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        Solomon’s Surrender

      

      

      

      Cocky. No word better described Solomon.

      

      He projected the playboy image, but only he knew the truth. Deep inside, he wanted what his brother and friends had—a mate.

      

      Fifteen hundred years was a long time to be alone. Solomon’s pure vampire bloodline and family name made him desirable, but that didn’t take away the loneliness.

      

      Lilah was fiercely independent and distrusting of paranormals out of necessity. Some treated her with contempt because of her half cheetah shifter/half fae heritage. They thought she was beneath them when she was actually superior.

      

      Someone was determined to take Lilah’s life, but who was behind the attacks remained a mystery. Solomon fought off the first assault then became Lilah’s sole protector until he uncovered who wanted to harm her.

      

      One wanted a mate, and the other didn’t. But fate didn’t ask for their opinion.

      

      They could only fight what was meant to be for so long before the inevitable happened. If they managed to stay alive, maybe they would learn what it meant to be fated.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To the Verascue brothers.

      

      

      

      
        
        Ford insisted this book be dedicated to him and him alone. His reasoning was that without him, Sol wouldn’t have been a part of my Avynwood world. Sol, however, said that was ridiculous. So, the book is dedicated to both of them. For without them, this world I created would be a lot less interesting.
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          SOLOMON

        

      

    

    
      “Morning, sunshine!” I yell from where I’m perched on my deck.

      Sienna jumps, almost spilling her coffee. “For the love of—! Sol, we need to work on your early morning greetings.”

      “It’s noon, sister-in-law. If you weren’t over there letting my brother devour you, you’d have caught the gorgeous sunrise this morning.”

      “One, I was asleep when the sun rose. And two, what Ford and I do is none of your concern.”

      I snort. “Keep telling yourself that.”

      Okay, so maybe when I paid a stupid amount of money to buy the house next to my brother in Duck, North Carolina, I should have thought about boundaries. After all, he is newly mated. Well, new meaning they’ve been together for a year and a half now. You’d think they’d be used to me. I’m here almost every day. I annoy them to no end and take a great amount of joy in doing so.

      For as much as Ford scoffs and flips me off, he loves me. I never doubt that. And Sienna… Well, I used to hate her, then I kind of liked her, now I love her. She’s family, even though she hasn’t fully embraced being a Verascue yet. She should, though. We’re freaking awesome.

      “What do you have planned for the day?” she asks as she settles into one of those anti-gravity lounge chairs. I’m not sure how she does it without spilling her drink. Every time I sit in one of them, it either feels like I’m going to go butt over head backward, or I get folded up in it and want to shred it into a million pieces. Sienna gets into it with grace and has no problems. I’ll stick to lounging on the deck railing nearest their home.

      “Oh, a little of this, a little of that,” I reply.

      The waves crash on shore on the other side of the sand dunes in front of our homes. There’s a high rip current threat today. The ocean is rough, yet there are still people out there in it. Days like this make me nervous. Not for myself, but for the humans who’ve decided to go in the ocean when they aren’t very strong swimmers. Any time this threat is there, swimmers should be cautious. I’ve seen and rescued people from drowning. The ocean is unpredictable. It doesn’t care what age you are or where you’re from. It will suck you under and churn you around until you’re fighting to breach the surface.

      Hence, why I’m out here. With my great hearing, I can immediately hear any shouts for help and run out there to assist. I helped someone yesterday. Their family asked for my name. I shook my head and told them I just wanted to help. They hugged me and thanked me. Rescuing their family member was the least I could. To have the abilities I and so many other paranormals do, we should be out there helping in any way we can. Creating a more peaceful world. Not making it a worse place.

      Sure, I run my mouth with the best of them, but this is my town—mine and my family’s. We live here almost year-round. We never want to see anyone hurt or worse. I can’t tell you how many times Ford and I have shown up when needed on the shoreline. I was even asked if I wanted to be a lifeguard. I politely declined, although, I’d make those red shorts look good.

      The sliding door to my brother’s home opens and he comes strolling out, shutting it behind him. Today he’s wearing a pair of slate blue shorts and a white T-shirt. Everyone else loves seeing Ford dressed summer casual. Not in his leather trench that he thinks makes him look like a bad boy.

      “Not think, brother,” he says, reading my mind. “Does. No one looks as good in leather as I do.” I don’t bother throwing a block up in my head. There’s not much in there I don’t want Ford to know about. Just some properties I have stashed around the world and some emotions I lock down with four padlocks inside a heavy-duty safe even my mother can’t get into.

      As far as the properties go, I like to keep parts of my life private. I like that I can go somewhere no one can find me. I love my family, but sometimes I need a break. One where I can sit and think without interruption. A place where I won’t get unexpected visitors teleporting inside.

      “You can go inside, Sol. I’ve got it out here for a bit,” Ford says, aware of the exact reason why I’m sitting here.

      “Thanks, brother.” The nights are calmer with almost everyone inside, but the summer days, there are a lot of tourists out and about.

      I slip off the railing and go inside my home. It’s not set up the same as Ford’s but blends in nicely along the coast. You won’t see huge high-rises on the shoreline here. There are resorts, hotels, and homes. A lot of the people who own here rent their homes out over the summer.

      With the door shut behind me, I try to think about what I want to do today. I really need to go to the grocery store. I could order and have it delivered, but there’s no fun in that. There’s no way to know what kind of hot female I’m going to find in the store. This time of year, it’s like a buffet when I enter. The bright lights of the store shine down on all the gorgeous females, highlighting their curves.

      I’m not a total jerk, though. I stay away from families and anyone married. But the single females, I’m there.

      Grabbing my keys, I head downstairs to my garage and my baby. Not an actual baby, but she was expensive enough that I call her one. When I bought this house, I needed a car. I got tired of driving Ford’s Audi when I needed to go somewhere.

      I step down onto the concrete floor and take her in. Four doors, V-twelve under the hood, and painted in Scintilla Silver. The Aston Martin Rapide AMR is one fine looking car.

      Opening the door, I slip onto the buttery soft seat that cradles me perfectly and open the garage door. Maybe I’ll just cruise around for a bit. I’ll open the windows, let some music play. It’ll be a great day.

      I back out of the garage and turn the car around before closing the door. The road I live on is quiet today. No doubt everyone is enjoying the beach or one of the many activities the Outer Banks offers.

      “Oh, come on,” I say to myself.

      At the end of my street is nothing but solid traffic. And here I thought I’d have fun today going to the store. It’s then I remember it’s Saturday—one of the popular check-in, check-out days here on the barrier islands. I should have thought this through.

      Someone in a tan sedan waves me out so I can slip into traffic and stop fifty feet from the end of my road. Joy. As much as I love it here, I could do without the bumper-to-bumper cars every weekend during peak season. I turn on the music and roll down the windows to let the salty fresh air in, along with a healthy dose of heat, but I’m used to that.

      A group of males in front of me in a topless Jeep start blasting rock so loud it drowns out my own. Yup, should have stayed home. I watch as they whistle at a passing car of females. It’s taking everything in me not to get out and knock them down a notch—cocky humans. I’m cocky, but I’m fantastic. Them… No. You don’t whistle and catcall at females. They should have more respect for them than that.

      We slowly move down the road until we reach the point where I can turn and head toward one of the bigger grocery stores. There is a local one near me that I love to pick up dessert from, however it’s not big enough for a full shop. Yes, I have a sweet tooth. Don’t judge. I like all kinds of food.

      Finally, I make it to the store and park at the end of one of the aisles. I don’t need anyone dinging my baby with their car door or stray cart they couldn’t put away. Twenty minutes later, I’m moving up and down the aisles like a normal person. Except I’m not. I’m a vampire, out in broad daylight, shopping for the essentials. You know, candy, meat, chips, etcetera. None of that lettuce and other things. Sienna tries enough for ten paranormals to shove organic vegetables and fruit down my throat. When it’s just me, I live it up.

      I grab a particularly good-looking steak and put it in my half full cart.

      “Quite a selection you got there,” a female purrs behind me. Turning, I find a slender blonde with shorts barely covering her butt and legs that go on for days. Well, hello there.

      “I like to live on the edge,” I tell her and flash her the signature Verascue smirk.

      “Nothing wrong with a little excitement.”

      “Oh, darling, you’re barking up the right tree, then. What do you say we shop together and get to know each other in aisles four through ten?”

      She smiles. White, straight teeth, soft pink lip gloss. Yup, she’s mine tonight. “I’d like that.”

      Together, we go up and down the aisles, me throwing random stuff into the cart because I can’t keep my eyes from roving over every square inch of her body. No one could blame me when she bends over to pick something up off a low shelf. I don’t have a clue what it is, nor do I care. She can bend over like that back at my house tonight with nothing on. Okay, I’m a total pig. I can’t help it. I love the female form.

      “Solomon, honestly,” a woman’s voice says behind me, and I instantly still. I know that voice all too well. Turning slowly, I come face-to-face with none other than my mom.

      Eloise Verascue stands behind me next to the hot dog rolls with her arms crossed and an eyebrow quirked. “Care to tell me why you’re slumming it when you could be in Italy?”

      “You have a house in Italy?” the female beside me speaks up with unrestrained awe in her voice. Oh, no. This isn’t going to be good.

      “Run along, little one,” my mom says. “You won’t be my son’s plaything tonight.”

      “Plaything?” she asks, shocked. Rightfully so. My mom isn’t exactly subtle.

      “Please, did you really think you were up to par for a fine specimen like him? Look at yourself.”

      “He’s dressed like I am,” the female says as she points at me.

      “No, he’s not. There’s no part of him that’s barely covered. He’s dressed as he should be. You, however, look like you’re about to dance against a pole. Besides that, his car probably costs more than your house, so move along.” She actually shoos her with her hand.

      I groan and turn to the female who is all kinds of irritated. “Sorry, darling. Maybe another time.”

      She flips her hair over her shoulder. “That’s never going to happen.” Then she stomps away.

      I glare at my mom. “Was that necessary?”

      “When are you going to get your life together and stop preying on tourists?”

      “That’s what you and father do in Italy!” I instantly realize I just yelled way too loudly and drop my voice. “You’re a hypocrite.”

      “I’m your mother and I want grandchildren. Ford and his mate aren’t there yet, so I’m depending on you.”

      “I’m not even ma—” I stop myself before I say mated. “Married and you’re already pushing me for children? You’ve lost your mind, female.”

      “We’ll see.”

      “Why are you here anyway?” I ask and continue with my grocery shopping. I look down into my cart. When did I throw a frying pan in there? I pick it up and put it on the nearest shelf.

      “I came to visit your brother and he told me you went shopping, so I figured I’d join you and prevent you from making your nightly mistake. You can only drown your feelings for so long, Solomon. You need to find your mate.” I’m so not in the mood for this conversation.

      “What do you think I’ve been doing for the last fifteen hundred years?” I hiss low.

      “You’ve been screwing every unattached female you come across, paranormal or otherwise.”

      A man in a white shirt, cargo shorts, and sandals eyes us as my mom says the word paranormal. That’s right, keep walking. Nothing to see here. Certainly not two vampires looking at sundae toppings.

      “Can the lecture wait until we’re back at my house?” I ask.

      She sighs. “Fine. Whatever. But we’re talking about this then we’re going over to your brother’s for dinner. Grab another steak. Your father is there, too. You know how ravenous he gets.”

      Somebody save me.
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          LILAH

        

      

    

    
      What in the fresh hell did I just step into?

      “Constance! So glad you’re here!” Jocelyn, one of the waitresses, rushes over to me. Her cropped purple hair falls into her eyes when she stops in front of me. She blows out a bit of air to move it.

      “What happened?”

      “Donovon got a little rough.”

      “A little?”

      I’m two feet into the bar and there are four large, burly men sprawled out on the floor in front of me. The lights are dim, the other patrons pressed to the walls, not wanting to get mixed up in whatever happened. And amidst it all is a very angry bear shifter in his human form.

      “Don,” I say carefully as I approach. “What happened?”

      He’s seething, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “It wasn’t me. I didn’t start it. It was him. Always him.” Well, that explains it.

      I glance down to my left and there, with his face about two inches from my black high heel, is Don’s brother, Alton. His nose is broken, blood puddled underneath it, and his eye is swelling nicely.

      “I can’t deal with him, Constance. I just can’t.” Everyone, and I mean everyone, calls me Constance. It’s my middle name—the one I go by. Lilah is the name my father gave me. The male who couldn’t stand to raise me, and bailed, but had enough sense to give me my mother’s name as my middle name. So that’s what I use when I introduce myself to people.

      “Help me get them up.”

      Don bends down and grabs the guy closest to him by the arm, lifts him, then tosses him over his shoulder effortlessly. I do the same with Alton and try not to notice everyone’s eyes on me. It’s not every day a five foot nine inch female in black stilettos hauls a two hundred and fifty-pound man of pure muscle over her shoulder like he weighs nothing. If only the humans knew I’m not the average female.

      I follow Don down the hallway to the back door where he pushes it open and launches the man into the employee parking lot behind the bar. His face comes into my view.

      “Isn’t that your cousin?” I ask.

      “Not anymore,” he growls. “Give me my brother.”

      I spin as he reaches for him and toss Alton next to Samuel on the ground. “No, you’ve done enough damage. Once we get the other two out here, I’m going to perform a little magic and wake them up. They need to shift to heal.”

      “They could die out here for all I care.”

      I sigh and look at the man who I’ve called my best friend for the past two years. His warm brown hair is getting long, the front falling over his face, reaching his chin where he has a short beard. Blood is smeared on the corner of his eye and drips from his knuckles.

      Stepping over to him, I brush his hair out of the way and use a little magic to clean him up. Not to heal him but to make him look like he wasn’t just in a knockdown, drag out that I missed. “You can’t keep doing this.”

      His eyes meet mine and in them is so much pain. My heart breaks for him. “He came to apologize. Told me our parents wanted to see me again.”

      “That’s a good thing. But I don’t get why you hit him.”

      “He’s the new alpha.”

      “No!” I gasp in shock.

      Don was the first son his parents had. He was the one who was supposed to become alpha when his dad died or decided he didn’t want the title anymore. But Don was kicked out of the clan when he was two hundred years old.

      “It was supposed to be me,” he says.

      “You didn’t want to be alpha, though. You made a decision and stuck with it.”

      “I couldn’t stay and you know that. Winny left and I followed. Everyone hated her. Even though she left me behind so she could live with her mate.” This is such a colossal mess. I can’t even believe all that’s going on.

      “Winny was your best friend. Of course you followed her. You were supportive and she was the only one you could trust after that.” I decide not to bring up how she killed Don’s sister.

      It was a justified challenge over a male. They fought to the death and Winny won. But when you kill the alpha’s child, regardless of it being justified or not, there was no returning to that clan.

      Don pleaded her case, knowing any other alpha would side with who won the challenge. Shifters fight to the death all the time. But his father blamed him. Told him if he would have kept Winny in line, it would never have gotten that far. That if he were a real alpha in training, he would have put a stop to it. Don was ultimately blamed for his sister’s death.

      That’s where I come in. I met him at his lowest moment after he’d been on his own for ten years, roaming around North Carolina.

      “Hey, guys,” Jocelyn says as she peeks her head out the door. “Sorry to interrupt, but the other two are starting to wake.”

      “Right,” Donovon says and puts his mask of indifference back into place. We both go inside and bring the other two out to the parking lot. Don kicks the door shut to be sure no one witnesses me using my magic to wake them. Luckily, it’s dark; night already fell.

      “You going inside?” I ask him.

      He crosses his arms. “I’m not leaving you out here with them.”

      “Fine. Whatever.” He’s itching to keep fighting, but I can’t let him. He has a bar to run.

      Using my magic, I pour just enough into it to rouse the men. They’re not so severely hurt they can’t wake up. They’re just knocked out cold.

      One by one they rouse, but it isn’t until Alton realizes what’s going on that he’s on his feet, eyes flashing ruby red as his bear rises to the surface. Bears are some of the scariest shifters out there. Those red eyes alone are enough to be intimidating.

      I put myself between Alton and Don. “Al, you need to calm down.”

      “Out of the way, Constance. This doesn’t pertain to you.”

      “That’s a lie. Anything involving Don pertains to me.”

      His eyes go back to the amber I’m used to as he peers down at me. Al and Don both easily have seven inches on me. “Con, this isn’t your fight. Besides, I apologized and he still decked me.”

      “That’s because you’re alpha. You had to know he wasn’t going to take that well.”

      “He wasn’t there to claim it!” he yells, his voice rising rapidly.

      “Was he even considered?”

      “Well, no, but that’s not the point.”

      “It is,” I say calmly, knowing these males will feed off my energy if I get too wound up. “Don is as much an alpha as you are. If your parents were smart, they would have asked him first, regardless of where he currently lives. Regardless of what happened. That clan is as much his as it is yours.”

      “He wouldn’t have taken it,” Al states, anger leaving him.

      Don shows a brief moment of insecurity and toes a few rocks on the ground with the tip of his black boot. “I didn’t want it. Although, I wasn’t asked. I’m still no one to them.” And there we have it: the root cause of this. He wants his parents to see the mistake they made when they kicked him out of the clan. He wants to be accepted back in.

      “They want you to come back,” Al says.

      Don raises his eyes to meet his brother’s. “Why?” Al freezes, his tongue tied, but Don knows. “They don’t want me back, do they?”

      Al finally gathers his bearings and throws his hands up in the air. “Fine, they don’t, but I do!”

      “And then what? I’m supposed to be your beta or something? That would never happen.”

      “No, but you could be my brother. You could be part of the clan. I miss you, Don.”

      Don shakes his head in resignation. “I can’t do this. You stood by them when they threw me out. You didn’t fight for me. You knew Winny was justified, even if it was our sister who lost her life, yet I’m supposed to believe this now? What changed?”

      Al reaches over to his right and pulls a male with dark blond hair, and the most beautiful crystal blue eyes I’ve ever seen, to his side. “I’d like to introduce you to my mate.”

      “What?” Don and I yell in unison. I didn’t even know he was interested in anyone. Every time I’ve seen Al, he’s been alone.

      “Lorne is my fated mate. He came to the clan a few months ago and we got to know each other. One night we were on patrol and got to talking. Next thing we knew, our hands touched on accident and the rest is history.” Al looks over at his mate and their eyes meet. So much love is between them it’s almost palpable. And joy. I love seeing him like this.

      “Oh, Al. I’m so happy for you,” I say and step forward to hug him. “Welcome to the craziness, Lorne.” I embrace him, too.

      “Conni!” Don yells. “You’re just going to forget what I went through?”

      I turn back to Don and walk over to him. Cupping his cheeks, I bring his face down to mine, only a few inches apart. I don’t desire him. But in him I’ve found a sense of family.

      “Stop for one second,” I tell him. “Look at what’s going on. Your brother is mated. He’s happy. Can we celebrate that?”

      “He took what was mine.”

      “You didn’t want it.”

      “I wanted the option.”

      “Do we need to talk about us not always getting our way?” This isn’t the first time I’ve spoken to him as if he were a child, and I doubt it will be the last.

      His lips lift on one side in a small smile. “How do you always do that? You manage to defuse any situation.”

      “I don’t like you fighting with your family. You can be big and tough all you want, but you miss your brother.”

      He sighs. “Fine. You’re right.” I nod and release him. Don steps around me and stops in front of Alton. I don’t miss the way Lorne tenses by his side, ready to jump in if things go downhill again. “At ease, Lorne. I’m done fighting. I’m happy for you, little brother. Not about the alpha thing but about your mate. I want you to live a full, rich life.”

      Al lets out a long breath and the tension eases in his shoulders. “I was worried you wouldn’t be okay with me being gay.”

      “Are you serious?” Don asks incredulously. “I don’t care who you love. I wish you would have told me sooner. I would have been there for you. I do, however, care that you became alpha behind my back.”

      “I didn’t have much choice.”

      Don’s brows furrow. “What do you mean?”

      “Dad isn’t doing well. I need you to come home.”

      “Why didn’t you lead with that?” Donovon yells. “Holy fate, Al!”

      Don turns to me and opens his mouth, but I cut him off. “I got this. Go. Be with your family. I’ll take care of things here.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Absolutely.” Not at all, but I want Don to be there when his family needs him. He’s been messed up over this for years. Maybe he can finally make peace with everything.

      “Thanks, Conni,” he says and hugs me tight. Then Al and Lorne do the same. The other two males blend into the background as I make my way inside.

      Jocelyn mops the floor as Justin, the bartender, rights the tables and chairs that were knocked over in the fight. There’s a low chatter as people take their seats. If they only knew they almost had a full-on shifter fight on their hands, they wouldn’t still be here. However, they have no clue and Don prefers to keep it that way. Jocelyn and Justin are both humans who are very aware of our world.

      Justin makes his way back behind the bar and I offer him a small smile. “Thanks for that.”

      “No problem. I knew you had to handle things out back.”

      “Guess it’s just the three of us. Don has to head home for a bit.”

      “We’ve got it.”

      I nod. We don’t have a choice.

      About an hour later, Don is gone. I’m pouring a drink for one of the tables when the door to the bar opens and a tall muscular male walks in. He’s not human. I can tell by the way he carries himself with the utmost confidence. It’s difficult to pinpoint what he is.

      He looks around; his grey eyes bright even in the low lighting. He has light blond hair that’s cut close on the sides and back, a little longer on top. Even though he’s dressed casually, he seems out of place here. Like he’d fit in better at a fancy restaurant. Not that this place is awful. It’s clean and sees a lot of regulars and tourists, but there’s this air about the male. Sophistication.

      Then he spots me. It’s like I’m a bug caught in a spider’s web. I can’t move. I’m frozen where I stand—ensnared by the paranormal in the bar.

      He walks over, drops down on the barstool in front of me, and smiles. “Looks like I picked the right bar to grab a drink. What are you doing tonight?” Just like that, the spell breaks, and I realize he’s like the other low-life males out there with one thing on their minds.

      “Not you,” I reply sharply.
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          SOLOMON

        

      

    

    
      I laugh loudly at her reply. Oh, she’s going to be a lot of fun. Now I have to have her. The chase is on.

      “Come on. Don’t be like that. I wasn’t asking you to come back to my place. Just what you had planned after your shift is over.”

      She quirks an eyebrow at me. Her long, brown hair is pulled up into a high ponytail. The shirt she’s wearing reads, “Grizzly Don’s Tavern” and there is a bear drinking a mug of beer. There’s no doubt in my mind that this place is run by a bear shifter. The beauty in front of me is also a paranormal, though I don’t get the bear vibe from her. She’s something else, however, I’m not sure what.

      She watches me with a hard glare. “What I do when I leave here is none of your business. I’m not interested.” I take a quick moment to look through her mind until I find her name in there. I don’t look for anything else. While normally I don’t care about going into someone’s head and seeing what’s up, she’s different. I’m not sure what to do with that thought, so I focus back on her with the goal to get to know her better.

      She turns and goes to work mixing a drink for the waitress standing near the bar.

      “What about a date?” I ask. She ignores me. “Lilah, I know you can hear me.”

      She freezes, her body going completely rigid. I don’t miss the sharp intake of breath from the waitress nearby. Slowly, Lilah turns, drink still in hand, and walks back over until she’s standing in front of me.

      I pluck the half-full glass out of her hand and take a healthy swallow. No, it won’t get me drunk, not even tipsy. This is all so I can get under her skin. Or in her bed. Whichever. “Thanks, but I haven’t ordered anything yet.”

      Through clenched teeth she seethes, “Don’t ever call me that again.” Her voice drops to a whisper. “And don’t ever go into my head again. What’s in there is none of your business.”

      “Everything is my business, darling.”

      She lifts her arm and points to the door. “Out. Get out of here before I remove you.”

      I lean back slightly and cross my arms. “I’d like to see you try.”

      Another bartender comes over. His physique screams ex-military, but he’s human. I could take him down without breaking a sweat. What surprises me is that he doesn’t offer to fight me on Lilah’s behalf. Instead, he says, “Take care of him. I got this.”

      Lilah nods and walks around the bar until she’s standing before me. And oh, what a view it is. Her shirt is tucked into very short black shorts. Her legs are long and slender yet toned. And holy fate, those heels. They show off her calves nicely.

      Once my gaze makes its way up to her face, I notice the steely look she’s giving me. “About done?” she asks.

      “Not even close.”

      “Come with me.” She nods toward the hallway leading to the back.

      “With pleasure.”

      So this is how it’s going to go? She’s going to take me in the back and have her way with me on one of the desks or maybe up against a wall. I could totally get on board with that.

      Once we’re out of view and earshot of the patrons, she spins and slams me hard into the wall, her hand fisting my shirt. Her voice enters my mind. “I want you out of this bar. You’re never to come back.”

      “Well, well, well, you’re full of secrets, aren’t you? I should have taken a longer stroll in your head. What are you exactly?” I still haven’t got a clue. I’m getting a fae or vampire vibe. Unless she’s something else and a vampire transferred powers to her.

      “What I am is not interested.”

      “I beg to differ. I can hear your rapid breaths, Lilah. I can hear the rush of your blood through your veins. Your heart is beating fast and your pupils are dilated.” My fangs descend on their own accord, but I keep them concealed with my mouth closed in case
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