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Chapter One

 


I closed my eyes, taking pleasure from
the warmth of the water. Most of my body was submerged, arms
stretched across the hot tub. When Rikki promised a vacation, I
never pictured one so soon. It was nearly the end of November,
Thanksgiving next Thursday. It would be my first Thanksgiving with
the pack, Halloween coming and going quickly. I contemplated
inviting my mother. We still hadn’t talked much since the truth of
my adoption came to light. It would be something I needed to face
in a few days, but not now. The weather dropped below 40 degrees
before midnight which was normal for November Oregon weather, but
that did not stop me from leaping into the Jeep with a suitcase for
a weekend getaway. I needed the mental space and time alone with
Rikki without interruption. This would be our first time completely
alone for more than a few hours. I wouldn’t say I was getting
impatient with always having to share my mate, but my sister,
Braelin, and many of the pack did make comments on my grumpy
behavior lately. Being mated to Rikki for barely five months felt
more like five years had gone by from all the challenges we faced.
We were due for a break.

I relished the warmth of the water,
sighing with profound relief. “We needed this. I love you even more
for bringing us here,” I mumbled, tilting my head back with my eyes
still closed.

We were staying in downtown Portland
at the Marriott overlooking Riverfront Park. I could hear the fast
pace of city life whisking by, reminding me of the normal life I
once had before turning into a werewolf. Having Rikki and the pack,
I wouldn’t change my present, but it had taken me time to accept
everything. I could admit to myself that I enjoyed being a werewolf
and a part of a pack. There was a lot to be grateful for despite
that problems that came with my new status. But for the first time,
I could leave my concerns behind and enjoy a weekend away with my
mate.

“We should do this more
often,” I encouraged, gaining no response from Rikki. Perhaps she
was relaxing in the water, though I doubted it. The woman hardly
ever relaxed, always contemplating her next tasks in keeping the
pack safe.

I considered saying something else but
decided to let the silence take the lead just as a sharp nip on my
toe caused me to screech and kick.

I felt my foot slam into something and
heard water splash. Opening my eyes I saw Rikki’s head surface from
the water, blood seeping down her chin. She moved to the side of
the hot tub, tilting her head back, and pinched her nose. Blood
mixed into the water, and I shook my head, realizing what she’d
done.

“Really,” I said,
narrowing my eyes at her since it was her fault and not mine. “I
thought something bit me.”

“Like what?” she asked in
a sardonic tone, which wasn’t her go-to reaction. Normally, I’d get
a stare down or brow raise. “A piranha?”

I opened my mouth to reply but rolled
my eyes instead and reached for one of the towels resting on the
side of the hot tub. “Move out of the water before housekeeping
comes tomorrow and thinks one of us has the power to turn water
into wine or something.”

“And blood, you mean?”
Rikki retorted, propping herself up over the edge of the hot
tub.

I stuck my tongue out at her. “You
know what I mean.” I moved her hand out of the way and forced her
head to tilt downward. “You are doing it wrong,” I
explained.

“It doesn’t matter,” Rikki
said, straightening her posture.

I checked and realized her nose had
stopped bleeding and whatever damage that had occurred was now
healed. Perks of being a werewolf. I snorted and tossed the towel
to the side as I sat next to her; both our legs still submerged
below the water. I brushed my shoulder against hers and smiled.
“So…”

She frowned, confused by my unspoken
question.

I twirled my hand about and chuckled.
“So, why did you bite my toe?”

Rikki paused as if she had no idea
what I was talking about. After a brief moment of silence, she
sighed. “I wanted to be playful. But clearly I failed.”

“Playful,” I repeated as
if the word was unfamiliar to me. Rikki was a lot of things but
playful wasn’t one of them. Not that we didn’t have our silly
moments but that was mostly from the actions I made. The fact that
she couldn’t look me in the eyes like she normally did, suggested
something else was roaming through that mind of hers. I reached
over, linking our fingers together. “Hey,” I said softly, hoping
she would hear me. “I hope you know I love who you are and would
never change anything.”

Rikki’s shoulders loosened slightly
but not enough to make me drop this conversation.

“What is it?” I asked,
wanting to give her the chance to express her feelings without me
having to pull it out of her. There were so many layers to Rikki
that I was still discovering. I didn’t expect her to share
everything all at once, but sometimes I hoped for a bit more than
what she had given so far.

Perhaps I was being unreasonable. We’d
only been mated for a short time, though in werewolf standards five
months was really like five years depending on how significant pack
drama was, and we had tons of it since I joined.

“I know I can be…intense
and always guarded. I don’t want you to ever feel like you can’t be
fun with me,” she finally said. “I want you to see all of me. I
just haven’t seen this side of myself in a long time too. I don’t
think I’ve ever let myself be completely me, only in pieces and I
know I have so many sides of me you haven’t seen yet.”

I didn’t rush to speak like I normally
would. I wanted to digest her words. I mentally groaned as
realization set into my mind. Here I’d been thinking this trip was
about giving me freedom, but this was for her just as much as me.
Some part of me had known that. I just never acknowledged it. I’d
been selfish on this trip so far and we’d barely been here over a
day. While Rikki handled much of the pack business, I was playing
cards or running free and wild with many of the pack, having fun. I
had my hard moments too, but I could relax around the ones who at
least liked me. In Rikki’s mind she could never be too relaxed
around her pack, fearing some would see that as being weak or her
letting her guard down with an unknown threat to come. On several
occasions I’d tell Rikki to join in, but I knew deep down it wasn’t
easy for her and it would take some time.

“I’m sorry,” I finally
said. “I know you want to have moments like this with the pack too.
And I do believe you can get there but until then, don’t think for
one second I don’t love spending time with you.”

“You didn’t ask for this
life,” Rikki said, brows stretched high as if trying to accept
whatever thoughts she was having. “Most of us didn’t ask for this
life,” she continued. “Sometimes I worry that the way I am will
eventually be too much for you. Too protective and cautious.
Everything moves fast in a werewolf’s life. I have to remind myself
you lived as a human not too long ago,” Rikki finished. She glared
at the water, looking through it in deep thought.

I could sense there was more she
wanted to say and nodded encouragingly for her to
continue.

“Maybe you need us to slow
down,” Rikki said. “I know you’ve been overwhelmed.”

I frowned and felt my breathing snag.
I averted my head for a second, trying to understand what was going
through Rikki’s mind. I couldn’t picture my life without her
consistently in it. “Yes, I’ve been overwhelmed, but that’s
expected. I’m still trying to figure out how to be a werewolf and
an Omega. I can admit I’m not used to sharing my partner with
multiple people all the time and what I’ve been longing for more
than anything lately is just you and me. But I don’t need space and
I’m happy. Are you?” I asked, afraid to hear her answer.

Rikki eyes widened and she spoke with
no hesitation. “Yes!” she said. “I just don’t want to scare you
away. Being in a relationship can be hard enough. A werewolf
relationship, especially with an Alpha, is far more
intense.”

I gripped both of her hands, making
sure she was focused on me.

“I love you.” Saying those
words, I felt blessed to have found someone like her. My heart was
racing, and I begged my lungs not to fail me, so I could say the
words I needed to say and not choke up on all my
emotions.

“Yes, I did not ask to be
a werewolf.” Being attacked by Cain, a rogue who thought he could
claim me, had brought me into the paranormal world, and I silently
thanked him for it. I wouldn’t have met Rikki if he didn’t seek me
out. Even though Cain used my sister to get to me, I was thankful
I’d been attacked if that was the only way to be a part of the
world I was in now.

“Rikki, don’t you know by
now it was because of my love for you that I accepted what I am? It
wasn’t because I simply wanted to be with you. That was part of it,
but it was also because of how strong you are. You inspire me every
day. I hope to be just as amazing as you when I’m old enough to be
someone’s great-great-grandma and still look good in jeans,” I
joked.

Rikki smiled. “There’s a lot in my
past I’m not proud of. I don’t want you to ever look at me
differently.”

I cupped her cheek. “You aren’t the
only one. All I can promise is that nothing you say could stop me
from wanting you. I’ll always love you. I don’t want to slow down.
I can’t even picture what that would look like. There is so much we
still don’t know about each other. Perhaps this trip isn’t just
about getting away and clearing our minds but taking the time to
really establish how we feel and what we want out of this
relationship.”

“I never asked before, and
since we’re talking about getting to know each other better and our
past...” Rikki scooted closer, reaching out to link our fingers as
she drew my hand into her lap. “I know initially you were hesitant
about being with me because of the adjustment
to finding out you were a werewolf. But I
could see that
in the back
of your eyes that there was something else holding
you back at the time I didn’t want to question
it.”

The fact that this woman knew me so
well scared the hell out of me. Since my old life hadn’t quite
merged with my new life yet, it was easy to not share my past. I
had no intentions of hiding anything from Rikki, but I wasn’t ready
to share my deepest wounds. But at this point in our relationship,
she deserved my honesty.

“I’ve been in love before,
almost five years ago.” I brushed my thumb softly over my bottom
lip in deep thought, trying to find my words. I hated thinking
about the past when it regarded the woman I once loved. “Her name
was Rachelle.”

“Hey, if you are still not
ready to talk about her, it’s okay.” Rikki leaned in to kiss my
shoulder in support.

I shook my head. “I want to tell you.”
I sniffed through my runny nose. It wasn’t hard for me to get
emotional. I used the towel to blow my nose before clearing my
throat, laughing at myself out of awkward nerves. “We were together
for over a year and a half. She…” I pursed my lips and sighed. This
time I glanced at Rikki, feeling a little more comfortable due to
her patience. “She was entertaining and quite the charmer. Always
challenging me to be better.” I stared up at the ceiling of the
patio as I continued. “She would tell me, ‘Bonnie, don’t you know
how strong and powerful you are? I can’t wait to see who you
become.’ I thought she was full of shit and biased of course. Who
knew she was right?” I said.

Rikki smiled and nodded. “What
happened?”

I shrugged and shook my head. “I don’t
know. One day I came home, and she wasn’t there. Her stuff was
still there but she wasn’t, and when I went to her friends and her
job, they all seemed clueless as to who I was talking about. And I
knew where she worked and who her friends were because we hung out
all the time, and I’d pick her up from the hospital. She was a
physician’s assistant.”

“At the same hospital
where Rosemary works?” Rikki asked in curiosity.

“No!” I said. “At
Silverton hospital. I hadn’t known Rosemary personally yet at the
time.”

Rikki’s brows furrowed, suspicion
lingering in the corner of her eyes. “And you never saw her
again?”

I blew out a breath. “No. I went to
the police and made a report and they told me that they couldn’t
find her in the system, and that maybe she’d turn back up
eventually. Weeks turned into months, which turned into years, and
eventually I had to let go. I’d been so consumed with finding her
that Jr had to do his version of an intervention to help me get my
life back on track.”

I looked out into the city,
remembering the nights Rachelle and I would go on a stroll. As much
as it hurt to think of her, I had let her go. I was happy now.
Rikki was my new world, and I would never let her go.

“I’m sorry you lost her
like that,” Rikki said sincerely.

“Thanks, but I’m happy and
I wouldn’t trade you for anyone.”

Rikki smiled and kissed me gently.
“Nor I you.”

My eyes drifted to her lips. “I want
it all with you. The good and the bad. And the kinky,” I
grinned.

Rikki’s dark lashes lowered
seductively. “I can provide that,” she said huskily.

My heart drummed in my chest. “Don’t
forget that dry sarcasm I love,” I replied breathlessly.

“Mhm,” Rikki barely let
out before pressing her lips against mine.

I moaned as her hands began to work at
removing my bikini top. When her thumb grazed my hardened nipple I
gasped, knowing we’d be making love for the rest of the
night.


Chapter Two

 


After our long night of
passionate sex, we’d spent most of the next day out and now were
off to a lesbian night dance party. When Rikki mentioned she’d
never been to one, it was an easy decision. It took much convincing
to get Rikki into an Uber with me. Rikki interrogated him for
several minutes before accepting the ride, causing me to leave him
a large tip. Being an Alpha, apparently there were individuals out
there who would impersonate an Uber driver just to get a shot at
removing her from power. I had to remind myself I was in a new
world and being a female Alpha was as dangerous as being a woman
surrounded by egotistical men who wanted to see her fail and
would even kill
to make sure it
happened.

Members of the Council were at the top
of that list. After my last failed conversation with Council member
Luke, who’d been responsible for countless Omegas’ deaths, I
counted him as our biggest threat. He thought my specific kind an
abomination; so that meant he hated me deeply. He also hated seeing
a woman in power, so he hated our pack as a whole. After facing Wes
and his pack of werewolves less than a month ago, all suspicion
pointed to Luke as the main culprit of the scheme to get rid of us.
But my instinct still told me there was more to everything that
happened, not just the women being taken but a presence I’d felt
the day of our final showdown with Wes.

I felt the car slow and peered out of
the window. Tonight was about Rikki and me and not pack
issues.

“Is this it?” the Uber
driver asked. He rolled down the window, shifting his head to look
for the right location.

I nodded. When the car stopped, I slid
out first, Rikki following close behind.

We approached the club, music blasting
through the double glass doors. A woman who looked like she lifted
hundred-pound weights everyday stepped forward and I pulled out my
I.D, showing it to her as expected. Rikki frowned but did the same.
The woman nodded and I grabbed Rikki’s hand, pulling her inside
with me.

The moment the doors opened, my eyes
teared up and I blinked rapidly due to the odor inside. I’d been in
a club countless time, but this would be my first time as a
werewolf with an acute nose. It smelled like restroom sex, alcohol
and sweat.

Rikki huffed, combing her fingers
through her shoulder length hair that hung loose tonight. She
frowned and waved her hand around. “How can you come to a place
like this?”

I rolled my eyes. “As a human, it
doesn’t smell so bad in here,” I pointed out. I told myself to give
Rikki time. She’d come from an era where fun was running across
logs drunk from mead, not a Long Island, a shot of honey whiskey,
and club music pounding in her ears. “Give it a chance,” I
whispered.

I kept a firm grip on her hand,
tugging her to the line where women waited for their drinks,
already scouting out the options I wanted tonight. Being a
werewolf, I couldn’t get drunk, but I could still enjoy
it.

“What would you like?” I
asked Rikki, pulling her attention back to me. She’d been watching
the dance floor where a herd of women danced about. “You ever drink
vodka?” I asked.

Rikki frowned for the dozenth time
tonight. “Of course. Vodka was very common amongst the men of our
colonies. I would sneak and take some.”

“You stole vodka?” I
chuckled in disbelief.

Rikki grinned. “I was a child once,
believe it or not,” she joked.

I liked that Rikki was finally
beginning to relax and smiled. “I forget,” I teased back. It was
our turn, and we ordered. A few minutes later we got our drinks. I
slid a twenty towards the bartender and walked away.

I glanced around. The ambiance was
lightly dimmed with red florescent lights hanging from the ceiling.
An arrangement of booth style tables hugged the corners of the
walls opposite of the bar counters that stretched from one end to
the other. High top round tables with stools were closer to the
door and center of the club. As for the dance floor, that had been
the spotlight of huge open space, enough to fit at least 100 women.
The restrooms were to the right of it.

“You can sit with us,” a
woman with brown straight hair and a freckled face called out. I
looked and saw her waving toward us.

Great. Rikki will love
this, I thought sarcastically. But small
talk with strangers beat standing around. We came to the booth
where two women sat with friendly smiles.

“You two looked lost,” she
said.

I nodded. “More like hoping for seats
to magically appear,” I said. “Thank you.”

“I’m Sue,” the woman who
called us over said. She had blonde chin length hair with
glasses.

The smaller woman beside her smiled
and offered a hand. She darted her brown eyes to me and then Rikki
and back to me. When her glasses slid down to her nose, she used
her finger to push them back up in place. Somehow, I got the sense
that she was aware of what Rikki and I were but kept that to
herself. Humans weren’t aware of our kind so that made me pause
before accepting her handshake. Her eyes hovered even lower as she
contemplated offering my mate a handshake. I knew Rikki had no
interest in shaking either woman’s hand.

“I’m Theresa,” she said
quietly.

I casually took in a whiff of her
scent but found nothing alarming. “This is my mate, Rikki,” I said
without thinking. Sue’s brows went up by my reference to calling
Rikki my mate and not partner. Theresa, on the other hand, didn’t
react. I smiled tightly and continued. “And everyone calls me
Bonnie,” I said a bit too cheerfully. Gosh, I’d been around
werewolves too much.

“Where are you from?” Sue
asked inquisitively.

Before I could answer Rikki cut in.
“This drink is okay. I should have asked for something a bit
different,” she said. She clearly didn’t want me to share where we
were from, not that I was planning to.

“Funny.” I laughed
nonchalantly. I intended to take a sip but instead downed the
entire Long Island I’d ordered.

Both women stared at me. Sue was
probably regretting inviting us over to this table. Perhaps I was
no longer normal either.

“We haven’t been to a
dance club in almost a year,” I explained. “Now we feel like
ancients trying to catch up to the changes.” I patted Rikki’s thigh
casually. “Let's dance,” I said.

Rikki’s eyes widened as if I’d asked
her to come eat bugs or something, shaking her head as I forced her
out of the booth. “I don’t dance,” she argued.

I ignored her complaint as we moved to
the dance floor. It was hip hop night, the beat as intense as if it
were the pulse beating into my chest and keeping me alive. Rikki
stood next to me, staring around like a human trapped and
surrounded by aliens. When a woman nearly bumped into her, Rikki
snarled a warning and the woman bolted from the dance
floor.

I pulled Rikki’s face to my eyes,
using the palm of my hands to guide her. “Focus on me. We are
safe,” I promised. I ran my hand down her arm and over her mid
back, knowing exactly how to calm my Alpha mate. I leaned in and
breathed in her scent and found myself aroused by her presence.
She’d let me dress her in the blue jeans I loved seeing her in,
with a white V-neck short sleeve shirt. It was simple attire but
very sexy on her.

“Smell me,” I ordered her.
I knew when I was in control and not her. Rikki listened, bringing
her nose close enough to brush along my neck. I smiled and then
moved my hands to her waist. “Now dance with me,” I said in a husky
tone. Her light curves, brunette hair and hazel eyes all looked
magnificent to me. Though she appeared to be in her early 30’s she
was well over 400 years old and a self-assured woman. She oozed
confidence and I was proud to be her mate. As a black woman, mated
to a mixed woman who was Native American and white, we’d faced
glares and eye rolls, but I never cared. She was mine and I was
hers.

The song changed right on time to a
slower paced song, as if the DJ could sense us and knew exactly
what to play. It was some R&B song that seemed popular, given
how excited the crowd became. I moved to each beat, swaying my body
left to right. Rikki watched me for a time like a predator, not
moving as intensely as me but stepping from side to
side.

She’d wanted to see me in a dress, and
I’d nailed my outfit with a strapless burgundy sheath dress, cut
just above my knees. I let my hair out from its usual braids,
crinkled and pinned back from my face with light makeup applied
over my eyes and lips. It was rare that I dressed this feminine,
but I had my moments. And the outfit had paid off; Rikki’s bedroom
eyes hovered over me as if she could take me here and
now.

I ran my hands up her toned arms,
sliding my fingers into her hair as I pulled her close for a kiss.
I felt Rikki’s hot breath coat my lips before our lips touched. I
breathed in her scent and moaned as I felt her hands grip my waist
tightly. I slid my tongue into her mouth and ran one of my hands
between her breasts. It was as if a compulsion had risen between
us, the scent of Rikki’s desires perfuming my nose and calling out
my need to mate with her here on the dance floor.

I was a lot of things, but I wasn’t
someone who would have sex in front of a crowd. My head buzzed with
magic, my Omega’s eyes opening. I forced our lips apart with a
gasp. Rikki seemed upset by my action, ready to kiss me
again.

This heated desire was wanted but I
knew this was uncharacteristic for Rikki too. I shut my eyes,
forcing my mind to think clearly. My wolf peered through, and I
snapped awake. I tuned the music out, listening for anything
suspicious. Nothing. My eyes scanned around and just as I was about
to give up, I saw something. Eyes. Pitch black eyes. I took in a
long inhale, separating all the smells and felt chills rush up my
arm. It was the same eerie feeling I had the night my pack found
Rikki, when I’d felt a presence below in the basement where she’d
been held.

“Someone’s here,” I
whispered to Rikki. “Something magical,” I said, unsure if that was
the right word to use.

Whatever spell Rikki had been under
released her, and she shook her head and searched. Before Rikki
could either object or agree a loud scream filled the dance floor
as a body dropped to the floor.

My eyes watched as people cleared away
and I frowned, realizing it was one of the women we’d sat with at
the booth. Theresa.


Chapter Three

 


I rushed to the woman’s side, my
paramedic instincts kicking in. She wasn’t moving and I didn’t hear
a heartbeat. There was no sign of injury. I checked for medical
bracelets that could indicate a health issue but there was nothing.
She smelled of faint magic and blood.

Immediately, I began CPR thinking of
nothing else to do for this woman. “Did someone call 911?” I asked.
People were just standing there watching with cameras
out.

We had an audience, and it was one of
the few things I didn’t miss about being a paramedic. Too many nosy
people.

Rikki sensed my distress and snarled.
“Leave!” Humans never seemed to question Rikki and they did so
without argument.

The employees were approaching with a
first aid kit. I thanked them, explaining that I was a paramedic.
Many sighed in relief as if I would be able to fix her.

Rikki knelt beside me, frowning in
anguish. “I can’t sense whatever presence you felt, but I do sense
magic.” Rikki searched the woman’s neck, tilting her head to one
side as a small laceration, barely a centimeter, appeared. It was a
clean cut as if a scalpel had been the culprit. “She is dead,”
Rikki said with a grimace.

Some part of me knew that. I just
couldn’t stop. A few minutes passed as paramedics rushed in to take
over. I gladly backed away and explained how long I’d been giving
CPR.

I sighed. “I don’t know why but I felt
like whoever did this wanted us distracted. Like it was using
magic—”

Rikki nodded. “I know. It almost
appears vampiric,” she said. Not a phrase I was familiar with, but
I understood what she was saying. “Vampires have the ability to
lure humans with sexual desire. Usually, it’s directed toward the
vampire to get the human in a dark room and—”

“I got the picture,” I
grimaced. I didn’t want to hear the rest, but I thought of how
Rikki and I found ourselves so sexually heightened that I nearly
missed the presence that had been lurking near us. I was nearly
ready to have sex right there on the dance floor before I noticed
anything different. “But it was redirected between you and me and
not toward him.” I hadn’t been sure on what or who the individual
was, but instinct told me it was a man.

“It is rare for a vampire
to be capable of such magic. And even then, they have to be witch
descendants.” Rikki frowned, even more confused.

Witches, I thought. I was barely getting use to the idea of
vampires, changelings, water faes, and my own kind. Now witches. I
mentally groaned. “Is it normal for vampires to cut a person’s neck
and for that cut to kill them?” I asked.

“No!” Rikki’s frown
worsened. “I don’t know.”

She grabbed my hand and guided me out
of the club. Her eyes glared around as if searching for
someone.

“Who are you looking for?”
I asked.

“The woman’s mate,” Rikki
explained.

How did I forget about Sue? She was
the one who invited us to the table. It made no sense for Sue to
leave randomly, especially if she witnessed her partner drop to her
death.

“This way,” Rikki
snarled.

We moved swiftly, cutting around the
corner and running down two blocks into the neighborhood. This time
I could smell what she’d been sensing. We ran another block then
turned the corner. The neighborhood was lightly lit with
streetlights, except one that appeared not to be working. Cars
layered the block with no space for additional parking. It was dark
and quiet. Focusing my vision, I noticed a body laying unmoving,
blocking the sidewalk. I rushed over. I knew it was Sue from the
blonde hair and glasses that were broken beside her.

Just as I moved to check her pulse
Rikki snarled, heaving a man up and tightening her fingers around
his throat. I hadn’t noticed him cradled in the grass, next to the
trash bin that blocked my view of him.

“What have you done,
vampire?” she questioned.

The woman was barely alive, but it
gave me hope. Rikki dropped the vampire as he vomited what looked
like blood over her arm.

“What the hell,” she
snarled, leaning down to wiping the blood off on the back of his
shirt.

I sniffed him and frowned. Yep, he
smelled dead.

“Do we take her to the
hospital?” I asked. “And what about him? He looks worse than her
and that’s saying a lot.”

Rikki shook her head. “No.”

I frowned. “No?” I asked
incredulously. “Why is he sick?”

“I don’t know,” Rikki said
quietly, jaw tightening.

She didn’t know. She had said that a
lot in the past 20 minutes. “Then what do you know? This doesn’t
make since from the lessons Braelin has been giving me on
vampires.”

“I don’t know.” Rikki
snarled and dug her phone out. The call was brief as I watched her
speak to a woman on the other end in another language. It sounded
Polish. When she got off the phone, she saw my confused expression
and explained. “She is the Sire of Portland. This vampire belongs
to her.”

Braelin had explained what a sire was,
equivalent to an Alpha for vampires. I nodded in understanding.
“What language was that?” I asked. Perhaps that was a question she
could answer.

“Gaelic,” Rikki answered
quietly. She peered around, checking for any humans who could be
looking out their windows or walking by. We were lucky so far. “She
will help.”

“Including the woman?” I
asked with concern.

I felt a light breeze as a woman
spoke. “Even the vermin,” she said with a wide smile.

My brows furrowed. Vampire speed was
one thing I hadn’t yet experienced until now. Where the hell had
she come from? “Vermin.”

The woman’s smile widened, exposing
sharp fangs as she waved her hand casually to the woman lying
unmoving on the ground because one of her vampires had considered
her a snack.

Rikki ignored the vampire’s poor
choice of words in calling Sue vermin. “Amber. This is my mate,
Bonnie.”

“Ah, yes.” Amber grinned.
Her crimson hair was pulled back into a braid that stretched down
to her lower back. Her skin was pale with no visible
scars.

She caught me studying her slender
figure, green eyes scrutinizing me back. “I am curious how someone
so young and inexperienced captured your heart, Rikki. And an
Omega,” her eyes glinted with amusement.

Inexperienced. I huffed. I promised
myself to think more before I speak. I was in a new world, dealing
with much bigger threats than annoying male humans. Plus, I’d never
fought a vampire. I had no desire to, especially in my outfit
tonight.

“Too bad for the old
lovers who couldn’t seem to get it right.” My mission to be calm
and say nothing failed. The more she looked at me the more I wanted
to hit her back hard with my words.

I expected a flash of anger but
instead she only shrugged. “Perhaps, you are right.”

“Amber, stop bothering my
mate,” Rikki finally said. “Your vampire thought he could feast on
this human and ended up with a stomachache. That isn’t
normal.”

Amber finally decided to acknowledge
the unconscious vampire slumped to the side. She pursed her lips
and then studied the woman. “This…is unusual,” she said. “I will
take him and find out what occurred.”

“And the woman?” I said,
emphasizing she was a person and not vermin.

Amber grinned. “And the
human.”

“She is important to
finding out why someone died tonight.” Rikki explained what had
happened and I watched Amber process her words.

“Yes. This night is very
unusual.” Amber bowed her head to Rikki, heaving the male vampire
over her shoulder like he weighed less than the contents of a
clutch purse. She then moved to the woman and did the same over her
other shoulder. “Once both are awake and recovered, I will call
you. Perhaps it would be wise to meet. Something tells me this is
no coincidence.”
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