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      Voices filtered down the hall as Jo McReynolds stepped out of the shower and began to dry off. After a long day at the training facility, where she not only helped to whip some of the new recruits into shape but also spent several hours working out herself, she’d definitely needed a shower. Not only had she been dripping in sweat when she dragged herself up to the penthouse apartment she’d been sharing with her mother, brother, and sometimes Zane since her mom had returned from the Blood Moon portal about a week ago, but she also just needed some time to herself.

      In that week, so much had changed, and yet a lot of things were still the same. Hunters and Guardians had been taking out Vampires by the droves since Holland was no longer around to make the bloodsuckers so fucking strong. The good guys were all training and doing their best to get stronger while rebuilding what had been taken from them during the Revelation. Her brother was still a jealous prick, though recently he’d been paying a lot of attention to that Mallory chick. And the hole in her heart she’d developed when her mother had been taken from her ten years ago was still there. Only now, it was shaped like her dad.

      Jo tried not to eavesdrop as she got dressed, but it was hard. Her “funcle” Elliott’s voice boomed through the apartment, reaching her ears no matter how hard she tried not to listen. It was clear he was trying to talk her mother, Cadence, into opening the Blue Moon portal to see if her dad, Aaron, might want to come out. From what she could tell, her mother didn’t think it was a good idea.

      Jo tended to agree. Running a towel through her short, dark hair with blue highlights, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. The comparison to her mother was obvious. They had the same shaped face, same mouth, similar noses. But the blue eyes staring back at her were all her father’s.

      Biting back a sob, Jo reminded herself that she needed to be tough. She hung her towel on a hook and quietly opened the bathroom door. No matter how hard Elliott tried to convince them to open the portal, it wouldn’t matter. In the end, Aaron McReynolds would never come through it. He cared far too much about the fate of humanity to do something so selfish.

      “Don’t you at least want to say hello?” Elliott was asking her mother as Jo crept her way down the hallway. She didn’t intend to eavesdrop, but then, she’d already heard most of the conversation, and she didn’t want them to know that either. She was stuck between a rock and… another rock.

      “You know I’d love to see him,” Cadence said with a sigh. “But it might just make it harder. In the past few days, I’ve finally started to wrap my mind around the fact that I won’t be seeing him again for a while. If I do, it’ll make it all that much harder to start over again.”

      “Bullshit,” Elliott proclaimed. “It’s going to be hard either way. Ain’t it, Jo?”

      “Fuck.” Cursing under her breath, she stepped around the corner. “I wasn’t trying to listen in, but damn, Elliott, your voice is so fucking loud.”

      He shrugged. It was no secret to him. “I’m not trying to keep my feelings under wrap. I think we need to make sure he’s all right, that he got to ‘the beyond’ in one piece.”

      Shaking her head, Jo took a seat in an uncomfortable chair near the couch where her mother and her long-time friend were seated. “We know that he did. It’s not possible not to get there in one piece. Right, Mom?” In the last few days, her mother had been talking a lot about her own experiences in ‘the beyond.’ She’d told Jo and her twin brother, Cadon, all about how she’d died destroying a powerful Vampire named Daunator, and it had been their father’s love, and the memory that she was pregnant with the two of them, that had guided her back to this life. Jo had heard a lot of those stories as a child, but it was a nice reminder. Her mother had seen so many people that had passed away, including Jo’s half-sister, the baby her father’s first wife had lost before she was born. To think of her father somewhere with his other daughter made her smile–though it also made her a little jealous. He’d never got to hold her in this life.

      “I think we should leave him be,” she said in solidarity with her mother. “He won’t want to come back, not when there’s a chance he could bring Holland or someone worse with him.”

      “What if we can find a way to make sure he doesn’t?” Elliott held up a finger, like he’d just had a stroke of genius.

      Snorting, Cadence said, “That’s not possible.”

      “It might be. Christian has spent a lot of time in those tunnels. He knows how to get to hell. Maybe he knows of a way we can make sure no one is able to escape when the portal opens.”

      It was Jo’s turn to question his sanity. “You, of all people, are proposing we put our faith in Christian Henry?” Christian had always been some sort of freak show, but it seemed he’d just gotten crazier when Cadence went missing. He’d had feelings for Jo’s mother for decades, and the constant years of searching for her in the tunnels of the Blood Moon portal had obviously made him even more insane.

      Elliott shrugged one shoulder. “If that’s what it takes.”

      “Why do you want him back so badly?” Jo countered. “I know he was your best friend, but you’re an old dude. You have other friends. Didn’t you survive for a couple of hundred years without my dad?”

      “I’m not that old, thank you very much,” Elliott countered. “I’m not even a hundred yet. Your father was more than a friend to me. He was like a brother. And I… I want to tell him that...” Elliott swallowed hard, and Cadence reached over and put her hand on his arm.

      “I want to talk to him, too, Elliott. I just think now isn’t a good time. It’s too soon. I won’t be able to rationally speak with him without trying to convince him to come through the portal.”

      “And if he comes through, we could very well be back to square one,” Jo reminded him. “I really don’t want to have to fight fucking Holland again so soon.”

      Elliott’s bright green eyes narrowed, but for once, he didn’t say anything, only looked away. Jo would’ve liked to think this might be the end of it, but she knew him better than that. He wasn’t being quiet because he’d given up; he was scheming. And that was always dangerous.

      Pushing up out of the chair, she stretched her back. “I’m going to go check in with Ashley. She sent me an IAC message a bit ago that we had a lot more new recruits showing up today. Some of them are within range of being changed.”

      “Let me know if you need anything, honey.” Cadence gave her a grateful smile and took a sip of what appeared to be tea. Jo smiled back and headed out the door.

      Her mother hadn’t wanted to jump right back in as Hunter Leader, and Jo couldn’t blame her. She’d lost ten years of her life while she was trapped in the Blood Moon portal, and that place could fuck with a person’s mind. So Jo and Cadon were taking care of a lot of the leadership responsibilities, with the help of Ashley Joplin, a Hunter who had stayed behind to get the LIGHTS facilities back up and running while the McReynolds twins were off leading missions. Ashley’s husband, Jamie, who was an incredibly strong Healer and also a Guardian, was heading up that side of business at the moment since there was no longer a Guardian Leader.

      Jo stepped onto the elevator and let out a deep breath, missing her dad again. That had been Aaron’s job for longer than Jo knew, and with him gone, everything could’ve fallen into chaos.

      But it hadn’t. He’d trained enough of them to be able to step in and do what needed to be done that they were making it work.

      The sound of hammers and the scent of fresh paint hit her lungs as she stepped off the elevator. Not only were they making it work, they were beginning to thrive again. Now that the governments around the world had started to recognize that Vampires were evil and needed to be killed, they were calling on LIGHTS to help. For years, Hunters and Guardians had been hunted down and killed or imprisoned. Now, finally, they were able to do their job again.

      Jo made her way over to the wall next to the door where a man she knew well was directing a few others in hanging up a new sign. In large white letters, it read “LIGHTS: Lincoln International Guardian and Hunter Training Station.” A smile slipped into place just seeing it there in the apartment complex where most of the staff lived.

      “What do you think, Miss Jo?” Juan Diego asked, gesturing at his crew’s work. “It looks good, no?”

      “It looks amazing, my friend.” She wrapped an arm around him and gave him a squeeze. “You always do good work.”

      “Well, now that you have made me in charge of all of the facilities, I can make sure everything looks the best.” He grinned at her, and she patted him on the back again. Juan had come to work for them before she was even born, and he always did a great job, no matter what he was asked to do. She was glad he’d survived the Revelation and was back. “You should check out the big sign out front.”

      “I will do that,” she promised him, continuing toward the door.

      “Tomorrow, I will work on the fountain.”

      Jo stopped in her tracks and took a deep breath. Sometimes, she had difficulty understanding Juan Diego because of his heavy accent, but she was pretty sure she heard that correctly. Slowly, she turned to face him. “The little girl with the watering can?”

      “That’s the one.” He nodded.

      Forcing a smile to her face, she managed, “That’s great. Thank you. I know it would mean a lot to my father.”

      “He was a good man.” A tear formed quickly in the corner of Juan Diego’s eye. Jo understood just how fast that could happen when one thought of the deceased Guardian Leader. “The best.”

      “Yes, he was.” She pivoted and headed out the door before she was able to form another tear. A strong wind was blowing, which helped relieve her of that overwhelming sensation that she needed to cry, but as she made her way to the facility where Ashley and Jamie were meeting and assessing the new recruits, her mind lingered on the fountain she’d been able to see from her bedroom window since she was a little girl.

      “Who is that girl, Daddy?”

      “That is your sister. Her name is Aarolyn,”

      “But I can’t have a rock sister.”

      “No, she’s not a rock. She’s in heaven with her mother, a nice woman named Aislyn. They died a long time ago, and then I met your mother, and now I have another little girl.”

      Her father had kissed her on the top of the head and changed the subject, and that was that.

      After all these years, Aaron was in heaven with Aislyn and Aarolyn, and Jo selfishly wished that when she pushed through that door to greet the Guardian Leader it would be him instead of Jamie.

      Maybe she was more human than she liked to admit.
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      “Push up on your tiptoes and then jump.” Cadon demonstrated for Mallory, not for the first time, the best way for her to grab the bar dangling six feet above her head. Most of the time, Hunters wouldn’t have any problem at all leaping six feet into the air, but Mallory was new to this.

      And if Cadon was being honest with himself, Mallory wasn’t just new–she wasn’t very good.

      A lot of reasons for this sprang to his head. After all, she’d been imprisoned in Alcatraz for almost half of her life. It wasn’t like the Vampires gave their captives a lot of opportunity to get the exercise they required on a daily basis. In fact, Mallory had mentioned a couple of days ago that she’d only been outside a couple of times since she was imprisoned, and that was when the vampires were changing her to another cell block.

      He couldn’t imagine not being able to see the sky for years at a time.

      “I’m trying,” Mallory told him with a grunt of frustration, “but I just can’t reach it.” She jumped up again, and her fingers nearly swiped the bar before she landed back on the gym floor with a huff.

      Cadon took a deep breath and reassessed the situation. She’d been working out for almost two hours now. Maybe she was tired. He pushed the memory of the fact that she hadn’t been able to reach it earlier that day out of his mind. “Why don’t we call it a day and try again tomorrow?”

      Her violet eyes met his gaze, and her bottom lip began to quiver as she managed to say, “Okay.”

      Seeing that she was distraught, Cadon put a hand on her shoulder. “Hey, you’re doing great, Mal. Don’t be upset.”

      “I’m not doing great,” she countered. “I suck at this.”

      “No, you don’t. You’re good at… running.”

      “I’m unbelievably slow and almost flew off the treadmill twice.”

      “But you didn’t.” He gave her a crooked grin. “And you ran just as long as I did.”

      “True.”

      He didn’t mention that he’d already ran thirty miles before she showed up for her training session. “Listen, Mal, no one ever said this was going to be easy. It’s not. But you’ll be just fine. We’ll get you trained up, and you’ll be ready to defend yourself if there’s ever an attack here at headquarters where you’ll be working.” Mallory had already made it clear to him that she did not want to be out in the field. She’d said that she’d already encountered enough Vampires to last the rest of her life, and since that was likely to be close to another 200 years, she was done.

      Cadon and Jo agreed there were plenty of work opportunities for Mallory in an office setting where she wouldn’t have to go out and fight Vampires, but she did need basic training.

      And eventually, she was going to need an IAC, but since that could be painful, he hadn’t pressed the issue.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Cadon assured her. “Same bat time, same bat place?”

      Mallory’s forehead scrunched up. “What?”

      Feeling his face flush, Cadon admitted, “I honestly have no idea what that means. It’s just something I heard my dad and Elliott say sometimes.”

      “Oh. We should search it up. Yeah, same time–and place.” Mallory left out the “bat” business.

      Giving her another smile, Cadon dropped his hand and let her go. Watching her walk away felt a little bit like checking out her ass for a few minutes, so he turned his attention to a basketball game that was going on at the other end of the court.

      “Wanna play?” Scott Joplin, his best friend since he was a kid, shouted to him.

      “No, thanks.”

      Taking advantage of his distracted state, Amanda Sanderson, Elliott’s daughter, stole the ball from Scott and drove down the court slamming it into the hoop. The other players on her team cheered while Scott’s side chastised him for being distracted.

      With a chuckle, Cadon turned and headed to the men’s locker room to take a shower. His sister had sent him an IAC message earlier that she was going to check in with Ashley and Jamie, and he figured it wouldn’t hurt for him to do the same. They’d gotten so many new recruits in the last few days that they were beginning to run out of rooms in the apartment complex used for newbies. They needed to figure out what to do about it.

      When he walked into the locker room, the scent of old gym socks hit him first, followed by a puff of steam, and the sound of someone humming “Drunken Sailor.” Swearing under his breath, Cadon decided to make this as quick as possible. He knew who the hummer was, and he’d just as soon avoid him at all costs.

      He’d just taken off his shirt when the shower turned off and Christian Henry walked out, buck naked and dripping. Averting his eyes, Cadon said, “Do you need a towel?”

      “I prefer to air dry,” the old Guardian replied. He hadn’t shaved in a while, and he was beginning to look like a pirate himself. “What are you up to, McReynolds?”

      Not daring to lower his eyes, Cadon said, “Just getting cleaned up to go meet with Jamie.”

      “Oh. That sounds… boring.” Christian began grabbing his clothes out of his locker, still refusing to dry off with a towel.

      Seeing no point in agreeing or disagreeing, Cadon headed to the shower and turned it on before stepping out of his pants away from Christian. He’d never been comfortable around that dude, but ever since his final trip out of the Blood Moon portal, he’d seemed even weirder somehow.

      Cadon had just gotten a good lather under the rainfall shower head when he heard another familiar voice. Dax Forrest greeted Christian in a much friendlier tone than Cadon would’ve ever used, so he had to imagine the Guardian was wearing pants now. They chatted for a bit, and the conversation turned to recent rescues. “We just need to find out what happened to Hannah,” Dax lamented.

      A chuckle reverberated around the locker room before Christian said, “Don’t hold your breath.”

      Alarmed, Caden tuned into the conversation even more closely.

      “What do you mean?” Dax asked, also clearly thinking that was an odd response.

      “I mean… I think she’s dead,” Christian replied. “No activity on her IAC. I can’t force it on. She’s either dead or buried somewhere.”

      “Buried somewhere?” Dax questioned. “You mean like how Daunator buried you? Is that still a thing?”

      “Don’t know. Don’t care.” Christian started to hum again, and it sounded to Cadon like he was leaving.

      Dax didn’t let him. “I thought you and Hannah were friends.”

      Cadon had thought the same thing. While it was hard for him to believe anyone could like Christian, he wasn’t aware of any bad blood between the two of them.

      Christian laughed again. “Forrest, you should know by now I don’t have any fucking friends. And that’s fine by me.” The humming picked up and then faded behind the closing of the door.

      “You’re a real asshole, Christian Henry,” Dax mumbled.

      Cadon wanted to agree, but he didn’t want Dax to know he’d been eavesdropping. He finished his shower about the time Dax started his, grabbed a towel, and headed over to get dressed.

      There’d been a lot going on since Holland died, but Dax wasn’t wrong. They needed to make finding out what had happened to Hannah Roberts a priority. She’d been second in command to his father, and it wasn’t right to leave her hanging. If she was dead, they needed to know that, too.

      Deciding he needed to bring it up with his sister, who was still in charge, and Jamie, he slipped on his shoes, shoved his gym pants in his bag along with the rest of his smelly clothes and stepped out the door–running right into Mallory.

      The collision sent her careening. Cadon reached out and steadied her. She looked up at him with narrowed violet eyes. “Maybe you watch where you’re going?” It was clear she was irritated, but she didn’t have a mean bone in her body.

      “So sorry.” It had been an accident, one neither of them could’ve avoided without X-ray vision, a trick Cadon’s father had been good at, but it wasn’t hereditary.

      She relaxed a little. “It’s okay.” Mallory glanced over at where his hand still rested on her arm. “You can let go.”

      “Right.” He hadn’t wanted to. She smelled like jasmine and honeysuckle. Even when she was sweaty from working out, she looked great, but now that she’d had a shower, letting go was the last thing he wanted to do.

      Clearing his throat, he ran his hand through his hair and scratched the back of his neck. Mallory’s eyes widened as she seemed to try to figure out what the hell was the matter with him. Since Cadon wasn’t about to admit he’d been thinking about her as more than just his newest trainee, he took a step backward.

      “See you tomorrow.” Mallory smiled at him, and then headed back toward the exit, where she’d obviously been heading before he nearly knocked her over.

      She was almost all the way through the door when he managed to mutter, “See you tomorrow.”

      Laughter erupted from the entryway to the gym. “You love her,” Amanda said in a sing-song voice.

      “I do not.” Cadon glared at her, wishing he was the one holding the basketball instead of his uncle’s sister so he could throw it at her. He wasn’t exactly sure what their relationship was since she was his aunt’s husband’s sister, but sometimes she felt like a pesky sibling.

      Scott came up behind Amanda wearing the same teasing grin, and Cadon gave up. Mumbling a curse word at them, he headed for the door.

      Outside, he took a deep breath and tried to clear his head. He could see Mallory walking toward the apartment building in the distance and had the overwhelming urge to stand there and watch her walk away, but that seemed a little creepy once he thought it through. Instead, he headed toward the office building where Jamie and Ashley were greeting the new recruits, knowing his sister was probably still there as well, even though it had been a while since she’d messaged him.

      He walked in to find several strangers sitting in chairs in a makeshift lobby that was really just a hallway. He nodded hello to them, trying not to be impolite, and then looked through the glass in Jamie’s office door. Ashley, Jo, and another girl were all inside with the Healer. The stranger was sitting on a table while Jamie shined a light in her eyes.

      His sister saw him standing there and motioned for him to come in. “I don’t want to interrupt,” Cadon said quietly as he walked inside.

      “It’s fine,” Jamie assured him over his shoulder. “Just making sure Jingsha here is healthy enough for her Transformation serum.” The girl on the table, who looked to be in her late teens, smiled uncomfortably.

      Cadon lifted a hand in her direction and then walked over to Ashley and Jo. “Should we be in here?”

      “He’s not getting a break anytime soon,” Ashley explained. “I called Cale on the IAC and asked him if he could come down and take over. That was a while ago, and he’s not here yet.”

      “Is something going on with him?” Cadon asked. They were all speaking in hushed tones so they didn’t disturb Jamie with his patient. “He seemed grouchy on our mission.”

      “He’s always grouchy,” Jo noted. “Not that I’m one to talk.”

      “I’m not sure,” Ashley admitted. “I would think he’d be happy since your mom is back.”

      “Everyone should be,” Cadon replied. “But the way you said that…. Is there a reason why he would be happier than, say, Dax or Aurora?”

      Ashley made a face and opened her mouth to speak when the office door opened, and Dr. Cale Ryan walked in, a scowl on his face. He wore a lab coat and had a stethoscope wrapped around his neck. “Well, here I am. Back for another shift, even though I just left here a few hours ago.”

      “Thank goodness we don’t sleep much.” Jamie turned to give him a smile, but also a bit of a cutting look, as if to tell him to knock it off. “Jingsha is ready for her shot. There are about six other people waiting in the hallway.”

      “For now. There’ll be another seventy after that. What are we going to do when the apartments are full? We can’t take everyone.” Cale didn’t seem to care that one of the problem patients was sitting right there.

      “That is exactly what the four of us need to meet to speak about,” Jamie replied, motioning to where Cadon and the others stood. “So thank you so much for coming down.”

      Shaking his head, Cale grumbled again and stepped over to where the now frightened Jingsha awaited him.

      Letting out a sigh, Jamie said, “Why don’t we meet in Christian’s office if he’s not there? And if he is, we’ll go to what used to be the conference room, even though it’s still a bit of a mess.”

      They all agreed and headed out the hall. When Cadon heard the first refrain of “Drunken Sailor,” he said, “Conference room?” and they all shifted direction. One thing none of them needed to deal with at the moment was the crazy Guardian who thought he was a pirate.
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      “We don’t have enough manpower or resources right now to build another building, but we could potentially take the complex where we used to house Vampires and turn that into a facility for new recruits,” Ashley was saying, pointing at the building in question on a map she’d gone back to grab out of Jamie’s office after they’d made it into the conference room. “There’s plenty of room there, though it’s in about as good a shape as this room.”

      Jo looked around. It was hard to believe this was where her parents used to hold their briefings. They’d managed to find a table and a few chairs that were in good enough shape to use for their purposes, but the rest of the room was a wreck with overturned tables, holes in the walls, and wires hanging where their projector used to fit in the ceiling.

      “That might work,” Jamie said, scratching his chin. “But a lot of those rooms were more like cells. They might not be the most comfortable.”

      “A lot of these people won’t be here long-term,” Ashley pointed out. “Some of them have already Transformed naturally and just want training while others need the shot and then training, but ultimately, we’ll need to assign them to teams and send them back out into the rest of the world. There are still a lot of pockets of Vampires out there, and since most of them don’t have trackers anymore, like we were used to back in the day, it’s going to take more of us to find them.”

      Jo remembered the days of Vampires being fitted with trackers so her father and the other Guardians knew where they were at all times. During the Revelation, it became illegal to track Vampires. Now, of course, with President Crimson in hiding and the American federal government trying to reorganize without Vampires, laws would be changed back to the way they used to be before humans knew Vampires existed.

      So long as another powerful Vampire didn’t come along and shift the situation back to their favor.

      “Jo?” Jamie said her name like it wasn’t the first time. “Do you think that will work?”

      “The Vampire holding facility?” she asked. He nodded. At least she hadn’t been completely tuned out. “Yeah, I think so. If it’s not all that comfy, then those people will work harder to get the hell out of here.”

      “At least there’s not still blood all over the walls,” Ashley muttered.

      Cadon and Jo exchanged glances. “What?” her brother asked.

      “Surely you guys have heard about Bonnie?” Jamie asked. “The little girl Vampire who wreaked havoc over there when your mom first took over as Hunter Leader?”

      “Bonnie? That happened in that building?” Jo’s eyes widened. She’d heard a bit about the sweet looking little girl that had killed a number of Hunters and did an unbelievable amount of damage to her father before they’d managed to find and kill her, but she didn’t remember all the details. Her parents’ Vampire hunting stories had often been white noise to her when she was growing up. She’d always figured she’d hear them again someday. Then, her mother was gone, and now her father was dead, and she wished she would’ve listened better.

      “Yeah. That’s one Vampire I hope stays dead,” Ashley said, shaking her head. “All right. I think that will work. I’ll get with Juan Diego and see how long it will take to modify that building. We need to talk about Grand Central Station.”

      Jo nodded. “I’m planning to call a meeting with the experienced LIGHTS members tomorrow to organize a New York trip for next week. I’m thinking I’ll ask Elliott to lead it.”

      “Next week?” Jamie echoed. “You’re not going to get Elliott to leave your mom’s side next week.”

      Pursing her lips, Jo contemplated what he was saying. “I was actually thinking it might be best if Elliott wasn’t with Mom during the blue moon. Less chances of persuading her to do something she doesn’t want to do.”

      Ashley and Jamie exchanged a glance that made Jo think they might be using the IAC. Or they might just know what the other is thinking because they’d been married for so long. Jamie spoke again. “Are you sure that your mom doesn’t want to do it?”

      Remembering what she’d heard that morning when she was unintentionally eavesdropping, Jo shrugged. “I know that my dad doesn’t want to come back, and–”

      “Our dad,” Cadon inserted, looking slightly annoyed.

      Jo glared at him. “Our dad. And Mom–our mom–doesn’t want to put him in a position where he feels like he has to choose.” Once again, she thought of his family on the other side. A sting of jealousy pulsed through her chest, but she had to let it go. Her baby sister never even knew her father. Now, she’d finally get to be with him. It seemed selfish for her to want to talk him into coming back to this life when everything was perfect there.

      How perfect can it be for him without Mom?

      But then, he wouldn’t remember their mother. He wouldn’t remember any of them.

      “Don’t you think he’d want to know that you found her?” Ashley asked.

      Shaking her head, Jo said, “Mom told us that she didn’t remember anything while she was there. Elliott said the same. I have no idea what Christian remembered, and I’m not going to ask, but there’s no point in reminding him of her if he doesn’t have to think about her right now.”

      Once again, Jamie and Ashley exchanged a look she couldn’t read. Jamie turned back to Jo. “Have you ever tried to get Elliott to do something he doesn’t want to do?”

      Jo’s eyebrows shot up as she considered the question. “I once made him give me a Cheeto he didn’t want to part with.”

      Snickering, the healer shook his head. “While it’s always hard to get Elliott to part with his food, that’s not what I mean. Getting him to go on a mission he doesn’t want to go on is going to be nearly impossible. If you push it, you’re going to have to fight him on it.”

      “Literally fight him?” Cadon laughed. “Now, that’s something I’d like to see.”

      “I can take him,” Jo said calmly, imagining herself in a wrestling ring with the burly Guardian. “He’s bigger than me, but I’m faster.”

      “He won’t fight you,” Jamie assured her. “But he will be the biggest pain in the ass you could ever imagine. I don’t think it’s a good idea to push for that. I’d wait. You’re going to want to keep an eye on him during the blue moon.”

      “It’s fine. I’ll just hide Dad,” Jo said with another rock of her shoulders.

      That sent Ashley and Jamie into a fit of laughter she didn’t understand. “Do you really think that Elliott hasn’t already hidden him?” Jamie finally managed to get out.

      With her eyebrows practically touching, Jo turned to her brother. He looked just as confused. “What?” he asked.

      “When Elliott was in ‘the beyond.’” Jamie began, through his laughter, “your parents fought over whether or not to get him back. Your mother hid Elliott from your dad and replaced him with ashes from the fireplace. He had no idea. I’ve never seen anyone pull one over on your dad before.”

      Her mouth dropped open. “I had no idea,” Jo muttered.

      “Yeah, so I seriously doubt that’s even your dad in that urn for now. Elliott probably has him in his underwear drawer or something, just in case someone tries to pull the old switcheroo on him,” Jamie continued.

      “How did Mom pull that off?” Cadon asked.

      Jo mumbled, “Our mom,” and glared at him.

      “Oh, knock it off.” Cadon batted at her, but Jo grabbed his arm and twisted.

      “All right. Knock it off.” Ashley used her mom voice, and they both stopped. “It’s like you’re twelve again.”

      “He’s always been twelve.” Jo stuck her tongue out at her brother, but he just shook his head.

      “She pulled it off with Christian’s help,” Jamie said loudly enough to be heard over all the racket. “No one thought she’d get him to help her, so it was the perfect plan.”

      Somewhere in the back of her mind, an idea sparked, one Jo couldn’t quite get a grasp on. “Christian?” she repeated. A shiver threatened to come up her spine, but she stopped it.

      “That’s right,” Jamie said with a sharp nod. “The one and only Major Henry.”

      “He’s such an ass.” Cadon shook his head and folded his arms. “In the shower earlier today, Dax was asking him if he had any idea where Hannah might be, and he didn’t even care.”

      “Why were you taking a shower with Dax and Christian?” Jo blurted. “Gross.”

      Again, Cadon swung at her. “The showers. In the locker room. You’re disgusting.”

      “You said it.”

      “I honestly like to hear you guys arguing again,” Jamie chimed in. “At least you’re talking.”

      Jo turned and glared at her brother. The Healer had a point. For years, they hadn’t spoken to one another at all. Now, she could tease her brother about having a three-way with a lanky old man and a crazy Guardian everyone hated.

      “We do need to find Hannah,” Ashley agreed. “But first, we need to figure out what to do about the blue moon. Whatever your mom wants, we’ll support her.” She reached over and took Jamie’s hand, and he nodded.

      Jo knew she’d have to get a real answer from her mother, and soon, before the blue moon rose over the horizon, and they were out of time.

      The door opened, and Aunt Cassidy walked in. “Hey, sorry to interrupt, but we have a problem.”

      “Just one?” Jamie teased.

      Cassidy gave him a sarcastic grin and turned to Jo. “We’ve got about three hundred Vampires messaging me from the surrounding area asking for asylum. They all say they never chose this life and don’t want to be turned. Can we put them in the old facility where we used to house Vampires?”

      “The one we just decided to use for Guardians and Hunters?” Jo asked, looking at Ashley, who nodded.

      “Fuck,” Cassidy mumbled. “Isn’t there anywhere else we can put them?”

      Jo realized every eye in the room was on her. Maybe she should try to talk her dad into coming back. He would’ve already had this handled–and she had absolutely no fucking idea what to do.
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