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OMEN WAS STILL INCOMMUNICADO after leaving Augury without telling anyone where he was going. Girard kept checking his phone, but our boss didn’t return his messages. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” he muttered more than once.

We remained in the east wing and ate dinner together, waiting with an increasing sense of concern. “I never thought I’d say this, but I’m worried about Omen,” I said as I stared out the window of the dining room at the snow-covered front lawn. The moon shed silver light on the snowmen that were dotted here and there. 

“Has he ever disappeared like this before?” Brooke asked her mate.

Girard shook his head. “Not without giving me some warning. It’s not like him to go this long without touching base.”

“I hope he ran into Aion Corp hunters and they chopped his head off,” Aries muttered.

“I second that,” Phoebe said with a smirk.

“We’d be free of our debt to him if he was dead,” Meredith said wistfully.

“We probably shouldn’t get a coffin ready for him just yet,” Noah said. “Omen is too smart to let hunters catch him. Something else must be going on.”

“Like what?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Maybe he’s working on a heist of his own,” he joked.

Girard scratched his cheek thoughtfully, then put his arm around Brooke. “It’s possible,” he mused. “But why wouldn’t he return my messages to let me know he’s okay?”

“Maybe his phone battery died,” Brooke figured. “He left quickly, from what the guards said. He might not have taken a charger with him.”

“Dad has a bad feeling, but what’s your gut telling you, Meredith?” Phoebe asked.

We all looked at the wolf shifter for her verdict. “He’s in trouble,” Meredith said reluctantly. “I don’t know what sort of trouble, but I get a sinking feeling every time I think about him.”

“Maybe I should do a reading for him,” Florence suggested.

“Could you?” Girard asked eagerly. “I know you aren’t his biggest fan, but it would put my mind at ease if I knew he was still alive.”

“Technically, we’re classed as undead,” Brooke said. “I think that’s idiotic, since our hearts beat like everyone else’s.”

“Mine doesn’t,” Ares jested, putting his hand on the scar that was hidden beneath his clothes. “Mine ticks like a clock instead.”

We snickered, but Meredith’s hunch had set us all on edge. Florence struggled out of the recliner Girard had purchased for her. Mischief, her black cat, was sprawled in front of the fireplace. He lifted his head to peer at her, then went back to sleep.

The witch led the way to her den down the hallway. Her square table wasn’t large enough to seat us all. We decided to stand and give her room to work. Ms. Portello sat down and picked up her tarot cards. “Let’s see if I can discover what’s going on with Omen,” she said.

She shuffled the deck, then chose cards at random, laying them out in a pattern she’d come up with decades ago.

“What’s wrong?” Phoebe asked when the mystic frowned.

“Meredith’s gut isn’t wrong,” the witch said. “Omen is heading towards danger, if he isn’t already neck deep in it. I see peril ahead for the vampire.”

Ares crossed his arms and leaned against the wall. “What a shame,” he said wryly. We all knew our boss would jump for joy if Ares died.

“We have to save him,” Girard said, slanting a disapproving look at Ares.

“Do we?” Meredith asked, wrinkling her nose. “A lot of our problems would disappear if he vanished.”

“Harmoni wouldn’t be at risk of Omen attacking her when he goes into withdrawals,” Ares agreed. Florence had seen a vision of the bloodsucker attacking me. It was one of the reasons why she’d decided to join our pack. Her intuition and skills would hopefully warn us before he could strike.

“I’m not going to abandon Omen after everything he’s done for me,” Girard said staunchly. “I owe him my life several times over.”

“Can you cast a locating spell on him, Florence?” I asked, giving in to the inevitable.

“It won’t work,” she replied. “We’re all protected from scrying and locating spells until it wears off in about a month. I’ll have to recast it when it weakens.”

“How are we going to find him, then?” Girard asked in increasing worry.

“There should be a record of where the jet took him, even if he wiped the pilot’s memory,” Noah figured. “I can do some hacking and try to figure out where Omen went.”

“Hurry,” Girard requested.

“I’ll grab my laptop,” Noah said and took off running. We returned to the living room and the wolf quickly rejoined us. He wasn’t even out of breath from his sprint to our wing and back. He got to work on digging into flight information. “Bingo!” he crowed. “The jet landed in an airfield four hours to the north of here,” he reported.

“What’s the closest city or town to the airfield?” our mentor asked. Noah named a town none of us had ever heard of. “It doesn’t ring any bells,” Girard said. “Can you show me a map of the area?”

Noah dutifully brought up a map and Girard left his seat to peer over his shoulder. “Does anything look familiar?” Noah asked.

Girard scanned the map and I felt his concern spike. “Yeah,” he said with a grimace. “An old acquaintance of Omen’s lives a couple of hours from the airfield. I guess he went to see her.”

“Who is his acquaintance?” Brooke asked.

“She’s a siren called Zaida who happens to be a prolific serial killer,” Girard replied bleakly.

“Of course Omen is friends with her,” I said with an eyeroll.

Girard scowled at me. “I didn’t say they were friends,” he corrected me. “They’re merely acquaintances.”

“Why would he visit a siren serial killer?” Brooke queried, concern growing at this information.

“He owes her a favor,” Girard said reluctantly. “My guess is she’s finally called it in. It’s the only reason why he would take off without telling me where he’s going.”

“Do you think she killed him?” Ares asked, unable to mask his hope.

“Zaida wouldn’t kill an ally as rich and powerful as Omen,” Girard denied, but he sounded doubtful. “She must have gotten herself into trouble with the law and asked our boss for help.”

“Sirens can enthrall humans with their pheromones,” Phoebe reminded him. “She should easily be able to evade them.”

“Unless they sent female cops after her,” I figured. “Can you hack into the police files in that area and see if they have anything on Zaida?” I asked Noah.

“I’m on it,” he replied and bent over the laptop again. Meredith leaned against him as his fingers went to work.

Girard rested his forearms on the back of the couch, watching the young wolf search for information about the siren. He winced when Noah found something. “This is bad,” he murmured.

“Are the cops onto Zaida?” Phoebe asked.

“It’s way worse than that,” Noah muttered. “The FBI have been trying to hunt her down for decades. They’ve narrowed down her general location and are waiting for her to slip up. They think she’s a guy and that she’s a non-human, but they have no idea she’s a siren.”

“How does Zaida think Omen is going to fix this?” Ares asked. “Not even vampires can wipe the memories of potentially hundreds of cops and FBI agents who will be involved in the manhunt for her. They’ve got extensive records on file dating back decades.”

“We need to find Omen before he gets drawn into their net,” Girard said grimly. Non-humans were supposed to hide from the authorities. Our kind were hunted by more than just Aion Corp. Few humans trusted us and most wanted us dead. Non-humans were universally hated, thanks to monsters like Zaida.

“Pack your bags,” I said in resignation. “We’re going on another mission.”

“Yay,” Phoebe said with marked unenthusiasm.

I shared a look with Ares and his lips quirked upwards in a tiny smile. There was one benefit about leaving Augury again so soon. We would hopefully get to visit the crystal palace again.
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OMEN KNEW IT WAS A bad idea to visit Zaida, but he didn’t have a choice. He’d owed the siren a favor for three centuries. Ancients like them honored their commitments, even if they knew it would end in disaster.

He’d arrived at the airstrip last night and a human had been waiting to pick him up. The besotted man reeked of siren pheromones. Omen wasn’t attracted to men, but his libido kicked in just from the enticing smell Zaida exuded. He’d spent two hours traveling in a small sedan trying to will his erection away.

Zaida lived in a sprawling mansion half an hour from the closest town. It was surrounded by trees and had a small private lake. The siren had a harem of handsome young men at her beck and call. Almost mindless with their devotion to her, they would cut their own throats if she ordered them to. In fact, that was her preferred method of doing away with them once their appeal wore off.

Her mansion was richly appointed with antique furniture, tasteful wallpaper, hardwood floors and delicate chandeliers. He had to hold his nose and mouth shut so he didn’t inhale her scent.

“Omen, you came,” Zaida had greeted him when he’d been shown into a room that was devoid of her pheromones. She’d shut down her scent before entering, so he would be able to function.

“Zaida, you look even more ravishing than when I saw you last,” Omen said truthfully. As small as Harmoni, the siren had long black hair and exotic blue-green eyes. Her body was lush, with a classic hourglass figure beneath her formfitting white dress.

“You look as devilishly handsome as I remember,” she said in return. She smiled, but he knew she wasn’t attracted to him. She preferred humans, since they could be so easily manipulated to do her every bidding.

“It was a surprise to get your call,” he said, taking a seat when she sat on an elegant armchair. The furniture was a soothing pale green that matched the drapes and carpet.

“I’m in a bit of trouble,” Zaida admitted coyly. “The FBI have become aware of my existence.”

“Do they know what you are?” he asked in alarm.

The siren smiled smugly and shook her head. “Not yet,” she replied. “But they know about my former lovers. They’re narrowing down my location and I’m afraid they’ll discover where I live soon.”

She pouted as if it wasn’t her own fault she was in this predicament. It was difficult for him not to point out that enthralling and killing dozens of humans every year tended to put a target on her back. At around five hundred years old, he shuddered to think exactly how many men had died from her form of love.

“What do you need my assistance with?” Omen asked. His craving for Harmoni’s blood was almost unbearable by now. He was counting down the hours until his next dose.

“I need you to make all this disappear,” Zaida said, waving her hand to indicate he should magically zap away her problems.

“I’m afraid you’re asking too much,” Omen said regretfully. “I don’t have the resources to wipe records from the FBI databases and make your deeds vanish.”

Zaida pouted even more. “You owe me, Omen,” she said, tone turning hard. “I helped you slay your master and hid the truth of your crime. It’s forbidden for vampires to murder their sires.”

Omen hunched his shoulders, hating the fact that the siren knew his deepest, darkest secret. “I’m aware that I owe you,” he conceded. “But you should have covered your tracks better. Times have changed and the humans’ technology has evolved. We must strive harder to remain unnoticed.”

“Don’t scold me like I’m a child,” Zaida snapped, long fingernails tapping on her armrests. She crossed her legs and the slit in her dress revealed her leg up to her hip. His eyes dropped to her creamy skin and she flicked her dress shut again. “You need to fix this before they turn up on my doorstep with guns and flamethrowers,” she said icily. They were the modern equivalent of pitchforks and flaming torches that were used against them by their enemies in the past.

Omen sighed and gripped the armrests of his chair. “I can’t fix this,” he admitted. “No one has the power to make your problems disappear. The only thing you can do now is run before the FBI find you.”

“That’s not good enough!” Zaida screamed, losing control of her pheromones. “You will do as I say and you will fix this for me!”

Omen fell out of the chair and thudded to his knees. Putting his hands over his face, he desperately tried to keep her power from invading his mind. Sirens ruled with lust rather than mind control, but it was just as effective. Unfortunately for Zaida, Omen was already addicted to a creature who was far more powerful than she could ever hope to be.

Zaida rose to her feet and stalked over to the kneeling vampire, gloating at her victory. She curled her fingers into his hair and jerked his head back. Instead of utter devotion, she saw rage and hunger swirling in his eyes. His fangs elongated and he snarled. The siren sucked in a breath to scream as he yanked her to her knees and bit into her neck.

Everything was a blur after that. Omen gulped down Zaida’s blood until hands dragged him off her. The siren was shrieking at her male harem, ordering them to kill Omen. She clamped a hand over the wound on her neck that was bleeding heavily.

Omen had to fight his way through the crazed humans, snapping their bones with his hands and feet. The combination of siren pheromones and Harmoni’s allure had done something to his mind. Close to insanity, the vampire went on a rampage.

He’d woken up a few minutes ago and his memories had come flooding back. Omen groaned, feeling sick to his stomach. He’d never ingested siren blood before, but it didn’t seem to be sitting well with him. Smelling dirt and damp, he opened his eyes to find he’d crawled beneath a house.

“Where am I?” he whispered, reaching for his phone. The pocket where he’d kept it was torn. The device was gone, lost somewhere during his murder spree no doubt. His wallet was missing as well.

Blood covered his face, hands and clothes. It smelled like a mixture of siren and human blood. Zaida hadn’t been the only woman he’d sunk his fangs into last night. He dimly remembered racing from the siren’s property, heading for the closest town. Omen knew he’d murdered at least three women, tearing their throats out in his eagerness to feed. There might have been more victims, but it was a blank.

The vampire crawled out from beneath the house, body jerking and twitching from withdrawals. Not even glutting himself to the point of vomiting had eased his thirst for Harmoni’s blood. He needed it like any junkie needed their drug of choice.

Red and blue lights flashed from a police patrol car. Omen sank down to his haunches so he was hidden by the fence. The car drove past, spotlight on the top of the roof probing the shadows. He knew without a doubt that he was the creature they were hunting.

“Zaida should thank me,” Omen muttered when he overheard the cops talking as they drove past. “The FBI now thinks I’m the serial killer, so she’s off the hook.” They’d been looking for a male and he’d been seen by several witnesses. There was no doubt that a vampire had killed the humans they’d found. He’d left too much evidence behind. The cops thought he’d snapped and had switched to slaughtering women rather than men. They’d figured he’d slit the throats of the former victims to hide what sort of creature had killed them.

Gut clenching in withdrawals, Omen remained in a crouch long after the danger had passed. He was far from home and he’d lost his phone and his money. His mind was disjointed and thinking was hard. Misery washed over him. He cursed himself again for making a deal with Harmoni to drink four mouthfuls of her blood. It was her fault he was in this condition. She should have known better than to allow him to ingest so much of the ambrosia that ran through her veins.

He couldn’t take his anguish out on her, so he would have to direct it at the helpless humans instead. Surging to his feet, Omen went in search of fresh victims.
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BROOKE AND FLORENCE stayed behind as Girard drove the rest of us to the airfield. The jet took to the air straight away, carrying us to the location the pilot couldn’t remember visiting recently. Omen had left his black limo in the small hangar where it was out of sight and out of the weather. Girard arranged for a minivan to be waiting for us at our destination. It was silver for a change.

No one had slept much on the jet. I’d only dozed lightly and Ares’ sleep had been just as shallow. Neither of us ended up in the crystal palace. Noah fired up his laptop as soon as we disembarked and climbed into the van. “Uh, oh,” he said a few minutes after we hit the road.

“What’s wrong?” Phoebe asked, frowning at his dire tone.

“I think our boss has gone off the deep end,” Noah said in dread. “Someone slaughtered six women last night in a town close to where Zaida lives. Ten more have been found so far tonight. The FBI are now looking for a vampire serial killer.”

“Awesome,” I groaned in disbelief. “What the hell was he thinking?”

Girard came to the vamp’s defense. “It might not be Omen who killed them,” he said with a scowl. “It could be another vampire.”

“We all know it was Omen,” Meredith said with an eyeroll. “It’s too coincidental that sixteen women were murdered by a bloodsucker right after he came here.”

“Let’s find him and get the facts before we decide he’s guilty,” our mentor insisted.

“What will we do if he’s responsible for their deaths?” Ares asked, leaning forward so his face was only inches from mine.

“I don’t know,” Girard admitted, gripping the steering wheel tightly. “Why don’t you kids try to get some sleep? It’ll take a couple of hours to reach Zaida’s property.”

I nodded at the others when they glanced at me, knowing Girard wanted time to think without being badgered. There was no way any of us were going to fall asleep, but we gave him the peace and quiet he needed.

Dawn was only a couple of hours away when we reached the siren’s remote home. We gave up on the pretense of sleep when Girard slowed the minivan down. “We’re here,” he said quietly, stopping a mile from the mansion Noah had searched for online.

“We’ll go closer on foot,” I said, taking charge like this was just a normal mission. “Wear your balaclavas and gloves,” I reminded everyone. I’d cast glamor on us all, but it was tricky dealing with sirens. It would be wise to hide our identities just in case something went wrong. “I want the men to hang back,” I added.

“You don’t have to tell us twice,” Noah agreed.

We climbed out and pulled on our balaclavas and gloves. Snow covered the ground, making it impossible for us to sneak. We took off running, with Phoebe and Meredith flanking me as we closed in on the property.

“It reeks of siren pheromones,” Meredith muttered and signaled for the men to stop. Girard, Ares and Noah skidded to a halt, then backed away when they caught a whiff of Zaida’s scent.

“She’s a lot stronger than Selene,” Ares said. “We shouldn’t get any closer, or the siren’s allure will take over our minds.” He’d been ensnared the last time we’d dealt with a siren. He didn’t want to fall beneath another one’s spell.

“We’ve got this,” I said to the guys, then the fire demon and wolf shifter followed me closer to the boundary of the creature’s lair.

“Can you sense Omen anywhere nearby?” Meredith whispered.

I sent out my senses, delving the mansion that was hidden by trees. “He’s not here,” I replied. “But something happened that’s got Zaida all worked up.”

“Did our boss snap?” Phoebe joked.

“Yeah,” I said grimly, scanning the siren. She was just within my range. “Omen couldn’t make her problems disappear, so she lost her temper,” I reported. “She attempted to control him with her pheromones, but it didn’t work. He tried to drain her and she had to force her male harem to save her life. Omen killed most of them before he sprinted away.”

“He’s definitely the rogue bloodsucker,” Meredith figured with a grimace.

“Does this mean we get to hunt him down and eradicate him?” Phoebe asked in a hopeful tone.

“No!” Girard called out, proving just how good shifters’ hearing was. “We’ll talk to him first!” he added.

My bestie huffed out a sigh and mumbled something beneath her breath.

“Omen dropped his phone and wallet during the scuffle,” I said, picking up on the thought from Zaida. The siren was nocturnal out of choice and was too worked up to sleep. “We’ll need to retrieve them from her,” I added.

“Why?” Meredith asked.

“She’s going to use them to frame Omen for all the murders she’s committed in this area,” I replied dourly. “She’s planning to head to town when she wakes up later this afternoon. Her plan is to leave them near one of the murder sites.”

“What a conniving cow,” Phoebe said almost in admiration. “The FBI will stop looking for her now that a scapegoat has idiotically served himself up to them on a platter.”

We snickered quietly, then headed back to the guys.

Girard held his hand up to stop us. “That’s close enough,” he said. “You smell like the siren.”

Ares was right about Zaida being far stronger than Selene. They could detect her scent on us even though we hadn’t even entered her grounds yet.

“Maybe I should go in alone,” I suggested, casting a look at the six-foot high wooden fence over my shoulder.

“No way,” Phoebe said, shaking her head in denial. “We’re not letting you go in there on your own.”

“Zaida can’t control me, since I’m not a man,” I argued. “I’ll wait until she’s asleep, then sneak in and steal Omen’s phone and wallet. She’ll never even know I was there.”

“What about her harem?” Meredith asked.

“Most of them are dead,” I replied. “The survivors buried the fallen rather than dumping them in the woods far from her property like they usually do. Zaida doesn’t want any heat to come back on her after Omen’s been framed.”

“Will you be able to use mind control on the dudes who are still alive?” Noah called out.

“Probably,” I figured with a shrug. “If not, I’ll evade them and be in and out before they even know I’m here.”

“I don’t like this plan,” Ares said uneasily.

“We can’t let the siren frame our boss,” Girard said with a scowl. “Omen will never be safe again once the human authorities learn of his existence.”

His loyalty was to me, since I was his alpha, but he’d worked for the leech for two centuries. He gave me a pleading look and I caved in.

“We’re not turning our backs on him yet,” I agreed.

“He’s gone rogue, Harm,” Noah pointed out. “He’s a danger to all of us now that he’s drawn attention to our kind again.”

“The FBI and the cops haven’t discovered his identity yet,” I said. “Let’s hope he has enough presence of mind to stay out of sight until we can find him.”

None of us had high hopes about that, since it appeared that Omen had lost his damn mind. We would have to take this one step at a time.
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ZAIDA FINALLY WENT to bed at dawn and I went on the move. Her security system was good, but it couldn’t stand up to someone with my unique talents. I infiltrated her alarm and shorted it out, making sure it didn’t notify the security company in the process. I cast glamor on the cameras as well.

Siren pheromones hung thick in the air as I vaulted over the gate. Zaida only had five men left of her harem now that the rest had been decimated. One stood guard inside, half asleep in his chair in the living room. The others were in bed with their mistress.

The front door was locked when I tried the handle. I glanced towards the fence even though I knew none of my friends were close enough to see me. Ares and Girard still didn’t know about my special talent yet. I trusted them both, but this was a secret I wasn’t willing to divulge to anyone except Phoebe, Meredith and Noah.

I took my glove off and put my hand on the glass panel in the center of the door. It was far too tiny for even a young child to squeeze through. Size didn’t matter when it came to my magic. All I needed was to be able to see my reflection. In the blink of an eye, I was standing inside the entrance to the house with my hand pressed on the other side of the glass. My magic erased my fingerprints and I tugged my glove back on.

The blood had been cleaned up, but I could still smell faint traces of it. “Omen must have caused a bloodbath in here,” I murmured.

My curiosity was too strong to resist, so I pulled my sleeve up just enough to expose my wrist. Touching it to the door, I cast the spell to see into the past. Omen appeared right in front of me, scarlet irises huge and his pupils mere pinpricks. His orbs were pulsing with the power he’d gained from drinking the siren’s blood.

I watched the battle in reverse as he tore limbs from bodies, snapped necks with a single blow and kicked his foes hard enough to rupture their organs. Following the fight down the hallway to the right, I ended up in a small sitting room. Starting the spell from the beginning, I watched Omen argue with Zaida. She was beautiful and about my height. There was no sound, but I already knew what had happened. She’d demanded Omen repay the debt he owed her, but he hadn’t been able to comply. Their short argument had ended in the vampire latching onto her with his fangs.

It was disturbing to see my employer lose all control. Omen had almost drained the siren before her henchmen had managed to tear him off her. He’d smashed his way clear of them, destroying everyone who stood in his path. I was pretty sure he would have torn the door from its hinges if it had been locked when he’d reached it.

“What a mess,” I whispered with a grimace, rewinding the images to examine the bodies sprawled in the room and hallway. The floor, walls and furniture had been meticulously scrubbed clean, but some stains were permanent. A forensic blacklight would light up like a Christmas tree in here.

Zaida’s bedroom was towards the back of the house. I followed her increasingly strong scent along some hallways to her master suite. The bedrooms where most of her men had slept looked like an army barracks with bunkbeds installed. I had no doubt she would replenish her harem once Omen had been found and the heat died down.

The siren was deeply asleep by now. I crept to her door and eased it open. The shades were drawn and the room was dark. There were no windows in the hallway and I’d left the light off, so I slipped inside without alerting her.

Zaida and her men lay in a tangle of naked limbs. A bandage covered the wounds on her neck. The room was warm, thanks to central heating. I felt a bit hot in my puffer jacket. My face and hands began sweating beneath my balaclava and gloves.

It was lucky I’d picked up where she’d stashed the bloodsucker’s belongings before she’d gone to sleep. I wouldn’t have been able to retrieve them if I hadn’t scanned her mind, at least not without Noah’s help. Omen’s phone and wallet were in a safe that was hidden behind a painting. I paused to examine the gorgeous old mansion that was surrounded by a sea of yellow roses. It seemed too whimsical for the psycho serial killer, but I couldn’t deny that Zaida had good taste in art and furnishings.

Moving as quietly as I could, I found the latch to open the painting. The hinges creaked slightly and I glanced at the bed. The siren and humans didn’t stir, so I opened the painting all the way. Using the combination I’d gleaned from Zaida’s mind, I unlocked the safe. I winced when it clicked loudly as I opened the door.

Zaida shifted at the small noise. Her mind was uneasy as she began to sense an intruder was near. I sent a calming thought to her and it had the opposite effect of what I’d intended. The siren snapped awake and screeched when she saw me. “Kill the thief!” she ordered her servants.

I grabbed Omen’s belongings and stuffed them into my backpack. My mind control didn’t work on the humans as they leaped out of bed and rushed towards me. The siren’s pheromones were too strong. Zaida snatched up a black silk robe from the end of the bed, trying and failing to subdue me with her own brand of magic.

Shoving the closest man away, he collided with the other three and they all went down. Zaida was faster than I’d expected. She was right on my heels when I raced out of her bedroom. Her hand caught hold of my backpack and she pulled me backwards.

“Give me back my property!” the siren snarled in rage, clawing at my eyes when I spun around to face her.

Fending her off with one arm, I yanked my backpack free from her grasp. “The phone and wallet don’t belong to you,” I denied, then swept her legs out from beneath her with my foot. She fell to the floor, cursing me in several languages.

I took off again, backtracking to the front door. I didn’t bother with stealth this time, since Zaida was hot on my trail again. With a hard pull of the door handle, the locks broke and I raced outside. I tried to use mind control on her, but she was too strong. She paused to pick up a rock and hurled it at me. I ducked it, knowing exactly what she intended to do. My snort of laughter infuriated her even more.

All five of her henchmen emerged from the house. Only one of them was dressed. They pounded after me as I sprinted to the gate. “Run!” I shouted at my friends, almost losing my balance when I skidded on a patch of ice on the driveway.

Zaida caught up to me before I could scramble over the gate. I managed to toss my backpack over the barrier, then her fist was rushing towards my face. Dodging the blow, I shoved her hard and she staggered backwards. Siren pheromones poured from her, drenching us both. “Come to me!” she screamed, sensing three strange men near her property.

“Uh, oh,” I muttered when I picked up that Girard and Noah had fallen beneath her spell. I assumed Ares had as well.

Zaida smiled nastily. “You made a grave mistake robbing me,” she gloated, then her harem moved to surround us.
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ARES KNEW WHAT IT FELT like to be enthralled by siren pheromones and how impossible it was to resist his instincts. The distant scent of Zaida’s allure suddenly became strong, as if she was standing right in front of him. Girard’s head snapped up and he growled. He took off at a sprint, called to go to the creature’s aid. Ares and Noah were one step behind him.

“We’ve got to stop them!” Phoebe shouted as she and Meredith moved to intercept the trio.

Noah was just as spellbound, but he had a mate to distract him. Meredith streaked over, tackled the wolf into a shrub and proceeded to get him naked.

Phoebe shot twin flames from her hands, melting her gloves instantly. Ares lunged out of the way just in time to avoid catching on fire. It was only meant to slow them down, not to kill them. Girard rolled beneath the flames. He rose directly in front of the demon and gave her an uppercut that sent her flying into a tree.

Zaida called to them, drawing them to her side to rescue her from the invader. Ares scaled the gate and leaped to the ground. Five human men were lying unconscious in the snow. Harmoni was facing off against the siren. Girard landed next to Ares and snarled at the threat to Zaida.

Ares intercepted the wolf shifter as he launched himself at Harmoni. Grabbing hold of his arm, Ares swung him in a circle and threw him back over the gate.

“Obey me!” Zaida screeched, stamping her bare foot on the ground in petulant rage. Ares ignored her and ran towards Harmoni. She braced herself as he took her to the ground, mouth clashing against hers in a kiss full of desperate need.

Phoebe muttered a string of swearwords as she struggled to her feet and ran towards the gate. Girard’s wind had been knocked out of him when he’d landed on his back on the driveway. She didn’t break her stride as she clipped him in the head on her way past. Her boot knocked him out cold before he could go to the siren’s aid again. She saw Harmoni’s backpack, grabbed it and slung it over her shoulder.

The fire demon clambered over the gate and grimaced when she saw her best friend lying beneath Ares. The ash blond warrior had her pinned down on the snowy ground, kissing her passionately. From the way Harm’s hands were clutching him, she wasn’t trying to push him off. They were both wearing balaclavas, so she had to struggle not to break into laughter at their hilarious display of unbridled desire.

“I’ll kill you all for invading my home and stealing from me!” Zaida hissed in hatred.

Phoebe didn’t know much about sirens, but she hoped her allure would fade once she was dead. There was no way she could fight Ares on her own without hurting him badly. Harmoni would never forgive her if she melted her one true love’s face off. “You brought this on yourself, psycho,” she said grimly and sent a molten stream of fire at the siren.

Zaida dodged it and tried to run. Phoebe altered her aim and her foe shrieked shrilly when flames engulfed her. Nothing could have withstood the heat and her screams cut off almost immediately. The smell of charred flesh and hair made Phoebe cough and gag.

Ares was now propping himself up with one hand and was trying to undress Harmoni. Clearly, the pheromones weren’t about to fade just because Zaida had been reduced to ash and a few bones. Phoebe ran to the warrior and tossed him off her friend. “Are you okay, Harm?” she asked as Ares landed on the ground ten feet away.

“Yeah,” Harmoni replied in a dazed tone. “He didn’t hurt me.”

Ares glared daggers at the demon when he leaped to his feet. He was hard with the need to claim his mate. Harmoni took Phoebe’s hand to help her stand. He faintly felt something rush over him like a magical wind. His mind cleared, stripping the fog of lust away.

Girard groaned when he regained consciousness. “Harm? Are you okay?” he called out in alarm when he found himself alone.

“I’m fine,” she said, pulling off her balaclava, then wiping her lips with her hand.

Guilt swept through Ares as he removed his balaclava as well. “I might have infected you with iron poisoning,” he said, desolate at the thought.

Phoebe eyed him warily when he strode over, ready to step between them. “How did he snap out of Zaida’s allure so fast?” she asked.

“I zapped her pheromones off us all with magic,” Harmoni explained.

Ares took her in his arms and hugged her tightly. “I’m so sorry,” he murmured, stroking her strawberry blonde hair. A few wild strands of pink hair clung to her cheek. He brushed them away with gloved fingertips, wishing he could undo the past few minutes.

Girard kicked the gate open rather than climbing over it. He staggered over to them and Phoebe put her arm through his to support him. “Are you okay?” he asked her, gently tilting her head back and lifting her balaclava to see if he’d wounded her when he’d punched her.

“I’ve got a hard head,” the demon joked, then lightly tapped his temple. “Did I knock any sense into you, dad?”

Pulling off his balaclava, he gave her a guilty look. “The siren had total control over me. I would have killed you all to save her and I couldn’t resist her.” He had a nasty bruise and a lump on his forehead from the demon’s boot.

“It’s not your fault,” Harmoni said, pulling away from Ares. “Zaida’s too strong and I couldn’t override her commands. I’m just glad my bestie was here to save our butts again.”

Phoebe had rolled her balaclava up so it looked like a beanie. She grinned smugly and pointed at the pile of ash and bone. “She won’t be enthralling any other poor humans and adding them to her male harem ever again,” she said proudly.

Ares felt sick at the danger he’d put Harmoni in. She held his hand and could feel how badly he was shaking. It was obvious she didn’t blame him for being weak, but he loathed himself. He might have been able to resist the siren’s commands if he’d had access to his magic. He’d never felt more useless in his entire life than at this moment.

Twin cries of ecstasy sounded as the young wolves reached their climax together. Phoebe snickered, then Harmoni started giggling. Girard gave them both a stern look, then pulled them all into a hug, including Ares in his embrace. “I’m sorry, kiddos,” the wolf said, battling tears of guilt. “I failed you all.”

Harmoni sent a pulse of love through their bond. “It wasn’t your fault,” she said firmly. “None of us knew how strong Zaida was. I should have killed her before I broke into her safe.” Now she was the one who sounded guilty.

“Why didn’t you kill her?” Meredith asked as she and her mate ambled through the gate.

Noah tucked his shirt in, then zipped up his puffer jacket. They’d removed their balaclavas now that the siren was dead.

“It felt wrong to murder someone while they were asleep,” Harmoni said. “I didn’t think she would be that much of a danger. I should have known better, considering the tens of thousands of people she’s killed during the past five centuries.”

They all gaped at her in shock. “Did she murder them all herself?” Ares asked, glancing at the siren’s remains.

Harmoni shook her head. “She made most of them commit suicide when she grew tired of them. It was her form of fun.”

“What are we going to do with these guys?” Meredith asked, pointing at the five unconscious men.

“Let’s carry them inside before they get frostbite,” Girard suggested. They all grabbed hold of a human, while Harmoni used her magic to eradicate all signs of the siren’s remains.
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I WAS STILL SHAKEN up by how quickly our mission had gone south. That would teach me not to underestimate my foes in the future. Zaida had been crazy through and through and she’d also been ridiculously vain. Being laughed at had tipped her over the edge. I’d put us all in danger by not eliminating the siren. “I won’t make that mistake again,” I muttered, checking to make sure I’d erased all of her ash and bones.

“What did you say, bestie?” Phoebe asked, poking her head out through the door.

“Nothing,” I replied and trotted back to the mansion. The humans had been placed in the living room down a hallway to the left. I’d used magic to knock them out rather than my fists. “I’m going to wake them up and get them to turn the siren in,” I decided.

“Is that wise?” Girard asked skeptically.

“It’s either lay the blame on Zaida, or let Omen take the fall for the murders,” I reminded him. Neither option was preferable, considering our kind were supposed to lay low.

The TV was on and Noah gestured at it. “More bodies have been found,” he said and turned the volume on. We watched a news report of the twenty females that had been located now. Most had been in their homes. Their throats had been torn out, but they hadn’t been drained of blood. They’d bled out instead.

“No vampire could
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