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CHAPTER 1


“They belonged to
the demons.” Saber gazed at the stones laid out on the table before
the other members of the Alliance. “The stones were forged by the
demons, stolen by our ancestors, and lost to history.”

Saber didn’t
understand how those lost stones could now sit on the table across
from him. How did this happen?

“And now they’re
back together when that was believed to be an impossible feat,” he
murmured. “No one knew where they were. They’re like the
fountain of youth; many hunted for them over the years, but no one
ever located them. Until seeing Willow’s sword, I’d believed they
were about as real as the fountain and just some myth passed around
by the Savages.”

He lifted his head
to gaze at them while it sank in that these stones might actually
give them a chance to win this war against the demons, or at least
a bigger advantage against them, something they desperately
needed.

Though he’d joined
the Alliance to fight against the demons, he hadn’t really believed
they had a chance of defeating those monsters. He’d mainly hoped to
help stave off the inevitable by fighting them.

He knew the demons
better than most; they were stronger, faster, and more ruthless
than anyone he knew—except for him. The Alliance was strong
and had good fighters, but that wasn’t enough against the demons…
until now.

“I know how to use
them against the demons and who can help make it possible,” Saber
said.

Excitement built
within him, but he tamped it down. There was no room for any
emotion in his life; it was dangerous to the control it had taken
him centuries to maintain. Emotions equaled volatility; for him,
that equaled the slaughtering of innocents—something that tempted
him far too often still.

“Bring whoever it
is to us,” Ronan commanded. “They’ll help us bring down our
enemies.”

Saber didn’t reply
as his attention shifted to the woman beside Asher. She was so
familiar, yet he couldn’t put a finger on what it was about her
that tugged at his memories.

“Do I know you?”
he asked.

When the color
drained from her cheeks, her pale skin made the numerous, faint
scars she bore stand out more. He didn’t recognize the face, but
her eyes were such a unique color….

He swore he’d seen
them before, but where and how? He’d encountered thousands upon
thousands of people over his lengthy lifetime; he couldn’t remember
them all, but he should remember this one.

A distant memory,
from a time he’d spent most of his life trying to forget, stirred
in his mind. It was from a period that once haunted him night and
day, but, over time, he succeeded in burying it. Doing so helped
him maintain his sanity.

And now, those
memories reared their ugly heads as they bombarded him with
screams, blood, and a viciousness he’d never known he possessed
until it nearly destroyed him. He tried to tear his attention away
from the woman, but he couldn’t stop staring at her.

“Do I know you?”
he demanded again.

Around the table,
the others all exchanged looks while they shifted uneasily. Asher
edged forward to stand protectively in front of the woman. Saber
didn’t acknowledge the move; Asher had to know he could slap him
down as easily as a gnat.

“What’s your
name?” Saber inquired of the woman.

Those eyes.
Those beautiful, strangely colored eyes. He’d only known one
other with eyes that color, but she died almost five hundred years
ago. He saw her body.

The woman glanced
around as if searching for an exit, but she didn’t speak, and no
one else offered an answer. He hadn’t expected one either; Asher
was far more one of them than he was.

Saber had been
with the Alliance for years but still considered himself an
outsider, mostly because that was how he liked it. The only
vampires he ever loved were all dead, and their deaths had sent him
spiraling into a pit of madness and blood.

It took him nearly
three hundred years to claw his way back out of the blood and death
of the years he spent as a Savage, but it still beckoned to him
every minute of the day. It would be much easier to slip back into
being a Savage.

However, he was
determined never to lose control like that again. Caring for others
and losing them would push him back over the edge.

He vowed centuries
ago never to make that mistake again.



CHAPTER 2


“Who is it that
can help us with the stones?” Ronan inquired.

Saber suspected
he’d asked the question to steer the conversation back to where it
belonged… the stones. He looked to the powerful man across from
him. He didn’t care if Ronan was the king of the vampires; he
wouldn’t reveal his friend’s name without his permission first.

If Ronan
disapproved, then oh well, that meant shit to him. But then,
everything meant shit to him.

“An old
associate,” Saber replied, “one who prefers to remain anonymous and
to keep their talents off the radar. They’ll work with me, but I
can’t say if they’ll come here. I’ll do my best to convince them,
but they can help us.”

His hand went to
the haladie knife strapped to his side. Intricately wrought in a
way many believed lost to the world, the knife was a masterpiece
that was more difficult to break than Damascus steel. The man who
created it could help them with this.

At one time, each
stone was encased in a sword. Of course, those blades broke;
otherwise, these stones would still be inside them. He didn’t think
any sword Charles forged would break.

“How do you know
about the stones?” Ronan asked.

“You know how,”
Saber replied.

Ronan knew of his
history; he hadn’t hidden it from the king when he joined the
Alliance. There was no point.

He wasn’t ashamed
of his past, and it was obvious to any purebred or hunter that he
didn’t smell like a Savage. But his past might bite him in the ass
if he ran into an old, murderous acquaintance. Because of that, it
was best to tell the king his history, or he might end up hunted
too.

And he refused to
be hunted for something he stopped being centuries ago. Was he
still a monster?

Without a doubt.
He always would be, but he’d never be a Savage again.

He’d managed to
get the Savage part of himself under control over the centuries,
and now he was determined to destroy the monsters who once harbored
him. He may not be much better than his enemies, but he would
murder them all if given the chance.

And he was always
up for a good kill. It was his favorite thing to do as it helped
unleash some of the violence constantly trying to entice him back
to the blood and death he once bathed in.

He would never
murder innocents again, but he gladly took out any Savage he came
across. There wasn’t enough holy water in all the world to wash the
blood from his hands, but they weren’t as stained as they once
were.

He didn’t know how
much of his past the king shared with the others and how much he
kept to himself. Logan sure looked shocked when Saber told him he
was once a Savage.

“Are you going to
see a Savage about making the swords for us?” Ronan asked.

“No. It’s a
vampire, an old one, but he’s never been a Savage, or at least he
wasn’t the last time I saw him,” Saber replied. “He’s
trustworthy.”

“He better be,”
Lucien said.

Saber shot him an
irritated look before shifting his attention back to the woman
staring at him like she’d seen a ghost. She hadn’t answered him,
but her reaction said she knew him too. Then his gaze fell to the
bites on her neck before flicking to Asher.

Their smell had
intertwined to become something new, and for the first time, he
noticed the hunter was more than a hunter. He’d become a vampire.
Mates.

Just what they
needed, more mates in this place. Like there wasn’t enough
of them already. Mates were stronger after completing the bond but
were also weaker as they now had to rely on someone else to stay
alive. It was a fate he wouldn’t wish on his worst enemy.

With a sigh, he
pulled the haladie knife from its holster and strode to the table.
He’d get his answers about the woman soon enough. First, he had to
get at least one of these stones to Charles so his friend could
create a weapon for them.

When he reached
the table, he set his blade next to Willow’s. The design on his was
far more intricate. It came from a man who took his time while
creating it, but then that man had the time to take while making
his blade.

It most likely
wouldn’t be the same for these new swords. There wouldn’t be enough
time for all the smaller details.

Whoever forged
Willow’s sword didn’t take the time to make it as pretty, probably
because the demons were breathing down their necks and seeking to
kill them. Despite the differences in the design, the smith who
forged Willow’s sword was as talented as Charles.

“I have no idea
who created Willow’s sword, but as you can see, they used the same
technique, and it looks like the same metal. This design is strong
enough to withstand a demon, but they still break,” Saber said.

He lifted one of
the broken blades and examined the lime green stone expertly
crafted into the sword’s hilt.

“Crafted by the
demons, the stones hold the power to kill them. They’re the only
things those monsters fear,” Saber continued. “Our ancestors stole
them and used them to bring down our creators—at least for a little
while.”

“How do you know
this?” Killean demanded.

Saber met Ronan’s
eyes as he set the broken sword back on the table. “They don’t
know?”

“No. As long as I
saw no sign of you cracking, it wasn’t something I planned to
divulge. Your past isn’t mine to share,” Ronan replied.

Saber appreciated
the king for holding his secret, but it might have been easier if
he had told the others. At least then, they would have already
known his dark history and still accepted him. Now, there was a
good chance they would turn on him.

“Know what?”
Kadence inquired.

“I was once a
Savage,” Saber said.

A few of them
gasped while a murmur made its way through the others. Anger
stiffened some of their shoulders, and others looked between him
and Ronan in disbelief.

Saber ignored them
as he continued speaking. “I’ve overcome my past, but there was a
time when I worked with the demons.”

“Why didn’t you
tell us?” Nathan demanded of his brother-in-law.

“As I said, it was
not my past to reveal after Saber told me about it,” Ronan said.
“And it’s obvious he’s not a Savage now. That was enough for me. If
he chose not to tell anyone else, then so be it. Even after all
these years, there is much we don’t know about each other, but we
still trust each other with our lives. We’ve trusted Saber all this
time; there’s no reason not to trust him now.”

Saber felt their
eyes burning into him as they assessed him. He almost thanked Ronan
for his vote of confidence and keeping his secret, but words failed
him.

Ronan seemed to
understand as a small smile curved the edge of his mouth. Saber
bowed his head in response and thanks. He didn’t have to say the
words; Ronan knew.

Saber didn’t speak
while he waited for those in the room to absorb the knowledge of
his past. Instead, he stared at the woman, who continued to study
him from behind Asher’s shoulder.

“The demons
weren’t as prevalent on Earth while I was with them,” Saber
continued. “Many of them died in the last battle against our
ancestors. It took time for them to recoup their numbers and brave
coming above again.

“While I was with
them, they were looking for the stones, but many believed they were
forever lost. I assumed they’d given up the search and considered
them lost to time until Willow’s sword was discovered.”

“Why didn’t you
tell us about the stones?” Declan demanded.

“There was nothing
to tell. Even after Willow’s sword was discovered, I believed it
was a fluke that we uncovered one of the stones. One random stone
might have survived that battle and the thousands of years since
then, but all of them? I didn’t think it was possible. Besides,
none of us had any way of locating the stones even if more still
existed.”

“Kadence could
have helped locate them,” Nathan said.

“No, she couldn’t.
Her visions are nowhere near strong enough to have found all these
stones.” His attention shifted to the mysterious woman again. “Did
you find them?”

She gulped before
nodding. The niggling memory became a dull roar threatening to
drown out all reason. Those eyes….

He’d once been so
familiar with that unusual color, but it was centuries ago, and
that vampire was dead. It couldn’t be possible that she was the
same vamp. She must be someone else.

It. Could. Not.
Be. Possible.

“How?” he
demanded.

The woman shifted
her attention to the stones. “I saw them.”

Her voice was
barely more than a whisper, but it caused the hair on his nape to
rise. It can’t be!



CHAPTER 3


That voice.
She saw the stones!

He knew of only
one other vampire, besides Kadence, with such an ability, but it
simply could not be. Brie was dead, and this woman was very
much alive.

Asher had said the
woman in the airport was named Brie, and at the time, with the
warning she’d given him about evacuating the compound, he’d briefly
wondered if it could be his sister. But he shut the idea down
instantly.

Brie was dead.
He’d seen her body in that fire, watched what little of it that
remained crumple and burn. He’d seen her.

Besides, Asher had
said that he wasn’t sure if her name was Brie or not. He’d said it
could have been something else, so Saber immediately buried any
thoughts about his sister being the same woman from the
airport.

There were
probably thousands of Bries out there in the world, and it could
have easily been a nickname for something. And that was if
the woman’s name was Brie.

And he hadn’t paid
any attention to Asher’s disappearance while hunting the woman. He
had his own shit to deal with. If the hunter survived, so be it. If
not, oh well.

But now, he was
kicking himself. He should have asked more questions, should have
learned the name of the woman Asher was with and learned more about
the situation. He’d been caught off guard, and he hated
it.

Saber struggled to
recall his sister’s face. He’d tried to keep the details of it and
their parents alive in his mind, but time eventually won the
battle. Over the years, they’d become little more than blurs when
he tried to recall more.

He could only
remember distinct things about each of them. His mother’s hair
cascading over her shoulders, his father’s large, strong hands, and
Brie’s unusual eyes were the only memories of their appearances
that remained vivid in his mind.

But Brie was dead.
He saw her body; she was dead! Yet, the possibility he could
be looking at his little sister kept niggling at his mind.

“Brie?” he
breathed.

When the woman
glanced toward Asher, he sensed her unease, but he wouldn’t let her
leave here without knowing the truth. Asher glanced questioningly
between them, and, as he did, Saber sensed the hunter’s growing
annoyance. Asher had no idea what was happening, but then, neither
did Saber.

He stared at the
woman as he waited for her to say something… anything. Just
fucking speak!

He could feel his
control unraveling as something sinister tried to rip away all the
restraint he’d spent centuries meticulously erecting. It was how he
kept himself from slipping back into the bloodlust that once ruled
his life.

Taking a deep
breath, he carefully locked his emotions away again. No feelings
meant he could stay alive and useful. If he gave in to either of
those things again, many would die, including him.

The woman’s eyes
swung back to him, and when they did, the truth in them nearly
drove him to his knees. The sadness, the resignation, and the tears
burning there answered him.

“Hello, Gabriel,”
his sister replied.

Too stunned to
move, Saber didn’t breathe as he tried to process how he was
staring at a woman who died almost five hundred years ago. But she
couldn’t be dead if she was standing across from him.

“Holy shit,” Asher
whispered.

The turned hunter
rested his hand on his mate’s shoulder as he studied Saber, but
Saber couldn’t tell what was in Asher’s gold-flecked, brown eyes.
It was no longer antagonism; there was definitely some
astonishment, but something else reflected in them too. Maybe it
was understanding or perhaps pity; either way, he couldn’t deal
with them right now.

“I stopped being
Gabriel centuries ago,” Saber said.

“I know,” Brie
said in a tear-filled voice.

Unable to tolerate
this strange standoff and determined to have answers, Saber ignored
all the others, who were glancing rapidly between them as they
tried to figure out what was happening. He hoped, if they got the
answer, they’d tell him.

“How the
fuck are you alive?” Saber demanded. “I saw your body in the
fire.”

Now it was Brie’s
turn to look completely confused. “I crawled out of the fire and
into the lake.”

“I saw your
bones!” Saber exploded.

That odd look in
Asher’s eyes vanished as his eyes narrowed. Saber could easily kill
him, but the foolish ex-hunter might be dumb enough to try fighting
him.

In the mood he was
in, he’d kill the hunter and, therefore, his sister, but he so
badly wanted to kill something. Right now, he didn’t care if it was
his brother-in-law.

Asher nudged Brie
back a little more as he positioned himself in front of her. Saber
didn’t know if he should applaud the hunter for taking such good
care of his sister… or tear his throat out.

He’d spent
centuries learning to control his darker instincts. For some of
that time, he lived away from humanity and other vampires.

It took nearly two
decades before he felt strong enough to emerge from his isolation,
but his compulsion to kill never faded. Like many other purebred
vampires, he’d lived with that increased impulse since hitting
maturity at twenty-four, and it still resided in him.

Death was the
thing he craved most, and the urge to kill churned incessantly
inside him as it beckoned for him to give in again. It taunted him
with memories of how wonderful it was to slaughter without
remorse.

And now it was
screaming insistently again as everything he’d been so certain of
dissipated like smoke on a windy day. His mother and father were
dead. His sister was dead… except she wasn’t.

He blamed the
humans for taking away those he loved so dearly. Once he saw Brie’s
bones in the fire, he slaughtered the humans who killed her without
remorse. But he’d done it all for the wrong reasons, because she
was standing across from him.

If he’d known Brie
was alive, he wouldn’t have lost control like he did. Yes, he
sought revenge for his mother’s death, but his dad was already
meting out punishment for that.

They couldn’t both
become Savages and leave Brie behind. He would have taken her and
fled, leaving his father to kill them all.

But once he saw
her dead, he had nothing to hold on to. He believed he’d lost his
whole family that day and had nothing left to live for. Instead,
he’d abandoned her when she needed him most.

Ronan and Nathan
edged closer while Willow lifted her sword from the table. Some of
the others came closer, but Saber didn’t pay any attention to them.
He’d encountered much scarier things in his lifetime; he was still
one of those things.



CHAPTER 4


“I saw the bones,”
he said more calmly. “I saw a set of small bones in the fire the
townspeople built to kill you.”

“I don’t know
whose bones they were,” Brie said, “but I escaped the fire. Maybe
they burned someone else before me and never cleaned the bones
out.”

“They were the
bones of a child.”

Brie held her
hands out before her. “I don’t know whose they were, but they
weren’t mine.”

“I don’t
understand how that’s possible,” Saber said.

Everything he’d
ever believed was a lie. He didn’t know how to integrate that
knowledge into his life now.

A part of him
wanted to hug his sister and tell her how much he missed her over
the centuries, but he couldn’t move as memories bombarded him. Her
smile had always brightened the room, her laugh was a bright spot
in his days, and her love had warmed him.

He loved it when
she’d trounce around behind him, stepping on flowers and making
more noise than a herd of elephants while he hunted. She’d always
giggle and duck behind a tree whenever he told her to go home.

“I’m not here if
you can’t see me,” she called back in a singsong, teasing tone.

And while it
irritated him at the time, he couldn’t hunt with her trailing him.
She scared away every animal in a mile radius, but he found her
shadow act adorable.

He’d loved her so
much. She was his sweet little sister who would curl up in his lap
and demand he tell her stories while their mother sewed and their
father watched from his chair.

When she grew
tired of his tales, she’d climb down, run over to their father, and
sit on his lap while demanding more stories from him. She’d do
anything not to go to sleep.

Brie would spend
most of the night bouncing back and forth between them. Often, in
the end, if she wasn’t too tired, she’d regale them with silly
songs. And always, when their mother finally declared it was time
for her to go to sleep, she’d cling to his neck while their mother
pried her away.

While her face and
voice faded from his memories over the years, he could still
sometimes feel those tiny arms cleaving to him as she buried her
face in his neck. Her cries of, “Gabriel, please save me!” haunted
him over the years.

At the time, she
was trying to stay out of bed for another ten minutes. Her words
were so innocent then, but he imagined her pleading for him to save
her while they burned her alive.

He’d
loathed himself whenever those words swam to the surface of
his memory and buried them again by hunting, killing, and sating
the demon part of him. Except, that monster lurking within could
never be satisfied, no matter how much blood and death he
fed it.

And in the end,
she hadn’t needed him or anyone else to save her; she’d done it
herself. But she hadn’t done it unscathed, as the scars on her face
and arms proved. He wouldn’t be surprised to discover those marks
covered her body.

“What did they do
to you?” he demanded.

“More than should
ever be done to anyone,” Brie replied, “but I survived.”

“When I saw those
bones….” His voice trailed off as he recalled the moment he
snapped.

He and his father
had already found his mother’s remains at home. By the time they
got to town, the flames of the fire were leaping high into the air.
His father was out of control by then; he didn’t care who he killed
or what happened to him, but Saber had retained enough restraint to
prioritize finding Brie over his need to make them all pay.

His mother was
gone, he couldn’t save his father, but he could still save Brie if
he found her.

When they
descended on the town, most villagers scattered as they tried to
flee his father’s wrath, but Saber tracked some off them to a stall
in the livery. There, through their sobs and pleas for mercy, he
discovered they’d tossed Brie into the fire.

Though he didn’t
think they deserved mercy, he didn’t have time to kill them. He
fled the stable and raced for the fire, but it blazed too high for
him to see anything inside it.

Determined to do
everything he could to save his sister, Saber plunged into the
flames. The fire roared as it encircled him, and the flames cracked
over his head. Blisters broke out across his body, and skin slid
off one of his cheeks as the fire melted his flesh.

Smoke choked the
air, but as he moved deeper into the inferno, he spotted the small
body sprawled across the embers. Little more than tuffs of flesh
stuck to its legs and torso, and it melted before his eyes.

He tried to lift
the body from the flames, but by then, his hands were little more
than bone at his fingertips. With his strength waning, he left his
sister behind as he sought to escape the blaze before it devoured
him too. He’d never forgive himself for leaving the small body
behind, but there was nothing he could do for her.

Breaking free of
the flames, he stumbled and fell to his knee as fresh air hit his
brutalized skin. It wasn’t enough; what little remained of his
clothes and hair was still on fire, and so was his flesh.

Unable to see from
the fire burning his eyes, he followed the scent of fresh water and
plunged into the lake. When he emerged, the water had helped ease
some of the agony the fire created, but he had to feed.

And as the screams
of the villagers continued to fill the air, he knew exactly
who he was going to feed from. He’d make them all pay for
what they did.

Filled with wrath
and a hunger so intense it consumed him, he left the water behind
as he started to hunt. The humans were nothing more than cattle to
him, and he joyfully helped his father slaughter what remained of
the villagers.



CHAPTER 5


A dawning horror
settled over him as he tried to understand the tiny body he saw in
the fire after being told Brie was in the flames. His father most
likely threw a child into the fire.

They’d tried to
avoid killing the children when they first arrived, and Saber
assumed they’d succeeded. However, at some point in his madness,
his father must have thrown the child into the flames.

Under normal
circumstances, it wasn’t something his father would have done, but
he went out of his mind after losing his mate. Saber was sad and
enraged after losing his mother, but his father was on a completely
different level. The loss of his mate had stripped him of his
sanity and conscience; he didn’t care who he killed.

Throughout all his
years of existence, Saber had done some truly awful things, and
he’d lost track of the innocents he slaughtered, but he’d always
maintained one steadfast rule… children were off limits.

He could
never kill those as innocent as Brie was, but his father
didn’t care and had no such qualms as he sought to destroy all
those who ruined his family. His father must have tossed the child
into the flames before Saber arrived, and he’d mistakenly believed
it was his sister.

Until he saw the
body, Saber refrained from killing, even as screams and the
temptation of all that blood permeated the air. After seeing the
body, he saw no reason to hold back anymore.

The townspeople
had unleashed this slaughter on themselves by killing his family;
they didn’t deserve pity or mercy. He pondered if his father had
thrown the body in the fire to get Saber to kill, but he decided
against it. His father had believed Brie was dead too.

Learning she was
alive wouldn’t have stopped his father’s rampage, but it would have
at least pierced it. He would have done anything for his daughter;
he’d grieved her as much as the loss of his mate.

Either the man was
so incensed he didn’t realize he tossed the child into the fire, or
he lost the recollection of it. If he’d known Brie was alive, he
still would have died, but at least it would have given him a
glimmer of happiness at the end. Bloodlust and vengeance had
consumed him from that day until his last.

“Fa…ther?” Brie
inquired with a small hitch in her voice.

“Dead,” Saber said
flatly. “He walked into the sun two days after we killed the
residents of that town.”

“And you? What
became of you afterward?”

Saber gave a
small, brutal laugh. “That’s a horror story for a different
time.”

His attention
returned to the stones. It was time for him to get out of
this room and away from everyone here as he battled against joy at
her survival and fury over everything he’d lost and everything he
became when it never had to be that way.

He had
decided to become a Savage; he wouldn’t have done it if he’d known
the truth, but it didn’t matter. If he didn’t get his emotions
locked away again soon, he could become a monster again.

He should be
celebrating his sister’s Lazarus-like return from the dead, but he
couldn’t while he wanted to sink his fangs into something. His
mouth watered as he imagined drenching himself in blood.

It would be a good
way to eradicate the guilt tearing at him, and he wouldn’t have to
fight his instincts anymore. He could lose himself in murder
again.

Saber couldn’t
stay here with all of them looking like he was a creature to pity.
He didn’t want their pity or understanding. He’d made his choices
in life, and he was fine with them.

Had there been
mistakes? Definitely, but he wouldn’t change any of them. He was
stronger because of them.

“I have to take
one of the stones with me,” he said. “I’m not sure if he knows
anything about the stones, but seeing one might get him to agree to
work with us.”

“He doesn’t have a
choice,” Killean said.

“I agree,” Saber
replied, “but he is a friend, and I’d prefer to do this the easy
way instead of the hard one. Taking a stone would make it
easier.”

“I don’t think we
should separate them,” Brie said. “I just got them all
together.”

Saber shot a look
at his sister and bit his tongue to keep from responding in anger.
He recalled her visions. Back then, they were simple, small things,
but the passing centuries had strengthened them if she could locate
stones believed lost to history.

“Having one will
make this a lot easier,” he said.

“Then I’ll come
with you,” she said.

“No.”

He was glad she
was alive. It was the best thing to happen to him in centuries, but
that didn’t mean they would have a relationship. It was best if
they kept their distance from each other.

She rattled his
control, and he was far from the man she might remember. She
was so young when he lost her; she might not recall much about him,
and that was for the best because he would only disappoint her.

Besides, he had to
get away from her. He required time to process all this.

“I haven’t seen
this man in years, and he won’t appreciate me bringing strangers to
him,” Saber said.

“If you haven’t
seen him in years, how do you know where he is?” Declan
inquired.

“We’ve kept in
contact. If he’s not there for some reason, I’ll find him.”

“Where are you
going?”

“When I last spoke
with him, he was in a town in Maine. I can be there and back in
less than a day.”

Brie looked to
Asher, who shrugged. “They’re your stones.”

“They’re not
my stones,” Brie retorted. “Well, one of them is mine, but
the others belong to Willow and… I don’t know who else, but they do
belong to others. We have to figure out who those others are so
they can claim their stone.”

“So, can I take
one or not?” Saber asked more brusquely than he intended.

When Brie stroked
a few of the stones and gazed at them tenderly, he realized he had
made a mistake. The villagers put her through hell on that long-ago
day, but she’d gone through a lot to get these stones.

To her, the stones
were almost, or maybe were, as sacred and loved as a child
to its parents.

“I’ll keep it
safe,” Saber vowed.

Brie bit her lip
before briefly nodding. “We should come with you. What if you end
up needing help?”

“I’ll be fine,”
Saber said as he strode toward the table. “Like you, I’ve dealt
with far worse than this.”

Saber studied the
multicolored stones scattered across the table before grasping the
pure black one. The second his fingers wrapped around it, a feeling
of rightness stole through him, and a small spark emanated from the
stone before it went black again.

“It doesn’t matter
what I say about the stones,” Brie said. “That one is yours.”

“How fitting,”
Saber murmured.

The stone was as
black as his heart. He was fine with that because he would use it
to destroy as many demons and Savages as he could before they
killed him. Because no matter what happened, he wasn’t walking away
from this fight alive.

The demons would
make sure of that. He’d walked away from them once, and they would
make him pay for it in the most excruciating way possible.

Saber shoved the
plum-sized stone into his jeans pocket and turned to his sister.
“I’m glad you’re alive.”

She opened her
mouth to say something, but before she could, he turned and walked
away. Everyone’s eyes bored into his back as they followed him out
the door, but he didn’t look back, not even when Ronan said, “We
better see if some of these other stones belong to some of us.”



CHAPTER 6


Saber drove most
of the way to Maine with his foot pressed to the floor on the car’s
gas pedal. The engine raced as the tires hummed over the asphalt.
He tried to lose himself to the rush of speed and the blur of cars
he whipped past, but his brain wouldn’t shut off.

Brie is
alive. Those three words ran through his head on an incessant,
self-hatred-filled loop.

She was only ten
when the villagers killed their mother and tossed her into a fire.
She was a child when they forced her to take care of
herself.

She’d been badly
injured, her scars were testimony to that, but despite those wounds
and her tender age, she survived—without any help from him, her big
brother who had vowed to always watch out for her.

She was probably
battered when she emerged from the fire and needed help, but he’d
failed to be there for her. It didn’t matter that he believed her
dead.

He should have
done a better job of keeping himself from getting lost in his rage
and grief. He’d blamed all humans for the loss of his family
and hadn’t cared who he killed as long as they weren’t a child.

That was his only
rule. But he still killed mothers, brothers, fathers, and sisters.
At the time, he didn’t think humans deserved to live, and he still
wasn’t sure if they did or not.

Sure, they did
some cool things and could be kind, but he found most of them
greedy, selfish pricks who would sell their mother if it meant
gaining riches. They were a whiny, bitchy bunch who spent more time
complaining about things than appreciating what they had.

He hadn’t stopped
killing because he suddenly grew a conscience and started liking
humans. He left his old life behind because of that horrible day
and didn’t plan to revisit it.

Saber had never
hated himself for his past. It wasn’t great by any means, and he
hadn’t done much good in his lengthy life, but he didn’t despise
himself for his choices. And he’d spent a fair amount of time doing
some good before he joined the Alliance.

But that hadn’t
been an altruistic decision. He could kill Savages without any
consequences; it helped keep his compulsion and enjoyment for
murder under control while also allowing him to walk in the sun. He
was not giving that up again.

When he was a
Savage, he forgot how much he enjoyed the warmth of the sun and the
brightness of day. As he gradually acclimated to the daytime again,
the sun helped to calm him. It also became a daily reminder of all
he’d lost and what he would lose if he allowed himself to become a
Savage again.

He’d saved many
lives since turning away from the Savages and demons. Had he saved
as many as he killed?

No, but if they
defeated the demons, he’d help to save billions, which had to count
for something, even if he couldn’t ever atone for all his sins.

And he didn’t want
to atone for them. He was who he was, and his past was the past. It
would stay there as he’d already moved on.

Until today, he
was fine with every decision he ever made, even if some of them
made others see him as a monster. But now, his mind wouldn’t stop
repeating everything he did wrong that day, and this inability to
shut himself down was dangerous for everyone around him.

Feelings and doubt
would get others killed, and he’d be the one to do it.

He learned
centuries ago, when he broke free of the underground world and
death once ruling him, that detached was the best way for him to
get through life. He couldn’t get overly upset, lose control, and
kill someone if he didn’t have any care for them.

His knuckles
turned white on the wheel as he glided the car around a Mac truck
before entering the breakdown lane to fly by a Mercedes. When the
driver of the Mercedes gave him the finger, it took everything he
had not to jerk his vehicle into the car and send it flying.

The image was so
clear in his mind that he grinned at the man, and the other driver
lowered his hand and slowed his vehicle. Saber did the same to keep
pace and keep smiling at him.

Unless it ended in
a fiery ball he couldn’t escape, Saber would most likely survive
the accident; the other driver wouldn’t. It didn’t matter that he
was driving like an asshole; he wanted blood.

Instead of
satisfying that need, he pushed his foot back down on the gas and
shot forward. I will not kill a human. I will not.

He repeated the
words over and over again as he steered through the vehicles on the
highway. He wasn’t sure if they would help to diffuse him, but they
couldn’t hurt either.

He tapped the
stone in his pocket. “You have a goal.”

That reminder
helped to focus him a little, but he was certain Charles wouldn’t
be thrilled to see him with the mood he was in. Taking a deep
breath, Saber shoved Brie from his mind and focused on the
road.

Weaving in and out
of traffic with expertise born from his confidence in his driving
and knowledge he most likely wouldn’t die in a crash, Saber pushed
the car over one hundred miles per hour. If he got pulled over, he
might kill the cop, but whether he drained them dry or changed the
police officer’s memory of the encounter, he didn’t worry about a
ticket either.

He jabbed at the
radio stations until heavy metal blared from the speakers. He
turned the music up until it reverberated around the confines of
the car and shook the windows.

Despite his
sensitive hearing, he didn’t turn the volume down. Instead, he lost
himself to the rapid beat of drums, screeching guitars, and voices
mirroring the wrath pulsating in his soul.

Gradually, he
started regaining control of his volatile emotions as the speed and
music soothed the demon churning within him. It was angry, thirsty,
and out for blood, but he would not let it rule him
again.

And he couldn’t
risk being a bomb when he saw Charles again. The man was the best
metalsmith Saber had ever encountered, but he didn’t work with
Savages, and he didn’t work with vampires he deemed dangerous. He’d
send him away if he believed Saber was a threat or on the edge of
control.

Saber crossed into
Maine in record time. By the time he did, he could breathe easier
and his bloodlust had ebbed.

His hands were
still white-knuckled on the wheel, and the car’s engine hummed as
he held the speedometer at a hundred and ten. With a far steadier
hand, he turned the music down a little, but the windows still
vibrated.

Navigating the
highway, he took the exit for Vineyard Beach and slowed to pilot
the small roads packed with tourists and their vehicles. It would
be easy to park the car, climb out, and kill.

He could go on a
rampage through here and slaughter twenty people before anyone
realized what was happening. By then, he’d be well fed, and his
need to kill would become an annoying niggle again instead of an
incessant roar.

He would have to
find shelter from the sun afterward, but it wouldn’t be too
difficult. He’d lived in the shadows most of his life.

It was so
tempting, he started pulling the car toward the sidewalk.



CHAPTER 7


Saber jerked the
wheel back toward the road as he snuffed out his need to kill.
Focusing his attention on something else, he studied the touristy
stores selling T-shirts, shot glasses, and other dust
collectors.

At the end of the
road, a Ferris wheel rose into the darkening sky; its multicolored
lights illuminated the growing dusk. Other rides rose and fell into
the air as they went through their cycles, and people lined up at
the gates to enter the amusement park.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

BRENDA K. DAVIES





