed the right key.

      In no time, we were buckled in and I glided the car out of its spot, crawling down the large garage, the doors lifted upward at our approach, sunlight pouring inside.

      Trees and shrubs flanked the narrow road with only more trees in sight as the path curved left.

      “Holy smokes, Batman!” Ava squealed in her seat, bouncing up and down.

      I tapped the gear stick and we were off, curling out onto the main road in front of Anarchy. I switched gears when it unleashed an ungodly crunching sound. “Shit, stupid thing.” I strangled the gear shift, trying to shove it into place.

      “Do you know how to drive this thing?”

      “Yes. I’ve driven stick before just not this car.”

      The crunch came again, and I cringed.

      “Oh, Mor, you’re hurting him. He’s crying. Can you hear him crying?”

      I glared at her, heat rising through me, then swung over to the side of the road. “Fine, then you driv—”

      She’d already scrambled out of the car and was on my side in a flash. I pushed open the door and eyed her. “It’s what you wanted all along, wasn’t it?”

      Shoving me aside, she leapt in. “Get in Robin, we got the world to save.” She closed the door, and the motor hummed like it enjoyed having her behind the wheel.

      Once I was strapped in, she worked that gearstick like… well, I’d rather not think about what, the gears changed almost soundlessly, and we flew over the road like we’d grown wings.

      Most of Tricks City had been rebuilt, and my work with the human council ensured we’d got the city back to a place where it stood proud. As we drove, we passed streets decorated with jack-o-lanterns in front of most stores, their windows elaborately spooky, fake skeletons hanging from streetlights, overhead, streamers and banners with ‘Happy Halloween’ plastered everywhere guided our path. One bar had a large chalkboard out the front with the words, Welcome Foolish Folk overshadowed by a bat. One kid on the sidewalk was dressed like a ghost, and I couldn’t stop smiling.

      “Love that Halloween has now become bigger than Christmas,” I murmured.

      “It’s one way for the humans to show us they embrace Supernaturals living in their city after all the shit that went down.”

      “It’ll get better from here. I’ll make sure of it.” I meant every word. Dad was proud of me, improving on what the Ancient Vlad had already accomplished. Hell bless his soul.

      “With you in charge, girl, it sure will.”

      When we pulled up in front of Bestias Academy my stomach clenched. Vans littered the sides of the road, men in work gear stood around chatting until everyone’s attention swung in our direction. Why did we bring the Lamborghini again?

      Beyond the broken gates our school lay in ruins, buildings broken, walls collapsed, the ground cracked open. So many emotions poured through me at how much this place had changed my life.

      A man stepped onto the driveway, hands on hips, wearing black pants and a blue button up shirt.

      “That’s the boss, I guess.” I swallowed hard.

      Ava killed the engine. “You ready for a trip down memory lane?”
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