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Banshee Seduction by Diane Saxon

Sweet, shy librarian Ginny has a problem. Whenever passion strikes, so do the weeping, wailing voices in her head. Being half banshee, she’s already run screaming from the underworld and her female relatives, believing love will find a way with patience and faith on planet Earth.

The trouble is, humans just aren’t man enough, and every time Ginny shows interest in a male, she makes him bleed. It’s going to take more than just a simple human being to get past Ginny’s defenses.

Matthew, “The Dane,” fullback for the New York Chameleons, knows the moment he meets the little fireball that she’s his mate. For two hundred years he and his dragon have waited for a female capable of setting their world on fire. Problem is, he doesn’t seem to be able to stop her from going up in flames long enough to prove he’s more than man enough for her screaming banshee.

Will Matt ever be able to convince Ginny she’s his mate? And will Ginny get Matt alone long enough to let him appreciate her pyrotechnics?
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Chapter One

“Come on, Ginny. You know you want to.”

“Nope. I really don’t.” She really didn’t—she couldn’t think of anything worse than going to a nightclub. One filled with celebrities and wannabes who clamored for attention and a chance to make a name for themselves, if only they could hook up with the right person.

“But it’s such a great opportunity for you. You can meet guys.”

Guys. So far, there wasn’t a single guy who’d survived a meeting with her unscathed.

She might be her best friend, but Veronica was an ever-loving pain in the ass. Didn’t she know by now, Ginny just wanted a quiet life?

“Ginny…”

“No.” In a brave move, she held up an authoritative hand. “I don’t want to meet guys.” She hated to be around men. They made her nervous, and to contemplate crowds of men filled her with a sick dread. She’d always lived with spirits of faeries, and the only experiences she’d had with the opposite sex since she’d lived in the Earth realm had been disastrous.

Veronica slumped her slender six-feet-two frame into the armchair opposite Ginny’s old oak desk and crossed her arms over her skinny model chest. Ginny wondered if it had been a wise idea to bring a comfortable chair into the county library’s back office. She’d thought it would be nice to curl up with a good book once in a while, but Roni seemed to have taken it as a personal invitation to make herself at home.

Roni poked out her perfect, plump bottom lip. Her flawless red eyebrows dipped, and Ginny knew she was in trouble. Roni in a snit was a nightmare, and she invariably got her own way.

“We’re going to have fun.” Roni sulked.

“But I hate crowds.” She heard the whine in her own voice and knew Veronica would take advantage of her weakness.

The woman’s eyes glowed with enthusiasm. “We’ll look after you. There’ll be seven of us.”

“Oh, goodness.” Ginny flopped forward, smacked her head into her hands, and rested them on her desk. She pulled in quick, sharp pants of breath. “Seven. Why does it have to be the number seven? This has to be prophetic.” She slapped one hand on the desk in front of her while she cradled her forehead with the other.

“Doubtful. Possibly pathetic. You’re going to hyperventilate again, and I can hear your voices in my head. Stop it!”

The sharp smack on the back of her hand brought her head up in one swift move. Her best friend towered over her, not in the least perturbed by the howling voices and the faint glow of icy thunderstorm Ginny knew would be evident in her normally placid eyes.

Ginny pushed aside the hundred supportively screeching women in her head and treated Roni to the coolest stare she could muster. “I don’t understand why you have to flash across the room like that. Why can’t you walk over like a normal human being?”

“Because I’m not human.” Offense curled the other woman’s scarlet lips and brought a smile to Ginny’s.

Veronica, the only being unaffected by Ginny’s powers, slid her perfect butt onto the desk and crossed one elegant long leg over the other. Her lustrous red hair fell over her shoulder as she leaned across and patted Ginny’s hand in apology for the slap. Unfortunately, Ginny knew what would come next—the wheedling. Could she possibly resist the wheedling?

“This is such a great opportunity. The entire New York Chameleons team is going to be there.” Roni smiled, baring her bright white teeth, her voice cajoling. “You so rarely get to meet real men. I can introduce you to some of them.”

The lump in Ginny’s throat became even harder to swallow, threatening to choke her as the heat rose in her body. She flung herself upright in her chair and dragged in cooling breaths, which instead of calming her, seemed to fan the internal flame higher.

“I can’t. I can’t. What if I…?”

“You have to learn to control yourself, Ginny. Really, you’ve lived here how long?”

Grateful for the distraction, Ginny rolled her eyes and thought. “Just over ten years.”

“And you’re how old in human years?”

They’d been through this before, many times; it was really nothing to be ashamed of. “Thirty-four.”

“Thirty-four and you’ve never had a relationship.”

“I did…”

Roni held up an imposing hand, and Ginny felt her protest dry up.

“No, you did not, Ginny. You had an asshole who ran away at the first challenge.”

Amusement loosened her tongue. “I think blood streaming from his ears and nose may have had something to do with it.”

“Pah.” Veronica leaned back, flipped her hair over her shoulder, and grinned, her long white incisors lengthening at the talk of blood. “He just wasn’t man enough for you.”

“Ya think?” Ginny rested her head on the high back of the computer chair and stared at her friend. “Perhaps it’s because he was only a man.” The thought had occurred to her more frequently of late.

“Well. You have a point. Being banshee is not exactly an open invitation for people to make friends with you. Humans are a little tetchy about death that way.”

“The Irish don’t seem to mind us; they’re not afraid.”

“Ginny, you’re a harbinger of doom. You tell people when their nearest and dearest are about to drop dead. The Irish are very superstitious people. They probably only pretend they’re not afraid. Or perhaps they’re just really relieved it’s not them you’re about to kill.”

Offended, Ginny reared back to stare at her best friend, her only friend. “We don’t kill people, Roni. We just let them know when someone close is about to die, and we lament their death by singing.”

“That’s most likely the thing that kills them.”

“I’m good at singing.”

“Wailing.”

“Caoine.”

“What? What the hell does that mean?”

“Keening.”

“Well, I have to tell you I’m not keen on a faerie spirit celebrating my death by singing about it.”

“And we weren’t talking about me celebrating your death. Although I’m not saying it couldn’t be arranged.”

Roni’s dark frown warned her she’d probably gone too far. “Maybe you need to meet someone who isn’t all the way human.”

“I don’t think there’s anyone out there.”

“Well, there’s us, Ginny. If we met accidentally and recognized we were different, then there have to be others out there. There must be some place where beings like us congregate. We just have to find them.”

“Simple as that.”

“Yeah. Yeah, it is.” Roni sat upright and waggled a long, slender finger at her. “If I thought there was no one out there for me, I would have to seriously consider going back to the underworld.”

Ginny shuddered. “I’d rather live alone in the fiery pits of Hell for eternity than go back and listen to the caterwauling all day long. You’re lucky, you never had twelve sisters to contend with. My head buzzed and my heart beat too fast and the flames… Flames become so tiresome. Every time you have a new outfit and someone decides to shriek, pfft—cinders. Worse still, I can apply the perfect nail polish, only to have it evaporate at the slightest fireball. I can tell you, Roni, you would not want to live with their drama all day long. It’s…wearying.”

That was the least of it. As harbingers of doom, they were spiritually connected, their emotions pooled together. If one of them started to lament, the entire community of banshees joined in, hysteria rising.

She hadn’t fit into their dominion, and since she’d absconded to the human realm, she’d ceased to be drawn into their passionate frenzy. Calm reigned, except when her own emotions were affected, and the spiritual support she’d stepped away from insisted on participating. Although diluted on Earth, the powerful surge of energy was sufficient to make a man bleed.

Veronica sighed and unraveled her mile-long legs, pushing herself off the desk to stand at the side of it. “No, you’re right, it doesn’t suit everyone. I was sick of all the bloodletting and indiscriminate sex in the underworld—they drained me. Made me quite faint.” She stroked an elegant finger across her porcelain cheek and gave a weak smile. “I became so pale. Why they have to drink from me, I don’t know. Give me a rare steak any day, and I’m happy.” Her flawless red lips stretched in a beatific smile before she flicked her hair back over her shoulder and sauntered to the door.

“However, we are never going to meet our perfect mates unless we make an effort. Tonight. I’ll pick you up at ten. Make sure you eat well first. You know what you’re like when you get hungry.” She opened the door, stepped outside the office, and then peeped back in. Her golden-brown eyes sparkled with mischief, and she gave a conspiratorial wink. “Oh, Ginny. Dress to kill, sweetie.”

•●•

She wasn’t at all sure how it happened, but somehow, her best friend had managed to get an agreement out of her without her realizing, and before she could retract it, Roni was gone. It was no use trying to contact her. If she didn’t want to be found, she could disappear without a trace. Easier to be half vampire than half banshee. At least Roni could poof at will, but Ginny didn’t have that luxury. She was ruled by her emotions. Apart from anything else, being a vampire got you the whole great body deal.

Ginny sneaked up the back stairwell to her apartment above the library, where she stared in the full-length bedroom mirror at her own small body. All boobs and backside. She turned to the side. At least she had a flat stomach, but honestly, if she didn’t have the large round ass to balance out her chest, she’d probably fall flat on her face. She turned again to study her own reflection. At least she had one. Roni didn’t.

She pushed her long, straight, silver-white hair back from her face and considered putting it up in a neat bun like she did for work. Then she thought better of the idea, as Roni would probably wrench it from her head. Same with her glasses. She didn’t need them. They were plain glass, but they made her look more like the head librarian she was. Not that she was seen much in the public section of the library anymore since she got her promotion. She spent most of her time in the back office on the computer doing administrative work. Except for Saturdays.

She preferred working in the library. She loved the smell of books, especially the old ones. The hushed voices. The respectful attitudes. Most of all, she loved the people. All sorts of characters from every background came in. Some for a purpose, some for a warm-up in the cold of winter, others to give the kids something to do in the school break, but Ginny’s favorites were the ones who came in to fantasize. She could see the dreams in their eyes, feel the hope in their hearts as they looked for their next adventure. The joy of reading spanned every creed, color, age, sex, orientation, and religion. It knew no bounds, for it had never been shackled.

With a sigh, she turned away from the mirror and wriggled her way into the tiny white stretch-fabric dress Roni had sent around for her, almost stripping the skin from her body as she hauled the material up her curvy frame. She squeezed it past her hips and persuaded it over her breasts inch by inch until she realized she’d forgotten to breathe and puffed out a noisy gasp. She waited for a moment, hitching in small drafts of air, and hoped the dress wouldn’t split its seams while she tried to bend at the waist to pick up the pair of shoes she had placed on the floor. She collapsed onto her bed, flat out, and wished she’d not eaten at all, never mind consuming a full plate of spaghetti and meatballs. She rubbed her belly. Sweet howling banshees, she’d probably damaged a kidney…and her liver. The grunt in the base of her throat turned to a wail, accompanied by supportive voices. She’d twisted her gut, she had to have. All the squeezing of her innards wasn’t going to let her digest her dinner, and her lungs were flat. She was going to die.

The piercing wail was cut off abruptly by the sheer terror of the unexpected voice.

“Aren’t you ready yet?”

The swift rush of adrenaline shot Ginny upright in a smooth move she surprised even herself with, until she stood by the side of her bed. Her body hadn’t been given the option to bend. It would have been strangled by the Band-Aid she’d squeezed it into. High-pitched, her voice trembled past the restriction. “How did you get in?”

Roni grinned and circled her hand in the air. “I…you know.”

Yeah, she did know. Unfortunately, Roni had a bad habit of zapping in and out of her private moments. Private. Pah, it wasn’t as though she had any of those, so she could hardly object. Besides, she needed Roni to rescue her.

“I can’t bend over in this dress.” The wail became louder, and Roni’s smooth left brow shot up.

“Well, you’re not supposed to.”

Ginny skimmed her gaze over the black leather dress Roni had been painted into and wondered how she had the ability to breathe.

“I think I’ve damaged my insides.” The other women bitched inside her head, making it to the outside so Roni could hear.

The model’s sympathetic smile reassured her. “No, you haven’t.”

“But, I can’t…” Ginny flicked her fingers at the shoebox on her bed.

Roni picked it up, and against all odds, she kneeled effortlessly on the floor at Ginny’s feet, the dress she wore appearing not to hamper her flexibility.

“I love these shoes.” Roni slipped one of the crystal-encrusted four-inch heels onto Ginny’s foot and stroked it in awe as she withdrew her hand to pick up the next one.

“Yeah.” Ginny sighed, and the women’s voices dissipated in direct correlation to her distraction.

“You have such good taste in shoes.”

“I do.” She couldn’t help but grin as she agreed. It was a weakness. She might dress conservatively on the whole, but she always had on a pair of heels most women would kill for, each pair lovingly treated and perfectly stored. She considered she might have to get another closet built in her apartment to accommodate the overflow.

Roni came to her feet and scanned Ginny from head to toe. “Shame you have such crap dress sense.” She gave her a smile and flicked her long, red talons at the current piece of material adhering to Ginny’s flesh. “I like this one. I’m pleased I sent it.”

“I…”

Roni spun her around so she could stare at herself in the mirror.

“Oh, my.” The air stuck in her throat as she perused the vision before her. Perfect. Voices hummed with admiration.

“Of course, you can’t wear those panties.”

“I can’t?” She twisted as best she could in the body-hugging material to get a better view of her backside.

“No, I can see the panty line. You need thongs.”

“I don’t have—”

Phut.

The woman was gone. Ginny hated the whole disappearing act. You could never have a full conversation, never win an argument. Not that she wanted to argue with Roni, she’d just like the opportunity to—

Pff.

“Here. A white thong.” Roni removed the sales tag and handed the thong to her.

“Where did you get them?”

Her friend’s smile was wide and feral; her sharp white teeth gleamed. “It’s okay, Miss Honesty, I left payment for them. I just didn’t have time to wait in line.”

“I’m sure.” Ginny glanced at the label. “Especially as the bridal shop would be closed at this time of night.”

Her friend wafted a dismissive hand as though a visit to a closed underwear store was something she did on a regular basis. She probably did. Most shops would be closed by nightfall when Roni was available to shop. It was a little inconvenient for her to visit in the daytime when the pesky sunlight fried her alabaster skin.

Ginny stared at Roni, wondering if the woman was going to leave the room so she could have some privacy to whip off her panties and exchange them for the new ones, because the dress was not the type to allow for discretion. She was going to have to peel it up before she could do the whole panty exchange.

“Do you need help?”

She smiled at Roni’s lack of patience. “Nuh-uh. I can manage if you would be so kind as to turn your back. I don’t need you seeing my hoo-hah.”

“Hoo-hah? For the love of Satan, it’s your p—”

“I know what it is,” Ginny interrupted hastily.

Roni’s wild red hair flicked as she turned her back with an ungracious grumble.

Ginny writhed to get the clingy dress far enough up to strip off her big-ass panties and haul on the thong as fast as she could before Roni lost patience and took over. Being a model meant Roni had little time for self-consciousness, and even less tolerance.

Voice muffled as she writhed to get the tiny scrap of material over her hips, she glanced up to check Roni was still in the same place. “Where did you say we were going?”

“I didn’t, but we’re going to the new club—Montgomery’s Sin.”

“Oh my, I’ve heard things about that place.” The girls at work had been the previous Friday night, failing to turn up for work on Saturday—again. The club was reputed to be wild. “It’s supposed to be full of all kinds. They say it’s where the devil goes to collect the souls of the fallen, the defeated, and the damned.” She tried not to sound like some kind of innocent, but she knew terror and awe laced her voice. Nightclubs terrified her. The thunder of music, the dark, prowling people.

“Yeah, well, there’re two things here. First, I think the devil is too important to collect his own souls—he sends out his minions to do that. Second, I don’t think you fall into any of those categories. You can consider yourself quite safe. Now, me…there’s a whole ’nother matter.”

“Perhaps it’s an exaggeration, but I do believe it’s a den of iniquity.” Ginny stretched her dress back into place and smoothed her hands over the fine material to check for any bulges.

Roni turned around and eyed her with a wicked grin. “Yeah. It’s precisely why we’re going.”
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“I’m not going!”

“Jesus, come on, Matt. You know you have to.”

“No. I don’t.”

“You do. Your reputation is at stake if you don’t get back on the bike of life and start to ride again.”

“I never got off it.” Matt punched the remote control to flick between the two sports channels. What to watch?

“You haven’t been out partying since Emma left you.”

He had to close his eyes so his friend couldn’t see them roll to the back of his eye sockets. Daniel wouldn’t be amused, especially if Matt accompanied it with a short burst of fire from his nostrils. Daniel didn’t seem too keen when he did it; the man was inflexible about that kind of thing. At least when they were in public. Still… Matt sighed. They’d been through this before, and Daniel seemed unmoved by his excuses.

“I wanted Emma to leave. I was glad when she went.” He pushed the sound out between gritted teeth.

“Well, we know that, but no one else does. It’s been four months, and people think you’re pining.”

Matt jerked upright and stared at his sports agent. If there was one thing he wasn’t, it was pining. He simply wanted to be alone. “I’m not fucking pining. The woman was a witch.”

“Matt, I don’t think you can say—”

“Yes. Yes, I can. She was a witch. Long sharp nails, black cat, evil spells.”

“You exaggerate.”

He pointed the remote and waggled it at Daniel. “You should have been there when she threatened to carve out my heart with the curved black dagger.”

Daniel closed his eyes and sighed long and loud. His agent really didn’t seem to believe him, but it was true. The woman had been wild. Matt’d had a lucky escape—after all, she could have called in her coven. The luck he’d been having lately, she might possibly have. Right now they could be sticking pins into a little doll. He ran a mental check over his body. No. No more pain than the usual sharp pangs and dull aches.

Daniel coughed and drew his attention back to where he stood in the middle of Matt’s huge, white-carpeted living room.

“As your agent, I am telling you, you need to get out there again. Show people you’ve matured, grown—and no, I don’t mean physically. If you grow any more, people will start to notice, Matt.”

“I can’t help my height.” He was pretty sure he hadn’t grown any more, and as for mature, how old did he have to be to qualify?

“No. But you can help your situation.”

Trapped. The desire to sulk had him playing with the remote a moment longer before he heaved a sigh and met Daniel’s determined stare.

“All right. For an hour.”

“Two.”

“No.” That was the trouble with agents—never satisfied, always ready to negotiate, and from the look on Daniel’s face, he wasn’t going to be moved from his opening gambit with ease.

“Okay. An hour,” Matt repeated, but at Daniel’s sour look, he reluctantly conceded, “…and a half.” He waggled the remote at his best friend and agent and gave in to the desire to be rebellious. “But I’m not getting changed.”

His lips twitched as mild horror spread across Daniel’s face. The man’s topaz eyes scanned Matt’s washed-out lime-green T-shirt, which read, I’M NOT RICH, I’M NOT FAMOUS, BUT THE ASS BESIDE ME IS. TALK TO HIM.

“You could just slip on a white shirt…”

“No.” Matt stood up, empowered by his mutiny. “Take me as I am, or I don’t go at all.”

With a dramatic sigh, Daniel turned toward the door at the far end of the room. “Okay. Deal. Let’s go. You’re such a diva.”

Matt almost regretted it. It had been too easy, and he really didn’t want to go out. There was a Cowboys’ game on he would far rather have stayed at home to watch. He needed to study their new quarterback’s moves.

He flipped the remote a full circle in the air, pointed it at the TV, and paused as he heard his name.

“Matt Dane, the New York Chameleons fullback and Peter Pan of football, shows all players what clean living can do. The guy never has a single wrinkle, bloodshot eyes, or an injury due to poor fitness levels. For a man of his age, he’s always in tip-top condition, probably because he never goes out. Just look at the game he played on Friday night. Over to you, McCoy.”

“Yes, indeed, The Dane was up against Travis Ludwig, and I can tell you he was more than a match. There were some really nice chunk plays, and the call of toss on third down, with The Dane out front, ripped off a nice gain. He was even covered on the next level and easily hammered it in there. I can only say, I’m delighted the man doesn’t have a life.”

Click.

Silence.

“Let’s go.”


Chapter Two

“Can we please go now?” Ginny gazed around the new nightclub. Violet neon lights lined the walls and pushed back the dark to cast haunting shadows over the place.

Roni tucked her hair behind her ear and gave her a sympathetic smile. “We’ve only been here fifteen minutes.”

“Oh.” Was that all? She blew out an impatient breath as Roni handed her a glass of champagne from the bottle she’d just ordered. It seemed like forever already, and so much for the magic seven. The other girls had taken off immediately to gyrate all over the dance floor.

With a quick scan of the room, Ginny believed she would do some serious damage to her insides if she attempted to move the way those women did. She’d had to suck in her stomach until it was concave just to walk into the place.

Roni was being kind by sticking with her at the bar. Music vibrated up through the floorboards and bounced off the walls, making her heartbeat uneven and staccato. She scanned the room. She’d never seen so many peculiar-looking folk. If she didn’t know better, she’d swear some of them weren’t human. Montgomery’s Sin seemed to have attracted a clientele from all walks of life.

She whipped her gaze away from the huge guy with the tattoo on his neck that ran riot and escaped up his face. Holy cow, it was hardly the serenity she was comfortable with in the library.

“Your eyes look as though they’re about to pop out of your head. Have a drink, relax. Maybe when you stop looking like a rabbit in the headlights, someone will come over.”

“Okay, I’m sorry.” There was no one there she wanted to have come over. She glanced around again. Especially not the big guy with long hair and wild smile, swamped with the other five women she and Roni had arrived with. Far too scary. A savage, he vaguely resembled a wolf. He caught her eye and gave her a feral grin, enough to bump her heart up into her throat. Fear coated her tongue and made her mouth dry.

She took a big gulp of her champagne. The bubbles fizzed wild and uncontrolled up her nose to push her adrenaline levels even higher as she gasped for breath. She slapped the glass down on the bar and shot through to the nearby ladies’ room, smacking the stall door shut behind her just as she burst into a fireball. Her atomic elements deconstructed and reformed in the blink of an ion, leaving her feeble and listless.

“Are you okay in there?” Roni tapped on the cubicle door, anxiety lacing her voice.

“Yeah.” Weak beyond measure, Ginny slipped the latch and let the door swing open while she collapsed on the closed toilet seat and breathed deeply. Roni handed her the champagne glass she’d left behind, and this time she sipped as Roni eyed her from the doorway.

“Your dress is fine.”

“Yup.” Her heart steadied, and she took another sip of the golden nectar. “It’s okay as long as it’s quick and there isn’t a whole host of wailers.” And boy, was that quick! She’d had no idea it was about to happen. Whatever it was about the place that put her on high alert, she’d never combusted quite as fast as that before.

She sighed and stared at her nails. In distress, she waved her fingers at Roni to show her the immaculate silver nail polish she’d spent precious time applying had gone.

“Toast.”

Roni leaned against the doorframe and stared at her with such concerned intensity, Ginny’s stomach churned. Guilt rolled thickly at the thought of further spoiling her best friend’s evening, and she opened her mouth to suggest she should go home. She closed it again as two women came bustling through the outer door, giggling and fanning their faces.

Their dress was conservative, their make-up immaculate, but they acted like a pair of teenagers as they fluttered into the room, fanning themselves with their hands. Ginny tilted her head to get a better look. They easily had to be in their forties. She caught the frenetic gaze of the darker-haired woman, who needed no encouragement to speak. “They’re here. The New York Chameleons have arrived—and The Dane is with them.”

“Wow.” Roni fluffed her wild red curls as Ginny’s heart dropped to her stomach. Her option to go had just evaporated. There was no way Roni would allow her to sneak away unless she was quick. She tried to catch her friend’s attention as Roni bestowed a vampish smile on the plump ladies before she turned to Ginny. The redhead narrowed her eyes at her. “You want me to take you home?”

“No.” It wasn’t going to happen. If the team had arrived fifteen minutes later, she could have made her escape, but the whole reason for Roni bringing her had just entered the place en masse.

“I’m sorry. I’m spoiling your evening.” She knew she was being pathetic, but really—it was tiring, all this bursting into flames every time something a little out of the ordinary happened. She was on Earth to be ordinary, but it didn’t seem to be working out too well lately. Certainly whatever strange atmosphere there was in Montgomery’s Sin seemed to have affected her more than ever.

She gave Roni a weak smile and watched the other woman’s expression toughen up.

“You’re not. But you will if you don’t come on out there and play with the boys.”

“I don’t think I can.” She heaved in a panicked breath. She was going to burst into flames in front of everyone, and then what would happen?

“What’s the matter with her?” One of the women poked her head around the compartment door.

“She’s shy.” Roni tapped her talons against the doorframe.

“Looking like that? You’re kidding.”

Insult bubbled at the woman’s tone, and Ginny’s lips parted, ready for a reply.

“I dressed her,” Roni confessed, a wry smile on her perfect lips, and Ginny wondered if the place had caused her to overreact.

“Ahhh.” All three women stared at Ginny from the doorway. The older two nodded wisely as though it explained everything, and her breath came in shorter, harder hitches.

“I can’t breathe.”

The blonde woman leaned in, hauled her to her feet, and before she could heave in another lungful of air, the lady dragged her through the booth door into the main bathroom area.

“I’m not surprised, honey. Your lungs must be crushed flat in that dress. You need to stand. I wish I could pour my body into something so delicious. Here…” The woman wrangled her in front of the bank of mirrors, shoved a comb into her free hand, and gave an insistent nudge of the champagne glass toward Ginny’s lips. “You need to drink up. It’ll give you Dutch courage. You’re going to need it with those boys on the rampage, especially when they get an eyeful of your skin in that slutty little dress.”

Ginny choked on her drink, and the woman gave her a hearty slap between her shoulders. She caught the reflection of her own eyes in the mirror just as they started to glow an ethereal, icy cobalt, and wondered how long the woman had to live. She didn’t really have the power to kill anyone, but the screeching chorus she conducted in her head could sure as hell make the woman’s ears bleed. Ginny just had to concentrate on not letting the sound escape from her mouth. The whole swirling ice storm in her eyes was just a glimpse into the blizzard in her soul.

“Wow.” The darker-haired lady stepped in close and stared hard into her face. “I love your contact lenses. Where did you get them?”

Voices screamed inside her head, and she tried her best to contain them. She licked her lips, and a brief swell of noise emitted from her throat, making her wonder how the heck the women weren’t bleeding by now.

The blonde gave a comforting rub between her shoulder blades. “Oh, honey, maybe you shouldn’t drink champagne. You sound like you have gas.”

The three of them stood in front of the bank of mirrors, and Ginny pursed her lips in a tight pout while she allowed her gaze to scan them all.

The two older women fussed, touching each other’s hair and smoothing one another’s clothes, full of genuine kindness and sweet concern, no different than they had shown her, and Ginny suddenly started to giggle. She’d been about to incinerate the darker-haired one for no other reason than her own fear and panic. The way she was feeling, Ginny was pretty sure she could send someone else up in a ball of flames if she concentrated hard enough. She looked them over. These sweet ladies didn’t deserve it.

One of the women rummaged in her purse and produced a red lipstick. Ginny hoped she wasn’t about to lick her thumb and scrub it across some imagined blemish on her face like her mother used to. She smiled. There was a similar look to them that meant the two small women were possibly related to each other, but their attitude reminded her of her mother.

“I think this is your color, sweetie. Put it on. Blot. Go get a big handsome football player. Maybe you should tug your dress down an extra inch. You don’t want the boys to get the wrong impression.”

As she tottered out of the bathroom on her mile-high heels behind Roni, she had the distinct feeling something strange had just occurred, but the heat in her skin had cooled, and her heart rate had returned to normal.

Ginny smoothed her hands over her dress and raised her chin. She was going to be a brave banshee.
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The small dark-haired woman leaned closer to the mirror and patted a little powder across the top of her nose. She rubbed her lips together and gave a smile as she met the eyes of the blonde next to her.

“Do you think she recognized us, Lorna?”

“No, but I thought she was going to zap you hard, Ellie. Honest, her eyes got that look, just like when she was little, all icy twinkling stars.”

“I would have zapped her back twice as hard—just like I did when she was little.”

“Well, that would have given the game away, wouldn’t it? It’s not what we’re here for. We’re supposed to be lending a helping hand.” Lorna smoothed a finger across her arched eyebrows and then dusted her hands off as she turned from the mirror and met her sister’s gaze. “I think the vampire made us, though. Notice how she stayed in the doorway away from the mirror?”

“Oh yeah, she knew what we were. She can’t know we’re Ginny’s aunties, though. Not unless she’s a mind reader.”

“Well, she is a vampire.”

“Not really. I spoke with her aunty the other day. She’s mortified Roni is living as a human. She can’t believe the girl won’t suck blood like she’s supposed to. Apparently, the poor child faints at the thought. Always has done since they turned her. She was a vegetarian. Her aunt’s going to send someone to get her back soon. She said Roni’s had quite long enough to sulk.”

“Yeah, but our baby’s not coming back. She needs to live here. She has far too gentle a disposition to live with all those banshee girls. We just have to make sure she finds her mate here on Earth.”

“Is he here?”

“I’m not entirely sure, but this is the first time I’ve ever known a gathering place for creatures of the underworld in the Earth domain. I’m amazed at how many Montgomery has attracted in so short a time.”

“They say he bested the devil and came back to Earth to punish the humans who’d sent him to Hell.”

“Hmmm, maybe so. He’s certainly attracted a lot of darkness.”
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“I knew this was a shit idea. Can I go now?” Unimpressed with his dark surroundings and the boom of music, Matt gave a longing glance at the door.

“No. We’ve only just arrived. You haven’t even got a drink in your hand yet. Let’s go to the bar.” Daniel nudged him forward, and reluctance shimmered as Matt attempted to weave his way through the lively crowds.

“You know I can’t drink.” He sulked. He’d love to. He enjoyed the taste, just not the result.

“You can darned well pretend.”

“Why can’t you swear like a real man?” Frustrated, he wondered how much entertainment he would get from poking at Daniel.

“Stop trying to annoy me so I send you home. It’s not going to work.”

With a snort of disgust at being shot down so soon, Matt turned his attention back to the crowded room. He narrowed his eyes as his vision zoomed in on a little blonde accompanied by a tall, elegant vamp as they walked out of the bathroom together. The bathroom he’d noticed as he entered the club that had lit up as though someone were using a flash on a camera.

Did girls do that? Who would run into a bathroom to take a quick selfie? Strange. Did they stand in front of mirrors in a public restroom and take their own photos? Pose with each other? Really strange. They looked rather mature to have conceded to the latest craze of Snapchat.

Stranger still was the sight of two older ladies coming out behind them as though they had been involved in something clandestine. They patted their hair and tugged at their skirts, trying to look innocent. A little on the old side for his taste.

Talking of innocent, the blonde looked to be a sweet little thing. Too sweet to be there. He drew a long breath in through his nose and smelled the scent of warm cinnamon and roses in full bloom. Nice silver aura going on around her. White hair, white dress, shiny heels. She looked like a fluffy angel minus her wings. She wasn’t, though—couldn’t be. Not in the dress slicked to her skin that yelled, “Come fuck me—if you can peel me off.”

He tilted his head to one side and contemplated the height of the hem. He wouldn’t need to peel the whole dress off. He could just slip it up a little way to achieve what he wanted. Although she did have fine curves that would probably require attention. He wondered how long it would take to get her partially naked and wholly willing.

He let his gaze wander around the room and wondered what Daniel would say if he realized the joint was full of shifters, vampires, and witches. After two hundred years on Earth, Matt was pretty adept at spotting a non-human, and there were a lot in Montgomery’s Sin. Seriously, he’d never seen so many in one place. The guy had beaten Hell, opened the doors to his nightclub, and let every variation of the underworld enter. No dragons, though, but Matt recognized a couple of bears and…yeah, there was Wolf. He lifted his chin in respectful acknowledgment as the guy caught his eye and winked. Surrounded by human women, there was no reason why he wouldn’t hang out there.

With a sharp elbow to the ribs, Daniel grabbed his attention. “Are we going in, or are we going to stand by the door looking like freaks?”

Understatement of the year, considering, but…

“Let’s go in.”

He headed toward the cute blonde, who was struggling desperately to get her short but very shapely legs to the right height so she could plonk her round ass on the barstool. She hitched her heel on the middle bar of her stool and slipped twice before she hiked herself up, just as the skinny vampire gave him a long, cool look, picked up her champagne glass, whispered something to the little lady, and wandered off toward the dance floor. Cruel bitch, leaving her too-innocent-looking-to-be-true friend alone in a place like this.

He thought his first assessment of the pretty blonde might be right, and she might just be way out of her depth. He had no idea why he felt obliged to complicate matters and head for the bar instead of following the obvious target of the vamp onto the dance floor, but he did. There was something about the woman. She wasn’t a shifter, but he wasn’t sure she was quite human, either. She had the air of a young faerie.

“Hey.”

He tried to make his voice as soft as possible, but her eyes became so wide he thought they might pop out of her head. Her breasts bounced up and down in a sweet little rhythm all of their own as she tried to breathe past the full body wrapping she seemed to be wearing. He didn’t even try to resist the temptation to dip his gaze down to her great cleavage.

She slipped back off the stool and smoothed her dress over her hips.

From his vantage point, he had a bird’s-eye view of her breasts. The woman was so tiny, the top of her head barely came to the middle of his chest, even with her teetering heels. Her ample bosom, however, heaving as it was, stopped him from peering all the way down her dress.

He licked his lips. Yum.

She blinked up at him. Wide innocence shone from her laser-blue eyes, while she gave a nervous swipe of her own lips, almost in imitation of his move.

Yesss!

“Hi.” Her breathless greeting made him stay; a warmth filled his chest and snuck down his belly.

“You want a lift up there?” It would be a great opportunity to put his hands on her.

She glanced at the barstool and back at him with a crooked smile and a shrug.
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