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      Dark Ones. Born Vampires. Bound by fate — or destined to destroy each other?

      Ancient magic surges through Dane Smithlyn’s veins, a power inherited from generations of formidable witches. He has battled darkness alongside his brother, Damien, cutting down enemies at every turn. But their greatest test awaits.

      Destiny leads them to a kingdom of Born Vampires — one they never knew existed. As Dark One princes of Darshia, power and prestige are their birthright. More than that, they are the first Royal Blue princes in history, carrying a legacy unlike any before.

      Yet danger looms closer than they ever imagined. The Veneration Tribe — rogue shifters, Dark Witches, and vampires — threatens to seize control, conquer realms, and slaughter royal bloodlines.

      Can Dane and Damien stop the rising darkness? Will they claim their destined soulmates, and the love and peace they’ve fought for, or will the enemy lurking in the shadows tear it all away?

      The final book in an unforgettable series

      
        
        Hope you enjoy the extra special scenes woven through the book.
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            A THOUGHT FOR THE DAY

          

        

      

    

    
      In times of weakness and sorrow, strength can be found. The one whom you trust and admire can be your nightmare. Believe in yourself and trust yourself, for you are stronger than you think, and tomorrow will be a bright new day to cherish.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DANE’S THOUGHTS

          

        

      

    

    
      My heart aches as I survey our family’s land, the towering presence of our royal castle standing against the horizon.

      Remaining in Darshia is no longer an option.

      If I’m to succeed, I must leave — seek out knowledge, train with the best, forge my path beyond these walls.

      I will master my abilities. My powers will grow. Nothing will stop me.

      I will become the greatest protector of my time.

      And somewhere beyond these borders, my soulmate is waiting.

      For I know deep within my soul, she is out there.
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      Vampire.

      You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.

      Me — a special unit enforcer. A soldier. A hunter. A killer of rogue vampires. And yet here I am — locked in a handshake with one, in broad daylight. The handshake is a necessary formality when dealing with clients. Instead, it defiles. My skin crawls as it recognises what it is before I let myself admit it.

      Is this some elaborate trap?

      Is this a test? Or have I finally slipped up?

      I’m rigid. Muscles locked as if shackled. Is sorcery at play? Or is it the years of my own conditioning and training that keep me still? But inside, instinct screams — demanding to move, to reach for a blade that isn’t there at my back and sever this abomination’s head.

      Someone in my security firm failed spectacularly and allowed this parasite through. A vampire. On our business client list. When I track down the fool responsible… heads will roll. Literally.

      Our hands part, and I’m tempted to wipe my hand against my suit pant leg to remove the vamp’s taint.

      My hands flex, reminding me I’m not wearing my work leathers, uselessly itching for weapons I didn’t bring. No blades. No guns. Just this immaculate three-piece business suit — and a meeting I never should’ve walked into.

      Damn it.

      My eyes rove over the creature in front of me. He isn’t the usual vamp — no hollow-red-eyed menace, no stench of decay. Instead, he is surrounded by sunlight and dressed like a polished executive in a five-thousand-dollar suit; he could almost pass for human. Almost.

      I step back and settle into the chair, concealing my disgust. I need intel. Stay in control. I pause before answering his earlier question and casually glance out the large office window, pondering whether the view of the city is artificial with all the sunshine streaming in. Then, I turn my attention back to the creature: Michael Witlone, the CEO of this business sham.

      “Mr. Witlone, Michael, your security is lacking.” My voice is steady, but inside, fury coils tight. Of all the things I could be doing, this is not one of them. Ha! Speaking to a vampire. Keep control, Dane. You’re a royal prince; you’ve been trained since birth to be professional. With a paused breath, I raise my brow and say, “Anyone can walk into your synthetic blood factory.”

      My interest was piqued when I discovered that several levels below the publishing business was a scientific factory producing synthetic blood worth hundreds of millions of dollars. Strangely, the laboratory was absent from the initial notes. It should have been one of the key factors included in my security inquiry for a quote.

      If the synthetic blood is for vampire consumption, this can lead to no more slaughtered, drained humans.

      I turn my head toward the human. Frederic — the smug human seated at the other end of the large glass conference table — pales. His eyes laser on me as he stands, sending his chair backwards. “How dare you…”

      I already know everything. His team is incompetent. Greedy. Sloppy. Beyond taking and selling the blood for themselves as a side hustle, they’re stealing from the publishing house above and selling what they can. Not anymore.

      Michael’s reaction is unexpected. His pulse spikes. A vampire with a heartbeat — now that’s interesting. That’s another thing that’s different about this vampire.

      “No one should know about the lab.” His voice is controlled, but tension lingers beneath.

      I brace myself. He’s going to attack. But then — he doesn’t. He forces himself to remain calm. Impressive. Killing a vamp in front of a human? Too much paperwork and red tape.

      Michael turns to Frederic, eyes cold. “You vouched for your security. Now I learn anyone can waltz in?”

      I let them argue.

      As I sit calmly, I remind myself to gather intel and then escape. I will return with backup and stick to the plan. Eliminate this new rogue vamp.

      The vampire sits back in the chair, his head resting in his hands. “So many people rely on that blood. Several human medical clinics are grateful we can supply them with it.”

      I freeze. Human medical clinics? Since when?

      Then, a shift in the air. A presence. My body goes on alert.

      My pulse spikes. My body reacts before my mind can comprehend what is happening, as my dick of all things, increases in size, biting against my zipper. What the hell?

      The soft click of the door. The rhythmic tapping of heels against the hardwood polished floor.

      I look up and freeze. I feel as if my jaw has hit the floor.

      In walks a stunningly beautiful woman, with effortless confidence, who strides in as if she owns the place. All five foot nine, not including her four-inch high-heels. Sexy as sin, with curves in all the right places. Don’t even get me started on the swell of her breasts peeking through the opening of her white blouse. I am captivated by her glorious, long, fair hair, tempted to either run my fingers through it or grasp it while I passionately take her from behind.

      A goddess. Hazel eyes surrounded by dark lashes lock onto mine, holding me captive.

      My mate.

      I have found my soulmate.

      My first instinct is to grab her and kiss the shit out of her. Then, use the glass business tabletop before me, marking the woman as mine.

      My soul sings for joy as my body goes on full alert. I feel an intense sensation of protectiveness. The need to keep the two other men from her grows with each passing second.

      The word MATE keeps repeating in my mind.

      My happiness crashes into me, then, cold realisation. She’s not just beautiful and everything I have ever dreamed of. She’s a leech.

      A bloody vampire.

      Of all the fucking entities…

      Karma really is a bitch.
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      Stunned, I sit there, forcing myself to regain composure.

      The two vampires converse quietly, their voices a low murmur — a private exchange I have no part in.

      Within seconds, I extend my mind abilities, reaching out to my second-in-command, Dimitra.

      
        
        ‘Dimitra, heads up,’ I say, realizing too late that I forgot to warn the man first.

      

      

      
        
        ‘Dane, don’t do that — you’re going to give me a heart attack one of these days.’ I laugh; I shouldn’t, but Dimitra is just too easy to rattle.

      

      

      I still get a kick out of catching my second-in-command off guard with my Dark One talents.

      My parents possess more power than the average Dark One — a legacy of strength and special abilities passed down through royal blood. From my mother’s side, the lineage deepens a hundredfold, infused with magic and formidable special mental abilities.

      As full Dark Ones, we share similarities with vampires — we need blood to survive, living off small quantities. But unlike them, we are born, not turned. We have heartbeats. We’re warm-blooded. We walk in sunlight. We eat food and blend seamlessly into the human world, far better than the decaying remnants of traditional vampires, who prefer to drain their victims. Yet vulnerability arises at eighteen, when each born Dark One must make a choice: embrace their full nature or remain closer to human, sacrificing longevity but retaining some Dark One traits. Like vampires, we can be killed — stakes, swords, bullets. And yes, we can be dusted.

      Once Dimitra settles down and shakes off his irritation, I get down to business and bring him up to speed on our unexpected potential clients.

      
        
        ‘Sorry, Boss. Even I didn’t know they were vamps,’ Dimitra says, his words laced with genuine surprise.

      

      

      Rhythmic keyboard taps echo through our mind link. Tap. Tap. Tap. The man goes through keyboards faster than he changes socks. The poor things don’t stand a chance against the brutal pressure of his fingers. I’ve joked more than once about investing in shares of a keyboard company just to keep up with his destructive habits.

      
        
        With a few muttered exclamations, Dimitra pauses his tapping and mumbles, ‘And I’ll be damned.’ His tone shifted to one of intrigue. ‘Dane, you won’t believe what I’ve uncovered.’

      

      

      From previous experience, I know not to interrupt him while he’s in one of his info digs. It’s best to let him continue. He will let me know when he’s ready for me to speak. Dimitra’s skill at unearthing secrets is unmatched, which is precisely why he’s on my team.

      
        
        ‘Dane, have you ever heard of Born Vampires?’ he asks suddenly.

      

      

      
        
        Born Vampires? That’s absurd. Vampires aren’t born — they’re turned — made. ‘No. Why?’

      

      

      
        
        ‘You better believe it.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘I call bullshit.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘Well, Boss, turns out the guy you’re meeting today — Michael Witlone — is the son of Princess Sophia Dracksville. Married to a human. She’s a Born Vampire from the Dracksonville Realm. Her father is the King of the Born Vampires. Michael also has an older sister named Maranda Barmore, who’s widowed.’

      

      

      I watch the long-legged beauty pace behind the large table, her head held high, confidence radiating from every movement.

      Her toned legs — encased in tight red leather pants — demand my attention, though I force myself to focus. Still, the thought lingers, unbidden… wrapped around my waist while I thrust.

      My gaze sharpens.

      The two children are hybrids — half Born Vampire, half human. That much is clear. But the real question remains — who stands before me? Sophia, the Princess? Or her widowed daughter, Maranda?

      
        
        ‘Dimitra, who’s the president of the company? All I have is a slim dossier on Michael Witlone. I need to know who organised the original contracts and why they never crossed my desk until I stumbled upon the meeting in the network diary.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘Boss, I’ve been digging through the system while we’ve been talking. According to Intel, it was one of the new hires from six months ago — a guy named Brenton.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘Find everything you can on him. And there’s more going on here than meets the eye.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘Are you in danger?’

      

      

      
        
        Now that is the million-dollar question! ‘I’m not sure. But I want a team sent here immediately.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘What’s happening?’ When my second-in-command’s tone changes like that, he’s listening to my words. ‘What have you discovered, Dane?’ he demands.

      

      

      The things I’ve discovered will rock this business to its core, with its incompetent staff.

      
        
        And reply, ‘Security personnel engaged in theft. They need to be contained for questioning.’

      

      

      
        
        ‘On it.’

      

      

      While the vampires talk about security for the synthetic blood factory, I hear Michael’s voice break through the murmurs, “Maranda.”

      Interesting.

      Now I know my mate’s name.

      A flicker of movement catches my attention. Instinct kicks in, and I spin, snatching the arm of the human attempting to slip away.

      He hisses, his voice sharp with defiance. “Let me go, or I’ll — ”

      My grip tightens. He stiffens.

      “Try it,” I murmur, a low, lethal warning.

      I flick a glance toward the vampires, gauging whether they had noticed the man’s failed escape attempt.

      Then, shifting my focus back to the struggling human, I deliver my following command — firm, final.

      “Sit down. Stay put. You’re not going anywhere.”

      He challenges with a lift of his chin. “You have no authority over me. Let me go before I make you.”

      Before he can blink, I’m out of my seat, twisting his arm behind his back. He grunts in pain, his face smashed against the wall — I can already hear the cleaner cursing now, most likely requiring industrial degreaser to remove the oil-slick face mural.

      Michael and Maranda’s conversation halts abruptly.

      “Dane, what are you doing?” Michael’s words carry a hint of confusion.

      I glance over my shoulder, my grip unyielding. “Stopping your soon-to-be ex-employee from slipping away. He has a lot to answer for.”

      Maranda steps forward, her presence commanding.

      “What do you mean?” Her voice is direct, sharp, precise, awakening something primal deep within my soul.

      I meet her gaze — annoyed, questioning. My eyes linger for a beat, tracing the tension in her stance before I speak.

      “Your head of security and his men have been stealing from you,” I say evenly. “From both the factory and the publishing company.”
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      Who is this gorgeous man in my meeting room?

      I barely prevent myself from drooling over his body and bite into my lower lip to keep my mouth closed. Wow! Where did Michael find this sexy specimen?

      What the hell am I thinking? Our business is in trouble, and all I can think about is straddling the sexy guy and riding him until the sun goes down. What in the world is happening to me? It’s been less than twelve months since my husband Liam Barmore succumbed to cancer, and I haven’t felt like this since before then.

      I give my brother a questioning look, raising my eyebrow. He sees the look on my face, and I tilt my head, indicating I want to speak privately. With a nod, Michael turns towards the captivating stranger. A sexy stranger, I require distance from, before I do something I might regret, and climb him like a tree.

      “Dane, would you mind keeping Frederic company for a few minutes? I need to speak with Maranda.”

      I watch the sexy man named Dane from the corner of my eye. He glances in my direction, then gives Michael a nod.

      Without waiting to hear more, I leave the meeting room, stopping a few metres from the door when I sense Michael behind me. We step into the next empty office on my right to chat.

      “Who is this man you call Dane?” I demand as I face my brother. “Why is he here?”

      With a sigh, Michael shakes his head and looks me straight in the eye. “Look, Maranda, we require professional security. I had a feeling regarding Frederic. And it looks like my hunch paid off. I reached out to a recommended security company, which also caters to paranormals, for a full assessment and quote.”

      I’m not happy with my brother. He forgets I’m in charge, not him. “Look, Michael, why have you kept me out of the loop?”

      “Maranda, you have been busy with the publishing side of the business.” He pauses, then turns and begins pacing in the other direction. “And the meetings for the synthetic blood distribution.” He glances over his shoulder and says, “Oh, and then there’s father.”

      Uh-oh. I’ve tried to protect my little brother from our pathetic sperm donor. “Why? What has Father done now?” I ask, trying to avoid sounding like I’m whining.

      “Maranda, I know he is cheating on Mother, so don’t try to cover up for him.” Damn it. I didn’t want my little brother involved. “I am going to have Dane and his company look into our father’s dealings and keep an eye on him. We require proof before taking our information to Mother and Grandfather.”

      So much for keeping things quiet; it must be breaking Michael’s heart to discover what our father has been doing. “Yeah, yeah,” I grumble. “I was handling it on my own.” As the older sister, I wanted to protect my younger brother, but I have failed.

      With a sigh and a shake of his head, Michael says, “Not fast enough, Maranda. Father was seen with another woman last week before he left for overseas to attend several publishing business meetings.”

      Darn it, I was hoping Michael would stay unaware of our father’s activities. The woman from last week is someone I know; the rumours had reached me. She’s also the woman I saw him with in my office.

      Okay. It might be time to bring in help.

      “If, and I do mean if… what do you know of this Dane character? And who is he?”

      “Look, Maranda, all I know is he’s paranormal. And I have heard exceptional things about his firm. He is excellent at what he does. He succeeds where others fail.” I nod. Okay, if Michael has done his homework, and this man is paranormal, then we don’t have to hide ourselves.

      “All right, Michael, I will hear this Dane character out. But…if he slips up, he’s out of here. We do not require the bad publicity.”

      “Sis, you will thank me. Now we better go back in there and find out exactly what Frederic has done.”

      Great. Trust worthy staff is hard to find!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            DANE

          

        

      

    

    
      My policy of not fraternising with the clients is getting old, very fast.

      It’s been a long, irksome two and a half weeks. Every time I’m near Maranda, my dick attempts to burst from my pants as if it’s a heat-seeking missile. My soul is demanding that I mate with her. I don’t know how much longer I can tolerate being in the same room or building with the woman.

      Discovering that Born Vampires are real — I’m slowly adjusting to them. At least these Born Vampires don’t smell of decay. They seem more similar to us Dark Ones. I still need to learn more about them. At least my skin does not want to crawl from my flesh anymore.

      The urge to slay them has stopped for now. As for Maranda’s mother, she has her moments.

      Sophia.

      Now, there’s a woman you definitely don’t want to turn your back on. She’s not just sexy; she possesses an ageless regal quality — the kind of beauty you admire from a safe, future mother-in-law-approved distance. However, she has plenty of bite to be dangerous, and it’s a pity she’s married to the human who is cheating on her. Talk about a dead man walking.

      A week ago, my company transformed the building from top to bottom into a fortress — cameras, sensors, and every layer locked down tight. On major installs like this, I stay on-site to handle any bugs the system throws up. Having my soulmate nearby, her energy, heartbeat, and soul is irreplaceable. It’s like a drug made just for me, intoxicating and consuming, and I can’t get enough. No wonder I’m still here.

      With my sister’s persistence, I have had our older brother Damien come and join me. Initially, I doubted his composure given his wife’s tragic death in a car fire several months ago. A little over a week ago, Damien arrived at my apartment with his duffle bag over his shoulder, and ready for dinner. One drink turned into many, the conversation flowing as easily as the alcohol.

      Then, somewhere between laughter and slurred words, he let something slip.

      His wife — his dead wife — wasn’t his soulmate.

      That little revelation hit harder than the whiskey.

      Talk about unexpected. It also explains why he survived and wasn’t left as a mere shell of himself. I had wondered at one point if it might be connected to our family’s royal blood.

      Damien suspected Eliza was preparing to leave him — he’d uncovered that she’d found her soulmate in another realm.

      Since that drunken revelation, he’s thrown himself into working with my company. Surprisingly, my big brother is proving to be a real asset to my security firm.

      My big sis was right — Damien needed something else to focus on.

      During the first week of setting up my surveillance equipment, my mate asked me to find out the truth about her father’s affair with his mistress.

      And so, here I am. The original contract completed. The second contract is just about complete. But, of course, nothing in my life is ever simple.

      All I want is to walk away, to leave this job behind and claim what’s mine: my soulmate.

      Without knocking, Damien walks into the office assigned to me and sits down with a huff. “Dane, why do you want me in here at this early hour?”

      I glance at the wall clock and see that it is 7:30. I’m glad to see that Damien can be on time.

      The scent clinging to my brother is unmistakable — Damien definitely didn’t spend the night alone. Lucky bastard.

      I am certain that Alice and Alisha, the twins from the apartment downstairs, came by for a drink.

      Looks like they did more than just drink.

      I raise a brow, my gaze locking onto his neck.

      What the…?

      His suit shirt does a poor job of covering the evidence — a large, unmistakable hickey.

      Does he think he’s fifteen?

      I shake my head in amusement. At least he’s no longer drowning in grief full-time.

      And the love bite bruises will be gone within the hour.

      Until I started this job, I knew firsthand that the twins can be a generous handful — great girls — very talented and knew how to treat a man just right in bed. Plus, they know nothing serious will ever happen between us. The girls only stop by when they want their itch scratched. It looks like Damien was the lucky bastard last night to help them out.

      “Serious, Damien, you could have showered first. You better go, clean up and change into clean clothing before our clients detect the twins on you.”

      With his trademark smirk, one I have not seen, maybe in years, the cocky bastard replies, “What can I say, little bro? The twins are enticing. If you did not message me, I would still be with them, enjoying another round.”

      Unbelievable! I lean back, crossing my arms over my broad chest. “I hope you’re remembering to use protection. We don’t need Mother on our case. You know she wants us to settle down.”

      “Hey. Don’t forget I was married. I am not planning on travelling that road anytime soon.”

      Crap. I just put my foot in it. I want my brother to be happy. “Sorry, man. I didn’t mean to bring up sad memories.” Shoot. Now, I feel bad. My brother is showing he’s moving on since his wife’s death, so I quickly change the subject. “Damien, I need you to go back over the surveillance from last night and then prepare the electronic tablets for Michael and Maranda. I have a meeting with them in an hour.”

      He glances back up from his phone. His eyes cloud over, blinks, then clear. “So, we finally have the last of the footage required of the little slimebag?”

      I nod as I glance back at my computer screen, watching a video of the slimebag fucking his mistress in the office he demanded to share with Maranda. “Yes. We now have all the necessary proof. He’s been a busy little shit. It appears he has a substantial bank account in an offshore bank. Don’t even get me started on all the different women he’s fucked.” I shake my head at the thought. The idiot has a beautiful wife. With Sophia’s looks, I know where my soulmate obtained her beauty. Thank goodness for my special ops team. They’ve been following him. Capturing extra evidence. I glance at my brother and say, “Sophia will be devastated when she is shown the proof.”

      My brother looks from his cell to me, then frowns. “In all the time I’ve spent here, I’ve never met or seen Sophia Dracksville. I understand she is a Born Vampire. What is she like?”

      Huh? How is that possible? How in the world has Damien avoided running into Sophia? I glance back at my computer screen. “I have spoken to her a few times. She is a beauty, that is for sure. Why would anyone cheat on her… Anyway, we had better get a move on. The quicker we end this contract, the better.”

      “Why is that, Dane? Feeling a little blue-balled?” I meet his smiling eyes.

      “Shut it, Damien, and get to work,” I growl.

      “Touchy, little brother. Touchy.” Damien laughs. The cocky bastard knows I have a no fraternizing with clients rule. “Dane, you’re the boss. Rules are meant to be broken. Life is too short, little brother.” With those parting words, Damien stands, grabs the two electronic tablets, and sits back down in his chair, activating his computer before typing in his password.

      The only thing is, I have seriously considered breaking my own stupid rules. I need Maranda, body and soul, and my balls are turning blue. My hand is going to develop RSI if I’m not careful. I need her in my life permanently as my mate before I lose her to someone else.
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      Fresh from a quick shower and dressed in clean clothes, my brother stands by my side, chatting as we step out of the elevator and reviewing last-minute details for what I hope will be our final business meeting. He feels pleased with himself for making the last-minute adjustments to the two electronic tablets for Maranda and her brother.

      “Everything’s fully charged and working perfectly, including the updated video footage,” Damien says, passing me both devices as we approach the receptionist in the modern foyer.

      I nod in thanks as I notice the receptionist’s stunned reaction, her cheeks reddening as she slowly licks her lips. She is practically drooling over us. If I were to read her mind, I bet she’s fantasising about us naked and in her bed. It’s happened before; women fantasising about Damien and me. Being Smithlyn princes, especially Royal Blue Dark Ones — a rarity, since my mother’s family usually produces only female Dark Ones — makes us a unique attraction.

      Now, with Alex as the next queen of Darshia, she’ll need all the luck she can get. When we were younger, Damien and I used to enjoy the attention, including the simpering and drooling. Now, with my soulmate nearby, it’s just plain annoying. I shake my head, heading for the President’s office as Damien laughs.

      The bastard’s enjoying this far too much; I bet he scanned the receptionist’s thoughts.

      I hear her soft, breathless voice behind me. “Your eight-thirty has arrived.” She needs a life — and to get laid.

      The office door clicks open, revealing Michael, but my eyes lock on Maranda behind her desk.

      My brother chuckles, clearly sensing my frustration. He claps a hand on my shoulder. “I’m out of here,” he says. “I need to see Alley. It’s her baby’s anniversary, and I want to make sure she’s not getting stuck in the past.”

      Ah, hell. The anniversary of my baby nephew’s death completely slipped my mind — poor little guy never even drew his first breath.

      I still remember how cold my brother-in-law was about the whole thing. My mother has since put a stop to that archaic tradition of uniting kingdoms through forced marriage… though not soon enough for Alley.

      Her sacrifice to keep peace between Darshia and the Silver Kingdom always fills me with pride. On her twenty-fifth birthday, the night of her engagement party, she discovered that her contracted husband-to-be was actually her soulmate — a man who doesn’t seem to care that he is. We were angry to learn that Philip thinks it’s his right to sleep around behind his wife’s back.

      Dane’s voice drags me out of the memory. “See you back in the office.”

      He then walks away, leaving me to face Michael’s puzzled expression.
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      Not one to be dismissed, I step forward and plant myself in front of her desk, waiting for my mate to look up.

      As Michael takes his seat, Maranda glances up and speaks. “So, Dane, take a seat, and thank you for the fantastic job your company has done so far. At least we know the building is protected with full electronic equipment, including recorded surveillance.” I nod and wait for her to continue. “I have seen some of the footage so far and have since dealt with several staff members, well, now ex-staff members, for theft.”

      Michael fidgets and then murmurs, “We never had a clue. If we cannot trust our staff, they’re out of here,” he says in an annoyed tone.

      “Dane, thank you. For everything you’ve accomplished.” I nod in appreciation.

      Before I sit down, I pass Maranda and Michael each a ten-inch digital tablet. They thank me with a nod, but I can see they are both wondering what I am showing them.

      Then I say, “It’s part of my job.” I meet their eyes and continue, “Here…these are your personal tablets, with full access to the surveillance.”

      “Thanks, but why would we need these when we have a room full of monitors?”

      “That is a good question, but there will be times when you might require checking on something of a personal nature which you do not want anyone else to witness you watching.”

      Michael straightens as his eyes widen. “Dane, are you saying we already have footage of my father?” I raise my brow at Michael’s words. He is quick and straightforward, which I am glad about.

      With a nod, I reply, “Yes. If you switch on and activate your tablet, you will see that there are four different screens to choose from at any one time. I have them both set to the vision I discovered last night, which you might find interesting.”

      Within seconds, both Maranda and Michael turn on the tablets and start watching the screen with wide eyes.

      “There are other files included on the devices. Switch between the tabs containing the footage.”

      They both nod and zoom in, scanning each file. Maranda’s screen captures her father in mid-transfer. Her eyes widen when she realises the cameras captured his bank account username and password. Michael switches tabs, his jaw tightening as he shakes his head at each sordid file of debauchery.

      As one, the siblings look at one another before turning and looking straight at me.

      “Thank you, Dane. The footage you have obtained is what we have been after. Our mother will take it from here.”

      I nod my head, knowing I would not want to be their father once their mother gets her hands on him. “Before I leave, is there anything else requiring my services?”

      With only five of my men left in the building, Maranda and Michael’s new building security from Dracksonville have replaced the other guards. Something has felt off since the new security team arrived at the building. I don’t trust them.

      The siblings turn and look at one another, then turn and look back at me with a stern face before Maranda forms a smile that makes my heart sing.

      “Yes, there is something. Would your business be able to handle our personal security full-time?”

      The feeling of shock hits me — I did not see that one coming.

      We offer personal security services, including full-time bodyguards, tailored to each client’s specific needs.

      “Despite hiring our building security, we still need your services. As you’re aware, the family business operates with strict confidentiality, particularly in its production of synthetic blood. Our clients include private businesses and individuals who wish to keep their identities confidential. Sometimes, we require armed security personnel.”

      Since I discovered the manufacturing of synthetic blood here, I mentioned it to my mother and sister, who became interested and looked into it. The Darshia hospital has begun introducing synthetic blood to the Dark Ones who require a blood transfusion, and it appears to be an asset to my home realm.

      Maranda’s voice brings my focus back to the conversation. “Plus, as we require a full-time bodyguard for myself, my mother, and brother. Are you able to handle our request, or can you recommend someone?”

      My breath catches as my mind races through different scenarios while I try to think quickly. I don’t like the idea of keeping these people as clients, but I also don’t want to leave the safety of my soulmate in anyone else’s hands.

      “Can I get back to you? I’ll speak with my associates and give you the answers tomorrow.”

      “Okay, but please do not keep us waiting. We want to sort this out as soon as possible.” Maranda glances at her brother, then at her computer screen, and back at me. “The matter of my father… His roster has been scheduled for him to be back in the office in three days, and I want to have everything in place before he arrives. I want you to be here when we confront my father.” All I can do is nod. Chances are, either Michael, Sophia, or my mate will kill the slimeball when they confront him. Someone needs to be there when it goes down to ensure it doesn’t end in bloodshed.

      I still can’t believe Andrew’s been slipping in and out of this building like he owns the place, all hours of the day and night.

      Unbelievable.

      At least he never caught sight of the electronic work installation. That would’ve been a whole different kind of disaster.

      “I can arrange another meeting with you both tomorrow,” I suggest.

      “Will nine a.m. work?” my soulmate asks.

      It’s a bit early, and fingers crossed I’ll be back from my mission by then — but I nod. “Yes.” My gaze flicks between Maranda and Michael. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Until then.”

      I sidestep any unnecessary contact, nodding toward Michael, then to Maranda before making my exit out of their office, and out of the building.

      Once I’m free from the security cameras, the feeling of being watched fades away. I glance at my watch. My mind races with a checklist I need to complete. I’d better call my office — there will be a lot to handle and sort out before I get there.

      One of my priorities will be organising a small security team ready to protect my soulmate. Of course, I will remain responsible for her safety. I do not trust the extra security from Dracksonville, who is in charge of building security. Something definitely feels off about them.

      Tonight is already planned. I’ll join my Special Forces team on a secret mission. We’ve finally made a breakthrough and will follow up on it. After all this time, we’re close to discovering the Veneration Tribe’s hideout. With our spy in place, we’re gathering information about the terrorists who have kidnapped my sister, Alley, and her pathetic Dark One husband, Prince Philip, multiple times. Let the Veneration Tribe have their moment; tonight, these Rogue Vampires and Dark Witches won’t know what hit them.
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      It’s been two days since Dane stepped into his role as my full-time personal bodyguard.

      I can sense his unease — how his gaze lingers too long on the new building security guards that Michael and I brought in from Dracksonville. Jaike Vilina assured me this team was the best Dracksonville had to offer, the best protection we could ask for. But Dane isn’t convinced, and truthfully, neither is Michael.

      Still, that’s not the only thing occupying my thoughts.

      Something inside me longs for Dane to stay close — not just as protection, but as something more.

      At first, I chalked it up to his striking looks and the effortless way he commands a room.

      But it’s more than that.

      Something deeper.

      Something undeniable.

      Speaking of... the sexy man, my attention fixates on his toned glutes as he strides into the small office at the end of the hall. My heart races every time I think of the gorgeous guy. Hmmm. My new bodyguard, with all his sexy muscles and that smile. My panties become damp each time he smiles at me. Hopefully, what I feel is not just infatuation.

      “Maranda, everything is in place.” My brother’s robust voice penetrates my earpiece through my cell phone.

      My mantra to remain calm and professional barely keeps me from storming into the office.

      My fucking office!

      As far as my father knows, he believes that Michael and I are at a business meeting in the next suburb over, which gives him the freedom to use my office.

      Come on, Maranda, focus on the current situation.

      “Good. Have you sent through the live link to the slut’s husband?”

      Images of Dane fade from my mind as the thought of my father in my office and what he is doing in there makes me sick. The vision I had seen not less than twenty minutes ago in our surveillance room. The vision of my father and his little slut getting naked. It was bad enough to see my father naked, but to see him spread that slut’s naked legs wide enough for his head to dive in and start bobbing up and down just had the bile running up my throat.

      Michael’s annoyed and angry tone snaps me out of the sickening visual I did not want to live through again.

      “Yes. He also sent his thanks. His legal team is now taking care of the rest.” The poor man has more than enough video evidence implicating his wife — proof of her infidelity.

      I glance at the empty secretarial desk, which usually has Margery sitting behind it. Thankfully, my brother and I had other plans for her yesterday. As a special treat, she enjoyed a spa treatment and stayed in a luxury hotel for her birthday, allowing her to have a late start today. If we time this right, Margery will return to the office in just two hours from now.

      “Maranda, they are still in there, and she is now giving him a BJ. Why is he doing this to us? He always promised he would always remain faithful to the family — especially to Mum.” I can easily picture Michael shaking his head in anger. “And for fuck’s sake, he even has it in a signed document — to prove to us that we can always trust him.”

      My heart is breaking, knowing how much our father has lied, not just to Michael and me, but also to our loving mother, Sophia. Oh boy, my father is going to regret the day he became a two-faced, two-timing, lying, deceiving male because right now, he is no longer my father. When he decided to deceive my family, it was the day he signed his own death warrant.

      Earlier this morning, I spoke to the man who is married to the woman in my office. With his full permission, he wants us to make his wife suffer as much as possible.  Hilton couldn’t believe that his loving wife had been cheating on him all this time. He forwarded all the evidence to his solicitors.

      My business cell dinged. Speaking of the man, a text from Hilton.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hilton:

      

      
        Thank you for providing me with the latest evidence. At this very moment, the ink is drying on the divorce papers. Tiffany’s clothing is being boxed up and will be sent to charity. Her credit cards and bank accounts have been cancelled, and all jewellery has been confiscated. If she is still not dressed, escort her out of the building like that.

      

      

      

      

      

      My mind boggles at the selfish woman and her actions. All I can think is if she behaves like a slut, then she is a slut. Maybe she should have re-read her prenup — foolish, naive girl.

      As I place the tablet on the desk, I take a deep breath and remind myself I need to sound professional and distant. With my finger hovering over the numbers, I begin to dial my so-called father’s office phone number.

      “Michael, I’m switching my tablet to my office live feed. I need to know visually what is happening in there while I talk with him. How far away is security, because I want them ready to escort that little slut from my building in the next few minutes?” My anger continues to rise, and my voice is deadly. If it were not for my mother wanting her cheating husband to remain alive, I would kill him myself.

      “Everyone is in place, Maranda. They are waiting for your signal to move in. Now finish dialling that number so we can end this once and for all.”

      I end the call to Michael by tapping my earpiece. Activate my tablet and select the feed for my office. Seeing my father on the screen makes my stomach twist, and my canine’s ache. The need to attack and kill nearly overpowers me.

      Filling my lungs, I hold and slowly release all the air before continuing with the business phone in my other hand. I dial the last digit for his office desk phone, glance up at the security camera, and smirk, knowing my brother keeps one eye on me and the other on our so-called father.

      I glance back down at my business mobile, then to the tablet’s screen. Witnessing my father with his head tilted back, enjoying his BJ from his little slut. Bile quickly rises up my throat. Oh, God, how could he do this to us? I managed to swallow the lump in my throat and prevent myself from being sick.

      I hear the ringing of his office desk phone through the tablet in my hand while watching its screen. I watch his head snap forward and turn towards the desk phone. His little slut, so focused on her job, did not pay any attention to the noise of the phone and kept her head bobbing and sucking — Gee, such devotion.

      As I watch the tablet’s screen, I don’t believe it. Father knows it is me, yet he allows the woman to continue her actions. It’s unbelievable.

      “Hi baby girl, can I call you — ” I cut him off, not giving him time to finish his sentence. I do not need the added slurping sounds in my ear from the devoted little slut.

      “Father, I need you to get that slut off your dick and tell her she has fifty seconds to get her arse out of my office and into the public elevator before security appears and escort her out of my building however she is dressed. By the looks of it, she’ll be naked.”
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