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  Book Description


 Tomatsu hasn’t been home in over 10 years. His aunt is the spider at the heart of a criminal web that put Tomatsu on the short path to a death sentence and when his commanding officer pulled him out of that web, Tomatsu made a new life with the Hornets. Now the GSA has sent him back home and for the first time, Tomatsu has an opportunity for revenge. 
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  Blind Date With A Hellhound


Nariah Boyd, bone witch and leader of the Resistance Against Vampires, was generally not one to accept an invitation to a blind date. And certainly not one on Valentine’s day, arguably the worst day to go out to dinner for any reason. Nariah was aromantic, aro for short, and she simply didn’t find any of the strappings of courtship to be worth her time. Candle lit dinner was all well-and-good, she wasn’t opposed to it, but the idea always seemed to mean a lot more to her friends than to Nariah. It just didn’t make her insides warm and fuzzy like people expected. 
So it wasn’t the Valentine’s day trappings that had her fighting for a parking spot in the itty-bitty lot behind Marcelle’s, an Italian place that absolutely required a reservation a month in advance. No, she could do without the decorative glittering garland and balloons. The candy hearts were an exception, those were great, and hard to find after the big sale at the end of February.
She snaked into a spot in the front row, her big blue Jeep nosing out two other contenders, and when a vampire hissed at her from the window of her little Sonata, Nariah flipped her off without looking back.
What had convinced her to accept this date—and fight the chaos around it—was, in fact, a detail of Marcelle’s itself. You see, Nariah didn’t run on much of a budget, and Marcelle’s was both out of budget and out of the question. It wasn’t even something she could save for an indulgence occasionally. The place was so in-demand, walk-ins were never accepted. You couldn’t even get in the front door unless your table was coming up in the next half hour. Nariah had seen photos of the menu online—it changed every week—and there were no prices listed next to the dishes.
And Nariah knew one thing absolutely: If she had to ask the price, she couldn’t afford it.
But the thing about Marcelle’s that Nariah wanted to see more than the food or the bill at the end, was the singers. Because rummer had it, Marcelle’s employed a small staff of Opera singers available on request at any table. 
And if Nariah was going to deal with a date, some stranger across the table, and Valentine’s Day traffic, she was definitely going to request a song from a trained Opera singer for a personal show.
Nariah was nothing if not practical about the use of her time. She doubted this date would come to anything, but it was worth attending for the chance to enjoy Marcelle’s. Even during Valentine’s Day. She’d even be able to hold the night over Elidee’s head for a good long while to avoid future blind dates. Elidee was a dear, and one of Nariah’s closest friends, but she thought romance was life-changing and couldn’t help matchmaking everyone she knew. It was occasionally overbearing, but ninety percent of Nariah’s social life came through Elidee and they both knew it. The occasional blind date was a small price to pay to not turn into a hermit in two weeks or less. Nariah knew she’d rather spend her time in the local graveyard or processing her latest animal skeleton for armature. 
She wasn’t called the bone witch for nothing.
But spirits didn’t make for engaging conversation, which was at least something Nariah could look forward to tonight. Elidee’s matchmaking was never boring, that was for sure. The last three dates had been respectively: a bodybuilding black woman (human, she should add) who did combat training with werewolves, a white nonbinary singer-songwriter who had recently become a hit on the latest social video app and swung through town to hide from their rabid fans, and an actual fairy—a man so beautiful, people of all genders swooned when he walked by. He looked mixed-race, but did the fae have races like humans divided things? Nariah’s asexual nature had given her natural immunity to what he called “uncontrollable glamour” but she’d found him too arrogant for her taste, and the night hadn’t lasted long enough to find out much about his people. He’d claimed he had wings, but Nariah never got to see them. She still had so many questions for him.
Incompatible partners perhaps, but never a dull date when Elidee set them up.
Nariah made the landing just off the parking lot and paused to run a finger across the back sandal strap of one of her flats. It kept flipping up and sitting right on her achilles. She would have swapped them out already, but Nariah’s only backup shoes in the car were a pair of bright pink and yellow sneakers for trail-running. Not exactly Marcelle’s shoes. 
She fixed the strap and fished her phone out of her purse—a black leather bag she wore with a cross-body strap most days. It was one of those bags that seemed bigger on the inside some days, with items that got lost at the bottom if Nariah didn’t stay on top of organizing it. It was her daily bag. In fact, it was her only bag—which gave Elidee fits at the very idea—but black leather dressed up or down and Nariah had grown comfortable with its dimensions and weight years ago. Tonight it sat unobtrusively against her dark green knit sweater dress and black leggings. Both meant to keep her warm instead of sexy. She had a softshell jacket draped over her arm just in case she was stuck waiting here on the sidewalk for more than a minute or two. It wasn’t cold out, but Nariah shivered anyway. The spirits had taken her warmth, her mother had said. Seemed as reasonable as anything else in this world.
Nariah’s only concession to the date nature of the night was a pair of gold and emerald earrings that dangled from her lobes. She’d made them herself, wrapping gold wire around and through the very tiny bones of a pair of armatured rat hands. The bone claws each cupped a pair of rough-cut emeralds and, thanks to a touch of magic and moonlight, they held a faintly silver glow.
The glow was incidental. Nariah had charged them with moonlight for higher sensitivity to spiritual energies and the emeralds were a stabilizing influence. Spirits tended to unravel if they weren’t firmly bound to their bones. The rat spirit bound to the hands in Nariah’s earrings peered up at her from inside the purse before returning to grooming her face and ears.
Phone in hand, Nariah cast a glance across the sidewalk and entrance to Marcelle’s. A lot of glittering silver dresses, tasteful black, and spots of pink and red in gift bags, chocolate boxes, and the like. Somehow, the collection of dinner reservations made lingering at the bottom of the steps look like a social war of hierarchy. Look at us, prepared to enter Marcelle’s. We’re certainly not guarding this spot right at the edge of the red carpeted stairs, but wait a moment, our name will be called next, you’ll see.
Nariah addressed her phone. We need to go shoe shopping. She texted Elidee. These sandals have got to go.
YES. Came Elidee’s immediate response. Outlets, here we come. I’ve been dying for a shopping trip.
Nariah snorted. You just went shopping last weekend.
Not with you! <3
Flirt.
Only for my favorites…. Don’t tell me Varrien has left you hanging. I will call him.
Nariah smiled. I just parked. Lets give him a second.
If you’re still texting me in 5, I’m calling him.
Nariah chuckled and was still amused at her friend when a low voice called her name as its owner stepped up on to the sidewalk.
“Nariah Boyd?” he asked.
He was tall. Much taller than Nariah had expected. His broad shoulders had been captured in a very nice dark gray suit set off with an emerald green tie. She narrowed her eyes at that. They matched. No doubt Elidee was responsible. Nariah’s date outfit was probably not hard to guess at.
This was the kind of thing Nariah didn’t understand. What was the attraction to matching? Why was this part of the human-mating-ritual dance? And how gross of a misstep was it that she hadn’t thought about it until now?
“Not… Nariah?” The man asked with some hesitation.
Nariah blinked her thoughts and the scowl on her face away. “Sorry.” She thrust her hand out to cover the social stumble. Man, she was just firing on all cylinders tonight, wasn’t she? “Yes, Nariah.”
He smiled smoothly, and took her hand. Thankfully he didn’t try to kiss it or anything, but the shake he gave was firm and expertly modulated for a man of his size. A practiced shake. The kind of handshake one developed after years of social encounters and business. “Varrien Vicaro.”
Nariah lifted both eyebrows. “Quite an evil mastermind name you’ve got going for you.”
His smile widened just a touch and Nariah narrowed her eyes again. That was a measured smile. One meant to be friendly without flashing what hid inside. Elidee wasn’t an idiot, she wouldn’t set Nariah up with a vampire, which left… “Werewolf?”
Varrien’s smile wilted a little at the edges. “I asked Elidee not to tell you so I’d have a chance…”
She didn’t blame him. The prejudice against wolves was just as strong as against the vampires, but Nariah didn’t hold to it. The wolves hadn’t taken over the world. A lot of people treated them like a new and improved AIDS virus, though.
“She didn’t. It’s not a problem for me.” Nariah shrugged, “I’ve never been on a date with a werewolf but your people tend to avoid mine.”
He frowned curiously. “Your people…?”
He’d shown his, so Nariah was willing to show hers. She lifted one hand and indicated the snake-spine bracelet that looped twice around her wrist. She reached for the power inside, a metaphysical muscle like lifting a weight, and asked her companion to manifest. The snake was small, so the weight of the power was small. With a shimmering blue glow, a garter snake slithered out of the bones and onto Nariah’s palm. She stretched up a few inches and flicked her ghostly tongue at Varrien.
The werewolf stared and Nariah saw tension crawl across his shoulders and deform the front of his very nice suit. She didn’t know enough about suits to identify it, but between the suit, the handshake, the practiced smile—Varrien was a wolf of wealth far beyond Nariah’s. She didn’t need to know the suit’s maker to know it had been tailored for him. He was about to rip the seams of it with the strength of the muscles moving underneath. 
“Deathwalker,” he finally said, under his breath and with a quiet whisper.
Nariah dismissed her snake friend, who wrapped back into her own bones, and let her hand drop. She eyed Varrien in silence, letting him have a moment to work through whatever he thought he knew.
A series of expressions whipped across his face, starting at aggression and fear, blitzing through confusion, and finally landing on curiosity. He took a deep breath, as though scenting her. Not a human breath, but a huffing one. A wolf movement.
He finally said, “You don’t appear to be a demon from hell sent to capture my soul for eternity.” His tone was tight, a mixture of seriousness and disbelief.
Nariah blinked. Was that what the wolves thought of her? She knew it was bordering on superstition
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