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    If you did, thank you. Thank you for respecting me and other authors for their hard work, understanding this is our job, and while we love it, we do deserve to be compensated for all the hours, and hours, and hours we put into it. 
 
      
 
    If you did not… Go buy one! You are a thief and your parents and grandparents and cute animals all around the world are ashamed of you. There is no justification for committing this crime because it is a crime, no different than walking into a physical bookstore, taking a print copy off the shelf, and walking out of the store without paying for it.  
 
      
 
    There is no such thing as a victimless crime. If you truly believe that, you’ve never been a victim. And the victims aren’t only the authors, but the fans who lose authors that quit over our constantly being stolen from and mistreatment. Mistreating the authors that write the books you like or read—not liking them isn’t an excuse for theft, it’s just extra weird then—that’s not a fan. Fans leave reviews to support. Fans send messages of love. Fans… Well fans are nice. Be nice. 
 
      
 
    There are lots of ways to fight eBook piracy, reporting the site even if you’re not the copyright holder is always a good option. If you want to help in the fight, Google it and you can see there are many ways. 
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    Division Chief Seraphine Thomas is finally handling the snowballing situation in New York. She survived her first Valentine’s Day as Alpha and a whole new mess of problems, but is feeling more confident in her roles now that she’s laid a better foundation. The problem is there’s no safe way to handle what she needs to, and alone she’s not enough. 
 
    But help comes in a very surprising away.  
 
    The Alpha of one of the New York City packs sent a hitter to take care of Sera when she started forcing the system to work and he was on the wrong side of that. Though months ago, Sera still has a valid claim to retaliate. Plus, it’s the only non-human office that hasn’t been fully retrained, which is rather odd given the FBI is hiring new non-human agents to have teams in regular offices. 
 
    Add to that, there are rumors of the regular NYC office being dirty, and it might take a miracle to pull this trick off without getting everyone dead. Thankfully, lipstick can be a magical thing if used right. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    1 
 
      
 
    “You dead, mother fucker!” Samuel L. Jackson said over the speakers at an excessively loud volume.  
 
    I snarled as I ripped off my FBI hat, having choice words for Noah that he was taunting people on his course along with arguing we failed it. 
 
    “What movie does he say that in?” Orson asked, frowning.  
 
    “All of them,” I answered, not the only one with that answer from the way it echoed. 
 
    He gave me a confused look. “He was so mellow in the movie I saw him in.” He held out his hands after slinging his weapon over his shoulder. “Take the blue pill and you will know nothing. Take the red pill and I will show you everything.” 
 
    “That’s Laurence Fishbourne,” I chuckled, shaking my head. The ancients getting caught up on pop culture was always hysterical. Igor hadn’t allowed it, and Apollo was a bit pompous who found it all garish, so they were having fun getting caught up on more than security technology.  
 
    “I can’t keep them all straight,” Orson sighed. I winced, worrying he meant black people or something since that was a pretty loaded statement. “There are just too many actors. I confuse Han Solo and Indiana Jones too. I could have sworn it was the same actor.” 
 
    “It is,” I promised, bobbing my head when he gave me a disbelieving look. “Both are Harrison Ford. You can Google it. I promise. Someone was messing with you.” 
 
    “Emilio, I’m going to fuck you up!” Orson snarled before storming back towards the security trailers. 
 
    Noah had jumped all over getting the estate that Apollo had gifted him on my behalf ready, but until winter was really over, he couldn’t get more than a few security trailers to handle that part of the course. He and his team had done an impressive amount over the few weeks since he’d jumped onto it, but there was still more to do, as this was our first test run. 
 
    And apparently we’d failed seconds after jumping the fences, which did not make me happy.  
 
    “How?” I demanded of Noah when I stepped into the trailer, not caring who else was around. “I call hacks. Seriously, there’s no way. What got us?” 
 
    “Land mines,” he answered, smirking at me. 
 
    I narrowed my eyes at him. “No, I call hacks.” I held up my hand when he opened his mouth to argue. “How do you have them down? Metal discs with a circuit that certain equipment would pick up?” I waited until he nodded. “And how do we locate landmines?” I smirked at him when he frowned. “Yeah, gun powder. Cheater. There was no gun powder to smell.” 
 
    “Fine, sorry, but that is the point of these test runs,” he reminded me. “I’ll get gun powder added to what we attached. They’re not working mines, or even deactivated mines. We just made them detectable like that.” 
 
    “You really hate losing,” Brian teased me. 
 
    “Pot. Kettle,” I drawled. “We get another run for our bet then.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at that. “We didn’t say if Noah messed up. We said whoever got a longer run.” 
 
    I mirrored his expression. “I brought the heels I bought for your Christmas present. You want me to wear them or—” 
 
    “You should get another run through,” he cut in. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I purred. We’d made a side bet that if his team beat mine, he got to pick where we went for our date and vice versa if my team won. I stared at him as he geared up to join his team, yanking on his ball cap backwards. I licked my lips as he slid on his vest, his muscles flexing and bunching as he did. 
 
    “Lunar cycle starts tomorrow alright,” Noah chuckled, snapping me out of it. He laughed when I cursed under my breath, understanding I’d gotten distracted by my hormones.  
 
    “Shut it, cheater,” I grumbled.  
 
    “What did I miss?” Brian asked, giving me a questioning look along with several others there that I didn’t know and a few I did like Jerome Curtis, a Quantico trainer who had flown out to help us get this going. 
 
    “You’re sexy when you’re all geared up,” I muttered as I yanked off my vest. 
 
    “And she was staring at you like you were her next meal,” Remus teased me. “Like she’s gonna eat you, man, and you will enjoy every moment.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something mean but saw something on the monitors that made me sigh, heading out of the trailer to go play mom. I set my shit down on one of the picnic tables people had brought for when the trailers got crowded and headed over to Orson and Emilio who were fighting. 
 
    “Oi, cut it out. We’re going again!” I bellowed as I threw out my power so they flinched. “And you’re scaring the humans.” They both looked at me and then each other like they were thinking about going for one more hit. “Do I need to get the tasers?” 
 
    “Sure, they tickle,” Emilio chuckled, wiping the blood under his nose from whatever injury was already healed. 
 
    “They tickle?” someone asked from behind me. 
 
    I turned and saw the guy from Germany’s SWAT that was a trainer or some big to-do. I hadn’t gotten all into who Noah invited, but they were the best of the best. And we didn’t even have all of them, as only our FBI SWAT ranked with several other countries. I nodded and whistled to Harris who was there. He tossed me his taser, and I shot Emilio without even having to turn to aim, watching the humans and their reactions. 
 
    It was a range but all forms of shock as Emilio actually giggled like he was getting a tickle attack from someone. I shrugged as they all looked at me. 
 
    “They’re ancient,” I reminded them. “There’s not much that fucks with them like the rest of us. It doesn’t knock us out like humans, but it screws with our control over our animals, which is still dangerous. They want to take over to defend us, so that’s why we’ve been pushing it not be what’s used in every situation with paranormals.” 
 
    “You could escalate the situation instead of deescalating it,” the German guy muttered, bobbing his head. “That is useful to know, thank you.” 
 
    I tossed the taser to Emilio with a look to cut the shit. They both nodded, understanding I wasn’t being a bitch about them having fun, but it was who was around. I turned when I felt the nerves coming off of Brian because of the big dogs around. I moved closer and touched his arm, smiling when I saw he wanted a good luck kiss and didn’t care we had important guests. 
 
    “It’s a course we’re all meant to fail,” I reminded him as I stood on my toes. He got the idea and leaned down. 
 
    “Mind reader,” he mumbled against my lips. “So what’s our date if you win?” 
 
    “Oh no, I’m not getting blamed if you lose because what I said made you want to,” I chuckled, giving him another kiss and pushing power into him. “We can have my date another night. I’m fine losing to you, Bri. I’ve always been a good sport like that even if I’m competitive as fuck. I don’t like losing when I know I shouldn’t or over unfair shit. Now go turn me on.” 
 
    “I fucking love when it’s the full moon now that we’ve made up,” he groaned, giving me another kiss before moving away and getting his team lined up. 
 
    “I’m glad you guys are moving past what happened,” Jerome said as he stepped up next to me. I didn’t hide my shock and saw him shrug as he checked over the estate. “He’s got friends at Quantico still, and he was destroyed. People weren’t gossiping, but I heard some of a call where his friend was assuring him there was no part of what happened that night in him.” 
 
    I nodded. “That was what my therapist helped me see too. I was human. He is human. We didn’t grow up around magic. It’s easy to equate it to what you did when drunk, and that’s part of you. I told him a demon took him over. It’s helped me to know the spell basically took everything he truly felt and made him do the opposite.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize it was that specific,” he admitted, partially pumping me for information for the insight into spells and magic, not personal. 
 
    “I really haven’t had a chance to delve into that side besides the good stuff, and the witches I know are good so they don’t do dark magic. If I ever get a free day, it’s on the list to be educated on more. Though it’s rare to have a witch that will even discuss it as most don’t want to give people ideas. Talking about how bad dark magic can go gives people ideas to push it just like any other weapon.” 
 
    “Makes sense. Still scary shit.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’ve seen it do much more good than bad,” I told him firmly. I nodded when he gave me a look like he wasn’t buying it. “Go to Nina’s shop while you’re here. I promise it will help you on settling with this. The vast majority of witches are warm and fuzzy and good juju with teas and helping people. It’s a tiny portion that go bad. I don’t get it all, but the magic being tied to the planet makes it warm.” 
 
    “I get it. There are lots of murders, but it takes a special breed to be a serial killer.” 
 
    I huffed, and he raised an eyebrow. “That’s still negative, Curtis. You’re comparing witches to murderers there and serial killers to the dark ones. That’s seriously horrible to start there. You need to think of it just like normal humans and the dark ones are like cannibals or something. The witches I know have used magic to do bad for the right reason and protect people just like you and I do. A dark witch is like a cannibal that it goes against nature.” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll think on that.” 
 
    He would, which was why I took the time to explain it. Everyone thought of stuff in their own frame of reference, and sometimes you couldn’t even blame them with all the bad press or bullshit people put out, but I had no respect for people who didn’t find answers for themselves. They weren’t people but sheep then. Maybe lemmings. 
 
    I felt better when Brian’s team didn’t make it to the house either, tripping a pit trap. There was some bitching about that, but it was the German guy who said it was something they found often, and Brian backed it up that it was a normal trap in the Middle East. A few more tries from different teams, and mine got the furthest by getting to the second floor balcony, but there was still no way to get in the house and bypass the alarms. 
 
    “When I told you to go all out, you went all out,” I praised Noah as we wrapped up. “I mean, for real, that place is sick. The alarm is like nothing I’ve seen, and I think Jennings is going to pull out his hair trying to bypass it.” 
 
    Noah shrugged. “If he does, we have others. We basically got all the models and systems that are top of the line and black market since we can get at places you can’t as FBI or law enforcement. Milo was a big help with that too, so even if Jennings gets past this one, he won’t all of them. The whole point is to keep mixing and matching and screwing with everyone, as that is every mission.” 
 
    “Amen,” several people said at once. 
 
    I went to say something else, but something that felt like a freight train crashed into me, sending me flying a good twenty feet. I managed to flip and land on my feet, sliding a few more feet on the rocks of the fancy driveway as I reached for my gun. 
 
    “Don’t!” I called to the others as I moved my hand away from my weapon and slowly stood up from a crouch as I studied the woman who’d hit me. “She’s a Dorcus. She’s Alena and Zeno’s daughter. It’s why I didn’t sense there was danger.” 
 
    She clucked her tongue at me as she pushed her stunning waist length hair over her shoulder. “Being family does not mean they are your friend, little sister.” 
 
    “You’re right, and I thank you for the lesson,” I accepted, waving the others to back up or down. “She’s got diplomatic immunity.” I felt her anger I wasn’t letting them all play and picked a few images from her. “And I’m the one she’s pissed with.” I shrugged when her eyes flashed shock. “You touched me when you crashed into me. Not smart to do to a clairvoyant when you’re agitated.” 
 
    “I thank you for the lesson, but it will not deter me from taking the pound of flesh I am deserved.” 
 
    “I didn’t think it would, but either way, I am sorry for your loss. I did not want Bernard dead.” 
 
    “Do not speak his name to me!” she snarled, her eyes flashing power. “You took my baby brother from me, hurt our family by so publicly outing his misdeeds. You have wounded our family and our standing.” 
 
    “No, your brother did that,” Brian argued. “And I was the one who assigned her the task, so it’s not Sera’s fault.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I hissed at him. 
 
    She glanced between us and smiled brightly, realizing there was fun to be had after all. “He is handsome, little sister. I understand why you forgave him. Grandmother thinks he would be a strong, fierce wolf.” She studied Brian in a way I didn’t like. “Her vote is to mate him into our family, but she did not specify you be the one.” 
 
    I was in front of him before either of them could blink, snarling at her. “He is mine.” 
 
    “But he is not,” she taunted. “You have not claimed him or even made him one of us.” 
 
    “He doesn’t want it.” 
 
    “Do you not want to be like us, human?” she asked him. 
 
    “This is not the time or place,” I cut in. “I know there are rules about bringing up wolf or paranormal matters in front of work people. Your beef is with me, and I understand that. You don’t want to believe the stranger who received the gift of becoming one of you, but I never wanted it. And I can prove to you that I didn’t mean for any of this.” 
 
    “You cannot,” she snapped. “Vlad was on your side. You could have been lying and—” 
 
    I snorted. “No one could pull a fast one like that on Alena or Eva Dorcus.” 
 
    “There is always the exception, and some of us believe you being a clairvoyant can make it so.” 
 
    I bobbed my head. “I’ve never thought of that.” I eased down a bit. “I do not love Alena and Zeno more than my own birth parents.” 
 
    Her eyes flashed shock, and I figured it was because I would get so personal in front of work people, which was why I did it. She wanted me humiliated and more. I could take that hit. “That is a good base. Give me another lie to make sure.” 
 
    “I would not retaliate if you touched Brian.” 
 
    She smiled brightly. “Oh, you are as much fun as Grandmother said. Yes, you would absolutely come after me. You would die if you challenged me though, little sister.” 
 
    I studied her a moment and shook my head. “No, I don’t believe that. You’ve got more power than me, maybe even twice as much, but I have had some of the best training available, and I train regularly. I don’t think you could call it like that since I’m immune to a lot of your power as you are mine.” I held up my hand when she opened her mouth to argue. “And I can show you what happened. I have a fairy sworn to me, remember? I have shown him.” 
 
    She opened her mouth but then closed it. “I have never experienced that, only their tricks.” She smirked at me again. “Though I hear your fairy’s tricks are very nice indeed. Legendary even.” 
 
    “Yes, but he is also mine.” 
 
    “I could make him mine.” 
 
    I sneered at her. “You would shame Alena and Zeno with that sort of shit?” 
 
    “No, but good you understand that, as they were clear you did not understand our ways or lines.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t get all of them, but they would never force someone. Playing games is one thing, but that’s just too far.” 
 
    “True as he is tied to you. This human is not.” 
 
    “I love her,” Brian said firmly. “I love her enough to go as slow as she needs after all she has suffered, including being infected by your brother. I am sorry for your loss as well. None of us wanted him dead. We still are fighting to catch the ones he was involved with because him and his crew died that day. He almost killed Sera though, so it was absolutely in self-defense, and he attacked after he was caught.” 
 
    “You do not lie,” she muttered, studying him. “Fine, I will accept your apology after a night of penance and…” She smirked at me, and I realized I was growling loudly as I started taking off my gear as if knowing we were heading for the fight. “Oh how you love him, little sister. This is going to be such fun.” 
 
    “We can play all you want, but if you touch him or hurt him, you better fucking kill me first, and you know how that would hurt the others,” I warned. 
 
    “Yes, they are quite attached to you,” she sighed heavily before winking at Brian. She shook off her jacket and went for her boots. “Can I get at least a kiss from him if I win?” 
 
    “If he wants to give it to you, I would never stop him,” I said as I kept taking gear off and then my boots as well. “I would never stand in their way, but I would never welcome them back.” 
 
    “Yes, Grandmother said you had that line. It’s an odd one.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I was human. It’s girl code that you don’t encroach when it’s real. Others have played, but we’re too Alpha to share.” I smirked at her. “Well, I’m Alpha, you’re not yet.” Anger filled her eyes, and I wanted that, as it would make her sloppy. 
 
    I just didn’t want to push her enough that she might really try to kill me. 
 
    “Dude, we’re not leaving and missing this,” one of the guys said, and I realized Orson had tried to get the guests to head out. 
 
    “I’m so snitching you did this in front of work people and on a big day,” I warned her. “And that you didn’t even introduce yourself first. Eva would totally smack you for that.” 
 
    She flinched as we got naked. “She would. I am Melicent Dorcus, eldest daughter and next in line to be Alpha of the Greek wolves, high elder on the Greek council, and heir to the vast Dorcus holdings.” 
 
    “I’m Seraphine Thomas, Alpha of the Chicago, Milwaukee, and Grand Rapids wolves, Division Chief of the FBI, and Mistress of my coven.” 
 
    She frowned at me. “We will work on your introduction. Unless you limited it because of who is here, that was horrible.” 
 
    I shrugged as I took off my bra. “Never had to do it before. I sort of just threw shit out there I thought was sort of comparable.” I moved closer as I stretched out. “How are we doing this? Tap out rules? Make me bleed?” 
 
    “Sounds like fun,” she purred as her eyes flashed power. We shifted to our third form as we raced towards each other. I dodged her first attack, wanting to see her fighting skills and get a feel for her before engaging. 
 
    She did not like I could dodge her though, striking faster next time. 
 
    But again, I dodged. A few more rounds of that and I thought I could see the steam coming out of her ears instead of the heat of our breath from the cold. It didn’t stop me from smirking at her though and ramping up her frustration, as it would wear her out faster. 
 
    “Time out!” Emilio bellowed, and I was glad when she took several steps back as well, understanding fair play. “We just got a call about a situation. We’ve got to gear up and go in.” 
 
    “Got it. I’m almost done here,” I called back, much to her dismay. 
 
    “The fuck you are,” she snarled, coming at me again.  
 
    I shoved her past me and spun as I brought my elbow down on her head hard and harder the second hit, knocking her out. I sighed when she shifted back, picking her up, putting her over my shoulder, and bringing her back to our clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing with her?” Orson asked. 
 
    “She comes with. Someone needs to guard her,” I answered, shrugging as I dropped her off my shoulder none too gently and shifted back. “She’s still next to wear the crown, and that’s dangerous. I’m not leaving her unguarded when she’s on my turf.” 
 
    “She came for a pound of flesh,” Curtis reminded me. 
 
    I shrugged again as I hurried to get dressed. “We survive that. You’re thinking of it like a human where you can’t survive that, but I could literally survive her cutting out a pound of me. She’s grieving the loss of her baby brother. You know people aren’t all that rational then. She probably came to poke at me a bit and the moment she saw me it went all out the window.” 
 
    “Probably or you saw it?” he pushed. 
 
    “I’m guessing based on the temperament of most wolves and the few glimpses I got. She’s actually here to help me with something. I know that, and I could use the help, so yeah, we protect her until she wakes.” I looked at Orson. “Get her redressed, and someone call Dain. He can meet us wherever and show her for real what happened that night.” 
 
    “There are other things to address here,” Emilio warned, and after a moment I nodded that I heard him. 
 
    I glanced around at all the people that weren’t ours the moment I was redressed. “What you saw here has layers of shit you cannot understand, but it’s covered by several laws here and by paranormal laws of international councils. You open your mouths and share any of this and word gets around in some way you did not mean it, you were still the one who started it, and it will all be laid at your feet.” 
 
    “And we’re talking like starting an international incident with Greece sort of shit, as she’s basically next to rule the whole damn country and more,” Noah added, knowing the politics well since it involved me. “No, we’re not kidding, so those of you acting like we’re yanking your chains, we’re very fucking serious. You don’t know the layers of what to say to accurately describe what happened, and if you leave it out, you could start shit.” 
 
    “Everyone here are guests and will know how to behave accordingly or start shit with cooperation we all want too,” Curtis said, several others nodding. 
 
    “What was the date you were going to pick for us that we won’t have now?” Brian asked, sounding a bit like he was pouting.  
 
    “We could still actually have it if you don’t mind a delay.” 
 
    He snorted. “Not for a date with you.” 
 
    I was glad it was past dusk and most of them couldn’t see my cheeks flush. 
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    “We’ve tried to get this group several times, but they’re smarter than the average drug smugglers,” Agent Atkins explained. “And they’re not running for the cartel. It’s prescription drugs only. However, they’re not bringing grannies their arthritis meds for cheaper no matter the company line. They’re bringing lots of oxy to fund all of this, so they have a whole network with dealers for that too. They’re rising fast, and it needs to stop.” 
 
    “Not just because of the drugs but they’re getting into a turf war they either don’t understand or do and we don’t want,” I surmised, nodding as I pulled on the wetsuit over my undergarments. “Got it. You want them to make dock and then get taken quickly so they can’t dump. Which means we get on the boat from the water while it’s still moving.” 
 
    “Yes, and we can’t get you on it from a small speed boat. We tried that, but like I said, they’re smarter and the second we did, they dumped it so we boarded an empty boat.” 
 
    “Got it.” I hurried to finish when someone came over the radio that the boat was sighted and approaching fast. I turned to Dain who had joined us. “The guards do not leave her side, and the moment she wakes, show her.” 
 
    “All of it?” he asked as he zipped up my wetsuit. 
 
    I swallowed loudly, shaking my head. “No, stop when I fire. She doesn’t need to see my memories of her brother’s face being—that done to it.” 
 
    “I understand. Be safe.” He kissed my cheek and let me go. 
 
    “There are no sharks in these waters, right?” Emilio checked as I climbed into the boat that was taking us out into the lake. 
 
    I swallowed the pain I felt as I remembered India Gupta, the shark shifter who had been killing humans for revenge at what they had done to her. If help had been available to her, so much would be different than it was, and I almost thanked Emilio for the reminder of why I was jumping into more shit soon. “No, no sharks. Just too much pollution. You might turn bright green after swimming in it for too long.” 
 
    “She’s kidding, right?” he muttered to Carter as the boat revved up and pulled away from the dock. 
 
    Ahhh, ancients. They were always entertaining. 
 
    I thanked the Coast Guard for the ride before grabbing the gear and jumping over the railing. There was no good way to go into water as cold as Lake Michigan at the beginning of March, and I preferred to get it over with. 
 
    I also hadn’t warned the others, so it was interesting to hear the colorful language as they joined me.  
 
    “That was mean, Sera,” Carter grumbled as he swam closer as the Coast Guard boat left. 
 
    “Yes, but maybe I’ll warm you up later,” I flirted, chuckling when he wrapped his arms around me. “Are you trying to get body heat from me?” 
 
    “Sure,” he muttered, kissing my neck. “Setting our blood on fire. That will keep us warm.” 
 
    We didn’t have long to even tease as the boat showed up, Emilio checking the name just in case. Orson moved into position, as he was on the grapple and rope. He silently landed the plastic grapple hook in the perfect spot and quickly moved. There was a trade-off to using plastic, as it was only strong enough to hold one of us at a time unlike metal. 
 
    But it was quiet, which was what we needed. Besides, we were fast enough that he climbed up the boat and had three more lines tied off before it even reached the next spot. We’d made sure to spread out so the boat would pass us like ducks in a row waiting. There was no way it could speed through this close to the docks and not draw attention, so it had to slow. 
 
    When we’d gotten approval from the Senate for funding, another shocking thing we’d received was permission for certain allowances that other SWAT and special forces teams weren’t allowed to have unless they weren’t on US soil. For instance, military teams could use tranq darts or gag people, but we weren’t allowed to do that to American citizens. 
 
    Except they’d allowed us that. It was written into the rules for our teams that we would be called in only for the worst and hardest situations, and as such, in the interest of saving lives and keeping citizens safe, we were allowed to use tranqs or restrict them vocally. It was the prettiest way to write “we could slap duct tape over mouths,” but I was thrilled, as that made our jobs that much easier. 
 
    Like really easier. 
 
    Carter and I each grabbed a rope when they came by and climbed up. The second I was over the railing, I pulled my tranq gun out of where it had been holstered, feeling a bit like Lara Croft having a thigh holster and sheath for a knife. I kind of liked it. Normally I had my weapons up top, but that got in the way of climbing as fast as we did.  
 
    I moved up behind Emilio, tapping his shoulder for him to advance as we got the rest of everyone on the boat. It was a super huge and pricey yacht, and I heard one of the guys mutter that he wanted to keep the boat if we pulled this off. Yeah, I couldn’t blame him. It would be nice if there were such perks to getting the most dangerous and risky jobs. 
 
    Hell, I couldn’t even blame them after seeing how much they would make for this job. It was sad. I mean, really, really sad. Insulting really. I knew we were hurting for funding, but yeah, making what first year patrol cops did was just shitty given their experience and what we were going into. Luckily none of them needed the money being ancient. They were even discussing making a statement and donating the money. 
 
    Yes, it would do good, but also then it would be publicized how little they were being paid, as that was clearly a message to us as well. 
 
    I moved up when the next came up to my position and so on until we had people all over the boat, taking several of the crew down. They didn’t actually have all that many, as this wasn’t cartel or anything so badass, but it was still dangerous. Oxy was dangerous in a way people didn’t understand or take seriously, as it was a pain med and helped people, whereas crack did nothing good. 
 
    Once we were all aboard, we took them all down, Carter taking over the controls, and I headed to the bow of the boat to toss down the line to tie off. No matter how big the vessel and anchor, you still tied the boat off for safety reasons. Score one for the girl from the Navy who knew that. 
 
    Atkins was shaking his head from the dock. His team had already handled the four that had come to meet up with the boat, so all our bases were covered.  
 
    “We really don’t even get a keepsake or anything?” Orson complained as he carried two unconscious people over his shoulders. 
 
    “Don’t judge,” I warned the ATF people who were giving him disgusted looks. “He’s from a time where the invaders got the spoils. Besides, every agent has thought at least once that they wished they got gift bags for hosting the party. Thinking and wishing is different than taking.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Atkins agreed. “Take a selfie with the yacht or unconscious guys. There’s your keepsake.” 
 
    Orson shrugged after setting the guys down. “Yeah, I could frame that. I liked having something to remind myself of the good we did. If we took over a lawless area and restored order, it was nice to have something to remind myself of the good to keep away the nightmares of death and blood.” 
 
    “I heard that,” one of the ATF guys muttered, moving to take pictures of the guys per protocol. That had been a good suggestion from Carter to put into our rules. That way there was nothing later saying that the vamps were feeding or whatever bullshit we would undoubtedly get. We took a set, and the agency we worked with on the bust would take a set so all our asses were covered.  
 
    It was smart, and I like being smart. 
 
    “Thanks for the fun again, Atkins,” I said as we shook hands. “I’ll leave some to help with the clean up if you need it, but I’ve got something else going on.” 
 
    He gave a slow nod, glancing over his shoulder to where I was looking. “Yeah, if they could bring people off the yacht and load them up, that’s all we need. You know the rest is tedious and time consuming.” 
 
    “So I’ve heard, but I was always undercover,” I chuckled, unzipping my wetsuit. “I never had much of that and instead scrambling to keep my cover safe.” 
 
    “Sounds just as fun,” he drawled. “Thanks for the help, and we’ll talk soon.” 
 
    I nodded and headed towards my SUV and the group gathered there, my eyes focused on Melicent, as she was the potential threat. Dain nodded he’d showed her. 
 
    “You want a drink or a few bottles?” I asked her. 
 
    She gave a watery chuckle and wiped her eyes. “Yes, thank you. There was some part of me that held out hope that…” 
 
    “I get it.” I shrugged when she shot me a look like she wasn’t buying that. “I still have that hope somewhere in the back of my mind or heart that it was all a misunderstanding and my parents tried desperately to come back for me. It’s been decades and still, some tiny part of me still hopes for that. I am truly sorry though. I never meant for Bernard to die.” 
 
    “I believe you,” she rasped, clearing her throat. “Thank you for showing me. It was more than I deserved for the way I arrived and trouble I started.” 
 
    “We all need an ego check now and again,” I forgave, smirking at her when she flinched. “You’ve realized they were easier on you as you’re princess and who will wear the crown one day.” 
 
    “Yes,” she grumbled. “It was not a revelation I was prepared for, but maybe it will help, as Mother says my ego needs to be checked often.” 
 
    I snorted as I yanked off my wetsuit and hurried to pull on my clothes. “I don’t doubt it, as we all need it now and again, but it’s hard to take that criticism from Alena.” She shot me a wide-eyed look. “I’m not saying her ego isn’t deserved, but we can all do better. I’ve found some baddies that were right under her nose too. She can be rather dismissive of people who are a threat.” 
 
    “She said the same,” Melicent chuckled as she climbed in the back when I did. “And that she was grateful to you for showing her and Father for real, as that is a situation that needed to be handled and investigated further given all the refugees we are bringing in.” 
 
    “I’m glad. I want them safe.” I cleared my throat as we pulled away, Orson driving us in my SUV. “Anyone know you’re here?” 
 
    “No, as Mother was clear you would have to report my trip and much else, so know this is her answer to your issues with coming up with a plan.” 
 
    I threw back my head and laughed. “God, I love her and her ego sometimes. I was having trouble making pieces fit and do it like I want, as there’s so many factors and all up in the air, but of course she just takes over and handles it all.” 
 
    “Yes, she does have that knack, but according to Mother, Father, and Grandmother, so do you. It is why they feel you are perfect for our family.” 
 
    I was quiet a few minutes. “I won’t deny that, but I tend to warn people first. Most times.” We were getting closer to the club, and I wanted to handle a few things first. “You aren’t a Dorcus. You’re visiting to maybe fill in, and we’ll go from there. Most don’t have any idea of what I was even thinking up, as we both know there are ears everywhere no matter how tight lipped we are.” 
 
    “Yes, and eyes. You have many watching your movements, and that’s a problem for this to work.” 
 
    “Already handled,” I assured her. “Nina and I played for an undercover op on Valentine’s Day. I know how to work the spell, and that will make this happen.” 
 
    “Clever, very clever,” she chuckled as she put the pieces together. “Oh, this will be much fun for sure.” 
 
    “Yes, but you get you can’t be princess of it all here, right?” 
 
    She gave a slow nod. “Mother made that clear as well, and I have spent the past few weeks studying the laws here. I figure six months is enough to stabilize and decide what comes next while you have so many balls in the air.” 
 
    “Yeah, and the layers of dirt we’re finding and the stench around more makes this incredibly dangerous,” I warned her. “I want to make sure you’re clear on that and just how bad this is. Do not let your guard down for a second because it’s bad.” 
 
    “Got it. Thank you for the warning.” She reached into her bag she must have picked up from somewhere, as she hadn’t had it earlier, and handed me a few fat file folders. “Mother handled it all.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Of course she did. Sometimes I think she is bored.” 
 
    “Part of it is grief, and I do not tell you this to try and hurt you, but to outsiders I know she can seem cold at how she has moved on from Bernard. She hasn’t and still struggles with it as do the rest of us. She needs the help and distraction just as the rest of us do after such pain. And as you said, she has missed much she didn’t think she did, starting with him. Sometimes you do much because if you stop—” 
 
    “You’re afraid to be left with your thoughts,” I sighed, knowing it well. “Yeah, that’s how it works.” 
 
    “You need rest before what you will handle, little sister,” she advised before tapping Orson on the shoulder. “Take us to this pack building she bought. You can show me where I will stay tonight before the club. We will plan much to support her after I see it all.” 
 
    Orson met my gaze in the mirror, waiting for the agreement from me, and I slowly nodded. “Yeah, she’s done with the lashing out over grief. You know how that goes.” 
 
    “My family has been long dead for thousands of years, Sera. No, I don’t remember that. I would grieve to lose friends, and I have, but family is a different bond and one I have forgotten. Most of us have, but you are reminding us. The coven we were from ran efficiently, but coldly. Apollo is a great master, but he is master. You are more mother, older sister, little sister, or cousin. You are family to many of us in many ways.” 
 
    “Thanks. Glad you guys are finding a home here.” My phone beeped, and I checked it, finding out there were some changes in the plan. I reached over and moved my hand to Melicent’s arm. “Brian is at the club with all of our work people. Please, please don’t play games with him. There’s been a lot of shit and he’s been shit on a lot because of it. He was always the squeaky clean boy scout, but people doubt it because of me, being with me.” 
 
    “No, not because of you, because of their distrust and hate of us,” she corrected gently. “I understand. I will behave and help. I would never have—I would not have hurt him.” 
 
    “Okay, good.”  
 
    We arrived at the apartment building, and I saw the impressed looks from Melicent that this was mine and not like she was used to where it was Dorcus stuff. I was a self-made woman who did all of this or whatever. Granted, I’d gotten the money from Igor and all of that, but still, I’d survived where others didn’t and turned it into something impressive. 
 
    I was coming around to accepting the pat on the shoulder for that. 
 
    “Thanks for coming, sis,” I muttered, feeling a bit shy. “I’ve never had a sibling before. I’m sorry how it happened, but I’m thrilled to have family.” 
 
    “I will get there,” she sighed, giving me a one arm hug. “I’m sorry I’m not. I will speak with our sister and what your fairy showed me so when you meet her it won’t be as confrontational. It’s just hard.” 
 
    “I get it.” I didn’t, and the look she gave me said clearly she knew that, but I could understand something being harder than I would have thought.  
 
    I left Orson and the others to handle getting her settled, curious as to the change of plans. I smiled at Hagan when he opened the door of my apartment, accepting the kiss to my cheek before greeting Reagan who was sitting at the counter. 
 
    “Okay, so Brian got pulled into FBI stuff and schmoozing, so you guys are my late dinner dates?” 
 
    “Yes, plus, we won’t have the chance to spend time with you soon,” Reagan said, letting me know they’d guessed part of what was going on. 
 
    I nodded and sat next to him, accepting his kiss too before diving into the deep dish pizzas they’d brought. My heart felt lighter as we ate, loving the easy and light feeling as we talked. I was still worried if we could get back to where we’d been, as things were most complicated with the twins in many ways. 
 
    “That so hit the spot,” I sighed as I pushed the empty box away. “Like dayumn, that hit the spot.” 
 
    “Good, but we have more planned,” Reagan muttered as he picked me up off the stool. “You’re amazing how you never treat us like we’re a joint package and make sure we know you see us as individuals, but we don’t have much time, so you get both of us.” 
 
    I nodded, snuggling up against his chest. It was as he said but also that they’d taken me for granted when they were together as if a toy they shared, so seeing them individually only when we tried again was mostly for me. I had a feeling they knew that but were making the point they appreciated it too. 
 
    “Are we at baths?” I asked quietly when he carried me into the bathroom. “Is that like a fifth date thing?” 
 
    “We can join you or not, but you need some R&R, Sera,” he answered gently as he set me on the ledge. He leaned over and plugged up the tub before turning on the water. “We might be on the fifth official date, but we’ve had a bunch of working lunches and other dates.” 
 
    “We’re not expecting anything,” Hagan assured me as he carried over three glasses and a bottle of wine. “I can keep my shorts on if you want.” 
 
    “No, that’s silly,” I chuckled, leaning over to undo my boots and finding my hands shaking. 
 
    Reagan’s hand moved over mine. “I’m nervous too.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    “Yes,” they both said, but Hagan continued. “I was hoping for a bit of necking and to tuck you in early so you get a good night’s sleep.” 
 
    “Necking?” I asked, my nerves easing knowing they were nervous too. 
 
    He shrugged as he peeled off his shirt. “That’s what our parents called it. They’d always accuse us of wanting the car to go pick up girls and warn us not to go necking with any of them.” 
 
    “I like when you guys talk about them,” I told them as I hurried to take off my boots, a bubble bath sounding like heaven with the stress I was under. 
 
    “It took us a bit to realize that since you don’t ask,” Reagan admitted. “But even after we figured out why that was, it was hard to know if we should given you had crappy parents and even worse foster parents than we ever realized.” 
 
    “Yeah, I did,” I whispered, looking away. All the guys in my life—and even friends—had pushed to get me to talk about Thomas Spelling and what had happened, but I couldn’t. I had that locked down tight, and I couldn’t let it out when we were still handling the mess of Grand Rapids. “Can we have happy tonight? There’s enough darkness coming, and I’d like some happy before that.” 
 
    “Fine, I can talk all about me,” Hagan sighed, giving a goofy huff as he finished undressing.  
 
    And he did. Well, they both did. I spent the next hour in a bubble bath with them sipping wine and listening to their stories. Nothing more. Not even touching, and we just relaxed.  
 
    I laughed so hard when Hagan admitted he’d tended to “borrow” stuff from kids in his class when they’d bragged about what they had knowing they were super poor. He said it was worth the spankings or upsetting his parents to knock the little shits down a few pegs and remind them that things could be taken away if people didn’t deserve them. 
 
    Reagan told me about how he’d started a garden in the very tiny backyard they’d had to help. And he’d done really well until he’d weeded the garden but actually pulled out all the baby plants because he hadn’t known which were weeds and what were the plants. Hagan teased his twin at how hard Reagan had cried even if the seeds had been free because their dad had taken his rare free day to help Reagan get it set up. 
 
    “Will you show me?” I asked when I was done with my wine. I leaned over and touched Reagan, dying to see them as munchkins. I giggled when I got the images. “Oh my god, you guys were so fucking adorable! Like seriously, so cute.” 
 
    “And now?” he murmured, studying my reaction. 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “You know I find you both handsome for different reasons. I’m trying.” 
 
    “We know,” he whispered, moving his hand to cup my head and brush his lips over mine. “We’ve been plotting something, but we don’t know if it works. We’ve been dying to give it to you, but we’re scared we messed it up.” 
 
    “I appreciate you trying,” I offered, unsure of what else to say when that was such a vague thing to say. 
 
    “Can I kiss you again?” He smiled when I nodded, taking the kiss a bit deeper but not too much. “I’m sorry I’ve been so scared to kiss you.” 
 
    “I get it.” I’d been a bit thrown when he hadn’t kissed me after our first date, but he’d admitted that he was too afraid to see if I still acted scared of them after what had happened on New Year’s or even before that with what he’d said about me being a dead fish and us messing up. I leaned in and kissed him this time, sighing happily. It felt right to kiss him. 
 
    “You’re tired,” he murmured against my lips, moving his arms around me and lifting me out of the tub. He handed me over to Hagan who was waiting with my robe.  
 
    “Or do you need a quick finish in the shower?” 
 
    “No, I’ve got time to shower before my flight. I couldn’t catch a super early one.” 
 
    “Good, you need the sleep,” he muttered. 
 
    True, but it made the plan a bit harder too. I seriously doubted with my luck that the stars would align and make things easy on me for once. 
 
    But apparently I was wrong because that was exactly what the twins had planned. 
 
    They set me on the bed and shared a nervous look before Reagan went back out to the kitchen before returning… With a ring box. He chuckled when my heart started racing. 
 
    “We’re not asking you to mate,” he promised, kneeling next to the bed and taking my hand in his. He opened the box to reveal a gorgeous multi-stone ring with a rainbow of colors in emerald cut all around the platinum band. He took it out and slid it on my middle finger, and it was a perfect fit. “Now try to get images again, Sera.” 
 
    Hagan knelt on the other side of me, taking my other hand and giving me a worried look. It took me a second to realize what Reagan meant since I was taken aback by the ring. I tried to get anything from either of them, and I couldn’t.  
 
    I couldn’t see anything from them. 
 
    I shook my head, letting out a shaky breath. “How? When?” Then I realized how. “Nina?” 
 
    “Yeah, we asked if there was some way to maybe block your clairvoyant side after we realized how badly it hurt you that we left your bed,” Hagan explained. “It was one of the first things you said in therapy and how much it hurt we would just run out like we didn’t care. I want nothing more than to always snuggle down in bed with you.” 
 
    “We both do,” Reagan added. “She didn’t know of a way, and after you admitted to Alena and Zeno that you would go to therapy with us, they stopped being angry that we hurt you and listened to us about what we wanted to figure out.” 
 
    “That was months ago,” I muttered, glancing between them. “How long did this take to make?” 
 
    “A while,” Hagan sighed. “Nina never tried something like this, as it wasn’t hiding a paranormal side or trait but a human one. You’ve got like an extra sense basically. It was like trying to purposefully blind a person or whatever. There was the risk of it doing damage, and it’s not like there are a lot of clairvoyants. It took a lot, a lot of research and legends and everything to find. Dain had people pulling all kinds of stuff from fairy libraries and—” 
 
    “Wait, Dain knew?” I blinked at him when he nodded. “Who else?” 
 
    “Everyone,” Reagan chuckled. “Everyone knew and was trying to help, Sera. Noah got with some of his contacts. Brian helped get some of the books Nina needed brought into the country safely through contacts he had. Tristan’s blood was needed since you still can’t get anything from him even after your bond was broken. That was the missing piece, Nina said. We’re sorry it took so long. We thought it would be something easier but—” 
 
    “It was hard to not have it affect any other part of you,” Hagan cut in, waving him off. “And the ring will adjust with you if you shift. That way no more short circuiting your mind if people freak out around you or anything like that.” 
 
    “This is the best gift ever,” I choked out, sliding onto the floor and hugging Reagan, pulling Hagan closer until they surrounded me. “Thank you.” 
 
    “We’re sorry it took so long,” Reagan said again, Hagan echoing him as I cried silent tears of joy and relief. “Can we sleep over? Not sex but—can we stay with you tonight, Sera?” 
 
    I bobbed my head, too overwhelmed for words. Yes, of course they could. They’d figured out the way for me to feel not so alone and give me the help I needed most.  
 
    “Then let’s go to bed,” Hagan chuckled, practically vibrating with excitement as he hurried to move me back to the bathroom and dried the small area of my hair that had gotten wet from the bath.  
 
    “What’s up?” I asked when we were done and found Reagan on his phone with a big smile. 
 
    “Just telling everyone it worked so far. At least it’s a step, right? I mean, you’ve not gotten anything for several minutes, and Nina said we might have to wash the ring to keep it clean or something, but hey, it’s a start.” 
 
    I walked over to him and waited until he lowered the phone, giving him a soft kiss. “Yeah, it’s a really good start.” 
 
    Understanding filled his eyes that I meant more than the ring, and his smile grew. He stood faster than I was ready for and hugged me, spinning us around as he laughed.  
 
    And the ring did work. For the first time in forever, I snuggled down between the two of them and didn’t have a single thought or image that wasn’t mine. I didn’t have to siren people to sleep with them anymore, and that was awesome. 
 
    Especially because sometimes I liked getting the images from them. 
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    The next morning I took a hot shower with Reagan and Hagan… And I didn’t mean the temperature. Oh no, it was maybe one of the steamiest showers I’d ever had, and we didn’t have sex. There was a lot of touching and tons of happy noises, but mostly I kissed them and we upped the intimacy level. They fingered me as I jerked them off, but it was all the feeding and touches that made it so hot. 
 
    “So you guys should sleep over a lot,” I panted when we were done. “Like a lot.” 
 
    “I love you so fucking much,” Reagan whispered, hugging me tightly. “You come back to us as soon as you can, okay? Don’t get hurt this time.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best, I promise,” I murmured, rubbing my cheek against his. I gave the same attention to Hagan before we finished up. They were pacing as I packed, most of the stuff to be brought later, but I needed at have at least one bag with me. “Guys, chill. I’ve got years of experience in undercover work, okay? This is nothing. I’ve had to sneak into way worse hostile areas than this. This is still the US.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think I’d rather you head to the Middle East than what you’re walking into,” Hagan grumbled, scrubbing his hands over his head.  
 
    “You guys gotta chill or you’re going to give it away.” 
 
    “Actually, we figured most everyone would think we just pushed you and it didn’t go well,” Reagan admitted, shrugging when I gave him a look. “We’ve never done this, Sera. It’s not easy to be on this side.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” I told them again. I gave them each another kiss before applying the bespelled lipstick from Nina to change my appearance. I locked down my power so anyone would think me human, and left with just my bag, knowing my phone, wallet, guns, and keys were in the bags that would come later since they were dropping them off at Orson’s. 
 
    I noted how Giles watched me curiously, not because he knew it was me, but he was paying attention and doing his job as the front desk. We didn’t want humans just wandering around to start trouble. 
 
    “Orson said for me to tell the front desk I stayed with him last night and he got a call,” I told him, making my voice sound curious. 
 
    “I understand. Have a wonderful day, miss.” He smiled brightly at me, no clue who I was and no red flags raised now. 
 
    I jogged the few blocks to the “L” and hopped on the train that would take me to the right transfer point. I switched lines and headed to the airport, glad for the reading material from Melicent.  
 
    And there was a lot of it. Holy crap, could Alena make a lot happen. Granted, we’d been discussing for months what the ultimate outcome needed to be, but still, given how many bureaucracies she’d had to go through, it was impressive. She also knew business better than I did and which lawyers to hire to make it all work.  
 
    Once at the airport, I pulled out my passport for one of my old undercover aliases and checked in for my flight. Just in case someone still had followed me or found me of interest, I made sure to head to the wrong terminal, change in one of the bathrooms, and then turn back around before then going to the right terminal. It still put me about twenty minutes before my flight, and I spent it stuffing my face at a busy shop that hid me well. 
 
    When they started calling for boarding, I hurried to get in with the first class. It was actually amusing that I’d never traveled first class besides when undercover and then getting spoiled with my own damn plane so that even first class seemed a pain. There were worse things to be than spoiled given how hard I worked. 
 
    I was out for the flight, waking when we landed. I only had my bag, but I still headed to baggage claim, as it was good to use the chaos always there to meet up with my ride. Sure enough, I saw one of Milo’s guys who was still human holding up a sign with my alias’s name.  
 
    “I heard the pizza here is better than a real pie. Make me a believer,” I greeted, wanting to shake my head at the code phrase. Then again, they all sounded goofy given you knew what they were. 
 
    “I got a place that will blow your socks off,” he replied, nodding for me to follow. He brought me to the parking garage, both of us careful and checking everything out but not looking like we were. The movies had to make it obvious for effect. 
 
    In reality, if you were checking over your shoulder like that, you were already screwed and probably busted.  
 
    “If I didn’t know it was you and Milo hadn’t warned me, I would never have believed it,” Travis muttered after we got in the car. “Seriously, it’s trippy.” 
 
    “It’s a mind fuck to look in the mirror,” I snickered. “Feed me and fill me in. I hate we’re doing this during the full moon, but it’s the best to catch them all, and they wouldn’t think I’d make the move as my pack keeps getting shit during full moons. Plus, they think we’ll sneak in at any other time.” 
 
    “Yeah, but all the conspiracy theories and how much info got out but then was bad and more we’ve let out has just fucked them all up,” he assured me as he pulled out of the spot. “They are chasing their tails all over the place—forgive the pun. But drawing this out has helped in a lot of ways.  
 
    “I know it wasn’t intentional and there was too much other shit, but they’ve been waiting for the hammer to fall since June last year. That’s a long time to be looking over your shoulder. Plus, with Milwaukee and Grand Rapids reaching their ears, they’re absolutely certain you won’t come until April.” 
 
    “The Alpha said that?” I checked. 
 
    “Yup, just the other day when one of his guys was saying they should cool the deliveries for a while.” 
 
    “Good. You get the wardrobe change for me?” 
 
    “Yup.” He tossed a couple of plastic bags over into the backseat for me. “Meat on the pizza?” 
 
    “Bacon and olives. I’ve been dying for that for some reason.” 
 
    “I got a spot open near the place I like. You want to part and change in the bathroom?” 
 
    “Yeah, let’s do that,” I agreed after seeing how busy it was around the area. “It’s lunch so that’s good cover just in case someone was watching the airport.” 
 
    He didn’t bother saying he had it all in hand or we were covered. That would be stupid. There were always mistakes or people who slipped through when undercover. The plans that worked out always assumed as much and someone was watching.  
 
    I proceeded to the bathroom and changed my clothes, adding to my makeup as well with what I’d brought. Then I headed right back to the car, Travis unlocking it after he got the pizzas and handing them over. He updated me on what I needed to know on the drive, and none of it made me happy. There were a lot more problems than we had guessed. 
 
    And I was FBI. I assumed everyone was breaking the law most of the time. 
 
    “This complicates things,” I grumbled as I finished the first pizza and started on the second. 
 
    “There’s more,” he warned.  
 
    “Of course there is,” I drawled. I let out a heavy sigh as he listed the rest. I reached over the seat and grabbed a notebook and pen. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Listing who else I need to be called in once this starts,” I grumbled. “This is way bigger than we thought. Seriously, I wish I was being called into another hostile country takeover situation.” 
 
    “Okay, so what’s the plan?” 
 
    “It’s the same for you,” I told him firmly. “You’re still human, Travis. The moment I walk into that house, you make the calls as you get the fuck out of here. If they can give you some sort of job to help facilitate that won’t put you in danger, that’s cool. Like I think we’re going to need a bunch of SUV rentals or whatever. But I want you out of range, as the shit is going to hit the fan and fast.” 
 
    “You don’t need to tell me twice. I want to live to become a wolf.” 
 
    I finished writing out the list as we pulled up to the right block, giving him a few phrases of what to say to whom so they’d believe him because I wasn’t sure I would if I got the call. I nodded when he pointed out the house, thanking him when he wished me luck, and got out of the car. 
 
    Getting into character as I walked up to the front door, I was ready when a huge, stereotypical Italian Stallion stood there. 
 
    “Do you speak Russian? You don’t look like you would speak Russian,” I rattled off in Russian, fidgeting like someone trying to hide they wanted their next hit. He blinked at me, and I sighed. “English? Mario?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s me, you gotta speak English.” 
 
    “I don’t know much. I’m new. Anton sent me.” I pursed my lips like I was thinking of the word. “Happy. I make you happy. He give me extra if I suck you too.” I snapped my fingers. “Gift. I gift. I dance for you and suck you if you want as present.”  
 
    “Nice ring,” he mumbled, studying me closely. 
 
    I swallowed a flinch, used to everything going wrong when undercover and able to ride it. Hell, it was half the adrenaline rush. 
 
    I took it off, realizing he could smell the magic and thought it was something that worked to fool him when on. I held it up to the light to show it shined before putting it on again. “Is magic. Pretty, yes? I thought it engagement ring from guy. Would have preferred engagement ring so I could get alimony from him. But it work. No one hit me since.” 
 
    “You’d prefer the alimony after you divorced the guy?” he chuckled, shaking his head when I nodded. “Yeah, you’re one of Anton’s girls. You’re prettier than most of them.” 
 
    “I’m prettiest and best,” I said, preening at his praise. “Tell Anton that. He no give me to dogs again.” 
 
    “You got a problem with wolves?” he snarled. 
 
    I shook my head, holding up my hands in surrender. “No, dogs. Men who act like dogs who fight and fuck and nothing in the head. I not know you wolf. I like shifters. They nice to me. I don’t let vamps bite, and no one hits. My rules.” 
 
    “I get you,” he cut me off, waving me in. “Let’s see what you got then.” 
 
    I nodded but then froze when I saw who was in there. “Others leave. I no do whole room. Anton said just you.” 
 
    He moved behind me, using his bigger size to intimidate me. “You want my security to leave? Not happening.” 
 
    “Outside is fine. I not whore to whole room.” And I couldn’t influence him without them knowing, and I didn’t want all of them to yet. 
 
    “Show me those titties, and if they’re good I’ll send them all home,” he murmured. “I might want extra for being nice even if it wasn’t what Anton said.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I like to fuck shifters. You tell Anton I was extra good and I’ll let you ride me. Full moon, yes? You be nice?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’ll be really nice to you, baby,” he chuckled, his hands moving to my ass. “Shit, I figured you were thin but flab like most of his girls.” 
 
    “She good, boss?” a guy asked, giving me a heated look. “Maybe we can request her from Anton for extra fun.” 
 
    “I serve poker games topless and give host fun but no gang bangs,” I said firmly. “Last one hurt me. That my line. Too many men lose their heads and hurt me.” I rattled off more in Russian like the topic upset me, and they backed off. I turned to face Mario and untied my top, letting him see my breasts. 
 
    “Get out. I want to enjoy her alone. I’ll see you for the run.” 
 
    “You got it,” one of the others snickered. “Have fun.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” he purred, coming closer. 
 
    I closed my top when the others moved near us, heading for the door, and he let me. But the second they were gone, he was on me. I didn’t fight him, letting him kiss me and gently draping my influence on him, as his guys were still close. 
 
    “Growl and say I’ve got a good mouth like I’m sucking you,” I ordered him, and he did it, his expression slack. We played that for a few minutes until they left, and then I fed from him to keep up my energy. He wasn’t all that much. I mean, enough to be Alpha, but he wasn’t even as powerful as Stud, certainly not Virgil. No, he was Alpha for other reasons. 
 
    Not good ones. 
 
    “Get on the phone and start calling the other leaders and invite them and their people tonight,” I instructed. “We’re going to have a huge party to celebrate something awesome, and you can’t wait to share the surprise. Tell them whatever they’d want to hear to get them to come, but they have to come or you’ll be upset with them, and they wouldn’t want that.” 
 
    “No, no they wouldn’t,” he agreed, pulling out his phone.  
 
    I changed as he made the calls, wiping off the excess makeup and feeling more like myself even if I didn’t look it at the moment. I did reapply the bespelled lipstick just to be careful in case someone else came around. 
 
    After the calls, I sat him down and made him give me all the passwords and access numbers to everything from the safe in his office to his cell phone to everything. I made him give me everything. He listed every baddy he had deals with and all the contact names. I would have preferred days of interrogating him, but that wasn’t how it worked with wolves and takeovers, so I did the best I could with the time I had. 
 
    And I kept feeding from him. Hey, I could use it since I was using power to hold him and there was a lot still on the agenda. 
 
    That took a few hours, but I kept pumping him for information that I recorded on his own phone while we headed to the garage. I hid in the backseat and made him drive us to pack lands since I wanted to be the first one there to lay out the welcome. His house was in Queens, so we actually didn’t have that long of a drive until we got to some green areas and a bit further until we arrived at the pack’s lands. 
 
    It was a lot like our lands if I was honest. It had the feel of them when I’d taken over from Engle. Unhappy. That was how I would characterize it, as if the land and those buried there weren’t happy with how the pack was doing.  
 
    That would change. 
 
    There was one really cool thing there though. They had a throne in a tree. No shit, in the damn tree. It was as if it had been grown that way like putting tomato plants up a trellis. It wasn’t a stump, but the tree curved and had sort of a caved in area for the backrest and then became this huge ass tree. 
 
    “That’s fucking cool,” I chuckled, studying it carefully. “How did you guys do this?” 
 
    “The first wolves to ever come here from Europe planted this tree and molded it that way,” he answered. “They bent it around a fishing barrel for years so it grew into a seat and the symbol of life all shifters would have here, welcoming and strong.” 
 
    “Well, you fucked that up,” I snickered. I sat on it and made him kneel before me just to be a shit as I fed and interrogated him more.  
 
    Then when I felt people arrive, I sighed, knowing the next part and hating to do it even if I knew it was necessary. I took one last big feed, stopped the recording, and tore out his heart. I dropped it next to him and used the hooker clothes to clean up, leaning back on the throne and putting my feet up on his dead body. 
 
    Paranormals were all about flair after all. 
 
    I remembered one last thing and turned on the cell jammer Travis had given me so the whole area was covered and no one could call for help or to warn anyone. 
 
    “You’re dead, bitch!” one of his Betas roared as several vehicles arrived at once. Dozens of wolves came racing over, and I didn’t even flinch. 
 
    I simply wiped off the lipstick. They slowed, understanding filling their eyes. “Oh, so you know who I am. Have you been looking out for me?” 
 
    “You’re still dead,” he snarled, taking a threatening step towards me. “You cheated.” 
 
    “Oh no, I had every right after he sent a hitter for me. You failed to protect your Alpha, and now New York is mine.” I threw out my power at them, knocking them back a step. “The choice is yours if you’re going to realize you’ve been taken over or if you want to die here today. I’m good either way, but I’d be very careful of your next move, as all of you protect others, and you might not want to fail more than once today.” 
 
    I could smell the fear coming off of them at my threat. It was just a threat. I wasn’t going to sell off their mates or anything else horrid. I just needed to stall until the rest of the plan panned out. A few seemed on the fence, and I decided to lay my ace out. 
 
    “And my oldest sister should be here soon to help me,” I purred, smirking when the level of fear shot up. “Be smart. I work for the government. She doesn’t.” 
 
    “I recognize you as my Alpha,” the ring leader grumbled as he took a knee, bowing his head to me. The others followed suit. 
 
    Fuck a duck, it worked! Let the games begin. 
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    Melicent arrived twenty minutes later with my ancients and a shit ton more people, including two dozen wolves I didn’t know. They were smart and parked on the other side of the lands and took the long way so as to not alert anyone. By then most of the pack and other groups were there. That was all as planned. 
 
    What wasn’t planned was the large amount of fairies that were dressed in court garb and swords showing. And on top of that, Axel and Eugene were there with their teams. 
 
    “Huh,” I muttered as I glanced around the group. “How?” I rolled my eyes when Melicent snorted. “Alena called them to give them the heads up?” 
 
    “Yes, since you cleared their teams,” she confirmed. 
 
    “They’d have to report that to the council, which we don’t know is fully clean,” I argued. 
 
    Axel shrugged. “We hinted to Haton, but we’re team leads. We have a lot of discretion how to handle the situation.” 
 
    “You called in the council?” someone worried, panic and fear so thick in the air it practically made me gag. 
 
    “Yeah, and the FBI,” I drawled. “There’s so much fucking dirt in New York that it makes the pollution look like no big deal, and I say that as someone from Chicago. If you’re clean, you have nothing to worry about. However, they’re teams of trackers, so if you think to run, know you’re dead. This was a council sanctioned invasion after the Alpha sent a hitter to me. It’s also an FBI cleanup.” 
 
    I nodded for Melicent to join me as I headed over to one man in particular. He instantly bared his neck to both of us, and she went first to greet him as the stronger one. 
 
    “This invasion is not for your pack, Neil,” I greeted the Alpha of the second New York pack. “However, I am also here as FBI, so I expect your full cooperation.” 
 
    “You have it,” he assured me. 
 
    “I do have the authority from the council to allow you to step down without a fight,” I told him gently, quietly so everyone didn’t need to hear. I saw the shock in his eyes, the disbelief. “By all accounts you broke away from the dirty wolves almost two years ago, and he allowed it because your family is connected. But he blacklisted you, and your pack is hurting. You never wanted to become Alpha, did you?” 
 
    “No, but it had to be done to protect many,” he muttered, rubbing his arm as he glanced at the ground. “What would happen to me if I accept?” 
 
    “You would go back to Beta. I’m going to clean up New York, and Melicent will be Alpha for the next several months until we come up with a permanent plan. People like coming under my umbrella, but it’s one thing to do it in the Midwest and a whole other barrel of monkeys for a huge pack like New York and on the East Coast. She can hold the pack and keep stability while we clean up and fix what is wrong here.” 
 
    “You do not have to answer today,” Melicent added gently as she moved her hand to his shoulder and rubbed it. “You are young and have done an amazing job keeping the wolves safe among such shit and with only your family’s help in Spain. Your family is talking with mine and will respect your decision. They have said they want you home where you will be safe and protected from the fallout.” 
 
    “I think I wish that as well,” he whispered. “Not until I know they are all safe, but yes, then I think I wish to go home.” He gave me a hard look. “You will protect them? Save them?” 
 
    “I will protect them,” I agreed. “People have to save themselves, but I will give them the path and aid they need, yes. You have my word.” 
 
    “Let me speak with them and see how things go today, but yes, I believe that is my decision.” 
 
    “Take your time,” Melicent said. “It’s a tough decision to make and one you cannot change, so be sure and let us handle what we have to, as it is a lot.” 
 
    He nodded, and we headed back to our group. I leaned into her and admitted that went better than I would have thought. 
 
    “From what I understand from the messages you gave, there is vast, vast corruption and bad here. Something had to go right among that.” 
 
    Fair enough. Next was talking with the surprising amount of fairies. I went to the one who seemed to be the leader, all three of my sides noting how handsome he was and blaming the full moon for that. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    “Princess Melicent, Princess Seraphine, I am Jonik, third son, of the house of Zhoron,” he greeted, bowing deeply as did all the other fairies. “My queen declared any available in the area be dispatched to aid you in your quest, as not only have you mated to one of ours, but she was quite clear this would aid all fae kind once handled.” 
 
    “That’s the plan,” I muttered, holding out my hand to him before Melicent, which she found amusing. I quickly took the ring off my other hand so when we touched, I got what I needed from him. “He’s clean. He’s actually a friend of Dain’s. They’re all clean. Laila only called in those she knew would help and not start shit, though she did threaten them with a year at her court if they misbehave.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it.” She turned and waved over some of her party. “This is Bemus, he is mine. I believe you refer to them as consorts. I have not picked one mate yet, but you may treat him as such, as he has been my consort the longest and I give such tasks to him.” 
 
    “Oh, so we’re doing the whole song and dance, okay,” I muttered, scrubbing the back of my neck and giving them a look. “Okay, I don’t know how to do this. Dain always tells me what to say and walks me through it.” Both Melicent and Jonik looked like they were having a hard time not laughing. 
 
    “Introduce who are yours so they know how to address them accordingly,” Melicent explained. 
 
    “But they’re all mine,” I sighed. “Either they’re mine from FBI and I outrank them, or my ancient vampires are mine since I’m Mistress of their coven and I’ve sirened Goran. Noah’s not here. Dain’s not here. So those are mine in how I think we’re talking?” I felt a lot more people join us, and I sighed. “I feel like we’re picking teams for dodgeball again.” 
 
    “You need to acknowledge your human,” she guided. 
 
    I glanced around and grabbed Brian’s hand, pulling him over to me. “He’s mine.” 
 
    “My parents have acknowledged him as one of her mating candidates,” Melicent explained, giving me a look to leave it at that. “And the dire wolf.” She smirked at me when I gave her a shocked look. “Yes, I know that was a ploy, but Father rather likes him. Though they’ve been clear that they will not have you mate anyone on or working for the council, but his friendship with them is welcome.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I sighed, glancing up at Brian when he hugged me from behind. “I didn’t know they officially peed on you for me like that.” 
 
    “Do you hear me arguing?” he chuckled, lowering his head to give me a soft kiss. “Did you have fun going undercover?” 
 
    “I miss it. It’s way easier with Nina’s lipstick and a lot more fun now that I’m scary.” I gave him another kiss. “Thanks for coming. Sorry the New York office is dirty.” 
 
    “I’m not all that shocked though,” he admitted. Yeah, we’d heard rumors and whispers for years that made it seem like things weren’t on the up and up and their IA in on it since they never found anything wrong. Ever. 
 
    Yeah, that didn’t happen with IA. 
 
    “You do need to name one to act as your mate or second,” she added. 
 
    I gestured to Brian, much to their shock. “There are a lot of problems here, and they’re deep and layered. He knows the legal terrain best and knows me best. Also, I want a detail on him at all times. He’s also in the most danger, and I don’t mean as a human among us. What we’ve got to do could get him killed and fast.” 
 
    “Sera,” he sighed, kissing my hair when I growled. “Okay, okay. I get it. I’ll wear my vest and take a detail of the ancients when I’m at the FBI office.” He shook his head when I went to argue. “No, Sera, you can get away with skirting lines I can’t. None of these guys have been cleared like Dain, Alok, or Tasar. I can’t bring them into the office.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    “How are we starting this? Like with Milwaukee?” he asked, both of us glancing at Melicent when she cleared her throat. 
 
    Oh, right, greetings and all of that. 
 
    She introduced us to a few more of the group that she’d sirened, and others were enforcers from their pack Alena had assigned to guard her for as long as needed. I introduced Carter as the head of the ancients and my right hand when it came to them.  
 
    Then we got to the work. 
 
    By then everyone had arrived—not having the option to leave as the others handled that while we talked—and were giving me their full attention. 
 
    “Alpha Mario is dead,” I addressed the group. “I’m Alpha of New York now. I’m Division Chief Seraphine Thomas as well as Alpha of Chicago, Milwaukee, and Grand Rapids. This is council sanctioned, as your Alpha cheated and sent a hitter after me to take over. Let me be clear that I will decide on all cases what the punishment is as my role as FBI with their help. This is not a council clean up every shifter group fears. 
 
    “You will have due process as long as you don’t endanger my people or anyone here. People who acted under orders will be shown leniency. Anyone who provides information will be given reduced sentences. This is how the system should and does work in Chicago, and it is how things will work going forward. You have two choices. Get on board and help us, or join Alpha Mario. Any takers on that second option?” 
 
    I waited several moments to give them a real chance, which made a lot of them nervous. Good. They should be. 
 
    “Good. Who is missing? I want every shifter in New York here, and if you know of any not here, you need to tell us. Some of you need help, and we will give it. This is your chance to get help and justice for what’s been done to you.” I nodded to the FBI teams of my division that had joined us, DC and Miami already arriving and LA coming soon. “They will take down any information of other shifters to bring in and keep safe. 
 
    “Any FBI from the New York office, get your asses over here and we’re starting with you.” I stared down the few that I recognized. “Yeah, I got your regrets for our training. You didn’t think we’d do anything about that? Fuckers, you were the ones who joked it wouldn’t happen unless we invaded and took over. Good plan.” Only two came, and I rolled my eyes. “Who’s FBI?” 
 
    My ancients rounded up the rest in a flash, taking cell phones and any way to contact someone.  
 
    “Now, we’re going to start easy. You will speak to any of the two teams we have here. You are to give your name, address, list any shifters missing, and answer a few questions. We need to rule out the baddies before we get to taking reports and—”  
 
    Two of the New York wolves shifted and made a run for it. I went to move, but Melicent put her hand on my arm and nodded for me to look to my left. I saw two of hers and Eugene shift, and they took down the wolves before I could take my next breath. 
 
    “If you have to get involved in something so minor, you do not show control to the others,” she said under her breath. 
 
    “Thanks. I’m used to jumping first,” I admitted. 
 
    “As Mother warned me.” 
 
    “Don’t kill them,” I ordered when I saw one going for the finishing blow. I felt the shock of the group. “They will die, yes, that is the rule, but we need the information from them first. Carter, knock them out and get them on the first group heading to the council. Someone tell us their names so we can keep order.” 
 
    “Shift and make sure we have no other fools among us,” Melicent told her wolves. They undressed and shifted, patrolling and corralling the groups to get closer.  
 
    Brian headed over to the FBI teams from the other offices, along with the two he’d brought, and started setting up what was needed. He instructed others to grab the vehicles and bring them to the edge of the pack lands to start processing. The fear jumped when people saw the black SUVs pull up and the back doors open, and I decided to give them something better to focus on. 
 
    “After everyone is processed, one of the first things we will do is start work on the property I bought right off Central Park,” I announced to everyone. “We have found in Chicago that having a community apartment building has helped greatly with the bullshit humans do. Also, I’m told your pack has a construction company that hasn’t been able to get work. That will change. 
 
    “We’re tearing down the building, as it’s not a historical site, and you will be part of building one of the swankiest and best buildings in the world along with a vampire team I’ve worked with before. We are also opening another Siren’s Kiss here that will offer good paying jobs and a lot of fucking fun. We have a lot of fun in Chicago, believe me. Both places are bought and paid for and even some designs drawn up.” 
 
    Melicent shrugged. “Mother wanted some input.” 
 
    “Yeah, she gave it,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “There was a lot she added to those folders you gave me. She really—does she sleep?” 
 
    “Like a rock so she gets every moment, unlike those of us who toss and turn.” 
 
    I nodded I heard her. “Some of my wolves traveled to Japan to train as hosts. There’s ideas to send people to Vegas to train to work at a spa we might be adding. Several foreclosed buildings were bought for greenhouses and much else. So I know this is scary. I get that. But everyone in Chicago is glad we did it, so just keep it together and help us as best as you can.” 
 
    I was worried about Brian when we started with the top of the pack, as those would probably be just as dirty as the Alpha, but I saw Carter and several others guarding him and even the fairies watching over the human teams. 
 
    We were about a half an hour into it when I started to hear stomachs all over the place. I shared a look with Melicent and nodded. We needed to feed the shifters since they weren’t changing and hunting rabbits or whatever their lands had. Plus, stress ate through energy, and the full moon was enough to drive up our appetites. 
 
    “Did you bring my bags with my real stuff?” I asked Brian. He nodded to the backseat but gave me a curious look. “We need to feed them before hungry shifters get bitchy. I include myself in that.” He glanced out at everyone and sighed. “We’ll be smart. I’m not sending locals out. I’ll have the transport teams pick something up on the way back from the next load.” 
 
    “Yeah, sounds good,” he agreed. 
 
    I went to get my bag, but I caught a thought from a loud broadcaster as I reached the back door. I shifted into a wolf and leapt on top of the SUV before launching at the hawk and tearing out his throat before he even realized I was there. Snarling, I backed towards Brian, snapping at several people who were too close to him at the moment. 
 
    Jonik moved over to me and touched my head, nodding he understood. “The hawk was planning to kill her mating candidate to distract her and so the hawks could shift and flee.” Several of the fairies pulled out huge ass Lord of the Rings type bows with arrows appearing. “We would advise against that course of action. We never miss.” He glanced at me again. “I would advise the hawks or fast shifting species speak with your branch.” 
 
    I shifted back. “Yeah, that’s smart. I don’t know hawks as well as I do others. We’ve never had a problem with ours, and the only one I’ve dealt with professionally was young, weak. I don’t think the hawks here are.” 
 
    “I would agree,” he murmured, his eyes raking over my body. “I apologize, Princess. You deserve more respect than I have shown, but I am a man and you are maybe the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.” 
 
    Melicent burst out laughing when I flushed at the compliment. I flicked her off, which only made her laugh harder. I thanked Orson when he came over with my bag, using the hooker clothes and a bottle of water to clean up the blood, making sure all of it was out of my mouth especially. 
 
    The second I was done, Brian pushed me up against the side of the SUV and mashed his mouth to mine, blocking my body from others. “Tell her I owe her another date.” 
 
    “Her?” Melicent asked from behind us. 
 
    “He’s had a few dates with my wolf so she knows he likes her just as much as me,” I explained, smiling at Brian. “It might be silly, but we had fun playing in the snow, and he brushed her.” 
 
    “Your wolf is not a dog,” someone chastised. 
 
    I glanced at the Greek wolf. “No, but I love when he plays with my hair. I enjoy the same with my fur. He’s not grooming me like I’m an animal. I don’t need him to bathe me as a woman either, but it’s the spoiling. Dain’s done it too. He says it’s good for infected shifters to see how alike they are with their other sides. My wolf protected him. Why would he not thank her?” 
 
    Melicent held up her hand and silenced the other wolf. “She does not like rare meat or to hunt in her wolf form. That is how we would thank our wolves. Do not criticize her ways again, and learn as you were instructed. We have infected in our pack as well. That is something smart that could help another. And apologize for talking down to my sister.” 
 
    “I apologize, Alpha Sera,” he said, sounding it. “I made the assumption your human lover acted as some do like they adopt an animal when they take a shifter to their bed.” 
 
    “I was her lover before she was a shifter,” Brian informed him, his eyes not leaving mine. “I can’t run with her like her Betas do or understand the hunt. We do other things to give Sera as much fun as possible.” He gave me an evil smirk. “Now the fact I gave her a bunch of those squeaky balls for her wolf was just teasing her.” 
 
    “She still liked them,” I chuckled, giving him a quick kiss. “I think it was because of how hard you kept laughing more than anything. You’ve been too stressed too.” 
 
    “It’s the job, babe, not anything extra you put on me,” he promised, knowing I was always worried on that.  
 
    I went to my bags and pulled on the cheap sweats we bought just for the lunar cycle, as shifting was too easy and unlike the boys, we didn’t shift out of our clothes. I ended up giving my card to Neil, as he and some of his wolves were helping now that they’d been cleared. They knew a lot of information—and we would get all of that—but they weren’t being sent to the council. 
 
    “So you bought a building by Central Park?” Brian asked me quietly when I went back over to him. “And more?” 
 
    “Alena did under that corporation the other stuff is under,” I admitted. “She used the monies and all that extra stuff from Igor I had sent directly there and just did it. Laila helped, as it means more fae we can get out of tough places and will be protected. None have a problem paying into the tithe, and now we’ve got fairy enforcers for the pack too. But it’s smart to group together. 
 
    “Most wouldn’t think so, but if they tried for the building where we have ours or even near Central Park, they’d take out a lot of innocents as well. They may hate us, but they won’t go to those lengths. It’s why we bought up that neighborhood in Highland Park. If there’s a problem, there are a lot of us there.” 
 
    There was more I might have said, but I heard something that upset me, storming over to the group of foxes waiting to be interviewed. I grabbed their leader, squeezing my hand that was around her throat when she argued, and dragged her over to the transports that were heading out. I took the tranq gun from one of Axel’s guys and dosed her. 
 
    “Take her out of here before I kill her,” I instructed them. 
 
    “Alpha?” Axel worried when I didn’t elaborate. 
 
    “Make her at the top of the interrogations,” I told them before turning away. 
 
    “Sera, what’s she doing?” Axel murmured as he moved me away from the others. 
 
    “She’s intentionally infected over twenty gorgeous women, not only ruining their lives and taking them over, but forcing them to be high class prostitutes. She is a treasure trove of information and dirt, as she collects it all as she whores out her people, forcing them to serve the vampires like docile pets they can bite and fuck at will.”  
 
    I pulled away and went back to the terrified foxes, squatting down so I wasn’t looming over them. It took me a few moments to calm down, which eased their worry as well. 
 
    “You guys know a lot more than most of the others here, and there are a lot of powerful people on that list. I think it best we get you on a plane to Chicago where my pack and the others there I know are clean will keep you safe. You can work with my office and tell them everything, show them these servers she had secrets on and whatever else. That is the fastest way to get you out of the shit she put you in, and I promise I will get you out.” 
 
    “Whatever you think best, Alpha,” one accepted, the rest nodding. 
 
    “I’m going to get a couple of the human agents over here, and you guys give them your information and keys to your places so they can pack and send you some bags later. I want you out of range because this is just the beginning.”  
 
    When they nodded again, I waved over Corbin to come get their information. Melicent and Carter met me over by Brian, both of them probably sensing my upset.  
 
    “This situation with the vampires is worse than just running some guns and being jerks who treat all shifters like food and theirs,” I warned them. 
 
    “Help is coming, landing soon,” Carter promised. 
 
    I nodded but paced as I rubbed my arm. “I think we need to stash the wolves that get cleared. It’s sad, but most don’t have jobs to miss even, so let’s get a bunch of rooms at a few cheap motels around each other, as they tend to be around each other anyways.” I met Melicent’s gaze. “You and yours stay there, keep working on names and everything my people can get over Skype if you protect them and keep order.” 
 
    “Why are you leaving me off of this?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Because this is going to get messy and blur some lines,” I grumbled, pacing faster. Someone grabbed my arm, and Eugene kissed me. I got what he was doing and fed from him. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You are still new, Alpha,” he reminded me before letting go. “And I believe you know the answer of what you must do but don’t like it.” 
 
    “No, I don’t like it,” I sighed before turning around to face Brian. “The wolves are in with Russian mob. We knew this. They also have some Triad ties. The vampires are in everything. They’ve got cartel buddies and every group who doesn’t just go after witnesses and law enforcement who try to nail them but their families.” 
 
    He studied me carefully and gave a slow nod. “You want to send them to whatever this Shifter Council facility is that holds humans instead of putting them in our messed up prisons.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You’re not going to give me more than that?” he checked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “She doesn’t know much more than that,” Eugene interjected. “It’s not just anyone who commits a crime against shifters that go there. It’s special circumstances.” He shot me a look. “Though I will say there have been back talks to expand. While most of the council believe it’s so the American government can get more involved and find out secrets they can’t have, others think there is a true desire to expand the good we do.” 
 
    “There’s no corporate corruption at the prison,” I explained to Brian. “There’s none of this prison gang shit. They don’t get a chance to phone their buddies and order hits or any of that crap. The vampires don’t have that. This might be a lot of bad with the vampires, but I saw enough from that fox leader when I was touching her that she allowed all those groups to mistreat her foxes, and that gives us grounds for—” 
 
    “Foxes are endangered shifters,” Axel explained. “Smart. You bust this coven, and even if the vampire council would punish them, they won’t get all into the investigations. No, that will be left to the human FBI here, that is dirty, which you will clean up. That would put all the targets on Brian, as he’s lead on this mess.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Sera,” Brian sighed, giving me a smile. 
 
    “Brian, please, let me protect you,” I whispered, giving him my best puppy dog eyes. “Bri, please? There’s so much dirt here that it’s not even funny. It’s not even our jurisdiction, and we’re helping because it’s the right thing to do. Let the Shifter Council be the ones the fucking Russian mafia is pissed at or Chinese Triad or two different gangs and at least one cartel. They’ll get it all out of them and not endanger you or your teams.” 
 
    “Fine, but I want us to take a trip for my birthday since Alena said we could use any of the Dorcus resorts for free,” he murmured, giving me a heated look. “Nude beaches, fun drinks, and you love being in water.” 
 
    “Deal,” I blurted, my wolf and siren riding me. “Be careful how you tease around the full moon, Bri. We’re going slow, but if you wind me up, I’ll still have sex.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m a voyeur,” he chuckled. 
 
    “Is he really human?” someone muttered. 
 
    “Right? He’s dirtier than half the paranormals I know,” I agreed even as I moved closer to Brian and pulled his head down for a kiss. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you for loving me and putting me first even though I’ve done so much wrong,” he murmured against my lips. “Okay, let’s get through the shifters and everyone fed so you can stuff us all at motels before taking on the vampires.” He gave me a look that said not to insult his intelligence and of course I would make the humans stay out of it.  
 
    He got another kiss for understanding that and not fighting me. 
 
    I felt better when the groups transporting came back with food and found out that the first plane was sent out. That was a good dent fast. 
 
    Plus, someone got me gyros. 
 
    I blinked at them and went to ask the council guy, but he was already carrying pizzas over to the ones we cleared. I wasn’t sure what to make of it. 
 
    “The fairy asked someone get you gyros, so I assume you thought of them,” Axel muttered as he accepted containers from some of his team. 
 
    “I did,” I admitted, shaking my head. “It was just one thought that we were probably going to eat a lot of pizza since it’s good here and easy, but gyros sounded really good.” We dropped it, and I wasn’t even sure I should thank Jonik, as that might encourage him. I had enough men and problems on my plate without inviting more. 
 
    We were all sitting on one of the blankets someone had found in a few of the wolves’ vehicles, stuffing our faces when Brian chuckled. I glanced up and saw the smile on his face as he nodded to my container. It took me a moment to catch on, but then I snickered.  
 
    “You know what I’m thinking of, right?” he checked. 
 
    “Yes, and you’re a brat.” 
 
    “Yes, but it was just—it’s one of my favorite memories of working together.” 
 
    I gave him a shocked look. “That’s one of your favorite memories? I thought I was dying, you dick.” 
 
    He made the “rewind” gesture. “So we were on assignment not in the US and we were supposed to work with local law enforcement and the regional FBI office. Except the locals were dirty. The whole thing was a huge setup and all kinds of fucked up. So we ditch out when Sera figures that out and are holed up at some dive place while plotting our next move.” 
 
    “Where were you?” Axel asked. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” I muttered, defaulting to keeping information on cases locked down. “Not the point.” 
 
    “The point is the regional food was spicy and someone picked the spiciest options on accident,” Brian explained. 
 
    “I knew the language. I think they did it on purpose to fuck with tourists,” I grumbled. 
 
    “And you’re not good with spicy?” someone checked. 
 
    Corbin snorted. “It’s a well known fact in our office she can’t handle most ‘mild’ sauces. The labels got mixed up when we ordered from a Mexican place near the office, and she not only turned bright red, but I could swear she was going to breathe fire.” 
 
    “Anyways, I got sick. Like really sick,” I drawled. “I was whimpering on the ground of this crappy motel, whimpering I was going to die on the worst assignment ever.” 
 
    “She was so fucking adorable,” Brian chuckled, shaking his head. “She begged me to put her in an ice bath and was muttering that we got food from demons who wanted to melt her insides.” 
 
    “I don’t remember that. The spices were the delayed kind where I inhaled a bunch of food before it kicked in,” I admitted, rolling my eyes when people burst out laughing. “And no, that hasn’t changed with me being a wolf. I’m still just as sensitive. Hell, I smell something too spicy and my eyes water and I get a headache. I am not built for hot foods.” 
 
    “I’m going to miss that you can’t get sick now,” he admitted, shrugging when people gave him shocked looks. “She’s like a kitten when she’s sick. I remember her coming to the door in a tiny nothing because she had a fever and was burning up and gushed that I brought her soup and Gatorade.” 
 
    I shrugged, suddenly finding my food interesting. “It was the first time anyone ever cared when I was sick or took care of me. It was right after I finished training and this flu knocked me on my ass and my super hot, super popular and badass boss comes over with food and all sorts of supplies to make me feel better. It was maybe one of the nicest things anyone had ever done for me.” 
 
    Sometimes I should just keep my mouth shut. The atmosphere turned awkward and a few people cleared their throats nervously at the tension. Oh well. My social ineptness had to come out at least once a day or pigs would fly. 
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    It took another hour to finish sorting the shifters and getting out the ones who were going directly to the council. Melicent headed out with her people to secure rooms from three different motels all a block away from each other along with most of the wolves. We took a dozen with us to the Alpha house, and they made quick work of boxing what the FBI teams would need to get started since they wanted to be near Melicent and her protection. 
 
    I, however, took a shower in the house of the man I’d just killed. Awkward, but needed as we had to handle the vampires, and that always meant games, and not playing them wasn’t allowed.  
 
    “I added some things to your bags, guessing you wouldn’t dress as needed to make this happen,” Carter said as he laid out what I was to wear.  
 
    He got the look he deserved when I saw how little there was to the dress and heels. 
 
    “It’s winter and I’m going in as FBI.” 
 
    “Help will also be there. Please trust me.” 
 
    I tried to push him for more info, but he was like a vault which annoyed me given he was one of my vampires. Still, I trusted his judgement and got ready. With help from Emilio, my hair was even dried and with some sexy curls in it before I finished my makeup. I hadn’t packed a fancy coat, so Carter actually let me borrow his and we loaded up in the SUVs. The fairies came with us since Melicent had the wolves and FBI covered. 
 
    And she had made me a promise she would protect Brian with her life. I didn’t like separating from him with this much shit going on, especially when I’d asked him to come help me handle it, but she swore they would protect him, and I believed her. 
 
    I understood the attire a bit better when we arrived at the coven and it looked like something out of Underworld with the dark and Gothic vibe the whole estate gave. It was huge though. Not just the grounds but the actual mansion. I wasn’t sure what the line was for mansion vs. estate vs. castle, but whatever was the biggest one was what the coven house was. 
 
    Carter and Orson were on either side with Axel and Eugene flanking us along with Jonik and a few others. Basically there was a circle of badass around me, which was good as I was unarmed, in a tiny dress, and high heels. Though those could be weapons sometimes too. 
 
    No, not really. 
 
    The main doors were opened for us, which made me raise an eyebrow. My jacket was taken, and we were escorted to the ballroom because they had a ballroom. Oh boy. Down the next rabbit hole we went, walking into a huge room with at least a hundred vampires. 
 
    “Get that dog out of my house!” someone bellowed. 
 
    “This is why people don’t like vampires,” I sighed. “The fairies call me ‘princess,’ and you call me ‘dog?’ If you know who I am, you know it’s Mistress. How uncivilized and disappointing.” 
 
    “Well, we can’t have you disappointed,” a deep voice chuckled as he stepped out from among others. 
 
    “Apollo,” I gasped, blinking at him before recovering and dipping my head. “Councilman Papadopoulos, I apologize. I didn’t know you were coming.” 
 
    “That was half the fun,” he teased me, laughing when I gave Carter a look like I was going to throttle him. “Yes, spank him later, but I did travel a long way to aid you when you needed it.” 
 
    It was my turn to laugh as we approached him. “More like you got a chance to see me during the full moon.” 
 
    “Yes, there is that,” he agreed as he took my hand, eyeing me over like dessert. “You look delicious.” 
 
    I went to thank him but caught images from his mind since I’d left the ring in my bag. “There are games already started I don’t understand.” 
 
    “We took the coven.” 
 
    “We?” I murmured, glancing around. 
 
    “I brought a friend,” he chuckled, frowning when I tried to pull my hand away. “I did not mean that as you are taking it.” 
 
    I swallowed down what I really wanted to say and took a deep breath. “Forgive me, but I’m getting images from you that you want to bite and fuck me for all these people to see, and then you joke you brought another councilman in the way men here say they brought someone else to fuck the woman like I’m a mistress you just pass around.” 
 
    “He will not touch you,” Apollo said firmly as he bent over and kissed my hand. “And yes, I do want that, but I believe I’ve shown you that I never treat you as anything but treasured.” 
 
    I nodded that I heard him. He was protecting me again. The whole coven wouldn’t be taken in, but I would still be Alpha of New York where they were. He wanted it crystal fucking clear that I had his protection and to not be stupid. Then he said something that really had me interested in playing. 
 
    “I also told you I would want a rematch, Seraphine,” he purred, his eyes dancing with mirth. “I travel all this way and secure the coven so you are safe, bringing two dozen of my men along with another councilman and his people to help. Do you not think that is worth a rematch and—” 
 
    I moved closer and brushed my lips over his. “No, since I’m not for sale. But I would give you a rematch just because you asked for it and we have fun playing. Thank you for the rest and securing them or whatever we’ll get into. Yes, let’s play again.” 
 
    “You are so different than any others,” he chuckled, giving me another quick kiss. “Is a kiss all I get?” 
 
    I smirked at him. “You can have a taste, but you know from where.” I gasped as he moved me over to the nearest table and laid me on it. He was careful of my dress so he didn’t make me flash everyone, and licked me between the legs before biting me there and making me orgasm. 
 
    “She truly makes you submit and bite her there for a taste,” a very old vampire muttered, his tone amused. “I did not believe it. I thought you teased me.” 
 
    “She is very worth it, and to her it’s not submitting.” 
 
    “It’s just fucking fun,” I panted, smiling up at him. “Now that he’s seen me orgasm, are you going to introduce me to your friend?” 
 
    “Of course,” Apollo chuckled as he helped me stand. He took my arm and brought me over to a handsome but very dark vampire from the look in his eyes. “Seraphine Thomas, may I introduce Councilman Enzo Dubois. He is one of our more conservative and old school council members.” 
 
    “Councilman,” I greeted, dipping my head to him. He frowned at me, and I just smirked. “I don’t show my neck to anyone who I haven’t seen fight. You might be more powerful than me, but that doesn’t always mean a better fighter. I prefer to skip the bullshit of who’s on top and just be friends.” 
 
    “I promised Apollo to behave and try things his way to see the fun he’s had,” he muttered, not sounding happy about it. He took my hand and kissed it as a gentleman, but he didn’t hide in his eyes that I was leagues below him. 
 
    “And fun we will have,” Apollo promised as he moved his arm around me. “Now I know there are many problems in New York, but as I’ve now cleared up your night, you have time to play, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, but it’s still an early morning and you can’t completely wear me out,” I answered, smirking at him even as my wolf and siren practically vibrated with excitement. 
 
    He leaned in and kissed my neck. “Of course. But I also want to be a bit mean as I heard that while your human lover did not accept, you offered to be on your knees for him, and you have never given me that.” 
 
    I didn’t hide my shock. “I’ve done it before I even met you. I don’t care he’s human, Apollo. We’re much more—he goes in a different category. You know that.” 
 
    “I do, but it made me want to include him in the fun.” He nodded towards the door, and my head turned so fast something in my neck popped. Sure enough, Brian stood there looking a bit nervous. “He agreed of his own volition.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” I seethed as I pulled away from Apollo and went to Brian. 
 
    “I love you,” he replied as if it said it all. 
 
    It didn’t. 
 
    “We have both given him our full protection,” Apollo interjected. I slowly turned and looked back at both the councilmen, my eyes going wide when they nodded. “He is high ranking with the human law enforcement and covered by our laws to not endanger. We want no qualms with this government, and all our people know that.” 
 
    “He still doesn’t understand vampire games and stuff,” I worried. “Hell, I don’t even know all the everything with you guys, as it seems to change all the time on me. I can take the hit if I accidentally insult someone, but he doesn’t—” 
 
    “He is completely exempt,” Councilman Dubois promised firmly. “You have our word and of all our people.” 
 
    “All it takes is one blink of an eye and he’s dead if someone gets mad,” I whispered, realizing I was shaking with fear that Brian was involved. 
 
    “Sera, they’re not Igor,” Carter said gently. “No one here is Dencil or any of those monsters. They gave their word. You know what that means. They lose everything if they or their people break it. They would never let that happen.” 
 
    Apollo moved in front of me and cupped my face. “There have been other humans we allow into our games or have to behave around, Seraphine. The human you love is safe, I swear it.” 
 
    I nodded even as I looked over his shoulder to Brian. “You idiot voyeur. You heard from someone that when he came and I sirened Goran we had some crazy fun, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, but as they said, they would start a ton of shit with the US government if they screwed with me, and I would call in NYPD if this councilman I don’t know even looked like he might pull what I heard that Igor guy did.” 
 
    “How many times do I have to remind you that you are a guppy trying to protect me from huge ass fucking sharks, Bri?” 
 
    He shrugged. “At least a dozen more.” He waved off whatever I was going to say next. “Just have fun, babe. You’ve been too stressed, and I trust Councilman Papadopoulos. Carter would never let anyone hurt you even if it was his old master. Axel and Eugene would eat all the bad vampires here if they even disrespected you.” He nodded it was okay. “You were excited before you knew I was here. Be excited. I’ll go stand with the fairies.” 
 
    “Okay, fine, but if you so much as get a booboo, you go in a bubble to protect humans.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    I let out a slow breath and met Apollo’s eyes. “You are so getting spanked for plotting all of this and bringing him into this.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I might enjoy that. Is that a yes we can play?” 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” I checked, knowing it was always smart with a vampire. 
 
    “First, if you will not get on your knees for me, I very much wish to see you please either your tiger or dire wolf who I hear is in the running to be your mate.” 
 
    Before I could open my mouth, a throat cleared loudly, getting our focus. It was Eugene, and he shared a look with Axel before speaking. “With all due respect, Councilman, if Sera does ever decide to give us that pleasure, I would not like it to be in this sort of setting. She is a treasure and a goddess, and if I ever get such a gift from her, I wish it to be in private, alone, and only if I could make love to her all night after.” 
 
    “I feel the same, Councilman,” Axel added. “In addition, I humbly ask you play a different game, as Sera might be willing, as she does not like the labels when it comes to sex, but we both know there are men here who will never see her as more than a woman who was on her knees for a man if they see that.” 
 
    “Yes, you are right,” he sighed, sounding frustrated. 
 
    “Hey, we had way more fun without playing that,” I reminded him, kissing his cheek before moving away. I headed towards Eugene and crooked my finger so he leaned down. I kissed him, feeding deeply so he enjoyed it before doing the same to Axel. “Thank you for making sure I understood and treasuring me like that.” 
 
    “You deserve nothing less,” Axel said firmly, Eugene nodding. 
 
    I felt my face flush and hurried to turn back to Apollo, noting he saw it from his smirk. “What other fun do you wish to have?” 
 
    “What does your siren suggest?” he asked instead, but then shook his head. “Wait, I wish to see you with someone new.” He smiled widely at me then, and instead of nervous, it made my stomach do flips. “Yes, I will pick five from those we trust and you met today who want a chance to be with you most, and you will pick one.” 
 
    “Ten,” I countered. “And you have to last longer than he does.” He raised an eyebrow at that, but I just smirked. “I thought this was a rematch? Are we not playing for prizes again? We’ve got the authorization to bottle and sell our blood drinks. I will put up four bottles of just my blood instead of four cases of drinks with my blood.” 
 
    “Both. I want the cases and those bottles,” he pushed, smiling when I nodded. “You truly don’t care what prize I offer or that it was a good prize last time, do you?” 
 
    “Not at all,” I chuckled, shaking my head as he moved his arm around me, pulling me against him. “It was just really fun.” 
 
    “It was,” he agreed, brushing his lips over mine. “No additions this time? Longevity only?” 
 
    “Yes, but I think we should have another round of who can make who finish first.” 
 
    “You have an unfair advantage on that,” he argued. 
 
    “Not this time. Goran’s not here,” I threw right back. “Yes, I can have extras come play whereas you can’t, but if he’s not here, we both know I wouldn’t push that line.” 
 
    “True. Yes, deal.” He kissed me again, ramping up the level of it. “And a third match? What would be the tie breaker should we find ourselves at a draw?”  
 
    My siren answered for me. “Who can give who the better sex. If I can make you admit I’m the best sex you’ve had in some way—with a shifter or best while the woman’s on top—I win. If you can give me the best sex, you win.” 
 
    “Or we both win, as you are not anywhere as experienced as I am,” he murmured as his hands moved to my ass. “Deal. Yes, deal. It won’t all be tonight, but let us play this full moon and while I’m in town and there’s much to handle.” 
 
    “Are we locking up all the bad vampires that all the distracting hate is coming from?” I checked, not sure how I would enjoy much of anything with that going on. 
 
    “Yes, I simply wanted all of them to see how I treat you,” he answered, kissing my neck. “Weaken them, lock them down, and bring out the buffet and drinks we prepared for Seraphine and her party.” 
 
    “Of course you’ve turned this into a huge party,” I chuckled, shaking my head. 
 
    He simply shrugged. “I had to show you such hospitality after you did when I visited you.” 
 
    I snickered. “I did this time too. You haven’t seen what Carter picked out that I’m wearing under this dress.” 
 
    “He was always one of my favorites,” he groaned, giving me another quick kiss before letting me go. He turned and started giving more specific orders to his people and the coven. 
 
    I went over to Axel, pulling his head down for another kiss but really as the cover to do what I wanted. “Are you against making another Sera sandwich but letting Apollo bite you? Carter said your blood is wild and rare, right?” 
 
    He didn’t answer me right away, and I was worried I went too far, but then he pressed his lips against my ear. “He gave Noah that estate for training when you won, right?” He waited until I nodded. “Okay, I’ll play. I very rarely give blood and never to men like I’m a meal. Only during sex, but I guess it’s the same if I’m playing with you.” 
 
    “Thank you, and thank you for what you said earlier. It really meant a lot to me.”  
 
    “Eugene said it so why do I feel like you’re more touched with me than him?” he asked carefully. He flinched at whatever he caught from me. “Do you not like Eugene?” 
 
    “It’s complicated,” I muttered, pulling away and shaking my head when he looked like he might ask more. It wasn’t the time or place, and I wasn’t sure it was his business. They were friends, and I really didn’t owe them answers. I went over to Brian, giving him a hug even as I wanted to throttle him. “You’re an idiot.” 
 
    “Maybe, but it’s also hard being the only one you exclude at times because I’m human like I’m a fragile baby.” 
 
    “You are when it comes to this stuff, Bri. I don’t mean to be like that, but your safety is more important than ruffling your feathers.” 
 
    “I love you too, Sera,” he murmured, kissing that spot just below my ear. “Any chance you’ll let me get a vote on who you’re with?” 
 
    “I don’t think I can refer to you as a boy scout anymore,” I chuckled, shaking my head. “Sure, let’s go see who Apollo wants to fuck me while everyone watches, you perv.” 
 
    “Yeah, because you’re not excited to play too,” he teased me. “Just don’t push it tonight. I know it’s the first night of the lunar cycle, but we’ve got a ton to get done. We’ve only scratched the surface.” 
 
    “I know, but with this amount of backup, I’m not as worried.” 
 
    “And all three of you want to play.” 
 
    “Yeah, all three of us do,” I promised, knowing he was really asking that my wolf or siren weren’t dragging me into something. 
 
    Or something more really. 
 
    My stomach and I were happy when platters of appetizers were brought out and I practically attacked them. I simply shrugged as I popped a salmon puff in my mouth. “Full moon.” I moaned and went back for another one. “Fuck, those are really good.” 
 
    “I love watching you eat,” Brian chuckled, kissing my shoulder.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and inhaled a couple dozen more options while feeding Brian as well. 
 
    “You are different from any siren or female shifter leader I’ve met,” Councilman Dubois commented from across the table. I opened my mouth to reply but then closed it. “Go ahead. I poked you in a way.” 
 
    I nodded, acknowledging that. “I’m not really. I just don’t curb how I act around you or Apollo because you’re council. We’re about to all get really personal and have fun. I don’t care that you’re council. I don’t need to put on airs. I’ve seen enough to know most who do aren’t as powerful as they act.” I gestured to Brian. “He’s human.  
 
    “I was human. You were human. You both have penises, and I don’t. So what? In the end we’re all just people and we share this planet. Yes, there is a time and place to acknowledge your status and authority, just like ours given we’re high ranking law enforcement, or I’m Alpha and a Dorcus. But if that’s the only way people act towards you, that’s all people see of you, and I’m very certain there are more layers to you than that.” 
 
    “You are not wrong.” He frowned as he picked up something for his plate. “You are blunt though which I normally find rude and unrefined.” 
 
    “It’s the Chicagoan in us,” Brian replied easily, whereas I might have gotten a bit ruffled at the comment. “It’s a Chicago—and sometimes Midwest—mindset that it’s polite to be blunt, as your time is valuable so not to waste it. Some people take that as not having certain manners, but it’s just the opposite. If I do a song and dance for you when I probably don’t mean it, it’s not any more polite than just respecting you’re busy and spitting it out.” 
 
    “Interesting.” He turned and walked away, which was sort of rude too. 
 
    We both shrugged him off. Honestly, I was glad he was trying if he was a councilman who played the bad games, but he was not someone I wanted to get closer to. There were monsters in the world that had nothing to do with species and everything to do with the darkness in a person, and I saw that in his eyes when I looked in them. 
 
    And those were the people I tried to stay far away from. 
 
    Once everything was in place, Apollo made a show of revealing his ten choices. 
 
    “Jonik,” Brian immediately voted before I could even look at them all. He chuckled when I gave him a shocked look. “He was the only fairy who looked at you with interest that looked for the right reasons only. The others looked for a way to get close to you and elevate their own status or favor with Queen Laila, as your friendship isn’t a secret.  
 
    “Jonik looked at you like a pretty woman and with respect at how you handled today. Plus, I saw how you looked at him.” He kissed my shoulder as if apologizing he announced that. “You liked to look at him. I can’t smell or see what you do, but even I can see he wants you, and a fairy would treat you well.” 
 
    I flinched, thinking of the only other fairy I’d been with. “Dain and I haven’t discussed if he’s okay with a fairy. I mean, I know he believes as fairies do that the more love someone receives the more love they can give, but that’s not the same as this.” 
 
    “I already spoke with Dain,” Carter interjected. “He was fine with the choices and named a few he would not be okay with because he would not trust them that close to you.” 
 
    “Of course you did,” I drawled. “When did you become so…” 
 
    “So into games? Always, Sera.” 
 
    Yeah, that was pretty accurate. 
 
    I moved over to Jonik, searching his pretty, light lilac eyes for some sort of hint as to why he would want to do this, do me really. He reached out and took my hand, rubbing his thumb over my skin as we stared at each other.  
 
    The answer wasn’t simple, which made me feel better, and honestly, it confused him that he wanted to as well. He wasn’t good with being the center of attention and was used to being glossed over a lot as the third son and sort of backup in case something happened to the first two. But he’d talked with Dain a few times since he’d met me, and it made him curious as to what sort of wolf would make his friend fall head over heels. 
 
    But he understood after seeing me in action. He was in awe of not only how hard I worked and had my act together, but my sassy side and how protective I was of Brian, how fierce I’d been to help the foxes. I was gorgeous to him, and he was intrigued, and he felt like he would regret it the rest of his life if he didn’t take the chance to be with me no matter the circumstances or how much the games seemed too close to fairy court stuff he hated. 
 
    I didn’t even realize I was leaning in until my lips touched his. His other hand came up and cupped my head as he deepened the kiss. I fed from him, taking the edge off without cheating, and I felt a thrill go through him at how the dry orgasm he had was better than the last several years of sex he’d had and gotten bored with. 
 
    Crap, he was going to be fun. Why couldn’t I just have sex and not get invested? 
 
    Brian wrapped his arms around me and pulled me away from Jonik. “I think we need to talk rules before you get started.” 
 
    “Fast because I’m ready for full moon fun,” I muttered, licking my lips as I stared at Jonik like my next meal. “What rules?” 
 
    “Carter keeps time,” he answered. “He’s yours, but he was Apollo’s and wouldn’t cheat on something fun like this.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Apollo called over. “Who goes first? The second one will have a harder time to hold out after watching such fun.” 
 
    “True, but the first has to get her ready, as I doubt either of you are small,” he replied, sounding very PC on that one. 
 
    I snorted. “Are we going to have a coin toss who gets to fuck me first?” 
 
    We did. Even with me being a smart ass, there really wasn’t a better way to decide what was fair, so we had a coin toss, which Jonik won and got me first. 
 
    And Apollo had a bed brought out from the guest room that he put in the middle of the ballroom. 
 
    “Oh how you guys scar me,” I sighed, shaking my head. “Fuck a duck.” 
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    “Princess, I would spend hours pleasing you before finding heaven inside of you if we were not playing this game,” Jonik murmured as he moved behind me. He brushed my hair to the side and kissed my neck as his hand massaged my hip. “I apologize that my attentions won’t be befitting of you.” 
 
    I glanced at him over my shoulder, lost in his gorgeous eyes. Something was different with them, like ripples in water made the colors dance. That was what his eyes reminded me of. “If you last longer than Apollo, I’ll be your moon mate and we can play with him instead of him be my moon mate and you get to play with me.” 
 
    “That is not nice, Seraphine,” Apollo complained. “I don’t mind losing to you, but I might if he steals your attentions.” 
 
    I glanced back at him and rolled my eyes. “We’ve outlined at least three times having sex. I do have work too. I’ll count as long as I’m here as being my moon mate instead of the three nights.” 
 
    “Fine,” he grumbled. “Let’s begin. He has to bring you two orgasms from preparing you, and you get a half an hour rest between us.” 
 
    “Princess, I—” 
 
    “Sera,” I corrected Jonik. “You’re not having sex with my rank or title, right? You’re having sex with the woman before you?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” he moaned as his hand moved to the hem of my dress and lifted it. 
 
    “Stop, stop,” Apollo called out. “I’m pulling rank. I go first.” He rolled his eyes when I bit back a laugh. “Yes, yes, I have no patience. You said Carter picked what you wore for me. I wish to unwrap you. The fairy can try to outdo my time.” 
 
    I swallowed a flinch as I got images from Jonik that he’d moved and touched me that way in hopes to stir up Apollo even more. He kissed my neck when he realized I knew. “I will see you soon, Sera.” 
 
    “Yes you will,” I murmured, licking my lips as I watched him move away. Damn, he was fine. I waved Carter over and fed heavily from him before turning to Apollo with a smirk. “Fine, unwrap your present.” 
 
    He moved closer and pushed the dress off my shoulders, groaning deeply when he saw I was in deep blue garters that matched my shelf bra and tiny thong. He smirked at me as he ran his hands along my body and then tore the thong off of me. 
 
    I shrugged. “You always replace what you rip with doubles. I have several who owe me numerous sets of undergarments. You should have taught your vampires the same manners.” 
 
    “I keep forgetting,” Emilio grumbled, a few others echoing him. 
 
    Which made a lot of us laugh. 
 
    “I apologize for their rudeness,” he muttered as he kissed down my body until he was kneeling before me. My wolf and siren loved it, and I was just happy because I knew what was coming next. He teased me with his fingers until my knees were shaking and I locked eyes with the other councilman as I orgasmed, the desire I saw in his eyes disconcerting given I could see the monster lurking inside of him. 
 
    When Apollo bit me for the second orgasm, I couldn’t stand anymore, leaning against him when he stood. “Lose your clothes or the claws might come out and help.” I swallowed a flinch at remembering something similar with Igor, but Apollo was so different from him it was like night and day. 
 
    “You like when the man is dressed though,” he teased me. 
 
    “I do, but I want you naked, and you want what I’m plotting.” 
 
    “I always do,” he agreed, getting naked in record time. He smiled when I shoved him onto the bed. I knelt on it and leaned over, giving his dick a long lick as I moved up his body. “That was just mean.” 
 
    “Would you prefer I’d not done it?” I purred, knowing the answer.  
 
    His response was to sit up and pull me onto him. I mewled as I rocked my hips and mashed my mouth to his. I fed him the power I’d taken from Carter, and he shook under me as I moved faster and faster. Then I pressed my lips to his ear and proceeded to tell him every dirty thing I’d done that he’d missed, including my first time playing with women on Valentine’s Day. 
 
    To push him over the edge, I moved off of him and got onto all fours, pushing up my ass as an offer. He growled and thrust in me hard enough to make me finish. 
 
    Which backfired because he did as well.  
 
    “You are so evil it drives me insane,” he hissed when he was done, careful not to let his full weight drop on me.  
 
    “I’m nice too.” 
 
    “Yes, which also drives me insane,” he admitted. 
 
    I flinched when I heard a loud laugh and glanced over at Dubois who looked like he was going to fall off his chair. Apollo moved off of me, and shock rocked me when Jonik was there to help me off the bed, a robe for me in his hand. I thanked him and slid it on, asking where the bathroom was. He escorted me as Dubois finally calmed down. 
 
    “You are thousands of years old and a pup can make you blow your load like that?”  
 
    “You have not been inside of her,” Apollo defended. “It’s not just her perfect body but the mouth on her, and she knows exactly what to do and when. She’s partially clairvoyant, Enzo.” 
 
    “She knows the moment you want tighter or faster, or whatever your body needs she can see it most times and not just that, but gives it to you,” Brian praised. “That’s what makes Sera so special. It’s not that she knows but she does it. It’s all about her partner when she’s with someone no matter how good she feels or lost in the fun she is. Every inch of her has sex for her partner, and that’s what she enjoys. I’ve never met a woman like her.” 
 
    “Nor I and I am thousands of years old.” 
 
    I felt a bit faint, my face was so hot hearing all of that. I used the washroom and cleaned up before heading back to the fun and plopping right onto Brian’s lap. 
 
    “You heard what I said, didn’t you?” he chuckled. 
 
    “Yes, but you said it thinking I was out of ear shot, which is why it was so nice,” I muttered, snuggling with him. “Where are we at?” 
 
    “You’re fine with him checking his phone while you were engaged in carnal activities?” Dubois asked, not hiding his shock. 
 
    I thanked Carter when he brought me a plate of nummies and sports drink before answering. “He’d get smacked if he checked while having sex with me, but we’ve both had to pause fun because of work calls. That’s the job. It’s not the nice part, but yeah, it’s the job. Just checking emails while having sex or playing is bad, but you take the call when it comes.” 
 
    “And if I wasn’t keeping up with the investigations while she was playing, she’d feel guilty that we were both out of the loop with this many problems and issues.” 
 
    I tapped my nose that he nailed it and looked at Axel and Eugene that I wanted updates. 
 
    “Councilwoman Haton called when the first plane arrived, and the second has as well,” Eugene told me. “Interrogations have already started, and they will be sent to your office along with summaries as before. She knows the fox is first, and Agent Davis confirmed the other foxes arrived in Chicago and are being guarded at your apartment building where they started the interviews.” 
 
    “Good. Tomorrow your teams along with the fairies and FBI team from DC will handle the non-human FBI branch here. Lock it down, get all phones, and keep everyone from contacting anyone. I’m going with Brian, his teams, and all my FBI people to the regular office. And we should send a team now to get the division chief of the non-human office.” 
 
    “He is here,” Apollo cut in. “We made sure of it.” 
 
    “You have all the vampires in the area locked down?” I checked, smiling at him when he nodded. “Well, that just made life easier.” 
 
    “Do I get a kiss for it before you have sex with the fairy who’s dying to have you?” 
 
    “Yes.” I didn’t move off Brian’s lap though, much to the amusement of everyone. “Once we get that office locked down, I’m going with the fairies and the council teams to start getting the other humans we’re sending to the council.” I smiled a very wolfish grin at the councilmen. “Feel like having some fun hunting if your people can hold the fort here?” 
 
    “Yes, but there is something I will show you if you keep it a secret, as I would like to experience one of yours,” Dubois said as he stood, offering me a hand.  
 
    He smirked in challenge, and I took it, exchanging a look with Apollo it was okay. He brought me to the dining hall, and I felt my eyes go wide when I saw huge boards all over the place with pictures and lines drawn to others connecting people together. They had huge murder boards for outlining the groups. 
 
    “As Igor’s bloodline can mummify a person if they drank them fully, mine has the talent of getting information from those they feed from,” he explained. “One of my teams has been working the coven for information before the bad ones are put to death.” 
 
    “Damn, that really just helped my day,” I whispered, studying it all. “And you’re recording it all? I need it all for files and paperwork so we can handle the human end too.” 
 
    “Yes, we are and pulling information on those people, Mistress,” one of the guys working assured me. “There is a reason we are normally called in to clean up a bad coven and handle all the ripples.” 
 
    “Thanks, that’s awesome. It’s awesome to have the help instead of more problems,” I admitted, feeling lighter as I pushed my hair away from my face. “Thanks.” I turned to Dubois, not even hiding how nervous I was. “What will this cost me? I get you guys would do this normally and it’s sort of your role or whatever, but you’re letting me in on this, so you said you wanted something?” 
 
    “I am not Igor,” he said firmly, understanding my fear. “But you know I am not a nice man either. I do however keep my promises, and I promised Apollo to behave and not upset you.” 
 
    I gave a slow nod. “What did you want to ask for then?” 
 
    “I wish to experience what I have not,” he murmured, moving closer. It took everything I had not to step away, but that was the same as announcing I was afraid of him. We both knew I was, but I wouldn’t act it. He seemed impressed I held my ground though. “Feed me power as you have Apollo.” 
 
    “Oh, I think you’re powerful enough,” I breathed, knowing he had Apollo beat and me though I might be able to take him in a fight. “How about experiencing when I feed?” 
 
    He moved closer and boxed me in against the table. “I want to feel what Apollo spoke of.” 
 
    “Remind me to spank him for telling secrets,” I grumbled, staring at his chest and swallowing loudly. “Can I take it back later?” 
 
    He didn’t answer for a moment. “Why?” 
 
    “Because if I give you power, what you did with that power would weigh on my conscience, and we both know you do things I wouldn’t approve of. I don’t mean this as a judgement but a fact, and it would bother me.” 
 
    “Yes, but if my people do an exquisite job, I would hope you’d offer me a taste of you before we leave.” He chuckled when I met his gaze, not hiding my shock well. “From your neck. I’m not poaching on my friend’s interests. I wish a sip from your neck, just a taste, not a feed as you are not food.” 
 
    “Privately?” I checked, not wanting to be alone with him, but I really didn’t want him to make a show of it. 
 
    “If you wish, yes.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He leaned in and brushed his lips against my ear. “Your fear is intoxicating. You are so very terrified of me, and I wish nothing more than to enjoy that as I ravage your enchanting body.” 
 
    “I think my therapist wouldn’t recommend that,” I whispered, trying to keep the squeak out of my voice. I felt it and like the mouse caught, but I was trying my best not to show it. 
 
    “Maybe another visit when you’ve healed more, because as much as I enjoy your fear, I do not wish another man on the mind of those I am with. Even dead, Igor haunts you. I would wait for that time to pass.” 
 
    “That might be a while,” I drawled, hating he did haunt me. 
 
    “We have forever,” he chuckled, leaning back and then bringing his lips to mine. He moaned as I fed him power, shivering against me as he kept his hands on the table instead of touching me. This was a man all about control and keeping his monster contained. Shit, the images I got from him made it clear he was the ultimate Dom. 
 
    And he wanted me as his sub forever. 
 
    “That won’t ever happen,” I warned him. “To each their own and good for anyone who rolls that way, wants that, but for you to ever have me that way, you would break me.” 
 
    “And then you wouldn’t be you anymore,” he murmured, understanding what I was getting at. “Yes, it would ruin you if you were broken. Half of your draw is your wildness. I cannot help it is what I will fantasize about.” 
 
    “I know. I just prefer I’m clear with people.” I cleared my throat, saying I wanted to move, but he just chuckled. 
 
    “Did you not want to take that power back?” 
 
    “I think maybe later once you’ve cooled off a bit.” 
 
    “I am in full control, I promise.” 
 
    I met his gaze then and gave him the win he wanted. “You are fucking terrifying, and I feel what you really want simmering just under the surface. I like to play, but I’m not stupid, and there are some people you should not play with if you want to survive. I want to survive and go home after this. So I’ll wait until you’re not simmering.” 
 
    “Or you want to say ‘fuck it’ and let me keep the power, as it wasn’t much.” 
 
    “No, I still couldn’t do that,” I admitted. “No matter the cost to me, I couldn’t. It would haunt me.” 
 
    “I believe I will haunt you no matter what, Seraphine.” 
 
    Oh, that was the truth. I got enough images of me bleeding on the table, him bathing in my blood as he fucked me, keeping me right on the edge of dying and bringing me back to do it again and again. Yeah, I had a whole bevy of new nightmares now. 
 
    He let me go at least, and it took every ounce of strength I had not to run out of the room and away from him. He knew it too, taking my arm and leading me back. The others noted how shaken I seemed, even Apollo who gave his friend a hard look. 
 
    “I kept your rules. What she saw is not my fault,” he defended.  
 
    “But you did it knowing I would see it,” I purred, rolling my eyes when he gave me a shocked look. “You guys underestimate women and shifters too often. One or the other, but you do tend to.” 
 
    He simply shrugged. “Most shifters treat us like walking corpses without a brain or sharks that react to blood and can’t control ourselves.” 
 
    I frowned. “I don’t know any who act like that.” 
 
    “You are young, and this is a new age of tolerance,” Apollo cut in. “Do I get my kiss?” 
 
    Fuck yeah he did because he gave me every excuse to pull away from Dubois, and one of my new life goals was not to touch or be too close to that man.  
 
    By then my half an hour rest was long over and Jonik was standing in front of me. I decided to share a bit of the darkness I’d been soaking up and looked over to Carter. “Call Alok. Someone said him or Tasar timed my sex with Dain at fairy court. Let’s see if Jonik can beat the first time of the only other fairy I’ve been with. 
 
    Carter nodded. “Dain also called and had a NDA appear for Jonik to sign. He said Jonik will get a lot off of you since you don’t block people who you take to your bed, and while he trusts Jonik, his family isn’t to be trusted.” 
 
    “I signed it, as I agree with him,” Jonik muttered. “And you must be protected. My family would absolutely try and make this into an issue or a play for power. I figured I would be ignored like normal as the third son, but this might make me finally valuable to them.” 
 
    “I can pick someone else,” I murmured, studying him and not sure how to take it. He sounded upset and I knew at his family, but that was still something I wouldn’t want to be put in the middle of. 
 
    “No, I wish to be with you,” he assured me, moving closer and putting his hand on my hip. “I would rather ask my queen for a position away from my family if that’s what happens than miss the chance to be with you.” 
 
    I nodded, undoing the clasp of his court cloak, watching as it moved along his thick arms, giving me the full view of his toned pecs and eight pack abs. As I untied his pants, he did the same to my robe. 
 
    “May I undress you fully?” he asked when the robe was off. “I wish you fully bare to me.” He chuckled when I shivered, nodding for him to go ahead. He picked me up and carried me over to the bed, taking off the heels and everything else, staring at me as if he’d never seen anything or anyone as beautiful as I flushed from his gaze. He hurried to take off his pants and boots before leaning over and giving me a quick kiss. “Can we start?” 
 
    “Yes, and I have both times,” Carter said, not saying what they were though, which led me to think Dain had beaten Apollo.  
 
    He had me roll onto my knees at the edge of the bed and molded his body to my back as he teased me with his dick. The clock started as soon as he pushed in me, and we both moaned, though mine was a bit of a hiss. 
 
    “I need a minute,” I admitted. “The break was enough for me to tighten back up.” 
 
    “And he got you out of the mood,” he said under his breath. He flinched as he saw everything I was thinking about what happened with Dubois. “That would never happen. None of us would ever allow that to happen.” 
 
    “What were you thinking about?” Apollo demanded. “I can smell her fear from here.” 
 
    “Only part of it did I think on purpose,” Dubois muttered. “The other part was—I did not mean for her to see that. I would never want someone to see that much.” 
 
    I felt better knowing that at least. I could understand vampires having super dark blood filled fantasies even if I didn’t get the draw to blood, but I was glad he didn’t want people to know he thought of such things. I relaxed a bit but still wasn’t in the mood.  
 
    “Restart the clock after she’s back in the mood,” Jonik said before pulling out of me. He pushed me back to the bed and crawled over me. “I cannot have sex with you unless you want me too. You did before. Please want me again.” 
 
    “It’s not you,” I promised, glad when he nodded he understood. 
 
    He kissed me gently once, twice, and then we stared at each other a moment before I yanked his head down to mine and his tongue explored every inch of my mouth. We kissed and moved against each other a while, but then he licked my nipples and attacked my breasts. I mean, attacked them like he’d never been allowed to touch breasts before and had always longed to. 
 
    But then I saw he sort of hadn’t. In all of his centuries he’d never been with anyone other than fairies and they were more… Compact in the breast area. He’d never been with someone who had full, big boobs and he’d always wanted to. Jonik was actually a huge tits guy, and I didn’t mean size. 
 
    Though that too. 
 
    Then he kissed down my body and gave me two amazing orgasms as he ate me out and stretched me. He begged to let me touch him, to be inside of me, and I nodded, both of us way too wound up to be in a challenge or hold out. Well, technically he had to hold out, but we weren’t looking good at the moment since the clock hadn’t even started. I kissed him and fed, taking the edge off his orgasm.  
 
    He moved my leg between us and pushed inside of me, bending it back against my body as he leaned in. I gasped at how deep he went then, staring into his eyes when he surrounded me with his larger frame and cupped my face. 
 
    “Never in my six hundred years have I felt anything so heavenly as becoming one with you,” he whispered against my lips.  
 
    He kissed me deeply as he started moving, taking me on a ride I wasn’t ready for. It was different than my first time with Dain, and I pushed the thoughts of him away. Just because it was another fairy didn’t mean they would be anything alike. 
 
    “He hurt you so deeply,” he breathed, his eyes showing his shock. He kissed my neck when I looked away. “I’m sorry. I found it surprising, as he’s so in love with you. The elf hurt you too. I did not know.” 
 
    “It’s not Luca’s fault,” I grumbled, not wanting to talk about it when we’d been having fun and it was my full moon. “I wasn’t giving him what he needed.” 
 
    “Yes, but he could have waited longer than a month before giving up,” he growled. He was angry when I looked at him, and it healed me a bit. He said what I felt. I was worth more than that. “He shouldn’t have made so many declarations and promises. I would bet anything it was his youth and not anything you did. We are all confused when young.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But you’re still afraid of history repeating itself,” he muttered. I turned to give him a nasty look but saw he was focused on Eugene. 
 
    “Hey, are we having sex or trying to start crap in my life?” I bitched, shoving at him to get off of me. 
 
    He looked at me, and his eyes went wide. “I’m sorry. Sometimes it’s hard not to react. You feel in the middle of it like when you see dreams and think they are yours.” 
 
    “Fine, but I don’t want to play anymore,” I grumbled, pushing at his chest. “I just wanted to have fun during the crazy, and now I’ve got new nightmares and you’re starting shit I’ll have to handle.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whimpered before kissing me again. The longer he kissed me, the less I pushed at his chest, his emotions and desire vibrating through me, melting me. “Come for me, Sera. I want to feel your orgasm.” 
 
    It took a bit more coaxing, but I finished, digging my nails into his back as I moved with his body. I cried out in pleasure, his emotions swarming me as I rode my climax. I felt his joy, his desire, his pure need for me as my body went crazy. 
 
    “What was that?” I panted as I stared up at him. His eyes flashed shock, and it was his turn to look away. I grabbed his chin and rolled us so I was sitting on him. “What was that?” 
 
    “An emotional flair,” he answered. “It’s like an emotional orgasm during sex. During the crest of your climax, you opened yourself to my aura, if you want. I felt yours as you felt mine.” He gave me a worried look, and I understood why. 
 
    I’d never had that with Dain. 
 
    “Have I failed him?” I rasped, realizing what he said about how I opened myself up. 
 
    “No, no, Sera,” he promised as he sat up and wrapped his arms around me, moving us together and kissing me. “No. Dain has been closed off after centuries at court. He might not have let that side out during sex so as to not scare you. I felt you get scared for a second that it was your powers and not mine. It’s not your failing. It could be a level to reach for him. I’m used to it, needing it to have a real connection with someone.” 
 
    “Pause the time,” Apollo called over. “What are you talking about? You orgasmed?” 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at him and wiped up my tears I didn’t know had fallen. “No, I mean, I did. He didn’t. It was like… We switched. I felt what he was feeling, and he I guess felt all I was. It was like I was him. During the waves of the orgasm, I felt what he did as if I was him. Not just images or getting the feeling like a shifter, even what my siren gets. I was in his shoes or whatever.” 
 
    “That doesn’t happen with a shifter,” one of the other fairies interjected. “I’ve never heard of that happening with another species not fae.” 
 
    “I’ve never had sex with a non-fae,” Jonik admitted. “That explains why you’ve not done it with Dain. He might not know you could.” 
 
    “She shouldn’t be able to,” that same guy pushed. “It doesn’t happen.” 
 
    “Well, it just did, so she’s just that special,” Jonik snapped. “I will tell Dain. No one else needs to know. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, of course, and yes, she is special. I’m sorry. My shock made me rude, Princess. I have been with shifters and have longed to share that with them. I didn’t mean to insult you.” 
 
    “Got it. Can we time in?” I asked, giving Apollo a look that things were getting awkward. 
 
    “Yes, yes, have your life altering sex.” 
 
    “You’re too old to pout,” I drawled, amusing several people there. I focused back on Jonik. “You want to—” 
 
    “Yes,” he growled, wrapping his arms around me tighter so I was smooshed against him as we ground our hips together. “Yes, I want you to come again and again, Sera. Let me make love to you until you pass out and then again when you wake.”  
 
    He didn’t wait for me to answer, taking me on a crazy ride that left him swallowing the screams from my next orgasm while I fed from him to take off his edge. We did it again, and I was overwhelmed with his need to have me in every way possible, to know me deeply and not just physically.  
 
    We moved again, and I was back to kneeling on the edge of the bed as he stood, moving his body over mine and moaning when he felt how much I liked that position and with him. My body was still shaking from the last climax as he slammed into me as hard as he could, taking his sweet time before doing it again. 
 
    He bit my ear as he fisted my breasts. “Never have I been jealous of another fairy before. I am so, so envious of Dain. He has mated you, made you his wife.” He didn’t say “wife” though but that fairy word that I still couldn’t pronounce. “I wish you to siren me too, Sera.” 
 
    I snorted. “Say that after you know me better. I’m a pain in the fucking ass.” I folded myself down to the bed, clearly saying I didn’t want to talk about that anymore and wanted fun instead. I decided to be a bit evil and let my siren out to play. “You are so excited to let everyone see you mount a princess, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, you know I am,” he hissed, letting out some of his dark side as he bit my shoulder and moved faster. “I’m mounting my friend’s wife, and I cannot feel anything other than desire for more, to do it again and again.” 
 
    Again, he used that fae word as he moved faster and faster, making my joints rattle he took me so hard. My siren egged him on more and more, each orgasm of mine driving up our emotions higher and higher, rutting and grunting and screaming from the fun, screaming like animals or a fairy letting out his dark side it seemed. 
 
    By the time he finally finished, every inch of me was sated and sore. I could barely keep my eyes open, my whole body feeling heavy. 
 
    “Please say I can be your moon mate, Sera,” he panted after he pulled out of me, turning me on my side. He brushed his lips over mine. “Please, please say I can be your moon mate.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can suffer through that again,” I chuckled quietly as I cuddled up to him. “We can’t have sex again when I wake, but you definitely did me until I need to pass out.” 
 
    “Sleep, I will tend to you,” he promised, kissing me again. “And know you have forever changed me. Never did I think sex could be like that.” 
 
    I nodded, but part of me wanted to sigh. How did women get such the bad rap of not being able to separate sex from emotions? In my experience it was the guys. Sure, I liked Jonik. I really liked having sex with him, but that was it. I wasn’t forever changed even if it was some of the best sex of my life. 
 
    Right? That didn’t really ever happen. 
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    The next morning I woke plastered to Brian with Jonik wrapped around me from behind. It took me a moment, but then I felt the ring on my finger, understanding someone had put it on me. I saw Brian was already awake, smiling at me. 
 
    “Well, this is new.” 
 
    “Good new?” he checked, leaning in when I nodded. He brushed his lips over mine. “I love that I got to sleep the night next to you, and I don’t even care that the fairy joined us.” 
 
    “It might mess up how I was thinking of giving you a real good morning.” 
 
    “I have no issues simply watching,” Jonik mumbled against my hair. “I’m as much a voyeur as your human. It’s part of being fae.” 
 
    “That’s good, but it’s a bit hard to do much of anything when you’re wrapped around me like a barnacle.” 
 
    “Am I at least a hot barnacle?” he grumbled as he let me go. 
 
    I snickered as I slid my leg over Brian and straddled him. “Hi. Morning.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re new to this,” he teased me, smiling brightly when I nodded. “So how did you want to say good morning?” His eyes filled with heat as I slid my hand under his boxer briefs. “Yeah, I love sleeping over.” He rolled us and moved his hand in my shorts, teasing me too. “Does last night count as a date and now we’re at sleepovers and second base?” 
 
    “I don’t think me having sex with two other men is a date.” 
 
    “What was it like?” he asked in between kisses. 
 
    I didn’t even bother to pretend I didn’t know what he meant. “You know when we’re totally in sync and moving together and it ramps it up and you can’t tell where I start or you finish?” I waited until he nodded. “It’s like that but on crack. It kept getting kicked up and just snowballing, and honestly it was overwhelming. In a good way, but not in a way I could do all the time.” 
 
    “Could you do this all the time?” he whispered as he pushed his fingers inside of me. 
 
    “Yes, I should always have gentle and hot TLC in the morning,” I moaned, arching my back for him. He buried his face in my breasts, and we came at the same time, panting and giving each other that sated, sleepy look like we were thinking of more but knew we had to get going. “Shower?” 
 
    “Yes please,” he chuckled. “Twist my arm and force me to see you naked and wet and moaning from the hot water.” 
 
    “Be nice or I’ll cut my hair.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” several deep voices called out from the other room.  
 
    Brian burst out laughing at whatever was on my face. “We stayed at the coven, but no one was easing down just yet. Axel, Eugene, Carter, and a few others slept in the living area of this suite, bringing in cots to make it work. Everyone else is in other guest rooms around us.” 
 
    I nodded that I heard him. “For the record, having hair like this is a huge pain in the ass. Especially in winter when I can’t just let it air dry or it freezes.” 
 
    “I’ll blow dry it,” Carter promised.  
 
    Goof. 
 
    We ended up not having time to do much but shower, and Carter made quick work of my hair while I stuffed breakfast in my mouth that someone brought up for us. I got dressed for work, giving Jonik a quick look when we were ready to head out. 
 
    “You guys need to change to blend.” 
 
    “I will let the others know they cannot wear court clothes,” he agreed, taking out his phone. 
 
    We met up in the foyer, and I accepted several files from Dubois’s guys. After a quick read through, I put one on top. “We’ll start with the Triad. Meet us there at noon, and know you cannot kill humans on this hunt. Scare the shit out of them, have fun, but no killing. We need the information the shifter council interrogators will get out of them.” 
 
    A few shrugged, but Dubois replied. “We can hunt on the other end if we feel there will be a threat to any of ours after this.” 
 
    “You do what you want in China or whatever else I won’t know about,” I accepted, shaking my head. 
 
    We divided up to handle our different roles, and twenty minutes later we were pulling up at the main FBI office. I was going to let Brian handle this part, but he said he would take over after we got Galvin involved, but until then, we had the directive from Monroe as he was section chief, but he was my boss so it made sense I was lead. 
 
    Okay then. 
 
    I went in first, badge showing, vest on, and directive in hand. “I need to speak with the head of security. This building is in lock down for an internal sweep. That means phones and internet cut and cell jammers on now.” 
 
    “Do it,” the one guy said after looking it over. He gave me a worried look. “How bad?” 
 
    “Bad, but it might not be as many as we’re currently worried about. Lock down the building.” 
 
    “You got it, Chief,” he said before heading to the doors. Yes, it was a fire hazard to lock everyone in a huge building, but we’d deal with that if there was a fire, and honestly, we knew not to jump on that as someone could set a fire to get out of the building. Which was also why our first job was to get everyone together and eyes on them. 
 
    “Each of you go with one of the human security and someone from Brian’s team and clear each floor,” I ordered. “People go in the conference room so no one’s starting fires or pulling alarms to get out of here. You confiscate phones and any other electronics. We’re heading to the big boss.” 
 
    “Got it,” Carter said as more building security gathered. He was partnering people up as Brian and I headed to the elevator. 
 
    “You do not leave my side until they’ve handled enough so you get guards again,” I told Brian. He didn’t even argue with me this time, getting brought up to speed on how bad some of the people in the building were.  
 
    The pack actually had turned out to be a smaller percentage of baddies than Chicago had been. However, they were really, super, and ultra dirty. There wasn’t a spread, but it was deep, so that was a fun change. 
 
    No, not at all. 
 
    People had already figured out something was going on by the time we got off the elevator at the right floor. Brian had been there before, so he told me the way and I locked eyes with the division chief I recognized from when he’d been to Chicago. 
 
    “You do not have the authority to do shit here, Thomas,” he sneered at me. 
 
    “Well, I have a section chief that says otherwise when the dirt of your office leaks into ours,” I drawled. “And everyone can fight it out later, as Monroe should be telling Galvin right now what’s going on. But for now, oh yeah, we’re locking the building down, and as division chief, it is your duty to order them to stand down and cooperate.” I watched his jaw move as he ground his teeth.  
 
    “Stand down and cooperate,” he called out to everyone. “Leave your electronics at your desk and head to the conference room.” 
 
    “We’ve got the first floor and stairwells secured,” I added, making it clear there was no escape. People behaved, most looking afraid, but there were two that not only weren’t scared, but had a smugness about them I didn’t like. I walked over to one and grabbed his arm. 
 
    “Don’t touch me, you freak,” he bitched, trying to pull away. 
 
    Yeah, that just made me want to touch him more. 
 
    “Hold him,” I told Brian, putting my hands on the guy’s face. Then I went to the second guy and did the same. I was about to send out that pulse I knew paranormals would feel like when I was in Memphis, but Carter, Emilio, and Orson came racing from the stairwell, having felt my upset. “Orson, I need you to pilot the chopper. Carter, do not leave Brian’s side, and Emilio, get me a few ancients up to the roof to help me.” 
 
    “Sera, what’s going on?” Brian demanded, grabbing my arm. 
 
    “They’re going after Galvin,” I answered as I accepted restraints from Carter and tied the two agents to chairs. “That was the plan for when I came because they knew I was coming, just not when.” He opened his mouth, and I knew what he was thinking. “His security is dirty, Bri. One of the foxes didn’t show for a play time, and this guy is supposed to call in before noon with what happened or they assume I’m here and go for Galvin and his family.” 
 
    “Because he’s the one who could call this off,” the other division chief hissed. “One of them a pilot? I’ll get you keys.” 
 
    “You’re not dirty,” I blurted, my eyes going wide. 
 
    “No, not dirty,” he grumbled, leading the way. “Neglectful and looking forward to retiring.”  
 
    He showed us where the keys were and to which bird, Orson snagging them and racing up to the roof to get the chopper started. Three more ancients met us up there, and we got going the second the chopper was ready.  
 
    But I wasn’t sure we were going to be enough. We didn’t know how much dirt this had either. After a moment’s hesitation, I texted one of the SAiCs from the non-human DC office and told them Galvin was in danger and we needed to know where he was but not to spook his security.  
 
    Orson pushed the chopper to the max because I knew it should have taken longer, but it also wasn’t long enough in some ways as we were about to hop into the shit… After coming from shit we didn’t even get to finish. 
 
    Fuck all the ducks. 
 
    I was out of the chopper right after it landed, knowing the way this time. I texted we were there and got the confirmation Galvin was in his office but his security was close. That was fine, I knew their faces.  
 
    A few people tried to stop us, but I held up my badge and they let me through. We ran down to the right floor, and the moment we got close, three guys jumped to their feet and I didn’t even have to point them out then. They didn’t even get a chance to blink before the ancients were on them. Orson was still with the chopper, so that left me to barge into Galvin’s office. 
 
    “Sir, sorry to interrupt but your family’s in danger,” I blurted. “Three of your security were dirty, and the plan was to keep us from the regular in New York was to force you to call us off.” I didn’t even acknowledge the others there or wait for his response, going for the nearest security guy and draping my influence on him. “What was the plan?” 
 
    “Galvin’s wife is sure you’re having an affair,” he answered, his eyes glazed over and unfocused with the amount of power I started with. Whoops, forgot he was human. “She’s been telling all her friends that and several people have overheard she hopes you don’t make it the next bust you’re on. We get Galvin to call everyone off raiding New York, the wife got jealous and shot the family before getting you.” 
 
    “Yeah, solid plan,” I drawled, rolling my eyes. “That wouldn’t have stopped anything and made hellfire rain down on you idiots. And I’m not sleeping with Galvin! I’ve got enough men knocking at my door without going after a married man. Idiots.” I pulled the guy’s cuffs off his hip and locked him up with them. “Let’s go save the witch running her mouth about me next.” 
 
    “Fun times,” the ancient chuckled. 
 
    Riiiight. 
 
    It turned out they already had eyes on Galvin’s house, so after a bit of back and forth, the ancients were going to dress like his security detail while I snuck in through the garage as I’d snuck out of Mario’s house. The non-human team was going to sweep the area and find the eyes on the house. 
 
    We handed over the dirty security detail and headed out. I wasn’t surprised when the first thing out of Galvin’s mouth was an update on New York. 
 
    “Monroe signed off on a directive like that?” he checked. 
 
    “Sir, we didn’t come to you because we were worried about too many ears and how far the dirt was. Hi, they were on your security detail. So we were kind of right on this one. You knew we were eventually planning on this.” 
 
    “Not with the regular office,” he argued, scrubbing his hands over his face. “This is a fucking mess.” 
 
    I snorted. “You don’t know the half of it. I’ve taken over the pack, we invaded a coven, the fox leader was infecting hot women to whore them out to all kinds of big everyone. This is far from over. I had a date to go Triad hunting with two councilmen.” I nodded when he gave me a funny look. “Yup, Papadopoulos came and brought a friend that scares the living shit out of me. He’ll behave here, but I would prefer to never have met him.” 
 
    “That bad?” he worried. 
 
    “Yeah, that bad,” I muttered, shivering. “You can see the monster lurking in his eyes. He’s got it locked down tight, but it’s there. I got some images of his idea of a fun time, and it is not fun.” 
 
    “Carter was worried,” one of the ancients admitted. “You were seriously upset.” 
 
    “Yeah, he was thinking of bleeding me on the table while screwing me to death and bathing in my blood but stopping just short of death and doing it again, and again, and again until I finally just died. I was validly upset.” 
 
    “Fuck, that’s disgusting,” he hissed. “We drink blood because we have to. Some people are tasty and it’s awesome during sex just like biting or any other sex fun. That’s just… Yeah, that’s a monster and not because he’s a vampire.” 
 
    “I agree. I got the feeling he was a monster long before he was turned. I’ve marked every day of my calendar to avoid him.” 
 
    When we got close, I had to hide, kneeling on the floor between Sander’s legs. He was one of the more playful ancients, so I wasn’t surprised when he smirked at me. 
 
    “While you’re down there would you mind—” 
 
    “I knew you would go there,” I grumbled, leaning over and biting his thigh. “I’m telling Carter you misbehaved in front of FBI. You guys are supposed to be showing how professional you are and can get with the rules.” 
 
    “I just needed my shoe tied,” he fibbed. 
 
    The others snorted, Galvin included. Yeah, right, that was what Sander had been about to ask. My ass.  
 
    We pulled into the garage, and seconds after we got out, I felt the change in the air. 
 
    “Something’s wrong,” Sander confirmed. “They know. I feel the anger and panic.” 
 
    I didn’t stop to ask questions, racing to the door to the house and heading right for the humans. I found Mrs. Galvin in the living room and saw the dot on her chest appear. The shots fired as I dove for her, one hitting my vest. 
 
    And the other clipping my neck. 
 
    But at least she was safe, right? She screamed and pushed me away from her as others came racing into the room. I saw Sander flinch and knew he got hit, but then he flipped the couch over us to block us. 
 
    “Sera, feed, you’re bleeding out too fast,” he demanded before mashing his mouth to mine, his hand pressing down on my hand on my neck. I fed and fed big, glad he could handle it. I took a break, but he kept kissing me to push me. 
 
    “Why must I see this?” Mrs. Galvin bitched. “I don’t want this in my home!” 
 
    “He’s feeding her energy so she doesn’t die because she saved you,” someone snapped. “Switch with me. Sander, switch with me. We got the shooters.” 
 
    He moved away, and I waved off the next ancient, but he didn’t listen, kissing me until I fed and fed some more.  
 
    “I’m good,” I coughed. “It’s hard to take so much fast. Sander got shot.” 
 
    “Bullet’s already out, Sera,” Sander promised. 
 
    “Galvin? His kids?” 
 
    “All good,” Galvin called from the kitchen. “Thanks, Thomas.” 
 
    “I want a raise,” I groaned as I pushed to sit up. “I keep getting shot, and Havers makes more than me.” 
 
    “You are such a pain in the…” He burst out laughing, mostly from stress, but I was glad to give him a reason.  
 
    “Someone call Dain. He had to have felt that,” I remembered, lying back down to let my body heal better.  
 
    “He’s already calling,” Sander grumbled. “She’s fine. She was shot, but she’s fine, healing. Yeah, yeah, hang on. Your husband wants to talk to you.” 
 
    “You’re married, and still you kiss other men, sleep with the list of them you have?” Mrs. Galvin demanded, giving me a look of horror. 
 
    “Actually it’s more than that as we can’t divorce except in death,” I told her as I sat up and took the phone. “And my business is not your business.” 
 
    “Marriage is sacred.” 
 
    I sneered at her. “I don’t cheat on him. He knows, and you really have no room to judge.” 
 
    “My marriage is sacred,” she snapped at me. 
 
    “Not what I meant, and not my business. I don’t judge. Try it. Those are the rules too. You’re so busy sitting here judging and lecturing me you have yet to thank me for saving your life. Yeah, you should be judging no one ever.” 
 
    “And you’re a whore who’s trying to steal my husband,” she snapped. “And I want you out of my house.” 
 
    “That’s enough!” Galvin cut in. “A lot of this started because you were running your mouth that I’m having an affair with her. They were going to use that to kill us all, as you keep saying you hope she doesn’t survive her next bust. And still she comes here to save my family’s lives, almost dying to do it. And this is how you treat her?” 
 
    “So you’re having fun,” Dain drawled when I got to my feet and put the phone to my ear. 
 
    “Yeah, barrels of laughs,” I grumbled as I headed out of the house, plopping down on the front porch. “We were handling the dirt in the regular New York office, and I picked up some smugness and checked it. Luckily they were morons who were thinking like I was human and they could just do some cover up no one would ever question.” 
 
    “Idiots.” He was quiet a moment. “I was going to bring this up later, but I wanted to say it before risking another misunderstanding between us. I didn’t know you could have an emotional flair with anyone other than fae. Sometimes not even between other fae species. We melded almost that one time, and I thought that was because you’re clairvoyant, but I never thought the rest possible.” 
 
    “I’m glad you clarified that,” I admitted. “I was upset I failed you.” 
 
    “You never have, Sera,” he whispered. “I have failed you, and I am sorry for my failings. I hope there is a day I can share that with you. I only want you, my love.” 
 
    “I want to believe you,” I rasped, covering my head with my arm. “I know we’re doing better, and I want to believe you, Dain. I do. I’m sorry I can’t just switch it back and I’ve got so much baggage.” 
 
    “We all do. You have more than most because of all you do, that you do not take the time to heal from so much. You are not that woman who brings old matters up in any fight to win or unable to move on. I agree with Brian that you have so few triggers and pressure points that it’s a fucking miracle with all you’ve been through. I will stand through them all. I was never leaving, and I will never leave you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed, wiping my eyes. “Sorry, I feel all over the place. There’s been shit here, now I’m drained on the full moon, and there’s more crazy tonight. I knew this trip would be like constantly being thrown around like clothes in a dryer, but fuck, it hurts to get shot.” 
 
    “I know. Come home to me, my love, and I will spoil you as you deserve.” He cleared his throat. “And if Jonik comes with, we will fit him into what we’re building here.” 
 
    “I’m not adding men,” I drawled, rolling my eyes. 
 
    “I would not mind, you know this. He is a good choice even. His family is horrid, but we know how that is. But he is still used to his nobility ego. I was at court for centuries and locked down some of my impulses.” 
 
    It took me a moment to put that together. “Him blurting out why I didn’t want to try with Eugene or upset Luca didn’t try more than a month with me before falling for a panther?” 
 
    “Yes, like that. You also lay yourself open a lot more than most fairies would be used to. I found it shocking and overwhelming. In a good way, but I understand how he felt.” 
 
    “Why do I feel like you’re explaining him like you’re picking your replacement?” I snapped. 
 
    “No, no I am not,” he growled. “If you wish to bring Jonik to your bed or a hundred others, I would never argue against that. I will still be there. I will always be there next to you, Sera. I’m explaining for you, so you understand. Do what you wish with him or never look at him again. I care what you want, and I know that would have confused you.” 
 
    “Okay, fine, yeah, I get it,” I sighed, scrubbing my hand over my head. “Maybe keep the talks like that to when I’m by you only. We’re not exactly solid.” 
 
    “I apologize. You’re right. I thought to make sure you knew so it didn’t distract you from work, but you compartmentalize better than just about anyone. I should not have brought it up now.” 
 
    “Thank you for caring,” I muttered, flinching when the yelling got louder in the house. “I gotta go. I think I’m causing my boss’s divorce.” 
 
    “No, that idiot woman will. This is not on you, and you certainly have never acted inappropriately with Galvin. You have flat out told him you don’t touch married men. This isn’t on you.” 
 
    “Just everything else. Yeah, I get it.”  
 
    “That is not what I said,” he growled. 
 
    “I know. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    “I love you, Sera.” 
 
    “Me too.” I hung up, glad I could at least say that. It was more than I had been. I pushed to stand and almost went right back down, needing to hydrate. I went into the house and gasped when I saw Galvin’s teenage son with a bucket and sponge. “Don’t! I’m a shifter.” I darted over there and waved him back. “Don’t. We’ll get someone to clean it up. Not you, kid.” 
 
    “I just wanted to help,” he muttered, rubbing his hands over his head.  
 
    “I could use a sports drink if you don’t mind. That would be a huge help.” 
 
    “Yeah, we have them in the garage.” He glanced over at the kitchen and then hurried out to the garage.  
 
    “Did you hear her? She just warned our son she’s a shifter because he wanted to clean up the blood in our living room, and we’re still in here arguing.” Galvin appeared seconds later and gave me a worried look. “Thomas, you look like shit.” 
 
    “How would you feel seeing all your blood all over the room?” I drawled, leaning against the wall. 
 
    “Great, now she got blood on the wall,” his wife bitched. “I told you to leave my home.” 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who gave her a shit look on that, but I ignored her. “They took in the shooters, but I suggest your family pack and get somewhere else. I’m going to leave the DC team to comb through your office, but we have to get back to New York. Oh, and if you could approve that we used their chopper to get here, that would be great. I don’t have that authorization.” I frowned. “I don’t think.” 
 
    “You do,” he chuckled, rubbing his hand over his head. 
 
    Sander appeared in front of me and smacked my cheek lightly. “Sera, drink this. You blacked out for a minute. You’re totally dehydrated and need to be full. Not the day to get shot.” 
 
    “There isn’t a good day to get shot,” I drawled, taking the sports drink from him and downing half of it in one shot. I glanced around and focused on Galvin’s son. “Thanks for this.” 
 
    “Thanks for saving us and my mom even if she won’t say it.” 
 
    I winked at him. “I wasn’t busy at the moment.” 
 
    “Now she’s flirting with our son,” she bitched. 
 
    “Oh god, get me away from her,” I told Sander under my breath. I was seconds from decking her. She was just so, so fucking out there. The kid was like fourteen. No, I wasn’t flirting. For the love of fuck. 
 
    I almost felt bad for the local team to have to handle that as the Galvins started fighting again. I didn’t blame the one guy who offered us a ride back to the chopper. Yeah, apparently I was all about getting the fuck out of DC every time I was there. 
 
    Well, we picked up a ton of drive thru on the way that I chowed down on the flight.  
 
    Then we got the fuck out of DC. 
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    “You were just shot,” Brian said again, trying to keep me from leaving the New York office. 
 
    “I was. I’m fine. All better.” I rolled my eyes when the others snorted. “I’m hydrating, and I’ll eat some more. I can’t blow off this appointment, Bri. People are waiting and people we don’t want upset. I’ll be back.” I kissed his cheek and hurried towards the elevators. 
 
    “Sera, you’ve still got blood all over you!” he called after me. 
 
    “I’ll scare the baddies.” 
 
    “Or tempt certain vampires,” he snapped. 
 
    “I agree with him when he puts it like that,” Carter admitted. He’d switched with the others and was on me for this next fun. 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” I sighed, annoyed I didn’t have a change of clothes. We stopped at a tourist stall on the way, and Carter got me an “I heart NYC” sweatshirt. I used the bottle of water and my trashed blouse to clean up on the way to Chinatown. “At least we can get good Chinese for lunch, right?” 
 
    “Sure, Sera,” he chuckled, shaking his head at my antics.  
 
    We met up with the others a block away from the restaurant the Triad boss owned and everything was run out of. Axel was on me first, fussing over me. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I sighed, pushing away from them. “It just clipped my neck.” 
 
    “And you cleaned up and changed?” Apollo asked with a frown.  
 
    I swallowed down what I really wanted to say. “Yeah, sorry, the dispensary’s closed. I didn’t collect the pints and pints of it all over Galvin’s living room either.” I shook my head and put my badge around my neck, glad when my ancients did the same. “Everyone wears the gloves. Weapons, electronics, and everything in their pockets goes into bags that get labeled and boxes before they are taken to the airport and transported.” 
 
    We headed out, and I made sure I had the warrant visible as we hit the door. 
 
    “No one move, this is the FBI serving several warrants,” I announced. I sighed when I saw they weren’t going to play nicely and started reaching for weapons. My power flared out and hit them hard, apparently even my siren tired and not wanting to get shot again. “Fine, we can do it the tiring way. Either way, you’re all fucked.” I read the first name off the list and called him over. 
 
    “This is like shooting fish in a barrel,” Carter chuckled as he pulled on gloves. 
 
    “No, it’s I already got shot today and I’m fucking pissy.” 
 
    “What else happened?” Axel asked quietly as he and his team started writing on evidence bags to help. 
 
    “Mrs. Galvin is fucking nuts,” I admitted, taking a long drink from the huge bottle of water I snagged from the restaurant’s fridge. I’d leave money for it. “She never even thanked me. Just called me a whore and accused me of trying to steal her husband. How can people be so blind to when they’re being assholes like that?” I called over the next five when the first were done being searched and restrained.  
 
    “Go get the vehicles to help with this,” Apollo told a few of his guys. “Apparently she handled it all.” 
 
    “They were going for weapons. The last thing we need is some innocent bystander or little old lady being shot because the mean FBI went after criminals.” 
 
    “You need to feed,” Axel muttered. I agreed and kissed him, thanking him when I was done. “I like your sarcasm and snark, but you tend to go extra dark when you need to feed and don’t realize it because there’s so much going on.” 
 
    “Yeah, that and Galvin’s so normal, such a good boss. I’m shocked he was married to someone like that. I figured a few comments, fine, every woman gets a bit jealous now and again. Okay, so she’s a bit judgy on shifters because she doesn’t get it. I didn’t get it, but I wasn’t judgy, but still, understandable. This was just—she be nuts.” 
 
    “I’m not excusing it, but it was probably seeing you in the flesh,” Eugene said as he started collecting evidence bags into a box. His lips twitched when I gave him a confused look. “Any picture of you doesn’t do you justice, Sera. You are way more gorgeous in person.” 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” I finished the bottle and twirled it. “So where are we getting food from? There’s gotta be like a good dumpling place in Chinatown not run by the Chinese mob, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, around the corner is an awesome place,” one of Eugene’s guys assured me. 
 
    One of the council vamps went and put in a huge order as I called the next five as vehicles started arriving to load them up… And NYPD. The others seemed shocked by that, but I wasn’t, heading right to greet the guy who seemed boss. 
 
    “Division Chief Thomas, FBI,” I greeted, holding up the warrant. “Sorry for not giving the heads up and shitting all over any open case files, but it happened fast and there’s some dirt on the situation.” 
 
    “With us?” he checked, taking it from me and looking it over. 
 
    “Not that I’ve been told, but there’s also a lot of balls in the air.” 
 
    “So this isn’t the only raid you got going on,” he surmised, sighing when I nodded. “Not going to tell me though, are you?” 
 
    “No, sorry. I don’t know you and I’m not local.” I kept my game face on when understanding filled his eyes, but luckily he didn’t push. “If you got some guys to spare who can fill in some of mine on everything we should be looking for, I’d appreciate it. Our warrant is pretty wide, so I’d hate to miss something.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” he muttered, glancing back to it. “All these guys aren’t FBI.” 
 
    “No, they were doing some very bad things to endangered shifters, so they go to the council and they’ll get everything from them. A lot less time for your DA to handle it and still get the baddies.” He opened his mouth to argue. “I give good credit though. There will be enough to go around, I promise. I’ve only got so long to get the drop on people, so if you want to tear this place apart, please, have at it.” 
 
    “The council doesn’t care about the seizures and photo op,” Axel explained as he joined us. “I thought you called DEA and ATF though?” 
 
    “I did, but the guy Atkins knew here and trusted transferred. ATF was more interested in me last time I played with anyone other than the Chicago team, and I really don’t want a repeat of that. We can still do it all as FBI. I’m sort of hoping Havers can direct all of this with NYPD and their local teams when we start clearing them.” 
 
    The NYPD guy held up his hand. “I get it. It’s a clusterfuck. I can have my team here help and we’ll go from there. You need to clear them, right?” 
 
    “Finally, something to do,” one of the council vampires sighed. “Tell me who to question.” 
 
    “Sorry, there are rules and you’re not FBI,” I reminded him.  
 
    He nodded he understood and went with a few others to clear the NYPD team. Thankfully they were clean and were a huge help. We were still missing nine guys when we finished with the restaurant… And the NYPD knew where to find them. 
 
    The best was when they found a huge hidden safe and were talking about going to get gear to open it. Eugene walked right up to it and punched each of the hinges so the door fell off. 
 
    “That was hot,” I told him, smiling when his lips twitched. 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” one of the female NYPD agreed quietly. We shared a look and shrugged. Every woman liked a man who just got shit done. 
 
    “This is extremely tedious,” Dubois muttered, watching all the hustle and bustle. 
 
    “Yeah, it wasn’t my gig. I was bait and undercover. Normally I was arrested with the baddies to keep my cover, so I only did this part as a trainee but limited because they knew they were going to put me undercover.” 
 
    “You must have one hell of a fucking resume for that to be how they handled things,” a guy from NYPD chuckled. 
 
    “Havers says she speaks thirteen languages,” a voice I knew said. I blinked at Division Chief Sands. 
 
    “Not fluently,” I replied, smiling at him. “I only speak nine fluently. The rest conversationally, but I’m okay on a few more.” I reached over and shook his hand. “What the fuck are you doing here?” 
 
    “Well geez, there was a plot to take out Galvin and enough dirt that it reached his security detail. And you got shot. Hell, Galvin called before you even left DC knowing I and my teams were clean and you cleared us. We show up at the main office, and Havers immediately sent us there saying they were still on lockdown so he had no word you weren’t shot again with how the day was going.” 
 
    “Yeah, that does sum up the day, but we cleared this NYPD team and they offered to help.” 
 
    He bobbed his head, reading between the lines. “But this isn’t your niche. You don’t do all that much with police investigations as division chief of your division and didn’t much before.” 
 
    “Nope. I am a damn fine interrogator and much more. I’m boss at working a crime scene.” I smiled when several people snorted at the pun. “Plus, I’ve pissed off enough people today and I’m gonna piss in a lot more corn flakes so, yeah, however you want to roll with this is cool with me as long as Galvin knows. I hate to say we’ll clear the people out and get them gone and you do the clean-up, but… We do take bullets better.” 
 
    “If I might offer a suggestion?” Apollo said as he joined us. He smiled politely when I nodded. “I believe the NYPD will need more than one team to help with all the trouble you are causing. If this kind officer would escort some of our people, we can clear them as not being part of any of this. Any found, you can interview later and hand over to their people. The faster you move, the less time anyone has to try and stop this progress.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Detective Pratt agreed. He’d already identified himself as one of the heads of the gang squad NYPD had. “Yeah, we could do that. I can get you teams from narcotics, vice, homicide, and a whole rainbow of fun.” 
 
    “You’re going to need it,” one of the council guys drawled. “We just found enough white stuff that ain’t salt or anything I want near my face to cover the block.” 
 
    “You are so much fucking fun sometimes, Thomas,” Sands chuckled, throwing back his head and laughing harder. “I would also suggest NYPD give you any Jane and John Doe information and pictures they have. That was the one thing that would have helped when working with the council since they don’t have access to our databases.” 
 
    “I can make that happen,” Detective Pratt agreed. “Let me send three of mine to bring your whoever to clear them so they can get on this.” 
 
    “Good, I’m going to head back to the regular FBI and clear people so they can help. How many residences and businesses are we talking for the Triad here?” 
 
    Pratt looked at me with wide eyes. “You don’t even know? You just took out a dozen places at least. They have a dry cleaner, a dance club, another restaurant across town, and some super swank apartments and condos.” 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who groaned at hearing that. It also meant we needed CSU teams and the labs cleared, as they could help with ballistics and fingerprints. And apparently we were going to have a lot of those. 
 
    My day did however start looking up when I arrived at the regular FBI office along with a shit ton of dumplings and really good Chinese food. And a phone call that could help. 
 
    “I am bored,” Melicent grumbled. “We are in this horrid place with nothing to do, and it smells as if someone died. The bad wolves have all been sent off, and now that we’ve cleared the rest, there is nothing to do but sit here.” 
 
    I bit back a smile, wanting to thank whoever was lobbing me a pitch for once. “I could clear you to come to the FBI office if you want something to do. It’s interesting, but it’s not easy, Melicent. I force them to confess, and it’s entertaining to hear what they also confess, but yeah, I’m going to have to eat and eat some more. I was thinking of making people bring me the best of New York, but really, I’m just going to push my power limits.” 
 
    Yeah, I had her. She was coming with her consort and leaving the rest to guard the wolves just in case.  
 
    “You were right about going by certain people with blood on me,” I greeted Brian. “I cleaned up before I got there.” 
 
    “Good, thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you for saying it.” I held up the bags, Carter carrying even more. “We brought Chinese. Axel and some others are rounding up the rest of the Triad not at the restaurant with the help of some NYPD, and we made friends.” 
 
    “Of course you did,” he chuckled. “Fill me in.” 
 
    First I went and put my influence on four of the IA his team were speaking with, and then I did. Melicent showed up right as I finished, Carter going down to clear her. 
 
    “Oh, right, I egged her into helping. She’s more powerful than me, Bri. We just have to keep eating and being fed.” 
 
    We greeted her and showed her what we were doing, Brian adding that if she wanted to find out any deep dark secrets like Alena and Eva could do, that would help us most. What they didn’t want to tell us most was normally what we needed to know most. 
 
    “You cannot do this?” she asked me, frowning. 
 
    “It’s hard when I also can see it as if I’m them then,” I explained. “I’ve also not had much time to play with it. Doing it when it’s volatile could knock me out right now, and I need to be in the game.” I waited until she nodded. “I’m holding four. How many more can you do?” 
 
    She chuckled as did her consort, Bemus. “Oh, you really do know how to push people’s buttons as I was warned. Yes, I will do six to start. I have never done it in this setting.” 
 
    “Let’s start with the lab and crime scene people so we can get going on clearing what we’re bringing in,” I suggested to Brian, glad when he agreed. 
 
    Luckily I’d brought a lot of food. 
 
    Unluckily, the four IA were dirty or at least seriously neglectful and easily pushed around, so they were going to DC with their confessions to be handled. 
 
    Luckily for Melicent her six were clean, so she got another six fast. But it also helped us to get things moving. 
 
    I waved Carter over and fed heavily from him, glad when he said he’d ride out with the crime scene team and get people here to help me. I didn’t even care if they were non-FBI. We would need serious fuel. 
 
    “Already, little sister?” Melicent teased me. 
 
    “I was shot in the neck earlier,” I drawled, gesturing to my unprofessional sweatshirt. 
 
    “And you are fine now?” she checked, waiting until I told her I was before glancing at Brian. “If she does four after that, I must do at least eight. I understand this is to help us push limits, and people to feed from are coming. She is insanely powerful for someone infected—even by our bloodline—and so young. I will follow her wise workout regimen.” 
 
    “You are not upping how many,” Brian said firmly when I opened my mouth. “You were shot and bad, Sera. You have more roundups too.” 
 
    “Fine, be the boss of me,” I grumbled, accepting another sports drink from him. 
 
    “While we are here being the power houses, I believe we should have a tasting of the best of New York,” Melicent said, excitement dancing in her eyes. “Your chefs gave me a sampling at Siren’s Kiss, and it is an exquisite menu, Sera. Truly, you have talented chefs and the finest of everything you and Simone serve. I cannot see how that menu would not do well here, but I feel we should still see what the other fine dining of New York has to offer.” 
 
    I nodded as I logged in at the computer near the table we were at. “Plus, some of the best restaurants of NYC would love the chance to have another one at a fancy resort like you guys own. I mean, people go on vacation to be pampered and splurge. I’m sure the restaurants are great, but you can always have better or something different added.” 
 
    “Yes, we could,” she agreed, amusement and a bit of pride in her eyes that I’d figured out her other reasons.  
 
    “Please get her lots of desserts,” Brian muttered to Melicent. I had a hard time not laughing. He loved to watch me eat nummies, as I took it seriously and seriously enjoyed it. 
 
    “Ice cream, please,” I agreed as I grabbed my bag and pulled out my tablet. “Now that I’m not lactose intolerant, I want to explore all the ice cream they boast of here. Oh, and donuts. Cake. Get lots of cake.” 
 
    “She needs a shit ton of fuel,” Brian chuckled. 
 
    I was going to remind him I’d been shot, but he was upset by that, and I didn’t blame him. Instead, we got to work and more work. 
 
    Most of the non-human FBI office was clean. A few dirty shifters we’d already sent off, but mostly it was the dirty division chief vampire who blocked any good from happening. So we were in a better position there than I would have guessed except they hadn’t been trained and we had a whole class of newbies being trained. That would be fun for later, but right then, we had an influx of help coming. 
 
    And over ten human FBI ready to head to DC. They had a bus, and several of the non-human SAiCs were going to drive it to DC and stay for a few weeks to get some training to tide them over until we could get them trained for real. Done and done. 
 
    Melicent waved her magic wand that was powered with power and influence and having the last name Dorcus, and restaurants and chefs were tripping over themselves to bring us samplings. Several pushed for us to come there, but she easily explained she was visiting her sister while she did good for the FBI, but if they weren’t interested in her attentions, she could call someone else. 
 
    Apparently she knew how to push buttons too. 
 
    When a bunch of the fairies showed up, I had eyes for only one, realizing I’d waited too long to feed with the power I was using. He seemed to understand and took my hand and let me lead him to the bathroom where we had some awesome, down and dirty sex. He banged me on the sinks as I fed and fed some more, taking way more than I probably should have, but he didn’t complain. No, he begged for more. 
 
    “I would visit you at work every day with lunch if you allowed it,” Jonik groaned when we were done. “Dear gods, I’m exhausted, and all I want is more of you.” 
 
    “Thanks for charging me up,” I chuckled, kissing him without feeding, but the kiss promised a lot more fun and soon. It was the full moon after all.  
 
    “That good?” Melicent teased me as I rejoined her and Jonik didn’t yet. 
 
    I shrugged and accepted the container she offered me. “Having hot sex with a fairy is something every woman should try. It’s… There aren’t words. I get why the guys I’ve been with like me being able to see things. The right fairy is like that. They feel what you want and need before you even know it. It’s amazing.” 
 
    “I have not had such experiences with fairies,” she muttered, Bemus nodding. 
 
    “Dain says most would know what you want and not give it without a cost, holding it over you and being mean to get what they want. He’s not like that. Apparently Jonik isn’t either. If you’re with one not like that, it’s very, very worth it.” 
 
    “Interesting. I would have your Jonik recommend one for me as I need to feed as well,” she admitted, eyeing over the fairies off to the side like her next meal. I couldn’t judge because it sort of felt like that around the full moon and we were using power at a crazy rate. 
 
    Jonik ended up recommending three, and my older sister took all three and her consort to the bathroom after she finished sampling everything from Momofuku Ko that was sent. I saw she made some notes, and I paid attention to how awesome the food was too, putting a few things on my tablet for Simone later. 
 
    Everything was ridiculously good, and I wanted more of the ramen, pouting when it was gone, but I left the medium rare steak for Brian who found me seriously amusing… As did the others. Axel walked in to find me handing over the steak because it was too bloody and thought I was kidding. 
 
    I wasn’t. 
 
    I fed from him and an array of other fairies as food arrived from Gabriel Kreuther, and I couldn’t get over the crazy amount they had for a sampling for two. Melicent really had some power. There was even a fancy, fancy caviar spread they had wanted to set up for us but couldn’t come up with a lock down. One of the fairies had promised they knew how to set it up the right way and laid out a spread. 
 
    “This has spice,” I announced, putting it off to the side for whoever. 
 
    “Just any spice?” one of Brian’s guys teased me, and I flicked him off, which amused everyone. 
 
    Melicent came back and took charge, splitting it up and handling some order for courses. She gave me a look that she wasn’t sated, and I frowned. I reached over and got enough images to figure it out. 
 
    “Don’t be boss for a moment,” I suggested under my breath. “It’s not about power when you’re having sex. They can’t spoil you if you’re telling them what to do and when. Jonik knew what we were going for and did everything right and how I needed it.” 
 
    “Fine, I will try again after they recharge,” she agreed after a moment. She smirked as she cut into a snapper dish that smelled heavenly. “Though I doubt they would have any complaints if I took charge again.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, Dain loves it. I’m not saying I’m submissive in bed or just let anyone do whatever to me. All I’m saying is it’s nice now and again to not be in charge and be ravaged. Variety and all of that.” I might have said more, but someone fought my power and made me a bit lightheaded. I stood and went over the interview rooms until I found who I wanted. “You’re not human.” 
 
    “Yes, I am,” the guy argued. 
 
    “The fuck you are,” I growled. “I don’t know what you are, but you’re not human.” 
 
    “I don’t know either,” Axel muttered from behind me. “He smells magic.” 
 
    “Brownie,” Jonik informed us. “You are meeting your first brownie.” 
 
    The guy nodded. “Yeah, fine, I’m a brownie. I would have gone to the other office when the queen declared everyone of the FBI come out as you were handling everything, but that office was dirty, and there’s dirt at this office, so who did I tell and not land in more trouble?” 
 
    “Fine, we’ll handle that later, and I’m not mad, but don’t fight my power and just answer the questions,” I grumbled. “We’re not on a witch hunt. As you said, there’s actual dirt here. We can transfer you to the non-human division now that it’s clean. Hell, we could use your training.” 
 
    “I’d like that,” he sighed, relief filling his eyes. “I’d really like that and to be safe.” 
 
    I knew the feeling.  
 
    When his interview was over, I had someone pull me his file, and I was seriously impressed with what I found. According to the human information—meaning I didn’t really know his age—he was a bit older than me and did well at Quantico. He took additional training when offered, not just the updates, and had an impressive closure rate, focusing mainly on thefts.  
 
    Made sense since brownies’ magic was in perception. It was impressive that instead of stealing, this one was catching them. And he was seriously clean. He knew more than most of the clean ones, but who would he have told if IA was dirty? And he knew about it how? That was one slippery slope. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” Brian asked me as he took a break and had something to eat. 
 
    “That I found the new division chief of the non-human branch here. I was thinking we should promote Cooper, but this guy might be better. His file says he’s your age and has an impressive resume. He just made SAiC two years ago, but I would guess that was because of the dirt here and not him.” 
 
    “I would agree,” he muttered as he looked over his file. “You were thinking Cooper because he could take the coven here too? I honestly would have thought Harris would be your first choice.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Harris is great, and he’s learning at a crazy rate, but he’s younger than I am, and we’re not talking a small area. I would have him be division chief of somewhere smaller like Memphis in a heartbeat. Cooper has more experience from his time in the military and gets the bull of the red tape better. I didn’t think about the coven situation. I think that depends on who’s left not dirty to take over there.” 
 
    I moaned as I bit into a peach pistachio crumble, and I had a feeling people believed Brian about my eating desserts then as people started having suggestions for someone to pick up food from. Goofs. 
 
    “We should move on the Russian mob next,” Eugene suggested. “Word has gotten out that the pack has been taken and not much else is known. People will start to scatter.” 
 
    I snorted. “Not the Russian mob. They’re too used to being untouchable.” 
 
    “There’s one of the best bakeries in New York right near the location.” 
 
    “No, she’s not allowed in bakeries,” Brian snickered, letting out a full laugh when I pouted. “Not since you’re a wolf, Sera. You almost bought out Jarosch’s last time you were there.” 
 
    “It was the full moon,” I defended, rolling my eyes when he laughed harder. Yes, fine, it was the full moon today too, so that didn’t help my case. 
 
    “They’ve found a lot of good information and called in more interrogators,” Eugene pushed, and I got the feeling there was more to this, guessing the council wanted as little blow back on the wolves as possible. 
 
    “Call the others and warn them. I don’t know this hunt will be any more interesting, but we can call Sands after we secure everyone.” I glanced up at Brian. “How is everything going with the Triad spots?” 
 
    “Good. They’re getting a shit ton of everything.” He reached over and went through a few pages before handing me one. “Here’s the warrant. I can’t get over how fast you get them.” 
 
    “Because we have confessions,” I reminded him. “Plus, it’s easier when they slap the Shifter Council sticker on everything so it’s not a ton of fallout on them later.” I hurried to inhale the rest of my food before announcing we were heading out. 
 
    “You’re not worried to leave us alone?” Melicent teased, giving Brian a heated look. 
 
    “No, because you wouldn’t hurt me like that, and I know he wouldn’t.” I did lean in and kiss Brian though for all of them to see. “I won’t get shot.” 
 
    “Always a good goal,” he drawled. I shrugged. That was the best I had at the moment. 
 
    Eugene had another goal in getting me away from the others, dragging me behind one of the SUVs we were using in the parking garage. He kissed me and I fed, but then he kept kissing me, and as much as my wolf wanted him and to play, I eased down. 
 
    “What have I done?” he whispered as he nuzzled my neck. “What did I do, Sera? Last I saw you, you seemed to want me as much as I wanted you. Now it’s just me and you’re backing away. Yes, I saw you that day and was interested, listened when I heard your name, but I wasn’t stalking you and taking pictures. Please tell me what’s going on. Tell me what the fairy meant last night.” 
 
    I sighed, leaning my head back against the vehicle. “Luca is an elf I saved from some shit, and he’s like you, or the situation reminds me of that. He saw me dancing in Vegas and having fun, drinking and playing, and said he fell in love with me. He was all promises, and yeah, we had hot sex, and he wanted more, but I wanted time to know him, maybe get more off the plate. All those promises and declarations and he got interested in a panther. 
 
    “I told him to go ahead and play, do whatever, and they’re together. Sure, he’s still mine and whatever, but he’s hers. He loved what he saw, but when he got to know me better, had to give me some space, he moved on. That’s what worries me about what you said. I’m waiting for the same. I’m sorry, I am.” 
 
    “That sounds like a kid who had his first puppy love and didn’t know what to do,” he defended. “And I didn’t see you laughing and playing and put you up on a pedestal, Sera. I see your faults, and still I want you. I saw you kicking the ass of FBI newbs and wolves and thought we needed more female shifters like you, more shifter leaders like you.  
 
    “Yes, I wanted you. Fuck, my wolf wanted to push you over the nearest desk and fuck you until neither of us could walk. I still want that. But this is more than just lust. I don’t know if it’s love, I don’t think it is yet. I don’t know you well enough for that, but yeah, I’m totally hooked on you. If you’re leery, I get that, and I will be patient. I just needed to know what changed.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry. I meant to talk to you but, um, I’m not good with emotional or relationship stuff, so I probably never would have if Jonik hadn’t busted me.” 
 
    “Which is probably why he did it,” he murmured, kissing along my neck to my ear. “I’m not Luca. I met him, remember? I like the kid, but he’s young and had a shit childhood of craziness. It’s his first time really being free, and it’s overwhelmed him. I’ve been on my own a long time. I’m centuries old, and I know what I want.” 
 
    I nodded and kissed him again, too scared to ask what he wanted. 
 
    Because I was pretty sure his answer was me and a life together, and I wasn’t up for that. I still wanted easy and fun and not anymore chains and being tied down. The question became if he would really stick it out through that, but only time would tell. 
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    Brian ended up coming with and leaving his teams to work with the NY division chief when I heard what the Russian mafia location was. It was a bath house. Like the stereotypical Russian mob movie shtick of a bunch of hairy, heavy guys sitting in too tiny towels taking a steam and talking business. The whole thing was just a plethora of good stories, and I couldn’t have him miss it. 
 
    Besides, we’d cleared over a hundred and something good agents to get back to work in the office so he could take a break. 
 
    “You lead, I’ll follow,” he assured me as he flipped his hat backwards and checked his guns.  
 
    “You just want to check out my ass,” I accused him, smiling when he snorted. “It’s so rare we’re on a bust together and you’re not slapping cuffs on me.” 
 
    “I do miss those days,” he teased me, giving me an impish grin. He tossed something over that I caught. “You’re going to die in there with a sweatshirt.” 
 
    “Oh no, it has a cold pool,” I purred even as I took off my vest and the sweatshirt, switching to the FBI women’s T-shirt he’d gotten from somewhere. I put back on my vest and checked my harness and weapons. 
 
    “I do not want to see a bunch of shriveled mob dicks,” someone bitched from behind us. 
 
    I snorted. “Go undercover as a call girl, host, or at a massage parlor. I’ve had more shriveled dicks near me than I ever wanted and all the booze in this city couldn’t erase.” I counted it down, and we went in with weapons out and holding the warrant. “No one move. This is the FBI serving several warrants.” 
 
    I kept going past reception and didn’t even flinch as I walked right past the “Men Only” sign before hitting the biggest sauna, opening the door. I ducked in and ducked right back out, swearing up a storm. 
 
    Brian couldn’t resist and looked for himself. “Oh my eyes.” 
 
    “What’s going on in there?” Dubois asked, him and Apollo right with us suddenly, which surprised me. 
 
    “Apparently being gay is okay if you’re here and not in Russia with the mafia,” I drawled. “There’s a large, hairy male orgy going on in there. No tiny towels.” I swallowed a giggle as I looked at Brian. 
 
    “How progressive of them,” he muttered, several of us having a hard time not laughing. It was laugh or run screaming from the crazy sometimes. 
 
    “What is the meaning of this?” one of the steam room guys demanded in broken English as he opened the door. “This is private.” He switched to Russian when I held up the warrant. “You better leave, little bitch, or you will be dead with several bullets in your head.” 
 
    I smiled at him, letting power flash in my eyes. “I’ve already been shot in the neck today and healed just fine. You however are in deep shit. You were providing illegal weapons to dirty wolves and fucking with endangered shifters. You’re going right to the Shifter Council, and they’ll show you exactly where you rank on the food chain.” 
 
    “Shit, she’s even sexier when she speaks Russian,” someone groaned behind us. 
 
    “You should hear her Japanese,” Brian muttered. 
 
    I shot him a look that it wasn’t the time to talk about that even as I was glad to know that. I focused back on the Russian. “You have the choice to behave and we will let you get your clothes, or you do the perp walk in your towel. Your choice.” 
 
    “You will burn for this. I don’t care what you are. I have powerful friends.” 
 
    “So does she,” Apollo seethed, his fangs coming out as his eyes flashed power. Dubois followed suit, and even I wanted to back away from them and they were on my side. 
 
    At the moment at least.  
 
    Needless to say, the humans played nice and allowed themselves to be escorted to their lockers and got dressed. My ancients took the job of bagging everything as I moved on to get everyone out of the pool and anywhere else they were. It was a long list of people we needed after all. 
 
    “I’ve got four names to add,” Eugene told me when we started sorting them all after we cleared the rest of the building. “I called Haton to tell her how many we found, and she hurried to get us other names from the interrogations.” 
 
    “Okay then,” I chuckled, letting him handle that part. I made a different call to Detective Pratt, and he ended up calling some cars from patrol he knew to help transport. Hell, he sounded fucking giddy we were cleaning out the bath house.  
 
    I didn’t blame him. Russian mafia weren’t good guys. 
 
    Which was made abundantly apparent by what we found. 
 
    “Seraphine, you will want to see this,” Dubois called over, waving me to join him. 
 
    I swallowed loudly and went over there, noting he’d punched through a fake wall and yanked it open. Inside was a treasure trove of weapons and very bad things. 
 
    “Keep looking,” he suggested. 
 
    I ducked inside, and there was a whole shelf of money but another one of canned goods. I sniffed the air and moved closer. “Drugs. They’re hiding drugs in Russian canned goods shipments.” 
 
    “I would gather,” he agreed. “I touched nothing but opening the wall.” 
 
    “Good, thanks, that’s a huge haul they have to process.” I sighed as I moved out of the hidden room. “We better get a raise, for real.” 
 
    “Yes, we were not thrilled with the tiny salaries your government provided when we were assured this was an elite task force and they would be respected,” he informed me. 
 
    “We weren’t either, but it was progress,” I muttered. “Most didn’t think it would fly. The government’s pretty broke though, so that’s a factor. But we did get the protection, which was more important. We fought for that, and they’re going to donate the paychecks to prove it’s not about the money and people can’t even live off of that.” 
 
    “Smart.” 
 
    “I have my moments, but that was Carter and Orson that came from Sander’s smartass comment.” I shrugged. “We don’t do what we do for the money.” 
 
    “No, most do it for the power and authority.” 
 
    “No, most don’t,” I assured him, wanting away from him again. He let me go, and I was glad I could send the crime scene guys over to handle it.  
 
    “Galvin is landing now with another three crime scene teams to help us out,” Brian informed me. “And he will get with Detective Pratt and whatever NYPD brass that’s itching to probably try and take this all over. This is a huge fucking haul, Sera.” 
 
    I snorted. “You didn’t even see what’s in that hidden room. There’s a huge shelf full of canned goods they were shipping the drugs in. It smelled like ecstasy.” I was going to say more, but I smelled something odd and headed towards the back of the building where the kitchen was. I hadn’t caught it at first, as I’d thought it was the food. 
 
    No, it was prey. I was smelling a prey animal.  
 
    I found a panel off the kitchen that was another hidden door. I ripped it off and pulled my gun when I found stairs. Brian handed me a flashlight, and I turned it on and carefully climbed up, sending out my power and finding fourteen of something. I really didn’t know what.  
 
    Brian sighed when we were up in the storage area above the kitchen. “There’s nothing here.” 
 
    “Yeah there is,” I muttered, nodding to where my flashlight was aimed. 
 
    “They’re just pigeons. Weird looking pigeons, but they probably got in here to find somewhere warm.”  
 
    “Bri, look at the sleeping bags and supplies,” I argued, squatting down and slowly moving closer. “They’re shifters. They’re not just pigeons.” I studied them and lowered the flashlight so it wasn’t in their faces. “Shift back. I’m with the FBI, and we arrested all the people here.” Nothing happened, and I realized what might be wrong, switching to Russian. “I am with the American authorities. I am also Alpha. Shift back and I can help you.” 
 
    One by one, the birds shifted, the one closest to me a young woman no more than twenty. She nervously glanced behind me at Brian. 
 
    “He works with me. He’s okay, I promise. He’s my lover. He likes shifters.” I waited until she nodded, relaxing a bit. “Can you tell me how you got here?” 
 
    “A man promised us safety,” she whispered, her throat sounding dry and weak. “He would get us out of Russia where it is not safe. We come to America and we work in restaurant, be safe. It was a lie. He sold some of us to men who want prey. He has buyers for some of us. Others he will auction.” 
 
    “Not going to happen,” I promised. “Which man?” I nodded when I got several images from them since they were so agitated. “Do you have clothes to dress? I will go get more and more help. You are safe now. You have my word.” 
 
    “She is woman who saved rabbits,” someone whispered. “She saves prey.” 
 
    “I save as many as I can,” I assured them. I hurried out of there, hoping to catch the guy, and luckily he was just about to be loaded into the back of a squad car. I grabbed him away from the cop and threw him into the vehicle, snarling in his face. “Who did you sell the birds to?” His eyes went comically wide. “Yeah, I found them, asshole. You’re in a whole world of trouble now for selling shifters.” 
 
    “Where? I didn’t see any,” Eugene muttered, covering my hand with his. I got it. I needed to back down because we had eyes. 
 
    “There was a hidden door on the back of the kitchen that led up to a hidden room. They’re some type of prey birds I’ve never seen.” I draped my influence over the guy. “Who did you sell them to?” 
 
    “The cartel guys who buy the guns and pills from us,” he answered, his eye glazed over from my power. “They’re gone. We shipped ten out to South America. We sold a few others to some vamps who like prey blood. They’re coming to pick them up this week. A whole new crop is coming in too. They’re too scared and docile to fight. They were locked up in the room and would have just died now that you’re dragging us off.”  
 
    “No, no you will,” I taunted, shoving him into the back of the vehicle. “Eugene, make sure Haton knows he gets interrogated right away.” I looked at the cop who didn’t seem to know what to do with any of this. “You guys have a paranormal hospital, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, we got one. These shifters need help? I can call it in they’re coming.” 
 
    “Please do. Fourteen of them.” I grabbed some extra FBI jackets and my sweatshirt I’d left by the SUV since what I’d seen in the room hadn’t been much. Apollo did one better and found a bunch of the fancy bath robes the place had. I headed back up there and handed out the robes to those who would need it. “We’re going to take you to the hospital to get help.” 
 
    “Can we go to where the rabbits are?” one blurted. “Can we be in that safe pack?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, it is my pack. I adopted the rabbits. If you want to come to Chicago, we can do that. We can find you jobs in the greenhouses or something you want to do if you don’t want to stay in New York.” 
 
    “We would like to leave this place and never come back,” the first one told me, tears in her eyes. I knew she meant the building, but yeah, staying in the city they had been told would help them but had made things worse wasn’t easy. 
 
    “I will find the others. I know where they were taken, and we’ll go after them.” 
 
    I had a feeling they were more than friends when two broke down crying in relief. I figured family or maybe they were a pack or whatever. It led me to ask what kind of shifter they were. 
 
    Gulls. They were a type of Siberian gull also known as Ross’s gulls, which was a weird name. They said Siberian gulls though, so that was what they were. They looked like pretty doves or yeah, weird pigeons like Brian had said. 
 
    Several were too weak to even walk, so Brian and I helped get them out, and others brought them to the SUVs after I promised I knew the men and they would help. I cleared my throat when one kissed Brian’s cheek in thanks, and she apologized.  
 
    Brian gave me a look like he wanted to poke at me a bit for that. Hey, I had told them I was Alpha and he was mine. No kissing then. 
 
    A bunch of the fairies went with, as they could speak globally and would be able to translate. I was relieved because there was still more to do and I couldn’t put it all on hold to help the gulls.  
 
    And there were gulls. I was still processing that one. 
 
    “I hear you’ve been busy,” Simone greeted when I called her. 
 
    “Oh yeah, as I just found fourteen Siberian gull shifters that were being sold and some were already sold that we’re going to go after. They want to move to the pack where the prey rabbits were kept safe. After they’re done at the hospital, can I fly them to Chicago? It’s understandable, but they’re very skittish around men. I had to promise I knew all the ones around us and they were here to help.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll keep them safe, Sera,” she promised. “Fuck, is the world just so horrible?” 
 
    “It’s not just us, Simone,” I assured her, both of us talking of paranormals, not women. “Believe me. We find them doing the same to humans all the time.” 
 
    “That doesn’t help me feel better,” she grumbled. 
 
    I couldn’t even blame her. 
 
    Teams went out to gather the rest on the list, and Axel didn’t seem all that concerned if any of their friends got caught in the roundup as well since they’d probably get added later when we knew more. I told him not to abuse the warrant or they wouldn’t be so loose next time.  
 
    We were about to leave so we were out of the way of the crime scene teams and head back to the office for the next round of fun when Eugene guided me away from the vehicles. I let him lead me across the street and down the block, giving him a funny look when he opened the door to a shop for me. 
 
    Until the enchanting smell hit me. A bakery. Right, he had said there was one he knew around here that was awesome. 
 
    And he didn’t disappoint. 
 
    “I’ve had dreams like this,” I whimpered as I walked towards the counter and took in everything. “I dream of awesome and fun cakes that look like this. Normally they’re held by naked, hot guys, but whatever.” 
 
    “You have dreams like that?” Eugene asked. 
 
    I snorted. “No, but I will now because that’s a good dream to have.” I swallowed a chuckle when the woman behind the counter nodded. “Okay, so I’ll have one of everything and whatever the rest of my party wants.” 
 
    “Sera,” Brian groaned. 
 
    “Good point.” I waved to both display cases. “So I’ll just take all of this.” 
 
    “Sera, cut it out,” Brian chastised, sounding like he was trying not to laugh.  
 
    I glanced at him over my shoulder and raised an eyebrow. “Right, so how many crime scene teams do we have working? Oh, and the NYPD teams. Your teams. My teams from other offices. Now we’ve got more DC teams. Melicent and her people.” 
 
    He bobbed his head as I spoke before looking at the woman. “Yeah, we’ll take all of this. If you could mix and match the individual stuff in different boxes, that would be great.” 
 
    “See, just always agree with me,” I teased him, smiling at her. “We’re serious, really.” 
 
    “I think she’s a bit shocked at how many people walked in wearing FBI gear with vests and weapons,” Brian muttered as he hugged me from behind. “We’re not here for the bakery. It was a bust down the street.” 
 
    She just nodded and called in the back for help. 
 
    I moved away from him and snagged a huge éclair she’d just boxed up, giving an evil giggle as I did and taking a huge bite. I moaned and shivered it was so good. “This is fucking awesome.” I held it out to Brian, and he took a bite, giving me an amused look. He had a bit of cream on his lip when he moved away, and I leaned in and licked it off, pulling his head down for a kiss after getting a taste of him. 
 
    “This was not what I expected when I heard you went after the Russian mafia,” Galvin drawled from the door. 
 
    “It’s the full moon. It’s sort of a miracle I’m not eating him instead of an éclair and stealing a kiss, boss,” I reminded him, shrugging when Brian gave me a shocked look that I was being sassy with Galvin. I wasn’t happy about how his wife had treated me and the whole crazy there, him more focused on that fight than hi, I’d been shot. 
 
    “We just finished, the other teams rounding up who we missed, and we decided to stop in for some fuel and bribes,” Brian explained. “We found a lot more than expected, and it will take a lot of hours to handle it all.” 
 
    “Plus, Eugene was trying to get on my good side and make me less cranky by giving me sugar,” I admitted, taking another bite. “All my sweet and nice-filled blood is all over your living room floor. It’s being replaced with snarky and salty blood.” 
 
    Galvin’s eyes flashed surprise, but he nodded towards the door. “Can I have a word, Thomas?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my wallet, handing it to Brian. “It’s the black card. Dain and Simone made me get a black card for some reason.” 
 
    “They have no limit, and it’s a status thing.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I still have to pay the bill. That’s a weird status thing.” I went out the door when Galvin opened it for me and let him move us down the way a bit. 
 
    “You’re mad,” he surmised. 
 
    “No, just not happy and about a lot of things,” I admitted, rubbing my hands over my head. “We found fourteen super rare Siberian gull shifters they tricked by promising help. Oh, and they sold others to the cartel, and I just took over another fucking pack, and there’s dirt all over the New York office, and I was shot today and called a whore and worse by my boss’s boss’s wife, because that’s new, and Apollo brought a councilman…” 
 
    “What?” Galvin pushed when I trailed off. 
 
    “They can hear us,” I grumbled, realizing they were still at the bath house. “I can feel both of them.” 
 
    “What is wrong with the guy he brought?” he asked, switching to Farsi since we both knew it. 
 
    “The guy scares the living fuck out of me. He’s worse than that other councilman I had to deal with that IA wanted to know all about. He’s darker than Igor was, and I’m having some serious PTSD flashbacks because of him, so I know it’s good for the cause to get more of the council on our side as to how we’re doing things, but I hate him being around. I don’t even think you should be here near him.” 
 
    “Thank you, but I’ll be fine. I’m sure I’ve been around worse as humans aren’t any less monstrous at times. I also can’t stay very long this time. I’m going to smooth things over with NYPD and figure out who gets what credit, and then I’m back in DC to handle the mess there along with the dirty agents you and Havers are sending from the New York office.” 
 
    “Fun times,” I sighed, rubbing my neck. “Sorry about the NYPD mess. There was no good way to let anyone know anything. There’s still so, so much shit and dirt. And I’m not even talking the FBI or the wolves, which was how we did the first two raids today.” 
 
    “We’ll figure it out. We always do,” he comforted, reaching over and giving my shoulder a squeeze. “And thank you for saving my wife. I’m sorry she never said that, and I apologize for that. You didn’t deserve any of what she said. I’m not trying to excuse any of it, but she never—nothing she said was that harsh or extreme before. I’ve never seen her act like that. I think it was the situation way more than you.” 
 
    “It happens,” I accepted. “You were also a bit off, and that made it—I was at a loss as to what to do when you guys were screaming at each other and I’m lightheaded and ready to fall over.” 
 
    “No, I get it. I also made sure the right crew was called in so no one tried to take samples of your blood.” 
 
    “Glad you thought of that,” I grumbled. “I totally forgot.” 
 
    “Yes, that happens when you’re shot, Thomas,” he drawled. “We okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry. It’s a rough full moon. Bringing in Sands will be a big help.” 
 
    He shook his head, smiling. “You are sharp. Yes, Sands worked New York before. He’s my first choice to take over as division chief here. I did offer it to Havers, but he turned me down.” 
 
    I blinked at him a moment, and Brian cursed under his breath from my right. “It’s not really a promotion from Chicago to New York, not like running the DC office where all the big bosses are.” 
 
    “No, but it’s closer to the big office and has more divisions since the UN and so many consulates are here,” Galvin explained. 
 
    I bobbed my head and looked at Brian. “And you said no?” 
 
    “Yes, and yes you are a factor, but you are not the only factor. I love Chicago just as much as you do. My family’s there, and I love what we’re doing there beyond the FBI. I never had aspirations to be in the DC office one day or a big shot. Maybe when I’m ready to stop going in the field or—who knows, but it’s not what I want right now.” 
 
    “Can we send Jenkins to DC?” I teased him, frowning when he flinched. “Bri, you went to HR about her, right? You said you were going to.” 
 
    “I did, and you were right, she’s a predator, and I wasn’t the only one she started shit with. She’s out of a job. That was the flinch.” 
 
    “Who else did she start shit with?” 
 
    “You,” Galvin drawled. “Monroe didn’t tell you? She filed several harassment and sexual harassment claims against you that you made her uncomfortable talking about your adult time with Havers.” 
 
    “I’m going to gut that stupid little bitch,” I seethed, my hands shifting. “After she ran her mouth and told everyone what I said, then she’s got the balls to—” 
 
    “Babe, claws and teeth,” Brian warned. 
 
    “Am I in trouble?” I asked, more of Galvin than Brian, but both confirmed I was in the clear. I nodded, breathing to get it together and change back. “Good riddance.” 
 
    “You weren’t the only one to say that either,” Brian drawled. Something in his tone made me raise an eyebrow. “You wondered how she made it through training. That was how. She started shit with a few instructors and backed them into a corner. She passed all the physical stuff, but she should have gotten bounced on—” 
 
    “Not passing the psych eval?” I grumbled, rolling my eyes. “Fine, she’s gone. Enough on the plate already.” 
 
    “Agreed,” they both said. 
 
    Agreed. 
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    I ended up heading out with the raid on one of the locations, as it was a strip club and we knew the deal. They would have Russian women dancing, probably on drugs, that they’d promised to get out of Russia and give them the “American Dream.” That was why I told Simone it wasn’t just paranormals people abused. It was anyone they could get away with doing it to. 
 
    We shut the place down, kicking out some of the customers while others NYPD arrested for prostitution as we witnessed it. Some were there to buy drugs, so the narcotics division loved me and my warrant since they kept not being able to bust the place. 
 
    “No, we not go back to Russia,” one of the older girls rattled off. “They will just pick us up again from the deportation plane, and then we are in more trouble for getting caught. I went through that, and this life is better!” 
 
    “There might be another way,” I admitted, scrubbing the back of my neck. “For now, let us get you out of here and cleaned up. Some of you are high as can be. That is not a life. You deserve better than these lives!” 
 
    “You are the only one who thinks that,” she said sadly, and it broke my heart. Mostly because I knew she wasn’t really wrong.  
 
    An idea formed in the back of my mind, and after pacing a bit to cool my wolf, I went back to the girls huddled in a few booths. “Would you be willing to clean nice hotel rooms? What if I could get you work visas? Would you work hard to get clean, take this chance, and help us maybe bust more of these assholes on the other side?” 
 
    She shook her head. “You cannot touch these men in Russia. They are well connected. They have the money and power.” 
 
    I gave her an evil smirk. “They thought they had that here too, but they will not get out of trouble with fancy lawyers or whatever tricks and threats. They are going to the Shifter Council for selling rare shifters. They are done. If I can make this work, you would work for the fairies in Las Vegas. They would protect you. But no more drugs. No more sex for pay. They would get in too much trouble.” 
 
    They shared several looks and then nodded, the leader of the group speaking for them. “We will get them clean. They are young and new, and it is the only way to survive this when they were innocent. Yes, we will take this chance and do as they ask as long as they do not hurt us.” 
 
    I snorted. “Their queen would never allow that. Let me call her.” I went back to pacing after pulling out my phone. 
 
    “You have been busy, my friend,” Laila greeted.  
 
    “Yes, and more than you know, and I think I’m going to ask a big favor.” 
 
    “You are plotting much in New York to give safe haven to more of mine. Ask for whatever you need, Sera.” 
 
    So I did. I explained how I’d seen it all before and the girls who wanted nothing more than to get out of poverty or abuse were used and abused way worse and the cycle never ended for them. And yeah, it didn’t stop the problem, but at least these twenty-two women would be safe, would be off that crazy train. Obviously that didn’t get them to become citizens, but they had a chance if someone would just fucking stop and help them. 
 
    “Send them to Vegas,” she said when I was done. “I will send some to help get the new greenhouses started and fast with the aid of your new pack, and these women can take the housekeeping jobs. Yes, I will have our lawyers handle their visas and whatever they need. We will help them get clean.” 
 
    “You’re as big of a softie as I am most days,” I teased her, knowing this upset her as much as it did Simone and me. 
 
    She snorted. “We could use the personnel, and cleaning rooms is not glamorous work. However, we do have too many humans who take the jobs for exposes or to try and uncover all our dirty secrets. These women would be much more loyal. Let me speak to their group leader. I will make my stance clear, and then we can go from there.” 
 
    “Thanks, Laila,” I sighed, walking over to them. 
 
    “Thank you for all you do, my friend.”  
 
    I handed the girl my phone, nodding it was okay.  
 
    Ten minutes later we had a plan and the fairies that had come to help were going to stay with the women at a hotel before the plane arrived in the morning. 
 
    “But they’re nobodies,” one of the cops argued. “Why would the fairies give a shit about some Russian strippers?” 
 
    I swallowed down my anger and met his eyes, a growl slipping out. “Because we understand what it means to get shit on all the fucking time. Those are people. They are the victims, officer. They were forced to strip, and I don’t give a flying fuck if they wanted to strip. Why does that matter? Why don’t they deserve a chance? You got one by being born to the parents you had. They didn’t have that.” 
 
    He held up his hands in surrender, but I felt better when a few of the female FBI and NYPD gave him shit looks too. The only difference between strippers and most men was you didn’t have to pay them to take off their clothes. Looking down at women who did that as a profession was just shitty. 
 
    By the time we headed back to the office, I was very ready for the day to be over no matter how much good we’d done or baddies were on their way to the council prisons. I know it was super negative of me, but there shouldn’t have been this much shit to clean up in the first place. Any of this being allowed was just… What was the point of fighting? 
 
    Several people stopped me and made me feed, realizing I needed the power and help. I didn’t fight them, glad at least someone was paying attention as I spiraled into darkness a bit. The promise of cake and nummies helped. 
 
    “You look like you could use some fun, little sister,” Melicent greeted loudly when she saw me. She was up to something, as there were a lot of people around and now listening. “Over two dozen male agents interviewed so far have admitted to sleeping with people for information for the FBI. However, the one female that was found, the office relentlessly shames her for.  
 
    “Do you not find it odd? Mother said you were asked many times to use sex to find information, and you were chastised when you refused. So if they push their agents to do it, why would they then shame her? The men can, but the women are judged? How very James Bond of your organization, as he is famous for bedding women for information, revered for it even, yes? A whole bunch of James Bonds here and one woman they shame.” 
 
    “Welcome to life outside of Greece,” I chuckled, setting down my stuff on the table by her harder than needed. “It’s indefensible, but it’s not only the FBI. It’s everywhere. You’re from Greece where the female wolves are respected, the women treated like treasures. The rest of the world is not like that. It’s fun. It’s lots of fucking fun.” 
 
    She frowned, but I shook my head. We had too many ears for me to get pissy and tell her. We had done a lot of good for the day, and I just needed a moment. 
 
    So we ate cake. We at a lot of cake as we quickly cleared New York agents. Some would have to be questioned later and in detail, but they could be held until then. Right then, we needed to finish this because people had to go home to their loved ones, and we needed to know at least who wasn’t dirty. 
 
    I grunted at someone and moved the lemon raspberry cake closer when I saw a fork come near it. 
 
    “You’re not sharing?” Eugene asked quietly, his tone worried. 
 
    I cut a bite and held it out to him. I wouldn’t not share with the guy who’d brought the cakes into my life. “Sorry. Grumpy.” 
 
    “Understandable. We saw a lot of darkness today.” 
 
    “Yeah, and not just on the bad side,” I muttered, admitting what was wrong with me. “We were horrified and jumping to help those gulls. Did you see any of the humans bat an eyelash at what would happen to those humans? It’s not even the dirt, but too many are just so numb. And I get it. I’m exhausted. It’s exhausting in a way people don’t understand, and there’s no real help for us. I get why police punch people out and snap. 
 
    “I do. You get so shit on, and then it’s just the wrong place and the wrong person and even if that guy was dirt, he was restrained and surrendered and all I wanted was to smash his face in. Hell, I wanted to smash the face in of the cop who looked at me like I was the problem there. I’m mad at how numb people are, and there’s no help for those of us who care and are pushed to snap. It shouldn’t be like that.” 
 
    “No, it shouldn’t,” he agreed, taking a bite with his own fork, letting us eat in peace a few minutes. “I think I was getting numb before I saw you that day. I think a lot of us were. No one cared about us. What was one more wolf or who cared if someone was infected? They were the problem now, and throw them in a safe house with bars and let them figure it out. No one just said ‘stop, this isn’t right and we can fix it.’” 
 
    “I’m running out of steam though,” I confessed, sounding a bit pouty and upset even to myself. “It’s Milwaukee. It’s Memphis. It’s Grand Rapids. It’s Vegas. It’s here. It was Chicago. Is this truly what we’ll find everywhere we’ll go? That is one fucking uphill fight.” 
 
    “Yes, but you saved those six places, Sera, and rallied hundreds of us to fight, demand what we should have. You sent help to Minneapolis, and it wasn’t all messed up, right? Just some bad to cut away. You get called in when it’s DEFCON whatever and blaze the trail. But it’s not all on you. Calling Laila today was exactly what you should do. Ask for help.” 
 
    “Most of us do not know how to help,” Axel muttered as he sat down. “We didn’t know of another way to help besides cutting out the bad we could through the council. Yes, they are helping this process, but it is your process you’ve pushed for through the laws of your government no one was enforcing.” He gave me a hard look when I glanced at him. “And it will bring more good because of all you’ve done, so we are here to help.” 
 
    I stared at him as I ate more cake, my tired brain trying to decipher what he was trying to tell me. Then it hit me. Simone had made a comment before that all the baddies I’d sent might make the council build a second prison. But they had a second one for humans. Axel was telling me they were going to expand to fit more, either non-human or human baddies.  
 
    I almost asked how they would pay for it, but then I remembered how they’d taken everything from that cartel bust in Mexico. They’d gotten all the monies and probably all the accounts. That was a nice influx of money for a private and very secretive organization. 
 
    “In your opinion, is that why they’re happy I’m taking over more packs? Pushing me to make this move in New York?” I checked. 
 
    “Yes,” they said together. 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” I admitted, setting down my fork and rubbing my tired neck. “Alena and I have been worried it’s all a setup to then squash me later. Or they’re pushing me to set up the foundation to do the same and be dictators over shifters.” 
 
    “No, neither are their agenda,” Axel promised, Eugene nodding. “Maybe someone might have such thoughts, but they are of the very firm opinion that you are bringing the right progress, and that is what they would like to push to other areas. That the good leaders can do more, be more than one pack leader and stuck or whatever. A lot feel stuck, burnt out and have snapped like your police. They can’t help like their wolves want, and it burns them.” 
 
    “I’m glad that’s their opinion.” I glanced over and saw Melicent listening intently. She nodded she would make sure Alena was updated, as that was good news.  
 
    She and I talked a bit more before we finished going through the office. We agreed that even with all the Russian mob and Triad picked up that could have been a threat to the wolves, it was smart for them to stay one more night at the crap motels, and we’d figure out what came next in the morning. She had enough people—and the pack had enough muscle—to protect them. 
 
    However, people knew she was in town, and she couldn’t stay with them, as that would draw attention. So I left her to figure that out and headed back to the coven estate to play the next round of games. I had honestly been excited for the hot sex and fun… Until I arrived. 
 
    Three female vampires greeted me at the door, informing me they were instructed to pamper me and get me ready for the festivities. I nodded, swallowing a sigh as I went with them, feeling the range of emotions from several in my party but just sucking it up and going with it. That was the job of Alpha sometimes. 
 
    I showered and shaved—that being part of the instructions even—and then they gave me a manicure and pedicure while drying and then doing my hair. I didn’t say anything until she tried to put colored extensions in my hair. I’d wanted to do that, even talking with the boys about doing something fun in the summer with our hair, and I didn’t want this to take the fun out of that. 
 
    Because enough fun was being sucked out of the night for me already. 
 
    Apollo had a deep blue and black lingerie set ready for me, with a skirt and no panties that clipped onto the garters with black hose. The look was complete with ridiculously high platform heels that were a joke when I had to walk down a huge flight of stairs and for the show. I sighed and put them on, thanking the women, as none of this was their fault. 
 
    Then I followed Apollo’s guys who were waiting at the door to escort me to the ballroom because of course there would be another show and party where I was the entertainment. I honestly had a moment to wonder if he took my quips about having worked undercover as a call girl as something exciting for him. 
 
    “Delicious as always,” he greeted, eyeing me over. He took my hand and kissed it but noted my hair. 
 
    “I promised the boys I would play with coloring my hair rainbow this summer since they want to try it too,” I explained, keeping my tone even. “So we’re seeing who can finish faster?” 
 
    “No, I hoped we could see who gave the better sex and how many times.” 
 
    Of course he did.  
 
    I leaned in and kissed him, putting on my best face. “We’ll have to keep it to one tonight. I still have to shift. It is the full moon.” 
 
    “Maybe again after?” he pushed, not seeming happy I wasn’t as excited. 
 
    “Maybe. It was a long day and another one tomorrow.” I reminded him. I moved my fingers to his mouth when he went to argue. “I’m not leaving tomorrow. This is going to be a lengthy trip. And you do not get to pout when I’m exactly how you want me.” 
 
    “Of course not,” he agreed, wrapping his arms around me. “I was thinking with my little head. You do look delicious.” 
 
    “Then why are you still dressed?” I teased, pulling away and moving over to the bed, my wolf at least happy for the games and my siren ready to knock him on his ass with how good we could be. “I want hot, carnal, full moon sex, Apollo. Are you up for that?” 
 
    “Always,” he growled as he started yanking off clothes.  
 
    Oh, was he ever. He was naked a second later and moving over me, mashing his mouth to mine before quickly kissing down my body. He buried his face between my legs, fingering me to stretch me out, but not caring about anything other than getting inside me as fast as possible. 
 
    A fact not lost on the several men frowning and upset. I glanced over to see matching expressions on Brian, Axel, Eugene, Jonik, and Carter’s faces, even a few other of my ancients as well. They all understood what was going on and didn’t like it. 
 
    I licked my lips as I stared at them, making it clear to them they were my next course. I finished when Apollo bit me, and then he flipped me so I was on my knees, my shoulders on the bed. He slammed into me and screwed me silly. I gave as good as I got, egging him on, swallowing my annoyance when I got images he wanted to slap my ass but knew I wouldn’t allow that. 
 
    And slap my breasts, but I wouldn’t allow that either. 
 
    And wrap his hands around my neck. Basically anything submissive he could show off to his buddy and the vamps below him. 
 
    When I couldn’t take anymore of that, I rolled us so I was sitting on him. He fisted my hair and yanked me back so I was lying over his chest. I turned my head and fed from him, deeply so I wasn’t taking the edge off but bringing him closer to finishing. He ripped off my bra, and I whispered everything dirty I wanted done to me. 
 
    Granted, I didn’t want him to be the one doing it anymore, but he didn’t seem to notice. Instead, he bit my nipples when I egged him into it and kept his hips moving hard and fast as I drove him up and up.  
 
    I sat up and turned around, pushing on his shoulders to keep him down, smirking at him as I rode him and drove him nuts. I tightened when he wanted, dug in my nails, and everything else he wanted, craved. I fed and fed some more until he fisted my hair and pulled me up, arching my back and biting my nipples as he thrust into me again and again. 
 
    When he finally couldn’t hold out anymore, I made him let go of my hair and sank my wolf teeth into his neck, giving him the Alpha bite, knowing how good it felt. I’d gotten caught up on that and lots of details on how good it felt for any lover I was with. And as he loved experiencing new things, I knew he would enjoy it. 
 
    Did he ever. He came so hard and for so long, having more orgasms as I worked my hips and paid attention to the bite. He collapsed to the bed, shaking and twitching it had been so good. 
 
    “You win,” he gasped, moving his hands to his face and rubbing it. “You so fucking win.” He let out a huge laugh in between panting. “Gods above and below, you win. That was the best sex I’ve ever had with a shifter. Hell, the best sex with any blonde. There are at least a dozen categories I know you just won.” 
 
    “Glad you enjoyed it,” I chuckled, brushing my lips over his.  
 
    He grabbed me when I went to move off of him, frowning at me. Then he rolled me and grabbed my chin. “I won too, right?” His eyes flashed shock when I didn’t answer. I couldn’t lie to him, and he would not want my answer in front of his people when I was clearly the entertainment. “I’m at least the best sex you’ve ever had with a councilman, right?” 
 
    I snarled at him and rolled us again. “The only thing Igor won was the best time I ever shot my guns, and that was when I killed him.” I waited until he nodded, knowing he’d gone over the line. “That wasn’t even the best sex we’ve had, Apollo, so no, sorry, I enjoyed that first time much, much more.” 
 
    He shook his head. “That’s not fair. Goran and Carter were part of that.” 
 
    I moved off of him, shaking my head. “You don’t want my answer. Glad you had fun, but I have to shift.” I kicked off the shoes and cleaned up with what was waiting for me, ready to get the hell out of there. 
 
    He grabbed my arm, spinning me around to face him. “I do want your answer. I want to know what the hell is going on.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think you do, Councilman,” Carter warned. “And she won’t want to answer because it could risk your protection or your friendship if you’re offended.” I almost got mad at him for getting involved, but he actually helped by saying that.  
 
    I nodded. “I never had sex with you for your protection or friendship. I did it because you were hot and wanted to play. We could have handled everything with Goran without sex. We wanted each other.” 
 
    “We still do.” He flinched at whatever he got off of me. “Seraphine, do you not still want me?” 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “I might be mistress of a coven, but no, I don’t like to sleep with men who treat me like their mistress.” I hurried on when he opened his mouth to argue. “I could have been anyone in that bed, Apollo. You wanted to slap my tits because the others here would get to see you do that with me. The same with other stuff. I don’t have sex to feel cheap. Life does that to me enough.”  
 
    I yanked my hand away from his. I headed towards the glass doors that would take me outside. He tried to stop me again, but I pulled away. 
 
    “I am not shifting in this ballroom and acting like the animal most of the vampires here think I am. I am Alpha. I have been doing what they cannot the past two days. I need to let my wolf out.” 
 
    “Of course,” he murmured, giving me a worried look. “We will talk after. There are still more games to play this visit.” 
 
    I swallowed loudly, unable to look at him and facing the doors. “I forfeit. I’ll send the cases. I don’t want to play anymore.” I pushed open the door and hurried across the terrace, not even bothering to take off what I was wearing since I knew I wouldn’t ever wear it again. I shifted the second my feet touched grass. 
 
    Seconds later, a tiger rubbed against me and then a dire wolf. Their teams shifted too, moving around me to protect me since I was Alpha. We went for a hard run, yipping and howling, Eugene and I tackling Axel a few times. Their animals made me feel just as small as I did when we were human, a dire wolf and a fucking white tiger huge compared to my wolf. 
 
    I decided to be a bit mean when we reached the terrace since Apollo had made me feel like I had when I’d been with Igor and then brought him up. I tackled Axel and shifted back, him doing the same so I was straddling him. Leaning over, I kissed him, his hands moving all over my body. A wet nose bumped my arm, and I gave a low growl, clearly saying I wasn’t happy Eugene was still in animal form. 
 
    He shifted back and moved behind me, probably understanding what was going on. Sure enough, I felt his huge dick move between my legs as I kissed Axel. He was getting my wetness and scent on him, not trying to have sex with me since none of us wanted our first time in front of all the vampires that were still there. 
 
    “Let me mark you, Sera,” he begged as he kissed my back. He growled when I nodded, pulling me up and Axel coming with us. 
 
    I ground my hips against Axel, marking him too as well as giving us both what we needed. They kissed every inch of me they could reach as the three of us moved together. Their hands touched me, teasing and pleasing me as I did them. I kissed and fed them both energy I’d gotten from Apollo, reveling in the moans of pleasure. I finished first, and then they both did on me, marking me so I carried their scent as they carried mine now. 
 
    “Do you understand now?” I asked Apollo, meeting his gaze.  
 
    “No, not fully,” he admitted, pulling on the sleeve of his shirt now that he had redressed. “I understand I unintentionally made you feel cheap or treated you like my mistress, but I did not mean it like that.” 
 
    “I’m glad because that would have meant I was wrong about you, and I liked the man I thought you were.” 
 
    “We came on her because we want her to smell like us,” Eugene added as he teased my breasts. “We want to smell like Sera because we want her. It wasn’t about doing something submissive to her or like how men come on a woman’s face in porn. It was us being together, wanting that moment to share. You dressed her up like your prize, how you wanted her, with your instructions, and then paraded her around as entertainment.” 
 
    “What we did entertained a lot here, but we weren’t the entertainment,” Axel added. “She is more than entertainment or a conquest. You screwed her to show your conquest. We treasured her and begged for her scent, not even asking to be inside of her, because she is Alpha, she is princess to the fae, but she is queen to many of us. You know that. You felt that when she bit you.” 
 
    Eugene stood, helping me to stand too. I went over to Brian, nodding he could weigh in too. 
 
    He did by smacking my ass for all of them to see, smirking at me. “I don’t do that because she’s mine or it’s something I can do she doesn’t allow others to do. I do that because I know she’s a second from smacking me back and I love that about her. We are equals in every way. She lets me do that because she knows I don’t take it all seriously or like I can smack that ass because it’s mine.” 
 
    I smiled at him before glancing at Apollo. “Plus, every time he does, he thinks once again that he’s never, ever seen an ass as perfect as mine and loves how firm it is. That’s why I let him smack it. If he ever did it in a non-playful way, I’d beat his ass and he knows it.” 
 
    “All of them were upset at how I treated you, weren’t they?” 
 
    “Yes,” several people said, a few that shocked Apollo. 
 
    “I may not ever fully understand, but I am sorry I upset you,” he muttered, moving closer. “I didn’t mean to insult you or any of it.” 
 
    I gave a dramatic sigh. “Fine, I’ll just be boss. You seem to be completely focused on me and our enjoying each other only when I do. Otherwise you apparently get these ideas of conquests and showing off what’s not yours.” I leaned in and licked my bite, making my point in a fun, fun way. 
 
    “Yes, you be boss then,” he agreed, giving me a gentle kiss. “Sorry, Seraphine.” 
 
    “I know, but understand what I do next is because of what you started.” I didn’t say anymore, instead going back to Brian and slowly dropping to my knees for all of them to see. Just to be a brat, I switched to Japanese. “I offer because I love you and want them to not disrespect you, as I know you would never disrespect me.” 
 
    Brian let out a slow breath and closed his eyes, fisting his hands before opening his eyes again. “She gets credit or whatever for offering, right? The statement I don’t understand was made?” 
 
    “Yes,” several told him, but Eugene kept talking. “But how you keep denying her is seriously crazy.” 
 
    I leaned in and nuzzled my face against Brian’s groin. “He does it because he loves me and knows I’m really offering but it would embarrass me to do it in public around people we don’t know or don’t trust.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have told you I love hearing you speak Japanese if you’re going to tease me with it,” he growled, bending over and plucking me off the ground. I yelped as he tossed me over his shoulder. “And I deny her because I know she’s really offering but wouldn’t want to do it like this. She means more to me than a fucking blow job. I love her.” 
 
    “I love you too.” I knew he understood that at least. I met the heated gaze of Jonik and felt my face flush. Right, fairies could speak globally. They knew what I’d said. 
 
    “Princess, my queen heard you did not have proper accommodations for your visit to New York to help so many,” he said, moving closer. “She has made arrangements befitting you and your sister, along with your parties.” 
 
    “She’s staying here with us,” Apollo argued. 
 
    “Oh, I apologize, Councilman,” he replied, dipping his head and not looking apologetic at all. “I didn’t realize you gave an actual invitation to Princess Seraphine and were not surprising her and just letting her party use guest rooms when she passed out. My queen prepared her accommodations, and the vampires working on helping handle the mess this coven made can bring her any information she’ll handle for you.” 
 
    Damn. I mean dayumn. He was pretty badass for saying that without flinching. And I thought I was good at getting in a dig without really saying it.  
 
    “Okay, so where are we going?” I smacked Brian’s ass a few times. “Hey, put me down. I’m all up on display, and I’m covered with stuff. We can go set up a home base for all this crazy now. Do I get more food then?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess,” Jonik said firmly. “We will make sure we have all of your belongings as well and escort you to the New York Palace. Queen Laila reserved one of the larger suites for your party and many extra rooms for all of us.” 
 
    “Put her down before I bury my face in what looks so good,” Axel added. 
 
    I shivered. “That would be new. I’ve never done that while over someone’s shoulder.” I had only a second to think about that before Brian set me on my feet. I’d been upside down a bit too long and wobbled some. “Okay, so can we get copies of what the vampires have been working on? Oh, Detective Pratt said he was getting us Jane and John Doe information so we can have them look through pictures to pick out any they knew.” 
 
    “We will have them review the books before sentencing, but we would prefer not a huge thing of vampires attacking people,” Apollo replied.  
 
    “And my people will make copies of everything they have so far sent to your hotel,” Dubois added, staring at me in a way I didn’t like.  
 
    I focused on Apollo. “Let’s see what we find. There are ways to say people were punished or something to not start a shit storm. They would already assume they were vamp kills if in the morgue with bites. For now, we just need all the information and we’ll handle it.” 
 
    I was thrilled when they agreed. Even more so when I went upstairs to dress and grab our shit. I wasn’t the only one who hadn’t been happy we were staying at the coven where councilmen and their people were along with so much shit from the coven. It was better to be somewhere more neutral. 
 
    And if that meant the New York Palace, I would just suffer through that. Somehow. 
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    A little while later, I was having one of the best burgers I’d ever eaten along with thick cut fries on our private terrace of our three story suite high above New York’s skyline. I didn’t even care about the cold night air since we also had a gas fire pit and that was enough with the thick, casual sweater dress I’d put on that I knew Brian liked. 
 
    “I’m getting some very peeved messages that I get a vacation with you at the New York Palace’s finest suite,” he drawled. “They do realize we’re here for work, right? That’s not a vacation.” 
 
    “We make it one,” I teased, smiling when he did. I inhaled the rest of my burger and fries and helped him a bit before cleaning up and coming back by him. He looked so damn handsome leaning on the railing and staring out at the view, the light of the full moon playing over his hair and making his eyes shine more than normal. He turned, giving me that soft grin of his and moving his arm so I could snuggle against him. 
 
    I had other ideas though. Pulling off the dress so I was completely naked, I went down on my knees. 
 
    “Sera, god, shit, you have no idea what this does to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” I promised, reaching for his fly. “I don’t care who sees us. This isn’t a statement or paranormal status stuff. I want to.” 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered as he ran his fingers through my hair. 
 
    “I love you too.” I freed him from his pants and took him in my mouth as I stared up at him… But I didn’t move. 
 
    “Oh Jesus, Sera,” he hissed, getting what I was telling him and putting his hands on my head. He tangled his fingers in my hair and moved me as he wanted, his desire and pleasure making me wet. He loved I would let him do this. It wasn’t about control or dominating me. No, it was that I would let him. I trusted him. I wanted him. I wanted to please him in every way. 
 
    Honestly, what I was getting off of him almost made me tear up. He loved me so, so much. He saw perfection when he looked at me. Perfection who wanted nothing but to make him happy and spoil him.  
 
    “Gonna,” he warned a few minutes later. I swallowed around him, and he moaned loudly, moving faster until he finished. I took everything he gave me and hummed at the taste. He leaned one hand on the railing like he needed it and the other hand played with my hair lovingly. I stood, tucking him back into his pants and kissing his cheek. 
 
    “Hey, Sands,” I greeted his friend as I bent over and picked up my dress.  
 
    Brian growled and dragged me back over to him, mashing his mouth to mine and kissing me silly. “You knew he was here.” 
 
    “Yeah, you got jealous when I was in Memphis around him.” I shrugged. “I didn’t scent him until I was on my knees. I don’t care who’s around, Bri. We’re not doing it in the middle of the office.” 
 
    “And it’s the full moon,” he chuckled, kissing along my neck. 
 
    “And it’s the full moon,” I agreed, gasping when his hand moved between my legs. “Are you getting territorial for Sands?” 
 
    “Don’t stop on my account,” Sands muttered, his voice deeper than normal. “And I’m not the only one watching.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re the one he doesn’t want touching me,” I clarified. “He’ll enjoy watching any of the others do everything to me.” I moaned as Brian pushed two fingers in me, turning so his back was against the railing and I was facing the party room of the suite. I leaned against his chest and let him surround me. “Do I get to mark you again if I can make Sands admit he’s jealous you get me when he gets the bigger New York office?” 
 
    “Brat,” he chuckled, kissing my neck as he teased my breast and moved his fingers faster. “I didn’t even have to think about it, Sera. I don’t want New York. I want everything I have in Chicago, including you.” 
 
    I angled my neck and kissed him, giving him energy. It wound us both up more, and not long after, I was desperately trying not to let everyone in New York City know I had a massive climax.  
 
    He pressed his lips against my ear when I sagged against him. “Let’s go inside so you can be loud. I want to see Jonik fuck you again, and from the looks he’s giving you, he wants to again too.” 
 
    I didn’t have any arguments against that. We went inside, and I pushed Jonik onto the couch, riding him hard and both of us having too much fun for the work that was going on around us. Then we handled work and ate a lot of awesome food, people getting in on the fun and ordering a bunch to share from their favorite places. 
 
    Then I played with Axel. 
 
    Then more work. 
 
    Then I had a shower and fun with Eugene. 
 
    Then more work. 
 
    Then I had mind blowing sex with Carter, Emilio, Orson, and Sander, soaking up the attention and praise as they promised they were mad at Apollo for what he’d done and they appreciated me.  
 
    And then I needed a nap. After all of that, I needed a long damn nap, but I fell asleep with a huge ass smile on my face. Damn, it really, really was fun to just give in to the full moon and desire sometimes.  
 
    I woke half lying over Brian again, Jonik spooning my back. We had some easy but very satisfying fun before we got up and showered, ready for the day. I dressed in a suit and packed clothes for a raid in my bag after checking my harness and weapons. It was going to be a bit of a back and forth day with what roles I was playing, so it was smart to be prepared. 
 
    Axel and Eugene had the same idea of spoiling me with awesome breakfast, as a shifter’s stomach pretty much ruled them. The frowns they gave each other showed they didn’t like the other had thought to do the same. Luckily for me, they had gone in different directions. 
 
    Axel had hit up a place he loved, Dough, and had boxes and boxes of awesome donuts to share in all sorts of flavors.  
 
    Eugene had gone to his favorite New York breakfast place, Ess-a-Bagel, and had bags of all sorts of breakfast sandwiches. 
 
    “You are both so my favorite right now,” I groaned, reaching for a donut first as we loaded onto the elevator. I bit into a hibiscus donut, which I would never have thought was good but it was, and I about stuffed the other half into Brian’s mouth, which he found amusing. Next I went for a bacon, egg, and cheese bagel sandwich on an onion bagel. “Oh my god, this is my new favorite breakfast sandwich. I’m not sharing.” 
 
    Carter was quietly outlining the updates and where we had agreed to start right as we got off the elevator. 
 
    “Hugene!” someone greeted loudly.  
 
    Eugene flinched, and I could feel Axel’s unhappiness as well. I followed their gaze and saw a rather large man, a bear shifter my wolf told me, and a group standing with him. The council had sent another team to work with us. Awesome. 
 
    Except apparently the people already working with us weren’t a fan of the team. 
 
    I burst out laughing, forcing it and delayed like I just got it and it was for someone in my group. “I get it. He’s huge. Hugene.” The guy smirked at me like no shit and I was slow to get that. “Wow, that is—did you come up with that all by yourself? Do you tell him he’s got good genes too? Or you’d use that as a pickup line if you had his name, right?” I rolled my eyes and looked at Eugene. “So you know this clown?” 
 
    “Yes, Barry is another team lead,” he answered, giving me a funny look I didn’t understand. 
 
    “Oh, right, like Beary, right?” I snickered, giving another eye roll. “Is that his real name, or is he just the pun fun dork?” I raised an eyebrow when Barry growled at me, flooding the lobby with my power. Immediately he and his team bared their throats to me. “Right, so remember your place. Thanks for the morning chuckles. Eugene is head of the teams since he’s most familiar with New York and we’ve already been over what’s needed.” 
 
    That wasn’t exactly true, but I could tell it was more than dislike coming from Eugene, like the guy had seriously bullied him or something. I couldn’t not turn the tables on the guy then. 
 
    “Alpha, I have the most experience and my team is ranked higher,” he told me firmly. 
 
    “Then you’re old enough to roll with what’s best for the team and situation,” I replied, gesturing to all of us to say we were one big team at the moment. “And you’re ranked lowest with me. I know Axel and Eugene and their teams. I don’t know you. If they give you tasks to help, I know they’ll trust you to get that done. I don’t have time to vet you otherwise. So that’s the deal. If you don’t like it, you can walk out the door you came in through.” 
 
    I walked towards those doors, going back to my bagel sandwich and not even officially greeting them. He wanted to try and pull shit, push me around with rank or whatever crap I didn’t get, he’d learn fast how life really worked. 
 
    I had a moment to realize the fairies were missing as someone opened the door for me… Only to find them all outside. 
 
    “I should have seen this coming,” I chuckled, shaking my head and handing off the rest of my sandwich to Carter. I dipped my head in greeting, doing the whole acknowledging her and her rank while saying we were friends but both powerful. 
 
    “Yes, but you have been busy,” Laila replied, returning my head dip before coming towards me. She kissed my cheek when I hugged the smaller woman. She gestured to the line of vehicles waiting. “Come, let me take some things off your young shoulders. I know you have much to do today, and it will bring you more heartache, but let us start with the good.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” I agreed, nodding to Melicent and her party a few vehicles down. Right, so this was like a whole thing and not something I could brush off for work. 
 
    “We will be quick,” Laila quietly promised. “You need to show your face for the start of this as Alpha.” She waited until I nodded. “Consort Brian and Eugene, ride with us. I would like to spend more time with the men up for being my friend’s mate that her parents have approved of.” 
 
    I went to say something, but noted the surprise coming from people around us. Okay, so she said that for a reason… What I didn’t know. 
 
    At least she answered the moment we were in the SUV and heading to whatever came next. I had my sandwich back along with another few and coffee so I was a bit calmer at least. 
 
    “There has been some confusion as to who your alliances are strongest with,” she told us. “People know Dain mated you, and they wrongly assumed he is your mate and thus—” 
 
    “She’s tightest with the fae,” Eugene filled in, sighing when she nodded. “And we started a ton of crap with people running their mouths about the ploy I was a mating candidate from the council.” 
 
    “Yes, and while unintentional, it has had wonderful consequences, as some of your council who still railed against you and your ways have changed their tune.” She nodded her head when I growled. “Yes, they see it as some way to mate into the family or have one of theirs standing behind all the power as you focus on FBI matters first.” 
 
    Eugene’s eyes filled with rage. “I am loyal to the council, as I believe in order, but I am no one’s puppet. I went to work for them to get away from that. There are several council members I respect and work well with, but I would never do anything behind my mate’s back. Not ever.” 
 
    She gave him a kind look, which worried me. “I believe you, and I can see in your aura that your feelings for Seraphine are true and pure. There is a caste system among shifters even as we have as fae.” 
 
    “And wolves rank low,” I explained for Brian. 
 
    “Yes, but while dire wolves are rare and protected, pushed to make lots of babies because of it, most extra look down on them for letting themselves become close to extinction. It is the same opinion most will have of your gulls you rescued, as if it’s their fault there are not more of them. Rabbits are forgiven, as they have been hunted since forever, but others did not do their duty to their people by keeping the numbers up.” 
 
    “How would they want me to mate a rare dire wolf if I’m infertile?” I blurted, getting there was more to this than I knew. 
 
    “That is not common knowledge,” she said gently. “Plus, those of us who do know believe something can be done with Elder Jezebel’s help or even the pixies I have at court.” 
 
    “I don’t want kids,” I whispered, feeling a bit lightheaded as it got hard to breathe. 
 
    “Hey, hey, Sera, no panicking,” Brian cut in, moving so he was hugging me from behind. “No one’s saying you have to do any of this, babe. Alena and Zeno haven’t put one ounce of pressure on you to mate or have babies. Okay? You’ve got all the time in the world. I’ve had the same crap when I took over the Chicago office, people giving me lectures I needed to marry and settle down with babies for my career.” 
 
    “And I do not want babies with the current climate and worries shifters have,” Eugene added. “Axel is of the same mindset. We wouldn’t even know what species we would have with you. None of that matters to us or most of your men. Babies can come much, much later if it’s meant to be.” 
 
    I felt the confusion coming off of Brian, so I explained. “I can’t have a child with Dain or any fae, nor vampire because their swimmers are undead. No one really knows about witches as it’s a bit taboo I think. But shifters, the strongest animal is what the baby is born as. So wolf vs. tiger, it’s a tiger shifter baby. It’s nature’s way of making sure there are as many shifters being born as possible but not crazy mutant animal shifters.” 
 
    “Except you are a siren wolf and from the most powerful bloodline,” Brian surmised. “And I would bet no Dorcus has ever mated with anyone outside of siren wolves.” 
 
    I shrugged. “No idea. I knew Alena and Zeno had mentioned liking the twins as my mates or you if you became a wolf, but they have not said anything more than in passing. Or now that Zeno approved of Eugene. Everything I get from them is noting it, but for later, much later when I can breathe. I want easy and light and some more easy with all the ways I’m being tied down and chained to things in the rest of my life.” 
 
    “Of course, and the people who care know this. Others put the pressure on, but we’re warning you, saying to ignore them,” Laila said gently, covering my hand with hers. “And maybe not let two councilmen pee on you so much.” I blinked at her, and she burst out laughing. “Oh, Seraphine, you are so innocent and kind. Yes, Jonik told me how they showed up and made it clear you were with them.” 
 
    I frowned. “Apollo and I play, he’s visited and we’ve had fun before, but he’s giving protection. I know that.” 
 
    She clucked her tongue. “You know protection comes with ties. He’s trying to strengthen them along with this other councilman so you are more friendly with them than you are with Haton, as many know of your friendship with her.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I like her professionally most times. I don’t know her all that well. I mean, we really only see each other when there’s shit to handle.” 
 
    “But she adores you,” Eugene assured me, smiling when I gave him a surprised look. “You are rather charming, Sera. Yes, she likes you a lot. You also have done a lot for the council that I believe you now understand better. The vampires would prefer you do that for their council.” 
 
    “Oh boy,” I sighed, stuffing the rest of my sandwich in my mouth. “No good deed goes unpunished. I feel like a damn chew toy.” 
 
    “Yes, but I love you too, and I came to remind the vampires of your alliance with the fae,” Laila murmured, squeezing my hand. 
 
    I shrugged. “You I like. You’re my friend. You’re friends with me and the Dorcuses and you don’t pee on us. Plus, we work well together. Stake whatever claim you want.” I was glad when she nodded she understood. 
 
    Glad someone did because it all confused the shit out of me. 
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    I winced when I saw where we pulled up at, and the second we were out of the vehicle, I pulled Brian off to the side. “So, I know you heard me say I bought a place to build an apartment building and we’re opening another Siren’s Kiss.” 
 
    “What did you forget? I heard greenhouses.” 
 
    “Yeah, but Alena handled all of this, and it’s Alena.” 
 
    “So she went way over the top,” he surmised, nodding. He leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Sera, I already know you’re loaded. I saw the chest of everything and the cases.” 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “That was sort of just the tiny tip of it all. And like really tiny.” 
 
    “How tiny?” He blinked at me a moment and then kissed my lips. “Are you saying we can buy a yacht and sail off into the sunset if everything goes tits up ever?” 
 
    “Yeah, like a fleet of them,” I chuckled, rubbing my neck nervously. “You didn’t see that whole storage unit Noah got for a bunch of Igor’s stuff, but that was just some of it from the main estate. He had… He was over four thousand years old, Bri. People like that don’t get ranked in Forbes magazine or whatever.” 
 
    “Why are you so nervous? I get it. You’re loaded.” 
 
    “We were kind of sneaky,” I admitted, bracing for impact. 
 
    Except he just shrugged. The boy scout shrugged. “If you didn’t break the law, but skirted it on tax shit and business whatever, I don’t care. You get paid less than me and all kinds of everything dumped on you, Sera. You’re giving jobs and doing tons for the economy while still doing your very full time job. I’d be upset if you stole from crime scenes. This is just Dain using his lawyer magic and being smart. Go for it.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I sighed, leaning my forehead against his chest. 
 
    “Oh, babe, I wouldn’t judge you or get upset over this. I do find it adorable you’re so worried like you’re telling your husband something you thought you should.” He hugged me tightly when I flinched. “Screw that mating candidate stuff, Sera. We’ll take our pace. I think you should be a brat and name five of us as your mate. You’ve never stuck to tradition or normal. Why should you now?” 
 
    “Okay, that helps,” I admitted, snuggling against him. “So, ready to see all Alena bought with the money she got selling a ton of Igor’s stuff? And then sold it to me for a dollar?” 
 
    “Sounds fun.” 
 
    We went back by the others, and Laila gave me a curious look, but I was distracted by Apollo and Dubois joining us… Along with the mayor of New York, someone who looked high up in NYPD brass, and Deputy Director Galvin. 
 
    “Oh, so you two weren’t told about this, were you?” he teased us, shaking his head. “This should be fun.” 
 
    “We live to entertain you, sir,” I muttered, moving over to shake hands and meet people. One of the other surprise guests was a witch who was in charge of New York’s coven. I glanced at Laila when I put the pieces together. “Do you sleep either? You, Nina, and Alena were just waiting for me to take over or what?” 
 
    “Yes, we were,” she answered easily. “The moment you do and your teams make the system work as it should, paranormals are safe to not only live, but thrive as you have done in Chicago and under less than a year.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks heat at all the eyes on me. “I didn’t do like any of that, Your Majesty. I just…” 
 
    “Was the bull in a china shop that broke through every obstacle and made the rest possible,” she finished for me. She nodded to some of her people, and they handed over tablets to the big dogs. “These are numbers from the mayor’s office in what they have already seen since she started making the system work to protect and punish paranormals. Crime has gone down. Jobs have increased. 
 
    “Income for the city has increased. Tourism has increased, as people always want to see something different and spectacular, and Siren’s Kiss is spectacular. And contrary to rumors and whispers, they have not taken jobs from anyone. We have not either. We have added to the community. Yes, they have had more come to Chicago on the visas, but there were paranormals out of jobs that are still Chicagoans.” 
 
    “The mayor called me personally and said this was about the best thing possible for New York, but I’m just not seeing it from one club or a new apartment building to protect paranormals,” the mayor said, handing the tablet to his aide. “What am I missing, and why are we here?” 
 
    “Seraphine and I bought a foreclosed development and started building greenhouses before winter hit. We haven’t even put in half, and already we have recouped our startup costs and are turning a profit,” she started to answer, but Brian cut in. 
 
    “Wait, you own those?” he asked me, grabbing my arm. “You say ‘ours’ or ‘they’re ours,’ but I thought you meant like paranormal owned and the wolves have jobs that way. Or like the buy in with the original greenhouses for food. The boys were talking about all the flowers that were sold for Valentine’s Day and the insane number of rare and cool flowers already ordered for wedding season.” 
 
    “It was her idea,” Laila informed him, trying not to laugh as she realized what our aside was now. “And her mother negotiated that she is ten percent owner of the tea business and more. Alena Dorcus is unquestionably talented and intelligent and took several ideas of Seraphine’s to create more jobs and ran with it. Which is why Seraphine now owns this foreclosed facility and another ten in the area.” 
 
    “You what?” Brian whispered, his eyes going bug wide as he took in the huge, hundred thousand square foot or more warehouse. He glanced from it to me. “And ten more? And all those greenhouses?” 
 
    I winced when he started breathing funny, knowing what was happening. “It’s fine. Alena got all excited and—Bri, chill or you’re going to pass out.” I grabbed his arms and shook him. “Don’t make me kiss you in front of all these people. I don’t know how else to help.” 
 
    Carter did one better and gave him a paper bag to breathe into and made him squat down, giving me an amused look. “You can officially say you drive men to have panic attacks.” 
 
    “You’re walking home,” I grumbled, crossing my arms over my chest. “It wouldn’t have mattered if everyone didn’t keep talking about mating and marriage and someone being the guy behind the power controlling it all or whatever. That’s why he’s freaking. He’s realizing there’s a lot more to being me and Alpha besides opening a cool club. He’s seeing the numbers and how many are out jobs again if something goes wrong.” 
 
    Brian gave a thumbs up that I nailed it. 
 
    “You get how amusing that is when you both don’t even blink to run into situations when people will be shooting at you, right?” Melicent asked, sounding amused as well. “You were shot yesterday, and neither of you seemed surprised that happened, but he’s freaking at realizing you have trillions of dollars to your name?” 
 
    That didn’t help. He got worse when she gave that number. 
 
    “It’s not that much,” I argued, squatting in front of him. “It’s—she’s teasing.” I shot Apollo and Dubois a dirty look when they both snorted. Yeah, they more than anyone would know how much Igor had been worth. I snapped my fingers in Brian’s face until he focused on me. “I’m still me, Bri, and we’ve got work to do, okay? Let’s get through this part so all the adults can handle this stuff and we can go do our job. There are people waiting on us.” 
 
    And I didn’t mean the people standing there. 
 
    Instantly he was back, nodding and standing. He took a few deep breaths before taking my hand. “Okay, down the rabbit hole we go.” 
 
    Someone snorted, and I narrowed my eyes in the direction of where it came from. “Don’t judge. I passed out when I realized what I got too. It wasn’t the best of circumstances after all. We’re normal people, and our first answer is to do good with the money and help people, and he’s not even a paranormal. He’s in this fight with us because he believes in protecting and helping citizens no matter what they are.” 
 
    Brian kissed my hair when it sounded like I might ramp up some more. “What are these eleven facilities going to be?” 
 
    “Four will be converted into fish farms and additions added for a second floor of greenhouses,” Laila explained, her people pulling up something else on the tablets. “Those are last month’s numbers for the fish farm Seraphine invested in and rescued a family of elves. When they become citizens, they will buy the farm from her, and her club gets a reduced cost to buy their wares.” 
 
    “How huge is this farm?” the mayor asked, his eyes going wide. “These are insane numbers. Are they selling them all?” 
 
    “A fraction of the farm has not been set up yet, and yes, they do sell it all,” Laila answered. “We do not publicize all our gifts, and it is why this meeting is face-to-face so we know people won’t be posting to the internet or talking to bad people who might want to start forcing the fae to use their magic.” She waited until the humans nodded or whatever else she was studying them for. “Elves are good with animals, fairies plants.” 
 
    Several people snorted, that being the understatement of the year. Hell, I was one of them. “Good with” didn’t even start to cover it. 
 
    “And as we are selling out of the fairy nectar we are making before we can even put it on shelves of places that want to distribute it, we need another facility,” Laila added. “New York has a serious pollution problem, and as I believe most saw of my press conference, we have the ability to help.” 
 
    “The New York pack is mostly construction, right?” Brian asked, frowning. “Out of work construction guys and foremen? They had a company or do, but no one hires them because they’re wolves?” 
 
    “Yes, exactly,” Laila said, nodding. She smiled when he flinched, catching on. “Yes, Seraphine and I—with the help of her sister, Princess Melicent as she is taking control for now—are going into business to make recycled construction materials.” 
 
    “Since the press conference, our queen has constantly received calls from many companies willing to share their process or whatever she wants if she were to visit and help their communities as well,” one of her aides explained. “She has graciously accepted and already has spoken with a company in Africa that has the backing of the government to help their landfill problems if they pass legislation to classify fae as citizens like humans.” 
 
    “What does the company make?” the mayor asked.  
 
    “Paving stones made from plastic bags,” Laila answered. “And New York cannot currently recycle them. You pay someone to come take them, if my information is correct.” 
 
    “That is true,” the mayor confirmed. “It’s a huge hassle and costly as they jam up the sorting machines.” 
 
    “Ah, but we could prevent that if you allow some of my people access to the facility,” she told him. “We could pull them out before truckloads go into the system. We could pull them out of landfills if you allow it and I know my people are safe. We also are going to make other plastic products like chairs and tables.” 
 
    “Why would you need that?” someone on the mayor’s staff asked. 
 
    She gave him a look like he was daft. “I own a few hotels and casinos in Vegas, and they have pools that need outdoor furniture.” She didn’t wait for his reaction, focused back on the mayor to clearly say she was only talking to him. “Hopefully that could lead into building low income housing with recycled plastic as they’ve started doing in Colombia. But I’ve also had offers from glass counter, sink, and tile companies.” 
 
    “And what do you want from us?” the mayor muttered, glancing back at the numbers. 
 
    “We will be bringing in more refugees and getting the federal visas, but we would like the assurances as we have in Chicago,” she answered. “That city workers will behave and the police are committed to protecting us as they would humans. The pack will work construction but also protection, along with any shifters who need jobs, but we need to know if several of mine go to pull waste out of the East River, the city supports that.” 
 
    “Your Majesty, if you can help make New York cleaner for my kids and all the people who live here, I will assign protection details,” the chief of police promised. “Hell, off duty officers would volunteer to help if we can clean up the city. There’s only so much garbage we can ship out, and the water isn’t even safe to be in.” 
 
    She waited until the mayor nodded as well. “That’s wonderful to hear. Someone suggested at my press conference that we weigh how much I pulled out of the waters in Texas. So we did and all the other ports as well. At Seraphine’s suggestion along with her business partner Alpha Simone, we started a foundation that has the tally and also where people can donate towards the cost of transportation. 
 
    “That money would not go towards this endeavor unless it’s for materials we cannot use and would recycle. Any help with that though would be welcome. We can focus and say pull out only tires or whatever, but keep in mind, I am queen, so others cannot do what I did. Not to say that my people are weak, as they are not, but I am queen for a reason.” 
 
    “So if there is not an elf family to buy the farm this time, how are you structuring all of this?” Apollo asked as we went into the first place and there was a flurry of activity going on. 
 
    “Alena handled the purchase of the facilities that Seraphine owns but with the company we own together,” Laila explained. “And I will purchase the equipment.” She blinked at me and then burst out laughing. “You really do just sign whatever Dain or Simone tells you to, don’t you?” 
 
    I shrugged, understanding what she was busting me on. “I didn’t know we had an official company. I just knew we bought the greenhouses together.” I sighed, letting down my hair and then putting it back up in a bun. “I didn’t ever really think if we were half and half or whatever. My wolves got jobs and it’s doing well. Beyond that… I know Noe’s happy because we hired some of his hawks.” 
 
    “Our jobs aren’t exactly nine to five, and we have free evenings, Queen Laila,” Brian reminded her. “And honestly, her job is harder than mine, as she handles all non-human FBI for the entire Midwest. There might be less non-humans than humans, but that is a huge area to cover.” 
 
    “Yes, I understand as I’m queen of an entire race,” she tossed right back, not seeming upset but that she genuinely understood how hard it was. “I was laughing more that the always suspicious and careful FBI division chief I know just signed whatever.” 
 
    “That’s my personal life,” I reminded her. “Besides, Dain can’t betray me. Simone would never as she needs me and loves me. Others… Alena would eat them. You’d make people serve you at court. There are scary punishments awaiting if people try anything, and most of them need this to work. We had people not admitting to overtime at the club because they wanted to make sure we would stay open.” 
 
    “What did you do?” the mayor asked me. 
 
    “Simone called an employee meeting and made them ’fess up so we could pay them,” I answered with a shrug. “That club makes gobs of money. The food is amazing, the entertainment is crazy awesome and—we’re going to stay open. We’ve already made back the startup costs. The Sunday brunches are booked six months out. They don’t need to hide when they work overtime. If nothing else, it tells us if Simone needs to hire more help.” 
 
    “It does make very good money, which you should be proud of since it was all your vision,” Laila complimented. “It’s also why I believe your mother added some revision to the second one where the first floor is a full store of the clothing line and other signature items, including the fairy nectar and chocolates from Virgil’s pack.” 
 
    “I didn’t have much time to look it over,” I admitted. “I was sort of taking over the pack and handling the Alpha.” 
 
    “Handle how?” the police chief demanded, his eyes full of anger. “Is he dead? I thought that was just a bullshit rumor.” 
 
    “He’s very dead,” I assured him, raising an eyebrow at him. “Your people should read the updates we send out about the extra laws paranormals have to live with. The fight for Alpha is to the death and it’s legal. The stakes have to be that high or every joker would come and challenge us for the pack and all we have because they get all we have.” 
 
    “Someone could come take all you have just by killing you?” he asked, his expression switching to horror. 
 
    “No, there are rules,” I assured him. “You have to be a member of the pack and fight your way up and then take over in the death match. Alpha Mario cheated and sent a hitter after me, basically negating the normal rules by an act of aggression against my pack. If they fail at a cheat takeover, all bets are off, but yeah, I still had to kill him. I had to kill the Alpha of the Chicago pack. I killed the Alpha of Milwaukee when he tried to invade.” 
 
    “It’s the same for vampires,” Apollo interjected. “It’s not as structured for wolves, normally someone simply gets backers on their side and pulls a Brutus on Caesar, but well, same principle that you better have your house in order and good protection.” 
 
    I nodded. “It’s also why there are such strong laws against harming shifter children. Someone could try for the kids I adopted and use them against me. They have tried. They get dead instead. These were the rules put in place, so we got an extra set of rules to behave as well, except we haven’t been protected, which is why there’s tons of crap at the higher level that we’ve been doing all this extra and cops were mounting shifter heads in Memphis.” 
 
    The police chief’s face instantly softened. “Yeah, I saw some of the pictures. I can’t even imagine. It made me sick.” 
 
    I glanced away. “The pictures were nothing compared to the reality. The smell alone haunts me. That whole trophy barn haunts me. That’s why I took over New York and risk getting shot some more to clean up both sides. I cannot walk into a place of such horrors ever again.”  
 
    But I did walk away from that conversation, done with it and talking about what I’d seen in Memphis. I had enough nightmares without bringing them up to chat about. Instead, I went over to some munchkin wolves sweeping up a corner of the warehouse. 
 
    “Are you guys working hard?” I asked. 
 
    They both turned and bared their throats to me. “Yes, Alpha.” 
 
    I leaned down and kissed their necks. “Good. Did you have fun staying at the hotel?” 
 
    “The beds were smelly,” the older one complained, a boy no more than ten. “Alpha Melicent says we can go home tonight and it’s safe.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll make sure it’s safe,” I promised, ruffling his hair. “At least you got a couple of days off of school, right?” I frowned when they shared a confused look. “What?” 
 
    He fidgeted with the broom and stared at the floor. “Mom homeschools us because we were bullied all the time. The other kids would throw stuff at us and try and get us to shift even if we’re too young. The teachers just laughed, and the principal said it wasn’t his fault he had to have us in school.” 
 
    “Un-fucking-real,” I seethed, swallowing down my anger when they both gave me scared looks. “I’m not mad at you guys. Thank you for telling me.” I kissed both of their heads and went over to Melicent. “You heard?” 
 
    “Yes, but only that some of the parents found it better to homeschool the kids, not specifics yet.” She held up a hand to hold off whatever I was going to say. “I will handle it. We have many teachers, as we have our own schools in Greece. Maybe one would like to come stay in America for a while and we can have one floor of classrooms in this new apartment building. Open one of these charter schools for them.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay, cool,” I sighed, playing with my hair. I caught Laila watching us curiously and nodded towards her. “There might be some fae teachers that need a place too. That would help the kids get used to different species early instead of everyone separate and alone.” 
 
    “Yes, that will be wise,” Melicent agreed before checking on some of the other children. I watched as she laughed and teased them, feeling better seeing that. She’d be a good Alpha. 
 
    She’d be a great mother. I felt a pang at the thought and turned to find Brian staring at me like no one else was around or no one else in the world mattered, and it healed the hurt. He loved me anyways. It made me smile even as I flushed and headed over to him, deciding to tease him a bit. 
 
    “What do you think about having the first floor be a store of all things sweet and romantic?” I asked him in Japanese. “Lingerie and chocolates and fairy nectar, but we could branch out and have a flower shop there all the time. People making anniversary gifts and sweet presents for the people they loved.” Something hit me, and I smiled even wider as I grabbed his arms. “Not just chocolates, but we could do worldwide treats. 
 
    “Think of how cool that would be in multicultural places like Chicago and New York? We could have real mochi, which is the best, but it’s labor intensive with the mallets and whatnot. Have some of the wolves learn to make mochi when we send hosts to be trained?” I winked at him when his eyes filled with heat, not having a clue what I was saying. “Do you want to make me soft and mushy like mochi after you pound me hard?” 
 
    “Sera, even I know that last one was something naughty,” he chuckled, and we both flinched when several people snorted or made other noises. 
 
    “Oh crap,” I whispered, covering my face and half hiding against him as he burst out laughing. “Shut up.” 
 
    “What are we missing here?” one of the mayor’s aides asked. 
 
    “Fairies speak globally,” I answered. “It’s why I recommended to Chicago’s mayor that he hired one for his staff. We have a lot of important foreign visitors come to Chicago and even translators who know the language—they have different dialects just as we do in English. Plus, part of their basic education is cultural and that’s smart. Most FBI get law or political science degrees. 
 
    “That’s great, and I’m not knocking them, but learning languages isn’t just about the words. It’s the culture. More undercover ops get blown because someone didn’t understand the full scope of what they were diving into. Yes, it was obvious I wasn’t Japanese when I went undercover there, but that wasn’t the job. I had several Eastern European covers. I’ve gone under with the Russian mafia before and never got caught because I knew the culture.” 
 
    The mayor seemed to seriously consider that but had to go to another meeting, and Laila had gotten what she’d wanted out of it. So the police chief and other humans left besides Brian, and I was pretty sure we all breathed easier once they did. 
 
    “She’s as crude and unrefined as others have said,” one of the fairies that had come with Laila said quietly, knowing most of us would still hear. 
 
    I was on my last thread of patience, so I wasn’t shocked when I was suddenly holding the woman by her throat and slamming her against the wall. “No, we’re not playing these games. Last time someone started with the list of what I’m lacking, she tried to take over and had to be put to death.” I slammed her against the wall twice more, ignoring her cries of pain. “We have more important problems than if I don’t know which fucking spoon is the right one to use. 
 
    “Which I actually do, but it’s the same point. Humans were selling gull shifters like they were caged birds. Elves are being hunted in South America, and one was drained on YouTube last week before they pulled the video. We’ve got cartels to go after. There is too much wrong with the world for this bullshit and looking down at each other.” I slammed her again and let go, noting she slid to the floor looking up at me with wide eyes. 
 
    “And I warned the Zhorons that no matter your interest in their son, they will not try to interject themselves into what we’re trying to build here or use any of this to raise their standings,” Laila said firmly, giving the woman a hard look. “I am completely of the same opinion as Seraphine, and any who selfishly make this progress about them will spend a lengthy time at my court serving our people.” 
 
    I swallowed a flinch, realizing I’d just assaulted someone of Jonik’s family, probably his mom. The shocking thing was when he seemed to be trying not to smirk because someone called her on her shit instead of being angry at me. 
 
    “Do you need us here for whatever is next, Your Majesty?” I asked Laila, swallowing a sigh when she gave me a shocked look. I nodded to Brian. “People are waiting on us.” I shook my head when she raised an eyebrow like no kidding. “We have over a dozen families to speak with that filed missing persons reports.” 
 
    Understanding filled her eyes. “And they’re no longer missing, I assume.” 
 
    “No, no they are not,” I assured her, swallowing loudly. “We found them.” 
 
    As glad as I was that we were getting tons of information out of the council interrogations, informing the families was always one of the hardest parts of the job. Hell, I would rather get shot again. 
 
    Fuck a duck. 
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    “Mrs. Lake?” I asked of the older woman who opened the door at the first address. 
 
    “Yes, I’m Mrs. Lake. What is this about?” 
 
    I swallowed loudly. “I’m with the FBI, ma’am. Can we come in and speak with you a moment? Is your husband available?” 
 
    “No,” she whimpered as she clutched the door. “You were supposed to bring her home, not tell us she was gone!” 
 
    I caught her before she collapsed and helped her inside, Brian closing the door behind us. A man about her age came hurrying faster than I would have thought the older man could move. He took his wife from me, tears filling his eyes as he put together what was going on. He led us into the living room and helped his wife sit down. 
 
    “Please, sit,” he offered. “Who are you?” 
 
    I pulled out my badge, seeing Brian doing the same out of the corner of my eye. “I’m Division Chief Seraphine Thomas of the FBI, sir. This is Chief Brian Havers of the regular FBI.” 
 
    “You’re not human,” he put together. “She was killed by a paranormal?” 
 
    I cleared my throat, knowing I was about to dance around that and not liking it but understanding why I had to.  
 
    “Your daughter saw something and tried to call the police. She tried to do the right thing, and you should be proud of that. She was killed by an associate of the mob. I’m involved because of other crimes that were committed against paranormals. During the interrogation, information about your daughter’s murder was confessed to, and we recovered her body because of that.” 
 
    “Who? Who killed our baby girl?” he demanded, shaking in rage even as tears filled his eyes. “Who hurt her?” 
 
    “A name won’t help you, Mr. Lake. Giving you the name won’t bring Jessica back,” I said gently, shaking my head when he opened his mouth. “I’m sorry, but I cannot give it to you. It is a pending investigation, and there are others we are still contacting. I know this is hard, but we wanted to speak with you right away and not leave you wondering.” 
 
    “These are dangerous people we’ve gone after, Mr. Lake,” Brain added, seeming to know I was struggling. “People with dangerous friends. The last thing Jessica would want is to make you and your wife a target because of this. And if the name of the person or the group he was part of catch wind of Jessica being part of the reason he is punished, they could come after you in retaliation.” 
 
    He gave us each a hard look. “You’re talking like this is cartel or something. I saw on the news that Russian mafia was rounded up. Are you saying that the Russian mob killed my girl?” 
 
    “No, we are not, and I would advise you against saying that either,” Brian warned him.  
 
    “The person who did this will be punished, you have my word,” I cut in, knowing what an angry parent wanted most. 
 
    “How?” he scoffed. “How can you promise that when you can’t even tell me a name? How can there be a trial if you won’t make Jessica’s murder public?” 
 
    “Because the crimes were not just against humans, Mr. Lake,” I answered, giving him a confident look. “The interrogation wasn’t with the NYPD. There’s a reason I’m involved.” 
 
    “What happens to him?” Mrs. Lake demanded, pushing past her tears and now ready for her pound of flesh. 
 
    “He will be executed for his crimes, and they are many and they’ve been confessed to.” I nodded when they both blinked at me in shock. “I believe in due process, please don’t mistake that or think this isn’t by the law. It is. There’s simply no fooling the jury or lawyer loopholes when the people involved can hear heartbeats or smell if people are lying.  
 
    “The minute they’ve extracted every crime and all the needed information out of the person, he will be put to death. The council will see to that, and if you like, I can have someone from my office contact you when it’s done or I can see if a representative of the council will reach out directly. Understand that this is still an ongoing investigation, so what we can tell you is very limited.” 
 
    They seemed to sit with that a moment before Mrs. Lake spoke. “Did she suffer?” 
 
    “No, she was killed with one blow and died instantly. I am so very sorry for your loss.” 
 
    She bobbed her head, wiping under her eyes. “You make sure those monsters never hurt anyone else, and that’s enough for us. No other family should have to go through what we’ve been through.” 
 
    “I can promise you we’re taking them all down,” I swore to her, letting her see the determination in my eyes. “They won’t hurt any more people, human or non-human, you have my word.” 
 
    She held up her hand to Mr. Lake when he opened his mouth. “That’s better than a name. We have other children and grandchildren we don’t want to become Russian mob targets, or I heard Chinese mobsters were rounded up too. Thank you for coming and telling us about Jessica. Do we—she was officially identified?” 
 
    “Yes, dental records confirmed it’s her,” Brian answered, reaching into his pocket and pulling out the cards we’d brought with us. “If you contact this agent, she is handling that part of the investigation. She will have your daughter’s body brought to whichever funeral home or arrangements you make. She’s local and knows the procedure.” 
 
    “Right, you’re from Chicago,” Mr. Lake muttered as he took the card, staring at me. “I saw you on the news about your senate hearing. You got that vampire SWAT team approved. That’s going to be a thing to help everyone, right?” 
 
    “That’s the plan,” I answered as I stood, Brian as well. 
 
    The Lakes did too, and Mr. Lake glanced between us. “You’re the chief she was accused of having a relationship with, right?” 
 
    Brian chuckled when I flushed, not ready for the switch in topic. “Yes, we’re together.” 
 
    “It’s how he got dragged into a huge mess that’s seriously dangerous for him,” I grumbled.  
 
    Mr. Lake gave a watery laugh as he hugged his wife. “I would have followed her anywhere. That’s how you know it’s real love. That’s how you know it’s forever.” 
 
    I had no idea what to say to that, wondering how an older couple was giving us relationship advice or whatever when we were there to inform them about their daughter. Then again, there really wasn’t a good way to wrap that up or… Yeah, it just overall sucked. 
 
    And we had a bunch more to do. 
 
    We drove around the block to where the others were and the surveillance van was parked. I got out and headed to the techie so he could get the camera and microphone off of me. We didn’t record the talk with the Lakes, we just wanted them to see how to handle this different than training. 
 
    “Did you all get a chance to see? You get the difference now?” I glanced around, glad when they nodded. “It’s inherent to want the name, to put the face with the crime and devastation this brings to their family. It won’t help them but can maybe hurt the rest of their family. That is the point you need to make clear.” 
 
    “That and we did this so they weren’t left not knowing,” Brian added as someone else took off his wire. “There are lots of circumstances in life where people don’t get all of the answers. The family of CIA are never told. FBI at times too. Yes, this is different, they didn’t sign up for that, or like the military can’t tell much. We are telling them as much as we can because they deserve to know, but we have other people to keep safe too.” 
 
    “You lied to them though,” one of the local human agents muttered, looking upset. “Jessica Lake was killed by a wolf.” 
 
    I swallowed my anger. “Jessica Lake was killed by a man, a criminal who was doing all kinds of bad shit. He was in bed with the Russian mafia and Triad. We’re giving the same answers to those killed by humans. They were murdered by citizens.” I held my hand up when he went to argue. “If she was killed because he was feral or lost control or something wolf related, I would agree they deserved to know. 
 
    “But this is not a shifter thing. Telling them it was a shifter won’t help them. She witnessed a man committing a crime and he killed her. What does it matter he was a wolf? Does it matter he was white? Italian? No, but there are enough problems and tensions at the moment that we are tasked with keeping the peace. There are enough problems right now without someone screaming shifters or vampires are murderers.” 
 
    “And don’t for one second think about slipping word to the press about that to take the spotlight off your office,” Brian warned. “We will know, and not only will you be out of a job and your pension gone, but you’ll start shit you cannot understand with the council that is helping us. You know the chances of us ever getting a conviction on someone connected like these mob guys. Or they get deported and are never punished.” 
 
    “I get it,” the guy conceded, holding up his hands in surrender. “I get it, okay? I get what you’re saying now. It just seemed a bit shady to hide that, but you’re right, he was just a guy and he didn’t kill her because she was human. It’s not a racial kill so it doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I agreed, glad when everyone seemed of the same opinion. And maybe it was wrong not to tell the family that, but it could cause problems later the more they knew. What if other wolves got pissed if the Lakes went on TV and were bitching about wolves because one killed their daughter? We weren’t sweeping the crime under the rug. The guy would be punished.  
 
    We just didn’t want anyone else being punished too. On either side. 
 
    We did however let Apollo and Dubois see what we did from their phones so they understood how we were handling the situation. It worked because they had their teams locating bodies and calling them in just as the Shifter Council people had been doing.  
 
    Which was why the number kept growing, as it didn’t take very long to identify some of the remains. Others we’d need dive teams for, but at least we could get as many done as possible. 
 
    And after we found out the Russian mob owned a huge storage unit place outside of the city… There were a lot of bodies to identify. Axel brought me away from everyone else to inform me of what they’d found in the interrogation. I was glad because I needed a moment away from everyone to process it.  
 
    Not even a fraction of the interrogations had happened, but we started from the top so it made sense that they knew the most about who had been killed by their group. We started the morning with eight notifications, but now we had another ten murders we knew of. I knew that wasn’t going to be all of it given it was dirty wolves, a bad coven, Russian mob, and the Triad. No way there were only eighteen murders to confess to. 
 
    I really hadn’t foreseen the Russians had a fucking self-storage place under a shell corp that they not only hid their kills at but got paid to dispose of bodies as a side gig.  
 
    And we still had other groups we were going to bust. Did they have a section of the East River we had to dredge? Would that be what we had to handle next? 
 
    The only, only good news was so far the media hadn’t gotten wind of any of it because it would be a nightmare to try and contain.  
 
    With an early morning of business and feeling the weight of so many who needed my help and for us to succeed, followed by a mid-morning of notifying parents and families of the death of loved ones, and rounded out with a late morning discovery of the storage place… I needed a break. I needed a moment to fucking breathe. 
 
    And I wasn’t the only one. 
 
    After checking out the fourth unit and finding a few more freezers with bodies, I went over to Detective Pratt and SAiC Gere—the brownie I was thinking of recommending to take over the New York non-human office—and pulled them off to the side. They both looked a bit frazzled too, but it wasn’t their show. It was ours. 
 
    “Can you both handle this for the next couple hours?” I asked them, ready when they both gave me shocked looks. “We need a lunch break. We’ve been going and going since landing here and I’m—I’m not the only one about to just pop.” 
 
    Gere gave me an understanding look. “Yeah, we got this. It’s a lot of the crime scene guys taking pictures and handling bodies. Everyone on the scene is clean. If there’s a problem, we’ll call you. NYPD is close in case the media gets wind of this.” 
 
    “Thanks. We won’t be long. We just need a break before the next bust.” 
 
    Pratt’s eyes went bug wide. “You’re going after more?” He let out a harsh breath when I nodded. “Fuck, yeah, take a break or damn, hit the spa. Shit, Thomas, you really, really go balls out.” 
 
    “Kinda hard to just stop when you keep uncovering more,” I drawled, gesturing to the storage unit they’d just opened with five freezers in it.  
 
    “Yeah, kind of hard to stop,” he agreed, shaking his head. “We’re good here. I’m gonna have nightmares, but we’ve got this.” 
 
    We were all going to have nightmares for sure. 
 
    “Havers, Sands, you’re with me,” I called over as I caught the rental keys from Carter when he tossed them. He knew what I was up to so he didn’t even have to ask. 
 
    “You’re not the boss of me, Thomas,” Sands hollered back. 
 
    “Fine, it’s for Havers, but I thought you’d like to come since you’re his friend. Stay here instead.” 
 
    He got his ass in the SUV. Yeah, any reasonable excuse to get the hell out of there for a while I was pretty sure all of us would have taken. 
 
    “Where are we going?” he asked once we were on the way. 
 
    I tossed my phone back to him. “You know New York, so you navigate. This is my first time here besides a layover.” 
 
    Brian grabbed my phone from Sands. “I know New York too, Sera. I worked at this office for two years.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that, but it’s a surprise,” I growled, trying to get my phone back to Sands. 
 
    Except he already saw where we were going. 
 
    “Sera, why are we heading to a luxury car dealership and you said this trip was for me?” 
 
    “You have an appointment to take some test drives.” 
 
    He was quiet a moment. “Just test drives?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Un-fucking-real,” Sand whispered and then burst out laughing. “Oh fuck, shit, just marry me, Thomas. I mean, seriously, just pull over so I can get down on one knee.” 
 
    “I will flatten you,” Brian snapped, reaching back and smacking his friend. “Sera, you’re not buying me a car.” 
 
    “No, I’m not,” I agreed, clearing my throat. “Technically.” 
 
    “What does technically mean?” 
 
    I sighed and pulled over at the next stop sign. “Sands, switch with me. You know where we’re going?” 
 
    “Yeah, everyone knows this place, Sera. You’ve gotta have several mil in the bank to even get an appointment. It’s where the rest of us just wish we could go.” 
 
    “Which is why you were invited. I don’t know a thing about cars.” I got out and we switched spots. 
 
    “Wait, stop, we’re not doing this,” Brian argued as Sands threw the SUV into drive. 
 
    “Why not?” I challenged as I pulled my tablet out of my bag.  
 
    “Because it’s insane!” 
 
    I glanced between him and Sands. “He’ll keep his mouth shut, right? I mean, he won’t gossip?” 
 
    “I hear nothing. I see nothing. I just want to drive the car you get him,” Sands promised. 
 
    I smiled at Brian’s frown. “You act like I’m trying to beat you.” 
 
    “Sera,” he sighed, scrubbing his hand over his head. “Why would you buy me a car like this?” 
 
    “I love you,” I reminded him, waving off whatever else he would say next. “Do you know the twins make six figures each now?” I nodded when his eyes went wide. “That’s what it came to for the Betas after we got so many of the pack jobs last year. So they make more than you. Yes, they earn it and then some and they’re always going. Like always. 
 
    “Noah—I don’t know the numbers, but I did good by letting him keep those businesses with Vlad. I mean, I did him a solid and got him more business, plus what he gets with the FBI. Plus, he gets free blood and can give blood as perks. He gets lots of perks. The twins—I basically bought a mansion for them and the boys and Noah. I’m not there. Dain has his FBI salary but also gets paid for all the legal stuff.” 
 
    “Where are you going with this, Sera?” he whispered, glancing from my hands to my face. 
 
    “How many times have you gone after work and worked at the club? Helped train security with Noah? Go visit the local law enforcement in Kane County to make sure the fish farm would be okay? Head to the club to handle turning over someone to CPD when I’m too far away or tied up? You get called more often than I do because you’ve been closer and CPD likes you better than us who use our security system to catch baddies.” 
 
    “So your answer is to buy me an expensive sports car?” he asked, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Sera, you already let me rent my super swank apartment in a prime area and cool building for next to nothing.” 
 
    “I did that for everyone,” I reminded him. “You know I fronted most of the money for the club, right? I’m half owner with Simone, and I bought the land and handled most of the startup costs, took that risk or whatever. I revamped and added to her idea, but it was a lot of my connections that made it happen, and hi, I’m the main siren that feeds there plus the others I brought in.” 
 
    “Yeah, Simone told me already you guys recovered your startup costs.” 
 
    “Did she tell you we did it before the first of the year because she added those Sunday brunches?” 
 
    He blinked at me a moment and couldn’t seem to get his mouth to work. “You guys did that in just a few months? The cost to build it and everything? Seriously?” 
 
    “We did. I needed a few moments to digest that one too. We were also able to raise what we were paying everyone in the burlesque show too because we didn’t know if that would be a hit, so they were getting paid the lower range and what they made as hosts made up for that. So yeah, this is what we took in last month, and scroll down after all the costs and that’s what we made. In one month.” 
 
    He took the tablet from me and started coughing as he saw the first figure. Brian thumped his chest a few times before scrolling down and seeing the end figure. “I’m so fucking proud of you, Sera.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” It was my turn to blink at him. 
 
    He smiled at me as he handed back the tablet. “That’s awesome. You are so amazing. Look at all those salaries you paid out! You employ that many people, you give that many jobs. I’m so in awe, babe.” 
 
    “Oh, um, thanks, but that wasn’t the point.” 
 
    “Yeah, I get that. I saw the insane number you and Simone split of income. You’re still not buying me a car.” 
 
    I sighed. “Bri, how much of that was because of you? How much have you gotten shit on because of me and the club and just all of it? All that shit last month with CPD and starting trouble with you. I know they’re not the only ones.” 
 
    “Sure, that’s worth a six figure or more car,” he chuckled. “No.” 
 
    “I’m not buying it. The company’s going to lease it and you’ll just drive it.” I hurried on when he opened his mouth to object. “Simone came up with it when I said I was going to buy you a fancy car like you always wanted but I didn’t know anything about cars. So we’re going to lease one, and it’s yours. It’s allowed. Dain assured us it was allowed. Timequake has a bunch of vehicles to drive guests or whatever.” 
 
    “What about a preowned one?” Sands suggested. “Maybe you don’t have to go to the farthest extreme?” 
 
    I frowned. “They don’t have those few million dollar limited cars for collectors and whoever. I mean, we could. If they lease it. I don’t know all of this. Dain does. I was just going to buy Brian the new Ferrari because he’s always wanted one. The others said that’s not something you just surprise someone with.” I took my phone from Brian’s lap and called Dain. 
 
    “Did you get my texts?” he greeted. 
 
    “No, I was calling because Sands suggested maybe Brian get a preowned car, and I didn’t know if that still worked. What’s wrong?” I sighed, rubbing my forehead. “I’m not sure I can handle much more being wrong, Dain. The Russians owned a self-storage place under a dummy corp and it’s full of freezers. They were disposing of bodies that way and getting paid by others.” 
 
    Dain didn’t say anything for a minute. “What was the long term plan with that? That’s incredibly stupid because if anyone figured it out, they had everything all in one spot. Were they just going to fill it up and hope no one ever looked there?” 
 
    I chuckled when he went to ramp back up. “Criminals aren’t as smart as authors and movies make them out to be, Dain. Most serial killers bury bodies in their backyard or somewhere they own, thinking they’re so much smarter than everyone. The Russian mob assumed they were untouchable because of their lawyers and the lengths they go to. The guy told me to turn right around when I showed up with the warrant or I’d get a bullet in the head.” 
 
    “Remind me to call Haton and make sure he gets dropped down the stairs a lot,” he grumbled. 
 
    “I’m sure Axel and Eugene have asked that and did it when transporting everyone.” I sighed when he didn’t say anything. “What’s the bad news?” 
 
    “It’s not bad news. Most people would love to receive this news,” he muttered.  
 
    “But?” 
 
    “But you aren’t going to like it because you’re FBI.” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured something like that. So what’s going on?” 
 
    “The New York pack was broke because eighty percent of them are out of work. Alpha Mario was rather rich though.” 
 
    “Family money like Milwaukee?” I tried, hoping it wasn’t bad news. 
 
    “No, Sera. He was a born wolf but born of no one.” 
 
    “I’m so going to end up indicted for something, aren’t I?” I whispered, rubbing my head again. “Fuck! I never wanted to be Alpha, and each one I add just brings me more shit. Milwaukee wasn’t as bad as Grand Rapids who were buying weapons from New York, so we knew that was going on and all kinds of shit. But now you’re going to tell me it’s…” I covered my face with my hands. “This might have to wait. I needed some happy, Dain.” 
 
    “My love, I will get you out of all the messes, I promise,” he said gently. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how I was going to answer, but Brian took the phone from me.  
 
    “She’s rubbing her head furiously and shaking,” he told Dain. “And her stomach keeps growling so loud even I hear it. We’ve had a lot of crazy here, so can this wait?” 
 
    “It can’t,” Dain assured him. “The Shifter Council is very nervous about how she’ll handle this. Alpha Mario wasn’t as stupid as most, and to most he seemed just as broke as the pack, but he wasn’t and it’s all in off shore banks. She’s not actually required to declare that if she doesn’t accept it as income. There is a way around this, as we did with much of what she received from Igor.” 
 
    “You want to grant it to Alena,” Brian surmised. 
 
    “It’s within Sera’s purview especially with Melicent running the pack,” he explained. 
 
    I met Brian’s gaze, unsure of what to do, letting him see I didn’t know what to do. That was dirty money and I should report it. Granted, not to say Igor’s wasn’t, but he wasn’t a US citizen. That was different. 
 
    “How did Alpha Mario amass this wealth?” Brian asked. 
 
    “I believe you have already figured that out,” Dain said quietly as if knowing I was sitting right there and didn’t want me to hear it. “From what he’s confessed, a lot of it was from filling that storage unit.” 
 
    Great, he was a hitman. Awesome. That had been where my mind had gone too, and I really hadn’t wanted to be right. 
 
    “There’s no way if he was practically broke to the IRS and she reports getting a lot from him, people won’t raise questions,” Brian worried. “And it’s not stolen, so she can’t hand it back.” 
 
    “They could try and seize it,” Sands added. “Brian, they could try and seize it and her because it’s a shot at her. I know you’re a boy scout most days of the year, man, but if they get any chance to really grab her—you weren’t in Memphis. They were insanely interested in getting their hands on her. I didn’t hear how he got the money, and honestly, I’m not sure I care because he got his. Don’t give them a chance to get her.” 
 
    “Your friend is right, and that is our main concern,” Dain said firmly. “She will worry about the reaction the Shifter Council will have if she reports it. They will close ranks and never offer to work with any office they don’t have to. If word got out an Alpha was doing hits for the mob… I don’t even know the backlash of that. It would be bad in this climate, and they will not be happy, and all the progress will be gone.” 
 
    “And I can’t just donate it. Someone would trace it back to me or follow a trail to ask questions,” I worried. “Anonymous isn’t really anonymous. We know that.” 
 
    “How much are we talking here?” Brian asked. “Are we getting all worked up over like a low six figure wealth? I mean, he wasn’t an international badass. He was a thug who did shit for the mob.” 
 
    “He did a lot of ‘shit’ for them,” Dain drawled. “We’ve uncovered eight figures already, and we’re sure there’s more.” 
 
    “We do good with it,” I muttered, undoing my hair and fidgeting with it. “He was doing bad shit instead of protecting people like he should, so we do good with it. He made the shifters suffer and didn’t even help them when some are basically homeless. Give it to Alena, and she works with Melicent on this idea of making a super cool building for New York to brag about and a place for paranormals to be safe. 
 
    “He should have been using his power to get his people construction jobs. Let them work with some awesome architect or find us a paranormal architect and make it some energy friendly something that also cleans New York’s air or whatever. Use it to get more paranormals out of danger instead of hurt the perception of us like he was. Do whatever you have to, Dain.” 
 
    “I agree with you, but I’m sort of shocked that’s your answer,” Sands admitted, giving me a quick glance in the rearview mirror. 
 
    I shrugged. “I absolutely agree with you that if I ever give the government a chance to get me, they’ll take it. Playing this by the book could end up with me somewhere bad even though they are legally bound to turn me over to the Shifter Council if I break the law. I might be a bit flippant about certain dangers, but this is a very real one, and if I’m not there to protect my pack, they’re all in trouble. Hell, the boys are enough reason to do it.” 
 
    “I agree,” Brian murmured, reaching over and taking my hand. “Do whatever you have to so Sera’s protected, Dain. She’s pissing off enough people doing the right thing here and helping. Let the government get some glow from her kicking ass here, and they’ll be less inclined to snag her. Let’s not give them more reason to pull something.” 
 
    “I will see it done. I will need a copy of his death certificate and to take a trip to meet Alena at the banks, but it is nothing major. If I come across any other problems, I will let her know.” 
 
    “You can—” 
 
    “You are not her mate, Brian,” Dain cut in. “I can’t actually tell you of these matters without her permission. And after hearing from Jonik that you ‘flipped shits’ over her wealth today, I would refrain from telling you much until you settle with it.” 
 
    The look on Brian’s face as Dain basically told him to step off was pretty fucking hysterical. He just handed the phone back to me, shaking his head. 
 
    “Thanks for handling all of this. I know you’re busy with training,” I muttered. “Everything else going okay there?” 
 
    “Yes, and good news that with the surprising warm weather this week here, Hagan and Reagan organized a large group to help dig the foundations of the next two greenhouses. They will be poured and set before the next cold front comes in middle of next week. If it comes earlier, well, they won’t be poured, but getting them dug will still be a huge step.” 
 
    “Cool. Yeah, I didn’t realize I was half owner of all of that or like the flower greenhouses.” 
 
    “Of course you didn’t,” he chuckled deeply, his voice making me shiver. “To answer the question you called for, yes, you can buy the vehicle outright and still claim it but only so much a year as it depreciates. It will be less of a tax write off than a lease.” 
 
    “Dain says you have to lease a brand new one,” I told Brian. 
 
    “Liar. Do not misquote me,” he growled playfully. 
 
    “Fine, you tell him it’s just not as good as a tax whatever with the thing and the thing and I won’t be the only one whose eyes start glazing over.” 
 
    “Brat. You’re an absolutely delicious and sexy brat.” 
 
    “Not sure how that works but thanks,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Jonik gave me details,” he explained. “I keep picturing how beautiful you must have looked. He keeps speaking of your hair, and I know how wonderful it feels against my skin.” 
 
    “Full moon, Dain,” I reminded him, my hormones ramping up. 
 
    “Yes, I know,” he purred. “Better than you being upset. Go have fun with the test drives and know I have everything else handled.” 
 
    “You always do on that stuff. Thanks.” I cleared my throat nervously. “I’ll bring you back a cronut or something. I think we ate them all, but we can get more.” 
 
    “Just come back to me safely, and that’s the best thing I could get.” 
 
    Damn, he really was good when he didn’t have his head up his ass. 
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    The place was pretentious, and from the minute we met the sales guy, he was basically looking down his nose at us like we weren’t classy enough to be there. It took everything I had to remind him he wasn’t the fucking owner of the place or cars, he was the damn salesman. Fine, he probably made good money off commissions or whatever, but he still didn’t own the place. 
 
    And even if he did, what a douche. Who looks down their nose at people for something like that? 
 
    “Everything was approved for you to take a test drive, Ms. Thomas,” he informed me, gesturing to go ahead and pick whichever vehicle. 
 
    I frowned. “I’m leasing it or whatever for him. They’re taking the test drives.” I thumbed over my shoulder to Brian and Sands.  
 
    He glanced at them and then back at me. “I was told you were only in the market for one vehicle. You understand that I cannot risk such fine automobiles to be driven just for kicks. It devalues them.” 
 
    Brian cut in when he saw I was about to jump all over the guy. “The mileage, Sera. The more miles on the cars there are, it can drive down the price. He’s not saying the values go down because we sat in them.” 
 
    I nodded I heard him but focused on the salesman. “He should choose his words more wisely. It’s a buyer’s market, and we’re from Chicago where there are nice luxury dealerships too. I thought you could use a road trip in your new car after the crazy here, but we can just take a trip together if this place is going to be snooty. Hell, would you guys like to take a flight on my private plane and go see all the factories and test drive them there?” 
 
    “You are so fun, Thomas,” Sands chuckled. 
 
    “It’s the last day of the lunar cycle. He’s lucky I’ve not threatened to shoot him,” I grumbled, knowing the salesman could hear me. “Sands is helping Brian pick since we don’t have all day. We might need one here since we’re opening another club and Sands can drive that one. I don’t care. I have an armor plated tank basically.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re not going to at least test drive one,” Brian chuckled, eyeing over a pretty blue… Something. I had no idea. 
 
    I shrugged. “It would be fun to drive it on a race track and really open it up, but you’re just going to drive it in New York traffic.” I shrugged again. “Drive and get what you want, and we’ll take it on a track and play and then have hot sex all over it.” 
 
    “Jesus, Sera,” he groaned, leaning his forehead down to mine. “Mean.” 
 
    “Full moon, Bri. I’m hungry, and that makes me extra cranky.” I saw the guy still wasn’t going to let them both play, so I got bitchy and draped my influence all over him. “Whatever they want, right?” 
 
    “Of course, Ms. Thomas. You’re looking into possibly more than one vehicle, so of course you would need two people to test drive and give opinions.” 
 
    “Thank you for understanding,” I purred, giving Brian a wink. “I’ll pick up lunch down the street while you guys are having fun. Sands, you don’t have any allergies, right?” 
 
    “Nope, what are we having?” 
 
    “Ramen. We passed a ramen shop that looks authentic and nummy.” 
 
    “It is,” one of the other sales guys said with a nod. “The mega bowl is the best, and you have to get the pork buns.” He smiled when I thanked him. “I could walk you over there if you want.” 
 
    “She’s good, thanks,” Brian drawled, rolling his eyes. 
 
    “There could be a lot for me to carry back,” I said innocently, laughing when he gave me a look like he might spank me. “I won’t play with the human, I promise. I’ll go all by my lonesome.” 
 
    “I love you,” Brian murmured, giving me a soft kiss. 
 
    “I love you too,” Sands teased, kissing my cheek. 
 
    “I said I will pound you,” Brian grumbled, shoving his friend. “Stop hitting on her.” 
 
    Sands shoved him back. “I didn’t do it when we were working or all the time she was in Memphis because you weren’t there and said you’d pound me. You’re standing right here, and I’m only half teasing.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s the other half I’m annoyed about.” 
 
    I laughed all the way to the door. Sands was an attractive man, for sure, but he was pushing forty and looked it. Which was really funny that it ruled him out for me because Dain was several hundred years old. 
 
    So was Noah. 
 
    Carter and all the ancients were thousands of years old. 
 
    Really it was because Sands was human and Brian’s friend. That was off limits. 
 
    I hurried down the block to get to the ramen shop, thrilled at the smells and my stomach rumbling again. I ordered a bunch of appetizers, ignoring the funny looks they gave me when I said for whichever two could be ready first to give me to eat there while I waited for the full order. Then I added three huge bowls with extra toppings just for myself along with what I knew Brian would like and the same for Sands. 
 
    I sat down and inhaled some pork buns and kimchee, glad it wasn’t spicy and feeling a little less bitchy now that something was in my stomach. Someone sat next to me at the counter, and I felt something press into my side. 
 
    “Be cool, Alpha,” the wolf said to me. I wanted to roll my eyes at letting my stomach rule me and dropping my guard. It was so, so hard to balance it all during the lunar cycle, and when I was stressed it took over something. “We’re going to walk out of here and take a ride.” 
 
    “Sure, as soon as I get my food, as we don’t want to raise any eyebrows or cause worry,” I told him as I finished off the pork buns, acting like there wasn’t a gun pressing against my ribs. I thanked the guy who brought my first bag, moving it to block the wolf as he was doing a horrible job of being discrete. “Use your jacket more or someone will see from the window.” 
 
    “Oh, um, okay,” he muttered, sounding confused. 
 
    “So you’re not from around here,” I said as I turned my head to get a good look at him and slipped off my ring so I could get anything from him. “We have all the New York pack accounted for.” He didn’t want to answer, so I put a bit of power into my voice as I made it a question so he wanted to answer. 
 
    “Newark. We’re from the Newark pack.” 
 
    “So you have friends here,” I muttered, using the mirror on the far wall of the restaurant to check out the street. “A party’s always nice.” The guy came with another bag saying that was the complete order. “Extra chop sticks? Someone always drops them.” 
 
    He smiled, nodding as if he knew that was true too. “We put in several extras. Thank you for your order.” 
 
    I complimented the pork buns and then leaned into the wolf. “Pocket the gun and don’t make a scene. We both know that won’t do much good against me.” 
 
    “Gold bullets, idiot,” he hissed. 
 
    I leaned back and gave him a look that clearly said so what? “Right, yeah, I figured.” I rolled my eyes and slid off the chair, picking up my bags and heading to the door. I thanked a woman who opened it for me since I was carrying the large bags. The wolf guided me to a waiting van, and the moment we were closer, I draped my influence over it and anyone inside. 
 
    Which was five of them. Well, at least they weren’t that stupid.  
 
    They had double lined the bags since I’d ordered so much, so once I was inside and we were out of sight from people, I took one of the extra bags and put it in the center of the van. “All weapons and electronics in there. Who’s boss here? I want ID.” 
 
    My day got exceedingly worse when he handed me a NYPD badge. 
 
    “Oh for the love of fuck me,” I grumbled, groaning when they all had them. “So you’re Jersey pack working for NYPD? How the fuck did that happen?” 
 
    My mood completely went into the shitter when they told me.  
 
    Mother. 
 
    Fucker. 
 
    I didn’t even know how to handle this one. I pulled out my phone and sent a few texts, glad at least Galvin was still in town. I told the driver where to go and to park near the front door even if he had to do it illegally. 
 
    It wasn’t like we were going to be staying long. 
 
    “Stay here,” I ordered them, glad when their eyes glazed over because that meant they weren’t going to be a problem. The problem was my tank was running empty. I hurried into the dealership, relieved when I saw Sands and Brian walking like they’d just gotten back too.  
 
    “He’s totally in love with the hottest Ferrari,” Sands snitched. “He went right for it and test drove it but doesn’t want to tell you because of the price.” 
 
    “It’s not like a red midlife crisis mobile, right?” I checked, glancing around at the cars as if I would ever know which one it was. 
 
    “No, I like the silver and it’s hot, but no, Sera,” Brian argued. 
 
    I ignored him, walking over to the nice salesman and pulling out one of my cards and writing Dain’s phone number on the back of it. “This is the number to my attorney. He knows you’ll be calling and will handle payment, the wire, whatever and finishing the paper work.” 
 
    “Sera, stop, it’s two and a half million dollars,” Brian hissed, trying to snatch the card away, but I was faster and got it in the guy’s hand. 
 
    Then what he said sank in. “For a fucking car? Why?” I waved off his answer. “Whatever, it’s fine. You can work out details or whatever later.” 
 
    He went to argue, but then worry filled his eyes. “What happened that you’re rushing like this?” 
 
    “We have a situation,” I sighed. 
 
    “Don’t you always?” Sands teased me. 
 
    “Yeah, well, this situation just tried to abduct me at gunpoint as I was waiting for my lunch order,” I snapped, growling a bit too much and way too loud given where we were. I rubbed my forehead and gestured to the van parked outside the front door. “I can’t hold them much longer.” 
 
    They shared a look, and both had their guns out and heading to the van as fast as they could. I rolled my eyes and sighed, glancing at the sales guy.  
 
    “Just get whatever started and call Dain. We’ll try and work on whatever sort of options or whatever. Sorry, work always comes first.” I turned on my heel and headed out, bitching under my breath that the whole trip was fucked and I was a failure of a girlfriend since I couldn’t even give him one fun fucking lunch. 
 
    I was pretty sure I even shocked the New Yorkers as to how much one woman could cuss over a few hundred feet. They had eased down before I reached the van, realizing I was using my power, but I didn’t care, flicking them each in the forehead. 
 
    “Idiots. They’re wolves. Be smarter,” I chastised. “Let’s go. We have a meeting about what to do. Luckily people weren’t far and I now have an empty building near.” Brian went to guide me away from the van, but I shook my head. “The closer I am to them the easier it is to keep my power going. Just please hurry. I’m seriously down on the tank.” 
 
    “Got it,” he agreed, giving a nervous look at the van before he took off to the rental. I knew he wanted to offer to let me feed, but really, he wouldn’t be anywhere near the feed I needed, so it was better to hurry. 
 
    It wasn’t like I could feed off the guys who I was using power on. That was like two negatives in a sentence canceling out. 
 
    I told the driver the address and hopped in, glad when we caught most of the lights and traffic had thinned a bit even if it was a Friday afternoon. It seemed like the after lunch lull, and as they were having a snow storm hit soon, people probably wanted to get work done fast so they could go home. 
 
    We pulled into the parking garage, and I told them to park by the others once I found them. The moment the van stopped, I was out the door to feed so I could keep holding them. 
 
    Eugene came storming over to me, his stern eyes even more intense than normal and his red hair down and wild. He grabbed my arms and gave me a shake. “Why were you alone? Why were you out only with two humans and then you went off alone?” 
 
    Instead of answering, I yanked his head down and fed, taking huge, huge gulps of energy. I needed more but also had to take a break so it didn’t overwhelm me. The tank had been that empty holding five wolves when so much else had gone on. He must have scented them when we stopped kissing, as he went to move me aside so he could go for the van. 
 
    “Eugene, wait, you can’t,” I argued, pushing at his chest. 
 
    “The fuck I can’t,” he growled. “They’re wolves.” 
 
    “They’re cops,” I snapped, giving him a light shove. “I’m Alpha here.” I shoved him again when he kept staring at the van. 
 
    He fisted his hands and nodded before looking at me. “He pulled a gun on you, Sera. I’m not the only one who will want to dismember them.” 
 
    “I know, but you’re acting extra aggressive because it’s the full moon and they’re wolves,” I said more for the others. “Plus, you keep pushing for a protection detail like other Alphas. I get it. I’m glad I didn’t this time because we needed to catch these guys and they approached because I was alone.” I shook my head when he went to argue. “They could have started a lot of shit later. We clean house now.” 
 
    “We clean house now,” he agreed, adjusting his neck. 
 
    “I’m Alpha here.” 
 
    He frowned. “I know that, Sera. I wasn’t challenging you.” 
 
    No, but others were and that was the problem. 
 
    Barry snorted quietly from a good distance away, further than most shifters could hear at that volume. “Hugene’s totally pussy whipped by a bitch who doesn’t even tear apart wolves that threaten her. I don’t know which of them is weaker.” 
 
    Yeah, like him.  
 
    I moved faster than any of them could keep up with and took Barry’s legs out from under him, slamming him down into the concrete as he fell hard enough that it cracked and left a huge dent. I snarled in his face, letting my hand shift so my claws dug into his neck.  
 
    “I am Alpha here. Not you. Not anyone with a mother fucking dick. You get me? The two most powerful shifters here have breasts. Cut the sexist shit before I throw you off the fucking roof.” 
 
    “What did he say?” Axel asked as he came closer. “He’s a dick but good at his job. I’ve never known him to start problems.” 
 
    “Apparently because the bosses are men,” I drawled. “Does he work with Haton?” 
 
    “No,” he and Eugene said together, Axel continuing. “But a lot of bears don’t work well with large cats. It’s a toss up which animal could take whom.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “It’s more than that from the way his heart races. I bet he doesn’t work with any of the council women all that well. He’s been saying shit to his team he doesn’t think I can hear from the moment I razzed him for his lame nickname for Eugene. It’s not even been one damn day, and we’ve barely spent time together, and I’m ready to tear off his balls.” 
 
    “What has he been saying?” Axel asked again. 
 
    “Tell them,” I ordered Barry, slamming his head into the concrete again when he didn’t. “Do as instructed or I will start getting pissed, asshole.” 
 
    So he did, and then I wasn’t the only one seriously pissed at him. 
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you, asshole?” Axel bitched, going for him but Eugene stopping him in time. “We’re drowning in corruption, bullshit, and seriously fucked up shit, and all you can focus on is a wolf bitch is more powerful than you and in charge of so much? We get it. You think you’re awesome as a bear and a man, but fuck, stop with the petty shit! You know she didn’t fuck people to get what she has.  
 
    “She did what any other Alphas do—even more since she’s law enforcement! Tons of shit she gets from all sides, way more than most Alphas ever get, and you’re saying it’s because she’s pussy whooping people? I don’t know if you’re just fucking thick or you’re pissed she’s not given you another look.” He growled when we heard Barry’s heart tell us it was the latter. 
 
    “You will shut your face and handle the next raid and leave with them. I do not need this shit. I am doing what you and your council could not. So remember that the next time you fucking run your mouth about me blowing vampires or blowing humans or just—fuck, shut up! We have more important problems!” I stood, giving him a look like I wanted his agreement. 
 
    He didn’t give it, and I lost my patience. I kicked him in the head and knocked him out. I took in the shocked looks of his team. 
 
    “Take him with you and make it clear he’s lucky I didn’t snap his fucking neck.” I waited until they nodded and went back to our actual problem. I got lightheaded on the way, and Axel caught me, mashing his mouth to mine. I fed heavily, hearing some raised voices in the background. 
 
    “They’re not making out,” Brian snapped as I pulled away. “They’re sharing energy. She’s using her energy to hold your dirty cops and hasn’t had enough to eat or fucking rest.” 
 
    “We’ve seen it before,” Galvin assured the NYPD police chief. “Just give her a few moments.” 
 
    I thanked Axel, glad when one of his team set up a laptop on one of the SUVs and already had Skype going. We went over there, and I thanked Haton for taking the call. 
 
    She sighed when she saw who else was there. “What now? Did you find aliens, Seraphine? Is this the moment I learn aliens are real and the government truly has been hiding them?” 
 
    “No, no aliens,” I drawled, sounding just as tired. I was shocked to see her normal calm crack. “Things going well there?” 
 
    She gave the slightest flinch the humans wouldn’t have seen. “We’ve had to call in extra interrogators, and everyone’s been working a lot of overtime to get everyone the information they need. We have been in contact with Councilman Papadopoulos and Dubois to help fill in some gaps of the complete picture, so thank you for that suggestion.” She glanced over my shoulder as if saying that was all she would be willing to say in front of other humans. 
 
    “I’m glad it’s working out. There are huge, heaping piles of shit all over the place, and working through them efficiently and finding the best way for everyone while keeping people safe is what’s most important,” I said, pacing within view of the webcam someone had hooked into the laptop. “I have to divulge some of the information from these interrogations that we were keeping compartmentalized.” 
 
    “Knock out the wolves so she’s not using energy to hold them,” Eugene instructed his team. 
 
    “No, they’re cops,” I reminded him, waving the others quiet, looking at the police chief. “We haven’t cleared your people like we have Pratt’s teams, which is why they’ve been keeping information like a vault. However, someone still gave your fucking office a report because it was demanded of them anyways. You have a leak because it got back to the five NYPD officers that tried to abduct me today. 
 
    “They are also wolves.” I gave both sides a moment to let that sink in. “One is the Alpha of the Newark, New Jersey pack. He—along with the other four—took over the New Jersey pack after the hit against me didn’t happen and they knew I would come for New York. They were a failsafe to get Alpha Mario and others out if the shit hit the fan. Just like the Russians had shit in place to take out Galvin should I come, as he could stop it all. 
 
    “Except there is no honor amongst criminals and that was never going to be what they did. They waited for me to take out Alpha Mario and a lot of the problems, and before we got to outing them and their misdeeds, they came to cheat and take me out, take over New York and well, everything.  
 
    “Which brings me to the shifter law I want to propose that if people cheat—caught or not—they can never be Alpha, and even if the Alpha dies, the pack reverts to the next strongest member of that pack. Or a named second from another pack that would take control until order is restored. The rules are in place to protect, but they assume too many play fair, and we know that not to be true.” 
 
    “Agreed and you are not the first one to bring this up, but we keep seeming to have more pressing matters,” Haton replied. “Though that is a definitive start and one of the better suggestions. I will bring that up once this mess has passed, as all of us agree something needs to be done and not just to protect you but all of us.” 
 
    “Good, that takes something off my mind, and I thank you for considering it.” 
 
    “Sera, slow down,” Brian muttered, moving in front of me. I crashed into him, and only my wolf reflexes kept us both from keeling over. “You’re pacing faster than we can keep up with. Let them knock out the wolves.” 
 
    “We have enough potion still,” Eugene cut in, and that was the piece I had been missing. 
 
    “Shit, I didn’t know that,” I sighed, rubbing my head. “Yes, please.” I looked at the chief of police. “It’s just a sedative for eight hours. I can’t keep using energy to control them with everything else.” 
 
    “Fine,” he agreed. “I want to know how you figure there’s a leak in my office?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at him. “I didn’t tell you about the Russian self-storage place, and I know my people didn’t. Which means your people did.” His heart fluttered, and I sighed. “Yeah, they told you. Well, someone in your office told them.” I gestured towards the van where Eugene and his team were dosing the wolves. “That’s why they scrambled to get me today instead of waiting for me to clean up a bit more.” 
 
    “I still don’t—” 
 
    “Has the morgue misplaced any bodies lately?” I cut in, nodding when Galvin cursed. “Yeah, apparently they’re in the storage unit in freezers and these five cops are how they went missing and blew apart cases against some bad, bad people.” I looked at Galvin. “Who are represented by that law firm that came at me in Memphis that you were working whatever about.” I glanced at the webcam and gave Haton a look she should jump on that. 
 
    “Deputy Director Galvin, I believe it might be best we have a conversation soon about that investigation, as apparently this firm is a bit pointed at shifters, or now we are more involved given wolves were helping them and their clients. There is probably some crossover and ways we can help.” 
 
    “Yes, apparently this is much deeper than we thought,” he accepted. “For now there is too much already in front of us.” He focused on me. “They’re shifters so they go to the council.” 
 
    I nodded. “They came after an Alpha without a legal challenge. Yes, they go to the council, but they are also cops.” 
 
    The police chief sighed, rubbing his hand over his head. “People would notice them just gone. And we don’t want to just announce we found dirty cops. Dirty wolf cops and sent them off to the super secret Shifter Council that has no oversight.” 
 
    “We do actually,” Haton argued, noting his surprised face. “Even I know it’s in the FBI information all police departments have. Sometimes you humans are your own worst enemies.” 
 
    I snorted. “It’s not just them. I’ve given many lectures that the moment claws come out it is the same as a human with a knife. Shifters are in possession of deadly weapons. You wouldn’t believe how many just stare at me blankly as if I made that up to screw with them, and I know you gave updated rules to Alphas after paranormals came out.” 
 
    “Yes, all people are idiots too often,” she grumbled, most of us grunting in agreement. “The problem is you can’t just out them as wolves and they were transferred, as you’ll then be looking into their cases knowing they were dirty. Except others won’t, and it will seem as if you assume they were dirty because they were wolves.” 
 
    For the next ten minutes the “adults” argued on what to do and how things needed to be handled. I went and handed out lunch to Brian and Sands, annoyed that it was basically cold and really cold as I got to the second bowl. Another ten minutes of not getting anywhere and my annoyance growing as I read other updates on what was going on, and my patience snapped. 
 
    “Enough,” I snarled as I went over and grabbed Barry, dragging him over into view of the webcam and dropping him none too gently. “Later you can talk to Axel, Eugene, and the teams here and find out the really huge fucking favor I did the council by not gutting their sexist and asshole team lead, so in return, you guys can interrogate the Newark Alpha and proxy my killing him to take over. 
 
    “That information is more important than who tears out his heart. We can have enough respect for each other in that.” Then I glanced between the men right there. “They’re obviously friends, the answer is something that doesn’t involve any work. That way there’s no dirt on the NYPD and no shit dumped on the FBI for uncovering it all. Someone had a family member die and oh no, they got in a car wreck on the way home and are dead. 
 
    “There has to be someone who can help make that happen. I refuse to believe no one’s gotten a bit of this and that signed off on that can make this happen. Closed casket or whatever and a review of their files would happen anyways because others had to take them over.” I held up my hand to the police chief. “And I won’t throw a fucking fit that you knew there was dirt on this and you’re pulling rank and shit to know what was going on. 
 
    “Because I just got word the cartel we were going after just closed ranks and are making sure to surround themselves with people. We don’t know their main location but a few we could grab them from and instead, they’re surrounding themselves with collateral damage, which makes this infinitely more complicated. So stop trying to show you have the bigger fucking dick and more pull and just get the mother fucking job done.” 
 
    There might have been more to say, but Carter and Orson were suddenly there restraining me. Sander fed me energy and so did Emilio, both giving me sympathetic looks. 
 
    “We will fix this, Sera,” Carter promised. “We will keep them safe.” 
 
    “What is he talking about?” Galvin demanded. 
 
    “The dirty cops gave the cartel names. Including Havers. They know who to target,” Carter explained. 
 
    I felt my wolf riding me as I met the police chief’s gaze. “And if they hurt him or any of mine, you better fucking run because I will tear you limb from limb. We were keeping people safe, not shitting on you. Who else knows what got out? Was it worth it? Was it worth your fucking pride or—” 
 
    “We’ll handle it,” Orson cut in, blocking my view of the police chief. “You need to eat for real and we’ll figure out our next step.” 
 
    I nodded, letting them lead me away. I felt better when I smelled the food they brought. “What did you get?” 
 
    “People were talking about Sylvia’s as it’s a New York icon,” Carter answered. “We got more recommendations to try there than anywhere else, so we got a lot of everything. I do love the fried chicken your country has.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is pretty good,” I agreed. “As long as they don’t go crazy with the Cajun seasoning or cover it in hot sauce.” 
 
    “We made sure none of that was on yours,” he chuckled. Most of them found it amusing I took bullets easier than I could a bit of spicy.  
 
    Hey, we all had our quirks. 
 
    I considered options as all of us stuffed our faces and I fed a lot more. Finally I turned to Carter, decision made. “Call Melicent and tell her we’re going hunting. We need upscale club attire to catch attention with looking like that was the goal, and we need it for those we know who wouldn’t have been named.” I nodded towards Alex and Eugene. There wasn’t anything for dirty cops to pull on them.  
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    “And someone clear the people of the police chief’s office before I eat him.” 
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    “We have to talk strategy,” I said to Melicent several hours later as we got ready. 
 
    She smirked at me. “Yes, I know how to attract men to me, little sister.” 
 
    I sighed, too tired to handle this or be polite. “Yeah, I know that, and look who you attract.” I waved towards Bemus. They both frowned and looked like they had choice words for me, so I hurried on to explain. “He’s international model hot. He’s strong as can be, and he’s smart from the way he’s got his shit together and jumping all over the problems.” 
 
    “You’re saying he’s too high quality of a man?” she asked, frowning at me. 
 
    “Melicent, these guys aren’t going to be top tier guys. You’re a strong woman, and you attract strong men who appreciate that, value it. That won’t be who the cartel guys are. They’re bullies. They’re insecure thugs who only settle problems with violence and guns. You cannot be a predator. You have to be prey. You hunt them by trapping them into thinking they’re the hunter and you’re the prey they’re dying to catch.” 
 
    “I believe I will have to follow your lead,” she admitted. 
 
    “Yes, please. I’ve done this lots of times.” I explained how the lipstick worked and how to visualize the changes she wanted to make, and for the night we agreed to act as sisters, matching with eye catching natural red hair and light brown eyes so it wouldn’t be obvious where we were from. 
 
    “You do not sound alike,” Bemus worried. 
 
    “Oh, we don’t? I thought we speak very similar,” I argued, mimicking Melicent’s accent. I shrugged when they both shot me surprised looks. “I know several languages and dialects. You get good at accents, and it’s a needed skill for undercover work.” I glanced at Bemus and the others. “You need to go and get into place. I know Melicent set it up so you’re on the list, but we need to space out arriving better.” 
 
    “The others are there?” he checked, nodding when I did. “And we act like…” 
 
    “Like you are you,” I told them, feeling the nerves in the air. “The only difference is you don’t know us. You’re visiting European hotties looking for a night out and know how to live it up. Order the good booze, take in the environment, but do not take any woman up on any offers. That’s the important part. You need to act selective so when you approach us later, you’re not just chasing tail but obviously have good taste.” 
 
    “Why can’t we just go in and Melicent flood the club with power?” one of the other Greek wolves asked. 
 
    “Because they split up,” I reminded him. “We need to draw the others in and not throw up flags. Some are visible to draw attention and stay surrounded, but the typical MO is the others will be handling plans to either leave or fight back. We need to make it like the club and party is so hot that they just come take a break for one last night of fun because it’s a party they wouldn’t want to miss. Subtle and sneaky gets them all.” 
 
    They seemed to accept the answer and left. Melicent handed me a garment bag, giving an evil smirk. I sighed as I opened it, knowing I would be showing a lot of skin but the dress was the right type.  
 
    It was an ultra sexy, backless, bandage, body-contouring dress that was a hollowed out halter and basically the white material wrapped up my boobs into place, showing a lot of them though. There was no stomach to it, the skirt starting way below my belly button. The dress draped from the top part and covered more in the back, swirling in the front to make the extra short skirt apparent as the extra fabric twisted in the front to show it. 
 
    Melicent’s was just as over the top. It was skin tight, knee length, bright red with tiny straps that had huge sections strategically cut away so it was just short of indecent but you had to have a killer body to pull off… And she did. 
 
    I showed her how the lipstick worked now that I’d explained it, glad she seemed to get it and went off what I did so we were similar. Then we headed out and I slipped in my ear piece when we were on the elevator. 
 
    “Where’s mine?” she asked, holding out her hand. “I want to play a spy too.”  
 
    I shook my head. “It takes a lot of training to not react to someone talking in your ear. You’ll hear mine if there’s anything you need to hear. They’re all humans so they won’t catch it.” I waited until she nodded. “From the moment we step off the elevator, we’re in character. No one knows what room we came from and it’s a big hotel. Say less. People tend to get nervous and say too much. Don’t be nervous. We wouldn’t be talking all night if we were going clubbing anyways.” 
 
    “I have never been,” she admitted, shrugging when I blinked at her. “Most would not think night clubbing and bar hopping to be very regal. I was raised as next to wear the crown, as Mother told me you say it.” 
 
    “Then just enjoy it and I’ll tell you what I need. That’s perfect for the cover even. Follow my lead and have fun.” 
 
    “As you wish, little sister.” 
 
    We walked off the elevator, and the doorman waved over a cab for us. I gave the driver the address to the club, smiling at Melicent as she took it all in. Right, a princess probably didn’t take many cab rides. 
 
    “Sister, you should try that chicken I had today,” I said with her accent. “I ate much of it and enjoyed it. It is a staple? Yes, they said it was a New York staple.” 
 
    She relaxed a bit as we chatted about the food we’d had and what she wanted to try, the driver even giving us a few recommendations. Her nerves went high again when we pulled up at the club. I paid the driver with a nice tip and dragged her out, letting out just a bit of siren power so the doorman immediately waved at us to cut the line. She followed suit, and we ignored all the people bitching they still had to wait and headed inside. 
 
    Which was lucky since we didn’t bring jackets. It was early March in New York, and even as a wolf that was still too cold. 
 
    “Shots to celebrate our trip?” I asked her as I took her hand and pulled her to the bar. I ordered us a couple of fun shots, laughing at Melicent’s reaction to the Yaeger bomb. 
 
    “On the house,” the bartender told me when I tried to pay.  
 
    I winked at him and pulled Melicent towards the edge of the dance floor, ready to work off the nervous energy and full moon agitation… Except Melicent didn’t exactly dance. She came with and sort of swayed. She could find the beat, for sure, but she was like that girl most rolled their eyes at because she acted all above it. I knew that wasn’t what she was doing, but that was the vibe she was giving off. 
 
    After I swallowed the need to laugh, I caught her gaze and flipped my hair as I stretched my neck, dipped my shoulders, and rolled my hips. She gave me a grateful look and relaxed a bit, working with the cues I gave her since the music had rounded to a relaxed beat. By the time it picked back up, she was ready to go, watching for what else I added and how I moved my feet. 
 
     I fell into work mode once I knew she was set and we were drawing eyes, checking the exits I’d seen on the map and locating targets. There were several private tables for those who bought bottles, but one was a bigger area with a rope though it didn’t lead to another room. It was directly across the dance floor from us, and while the logical thing to get noticed would be to dance right there, being obvious never worked well. 
 
    The music worked to cover me as people put their hands up as they danced to the remix. I did the same, spinning around to catch where are other people were and sighting Bemus and the Greek wolves a few tables away from the VIP area where the cartel boss and his crew were. I grabbed Melicent’s hand and flipped us as I went down low and slowly came back up, causing a stir with the guys around us from how many asked us to dance. 
 
    “Girls’ night,” I called to a few of them, giving a bright smile to soften the blow. We denied a few more, and then it was time for the next round. I led the way, dancing through the crowd back to the bar. The VIP area was on the south side of the club, and we’d been dancing on the north side across the dance floor, but there were two bars on either the east or west sides though the bigger one was on the east side. 
 
    So I brought us to the west side one. Smaller meant more of a chance to stand out when eyes scanned the room. I waved off a guy who offered to buy our shots and swallowed my annoyance when another bartender served the guy drinks when he was clearly sloshed. We pounded our shots and headed back to dance when a guy with the air he thought he was someone moved in front of us. 
 
    “You’ve been invited to come to the VIP area,” he informed me, gesturing to come with him. 
 
    “No thanks,” I replied with a smile. “Girls’ night.” I pulled Melicent with me without giving the guy a chance to reply. I waited until we were lost in the crowd. “They might have ear pieces. A guy approached me who didn’t come from the VIP area.” 
 
    “Acknowledged,” Corbin said in my ear. “We’ve got full visual, so we’ve got you covered and we’re marking who’s allowed in there.” 
 
    Good to know. 
 
    We turned down another half a dozen guys once we were back dancing before it was time to change the flow of the night. I felt them before they got near us. I flipped my hair and glanced in their direction, feeling the need to fan myself and not from the temperature of the club. 
 
    Eugene was wearing gray pants and a brown and gray vest that matched the pants over a green collared shirt that matched his eyes. His hair was down and wild as his stern gaze focused on me and every move I seemed to make. 
 
    Axel wore black pants with a blue long sleeve polo that matched his amazing eyes and had black cuffs that he had pushed up to his elbows. He didn’t seem to walk but flowed through the crowd like liquid with the way his body moved.  
 
    Two of their guys were with them, and they approached Melicent as Axel reached me first.  
 
    “Do you want to dance?” 
 
    “If you can keep up,” I purred, knowing he would hear me. 
 
    “May I join?” Eugene asked, his lips forming a sexy smirk when I nodded. He grabbed my hand and turned me slightly to face him, resting it against his chest as he moved closer. He rolled his hips when I did and moved to the beat. “The red color works for you as well as your blonde, but I prefer your eyes much, much more.” 
 
    “Thanks. That outfit is working for you too.” 
 
    He didn’t reply right away, glancing at Axel when he moved behind me and put his hands on my hips. “I’d wear it if I could take you out dancing again. Maybe we could go to dinner first?” 
 
    I smirked at him. “One of you is finally asking me out on a date instead of just showing up for council stuff and taking any chance to touch me?” 
 
    “In my defense, I’m always involved when it’s high stress and intense situations,” Axel defended. “There’s a fine line of not being crass or a douche that takes advantage of the situation and tension to push for something. I’ve said I want whatever you offer.” 
 
    “Not the same as asking a girl out,” I drawled. I smiled up at Eugene. “Yeah, I love to dance, and you’re good at it. We can go to dinner first. It would be nice to have an actual date when people are saying we’re mating candidates or whatever.” 
 
    “I never said that,” he reminded me. “Not that I wouldn’t be honored to be your mate. Jumping to that isn’t my normal style.” 
 
    “Glad to hear that,” I chuckled, turning so I could dance against him. He enjoyed it immensely, and both of them did when I dropped to the floor and slowly came back up. His big hands moved to my hips, molding every inch of us together as Axel gave me looks like he wanted to eat me. 
 
    “You’re being noted,” Corbin warned me. “We’ve got limited audio, but someone in the VIP area commented that it’s not girls’ only night for you if you’re dancing with men.” 
 
    “Got it,” I told him. We danced a bit longer, and I turned with my back against Axel so I could talk closer to Eugene. “We’re going to hit the bathroom. After we’re gone, walk past the VIP area and make it clear you’re interested in dancing with us again and much more.” 
 
    “I am,” he murmured, his breath hot on my neck. 
 
    I swallowed a shiver and slid out from between them, grabbing Melicent’s hand. “Bathroom break.” 
 
    “Yes, and another drink,” she agreed, smiling at me for real like she was having a good time. 
 
    We made our way across the dance floor, and luckily there wasn’t a line. They were also pristine, which was always impressive at a club or bar, but it was a nice one with a dress code. We hit the bigger bar for another fun shot, keeping closer to the VIP area. I saw someone from there heading our way, but Bemus and several of the Greek wolves beat the guy to reach us.  
 
    They asked us to dance, and we moved closer to their table, which was only a few down from the VIP area. I let out a bit more of my power and Melicent matched me so we were upping our draw but also the fun people wanted to have in the club. 
 
    “The boss just ordered two of his guys to make sure you accept the next invitation,” Corbin warned in my ear. “And he just kicked out the other women there after one commented your breasts appeared fake… Along with a few other things.” 
 
    “I hate women who do that shit,” I grumbled. There was no reason for her to knock me to try and make herself look or seem better. Be better and you wouldn’t have to tear others down.  
 
    We danced just a bit more before I turned up my power another notch. I moved out from in between the guys to face Melicent and waved in front of my face, the universal sign for being too hot. She nodded and gestured to the smaller bar, which had us walking right past the VIP area.  
 
    She caught on fast. 
 
    “Come join us in the VIP area and rest a bit,” a different guy offered as he moved in front of us once we were on our own again. 
 
    “We were going for some water,” Melicent said. 
 
    He nodded, gesturing to the roped off area. “It’s there with no line like the bar. We can bring more.” 
 
    “I could sit a minute,” I told her, both of us nodding. I took her hand, and we followed the guy, going through when he moved the rope aside. “The music is good, a nice mix but not one type too long.” 
 
    “Glad you like it,” a man with a different accent than ours said, his eyes looking over us like a shark checking out his next meal. “I own the club.” 
 
    “Not according to the records, but we’ll check if it’s not a front,” Corbin said. 
 
    “The bathrooms are spotless,” I complimented, shrugging when I got several weird looks from his guys. “Ask any woman what the worst part of going to a club is and it’s crappy rest rooms. The lines if a toilet is broken or it’s not clean. That is the quickest way for women to stop going.” 
 
    “Gorgeous and intelligent,” he praised, patting the spot next to him. “And what is your name?”  
 
    “What is yours?” I teased him. “Shouldn’t you tell us since you invited us to sit with you?” 
 
    “Yes, I should,” he chuckled, giving me a look that made me want to gag. “Diego.” 
 
    “Hestia and this is my older sister Leda,” I told him, glad he couldn’t tell we were lying and answering for Melicent since we’d not discussed that. “She has not been to this type of place before, and she noted the bathroom too. That and the fast service.” I sat next to him. “Though one man was unsafely drunk and the bartender served him. That’s trouble.” 
 
    “Agreed. I will say something to them,” he muttered, giving me another appraising look. “So you have been to many clubs?” 
 
    “I like to dance,” I answered. “I could dance all night, but the heels come off at some point. An evil man came up with the idea for women to wear such uncomfortable shoes. Why? Feet are too pretty to hurt.” 
 
    “Your feet are,” he agreed. “Where are you sisters from? I’ve not seen you around.” 
 
    “We’re traveling,” Melicent answered, taking the seat on the other side of him. “May we have that water? I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m not used to the dancing.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, gesturing to a guy to bring it to us. He focused on Melicent when she gave him come hither eyes. “Traveling from where?” 
 
    While she answered about our made up trip from Europe, I leaned into the guy next to me, draping him with my influence. “You guys seem to be having a lot of fun. It’s a rare party, right? You should invite your other friends to join us. And then head out back to meet them. The boss would like that?” 
 
    “Yeah, he would,” he agreed, smiling as he pulled out his phone. “Excuse me.” 
 
    I nodded and accepted a bottle of water from another guy who took the now empty seat. I asked him to do the same, knowing Melicent heard what I was doing. Then I focused on the boss, clearly saying we should switch roles. She was good, maybe the best female I’d ever teamed up with out of the few times I’d done that. 
 
    “You are a good sister to make sure your sister gets a break and fun,” Diego complimented me when Melicent answered a question from another guy. 
 
    “She is a good big sister,” I replied as I leaned into him. “She never has a chance to let go and have fun. It’s part of life, right?” 
 
    “I think so,” he chuckled, staring at my breasts before meeting my eyes. “I was having such a shit day, but you and your sister are making me feel all better.” 
 
    “By sitting with you? That is high praise,” I teased him. “Why a shit day? The weather? It is cold here.” 
 
    He threw back his head and laughed. “It takes some getting used to. I swear it gets into your bones. No, not the cold. Business. There was some trouble with my business.” 
 
    “Oh, I hope you worked it out,” I replied politely, acting like I wasn’t interested which tended to make people who want attention push. 
 
    Which he did. 
 
    “It should be. Some people were sticking their nose into what doesn’t concern them. Then I find out we bought some goods and they gave out our information. You know how dangerous that can be nowadays.” 
 
    “Yes, everyone’s getting hacked it seems,” I said in a noncommittal voice. 
 
    “True and it’s very important you make those people pay.” 
 
    I took a long drink of my water and gave him my most seductive smile and look. “Yes, bad people should absolutely pay for their misdeeds.” I noted the flash of shock in his eyes before he opened his mouth to reply. “Do you dance? It would be odd for a man who owns a night club to not dance.” 
 
    “I do not to this type of music,” he told me, smirking. “I prefer other dances.” 
 
    Right, like naked, horizontal ones. God, he’s so cliché it must hurt his tiny brain. 
 
    I felt Axel and Eugene approach on cue since I’d given one of the prearranged signals to push Diego and his men like rats through our maze. They were stopped at the rope, waving at us and saying they wanted to dance with us again. 
 
    Diego grabbed my arm when I gave them a wave and went to stand. “You should stay here. You don’t want to hang with men like them.” 
 
    I gave him a curious look. “Men like them? Are they bad men? They were nice to us and like to dance. They were good at dancing.” 
 
    “You are a woman of refined taste,” he said firmly, moving his other hand to my bare shoulder. “You deserve a man who can give you more, and they are nobodies.” 
 
    “But we came to dance and you do not. I have my own means. I do not need a man to buy me things.” 
 
    “That’s not the only way a man should take care of a woman,” he muttered, leaning in closer. “I did enjoy watching you dance though. My friend is coming soon and he is an excellent dancer. Rest your pretty feet for a bit more until he arrives.” 
 
    I shrugged as if it was no big deal. “If he’s good. It’s no fun if I do all the dancing.” 
 
    Diego promised me his guy was the best as he gave a nod for his people to get rid of Axel and Eugene. I pretended not to notice as four guys dragged them away, someone else sitting next to me and distracting me.  
 
    “We need some more help with these assholes,” someone said in the earpiece of the guy next to me who I’d been leaning into. 
 
    “Did you hear something?” I asked him, glancing around. “It was like a buzzing.” 
 
    “Must have been a fly,” he answered, his hand instinctively moving to his ear, which was the signal I wanted to give Corbin and them watching to confirm they had radios. “I’ll be right back. Have to handle something.” 
 
    I nodded and turned back to Diego. “What other friends do you have?” I gestured to Melicent sitting alone and looking bored. “I cannot have my sister sit alone because a man wants to flirt with me. She deserves better than that.” I draped him with my influence when I saw his guy at the rope distracted. “You should call all of your friends. We’re going to have a huge party, right? Especially after the club closes and you don’t want them to miss that.” 
 
    He nodded and got on his phone, only making one call before someone came up to him. 
 
    “We got news on that situation. Our ‘good friend’ got us a location of where they’re all staying. What’s the plan?” 
 
    “Call everyone in. We’re having one last party with these bitches, and then we’ll handle those assholes. Get the jets on standby. We handle them and leave.” 
 
    His guy did a double take. “I didn’t know we were leaving.” 
 
    “Of course we’re leaving. You think we can take out these sort of people and not bring heat on us? We get the job done and get out. We’ll be received like heroes once it’s done.” 
 
    “Should we just go?” Melicent asked, her tone bored and annoyed. I didn’t think she had to do much acting to pull that one out. “Hestia, let’s go dance with those other guys. I liked them a lot.” 
 
    “No, no, we have many friends coming,” Diego assured us. “How about another drink? You were taking shots? What kind?” 
 
    “The guide book said not to accept any shots or drinks from strange men,” Melicent argued. “Too many put drugs in them.” 
 
    “You don’t play with drugs ever?” he asked, raising an eyebrow at that. 
 
    She gave him a bored look. “My body is a work of art and I treat it like a temple. Some may get to see it, but very few deserve to enjoy it fully.” 
 
    Diego laughed so hard he grabbed his stomach. “I like it. I like that a lot. Good, a real woman has high standards. Did you teach your little sister this?” He hurried to tell his guy to bring some bottles of something and not to open them yet. 
 
    Melicent snorted in response. “From what I hear, my sister is still blossoming when it comes to understanding that.” 
 
    I narrowed my eyes at her. “My body is strong and I push myself physically all the time. I do treat my body well. Some of us were not born with your confidence or pushed to view ourselves as a goddess.” 
 
    “But you are related,” Diego muttered. 
 
    “Different mothers,” I answered him. “I am… I think they say ‘black sheep’ here?” 
 
    Understanding lit his eyes. “I was born of a mistress to my father as well. I understand how hard that is to live with and the problems it brings between siblings.” 
 
    “It is not my siblings,” I corrected quickly, not wanting him to get annoyed with Melicent. “She pushes me to ignore the whispers, not care of the chatters. I think it is the difference between girls and boys. Boys take being top or heir over being good to all family instead of girls that crouch together and attack any outside of them that are threats.” 
 
    “You might be right,” Diego agreed after a moment. “Parents tend to push their sons to be best, to be strong and take care of the family. It is good your parents push you to be strong on your own. I know many who only respect women for the men they could marry and push them to wed.” 
 
    We both snorted, which seemed to shock all of us, Melicent not meeting our gazes. “I will not marry until many see I do not need a man at my side to accomplish much. I want one. Yes. But if a man does not need a woman, there is no reason a woman needs a man. We all need love and support, but it is not the same for a woman.” She gave me a worried look like she said too much. “But now they are focused on you, little sister.” 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” I drawled. “I thought parents were bad to throw their daughters at men, but so many are throwing their sons at me as if I have not a brain to decide for myself. I just want to have fun.” I glanced around. “Wasn’t he coming with drinks? I want to dance, drink, and we can try some of that late night food the cab driver recommended.” 
 
    “I want to try that chicken you mentioned,” she replied, understanding the switch and we were stalling. 
 
    “We got another eight with them kicking out Axel and Eugene,” Corbin said quietly in my ear. “A bunch more arrived and we grabbed them too. Basically anyone who heads right to the back entrance the council guys are questioning and nabbing. We’re up over twenty.” 
 
    “I missed what you said, Leda,” I called over, pointing up as if the music was too loud. Even with wolf hearing it was too hard to focus on the com, the conversation, and block out the music. 
 
    “I said I think I want sweet after a night of dancing.” 
 
    I nodded. “I saw that shaved ice place in the guide book.” I leaned into Diego, pressing my lips against his ear. “Doesn’t that sound tasty after sweating and moving?” 
 
    He agreed, and we flirted and fucked with him while the others handled catching the cartel guys until Corbin gave the call that we got them all. 
 
    I pushed my power on the guy as I stood. “Come show us your fancy car out back and you can take us for a ride.” 
 
    “Sounds good,” he agreed, his eyes glazed over as we each took an arm. He brought us to the back door, not even noting that no one was guarding it like they should be.  
 
    Once we were outside and away from other eyes, we both let go of him as if touching him any longer was too much of a chore. It was. It really was, and he was disgusting. I disarmed him and tossed it over to where I felt Axel approaching. 
 
    I turned to face Diego, walking backwards and smirking at him as our people closed in, pulling off my influence and shutting my power down as Melicent did as well. He looked confused and then annoyed when Brian moved up behind me. 
 
    “Did you miss me, lover?” I purred, rubbing my body against him. 
 
    “Always.” He kissed my hair. “I do like the red. It might be fun to try red streaks in the fall?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I answered with a shrug. I snickered at Diego’s confusion. “You still don’t get it, huh?” I wiped off my lipstick, smirking when he started swearing in Spanish. “Yeah, you’re fucked.” 
 
    He looked like he was going to try to bolt, but Eugene just grabbed his arm. “Don’t even think it, stupid.” 
 
    “Sorry we didn’t get to finish our dance,” I said to Eugene, taunting Diego. I glanced up at Brian now that I was me, letting him see my eyes even in the dark parking lot. “He wanted to do very dirty things to us before coming and taking care of all of the mean law enforcement.” 
 
    “Dirtier than I do to you?” he chuckled, smirking at Diego too. “You only think you know what she looks like under this dress, but I promise, the reality is so, so much better.” 
 
    “No, you’re good dirty. He’s just gross,” I corrected. I gave a happy hum when I felt how hard Brian was. “You’ve never seen me dance before, have you?” 
 
    “Not at a club like this, just private party undercover. Now I get why the twins always try and get you to dance. You are like sex on a stick with how you move, Sera.” 
 
    “Then we should go dancing.” I turned and moved my arms around his neck. “I’ll wear the dress for you.” 
 
    He nodded but then frowned. “Why are you extra flirting when it’s work? You’re trying to soften a blow. What happened?” 
 
    “We need to put a detail on your family,” I answered gently, my heart hurting when terror filled his eyes. “As a precaution. Let them stay at the building a few days.” 
 
    “What did you see?” 
 
    “The law firm put hits on several of us, you especially as you’re cleaning up the New York regular office and it would warn other humans to stay out of this. I’m going to order the twins and the boys do the same, okay? They get a small vacation while we clean this up.” 
 
    “Sera, we can’t clean up a law firm of that size,” he worried. 
 
    Several people snorted, but Axel replied. “She said there was a hit on her too. That’s enough of a reason for us to take them down.” 
 
    “Oh, there’s a hit on you too,” I drawled. “I saw a picture of Carter and a few of Apollo and Dubois. They’re trying to figure out what their connection is and if they’re a threat.” 
 
    “We are,” Dubois said from off to the side, and I swallowed a groan. “We invited ourselves to your party. You do not disappoint, Seraphine. That was quite a dance you pulled off, and I do not mean to the music. You had everything choreographed perfectly.” 
 
    “Thank you, Councilman. I had excellent training and a strong team who were as focused on the goal as I was.” I stifled a wince when I realized why else the councilmen were there. “You want the cartel. They were tied directly with the coven, and you want to limit that exposure.” 
 
    “Yes,” he confirmed, not saying anything else. 
 
    Well fuck. Fuck, fuck, and fuck a dozen ducks. 
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    “I smell a territorial fight about to break out, but we need to keep some people safe first,” Brian muttered, glancing between everyone. “Can you call Dain, Alok, and Tasar to bring in my family?” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed, nodding to Sander to handle it. “Call the twins and have the boys brought in as well. Get word out to everyone we don’t know who’s a target, so if we need to double up at the building until we handle this, let’s be careful. Someone also warn Laila and her security.” After he jumped on that, I focused back on Dubois and Apollo who didn’t look happy. 
 
    “With all due respect, Councilman, that wasn’t what was agreed upon,” Axel reminded him. 
 
    “I’m aware.” 
 
    “You have to give us something more to go with here,” I sighed, flipping my hair over my shoulder as I pulled away from Brian. “We can take them down because they sold rare shifters. The Shifter Council has the facility and agreement with the government. You do not. I would like you to, as it would help us immensely, but right now, you don’t. So are you asking us to break the law and just hand these guys over to you?” 
 
    “No, of course not,” Apollo cut in. “It has been decided that it’s in our best interest that we handle the interrogation at the coven as we have been—” 
 
    “No.” Several people blinked at me in shock, but I stuck to my guns. “No, that’s not happening.” I met Dubois’s pissed off gaze. “No.” 
 
    “You care for these monsters?” he seethed, gesturing to Diego and then the van that had others. “You would protect these men? Why?” 
 
    “I cannot answer that without divulging what you asked me to keep secret.” 
 
    “Then let us talk privately, little girl,” he snarled, reaching for my arm. 
 
    Except several people blocked me from him… Including Apollo. Dubois gave him a warning look, but he shook his head. 
 
    “She is under my protection, and you are very insulted she told you no. Yes, let us have a private conversation, but I will not let your anger traumatize her, as she does much for many of us. She plans to do more. This is what I’m trying to show you and the others. Stop assuming you know best because you are oldest or strongest. This new generation of young ones have found some solutions to age old problems. Respect that.” 
 
    “Fine,” Dubois grunted, fisting his hands at his side. “Fine. I apologize for my rudeness and trying to lay my hands on you. I am feeling a bit like a ball in a toy machine that gets bounced around and not allowed to do what I should.” 
 
    “I feel the same every fucking day,” I drawled. “For now, we can’t stay here. Can we agree that for this moment, let’s take the cartel to my empty building some of us met at earlier? Melicent and her people do not need to be involved in this.” 
 
    “Do not protect me when I can protect you from this,” Melicent argued. 
 
    “You can’t,” I said, giving her a grateful smile. “This isn’t as Alpha or Dorcus but FBI. Go try that chicken if it’s still open, and thanks for the help today. You were seriously awesome.” 
 
    “Fine,” she agreed after a moment, coming over and kissing my cheek. She turned to Dubois and met his gaze without fear. “Treat her as you would another of your council and respect her even if you disagree with her, or even if it’s her job, you will have a problem with my family and Grandmother will come visit you.” She waited until he nodded before speaking in Greek and they headed out. 
 
    “Let us meet at your building,” Apollo agreed. “And the three of us will talk privately on the ride over there.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed, waving off Brian when he looked like he’d object. “Carter can drive us. He wouldn’t let someone hurt me and knows vampy secrets. We’re only going to talk.” I rubbed my arms as another cold breeze hit us. “And I’m freezing my tits off so we might stop for something warm on the way. Just load up and everyone meet us there.” I glanced at Brian. “Talk to your family and warn them. I’m fine, I promise.” 
 
    “She’s perfectly safe,” Apollo promised him as well. “And yes, Carter can drive. Orson can come with. This is just a talk.” He moved closer and wrapped his arm around me. “And we will get you some cocoa.” He chuckled when my stomach growled. “Or some real food. Do you like Chinese? There is a great late night place, Decoy, that has amazing duck.” 
 
    “I love duck and Chinese food. I can’t do spicy.”  
 
    We walked a bit further before he opened the door of a limo—because who doesn’t bring a limo to a cartel bust—and let me slide in first. It wasn’t a stretch one, but there were two rows of seats facing each other. I got in, and the moment they were in the back with me, I pushed Apollo to sit and climbed on his lap. 
 
    “Sit, it’s fucking cold out,” I bitched, my teeth chattering. “Tiny dress too cold when I was using power.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you say something sooner?” he asked, rubbing his warm hands over me, which really said how cold my skin was if a vampire’s hands were warm to me.  
 
    I shrugged, nuzzling his neck and snuggling into his jacket as I straddled his lap. “Melicent didn’t even blink. I didn’t want to be the baby who was panting from the quick run. Besides, everyone moved in close together and blocked the wind until there was a problem and people backed away like there was going to be a brawl. Feed me.” 
 
    “I want you to feed from me,” he grumbled as his hands rubbed my ass. “Feed so I can call in the order.” 
 
    I didn’t need to be told twice, mashing my lips to him and drinking down his power so I warmed up and replaced what I’d used, what was burned through with stress. His hands roamed as I fed and not to warm me up, but I didn’t care, practically purring when he played with my hair.  
 
    “I have loaded the menu if you wish to see it to order,” Dubois informed me. I pulled away from Apollo and slid to the floor, moving closer to Dubois to take the tablet. He gave me a heated look. “I very much like you there.” 
 
    I leaned in closer so I was between his legs, my arms resting on his thighs. “I know.” I smirked at him as I took the tablet and perused the menu. “I would eat all of that. Truffle is nice, but I don’t get it for the price, so it’s wasted on me.” I scrolled down the menu. “Damn, this place is pricey. That’s dangerous when filling the stomach of an Alpha wolf, Apollo.” 
 
    “Well worth it if you are the wolf,” he chuckled. “I will order extras for everyone if they can handle it. You two be nice and don’t fight.” 
 
    “No promises,” I snickered as I passed him the tablet. Then I moved to straddle Dubois’s lap, still cold. He did one better, taking off his jacket and putting it over my shoulders. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You are welcome.” There was a slight pause. “I’m sorry I got aggressive with you.” 
 
    “I’m used to arguments and butting heads on busts. You are not used to people arguing with you, so I get it.” 
 
    “No, I am not,” he murmured as his fingers ran along my thighs. “You are distracting me.” 
 
    “No, I’m seriously cold. If me being half naked and here keeps you in a good mood, so much the better. The moment the car warms up more, I’ll sit on my seat like a normal person.” 
 
    “Please don’t,” he breathed as he played with my hair. “I can make you behave too. I saw how much you liked this.” 
 
    I pressed my lips to his ear to be a brat. “You could go down on me, and I still wouldn’t cave on this, Enzo.” I sat up and smirked at him. “There is another option here I’m pretty sure, but talk to me about what you’re trying to accomplish here. You want to keep what the coven did secret, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And we’ve done that. What has changed to make you call others and vote you should take the cartel from us or whatever?” 
 
    “What does it matter if you would get your information?” he challenged. 
 
    “I think you’re hiding more from me and won’t share with the class,” I answered honestly. “Now is not the time to abuse the extras we can call upon when there is so much shit going down and more about to. You care about vampires and covering this up. I’m worried about all paranormals and all citizens.” I held up my hand to stop his argument. “What happens the next problem?  
 
    “What if you pull this now and the next case we can’t get the warrants we need because we didn’t follow the very loose rules? Who do you screw over in the future? What if it’s another coven and it’s something worse and now we can’t do a fucking thing to help them? There are too many people who need us to help them next, and I promise, if you screw with this now, I will end up in front of an ethics hearing and in trouble.” 
 
    “We don’t want that,” he muttered, moving one hand to cup my face. “You are cold to the touch. Feed. You are powerful but young. Not enough full moons under your belt to balance it all better.” 
 
    I stared at his lips, licking my own as I thought of tasting his power. “Your darkness terrifies me.” 
 
    He gave a slow nod. “Call it payment for continuing to sit on my lap, as I like feeling you against me.” 
 
    “Deal,” I growled, mashing my mouth to his. I drank him down, fisting his shirt, and I swallowed his power. He wrapped his strong arms around me, cupping my naked ass and kissed me back. When his fingers moved under the dress more, I flinched. “I’m not okay with that.” 
 
    “You are a very odd woman,” he murmured, not sounding like it was an insult, simply confusing him. “As you wish.” He kept his hands on my ass though, and I didn’t complain.  
 
    “I trusted you enough to know you would respect where my line is and after what I went through, understanding you guys scare me,” I murmured as I brushed my lips over his. “Trust me now and just tell me what’s going on, Enzo. Off the record.” 
 
    “You have a master to answer to, and they will make you tell them,” he argued. 
 
    I snarled as I grabbed his chin, my power flashing in my eyes. “No one is my master. I am mistress. I am Alpha. I have a boss, but I am not a drone. My boss is Chad Monroe. We know there are lines and tricky situations. We’ve been in them before. As long as it’s not breaking rules, but driving outside the lines a bit, it’s fine. I think I know what’s going on already, so just tell me the truth and let’s go hunt some more baddies.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at me, glancing to where my hand was. “The last person who got aggressively physical with me is dead. No woman ever has.” 
 
    I pressed my lips against his and fed as I let go of him. “I wasn’t attacking or threatening you, and we both know it. And it’s a shame you’ve not let a woman play that way because I feel how much you liked it.” 
 
    “I like my hands where they are and you moved so I got to feel a bit more. Don’t mistake that for my desire for a woman to be aggressive with me. I have no desire for that.” 
 
    Liar. Fine, I’d leave it because there were things I wanted to explore and try that I wouldn’t want to discuss with someone I barely know either. 
 
    “Just talk to me off the record, Enzo, and then we can go have fun. I still have one more challenge to beat Apollo at, and I have one hell of an idea.” 
 
    He licked his lips as his hands massaged my ass. “I do wish all my meetings and negotiations involved a beautiful woman on my lap, half naked and giving me such pleasure before I even fucked her.” 
 
    “You were really doing well there until you said you fucked her,” I grumbled. “That implies it’s all about you. Any man in my bed would say ‘we fucked’ so it’s about us.” 
 
    “I will think on that.” He leaned up and kissed me. I took the excuse and fed, finally, finally feeling full for the moment. “The coven here did not buy the gulls. Another coven did, and they are involved in other very bad misdeeds. We do not want this to become a vampire mistreating shifters situation and blow up when there are so many other issues at play and for the moment we are working well together. Let us fix this. Let us take these humans, Seraphine.” 
 
    “No.” I sat back and studied his eyes, ignoring the anger I would tell him that and looking at what else was there. “One of the very, very clear lines US citizens have is that any in custody can’t be fed on. You get information by feeding. I cannot have you drain these guys dry, even if they would be executed by the Shifter Council. You do not have the same relationship with the US government.” 
 
    “Then what do you suggest?” he ground out. 
 
    “I need more information. Is this coven in the US?” 
 
    “No,” he answered, frowning. “What does that matter?” 
 
    “A lot. It’s not in my jurisdiction then, so it wouldn’t be a big deal to leave it out of my reports.” I nodded when he gave me a disbelieving look. “I work for the FBI, not the CIA. I work in the realm of inside these borders. I can do other investigations if we’re asked for, or the raid on the other cartel was because of cases here.” I waited until he settled a bit. “You’re not going to just make these shifters disappear, right?” 
 
    “No, of course not. We wish to handle the situation and punish the coven instead of risking the shifters making a move.” 
 
    I bobbed my head. “Got it. You want an internal clean up instead of a cluster fuck.” 
 
    “Yes. Will you give me what I want, Seraphine?” 
 
    “Yes, Enzo, but not how you wanted it,” I countered. “I made you orgasm, which you wanted from me, but it wasn’t while we had sex but I fed. We’re going to do a bit of dancing and get to the same result.” 
 
    “You are very good at dancing,” he complimented, smirking when I flinched. “Of course Apollo wanted to see the fun. We hid our presence among the humans and watched.” He leaned in and ran his nose along my neck. “You were marvelous. That trash wasn’t worthy to even look at you much less demand you come play with him.” 
 
    “I think I was too cold to catch that your pun earlier meant you were in the club, not just assuming we were dancing at a dance club,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Have we reached an agreement?” Apollo asked. “I told two of the other vehicles to bring the order to us when it’s ready.” 
 
    “We have,” I told him, smirking at Enzo. “I promise it will give you what you want out of this.” 
 
    “I doubt that as I want to be inside of you, Seraphine.” 
 
    “That was not what we came here to handle,” I chuckled, moving off of his lap and sitting next to Apollo. “What did you order?” 
 
    “Lots of everything for you as I love to watch you eat.” 
 
    “Better than watching me dance?” I teased, busting him and nodding to Dubois when he gave me a confused look like he didn’t know how I figured it out since I hadn’t caught it earlier. But Dubois had let out something big I hadn’t known. 
 
    Scary powerful vampires could cloak themselves from being sensed. Like how I could lock down my power, they could do something similar, and that made for a very good assassin to someone who could sense those things. I needed to make sure Alena and the others were warned given they had a lot that was coveted. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised when Melicent and her people were there when we arrived, shrugging like it was no big deal. 
 
    “Fine because I think you can help on this and I have an idea about what you were saying earlier.” 
 
    “Color me intrigued, little sister,” she purred. 
 
    We got Haton on a Skype call, and the woman looked as exhausted as I felt, doing her best to be civil when we kept bothering her. It was a double edged sword for sure. Be good at handling stuff and people went to you more. It was a problem I was well acquainted with. 
 
    Very well acquainted with. 
 
    “The vampires find themselves in a very tricky situation, a volatile one, and involving someone powerful and connected,” I explained to Haton, rolling my eyes at Dubois when his mouth fell open. “I’m never as stupid as people think I am. Of course it’s someone connected. They’re also hooked in so you’re worried news will get to them faster than you can handle what you need to.” 
 
    “Yes,” Dubois and Apollo said together. 
 
    I nodded, swallowing a smirk. “So we got the cartel, but they know of this information. I cannot give them to the vampires because they don’t have the same setup with the government you do, but they don’t want everyone knowing this.” 
 
    “So what are you proposing to leap frog over that?” she asked, rubbing her hand over the back of her neck. “And who decides what gets leap frogged over? We have people to answer to as well when we work with your government on this stuff.” 
 
    “Yes, but you are required to tell when it’s in regard to this country. It is not.” I held up a hand to wave her off. “We can’t do it the vampire way, and they don’t want it to come to you. That is not the only option to get information.” I pointedly looked at Melicent. “Assuming my older sister is willing, and I have an idea how she will want to be willing we can discuss later, she can get them to spill everything within our laws. 
 
    “Now you and I have reports to handle though. So, I would like either Axel or Eugene to sit in on these interrogations, along with a vampire that works for the government too, say Carter, and they will make sure the section we cut out is actually what’s okay with both of us to be cut out. The vampires have promised they will handle this and clean up their own mess as we’ve done on our end.” 
 
    Everyone was quiet a few minutes, but then Haton spoke first. “I’m fine with that as long as it’s either of them, as they’ve worked with the council for over two hundred years each and know what we do need to know. I would ask your fairy draw up one of the NDAs so all parties know they won’t say anything. Record the rest like normal or record it all and cut out what is agreed upon.  
 
    “If one of ours is on the interrogation, then we can sign off on it and not have to redo it once they’re here, or if the councilmen prefer, we can review what’s sent and like we normally do with Monroe and your office, discuss the results before sentencing. However that works. As long as they give their word they will clean this up and not additionally harm any shifters, I’m fine with quietly handling it.” 
 
    “As I’m sure they’ll remember if they come across any such instances where the situation is reversed,” I added. I smirked at the councilmen. “Yes, I want you all to play nicer together. It makes my job infinitely easier if both councils and Queen Laila are on the same page, working together, and then I’m only bounced between that and the US government instead of all four like we’ve been dealing with.” 
 
    “You are speaking as if you assume all of their sentences will be death,” Dubois muttered after a few moments. “That sounds a bit blood thirsty even to a vampire.” 
 
    Brian and I both snorted, but he explained. “Most cartels have a loyalty test of killing someone to get in that they all know about. It’s insurance they’ll be loyal, as none of them are clear, but also making them prove how far they’ll go. And it’s normally not like a rival gang member like some US gangs.” 
 
    “The cartel we took down in Mexico was actually run mostly by a woman, the eldest daughter of the old boss who was dying,” I added. “She made anyone who was already a member or wanted to join kill an ex-lover in front of her so they would show her their secrets or past and she had dirt on them. If they hadn’t had sex yet, she brought in an enemy or a family member of an enemy and made them rape the woman before killing her.” 
 
    “Holy fuck,” one of Melicent’s party whispered. 
 
    “Yeah, we felt the same,” Brian muttered, scrubbing the back of his neck. He opened his mouth to say more but then noticed I was only in Dubois’s suit jacket. He took it off and replaced it with his heavy coat. “Sorry. I was distracted with the conversation. I didn’t realize that wasn’t heavier.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “Thanks.” 
 
    We finished with Haton as the huge mother order of Chinese food arrived. It was funny to see nicely dressed vampire councilmen and their people or Melicent and her group standing around eating from open containers on the hoods of cars, but everyone wanted it while it was hot. 
 
    Once my stomach was mostly full and I was completely warmed up, I decided to bring up the rest of the juggling act. 
 
    “So Melicent and I were talking while we were dancing,” I led in. 
 
    “We were?” she asked, giving me an amused smirk. 
 
    “Yes, before we had the discussion with Diego about how too many think we need a man or men at our side to be useful women and there was much we wanted to do.” I waited until she nodded, understanding filling her eyes. “So let me give you some background so it makes sense.” I explained how I’d gotten the apartment building I’d bought and it hadn’t been set up yet. Mostly for Dubois, but I wasn’t sure how much Apollo knew either. 
 
    “Everything is top of the line,” Brian added, looking like he wanted to help but not sure where I was going with what I was saying. 
 
    “Thanks. Part of that was we filled the gym with eco friendly everything. Flooring made with recycled materials or even a super filtered water system that people can go refill their water bottles with. There are several of them we put in at common areas. But we also put in machines that don’t use electricity, they produce electricity. It’s not a ton, but it covers using the lights and more. 
 
    “Granted it’s more because we’re shifters or vampires but helps, and people like using them knowing they’re helping the environment. And I told this to Alena that with the fairies making such a push to help clean up the environment so they’re a bit more loved and not just doing Vegas shows—” 
 
    “Which was your idea that they should do that after you saw how Dain’s powers worked,” Brian threw in. 
 
    I nodded as I shrugged, focused more on the Peking duck than getting praise. “Right, but it’s helped change their image a bit at a time, and that’s what we want. The Shifter Council and a lot of shifters are helping them, doing the manual labor or driving trucks—whatever. It’s slowly helping our image too that we would use our strength to aid the community if we aren’t scared we’re going to get beat down for it.” 
 
    “And you want the vampires to have such a community service project?” Dubois asked, not hiding how provincial or small that sounded. It was pretty demeaning, and it ruffled my feathers. 
 
    “That site Laila was talking about where they’re adding to the weight of garbage they’re pulling out of our waters and disposing of properly is getting millions of hits. It’s gotten a few global news broadcasts. This isn’t cleaning up one little park. Some world renowned scientists have asked to get involved so they can track the progress and see if it helps ecosystems. It’s not a small thing. It’s a first step.” 
 
    “I understand. I did not mean to sound so dismissive,” he replied with a firm nod. “And I’m not only thinking of myself as I cannot see vampires getting involved with that.” 
 
    “The vampires of Chicago do,” I defended. “But we’ve got this covered. Bijan suggested they might do a blood donation program to reduce taxes. You’re never going to get that from a human run government. However, there are other options, and vampires are seen as the leeches of the world, taking not just blood from humans, but always taking and not giving back.  
 
    “Even among other paranormals with your games and everything always being underhanded. So I was talking to Alena about all of these pieces, and Melicent came up with an idea to help connect them maybe.” She rolled her eyes at me, everyone knowing it wasn’t her idea but whatever, I wasn’t going to say that. “What if each coven opened an eco gym?” 
 
    “So we help the environment more like the fairies and it’s such a hot topic?” Apollo asked, giving me a look like he wasn’t getting it either. 
 
    “Yes, but it’s more than that. You’re helping the humans be healthier. Offer it for free if they generate so much energy a month to help offset the costs. The energy can go back into the grid. Make vampires be there and let them see how normal they are. No biting like at the clubs or bars. That scares a lot of people if they’re not used to it. Offer free training for those who are getting off baby weight. Something to show you want humans to do well too. 
 
    “You could offer free screenings for certain things. We showed the Memphis office that we could tell someone had diabetes. Goran could tell a shit ton about the guy without even tasting him. And then add like jet water massage tables or something that helps after a workout and blood flow. But don’t make them pay for the extra.” 
 
    “Make it a pint of blood to use,” Brian guessed. “The one annoyance about donating blood is it takes so long or you go for a drive and you’re waiting. Most hospitals aren’t even set up to take blood unless it’s an appointment and they never run on time. You could have someone right there to take the blood and like you do at the club with the shifters, and it’s not the normal crazy because it’s not medical grade.” 
 
    “No, it’s for the coven’s consumption later and it won’t be fucked with again.” I glanced between the councilmen. “But you need to make it real fucking clear with the covens that they cannot mess this up. No back room biting or whatever. Everything has to be above board and clean. Vlad doesn’t ever allow any private biting of customers. It’s always public so there are lots of witnesses. 
 
    “But yeah, you guys need help with your image, and Melicent thought it would be a good place to start in opened minded places like Chicago and New York. Or now we have New Jersey too, but you get it. You could hire a shifter to take the blood so no one ever accuses them of biting. The only thing we are to most is trouble. We have to change that image or things could get worse. Iran was a good move for the region, but others are rallying against it.” 
 
    Dubois gave me a skeptical look. “And you think a gym will really turn the tide? That is quite the fight.” 
 
    “Right now you’re not doing anything. The way people react to vampires in Chicago is very different than even here in New York. Vlad and the coven work hard for that. For all of my crap with him, he works very hard to change the perception of vampires.” I waved off what he went to say next. “I know a medical examiner who was saved from a mugging by a vampire. That’s one person. You’re right, not much for the fight. 
 
    “But one person tells her story and now it’s four or so that have heard about it. Then someone posts to social media and there is a lot out there against you guys. You need more good. You need the voice of that one guy who you warned he’s got high blood pressure or cholesterol when he went to your free gym. That’s something the news eats up. You help give a mommy who just gave birth and is struggling under the stress a way to help, and people will love you.” 
 
    “You have more to this that you’re plotting,” Brian accused. He moved in front of me and cupped my face when I didn’t answer. Smirking at me, he rubbed his thumb against my skin. “I know that look, Sera.” 
 
    “It’s Melicent’s idea,” I reminded him. 
 
    Mirth danced in his eyes as he backed me up against the SUV, surrounding me with his larger frame as he moved his hands into his jacket and along the dress, which meant he also touched a lot of skin.  
 
    “Tell me what you’re plotting and after we finish here and give everyone their jobs, you have one more bet to win, and then we can have some full moon fun in that huge tub. Or let’s soak naked in the hot tub on your balcony and then I’ll wash your hair before tucking you in now that I can sleep next to you. I want to sleep with you wrapped all around me, Sera. Let’s finish here so we can go.” 
 
    I yanked his head down and fed him some energy so he was just as wound up as he made me. “Dick. I was going to tell you privately. We don’t share everything with the whole class.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he murmured, kissing along my neck. “Sometimes it’s paranormal only and I wanted to make sure I was involved this time.” 
 
    I smirked at him. “You get a lot that other paranormals don’t.” 
 
    “I do,” he chuckled, brushing his lips over mine. “Don’t distract me. You’re cold and we should get going. What’s the plan?” 
 
    I sighed, knowing everyone else would hear me. “Part of it was Vlad’s business plan for the clubs and his shot competition. Humans are very competitive. Not to say we’re not, but they push it a bit more.” I raised an eyebrow at Brian when he opened his mouth to defend that. “How many times have you looked at my energy output in the building’s gym we post and tried to outdo it? I’ve seen you grumble to watch Carter do way over what you can.” 
 
    He gave me a bright smile. “You are such a brat. You’re planning on every muscle head and fitness crazy coming try to beat you guys and with that kind of energy you’d make money at the gyms. They’ll pump in energy back into the grid. You’ll also make it a community. Not vamps with their stuff and shifters with theirs but like the club where it blends everyone and no one cares.” 
 
    I nodded, my heart racing at how well he knew me. 
 
    “There’s more,” Eugene busted… Which had been the rest of my heart racing. 
 
    I sighed. “Yeah, there’s more. Women will now be top wolf in two of the three largest US cities. That’s dangerous, but it’s not like we get a chance to just show off how strong we are. Except now we could. No one could outdo us, and girls would win. Plus, it would make some of the lazier and depressed shifters get out there and see they’re doing something, not fighting a losing battle. 
 
    “But also, one of the draws I hear all the time from guys in the office to go to the gym was there were hot girls not wearing much. Right, because shifters would care? So they go help with the energy crisis, make money and jobs for vampires who need the good PR, build a community, and everyone try and beat us. And I don’t know, maybe we extend our clothing line to sexy workout clothes? It’s a chance to do better all around, Bri.” 
 
    “I love you,” he whispered before kissing me like no one else was around. It was hot and gentle and damn, it made me wet. He knew how to push every button of mine. When we were done, he smirked at me. “That’s one hell of an idea, Melicent. It would definitely put you on a different level to pull that off with the right marketing helping to bring vamps ‘out of the coffin’ or whatever along with more PR for paranormals all around.” 
 
    “Yes, apparently I am ridiculously brilliant and impressive in a way I never even knew,” she purred, giving me a wide grin when I glanced at her. “Apparently my youngest sister has showed there is a lot more we can do as women than the world has allowed us before, and now is the time to shine.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I just like how hot and bothered it makes Brian when I outdo his workouts. He normally takes his frustration out on me that I’ve caused.” 
 
    Several people burst out laughing. Hey, that was much better than what all of this had started at. 
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    “Ready to play?” I teased Apollo a while later as I pushed the dress off my shoulders. Melicent and her people had gone back to their suite while the vampires took possession of the cartel, knowing the interrogations started in the morning as we were still dealing with the full moon. 
 
    And the fun that came with it. 
 
    “What are we playing?” he asked as he sat on the arm of one of the plush chairs of the upper lounge of my suite. 
 
    “Who can make who finish first. That was the last game left, right?” 
 
    He nodded, taking a slow sip as he stared at me. “We didn’t play what we did last time. Do you not want to see if I can’t wait five minutes again?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow at that. “We both know you probably won’t. Why would you want to play that?” 
 
    He chuckled and took another sip. “Because it is extremely pleasing torture to watch you tempt me. Watching you try to entice me into breaking the time was some of the most exquisite fun I’ve ever had. Plus, I get to accept your offer where others don’t.” 
 
    I was about to remind him I wasn’t the entertainment, but my siren practically thumped me mentally. She’d had way too much work and crazy and not enough full moon fun.  
 
    Fair enough. 
 
    “Jonik, want to play?” I asked him, biting back a smile as his arms wrapped around me moments later. “Do you get the game?” 
 
    “No, but you want to play it, and I will take any excuse to touch you,” he murmured in my ear.  
 
    “He’s trying to beat out the five minute timer,” I told him. “We’re trying to make him admit defeat and he can’t wait anymore to play.” 
 
    “Five minutes isn’t long,” he worried. 
 
    “I know what buttons to push. You just get me ready because the moment he loses, we’re jumping into the next game of who can last longer during sex.” I gave a look to Dubois. “And we misbehave like a lot, so I want your word that your people can keep control of themselves because I do not want anything but fun or Brian hurt because he will defend me if someone loses their head.” 
 
    He gave a slow nod. “We will behave of course. I doubt there is much you could do to push us to that limit.” 
 
    I felt better when several men snorted… Including a few of his. 
 
    I had Jonik undress and lie on the floor, smirking at him as I moved over him, kissing him deeply. “Sorry I’m going to be mean, but I promise to be nice later.” 
 
    “You could never be mean, Sera, and I would take any chance to be with you.” 
 
    I kissed him again before sitting up and moving to straddle his face. “Sander, why don’t you start the five minute clock while Carter and Emilio join me.” 
 
    “I’ve seen this fun,” Apollo reminded me. 
 
    “Jonik wasn’t playing then, and you want him, like really want him,” I taunted, smirking when he just shrugged. Then I gasped as Jonik got impatient. “Hang on.” 
 
    “But you taste so good,” he groaned, giving me another lick.  
 
    I moved to sit on his chest more when Carter and Emilio joined us, meeting Jonik’s gaze as he lifted his head and licked me. I kissed Carter as Emilio’s lips moved along my neck. I nodded to Sander to start, and Emilio took the offer as well, sinking his fangs into my neck while his hands played with my breasts. I whimpered when Jonick added his fingers to the fun, and then it became a tornado of fingers, lips, tongues, fangs, and more all focused on me.  
 
    “I yield,” Apollo snarled after my third orgasm while I was giving Emilio an Alpha bite on his shoulder. “I yield!” 
 
    “Shit, so do I,” someone muttered behind me as several others said something similar. 
 
    I nodded I heard him as I pulled away from Emilio and about slid off of Jonik, my body twitching. I met the fairy’s hungry gaze. “You are extremely talented at that. You might be the only one who could beat Noah in the Olympics of oral sex. How the fuck do you move your tongue like that?” 
 
    “I can flatten my tongue and extend it further than most along with flip it back and forth,” he admitted, pride filling his eyes. “It would be my honor to show you at any time, Princess, no matter who else joined us.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I muttered, my body completely on board with that. I blinked up at Apollo when he pulled me to stand. “Right, sorry, got distracted.” 
 
    “Understandably so,” he chuckled, already naked. “What is your next gauntlet for me?” He stared at my breasts. “Last time I bit you to start.” 
 
    “Not this time,” I chuckled, giving Axel a wink. He undressed and joined us, lifting me up so my back was pressed against his chest and my legs spread, basically offering me to Apollo. 
 
    “I expected more,” Apollo said suspiciously. 
 
    I smirked at him and tilted my neck so I could kiss Axel, feeding from him. Then I yanked Apollo closer, telling him to get on with it. I moaned as he pushed inside of me, kissing him and giving him that power. “Fuck me but bite him.” 
 
    “Oh gods,” he groaned, slamming into me harder, really hard to start, but Jonik had more than gotten me ready. 
 
    “Or me,” Eugene murmured as he joined us. I glanced behind Apollo to see Eugene there, and naked from what I could tell.  
 
    “Your dire wolf is incredibly well endowed,” Apollo moaned as we were sandwiched together. “I’m jealous.” 
 
    “Sort of the point,” Eugene chuckled as his hands moved to my hips so he was moving me onto Apollo as he hugged us both more than Axel holding me for the vampire. Whatever they were doing, it felt amazing and I almost finished. I kissed Eugene and fed, knowing Apollo like the way that felt, but then I also gave him that power. 
 
    Yeah, we won. He leaned forward and bit Axel’s shoulder right after and finished as we pushed every button he had. Apollo had multiple orgasms as he wrapped his arms around Axel and me as he drank, making almost feral sounds.  
 
    When it was over, he leaned against Eugene with a laugh. “Fuck, Seraphine. You are such a minx!” He met my gaze and licked his lips, not a drop of blood on them from biting Axel. “Let her out. Let your siren come out and play again, Seraphine.” 
 
    Shock rocked me, and I couldn’t even hide it. “It wasn’t my winning that made you give Noah that huge prize but I let her out for real for the first time.” 
 
    It was his turn to be shocked. “That was the first? I experienced your first?” 
 
    I nodded. “Like that? Yeah, I’ve never just let the power out like that and given her whatever she wants, revving up the desire like that. I mean, all the parts of her.” 
 
    “That sounds a bit mean to her.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, because you just want me to do it again. It’s a bit… I could see it being addictive. Even she was a bit worried.” I shot a quick glance at Brian, letting Apollo know why else I didn’t want to do it. 
 
    “Sera, let her out,” Brian said gently. “If both of you are worried, then I’m not. Give her fun when it’s a bit wild like this and enjoy it when she can. It’s not something to do often, and it sounds like she knows that.” He shook his head when I glanced at him. “You were also mellow and destressed after it happened from what everyone said.” He moved closer and gave me a gentle smile. “I won’t love you any less. She’s part of you. Do you want to do it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then you’re still you just the dirty girl who was always inside of you waiting to come out and play,” he told me easily. “That’s not her talking but you. Let her out, babe. She’s good to you too and protects you. Give her this.” 
 
    “Everyone has to be willing to feel the power or they have to leave,” I warned people. “And just because you feel the power doesn’t mean you get to join in.” 
 
    “We’ll make sure of it,” Carter promised. “I’ll order food and drinks.” 
 
    “We’ll need them after all we just ate?” Brian asked. 
 
    “Yes,” several of us answered, but I continued. “Because we probably won’t be going to bed.” I smirked at him and then checked that no one wanted to leave, all of them very much wanting to stay, which worried me. 
 
    Mostly because Dubois was still there watching me like his next conquest that just didn’t realize she was on his radar. Yeah, I knew. 
 
    I let my siren out fully after we had a quick chat about being careful and not getting addicted or going dark side. The last time had been a few months ago, and I would be totally fine with it being something we did every few months or whatever, but it was a very slippery slope. 
 
    I felt better when she agreed. 
 
    I enthralled them all and then let Apollo screw me silly while Axel and Eugene did everything to make us both enjoy it more. Then both shifters sandwiched me between them and still they kept it to what we’d only done before. I made them beg me to bite them again, loving how desperate the men in my life were for that… And how much it made my wolf happy. 
 
    Then I took a “break,” and Jonik showed me more of his talents while I sat in one of the chairs and enjoyed every second of it. We had sex, and then I had sex with my ancients. 
 
    There was just… So. Much. Sex.  
 
    When I was completely, totally, and utterly spent, Brian carried me to the master bathroom to shower. 
 
    “How?” I mumbled, my eyes feeling heavy. 
 
    “How what?” 
 
    “How did you stay out of it?” 
 
    He chuckled deeply as he turned on the water, giving it a minute to warm up as he kissed my temple. “I’m already completely enthralled with you, babe. I love you. You’re not just sex and hormones and passion to me. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted you and I felt it. I did. I just feel more than that for you.” 
 
    “Still? You still love me after seeing what I’ve become?” 
 
    “Always, Sera. Apollo’s right that you’re a goddess. You’re a goddess, not a monster anyone would ever turn away from.” 
 
    I was pretty sure I thanked him and told him I loved him too before sleep took me. 
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    We got to sleep in a bit the next morning since it was Saturday and there wasn’t regular court for the warrants, so someone was tracking down a judge to get us what we needed. Someone as in not me, and that was what mattered. Galvin said he’d been all over it with Haton, and once we learned more and I knew Brian had called him while I’d handled the councilmen, we were moving in soon. 
 
    I was in no rush. For the moment at least. All of me was sated, full, and happy, and I included my siren and wolf. My body had fuel, my siren had power, and my wolf had gotten some good hunts during the full moon, plus the other hungry all three of us liked was sated. 
 
    For once. 
 
    Axel, Eugene, and Melicent along with their people had headed out to the coven early to start the interrogations of the cartel. That left everyone FBI to sleep in and we headed out to a late breakfast that was on one of those “must visit” articles for NYC. I smiled as we ate, regular FBI talking with non-human division FBI as if there was no difference. Humans and paranormals laughing about goofy kid stories or whatever, just normal stuff. 
 
    And no one cared that the other wasn’t like them. I saw Carter talking about training with a few of Sands’s guys, and all of it reminded me of the old days during a big case where we called a time out to get a breath. It made me feel good and hopeful that more progress could be made.  
 
    I picked up the check since I had started it all, which made them happy since there were a lot of us. It was the least I could do as more than one team had to drop everything last minute and fly out to help with the crazy. 
 
    Plus, I had the money whereas I remembered all too well how hard it was to manage everything on a government salary. 
 
    The air seemed to change when we were heading out, and I wasn’t the only one who noticed. It wasn’t like when a cold or storm front moved in… But sort of. It was that feeling of something coming and the very air around you felt different. If I had to put it into words, it was like a storm front of malice was coming. I reached for my weapon and realized I wasn’t the only one. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Sands asked. 
 
    “Something is coming,” I muttered, glancing at Carter who nodded. “Humans hang back a minute.” I actually wished we had the fairies with us, as they were kick ass and fast, which was needed given we were in a busy neighborhood with a lot of collateral damage and innocents. “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    “A trap,” Emilio warned. “You’re feeling the enemy gather to get us.” 
 
    “We can’t call in officers or they’ll just be in danger too,” I muttered, not sure what else to do but face the music. We were all wearing vests since that was my rule for this trip and everyone understood we were in that kind of trouble and to listen to me on that.  
 
    “We’ll take point,” Carter said, and I nodded. They were just so fucking fast and good at using it whereas even if I could keep up with them, I didn’t have centuries of being used to that. 
 
    He and Emilio blew out the door, and I heard shots fired, one landing in the wood above the door. So they’d seen enough in the windows to know we’d basically taken up the whole shop. They’d have to be insane to go up against that much law enforcement, right?  
 
    Two more of the ancients went before Sander and another ancient next. There was more gun fire, so several more went as I did with the non-human team from DC. I heard a bullet whiz by me as I dove for cover behind some parked cars. I’d gotten enough of a glance coming out of the shop to know there was a reason for that feeling. There were at least twenty guys that I’d seen down the one side across the street in position behind vehicles and were armed. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    I dropped to the ground and wiggled my way between the curb so I could see at street level. I brought up my gun and aimed at the feet I could easily see with my wolf vision. I shot a few ankles and wasn’t shocked when I heard some serious cries of pain. They seemed to get what I was doing after the third one and either hid behind wheels or dropped down too. 
 
    Which was my cue to get behind a wheel. 
 
    I went up top and managed to get a few through the windows. So clearly these weren’t high grade assassins if they didn’t even know not to hide in full view of clear windows as glass didn’t stop bullets. I wasn’t the only one landing hits and taking them down though as all of our side was spread out among the cars as well.  
 
    Something changed, and I realized I felt the malice behind us as well, glancing over my shoulder in horror.  
 
    “Carter!” I bellowed above the gun fire and raced back into the restaurant. I had just enough time to aim at the guy coming out from the kitchen and shoot him in the head before one of the employees pulled out a shotgun from behind the counter. Terror filled me when I saw who he aimed at, diving to block Brian as I swung my arm around to shoot the guy. 
 
    We fired at the same time from less than ten feet away from each other. 
 
    Fortunately for everyone there, the shotgun wasn’t filled with buck shot or pellets that could nail a lot of people standing together. 
 
    Unfortunately for me, they were armor piercing rounds. 
 
    Brian and I fell back together from the force of the shotgun, but I immediately tried to get away from him.  
 
    “Stay still, goddamnit,” he snapped. 
 
    “Shifter,” I choked out. “Infect you.” 
 
    “Shut up, idiot,” he growled. 
 
    Luckily Sands was there too, and I gave him a pleading look as everyone else focused on clearing the restaurant. “Havers, let the vampire help her.” 
 
    “No!”  
 
    “Please,” I wheezed, pushing him away as more blood appeared and Carter ripped off my vest. “Can’t infect you.” 
 
    “Sera, I don’t fucking care,” he choked out, grabbing napkins and pushing against my wounds. 
 
    “But she does,” Carter snapped, shoving him away. “Emilio, give her energy.” 
 
    A mouth mashed down to mine as Carter dug into my stomach for the bullets. I screamed even as I fed, my hands changing to claws at the pain.  
 
    I heard several people shouting, mostly “what the fuck” given what we were doing, but a few others were calling clear or status on outside. 
 
    “She’s going to be fine,” Carter told them as Emilio pulled away. He smiled down at me. “You’re fine. I got both bullets. They were armor piercing, but you were on an angle, so one actually caught you in the stomach under the vest, and the other felt worse than it was given it was in your chest. It did crack your rib, I’d guess, so give yourself a few minutes to heal.” 
 
    “You’re the hottest doc I’ve ever had,” I teased him. “Outside?” 
 
    “All clear.” He frowned though. “Who picked the restaurant?” 
 
    “Sera did,” Brian answered for me. “She was looking up other places to hit while in New York and checked they could take so many.” 
 
    Carter rolled his eyes. “Well, at least we got out all the rats then.” He waved me quiet when I opened my mouth. “You picked the only Ukrainian place that actually gets along with the Russian mob guys and are represented by the same law firm as the cartel. Seriously, is your luck so bad?” 
 
    “Normally,” I grumbled. “Well, at least they didn’t have to go looking for us.” 
 
    Carter’s lips twitched. “Not funny.” 
 
    “If no one on our side is hurt, it’s funny.” 
 
    “You got shot, Sera,” Brian yelled from where Sands was holding him back. “Again.” 
 
    Which we both knew really meant “I got shot saving his life again.” I smiled up at him. “Does that mean I get to try the Korean shaved ice place? I saw online that they have a huge melon one that is actually served in half of a watermelon. Does wanting a sixteen dollar dessert make me too expensive of a date?” 
 
    His eyes filled with tears. “I thought you were dead, babe. I was sure you were dead. Please, please don’t do that to me.” 
 
    “Bri, you would have been if I hadn’t,” I reminded him. To hit me where it did, the guy had been aiming for his lower torso, knowing we were wearing vests and assuming at that close of range he could still kill Brian with that much internal bleeding. Brian looked ready to break down, so I glanced at Sands. “You guys need to go be boss.” 
 
    He nodded, knowing I wanted Brian away from watching me heal, my blood all over the floor. 
 
    “Get a mop so no one tries to get samples of her or whatever,” Carter told Emilio at a level the humans couldn’t hear. 
 
    “Give me a minute,” he muttered. “She took a lot and fast. I was down on the tank after last night, and we haven’t fed.” 
 
    “Sorry.” I sighed. “For once I wasn’t. Godsdamnit.” Carter gave me a funny look. “What?” 
 
    “That’s the first time you’ve said ‘gods’ instead of ‘goddamnit.’” 
 
    He was right. I gave a slight shrug. “You guys all say ‘gods’ and I just get used to it. I think I’m either atheist or agnostic, so I don’t really care.” I thought about it a bit more as I healed. “I believe in the church of karma or whatever. You make sure to do more good than bad, do the good when you can or karma gets you. Granted, it seems to get some harder than others, but yeah, I think that’s what I believe.” 
 
    Carter helped me up when Emilio came over with a mop and bucket. 
 
    “Hey, you can’t clean up evidence,” one of the regular FBI guys called over. 
 
    “It’s protocol to clean up any infectious blood right away,” I corrected. “Someone trips in the crazy and lands in shifter blood with a cut on their hand and they’ve got it or even worse, their body rejects it. Some don’t survive the change.” 
 
    “Right, sorry, didn’t think of that,” he admitted, shaking his head. “Sorry, Chief.” 
 
    “No problem. We normally at least get a few pictures first, which was where you probably went, but there’s too much confusion.” I thought that was better than admitting we were worried someone would try and scoop some of my blood up or whatever, but yeah, better if it was just cleaned up. 
 
    Carter got me into the back and helped me clean up before taking off his shirt and giving me the undershirt for a loaner. 
 
    “What can I do?” Brian asked as he joined us. 
 
    I glanced at Carter and sighed, deciding to tell him the truth. “I fed a bit too much from Emilio, and they recharge off blood. He needs some.” 
 
    “He can take a pint from me. Whatever,” Brian said, acting like it was no big deal. He rolled his eyes when Carter and I gave him a shocked look. “Sera, he just helped you after you saved my life. Yeah, I’ll donate the fucking blood. It’s not like he’s looking at me like I’m a snack.” 
 
    “I’m still newer to this part, but I’ve seen some humans have really odd reactions to it or others assuming it’s like an offer of sex too,” I defended.  
 
    “Some people have really odd reactions to everything,” he reminded me. “Anyone else need blood?” 
 
    “All of us,” Carter admitted. “The coven had next to none, and we didn’t think we’d have to worry about that. We were going to ask the wolves, but we keep adding to the agenda and not getting to see them. Sera’s blood is like a drug. All the sirens are, so the Greek wolves are out.” 
 
    Brian nodded and ducked back out into the restaurant. “The vampires who went out to keep us safe could use some blood. Anyone willing to donate? 
 
    Someone snorted. “Yeah, I could give a pint of blood for not having to get shot today. That was awesome of them to immediately jump in because they can survive more. They really don’t think of us like ants like people say.” 
 
    I smiled at Carter, which he returned, both of us knowing why. One person at a time. One heart and mind at a time to see we weren’t bad, we just had some bad apples like humans did.  
 
    So the vamps got some needed blood, Brian making sure to give to Emilio since he’d helped me.  
 
    “You can’t donate,” Sander told one of the DC team. 
 
    “Why the hell not?” he demanded, sounding affronted. “I was trying to be nice, man.” 
 
    Sander glanced at me, and I nodded for him to be honest. “You take blood pressure medicine. We can’t—it’s sort of like—” 
 
    “You’d upset his stomach,” I offered when Sander started to get embarrassed. “A lot of medications when in the blood vampires have is like giving you a laxative. They generally don’t tell people that though because one, there’s no nice way to say it, and two, too many are trying to actively fuck with the blood supplies to hurt vampires.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s just…” The guy trailed off, shaking his head. “Sorry, man, I didn’t know. That’s so trippy.” 
 
    Sander snorted. “You should have been us when we were trying to figure out what the fuck was going on.” He shrugged when several people gave him confused looks. “We’ve lived for thousands of years. Modern medicine is just that—modern. It’s only been the past hundred or so years that all of this is found in human bodies. Before everything was herbal and natural. I’m glad it’s helped, but we were thrown for a serious loop or six.” 
 
    “Whose phone is seriously going crazy?” someone asked, and people looked around. 
 
    I reached for mine and winced. Right, it had been in my suit jacket pocket that had probably been ripped off when I’d gotten shot. Sure enough, it was on one of the tables in tatters, the ringing coming from it. 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered as I hurried over there. I winced again when I saw Dain’s number on the screen. I swiped to answer it but didn’t go one way or the other because I didn’t know if we were all clear everywhere. “Hey, I’m fine, sorry. We should have called sooner.” 
 
    “You were not fine,” he whispered, sounding choked up. “What happened? And I accidently upset the Haverses with my reaction, as I’m guarding them.” 
 
    I glanced over at Brian. “Call your family. Dain felt my getting shot, and they know we had problems.” 
 
    “You were shot?” Dain yelled. “Again?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s complicated, but I’m fine.” I sighed. “I need a new vest, and someone needs to tell Reagan’s contact that the vests do not fully stop armor piercing rounds.” 
 
    “I will handle it.” 
 
    “I can tell Reagan. I’m sorry you keep feeling all of this. I had no idea you would go through this when we, you know.” 
 
    “Mixed company?” he checked. 
 
    “Yeah, we were sort of ambushed because I picked the wrong fucking restaurant,” I grumbled. “I have no idea the status or updates. I got as far as cleaning up and a new shirt.” 
 
    “Let me speak to her,” someone said in the background on Dain’s end. 
 
    “Hang on,” Dain muttered, not sounding happy. 
 
    “Sera, thank you for saving Brian,” Grammy Havers greeted. 
 
    “Oh, um, yeah, I picked the restaurant,” I replied nervously.  
 
    She chuckled. “Yes, so you automatically take any of the bullets fired. Idiot. You instinctively saved him because you love him. But so do we, so thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll always protect him,” I promised. “As best as I can as long as he wants me around.” I realized how awkward it would be for them to be around Dain after we were now mated. “Sorry you maybe got pulled into all of this.” 
 
    She snorted. “We’re fine. Your building is wonderful, and they keep trying to feed us. We’re fine in Brian’s huge apartment. His mother keeps cleaning everything.” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured the boys have cleaned my apartment from top to bottom. They do that when worried,” I admitted. “Sorry if Dain was an odd choice. I didn’t think of that. I just know he’s one of the best and would keep you safe.” 
 
    She was quiet a moment. “You are unconventional, and so is your relationship with our Brian, but he’s happy. If he wasn’t, I would have a problem with that, but you give him everything he wants, and if that changes, then it’s for you both to worry about then.” 
 
    “That’s very… Progressive of you.” I pinched the bridge of my nose. Who said that? Oh god. I gave Brian a look, but he was busy on his own call. 
 
    “Yes, well, I see how handsome the men you have are and honestly, if I could get away with having so many of them, I would have too.” 
 
    I flicked off Carter as he burst out laughing across the room, having heard what she said. “Yeah, I’m not really sure why they put up with me. I really don’t get the appeal. I’m a pain in the ass three hundred and sixty days of the year at least, and I have the emotional range of a bobble head that just nods along not having a clue what’s going on.” 
 
    “Well, there has to be more to you than that because Brian could never love someone who was gorgeous only.” She cleared her throat. “Are you okay? It still hurts, right?” 
 
    Part of me wanted to lie, but I couldn’t. “Yeah, it still hurts as much as before. It just is… I just heal faster. I made sure someone dragged him away so he didn’t risk getting infected.” 
 
    “He would never care about that.” 
 
    “I would,” I whispered. “I know Alena, Zeno, and Eva have brought it up, and if he wants to one day, that’s his choice. I can’t be the one to do it. There’s so much extra to being one of us, and I could never have understood that until I was one. I can’t be the person to do it to someone. Maybe one day when it’s not such a crazy storm or like it saved Milo’s life because he had cancer. I just couldn’t ever infect Brian and do this to him.” 
 
    “You are an amazing woman to have that at the front of your mind after being shot, Sera,” she praised. “I would think that is why you are so loved. You have a pure heart even after all you’ve been through, kiddo.” 
 
    “Who are you talking to?” Brian asked me, done with his call. “Dain still?” 
 
    “No, your gram forced him to give her the phone,” I told him honestly. “I barely got to speak with him.” 
 
    “I’ll give him back,” Grammy Havers chuckled. “He’s here pacing and giving me looks like he’s trying to decide how rude he gets to be with me as he’s my elder, but I’m old.” 
 
    “That’s fairly accurate,” Dain admitted, making me and Grammy Havers laugh. I said goodbye to her, and he got back on the line. “No more getting shot, Sera. Twice in one trip—it’s too much.” 
 
    “I will do my very best, but please remember I’m not reckless, okay? There was no reason to think one of the restaurant employees would pull out a fucking shotgun after we ate here and paid and in a room full of FBI because even if they got Brian, they’d be dead seconds later.” 
 
    “What? That is insane. How would—why would—” 
 
    “Yeah, exactly,” I drawled. 
 
    “I know why,” Carter informed me quietly as he came over. “I called Apollo to give him an update and found out some information from the first interrogations. The hit on Havers is ten million, payable to the family of the person if they’re killed. So people would be more reckless if they thought their family could still get the money.” 
 
    “That’s still insane,” Dain whispered. “How do you call off that kind of hit?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” I admitted. “Can you ask Noah? And Milo. I know that was never their scene, but they might know how to get word out to someone who could spread it.” 
 
    “Of course. Stay safe and come home to us.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best, I promise.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “Me too.” I finished up the call and sighed. 
 
    “What?” Carter asked. 
 
    “I feel bad he keeps dealing with this,” I admitted. “Every time I’m hurt or upset, he feels it. That’s crazy given my job. I had no idea it would be like that. It’s seems so not worth it given he doesn’t get the rest of what people do when mated.” 
 
    “Hey, he knew it would be like that,” Carter reminded me gently. “And he is not complaining about not getting that ‘rest’ of being mated. You were hurt. You were hurt bad by what that witch did and then by what he did. No one thinks you’re overreacting or being a bitch to him or any of them.” 
 
    “I agree,” Brian added. “And most importantly, I know Dain does too. He’s admitted he feels horrible you didn’t understand that he was mating you. He got drunk one time I dropped off something for Alok that Curtis sent me, and Dain rambled for a while that he feels like he tricked you and then failed you. It’s a hard situation for everyone, Sera. And we all know you don’t do any of it lightly or to hurt us back.” 
 
    “Thanks.” My phone beeped, saving me from any more emotional talk, and I checked it. “Warrants are in. Let’s go ruin some weekends.” 
 
    “How about we go ruin it for people and you go rest?” Carter tried. 
 
    Brian and I snorted. He might have wanted me to do it too, but he understood there was no way to sit out when we were about to bring something so big home. Besides, I was seriously pissed they’d put a hit out on Brian and gotten me shot again. 
 
    I was extra pissed when my custom harness was also trashed from Carter ripping it off of me. Getting a good rig for easy draw that took breasts into consideration wasn’t easy.  
 
    “Take mine,” Carter offered, handing over his vest. “I was supposed to head right over to the coven to help Orson with the interrogations. I’m going to take a few of us since Melicent can hold so many humans. It would behoove us to get it done as fast as possible. Axel and Eugene only have to sit in on the tricky parts where their teams are doing the rest.” 
 
    “Got it, thanks,” I accepted, taking the vest and putting it on. We headed out, and I snorted. 
 
    “What?” Sands asked me first. 
 
    “Do I get like a refund for all I paid for breakfast? Is there like a rule that if you shoot the customer they don’t have to pay?” 
 
    “You have a warped sense of humor,” one of his guys commented. 
 
    “You are not the first person to say that,” I drawled. 
 
    Not even close. 
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    An hour later we gathered at a building in Midtown to raid the law firm. I had a thought in the back of my head and decided to text it to Haton. 
 
    If the law firm owns this awesome building in Midtown NYC right by the UN, maybe you should talk with Queen Laila and the vampires about making this place like our embassy. Bijan gets a seat at the UN table, and maybe it’s time we do too. 
 
    I always loved starting trouble like that. She texted back that she would bring it up, but the idea had potential and if nothing else, gave a place for shifters to have refugee status at somewhere safe until more was sorted out. 
 
    She kept pushing for that, and it worried me how bad things really were outside our borders. Then again, I had enough on my plate to keep me busy with what was going on inside our borders. 
 
    “Thanks for joining the party,” I said to Detective Pratt. 
 
    “You throw good parties,” he chuckled, shaking his head. “It’s a shame you’re not staying.” 
 
    “She’s taken,” Brian grumbled as he gave me a hard look. “No getting shot.” 
 
    It was my turn to grumble. “Why do you all act like I try to get shot?” I didn’t wait for an answer, heading for the front door with warrant in hand, my badge around my neck and someone’s FBI jacket on.  
 
    Someone from security nodded, buzzing us in and approaching us with keys. “I figured this was coming,” she explained. “We were told about ten minutes ago not to let anyone in for any reason or they’d have us arrested. I’m guessing they wanted to cause enough of a ruckus to buy them time.” 
 
    “They’re destroying evidence,” I surmised, sighing when she nodded. “Crap. Well, we’ve got enough without it but always good to have more.” 
 
    “I heard that,” she chuckled, swiping her keycard and taking the first group of us up on the elevator. “I would guess some fled. I heard several complaining when they came in that people were taking off and it must be nice to have that option.” 
 
    I snorted. “It wouldn’t have helped. We’ve had eyes on the situation for a while now.” I didn’t want to admit that Laila and the fairies had actually been handling that since the FBI offices were dirty, but she was feeding information to us to help Galvin since he’d been all over the law firm since Memphis with a team he trusted. 
 
    And we’d now cleared. Because he’d trusted his security detail too, and not to say he was a bad judge of character, but there was only so much humans could really gauge from each other. 
 
    “This is the master emergency key and key card that will open anything you need,” she told me as she handed it over. She shrugged when I gave her a confused look. “I’ve got two young kids. I didn’t even want this job. They basically bullied me into it after they represented me pro-bono for a malpractice suit after my husband died.” 
 
    “They thought they had your loyalty locked down and control of you since they had access to the settlement,” I muttered, taking what she offered as I passed the warrant off to Brian. “What will you do now?” 
 
    She snorted. “The settlement they got for us is enough to cover us for years. I didn’t even need the job since the doctor fucked up so badly and my husband made good money. I only needed pro-bono because the hospital’s attorneys were locking me up at every turn. I came here because my husband said if you needed to win a case no matter the cost to you, you went here.” 
 
    “You knew they weren’t clean.” 
 
    She gave a slow nod. “Not anywhere to the extent they are. I thought… Yeah, I didn’t think they were like this. It was still worth it to nail that doctor who killed my husband and take care of my kids, but I’m not selling my soul to help them get away with whatever they’ve done.” 
 
    “And they’ve done a lot,” I warned her. “I’ll make it clear we took it from you.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I did one better and put zip ties on her like she was already under arrest. One of the DC guys got the idea and grabbed her like she was in custody. She actually thanked him. 
 
    I was pretty sure that hadn’t happened to us before. 
 
    The doors opened, and sure enough there were over a dozen people standing at shredders or looking like they were clearing computers.  
 
    “This is the FBI serving several warrants,” I said loudly. “Step away from what you are doing or you will face additional charges of destroying evidence.” 
 
    I think it was the “additional charges” that got them because most gave me shocked looks as they moved away. Corbin went over to the computers with a few other agents and started undoing as much as they could. One guy went back down with the elevator and someone else’s keycard so they could get back up to the floor with more people.  
 
    The security lady guided us through the maze of hallways and offices until we got to the big dog’s office. I unlocked it and went in, visually clearing the room as Brian informed him of the warrant. 
 
    “I’m Gordon Smith’s attorney, and I’ll be coming with you,” a man informed me as I went right for the boss. 
 
    “Do you work here?” I asked him. 
 
    “No, another firm.” 
 
    “Then no, you’re not coming,” I chuckled, smirking at the boss. “You took a hit out on an Alpha. You’re not going to the humans.” 
 
    “We did not take a hit out on you,” he argued, frowning. “We’re not stupid. We knew that meant going to the Shifter Council.” 
 
    It was true so someone had gotten their wires crossed. It didn’t matter as the cartel could have still just taken one out on me on their own. Or the law firm had gotten the ball rolling on Brian’s hit knowing I would be there too. 
 
    I studied him. “You put the hit out on Brian Havers though, right?” I chuckled when his heartbeat answered for him. “Yeah, he’s mine. He’s got pack protection and everything. Hell, he’s my mating candidate. You’re still fucked.” I read him his rights as I restrained him, ignoring his bitching and arguing. “Not knowing the laws and regulations doesn’t mean you’re not held to them. Isn’t that right, counselor?” 
 
    “Plus, there’s the endangered shifters your clients were selling that you had knowledge of,” Brian drawled. 
 
    I spun the boss around when his heart freaked out. “He’s panicked. Is it the gulls?” Nothing. “The foxes?” Yup, his heart went crazy again. “Oh, he’s personally been bad with the foxes. That should be interesting to piece together.” 
 
    “This isn’t legal!” he bellowed as I dragged him out of there. 
 
    “Yeah, it is, and an animal like you is about to be in a cage where he belongs.” It made me feel really good to say that after he was the man in charge trying to get all shifters named in court as “animals” so we didn’t have the same rights as citizens.  
 
    “We got things here,” Brian promised once we were back outside with several others. “Go meet the council contact and get them shipped out. The NYPD here has been cleared.” 
 
    “Keep your vest on and stay with others,” I reminded him, glad when he nodded. 
 
    I climbed onto the NYPD bus that was loaded with over two dozen of the top dogs and partners who were specifically named. A few of the ancients were with me and the NYPD driver we’d already cleared. 
 
    “For those of you who don’t know me, I’m Division Chief Seraphine Thomas,” I greeted after the driver got underway. “You are on this bus because you were specifically named during confessions by people already in custody for having committed a variety of crimes that allows me to send you directly to the Shifter Council. Now, unlike most humans, you cannot plead leniency or mercy for not knowing of certain laws. 
 
    “Why is that, you might ask? Oh, you all had to recertify on your bar exams when these laws went into play about eight or so years ago. Or it’s part of the bar exam since. So the average person might not know that fox shifters are endangered and go under a certain extra set of protection laws, but you did. Same with the gulls. And me since I’m Alpha. And before any of you argue you didn’t put the hit out on me, you did enough else. 
 
    “So you are being transported directly to the Shifter Council for your interrogations, and unlike Guantanamo Bay, you will not receive any torture. There is a doctor there who you will check in with, and you need to disclose any medical conditions and prescriptions you take, and all of that will be recorded and sent to the US government, which you are citizens of, to prove you are being treated humanely. 
 
    “As all crimes committed are federal, whether your state has the death penalty or not has no bearing on these proceedings. Your interrogations and subsequent confessions will be recorded and reviewed by law enforcement and AG’s office before sentencing is carried out. If you have any other concerns or questions about your rights, they will answer any and all of them and address them as needed. 
 
    “And before you try and pull any of the shit you did in Memphis, you cannot object to being in the same room as a shifter because of religious beliefs. That doesn’t work in regular prisons for racists, it won’t work here for you. In other words, you got caught and there’s no getting out of this. Your best bet is to give as much extra information as possible, as that will help in any reduction of sentences. Which is how you were all caught so damn fast. 
 
    “Enjoy the ride and the flight. Sorry you didn’t get a chance to kiss goodbye any loved ones, but you ran into the office to destroy evidence showing where your priorities were instead of some of your friends that were picked up at home who chose to spend their last moments of freedom with their families. Oh, and we caught those of you who tried to flee. You’ll see them again on the plane.” 
 
    I sat down and ignored the litany of offensive and horrible things said about me. 
 
    Sander gave me an amused look right before we reached the airport. “Do they really think calling you so many names will help them in any way? Like you’ll cry and let them all go?” 
 
    I gave a smirk over my shoulder at the idiots before looking at Sander again. “No, they’re trying to get me to shift and claw one of them up, which would give them grounds to have me put down as a feral animal in their eyes and get this whole thing thrown out. They’re on their Hail Mary.” I looked back at the humans who were giving me shocked looks I’d figured it out. “Idiots. You aren’t the smartest people here. 
 
    “And don’t even try it with the Shifter Council team. They are absolutely allowed to gag you for the flight if you try and incite anything on a plane in the air that endangers the others there. Besides, they have more control than me since they’re so much older. None of us are animals. We’re people who just are more than human.” 
 
    At least it seemed to make them save their breath. 
 
    We arrived, and everyone stayed on the bus while Emilio and I went to meet up with the Shifter Council party. I was struck stupid by the gorgeous guy who had the air of someone in charge. 
 
    “Is being super hot one of the requirements for team lead?” I snarked. 
 
    “Barry?” Emilio checked, turning up his nose. 
 
    “Eww, right. Maybe the rule got added after him?” I muttered, shrugging. I gestured to the new guy. “Come on, though. Axel. Eugene. And now this guy? Do they recruit super hot, super tall guys who have ‘don’t fuck with me’ practically tattooed on their forehead?” I glanced up at the guy. “What are you, like nine feet?” 
 
    “Seven,” he answered, his eyes dancing with amusement even as he kept his expression unchanging.  
 
    “I’m not short for a woman, but you all make me feel tiny,” I grumbled, studying him. His eyes were cool, not amber like people thought wolf eyes but almost auburn. Definitely some shade of brown with red flecks or tones. He smelled like something I’d scented before but not familiar. “Name?” 
 
    “Ari.” 
 
    I snorted. “Yeah, your parents nailed that right.” He gave me a confused look. “It means ‘strong’ in many African dialects and ‘brave’ in several Middle Eastern languages.” I frowned. “It’s also ‘lion’ in Norse, I think. Are you a lion? I’m not sure if I’ve met one, but you don’t smell new.” 
 
    His eyes flashed shock. “I doubt you’ve met one of me. You are the first person I’ve ever met who knew any of that off the top of their head.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I know several languages, and ‘ari’ is the root of a lot. And I’m meeting more and more shifters and paranormals every day, so try me.” 
 
    “Elephant.” He smiled when it was my turned to be shocked. “I thought not.” 
 
    “I’ve met an African forest elephant. She was black though, and I thought they were only found in Africa.” I looked at his dark skin, but it was more a deep tan, maybe mixed race, but I never got any of that right. 
 
    For someone so into languages, I was crap at figuring out race and ethnicities unless they had an accent. 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at me. “How did you meet one?” 
 
    I internally winced. I knew that shifter had been on the run, but I honestly didn’t know what had happened to her after she and Noah’s contact had gotten out of Africa. She might have been wanting to stay off the radar for other reasons. 
 
    Like being pushed into popping out babies sort of reasons. 
 
    Instead of answering, I let my power flare so the pecking order became clear. Him and his team bared their throats to me, and I pulled out my phone to contact Haton. She answered on the second ring, sounding as tired as I felt. 
 
    “Were you really shot again?” she asked. 
 
    I growled. “Hey, this situation is all kinds of fucked up. I’m sort of shocked it’s only been me and only twice. And I was wearing a vest both times. It’s not like I’m flippant.” 
 
    “Glad you’re okay.” 
 
    “Thanks. I’m here with the contact and the plane. Who did you send?” 
 
    “An elephant named Ari. He’s one of our best and not a pain in the ass like Barry. Oh, and thanks for sending him back knocked out like that. It’s been fun.” 
 
    “He’s lucky I didn’t permanently disfigure him given he made it clear my place in life was under him and he wanted me under him and I pussy whip everyone else and blah, blah, blah.” I chuckled when she didn’t say anything. “You’ve known he’s that sexist, but there was no reason to ream his ass about it before now, was there?” 
 
    “No, and thank you for giving us the reason, as you were right and many of us females constantly had problems with him and it was an issue others brushed off as our delicate emotions.” 
 
    I threw back my head and laughed. “You’re about as delicate as a fucking mountain. Yeah, you were totally crying in the corner because you have tits and someone was mean to you.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I’m sure you’re used to that bullshit as well,” she drawled. “Though it was nice to learn his team didn’t feel the same as him but just nodded along because they didn’t want to make him an enemy either. So we just need to find a new team lead instead of a whole team.” 
 
    “We’re just cleaning out the bad all over the place, aren’t we?” I chuckled. “Okay, well, we’ll get these ones sent to you and warn people that these have to be done extra, extra by the book as lawyers are, well, lawyers.” 
 
    “Yes, we have one team specifically that is like your Havers and rule followers, so they will handle them.” 
 
    “Thanks. I’m sure there will be another phone call soon.” 
 
    She sighed. “I appreciate you and how much you get done, but honestly, it would be nice to hear from you less, Seraphine.” 
 
    “I feel the same way, Councilwoman,” I drawled. We hung up, and I looked at the bus, giving them the signal to start the transfer. 
 
    “Are you not going to answer my question?” Ari murmured as he moved closer. 
 
    I slowly raised an eyebrow at him. “Do I answer to you?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, Alpha. I’m not questioning you. I’m concerned for the elephant. There are not many of us at all.” 
 
    I thought about that a moment and pulled out my phone, texting Noah about it. “I know it was a rescue op out of Africa. Beyond that I don’t know if they want off the radar or like Axel who’s a clanless tiger. I don’t get all of that, so I sent a message that I want an update from someone we know that she’s safe.” I gave him a hard look. “If you’re thinking of taking her into protective custody to pop out babies or some of this other shit I’ve—” 
 
    “No, I want to make sure that never happens,” he promised.  
 
    “Good. Axel and Eugene know how to get in touch with me. I’ll make sure she’s safe and let you know.” 
 
    “You didn’t greet us,” he muttered as he cut in front of me then went to turn away. “And you need fuel.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, getting shot by a shotgun with armor piercing rounds less than ten feet away will do that.” I sighed when he gave me a funny look. “We’re cool. I’m tired. There’s a lot of shit and several hits out on people. There’s a ton of shit on this and even more to do. We’re all going to be buried for months with all of it, and for once I was totally charged up and feeling good, and then I got shot, again, upsetting too many people.” 
 
    “He’s offering to let you feed,” Emilio muttered. “Take it once we get the plane loaded and the humans can’t see. We’ve got to go back to the FBI office, right? It’s just vamps and we need blood still.” 
 
    “Call Melicent and see if she can have some of the local wolves help us out since we’re doing all of this to clean up New York,” I instructed. “I didn’t realize the coven was so low and no one prepared anything.” 
 
    “We can give blood to the vamps with you that are helping,” one of Ari’s team offered. “We’re just chilling on the flight back.” 
 
    “That would be a huge help,” Emilio admitted, sounding relieved.  
 
    Always something. 
 
    We loaded up the plane with the windows all blacked out so they couldn’t ever give anything away about the location besides everyone knowing it was in the desert. It was a big desert after all.  
 
    Then came several NYPD squad cars bringing in those who didn’t go into the office on Saturday. 
 
    I handled that while each ancient matched up with a shifter and rotated taking turns ducking out of sight so they could feed. By the time we got through all of that, I was starving and ignoring my rumbling stomach and the looks it was getting me. 
 
    “They put in a huge order at Katz’s, which is a New York staple I guess,” Emilio informed me. “I just got off the phone with Sands, and it will be at the office by the time we get there. And they’re putting in a huge order for Joe’s Pizza, which is another staple.” 
 
    “Wow, they’ve figured out how to keep us happy,” I chuckled, rubbing the back of my neck. It sounded good to me. 
 
    What didn’t sound good was the three people that we hadn’t found from the warrants. 
 
    “Pull either team off the interrogations and have them track the people,” I instructed Emilio. “We need them all and no one to slip through, or there’s a chance the people will think the hits are still active. If they’re all caught, we have more of a chance to get the word out there’s no money.” 
 
    “Got it. You feed,” he muttered, walking off as he pulled out his phone. 
 
    Ari nodded off to the side in one of the private hangers where the others had been going. I went over there and cleared my throat when we moved into the corner. 
 
    His eyes flashed shock, and he cleared his throat too. “You’re shy.” 
 
    “I don’t know you.” I shrugged. “There was a lot of crazy when I fed from Axel and Eugene the first time, and I don’t feed from their team ever. It’s not like I just run around kissing people. Yeah, there’s a lot now, but I know them or well, it’s the situation.” 
 
    He leaned in a bit closer, moving his arm against the wall by my head. “Could I take you out sometime? My team’s been bugging me for a vacation, and I could make mine in Chicago.” 
 
    I blinked up at him. “Why? Is this like a competition thing with Axel and Eugene? I’m not sleeping with them.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that, and it’s not my business. I know you have other lovers. I think someone said you mated a fairy too.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s not an answer. Why?” 
 
    He seemed confused and for some reason sniffed me. “Right, you’re new, young. Let your wolf smell me.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “No, let her scent me. You’ll get it better or at least I hope so.” 
 
    I moved slightly so I was looking in his eyes and let my wolf do what he wanted. I leaned in and sniffed him, my wolf growling inside of me, giving me the mental image of rolling around in his scent. I’d understand the instant attraction to Axel and Eugene, their wildness and strength making my siren take notice, but this… This was animal attraction. Maybe I’d had that before, but I’d not understood it really. 
 
    Or maybe I had but I’d not put a label on it. 
 
    “Can I take you out sometime, Alpha?” he murmured quietly. 
 
    “I’ve got too much already on my plate,” I muttered, shaking my head. I went to move away from him, and my wolf growled at me. I froze, staring up at Ari. “Is it like team lead thing? I don’t get it. I’m rare and she wants rare too?” 
 
    “I would guess it’s because the team leads are some of the strongest shifters who aren’t already Alphas of an area. There would be no turf conflict, but what shocks me is you’ve shown interest in three extremely aggressive breeds.” 
 
    “Huh?” He lost me on that one. 
 
    He smiled. “Tigers are aggressive and very territorial. They have the territory and their females live there. Most aren’t known for sharing their females. Wolves are a matriarch society, but a dire wolf is more aggressive than most wolves and doesn’t like others near his wolf.” 
 
    “And elephants?” I asked, frowning. “The males fight after she gives out a call or something, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, when she’s ready, but once a year males go into musth. We get aggressive and like to fight to be top, but during musth we’re… We make tiger sex seem calm. When an elephant shifter finds someone they’d consider a real mating potential, they’ll go through a musth and it’s extreme and excessive. It’s why there aren’t all that many of us. That and we don’t blend well when we shift and have been hunted for centuries as the best trophy to get.” 
 
    “Man and elephant, yeah, I’ve heard that,” I admitted, shaking my head. “Both are so sick, but the fact that it’s combined that gives some the hard on just disgusts me.” 
 
    “And what else I said?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t really get it all. I mean, what does that have to do with right now?” 
 
    “I’m trying not to be crude and spell it out.” 
 
    I sighed. “You’re going to have to spell it out with me. Sorry. I don’t know why it has to be crude, but I’m exhausted and got a lot going on and I have the emotional range of a bobble head, which I’ve already had to say today.” 
 
    He nodded and leaned in more, his body melding to mine as he pressed his lips against my ear.  
 
    “As a man, you are stunning, and I’m not stupid enough to pass up a chance to get to know you better. As a shifter, you’re all most can talk about and who most think might be a savior to help so many. As an elephant, I want to carry you off to whatever room you’re staying at, rip off your clothes and spend the next week fucking you with all I have and see if anything real is there to what I’m feeling.” 
 
    I shoved him away from me, shaking my head. “One, I was just shot and I know I look a hot mess. Two, I know tons of people who want me smacked down and like none who think I’m some savior besides maybe those I’ve actually saved. Three, yeah, my wolf is having a strong reaction to you too, but this is a bit over the top. I get enough of that.” I went to step around him, and my vision wavered.  
 
    I’d lost too much blood, used too much energy healing and too much fuel replacing everything without replenishing. The floor slanted on me, and I felt myself start to go down. 
 
    Strong arms caught me and soft, firm lips pressed against mine. On instinct, I fed, taking long, slow drinks of power. I moaned as the arms tightened around me, pressing me against the hard body I was against.  
 
    “Alpha, wake up,” a deep voice begged, and I realized I’d passed out for a bit. 
 
    “Give me a minute,” I mumbled. 
 
    “What happened?” Emilio demanded as he joined us.  
 
    “She was depleted, but it was like in a flash her tank went on negative or something.” 
 
    “Pressure, too much pressure, and three got away,” I explained quietly. Those lips came back, and I took more energy, gasping at how good he tasted. The energy helped my head clear a bit. Right, Ari, the elephant who wanted to pound me into a bed the next week.  
 
    “Don’t tell Brian,” I ordered Emilio. “He’ll freak.” 
 
    “He’s already texting me asking if you’re okay and why you’re not at the office yet.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go,” I groaned, trying to get up, only to realize I was sitting on Ari’s lap. He’d plopped down after catching me or something, and I was all kinds of pressed up and lying all over him. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry I added to the stress,” he muttered, looking embarrassed. “I don’t have the pull Axel does since he’s tight with Haton and she’s interested in him along with a bunch of others he gets along with. Or Eugene who knows how to work the system, and I don’t mean that as a dig. Plus, now they’re using any excuse to have him around you because they like the idea of an alliance with you and the Dorcuses.” 
 
    I just blinked at him, not getting what he was trying to tell me and too tired. 
 
    Emilio took pity on me. “He’s saying he doesn’t want to risk he doesn’t get a chance to be around you again or can’t take council stuff as an excuse to see you and get to know you. That’s why he was blunt with whatever.” That helped but not really. “Can he have your number? I could give him that.” 
 
    “Sure,” I sighed as I pushed to stand, a bit wobbly. “I really don’t get it, and I think you’re all nuts, but okay, sure. Add one to the list and apparently an aggressive one that will want to be top dog.” 
 
    “Then say no, Sera,” Emilio said gently. 
 
    I opened my mouth to, but my wolf growled at me again. It threw me. She was so rare to act like that, and I sort of felt bad denying her because of that. “No, a number is okay.” I shrugged. “I mean, I can’t—we gotta go.” 
 
    “You are so innocent sometimes,” Emilio chuckled softly. “I can so imagine a younger Sera getting nervous when boys asked her out.” 
 
    I gave him a look like he was nuts. “None ever did. I was with three guys before I was a wolf. Two didn’t stick around after we had sex—Jason being the first even if I had sex with him again years later—and Brian was like a boss with benefits I guess. He thought it was more, but he didn’t tell me, and I didn’t get that so, yeah, that’s it. That was my whole dating history before becoming a wolf and sirening Tristan and Riley.  
 
    “And that worked out well. So yeah, I never get it. I mean, my eyes are nicer and my hair is shinier. I’m a bit leaner, but I was always athletic. I’m not as closed off, I hear, and I have like friends, but I so never get this whole line of men wanting me or willing to put up with my shit. I never planned on a future or like a life beyond undercover work I figured would get me killed one day, so all of this is just crazy to me.” 
 
    I walked away shaking my head. I really didn’t see what they did. Even if I was the hottest woman in the world, there were limits. It always brought me back to power. The paranormals liked my power and what I could do and my bloodline or whatever.  
 
    It never seemed about me. Well, with Brian I knew it was, which was why he was easiest to let back in or focus on. The twins had had me for months, and it had gone so badly that even if I was letting them back in a tiny bit at a time, I was terrified to go back there with them.  
 
    And Dain was just a whole barrel of issues. 
 
    Thinking about the twins, I decided to text them as I got into the last squad car that was going to take us to the office, waiting on Emilio to finish up. The bus had left once empty, and my people had taken other rides, but now it was on Ari and his team. 
 
    I miss you guys. I knew this whole trip would be fucked, but it’s just so many levels. I think I’m going to talk to Monroe once I get back and maybe we can have a bit of a stay-cation thing? I think it would be good for the boys and us. I want to work on us. 
 
    Reagan almost immediately responded. 
 
    That sounds amazing. We want that too. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m glad you texted, and I love you. 
 
    Seconds later Hagan sent something similar and just as sweet. I didn’t know how to answer their gentle probing to try and figure out what was on my mind. I caught a glance of Ari when Emilio got in, and I internally sighed. I didn’t want a line. I didn’t want to feel like I flitted around or… I wanted to go home. The trip had been too long and too much. 
 
    I just wanted to go home and continue working on my foundation and figuring out who would be a part of that, not add more confusion. 
 
    Now if I could get my wolf to agree with that. 
 
    Fuck a duck. 
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    My phone rang with a New York number as I stepped off the elevator, so I answered it when normally I only answered numbers I knew.  
 
    “Thomas.” 
 
    “This is an urgent and emergency message from the IRS that your outstanding tax issues must be handled and immediately or you will be arrested tomorrow. If you have any questions, call the following number and an IRS agent can assist you in handling your delinquent accounts.” 
 
    I blinked at the phone when the call ended. I waved off a few people who came over to speak with me and ducked into one of the offices we were using. I immediately called Dain, my heart racing. 
 
    “Sera, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “I just got a recorded message from the IRS saying they’re going to arrest me? That has to be a scam, right? Did I get some sort of notice? They have to mail you a notice first?” 
 
    “Yes, my love,” he chuckled deeply. “I’m very sure that’s a scam. They don’t just jump to prerecorded messages threatening to arrest you. I’ve never heard you so freaked out.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I’m pretty sure everyone’s afraid of the IRS, even us with the FBI. And hi, if I commit a crime, even tax ones, they sort of don’t let you work for the FBI.” I rubbed my chest. “You’re sure? Should I call the number? How do we check?” 
 
    “What’s the number?” He waited until I gave it to him and then added the call, someone answering right away. He asked them a few questions, and they hung up on us. “It’s a scam, Sera. The IRS doesn’t hang up because you ask to speak to a supervisor, and I’ve never heard of the IRS answering on the first ring. You get transferred all over the place, and there’s extensions to speak with anyone. I will make very sure you’re not in trouble, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, yeah, thanks.” I blew out a harsh breath. “It’s just—why today? I mean, enough is going on today. And I thought it was okay to answer because it was a New York number, and that’s extreme for a scam, right? I mean, though, yeah, they’re trying to steal from you, so they don’t care about giving mini heart attacks, but wow, that’s just too much and I really want to beat them because that was scary. 
 
    “I totally pay my taxes, and we haven’t even paid from all of the last year crazy, right? No, that’s April. But I did last year right. I mean, I left some stuff off I think I could deduct because I was hurrying to get on my next assignment, which was the Dorcus one, so yeah, that was a while ago, but I got a refund still since I always overpay. You can’t be involved in tax fraud if you get a refund. What else do they arrest you for?” 
 
    “Sera, it’s fine,” Dain cut in. “Why are you so upset?” 
 
    “Why? You’re kidding, right? Even if you ignore the IRS arrest threat, there’s just so much going on. I can’t keep up with it all. And people want more of this and more of that, and now I’m meeting more and more people who confuse me, and I don’t get it. I really don’t get it. I give people ‘fuck off’ vibes all the time, and it worked when I was human, but now that I’m a shifter? I just want to come home.” 
 
    I continued to ramble and blurt out everything I was feeling. About the twins. About Tristan. About Brian. About my siren and letting her out and how good it felt. About Dain even, which was nice to do to him. About the level of corruption and horrible things in New York. I just kept going and going and telling him everything as if the flood gates had opened.  
 
    I even told him about the nightmares of seeing Thomas Spelling, my old foster father, and remembering more about the abuse instead of it being locked away somewhere deep inside of me. Galvin’s wife hating me was in there. Worry I was leaving such a monumental mess for Melicent to clean up and terrified expanding was a bad idea. I let it all out for some insane reason, and then I felt myself sliding along the wall. 
 
    I didn’t even realize I was having the panic attack until darkness swallowed me. 
 
    “Sera, come on, Sera, wake up,” someone muttered. 
 
    “Migraine,” I argued, my head and eyelids feeling like they weighed a million pounds at the moment.  
 
    “We’ll get you something for that, but you need fuel. You’re completely on empty, Sera.” 
 
    “I got her,” someone else said, and lips brushed mine. “Come on, Chief, take power. Your vampires can’t give you anymore for a bit until they fuel up too.” 
 
    I took the power, smelling someone familiar. I opened my eyes and winced in pain but at least recognized one of the shifters from the DC office. “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem. We’ve got a ton of food, and we can turn off some lights,” he said softly. “Chief Havers is freaking, and you got a gash on your head from falling.” 
 
    “Dain?” I muttered, glancing at my hand where my phone had been. 
 
    “He called me when he realized something was wrong besides hitting your stress limit,” Emilio informed me, making me realize he was the first voice. “Eat first and then we’ll handle the blood in your hair.” 
 
    “Great,” I drawled, groaning as I grabbed my head, knowing not to touch the spot but it still hurting. “I spun out.” 
 
    “It happens to the best of us and especially when we’re on our last leg,” he assured me as he carefully lifted me up. “Get rid of that blood and make sure no one gets it.” 
 
    “I’ve got it. You take care of her,” the shifter agreed. I couldn’t remember his name for the life of me, but honestly, my head hurt so bad I wasn’t sure I could remember much of anything at the moment.  
 
    Emilio brought me over to another office that had the lights off, and seconds later Brian came in with a bunch of food. I could feel the worry coming off of both of them as I inhaled a pastrami sandwich and fries. I was so, so hungry. I felt like I hadn’t eaten in weeks, and I knew part of that was the lunar cycle had just ended, but the rest was stress. 
 
    And being shot. Can’t forget that one.  
 
    “That’s really fucking good,” I praised after another sandwich. I thanked the agent who brought me migraine meds and moved onto some of the sides in between washing down the pills. “I’m okay. Sorry to worry you.” 
 
    “You were pacing the office crazy fast as you gestured wildly,” Brian muttered as he sat in the chair in front of the desk. “I was already on my phone too, so I didn’t see the text Dain was sending that you weren’t hearing him and something was wrong.” 
 
    “Stress,” I grumbled. “I felt like when the images and worry overwhelms me and my brain sort of short circuits. It was like that but just piling and piling. I can’t believe some of the stuff I told him. I don’t even remember it all.” 
 
    “He said you were talking pretty fast so he didn’t catch it all,” Emilio comforted. “Plus, you were jumping all around. Don’t worry about him. Refuel and eat some more, and we’ll get through one thing at a time. Melicent checked in that the interrogations are going well, and she’s having a blast plotting the eco gym idea. Everyone’s fine, and one step at a time.” 
 
    I realized he was saying that because of whatever I’d rambled to Dain. I nodded, glad when there was more food and the migraine pills kicked in. 
 
    Once I inhaled all of lunch, I headed to the bathroom, sighing when I saw how much of a hot mess I was in the mirror. I undid my hair and rinsed the blood off in the sink as best as I could. Paper towels didn’t really cut it for drying that much hair, so I did my best to wring it out and then spent a few minutes using the hand dryer as a hair one.  
 
    There was a knock at the door, and I found Brian there with a different shirt for me. I thanked him, glad it was better than Carter’s undershirt that I’d gotten blood on. It was a woman’s v-neck t-shirt, but it was fine and worked with what else I had on since I hadn’t gone skirt and heels knowing we were raiding the law firm. 
 
    First thing when I was done, I got caught up on what was bothering me most. Emilio filled me in on the latest shooting. No one else on our side had been hurt, and we’d gotten all the baddies. Those who we hadn’t killed—and we’d killed most of them—had been arrested by NYPD because it was a normal, human hit situation. They were all booked and in jail and their normal lawyers were busy since we’d raided the law firm. 
 
    Good. Done and done and not our problem besides reports to fill out and statements to give. Which I did first to get it off my plate. 
 
    The one thing books and movies never showed the maverick or badass do was the paperwork. It was like that whole section of the job was cut out, and it always made those of us in law enforcement roll our eyes. Even the cool kids had to fill out the reports and give statements about what happened.  
 
    And there were a lot of them. If I printed out and stacked all of the reports and statements I’d given in my several year FBI career, I could make a house for someone.  
 
    But we got through it. Several hours later and we were all done. The rest was up to NYPD and the city to handle the mess and damages, which we’d get blamed for, but we hadn’t started it.  
 
    Still, it would be our fault. It always was. 
 
    Several people arrived with Joe’s Pizza, and it was worth the hype, some of the best pizza I’d ever had. But I was a Chicagoan, and my pizza choice was always a deep dish pizza pie. However, I would give New York props on their pizza. It was damn good. 
 
    We worked through dinner and into the night, going over the Russian mob storage unit… Everything. There were reports, photographs, maps of units and bodies found, matching cases to what NYPD had missing and new ones. We had to match files to confessions and put together who was notified and which bodies could be released to families. It was a lot and exhausting.  
 
    Finally when we’d made a huge dent, Brian called it a night and I agreed, thanking everyone for coming in on a Saturday since it wasn’t like we got overtime like normal office jobs. We headed back to the hotel, and I took a long shower with Brian, knowing he needed it and to take care of me after what I’d gone through. 
 
    “Not even a scar,” he whispered, running his fingers over my torso where I’d been shot. “I can’t stop seeing it. I’m sorry. I know this isn’t about me.” 
 
    “You went through it too, and it was a bullet meant for you,” I forgave, understanding it was hard. We kissed for a while, and then I couldn’t keep my eyes open, glad when someone said they’d dry my mane and I got to rest. I was out before the hair dryer even turned on. 
 
    The next morning we were up and ready to go early, knowing that people were waiting on us to put more together. And given the piles of shit all over, it was like we needed to get some of it settled. 
 
    “Aren’t you glad you missed the paperwork last time?” Sands joked as we arrived back at the office with tons of food. 
 
    I saw Brian gave him a look of horror to match mine. Yeah, I’d missed the paperwork in Memphis because I’d almost been killed. Sands seemed to realize what he said and apologized, muttering about needing coffee. Fine, I forgave it because I knew he meant it. 
 
    And I was dying for coffee too, glad at least we were in casual clothes since it was a Sunday. Plus, Sands and his teams were auditing every case the New York office had, and that was an especially horrible job. Matching who was dirty with what cases might have been closed prematurely was just a huge mess. 
 
    Then again, the clean New York teams helping us were also liaising with NYPD and answering whatever questions they could for Sands. So that wasn’t fun either. 
 
    All around, none of it was fun. 
 
    I got right back into the storage unit mess, glad that at least local agents were going to be the ones giving out the notifications going forward given it wasn’t my backyard. Plus, it was the least they could do given it was their office that hadn’t handled what it should. 
 
    The ancients with me then were basically gophers printing up interrogation summaries that were okay for all eyes or files and finding out what went with what case.  
 
    The LA team had arrived yesterday and worked through the list of local shifters with Melicent and her people to get a complete picture of who was clean, who was sent off, and who needed to be tracked down. There were very few left and unaccounted for, but they would stay the next several weeks while two teams of clean, non-human New York FBI were flown out to Chicago for training. 
 
    It all made my head hurt if I was honest.  
 
    The Miami team was helping me, and the DC team was working with the ancients and regular FBI to fill it all in. Finally by about lunch time, everything we could do with the storage unit and the freezer graves was handled. All that was left was six unidentified bodies, and they would be added to the pile to be sorted through and try to match up later. The rest of the notifications were ready to be handled Monday, and we’d put it all in order. 
 
    I think we all made a point to want that handled first, as it was pretty gruesome, but also, there were families waiting for news on their loved ones. Sure, they didn’t want to hear they were never coming home, but not knowing was a different level of hell than grief, as false hope was evil in so many ways. 
 
    More people arrived just before lunch, and then lunch arrived via the fairies who seemed to feel bad they couldn’t help, which really made me happy they cared instead of just being ordered by Laila.  
 
    I thanked them as they brought box after box for us, giving Jonik a look in particular that I knew he’d been behind it. But I was at work, so no play time. He looked relieved to see me though, which I didn’t understand until after they left. 
 
    Right, I’d been shot the day before. 
 
    I sat down with my tablet and earbuds to handle what was for my eyes only as Division Chief of the non-human FBI. I loaded up the fox Alpha’s interrogation—or Madam Fox, as a bunch of us were calling her now—and dug into my food as I took notes of what I’d need to get into more later. Or warn Galvin because she was a treasure trove of more than anyone wanted to know.  
 
    I was about twenty minutes in when I felt the level of agitation in the room rise. I paused it and took out my earbuds as I cleared my containers and reached for another burger, enjoying the amount of unhealthy food I got to eat on the trip at least. Someone would make me go back to protein shakes and granola once I was home. 
 
    “Is that all she does is eat? How uncouth,” a woman grumbled. 
 
    “I’m a shifter and I’m Alpha,” I drawled. “I’m sorry you’re not properly educated that my metabolism is at least six times faster than yours, but I was shot yesterday, and the protein and carbs help my body after healing that.” I glanced over and saw the gorgeous woman who didn’t have a hair out of place or a stray thread and raised an eyebrow at her. “And I can reply to you in over a dozen languages, so uncouth is a bit relative.” 
 
    I turned back to my food, clearly dismissing her and whatever bullshit she undoubtedly came with.  
 
    “Chief, we’ve got everything scanned from the storage unit and sent to Jennings so his team can get it all in your system,” one of the SAiCs from Miami told me. “What’s next?” 
 
    I thought about that a moment. “I want someone to get on the phone to call the agents giving notifications tomorrow so they can dress or drive or plan their day better. Then I want an update on the gulls and foxes at my office. I know they’ve been sitting on a lot to let out next, but at least check if something hit the top. And then I want full lists of everything that was seized from all the busts sent to Monroe, as he needs that.” 
 
    “Got it,” he muttered, jotting the list down. “I’ll let you know when it’s done.” 
 
    “Good job. You guys are jumping around and all over, and I know that’s hard.” 
 
    He smiled at me. “Your office trained us well.” 
 
    “Well, giving you shitty training would just be rude,” I snarked, about to focus back on what I’d been doing and my burger. The tension rose again, and I glanced over at Sands who was frowning. I was hoping it didn’t involve me, but then his side and the other side—including the perfect woman—all glanced at me. “What’s up?” 
 
    “They’re requesting to see the interrogations of the Russian mob,” he answered. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, and I requested a foot rub and some Korean shaved ice, but I’ve not gotten that either.” I glanced between the sides. “Who are they even?” 
 
    The woman gave me an extra annoyed look, but Sands answered. “This is Celeste Blumstein, Assistant District Attorney of New York.” 
 
    I snorted. “No. Why would they get to see them?” I gave her a look like she was slow. “There’s no need for you to see them.” 
 
    She returned the look to me. “There are several, Ms. Thomas. For one, we are allowed to see all interrogations for crimes in New York.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to answer, but Brian came into the main area with a few people and she spotted him. Not only did her heart rate pick up, but I could smell the pheromones coming off of her from ten feet away. And she was a loud broadcaster. I got a few images from her and swallowed my annoyance. 
 
    “Bri, your ex-girlfriend is here to annoy me,” I drawled. “I leave it to you to handle.” 
 
    Sands looked like he was losing the battle not to laugh while Celeste wanted to kill me. Brian looked over to where I was pointing and frowned. He opened his mouth but then closed it before coming over to me and lowering his voice. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    I met his confused gaze. “Nothing. I didn’t know you worked in this office for a few years, and now ex-girlfriends are showing up who still hold the torch for you. You get more and more out of me all the time, but you’re still a vault.” 
 
    He sighed. “We went out on one group date thing and had drinks a few times. I would hardly call her an ex-girlfriend. And you know more than you think. There’s just been too many surprises all around this trip.” 
 
    “That’s fair,” I agreed. “She wants to see the council interrogations. It’s not happening.” 
 
    “Why can’t we see them if you’re not hiding anything?” she demanded, her eyes focused on me. 
 
    I sighed, realizing this wasn’t going to be over unless I really handled it. I stood and closed out my tablet, tucking it in the back of my pants so no one tried to look at what was on it. I brought my burger with just to annoy her. I took a bite and made her wait while I chewed, noting Sands’s amusement, so he wasn’t a fan of her either. 
 
    “We have nothing to hide on any of the cases we work, but we still don’t put it all up on YouTube,” I reminded her. “You don’t have clearance to see them. Sands doesn’t have clearance to see them unless I allow it, and he’s a division chief like me, ADA Blumstein.” 
 
    “That may be how things work in Chicago, Ms. Thomas, but here in New York we follow the rules and the DA’s office reviews all the pertinent information on cases.” 
 
    I snorted, taking another bite, being petty and making her wait again. “You can’t even follow the rules of calling me my title, ADA Blumstein. And we’ve found a hell of a lot of non-rule following all over New York. But I absolutely agree you’d need to see them if they were your cases. They’re not. They’re federal, and reports will be sent to the US AG’s office and they can see the interrogations if needed.”  
 
    “I’m telling you to hand them over, Thomas.” 
 
    “And I’m telling you that you don’t have that authority. Your boss doesn’t have that authority either. You don’t have clearance. You’re not trying these cases. Am I not speaking the Queen’s English here, or do you need me to go slower?” I bit back a smile when her eyes flared with anger. “Which ones specifically are you even trying for?” I draped my influence over her, getting to the root of the problem. 
 
    “The fox interrogation,” she answered. 
 
    “You said the Russian mob one,” Sands complained, giving her a hard look. “That has to do with the Ukrainians that you’re prosecuting for shooting at us. The fox has nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “No, but I’m sure there’s some sort of dirt her or her office doesn’t want to get out,” I purred. I tossed my empty container and wiped my hands. “You’re not prosecuting the Russian mob ones. Nor the cartel. Nor the Triad. Nor the fox. If you need something on the cases you are actually going to be assigned, please let me know, ADA Blumstein. Otherwise, the DA himself can contact my boss and he’ll tell him no as well.” 
 
    I caught a few flashes from her when she got extra angry I was dismissing her. Normally I would let it go, but she was really pissing me off. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you, ADA Blumstein,” I said sweetly, holding out my hand to her.  
 
    She looked at it like it was a snake, hiding her revulsion pretty well, but I knew I wasn’t the only one who saw it.  
 
    “Why won’t you shake Division Chief Thomas’s hand, ADA Blumstein?” Brian asked, catching on. 
 
    “The conversation isn’t over,” she replied easily. “No matter how dismissive Thomas is being, this matter is not resolved.” She blurted out a bit more when I draped my influence again. “And she’s an animal. How you allowed yourself to be touched by an animal disgusts me.” 
 
    “How uncouth of you to say that in a professional setting,” I purred. I took back my hand and pulled out the tablet. “I’m just going to go back to watching the fox’s interrogation and do my actual job. You should try it.” 
 
    “We will file an injunction on that video,” she threatened. 
 
    “Bad call,” someone chuckled quietly, meaning her trying to go toe-to-toe with me. 
 
    Yeah, it was. I lost all patience, tucking the tablet away and pulling out my phone. I held up a finger to her as I connected to Haton’s cell directly, which she gave me for times issues had to be handled immediately.  
 
    “Aliens yet?” she drawled. 
 
    “Councilwoman, I apologize for bothering you, but I have a New York ADA here demanding copies of interrogations, namely our Alpha fox. I know you aren’t sitting in the interrogations personally, but I wondered if there was anything about the DA that’s disconcerting that he would immediately send someone to try and get it.” 
 
    She snorted. “Put me on speaker.” I did, telling her as much. “Your DA not only hired the foxes and had sex with them against their will, as none of them were willing to be prostitutes, but he has some interesting predilections. He also takes bribes to lose evidence and let certain people walk who donate to the right campaigns. So he’s going down. I suggest if you’re not involved, you start vying for his job instead of protecting him.” 
 
    “Oh, not her,” I chuckled darkly. “She won’t shake my hand, and she’s disgusted Chief Havers lets an animal touch him when she wants to.” 
 
    “Well then, fuck off, you stupid human,” Haton sighed. “Female wolves are some of the most attentive and loving creatures there are. There is no one better Chief Havers could want. You look at him and think you want him, that you’re better than Seraphine and you deserve him. She looks at him and wonders if you would be better to him, better for him, and could make him happy.  
 
    “But the minute you show some trait not good enough, she will scorch the ground around you, making it clear you don’t deserve him because he only deserves the best. If I know her and wolves, she has been doing her best to hide any problems from getting shot so he doesn’t feel bad when she took the bullets for him. So yeah, look down your nose at that, you fucking moron. I’ll have someone get into this DA stuff and contact Galvin.” 
 
    “Thank you, Councilwoman. I will keep sending you updates and any topics we need people questioned on.” 
 
    “We’re looking so forward to that,” she drawled. 
 
    “I know the feeling, believe me.” We hung up, and I felt a lot of eyes on me. I cleared my throat and glanced at Celeste. “So yeah, you know the way out. Use it.” I turned to go back to my work, and Brian moved in front of me, smiling down at me. 
 
    “See, you were always meant to be a wolf because she described you when you were human too.” He cupped my cheek, shocking me with the touching at work. “But don’t worry about me. We’re worried about you. And I didn’t forget your request. I just changed it a bit.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what he meant, but he nodded over my shoulder. I turned around to find Corbin and several of Brian’s team carrying tray after tray of something. I glanced back at Brian with a curious look. 
 
    “Your big shaved ice plate was dine-in only. Instead, I got one of every flavor in the smaller size so you can try them all as we work. Plus, whatever cookies and yummies to make you smile and replace the sugar you need.” 
 
    “I love you too,” I said quietly, my cheeks heating up. I felt my blood boil when Celeste mad a disgusted noise. I glanced at her, letting my power flash in my eyes. “You should leave before I stop being professional and get pissed as his lover.” I glanced at some of the agents under me. “Show her and the others from her office out. They’re not involved with this, and I’m lead on all of it.” 
 
    “We’ll handle it, Chief,” one guy from Miami told me. “They can leave or we’ll escort them out, which means touching them.” 
 
    A few of the people from the DA’s office didn’t seem to care about that, more they didn’t want to be lumped in with Celeste and headed to the elevator. I didn’t blame them. They got dragged along because of the boss or whatever bull.  
 
    Because that whole meeting was bull. Unfortunately, there was a lot more. I enjoyed my present, starting with some sort of red velvet hot cocoa that I sent a picture to Simone of, saying we should make this into an adult beverage on the menu because it was awesome. Then I had my shaved milk ice with all sorts of flavors and toppings, one after the other while continuing to work.  
 
    And that night I went to bed with Brian, able to snuggle up to him when I needed it most. 
 
    And so did he. 
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    It took us another week to shovel our way through the vast majority of the shit and corruption and death and crimes of all flavors. The New York division chief is taking early retirement, which I wasn’t a fan of when he mishandled so much. Brian made the argument that his hands would have been tied all over the place if the guy’s IA was dirty.  
 
    Sands was named the new division chief, and the guy replacing him in Memphis I met when I was there, and he’s a good choice. He’s got his shit together for sure and will keep pushing for a non-human team at that office like Sands had been. 
 
    Detective Pratt and the NYPD got some really good press along with the FBI for such a historic clean up. Media and politics on both sides are so focused on it that it honestly helped us sneak the baddies out the back door without getting much notice. And there were a lot of them. Too much dirt all over New York… And I don’t mean just the subways. Not that Chicago’s are any better. 
 
    They’re both gross and need a deep clean. 
 
    Most are worried about retaliation from mobs and cartels, but I think they’re shocked we pulled it off. For now it seems that they’re disavowing anyone who got picked up, assuming it stops with New York. 
 
    Yeah right. Idiots.  
 
    We’re going after the cartel in a week or so. I made a promise to rescue the gulls that were sold, and I will absolutely keep that promise. Along with taking that whole cartel down. 
 
    I don’t know all the particulars, but Haton seemed happy with whatever deal was made with the government about everything seized. The government couldn’t use it, just auction it or whatever happens after cases are long solved and finished in court but they weren’t going to court… It wasn’t my show, but I preferred Haton happy. 
 
    Madam Fox’s interrogation is going to have far and wide reach and end several careers. I’m very glad I’m not handling that mess. My office is helping the foxes and gulls now that we’ve gotten all their statements. They need some help and not just emotionally. There’s crap from their lives before and the gulls know more who want to get out of dangerous places like Russia.  
 
    So we’ll be busy. Really fucking busy. 
 
    The New York shifters are happy with the change in leadership. Most were clean, struggling to survive and make a living. The packs are combining, officially, and Melicent is all over it. I think she’s excited to have this chance not to be in Alena’s shadow. I get it. It’s a big shadow, and sometimes people just need the right motivation or opportunity. 
 
    The coven is still a mess, but it’s not my mess once all the crimes were reported, confessed to, and punishment given. I did however have a dept to pay before leaving New York. Paying it and dealing with Dubois again was troubling, and all I wanted was to go home to Chicago. 
 
    Brian was staying a bit longer, some of the ancients as well. The Shifter Council teams had more to do, and really it was a lot of light cleaning up and making sure ducks were in a row. I was nervous leaving Brian, but he promised to wear the vest and stick with the other teams. I kissed him goodbye and headed to the airport, ready for the nap I would take on the flight.  
 
    But I never made it… 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    “Hey, Havers, did Sera get caught up in something?” Orson asked from my phone. 
 
    I frowned. “What? No. She left here like two hours ago for the airport.” There was silence at first, and then he said one of the worst things I’d ever heard. 
 
    “She never made it here.” 
 
    “That can’t be,” I argued. “Did you call her? Check with the car rental place. She was taking back one of the SUVs.” 
 
    “Of course we tried calling her. We’ve been calling her. It just rings and rings.” 
 
    At least her phone is on then. “You check with the rental place, tell them she’s FBI and we’re worried, and I’ll track her phone. Call me when you got something.” I hung up and went over to Corbin. “Track Sera’s phone. I need to know where she is.” 
 
    “Chief?” he asked, giving me a worried look. 
 
    “Just do it!” I barked, wincing when several people around us flinched. “Sorry, please. Find her.” 
 
    “What’s up?” Sands asked me quietly as he joined us. 
 
    “Sera didn’t make it to the plane. They called wondering where she is.” 
 
    He gave me a worried look. “She left here like two hours ago.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “She’ll be fine,” he muttered, not sounding all that sure. 
 
    “I’ve got her at the airport,” Corbin told us. He pulled up the map on the bigger glass screen used for cases. He zoomed in several times and glanced from the screen to his monitor. Then a map of the airport came up and went over the tracking map. “Looks like she’s in the bathroom by the private flights.” 
 
    I called Orson back before he even finished. He picked up right away. “She’s at the bathroom by the private flights. That’s where we pinged her phone. Traffic was probably bad, and maybe she ate something spicy.” 
 
    “For over an hour and a half?” he muttered. “The guy remembered her when I show him a photo. She returned the vehicle over an hour and a half ago. Emilio is getting the footage to be sure and so we can track her through the airport.” 
 
    “She probably stopped to buy souvenirs for the boys,” Sands offered, able to hear Orson since he was right next to me. 
 
    “While we all waited? She never makes people wait like that if she can help it,” Orson argued. 
 
    And unfortunately she was right. 
 
    “Fuck!” Orson bellowed a few moments later. 
 
    “What?” I demanded. 
 
    “I’ve got her phone and no Sera. It was sitting on the ledge of the garbage here, like waiting to be found. She’s not in the bathroom.” 
 
    “Check it again. Visually check it.” 
 
    “I did,” he snapped. “She’s not in there. She’s gone.” 
 
    “No, no she’s not,” I growled, turning and looking at Corbin. “Get on the phone with the airport and tell them we might have someone missing and we have people there that need to see their security footage.” I hung up on Orson, not even thinking about it and connecting a call to Axel. “Sera’s missing.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “She dropped off the rental at the airport an hour and a half ago and didn’t make it to the plane. Orson found her phone outside the bathroom. How close are you to there? I need you to track her.” 
 
    “We just arrived. We’ll meet up with them and track her. You call everyone and find out if there was any deviation. Who was the last number she called?” 
 
    I asked Corbin the same, and he told me it was Melicent. “I’ll call her and the others. There were no incoming calls after that besides Orson, and they were never answered. Tell me what you find.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    I hung up and was never so glad I’d made sure to have Melicent’s number too. She picked up almost immediately, which shocked me. “Sera’s missing.” 
 
    There was a pause. “Hold on. Melicent’s in the middle of something so I answered,” a voice replied. If I had to guess, I would think it Bemus, as she didn’t seem the type to allow just anyone to answer her phone. I rolled my eyes when I heard the sounds of loud sex going on. Oh, she was in the middle of something all right. “Melicent, your little sister is missing according to the mating candidate.” 
 
    “What?” she snarled in the background. I heard some shuffling and a few thumps before she got on the phone. “You lost her?” 
 
    I felt her question like a punch to the gut, taking in a shaky breath. “No, I can’t lose her.” I heard the crack in my voice as did others, Sands moving his hand to my shoulder and giving a squeeze. I filled her in on what I knew and what we were doing. “You were the last call she made. Did she say anything? Maybe going to get the boys souvenirs or something? What did you discuss?” 
 
    “The eco gyms idea,” she muttered, some more shuffling in the background. “She did some more research and found a company in the UK that puts small, outdoor gyms in park districts to support healthier living for kids, people who can’t afford a gym membership, and people who might find it all intimidating, away from eyes that might judge. She was all excited that maybe it was something we could do at Chicago and New York park districts.” 
 
    “That’s so like her,” I chuckled as I scrubbed my fingers over my forehead. “Nothing else? Nothing telling?” 
 
    There was a long pause. “No, not in that she was diverting from her plans but she confided in me that Councilman Dubois worried her even more than before. His personality is controlling and obsessive, and she burst his bubble on something. She was concerned there might be some backlash and warned me, as I was still in the area. Plus, she saw some images of him wanting a siren as much as he wants her.” 
 
    I had my keys and jacket before she even finished. “I’m heading to the coven now.” 
 
    “Do not go there alone. She would not want you risking your safety like that.” 
 
    “We don’t know where she is, Melicent.” 
 
    “I will meet you there. I do not believe he has her, but it is worth questioning him.” 
 
    “Agreed. Fine, I’ll chill.” I hung up and nodded to Sands as he hurried onto the elevator with me. I waited until the doors closed and we were alone. “She’s gone.” 
 
    “She’s not gone. We’ll find her. If someone took her, we’ll get her back. Start calling people so this can get on the radar to look for her.” 
 
    He was right. I called Councilwoman Haton next, annoyed when the lackey that answered said she didn’t take calls outside of her contacts. “Asshole, tell her Sera is missing. That’s why I’m calling.” 
 
    Haton was on the line seconds later and demanded I fill her in. “I would rather us be premature than not taking it seriously and there is a problem. I will personally speak with the other council members and make sure none of them are involved. Keep me updated, and I will do the same.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I hung up as we reached my rental, and I was glad when Sands actually took the keys. Yeah, not the time to be driving in NYC crazy traffic as I made calls. 
 
    And they were horrible calls to make. 
 
    “I just hung up with Axel,” Reagan informed me. “Her scent from the rental place goes within two feet of the plane but then just ends. There’s nothing else. They’ve sniffed all over the airport, and there’s no trace from her. They would think she was still standing at that spot if not for the scent having faded. She just disappears. How could you lose her? You let her go alone?” 
 
    Again, it was like a punch to the gut. “No one lets Sera do anything. She agreed to start taking a detail or more than one of the ancients driving her if they were around. She was going to seriously sit down with you guys and Monroe to figure it all out. She was supposed to ride with them, but she got delayed signing stuff and then decided to take back one of the extra rentals. Who would think she could get nabbed at the fucking airport? How even?” 
 
    “Yeah, I get it, sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    “You didn’t say anything I wasn’t already thinking or feeling,” I forgave. “I just keep thinking who could have that sort of power to… I’ve got to call you back.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Roberson,” I growled and hung up. I called his cell, and he didn’t pick up. It took me a moment to think of how to get him, but then I remembered he was still the US liaison in Iran. I realized we were going to where I could get the number anyways.  
 
    Melicent texted she’d spoken to Alena and she wanted updates and any way to help. I wasn’t sure how or who could help with this because if Reagan knew, that meant Dain did and he would tell Queen Laila.  
 
    We arrived at the coven estate, and I was out of the SUV before Sands even fully stopped. I jogged over to the door, and it was opened as I lifted my hand to knock. 
 
    “Chief Havers, what can we do for you?” the vampire asked me, dipping his head in respect. 
 
    “Where’s Dubois? Is Papadopoulos still here?” 
 
    His eyes flashed anger, but I didn’t care. “Both councilmen are busy at the moment. If you wish—” 
 
    “Apollo, I need to speak with you!” I bellowed, knowing he had crazy hearing, as good as or even better than Sera’s from what she’d said. All the ancients were that good. “Apollo!” 
 
    “Chief Havers, I would ask you control yourself,” the vampire snarled. “You are allowed certain niceties because of your ties to Mistress Sera, but there are lines to that.” 
 
    I snapped, grabbing the vampire and shaking him. “I don’t give a fuck about your codes or games. Someone took the woman I love, and I will do whatever I have to to find her!” 
 
    “What is going on here?” Papadopoulos demanded as he and Sands joined us at the same time. 
 
    “Sera’s missing,” I told him, letting go of the vampire. “We think she was snatched from the airport. Her trail ends there, and then it’s just gone. Where’s Dubois? Melicent said Sera was upset because of something that happened with him.” 
 
    “He did not take her. He’s been here since she left this morning,” Apollo explained. “She left here to go sign some papers at the office before her flight. I saw her leave.” 
 
    Sands put his hand on my shoulder to hold me back. “With all due respect, Councilman, he’s got the power and reach to call someone to do the dirty work. We’re not accusing him, but we both know that. Melicent doesn’t think he did it, but he might know something or could have said something that would make others think they should take such action on his behalf. We have to speak to him. She agrees and is on the way.” 
 
    Apollo sighed. “Fine, but I don’t know how much you’ll get from him. He’s sauced.” He shrugged when we shot him confused looks. “All I understood was that Seraphine pulled back the curtain and revealed more than he was ready to see.” 
 
    “Okay then,” I grumbled, not sure I wanted to know what was going on with that as long as he hadn’t taken her or his people weren’t involved. “I need to contact Bijan Nuri. Jason Roberson is working with him, and I need to speak with him.” 
 
    “I can get him on the line,” Apollo promised as he waved us to follow. “Have Melicent join us when she arrives.” 
 
    Sands and I shared a confused look, but I still trailed after the vampire because I didn’t care what was going on besides finding Sera. And if I had to walk into Hell itself to find her, I would.  
 
    Instead I found the councilman who was completely and always in control, perfectly put together and immaculate, now in total disarray and drunk off his ass. That had to be an interesting story. 
 
    I didn’t even get a chance to speak as he saw me and slammed down his glass, the ice popping out of it. He got to his feet and stumbled over to me, jabbing me in the chest. “How did you do it? How did you tame her?” 
 
    Yeah, Sera’s been here. “I didn’t. No one could tame Sera. That would break her, and she’d no longer be Sera. I love her.” 
 
    “No, no, you own her,” he argued, giving me a shove before going back to the bar. Luckily he didn’t put his full strength into it or I’d be on my ass or worse. “You own her. You tamed her like the most glorious horse that no one could ride.” I went to argue with him, but he waved me off as he poured himself a large drink. “She offered it to you freely. I had to trick her to get it, but you she just offered it.” 
 
    “What did you do to her?” I snarled, reaching for him. Apollo reached me first, blocking him from me but really me from him, and we all knew that. “What did you trick her for? Did you force her into a corner too?” I swore when Dubois gave me a guilty look. “You’re going to break her. All of this bullshit you all force on her will break her. Don’t you get it? You can’t tame her. She is sunshine and light and—” 
 
    Dubois burst out laughing. He laughed so hard he spilled his drink and let go of the bottle to keep on the stool. “That woman is not full of light. She might have goodness in her, but there is a deep, very deep darkness in her. She has been touched by too much evil to ever be of the light. And she enjoys pulling the rug out from under people.” 
 
    “What rug did she pull out from under you, Enzo?” Apollo asked gently, sitting next to the councilman and pouring a drink in another glass on the bar. I realized this was what he’d been doing, trying to figure out what was going on too. 
 
    “That I’m a fool and there are many laughing at me behind my back,” he grumbled before tossing back what was left of his drink. “One female pup shattered all I thought I knew, and she did it easily, with a smirk no less.” He gave me a hard look. “That is not a woman full of light.” 
 
    “Because you did something to her,” I snapped. “She is full of light and sunshine. She is happiness and joy. If you are good to her, that’s all she is. If you hurt her, yes, there is darkness in her and even more so now that she’s a wolf and siren and all three will lash out. But only if you hurt her.” It was my turn to wave him off. “She is a woman who plays in the sprinklers with the teenage boys she adopted.  
 
    “They love her, and she loves them, and there is no hurt between them. All of them experienced horrible pain in their childhood and understand it. I can’t. I had a good childhood, but she brings light to them. Nothing is so beautiful or full of goodness as when Sera runs through the sprinklers with them or they play with water guns. Water balloon fights and everything pure. You hurt her and the darkness came out.” 
 
    “Why is he crying?” Dubois asked Apollo, making me realize that I was. I wiped my eyes and turned away, seeing the worried look Sands gave me. 
 
    “Seraphine is missing,” Apollo explained. “She was abducted at the airport.” 
 
    Dubois blinked at me when I turned back around and then at Apollo. “I didn’t take her. I asked her to please leave after she shredded my soul.” 
 
    I wasn’t the only one giving him a shocked look at that, but I pushed past it. “Would anyone else have done it for you? Would someone have punished her thinking it was a good idea for whatever she did?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, she was grateful for what Seraphine did. There was no anger. And my people are too old to do something rash and short sighted. We don’t get to live this long and be stupid.” 
 
    “Mine would have no reason as well,” Apollo agreed. “But we will question them all and talk to others. Let me get Bijan on the line so you may speak with that human.” He gave me a worried look. “She upset a lot of people who have powerful friends or are worried about secrets getting out with that madam fox. I would check your NSA and others who were looking for help and a reason to get her.” 
 
    “He’s not wrong,” Sands agreed, and I nodded. 
 
    “You had to have tamed her,” Dubois grumbled into his refilled glass before taking a sip. “All women need taming.” 
 
    “I would highly disagree with that statement, and I bet my little sister did as well,” Melicent purred from behind us. “And he did not tame her. He won her. He won her heart by treating her like a goddess. You treat women like animals to do tricks and give you sex on command like whores you don’t even please as well.” 
 
    I blinked, and Dubois was being blocked by Bemus and a few others. Sands and I shared a look again, and he looked ready to faint. I was more used to it being around Sera and the others, but that was still fast. 
 
    “She called you to laugh about me? She ran her mouth about what happened?” Dubois demanded, stumbling when Bemus pushed him away. 
 
    “No, she called to warn me, as you seem obsessed with ‘taming’ a siren now that you have met one. She worried for me, as I was staying and you will be around longer. She was worried you might take out what she did on me. Or try to. She was worried she let out the monster inside of you that you keep a tight fist on when she showed you reality. And the rest I knew already. Most women would just from the way you look at women.” 
 
     Dubois snapped back at her that it wasn’t true and slurred something else, but I was focused on Apollo as he walked towards me. He handed his phone over, giving me a worried look but then sighing as he saw the fight going on behind me. I wasn’t concerned about that, as Melicent could handle herself. 
 
    I just needed to find Sera. 
 
    “They were getting Roberson,” he muttered and then went over to Dubois. 
 
    “Hello?” I checked, but no one was on yet. 
 
    “Havers?” Roberson said a few minutes later.  
 
    “I tried calling you first.” 
 
    “Yeah, I saw that. What’s going on? Why are you going through the fucking leader of Iran to—” 
 
    “Sera’s missing. We think someone took her from the airport.” 
 
    There was a pause. “You fucking asshole. You let someone get her?” 
 
    “You’re the asshole who put her on the radar of so many! Don’t put this on me. We all share some blame, but you more than others.” 
 
    “I didn’t take her,” he snapped. “I’ll make some calls and keep my phone on me. Update me, and I’ll let you know what I find.” 
 
    “I’m going to gut him the next time I see him,” I seethed as I stared at the phone after he hung up. I gave Apollo back his phone and told Melicent I was heading to the airport to retrace her steps and start investigating.  
 
    And that was what we did. Hours and hours, and there was nothing. The reality of the situation started to sink in when I talked to Dain. 
 
    “I can’t feel her,” he informed me. “It’s like she’s not there. I can’t feel that part of me connected to her. It’s like static. I didn’t feel it go out either. I feel her flare of emotions, but I didn’t feel any of that. I felt a flare of fear this morning, but then it was normal. Nothing odd. I didn’t even think about it until Reagan called, and then I realized it was like the connection was unplugged.” 
 
    “How could that happen?” I squatted down in the security office I was using, covering my eyes. “Does that mean she’s gone?” I couldn’t even say the word. Dead. Was she dead? 
 
    “If she died, I would have felt it,” he answered quietly. “It would feel as if I was dying too. This… I don’t know what this is, but Queen Laila is speaking with other elders as to what it could mean. She’s ordered a team to comb the archives.” He let out a shaky breath. “I feel so fucking useless.” 
 
    “Yeah, we all do.” 
 
    “I found some video!” someone called out from the other side of the room. 
 
    “I thought all the cameras were checked and had nothing?” I demanded, totally forgetting about the phone call as I hurried over there. 
 
    “Yeah, but I found a reflection and it’s not great,” Emilio explained as he backed the file up. 
 
    I watched as a slightly blurry Sera walked towards the plane with her wheeled luggage, checking something on her phone. She stopped, glancing around before walking faster. Then she seemed to see something at the plane that wasn’t in view and moved faster. 
 
    And then she was gone. The video didn’t cut out. There wasn’t a flicker or a loop. She and her bag were suddenly just not there.  
 
    I slowly brought my phone back to my ear, remembering Dain. “Talk to Nina. I just saw the video, and if that wasn’t magic, someone pulled a fucking miracle out of their ass because she just disappeared from view without even a flinch in the feed.” I let out a quiet sob. “She’s gone. She’s really gone. Someone took Sera.”  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    Seraphine After Dark 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was something I had to handle before I left New York, as I did not want to leave this particular thing unresolved and risk it following me back to Chicago. I headed directly to the coven after breakfast, able to push everyone back so I could handle it privately, as I wasn’t proud about what I planned to do.  
 
    Sometimes there were things more important than pride. I knew that as a woman, as a survivor, and as someone who had a lot to lose. 
 
    “Mistress Sera, we were not expecting you,” the guy who opened the door greeted me. 
 
    “I apologize for coming unannounced, but I needed to speak with Councilman Dubois before I left town.” 
 
    He stepped back to let me inside. “I will see if he’s available. Can I get you anything while you wait?” 
 
    “No, I’m fine, thank you.” I watched him race off, wondering how it wasn’t rude like running was considered in a house. Did it not work the same when they could move faster than humans could keep up with? Maybe there was some other etiquette that you bust your ass when it’s in regards to a council member? I didn’t know, and honestly, I had a feeling it was one of those vampire changing rules. 
 
    He was back before my mind could wander anymore. “He asked I show you to his suite if that is acceptable to you. He just finished breakfast.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I agreed, almost relieved we could keep this as private as possible even if I really, really didn’t want to go into the den of the lion. I followed the guy and thanked him when he showed me the right door. I knocked. 
 
    “Come in, Seraphine,” Dubois instructed.  
 
    The guy left as I opened the door and went inside, closing it behind me. “Thank you for seeing me on such short notice.” 
 
    “I would always welcome a visit from you,” he murmured, eyeing me over with interest. He was in the sitting area with a cup of coffee, already dressed for the day in a very nice suit. “I thought you were leaving today?” 
 
    “I am. I have a stack of everything to sign at both offices, and then I’m flying out.” I swallowed my nerves and moved towards him. “We have something to settle before I leave though.” 
 
    “The job for my people is not done,” he reminded me, amusement in his eyes. They filled with heat and the excitement of the hunt. 
 
    “The job they’ve done is excellent, and I can admit that. I doubt you will slack off because I leave, as I know it’s not me pushing them but you.” I stopped right in front of him. “However, though it was your suggestion and I didn’t agree to it, I do not want you biting me.” 
 
    He smirked at me as he set down his cup. “Yes, I figured you would realize that was unwise. What would you offer instead as payment?” 
 
    I swallowed my anger. “It is not payment. What you do is your job as council and I allowed, as it’s in my jurisdiction and you asked to handle it.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” he accepted after a moment. “A gift then. What gift would you offer instead for the job well done and what we’ve helped with that would have been on your shoulders?” 
 
    I let out a slow breath and dropped to my knees, telling my siren and wolf to stuff it. “Something you want more than a bite of me.” 
 
    He slowly licked his lips as he moved closer, sitting on the edge of the chair. “Yes, I do very much want this, but it is not better than a bite from you like this.” 
 
    “What do you want?” I asked as he leaned in closer. 
 
    “I want you bare before my eyes as you kneel at my feet,” he whispered, his fangs coming out. “Even more than that, I will ask for five minutes to do whatever I wish to you as long as it’s what you allow a lover to do to you. I can last longer than that when receiving oral sex, so it is comparable to ask.” 
 
    “No biting? No blood?” I checked, nervous since I allowed that, but he could see way too much if he had my blood. 
 
    “I will not taste you nor will my fangs pierce you,” he agreed. 
 
    I swallowed again and decided to push a bit. “And you won’t follow me? You won’t come play in Chicago? Find some excuse to visit?” 
 
    He sat with that a moment before giving a slow nod. “Apollo has already declared that, but there are ways around it. You are worth giving chase, but I find meeting you when neither have the home advantage to be fun. I agree.” 
 
    “Done.” I blurted, hurrying to undress. He clucked his tongue at me, and I went slower, only getting the jacket off so far. I pulled out my phone and set the timer, going to start it. 
 
    “No, it starts when I touch you,” he argued. 
 
    I nodded. Fine, he would stare his fill and draw out the anticipation. Whatever, I could handle that. I slowly undressed, getting to my feet to do it and letting him look all he wanted. I even turned for him, knowing the game and not caring either way, which he didn’t seem to like. 
 
    He stood and came over to me, nodding to the floor. I knelt back down and undid his fly. I pulled him free but then stopped, glancing up at him and waiting. He smirked at me and touched my hair as he started the timer on my phone, tossing it onto the chair. Then he grabbed my head and shoved me onto him, moaning as I sucked him. I let him control it, and me, for about a minute before he stepped away. 
 
    He pulled me to my feet and bent me over the back of the couch. “I have seen a lover touch you this way.” 
 
    I nodded, knowing we weren’t going to have sex. Sure enough, his hand landed hard on my ass, and he hissed in pleasure. I fisted my hands, noting the design of the suite and liking the decorator’s tastes as I ignored what he was doing to me. 
 
    “You were abused,” he muttered, rubbing his hands over my ass. “I did not know that. You are very good at controlling your reaction, but you are panicking. That happens mostly from abuse.” 
 
    “Yes, I was abused as a child and by multiple parties,” I confirmed. 
 
    “I did not know.” He had me stand and carried me over to the sideboard, pushing stuff out of the way before setting me on it. He thrust in me before I caught up, gasping at his size and not being ready for him. It wasn’t enough to tear me, but I would ache from it. 
 
    Which I was pretty sure was his goal. 
 
    He growled in approval and thrust hard and fast as he forced me to look at him. I did, trying to keep my reaction as blank as possible. It seemed to incite him and he moved harder, faster, until I had to bite my lip to keep back the moan. 
 
    He stopped, giving me a quick kiss. “Admit you like this. Admit you enjoy the feeling of me inside of you.” 
 
    There was no reason to deny it, especially when we both knew it was true and I couldn’t lie to him. “Yes, I enjoy it.” 
 
    He gave me a victorious smile. “Good girl. I’ll make sure to give you an orgasm as a reward.” 
 
    And just like that I stopped enjoying it, totally done with him. He seemed to notice the change in me, looking frustrated as he moved again. He stopped and stared at me a moment. 
 
    “Why are you giving me a bored look and not enjoying it anymore?” 
 
    Luck never had better timing as the alarm went off for the timer. “Your five minutes are up, Councilman. I do still have some power to take back though.” I mashed my lips to his, drinking him down until I not only had some of his energy but took the level I’d given him. When I finished, he was shaking against me, boxing me against the wall with his arms. “Have a safe trip home.” 
 
    “You cannot seriously just leave right now,” he argued, moving back and giving me a disbelieving look.  
 
    I kept his gaze as I pulled away from him and slid off the sideboard before heading to get my clothes.  
 
    He growled and went over to the connecting door, opening it. “Get in here.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew I didn’t want to be naked for it, hurrying to redress. 
 
    “Stay, watch the fun, Seraphine.” 
 
    Yeah, I didn’t think that was a real invite but something he expected if I was to leave without a problem. I nodded, still dressing as a gorgeous woman came into the room. She dipped her head at both of us before facing him and pushing her dress off her shoulders. She never said a word or waited for him to say anything, dropping to her knees.  
 
    She just opened her mouth and let him vigorously fuck her face, neither even noting or caring that he had my wetness on him still. He watched me the whole time, hunger and more in his eyes. He finished with a grunt, and after she swallowed everything, she stood and went over to the nearest flat surface, which was the desk the suite had near the sofa. She bent over it, and he moved behind her. 
 
    She gasped and counted each time he spanked her. He started hard and upped the level until honestly, he was hitting her so hard he would have broken something if she’d been human. His eyes never left mine. 
 
    He turned her so they were facing me better and proceeded to absolutely drill her. Her body banged against the desk, the force of his thrusts too much for her to hold herself up really, so she sort of just flopped against the desk with the momentum. She seemed to know when he got closer, as she moved her hair to one side and angled her neck. 
 
    Dubois struck hard and fast, sinking his fangs deep and drinking her down as he climaxed. His hand was fisting her hair hard enough he had to pull some out, but she just gasped as if she enjoyed it and accepted all he gave her. When he finished, he pulled out of her, and she collapsed onto the desk. 
 
    “Thank you for your favor and my bliss, Councilman,” she panted, her eyes closed as she recovered. 
 
    “May I leave now?” I asked after he fixed his clothes and was zipped back up.  
 
    “Nothing to say?” he challenged. 
 
    I shook my head. “You are not a bear I ever want to poke, Councilman Dubois. Our deal is done, and it’s time for me to leave. May I leave?” 
 
    “No,” he snarled, suddenly in front of me. “You didn’t answer me before, and I can see it in your eyes that you have lots to say.” 
 
    “With all due respect, I cannot and will not lie to you and say what you want to hear. You will not like my answers, and I don’t want problems,” I replied, trying to swallow my own snarl. “I did as you wanted, as we agreed. I don’t owe you any answers.” 
 
    That last part was a mistake, as I saw it fire the flames in his eyes. “Answer me. I will not retaliate or start problems. I want answers though.” 
 
    “No punishment?” I checked. “No games later. No coming to Chicago or trickery you all like to pull so much?” 
 
    “None, you have my word.” 
 
    I nodded and moved around him, going over to the woman and touching her, getting several images from her that confirmed what I thought. “The same for her. The answer involves her. Is she protected, or will you punish her?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I studied him closely and frowned. “Fine, you want to know my reaction?” I waited until he nodded. “You have a very well trained pet here, and that’s how you treat her, as she didn’t even enjoy it.” 
 
    “Of course she did,” he snapped, flinching and looking at the woman when her heart raced. “Any woman I take to my bed enjoys it.” 
 
    “You didn’t bring her to your bed,” I drawled. “And she didn’t even orgasm. You didn’t give it like a treat, right? You only give good girls orgasms like they’re yours to give. I can give myself orgasms, thanks. I don’t need a man to give them to me, control me like I’m an animal. You treat her like I’ve seen people who have well trained dogs except the dog enjoys the attention they get from doing the tricks and it’s bonding time. 
 
    “She wants no part of you, and as I’ve heard you say many times already, you don’t like it when people say no to you. It’s not allowed, right? So it’s not a stretch to think that most just do what you want and wait for it to be over. What do they get? I mean, how does this end?” I glanced at her, but she was looking anywhere but at either of us, not even having moved an inch as if hoping not to be noticed. 
 
    “I made her. She is one of mine,” he explained. “They get nothing. I bed them until I get bored and then it’s over. Most move, as it’s never fun to be the ex-lover and watch as I take another lover.” His eyes went wide as her heart raced. 
 
    “Please don’t,” she whispered to me. “Please.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’ve got people to protect and he wants this from me,” I told her gently. “Tell him the truth. He won’t punish you, he gave his word.” 
 
    “What did I say that wasn’t accurate?” Dubois demanded. “Answer me.” 
 
    She moved around me and knelt at his feet, lowering her head, shaking. “Most know being your sex slave is the price paid for you turning a woman into a vampire of your bloodline. For however long you stay interested with the fledgling, they are in your favor and untouchable as they find their way into this society. You give lavish gifts to the women and a bonus when you finish with them and allow them to go wherever they want.” 
 
    “You haven’t tamed anyone, Dubois,” I said when he was quiet a few minutes, absorbing the bombshell. “You bought them. You tell them what you want and just like a good prostitute, they react how you want, do what you want, and when it’s over, they have the cash and power of coming from your bloodline.” 
 
    “Stop,” he snapped and grabbed her chin, making her look at him. “You enjoy it. You orgasm and…” He trailed off when tears filled her eyes and she shook even more. “You have never?” 
 
    “No,” she rasped. “Most think it’s not allowed. You never give it in your instructions or care for our pleasure.” 
 
    I worried when the rage filled his eyes, stepping over to her and making her stand. I kissed her and fed her power, making her orgasm right there for him to see. I turned her so her back was against my chest, holding her up as I smirked at him. “How long has she been with you, and yet I made her orgasm first?” 
 
    Oh, I was so going to smack my siren later about making trouble, but she promised me she knew what she was doing. Men like him wanted the hunt because they knew deep down they would win even if they wanted the adrenaline rush from hunting; their egos believed they would win. And if I was a fight and something he couldn’t conquer, he would lose interest. 
 
    I hoped she was right. 
 
    “Two years,” he bit out. “Leave us. Pack your things, and I will do as I normally do. You are free, and I will give you the bonus.” 
 
    “Thank you for your understanding and mercy, Councilman,” she whispered, bowing deeply before bolting out of there and back into the adjoining room. 
 
    “Get out,” he ordered me, which my siren did not like. 
 
    In a flash he was back on that chair and I was straddling his lap, snarling in his face. “Who are you to order me around? You think women are beneath you, Enzo. That is the root of your problem, and yet all of them have been playing you. You should fucking thank me for showing you the truth instead of letting the line of women who will undoubtedly laugh about you behind your back continue.” 
 
    “They would not dare,” he seethed. 
 
    I smirked at him. “I would. I would absolutely go home and the next time I shared a drink with my best friend, laugh as I told the story of you getting all hot and bothered while inside of me and my being glad when the time was up. That is absolutely what women do. It’s the running gag that men can’t find the right spot or women rolling their eyes that men aren’t as good as they think they are and vibrators do it better.”  
 
    He stood, keeping me in the same spot and bringing me over to the bed. “I could more than please you.” 
 
    “No, you couldn’t,” I assured him, batting his hands away when he went to undress me. “I’m not your dog. I don’t want a treat orgasm when you decide it because you think you own them and me. I want no part of that bullshit, and a man who feels that way, acts like that with women is boring and has something wrong with their head. If people want to play, or that’s how they roll, fine, they both agree then, but you aren’t like that.” 
 
    He opened his mouth but then closed it, something like hurt and pain flashing in his eyes before he rolled off of me. “Thank you for coming by and settling our agreement. I wish you a safe journey home and all my best.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I muttered, knowing it wasn’t the time to push him.  
 
    Mostly because I didn’t kick someone while they were down. 
 
    I got the hell out of there, giving a wave to a confused Apollo when he saw me in the foyer. And then I was gone, leaving Dubois and his crazy behind me. 
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    Imagine there weren’t three main gods of Olympus, but four. A sister who went through something so horrible, so traumatic she left and was written out of history.  
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    Family always comes first to Chicago, so he makes a deal with the devil, and a few vampires on the side, to get the help they need to survive the mission ahead. And after a night of passion and a fantasy come true, Chicago has allies he never dreamed of—one even willing to risk his life, joining their mission to spark a relationship with Chicago. There’s not time for love when you’re trying to save the world though… Is there? 
 
      
 
    Things never go as planned, and instead of finding the man of his dreams, Chicago realizes he might end up with a broken heart at the end of the journey. It seems silly to worry about that though when millions of lives are at stake if they don’t get the information he found to the right people. Funny how Chicago can’t seem to focus on much else given it’s his first love and his family will probably live with Aurelo’s coven… If they’re still alive by the time they reach their leaders. 
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    Stryker Magnus is born into a life no one would ever ask for, pray not to have even. But working for Hell has its perks, such as immortality, and Stryker’s far from evil. He’s really just the delivery man who hates his job. 
 
      
 
    Rafe Damas lives a lonely life, ignored by his only remaining family—his father. When Stryker and his brothers walk into his life, he’s in shock to learn the hounds of Hell are real… And they are there for him. 
 
    But when Stryker goes from trying to take his soul to Hell to protecting him, Rafe starts to fall hard for the man. How could he not for the man who rescued him and is helping him to see all that he’s missed in life? 
 
      
 
    When he realizes Stryker has a jealous temper and there’s much more going on than Rafe was told, he starts to wonder if he made the right decision to trust Stryker. Even the chance for love—no matter how difficult it may be—has to be better than ending up in Hell, right? 
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    Dimitri Anslow has been in love with Alexander since he came to the warrior camp as a twenty-four-year-old pre-transition trainee. Fifty years later, he finally has the perfect plan to be with Alexander, at least physically. 
 
      
 
    After their life changing sex, Alexander tells Dimitri that he doesn’t love or want him. Crushed, Dimitri tries everything he can to forget the man, jumping from guy to guy. As Alexander gives him mixed signals, Dimitri tries to come to terms with the fact that his mate may never be his. 
 
      
 
    Can Dimitri move on from the one that owns his heart or is there something worth fighting for? 
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    Born a slave, Joss grew up alone, uneducated, unloved, and dreading the day he turned eighteen and began servicing those who came to the brothel. It’s a horrible life for the cat shifters who have no rights and aren’t even seen as people. The only highlight is the massive parties the brothels throw once every few months to draw in potential buyers. 
 
      
 
    Joss is about to give up the dream of finding a permanent owner—the hope of every slave. But then the mystery man in the white mask buys him, turning his world upside down. While Joss should hate that, all he wants is to make Dencil happy and solve the man’s problems. Will the cost of Joss’s help be more than he can handle? 
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    Part of Whistler Maddos’s job as first mate of the Open Ended is to ensure every guest receives what they are promised. And for Jonah that is the time of his life. But Whistler can’t help wanting Jonah as well… Good thing both desires aren’t mutually exclusive. 
 
      
 
    While making sure the ship and all the extracurricular activities aboard run smoothly, Whistler focuses on teaching Jonah all about paranormal, learning what else there is to life outside of the office, exploring his sexuality, and about Jonah himself. On what was supposed to be a vacation to remember, not everything turns out sunsets and roses. 
 
      
 
    When they not only hit rough water but never ending storms at high seas, how far will they go to be together? And will Jonah even be able to survive Whistler’s tutelage without sacrificing who he is? 
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    9-1-1 Doesn’t Solve Every Problem 
 
      
 
    What daft wanker stepped in it now? That’s the first thing that goes through Dorian Devil’s mind when his phone rings, and he puts his own life on hold to fix someone else’s screw-ups. 
 
      
 
    One call, that’s all anyone ever gets from this enchanter, and Dorian neither makes exceptions nor believes in enabling people not to protect themselves. In order to repair the situation, he must erase the client’s existence from everything. Friends, family, employment… Lovers. Heaven forbid any part of their life is complicated—Dorian doesn’t do complications. 
 
      
 
    Fledgling vampire, Seth Kohler, on the run in Denver, makes his one call to Dorian, unsure of what will happen to him once he raises the paranormal 9-1-1. Turning everything over to Dorian, Seth has to trust in the powers of the Enchanter. Seth, not knowing who or what is hunting him, latches on to Dorian as his personal life support. Will Dorian be able to erase Seth’s existence from Denver or will someone keep on Seth’s trail before Dorian can safely get him to his new life? 
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    There’s a process, strict guidelines in place for how wake him, and a bloodline specifically in charge of the task and taking charge of Kallikrates. Instead, a stranger comes for him, brings him the sustenance he needs, and intends on leading him on a new crusade. When he emerges from his resting chamber, the world he knew is in ruins. He was allowed to slumber centuries more than normal. 
 
    Why? What happened? Where was the breakdown… And what the hell is that steel beast the guide expects him to step into? It all leaves Kallikrate’s head spinning—languages he knew are unrecognizable, there are whole new continents on maps, and answers aren’t being provided. 
 
      
 
    Yet, somethings never change. Men in power want more of it and to use him as a weapon to get it, treating him rudely. Apparently, they weren’t told, or don’t fully understand, what he is. They will quickly learn their place in life or they will die by his hand and he will simply search for answers on his own… 
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    Leaders Pick Pawns and the Education Begins 
 
      
 
    Colosseum University—in this arena, paranormals of different species battle to climb a caste system the rest of the world doesn’t even know about.  
 
      
 
    Students are taught it’s a fight to the death to survive, humans who dare visit will probably get eaten by more than lions… And two men may enter, but only one can finish first.  
 
      
 
    Long ago, packs, covens, and the rest of a failing social system were done away with. Instead, crests were implemented, to sprinkle the species equally, while also forcing each new generation to spread their wings, and parents, who might never die, from forever controlling their children. 
 
      
 
    And for someone like Doyle McCready, who knows he’s nothing but a pawn to his parents, the only way to be free of them is to build a crest strong enough… Even if it’s full of issue-laced people like himself. It’s not like Doyle would risk what they’ve built on a whim when he’s committed to their current path. What man would do something as foolish as that for a gorgeous stranger? 
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