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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED to all the underdogs. All of you have some demigod in you!

––––––––
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The Guicai Talisman

The Lycan Job

Once A Thief, Always A Thief

It’s Not Me, It’s You

The God Killer

I FINALLY KNOW WHAT I am and who my father is. I officially hit the parental jackpot and all those Undercity bullies can suck it! Zaid, the love of my life, is by my side. I finally have my own territory. And Hermes, my grandfather is absolutely adorable. The problem? The guilt of old mistakes haunt me, and the path ahead is anything but clear. With all the Houses trying to trick me into alliances I’m not ready to consider, I have to be cautious.

My solution? Get in good my new Pantheon. Even if it kills me.

When Hermes convinces Zeus that I’m the best P.I. to solve a string of murders on Mt. Olympus, ego and pride push me to see the case through to the bitter end. History tells me that all it will take is a little bit of luck, trickery, smarts, and a strong will to live to solve this case.

But it’ll take a whole lot more to save me and Mt. Olympus from The God Killer.

I’m tall, proud and sometimes wild. Meek and mild have never been words to describe me. Since I was a young girl I knew I was different. Even when I pretended to be normal and ordinary, different resonated within my bones.

The wind whispered past my ears, birds sang melodies just for me, flowers bloomed in my presence and animals told me secrets.

What I am exactly, or even what paranormal House I belong to, is a mystery to me, but one thing I do know for certain is that I’ll never lead an ordinary life.

Why is that, you ask? With a media-hungry Vampire as a best friend, a demi-god ex-boyfriend who keeps forgetting we aren’t dating anymore, and a drop dead gorgeous Vampire I can’t stop thinking about, I can almost guarantee chaos is in my cards.

My name is Babylonia Delilah Jones and I am a private instigator for the paranormal world, better known as the Undercity.
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“AND WHY DID YOUR HAIR turn white?” Cissy asked, for the fourth time.

We all sat around the kitchen table and Brutus snored, his head resting on my foot. I had brought my other foot up to rest on the edge of my chair.

“I don’t know. I think it’s because I was using so much energy fighting Easton that it just happened. I remember when I went to Jucinda to find out about the Guicai Talisman, that she was surprised that my hair was still brown. I didn’t know what she was talking about then, but now I do. She must’ve foreseen this event happening in my life.” I absently touched my hair. I’d thought it would be dry and fried, as if I’d used chemicals to turn it this color, but was surprised at how soft and strong it felt.

“Good lord above,” My mom, breathed under her breath. “Melia told me not to worry while you were away. She said you’d only feel like a few hours had passed there, while days passed here. I can’t believe you were being held by some Fairy Prince.”

I patted her hand. “I’m okay, mom. Stop worrying.”

“I just don’t know how I’m going to do that, knowing how dangerous your life is.”

I wish I had an answer for her, but in reality I didn’t. I took a sip of the hot cocoa from my favorite mug.

Sometime during the night, my car had been delivered, along with a bag of clothes and my cell phone and keys. I vaguely remembered the doorbell ringing and my mom going to answer it. I finally woke to the smell of eggs and bacon, and the sound of old school Motown playing on the radio. After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I’d padded my way to the kitchen. As soon as I entered my mom and aunt both stopped talking. The universal indicator that one was being talked about.

“I want to eat before you both hit me with a million questions,” I’d said. And as soon as I took my last bite, the questions had started.

“But the good thing, well, I don’t know if it’s good yet or not, is that Zaid said the paranormal Houses will want to align themselves with me once everyone finds out what I can do.”

“I thought you didn’t want them to know about your extra powers,” Cissy asked.

“I didn’t and I still don’t, but if it’s going to be out there, I’d rather that it be seen as a good thing rather than something that makes me stand out as different.”

“I just don’t understand how anyone would judge you so harshly,” my mom said. “Melia and Zaid are Vampires, Demarcus is a demigod, Mandrell is a Goblin and Rowen is a Lycan. Everyone is so different, why would the fact that you can communicate with nature be so strange?”

I held my tongue and didn’t say anything about Zaid being half-angel, especially since I couldn’t explain the how myself.

“I don’t know. I guess I kept it hidden because I didn’t know of any other paranormals that could do what I can do, but last night Easton showed me that he could command nature just as well as I can.”

“And you said that you turned him into a tree?” Cissy asked.

“We turned each other into trees. I broke his spell and I’m pretty sure that he broke mine.”

“What if he comes back to try to get you?” my mom asked, her voice shaking slightly.

I shrugged. I didn’t have an answer for that. “I’ll deal with that if it happens.” I wasn’t scared of him.

Brutus woke with a start and stood up. The doorbell rang. He barked and ran toward it.

My mom’s eyes widened. I placed a hand over hers, trying to calm the trembling. “Mom, it’s okay. It’s just the doorbell.”

Cissy stood. My mom exhaled a sharp breath.

“Ruth, I doubt if it’s the Fairy Prince coming to steal Baby away.” Cissy left the kitchen. “I’m gonna call your doctor and have him adjust your meds,” she mumbled as she went to door.

“Mom, I don’t want you worrying about me.”

“You can’t ask that of me. You’re my only baby. When you decided to immerse yourself in the Undercity, I didn’t say anything. I knew it was something that you had to do in order to find your place in the world and be surrounded by other people just like yourself. But now,” she shook her head, “I think I made a mistake. I think I should’ve told you no and kept you close to home.”

“I was eighteen, you couldn’t force me to stay away from it. The Undercity was too fresh, too new. I wouldn’t have listened to you anyway.”

Her lips trembled as she smiled at me. “I know. I’m just forcing myself to believe that I could’ve done more to shield you from all of this.”

“‘All of this’ is me, Momma. Love it or hate it, it’s who I am and where I belong.”

“Um, Ruth and Babylonia, we have a guest.” Cissy came to the kitchen entrance and then stepped to the side.

A man entered behind her. He looked to be in his early thirties, with brown hair pulled up in a man-bun. He had grey eyes that held a hint of playfulness and a closely shaved mustache and beard covered his face. He was handsome. He had the grace of a runway model and the height of one too.

He wore a long-sleeved T-shirt and khaki pants along with hiking shoes, and had a backpack slung over one shoulder. Brutus came behind him and sniffed his leg. The man looked down at Brutus with amusement but when he reached out to pet him, Brutus dodged out of the way.

“I’m sure we’ll be friends in time, little fella,” the man said.

Something struck me as odd. I wasn’t able to tell that Easton wasn’t human, but the man standing before me exuded otherworldliness. I stood, making the chair scrape against the floor as I pushed it back. His attention was on me.

I gave Cissy a look, asking her why she brought this stranger—possibly dangerous—into the house. She shrugged. Not the response I was looking for.

I eyed him carefully. “May I help you?” I asked him.

He smiled at me. Yup, he definitely wasn’t human. No human had teeth as perfect and white as his or a smile that dazzling. I didn’t think it was ever possible, but the man standing in my kitchen was more perfectly put together than Demarcus. “There you are.”

I quickly glanced to my left and right, half thinking he could’ve been talking to someone else. I frowned when it was apparent I was the one he was referring to.

He chuckled at my obvious confusion and walked over to me. My first reaction to having this stranger come right at me was to step back or away, but I did my best to stand my ground. My mind couldn’t make out if he was friend or foe.

When he stopped in front of me he tilted his head to the side and his eyes swept up and down my body. “And your form is fully a human one?”

Wow. That question came from left field. “Um, I don’t understand what you mean.”

He pulled his brows together and tapped an elegant finger to the side of his mouth in thought. “More to the point. Do you change into a goat, child?”

I didn’t know what was weirder; this stranger asking me if I turned into an animal or him, being a few years older than me, calling me a child.

I cleared my throat and clapped my hands together, I had enough crazy these past few days to last a lifetime. “How about we start with who you are and what you’re doing here so that we can promptly move into the goodbyes.”

He smiled at me warmly. “I like you already.”

I raised a brow, unsure if I wanted him to like me or not.

“Oh! Where are my manners?” He stuck out his hand. “Hermes.”

I took his in greeting. “Babylonia Jones.”

“Yes, yes, I know who you are.”

“Did you come here to talk about a case? Because I have to tell you that I don’t meet clients here or without an appointment.”

He waved me off. “I’m not here about a job, although I found it highly amusing that you chose private investigating as your profession.”

I straightened my shoulders. “Amusing? Nothing about my job is amusing.” My patience was worn thin. I indicated to the door. “Now, if you would so kindly leave.”

He didn’t seem fazed by my asking him to go. “But I guess having the ability to speak with animals would be helpful in your line of work,” he said, as if I hadn’t said anything at all.

I let out a sigh. I really was hoping this guy would go to the door willingly, but I saw now that I was going to have to make him leave. I glanced at Ruth and Cissy and nodded to the door, telling them without a word to leave the kitchen, things were about to get physical.

Ruth’s eyes opened wide and Cissy put up her hand. “Wait a minute,” she mouthed.

I was done with crazy. I just wanted a few days of normalcy. That wasn’t too much to ask for.

“Surely you command nature as your father, so you would have that in your favor as well.” he continued, talking more to himself than to me.

Wait. Father?

I stuttered. The words I wanted to ask jumbled as they left my lips. I took a deep breath to calm myself. “Do you know my father?”

“Hm. I guess you would also need to be strong in order to handle yourself against anyone who would want to do you harm.” He cradled his chin in his hand. “I can’t imagine being a private investigator would make you the most liked person here.”

“Can you back up to where you were talking about my dad?”

“Pan? Yes, I can see him in you clearly now.” He laughed and clapped his hands together. “Like father like daughter. Pan was always the talk of Mt. Olympus because he refused to reside there and here you are with your name on everyone’s lips too.”

Pan? Mt. Olympus? While the name Pan didn’t ring a bell, the name Mt. Olympus was familiar. “Mt. Olympus?” I searched my brain for the meaning of that word. Then frowned when it came to me. “You mean as in the Greek mythology Mt. Olympus?”

“The very place.”

I heard my mom intake a breath. I wanted to tell her to calm down, but I had to figure out this situation first before I could talk her down from her impending panic attack.

“Why would anyone in Mt. Olympus be talking about me?”

“There hasn’t been any human offspring since the days of Hercules. It was forbidden by Zeus a long time ago. But what’s done is done. Besides, he won’t harm his own great granddaughter. That’s more than I can say for your father when Zeus gets his hands on him.”

My mind swam in confusion. The name Hermes and the history of it popped into my head. “Back up a minute. You’re Hermes, as in the messenger of the Gods, Hermes?”

He gave me a sweeping bow. “I have other duties, but messenger is one. I also transport souls to the afterlife and serve as protector to some. And I happen to be your grandfather.”

My knees buckled.

“Whoa.” He caught me with a steady arm and Cissy ran behind me to scoot the chair to my butt so that I wouldn’t hit the floor.

“How can you be her grandfather?” my mom asked, her voice higher than normal. I’m glad she did because I didn’t know where my voice was.

“It seems that Pan has been busy, with you I presume.” He winked at my mom. “I have to say that I was quite surprised by the news as well. This is the first human, well, part human grandchild that Pan has given me.” He turned to me and frowned. “All his other offspring have been goats.”

Now the name Pan came to me. Pan, as in the Greek god Pan, was my father. Wait. Did this man just say, ‘goats’? Now it was my turn to inhale a sharp breath. I always wanted sisters and brothers, but goats? I wanted to faint.

Hermes turned to stare at me. “Are you sure you don’t turn into a goat?”

I shook my head. Fear and dread raged through me. If I up and turned myself into a goat one day I’d surely throw myself from the highest bridge.

“Wh-where is he?” I asked in a voice that I had a hard time controlling.

“Who? Pan?” Hermes shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. I never kept tabs on him. At one point we thought he was dead, but when his offspring showed up in fields I knew better. I’m sure that once he gets wind of you he’ll come out of hiding.”

I searched my mind to remember my Greek mythological history. It came back to me in a rush.

“I-I don’t believe you. I would have known if the man that came knocking on my door looked like you. He didn’t. He was a short black man.” My mother shook her head vehemently. “I don’t believe any of this for a second.”

Hermes pulled his pack off his back and reached inside. He brought out a piece of paper. “Did the man look like this?”

My mom took one look at it and her eyes rolled up in her head and she fell forward, smacking her head with a thump on the kitchen table.

Cissy and I ran over to her. She was out cold.

“Let me see that.” I took the picture he held from his hand.

It was a picture of a half-goat, half-man, with wild and crazy black hair that flowed seamlessly from the top of his head down to his long beard. Sticking out from the top of his head were two small horns. He didn’t have any clothes on, showing his dark-colored skin. From his waist down he was covered in hair and had the legs of an animal. His thighs were thick with it and instead of feet he had hooves.

“No wonder she fainted,” I snarled.

“Well, if it’ll make her feel any better I’m sure he took a very handsome form when he met her.”

My mom stirred and Cissy continued to fuss over her. I studied the picture once more. “So this guy is my dad, Pan?”

Hermes nodded.

“Why hasn’t he ever come for me?” My hands began to shake. Anger ignited inside of me. “Why are you just now coming to me?”

Hermes shrugged nonchalantly. “Pan has always been a free spirit. As the God of the wild, shepherds and flock, he’s more apt to roam fields, groves or forests than Mt. Olympus. He’s done a good job at keeping his children by his side. If he hasn’t come for you it means that he doesn’t know of your existence.”

I thought as much. I calmed down just a smidge. “Goats?” I asked.

“Yes. As far as I know you’re the first offspring of your kind that he’s had. And as to why I’m just coming to you is because I just found out about you. It seems that your fit grabbed the attention of your great-grandfather. He thought it was Pan down here causing havoc and sent me to put him in check. I was quite surprised to learn that it wasn’t Pan, but his daughter.” Hermes winked at me.

I wanted it to be true. I wanted to belong and I didn’t care if I belonged to a herd of goats and a beast of a dad. “But how do you know that I’m his daughter?”

“Little one, I know my family. You have the same blood as I coursing through your veins and it sings to mine. We are one. We are family.”

I didn’t know what to do or say. Tears welled up in my eyes. I had a grandfather and he was awesome.

“Now don’t go crying on me. I wouldn’t know what to do about that just yet.”

I wiped a tear from my eye. “You’re my grandfather and Zeus is my great-grandfather,” I looked up at him, meeting his eyes. “So what does that make me? And what paranormal House do I belong to?”

He smiled and chuckled. “That makes you a demigoddess, my love. And don’t worry about these piddly Earth paranormal Houses. You have a Pantheon.” He winked at me. “Trust me, it’s a lot better.”

I didn’t know if I should laugh or cry. So I did a little of both.

I finally knew who I was.

And it was just as awesome as I’d dreamed.
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Chapter One

4 months later
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“BABYLONIA, WHAT DO you think?”

I started at hearing my name. I wasn’t paying attention but texting Zaid funny cat memes. It was my way of saying, “I’m thinking about you” without the actual words.

Why text a thoughtful note when I could send him a picture of a cat sitting on a chair like a human? Seriously. It was the cutest thing I’d seen all day.

I glanced up while simultaneously hitting the send button. Sonar was an attractive vampire—side note, all vampires are attractive—with midnight-black, shoulder length hair and piercing blue eyes. I already had a vampire lover, but if Zaid and I ever broke up, I would give Sonar a second thought.

“Um, sorry, but I didn’t hear the question,” I admitted. A light flashed on my phone, indicating an incoming call. I’d muted my cell before the meeting started. I wanted to appear official and all. So far I was bordering on failing. I took a quick peek and, not recognizing the number, declined the call. When I glanced up, it was to find five pairs of eyes on me. The other private investigators watched me intently, as if what I had to say was canon.

“Oh, no worries about that.” Sonar leaned over to place his elbows on the metal table and steepled his fingers together. He cleared his throat.

Hm. He was a new vampire. He still had some of his human traits.

If Amelia, or Melia for short, my vampire best friend, had ever cleared her throat I would’ve been concerned that something was terribly wrong. Melia, at over two hundred years old, had lost her human nuances a long time ago.

“I asked if the new territory division was acceptable to you,” Sonar continued.

I blinked, not fully understanding his question. “I wasn’t aware I had a say in how the territory lines were divided.”

The others exchanged glances. As the newest member I’d expected a small piece of the pie, which I was more than happy for. I’d spent years taking the jobs that the other firms had turned down, either because the jobs had been too dangerous or didn’t pay enough. Basically I’d been working for scraps.

“We want to do what’s fair,” Abdalla, a panther shifter was saying. Abdalla’s human form was a six-foot tall African American man with short cropped hair and freckles along his nose, spreading to his cheeks. The dark business suit he wore fit his lean body perfectly.

I pulled my eyebrows together, letting my confusion and distrust show. Panther shifters were not known for their fair nature. They were predatory in everything they did, including business.

“We want you to feel welcomed to the team,” Abdalla rushed to say, in response to the look I threw his way.

I held in a disappointed sigh. I was in a room with the upper echelon of my profession. I’d longed so many years for my seat at this table. We were supposed to be peers who respected each other for all the right reasons. I wanted them to like me because I was good at my job and I’d earned their respect and camaraderie. Not because I was a demigoddess and they wanted to garner an alliance. I didn’t want these guys clamoring to kiss my butt.

As if sensing my internal battle, Abdalla inquired, “Is something amiss?” His dark green eyes locked on mine.

I almost laughed out loud. A were-panther was actually bending over backward to appease me. It was unimaginable that a being who could shift from human to panther with a thought was concerned about me. Luckily I laughed heartily in my head instead. Yeah, Abdalla was kissing up a little, but I didn’t intend to get on his bad side. Fighting a panther was not on my agenda today.

“I guess it’s okay with me.” I glanced down at the territory map on the table in front of me. It made sense. Since Miguel’s territory was free (I’d killed him—rest in peace) and I lived in the area, it seemed fair that I’d been given the Detroit territory, which had belonged to him.

Someone shifted in their seat. Two of the men whispered to each other, too low for me to make out the words, and someone else cleared his throat. I looked up to find all eyes on me. Again. This was getting old. Fast.

I knew what they saw, a twenty-five year old African American woman with stark-white, curly hair that fell to my shoulders. I hadn’t known what the dress code was, so I’d wore one of my good pants suits and the guns that I usually displayed proudly were hidden on my back, currently with the barrels pressing uncomfortably into my butt cheeks. No longer was I the unclassed, half-breed paranormal they’d once knew me to be. My delineation was great-granddaughter of Zeus, granddaughter of Hermes, and daughter of Pan. I was Babylonia Jones, demigoddess.

“We could extend your area,” Hamood, the five-foot-nine, three hundred and fifty pound troll said. He smiled, but that only made his square face and flat features contort grotesquely.

Then it dawned on me. They really were kissing my butt.

“I would be happy to give up some of my territory. We could work out a side deal of some sort,” Sonar said.

“No, she can have some of mine. No payment needed.” Hamood said. “Just a promise of a future favor.”

That’s when the pushing and shoving began.

The paranormal world was cutthroat. Kill or be killed. How couldn’t it be with all the various paranormal entities forced to live amongst each other? The only reason there wasn’t total chaos was because of the Head of the Houses and their commitment to keep the paranormal world a secret from humans. They understood to do that they had to be the peacekeepers. Each paranormal House had a Head, or leader in a particular territory, which usually spanned a state or two. Zaid Brightmon, my boo, was Head of the Michigan Vampire House.

Meetings like the one I was in weren’t unheard of. The Heads of Houses encouraged rival businesses to play nice in the sand. Without the Heads’ “encouragement,” businesses would be tripping over each other and competing for the same customers, ultimately leading to turf and House wars.

I came to a conclusion, as I watched the scuffle before me. These guys were one punch away from a full on brawl, and it would be because of me. Nope. I didn’t want a House war on my hands.

With all my patience gone, I pushed away from the table. The scraping of my chair against the floor got their attention.

“Look, I’m fine with what was given.” I stood to the sound of a cracking bone. Was that my knee or back? Damn, I really needed to move around more. Lounging on my mom’s couch and Netflix binging was not doing my body any good. My self-imposed time off would have to come to an end soon. “And no, I will not be making any side deals or owing anyone any favors.”

“But—”

I turned to glare at Hamood. “Is that why I was finally invited as a member? To incur favor?”

Hamood pulled his brows together. They looked like two fat caterpillars that had taken up residence on his forehead. “Um...yes?”

Someone groaned. Hey, they should’ve known something stupid would’ve come out of his mouth. Trolls weren’t known for their smarts.

I seethed. My breathing became deeper, heavier. The power deep in my bones simmered, threatening to surface. The hair on my shoulders lifted as the wind I’d created in the closed room swirled around me. Unusual on a normal, mid-December day, thunder rumbled outside and lightning crackled, piecing the sky. My body hummed. Everything felt...right.

“Oh, no, here it goes,” Sonar whispered.

“I told you not to make her mad,” Abdalla growled.

No. I closed my eyes to steady my nerves. I couldn’t give in to the temptation. I didn’t fully have a handle on my weather controlling abilities. If I used it in anger I’d only cause destruction.

I could hide the fact plants and flowers sung to me, the Wind treated me like an old friend, I could stick my fingers between grass roots and mentally see everything the turf saw, and make foliage grow and command it at will, but controlling the weather had been a new development. One that had completely taken me off guard.

The conversation I’d had with Hermes came back to me. He’d explained the reason why gods and goddesses didn’t spend too much time on Earth. The power within them could wipe out everything that walked the surface with a mere thought. As a demigoddess, I didn’t wield that type of strength, but I definitely could do some major damage if I didn’t get a hold on myself.

The hissy fit I’d had four months ago not only brought a hurricane to the middle of Detroit, but also alerted the other paranormals that I wasn’t the unclassed nobody that they’d all pegged me to be. The untapped power that I used caused every single hair on my body to turn white. If I lost my temper again there was no telling how I would end up looking.

I took deep breaths until I was certain I could talk without losing my cool.

No hurricanes tonight.

Finally I opened my eyes and leaned over the table, using my fingers to brace against the edge. “I’m at this meeting because I earned my way here. In fact, I should’ve been here a long time ago, but because that ass Miguel had a personal grudge against me being unclassed, he’d made it his personal mission to keep me away.” I made sure to look each one of the men in their eyes in turn. “I don’t owe anyone here a damn thing, so stop the ass kissing and sucking up. My territory is fine and all is good with the world.”

Sonar glanced out the window at the dissipating storm.

“Well, in about five minutes all will be right with the world,” I corrected.

“I hate rain,” Abdalla muttered.

“For cripe’s sake. I’ll see you all next month.” I grabbed the welcome packet they’d been so nice to make for me and left. As I made my way to my car I didn’t bother covering my head from the drizzle. I strutted across the parking lot, chin up, as if I’d meant to will freezing rain.

After all, I did have a badass persona to uphold.
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Chapter Two
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THE PLANTS IN THE HOUSE my mom and Aunt Cissy shared sang softly to me, peaceful white noise adding to a quiet evening at home. I knew these plants well. They were the same ones I’d rescued from the grocery store floral department over the years. Any normal person could walk into the store to the sounds of beeping scanners, conversations, easy listening music and intercom announcements about deals. But when the double sliding doors opened for me, I was greeted to the sad songs of plants and flowers that were dying slowly under the fluorescent lights and overstimulation.

For that very reason I hated going to the grocery store.

Despite my struggling budget, I would find myself buying the most desperate plants and take them home with me to rehabilitate—often choosing the plants over food. Once the plants were on the mend and thriving—and to make room for new dying supermarket plants—I would then give them to family, friends, customers; basically anyone who I knew would take care of them.

The plants in my mom’s house sang the same song. Each had a very unique tone that created what sounded like a highest rated choir singing in a foreign language I couldn’t understand, but was beautiful just the same. Although I couldn’t understand it, I knew the emotion projected—happiness.

Their song had an infectious effect on me. Despite the fact that I was essentially homeless—first having to leave my apartment because it’d been trashed, then being kicked out of Melia’s house in the middle of the night—and living with my mom and aunt, I was content whenever I was in earshot of the plants. It was hard to stay worked up about my future whenever I was near them.

I let out a sigh of contentment and cuddled farther into the nooks and crannies of Zaid’s hard body, effectively sinking deeper into the couch cushions at the same time. I didn’t care that he was hard as stone or that his temperature was twenty degrees lower than mine. All that mattered was him being next to me.

He welcomed me by slinging his arm across my body and pulling me in tighter. A smile spread across my face and I let out soft moan. I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else but wrapped in his embrace.

If anyone had told me last year that the most powerful Vampire in Michigan would be smashed between my mother’s thrift store couch and my back, I would’ve called them crazy. Me, a struggling P.I., on Zaid’s radar? Laughable.

Zaid was the epitome of fine. About six-foot-two, with broad shoulders, defined chest muscles that tapered into chiseled abs, and narrow hips. He often wore suits tailored just for him. If that weren’t enough to get the ladies’ knees shaking, his natural aroma was mouthwatering, and the blue contacts over his naturally blood-red eyes made his gaze panty dropping.

All vampires were unnaturally beautiful. It was part of their allure. Humans didn’t stand a chance at resisting a vampire once they turned their charms up to ten. But Zaid was different. He was beyond perfect and I finally understood why. Thanks to his dad being an angel, he was a hybrid. Which made him practically irresistible, and I was head over heels for him.

But here we were, snuggled like two teenagers, with one of his arms wrapped around my waist and the other providing a cushion for my head. Zaid could’ve had his choice of any woman he wanted. In fact, the many times I’d spied on him for the Guicai Talisman job, I’d seen him parading around town, hitting up the swankiest clubs with beautiful women dripping off his arms.

That’s how I met him. Not in the clubs. I hate clubs. I’d been paid to spy on him. It had been a simple task. Find out if Zaid had the Guicai Talisman and inform Tina, the Witch who’d hired me. Because I’m a damn good private investigator, I did just that. But what I hadn’t counted on was for Zaid to learn I’d been poking around his house, rummaging through his stuff and making friends with his watch dogs. That resulted in a very tense and uncomfortable first meeting.

But luckily I’d survived that confrontation and gained Brutus, my Rottweiler, who so happened to have some of Zaid’s vampire blood coursing through his veins, in the process.

As if on cue, Brutus got up from his spot in front of the recliner, turned in a tight circle before plopping back down with a grunt and closing his eyes again. It didn’t pass my notice that he’d gained a few pounds since we’d moved into my mom’s place. He went from having acres and acres of land to run and frolic through at Melia’s house, to a scrap of yard. Also it didn’t help that mom and Cissy often slipped Brutus table food while I wasn’t watching. Although Brutus hadn’t complained about living here, I knew he missed Melia’s place and, honestly, so did I.
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