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      Sam Enderson stood outside his building and smiled with pride. The fresh sign painted on the door in crisp black letters read ‘End Street Detective Agency’. Examining the overall effect, he nodded in satisfaction. This move to becoming a private investigator was as far from being a timid bookseller as he could get. No one would walk all over someone who investigated crimes for a living.

      Three months of correspondence school and a shiny new multi-weapon license had given his confidence a much-needed boost. After the hellish past year in which he’d found his boyfriend in bed with his now ex-best friend, followed by the death of his favorite uncle, Sam was ready for a new start in life.

      Uncle Hanson. Just thinking about him made Sam feel sad. He had fond memories of visiting his uncle at work. The man had always liked Sam. He evidently had carried that affection into Sam’s adult life. After all, he had left Sam an entire building in his will, the building Sam now stood in front of. An office with accommodations over the top, worth quite a bit of money despite its proximity to an undesirable area.

      “You should sell,” his friend Oscar had said. Oscar had no love for Uncle Hanson. In a sniffy tone, he often consigned Hanson to the idiot pile and called him ‘odd’.

      “I don’t want to sell,” Sam had protested.

      “What are you going to do with it?” Oscar had asked.

      “Open up my own agency.”

      Oscar still wasn’t speaking to him, even now, three months later.

      Sam sighed at the memory and mentally pushed it all to one side to admire his property. The lower half consisted of a business office and reception area, with the upper two floors divided into four apartments. Three were empty, but his uncle had filled the fourth one with notes from his own investigative practice. That room was high on Sam’s list of things to sort out, but he first needed to concentrate on renting out one of the empty apartments.

      Sam might have inherited the house, but it hadn’t exactly come with a burgeoning bank account to match. Forty years of being a detective and all Uncle Hanson had to show for it was this building, a small bank account, and a room full of papers. Sam was determined he was going to be different. He had a five-year plan in place. Sam didn’t doubt for one minute that he knew exactly why his uncle had little money to speak of. Uncle Hanson had done too much pro bono work for them.

      Filing cabinets and boxes overflowed with notes from years of being a private detective. A lot of those papers included cases involving aspects of the paranormal, things Sam thought better left alone. Sam didn’t have a drop of supernatural blood in his entire body, and he didn’t plan on associating with those who did. It hadn’t exactly worked out well for his uncle.

      Paranormals had their place. Hell, they owned half the city. Vampires and werewolves, witches, fae, and pixies—they all had their own parishes. Neighborhoods where they lived amongst their own kind. Like enjoyed living with like, and although they often mixed and matched, no one in Sam’s family had ever crossed the romantic boundary between the magical and the not.

      Sam didn’t count his second cousin Christa, who had taken up with a blood demon. There was a bad seed in every batch.

      Worried he’d use up the rest of his small inheritance, Sam had put an ad in the local paper to rent out two of the four apartments. They were empty but spacious rooms that had no one currently occupying them. After a quick mop and dust, they were ready for renters. Why his uncle had a space with no one living there didn’t make much sense. Of course, if his cousin Erik hadn’t been estranged from his father, Sam wouldn’t have inherited anything. A twinge of guilt went through Sam, but he hadn’t heard from his cousin in years and had no way of getting hold of him.

      “Excuse me!”

      A soft voice had Sam spinning around to see an old lady looking up at him. Her wrinkled skin and the way she leaned against her cane betrayed her great age.

      “Can I help you?”

      She squinted at him as if trying to make him out through her foggy white eyes. “You owe me a favor.”

      “What?” Sam examined the lady carefully, but he hadn’t ever met her before in his life. What possible kind of favor could he owe her?

      “The man here before. He promised he’d help me out,” she explained.

      “I’m sorry⁠—”

      The old lady didn’t give Sam a chance to explain. She jabbed her finger into the air at Sam, pursed her lips, then began shouting. “He owes me. He owes me!” she repeated twice, her voice rising to a screeching pitch.

      Ahh, now it becomes clear. “You must be talking about my uncle. Why don’t you come inside and we can discuss what I can do for you.” Although he didn’t feel the need to keep a dead man’s promise, if he could help the woman out, he would.

      After opening the front door, he motioned for her to go ahead of him.

      She settled into his visitor chair while Sam scooted past her to sit on the leather chair opposite, patting his uncle’s gargoyle statue as he walked past. Uncle Hanson had the strangest collection of art he’d ever seen. Eventually, he’d get rid of it all, but right then the weird pieces reminded him of his beloved relative and better times.

      “My name is Sam Enderson. How can I help you?”

      Scowling over at him, she shook her head. “The guy here before never told you not to share your name, did he?”

      “The man here before was my uncle. No, he didn’t tell me not to share my name.”

      She shook her head as if not understanding Sam’s stupidity. “You never share your name with a witch unless you want her to do a spell.”

      Sam jerked in his seat, appalled at what he’d let through his front door. “You’re a witch?”

      The woman slammed her cane onto the wooden floor. “Of course I’m a witch. I’ve got the wrinkled skin, the hunch, the cane, and the rheumy eyes. What did you think I was?”

      He shrugged. “I-I thought you were just an old woman.” An old scary woman who gave him the creeps, but an old woman nonetheless.

      “Old!” the witch shrieked. “How dare you call me old? I’m only a hundred and sixty!”

      “Forgive me.” Sam raised his hands in alarm. “I didn’t mean any offense.” Secretly he wondered how old a witch had to be before she fell into the ‘old’ category.

      “Well, I am offended,” she snapped.

      “Sorry. I don’t know much about your world.” Witch or not, he couldn’t help the little slip of derision into his tone.

      The witch regarded him carefully. “What are you?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “What blood flows in your body?” she asked, as if expecting him to come up with some sort of interesting paranormal cocktail.

      “Human. Just human,” Sam answered.

      “You don’t like paranormals, do you?”

      “No.” Sam saw no reason to deny the fact.

      “So what are you doing here?” she asked suspiciously.

      “I’ve inherited this building.”

      “And you intend to do what?”

      “Carry on business as usual. Private investigations. It’s what I’m qualified for.” And he had the multi-weapon license to back him up.

      “Then you’ll have to do paranormal cases.” She gave him a taunting smile.

      Sam’s stomach churned. “Why?” He didn’t plan to ever take a paranormal case.

      “Because the law states no business can discriminate against a paranormal due to his or her status,” she explained. “It’ll get you shut down, it will.” There was definite glee in the old woman’s expression.

      All Sam wanted to do at that moment was place his head in his hands and curse. He didn’t. He was much too professional for that. Instead, he shrugged. His mom always said if you had nothing good to say, then don’t say anything.

      The witch cackled in true witch fashion, and Sam shuddered inwardly. The scent of something dead and decaying pervaded the room. Add in the crooked teeth and the rags for clothes and he couldn’t understand why he hadn’t immediately pegged her as something different.

      “Now about that favor…” she continued.

      “What?” He couldn’t look her in the eyes. Maybe if he didn’t look, whatever she said wouldn’t be real. He was comfortable with his denial. In fact, he might just lock the door, pull down the shades, and wallow in it for a few days.

      “I need help tracking down a werewolf.”

      Sam looked at her. “Why?” Paranormal hunting paranormal? That couldn’t end well.

      The witch scowled at him while tapping her cane on the floor. “What do you mean, why?”

      Had he stuttered? “I mean, why do you need a werewolf?”

      “It’s none of your business why I need a werewolf, boy. I just do,” the witch snapped.

      “It is, if you want me to do your dirty work.” Sam knew all kinds of uses witches had for werewolves and none of them was nice. “Not to mention hunting werewolves is illegal.”

      “Pfft.” She waved away the law as if it were nothing. Probably was since she didn’t plan on breaking it but had asked Sam to do it instead. “I’ve got a rare potion to make, and I need some werewolf bones.”

      “No.” Sam might not like paranormals very much, but he wasn’t going to hunt one down, either.

      “Your uncle owes me!” she screeched.

      Sam wanted to cover his ears at the high-pitched noise. “My uncle is dead,” he began to explain as patiently as he could. “I was willing to hear you out, but I’m not going to go kill an innocent werewolf so you can make a potion.” Were werewolves actually innocent? Hadn’t there been that whole rampaging werewolf-pack mess last year? Sam seemed to remember people—human, non-magical, regular people—getting killed in that little incident. Still, whatever issues he had with werewolves, he didn’t do that kind of work. He had enough problems without getting jailed for killing werewolves, innocent or not.

      “This potion can save a loved one!” the witch announced dramatically. “I need those bones.”

      “Find a different potion. I’m sure any given werewolf is someone’s beloved too.”

      The witch scowled at him, then abruptly leaned back in her seat and smiled. The smile exposed a mouthful of yellowed teeth, and Sam winced inwardly at her lack of dental care. “Do you have anyone you love, Mr. Enderson?”

      Sam’s mind shifted back to the image of his boyfriend of ten years screwing his best friend. “Not anymore.” Despite his ex pleading for forgiveness, some things Sam wouldn’t forgive. He’d moved out and away from his lover within days and blocked both work and mobile numbers from his phone. His uncle had been his last close relative that had stayed in his life. So really, with his uncle dead, at this point in time, he had no one he could call a loved one. But he’d give her his own bones before he admitted the extent of his loneliness.

      The witch stood with a purposeful air. “When you’re on the verge of losing someone you love, come find me and maybe I’ll free you. Until then, enjoy my present.”

      With a poof of smoke, the witch vanished.

      Gasping, Sam tried to wave away the stench that accompanied the smoke, acrid and with a hint of burnt almonds. Finally, when that didn’t work, he rushed over and opened a window to let the ashy smell out. Great start to his first day as a PI.

      “You’re an idiot.”

      “Ahh!” Sam jumped back from the window to face the empty room. What the hell? Was she still there? Was the witch invisible?

      “An idiot,” the voice repeated. This time Sam confirmed the source, emphasized when the statue on his desk turned its head and regarded him with eerie yellow eyes.

      “What the hell are you?” he managed to ask coherently.

      The statue’s stone wings moved, creating a sound like gravel underfoot. “I’m a gargoyle. What are you?”

      “I-I’m a human.” Sam swallowed rapidly, trying to get some moisture into his dry throat. “What are you doing here?”

      The statue stretched out of its crouch until it stood about a foot tall on the corner of the desk. Its baleful glare pinned Sam to the spot. “You’re an idiot. That witch has something planned for you, and it isn’t good.”

      “H-how do you know?” Sam’s heart beat faster than a rabbit chased by a werewolf.

      The gargoyle rolled his eyes. “You’re not too bright, are you? Your uncle trafficked with that witch.”

      Sam frowned. His uncle had been a kindly old PI, who hadn’t seemed to actually do much from day to day. There was no way he had trafficked anything. He had been the type of man who always had a ready supply of candy for eager young visitors like Sam.

      “The sweet old man who brought you candy didn’t exist,” the gargoyle answered his thoughts. Wait? How the hell…?

      “How did you know what I was thinking?”

      The gargoyle ignored the question, “He would’ve had that werewolf for the witch by the end of the day and walked away with enough cash to eat for months.” He didn’t sound like he approved, and there was sadness in his tone.

      “N-no, that can’t be true.” Sam shook his head in denial. Surely the gargoyle had his facts wrong?

      “Have you actually looked at the paperwork upstairs yet? I heard you banging about. I assume you actually read some of them?”

      “I was moving furniture for my future tenants.” Sam shook his head. “And no, not yet. I thought they were just old case files that needed organizing.”

      Defending himself to a freaking gargoyle made Sam feel like an idiot. The damn thing had been sitting there every time Sam had visited, and never once had it appeared to be anything more than an ornament. The creature must be wrong. Sam would have seen it if Uncle Hanson had been a bad guy. He wasn’t stupid. How could he not have understood his uncle’s true nature?  Nope, this ‘gargoyle thing’ had to be wrong.

      The gargoyle clomped across the desk. “Look at the files and check out the back closet in the file room. Your uncle had more going on than anyone knew about. That includes exposing himself to a lot more than just a witch with teeth problems and a ready hand with curses.”

      With those parting words, the gargoyle sank back into his original position. A loud, crackling noise filled the room, and the creature became a statue once more. Sam poked at it with his index finger, but it didn’t move again.

      “Huh.”

      Maybe he was in the middle of a dream, one where he was going to wake up in his sun-lit apartment in Johnstown with his boyfriend in bed with him.

      File room.

      The gargoyle’s words sank in. Maybe he did need to check out the apartment with all the files a little more carefully. It wouldn’t hurt to see what other pies his uncle had his fingers in. As he stepped out of the office, a knock on the front door had him turning away from the stairs and back towards the front door. Why would someone be knocking? The door was unlocked. At least, he didn’t think he’d locked the door. But then, it was an old place. Maybe the latch had closed behind him when he’d escorted the witch inside.

      His mind still on the files upstairs, he opened the door and stopped, frozen.

      Vampire.

      The man could be nothing else. Tall, elegant, and having an unearthly beauty, the vampire gave him a smile that exposed his fangs. “I hear you have an apartment to rent.” The vampire’s voice was like scotch over ice and dripped with sensuality.

      A vampire here? In the daylight? Sam glanced past the vamp. Yep, the sun shone brightly in the sky.

      “Ah, you’re not used to us.” The vampire flashed another smile. “We don’t actually burn up in the sun.”

      That’s a shame. That would be one less paranormal to cause trouble.

      “Um, you need an apartment?” Sam had never heard of a vampire living in an apartment. “I thought you people had mansions and crypts and stuff.”

      The vampire threw back his head and laughed. “That’s only in the movies. Now, can I see your place?”

      “…Umm” Sam searched his mind for a good excuse. Anything to keep the skeevy, blood-sucking supernatural out of his house.

      The tall vampire smiled. “You know that part about vampires reading your mind?”

      With a sinking stomach, Sam nodded.

      “That part’s true.”

      Sam sighed. “You’d better come in. It’s right this way.”

      The day had started out so well, too. Now, Sam just wanted to go back to bed and hide under the covers.

      “I’d be happy to keep you company,” the vampire said in a low, sultry tone. For a second, Sam didn’t understand what the hell the vampire was talking about, and then he recalled what he had just thought about beds and covers. Sam looked over his shoulder to see the vampire checking out his ass. Rolling his eyes, he headed up the stairs, leading the vampire to the top floor. He pulled an old-fashioned key from his pocket, unlocked then opened the door.

      “No spell locks?” the vampire asked with concern in his voice.

      Sam shook his head. Like he’d had any time to do things like that. The vampire was lucky the room had been tidied and cleaned. “You’re welcome to add your own, of course.” Fuck, he was going to rent to a vampire. He could hope the creature didn’t want the place. “It’s nothing fancy.”

      Please want something fancy.

      Before Sam could take more than two steps into the apartment, the vampire pinned him to the wall. “I’m not a creature. I’m a man, and I’d be happy to show you exactly how manly I am.”

      To Sam’s shock, he could feel the vampire rubbing his erection against him. “U-um, s-sorry.” Was this what vampires did just before they drank every drop of blood from your body?

      “I don’t want you sorry. I just want you to want me.”

      Sudden, inexplicable desire burned through Sam and his body hardened in reaction to the proximity of another man. The vampire smiled, exposing a flash of fang. A shiver of fear trembled down Sam’s spine.

      “No!” He shoved at the vampire, who, surprisingly, broke his hold and released Sam.

      The vampire watched Sam with a wary look. “What are you?”

      Why does everyone keep asking me that?

      “I’m human, okay? Just human.” Sam scowled at the vampire.

      “No human has ever shattered my glamor.” The vampire sounded thoughtful, and his appraising look unnerved Sam.

      “Well, good for me.” Sam folded his arms. He might not like paranormals, but he knew enough about vampires and their way of controlling people to know he didn’t want that within six feet of him. “I’m not going to rent a room to someone who tried to glamor me. You might as well go.”

      The vampire smiled. “My name is Bob.”

      A snort of laughter burst out of Sam. “Your name isn’t Bob.”

      The vampire tilted his head, and his eyes glowed with amusement. “How do you know?”

      “Because I just had a witch tell me not to share my name with a paranormal so I doubt you would be telling me your real name.”

      Bob grabbed Sam’s wrist. His grip was firm, and instinctively Sam yanked his arm to try to break the vampire’s hold. “There was a witch here?” Bob snapped urgently. “What did she look like?”

      “A witch.” What did it matter what she looked like? “She was old, crony, and witchy. You know—” He gestured expansively with his free hand— “A witch.”

      “What did she want?” Bob still hadn’t let go of his wrist. The vampire didn’t know his own strength. One last tug and Bob finally let him loose. Idly, Sam rubbed at the sore skin burn.

      “From what she said, werewolf bones.”

      Bob scanned the room as if he expected the witch to jump out of the wall or something. “Never trust a witch and never, ever, tell a witch your real name.”

      “Okay, um… Bob.” Sam could barely hold back the laughter building inside him.

      “My real name is Roberto, but I go by Bob,” Bob finally said. “Vampires don’t have last names outside a coven. Your last name reveals the group you belong to. I am an independent.”

      Sam couldn’t hold back the laugh inside him. Dire warnings about witches aside, he couldn’t wrap his head around a badass vampire calling himself Bob. Hell, a vampire named Bob. That was wrong on so many levels.

      “Vampires are supposed to be sexy. There’s nothing sexy about a Bob,” Sam finally managed to say without laughing. Why he cared what the vampire called himself, he didn’t know, but there was no way he was going to call a vampire Bob.

      Bob seemed to forget his need to warn Sam about witches and names and instead pulled Sam into his arms. Evidently he had returned to his first agenda. “I’m sure I can convince you I’m sexy,” he drawled. What was it about this man—vampire, whatever—feeling like he could manhandle him at every turn?

      Sam narrowed his eyes at the vampire. The man might be the sexiest thing Sam had ever seen, but he wasn’t going to admit it…

      Damn. He had just thought that. And damn—Bob had heard him. Shit. Bob was definitely smirking.

      “Do you have a multiple personality disorder or something? You bounce around more than anyone I’ve ever met. From scary vampire to smirking idiot in a second.”

      Bob smiled and didn’t appear to take offense at Sam’s comment. “You’ll have plenty of time to examine my personality when I move in. How much is the rent?” The quick change of subject threw Sam, but it didn’t keep him from trying one last time to stop Bob from moving in. He mentioned an exorbitant amount for the monthly rent to attempt to deter the vampire.

      Bob released Sam, and then walked through the living room and down the hall. There were two bedrooms and a small kitchen, though Sam doubted Bob would need a kitchen. Vampires didn’t eat real food. Right? But wouldn’t he need a fridge or something for all the blood? Or would he be one of those vampires with a live donor?

      What did Sam know? He had thought vampires could only come out at night.

      Sam pushed aside thoughts of blood.

      Bob returned to Sam’s side in long, confident strides. “I’ll take it.”

      Shit!
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      Not for the first time, as Sam inhaled the dust in his uncle’s storeroom, he wondered if he should have worn a mask. Dust was everywhere. The damned stuff covered years of undisturbed chaos piled in the corner of his uncle’s filing system. Spider webs, dark and thick, coiled in and around files that were faded with age. The top one, labeled Aster vs. Aster, was dated fifteen years ago, so God knows what the rest was like.

      Throwing back the full black drapes brought light into the otherwise dismal space. He finally got a good look at the room his uncle had always called ‘the bookroom.’ Objects, boxes, letters, and photos covered every conceivable surface. A pile of notes here, a file of case observations there. With no discernible organization at all, the sight of it almost sent Sam running back out and shutting the book room door behind him.

      He opened Aster vs. Aster and traced a finger down the spidery writing.

      “Edgar Aster, Elf, aged…” He peered closer. “Aged one hundred eighty-three. Against Agnes Aster, daughter of… pursuant to… what the hell?” Even with his reading glasses perched on the end of his nose, it was difficult to work his way through both the handwriting and the legalese. The notes were sketchy, and then all of a sudden there was a switch in language. He couldn’t understand the English parts, let alone the symbols that lined the page.

      “Edgar Aster cheated on his wife.” The voice came out of one of the other dark corners, and Sam spun around, brandishing the file in front of him.

      “What the hell?”

      “He cheated on his wife. It says so on page fifty-seven. That is the conclusion reached.” The voice was so damn formal. Sam squinted at the shadowy corners but didn’t see anyone. Not even a little gargoyle statue sitting around waiting to come to life.

      Just as he decided he’d lost his frigging mind, the disembodied voice was joined by a body. Well, half of a body so far, actually. The full form was manifesting from wisps of smoke, and a man’s figure formed in front of Sam’s eyes.

      He’d seen ghosts before. On television. Not real ghosts; make-believe ghosts. He knew they existed for real, but they generally kept to themselves.

      “Then you’ll never guess what he did.” The ghost floated nearer as a nose joined his face and ears aligned on each side of his head. The ghost’s voice dripped with the tone of someone sharing salacious gossip. Glee danced in his pale misty eyes. Definite glee. “He got his wife and girlfriend pregnant at the same time.”

      “At one hundred-eighty-seven years old?” Sam blurted, painfully aware he was having a conversation with a ghost, who appeared trapped in a time from centuries past. The britches and a flowing white shirt put the ghost a few hundred years earlier than current, and the long ringlets cascading to his shoulders gave him a more feminine look than the man’s voice suggested.

      “That’s nothing,” the ghost said conspiratorially. Sam found himself unconsciously leaning closer to hear. With a snort of disgust, he pulled himself back. The ghost didn’t appear to notice, now fully formed and standing—floating—in front of him. “Turns out he had seven mistresses and…” His voice trailed off as he raised his eyebrows. “He had so many children, he ran out of elvish names to call them.”

      “Oh,” Sam offered helplessly. The ghost held out his hand as if to shake it, and Sam, on instinct, made to grasp the offered fingers only to watch his own hand pass straight through the misty one. The ghost giggled. Seriously chuckled with mirth. Then, to Sam’s shock, he floated straight through Sam.

      Sam shivered at the icy sensation that passed through him and jerked forward as soon as it was done. Swiveling on his feet, he turned to face the ghost, who was staring at him with an odd expression.

      “I didn’t like that,” the ghost said quietly.

      “You didn’t like it?” Sam spluttered. He felt violated and mildly nauseous. “I feel⁠—”

      “What are you?” the ghost asked.

      “What? I’m the owner here. My uncle⁠—”

      “No. What are you?” the ghost repeated his question in a slow, patient manner as if he were talking to a child.

      “What? Why does everyone ask me that? I’m the normal one here. I’m human.”

      “Oh.” The ghost looked puzzled. Then he wrinkled his nose and shrugged. Apparently he didn’t understand that Sam was the human here. “Sorry about the…about before—you know the whole, umm…”

      “Ghosting through me and violating me?” Sam snapped the question. The ghost appeared offended and perched on the side of one of the desks. Sam could see the files through the pale form, like some kind of weird special effect.

      “I was just teasing you,” the ghost said idly. “I’m Theodore McCurray Constantine III. For some reason, your uncle Hanson liked to call me Teddy. I’m the file keeper.” His voice spilled over with pride as he straightened his ethereal shoulders. “It’s a big responsibility.”

      “The file keeper,” Sam repeated carefully.

      “Can I join in?” The voice was a welcome respite from making sense of why there was a ghost sitting on his desk. A ghost whose name appeared to be a mishmash from different continents. Teddy looked across to the door, and with a girly shriek, he vanished from sight, leaving only a few random wisps of smoke that trailed around where he had been sitting.

      Sam ran his fingers through his hair and sighed loudly.

      “You may be renting from me, Bob, but this is my room and vamp…tenants are not allowed in this part of the building.”

      Bob looked around the space, with its tangle of files, boxes, and books, then, disregarding Sam’s statement, he strode the few steps to Sam and took the file from his hand.

      “Aster? I remember him.” Bob looked up at the ceiling with a smile on his face and reminisced. “What a guy.”

      Sam immediately reacted negatively. This Aster, if he could believe the ghost, had been a serial adulterer. There was nothing remotely fabulous or amazing about that. “He sounded like a bastard. Cheating on his wife.”

      “Wives,” Bob corrected quickly.

      “Wives? It gets worse.”

      “So you don’t like the idea of a cheat?” Bob asked thoughtfully. Sam’s mind wandered to thoughts of his ex. He narrowed his eyes as Bob stared, suddenly remembering the vampire could read his thoughts.

      “Did you know that vampires mate for life?” Bob began conversationally. “We don’t cheat. Ever. A cheating vampire is a dead vampire.”

      “Yay for vampires,” Sam replied sarcastically. Bob took one step closer, and Sam took a measured step backward. His ass hit one of the filing cabinets, preventing him from backing up any further. “You scared Teddy.” Changing the subject was probably a good thing at this point.

      Bob waggled a hand from side to side. “Vampires don’t get on with ghosts and vice versa.”

      “They don’t?” Why? Why did I give him the chance to explain? He’s freaking me out, and he’s between me and the door.

      “I think the veil is thinnest between a vampire and a ghost,” Bob offered in explanation.

      That was possibly one of the most insightful things Sam had heard since he had been a child sitting through interminable hours of remedial paranormal studies with Mr. Esterhoon.

      “Because you’re both dead people,” Sam offered.

      Bob took that final step forward until there was nothing more than a single breath between them. Damn it. There was a flash inside Sam, a curl of lust that climbed higher while sweat trickled down his back. His dick was so hard he could swear it was going to break the zipper on his pants. Bob had the most incredible eyes. Amber and gold, they shone with an unearthly light, and Sam could see every striation of color in the irises. And the scent of him? Of Roberto? A mix of earth and sky and oh so damn intoxicating.

      Placing his hands on either side of Sam, Bob pressed into him, clearly just as hard. Bob bent his head, and instinctively Sam tilted his head in response. Bob brushed a gentle kiss against Sam’s exposed neck. He couldn’t stop himself. He was going to let Bob feed on him, kiss him, fuck him and…

      Bob pulled back with a smirk on his face.

      “I can promise you I am not dead.”

      Sam pushed at Bob. “Stop that,” he snapped. “You’re up in my space, and I don’t like it.” Sam made his words firm and unyielding. Bob would have to understand exactly where he was coming from. No touching. Bob narrowed his eyes then shrugged. Evidently, Sam’s firm stance had hit a chord. Bob took a few steps back, and, crossing his arms over his chest, he only stared. They locked gazes. Bob’s focused look made Sam more and more nervous. In the end, Sam snapped.

      “You can go now,” he said.

      “I’m happy here.” Bob resolutely stood his ground, and Sam could feel the tension knotting inside him at the brooding vampire and his inability to just go.

      “This is my office and⁠—”

      “You have a visitor,” Bob interrupted. He tilted his head to one side and closed his eyes. “Two actually. Of the same mind.”

      Sam hadn’t heard the door, but moved past Bob to peer over the banister and down the stairs anyway. Bob was right. Two figures stood huddled together in the wide entrance hall. Jeez. If Bob hadn’t said anything, Sam wouldn’t have known they’d arrived. There and then, he resolved not to spend time trawling through the file room at the expense of possibly losing a paying customer. He needed a bell, an alarm, or something.

      “You have visitors,” a voice whispered in his ear. Sam cursed in surprise as he turned to find Teddy, half there and half not, with a look of concern on his pale face.

      “I know, thank you,” Sam said sharply.

      “Are you going to ask them what they want?” And now Bob was there as well, right up next to him and tracing one of his long fingers down Sam’s arm. “I’m not sure you should leave clients standing in the hallway.”

      “Your uncle would have been down there already,” Teddy warned.

      That was the final straw. “Enough. I’m perfectly capable of dealing with clients.”

      Ignoring the sigh from Teddy, Sam pushed past Bob and went down the stairs as calmly as he could. Excitement built inside him as he observed the two tall, slim gentlemen, currently with their backs to him, talking quietly. With short blond spiky hair and dressed in jeans and sweaters, they looked normal. He could handle normal. Normal was easy. They apparently hadn’t noticed him arrive behind them, and it gave him a chance to brush the dust off his clothes.

      “Can I help you?” he asked. They stopped talking and, in perfect unison, turned to face him.

      Twins.

      Twins with narrow, delicate features and wide, silver-blue eyes.

      Twins with runes and other markings tattooed in exact replica on each perfectly sculpted right cheek. Not to mention the pronounced widow's peak and the silver threaded into their short hair. He racked his brain, trying to remember a classification for this particular type of non-human but failed. Tall. Slim. Silvery. Tattooed faces. Sighing inwardly, he realized now was the test of his promise to himself to only work for humans. The twins didn’t seem so bad. No fangs or huge sharp teeth, no fur, and they appeared fairly harmless.

      “We have lost our third,” one of the twins said directly. He held out a hand, which Sam instinctively grasped to shake.

      “Our third is lost,” they said together to emphasize the reason for the visit. Sam shook his hand also. Sparks chased up his arm, and he felt curiously dizzy for an instant. The twins looked at each other, and the first took a step forward to release the other's handshake.

      “Not now,” he said.

      “Not now,” the second repeated.

      Shaking off the dizzy feeling and not at all understanding this strange conversation, he gestured with a hand toward the office. The two visitors walked into the room first. They stopped just inside the door, and Sam shuffled around them as best he could before sliding into his chair.

      “Please. Sit.” He wondered if he should have offered coffee, but after casting a quick look at his uncle’s old coffee machine, he wasn’t entirely sure he could work the damn thing. Nothing led him to imagine for one minute that he could fix a proper cup under the watchful gaze of the strange silver-eyed twins. They sat in perfect unison, and both wore the same expectant expressions on their faces. Pulling his brand-new notepad from the side of his desk, he sat poised with the pen hovering over the paper.

      “You said you’re missing your third. Can you elaborate at all? Your third what?” It was a safe question. They had mentioned losing a third.

      “Us,” Twin on the left said.

      “Us,” Twin on the right repeated.

      “Us. You. Um…” Sam scribbled in the notebook. One word. ‘Us’. A good start.

      “Can I maybe get some more details?” More lucid details that actually made sense, maybe?

      “We created a list.”

      “A list,” he repeated. This was going nowhere fast.

      Left twin passed the paper over along with a photo of a man who looked just like the two men sitting across from Sam. He set aside the picture, grabbed his reading glasses, and peered down at the writing. He didn’t know what he’d been expecting, but it wasn’t this simple list written in English No runes or hieroglyphics, but actual writing. Of course, the normality ended there. He didn’t understand one thing on the list.

      “Places he was seen.”

      “Places he went.”

      Sam did recognize one name as that of a local nightclub, but it could be a coincidence. He looked back up at the twins. Both of whom appeared to be close to tears. Hell. He hated it when people cried. He never knew what to say or do.

      Okay. The third is a person. Someone who means a lot to two men who look like twins.

      He sat back in his chair and steepled his fingers. He had seen his uncle do that on more than one occasion, and he had always thought it made his uncle look brilliant and considering. Finally, he put his thoughts into words.

      “So,” he started carefully. “Your third, your brother or triplet, is missing, and these are the places he has been spotted. You are hiring me to track down your missing brother.”

      “With haste,” left twin intoned gravely.

      “Utmost haste,” right twin enforced.

      Sam looked back down at the paper. “Can I get some contact details for you?” He looked up, but the twins had stood and were already at the office door. “Wait.” Clambering to stand, and cursing his leg that somehow had become trapped between chair and desk, he finally stumble-tripped out to the hallway.

      Gone. Both ethereal twins were gone. Throwing open the front door, he stepped out into the sunlight and blinked at the sudden change in brightness. Scanning the street for a car, or at least two walking men, he stared up and down the road. Nothing. Totally gone.

      Damn it. He had nothing much in the way of information, no names…and no money. Maybe that piece of paper would reveal more than he thought, but he hadn’t even agreed to a damn fee. Shit.

      Freaking paranormals.
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      Sam went back into his office and threw himself into his chair. Nibbling on his fingernail, he reviewed the list.

      “You shouldn’t take this case.”

      He looked up to see Bob watching him with a worried expression in his eyes.

      “What? Why not? I need this.” He wasn’t going to turn away his first client, especially since they looked so distraught. Paranormals might not be his favorite type of people, but he wasn’t going to ignore anyone looking for their missing relative.

      “They lusted after you.” Bob frowned at Sam as if it were his fault.

      “Bullshit. They barely looked at me. They want me to find their brother.”

      Bob shrugged. “Fine, don’t believe me, but don’t go anywhere alone. Make sure you have backup.”

      Where the hell was he going to find backup?

      “Okay, whatever you say,” he placated the vampire.

      Bob rolled his eyes. “You are a terrible liar, especially with someone who can read your mind.”

      “Oh, yeah.” He’d sort of forgotten that part. “Listen, Bob. I know you’re only trying to help, but frankly, I don’t have any backup. I’m alone and probably going to stay that way. I just want to take enough cases to pay my bills and be independent.” He’d hoped to avoid paranormals, but they appeared determined to find him.

      “Take me with you.”

      Sam laughed. “I don’t need a big, dangerous vampire to watch my back.”

      Bob shook his head. “You need someone to look out for you more than anyone I’ve ever met.”

      Sam ground his teeth together. “Get out of my office!”

      “Remember what I told you!” Bob pointed his finger warningly at Sam. “Don’t go anywhere alone.”

      “Go!”

      “Fine!” Bob stomped out of the room.

      “He has your best interests at heart.” The gargoyle’s feet made a grinding noise against the wood of the desk. Now Sam knew where all the gouges on the surface had come from.

      “Shhh, go be a statue,” Sam told the gargoyle, making a shooing gesture with his hand.

      With a shrug as if he’d done his best, the gargoyle turned back to stone.

      Sam plopped his chin in his hand and proceeded to look over the list the twins had left.

      “The gargoyle is right, the fae triad is trouble.” Bob stood in the doorway, scowling. The vampire hadn’t stayed away long enough for Sam’s peace of mind.

      “Fae? Is that what they were?” The power pulsing off the twins had sent tingles through Sam’s body. He almost didn’t want to know how strong they would be with their third.

      Bob rolled his eyes. “You don’t even know what they are and you’re dealing with them?” His tone indicated that Sam lacked the brains of a gargoyle in stone form.

      Sam shrugged. “I’m not dealing with them. They want me to find their third. It’s my job to find missing people, even if they are the weird third of a freaky paranormal triad.”

      “They won’t leave you untouched.”

      Bob’s serious tone had Sam setting down the list to give the vampire his whole attention. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, the fae always mark those they consider valuable. If you’re successful in finding their third, they’ll never let you go. You’ll be considered a resource, and they’ll come back time and time again.”

      “What’s the alternative? Let their brother disappear? I might not like paranormals, but I won’t turn away someone in need.” That was the crux of it. As much as he didn’t want to become involved with the otherworldly, he wouldn’t ignore people genuinely in distress. The twins might be odd, but he could tell they were deeply disturbed by the absence of their third.

      “Then I’m going with you.” Bob folded his arms as if that had settled the matter.

      “Um, no. Why would I take you along? I don’t need you following me like a vampire bodyguard. I need to blend into the crowd.”

      Bob threw back his head and laughed. “You will never blend, baby.”

      Blending had never been a problem before. Hell, even his lover had considered him invisible enough to have an affair, as if Sam didn’t even exist. Sam scowled. “Don’t call me baby. And there’s no reason why I can’t melt into the crowd.”

      “You might have been ignored by your loser ex, but to me and most paranormals, you glow like a homing beacon. I’m not letting you go into any club without backup.”

      Sam rolled his eyes, even though he could tell the vampire meant what he said. “Fine, but if you get in my way, I’m going to try out my staking skills.”

      Bob gave him a fang-tipped smile. “I’m at your command.” His low, seductive tone had Sam shaking his head. The last time he’d heard a voice that seductive was in college when he’d accidentally walked into a succubus bathhouse.

      “Are you sure you aren’t part succubus?” Sam asked.

      Bob walked over, planted his hands on Sam’s desk, and kissed him on the cheek. “Not that you can prove.” Straightening, he turned and left the room.

      No matter how he looked at it, Sam was in trouble.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, after it had reached proper club-hopping time, Sam decided to start at the only clubs he recognized from the list. Not that he’d been inside the place, but he’d driven past Club Virgo several times on his way home from his old job selling books. Club Virgo straddled two worlds and sat on the border of normal and paranormal territories. Sam’s investigation showed there would be a mix of human and non-human there tonight. A good place to start. Humans he could talk to.

      After much internal debate, Sam dressed in his old club clothes, an outfit he hadn’t dusted off in at least a few years. Damn, maybe there was more than one reason his ex had gone elsewhere for excitement.

      The jeans fit Sam like a second skin and the shirt skimmed his body with avid devotion.

      “You don’t look too bad,” he told his reflection as he added some gel to his hair and contemplated his appearance. At least the gym membership looked to be paying off. He might only be sitting behind a desk so far, but he’d started working out in the mornings and some of his soft parts were firming up.

      “Not too bad is one hell of an understatement,” Bob spoke from the doorway.

      “Hey, how did you get inside my apartment?” Sam’s ire faded as he took in Bob’s outfit. Where Sam wore jeans, Bob’s lower half was encased in leather that faithfully followed every line of his body while his top half was covered in a red silk shirt that looked extremely touchable. Sam’s mouth watered. He might not want to become involved with a vampire, but there was nothing that said he couldn’t admire the scenery.

      “I’m a vampire. I can get into anywhere.” Bob’s wicked smile told Sam he didn’t need to voice his admiration—the bastard had read his mind.

      “I don’t suppose I can get you to stay here?” He didn’t need a bodyguard, and he doubted anyone would think the vampire belonged to Sam. He didn’t have the striking good looks to attract a man with Bob’s otherworldly beauty.

      “Nope.” Bob shook his head. “Trust me—you don’t want to go to that club without me. You want to appear claimed by someone, or you’ll be too much of a target.”

      “Fine, but if you grope me, hug me, generally be all over me, or pinch my ass, I’m going to punch you,” Sam warned.

      “If I get my hands on that ass, it’ll be worth a hit.” Bob smiled. Sam didn’t trust the hunger in Bob’s eyes. He only wished the answering need in him could be tamped down as it was messing with his control.

      “Let’s go,” Sam sighed, hoping Bob read his frustration but not his attraction.

      Bob remained silent as Sam gathered his wallet, and then left the apartment. He ignored his companion as he headed to the club, which was only a few blocks away. He could see its neon sign glowing up ahead. As they passed an alley, a low growl stopped him in his tracks.

      The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end as a pair of glowing yellow eyes peered out at him from the darkness. At that moment, Bob’s presence didn’t feel so suffocating. When the vampire put his hand on Sam’s back to let him know he was there, Sam felt relief rather than resentment.

      “Are you Sam Enderson, the detective?” a deep voice growled.

      “Yes.” He didn’t offer further information. The scary yellow-eyed creature already had the advantage. The paranormal who stepped into the light might have odd colored eyes, but the rest of him made Sam’s libido jump up and take notice. Dark, shaggy hair topped a ruggedly handsome face. The stranger had wide shoulders and wore a stretched T-shirt that tried to confine his bulk. The jeans he wore fared little better, as they had tears here and there at the seams, but it was the hunger in his eyes that made Sam take a step back into Bob’s arms.

      “Is there something we can help you with?” Bob asked. The chill in his voice should’ve caused icicles to form in the air.

      “Not you,” the werewolf growled. “Him.” He pointed a finger at Sam.

      Sam cleared his throat. He tried to step away from Bob, but the vampire held him tight. “Um, what can I help you with?”

      Bob’s fingers dug into Sam’s shoulders. “We’re together,” he snarled at the man-beast.

      “No, you’re not,” the werewolf insisted. “You might want to be, but he’s not yours yet.” He sniffed the air like Sam had seen bloodhounds do on television. “He doesn’t carry your scent.”

      Sam shoved Bob away from him and stepped forward. Any other time, he might worry about approaching an unknown paranormal without at least a gun in his possession, but curiosity won out over caution.

      “What do you want with me?”

      “I heard you don’t like paranormals, but I have enough money to persuade you to help me anyway.” The man tilted his head as if he could hear something out of the range of a mere human.

      “I’ll help anyone for a price,” Sam agreed.

      “What’s your price?”

      “What’s your case?” Sam countered.

      Surprisingly, the werewolf pulled a picture out of his jacket pocket. “My daughter is missing.”

      Sam accepted the photo. The image of a smiling girl with her daddy’s yellow eyes hit him in the gut. She couldn’t be more than five. “H-how old is she?” A lump stuck in his throat made it difficult to speak. Shit, it didn’t even matter that the man wasn’t human. Sam had a soft spot for children.

      “She’s four. She disappeared two days ago. I’ll give you anything if you find my little girl. Her name is Shelby.”

      “Where was she last seen?” Sam racked his mind for all the proper questions. He doubted he could find a werewolf girl, not if even her father couldn’t catch the scent.

      “Wolf Creek Park on Seventh.”

      Shit, it was deep in the shifter park; Sam doubted the werekin would appreciate him poking his nose into their private business. “Who was with her when she disappeared?”

      “Her nanny. Her mother and I aren’t together, and we both work. We hired a nanny to watch her during the day until she can go to school.”

      Sam nodded. Werekin had the same problems as any other parents. Gone were the days where there were big pack nurseries and pack subsidized housing. These days, most packs were happy to earn enough money to afford the taxes on their hunting lands. Sam doubted even if he found the girl alive and healthy that he would get much money from the man standing before him. Looking up at the yellow-eyed shifter, Sam saw for the first time a concerned father instead of a werekin waiting to eat an unwary human.

      “What’s your name?”

      “Hartman Hunter.”

      Crap.

      Sam might not recognize the man, but he did recognize the name. Hartman led the biggest pack in the state. His list of enemies probably circled the globe. Sam sighed. “I’ll see what I can do.”

      “Can I have your hand on it?” Hartman held out his hand.

      Giving a werewolf your handshake on a deal was as good as a blood bond. If he broke it, Sam knew his blood would decorate the streets, the sidewalks, and probably splatter the sides of buildings as a warning to others. Bob held him back. Sam glanced up into Bob’s worried eyes. Sam shook his head subtly. There was a child involved here.

      “A little girl, Bob,” he thought. Bob closed his eyes briefly then released his hold on Sam, as good as giving his approval. Taking a deep breath, Sam took the werewolf’s hand. Hartman shook it gently as if worried about harming Sam.

      “Thank you.” Hartman turned to leave.

      “Before you go, could you tell me who sent you to me?” Sam hadn’t been there long enough to earn a reputation.

      “Some ghost who said he worked for you,” Hartman said. Then with a quick nod and a growled “I’ll find you,” he disappeared into the night.

      “Huh.” Sam didn’t know if he should thank Teddy, his friendly neighborhood ghost, or give him a firm talking-to.

      Bob slid his hand around Sam’s arm. “I don’t think you should’ve taken the case.”

      Sam held up the picture for Bob to see. “You think I should stand by and let something happen to this little girl?”

      Bob nodded, unperturbed by Sam’s sharp tone. “You heard him. She’s been gone a few days. Odds are, if she hasn’t been found alive yet, you aren’t going to find her.”

      Jerking his arm out of the vampire’s hold, Sam stepped away from Bob and toward the club. “Excuse me if I care.” Annoyed with the vampire’s attitude, Sam strode off to the club entrance.

      The bouncer looked down at Sam. “Do you have an invitation?”

      “Damn, I didn’t know I needed one.” Before he could think of a good excuse, Bob spoke up behind him.

      “He’s with me.”

      The bouncer stepped aside. “Go right in, sir.”

      Bob’s lips formed a smirk as he turned to Sam. “I told you, you need me.”

      “I guess, for once, you were right,” Sam retorted. Inwardly cursing, he made sure his face didn’t reveal his turmoil. What kind of detective didn’t investigate the place he planned to case out for a client? He should have known he would need an invitation. He really had to work on the basics if he didn’t want to get killed.

      “You’ll learn.” Bob placed a hand on Sam’s back, leading him toward the bar. “The best person to answer questions is always the bartender.”

      “I know that,” Sam snapped. He’d watched enough detective shows and heard his uncle’s stories.

      Bob kissed him on the cheek, and Sam barely resisted the urge to punch him.

      Approaching the bar, Sam smiled at the perky brunette who whipped out drinks faster than the naked eye could follow. She didn’t give off a paranormal vibe, but Sam decided her speed showed she was a bit more than human.

      “What can I get you, gentlemen?” She looked from Sam to Bob and back again.

      “Whiskey,” Bob said before Sam could speak.

      “What?” He turned to face the vampire.

      “Detectives drink whiskey, everyone knows that.”

      “I hate whiskey.”

      Bob shook his head sadly. “You’ll never be a proper detective.”

      “I’m going to punch you before the night is over,” Sam vowed. He turned back to find two glasses of whiskey lined up on the bar.

      The bartender slid one toward Sam. “This one is on the house,” she said with a wink.

      Rolling his eyes, Sam tossed back the drink, trying to make sure none of it actually hit his tongue.

      “And Sam?”

      Sam snapped his gaze to the bartender. He hadn’t given her his name, he was certain of it. He must have misheard her. “Sorry?”

      “Grandmother says hi.” With a cold smile, she turned around and walked to the other end of the bar.

      A strange tingling shot through Sam’s body. “Oh hell, what the fuck did she give me?”
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      “Sam… Sammmmmmm.” Bob’s voice was elongating into a mess of syllables inside Sam’s head. Lights spun behind his eyes, and he grasped at the nearest thing he could hold. The feel of leather and material in his hands and the strength of Bob were the only things stopping him from giving in and fainting like a girl on the club floor.

      Has she killed me? Is it poison? Bob?

      “Sam.” Bob was shaking him like a rag doll and nausea rose in Sam, threatening to add an unpleasant decoration to the vampire’s shirt.

      “St-stop shay-ayking me,” Sam managed to force out. Bob did. Then he did something worse—he held Sam so tight that Sam couldn’t breathe. Sickness gave way to panic as his claustrophobia hit him hard, and he began seeing spots behind his eyes. Using every ounce of his strength, he pushed at Bob and staggered backward and away until the bar was behind him.

      “Sam? Sam. Sam… Sam!”

      “Shhhh,” Sam pushed the plea out there as the cacophony of SamSamSam was making his head hurt. Whatever was in that drink felt like ice trickling through his veins. Experimentally he flexed his fist and attempted to focus on his fingers as they clenched together. Peering close, he swore he could see silver tracing through his skin, but when he blinked to focus, it had gone.

      “Are you okay?” Bob asked worriedly. He had a firm hand on Sam’s arm, clearly concerned that Sam was going to keel over at any minute. He pulled his arm out of Bob’s grasp.

      “I need a drink,” he said firmly. The words sounded okay in his head, and he hoped they were making sense. “Not whiskey. Water.”

      “Water,” Bob ordered imperiously. Sam looked back over his shoulder at the short guy who was staring at Sam and Bob like he had never seen a vampire or a poisoned human before. “I said water,” Bob emphasized. The guy, some kind of derivative of a dwarf clan by the looks of it, scurried over to the bottles of water and filled a glass. In seconds, he was back to Sam and slid the full glass across the wooden surface of the bar. Bob snatched it away before Sam could reach it. He swallowed two gulps then waited.

      “It’s okay,” Bob said, before handing Sam the water.

      “Don’t you have different chemistry, being… not being alive?” Sam waved a shaky hand to indicate what he meant, which in no uncertain terms was about Bob being dead anyway.

      Bob huffed but didn’t argue the point. “Drink the water.”

      So Sam did. Cool and wet, it slid down his throat like an icy balm. Shaking his head of the residual fuzziness, he peered down at his hand again. He really could have sworn he saw silver strands under his skin. He opened his mouth to tell Bob, but his vampire keeper wasn’t there. Curiously, he scanned the groups of people in the immediate area, none of whom seemed to have noticed the fact that someone had tried to kill Sam. Kill him, or poison him, or…shit, anything.

      “Hello, gorgeous.” The voice was low and very close to Sam’s ear. So close it took him by surprise and he yelped in shock. Jeez, his nerves were hanging by a thread. Spinning on his heel, which wasn’t that clever considering his head was a mash-up of dizzy and spaced out, he turned to face the owner of the voice.

      Stunning. That was the first word that came to mind. Six feet of ethereal perfection was inches from him.

      “Hello,” Sam said politely. All the while he was shuffling along with the bar at his back an inch at a time. He was stopped by the feel of a hard body behind him, and he relaxed slightly, thankful Bob had returned. He wasn’t sure what this guy with the long dark hair and the body to die for wanted from him, but now that Bob was there, he could handle it.

      “They have rooms in the back.” The voice was a new one. Belonging to the strong body he was leaning on. Which clearly wasn’t Bob.

      With another unmanly yelp, Sam spun to face the new guy and for his sins had the first guy pressing against his ass.

      “I think I love him,” the owner of the hard dick at his back said. Sam’s head spun.

      “I love him as well. He’s everything I want⁠—”

      “He’s everything I need⁠—”

      “He is so beautiful⁠—”

      “He smells so good⁠—”

      “I want him forever⁠—”

      “I would die for him⁠—”

      “Guys,” Sam interrupted the one-upmanship and wriggled to free himself from the men. Where was Bob? Sam was starting to feel hemmed in. Hands wandered up his body and around the front of him. But this wasn’t a casual club feel-up. This was something very different. He attempted to push himself away, but whatever was in that drink had left his limbs like jelly and they refused to cooperate.

      “Come with me,” the second guy crooned. “I love you. We could be so happy.”

      “No, with me.”

      “Guys.” Another voice interrupted both men. A statuesque blonde with wild hair, who was dressed in little more than a necktie and a transparent sheath, pressed her ample breasts up against Sam’s arm.

      “Gay…” Sam said weakly. This was getting out of hand.

      “You need me,” the blonde simpered. She pressed harder, and her scarlet-tipped nails tracked a path from Sam’s temple to his navel. Sam could feel his balls draw up almost inside his body in fear. “I want you. We could make the most amazing children.”

      “Hang on….” Sam was trying to be polite. Children? Love? Need? What the holy hell was going on here?

      He only had one thought as he continued to extricate himself from grabby snugglers. “Bob, where the hell are you?”

      “Tracking whoever did this to you.” Bob’s voice was like a spring breeze in his overheated thoughts.

      “Come back.” Sam sent the plea as directly as he could. “Help.” He didn’t stop to think why he could hear Bob’s voice inside his head or how he suddenly felt it was okay to answer.

      Bob was back at his side in seconds. His strong grip removed the three who were entwined with various parts of Sam’s body. The tall, strong, and very insistent vampire was a damned effective barrier to the rest of the club who, one by one, were turning their attention to Sam.

      “You can’t do this. It’s against the law to use love spells in open spaces,” the barkeeper snapped at them. Sam raised his eyebrows and knew he stood there with his mouth wide-open. Love spells? What? Like a love potion? Is that what he had drunk? He turned to Bob, who had a face like thunder. “You’ll have to go,” the barkeeper insisted.

      “Your girl did this,” Bob explained, with the emphasis on the your.

      “What girl?”

      “The barmaid,” Bob said.

      The short guy looked pointedly left and right. “It’s only me here. You need to take your human and remove him from my premises before I call an enforcer.”

      Sam listened to the exchange, but the press of bodies against him was suffocating. He could feel the familiar tightness in his chest as the air stopped circulating around his face. More and more people were coming closer.

      “Bob!”

      “Back off!” Bob roared in an uncharacteristic way. Bob was all about silent and sardonic; he wasn’t this demanding, emotional mass of fang-tipped anger. Yet another face was up in Sam’s space, demanding that he love him, and Bob actually hissed his disapproval. If Sam weren’t close to losing consciousness, he would find angry Bob damn sexy.

      Bob’s hands were on him, under his arms. In a smooth movement, he was pulled out from the clawing hands with their declarations of love, need, babies, and marriage, then shoved behind the bar. For a second, it appeared to be a good place to be; the solid counter between Bob, him, and the barkeeper held back the masses. Until the first of them placed a hand on the counter and hoisted themselves up and over.

      “Back door?” Bob asked urgently. The barkeep, whose expression had changed from annoyed to suddenly enamored, gestured to the other end of the bar. He actually took a step toward Sam, but Bob’s snarl had him stepping back again. In seconds, Sam was outside the club and away from the people. He was stumbling, being half supported and half carried. Only with the late night air hitting his face did Sam feel able to inhale deeply and clear his lungs. Bob took more of his weight; he felt drunk and uncoordinated. The sounds of the club were dissipating, but Bob didn’t stop walking at his faster than normal speed, and Sam’s feet barely touched the ground. Finally, it appeared Bob was happy with the distance between them and the club, and he deposited Sam on a bench.

      Glancing around, Sam recognized the place as Victory Park, a well-known hangout for younger wolves. The old fenced fields with sparse coppices of old oak trees were not the place for a lone human to be wandering, especially one who appeared to have some kind of attraction poison in his blood.

      “I need to go home,” Sam groaned. He rested his elbows on his knees and bent his head, inhaling fresh air as if his life depended on it.

      “You need a keeper,” Bob grumbled under his breath. Not too low that Sam didn’t hear him.

      “What was in that drink?”

      Bob frowned and crouched down on the ground between Sam’s knees. Sam had a flash of what Bob could do properly on his knees at this level. He pushed the image down ruthlessly. Not before Bob heard his thoughts, though, if the vampire’s fang-tipped grin was anything to go by.

      “I imagine that first bartender wasn’t really someone who worked there,” Bob began thoughtfully.

      “You think?” Sam couldn’t keep the sarcasm from his tone.

      “I also imagine her grandmother must be someone you have wronged, and she was just the provider of justice.”

      “I haven’t wronged a single damned person,” Sam snapped. Hell, he apologized for things if they were his fault—he was the last person to wrong anyone.

      “Well, whatever.” Bob shrugged. “It wasn’t my whiskey that was spiked.”

      “Love spell—he said that. The bar guy. I don’t know much about magic, but you can’t tell me love spells are real. Why would they do that to me anyway? People don’t go around dumping random spells on people.”

      “But they do,” Bob said earnestly. He placed his hands on each of Sam’s forearms, sending a jolt of heat through Sam’s body. Bob’s touch unnerved him. Sam had always imagined vampires to be icy cold, but Bob’s hands were heated and insistently firm. “What about that witch who wanted the werewolf bones?”

      “What about her?” Sam asked. A sense of foreboding swept through Sam. “Oh my God, she did say for me to enjoy my present. I bet she arranged this.”

      Bob nodded. “You cross a witch, and you’re lucky to escape with your life. Consider yourself fortunate you got dumped with a Cupid's curse.”

      Sam lifted his gaze and met Bob’s expressive eyes. “Cupid curse,” he repeated. He really tried to inject humorous disbelief into the two words, but, he had nothing.

      “It’s what they call it. Love spell, or love potion, is what you probably know it as. At the root of it is a very real curse bound to the magic.”

      “So I somehow wrong a witch
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