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CHAPTER 1


Asher’s lungs
burned, and his heart thundered as he sprinted down cramped side
roads and dark alleys. He ran behind some buildings, passing cars
with their headlights on, and darted between them.

He didn’t see the
Prius until its tires screeched and a bumper smacked his calf. When
his hand slapped down on the hood as he caught his balance, the
woman behind the wheel slammed her hand against the horn and gave
him the finger. The obscenities she shouted at him would have made
a sailor blush.

Asher ignored her
as the fading slap of footsteps against pavement alerted him that
his quarry was getting away. He could not let that happen.
He’d spent far too long hunting the woman to lose her now.

Brie. Her name
is Brie. He hadn’t forgotten it from their encounter at the
airport.

Years of training
taught him to focus on his breathing, while ignoring the discomfort
in his tiring legs while sprinting after his prey. She was a
vampire, faster than him and more agile, but when Asher rounded the
corner of an old brick building, she came back into view.

She was faster; he
was more determined. And he was steadily gaining on her, pushing
himself harder past dumpsters, trash cans, cardboard boxes, and
tents. Some of the occupants of those boxes and tents poked their
heads out. One of them shouted after him to leave the girl alone,
but none were fast enough to catch up with them.

He wondered where
the others were; he’d left Lucien and Declan by the waterfront
where a group of Savages was trying to attack a woman. While they
were busy with the Savages, Asher spotted the prey they’d
originally been out in the city to hunt.

At first, he’d
thought he imagined it when he looked up and discovered her
standing across the way on the abandoned warehouse lot. It seemed
impossible that he’d hunted for her for weeks, only to have her
suddenly appear in a part of the city forgotten by anyone not
looking for drugs, sex, or murder.

Her wide eyes and
stunned expression made him realize he didn’t imagine her. As
impossible as it seemed, she was there.

“It’s her! There
she is!” Asher shouted as she turned and ran.

“Follow her!”
Lucien had shouted back.

Knowing his
friends could handle the Savages, Asher pursued her. And now, he
had no idea where his friends were, or if he was ever going to
catch this infuriating woman.

When Brie turned a
corner, her brown hair flapped like a banner behind her as it
bobbed in her ponytail. His fingers flexed, itching to grab it; if
he got a little closer, he could grasp that hair, pull her
back, and take her down. And get some answers.

Normally, treating
a woman in such a way would make his stomach turn. He would have
lashed out at anyone who inflicted that kind of abuse on one, but
she had to be stopped.

He couldn’t let
her get away again. There were too many questions when it came to
this woman, and she was the one with all the answers.

She had to reveal
how she knew he shouldn’t return to the compound and that all those
who lived there would soon be in danger. How had she learned
about the attack? Why had she warned him? And then why had
she vanished?

Was she somehow
part of the attack? Did she help the Savages and demons plan it?
Had she somehow known and given away their location? Was she the
enemy?

The questions
running through his head helped him ignore the growing fatigue in
his legs and the pain stabbing his side. They’d been running for
miles, and while she showed no signs of slowing, it was starting to
catch up with him.

Gritting his
teeth, Asher ignored his rising discomfort as he pumped his arms
and legs faster. When she turned another corner, the streetlights
illuminated the lighter strands of brown woven throughout her hair
while it whipped behind her.

If he threw
himself forward, he might be able to grasp it, but the move
would throw him off balance, and if he missed, she would gain
ground on him again and possibly get away. He couldn’t take the
risk.

Instead, he pushed
himself faster. He only required a few more feet. That was all. But
as he tried to close the distance, she hit a new level of speed and
expanded the distance between them once more.

Brie didn’t dare
look back as the hunter chased her through the streets and alleys
of Boston. While she had to keep some of her strength
suppressed—she couldn’t let the humans see her at full speed; it
would blow their fragile minds—he was keeping up far better than
she’d anticipated.

Sure, he was a
hunter. She was aware they were stronger, faster, and deadlier than
any human, but she still should have lost him by now. She couldn’t
have him following her back to the van, and he couldn’t catch
her.

If he discovered
what she had on her or tried to take it away, he would ruin
everything she’d spent most of her life fighting and
searching for. She couldn’t allow that to happen.

She had no fear
the man would destroy her; even if he somehow managed to catch her,
he wasn’t looking for a kill. He was looking for answers. And while
she had them for him, they weren’t answers she could, or was
willing to, give.

Unfortunately, the
stubborn hunter made things far more difficult for her than they
should be. She never should have come back to the city, but she
hadn’t been given a choice.

She’d gotten what
she came for—one more piece of the puzzle, one more fragment to
help propel her to the end of her centuries-long quest, and
then…

She didn’t know
what would happen, but it had to be done. She didn’t doubt
that at all. This was important. It would help destroy her
enemies, enemies she shared with this man, but she didn’t have the
time to explain that to him, and she sure wasn’t going to stop to
chat with him.

She never
should have approached him at the airport. She should have let him
walk out the door to meet his destiny like she’d done to countless
others over the centuries. It had been hundreds of years since she
learned not to interfere with fate, but apparently, she hadn’t
learned her lesson well enough because now that moment of
conscience was biting her in the ass.

No good deed
goes unpunished. And never had that statement been more
true.

She’d known if she
ever saw him again, he would demand answers. She’d been determined
to avoid him, but she could almost hear God, or whoever or whatever
controlled the fates, laughing at her when they once again put her
smack-dab in the middle of the hunter’s path.

But her conscience
hadn’t allowed her to walk away from him.

Not for the first
time in her life, she cursed her stupid conscience. They were truly
horrible things, and she didn’t understand why she had to be
burdened with one.

Maybe it would
stop rearing its ugly head one of these days, but she wasn’t
counting on it. If it hadn’t shut up after what happened five
hundred years ago, it would never learn to zip it.

Turning another
corner, she almost skidded to a halt when she spotted the ten-foot
fence across the way, but stopping now would be a bigger mistake
than taking on the barbwire at the top of the fence.

Determined to get
over the top as fast as possible, she poured on the speed. This
could be her chance to escape him for good. It shouldn’t be too
difficult considering it was chain-link, but she was not looking
forward to the wire.

Running faster,
she refused to think about the pain sure to come. She leaped into
the air three feet away from the fence. Metal rattled as she
crashed into it, and her fingers hooked through the links while her
toes found grips to propel her upward.

She grasped the
barbed wire and yanked herself over the top. She ignored the sharp
points slicing into her palms as she flipped in the air like a
vaulting gymnast. The wires tore across her hands as she released
her grip on them.

With a small
grunt, she landed on the other side. Blood dripped from her as she
planted one fist on the ground and looked up to stare at the fence
and the hunter still coming after her. Unwilling to wait and see
what he would do, she turned and fled down the alley.

She didn’t have to
look back to know the barbwire wouldn’t deter him either. The
determined look on his face and the steely gleam in his eyes had
already told her that much.

Asher cursed the
stubborn, stupid woman as he jumped onto the fence and climbed.
Grasping the wire at the top, he winced when the barbs dug into his
flesh, but he didn’t let it stop him as he threw himself over the
top.

His movements and
landing were nowhere near as graceful as hers, but he wasn’t far
behind as she sprinted onto another street. Headlights illuminated
her small frame, and horns blared as she dashed in and out of the
cars screeching to a halt around her. The vehicles didn’t get a
chance to start moving again before he raced across the road after
her.

“Hey!” a man
shouted after them. “Hey! Leave her alone!”

“Someone call the
police!” a woman shrieked.

As he chased the
woman into a parking lot, Asher didn’t wait to see if anyone obeyed
the command. The asphalt was lit only by the dim headlights of the
cars on the road, nearly a hundred feet away.

No one chased them
as they darted in and out of the few remaining cars. Though Brie
was no more than five foot five, her legs ate up the ground like
they were six inches longer.

Asher cursed legs
that shouldn’t be that fast, brown hair just out of his reach, and
the exasperating woman who owned them both. However, cursing her
wasn’t doing any good.

They were almost
to the edge of the parking lot when a streak from the corner of his
eye caught his attention. At first, he hoped Lucien or Declan had
caught up with them, but his hopes died when the sickening stench
of rot filled his nostrils.

Only a Savage
could ever smell that bad, and the fetid thing was heading straight
toward her.



CHAPTER 2


Brie caught the
flash of movement from the corner of her eye as the Savage’s putrid
stench filled her nostrils. This was the last thing she
needed right now, but there was no way to avoid a confrontation
with the vamp.

When she turned to
take the thing on, red eyes and fangs filled her vision. Throwing
out her hands, she grasped its shirt and flung it to the side.
Still, its impact against her was enough to knock her back a few
feet, but she recovered quickly.

She hadn’t spent
nearly five hundred years working to destroy these things only to
be taken down by one measly Savage with a stupidity issue. As she
stumbled, she removed a stake from the holster she kept tucked
neatly beneath her windbreaker.

The idiot Savage
came back at her as she turned toward it. Bouncing on the toes of
one foot, Brie pulled back her arm and let the stake fly.

Spinning through
the air, the stake embedded itself in its intended target. The wood
pierced through the creature’s flesh and bones before embedding in
its black heart.

She didn’t have
time to take pride in her kill as the distraction was enough for
the hunter to catch her. Turning toward him, she prepared to fight
as something inside her recoiled at the idea.

She had no idea
why she had such a visceral reaction to possibly hurting this man
to get free, but everything in her body screamed against it, even
as she prepared to knock him out. The idea of harming him made her
stomach churn, but he couldn’t stop her from completing her
mission.

When he was almost
to her, Brie swung out and caught him under his jaw; his head
snapped back. The blow would have knocked a lesser man off his feet
and thrown him backward, but a hunter was trained to combat
vampires and could take a punch.

He hadn’t
anticipated the blow, and his brief hesitation was enough for her
to put some distance between them again. She sprinted onward, but
he recovered faster than she would have liked.

The only problem
was she needed more than distance. She had to get away from
him.

Asher’s jaw and
teeth throbbed from her punch, but he didn’t let them or the blood
seeping down his throat slow him. Instead, he propelled himself
faster as Brie raced to the far end of the parking lot.

His guard hadn’t
been completely up around her. He’d assumed since she alerted him
about the impending attack on the compound, she wouldn’t be
violent. That assumption had been completely wrong, and while she
wasn’t a Savage seeking to destroy him, she would do everything
possible to stay free.

He should have
seen that coming, given he’d been chasing her for miles. But he’d
been too focused on the fact she’d tried to save him to consider
she might also kill him to keep her secrets.

He would
not underestimate her again. He would have to take her down
and restrain her when he caught her. She’d fight, but he’d be
prepared for it.

They were almost
to the edge of the parking lot when a smell like a mass grave full
of rotting bodies washed over him. The image of putrefying flesh,
with worms and bugs squiggling in and out, flashed through his
mind, but there were no mass graves nearby.

No, there were
only more Savages coming for them.

Fuck! he
cursed inwardly.

He didn’t dare
take the time to look around; a distraction now might get him
killed, but the slap of numerous footsteps against the asphalt
rebounded throughout the night. They were coming fast, and there
were a lot of them.

The only chance
they had was to run or to fight together, but he wasn’t about to
suggest that to the woman who’d punched him in the face. She might
knock him out and leave him for the Savages.

He was about to
risk a glance at the new, enclosing menace when a white van
squealed to a stop outside the opening in the chain-link fence,
only ten feet in front of Brie. Were those doors about to open and
unleash a van full of Savages on them?

He’d fight to the
death. That was the only way they’d take him. He would not
become one of the vampires and hunters the Savages and demons
starved and tortured into becoming one of them. Death was a far
more preferable option.

No! Asher
inwardly screamed when the side door slid open.

Brie didn’t
hesitate, though he was certain Savages were about to pour out and
swarm them. A vampire stood in the doorway of the van.

The vamp held a
hand out to the woman as he shouted, “Faster, Brie! Run
faster!”

Asher was now
cursing the van for an entirely different reason. If Brie got in
that van, he’d lose her for good. No!

He poured on the
speed, but he wasn’t sure it would be enough. It hadn’t been so
far, but this was it. It was now or never.

Brie reached for
Cabo’s hand as something crashed into her back. She was propelled
forward even as a hand entangled in her shirt and dragged her back.
It was the hunter; she knew it as soon as the scent of spruce
pushed through the reek of rot permeating the air.

He smelled
like that; his scent had haunted her since she encountered him in
the airport. She’d dreamed of the smell, which reminded her of
walking in the woods on a crisp winter day.

She’d only ever
met him once before, but the comforting, familiar scent caused her
to relax as his arms pulled her closer. For a second, she almost
lost herself to the comfort of his arms.

Then, she recalled
this was a life-or-death matter, and she couldn’t allow him to stop
her.

Asher ducked her
head when it swung back with the intent of caving in his face. She
wiggled and kicked with the strength of an alligator trying to
break free of the ropes binding it.

The scent of
peonies filled his nostrils as her brown hair tickled his hands and
cheeks. Everything about her bombarded his senses until she was all
he could see, hear, and feel. The power of her body, the strength
of her muscles flexing and bunching beneath his palms, felt so
right.

Then he recalled
the Savages were coming, and if he didn’t do something soon, they
would end up dead. But he couldn’t let her go. He couldn’t lose her
again.

“Brie!” the vamp
from the van shouted.

The vamp didn’t
smell like a Savage, but if he meant to take her, then he was the
enemy. Brie jabbed back with an elbow, catching him in the ribs and
knocking the air from his lungs.

When she swung her
head back again, he dodged the move and tightened his hold on her
as they fell to the parking lot.

“Incoming!” the
vamp shouted.

The retort of a
gun firing echoed through the night as the vamp shot at the
approaching Savages. It was followed by the thumps and thuds of
wooden bullets hitting flesh, squeals, and bodies hitting the
ground.

Brie shifted in
the hunter’s arms and twisted around to face him. She got her
fisted hands into his belly and delivered one, two, three blows
that pummeled the air from his lungs. The oomph he emitted blew the
hair back from her face.

Regret and sorrow
filled her, but it had to be done. He and everyone he knew and all
those she cared about would die if he got in the way of her
mission. They all may die anyway, but while she remained free,
there was a chance they could stop the demons from rising.

The hunter’s hold
loosened enough that she broke free when she yanked against him
again. She spun back to the van, and her hand caught the dark brown
one stretched toward her.

As she was about
to be helped into the van, the hunter’s fingers entangled in her
hair and yanked her back. Her skull screamed in protest.

Asher felt like
he’d gone ten rounds with a gorilla after fighting with this woman.
She had to be a purebred, and judging by her strength and speed,
she was an old one.

Gritting his
teeth, Asher kept his fingers in her hair as she turned and swung
out with the back of her hand. He ducked the first swing, but she
moved so fast he didn’t see the blow coming from her other hand
until it was nearly on him.

He ducked back,
but not in time to avoid her fist crashing against his temple. His
fingers released her hair. He was starting to recover when she
caught him with an uppercut that shot his head back.

Blood flooded his
mouth when he bit his tongue. His knees gave out, and one of them
hit the pavement with his hand. He managed to keep himself from
going down completely, and it took everything he had to start
rising again.

Not only did he
have to worry about losing her, but the Savages were closing in. He
lunged for her, his hands grasping her arms and pinning them to her
sides as he pushed her toward the van. They fell across the
entrance as another blow came from somewhere above him.

Through the
ringing in his ears and the bursts of light inside his skull, he
realized the other vamp had hit him. His head felt like someone was
playing the strongman game at the fair, and he was the lever they
hit to ring the bell.

Trying to wade
through the blackness threatening to take him over was like trying
to breathe underwater. The more he tried, the tougher it
became.

When another blow
knocked his head to the side, he gave up trying, and blackness took
over.



CHAPTER 3


When the hunter’s
arms relaxed around her, Brie wriggled to free herself of the
weight on top of her. Cabo’s hands seized under her arms, and he
pulled her free of the unconscious hunter.

At least, she
hoped he was unconscious and not dead. Cabo was a big man, a
powerful vamp, and he would do anything to keep her safe. Her panic
over being pursued by the hunter and the Savages turned into terror
for the hunter, but before she could check on him, Savages grabbed
her arms, tore at her flesh, and tried to rip her out of the
van.

One of them seized
the hunter by the ankles and started pulling him out of the van.
“No!” Brie shouted, and shaking off their tearing grasp, she caught
the hunter’s arms and started yanking him back.

The explosion of
gunfire rebounded around the van, deafening her as her ears started
ringing. The Savages fell back as Cabo pummeled them with wooden
bullets. Some screamed, others turned and fled, but a few truly
bloodthirsty ones kept coming.

“Go!” Cabo
shouted.

“Wait!” Brie
shrieked.

The hunter was
only halfway in the van and she held him, but they both might be
pulled from the vehicle if Zina took off now. Bracing one foot
against the inside of the van, Brie dragged his body toward her as
the Savages headed for them once more.

More Savages
poured across the parking lot in their direction. There were at
least a dozen of them, which wasn’t an infeasible number for a
hunter. They would have to be strong and fast, which this one had
already proven to be.

But they would
also have to be conscious. Which this one certainly wasn’t.

And as much as his
interference in her mission had irritated her, she couldn’t leave
him here to be slaughtered by the Savages. Or worse, and far more
likely, taken and turned into one of them.

Damn it, her ugly
conscience was rearing its stupid head again, but this time, it had
a reason to be concerned. If she didn’t bring him with them, she
would be leaving an innocent to die or condemning him to a fate
worse than Hell.

She couldn’t do
that.

“We can’t leave
him here,” she said.

Cabo cursed, but,
with one of his massive hands, he plucked the hunter from the
ground. He was the size of a professional bodybuilder with arms
bigger than her thighs, but she’d never seen him lift anything
other than Savages over his head.

She supposed
that counted as bench-pressing.

Cabo braced a hand
against the inside of the van as he shouted, “Go!”

Brie slid back,
and Cabo staggered to the side as Zina stomped on the gas. The
tires squealed as they spun; smoke and the scent of burning rubber
filled the air before the van lurched forward.

Cabo fell back
and, still holding the hunter, crashed into the back wall of the
van. Unable to grab something to stop her, Brie spun before
crashing beside Cabo. Before she could recover, he set the hunter
down and lunged for the open door. She caught a glimpse of a Savage
reaching inside before Cabo’s kick to its face shot him back. Cabo
slid the door shut.

Brie collapsed
onto the van’s floor and stared at the ceiling as she tried to calm
the adrenaline flooding her body. With a hand that felt like
rubber, she felt along the front of her windbreaker and to the
interior pocket that she’d reinforced with more stitching.

Still, after
everything happened, there was a chance…

It’s still
there! Her hand fell away when she felt the stone tucked
securely within. It’s still there.

She closed her
eyes against the relief flooding her. It would have been a complete
disaster if she’d somehow managed to lose the stone, especially if
she lost it in the parking lot where the Savages could find it.

But she still had
it. Despite the mess it had turned into, she’d succeeded in her
mission. She’d gotten what they returned to the city for, and now
they had to get it to safety. She was still trying to catch her
breath when she opened her eyes to discover Cabo looming over
her.

The dim glow of
the cargo light illuminated his dark brown skin, goatee, bald head,
and troubled eyes the color of chocolate. Standing at six foot four
and two hundred and fifty pounds, the vamp always made her feel
small, but she felt minuscule while lying on her back as he stood
above her.

“Get yourself into
some trouble?” he asked in his deep, rumbling voice.

“Just a little
bit.”

He held his hand
out to her, but she was too weak to lift her arm and take it. When
he bent lower, she managed to get her hand up enough to clasp it.
She groaned as he pulled her into a sitting position; every part of
her body ached from the run and the fight.

It would fade
soon, but right now, all she wanted was a hot bath, some blood, and
a good romance novel to take her mind off everything that happened
and the shitstorm sure to follow. Leaning against the back wall,
she scowled at the hunter who’d thrown such a wrench into her
plans.

“What are we going
to do with him?” Cabo asked. “Do we have to kill him?”

“He’s not the
enemy,” she said.

“Are you sure
about that?”

She’d never been
more sure of anything, but that didn’t mean she trusted him, or he
wouldn’t be a problem.

“Yes,” she said.
“Do we have some rope?”

“If he’s not the
enemy, then why are we tying him up?”

“Just because he’s
not the enemy doesn’t mean he won’t get in our way. I can’t take
that chance.”

“Should we leave
him somewhere? Maybe throw him out on the side of the road, far
from home and any other civilization.”

Brie contemplated
this as she studied the hunter. They couldn’t abandon him anywhere
in this condition. They’d just gotten away from a group of Savages,
but there could be more of them out there, and they had no idea
when this man would wake up.

“No. We can’t put
him out like this.”

“You’re the boss,”
Cabo muttered.

“I hate when you
call me that.”

Cabo chuckled as
he turned away. “Then stop being so bossy.”

She glowered at
his back while scooting closer to the hunter. If it weren’t for his
chest’s subtle rise and fall, she would have believed him dead as
he remained lying facedown. His head was turned away from her, but
she didn’t think he was faking still being out.

Kneeling at his
side, she searched his pockets for an ID or a phone. She discovered
fifty dollars and a credit card with the name of J.D. Jones on it.
She wasn’t surprised by the lack of ID and highly doubted his name
was J.D.

She shoved the
money and card back in his pocket but kept his phone. Resting her
fingers against his neck, she was reassured by the steady thump of
his pulse beneath them. He’d have a headache when he woke, but he’d
wake.

Cabo searched
through one of the duffel bags that had slid back against the wall.
Other than the three of them, the two duffel bags were the only
other things in the back of the van.

“Everything okay
back there?” Zina called from the driver’s seat.

“They’re great!”
Brie assured her friend.

Cabo removed some
rope from the bag and returned to kneel beside her and the hunter.
Ignoring the protest of her bruised body, Brie helped him tie the
hunter’s wrists and ankles together.

When they
finished, they ran a piece of rope down to secure his ankles and
wrists together behind his back. The hunter wasn’t completely
hogtied as he had room, and they hadn’t bent his extremities back,
but he wasn’t going to move around well either.

“Where are we
going?” Zina called from the front.



CHAPTER 4


Brie crawled
forward and poked her head through the doorway separating the front
from the back of the van. Zina, a tall, slender woman who became a
vampire in her mid-thirties, sat behind the wheel.

She was often
their getaway driver as she’d spent a good portion of her late
teens and early twenties stealing vehicles and evading the police…
when they weren’t arresting her. Zina once revealed that her
fifteen arrests were a small fraction of the number of cars she
stole and the things she did wrong.

“They caught me
fifteen times; I got away with it a thousand times,” Zina once
bragged to Brie over a bottle of tequila.

After seeing how
the woman could drive, Brie didn’t doubt it.

Zina slowed the
van as they approached a red light and brushed a strand of blonde
hair behind her ear. Her brown eyes were curious when she glanced
at Brie.

“Let’s head home,”
Brie told her. “We got what we came here for.”

Zina grinned at
her. “That’s what I like to hear.”

Brie examined the
hunter’s phone, but there weren’t any numbers in it. There were a
few missed calls from one number; she wouldn’t call it back. That
would only be asking for more trouble.

“Throw this out
soon,” Brie told her. “And where it won’t attract too much
attention.”

Zina took the
hunter’s phone from her. “Will do, boss.”

“Don’t you start
too,” Brie said as she eyed the passenger seat.

It was the only
other seat in the van, and it looked really appealing right now.
She couldn’t curl up in it as she yearned to do when she had a
hunter in the back of her van. With a sigh, Brie retreated to the
back and slid down the wall to sit across from the hunter.

Draping her arms
over her drawn-up knees, she studied the handsome features that had
haunted her dreams and waking moments for the past six months. She
didn’t know his name and barely knew who he was, but she’d spent a
lot of time with him already… even if he didn’t know it.

She had no idea
why he suddenly entered her visions six months ago, but he’d been
an almost nightly visitor to her sleep and appeared before her a
few times a week. In the beginning, she would stop short when she
saw him, like she did with most of her visions, but he materialized
so often now, she walked right through him.

He wasn’t the
first man or woman she’d seen without knowing them, far from, but
he had haunted her far more than any of the others. And he was the
first who left her feeling empty and a little lost when she woke
after having a dream of him.

She’d eventually
run across all the others from her visions; it was how she met Cabo
and Zina. She’d been both excited and dreaded meeting him. She was
curious why he was different to her, but different didn’t always
mean good.

His hunter status
easily could have made him an enemy—they had been the enemy to the
vampires for years, but she was aware that had changed. She’d seen
enough glimpses of this change not to fear him.

But she did fear
why he’d been so prominent in her visions and what she’d seen about
his future. She’d received premonitions for as long as she could
remember; she probably had them as a baby but hadn’t been aware of
what they were or how to communicate them with others until she was
older.

And not once had
she received visions about someone as often as him. Why? What did
it all mean?

Brie rubbed her
temples as she pondered this. Despite her better judgment, she had
to warn him when she saw him at the airport last month. She’d known
he would survive the battle he would soon face and he wouldn’t heed
her advice, but that hadn’t stopped her.

She couldn’t walk
away from him, and not only because she felt compelled to tell him
to stay away, but also because she wanted to see if she could
glimpse some answers about him by touching him. Both of those
things hadn’t given her any insight into her nonstop visions of
him. Instead of easing them, they became more intense after she
approached him.

She shouldn’t have
gone to him; it had only unleashed trouble on them. And considering
they now had a hunter bound in the back of their van, she didn’t
see it getting any better. His friends would hunt for him.

She cursed that
day in the airport and her stupidity for going to him. A vision led
her to the terminal; he hadn’t been in it, so she’d suspected the
premonition had something to do with locating a stone.

She’d been
wrong.

When Brie spotted
him across the way, she was too shocked to move at first. She
hadn’t seen him in her vision, but it had led her to him. Standing
there, staring at him, she’d been tempted to flee, but she was
drawn there for a reason. Since she’d been experiencing
premonitions of the upcoming siege on his home, she suspected
that was why.

She saw the future
after all, or at least glimpsed it—a blessing or a curse given to
her by God or the gods or whatever was out there. But maybe there
were no entities out there. She sometimes saw the future but
probably had fewer answers to the world and the way it worked than
those who didn’t.

But then, she
supposed if vampires and demons existed, then God or gods or
something else must too. That was a whole theological thing she
wasn’t going to get into.

If there were
something outside this world, she would discover it when she died.
Until then, she just sought to get through life without having a
wave of evil unleashed upon the unsuspecting planet.

Brie lowered her
hand from her temples and lifted her head to examine the hunter
again. Seeing him in person was like having a bucket of ice water
dumped over her head. For a second, she couldn’t breathe as she sat
there.

Of course, he
didn’t know who she was, but she’d become quite intimate with his
narrow jawline, high cheekbones, and full mouth. His sandy blond
hair had grown since she last saw him in person as it curled along
the collar of his shirt. She clenched her hands against the impulse
to brush it away from his forehead.

Though they were
closed, she was extremely familiar with his brown eyes and the
flecks of gold that danced within them. In her dreams, those eyes
twinkled when he smiled at her. Yes, she knew all those little
details about him and that he was aligned with vampires who worked
against the Savages, but she didn’t know his name.

Her gaze shifted
to the closed van door. She could still hear the scrape of the
Savage’s fingers raking down the white paint. She was sure they’d
left their mark behind, and because of them, they had a passenger
they shouldn’t have.

She cursed her
conscience for saving him again, but she also knew this was what
fate had planned for her. So she cursed fate too, just as she had
so many times over the years.

No matter what,
this hunter wasn’t meant to die here today. She knew that because
she’d seen his demise, and it was not in this time or place.

Looking at him
now, with his longer hair and youthful face, she knew there wasn’t
much time before another, deadlier fate came calling for him.

Except next time,
she wouldn’t be able to save him.



CHAPTER 5


A couple of hours
later, the van lurched to a stop. Brie’s head had fallen forward,
so her chin rested against her chest; the cessation of movement
jerked her forward and awake.

She hadn’t meant
to fall asleep, but at some point, she had. Her head shot up, and
she blinked as she gazed warily around the van. Cabo was gone,
which meant he must have moved into the passenger seat.

The hunter stared
back at her. His brown eyes simmered with hostility. She was so
used to seeing those eyes twinkling in amusement, and something
more, that the fury in them was a shock.

“We’re not going
to hurt you,” she assured him.

“Then why am I
tied up?”

“Because I can’t
let you get in the way of our plans.”

“And what are
those?”

“That’s not
something I’m willing to share right now.”

It astonished her
when she added on the right now. Did she intend to share her
plans with this man? The possibility hadn’t occurred to her before,
but why would she say that?

Brie resisted
punching the side of the van. It wouldn’t do her any good, but she
craved some way to release the frustration and confusion this man
created in her life.

He’s no
one! But as she told herself this, she knew it was a lie.
Something about him intrigued her and sent her ability into a
frenzy. And she hated it.

Asher watched as
Brie rested her hand against the side of the van and rose. His head
pounded like someone had taken a sledgehammer to it, but at least
his ears had stopped ringing and he’d stopped seeing double.

As Brie stood
above him, he noted she was of average height with a slender build,
but she had a powerful presence—one bigger than the massive,
muscled behemoth who suddenly appeared in the small doorway
splitting the van into the front and back.

Asher had been
awake for almost half an hour, but this vampire hadn’t made his
presence known again until now. As he fought with Brie, Asher
recalled seeing him in the doorway, but he’d been so focused on her
that he hadn’t paid much attention to the vamp. Now, it was
impossible not to notice the man who looked like he could crush his
skull between his hands.

It took everything
Asher had not to thrash against the ropes binding him. He’d already
tried to slip out of them as quietly as possible and failed.

“What are we going
to do with him?” Cabo asked.

Brie studied the
hunter before kneeling to look him in the eye. “My name is Brie
Amaral.”

“I remember from
the airport,” Asher told her, though he hadn’t known her last
name.

“That’s Cabo, and
the woman behind the wheel is Zina,” Brie continued.

She pointed at the
large man before thrusting a finger at the doorway. A pretty blonde
woman stuck her head into the space and waved before disappearing.
A second later, the driver’s side door opened with a creak.

“And who are you?”
Brie asked. “And don’t tell me J.D. I know the name on your credit
card is fake.”

“And how do you
know that?”

The look she gave
him clearly said, Do I look stupid? The answer was no. Even
tired and bedraggled from their chase and fight, she looked
beautiful, and the keen interest in her eyes was far from
stupid.

She had a round
face; her bottom lip was full and entirely kissable, while her
upper lip was slightly thinner. It was an intriguing difference,
and he imagined what it would be like to run his tongue across her
full lower lip before playfully nipping at it. He swiftly buried
the image.

As he took in more
details, he noticed the faint white scar that started at her right
temple and ran diagonally across her right eyebrow. Another faint
scar marked her alluring bottom lip. And though they were faded,
the white marks marring her right cheek looked like something had
scraped her flesh.

When she rested
her fist on the ground before him, her windbreaker pulled up enough
to reveal more scars around her wrist. He couldn’t tell what had
caused them, but they were darker and more pronounced than the ones
on her face.

If she truly was a
purebred vampire, something horrible had happened for those scars
to linger, or she’d received them before she stopped ageing.
Whatever caused them, and whenever she received them, it was
obvious she’d endured something horrible at some point.

Unexpected anger
over this realization burrowed deep inside him. If whoever had done
this to her was still alive, he’d make them pay.

He jolted at the
force of the murderous impulses rushing through him. He was a
killer; it was what he’d been bred and raised to become, but he’d
always killed to keep others safe.

When she continued
to stare expectantly at him, Asher relaxed a little as her tender,
ochre-colored eyes eased some of his rage. He recalled what they’d
been talking about; she’d asked his name.

Was there some way
she could use the information against him? He didn’t think so.

Besides, why would
she kill him when she’d warned him against returning to the
compound before the Savages destroyed it, injected Logan’s mate
Elena with their poisonous shit, and destroyed so much of what he
loved? It was a good question, but some vamps could be malicious
bastards, and this could all be a game for her.

She wasn’t a
Savage—he could tell by her smell—but that didn’t mean she wasn’t
cruel or somehow toying with him. Her warning should mark her as
someone who wasn’t the enemy, but the ropes binding him told a
different story.

She was an enigma
of a woman, and he hoped to figure her out soon. His life probably
depended on it, but he saw no reason not to give her his name.

“I’m Asher
Graham,” he said, “and I’d like to know what I’m doing here.”

“I’m not sure what
we’re going to do with you, but the Savages were closing in, and we
couldn’t leave you there to die. However, I can’t have you
interfering in what I have to do, so you’re tied up to keep you
from causing any trouble.”

He studied her so
intensely that the hairs on Brie’s nape rose. She couldn’t remember
the last time someone looked at her like that. She didn’t think it
had ever happened. When his gaze shifted to the scars on her face
before falling to her wrists, her eyes narrowed and she lifted her
chin.

When he met her
gaze again, she braced herself for the pity she was sure to see in
his eyes. She’d seen it often enough on the faces of others, but
she didn’t care. Her scars were her burden to bear, her reminders
of past mistakes she’d vowed never to repeat but might have
with this man.

Why did I warn
him about the attack? she pondered morosely.

Uneasiness churned
in her belly. If she wasn’t careful with him, she’d end up treading
the same path that once cost her the lives of those she loved.
There was no pity in his eyes, but the curiosity there unnerved her
far more than sympathy would have.

She’d lived with
these scars for most of her five hundred years. They were as much a
part of her as her fingers.

She’d grown
accustomed to seeing them on her body and wasn’t ashamed of them,
but that didn’t mean the memory of why she endured them had become
easier over the years. And it was not a memory she shared.

Brie rose
abruptly. “We’ll bring him inside.”



CHAPTER 6


“Are you sure?”
Cabo asked gruffly.

“We can’t leave
him in the van.”

“Why not?”

It was a very good
question, and one she didn’t have the answer to, but her dumb-ass
conscience wouldn’t allow her to leave him out here. She was still
considering how to answer it when Zina opened the side door.

“He’s probably
hungry and has to use the bathroom,” Brie said.

“We’ll bring food,
and I’ll take him to piss. He doesn’t have to go inside.”

Brie was saved
from having to respond by Zina.

“Bring him in,”
she said impatiently. “We could all use some rest, and no one
should have to sit out here and guard him. Besides, the house has a
better security system than the van.”

Zina was certainly
right about them all needing some rest. Not only had her attempted
escape from the hunter drained her but so had her foray into the
basement beneath the abandoned warehouse.

She’d gone in
there thinking she had plenty of time before the sun set and could
find the stone without a problem. Prepared to have to dig it out,
she arrived with all the proper supplies, but it had still taken
her far more time than she anticipated to break through the
concrete floor and dig through fifteen feet of rocky soil to
uncover the stone.

By the time she
finally freed it, the sun was setting and Savages were on
the prowl. She’d tucked the stone securely away, retrieved her
equipment, and tried to exit the warehouse as easily as she’d
entered it, but three Savages had different plans for her.

She encountered
them on the first floor; they must have been sleeping above. The
basement windows weren’t boarded over; for easier access. People or
Savages had torn them away, but the windows on the upper floors
remained covered, which meant the Savages were safer from the sun
up there.

It had taken her
far too long to kill those Savages, and by the time she emerged,
she found herself staring at Asher as he and his friends battled
more Savages. Almost everything that could have gone wrong
had in the retrieval of this stone, but they’d all survived,
and it remained in her possession.

That was what
mattered most, but it had exhausted her.

Brie rested her
hand against her pocket and the stone tucked safely inside.
Seven down, three more to go.
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