
[image: image]

Steven L Smithen

Copyright © 2018 Steven L Smithen

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the author, at the address below.

StevenLSmithenAuthor@gmail.com

Author’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

[image: image]

www.bookcoverbydesign.co.uk

ISBN-13:  978-1981355761

ISBN-10:  1981355766


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Harvester of Souls (Supernatural Wars, #2)

Prologue | Newly Discovered Mayan Ruins | Guatemalan Highlands

Chapter 1 | Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 2 | Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 3 | Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 4 | Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 5 | Back Parking Lot of Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Natali’s House, Near Lake Mead, Nevada

U.S. Highway 95 North of Henderson, Nevada

Natali’s House, Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Chapter 6 | Natali’s House, Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Penthouse Suite, Rising Sun Casino and Resort, Las Vegas, Nevada

Executive Airport, Near Henderson, Nevada

Rising Sun Casino and Resort, Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 7 | Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 8 | Yori’s Penthouse, Rising Sun Casino and Resort, Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 9 | Yori’s Penthouse Suite, Rising Sun Casino, Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 10 | Rising Sun Resort and Casino, Las Vegas, Nevada

Chapter 11 | Seedy Looking Motel on the Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, CA

Chapter 12 | Western Coven LLC Compound, East Los Angeles, California

Seedy Looking Motel, Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Chapter 13 | Seedy Looking Motel on the Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Rising Sun Casino, Las Vegas, Nevada

Talia’s House, Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Chapter 14 | Talia’s House Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Western Coven LLC Compound, East Los Angeles, California

Talia’s House Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Chapter 15 | Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Bronwyn’s Pyramid, East Los Angeles, California

Chapter 16 | Ishi’s Hotel Sunset Strip, West Hollywood

Bronwyn’s Pyramid, East Los Angeles, California

Yori’s Suite, West Hollywood, California

Chapter 17 | LAPD Command Post Outside Bronwyn’s Compound, East Los Angeles

Yori’s Hotel Suite, Sunset Strip, West Hollywood

Chapter 18 | Seedy Motel on Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Western Coven Compound, East Los Angeles, California

Chapter 19 | Hotel Conference Room, Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Military Command Post, East Los Angeles, California

Quiet Beachside Restaurant, Santa Monica, California

Chapter 20 | Bronwyn’s Compound, East Los Angeles, California

Conference Room, Sunset Strip, West Hollywood, California

Chapter 21 | Calvary Cemetery, East Los Angeles, California

Bronwyn’s Throne Room

Entrance to the Pyramid

Bronwyn’s Throne Room

Chapter 22 | Outside the Pyramid

Talia’s House Near Lake Mead, Nevada

Epilogue | One Year Later

Sign up for Steven Smithen's Mailing List

Also By Steven Smithen

DEDICATION

––––––––
[image: ]


For Tabitha

The best friend anyone could ever ask for

You were my the inspiration for all that is Talia

.

“Sometimes you put walls up not to keep people out

but to see who cares enough to break them down.” 
―Socrates
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Prologue


Newly Discovered Mayan Ruins

Guatemalan Highlands
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Six months after the events at the end of Book of Souls.

Not much has changed to the temple grounds in the six months since Dorian Callahan and allies defeated the Blood Priests, and Fallen. Gone was the stench of death that had hung over this hidden clearing. Gone was the smoke and ashes of the funeral pyres for those who had fallen in the battle. Gone was the obfuscation spell that kept this clearing and temple hidden from the humans for centuries.

The clearing was cluttered with tents, vehicles, and humans everywhere scouring the temple and surrounding ruins. Standing in the middle of the confusion stood a man of middle years. Now he was dressed the part, khaki pants, and shirt with olive drab utility vest and a god’s honest fedora. He seemed to be directing the erection of some scaffolding around the front of the temple.

“Doctor Squire!” A petite twenty something with blonde hair yelled out as she approached the man with the fedora carrying a light stand followed by a couple of others with more lights. “Where do you want these set up?”

“Mary set them in front of the temple facing the front where the smaller steps begin ascending.” Dr. Squire told them before turning to a tall and lanky young man with bushy brown hair. “Jeff, have you finished photographing the out buildings and the temple perimeter?”

“Almost Doctor Squire, I just need to finish up on the backside of the temple,” Jeff answered before moving behind the temple next to the jungle edge.

As Jeff moved along the edge of the jungle so he could get better pictures of the temple he would stop from time to time to glance behind him. Peering into the jungle, Jeff could swear he saw a jaguar looking back at him but just as soon as he double checked the animal was gone. That’s weird. I would think that all the noise from the construction would have scared off any animals. Jeff thought just as the cry from a falcon pierce the air. When Jeff finished with his photography, he made one more glance back into the jungle to find the jaguar watching him again. Creepy.

After setting up the spot lights near the front of the temple Mary and two other graduate students walked back over to where Dr. Squire was standing talking with one of the locals that would be assisting with the excavation. “No Doctor, I don’t know why no one has ever seen this place before. It’s like I told our government officials. One day it was just there. Nobody knows how or why.” The man said.

“Well, it’s good for us then a pristine Mayan temple site.” Dr. Squire said enthusiastically. “Ah, Mary, I’m going to need your help with the translation of the hieroglyphs on that mural we found. Damn, I wish Khloe would’ve accepted my invitation to come down here.”

“Sure, thing Doctor Squire. Khloe? Do you mean Khloe Ashling at Harvard?” Mary asked.

“Yes, her but it turned out that she’s in the middle of her honeymoon and said that she couldn’t come. Surprised the hell out of me she always seemed to want to come down here whenever we had a chance to. I don’t get it.” Dr. Squire replied somewhat dejected.

Right then there was a commotion from the locals near the front of the temple. Dr. Squire and Mary rushed over to see what was going on as Jeff turned on the sodium lights, illuminating what appeared to be an opening in the face of the temple about five feet up the front stairs.

“Jeff, what is it?” Dr. Squire said as he approached to see an opening ten-foot-tall and twenty feet wide. The people near the entrance all had their mouths covered with their shirts as the stale air whooshed out from within.

“I’m not sure doctor, but it appears that someone stepped on a hidden release in the stone while setting up the scaffolding then the stone ‘door’ just slid to the side,” Jeff said breathlessly.

“Well let’s get some lights set up and some fans to blow in some fresh air.” Dr. Squire said as the local man, Jose, who he had been talking to started shouting out directions in Spanish to the workers. “Jeff, bring your camera over here. Maybe we can get some photos from the entrance.”

Jeff stood at the entrance with his hi-resolution digital camera taking pictures. “Hey Dr. Squire, there appears to be a sarcophagus in here.”

“Really?” Squire questioned.

“Yes sir, there is. There are strange markings on it. They don’t look like anything that the Mayans ever used. They look like runes or something similar.” Jeff replied.

“Get what pictures you can get. It looks like we’re going to have to wait until tomorrow to get some up-close shots and rubbings. Jose says it’s best to let the room air out overnight. No telling what could be lingering in the air.” Pausing to look at his watch Squire continues. “Let’s get what you have uploaded and get dinner started. I don’t know about you guys, but with all this excitement I have got one hell of an appetite.”

What those in the little encampment didn’t realize is that when Gustavo and his Blood Priests were destroyed the magic keeping the temple sealed disintegrated over time. Now the temple was open revealing what it has held prisoner for millennia. The only person who knew what was entombed in the sarcophagus has been dead for over five-hundred years.

There was the sound of stone on stone sliding catching the attention of one of the local workers. As he peered inside, he heard a woman crying softly. Looking over to where the others were eating and talking he noticed that all the women were there laughing and having a good time. Glancing back, he noticed a woman in linen rags with silvered chains around her neck, arms, and legs. They had strange markings all over them. She noticed him watching then she beckoned him to her appearing weak and slumping down on the stone floor next to the sarcophagus. Rushing to her side, he knelt next to her checking to see if she was alright. When he reached for her, she struck wrapping the chain around his neck and pulling his face towards hers. Fighting to escape her hold on him he went still as her lips met his. His body began to have spasms as he jerked in her embrace. The longer the kiss lasted, the weaker the man became as his flesh began to shrink while his hair turned white. By the time she released him all that remained was what appeared to be mummified remains. 

The woman stood no longer appearing weak although she was still shackled. She surveyed the chamber; she noticed an old wooden table in the back of the room. Laying on the table was sheathed knife. Pulling the blade free from the sheath she began to laugh and said something in a language that hasn’t been spoken in more than ten-thousand years. The runes engraved on the silver blade began glowing. Taking the knife, she cut her palm as her blood ran down her hand and onto the silvered chains they began to glow as the blood hit the strange markings. She then used the knife to cut her other palm with the same effect. After she placed the knife on the table, she then used her bleeding hands to coat the silver collar and the shackles around her ankles. Everywhere her blood touched the chains the strange markings began glowing. As the room filled with the smell of ozone, there was an audible pop, and the chains fell to the ground.

Sheathing the knife, she made her way towards the exit and freedom. Her steps were halting at first but the more she moved away from the temple her stride settled. She moved towards the light and sounds of people talking.

Dr. Squire stopped talking as the living statue moved into the light. Naked except for the scraps of linen that attempted to cover her perfect alabaster curves that appeared carved from marble. Standing over six feet, she was the spitting image of an Amazonian Woman with raven hair to go with eyes that looked like black opals glittering in the sodium lights.

“Are you ok? Do you need help?” Squire asked bringing the mystery woman up short. Slowing her approach, she tilted her head to the left as she examined the five men and three women all of them dressed in the same strange clothes that the other man had been wearing.

“Who are you? Where are you from?” Jose asked in Spanish.

She began to speak in a commanding tone in a language that none of them could understand. Not understanding why these humans weren’t responding to her commands she spoke again this time her voice taking on a singsong quality while her eyes went jet black from rim to rim. The three women kneeled obediently with their heads bowed. She smiled with satisfaction and directed her black hole gaze back to the men.

“What the hell do you think you are doing? Just who the hell do you think you are?” Squire asked perplexed as to why his female grad students were kneeling before this woman.

The woman spoke a third time, and her singsong voice changed in tone and pitch as she waved her hand complex gesture.

Jeff tried to stop her from whatever she was doing but as he moved his body suddenly ceased to obey his brain. He and the rest of the men froze in place. He could still move his eyes to see what she was doing, and to his horror, he couldn’t even close his eyelids to avoid seeing her drain the life from the three local men the last one being Jose.

As she dropped Jose’s body to the ground, she stretched like a cat her body appeared to be glowing with power. Bringing her attention back to Jeff and Dr. Squire she tilted her head to the left as though she was listening to something only she could see her. “Daughters, how long has it been since the great flood occurred?” She asked the women in a language that all three could understand now that she had absorbed the knowledge from her feeding; her voice still retaining that musical quality.

The three women all looked toward their new mistress with the same rim to rim black eyes. It was Mary who answered. “Mistress, most believe that it has been over ten-thousand years since that event happened.”

“What is this term ‘year’?” She asked Mary.

“It is a turn of the seasons Mistress,” Mary answered.

“That long?” She said as she walked among the girls touching each of their heads as she passed them before turning and heading back towards the two men left standing. “That would mean that the magic that imprisoned me is no more. That would mean that those who bound me and the one who used my power are no longer alive.”

Coming up to Dr. Squire she ran a hand along his shoulders. She looked down at her near nudity she turned back to the women. “I will need food and something that is acceptable to wear.” The three women bowed their heads before rising and going about their Mistress’s tasks. When the women disappeared, she turned back to Dr. Squire. “I think I need another kind of food.” She said opening her mouth as fangs descended from the top of her mouth. She pushed his head to the side; she sank her fangs into his throat. She moaned when the hot blood hit the back of her throat. Holding Squire up with one hand on his bicep and her other pulling his head to the side her throat flexed as she drank deeply from him.

Jeff was frozen right in front of Squire and could see the panic in his eyes as he realized that this woman was draining him of his blood. Squire’s eyes went blank after a few minutes.

As the mystyerious woman pulled her mouth away from Squire’s throat, she tilted her head back as she released her hold on his body letting it fall to the ground. Looking to Jeff, she said. “You, I will let live. It was common in my day to leave one human alive to tell the tale. I have a feeling that today that you humans have forgotten why it is you feared the dark. First, though I need you to return to my tomb and bring me the chains that are there.” A wave of her hand and his body began to move to accomplish the task that she just gave.

Jeff was along for the ride as his body went about doing what she had asked it to do. He could look around, but that was it. He went to the tomb, stepping inside he noticed the silver chains. After retrieving the chains, he returned to find this monster towering over Mary and the other girls, who were kneeling next to her.

“Drop them on the ground,” She commanded. He dropped the chains on the ground his body frozen and unable to stop whatever was going to happen.

She raised her arms and began speaking in that ancient language. The chains began to float and spin. As they spun, they began to glow all the pieces melting together. When she had a molten ball of silver, she changed the pitch of her voice and hand gestures. Three equal size pieces formed out of the glowing ball. Moving her hands over the each of the balls they began to form silver collars. “Daughters, come to me so I can give you a gift of my love and protection.” She commanded.

Each of the girls stood then walked to her. Taking each glowing band, they instantly cooled as they settled around their necks fusing into one solid piece of silver with ancient runes inscribed into it. Mary was the last one to receive her collar touching it. “Mistress, we have food and clothes set out for you.” She said affectionately.

Touching Mary’s cheek with her hand, “I take it that the clothes are like yours, dear one? Your kind do wear more clothes than you did when I last walked these lands.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Mary responded.

“What are your names, dear one?” She asked.

“I am Mary. The others are Julia is the blonde and Isabella is the brunette.” Mary offered.

“Good, also from now on you will address me as Mistress Bronwyn. It is time the world knows my name again.” Bronwyn said as she went to eat and get dressed.
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Chapter 1


Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada
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Six months later

The building was the type that catered to truckers and bikers. Not a bad location right off the interstate with plenty of traffic due to its proximity to Vegas. The palm trees that lined the front entrance were lit up by all the neon lights. The largest of the neon spelled out the name Vixens ‘N Vices on either side were depictions in pink neon of what was promised once you entered.

The inside was all twenty first century. Mirrors, flashing lights, and loud music was pounding out of the sound system. There were five separate stages all of which had a scantily clad dancer along with their eager admirers all with dollar bills in hand and drinks next them. The ‘main’ of the five was along the back wall with the DJ booth off to the right of the stage next to the entrance to the dancer’s dressing room.  In the center of the room was the bar with a stage on either end.

The place was packed tonight with truck drivers wanting to unwind after a long day along with several local bikers from the area. Natali loved nights like tonight with over thirty half naked dancers either on stage or parading around looking for Mr. Right Now, meant that most people wouldn’t bother her. Not that she couldn’t put them all to shame standing near six feet with a mane of riotous dark brown curls and sapphire blue eyes. Now she was dressed the part since this was a bar you know tips and all. Small leather vest that was half zipped up holding in the girls and a pair of tight leather booty shorts. She completed the ensemble with knee high leather boots that had a heel sturdy enough that her brother would say was for stomping the shit out of someone.

Opening a beer, she placed it in front of a guy who was sitting at the bar. “That will be five dollars.”

The guy threw down a twenty. As she grabbed the money, her phone buzzed with an incoming text. Reading the text, she smiled then typed back a quick reply.

“That your boyfriend?” The beer guy asked.

Looking up, she frowned, “Nope, brother. Telling me that I’m going to be an aunt in about seven months.” She rung up his order then dropped his change down next to his beer.

“No boyfriend? I can’t believe that. Not someone as fine as you.” He slurred.”

Natali just rolled her eyes at him. She was about to answer him the scent of a vampire hit her. Fuck me! They usually never stop by here when they’re on the way to or from Vegas. She thought knowing that the Vegas Vamps stay there because Nevada is a claimed territory for shifters without packs. Many roam the surrounding towns of both Vegas and Reno. There are a couple of Shifter Biker Gangs, but they are nomadic. She’d met a few of those with little to no trouble. Most just thought she was shifter who danced at clubs like this one.

The vampires though they would be another problem all together. Spotting one of the waitresses, Natali called to her. “Hey Crystal, can you cover me for about ten while I hit the girls room?”

“Sure, Nat.” Crystal answered.

Heading towards the curtained entrance/exit next to the DJ booth that lead to the dancer’s locker room. Nodding to Eric, the DJ as she slipped behind the curtains into the locker room. Natali noticed a couple of the girls hanging out. Their turn on the main stage must be coming up. Victoria would have a fit if she knew a couple of girls were hanging out back here when the place was packed liked tonight. She thought as she passed through the room headed towards Victoria’s office.

“Hey Nat, some of us are going for a run after we close tonight, you want to join us?” one of them asked her.

“I don’t know Kelly. Maybe. I’ll let you know later tonight, ok?” Natali answered.

The other girl next to Kelly replied. “You never do anything with us. Always begging off for one reason or another.”

“Leave her alone, Mercedes. All of us found our way here for one reason or another,” Kelly interjected.

A flash of something crossed Natali’s face for just an instance. Be nice to her. She thought before answering, “I’ll join you tonight. See if you can keep up with me Mercedes.” She was out the back door into the hall beyond before Mercedes could respond.

The hallway was nothing to write home about. Typical cinder block hallway with fluorescent lighting. At the end of the hall next to the exit was a door that led to Victoria’s office. The door was not just any door. It was reinforced steel door with a punch code lock attached to the handle. Natali punched in the correct code then opened the door. 

Victoria’s office was only that in name. It was more like an armory and bank. What you don’t know is that Vixens ‘N Vices is owned by the all-female motorcycle club known as The Devil’s Daughters. Another thing to know is they are almost all shifters. On the back wall over Victoria’s desk was a picture of the club’s mascot, a succubus wearing a string bikini with thigh high stockings and high heels. The female demon also had wings, tail, and horns. Against the far wall stood three enormous gun safes. There was a sofa against the near wall with a couple of leather lounge chairs in the middle of the room in front of the desk.

Closing the door behind her, “What’s up Nat?” Victoria asked concern in her hazel eyes. Victoria was a stunner at five feet six inches with blonde hair. She also cared deeply for all her girls, and that’s how she saw them too. The Daughters were made up of shifters who ran away from abusive men or were just looking for somewhere to belong. Being a female shifter wasn’t all the books and movies made it seem. Unless you were a natural alpha like Victoria otherwise, you were often married off for political alliances and encouraged to have as many children as possible.

Standing in front of Victoria’s desk Natali was biting her bottom lip and wringing her hands. It looked like she was struggling with how to answer. “Spill it, Nat.”

“Sorry, Vic. It’s just that I don’t know how to explain it without you blowing up at me.” Natali replied.

“If you mean that vampire that came into the club. I already know. David called me after he let them in.” Victoria said.

“That’s only part of it, Vic. You know I came here from back east, right?” Victoria nodded before Natali continued. “What you don’t know is why. Natali is only part of my name. You never asked me my last name, and I thank you for that, but now you need to know. That way you can decide whether you’re going to toss me out.”

“What the fuck did you do Natali, kill someone?” Victoria asked exasperated.

Looking at her Natali shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not so much if I killed someone it’s who I killed.” Trying to gage Victoria’s reaction Natali decided to go on. “What do you know of what happened last year around this time with the supernatural world?”

Victoria appeared to be replaying events in her mind before she answered. “The vampires were in an uproar. The Elders here in the states were murdered by a rogue vampire claiming to be a long-lost god. The young vamps rushed to this upstart believing that they would rule the world. Then something happened down in Central America if memory serves me right. A battle of sorts with these disenfranchised vampires and shifters from the surrounding areas.”

Nodding Natali then offered. “You would be correct. Shifters from the area along with the new Vampire Elder Esteban and a small team from the states. I was on this team, Vic.”

Shocked etched on Victoria’s face as her eyebrows joined her hairline. “How? Why?”

“One of the people that those vampires had prisoner was the father of my best friend. She is also the mate to my brother, Dorian Callahan.” Natali answered letting Dorian’s name hang in the air between them.

Recognition sparked in Victoria’s eyes as though she was looking at Natali in a new light. “That means you’re Talia Callahan.”

“Natalia is my birth name. I went by Talia for twenty-nine years. I started going by Natali after I left my brother eight months ago. In that battle, a lot of people died including a man who was to be my mate.” Natali offered as she dropped down into one of the leather chairs. Looking Victoria in the eyes she continued. “I left to work out my grief and loss. I found you and the girls.”

“Natali, I’m so sorry, why didn’t you say something?” Victoria asked.

“A lot of people know who me and my brother are here in the states after all that happened. I’m not worried about him. He has his whole pack along with the vampires of Boston at his back. Not to mention his mate is one hell of a witch.” Natali paused for a few moments. “I did not want to draw any attention or cause you any problems. Before you get to worried, I have no interest in taking your position. If I wanted to be alpha, I can go back home. I’m taking a page out of my brother’s book, and I now understand why he did it.”

“Isn’t Dorian alpha of the New England pack?” Victoria asked.

“Technically co-alpha with me but he understands,” Natali answered.

The two women sat there in silence for what seemed an eternity. Victoria spoke first. “So, what do you want to do now? I have no intention of throwing you out. You’ve been a godsend to the club and me. Your lawyer skills alone have been worth their weight in gold.”

“I need to take care of that vampire that showed up,” Natali said coldly.

“What’s so special about him?” 

“He’s not just another vampire. If he were, we probably wouldn’t be having this conversation.” Natali pondered for a minute. “He’s one of the remaining Blood Priests, and probably lives in Los Angeles. Most the vampires in Southern California decided to join Kirin and his Blood Priests.”

“What makes you think he’s one of these Blood Priests? It has been over a year.” Victoria asked.

“Oh, he is one of them. He has the stench of death magic on him. Come with me. Get close to him so you can scent him. You’ll smell it. It’s hard to detect. That’s one scent I will never forget.” Natali said with sadness in her eyes.

Getting up Victoria walked around the desk towards Natali. “Alright. Let’s see what this vamp is doing in our club. Most know they aren’t welcome here.”
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Chapter 2


Vixens ‘N Vices, South of Las Vegas, Nevada
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The two women left the office but not before Victoria retrieved her Model 1911 .45 caliber pistol and racked the slide back to verify that a round was chambered. She picked up her cell phone to text a message to all the bouncers except David, telling him to keep an eye out for more vampires that might try to get in.

The two women entered the locker room stopping at the curtain to get a peek into the club. The place was jumping with all five stages having at least two girls each, dancing to their eager admirers. “Wow, going to be a good take tonight. Do you see your vamp?” Victoria observed.

Scanning the crowd, Natali used her enhanced shifter eyesight to search out the vampire. He shouldn’t be hard to spot. He looked like a wannabe drug king pin like Al Pacino in Scarface. She smiled to herself a little as she noticed the drunk guy who complemented her was still at the bar and was now hitting on Crystal. As Natali scanned the darker corners that were often used to special dances that’s where she found him. Sitting at a table in the far corner with two very large blond guys. Elbowing Victoria, she said. “Over there, Vic near that far corner that the girls love to use.”

Following Natali’s gaze. “You mean the Scarface wannabe with the two Vikings?” Victoria asks.

“Yeah, I don’t know who they are, but if I have my guess, I’d say they are shifters from Luis’ pack. Probably bodyguards.” Natali offered.

“Here take this,” Victoria said handing her pistol to Natali. “Let me change into something more fitting one of our girls.” She went over to a locker opening it and pulling out an outfit like what Natali had on. Stripping off her jeans and tee shirt, Victoria wiggled her ass into a pair of leather booty shorts then grabbed a vest like Natali’s except that this one had The Devil’s Daughters club patch on the back. Half zipping up the front then adjusting the girls Victoria pulled on knee high boots with a two-inch heel. Looking at Natali for a second Victoria frowned. “We need to get you a patch for that vest.”

The two of them exited the locker room. Victoria stopped to say something to Eric in the DJ booth while Natali continued back to the bar relieving Crystal apologizing for taking so long.

Victoria came up to the bar with Mercedes and Kelly in tow. “Nat, we’re going to go see about those in the corner,” She nodded her head to indicate the vampire and the two Vikings.

“Sure thing Vic. I have their drink orders ready if you would take them over. Crystal ran to the girl’s room.” Natali said as she put a mixed drink and two beers on a tray.

Picking up the drink tray like she does it all the time, Victoria walked over to the threesome with the two scantily clad dancers following. All of them flaunting what the good lord gave them. As they approached the table the heavy guitar riff of Stranglehold by Ted Nugent began blaring out of the sound system.

Placing the drinks on the table while Mercedes and Kelly each ran an arm along the shoulders of the two Vikings. Those two, the Vikings, took notice of the two dancers appreciatively. The vampire eyed the girls before he spoke, “Thank you. You are the manager of this establishment.” His replied his tone icy.

“I am the owner of this establishment.” Victoria said curtly her tone just as frosty.

“And you’re a shifter? All of you are?” He asked rhetorically before going on. “Your kind continue to surprise me.”

“My kind?” Surprise evident in her voice.

He looked Victoria up and down non plussed. “Yes, your kind. You know Mongrels.”

Looking a little surprised by his comment Victoria schooled her expression. “You seem to be enjoying your company. Are they not mongrels?” She asked.

“Oh, yes they are, but they are also sworn to serve me as their Alpha serves me.” He remarked.

“What Alpha would willingly serve a vampire?” She asked already knowing the answer.

He leabed back in his seat and looked Victoria up and down. “Why Luis of course. He was the first to join us here in North America. The others will follow if they know what’s good for them.” His threat clear.

“Why are you here? Nevada is an unclaimed territory. The Vampires in Vegas stay in Vegas.” She paused signaling a table of shifters. They stood up at her gesture, all bikers belonging to ‘The Lupine Brotherhood,' walking over to where Victoria stood in front of the vampire.

The leader, a rough looking biker with sandy blond hair and sky-blue eyes, went to Victoria’s side. “What do need Vic?”

The Vampire stood holding up his hand to stop the male biker from continuing. “I am here because we are expanding our territory. We will soon be taking over the covens in Vegas before moving on to Reno.” He made a small movement with his hand causing the two Vikings to stand pushing the two dancers away from them.

The rest of the ‘Lupine Brotherhood’ surrounded Victoria and their leader. “Damon, would you please explain to this Vampire why his kind are not welcome here.” 

“You got it, Vic,” Damon said nodding his head at his boys. Four of them grabbed the Vikings dragging them towards the exit. Mercedes and Kelly retreated to the bar where Natali, Crystal and the rest of the club were waiting to see how this played out.

“Oh, I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” The Vampire said his voice going deathly quiet freezing everyone in their place. That was when the malevolence hit dropping everyone to their knees.

Natali dropped behind the bar. On the shelf behind the shotgun was one of her blades
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