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CHAPTER 1


“How are we supposed to find anything here?” Lucien
asked as he lowered his feet from the dashboard to survey the quiet
town they’d entered.

Saxon studied the adjoining storefronts they
passed. Most of the stores were brick fronts with red or gray
weathered signs announcing a feed and grain store, lawyer, yoga
studio, pharmacy, market, veterinarian, and a doctor. The
businesses were all shut down for the night, though a few lights
remained on in what he assumed were apartments over the stores.

No streetlights illuminated the winding,
dark, country road, but as they drove further, a bar with all its
lights on lit the sidewalk and part of the street. The bar stood
separate from the rest of the buildings, which was a good thing
judging by the noise of the music and the shouts of the crowd. The
sides of the bar were clear of any trees, but woods surrounded the
back of the building, and despite the wintry January night, a group
of smokers stood on the deck there.

The snow piled high on the sides of the
sidewalks didn’t deter a group of young kids scrambling over them
in their eagerness to get to the bar. In the driver’s seat, Logan
slowed the SUV as they crested a hill and left the town behind.
Moonlight shone off the icy sheen coating the snow as more
countryside came into view.

“Small town,” Declan murmured.

“Pull over,” Lucien said. He sounded like
he’d rather deal with a thousand Savages than one small town.

Logan guided the SUV to the side of the road
and put it in park. From the seats behind Saxon, Asher leaned over
to study the countryside. “Is this where Kadence sent us?” he
asked.

“This is it,” Declan said. “We passed the
town sign before driving down what I’m assuming is the main section
of town.”

“Is that all there is to the town?”
Asher asked.

“How are we supposed to know?” Lucien asked.
“We’ve never been here before either.”

“Someone’s testy tonight,” Asher muttered,
and Lucien turned in the passenger seat to scowl at him.

“We have no idea what we’re doing here,”
Lucien said. “Other than looking for some log cabin, and I’d
guarantee there are about a hundred of them in these boonies.”

“Still not a reason to be a dick,” Asher
replied, and Saxon stifled a laugh when Lucien looked like his head
might explode. For a second, he thought Lucien might jump over them
all to strangle the hunter.

“Enough,” Declan said from beside him.

Lucien continued to glare at Asher who
pretended not to notice as he stared out the windows.

“Kill the lights,” Saxon said, and Logan
turned off the headlights.

The tick of the cooling engine was the only
sound in the night as Saxon stared at the field next to him.
Strings of wire ran across the tilted wooden posts stretching over
the earth. On the other side of the road, an embankment led into
the woods. Wind buffeted the SUV, shaking it as it howled over the
land.

The idea of exiting the vehicle and stepping
into the chilly night was about as appealing to him as having his
toenails ripped out, and he doubted he was alone. They were all
dressed similarly in jeans and shirts with jackets that hid the
weapons stashed inside their interior pockets. Most of them wore
boots, but Asher had opted for sneakers. Even with the jackets and
boots, they weren’t dressed for these elements.

“Is there any information about the town on
the map Kadence gave us?” Saxon asked.

Declan pulled out the map and laid it flat on
the seat between them. He tapped the big red circle Kadence had
created on upstate New York. The Catskill Mountains ran through the
center of the circle, and there was no denying they were in the
mountains when another blast of wind rocked the vehicle. He hated
the bleakness of winter, but there was something especially
desolate about this night and place.

“We’re on the edge of the location she
circled,” Declan said. “The town is about fifty square miles,
possibly more.”

“So we’re supposed to find a cabin out here,”
Logan said and waved his hands at the windshield. “How many do you
think there are?”

“I can find them on my computer,” Declan
said. “It will take some time, but I’ll track them down
tonight.”

“Maybe she sent us here because she’s trying
to kill us,” Lucien murmured.

“Maybe she’s trying to kill you, and
who could blame her? But she likes the rest of us,” Logan
replied.

“Especially me,” Asher said.

Lucien gave them the finger. “Fuck you
both.”

Turning, Saxon leaned over the map to study
it. In his mind, he saw Kadence spreading it across the table in
the library as everyone gathered around her.

Kadence pointed at the circle in New York.
“Here.”

“And what is here?” Declan inquired as he
spun a lollipop between his fingers.

“A log cabin.”

“And what is so special about the cabin?”

“I don’t know.”

Behind her, Ronan folded his arms over his
chest; tension emanated from him while he watched his mate. Saxon
leaned back on his heels as he surveyed the other marks on the map.
Instead of circles, these were pen lines etched onto the map. Each
mark had a date written beside it that went back almost three
weeks.

He pointed at the first mark and date; it was
only fifty miles away, and the date was Christmas. “What are
these?”

“That’s when I first started seeing markers,”
she said.

“Markers?” Killean asked.

“Yeah.” Kadence turned the map toward her.
“Here”—she pointed to the first dot on the map— “there’s a church
with some of the most beautiful stained-glass windows I’ve ever
seen. And here”—she pointed to the second marker—“there’s a bakery
with a pink pig on top. I saw the actual town sign for this one.”
She pointed to the third dot.

“That was when I realized the snippets of
visions I was receiving during my dreams were from different towns.
I researched what towns had things like what I was seeing and
learned the exact locations.”

“Why?” Logan asked.

“Because I knew they were leading me
somewhere; I just didn’t know where or why I was seeing them.”

“Why didn’t you come to get me to help you
with them?” Nathan, Kadence’s twin brother, asked.

Nathan had his arm around Vicky, his very
pregnant mate. Vicky’s twin, Abby, her mate, and their mother and
father were arriving tomorrow to stay until Vicky had the baby,
which could be any day now.

“Because they were coming to me in dreams,
and I didn’t know when I was going to have them,” Kadence said.
“Plus, they were short scenes with one vividly detailed thing that
stood out when I woke up. And, like I said, until I saw the town
sign, I didn’t know what was happening. Once I realized the dreams
were trying to lead me somewhere, I searched for the pig and the
church, but I didn’t know where they were taking me… until, last
night.”

“And what happened last night?” Simone
asked.

“It came to an end.”

“And how do you know that?” Killean asked as
he ran a hand through his short, dark brown hair. It had taken some
time, but his hair and eyebrows had grown back after being burned
off almost seven months ago.

Kadence’s fingers played across the marks on
the map as she spoke. “Because my dream last night had a sense of
finality to it, and I knew this is where the visions have
been leading me.”

Saxon studied the circle in New York. “And
what did you see in this last vision?”

“The town sign, and then it switched to a
cabin in the center of a clearing. Light shone from the windows of
the cabin, and it had a farmers porch. The interlocking logs of the
cabin were a light wood color, and there was a large, snow-covered
field behind it.”

Like a million other cabins in the
world. Saxon kept the words to himself as he studied the map
and then Kadence. She had to know trying to find a cabin in the
mountains would be like looking for a needle in a haystack.
Granted, it wouldn’t be a huge haystack as they had a general
location, but she was the only one who knew the exact appearance of
this cabin.

“And why is this cabin important?” Nathan
prodded.

“I don’t know,” Kadence said. “I only know
something has been guiding me to this town. Why? I have no idea.
What’s there? Not a clue. There could be another bunker Joseph
established to hide out in before he died, it could be a group of
Savages, it could be vampires, or it could be nothing.”

“You don’t believe that,” Ronan said.

“No, I don’t. There’s something there; I just
don’t know what.” She bit her lip as she stared at the circle.
“Once we get to the town, I might—”

“I think it’s best you stay here,” Ronan
interrupted.

Kadence turned toward him, and Saxon could
see her gearing up for an argument, but Ronan spoke before she
could. “We have no idea what is up there; it could be something
dangerous, and I don’t want you involved.”

“I’m already involved in it; I’m the one who
saw the cabin.”

“And someone else can find it,” he said.

“But they won’t know what it looks like.”

“I think you’ve described it well
enough.”

Saxon clamped his mouth shut against the
snort of laughter he almost released. One thing he’d learned since
Ronan and Kadence became mates was not to interfere in their
relationship. Ronan was usually pretty in control, but anything
having to do with Kadence could push him to a breaking point.

“I have not,” Kadence said.

“Someone else will find it,” Ronan
insisted. “Besides, the baby is going to be here soon, and you
don’t want to miss it, do you?”

Low blow, but Saxon had to admire
Ronan’s use of the baby to derail her. They would have fought over
this for hours, and Saxon could see it resulting in them being sent
out to find this cottage without Kadence’s knowledge. Ronan would
have paid dearly for it, and Saxon would have preferred to be
locked in a room while someone blasted disco for twenty-four hours
than be in Ronan’s shoes, but Ronan would have sent them.

“The baby,” Kadence murmured as she turned to
Vicky and her brother. “I could probably find it in a couple of
days.”

“Don’t worry,” Declan said. “We’ll find it.
Won’t we, Lucien?”

Lucien rolled his eyes. “Yeah, it should be
easy to locate a cabin in the mountains.”

“It won’t be any problem at all,” Saxon
lied.

“We’ll come with you,” Asher said and waved a
hand at Logan who nodded.

“Be careful. I didn’t see anything bad there,
but….” Kadence shrugged as she held up her hands in a helpless
gesture. “But I don’t know what’s there.”

“We’ll be fine,” Saxon assured her

And now, sitting in the middle of nowhere, he
wished he was sleeping in his bed or preferably someone else’s. He
hated the cold, and this place looked as inviting as
Antarctica.



CHAPTER 2


“How many cabins with farmers porches do you think
there are in this town?” Lucien asked.

“More than I care to know about,” Logan
said.

“We’ll find out later,” Declan said.

Asher folded the map and tucked it away.
“Maybe we should have agreed to more help.”

“No,” Saxon said. Ronan and Killean had
offered to come too, but they needed them at the compound. “Until
we know if we have a mole, we can’t afford to have too many
fighters away from the compound. There are too many women and
children there to risk it.”

“Especially since this could be nothing more
than a wild goose chase,” Lucien said.

“Doubtful,” Logan murmured.

Saxon agreed; he didn’t know what drew
Kadence here, but it had to be something significant.

“It’s been over six months since Joseph died;
don’t you think if there were a mole amongst us, his followers
would have found and attacked us by now?” Asher asked.

“There’s a reason the Savages kept finding
Killean,” Saxon murmured, but he agreed with Asher.

After Joseph’s death, Saxon assumed his
followers would scatter and become disorganized, but that hadn’t
been the case. Whenever they encountered Savages, the bastards were
still grouped together and lethal in a way they hadn’t been before
Joseph started organizing them.

Which meant someone else was pulling the
strings now, and Saxon suspected there had always been a more
significant player behind the scenes. Maybe that player was the
strange being Killean encountered when he infiltrated Joseph’s camp
to get Simone back.

He said he suspected it was an
ancient-turned-hunter because of the creature’s eye color, but the
hunter elders had spent months pouring through their history in
search of such a thing and come up with nothing. However, that
didn’t mean a turned hunter hadn’t happened before Kadence; it
might not have been documented, and an ancient-turned-hunter who
became a Savage would be a powerful enemy.

“Once we know the location of all the cabins,
we should split up and go to them,” Lucien said. “It will go faster
that way.”

“Are we all going to walk?” Logan asked.

“There was a car rental place in the last
town we went through. We’ll go back there tomorrow, rent some cars,
and start searching. Hopefully, we’ll be out of here in a day or
two.”

“Sounds like a plan to me.” Logan started the
vehicle and pulled away from the side of the road.

Saxon studied the bar as they headed back
through town. The music and voices coming from it were louder than
before and followed them to the crossroads at the end of the
street. A lit motel and vacancy sign caught his attention, and he
pointed to it. “We should stay there until we can get the
cars.”

Logan turned toward the motel and pulled into
the lot where he parked next to a battered pickup. Saxon assumed
the truck belonged to the manager or owner as there were no other
vehicles in the lot. When he stepped out of the SUV and made his
way toward the office door, he spotted the lights from the back of
the bar spilling through the trees toward the side of the
motel.

He contemplated walking over after they
checked in and finding a woman but decided against it when a fresh
blast of wind blew ice down his back. He required sex to help keep
himself under control, but he despised the cold, and he
would go without sex for one fucking night.

It had been centuries since he abstained from
sex for any length of time, and the demon within him was already
clawing at his insides in need of the release it sought, but he
could do this. He shoved his hands in his pockets and hunched his
shoulders against the cold.

He was so tired of being at the mercy of the
demon part of him; so tired of needing sex to maintain his control
yet never finding any satisfaction from it. So tired of living this
way, but the only alternatives were giving in and becoming a Savage
or death.

There were some days death was
preferable.

• • •

Saxon folded the map marked with x’s of the cabins
he was supposed to explore and set it on the passenger seat before
surveying the field before him. They’d divided the town into
sections before leaving the rental place this morning; farms tucked
into the hillsides and mountains comprised most of his search area.
He didn’t know how anyone lived up here in the winter, but people
were moving about the farms as they took care of their animals.

He hadn’t discovered a cabin with a farmers
porch that stood out as anything more than being someone’s home.
Pretending to be a lost traveler in search of his sister’s new
place, he’d spoken with the few people who were at home when he
drove onto their property. Though he considered them crazy for
living in this hostile environment, they were ordinary people.

He’d only covered half his terrain, but
judging by the slate gray color of the sky and the increasing scent
of snow on the air, he wasn’t going to get through them all today.
He scanned the radio stations in search of a weather report, but
they were either playing music or debating sports and politics.

Giving up on finding anything useful, he
turned the radio off and pulled away from the side of the road.
Maybe they were only expecting flurries, but this was the last
place he was going to check out before heading back to the motel,
showering, and heading to the bar. Not only did he need a woman,
but he’d also like a few stiff drinks after this tedious day.

He guided the vehicle down the country road
with no lines or lights and turned onto a driveway winding up a
steep hill. The piles of snow shoved against the sides of the drive
were chest high. One more big storm would make it impossible to
plow as there was nowhere left to put the snow.

“Horrible setup,” he muttered as he guided
the car up the drive.

Behind the banks, trees crowded the roadway;
their skeletal branches creaked and swayed as the first snowflake
landed on the windshield. He was beginning to think there was
nothing at the top of this hill when the driveway leveled out. The
car tires crunched on the stone as he coasted into a large,
circular drive.

He parked in front of a cabin with a farmers
porch and lights shining out of some of the windows. The
interlocking logs were light in color, and behind the cabin, a
field stretched out a good fifty yards before the woods reclaimed
the land. In the distance, the sweeping peaks of mountains rose to
touch the sky.

The home looked like Kadence described. This
had to be it, but what was it? He saw nothing unusual
about the place. In fact, with the snow spiraling lazily from the
sky, it looked inviting.

Saxon pulled his phone off the charger and
went to type a message to Declan before realizing he had no
reception here. “Shit.”

Slipping the phone into his pocket, he patted
his jacket to reassure himself his weapons were still there before
opening the door and stepping out of the car. His breath hissed in
when the frigid air slapped him in the face, and melting flakes
stuck to his face and lashes as he strode toward the porch.

He studied the windows of the cabin as he
walked and spotted a shadowy figure moving behind a curtain before
he glimpsed a pale face peering out at him. He wiped the snow from
his lashes, but the person was gone.

Elyse ducked down and waited a few seconds
before poking her head around the corner of the window again to
inspect the man coming toward the cabin. She’d never seen him
before, but she’d never seen most of the men and women who arrived
here before she was forced to get to know them better. Usually,
those men and women came with an escort, but they could have
decided to send this one on his own.

She hugged herself as she braced for what was
to come. “Please don’t be too many.”

Saxon had his foot raised to climb the first
step when the stench of decay swept over him. He froze with his
foot in the air before bringing it down to the driveway again.
Slowly, he reached into his jacket and removed the small crossbow
he had strapped inside. He also took out a stake tucked into one of
his interior pockets.

He’d kept the weapons hidden so as not to
frighten whoever was inside, but that stench meant something far
worse than people lived on this property.

A hundred feet of cleared land was on either
side of the building; beyond that, the woods were thick. He
strained to hear anything over the wind and creaking trees, but the
twilight was eerily quiet considering that smell and the impending
storm.

And then a pair of red eyes blinked at him
from the shadows of the woods. His lips skimmed back as the eyes
vanished. He glanced at the front door; were there more Savages
inside? Were they trying to draw his attention to the woods so
something could charge out of the house at him?

He edged away from the stairs and back toward
the car so he would have plenty of time to prepare for anything
that came out of the cabin at him.

Elyse peeked out the window again as the man
moved away from the steps. In his hands, he held a small crossbow
and a stake. She frowned as she studied the weapons; vampires
rarely came here armed, and when they did, her guards took their
weapons and kept them until the vamps left.

The handsome man stared at the woods before
casting the cabin a suspicious look. His black, leather jacket fit
like a second skin over his broad shoulders and was open enough for
her to see the black sweater he wore beneath. His jeans emphasized
his long legs as his gaze returned to the cabin.

What is going on?

He wasn’t acting like all the others who came
here. They stormed up the steps like they owned the place and
stared at her like she was some offensive turd they’d scraped off
their shoe, or like they were going to sink their fangs into her at
any second. This guy almost looked lost.

Then a flurry of movement exploded from the
woods, and the man spun to face it. Elyse restrained herself from
cowering when two of her monstrous guards sprinted across the yard
toward the man. The first creature leapt off the ground and
launched himself at the man as the second charged head-on.

The man caught the first and flipped him over
his head as he slammed it into the car. When the monster landed on
the vehicle, the hood dented with a screech of metal and the
windshield shattered. With a quick step to the side, the man dodged
the second creature and swung his hand out to plunge a stake
through the thing’s back.

He may be different from everyone else who
came here, but he was most certainly one of them. No human
could ever exhibit this kind of strength.

Elyse’s heart lodged in her throat as
disbelief and then excitement pulsed through her. Only a couple of
her guards had ever come out to greet the other vamps who came
here, but they’d never attacked them. This was something entirely
new which meant…

It could be helpful to her!

But as swiftly as her hope came, it vanished.
This man was a vampire too, which meant he was also her enemy. And
this change could be really terrible. Sickness twisted in
her belly as her thoughts turned to her dad; what would this change
mean for him?

Elyse’s breath came faster. She wanted to
scream at this man to go away, but at the same time she was
close to rushing down the steps and begging him to take her away.
She didn’t get a chance to do either as, from behind the man, three
more guards emerged and raced toward him.



CHAPTER 3


Saxon heard a crunch on the icy snow and spun in
time to see three more Savages coming at him. He ducked the first
one before driving his fist up and slamming it into the chest of
the second. Bone crunched and crumpled before he enclosed his hand
on the Savage’s heart.

He didn’t have a chance to tear the bastard’s
heart out before the third was on him. Spinning the Savage he held,
he used its legs to batter back the vamp. As he did so, the one he
held beat at his face and shoulders. Saxon bit back a shout when
the Savage’s fingers dug in and tore a chunk of flesh from his
shoulder.

“Son of a bitch.” Saxon shoved his hand into
the vamp’s face and pushed it back while its fangs snapped at
him.

When Saxon yanked the creature’s head to the
side, the shattering of bone resonated across the clearing, and the
vamp went still. Saxon ripped his hand out of the vamp’s chest,
taking its heart with him. He released the organ, but it didn’t hit
the ground before the other Savage pounced on him.

Staggering back, he bashed them into the side
of the car in the hopes of knocking it off. The door dented with a
screech of metal, and shattered glass fell around his boots. The
other Savage recovered and charged at him. Saxon ignored the vamp
clawing at his flesh as he lifted the crossbow and aimed it at the
other monster. The creature was nearly on him when he pulled the
trigger and sent the bolt straight through its heart.

The vamp clutched at the bolt as it collapsed
onto the driveway; its feet kicked against the snow before going
still. The Savage clinging to him sank its fangs into his throat.
Fire consumed Saxon’s veins, and his legs nearly gave out when
crippling waves of pain washed through him.

Do not give in!

Gritting his teeth, he forced himself not to
succumb to the agony that accompanied having his blood pulled
unwillingly from his body. It wasn’t the first time he’d
experienced it, and it wouldn’t be the last, but if he went down
now, he wouldn’t get up again.

His hands felt like lead weights, and the
crossbow toppled from his grasp. He raised his arms and fumbled to
grasp the one feeding on him. The other remaining Savage peeled
himself out of the hood of the car and staggered to its feet.

Saxon’s pulse thundered through him as he
realized his time was running out; if he didn’t kill the one
feeding on him, he would die.

It’s not my time!

Feeling over the head of the one feeding on
him, he found an eyeball and plunged his thumb into it. When he
twisted deeper, the creature howled and released him as Saxon
effectively blinded him in one eye.

Air that he hadn’t realized he wasn’t
breathing rushed back into his lungs as his muscles unlocked and
his legs stopped feeling like they were about to shatter. He yanked
the vamp over his head and smashed it into the ground. He went to
plunge his stake into its heart before realizing he’d dropped the
weapon.

Weakness cleaved to him as he fumbled inside
his jacket to free another stake while the vamp from the car came
at him. Saxon pulled the stake free and plunged it into the
Savage’s chest as another one rushed from the woods.

He bit back a groan. They were like a fucking
clown car; every time he believed it was over, another one emerged.
The one who bit him was still on the ground, wailing as it covered
its eye with its hand while trying to crawl away. When Saxon
stepped forward, his legs wobbled; the Savage had drained him more
than he realized.

He grabbed One-Eye by its shirt and lifted it
off the ground to plunge the stake through its back. The other one
was still coming at him, but he slid to a stop when Saxon lifted
his gaze to him and bared his fangs at the creature. The Savage
glanced at its fallen brethren before turning and fleeing back
toward the woods.

If he had the energy, Saxon would have
laughed, but he found nothing amusing in this. Calm descended over
him as he knocked the snow from the crossbow while dipping into his
jacket to remove another bolt. Reloading the crossbow, he lifted it
and aimed at the back of the fleeing Savage.

Saxon pulled the trigger and watched as the
bolt pierced through the Savage’s back and it collapsed. Unable to
tell if it was a kill shot, he reloaded the crossbow before
starting toward the Savage. The world spun, and he staggered to the
side as he wiped away the sweat rolling down his forehead and into
his eyes.

He didn’t realize he’d been cut on his head
until his fingers came away sticky with blood. As he stared at the
blood on his fingertips, snow-covered his hand, and he tipped his
head back. Somewhere during the fight, the flurries had turned into
a snowstorm that was rapidly covering the stone under his feet and
the bodies around him.

He had to get out of here and tell the others
what he discovered, but he couldn’t leave any Savages alive, and
someone was in the cabin.

Elyse watched as the tall vampire approached
the monster sprawled in the snow. The man staggered and almost went
down before arriving at the side of the creature. Her hand clasped
the maroon curtain as her heart hammered so loudly she was sure the
vamp could hear it.

Chewing her bottom lip, she tried to decide
what to do. Should she run for the car? Hide? Or maybe see what
this vamp was doing here? He’d killed her guards, so he couldn’t be
one of the ones who’d imprisoned her, which meant he could be an
ally.

Or he could be something worse.

She didn’t see how that was possible, but
she’d never imagined things could be this bad. This vamp may be
about to turn her already shitty existence into a giant pile of
dinosaur crap that would make her situation here seem like a
party.

She gulped as the man moved beyond what she
could see from the window. If she went into the next room, she
could watch them from the windows in there, but she couldn’t make
herself move. Her feet felt as if they’d melted into the floor as
she gazed at the doorway across from her. No matter how curious she
was to see what was happening, she couldn’t bring herself to enter
that room.

Even if she didn’t look at the mantle, she
would know what was there.

Her gaze returned to the car. The vamp was
distracted and injured, but she doubted she’d make it to the
vehicle before he caught her. After seeing what he did to her
guards, she couldn’t think about what he would do to her.

The bastards holding her prisoner had
enemies; was this man one of them and had he come here to kill
her?

Don’t stand here; do something!

She was wasting her first opportunity to
escape, but she had no idea what to do. She’d never considered
herself a moron, but being imprisoned here for months had stripped
her of everything she once was and made her something else.

She was ashamed to realize it had made her
someone who was terrified to act. But then, on the mantle in the
next room was the reason for her indecisiveness. This wasn’t just
about her. She wouldn’t be the one to pay the most for leaving
here, but if she stayed, she could pretty much kiss her life and
her dad’s goodbye.

However, she had no doubt their lives were
already forfeit, and they were simply walking corpses now. They’d
kept her alive this long, but once they finished with her, they
would kill her; she did not doubt that. And it was only a matter of
time before they finished with her.

If she fled here, she could find her dad, and
maybe she could save him too. She doubted it, but she definitely
couldn’t do anything for him if she remained here. But what would
they do to him when they realized she was gone?

She shuddered at the possibilities, and bile
rose in her throat. If she stayed, they would both die; if she ran,
they would torture her father and punish him for her actions.

Rushing to the door, she turned the knob and
inched it open. She ignored the bite of the wind and stuck her head
out to watch as the vamp staggered toward her last guard. He knelt
by the monster, yanked out the bolt, and sank it into the
creature’s back.

Bowing his head, he rested his hand in the
snow and knelt there for a couple of minutes. Then he rose and
turned back to the cabin. The blood streaking his face made him
appear more lethal as he wiped it away and flicked it into the
snow. Drops of red stood out starkly against the pristine snow as
they followed him toward the cabin.

Elyse closed the door before he spotted her
and locked it. The lock would only buy her a couple of seconds
against him, but it was better than nothing. She rested her hand on
the door before turning and fleeing into the kitchen.

If she couldn’t decide what to do, she could
at least get a freaking weapon. The other vamps hadn’t worried she
might find something to use against them. They knew how to keep her
meek, and as a human, they saw her as inferior, but this guy was
severely wounded; she might have a chance.

A chance at what?

Just do one thing at a time.

The legs of one of the wooden chairs at the
small kitchen table squeaked against the tan, tile floor when she
pulled it away from the table. Lifting it over her head, she took a
deep breath before bashing it against the floor.

The impact jarred her arms and nearly knocked
the chair from her grasp, but it didn’t shatter. Damn it!
Before being held here, she could have broken it in one try. She
may be small, but she’d always been stronger than she looked; she
couldn’t say that anymore.

Frustration propelled her across the room
with the chair, and she lifted it again. Her arms shook from the
weight as she brought the chair down against the edge of the green
marble counter. The impact ripped the chair from her hands, but two
of the legs broke off. One leg flew across the room; the other
bounced off the cabinet and nearly hit her in the head before
falling to the floor and spinning under the table.

The wooden leg stopped spinning as the first
step sounded on the porch. Elyse shoved aside another chair and
lunged for the leg. She nearly fell when her foot slipped on the
tile and bit her lip to keep from crying out when her knee twisted
to the side. And then her hand wrapped around the leg, and she
lifted it before her while she listened to the approach of the
newest monster to arrive on her doorstep.



CHAPTER 4


What have you done?

Glancing at the ruined chair, she fought
against the hot wash of tears filling her eyes. Her captors would
see this chair, and her dad would suffer because of it. Her
emotions started to fray as the full horror of what she’d done sank
in. A buzzing like bees filled her ears as the room blurred; she
grasped the table to keep from going down.

A loud thud from the porch vibrated the cabin
floor; Elyse held her breath as she waited for the front door to
burst open. When the seconds ticked into minutes, and her chest
began to burn, she released her breath. The door remained intact,
and she didn’t hear the man again.

She dreaded going anywhere near that man or
the door, but she had to know what was happening. Clutching the leg
against her chest, she edged around the table and tiptoed toward
the front door.

She looked out the windows on either side of
the door but didn’t see the vamp standing there. Her breathing was
abnormally harsh in her ears as she clung to the leg like a
two-year-old to their favorite teddy.

She glanced around the empty, snow-covered
driveway before turning toward the kitchen. He must have gone
around to the back door which meant….

She spun around to gaze at the car. If she
could get to the car while he was behind the cabin, she might be
able to get out of here!

Unwilling to give herself time to think about
the consequences of her actions, she threw open the door and
plunged outside. Her feet skidded awkwardly on the porch, and she
darted to the side in time to stop herself from running over the
top of the handsome vampire sprawled face first across the porch.
She squeaked when her ankle twisted, and she went down in a heap
beside his motionless body.

When she scrambled away, her foot almost
touched the blood seeping out from under him. No, no, no,
no!

She lifted her foot and turned it toward her
to make sure the blood hadn’t touched her skin. Her shoulders
slumped when she didn’t see anything there, but she still wiped at
her skin with the sleeve of her overly large sweater.

She lowered her foot and drew her legs
against her chest while she took a second to steady herself; she’d
been so close to touching his blood. When she felt a little
more in control, she studied the vamp while she tried to see if he
was alive or not. Then, his fingers twitched, and he released a low
moan.

Elyse scrambled to her feet, dashed around
the vamp, and rushed down the porch steps. The chill of the snow
and the sharpness of the stones against her bare feet made her
wince with every step, but she didn’t slow as she ran for the car.
She barely glanced at the dented hood before flinging open the
driver’s door.

She hadn’t let herself think about keys, but
she smiled when she heard the beep indicating they were in the
ignition. Tossing the chair leg onto the passenger seat, she
climbed into the driver’s side and closed the door. The wind
blowing through the broken window caused her to shiver as she
rested her hand on the wheel.

It had been months since she was behind the
wheel of a car and sitting in the driver’s seat, and it gave her a
sense of freedom. Some strange, almost hysterical laugh issued from
her as she grasped the key, but she couldn’t stop making the
terrible noise.

And then she turned the key.

The car sounded like it was going to start
before making an awful, grinding noise that caused her to flinch.
Her gaze flew to the vamp sprawled across the porch, and she bit
her lip as she waited for him to rise and come after her, but he
didn’t move. Taking a deep breath, she focused on the ignition
again.

“Please start,” she pleaded before turning
the key.

This time, the car didn’t bother to pretend
it was going to start as the grinding noise filled the air before
the lights inside dimmed and the car died. It was useless, but she
couldn’t stop herself from turning the key again.

Gurrr. Gurrr. Gurrr. Thunk. On the
thunk, a puff of black smoke seeped out around the hood.
Elyse sat and stared at the smoke as her emotions swung wildly back
and forth between hopelessness and rage. And then, before she knew
what she was doing, she started beating on the steering wheel while
tears rolled down her face.

“Ahh!” She screamed as she gripped the wheel
and yanked at it like a madwoman.

She didn’t recognize herself, but she didn’t
care as all her well-maintained composure over these
horrific months unraveled, and she allowed her anger and
terror to burst free. For months, she refused to cry or let her
captors see how much they were breaking her, but she couldn’t hold
it back anymore.

She’d been so close! Freedom was at
the tips of her fingers, and it had been cruelly ripped away, but
then, she could never truly be free while these bastards held her
father.

Finally, exhausted and feeling like an idiot,
she reeled in her composure and lifted her head to look around.
Hope wasn’t completely lost; her guards were dead. Or at least she
assumed they were all dead, she didn’t know how many were actually
out there, but no one had come out of the woods to stop her or
finish off the other vamp.

Maybe she could still get away, but how?

She stared at the snow falling faster from
the sky as it stuck to the window and the windshield. The only
source of illumination was the light pouring from the cabin
windows. Turning in her seat, she stared at what she could see of
the driveway.

She’d been bound and gagged when they brought
her here, so she had no idea where here was. For the first
part of the journey, she’d been unconscious, and when she woke up,
she’d faked being out to see if they would talk and she could learn
something, but no one spoke throughout the drive.

For all she knew, she could be in Alaska and
she could run down the driveway to discover nothing but miles of
snow and unfamiliar terrain. But still, she had to try. She
couldn’t sit here and wait for the vamp to wake up or for her
captors to realize something was wrong and come for her. And they
would come, she did not doubt that.

She lifted the chair leg off the seat and
pushed the door open. Her breath sucked in when the wind hit her
with enough force that it swayed her back into the car. Normally,
she loved winter—when she was bundled up against the elements and
had hot chocolate waiting for her. She wasn’t such a fan when she
was barefoot with a too big sweater hanging off her shoulders and
no hat or gloves.

She could end up with frostbite in every one
of her extremities, but she made herself put one foot in front of
the other. She bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out as the
stones dug into her frozen feet while she jogged across the circle
area of the driveway. Beyond that, the drive turned to asphalt, and
she was able to run faster down the winding surface.

Her breaths plumed in the air as her feet
sank into the thickening snow. Her skin felt like ice, and she’d
lost the feeling in her hands and feet, but she didn’t stop. She
couldn’t stop. Once free of here, she didn’t know what she
would do. She’d have to steal a car before going to find her
father, but at least she would be free to look for him.

If they discovered she was gone before she
found him, they would make him pay, but this was the closest either
of them had come to freedom since becoming prisoners, and she
couldn’t let it go to waste. Elyse didn’t stop to think about
how she would steal a car or get her father free; if she
did, she’d probably return to the cabin, curl up in a ball, and
wait for them to come for her again.

She would not be a coward. But as she
decided this, doubt crept in. What would they do to her dad if they
discovered her gone before she found him? And how was she ever
going to get him away from these monsters?

The doubts niggled at her mind, but if she
didn’t do anything, then they were both as good as dead
anyway, and she’d never expected those deaths to be pleasant.

Her chest and legs burned when she made it to
the bottom of the drive. Her hopes shattered as she gazed up and
down the deserted road. She hugged herself as the sweat froze on
her body, and her chattering teeth drowned out the sound of her
ragged breaths.

To her left, the road rose steeply while to
her right, it descended. A layer of snow already coated the
asphalt. She couldn’t see more than twenty feet down the road in
either direction, but she saw enough to know there were no nearby
homes.

There was nowhere for her to go. If she
continued down the road, she had no idea how far it would be until
she encountered another home and possible help. How far could she
make it before she froze to death or something found her? The bears
were probably hibernating right now, but there could be any number
of other things out there waiting to eat her, including
vampires.

She almost said screw it and raced
down the road, but though her life had been full of despair these
past months, she wasn’t ready for it to end. Her chances of
escaping were dwindling by the second, but she still retained some
hope she would survive this.

She didn’t see how she’d survive, but
she wasn’t ready to throw in the towel. She had a lot of living
left to do, and if she remained standing here, she would freeze to
death before she got another chance to break free.

When the snow stopped, she’d try again. Until
then, she’d work on making herself something for her feet from what
little clothing she had. She’d also put on layers and a blanket
before venturing out again.

Turning, she trudged back up the driveway.
She tried to run again, if only to warm herself up, but the lack of
nutrition, stress, and exhaustion she’d endured over the past
months had left her weaker than she’d realized; she didn’t have the
energy to run anymore.

When she arrived back at the gravel part of
the driveway, the snow started coming down faster. It stung her
cheeks as the wind whipped it through the air. Her hand trembled as
she brushed frozen strands of hair from her face. When snow fell
away from her, she realized it was building on her hair and
clothes.

With the lights in the cabin on, she could
see more up here, and she paused to take in the carnage littering
the yard. The blood staining the snow was fading beneath this new
layer. Finally, she turned her attention to the vamp sprawled
across the porch.

Was he still alive? And if he was, how long
would it be before he woke up? And what would he do to her
when he did wake? He was incapacitated, but he’d still taken on her
guards and won. She was a mere mortal; it would only take a
flick of his wrist to end her life.

It didn’t matter. What mattered was getting
inside before she froze to death. She tried to jog across the
stone, but her feet were so frozen she couldn’t get them to
cooperate, and she was afraid she might break one of them, or her
ankle before she made it to the cabin.

Limping across the drive, she arrived at the
porch and used the railing to help her carefully climb the steps.
The vamp hadn’t moved, but she watched his chest rise and fall as
she crept around his blood and into the house.

She was about to close the door, but
something stopped her. Turning back, she studied the vamp and then
the carcasses littering the yard.

He was their enemy, and if ancient
proverbs were right, then the enemy of her enemy was her friend.
But what was he doing here, and what did he want from her? Or was
he here to kill her because he was their enemy? How did he
know about her?

She didn’t have any answers for the questions
running through her head, but he possessed the knowledge. Don’t
be an idiot. Shut the door and leave him here or stake him.

She chuckled when she glanced at the jagged
chair leg. The idea of shoving it through anyone’s chest and into
their heart made her queasy, but if she left him here, he would
heal and come after her. She was glad her guards were dead, but
that meant there was no one to stop this vamp if he’d come here to
kill her.

She studied the man for a minute more before
turning and limping into the house. Maybe he’d come here to kill
her, but he was the first change she’d experienced in all the
months she’d been here, and she had to know why he was here
and who he was.

She went into the room one of her guards
usually slept in and pulled the blanket from the bed; this would
also get her in trouble with them, but that was the least of her
concerns now. With the blanket tucked under her arm, she went to
her room to gather a couple of T-shirts. The idea of ruining some
of what little clothing she had made her hands shake, but she had
no choice. She could not touch his blood.

Using the jagged table leg, she worked a hole
into the shirts until she could tear them in two. She wound two of
the halves around her feet—only then realizing the still frozen
extremities were also bleeding—before wrapping the other two halves
around her hands.

She made sure her skin was covered before
returning to the porch. Taking a deep breath, she grasped him under
his arms and started wiggling, turning, and shoving him onto the
blanket. When she still couldn’t get him on, she gritted her teeth,
leaned her back against the doorframe, planted her foot on his
shoulder, and shoved him.

He flopped over onto it, and his arms
sprawled out at his sides. She bent over and placed her hands on
her knees as she panted for breath and glared at the immobile vamp.
The blood streaking from his nose had dried, and the bruising
across the bridge of his nose and around his eyes told her he’d
broken it when he fell.

More dried blood, from a cut on his head, was
caked near his temple, and a bite mark marred his throat. Beneath
all the blood and bruising, he was a handsome man. He was also
completely unaware of the misery of their surroundings while sweat
streamed down her body, and she shivered from the cold as the wind
blew snow around them.

Exhausted, she wanted to retreat into the
cabin and sleep for days, but she still had to get him inside. She
pushed herself away from the door and almost collapsed when she
bent over to lift a corner of the blanket.

Resting her hand on the floor, she didn’t
move as she waited for her racing heart to calm and her dizziness
to ease. She should give up; the answers weren’t worth this, but
for some reason, she couldn’t bring herself to quit now.

When she felt strong enough to try again, she
gathered the blanket and started tugging it toward the door. She
was pretty sure she had frostbite, hypothermia, and would have a
heart attack by the time she managed to drag him over the threshold
and out of the way of the door.

Closing the door against the rising wind, she
locked it before leaning against it and sliding to the floor. She
gazed longingly into the room to her right as she recalled the
fireplace in there, but even if it were the only source of heat in
this place, she wouldn’t go anywhere near it.

She listened to the sounds of the vamp’s
breathing as needle pricks of feeling returned to her extremities.
Biting her lip, she drew blood as she tried to keep from crying,
but as the pain intensified, she couldn’t withhold her tears.
Curling into the fetal position, she shoved her fist into her mouth
to keep from screaming while her body defrosted.



CHAPTER 5


Saxon cracked open his eyes and stifled a groan when
the light caused him to recoil. His head pounded like someone was
taking a hammer to it, and every muscle in his body felt like the
same hammer had battered it. The dryness in his throat was matched
only by the aridness of his veins.

His fangs lengthened as hunger coursed
through him. He went to push himself up, but something caught at
his arms and tugged them back. Weak and disoriented, it took him
too long to realize he was tied to something. When he pulled again,
something scraped, and he got a little more give to his right
hand.
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