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        Welcome to the Blood Bond Agency

        where we take finding your perfect

        undead mate, very seriously.
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      Eva straightened in the large leather chair behind her grandmother’s desk at the Blood Bond Agency. Reaching out, she splayed her hands wide on the ornate inlay top in a move reminiscent of her grandmother.

      Nope, it didn’t help. She still felt like an imposter.

      As she did every spring, Georgia De Silva had left for a two-week vacation in Greece to “recharge her batteries”. As with previous departures, Eva’s grandmother had muttered about wanting to embrace the Mediterranean diet. She was still muttering about it when they’d nailed shut the lid on her specially designed travel coffin.

      To be fair, on returning from previous jaunts, Georgia had looked centuries younger. However, it wasn’t thanks to her helping herself to salads featuring copious amounts of feta and extra-virgin olive oil.

      Instead, it was the ancient vampire helping herself to the blood of virile young Greek men that led to an improvement in her skin tone. It wasn’t a beauty treatment Eva had tried herself, happier drinking from a mug than a human. A trickier proposition before blood banks.

      With the way Georgia had gone on about the sanctity of her Mediterranean break, you would have thought that her health was at risk. Whereas, the only reason she refused to delay—or, heaven forbid, cancel—her vacation was a nasty case of vanity.

      The closer it had gotten to her scheduled departure date, the more frantic her search for Eva’s parents became. They had always taken over management of the agency in her absence, and Georgia saw no reason for that to change.

      At least until it had come time for her to pack, and she still hadn’t found them.

      It was then she stated Eva would ‘be fine’ running the agency in her absence. It was an assertion decidedly lacking in conviction, and hardly a vote of confidence in her granddaughter’s abilities as a matchmaker.

      And now that she sat in the hot seat, Eva fully supported her grandmother’s misgivings.

      The only plus about babysitting the agency was that Georgia had cleared her diary. All Eva had to contend with was taking bookings for her grandmother’s return and making sure the place didn’t burn down.

      It was what her parents did when they were in charge.

      With the agency closed at weekends, she’d had two nights to get used to the idea. Two nights spent fretting about messing things up when she officially took over and faced the demands of clients.

      And some of those clients could be incredibly demanding, especially the matriarchs of the older clans. Eva turned to examine the portraits that peppered the back wall of her grandmother’s office.

      That the eyes of every portrait followed her was as creepy as it sounded. She would have happily turned the lot of them to face the wall if it weren’t for the chance the subject would arrive unannounced. Eva would deal with creepy over scary any night.

      To ignore their scrutiny, Eva returned to straightening the pens and pencils sitting in front of her. They hadn’t needed straightening on the previous two occasions, but that hadn’t stopped her. No matter how mundane the task, it had given her a sense of control.

      While some vampires would have jumped at the chance to be in charge of a marriage agency as prestigious as the BBA, she wasn’t one of them. Instead, she was relieved that the darkly paneled reception area was empty. So too was the oxblood leather Chesterfield sofa next to a coffee table piled high with the latest magazines.

      The last thing Eva wanted on her first actual night on the job was one of those dreaded matriarchs making an unscheduled appearance. Sure, she knew the basics, and had even had luck setting her friends up on dates, even dates that had led to marriage. The only thing she’d made them swear to was never to reveal how the matches had come about.

      But doing it for a real-deal client?

      That was a different story altogether.

      It was something neither Eva nor her grandmother was keen for her to undertake. Along with pats on her shoulder and a nowhere near encouraging, “You’ll be fine,” she’d received strict instructions not to attempt any matches.

      “Unless it’s unavoidable, it’s best you don’t, dear.”

      What her grandmother neglected to say was that if Eva completed a disastrous match, it could lead to inter-clan rivalry. Bad bonds had even resulted in bloodbaths in the past.

      Realizing she was clasping and unclasping her hands, Eva flapped them about, purging the negative energy that had pooled there. All she had to do was stay the course for two short weeks. Fourteen nights. Three hundred and thirty-six hours.

      Eva was up to her armpits in a death spiral of worry when Deedee Polansky, the company receptionist-cum-bouncer, called out. “There’s been another one.”

      Eva didn’t need to ask what the vampire referred to. The murders plaguing their neighborhood in recent days were all anyone was talking about, be they vampires or the general populace. After swiveling the chair to one side, Eva got to her feet and walked briskly into reception. Eva went nowhere slowly; it wasn’t in her nature.

      While there was a newspaper open on the reception desk, this was only for show. Deedee’s attention was firmly on the tablet, sitting out of sight on her lap. Not something the receptionist would have dared if Georgia De Silva was on the premises.

      Eva’s grandmother embraced the old ways and viewed technology as the very devil. Unfortunately, so did a lot of the agency’s clients. Hence, the dummy newspaper was in plain view.

      Eva folded her arms on top of the high counter. “That’s the fifth one. Where did they find the body this time?”

      Deedee scrolled down the article, hissing through gritted teeth and stabbing at the screen as though it were an actual newspaper. “In the alley.”

      Eva’s brow wrinkled before darkening. “The alley? As in right behind our building? That alley?”

      “Yep, that one. They’re getting closer every time.”

      “That’s too close, far too close.”

      It was no surprise they hadn’t heard the murder take place or the subsequent crime scene investigation. The back wall of the property was solid granite, without windows or obvious openings.

      No matter how much noise the police captain and his underlings made, Eva and the others wouldn’t have woken up. “Another backpacker?”

      Deedee nodded slowly.

      “Completely drained?”

      Again, Deedee nodded.

      “A woman?”

      Deedee frowned in response.

      “That is so not a good look. The last thing we need is unwanted attention while Georgia is out of the country.”

      Not once in the centuries that the Blood Bond Agency had operated had there been so much as a hint of scandal. Eva knew for sure it wouldn’t be any of their clients responsible for the murders. The old clans were experts at flying under the radar, literally sometimes.

      With age came power, and the best way to avoid that whole ‘villagers with pitchforks and flaming torches’ scenario was by being smart. No, the murders slowly closing in on their premises had to be the work of a particular variety of vampire.

      Nouveau sang, said Eva and Deedee in unison. New blood. A vampire made, not born, and in this case very new. One who in their first undead years had little to no control over their thirst. One who didn’t think, but simply acted, their bloodlust blinding them to all reason.

      They were still for a couple of beats before Deedee voiced a thought that Eva had already dabbled with and discarded.

      Eva shook her head hard, her silver hair flying around, forming a halo. “No, I don’t buy that. It can’t be Lilith. Have you seen how much ‘house red’ she pilfers from the client entertainment fridge?”

      Deedee opened her mouth to respond, revealing a glimpse of fangs. “That’s a point. There’s no way she could snaffle as much as she does and drain backpackers without exploding.”

      Deedee gave into girlish giggles, something that was at odds with her age: immortal for over one thousand years.

      At the other extreme was Lilith, the agency’s newest hire, if you could call six years ‘new.’ She was also the youngest on the premises by a long shot. Looking at her was enough to make Eva feel ancient some nights.

      The Welsh-born Goth was not yet twenty-three when she lost her life to a client of Love Bites, the local feeders’ dating agency. A vampire without the skills or desire to turn her properly, he’d simply seen her as a late-night snack. It was something that still irritated the young woman.

      If not for Georgia De Silva coming upon her, she would have been left in a half-state and a danger to anything with a pulse.

      “Me, a zombie? I don’t think so. I’m far too pretty for that!” was a refrain often heard whenever her elevation to the ranks of the undead came up.

      A gamer and hacker in life, her programming skills were invaluable in bringing the agency up to date. But only to those in the know, and Georgia Da Silva most decidedly wasn’t one of those.

      Deedee peered intently at her tablet. “Whoever was responsible, that was the most brazen yet. They didn’t even try to hide the body. They left it out in the middle of the alley where anyone could have driven over it.”

      Eva snarled. “Kinda hard for Captain Useless and his lot to ignore the murder this time.” She didn’t have a high opinion of the head of the local law enforcement. His spectacular lack of arrests was down to a combination of incompetence, inaction, and good old-fashioned bribery. “It’s as if the murderer wants to get caught.”

      The words had barely left her mouth before Eva sprinted for the stairs. Rather than descending into the basement, she headed up, eventually exploding through the door at the top and onto the roof.

      At the corner of the parapet at the back of the building, she leaned over and sniffed deeply. She moved along, repeating the process. It was as she suspected.

      She returned to reception as swiftly, finding Deedee leaning back in her office chair, completing lazy rotations.

      The receptionist stared at the ceiling high above their heads, although not for long. She rocked forward, her ice-blue gaze landing on Eva as though she had been there all the time.

      “Let me guess, there were no traces of blood in the alley, meaning she didn’t die out there?”

      Eva nodded, confirming the receptionist was right. “If she’d died out there, I’d have been able to detect traces of blood. Other than a whiff of rodents, there was nothing.”

      “Okay, so the killer is out to have someone else take the fall.”

      Again, Deedee had voiced Eva’s own thoughts. There was only one problem with the theory. “But Georgia has the skinny on everyone in town. Who’d be stupid enough to implicate her?”

      Again, the two vampires went quiet before yet again speaking in tandem. “Sebastian!”

      Perhaps speaking was too kind, with the women hissing his name as if to get rid of the aftertaste. Anything to avoid the abhorrence that saying his name could elicit.

      Sebastian Draco, the owner of Love Bites, was a thorn in Eva’s side at a personal level. He’d also do anything to see the Blood Bond Agency out of business, anything.

      Eva pushed herself away from the reception desk, marched over to the windows, and swept the velvet drapes to one side. There was no missing their competition on the other side of the square. The obscene flashing neon lips atop Love Bites’ front doors made sure of that.

      “No, not even he’s that stupid. And anyway, it makes no sense. It’s kind of hard for the murderer to pin the deaths on Georgia when she isn’t even in the country.”

      Deedee slid the tablet into the top drawer of her desk. “Unless whoever was responsible didn’t know that. We didn’t exactly advertise her departure.” She fell silent, her brow creasing as much as her vampire blood would allow. “But Georgia isn’t the only De Silva they could be targeting. You know that, right?”

      Eva thought about it for a beat. “Hmm. Unfortunately, I do.”
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      Back behind her grandmother’s desk, Eva’s mind was awhirl about why someone was out to frame a De Silva for murder. She laughed at herself for even thinking she was the target.

      She was so far down the pecking order in the family that it made no sense. Georgia aside, there were other powerful members of the De Silva Clan, those with enemies known to be biding their time.

      Why, oh why, was she the one stuck looking after the agency? She would much rather be upstairs, in her own office, managing the family’s property empire. At least then she felt competent, safer, less like she had a target on her back. Construction companies and letting agents were child’s play compared to arranging blood bonds. And definitely easier than dealing with the mess she was now facing.

      No, her parents should be in charge of the agency. Instead, they were off who knew where, with eyes only for each other. Their blood bond was such that it left them oblivious to all else. It was why Georgia forbade them from completing any bonds while she was away.

      Truth be told, her grandmother would not let them loose on the clients, even if she were in town. Georgia, more than most, knew the chances of my parents completing a successful blood bond were slim. Perhaps even impossible when you were so besotted with your own life partner that breathing was a challenge.

      In their favor was that with both of them being hemaphytes—vampires born—breathing was pretty much optional. It was also one reason Georgia had raised Eva since birth. It was better than her dying of starvation and neglect because her parents had forgotten she existed.

      She hadn’t come to any conclusions about the murders when the bell above the front door tinkled into life. A double-check of the large leather-bound diary showed the page to be empty, other than a few scribbled notes from her grandmother. Eva flicked her waist-length hair over her shoulders and huffed out in annoyance, both at her missing parents and life. Much as she would love to abandon the agency to its fate, she dares not.

      Georgia had started it up close to nine hundred years ago. If the business were to fail while she was in charge, her grandmother would track her down and make her pay; especially if they lost business to Love Bites.

      While ‘drop-ins’ were rare, they weren’t unheard of. All she needed to do was schedule an appointment for Georgia’s return. Then she could get back to worrying about who was trying to frame her for murder.

      With her office door partially closed, she couldn’t see who it was, although Deedee’s reaction spoke volumes. Such a shame the old wives’ tales about vampires needing to be invited in were purely a fabrication, put about to calm the general populace.

      In reality, nothing could be further from the truth.

      It didn’t matter that Deedee could handle Sebastian Draco. Eva surged to her feet, vaulted the desk—despite killer heels—and was in reception a couple of seconds later. How dare that man darken their doorstep?

      As expected, she found Deedee’s hands wrapped tight around the throat of the owner of Love Bites. Taking in Sebastian’s tuxedo and red-lined cape, Eva’s top lip curled in disgust.

      The guy was a sucker for the whole vampire shtick, as was often the case with nouveau sang, no matter their age. Always out to prove they were tougher and more ‘vampire’ than anyone else, especially hemaphytes.

      Never mind, Sebastian had gained immortality five hundred years earlier and was technically older than Eva by a couple of hundred years; he’d always be weaker than she was. And this bothered him, despite his assertions to the contrary.

      His lack of strength was currently being highlighted in a big way by how Deedee was manhandling him. Even on a bad day, the receptionist could take him. Enraged, the five-foot-nothing blonde was stronger than an ox and twice as stubborn.

      Something that Sebastian was finding out the hard way.

      “Do you welcome all new clients like this?” Sebastian squeaked out past Deedee’s chokehold.

      So ludicrous was his question that Deedee lost her grip on him. He took advantage, staggering back while straightening his blood-red bow tie.

      If there was one thing Eva knew about the odious vamp, it was that he was not marriage material. For him to be there to sign on was laughable. There also wasn’t a chance she’d match him with anyone currently in the agency’s database.

      Even a nouveau sang girl deserved better than to be saddled with this sack of blood. And not for as long as most vampire unions lasted. Unless of course there was a nasty divorce involving a stake or the midday sun.

      It wasn’t something they discussed at the agency, but it happened. And they especially didn’t talk about it when a client was in for their third or fourth blood bond.

      What happened between bonded couples should stay between them, as far as Georgia De Silva was concerned. Eva wasn’t as ambivalent, especially not if she was the one sending the vampiric lamb to the veritable slaughter.

      Hoping to get Sebastian off the premises sooner rather than in pieces, Eva laid a hand on Deedee’s shoulder when the smaller woman stepped toward the creep.

      “Deedee, we should hear him out before we show him out.”

      “Fine.” Deedee crossed her arms tight across her chest and glared at the wannabe standing behind the large Chesterfield. There was no mistaking the deadly intent in her eyes, with Sebastian having to swallow deeply before he could find his voice.

      “Maybe ‘client’ wasn’t the right word.” His words had an obsequious quality to them.

      Eva now glared at him as mutinously as the receptionist. Perhaps this was because she knew what was coming next. It wouldn’t be the first time Sebastian had asked for her hand in marriage, and unfortunately, she doubted it would be the last.

      It would, however, be the first time he dared to ask for her hand while on her home turf. So far as Eva knew, Sebastian had never stepped foot in the Blood Bond Agency. She couldn’t believe he was there now; he’d never been brave enough in the past.

      Her first half dozen refusals had been polite, but these nights, she minced no words in telling him to get lost. Even saying she’d rather stake herself through her right eye than blood bond herself to him had done nothing to dent his bulletproof ego. It would be different if she thought he cared for her, but with him, it was all about power.

      His being bound to a hemaphyte would see his strength doubled, or even tripled, overnight. It would also open doors to a slew of powerful clans currently closed to him as a nouveau.

      Sadly, it would also mean she could never have children, that only happening if she was blood bound to another of her kind.

      And that didn’t appear to be happening soon. Despite her supposedly having inherited Georgia’s abilities as a matchmaker, it hadn’t done her any good with her own love life. Three hundred years old and still single was a failure so far as Eva was concerned.

      If even vampires described her as being on the shelf, there wasn’t much hope of a blood bond and coffin for two in her future. She knew it wouldn’t be long before they labeled her a spinster.

      With that fluttering around at the back of her mind, she didn’t give Sebastian the courtesy of allowing him to ask. She’d rather live out her days as an old maid than be bound to the likes of him.

      “The answer is still NO. No, De Silva could ever be blood-bonded to a nouveau, and especially not you. You can go fang yourself if you think I’ll be stuck with you!”

      Her words were loud and full of enough scorn that he took an involuntary step backwards. “Okay, Deedee, now you can get rid of him.”

      The small woman didn’t waste time, her feet hardly touching the ground as she flew at their archrival. Sebastian hadn’t even had time to stutter out, “But, I…” before Deedee’s hands again wrapped around his throat. Her eviction of him from the premises was none-too-gentle, and Eva was okay with this.

      Even with the front door having slammed shut behind the pair, the sound of Deedee upending the odious vamp in the gutter was still satisfyingly loud.

      Sadly, his cursing the De Silva family for the rest of eternity was as easy to hear, meant for her ears, and anyone within the town square. Eva knew full well Captain Useless and his minions would have been able to hear it from their headquarters on the other side of the cobbled expanse.

      But would they do anything about what was a direct threat?

      No, they wouldn’t.

      Eva still wasn’t sure what Sebastian had on the captain, but knew it had to be something big. Why else would the captain and his crew give Sebastian such a wide berth? Could it be they were even letting him get away with murder?

      She was still ruminating on this when Deedee swung back through the front door. There wasn’t a hair out of place, the woman’s bright blonde curls as bubbly as ever. Eva couldn’t help but smile as the small vampire dusted her hands off in evidence of a job well done.

      Eva’s smile faltered when Sebastian’s ultimate threat made its way through the solid front door.

      “You’ll soon be crawling to me, you’ll see. And with that evil harridan out of town, who’ll save you when the police come a-calling?”

      Deedee didn’t slow, instead twisting around and wrenching the door wide again, all while muttering, “He’ll be wearing dentures by the time I’ve finished with him!”.

      Eva followed in the receptionist’s wake, keen to see Sebastian have his dental plan updated, only to be disappointed when Deedee didn’t get a chance. After a high-pitched squeal, Sebastian had fled for the shelter of Love Bites.

      While Love Bites might have been a short distance from the Blood Bond Agency, it was a million miles away from true love. True lust, or bloodlust, was more their modus operandi. They didn’t even care if they set vampires up with humans, as long as they paid the fee.

      It was a shame Eva’s grandmother considered Sebastian so beneath her as not to warrant the effort of getting rid of him. Instead, she stuck to what she called the moral high ground, despite Love Bites being the bane of her life. And now it seemed to be Eva’s, too.

      Deedee and Eva were together on the large couch with mugs of warm blood before Eva put a voice to her thoughts. “What do you suppose he meant by the police calling?”

      Deedee delicately licked some blood from the rim of her mug before replying. “I was wondering about that, too. The only thing they’ll be interested in at the moment is the murders, and we were here when they happened.”

      Eva’s first thought was how they would prove that. Then she remembered the agency’s state-of-the-art security system. This would prove beyond doubt that they were all on the premises when the murders took place. Even if the police tried to say they’d murdered the young backpackers on the premises, they’d still have had to leave to dispose of the bodies.

      Of course, opening their records to the police would also mean having to divulge that Georgia was out of the country. And the fewer people—okay, vampires—who knew about that, the better.

      But if Sebastian knew, then the bat was truly out of the bag because if he knew, soon everyone would. He loved sharing knowledge like this, as though it gave him power.

      Eva’s thoughts finally settled, allowing her to examine them logically. “What if they don’t care about us having alibis? We know Sebastian has something on Captain Ugo.”

      The two women fell into quiet contemplation, with Eva eventually breaking the silence. “Could this be to force me to marry Sebastian?”

      Deedee twisted to face Eva, her eyes alight with fury. “Over my undead body. You will not be blood bound to that man.”

      “If I thought he actually cared for me, it would be flattering. It’s not nice knowing I’m nothing but a cash cow or a source of power to him. I suspect the divorce would be swift and brutal once we completed the blood bond.” A shudder wracked Eva’s frame at the thought of the repulsive man driving a stake through her heart.

      “You have that right, darling girl. But you let me worry about that.” Deedee reached out and gave Eva’s hand a reassuring squeeze. “What we need to focus on is how he knew Georgia is out of town.”

      The receptionist had a point. While Georgia disappeared around the same time every year, they were always circumspect with regard to her actual departure. Often, she returned with many none the wiser as to her absence.

      The only people who’d know Georgia was out of town were those at her spa, with her canceling her standing appointments while she was away. Add in that she always got head-to-toe treatments before she left, and it would be all too easy for one of them to let slip about this. Or someone saw that her grandmother was in for a full day and put two-and-two together. It wasn’t impossible.

      Instead of getting up and using the phone, Deedee yelled at the top of her lungs. “Lilith, we need to see you at reception.” She paused before dropping her voice slightly and adding an ominous “Now.”

      It took longer than it should have for Lilith to make her way down from the penthouse atop the historic building. This was because it was the last place anyone would expect to find a vampire. That made it the perfect spot for their IT department because it was the last place Eva’s grandmother would look.

      Georgia favored dark, subterranean spaces above all else, meaning even getting her to move her office from the basement to the first floor had been a challenge.

      Only by fitting blackout drapes to all the windows were they able to convince her. The thing that had finally swung it in the favor of Eva, Deedee, and Lilith was their hinting it made good business sense. While Georgia De Silva was stuck in the past as regards technology, she was no slouch in running a profitable business.

      There was another reason for the IT department’s location. If anyone broke in during the day, it gave the security system more time to stop them in their tracks. At night, the women could guard the place themselves, with their hearing and strength more than up to the challenge of dealing with any burglars.

      During the daytime, they were vulnerable. Being mostly dead to the world, the place was ripe for the picking. Could it be that while they were sleeping, someone had broken in and seen Georgia’s travel coffin was missing?

      Eva was sitting with eyes closed, working on various scenarios, when Lilith rushed into reception. “Sorry it took so long. The alarm in the IT room was playing up.”

      Eva’s eyes snapped open. “What do you mean, playing up?”

      Lilith’s brow wrinkled as she tried to find the right words. “It was strange. When I punched in the code, nothing happened. It took me three goes to get it to arm properly.”

      Eva could no longer stay seated, her body thrumming with energy. She placed her now-empty mug on the coffee table and jumped to her feet. “Had someone tampered with it?”

      Lilith shook her head, but then stopped. “I’m … I’m not sure. It shouldn’t be possible. Our setup is the best money can buy. There aren’t many people who could bypass it, especially with the booby traps I’ve coded in there.”

      Eva stopped her marching back and forth. “Booby traps?”

      The Welsh girl grinned. “Anyone hacking into our system would find themselves signed up for enough pyramid schemes to take the title of Pharaoh.” Her smile faltered. “When I was alive, my mom was big into those. She told two friends, and they told two friends, and pretty soon she had a mini-empire and no friends.”

      The young vampire swiped at her eyes, even though there were no tears. Eva had trouble comprehending how awful it must have been for her to have to put her whole life to one side like that. Unable to visit her parents, to let them know she was okay. Dead, well, technically undead, but still. Eva, Deedee, and Georgia were Lilith’s family now.

      Lilith wasn’t even the name the girl was born with. That would be Susan Jones. Soon after being turned, the young Goth declared it was all wrong for a vampire. She took the name Lilith, not bothering with a surname, likening herself to a vampiric Madonna or Cher.

      Despite not being blood-related, Eva, Deedee, and Lilith had a common hatred of Sebastian Draco. If not for his dodgy business practices, Lilith wouldn’t have been turned, and instead would be back in Wales, rather than stuck half a world away.

      They brought the young Goth up to date on the events of the evening, and she was as angry as they were. “Leave it with me. I’ll search through all the data for the last three days. If someone were in here, they’d have tripped a trigger, or left an energy signature, or something.”
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      Dominik

      Dominik had just pulled to a stop near the Blood Bond Agency when there was an explosion of energy from inside. Rather than getting out, he settled back into the car’s luxurious leather upholstery, and watched, and waited.

      Soon enough, the five-foot nothing BBA receptionist man-handled Sebastian Draco out the front door of the agency. The ease with which she’d done so, giving credence to the stories Dominik had heard of the woman’s brute strength. Still, seeing it firsthand was something else altogether.

      Sure, Sebastian wasn’t as big as Dominik, but he was half as tall again as the little blonde. And yet she had no trouble dragging the vampire across the sidewalk and sending him headlong into the gutter.

      She bared her teeth at him and, without a backward glance, retraced her steps, disappearing inside before Sebastian stood. Dominik stayed where he was. The last thing he needed was for Sebastian to see him entering the marriage agency.

      If the owner of Love Bites was worried about the blonde enforcer, he hid it well, yelling threats and promises at the now closed front door. The vampire’s shriek of alarm reached Dominik’s ears at the same time as the petite vampire exploded back onto the sidewalk.

      Sebastian didn’t give her a chance to get hold of him, taking to his heels, and not slowing even when he sprinted through the front doors over at Love Bites. So fast was the altercation, there wasn’t a chance the politsei captain, Ugo, could intervene.

      Dominik doubted he would have, even if up to moving as fast as would have been required. Everyone knew Sebastian had something on the captain.

      In any other town, if someone had shouted threats like that, the police would have intervened, but not here. Not in Milota. But then it wouldn’t be the first crime to go ignored, the latest murder being a case in point.

      How Ugo could have concluded a drained body lying in the middle of an alleyway was down to natural causes was anyone’s guess. The reason was obvious even to the most obtuse. It wasn’t as if vampirism was unknown in this part of the world.

      That the captain had gotten away with this weak excuse was even more of a mystery. Could it be Sebastian had dirt on more than just the captain? Dominik had always thought the mayor had left himself open to manipulation.

      It was another half hour before he knew the owner of Love Bites had safely hunkered down in the basement of his building. This was thanks to Dominik’s ability to pick up on energy signatures, a talent he shared with the other vampires in his clan.

      He was readying himself to open the car door when he stopped again. The current energy at the Blood Bond Agency was spiky. Something had gotten the two women on the first floor jumpy, and he doubted Sebastian’s recent visit was the cause, as it hadn’t rocketed until after he was long gone.

      The energy signature only intensified when a third woman joined the first two. If he shut his eyes, he could even see one woman pacing back and forth.

      Of some surprise was that he couldn’t sense Georgia De Silva on the premises, not even deep in the crypt beneath the building. Could this benefit him? His fronting up to the matriarch of the De Silva clan was the one wrinkle in his plan.

      It was all very well hearing that the woman would deal with anyone so long as they paid the fat fee. It was another thing entirely to put those rumors to the test. Far easier to hoodwink the two younger vampires whose energy he was picking up on. It was the ancient nouveau sang who’d just evicted Sebastian who could cause him issues.

      For this reason, he waited a little longer. Patience and timing were on his side with this venture. His visit would be awkward enough without adding this sort of energy spike to the mix.

      If he were close to something as powerful as that, the temptation to feed would be overwhelming. And the last thing he needed was to take out the employees of the Blood Bond Agency, courtesy of an unplanned energy siphon.

      No, for his plan to succeed, he had to be careful in his investigation. And if things went according to plan, the supernatural jail that was All Hallows Keep would soon get a new inmate. Or might it be three or four?

      Even this brief thought about the foreboding structure took him back to the first time he’d met Frankie Bonny during the winter solstice. That witch was one in a million and had done strange things to his heart. Shame she only had eyes for that glorified fish fillet, Zane.

      What did the warlock/merman hybrid have that he didn’t? It was still a mystery. Usually, women threw themselves at his feet, and other body parts. In thinking back on what had happened the previous evening, a wolfish grin made itself at home on his handsome face.

      Again, Dominik closed his eyes and sent his senses out. This time he wasn’t only checking on the women at the Blood Bond Agency. Better the police captain didn’t know of his visit, either. If Dominik’s suspicions were right, that one knew a lot more about the murders than he let on.

      After a quick look in the rearview mirror, Dominik ran his fingers through his shoulder-length blond hair, smoothing it as best he could. Only then did he exit his car and race across the cobblestoned square. His pace was such that it would have been impossible for any human to track him.

      Fast enough to even avoid detection by most nouveau sang.

      He’s a mystery to solve, and the sooner he started, the sooner he’d be able to get back to his bachelor ways.
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