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“Everything that we see is a shadow cast by that which we do not see.” 

~Martin Luther King, Jr.
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Mission Of Murder

––––––––
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Riding the high of a recent conquest, I killed the engine to my bike and parked behind the clubhouse. Nighthawks’ president and founder, Viper, would kill me if he knew what I’d just done. Not that he’d ever caught me before. Just because we were friends—tight like brothers—didn’t mean I told him everything.

I didn’t really consider it keeping secrets, though. It was simply taking care of business. The supernatural problem in Shreveport hadn’t been too bad compared to New Orleans. Good God, this place was teeming with monsters. I supposed I was one of them... just not the bad kind.

All right... that came out wrong. I am bad. Fuckin’ terrible, actually. I just didn’t kill without reason or thought. This recent victory was for a good cause, and that cause was getting an evil witch off the streets.

Honestly, it had been too easy. Last week, we’d received an anonymous tip that a woman in the French Quarter was doing “palm readings” and then robbing men of their money. The tip said the human would pay her a hundred bucks to see a glimpse of their future, or communicate with a recently deceased loved one, but after the reading, the men would be knocked out cold and wake up in an alley, missing their wallet and their memory temporarily. Two men, that we know of, never woke up, and their deaths were still unsolved by NOPD. They’d most likely died from whatever the witch had done to knock them out cold. When the ones who survived remembered what happened and eventually went to confront the woman, the shop wasn’t there. Or it didn’t appear to be there. It stunk of magic to me, and there was no way I was going to let this crazy witch get away with this shit.

I ditched the bike at a pay-by-the-hour parking lot and walked to the Quarter, easily finding the “fortuneteller” shop. A woman with too much jewelry and makeup greeted me with a practiced smile on her young-looking face—but I knew she was much older than she looked. She put her hand out to shake mine in greeting, and I declined. Once she touched me, I knew she’d make me, and I couldn’t have that. Not yet.

After plunking down a hundred-dollar bill, I said, “I need to contact my dad. He passed last month.”

She quickly snatched up the bill and shoved it into her cleavage. “Well, I’m sorry for your loss... uh?”

“Craig,” I replied.

“Amara,” she said, smiling.

I simply nodded.

“Well, Craig, follow me.”

I did as she instructed, and we sat at a small round table with a crystal ball at its center. 

Was this chick serious? Real witches didn’t use crystal balls. I bit back a smile at the ridiculousness.

“Do you have anything personal of his?” Amara asked.

I shook my head. “No, didn’t know I needed it. Do I need to leave?”

She quickly replied, “No, it just makes things easier to have a personal effect.” She studied me hard. “What was your father’s name?”

“William.”

“Okay. May I have a strand of your hair?” she asked.

I plucked one from my beard because I kept my head shaved clean.

She made a face but dumped it into a bowl I’d just noticed on the table. It contained some kind of leafy herbs, and when she threw a lit match into it, it flamed to life briefly before burning small, quiet, and smelly.

I breathed through my mouth. Incense... gah.

She closed her eyes and lifted her hands in the air. “Gods of the afterlife, gods of purgatory, gods of Heaven, gods of Hell. Hear my cry. Let William speak to his son, Craig. Let William’s presence be known.”

I had to resist an eyeroll.

“Close your eyes, Craig,” she commanded.

I did as she instructed but kept one slightly open in a slit to watch her.

Hers fluttered as she mumbled incoherent things that sounded like made-up Latin. After a couple of minutes, she declared she had reached my long-dead father and told me a bunch of crap about how William was explaining to her that they were close and how much he missed me. Blah, blah. Total bullshit obviously, since William hadn’t even been my father’s name. 

“Ask him if Mom’s okay,” I threw in for shits and giggles.

“William, is your wife with you?” she asked, her eyelids still fluttering.

She waited a few seconds before replying, “Yes, she’s happy. They’re happy. Together.”

Oh, brother.

“Thanks, Amara,” I said, opening my eyes and standing up.

“What?” she asked, looking up at me bewildered. “That’s it? You don’t want to know anything else?”

“Nah, I’m good.”

“Sit down, Craig. We’re not done,” she commanded, almost seeming annoyed. 

This must be when she drugged or poisoned her victims to steal their wallets.

I shrugged as if I didn’t care and sat back down. “Okay.” 

“Close your eyes. Your dad has more to say,” she commanded.

I bit back a smile. “Cool.” I closed them but kept one slitted again.

“He says he’s sorry for what he did,” she starts. “He loves you very much and regrets his mistakes.” 

I watched as she took a bottle I hadn’t noticed before and squirted it in my direction. It looked like one of those old-timey perfume bottles with the squeeze pump my mother used to use. The mist covered my face, and the scent went up my nose. It stunk but it did absolutely nothing to me.

“Oh, Dad. I forgive you,” I said dramatically, playing along. I threw in a couple of sniffs for effect. Then, I plonked my head on the table as if I had passed out.

When I heard and felt the witch get up from her seat and come around behind me, I sat very still. She began lifting my wallet out of my back pocket, and it was then I chose to disappear into thin air.

Witch got parlor tricks? Oh no, babe. I got tricks.

Her gasp engulfed the small space, and when I reappeared behind her, she whirled around and glared at me through slitted eyes. “What the hell are you?”

“Your worst nightmare,” I replied in my best Hollywood actor voice right before I pulled the buck knife from my belt and sliced clean through her neck. I watched as her head lobbed off and fell to the ground with a thud. Blood flew into my mouth and I licked it off my lips before wiping my eyes with the backs of my hand. I retrieved my wallet and a few hundred-dollar bills from her corpse before strolling out of the shop, whistling the theme to Bewitched.

God, I loved that show in the 1960s.

Did I just kill someone for committing robbery? Yep. Did I care? Nope. I was sure she’d done much worse. After all, she was a fucking witch. 

Witches... shudder. They gave me the creeps.

I strolled through the door of the clubhouse and saw Phoenix standing by the jail cells talking to Kovah.

“What’s up, Shadow?” Kovah asked as I approached. “You look like you’ve been up to no good.” He threw that shit-eating smug smile at me.

“When am I ever up to actual good?” I secretly wondered if I still had blood on my face and beard. I’d washed in the witch’s bathroom before leaving.

Phoenix laughed and looked down at my shirt. “Never. Better clean off that blood spatter before Viper starts asking questions.”

I looked down to see dried but shiny, microscopic red flecks on the white areas of the design on my black shirt. Next time: Solid black clothing. “You never miss anything, do you?”

He raked a hand through his short auburn hair and grinned at me. “No, I really don’t.”

“So... who’d ya kill?” he asked in a sing-song voice, his eyes wide with curiosity.

“Don’t worry about it,” I muttered, heading toward my apartment. I was glad Viper had let us have living quarters in this clubhouse because this club was my life. I didn’t need another home outside of here since I spent all my time working club business or hanging out at the Cobalt Room, the adjacent nightclub we had bought for extra revenue.

Looking in the mirror in my small bathroom, I could see blood in my beard and all over my T-shirt. My forearms were covered as well, and I made a mental note to wear long sleeves next time I went out on a mission of murder.

“Fuck,” I murmured, stripping naked and starting the shower. Once hot, I hopped inside and let the water cleanse me of the witch’s blood and of my sins. But would I ever be clean of those? I didn’t think so. I’d lived a long time and learned that the only one looking out for me, was me.

“Don’t be such a pansy!”

“I’m not being a pansy, Dad. I just don’t know what you want me to do. Where I’m supposed to go.”

My father’s angry blue eyes narrowed, and his jaw ticked in annoyance. “I said, get! It’s time for you to fly the coop, boy. Same as ya’ brothers.” His Irish brogue more pronounced, which was what happened the angrier he got.

“But I don’t want to go,” I said, looking at the small brown duffel packed full at my feet. “I don’t have a job or anyplace to go.”

“Well, ya better find one,” he replied, slamming the door in my face.

I stepped off the porch, its wooden slats wailing in protest under my weight.

As I began to walk down the road, I turned one last time to look back at the house I was born in—where I was raised—and wondered what I had done to make my parents so angry. I had watched my older brothers get the same treatment, being kicked out of the family home at eighteen, but I thought being the ‘baby’, I’d get to stay longer. I guessed that wasn’t the case. I saw my mother peering out of the front window, her eyes shiny with tears. I lifted my hand in a wave and she smiled sadly at me. 

“I love you, boy,” she mouthed at me, blowing me a kiss.

“Love you, Mom,” I mouthed back once I could catch my breath.

The curtains went back into place and I turned to look ahead of me at the road leading into town and wondered what the hell I was going to do now.

A ping from my phone broke me out of my memories and I quickly turned off the shower. After wrapping a towel around my waist, I picked up my phone to see a group message from the service Face had set up, alerting us that we had church in ten minutes.
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Black Cat’s Out Of The Bag

––––––––
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I stood between Phoenix and Face as Viper commanded the room from the podium inside the Cobalt Room. We were instructed to always have his back as he conducted church, and we never failed to do so.

I watched the way Viper’s woman, MyAnna, stared at him with stars in her eyes and I wondered what she saw in the grumpy bastard. What human in their right mind fell in love with a violent fucking monster?

There was no way I’d ever understand it, but it was what it was. Viper protected her like his life depended on it, and I wasn’t one to question that. I’d known him for decades and had never seen him like this. I supposed when you found “the one,” you just knew. I thought I’d experienced it once, but love for a lifetime just wasn’t in the cards for me. Besides... ain’t nobody got time for that love and commitment shit.

“Like I said, stay vigilant. I’m getting tips here and there about some unusual witch activity in the area, but nothing to act on as of now. If we get anything substantial, you’ll be the first to know.” He looked out at the sea of faces seated inside the bar, all the vampires we’d recruited into the club over the past few months. Some had been humans begging to be turned, others had been lost, lone vampires looking for a place to belong. Our numbers now topped over fifty and were either prospects or full-fledged members of the Nighthawks, and I could see the pride beaming from Viper’s hazel eyes.

Without any objections or questions, he ended church, and the staff who worked at Cobalt began to prepare for the evening crowd before the doors opened.

“Boss... a word?” I said in Viper’s ear as he turned away from the podium.

I watched as Paz, a young, male prospect, whisked the podium away and disappeared into the back office area with it.

“What’s up?” Viper asked, once we were semi-alone.

I glanced at his fiancée, who was clinging tightly to his arm, then back to him. “Can we chat alone?”

MyAnna nodded, knowing what was coming. Before Viper could respond, she lifted her chin and untangled herself from her fiancé. “I’ll go help Dash behind the bar.”

At least she could take a hint.

“What is it, man?” he asked.

“Any word or tips about witches in the Quarter? Or anywhere else?” I asked.

He stared at me hard for a few seconds, and then nodded. “Yeah, one was killed earlier tonight. Lost her head—literally.”

I nodded, contemplating what I was going to say next.

“You know, you could just tell me when you go out on a job. You don’t have to keep it from me.”

I was debating on telling him anyway, but I guessed the proverbial black cat was out of the bag. “Yeah, well, she was stealing from humans and assaulting them... even killed a couple of dudes. I taught her a lesson.”

He chuckled. “I’d say she didn’t learn much, since you didn’t give her a chance to.”

I lifted a shoulder and let it fall while stroking my fingers over my beard. “Well, I sent a message at least. Better they just go extinct, anyway. And nobody knows a vampire did it.”

“Yeah, but we don’t need to start a war. We’re trying to keep the peace, so maybe don’t go killing witches,” Viper quipped, staring at me.

Chuckling, I clapped my friend on the shoulder. “I’ll keep that in mind. Someone has to police these witches though, especially ones like that.”

“True,” he replied, nodding. “That’s why New Orleans has us.”

“Agreed,” I said, bumping his fist with mine. 

“Now, next time, just give me a head’s up on your solo vigilante missions, will you?” he asked.

I hesitated. I didn’t want to be accountable to anyone, but with Vane, I owed him my life and decided he deserved at least that much. “Sure, boss, no worries.”

“Stop calling me boss,” he said, exasperated.

I chose that moment to disappear into thin air, right before I heard him say, “Stop fucking doing that!”

I materialized in my apartment and found myself at the foot of my bed. A basket of laundry sat on top of it, and I groaned at the thought of folding it and putting it away. Such a mundane task that I would clearly be doing for all of fucking eternity. I dreamed of a world where we didn’t have to wear clothes. Why did Eve have to sin in the Garden of Eden and cause us to be ashamed of our nakedness?

Why was I even thinking about this shit? Sunday School lessons from my childhood coming back to haunt me in the most ridiculous way. I pushed the thoughts away and went about my chore. Once that was done, I concentrated briefly until I was in the breakroom inside the clubhouse. I was hungry and in no mood to prowl the streets for a human donor.

“What’s up?” I chirped in greeting to Jewel and Fox, who were sipping blood-laden coffee from ceramic mugs with ridiculous sayings on them like Lady Boss and Dracula Wouldn’t Judge on them.

When I opened the freezer to get a blood bag, I could see there was nothing but a few boxes of frozen human snack foods, but no blood. I slammed the door shut and whirled around to the duo sitting at the table. “What the hell, guys?”

“Fox went out to get more,” Jewel quickly said, raising her mug to her mouth, her multiple colorful rings glinting from the lights in the breakroom. “There’s the wine bottles in the club—”

I had no patience for that and was in the mood for some fresh stuff, anyway.

Concentrating on the donor club down in the Quarter, I soon found myself at the door to Vlad’s, the ridiculously cliché vampire bar. Could the owners have made it any more obvious? I supposed it left nothing to the imagination, keeping out the non-vampire supes and inviting in the goth human kids and wannabe vamps.

I wandered inside and gave a discreet sniff in the air. A delicious scent filled my nostrils and I followed it until I found a beautiful blonde standing at the end of the bar, a martini glass with something colorful in it paused at her lips.

“Heya, gorgeous,” she said, looking up at me.

With my keen eyesight, I could see she had healed-over bite marks on her neck. But that didn’t deter me. If she wanted to be a blood whore, then I was more than willing to be her customer.

“Craig,” I said, gripping her waist and pulling her flush against my body.

She giggled and set her drink down. “Kristin. Wow, big man. You sure don’t waste any time.” 

I ground my pelvis into hers so she could feel all of me. “No, I don’t.” I leaned down and kissed her hard on the mouth, and when her tongue mingled with mine, I groaned against her lips, my cock stiffening even more against her.

Trailing kisses down Kristin’s neck, I kept a firm hold on her before I jammed my fangs into her carotid and helped myself to all her deliciously human blood. I whimpered quietly as her essence flowed down my throat and nourished my immortal body. 

When I felt her grind her hips into mine, I knew I needed to now sate my other needs... and she did not disappoint. In the bathroom of this faux vampire bar, her very talented mouth gave me everything I needed and more. 

Thank you, Kristin. You were quite the human feedbag—and more.
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Deciding to walk back to the club, I passed an alley and paid it no mind until something in my peripheral vision caught my attention. Mixed colors of light blasted into the air until I was forced to stop and look at what was happening. 

“Tell me, leech. Tell me now,” I heard a female voice say. 

Looking closer, I could see a woman standing over a man, her arm in the air as she wielded enough power to command anyone’s attention. 

The man whimpered and shook his head. “I don’t know, lady. I don’t know. Please... let me go. Please...”

“You reek of vampire stench, and I know you leeches stick together. I’ll let you go when you tell me who killed Amara.”

Alarm bells went off in my head. This crazy witch was looking for whoever had killed the fortuneteller. 

Well, that was me.

I looked at the terrified vamp. He was cowering under her magic and I could tell he was a very new vampire. 

Act now, save him. Or keep walking.

“Okay, then. Your choice.” 

I watched as the witch lifted her hand to strike down the new vampire.

“Wait!” I said, my hands out in front of me.

The witch’s head whipped in my direction, and she narrowed her glowing, purple eyes. “Who are you?”

I lifted my chin. “The one you’re looking for.”

“Bullshit,” she replied quickly, ready to take down the new vampire.

“It’s not, though.” I put my hands on my hips.

She raised her hand as if to strike down the new vampire. Then, she looked at me. 

Shrugging casually, even though I was on edge, I said, “I don’t care if you kill him or not, but it will be all for nothing.”

She lowered her hand, and that was all the opportunity the young vampire needed. He used preternatural speed to exit the alley, leaving me alone with the witch.

“You’re welcome,” I called out sarcastically to his retreating figure.

She watched briefly as he left, then narrowed her eyes at me. I had my arms folded across my cut and I saw her eye it before looking up at me. I was still about ten feet away from her, acting aloof but ready to defend myself.

“Stop doing magic out in the open,” I snapped.

“Why did you kill Amara?” she asked, ignoring my demand.

I snorted. “Because she was killing human men and stealing from them.”

The witch was young, not just young-looking, with flaming red curls cut short and dressed like a video game heroine in tight black leather. I found this curious, since witches dressed like hippies. She wore high-heeled boots and I wondered how fast she could run with them.

“She was doing no such thing, vampire,” she hissed at me.

Chuckling, I said, “Wanna bet?”

The colorful magic dripping from her fingers began to fade and she stood at full height, now seeming more curious than angry. “Tell me.” She folded her arms across her chest.

“What more do you want to know? I’ve told you why I killed her. Now, keep your magic hidden so the Nighthawks won’t have to declare open season on witches. Feel me?”

“Open season...” She threw her head back and laughed. “Are you insane? We can kill you all with a snap of our fingers.” She posed with one hand in the air, her fingers ready to snap.

I laughed again. “No, you can’t.”

She obviously thought I knew nothing about witches. Cute.

“What’s your name?” I asked, not sure why that came out of my mouth.

“Why do you want to know? So you can hunt me down and kill me?”

“If I wanted you dead, you’d already be headless, just like your friend,” I quipped.

She made a face. “You’re reprehensible and disgusting. Filthy vampire.”

“I’m Shadow,” I said, trying to get her to talk.

Why was I trying to get her to talk?

“I can read,” she snarked, pointing at my cut.

I didn’t care for this bitch’s attitude, so I simply mimicked her pose and snapped my fingers, disappearing before her eyes, her gasp the last thing I heard before I materialized inside the clubhouse.
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Witchy Woman

––––––––
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“Geez! Would you not do that?” Venom snapped, startling at my sudden appearance.

“Gotta keep you on your paws.” I chuckled, nudging the wolf in the arm.

He took a bite of pizza he had folded in his hand and looked down at something on his phone. “Everyone’s on edge enough around here, you asshole.” 

I laughed because he said it around a mouthful of food.

“You’re fuckin’ gross,” I replied, walking toward the walkway that led to the Cobalt Room.

“Pot, meet kettle,” he murmured.

I made my way into the club and found Kovah and Face standing around talking and drinking.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Where you been?” Kovah inquired, a beer paused at his mouth.

I relayed the story about where I’d been.

“That’s pretty powerful magic if you can see it,” Face replied.

“Yeah, that’s why I think we may have a problem on our hands.” I blew out a breath.

Kovah laughed. “Witches... if they’re all female, then they’re all problems.”

I shook my head. “You’re not wrong but there are some males in the mix.” I looked around the club. “Where’s Viper?” 

Face jutted his thumb behind him. “Office.”

I made my way down the hall and stopped at his door. “Knock, knock,” I said, rapping on the doorframe.

“Come in,” Viper said, but I had already started making my way to the chair in front of his desk.

“I just went down to Vlad’s to feed and on my way back I caught a witch threatening a baby vamp in one of the alleys. She was using colorful magic, and aside from being in the alley, she wasn’t being very subtle about it.”

He leaned forward, his hands on the desk. “Why was she threatening him?”

I proceeded to relay the entire event to him.

“She never told you her name?” he asked, now leaning back in his chair with his arms behind his head.

I shook my head. “Nope. I’ll find her, though. She doesn’t look like a normal witch. I just wanted to let you know we might have a witch problem on our hands soon.”

“I get that you were trying to save the vamp, but you shouldn’t have admitted it was you who killed the other.” He stared hard at me.

I waved a hand. “Don’t do that. I know what I’m doing. I’ll find her and give her the same sendoff Amara got.”

“Just chill,” Viper replied, hands up. “No need to kill her. It’ll start an all-out war.”

I waggled my eyebrows. “And...?”

“Violent fucker,” he muttered under his breath, putting his attention back on the screen.

“Violence is my middle name,” I said.

“No, your middle name is Andrew. Stop it. We don’t need a war. We’re here to keep the peace. Just find the witch, talk to her. Don’t hurt her and don’t kill her. You dig?” 

I stood and nodded. “Yeah, but you’re no fun.”

“I’m always the life of the party,” he groused, looking back at the computer.

Scoffing, I walked out of his office and up to my apartment. I threw my cut onto the bed and removed the chains I wore around my belt. In just a black tee and dark jeans and boots, I materialized back into the Quarter to find this witch. It wasn’t like I had much else going on. The others could hold down the club for the night.
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My first thought was to go right back to the alley, but of course she wasn’t there. I began walking, blending in with the tourists and young adults carrying drinks and getting wasted. I breathed through my mouth because of the overpowering smell of human piss that filled my nostrils.

Making my way back to the fortuneteller’s shop, I could see yellow police tape covering the door. Looking both ways to see if anyone was watching, I was relieved to seem to be oblivious to the partygoers. I quickly yanked off the tape and stepped inside the shop. It was quiet and dark, and I didn’t sense or smell anyone else around.

I could see the dark stain on the linoleum floor where someone had attempted to clean up the witch’s blood. Her body was, of course, gone, but nothing looked different than it had from a couple of nights ago when I’d been here.

A large black book on a nearby table caught my eye and I went over it to. Necromancy it read on the cover. 

Shudder.

I began rifling through drawers, hoping to find a smaller black book or anything with a list of contacts in it. I would go through every name on there until I found this smart-mouthed redhead and let her know not to fuck with the Nighthawks or any vampire for that matter.

Mostly trinkets I didn’t dare touch and junk were found during my search, so I wandered further into the shop and came upon a small bedroom. Hippie-witch clothes hung in the small closet and on top of a dresser sat a lot of jewelry and makeup. I started going through drawers and found nothing but more clothing and more junk.

“Fuckin’ packrat,” I muttered as I stood in the room and looked around. A full-sized bed with a colorful, gawdy bedspread took up most of the room. I did another search of the closet and found a shoebox on the top shelf. I pulled it down and set it on the dresser. Inside were a bunch of papers, and I began searching through them, not finding much except receipts and bills. 

I put the lid back on the box and replaced it into the closet. As I was leaving the bedroom, the strong scent of lilacs hit me, and I stiffened in alarm. 

Witches.

As I walked out into the main shop area, I froze when I saw a dark figure standing in the doorway to the shop, blocking my exit. Not that I needed to use the front door, but it seemed I’d found what I was looking for. Or rather, she’d found me.

“What the fuck are you doing in here, vampire?” she hissed.

I looked down to see that rainbow-colored magic dripping from her fingers. When it hit the floor like liquid, it dissipated into nothing. Strange.

I looked back into the redhead’s face and said, “I was looking for you.”

“Why?” she asked, her fingers twitching.

“Because.” I took a step toward her. “I need to talk—”

She lifted both hands out in front of her and blasted her magic at me. It hit me in the chest, and I went flying backward, through the bedroom door, and landed on my back on the bed. I went to get up, but she jumped on top of me, straddling my stomach.

I could easily overpower her and push her off, but I didn’t. I put my hands behind my head, laced my fingers together, and grinned into her angry face. “Playful witch.”

“Nosy vampire,” she countered, narrowing her eyes as she stared down at me. Her red curls curtained her face, but it was cut short, so it stopped at about her chin length.

Why was I paying so much attention to this chick? This witch?

“Not nosy. Like I said, looking for you.”

“Why?” she hissed.

“We need to talk,” I said. Then I waggled my eyebrows and assessed her from her legs, up her torso, to her tits, then up into her eyes, “Unless you’d rather do something else.”

Now, I always went out of my way to ensure I didn’t fuck any witches. They were crazy and unpredictable. I stuck to willing humans and sometimes female vampires. But I would be willing to give this one a run for her money.

“Ew,” she replied, jumping off me. She stood in the doorway of the room and watched as I got up off the bed.

I chuckled and straightened out my wrinkled shirt. Then I looked up at her. “What’s your name?”

She closed her mouth and licked her teeth before raising her chin. She hesitated a few more long seconds, so I just waited before she finally replied, “Bloome.”

“Well, Bloome, I come in peace.” I bowed for effect.

She narrowed her eyes at me. “No, you don’t. You killed Amara.” She jutted her thumb behind her at the shop.

“Nighthawks don’t fuck around, sweetheart. Let the rest of your coven, or whatever you witches have going on, know that they’re not gonna get away with shit. Do your magic in private, don’t expose yourselves to humans unless you’re doing tricks for money or whatever you do to support yourselves. And absolutely no killing. We clear?”

She made a scoffing noise and chuckled. “We don’t work for you. We don’t report to you. We do whatever the hell we want.”

I used vampire speed to close the short distance between us and yanked her hair back as she gasped. Inches from her face, I said, “No, you do not do whatever the hell you want. If you wish, your witch friends can have an audience with us, and we’ll listen to whatever you have to say.”

“Let go of me!” she screeched.

I hissed when she used magic to zap the hand that held her hair back. I let go and seethed at her, “Do not do that again.”

“Don’t touch me, you leech,” she snapped, stepping back with magic sparking and dripping from her fingertips once again.

We stared at each other for what seemed like forever before I brushed past her and found a piece of paper and a pen. I wrote down the phone number to the repair shop at the clubhouse and told her to ask for me if she wanted to meet with us. “To straighten things out and lay down some ground rules.”

She laughed. “We’ve been in New Orleans for a couple of centuries, and we don’t answer to vampires. Ever. So take your little biker club and shove it up your—”

Before she could finish, I gripped her hair back and slammed my mouth down on hers, kissing her hard and fast.

After I broke the kiss, she blinked shocked blue eyes at me and panted hard.

“It was the only way to shut you up.”

She reached up and slapped me, but of course it felt more like a tickle, especially since she caught mostly beard.

I chuckled. “Have a pleasant evening, Bloome.”

I disappeared as I heard her scream in frustration.
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Chapter 4
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Blood Moon

––––––––
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I materialized in the walkway to the club and went back inside to find the guys right where I left them. Now, Phoenix had joined them. I noticed Viper and MyAnna sat at a table talking to some of the prospects.
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