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CHAPTER 1


Knowing he
couldn’t ignore what he’d seen, and needing answers to the fire
he’d glimpsed burning the world, Saber strode over to the bed.
Unlike his sister, he didn’t get visions of the future, but he was
sure he’d just received one.

Saber lifted
Caro’s phone from the nightstand. He’d left his burner phone in the
room she’d given him before going to hunt for the night.

He probably should
have called Ronan after he killed the demon in the storm drain, but
he’d been too focused on feeding, healing, and trying to get Caro
out of his system to think about the Alliance. It was time to
remedy that.

He would have
called Brie directly for answers, but didn’t know her number.
Unable to talk to his sister, he punched in Ronan’s number.

The only other
number he had for someone in the Alliance was Declan’s, and he’d
never called it before. Part of keeping his distance from others
was making sure he had as little contact with them as possible.

Ronan was
different. He was the king of vampires and the only one who knew
the truth about Saber’s history… before Brie returned to his
life.

Now, he was the
only one Saber trusted enough to reach out to about this,
especially since he had Caro to protect now. He glanced back at
where his mate remained sleeping soundly on her bed.

My mate.

His intense
attraction to her should have alerted him to what was happening,
but he’d never seen it coming. There was no changing it either;
they’d bound their lives irrevocably together, and he wouldn’t let
anything happen to her.

He returned to the
glass doors as the phone rang three times before Ronan answered
with a gruff, “Hello.”

Saber didn’t think
about the fact he might have woken Ronan. Every member of the
Alliance was accustomed to not getting a lot of sleep.

Besides, if he had
to be awake, so did everyone else involved in this shit. He needed
all the help he could get to protect Caro, find answers, and kill
the monsters seeking to destroy the world.

“It’s Saber.”

“New phone?”

“One of
convenience.”

“Got it.”

“I have to talk to
Brie, but I don’t have her number. Do you know it or where she
is?”

He heard movement
coming through the line, but it didn’t sound like Ronan was getting
out of bed. Instead, he must be outside as stones crunched beneath
boots, and the wind whistled across the phone while he moved.

“I know where she
is. We’ve had an interesting development here,” Ronan said.

Saber’s hand
tightened on the phone. Had they seen the world burning too?
But before he could ask, Ronan continued speaking.

“Elena’s
back.”

It took a few
seconds for his words to fully register. When they did, Saber
studied the night to ensure the world wasn’t burning again before
replying. “What do you mean she’s back?”

“She’s back to her
old self again. It’s one of the strangest, most amazing things I’ve
ever seen. We have no idea what happened or how, but one
minute she was one of those things, and the next, she was vomiting
black bile all over her cage. And now, she’s her old self again,
except exhausted and weaker.”

At first, Saber
couldn’t respond, but words gradually formed in his mind. “How is
that possible?”

“I have no idea,”
Ronan replied, “but it happened.”

Saber rested his
hand against the glass as he tried to process this information.
Before Caro, he cared little about Logan and his injected mate.

The only reason
this development interested him was because of the new guerrilla
warfare tactic the demons had unleashed by creating the injected.
In all his years of working with demons and Savages, he’d never
seen anything like it.

He wouldn’t have
believed they could do such a thing until it happened. And once
they did, it completely changed the game.

As he glanced at
Caro, a twinge of sympathy tugged at him for everything Logan had
endured. He could never truly commiserate with the man
because, while Caro was his mate and he would protect her, he
didn’t love her like Logan loved Elena.

He never
would.

Centuries ago, he
stopped being capable of love. Caro had already burrowed deeper
under his skin than he would have believed possible for anyone.
He’d make sure she didn’t get any further. While she’d made him
fail in his vow to never care for another again, he couldn’t love
her.

Saber turned his
attention back to the night. The image of the fire blazed back
across his mind, but though he could hear its crackle, it didn’t
materialize. But in his mind’s eye, he saw it once again moving
across the earth, destroying everything in its path… much like the
demons and Savages.

The demons! Or
just one demon. One demon in a storm drain.

“What time did
this happen?” Saber asked.

“Around ten
o’clock,” Ronan replied.

Saber closed his
eyes as he tried to recall all the details of what happened
earlier. What time was it when they got back in the car?

And then he saw
the numbers on the vehicle’s display once more. It was seven
minutes after ten when Caro started the car. Elena came back around
the same time the demon died.

“Holy shit,” he
muttered.

The stones stopped
crunching as Ronan ceased walking. “What is it?”



CHAPTER 2


Saber took a
minute to compose his thoughts as he tried to hammer out all the
details before replying. “My sword is finished. I took it out last
night to test it on the Savages. Things went wrong, and Caro was
grabbed by some of them and taken into a storm drain.”

“Who’s Caro?”
Ronan inquired.

Saber hadn’t
realized how much he’d kept from them as he waited for Caro to
forge his sword and while he tried to understand the strange effect
she had on him. He understood it now; she was his mate, and the
demon part of him had recognized it and sought to claim her.

“Caro is the woman
who created my sword,” Saber said.

“Is she okay?”

“I got her away
from them, but not before we also encountered a demon in the
tunnels. I killed it… right around ten o’clock. Right around the
time Elena came back.”

The wind whistled
across the other end as Ronan didn’t respond for a few seconds.
“Why would a demon’s death have any effect on Elena?”

Saber pondered
this as he stared at the night; he waited for the flames to
reappear, but everything remained blessedly normal. An idea was
forming in his head, but he’d never heard of anything like it
before and wasn’t sure how it could be possible.

But, until
recently, he’d also never heard of demons injecting hunters and
vampires with their blood and turning them into wild-eyed, crazed
monsters either. His idea might not be crazy.

“The demon blood,”
Saber said.

“Yes,” Ronan
said.

Saber suspected
Ronan was already coming to the same crazy conclusion as him.

“The demon I
killed must have been the same demon whose blood they used to
inject Elena,” Saber said.

“When it died, its
blood died with it, and that blood also died inside Elena. Have you
ever heard of, or seen, anything like this before?”

“No. This is all
new territory for me. The demons never did or talked about anything
like this while I was with them. I didn’t know many of their
secrets, but this wouldn’t have stayed hidden. If they’d
thought of it while I was still with them, they would have started
doing it centuries ago. This is a new development, as is the fact
they don’t seem to care about the havoc they’re wreaking.”

He recalled the
burning Earth outside the door and realized that’s what the
demons would unleash on them, whether they meant to or not. He
didn’t think they sought to destroy the whole world; it would be
much less fun for them if there was no one to torture and kill.

They probably had
no idea they were close to unleashing complete devastation on the
planet. However, they were screwing with so many things, it would
be easy for them to lose control of it all. They were also far too
arrogant to ever think such a thing could happen to them.

“If we don’t stop
them, it’s going to get a lot worse,” he said.

“If we kill the
demons, we can set the injected, and the rest of the world, free
from their insanity,” Ronan said.

“Destroying them
has to be the way to save the injected,” Saber agreed.
“Unless Logan tried some new experiments on her recently.”

“Not in days,”
Ronan said. “He’d run out of ideas; we all had.”

“Killing the
demons won’t be easy.”

“No, it won’t,”
Ronan agreed, “but for the first time since all this injection shit
started, we might have a way to save those affected.”

“Have you talked
to Juan in Arizona? Did anyone there change too?” Saber asked.

“I did, and none
of them have changed. Elena’s the only one who’s come out of
it.”

“Maybe it wasn’t
the demon, and the mate bond finally succeeded in pulling her
back.”

“It could have,
but I think it’s doubtful after all this time.”

“And it would be
an awfully big coincidence.”

“That it would. If
this is true, and the injected will change back when the demon who
created them dies, they didn’t experience a true change.”

“Not yet,” Saber
said, “but if they somehow get out and start killing, I don’t think
there will be any way to save them.”

“I don’t either.
We’ll have to kill more demons to find out for sure, and hopefully,
we’ll rescue more of the injected when we do,” Ronan said.

“We’ll soon have
more weapons with stones to help us with that. My sword worked like
Willow’s on them, and it’s an extremely strong blade. Caro can
forge the rest of the stones into more swords for us.”

“Good. It’s time
we take these fuckers down.”

Saber stared at
the quiet night, but in his mind, flames engulfed the trees while
screams resonated across the land. Ronan had no idea what awaited
them. “It is.”

“I’ll find your
sister.”

Saber glanced at
Caro as a door opened and closed on Ronan’s end. She remained
sleeping soundly with one hand tucked beneath her cheek and an arm
above her head on the pillow.

What am I
going to do with her?

He couldn’t keep
her out of this upcoming war; they needed her too badly for that.
And if what he’d seen outside came true, there was nowhere for him
to hide her.

Destruction and
death crept ever closer; no one would escape if the world burned.
Not much ever unnerved him, but the idea of losing Caro did. Before
letting anyone take her from him, he’d walk through Hell and
back.

Muffled voices
came across the line a second before his sister said, “Hello.”

Saber turned back
to the door as her voice caused his heart to jump a little. He’d
never thought to hear it again, but there it was, hopeful and a
little breathless.

He swiftly buried
his excitement and the unexpected rush of emotion following it. He
couldn’t call it love; he didn’t know or understand that emotion
anymore, but something was there.

And he didn’t like
it.

“Brie,” he greeted
flatly.



CHAPTER 3


“Hi.”

She said nothing
more, but her yearning came through with that one word. Saber
gritted his teeth as he buried the emotions threatening to rise.
This was not the time or place for him to lose control of the
feelings he kept so restrained.

“I have to talk to
you,” he stated.

“Okay,” she
said.

He listened as she
moved away from the happy voices in the background. Judging by the
laughter and music, they were having a party.

He didn’t blame
them; Elena’s return and the hope it brought deserved a big
celebration. And they hadn’t seen what he just did; it would have
put a damper on their festivities if they had.

Did I somehow
imagine it? But as he asked the question, he knew the answer.
What was outside this door wasn’t real now, but it would be.

“Did you hear
about Elena?” Brie asked when she was away from the voices.

“Yes.”

“It’s a
miracle.”

“Or the death of a
demon.”

“What?”

He filled her in
on what he’d discussed with Ronan and the demon he’d killed.

“I’m glad you’re
both okay,” she said.

Saber didn’t
acknowledge her words; he wasn’t here for idle chat and wasn’t in
the mood to exchange niceties.

“I didn’t call
because of that,” he said.

“Then why did you
call?”

He ignored the
hurt in her voice. “I saw something. I’ve never seen anything like
it before; it was real, but not real.”

“Real but not
real?”

“Yes.”

“Are you saying
you saw something like I see something?”

He hesitated
before replying. It was too bizarre, but the fire had been
there. “I think so, yes.”

Brie sucked in a
breath. “And that’s never happened to you before?”

“No.”

“What did you
see?”

“Fire, so much
fire, and I heard screams. I swear I saw the whole world….”

“Burning,” she
said at the same time as him.

“Yes. Have you
seen anything like it?” he asked.

“Yes, last week
and again about ten minutes ago.”

Unexpected and
unreasonable anger boiled up inside him. “Did you somehow suck me
into your vision?”

“I’ve never done
anything like that before,” she replied with a defensive edge. “I
never would have believed it possible, but things are rapidly
changing around us. Has something different happened to you
recently? Something that would make you stronger or more receptive
to seeing something you might not have seen before?”

Saber stiffened as
her words struck home. Shortly before he saw the world burning, he
completed the mate bond with Caro—a bond that made vamps
stronger.

He’d never heard
of it creating new powers in vampires, but it could have
strengthened him enough to awaken some latent connection to Brie.
It was a crazy possibility, but their lives were far from sane
lately.

He turned back to
Caro to discover she was awake. Her almond-shaped, turquoise eyes
latched onto his as she remained on the bed. She studied him with a
furrowed brow and a small purse to her full lips.

Her wavy, mahogany
hair fell beneath her shoulders and emphasized her square face and
slender nose with its slight upturn at the end. Her scent of the
ocean, fresh salt air, and the fire of her forge permeated the
room.

The place was
small but warm and inviting. Hanging from the thick, wood beams
running across the ceiling of her apartment, numerous shells,
starfish, and other ocean finds decorated her apartment. A blue
armchair with a shell pattern sat in the corner.

His eyes dropped
to his fresh bites on Caro’s creamy skin. Something
different had definitely happened to him not so long ago.

“Yes,” he admitted
to Brie.

She sighed. “Are
you going to tell me what it was, or am I supposed to guess?”

He decided to
ignore her question. The Alliance would soon learn Caro was his
mate, but he planned to keep it to himself for a little longer.

It was still so
new and unexpected, still so private and theirs to share.
Not to mention, he had a lot of enemies out there.

The last thing he
wanted was word getting around that he’d found his mate. Countless
vamps and demons would be more than happy to hunt her down and
destroy her once they learned it, and he wasn’t ready to paint a
giant bullseye on her back.

“We need the
stones,” he said. “I’ll call back tomorrow to tell Ronan how to get
them here.”

“They’re not going
anywhere without me.”

Saber had
suspected this, but he’d hoped she’d stay away. He couldn’t avoid
her forever, but he had enough to work through between Caro, this
strange vision, and the increased presence of the demons. He didn’t
need Brie traipsing around here on top of it all.

But they had to
have the stones, which meant he would be stuck with her. That
didn’t mean he had to associate with her. He was good at ignoring
things he preferred not to acknowledge.

“I’ll see you soon
then,” he said.

“Saber!” she
blurted as he pulled the phone away from his ear.

His finger hovered
over the red end button before he reluctantly put the phone back to
his ear. “What?”

“What you saw
tonight wasn’t a dream or a hallucination. If we don’t do something
soon, that will be the world.”

“I know.”



CHAPTER 4


He hung up as Caro
pushed herself up and leaned against the headboard. When he looked
back toward the doors, she glimpsed the sword tattoo on his back
and neck. Flames rose around the sword like a phoenix rising from
the ashes.

At six foot one,
he was two hundred and ten pounds of solid muscle. His short, black
hair had grown since arriving here, and his bright, cobalt blue
eyes shone in the dark.

His narrow face
and hollow cheekbones were so striking that her breath caught as
she drank him in. His aura of power and cruelty caused her skin to
ripple as the memory of what they’d shared sent a thrill through
her.

He was a class one
alpha-hole with a whole lot of arrogance, but he was
her asshole. And it was clear something was bothering
him.

“Who was that?”
she asked.

“My sister.”

Caro hid her
surprise as she drew the blankets up and tucked them under her
arms. He’d already seen everything there was of her, but she
suddenly felt self-conscious sitting there naked.

He didn’t seem to
feel the same way as he stood with his feet braced apart and not a
stitch of clothing on him. He drove her crazy, but she couldn’t
help admiring the view as her eyes ran over his chiseled body.

She hadn’t had
much time to process what transpired between them earlier, and she
still couldn’t believe what happened—having him as her mate was the
last thing she expected or would have chosen.

He wasn’t a bad
man, or at least not as horrible as he liked to portray, but he
lived a dangerous life and was more closed off than Fort Knox. She
would have preferred if fate hadn’t chosen him for her, but it was
pointless to fight or rail against it.

They would have to
find a way to live together… without killing each other.

Besides, she had
something else to worry about right now. And that was whatever had
caused the tension weighing on his shoulders. “What happened?”

Saber crossed the
room and set her phone on the table beside her bed. He glanced back
at the doors again as he contemplated walking out of here and
returning to the woods to hunt.

He wasn’t hungry,
her blood had more than satisfied him, and it would for at least
the next three days. Plus, he feasted earlier, but he should
unleash some of his growing, pent-up energy.

Racing through the
woods and tracking his prey would help him forget the demons, Brie,
and his strange vision. And he needed a reprieve from all of
them.

His fangs throbbed
at the idea of hunting, but then Caro shifted. Her blanket dipped
enough to reveal the creamy top of a breast; when it did, his
hunter instincts focused on her as she awakened another, more
demanding hunger.

Caro saw the
change in Saber’s eyes as passion caused red to flash through them.
She sought answers, but her body instinctively reacted to the
sudden desire he emanated as his cock hardened.

He was her mate,
he needed her, and she wouldn’t refuse him. They could discuss
whatever happened tomorrow, but for now….

Caro pulled back
the sheets, and when she did, the sight of her naked body turned
his eyes completely red. His fangs lengthened, and she squirmed a
little as she remembered how it felt to have him feeding from
her.

Wetness spread
between her legs as she opened them. She whimpered when the
mattress sank beneath Saber’s weight and he crawled over to plant
his hands on either side of her.

She sensed his
desire, as he remained kneeling between her legs and his eyes held
hers. Then, he sat back a little, while his gaze roamed over her.
Caro’s skin came alive everywhere his eyes touched as anticipation
thrummed through her bloodstream.

He didn’t touch
her, but her nipples hardened beneath a perusal that was as
intimate and arousing as his hands would be. It took everything she
had not to start squirming again while her body ached for him.

And then his hands
rested on the insides of her thighs and slid down. He leaned closer
as his fingers skimmed her.

“I want to watch
you fuck yourself,” he said.

His fangs
distorted his voice, but his words caused her heart to jackhammer.
She wasn’t going to argue with him, especially when she was
desperate for release.

Leisurely, she ran
her fingers down her stomach to the junction of her legs. His eyes,
following her every move, grew redder when her hand slid between
her legs.

Caro couldn’t
suppress a moan when she stroked her clit. Saber’s hands tightened
on her hips, and his dick stood proudly between them, but he didn’t
stop her.

As the pressure
within her built, her head fell back a little. Saber licked his
lips as his eyes remained riveted on her. The hunger radiating from
him and the heat of his powerful body was all too much.

“Fuck,” he
breathed when she came with a loud cry.

She was spiraling
down from the height of her orgasm when he pulled her further down
on the bed. His low growl rumbled against her throat as he sank his
fangs and cock into her.

She’d just come,
but she did so again as his body enveloped hers, and the world
spiraled away until only they remained.



CHAPTER 5


Caro felt Saber’s
eyes on her as he stood in the doorway of her forge and watched her
melt swords, knives, and statues for more metal. She had some of
the rare metal her father taught her to create on hand, but not
enough to weld the eight other stones into a sword.

Most of the things
she melted were creations she made, but some were her father’s. She
hated destroying anything he’d created, but it couldn’t be helped.
Still, her heart ached with every piece that vanished beneath her
fire.

She had no choice
but to destroy some of them. She required the metal he’d used to
forge them.

Saber crossed his
arms over his chest while watching Caro work. Despite the sadness
she exuded, she didn’t hesitate, and her face remained outwardly
composed. If he couldn’t feel her sorrow, he wouldn’t know it was
there.

Back in a tank top
and leather overalls, she had her hair knotted on top of her head,
but some strands had fallen to cling to her face and nape. Her
beauty captivated him as sweat glistened on her dirt-streaked
skin.

She’d always
fascinated him, but now, he couldn’t look away from her. This
beautiful, composed, strong-willed woman was inwardly grieving, and
no one, other than him, would ever know.

The intimacy of
that caused him to shift a little uneasily as his gaze darted to
the woods. But he sensed and felt her inside him even when he
wasn’t looking at her. She was a part of him.

After today, he
would shut her out, but she needed him right now, and as much as he
shouldn’t care, he did… a little. However, there was no way he
would have this open of a connection to someone for the rest of his
life.

Fuck that.

They tried to
tremble, but Caro kept her hands steady as she fed more of her and
her dad’s creations into the fire. Instead of getting easier, each
new sacrifice rattled her more and thrust her back into the
crushing arms of grief.

It was becoming
increasingly difficult to breathe as the flames leapt and danced.
She barely felt their heat as the echo of her father’s laughter
rang in her ears, and she was once again a young girl, standing
beside him while he bestowed the knowledge of his craft on her.

Tears burned her
eyes, but she didn’t move away from the forge. For some reason,
even as she was melting down some of his work, she felt closer to
her dad at the forge.

She could almost
feel him beside her, with his hand on her shoulder, as he guided
her onward. He’d understand this and would approve, but she still
felt like she was losing little pieces of him all over again.

He was already
gone, so none of this made any difference. He’d created these
things, but they weren’t him. They could never be
him. That part of her life was gone; her parents were
dead.

She would never
again hear their laughter, go for walks through the woods with
them, or feel the warmth of their hugs and the strength of their
love. There wouldn’t be any more Christmas mornings full of music,
presents, and snowball fights.

At first, she’d
believed the memories were the worst part of losing them. She’d
desperately tried to relive every detail of the time they
spent together, the things they said, and the way they smelled so
she wouldn’t forget any of it.

The memories tore
open wounds that were far from healed, but she forced herself
through them. Now, she was beginning to realize the things she
would never do again with her parents hurt far more than the
memories.

All she had left
were memories; she would never see them again. They’d never meet
Saber, never get to know her children, if she had them, and never
again be there for late nights on the porch while they shared
laughs over drinks.

It was all gone.
And now she was destroying what little she had left of the two
vampires she’d loved most in the world.

Caro was so
focused on her misery that she didn’t hear Saber approach until his
hands rested on her shoulders. “Don’t think of it that way,” he
murmured.

She was so new to
the mate bond that she’d forgotten their emotions and thoughts were
connected. It was a disconcerting realization; she’d prefer not to
have someone else traipsing around in her mind, but at the same
time, it was weirdly reassuring.

“How am I supposed
to think of it?” she inquired.

“These things he
made will go on to save the world.”

Caro shuddered at
the reminder of what Saber had told her about the fire outside her
door. He didn’t understand why he’d glimpsed such a thing
when it was his sister’s gift, but the sealing of their mate bond
had to have something to do with it. Otherwise, it was a
really big coincidence.

She didn’t think
he was clairvoyant like his sister, or at least not as strong of
one as Brie, but she suspected something was there—something he’d
locked down many years ago.

He claimed he’d
never experienced anything like it as a child, and she believed
him, but maybe he’d experienced something else in his lifetime and
hadn’t realized what it was. No matter the answer, something had
changed in him, and he caught a glimpse of a future that could be
years or hours away.

When a small
shiver ran through her, he squeezed her shoulders. With a bit of a
shock, she realized he was comforting her. Such a thing was
probably as foreign to him as Jupiter, but he didn’t let her go as
he gave her a small hug.

It was strange,
but she relaxed against him as his warmth seeped into her bones and
eased some of her sadness. She never would have expected the man
who walked into her parents’ store, all demanding, bossy, and pure
jackass, to turn out to be her mate.

Life had a strange
way of pulling practical jokes on those riding this big ball of
rock around the sun, and it was laughing its ass off right now. She
hoped the joke didn’t turn into heartbreak.

A loud beeping
drew her attention to the video monitor. It hung on the wall in the
corner of the shop. Someone had driven over the hidden wire that
alerted her to anyone approaching the steel gates.

Saber released
her, and she removed her leather gloves before tossing them aside.
Together, they walked to the monitor as a black SUV stopped outside
the gates and the driver’s window went down. A face appeared, and a
hand waved at the camera.

“It’s Declan,”
Saber said. “You can let him in.”

I can, can
I? But she held the question back as resentment churned inside
her. She’d known guests were arriving, but she wasn’t thrilled
about having strangers tromping around her home. And she
especially didn’t like being told who she could let into her
home.

She was still
grieving and craved solace, but Saber’s entrance into her life had
thrown it into a tailspin, and now, more vampires were invading.
The last thing she wanted to do was play hostess to a group of
strangers.

If she was going
to finish the swords and prevent the coming hell Saber and Brie had
witnessed, then this was a necessary inconvenience. It didn’t mean
she had to like it.

A keypad sat
beneath the monitor; Caro punched the code to the gates into it and
watched as the gates started to swing open. Declan ducked back into
the vehicle, and a second later, the SUV rolled through the
gates.



CHAPTER 6


Caro watched the
gates close before turning away from the screen. Saber had already
walked over to the doorway of the forge. He leaned against the wall
as he waited for the others to arrive.

With nothing else
to do, and no way to retreat, she reluctantly joined him. She had
no idea what would happen when they arrived.

Saber and his
sister should talk. She hoped they’d somehow repair their
relationship, but Brie would have to prove as stubborn as her often
reluctant and sometimes callous sibling.

And she would have
to be persistent, as it wasn’t a relationship Saber would pursue.
She hoped the woman had it in her, but it would be a very
tough road to pave.

Saber had said
Brie wasn’t going to leave those stones unattended and would remain
until they were all secured into a sword. Once that happened, they
would have to find the rightful owners to fully activate the
stone’s power.

“Putting all the
stones together caused them to react. I don’t know what they’ll do
if we find their rightful possessors and their power is truly
activated,” Saber muttered.

“Are you in my
head?”

He gave her a
rueful smile. “No, I was simply pondering something out loud.”

“Then we were
thinking along the same line of things. Let’s hope getting them
into the right hands will make them more powerful. Maybe our
ancestors used the stones to help push the demons back… or better,
destroy them.”

“I hope so,
because even with those swords, we’re going to need all the help we
can get to win this.”

The crunch of
tires on dirt alerted them to the SUV’s approach before it came
into view. A trickle of unease ran through Caro; she wasn’t ready
for this.

Every vampire
emerging from that vehicle would immediately know what had passed
between her and Saber. It was impossible to hide the marks on their
necks or the bond forged between them.

It was such a
private, life-changing bond they’d created. They could never hide
it as it would be apparent to every vampire they encountered.

Declan stopped the
vehicle, parked it, and was the first to exit. His auburn hair
glistened in the sun as he shaded his eyes against its light. He
turned to survey the property before focusing on them.

“Are you ready for
this?” Saber asked.

“No,” she said
honestly. “Are you?”

“No.”

But he lifted his
sword from where he’d set it beside the door and stepped away as he
headed toward the vehicle. Caro followed as doors opened and more
passengers emerged from the SUV.

She felt her
connection with Saber closing as he worked to shut her out. She
wasn’t sad it closed, she far preferred having her mind to herself,
but the sense of loss following it astonished her a little.

As they
approached, Declan started to smile before his eyes widened. He
looked from Saber’s neck to hers and back again. “It seems there’s
been another development.”

“There has,” Saber
said and raised his sword to show the others. He wasn’t about to
get into his personal life with anyone. “Caro has created a
magnificent sword.”

Declan studied him
before nodding and shifting his attention to the weapon Saber held
before him.

“It’s beautiful,”
Willow murmured.

“And strong,”
Saber said.

“Of course it is,”
Caro stated.

Saber smiled over
her unwavering confidence, even if she wasn’t thrilled about having
vampires she didn’t know on her property. Nothing would ever shake
her conviction in her work.

“My name is
Carolina, but you can call me Caro.”

A woman with dark
brown hair that had shades of lighter brown interwoven through it
approached them. Her ochre-colored eyes shone with warmth as they
flitted between her and Saber.

Then they settled
on the bite marks on Caro’s neck and almost bulged out of her head.
She should have taken her hair down before coming out here, but it
wouldn’t have mattered. They couldn’t hide their intermingled
scents.

The woman held out
her hands to Caro, and after a second of hesitation, Caro clasped
them. She knew, without being told, who this woman was and couldn’t
turn her away.

“It’s nice to meet
you; I’m Brie.”

Caro smiled at
Saber’s sister. “It’s nice to meet you too.”

When Brie’s
attention shifted to Saber, Caro sensed her longing for her
brother, but he remained rigid beside her. All signs of the man who
comforted her minutes ago were gone.

In his place stood
the unrelenting and emotionless man Caro originally encountered and
knew so well. She suspected the fleeting glimpses she received of
the warmer man below his surface were who he was as a child and
young adult.

Years of death and
cruelty had molded him into someone who preferred not to feel
anything. Caro hoped the warmth she sometimes glimpsed would one
day win out over his callousness, but she didn’t fool herself into
thinking it would be an overnight change… if it happened at
all.

For her sanity,
and the sake of her heart, she’d do better mated to a man who could
care. She couldn’t think about being bound to someone incapable of
love.

Without realizing
she was doing it, she touched Saber’s arm as she sought to
reconnect with him. Something flickered across Saber’s face before
his cobalt-colored eyes shifted to her. No warmth shone in their
beautiful, blue depths.



CHAPTER 7


“And I’m Asher,” a
man with sandy-blond hair and gold flecks in his brown eyes
said.

Caro released
Brie’s hands to shake her mate’s hand. The two other occupants of
the vehicle came forward next.

“I’m Declan.” His
silvery-gray eyes sparkled with amusement as he glanced between her
and Saber. “Thanks for helping us with this.”

“I’ll do whatever
it takes to ensure those things die,” Caro replied.

“Good.” Willow’s
violet eyes were curious as they surveyed Caro. Her blonde hair
hung in a braid over her shoulder. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“You too.”

Willow turned to
Saber and held out her hand. “Can I look at your sword?”

With obvious
reluctance, he held it out to her. Willow twisted the blade in her
hands as she examined the workmanship.

Her mouth parted,
and her eyes flitted up to Caro before she handed the sword back to
Saber. Then she stretched a hand over her shoulder and removed her
sword from its sheath.

She held it out to
Caro. “I can see the differences, you have your own unique style,
but they’re both amazing pieces of art, and there are
similarities.”

Caro took the
sword to examine it. “It is magnificent.”

A small smile
tugged at the corners of Willow’s mouth as Caro’s eyes met
hers.

“If I’d had more
time, I would have added more of my own touches, but unfortunately,
I didn’t have it,” she told Willow.

As she turned
Willow’s sword in her hand, she saw what the other woman meant. The
blades were strikingly similar; the one she held looked like
something her father would have created.

“One of my
ancestors might have forged it,” she murmured. “The making of these
swords has been passed down through the generations of my
family.”

“I agree,” Willow
said as Caro handed her sword back.

“Interesting,”
Declan murmured.

“And that ancestor
might have been a human,” Caro said. “My father was a purebred, but
when that sword was forged, his line was one of humans.”

“So, the vampires
worked with humans back then to destroy the demons,” Willow
said.

“Weren’t they
originally demon swords?” Asher asked.

“Maybe, but maybe
not,” Saber said. “The stones are from the demons, but the swords
could be from something or someone else. The truth of it all is
lost to history. A lot of time has passed since then.”

“Maybe the demons
built the pyramids.” When they all gave Asher a strange look for
this statement, he shrugged. “I’m just throwing it out there. Some
say it could have been aliens, but maybe it was demons. Who
knows?”

Caro laughed, and
Brie looked lovingly at him as she smiled.

“Who knows,
indeed,” Willow said.

“Where are the
rest of the stones?” Caro asked. “It will take me a while to get
eight more swords done, so I might as well get started.”

“How long will it
take?” Declan asked.

“At least three
weeks, if not a month. I can work on four at a time, but anything
more might compromise the quality.”

“Understandable,”
Willow said.

“You’ll make as
many as you can without exhausting yourself,” Saber growled.

Caro rolled her
eyes. “After what you saw last night, exhausting myself won’t
matter if the whole world is on fire.”

Declan dipped a
hand into his pocket and pulled out a lollipop. He removed the
wrapper as he spoke. “Brie told us about the vision you both had on
our way here. You’ve never experienced something like that
before?”

“No,” Saber
said.

“You’ve never been
mated before either,” Brie said. “When did that happen?”

Saber shot her a
look. She was his sister, but his relationship with Caro was
private and something he’d protect with his life.

“Last night,” Caro
answered. “Before the vision.”

“The mate bond
makes vampires stronger,” Brie said pointedly.

Saber remained
straight-faced. He recalled the question he’d pointedly ignored
from her last night.

“It’s never
unlocked visions in vampires who have never received them before,”
Saber retorted.

“That we know of,”
Brie said in the same clipped, irritated tone he’d used. “Have you
known every mated vampire throughout all of
history?”

Caro had to bite
back a smile as the siblings glowered at each other. They weren’t
as close as when they were children, but Saber and Brie sure had
the sibling dynamic down, even if they didn’t realize it or
preferred not to acknowledge it.

“The vision might
be about more than the mating and more than a vision. You both
might have received it because it was so important that you saw
what our future could hold for the world,” Willow said. “No one
else in the Alliance received it, including Kadence. However,
Brie’s ability to see things is stronger than hers, and you’re
siblings; there’s a bond between you.”

Saber didn’t look
happy to hear this, but he couldn’t deny it.

“I’ll get the
stones,” Brie said when no one else spoke.

As she and Asher
walked over to the vehicle, Declan leaned against the workshop wall
and crossed his arms over his chest. “Most of the stones have been
claimed by members of the Alliance. Only two remain unclaimed.”

“Who do the other
five belong to?” Saber asked.

“Nathan’s is the
navy blue stone, the blood red one with a yellow center is Ronan’s,
the pure white one belongs to Kadence, Killean has claimed the
yellow one, and the violet one is mine. Before leaving, the others
made it clear they weren’t happy about being separated from their
stones, but you said you didn’t want a lot of us here.”
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