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        Drake Vohjol is a centuries-old vampire with a single mission: grow his blood-for-sale business. He’s not interested in becoming a patron to a fledgling human woman who needs help developing mysterious skills.

      

      

      

      
        
        Unfortunately for him, he’s a vampire of his word, so when he is accidentally assigned to become patron to one of those Chosen humans, he grudgingly does as is required, not expecting Kartina Gomez, a stunning, innocent young woman who, skills or no, he wants in his bed.

      

      

      

      
        
        Except the rules are clear: the relationship between patron and Chosen must remain strictly professional.

      

      

      

      
        
        For this Viking-turned-vampire, raiding and pillaging wasn’t half as challenging as keeping his hands—and fangs—away from Kartina.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Drake

          

        

      

    

    
      These meetings were always so bloody boring. Oh, wait. Technically, they weren’t actually meetings.

      But what else did you call a regular gathering of a bunch of vampires all together in one room, all talking about the same subject?

      No one was taking notes, but all that meant was, these meetings that weren’t actually meetings were really just secret meetings.

      While some white-haired vampire who was probably a thousand years older than even my sire droned on about Ouroboros and the Chosen and who the hell knew what else, my gaze drifted about the room.

      We were technically not-meeting in a building on the riverfront that was normally used for wedding receptions and other human celebrations. The interior was bright and warm and festive, with twinkling lights twined ’round the rafters and fresh flowers as centerpieces. An amusing contrast to all the mostly drab vampires lounging about on chairs with too-thin cushioned seats.

      The view over the Detroit River was impressive, though, even at night. I’ve had a love of the sea, or any water, really, since my days as a Viking raider, before Norway was a country and Christianity had begun permeating every continent in the world.

      What I wouldn’t give to board that vessel tied to the dock out there and motor away from this completely useless non-meeting.

      “Drake?”

      My attention jerked back to the speaker, who was giving me a look indicating he’d asked a question and I was expected to answer.

      “Yes?” I asked. I hadn’t heard a word he’d said in at least five minutes.

      “Excellent,” he said, clapping his hands and grinning like a child who’d just won a contest. “Did you note that, André?”

      My gaze snapped to the young vampire at the speaker’s elbow. I thought there was no note-taking in these gatherings?

      I turned to Silas, my sire. He was the only reason I ever attended these meetings. He claimed they were good for my status within vampire society. A status I cared nothing about, except that I needed it in order to ensure my business was successful. Stupid politics. Stupid marketing.

      Silas’s wide eyes and the thoughtful slant of his mouth sent alarms bells clanging in my head.

      “What did I miss?” I asked.

      He stood and dropped a hand to my shoulder. All the other vampires had begun moving about the room. Apparently, the non-meeting had been adjourned.

      “Let’s go get a nip, and then I’ll fill you in. It’s best if you hear this news on a full stomach.”

      We followed the crush of vampires as they made their way down a wide set of stairs to the lower level. Another reception room, except this one was set up like an actual reception. There were two bars, manned by humans wearing tuxedos, and a bevy of additional humans, all wandering about, offering themselves up as dinner.

      The entrées were all dressed impeccably in high-end evening wear, as was required for this job. They all had inviting smiles, and when a vampire approached, they nodded and offered their neck or sometimes their wrist if that was the vampire’s preference.

      I was pleased with the selections for this particular evening. These humans were all mine—rather, they all worked for me. I ran a blood donation for vampires business called Drake’s Drinks.

      Yes, I was aware of how silly the name was, but the marketing company I’d consulted had assured me that the campy moniker would draw attention, and they hadn’t been wrong. My blood donation business was the largest, most in-demand in the city of Detroit. It was also the most expensive, because, well, one was expected to pay a premium for quality.

      As a result, there were always sharks circling, other vampires—and sometimes humans if you could believe that—attempting to steal away the customers I’d so carefully cultivated. Hence the reason I attended these functions. Keep the vampires with clout and money happy and my company would remain at the top of the blood donations for hire list.

      I followed Silas to a man and a woman, standing together, each with a drink in their hand. The young man was attractive in a pop star icon sort of way, and the woman was elegant, in her thirties, with dark hair, burgundy lipstick, and startlingly white teeth. He was new, while she’d worked for me for nearly a decade now. One of the reasons humans liked working for me was because I always paired the newbies with a more seasoned donor for their first few parties. A sort of mentor, if you will. It helped everyone to relax and made for a positive experience for donors and vampires alike.

      Silas reached out and took the young man’s hand, turning it wrist up before lifting it to his mouth. His fangs extended, and he bit into flesh without so much as a welcome or hello. Which was perfectly acceptable. This was why these humans were here, after all.

      The woman smiled and winked at me as I walked around behind her and brushed her dark hair off her shoulder, bared thanks to a strapless gown. I stroked my fingers along the ebony skin, pleased with the trail of gooseflesh that erupted.

      The taking of blood was, more often than not, a titillating experience for both donor and vampire. Despite this knowledge, I did not run a brothel, and clandestine sexual encounters at these events were strictly forbidden. If donors and vampires wanted to make arrangements for later in the night, on their own time, I had no problem with it, and I knew it happened more often than not.

      But not at my events.

      This rule was one of the reasons I was forced to cultivate favor with organizations such as the Ouroboros. There were plenty of vampires out there who thought it was perfectly fine to attend a gathering such as this one, drink from a human, and fuck them up against a wall, all while other vampires and humans stood around watching. I enjoyed a good suck and screw as much as the next vampire, but I’d been to enough such parties to know they inevitably turned into rule-less orgies, borderline chaos, and the cleanup afterward was simply not worth the momentary pleasure. Not to mention, a fair number of the humans who applied for this job truly only wanted to give their blood, and when the reception became an orgy, someone ended up having sex with someone they didn’t want to, and, again, cleanup was a bitch.

      My fangs extended, and I pierced the woman’s neck at the hollow of her throat and took a long pull of delectable O-positive tinged with an excellent cabernet. Oh, and she had crab cakes prior to this party. I loved seafood when I was human, and I continued to appreciate the taste through a donor’s blood now that I was vampire.

      Once I had my fill, my fangs retracted, and I licked the wounds until they were healed. “Remember the rule,” I murmured near her ear. “Six donations maximum per party.”

      Any more than that and a human would be in danger of passing out from blood loss.

      She nodded and smiled, then lightly touched the young man’s arm and they both wandered away.

      Silas dabbed at his mouth with a fresh linen. “That was delightful. That young man is a virgin.”

      I watched him watch the human’s ass. No doubt Silas would proposition the new donor later tonight. I wondered if he’d say yes.

      We made our way to the bar for an after-dinner drink. Silas asked for a merlot, his favorite, while I ordered an old-fashioned. Drinks in hand, we headed out to the deck overlooking the river. Temperature fluctuations didn’t affect vampires quite like they did humans; however, we still appreciated a balmy, summer evening.

      “What is it about virgins that attracts vampires so?” I mused as I leaned my elbows on the railing and watched the dark, swirling water below.

      Silas turned his back on the river, probably because the young man was within view. “You are a twelve-hundred-year-old vampire and you are seriously asking this question?”

      I lifted one shoulder, let it drop. “I didn’t even enjoy virgins when I was human. I prefer to be with a woman who knows what she wants, who understands how to seek her own pleasure.”

      “Well, there is the first difference between us.” Silas lifted his glass in toast. “You prefer women.”

      I chuckled.

      “It is quite heady when you are with someone who needs your guidance to find that pleasure you reference. You get to teach them what to do, and in doing that, you teach them to do exactly what you want.”

      I was still dubious; teaching wasn’t something I would consider fun, certainly not while trying to get my rocks off. But I let the topic go to bring up the meeting we’d just left.

      “Now that we’ve had dinner, what was Robert so excited about in there?”

      Silas quirked a brow. “Before I tell you, tell me why you resist taking on a Chosen.”

      I blew out an exaggerated sigh. “You know I only attend these gatherings to ensure they hire my company to provide their blood donors.”

      “So you care nothing for their purpose?”

      “I’m not even sure I know their purpose.” I didn’t listen very closely at the meetings. Obviously.

      “The members of the Ouroboros Society are patrons to the Chosen because these young humans have talents and skills well beyond typical for their species. And by honing these skills, we improve our own lifestyle. And ensure there is always blood for us to consume.”

      “So it’s entirely self-serving.”

      “Isn’t everything, ultimately?”

      I grunted and took a swig from my glass.

      “Even so, the Ouroboros Society is not entirely self-serving. When we mentor a Chosen, we are helping them improve themselves as well.”

      “Didn’t Vlad take on a Chosen who was a known thief? And wasn’t he helping her to improve that particular skill?”

      “Now that she is fully trained, he loans her out to various human government organizations, and she goes undercover to help them close cases, so, yes, I’d say honing that skill was very helpful indeed.”

      I offered up another grunt. It was my go-to answer when I didn’t really have an answer to give.

      “With that said, you know as well as I that there are bad seeds in every society, and vampires are no exception.” Silas turned to fully face me, his eyes darkened, his lips a thin line.

      “I overheard some disturbing information just last night,” he said. “So I am actually quite relieved that you finally decided to take on your very first Chosen.”

      “I decided…what?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Kartina

          

        

      

    

    
      While, yes, I was glad my hometown’s reputation had improved over the last few decades, I knew firsthand that there was a long, long way to go.

      Detroit still had plenty of seedy underbelly. Sections most sane people wouldn’t consider entering unless they were packing and had a badass reputation and had others watching their backs. Even then, they didn’t always get out alive.

      Not if the person who ran that particular section of the city didn’t want them to.

      Luckily for me—if that were the right term—I had a knack for fading into the background. For being a ghost. I could slip in and out of places I wasn’t supposed to be without anyone noticing.

      It wasn’t like a talent or anything. Far from it. In fact, half the time—okay, more than half—I was scared shitless, afraid I’d get caught at any moment. And while that would mean I no longer had to do the horrible, crappy job I was paid to do, it also meant I’d be dead, and that wasn’t a particularly desirable state of being, in my opinion.

      I was a ghost was because I was so…plain.

      I could disguise myself as a man or a woman, a truck driver or teacher; anything at all, really, and no one questioned me because no one actually saw me.

      Not exactly good for one’s ego, but whatever. To be honest, I didn’t want to be noticed. The one time I had been picked out of a crowd was when I’d started down this path I now led, and frankly, I’d be happy as a lark if I could alter it and find a new meaning to my life.

      Except I couldn’t, because my employer, the one who held the keys to my life, had something of mine that he knew damn well I wouldn’t leave behind.

      Wearing a shapeless, gray sweatshirt, the hood covering my hair and half my face, of course, and men’s jeans a size too big, I made my way down the dimly lit sidewalk. I passed boarded up storefronts and heavy, metal gates pulled across others that were still in business but too afraid to be open after dark. A young guy lounged nearby, one boot resting against the brick wall behind him; he lifted a cigarette to his lips as I approached. The cherry flared bright red for a moment before he blew a cloud of smoke right into my path.

      I pegged him as a dealer, waiting on a customer.

      An old man with a scruffy beard and an unkempt afro sat half a block up, his back against that same brick wall, his cardboard “homeless, please help” sign propped in his lap.

      I dropped a ten into his cup, and he gave me a thumbs-up.

      I’d drawn attention to myself, but I couldn’t help it. I’d been in his position at one point in my life, and let me tell you, it sucks royally when you don’t know where your next meal is coming from.

      Three hookers stood on the next corner, all dressed to impress, aka, not very dressed at all. Two of them stood tall, breasts thrust out, making eye contact with the cockiness of someone who had been around the block plenty enough to be jaded, while the third was wide-eyed, her gaze darting every which way as she tugged at jean shorts with a frayed hem that left her ass cheeks hanging out.

      The two jaded ones were Jimmy’s girls, and the third, I guessed, was a new recruit. One I was confident wasn’t even eighteen, and based on her obvious unease, she probably wasn’t there willingly.

      Crap.

      This was the kind of shit Slim paid me to look for while I prowled the streets of inner city Detroit.

      What sucked was, my employer didn’t want to know about the newbie for any sort of altruistic reason, like getting her off the street before she became jaded like the other two.

      Nope.

      He wanted her for himself.

      My employer was a john, and his clientele liked them young and, preferably, inexperienced.

      He was a sick fuck. And, yeah, I helped him continue to succeed in his chosen profession. Which made me a sick fuck too, except I wasn’t doing it because I got a thrill out of making money off the backs of women who felt they had no other choice in the world.

      I did it because he was forcing me to.

      I supposed I really was lucky that I was so plain, because otherwise, I’d be out there on that street corner with the rest of them, turning tricks and handing over half my profit to Slim.

      I shuddered and shoved my hands into the front pocket of my hoodie.

      Head down but still paying attention to my surroundings, I hurried past the three women, darted across the street, and slipped into a dark alley that stank of piss and rotting food and puke. Probably should have picked a better place to hide, but it was too late to move now, because a car was pulling up to the curb in front of the hookers.

      I recognized that sleek, black Benz. It was Jimmy, Slim’s biggest competitor. The two of them were constantly warring over these few blocks, which were well-known as the place to go to pick up a ho.

      The tallest woman bent at the waist and leaned into the passenger side window. After a moment, she gestured at the young, obviously frightened girl, who hesitantly stepped up next to the hooker. Instead of bending and showing off her ass to anyone who happened by on the sidewalk, she crouched to talk to Jimmy through the open window.

      When she stood again, she was swiping at wetness on her cheeks.

      Shit, shit, shit.

      To be honest, this didn’t happen all that often. Yeah, a lot of girls started this profession way too young, but they weren’t scared out of their damn minds. They’d grown up in this area or one similar, so they knew how it was. Half the time, they were jaded before turning their first trick.

      I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t give her over to Slim. Worse still, I couldn’t leave her with Jimmy either.

      I had to help her get out. Take her to a place where I knew she would stand a chance of getting her life on track. She’d have to work her ass off, but if she was as determined as I hoped she would be, she could do it.

      Jimmy pulled away, and the tallest hooker grabbed the scared one and gave her a shake, probably telling her to quit blubbering.

      Which, of course, only made it worse.

      After an eye roll so exaggerated it could probably be seen from space, the tall one pulled something out of her pocket and held out her hand, palm up.

      Oh hell. They were going to drug up the poor girl so that she wouldn’t even be aware of what she was doing for the rest of the night.

      Son of a bitch.

      I glanced around again, trying to formulate a plan. The homeless guy would be of no use; the women would dismiss him outright. The drug dealer was still holding up the wall on the next block over, though, and he was a decent enough looking guy. Based on the clearness of his eyes and the bulk of his body, I’d say he did not use his own merchandise. Smart, and would definitely work in my favor.

      If I could convince him to help.

      Ducking my head, I jogged across the street and approached him. He didn’t even notice me until I was two feet away. Lifting his chin, he said, “What you lookin’ for?”

      “Nothing. I’m hoping you’ll help me.”

      One side of his mouth lifted into a smirk while his gaze swept over my not even remotely attractive outfit. “What kind of help you want?”

      I nodded at the three women on the corner. “I need you to draw the attention of the two older ones so I can talk to the younger one.”

      He sized up the hookers and then turned back to me. “So it’s like that, huh? You want a little something, but you’re afraid to approach. Afraid they’ll turn you down?”

      I caught myself before I rolled my eyes. What did I care if he thought I wanted to buy a prostitute for the evening? I’d never see this guy again after tonight. As long as I got the scared one to a safe place, that’s all that mattered.

      “Yeah, something like that,” I muttered.

      “How much?”

      “How much what?”

      “How much you gonna give me to walk over there and pretend like I need to pay to get laid?”

      Damn it. I don’t know why I thought the guy would do it for the hell of it. He was a drug dealer, for Christ’s sake. The only language he spoke was greenbacks.

      I fingered the stack of bills Slim had given me before I started my shift tonight. He paid me surprisingly well, given he was actually forcing me to do this job against my will. And I kept every last cent I made that didn’t go toward basic human needs, hoping that someday I’d be able to escape this life.

      Handing over even one twenty to this guy was painful.

      But if it saved that girl…

      “How much you want?” I asked wearily.

      “Hundred bucks.”

      “Jesus, dude,” I snapped, my mouth falling open.

      He laughed and then patted my arm like we were buddies. “I’m just fucking with you. Make it fifty. You’re gonna need the other fifty to convince that chick to lick you.” He spread two fingers into a V and then waggled his tongue between them.

      Ugh.

      I pulled two twenties and a ten out of my pocket and slapped them into the guy’s hand.

      “The two older ones,” I instructed. “Tell them to leave the young one behind. Just keep them distracted long enough for me to get her away.”

      He looked at me with far more wisdom in his eyes than made me comfortable while he tucked away the money. “You aren’t looking to pay for her services, are you?”

      I didn’t reply.

      “Shit. You’re gonna try to talk her out of starting up that profession. It’ll probably work, too. She’s scared out of her damn mind.”

      I still didn’t say anything.

      “I shouldn’t take your money. Not that I’m giving it back.” He rubbed his hands together, then smoothed his fingers along the sides of his fade cut. “Okay, let’s do this.” And then he sauntered down the block while I moved closer to the wall and slowly followed, keeping to the shadows, out of sight.

      The guy was a charmer, I’d give him that. He had the two older women hooked in less than five minutes, with no money exchanged. They tottered down the sidewalk with what they probably thought was their next trick. Hell, maybe it would be. I had no idea what the guy would do after I got ahold of the girl they left behind, and frankly, I didn’t care.

      “Come on,” I said, not even bothering with niceties or introducing myself. I grabbed the young girl’s arm and pulled her in the other direction. “I’m here to help you,” I added when she tried to tug her arm free.

      She stopped resisting after that. It was that easy.

      “Where are we going?” she asked after we turned a corner and then immediately turned again.

      We—well, she—was getting too many looks from those we passed, so I tugged off my hoodie and handed it to her. The T-shirt I wore underneath was black, also shapeless, and also way too big.

      “It’s too hot for a sweatshirt,” she complained.

      “At least your ass won’t be hanging out anymore.”

      She pulled it over her head. It hung halfway down her thighs. “Thanks. So where are you taking me?”

      “To a safe place. I know this lady who runs a shelter. It’s supposed to be for families with children, but I think I can talk her into taking you in.”

      “Why? Why are you helping me? You don’t even know me.”

      “No, but I recognize someone who doesn’t want to be here when I see them. This is your chance to get out of this hellhole. Virginia will make sure you stay in school. Or go back, if that’s the case. She’ll help you find a place to live where there aren’t drug dealers and hookers on every corner. She’ll help you find a real job. The kind that involves paying taxes but doesn’t require you to screw guys for a living.”

      “Wow.”

      That’s all she said.

      When we were far enough away that I was certain Jimmy wouldn’t be able to track us down right away, I led her to the nearest bus stop, then waited, keeping my gaze sharp, until the giant, smoke-belching machine pulled to the curb.

      Thirty minutes later, we stood at the entrance to Virginia’s shelter. I lifted my face to the camera and waited for the telltale click releasing the lock.

      Another forty minutes and I was back out on the sidewalk. Teresa, as I learned the young girl’s name was, had been checked in and was so damn relieved that she’d hugged me a half dozen times before I practically ran out the door.

      I sucked in great, gulping breaths of the stagnant summer air while trying to shake the willies. I didn’t handle physical contact well.

      “Well, that was quite impressive.”

      I jumped, and a little eep burst from my mouth. I swung around in a circle. Was it Jimmy or Slim? Although honestly, neither was a very good option for my own personal safety.

      A man stepped out of the shadows and stood in the middle of the sidewalk, about five feet away. He wore fitted slacks and a white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up over his forearms. I caught a glimpse of ink on his inner wrist right before he thrust his hands into his pockets.

      He was tall, slim yet muscular, with dark blond, no doubt deliberately messy hair, and bedroom eyes. He was insanely attractive, and he was…

      “A vampire.”

      I turned and bolted in the opposite direction.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            Drake

          

        

      

    

    
      Not quite the reception I expected. Of course, I was new to this whole patron/Chosen game, so what the hell did I know?

      Dragging my hand through my hair, I muttered, “If we’re supposed to be their patrons, shouldn’t they not be afraid of vampires?”

      I was speaking to myself, obviously, since the girl was already three blocks away. She was fast for a human.

      Sighing, I headed in the same direction, using my enhanced senses and speed to catch up to her. When I next spotted her, she was bent over with her hands on her knees, gasping for breath, tucked into a dark corner next to a wooden staircase leading to a house that hadn’t seen a coat of fresh paint in at least four decades.

      “I see long-distance running is not your talent,” I said casually, deliberately blocking her escape route, unless she climbed up the rickety wooden railing next to her. It would probably collapse under her weight, so I wasn’t too worried she’d try or that she’d succeed if she did.

      She jerked into an upright position and stared at me with wide eyes. She was…interesting. That was the only word that came to mind.

      She had bronze skin and an abundance of black hair that was pulled into a ponytail at the base of her neck. South American heritage, was my guess.

      Her eyes were big, brown, rimmed with thick lashes, and devoid of enhancements like mascara or liner. Her cheekbones were high, plump, and rosy but not from blusher. More likely, from her sprint. Her lips were bare, too, a pale pink color.

      Her clothing consisted of scuffed, worn tennis shoes, a basic men’s crew neck T-shirt, and a pair of jeans I suspected were also men’s, based on the way they did not remotely compliment her body.

      Unless I was mistaken, this woman was disguising herself. Quite well, too, I might add. But why?

      “I don’t do blood donations,” she blurted, lifting her fists like she was prepared to fight me.

      “Good to know. You don’t exactly fit the type I prefer to hire anyway.”

      She didn’t even wince at what I belatedly realized was a perceived insult. It wasn’t that she was ugly; in fact, despite the ill-fitted clothing and lack of makeup, she was really quite lovely if one looked close enough. But that was the problem: one had to study her for a few moments. Otherwise, she would simply fade into the background, and I preferred to hire donors who stood out, who were sirens to thirsty vampires. I made more money that way.

      “Then why are you chasing me?” she demanded.

      “Have you been approached about being a donor before?”

      A shiver danced through her body. So she had been approached at some point, and I was willing to go out on a limb and say it had not been a pleasant experience.

      “What happened?” I asked.

      She thrust out her chin. “It wasn’t a good fit.”

      Okay, fair enough. When I first decided to start my business, before I developed a reputation so stellar that applicants lined up to work for me, I’d had to recruit donors, and plenty of the humans I approached said no. Allowing a vampire to suck your blood wasn’t a career choice for everybody, just like teaching or being a firefighter wasn’t.

      Except I’d be willing to bet that those who had said no to me hadn’t given me a second thought afterward, just as I hadn’t them. Yet this girl was practically quaking in her unimpressive shoes over the idea that I wanted to recruit her.

      I canted my head. “Why are you so frightened?”

      “I’m not.” That chin lifted another centimeter.

      Liar.

      “I am not here to ask you to be a blood donor.”

      “Then why are you here?”

      “Because, interestingly enough, you are a Chosen, and equally as interesting, I have become a patron. And the Ouroboros Society has assigned you to me. Or me to you. Whatever. At any rate, we’re supposed to work together.”

      She lowered her fists and furrowed her brows. “You do realize you just spoke in a language I totally don’t comprehend, right?”

      I frowned. “No, I didn’t.”

      She shook her head. “I have no idea what you just said.”

      “Like, you don’t understand the words coming out of my mouth, or like, you are new to the concept?”

      Silas hadn’t told me much, and Robert had told me even less—although there was a chance I had simply tuned out Robert because, dear God, the man could drone on forever in that monotone of his—but the one thing I had gleaned was that humans who were Chosen knew they were special in some way.

      “I’m not an idiot, if that’s what you’re insinuating,” she snapped. “I get the words. I just don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I shook my head. “Let’s start over, shall we?” I offered my hand to shake. She stared at the appendage like it was covered in mold. “Don’t tell me you don’t understand the concept of shaking hands either? It’s a human custom, for God’s sake.”

      “I know how to shake hands,” she said in that same waspish tone. “I just don’t trust you.”

      I arched my brows. “What do you think I’m going to do? Pull you close and thrust my fangs into your neck before you even realize what’s going on?”

      The idea did have some merit. Not the whole without her consent insinuation, though. If I were to drink from her, she’d most certainly allow it of her own accord. In fact, the idea of her begging for it was making my pants uncomfortably tight.

      I dragged in a deep breath and cleared my throat. The young woman was obviously afraid of vampires, and it even more obviously had to do with some past experience. Instead of imagining her on her knees, sucking my cock while my hand was twisted in her hair, I needed to treat her more gently. Apparently, I needed to assume she had no knowledge whatsoever of this partnership we were to venture into. Which was annoying—and now I couldn’t get the image out of my head of her blowing my—uh, mind.

      It was annoying because I didn’t actually know what to do myself, and I’d hoped that she would lead the way in this newfound relationship.

      “My name is Drake Vohjol. And yours is Kartina Gomez.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “How do you know my name?”

      “That, and where to find you, were pretty much the only two pieces of information I was given. Lovely name, by the way.”

      “Why were you given any information about me at all? Who do you work for?”

      “I work for me, as in, I own my own company.”

      “I know what ‘work for me’ means.”

      I shrugged. “Well, you don’t seem to know much else, so I figured it was best to explain.”

      Her eyes narrowed, and if she had any supernatural powers whatsoever, she’d surely be trying to kill me by now. Luckily for me, whatever latent talent she had, it wasn’t killing vampires. Or if it were, she wasn’t
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