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            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Being a badass witch isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be. Vampire Hunter Phoebe Kilsen’s world is falling apart. Her shifter partner has been drugged and is in danger of turning rabid, and her brother has disappeared into thin air… literally. 

      

        

      
        Just as Phoebe is on the verge of making a major breakthrough on finding her long-lost brother, a new drug is introduced into New Orleans’s black market. It’s Phoebe’s job to find out who is responsible and neutralize them before New Orleans is overrun with rabid wolves. With Eadric Allcot as her number one suspect, she finds herself once again facing down the most powerful vampire in New Orleans. But when her partner Dax is viscously attacked with the drug, she needs Allcot’s help to save him. Now she’s forced to make a choice between defying orders and saving the one she loves. The decision is an easy one for Phoebe. She’s willing to break all the rules to save Dax… and if luck is on her side, she might even find her brother.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Faint, almost undetectable footsteps echoed behind me in the still night air. If it hadn’t been for my newly spelled silver pendant that amplified noise, it’d be impossible to hear him. The vampire must’ve thought himself clever, patiently tracking me from the moment I stepped out of my car, waiting for just the right moment to get the jump on me. As if I, Phoebe Kilsen, a witch and vampire hunter for the Void, would ever be so careless.

      I held back a scoff as I entered the gardens that led to New Orleans’s oldest library. Oak trees lined the path, and heavy storm clouds blocked out the full moon. The early-summer humidity was so thick and oppressive that sweat rolled down my spine. After the shit day I’d had, all I wanted was a beer and a shower. And that was exactly what was waiting for me after I met with the swamp witch, Simone. She had a file full of research just waiting for me in the library. But first it appeared I needed to hand the stalker vamp his ass.

      Clutching my phone with one hand, I pretended to check a message as I grabbed the hilt of my silver dagger and slowed my pace. His footsteps quickened.

      Good. I’m waiting, asshole.

      After finding out another shifter had died of a suspicious drug overdose earlier that day, I was more than ready to take out my frustration on someone who deserved it. I could still see the radiant smile and sparkling blue eyes of the young barista who worked at my corner coffee shop. Her name was Rhea, and I’d gotten to know her a little bit after she started dating Leo, the young shifter my partner Dax had sort of taken under his wing.

      The pair had been sweet, completely head over heels for each other, and if I was honest, a little nauseating to witness. But even as cynical as I could sometimes be about romantic relationships, I’d been happy for them. Young love was always just so… hopeful.

      But then I’d been the one to find Rhea this morning in that back alley on vampire row, a needle jammed in her arm, her lips blue and her eyes lifeless. I hadn’t even suspected that she’d been a drug user.

      “Fuck,” I muttered, trying and failing to erase her image from my mind.

      The vampire’s sinister chuckle was a mere whisper in my ear, indicating he was right behind me.

      I spun, aiming my light-filled dagger straight for his chest. It was no surprise when he easily blocked my blow, but I was ready for him, my knee already connecting with his groin.

      “You bitch,” he snarled, holding his crotch with one hand and reaching for my neck with the other.

      I danced backward out of his reach. “Why are you following me, Tanner?”

      The moment the vamp had stumbled into the light from the nearby lamppost, I’d recognized him. He was tall and thin with beady eyes that made him resemble a weasel. And because that description also applied to his ambiguous morality, he was perfect for Allcot’s gang of henchmen.

      He took a step closer, his thin lips curving into a sinister smile as he scanned me from head to toe.

      “Take a good look, jackass,” I said, “because your eyes are about the only thing you’ll ever get to lay on me.” It was obvious that he was imagining sinking his fangs into my neck. But we both knew that if he tried that, I wouldn’t hesitate. He’d be ash in seconds.

      “Christ, Kilsen. You’ve sure got a stick up your ass tonight. What’s the problem? Does that shifter of yours need lessons on how to keep you satisfied?” He jerked his hips forward and leered at my modest cleavage peeking out from my V-neck T-shirt.

      I gave him a flat stare.

      His grin widened. “I’ve got some instructional videos. I’ll lend them to your boy, Marrok. I’m sure it’s better for everyone when you’re not so… tense.”

      Without a second thought, I let my dagger fly and was rewarded when the vampire dodged to the right, in the exact same direction I’d aimed my weapon. The vampire froze as the blade lodged in his chest, just to the left of his heart.

      I leaped forward, grabbing his neck with one hand. “How’s this for tense?” I spun him around and slammed his back into the lamppost just because I could.

      Tanner reached for the knife, no doubt desperate to get it out of his chest, but I beat him to it, wrapping my free hand around the hilt.

      “That’s what you get for spewing lewd comments about my relationship with Dax. Make one more move, and I’ll end you. All it will take is one twist of this blade and your heart will be shredded. Got it?”

      He gulped, then nodded.

      “Now, why are you following me?” I asked through clenched teeth, more than ready to be done with Allcot’s flunky. “Does your boss want something?”

      He averted his gaze and shook his head.

      “You’re lying.” I tightened my grip around his neck. None of Allcot’s people did anything without his approval. If one of his vampires was following me, the city’s most notorious vampire hunter, he’d ordered it. “What does he want?”

      “Nothing,” Tanner spat out, his voice barely audible from the force of my hold.

      I didn’t have the time or patience for this. And honestly, I didn’t give a shit what Allcot wanted. He was a selfish bastard who was only on your side when it suited his purposes. There were only two things I cared about in that moment: who was supplying the street drugs that were taking down the werewolf community and how to find my missing brother. I was already well aware Allcot either couldn’t or wouldn’t answer either question. So whatever he wanted was of no concern to me. And I was done playing with Tanner.

      But instead of using the dagger to end him as I’d threatened, I let go of the hilt and raised my wrist, exposing my magical sun agate I’d set into a leather wristband. Then I said, “Siste.”

      The brilliant white light that mimicked sunlight flared from the stone, instantly knocking the vampire out. He slid to the pavement, eyes rolled to the back of his head. His knees hit the ground, and he started to careen forward. I quickly reached for him, catching him before he fell flat onto my dagger. Killing him wasn’t in the plan. Not one of Allcot’s vamps. Taking out one of his without due cause would mean war.

      I laid him out on the sidewalk, pulled out my phone, and called the office. My handler picked up on the first ring.

      “What do you need?” Zena asked.

      “Transport crew. I’ve got a downed vamp. Knocked out, minor knife wound to the chest.” I rattled off the location and crouched near the vamp.

      “They’re on their way,” Zena confirmed. Then she added, “I see it’s been a long day for you. Try to stay out of trouble for the rest of the evening, huh?”

      I let out a humorless laugh. “I was headed to the library, Zena. Blame this one on Allcot. I don’t know what he’s up to, but I’m in no mood for his bullshit. Once they get his goon back to the Void, it’s up to the director what she wants to do with him.”

      Zena let out a low whistle. “Allcot again. He’s a piece of work.”

      “You’re telling me. I’ll be in tomorrow morning to do the paperwork,” I said. “Tell Director Halston I’ve gone home for the night.”

      “Is that where you’re going?” Zena asked, her tone skeptical.

      “Nope.”

      She chuckled. “I didn’t think so.”

      After we ended the call, I yanked my dagger out of Tanner’s chest. The wound was deep, but being that he was a vampire, there was very little blood. Good. That meant he hadn’t fed recently. Normally the wound would heal fairly quickly, but because my blade was tinged with ancient magic from my bloodline, this one would linger. A small, satisfied smile claimed my lips. One would think the vampires of New Orleans would learn. It was rare for a vamp to mess with me without earning a souvenir.

      Of course, this one had been sent by Allcot, the bastard. Just last month I’d helped him save his consort, Pandora, from certain death. You’d think that would earn me some good will from the notorious vampire. Apparently not. That was no surprise, really. Eadric Allcot, the owner of Cryrique, the most powerful vampire organization in the southern half of the country, was a ruthless bastard. He did what he wanted, when he wanted, to whomever he wanted. Loyalty only went so far. I just wondered what the hell he wanted from me.

      On any other day, I’d just show up at his compound and demand answers. But that night, I needed answers from someone else.

      The moment the transport crew arrived, I waved and took off at a dead run for the library. I had an appointment to keep. After a month of searching, I was finally going to get some answers about my brother’s disappearance.

      Exactly four weeks ago, I’d watched my brother disappear into thin air. He’d been there one minute and was gone the next. Witches could wield spells and do some amazing things, but disappearing into thin air? That was impossible. Or at least I’d thought so until I’d witnessed it with my own two eyes.

      For weeks I’d searched archived records at the Void and had put the call out for experts in vanishing spells. I’d come up completely empty. Everyone said it was impossible. Magic just didn’t work that way. But then two days ago, I’d gotten a call from a swamp witch who said she had the information I’d been looking for. But she hadn’t been willing to say anything over the phone. She said she’d be in touch on where to meet. An hour later, a messenger had shown up with a note. The only thing the note had contained was the location, the date, and the time.

      After running a thorough background check on the witch, I was certain she was the real deal. Her reputation, while eccentric, was legendary. She was in her late seventies, and her strength and knowledge were unparalleled. I hadn’t been able to find one person who’d met or heard of her who wasn’t in awe of her.

      If anyone could help me find my brother, Simone Bernard was the one. The library, an old Victorian structure, was all but hidden in the shadows. Only one light shone from the second floor, acting as a beacon. I took the porch stairs two at a time and rushed inside. Candlelight illuminated the book-filled shelves lining the foyer.

      “Simone?” I called out, slowing my pace, listening for the witch. The library was a private collection owned by the Arcane—the government paranormal investigation agency I worked for. The Arcane oversaw all paranormal activity. I worked for the Void division, the undercover branch that moved in the shadows.

      I’d been to the library before, but since most, if not all, of the records the library held had been scanned into the computers and housed at the office, it wasn’t a place I frequented on a regular basis.

      Simone didn’t answer. Hadn’t she said to meet her in the front parlor? I quickly slipped into the room to the right and scanned the darkened space. There was a couch and two club chairs in the middle with books lining the walls. No Simone.

      If she’d already left, Tanner was going to wish he’d never crossed my path. Deep in my gut, I knew time wasn’t on my side. The longer my brother Seth was missing, the harder it was going to be to find him. We’d already spent eight years apart before he’d suddenly shown up in New Orleans last month. I wasn’t going to spend the next eight wondering what had happened to him.

      Remembering the light in the second-floor window, I headed up the stairs. The soft candlelight flickered from a room at the end of the hall, and I followed it like a moth to a flame.

      “Simone?” I called again just before I reached the doorway. The sticky presence of magic in the air made my skin tingle, alerting me to the presence of another witch. The tension drained out of my shoulders. The magic was so strong—she had to be in there.

      No answer.

      I quickly scanned the room, seeing no one. But still the magic lingered. I moved into the room and as I passed a large wooden desk, I spotted her. She was lying on the ground, blood trickling from her neck.

      “Son of a— Goddamn it!” Rushing to her side, the first thing I noticed was the savage bite on her neck. “Vampire,” I whispered. There was no doubt. The two puncture wounds told me everything I needed to know. I automatically reached for her wrist to check her pulse. And that’s when I saw the neon-green syringe clutched in her hand.

      It was the same unusual type of syringe that had been attached to the needle stuck in Rhea’s arm that morning.
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      “Forget the vamp,” I gasped out, still out of breath from running down the stairs and out the front door of the library with Simone’s limp body in my arms. “She’s alive, but she needs blood. Now!”

      The two medics from the transport team looked up from the gurney they were already rolling toward the van. Tanner was strapped down and still knocked out. If they’d done their job correctly, he was in no danger of going anywhere even if he woke from my spell.

      “Jesus,” Finn said as he rushed to my side and focused on the gash in her neck. He glanced back at Tanner. “Did that vamp do this?”

      “I don’t know.” Had he? “I don’t think so. Tanner was following me into the gardens. But he could’ve been the distraction while one of Allcot’s other vampires attacked her.”

      “I’ve got to get her to the van. I can start a transfusion in there on the way back to the Void.” Finn took Simone from my arms and rushed her out of the garden.

      I watched him leave, then turned my attention to Tanner, who was still passed out on the gurney. “Did you check his pockets?”

      Victoria nodded. “We didn’t find anything too unusual. There’s an evidence bag at his feet.”

      I grabbed the clear plastic bag while the other witch continued to roll Tanner out of the gates and onto the brick sidewalk.

      “We did find a couple of condoms though.” She shook her head, looking disgusted. “The only reason vamps keep those on them is if they refuse to disclose their vamp status.”

      “Jackass.” I had no trouble believing Tanner would pretend to be something he wasn’t. Vampires didn’t carry disease, and they couldn’t get anyone pregnant. If he was wearing a condom, it was only because he didn’t want his partner to know he had fangs. And if a vamp had just fed, his partner wouldn’t have any reason to believe he was anything other than human. Fresh blood warmed a vampire right up and gave him a rosy glow. Shaking my head, I studied the contents of the evidence bag. Other than the condoms, there wasn’t anything unusual… or was there? I took a closer look, then pointed to a small container that at first glance looked like a mint tin. “Is this what I think it is?”

      She nodded. “It has traces of red powder. We still need to test it, but I’m pretty sure it’s that new street drug. Scarlet is what they’re calling it.”

      It was the same drug that had killed Rhea. I knew it well. It was an extra-potent drug that was a manufactured mirror of opium and strong enough that it worked on vampires and shifters. If humans took it, the dose was often fatal. Our bodies just couldn’t handle it. “You need to run a tox screen on Simone as soon as possible. If this is in her system—” I pulled the syringe that she’d been clutching out of my pocket and showed it to Victoria. “She was holding this.”

      “Shit!” Victoria took off at a dead run.

      I glanced once at Tanner, who was still passed out, and sprinted after her. Finn already had Simone in the van. Victoria jumped in and said, “She needs a Scarlet detox shot now!”

      Finn’s lips pressed into a thin line as he immediately rummaged in his emergency bag and pulled out a syringe. Without another word, he jabbed the needle into Simone’s chest.

      The witch’s eyes flew open as she sucked in a gasp of air. In the next moment, Simone’s eyes rolled into the back of her head and she went limp.

      “Whoa. What the hell was that?” I asked, climbing into the van to get a better look.

      “Special antidote. If she’s been drugged with Scarlet, there was no time to do a tox screen or administer an IV.” Victoria whipped out a stethoscope and listened carefully to Simone’s heart. She closed her eyes, and after a moment she nodded. “Heart rate is up, but that’s to be expected. Let’s get her out of here. She needs a full workup.”

      Finn checked her pupils, noted her pulse rate, then turned to me. “Did you see her take the drug?”

      I shook my head. “No.” I produced the green syringe, handing it to him. “It’s empty, but I’ve only seen this type of green syringe once before. This morning. A young shifter had one stuck in her arm. It was a Scarlet overdose.”

      Both of the Void employees stared at me, their eyes asking the question neither of them wanted to voice.

      “I found her too late.”

      Victoria nodded and held out an evidence bag to Finn. He dropped the syringe inside, and as I watched them work, I had an overwhelming urge to wash my hands… or take a scalding-hot shower. I didn’t want to be anywhere near that drug. It was extremely dangerous to anyone who wasn’t immortal.

      I hopped out of the van. “I’ll get Tanner.”

      “Leave him,” Finn said, reaching to close one of the back doors. “I already have backup on the way.”

      “I’ll stay.” I was unwilling to leave an unconscious vampire out on the street. There was no telling what could happen if he woke up. Or worse, if some clueless do-gooder stumbled upon him.

      “Suit yourself. See you back at the office.” The other door slammed shut and the van took off, its lights flashing as the sirens rang in my ears.

      I walked back over to Tanner, glanced down at his beady-eyed face, and felt my gut churn. The green syringes weren’t just a coincidence. I was sure of it. And that meant there was some sort of a connection between Rhea’s overdose and Simone’s attack. I prayed Simone would be awake and have some information when I got back to the Void. Because whoever was responsible for this… I was going to make them pay.
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      I sat next to Tanner’s cell, drumming my fingernails on the small portable table. The vampire was awake, but he was lying down, staring at the ceiling, pretending he hadn’t noticed me. I knew better. He was grinding his teeth to the beat of my drumming.

      “The sooner you tell me why you attacked Simone, the sooner we can end this torture,” I said, eyeing the pouch of blood the guard had brought for him. I’d confiscated it, refusing to let him feed until he answered my questions.

      Nothing. No reaction.

      I made a notation of the time and his nonresponse just as I had each time I’d asked over the past two hours. He was consistent at least. Always silent, no denials. “When’s the last time you fed?” I glanced at the clock on the wall. “Twelve hours?” That was how long it’d been since I found Simone.

      Still no response, but he did glance over at the clock, then at the pouch of blood sitting on the floor next to me.

      “Hungry?” I asked.

      His eyes darted to the pouch again. Then he growled.

      “Just answer my questions and I’ll let you feed.”

      “Kilsen,” a familiar, angry voice said from behind me.

      Dammit. I stood and turned my attention to Eadric Allcot. He was dressed in an expensive suit, his blond hair slicked back. He’d been turned in his late teens, but despite his young appearance, he exuded power and had an arrogance that only the powerful seemed to possess. The vampire towered over me, his angular jaw clenched as he glared at me.

      “Eadric,” I said, unfazed by his presence. “What can I do for you this morning?”

      “You can let my employee out of that cage.” His eyes flickered to the blood pouch. His expression turned darker. “Since when is it acceptable to attack a vampire without provocation?”

      “Oh, I was provoked.” I crossed my arms over my chest and stared him in the eye, noting his gray eyes had almost turned black with anger. He wasn’t wearing the colored contacts he’d become so fond of recently. Good. It made it easier to read his mood. “You can bet on that. Next time you want me for something, why don’t you try a phone call?”

      His brow wrinkled for just a moment before it smoothed out and his expression turned blank. “I didn’t send Tanner to find you.”

      “Then why was he stalking me?” I asked, casting a glance at the incarcerated vampire.

      “I wasn’t stalking you,” Tanner said with a sneer as he rubbed the hole in his chest. “Why would anyone stalk a crazy bitch like you?”

      My fingers curled into fists. “You tell me, Tanner. Why was it I could feel your stale-ass breath on my neck right before I jammed my knee in your balls?”

      Allcot cocked an eyebrow in his flunky’s direction.

      Tanner raised both hands and shrugged. “I was just bored and fucking around. She’s the one who attacked me. I never laid a finger on her.”

      I opened my mouth to protest but closed it when the director suddenly slipped through the door, her eyes narrowed and her lips pressed into a thin line. What was Director Halston doing down in the basement?

      “Kilsen, let the vampire go,” she ordered, her blue fae wings fluttering in agitation.

      “But—”

      “He’s right,” she barked, cutting me off. The small fae was barely five feet tall, but her confidence and take-charge demeanor always seemed to fill the room. “It says right here in the report you signed that the vampire in question never even touched you before you buried your knife in his chest. You’re lucky you don’t have a lawsuit on your hands.”

      “I never said I wouldn’t sue.” Tanner was on his feet, a gleam shining in his dark eyes. He raked his gaze over me again and added in a disturbingly seductive voice, “But if you want to settle, I’m open to negotiations.”

      His words made my skin crawl. The problem with vamps like him was that it was all fun and games until it wasn’t. All too often their “fun” turned into assault. And while I could certainly handle him on any given day, most of the women walking the streets of New Orleans weren’t Void-trained witches who could bring a vamp to his knees with just one spell. “If I ever hear you speaking to me or anyone else like that again, you’re going to have much bigger problems than a hole in your chest, got it?” I said, letting my gaze linger on his crotch.

      His gaze followed mine, and he growled as he took a step back as if I’d already cursed him.

      “That’s enough,” Allcot said. “Tanner, you aren’t going to sue Kilsen, and she isn’t going to curse your dick.” The head of Cryrique glanced over at me. “And you aren’t going to go around stabbing my people either. Otherwise, you and I are going to have a problem. Got it?”

      I scowled at him. “Just keep your people away from me. I don’t appreciate being harassed while I’m doing my job.”

      “Understood.” Allcot nodded at the door to the cell. “Now release my employee before I get impatient.”

      Arrogant Jackass. What was he even doing there? Bailing a minion out of jail wasn’t usually on Allcot’s personal to-do list. There were others he usually sent in his place. I glanced between them, trying to work out what made Tanner so special. Last I knew, he was just a vampire who worked security at the Red Door, Allcot’s nightclub over in vampire territory.

      Director Halston let out an impatient sigh. “Kilsen, release the vampire.”

      I gritted my teeth and punched the code into the security panel. The buzzer went off and the door slid open. Tanner stalked out of the cell, grabbed the blood pouch at my feet, and tore into it.

      Allcot waited patiently for his employee to finish his breakfast, then told him, “Kilsen is off-limits. Get in her way again and I’ll leave you here.”

      Without another word, the pair strode out the door and up the stairs. I turned to the director. “What the hell was that about? That vampire is a suspect in the attack on Simone.”

      She shoved her hands into the pockets of her white lab coat. “How so? He obviously hadn’t fed recently. And thanks to your overzealous attack, we don’t have anything else that will stick either. Reread the report, Kilsen. Tell me where it says the vampire attacked you. Or even threatened to attack you.”

      I didn’t need to. She was right. Tanner had pissed me off by invading my personal space and being a general jackass, but he hadn’t actually touched me. I’d made the first move. And even then, all he’d done was defend himself. “Shit,” I muttered, running a hand through my long dark hair. “You’re right. But we both know he was up to something. Allcot’s vampires know better than to mess with me.”

      “If they didn’t before, they sure as hell do now,” she said, already striding out of the room. “Clean yourself up and meet me in my office in ten minutes.”

      I glanced down at my bloodstained T-shirt and grimaced. It had to be from when I’d carried Simone. I’d been at the Void all night doing paperwork, checking on Simone, and interrogating Tanner, and I hadn’t even noticed.

      The sound of the clock ticking in the silent room drew my attention. It was just past nine. And well past the time Dax would’ve shown up at my house to pick me up for work. I took the stairs two at a time and ran into the locker room. I wasted no time stripping and jumping into the shower. Five minutes later, my hair still dripping, I pulled clean clothes from my locker and glanced at my phone. Eight texts, two messages, and five missed phone calls.

      “Shit,” I muttered. Willow and Dax were losing their minds because I hadn’t come home the night before and hadn’t answered either of their calls. After pulling on fresh jeans and a plain black tee, I texted both of them, letting them know I was at the office.

      Dax texted back immediately. Your brother has been sighted.
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      My heart stopped, then got lodged in my throat as I typed back. Where?

      I stared at my phone, clutching the device so tightly I was sure my hand would cramp. No response.

      Dax?

      Nothing. Too impatient to wait, I pulled up his name and hit Call. It went straight to voice mail. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said into the phone. “You can’t just text me that Seth has been sighted and then nothing. Call me back ASAP.”

      After I ended the call, I checked my text messages again and scowled at the lack of response. “Dax had better be either incapacitated or beating the shit out of some rogue vampire. Otherwise, I’m going to kick his ass.”

      “It must suck to be your partner,” a woman with short red hair said as she glided into the dressing area. The witch was a new tracker who’d just started with the Void a few months ago. “What are you going to do next? Stab him in the chest? I never thought the badass Phoebe Kilsen would let some two-bit bouncer get under her skin.”

      I scowled at her but said nothing, unwilling to take her bait. There was no doubt my fuckup with Tanner was flying through the gossip mill like wildfire.

      “Watch it,” Sabastian, the witch’s partner, said from behind her. “Kilsen has been in rare form lately. You don’t want to fuck with her.” The tall, wide-shouldered shifter winked at me as he handed the witch a file. “Besides, you don’t want to get on the bad side of the witch who has the highest vampire-takedown rate in the entire organization.”

      “She what?” The witch turned to stare at me, her mouth open.

      I gave her a tight smile, nodded at Sabastian, and then took off. Who cared about my record? I hadn’t gotten to Simone soon enough, and she was still lying unconscious in one of the med units. Meanwhile, someone had spotted my missing brother. Records didn’t mean shit to me.

      The fluorescent lights flickered in the stark white halls of the Void building as I hurried upstairs to Halston’s office.

      “You’re late,” the director barked from where she stood behind her desk. Her frizzy gray hair was pulled back, and she was wearing black-rimmed glasses as she studied a file.

      “My apologies. I was—”

      “Never mind.” She waved a hand. “Sit down.”

      “I’ll stand.”

      She pierced me with her dark eyes. “You’re agitated.”

      I shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t trust Allcot. A young shifter, who I’m not at all convinced was a drug addict, died of an overdose, and a powerful swamp witch was attacked while waiting for me in the Arcane library. I don’t know how it all adds up, but my gut says it’s all connected. And we just let Allcot take one of his vamps out of here without answering any questions. So yeah, I’m agitated.”

      “Good. Because I think you’re right. Something is fishy, and it looks like Cryrique is right in the middle of it.” She passed me the very thin file. “Here’s a list of shifters who’ve suffered drug overdoses in the past two weeks. Five barely survived. The other three have perished. I want you and Marrok to follow up on all of them. Find out who their dealers are, if they were regular users, and any other relevant details of their lives. If I’m correct about my suspicions, then someone is using a modified and deadly version of Scarlet to deliberately try to purge this city of shifters.”

      I glanced at the file. There were eight victims listed. Rhea’s name was at the bottom. I sucked in a sharp breath. If someone had deliberately killed Rhea, I was going to produce their head on a silver platter. “By somebody, do you mean Allcot?”

      “Maybe. It’s hard to say. Just follow the leads and report back to me.” She pulled out her chair and sat at the desk as she punched a few keys on her computer. “Fill in Marrok when he finally deigns to grace us with his presence. If Allcot or any of his employees are involved, do not make a move before you inform me. Understood?”

      “Understood.”

      She gave me a short nod as she picked up her phone and instructed her assistant to get a director from another
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