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        “To live in the hearts we leave behind, is not to die.”

      

      

      

      
        
        ~Thomas Campbell

      

      

    

  


  
    
      “From midnight to sunrise, you're mine in a different manner. During the day, we're two people connected by horrific events.”

      

      
        
        A dangerous game of seduction…

      

      

      

      She could be the devil disguised as an angel. But to get the answers to solving two very important and personal cold cases, FBI agent Nick Campion is willing to sleep with the enemy.

      

      Yeah, call the situation like it is--improper, blurring the lines… inching closer toward a supernatural world he’s not prepared for. No worries though. He’s already given up his career to tail the woman he despises, a woman as cold as the month she was named after. There’s nothing more for him to lose, except for his heart and soul.

      

      
        
        A destiny they can’t deny...

      

      

      

      Determined to save her kind from the brink of extinction, demon hunter December Raine agrees to get real personal with the human ex-special agent who could be the answer to unlocking her ability to grant supernatural powers to her kind’s descendants.

      

      Unable to control her feelings when around him, she shows him the supernatural side of her, further putting his life in danger from her kind. When she offers an unconventional and far-out arrangement that can save his life, will he accept or reject her? She has everything to lose, including her heart and soul.
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          NICK

        

      

    

    
      “Waiting for someone?”

      Nick glanced sidelong at his latest unwelcomed come-on, a brunette with big blue eyes, a pout a man could easily transform into a sensual sigh with a satisfactory kiss, and a shirt unbuttoned so low there was little left to the imagination.

      Ignoring her question, he leaned against the banister of the Portland nightclub, nursing a drink in his hand, and nodded at the grinding crowd below.

      “See that guy over there?”

      She followed his line of sight. “The one twerking on the Asian chick?” she asked.

      “Yeah.” He took a sip of his soda. Pathetic of him to be frequenting an eighteen and older club in the hopes of spotting a ghost that had been haunting him for the past six months. He should be at home, alone, drowning his guilt with alcohol. “Best to stay far from him.”

      “You know him?”

      “No, but I’m familiar with his type.”

      “What type would that be?”

      “A man who looks younger than his age, who preys on girls at these clubs because he likes them young, or because women his age won’t give him the time of day.” He shrugged. “He’ll promise everything but give nothing in return. If given the chance, he’ll break your heart, rob you of your innocence, and never look back.”

      She sidled up to him. “Maybe that’s what I want.”

      He gripped his drink. The glass cooled his hot skin. “How old are you?”

      “Eighteen.”

      “Try again,” he said out the side of his mouth, through clenched teeth.

      She inched away from him. “Sixteen.”

      Nick ducked his head and hid his smirk. “Old enough to drive, not of age for consensual sex, and you can’t buy alcohol or cigarettes, legally.” Relaxing his hold on his glass, he shot her a sidelong glance. “My sister was a year older than you when she was lured from one of these clubs. Fourteen years, and they still haven’t found her killer.”

      His confession must’ve labeled him safe in her eyes. She came a little closer. “How do you know it was a guy? Maybe the killer used a girl to get your sister out of the club. I’d feel safer leaving with a girl than a guy, you know?”

      He did. That had been one of the theories explored by the detectives who had investigated Aubrey’s homicide. They’d combed through the meager evidence found in the ditch where her body had been left like garbage tossed alongside the road. DNA evidence returned inconclusive.

      “So you come to these clubs to warn girls like me away from guys like him?” She crossed her arms on the banister.

      In his peripheral vision, he watched her drop her guard and bravado. Beneath the makeup and revealing outfit was someone’s little girl or sister.

      “I came here looking for a ghost that exists only in my nightmares.”

      He’d scared her, as he’d intended. With a quick, “Thanks for the warning,” she hurried from his side and down the stairs. On the dance floor, she glanced up. He raised his glass. She swallowed then disappeared into the crowd.

      A ghost that exists only in my nightmares. A suspect in a clinic’s bombing. A young woman with strawberry-blond hair and vacant emerald eyes. Nick had offered to interrogate the woman. His friend and fellow special agent, Kyle, had said he’d get this one. They were dead on their feet after being sent from one crime scene to another during a time when the nation was in an upheaval of chaos and violent crimes.

      “Get us some take-out and a six pack for later,” Kyle had said. “This won’t take me long. I’ll get a confession from her.”

      The suspect had sat with her small hands clasped on the metal table, her gaze down-cast. Nick had scrutinized her, unable to believe a girl so young could commit the horrendous act. She’d glanced up and through the glass that separated them, Nick had felt the impact of her hatred and anger directed at him. The intensity in her glare had caught him off guard, had him wracking his brain for memories of her. Had they met before? Had he done something to piss her off?

      Dismissing the strange moment, he’d left the precinct in search of food and beer. When he’d returned an hour later, the girl was gone and Kyle, dead.

      No one had heard or seen a thing. Keeping calm though his blood boiled and a vise had squeezed his chest, he had demanded access to the interrogation room’s surveillance video.

      Replay after replay, he watched Kyle and the girl’s attention shift to the door before the video shut off. To rescue the girl and shut off the video, there was more than one perpetrator involved.

      Other agents had been dispatched to work alongside the detectives assigned to Kyle’s homicide. However, similar to Nick’s sister’s murder case, the trail went cold.

      Since that day, Nick searched for his ghost. She was out there somewhere, protected by the ones who had killed Kyle, who had rescued her. If Nick ever found her, he would question her until she had no breath or resistance left. He would get his truth and haul her and her rescuers in to answer for their crime of murder.

      His head pounding and the restlessness in him never seeming to still, he scanned the dance floor a final time, ready to make the short drive back to his hotel room. He’d made the drive from Seattle to Portland to pay his respects to his sister and the rest of his dead family. Tomorrow would’ve been her thirty-first birthday.

      Not seeing anything of interest, he turned to leave. Movement near the exit snagged his attention, a glimpse of fiery hair among the throng of brunettes and blondes.

      A tall, muscular man with a buzz cut had his arm slung across the shoulders of a petite woman with long, strawberry-blond hair. Could she be Nick’s ghost?

      He dropped his empty glass on the nearest table and rushed down the steps, bumping into people with drinks in their hands.

      “Hey man, watch where you’re going.”

      Nick ignored their glares and barged through the crowd to get to the exit. At the exit, he shoved open the door and rushed outside. The door slammed shut behind him. He searched the darkness. Nothing. Where the hell could they have gone?

      Taking a left, he sprinted toward the darkness, away from the bright lights at the end of the street. Yards from the club, Nick found them. He slowed his pace to a casual stride. The redhead was plastered to the wall, the guy’s mouth clamped firmly over hers as his fingers grabbed fistfuls of her hair.

      As Nick got closer to the involved couple, he cleared his throat. The man broke off the lip-locking, lifted his head slightly, and glared. The woman buried her head in the man’s chest, concealing her identity. Needing to get a good look at her face, Nick ignored the warning in his head and stepped closer.

      The man stuck out his arm and shoved his palm into Nick’s chest. “Say you’re lost, and I’ll let you go along your way. No harm done. Advance any more, and I’ll set you on your ass.”

      Loaded threats. Nick raised his hands to the air. “You’re right. I’m lost.” In more ways than one. “I’m looking for my little sister. She ran away from home. She’s this tall.” He brought his arm down to the level of his shoulder. “Brown hair, amber eyes, wearing a black mini skirt and a pretty sapphire blouse.” Her favorite color, blue, and the outfit the one she’d worn the night she was found in the ditch.

      “Haven’t seen any girl fitting that description,” the man barked.

      “And you, ma’am?” Nick implored.

      The redhead muffled a negatory answer against the man’s shirt. Getting a solid look at her would have to wait for another day.
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          DECEMBER

        

      

    

    
      Incessant banging on the steel door woke December. She glanced at the clock. Three in the morning. Groaning with frustration, she ran the back of her hand across her eyes.

      The prison staff deviated from routine again. This personal wake-up call—someone banging on her cell’s door—was unusual.

      Faking casualness she didn’t feel, she stood and stretched her arms high above her head before swinging her clasped hands toward the ground. She arched her spine and shook out the kinks from sleeping on the small and narrow cot. The banging continued. The door trap slid open.

      “Your arm, prisoner 919.”

      She straightened and glared at the hole in the door.

      “Please.”

      A different man’s voice, other than the one she’d been hearing, intrigued her. She sauntered to the hole and pressed her cheek onto the cool steel of the door. “Who are you?”

      “A friend, Princess.”

      A sliver of her past memory attempted to surface before being buried by images of an inferno and the screams of the dying.

      “Give me your arm. I can give back to you what you’ve lost.”

      Dammit, the man spoke in riddles.

      “We don’t have much time.” He persisted. “Ember Elders are shutting down the prison and moving essential personnel above ground. I’ve been tasked to take you up but on one condition.”

      Forget the condition. “What about the other prisoners?” They might’ve been found guilty of a crime. However, no one deserved to be buried alive.

      He cleared his throat. “You are the only one. Your people built this facility to contain you.”

      She was that much of a liability, a danger? “But I’m prisoner 919,” she sputtered. “The number implies there are others here with me.”

      “Nineteenth day of the ninth month. Your birth month and birth day, Princess. You couldn’t recall the year when asked by the Elders’ men.”

      “I am⁠—”

      “Twenty-seven.”

      With her back against the cell’s wall, she slid down and sat crisscrossed on the cool cement. “What is the condition?” She wiped her sweat-dampened palms on her jumpsuit. She hadn’t been this scared since she’d woken up alone in this sterile cell.

      “You must let us flood your system with a poison that will suppress Vicious’ influence over you.”

      Vicious. “Is he the demon who robbed me of my blood?” She wanted badly to remember her past.

      “Yes.”

      “What did you mean when you said you’ll give me back what I’ve lost?”

      “Memories. Yours.”

      She stood and stuck her arm through the opening. “Do it.”

      “For this to work fast, we need both arms.”

      The urgency in his voice told her they didn’t have much time. She did as told.

      “There will be side effects,” he said. “We’re aware of some. Others are yet to be known.”

      “Give me what you’re certain of.”

      “Your powers will weaken, including your ability to heal. Your eyesight may blur. However, you’ll still see in the dark.”

      “And the luminescence?” Her eyes had lit up her cell.

      “Will never go away. The luminescence is a part of who you are, Grantor . . . Princess.”

      As they talked, needles pierced her skin. She could hear the sound of packages being ripped open followed by a slight tug at the hubs of her intravenous lines. They must be hooking her up to the bags of poison.

      Cool liquid flowed into her veins, confirming her suspicion. A metallic twang filled her mouth before she caught a whiff of the metallic scent. Her body flushed from head to toe, and her vision went in and out. The room spun. She leaned her forehead against the door.

      As though he sensed she was close to passing out, her visitor demanded she hang on.

      “Almost done. A few more minutes.”

      Minutes? She sputtered out laughter. What was a few more minutes when she’d been waiting what seemed a lifetime for her freedom?

      “Done.”

      They pulled the IV lines out of her. She clasped her arms to her chest and scooted away from the door. The door opened. Her rescuer rushed to her side. He hoisted her by the waist and anchored her to his body. As he led her out of the cell, she didn’t give a backward glance to the emptiness that had been her life for the last six months.

      “What now?” she asked in a voice weaker than she’d like to convey to a man with a ski mask on.

      “I take you up.” He guided them to the elevator. Inside, he punched in a code followed by a retina scan. The doors closed, and they started to move upward. Minutes passed.

      The elevator stopped, and the doors opened. Leaning on him for support, she glanced to her left then her right. “We’re in a tunnel. You said I’d be going above ground.”

      “In twenty-four hours. First, you must let your body adjust to the poison. Your extraction was a swoop and run. Once we tested your blood and realized who you were, we set in motion events that will change your life.”

      Again, the man spoke in riddles. He hurried them down the tunnel. A couple feet from the elevator, he stopped and palmed the cement wall. He must’ve found what he was searching for because he started to tap on the wall. The tapping produced a hollow sound.

      He reached inside his military-style jacket. When he withdrew his hand, in his palm was a bevel-edged razor. He stuck the razor into a thin groove in the cement wall and flicked his wrist outward. The piece of panel disguised as cement swung open. He punched in more codes, followed by another retina scan. A slab of what appeared to be solid cement slid open. Inside was a furnished apartment.

      “Take a seat, darling.” He pointed to the cot flushed against the wall. “I’ve got news you’re gonna want to hear. But it’s not all good. So it’s best you’re seated.”

      She stayed standing. The door closed behind them. Chuckling, he walked past her and sat on the cot he’d just offered her. She crossed her arms over her chest. Suddenly, she wasn’t charmed or impressed by this ‘friend’ of hers.

      “You’re a coward for hiding beneath the mask.”

      His blue eyes twinkled and one corner of his mouth lifted ever so slightly. Fine, she came off a bit petulant for being deprived of seeing her rescuer’s identity.

      “And a bastard for giving orders to a princess.” If she was truly a princess.

      His eyes hardened and his smile slipped at the superiority in her tone. She stepped back. This man wouldn’t bow to anyone, even a princess, unless they’d earned his respect.

      He smirked. “I’m neither a coward nor a bastard, Princess. I’m just the messenger.”

      “Aren’t you afraid being in my presence will infect you with whatever I have coursing through my blood? That maybe your poison is not a cure all?”

      “No and no.”

      She balled her hands and jammed them against her sides. Otherwise, she might choke the man in front of her with the widening smirk on his face.

      “The poison is not a cure. It’s a temporary fix. And what you have is not contagious. The blood bond inflicted on you by our enemy, Vicious, is not viral, though his blood would be considered a biological weapon.”

      “Explain.” She needed to understand as much as possible. Temporary fix translated to precious amounts of time for her on this earth.

      “When he drained you of your blood and transfused his into you, you became a living, walking, homing device for him. What do you remember before you woke up in the cell?”

      She kicked at the cement ground. “Fire.”

      “An explosion,” he corrected her. “The Arizona clinic you visited was a hunter-run clinic.”

      Words and images rushed into her mind. Swallowing past the bile in her throat, she stepped back. The door cooled her skin but didn’t lessen the wave of guilt threatening to drown her at the god-awful truth of what she had been to Vicious—a weapon.

      She dug her nails into the cement door. “He let me loose like a blood hound leading him to his next kill.”

      “Ember Elders reached the same conclusion. That’s why they sequestered you below ground.” His penetrating gaze bore into her. “During a time when resources were scarce and manpower was used to the max, your people took it upon themselves to build a containment facility for one woman.”

      She tipped her chin at him and refused to squirm beneath his scrutiny. She had never asked anyone to go to such extremes for her. His eyes softened.

      “Vicious’ blood bond to you helps him home in on purebloods while preventing you from coming into your ability to grant. Grant and you could increase hunters’ numbers exponentially. His blood bond is brilliant, really.”

      Brilliant, deadly, maniacal. Gods, she wanted Vicious’ evil drained from her. However, she needed his blood to live. “How did you find me?”

      “Quiet in the chaos of our world.”

      She must’ve looked at him in confusion. He explained. “Three years ago, there was a global attack on Embers. Blades assisted to stave off more attacks and help search for survivors. Unfortunately, the pace has been non-stop and our numbers overwhelmed.”

      He stretched out his long legs and rolled his neck from side to side. “The world quieted for a mere moment forty-eight hours ago, giving Blades the opportunity to scour through large volumes of surveillance images from hunter-owned cameras mounted worldwide. One in particular stood out—the explosion of the clinic. A singular incident in a hundred that held monumental significance.”

      A raging inferno she was responsible for. December had been wrong. She wasn’t a fallen angel, but rather, the devil in disguise.
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          DECEMBER

        

      

    

    
      December swayed. Her rescuer caught her and guided her to the cot. He laid her down then turned on the lamp.

      The soft glow from the light cast shadows on the walls. Light from darkness. Words she remembered scribbling on the ceiling. Another piece of the puzzle that made up her past, a past the poison would give back to her.

      He grabbed a chair and sat within inches of the cot. She grasped his hand in hers and squeezed. Exhaustion overtook her body. However, she’d listen and pay attention to his words. That was her reassurance to him.

      “There were no survivors, Princess.”

      His voice had been steady and composed. She knew better. Inside he hurt for the dead and the loved ones they’d left behind. Not being affected at all by death would put him on the same level as the demons they hunted and killed.

      “But one person had left the clinic seconds before the explosion. We compared the woman’s image to our database of hunters. Our facial recognition technology produced your name. Forty-eight hours ago, we conveyed our findings to Ember Elders. They admitted to having the woman in the picture in their custody. However, they refused to believe it was you, Princess December Raine.”

      “How could they refuse that kind of evidence?”

      “Because they had their own genetic rebuttal,” he said. “After the explosion, local cops took you in for questioning. Something happened during the interrogation. A human, the federal agent questioning you, became aware of the supernatural’s existence.”

      Her eyes. “And this man . . . what happened to him?”

      Her rescuer shook his head.

      “Go on,” she implored. Later, she’d cry for a life lost because of her luminescence. She knew, in her heart, the agent had been killed by a chosen executioner when he’d seen the glow of her eyes.

      He acknowledged her remorse and sadness with a slight tip of his head before continuing. “That incident alerted the Elders to your location. You gave off the white aura of a pureblood. But your blood emitted a red aura when tested.” A demon’s red aura. “They didn’t know what you were.”

      “I remember them swabbing the inside of my cheeks.”

      “Those results came back inconclusive,” he said. “Vicious stole and replaced your blood with his, literally erasing your genetic markers.”

      “But blood is different from genetics,” December argued from what she understood of the body. “Humans transfuse blood between one another yet their DNA stays intact.”

      “Correct. However, you speak of the humans’ world. Different rules exist for us.”

      Made sense. “If I would’ve known his blood had that kind of power, I would’ve never stepped into that clinic.” But something big had weighed down her mind. If only she could remember what was so important that had her jeopardizing innocent lives.

      “The poison we’ve infused in you will bind to Vicious’ blood cells and swallow them whole, cloaking the blood bond. We’re buying you time to unlock your grantor ability, to become your full potential, to win back honor for your family.”

      “Honor?”

      “Your uncle sided with Vicious, December. He helped lead the global attack to decimate Embers’ numbers.”

      She yanked her hand away. “I don’t believe you. My uncle would never⁠—”

      “He has. And he has paid for his betrayal. His cursed ashes were scattered to the windless sky.” Her rescuer wasn’t nearly as composed as before. His words had resonated with anger and hatred. “Embers are on the verge of extinction, hunted down by Vicious’ demons. Two Grantors were declared dead. We now know one is missing, and the other, your mother, is a confirmed casualty. However, her ability has transferred to you, hasn’t it?”

      The luminescence of her eyes.

      “My mother is dead.” Hadn’t she known that truth deep in her heart? “My father, too.”

      “Correct.” He stood and set the chair back by the desk.

      She looked at him, really scrutinized him. “You’re a Seeker.” How else could he have unearthed the secrets she’d hidden from herself long before her blood bond to Vicious?

      He nodded.

      “My parents are gone. What of my grandfather and my friends?”

      “Your friends are well. As for your grandfather—” The Seeker looked at the ground and blew out a breath before he glanced up again. “He has self-exiled himself from the world of hunters. Two years ago, he believed you dead. We all did until the surveillance photos.” He reached for the switch on the lamp.

      “What are you doing?”

      “You should rest.”

      She shook her head. “I’m not ready. Please, I want to continue.” Fatigue wore her body down.

      “As you wish.” He grabbed a sandwich and juice from the mini fridge and handed them to her.

      She sat up and ate. He leaned against the wall with his arms crossed over his chest and watched her like a hawk circling its prey. “Thousands of names must blanket your mind after your mother’s death. During your years with Vicious, did you ever give up the names of potential hunters.”

      UnMarkeds, the label given to descendants of purebloods or those born without supernatural abilities.

      “Never.”

      “Are you one hundred percent certain?”

      Her appetite gone, she set the half-eaten sandwich and empty juice box on the table next to the cot. “No, I’m not.” Her admission was barely a whisper. Say the words out loud and she was afraid her damning words would be the truth.

      “Another UnMarked has been murdered. A young girl. She’d just turned sixteen.” He delivered the news with the utmost respect for the dead. Beneath the gentle delivery was hardened steel. The Seeker wanted justice.

      “Above us is the city of Portland. The city is on high alert. Our people have infiltrated the police department. They will make sure the case goes cold. All physical and genetic evidence will simply disappear.”

      He reached inside his jacket and retrieved a blade from his inner pocket. “Your sword is lost. We’ve forged you a new one.” He set the sword in her palm. “We believe you know who the killer is. However, his name and whereabouts are suppressed by Vicious’ blood.”

      Her gaze traveled the sword’s short length. On the hilt were two buttons. Push the red button and the closest hunter would be alerted to her plea for reinforcements. The blue one . . . that button was to expand the sword to its full, lethal length. She’d hunt and kill the demon responsible for the girl’s death.

      Grabbing the hilt, she flipped the sword and stared at her reflection on the flat side of the blade. Vicious’ blood had changed her blond hair. One look at her now and someone would think her head had caught fire. Her hair was that fiery red. Her eyes? Not a light shade of hazel but a deep forest green. She set the sword next to the sandwich and juice box.

      “My wife’s appearance drastically changed after she and a friend were ambushed. Nearly three years since, and she’s accepted her transformation. You will too.”

      December shook her head. “My change will be a constant reminder of what he’s done to me, what he stole from me, of what I’ve become—his conduit of destruction.”

      “Then destroy that link. Countless lives depend on your ability to grant.” He handed her an envelope.

      She shook the contents onto the cot. A necklace with two charms—a sapphire ball and a silver ball—both etched with lines and symbols fell into her open palm.

      “The sapphire one represents your mother’s kingdom. The much larger one is a map to your father’s. Your mother’s kingdom is gone. However, your father’s is still unclaimed.”

      The little island off the boot of Spain.

      Grandfather, her friends, her kingdom. She put on the necklace. Honor. Honor was important to Embers, to Blades too. They lived and breathed honor. Blades were the other faction of demon hunters. Unlike Embers, who believed in fated love and the old ways, Blades embraced modern technology, weaponry, and chose their own mates. She inhaled a quiet breath. She was starting to remember bits and pieces.

      “How can I undo what my uncle has done?” Maybe then her grandfather could come out of his self-imposed exile.

      “You can’t. However, by working together, we can stop the bleeding, so to speak. The Blades’ leader is stepping up to take control of a situation Ember Elders can no longer sustain.”

      “Is it your people taking control, or is this an underhanded demand by my Elders to resolve the situation?” she asked.

      “Does it matter? In the face of more murders, your predicament requires a resolution. Ember Elders view you as a threat. They want you dead. However, they can’t see past their archaic traditions and backwoods thinking. The Blades’ leader can. Your grantor ability could be Embers’ salvation.”

      All of those names deep inside her psyche. “You said the poison is a temporary fix. How will I break the blood bond and come into my grantor ability?”

      “That is what the temporary fix will give you, time to search for the answers. Don’t be fooled when I said the Blades’ leader has your back. You’re a liability to him too. Kids—potentials—were slaughtered during the time you were with Vicious. Those kids weren’t just descendants of Embers. Some had Blade blood running through them. Whether you gave up the names or not is irrelevant now. What matters most is finding the answers to unlocking your grantor ability.”

      She nodded her understanding. “How much time does the poison give me?”

      “The poison’s effects normally last forty-eight hours. We’ve doubled the time. If you don’t find your answer, you will be hunted down and executed.”

      Four days to do the impossible, and one life sacrificed for the greater good, her blood bond a danger to her kind even if she had the hidden potential inside her to save them from extinction.

      His attention swung to a box on the desk. “Inside that box is a pair of eyeglasses. Once we realized it was you, we replicated a pair for you off of what your mother had owned. The shades will darken and conceal your emotions. Don’t use them as a crutch. Learn to control your emotions.”

      Sleep weighed her down, her eyes barely staying open. She stretched out onto the cot. On cue, the Seeker switched off the lights.

      “Instructions have been left on the desk for you, including the name of a hunter who can assist you in your search. Take whatever you need from the closet. The owner of the apartment has given you her permission.” His voice seemed to echo from a distance. “Remember, give yourself twenty-four hours to acclimate to the poison’s effects before you go above ground.”

      “Will you be back?” she asked with more hope in her voice than she’d admit to.

      “No.”

      “Oh,” she said with a twinge of disappointment. Company would have been nice to have after her solitary confinement. “Thank you. For not letting my uncle’s crimes taint your view of me.” She needed to express her gratitude.

      “Never that, Princess.” The door slid open.

      “You’ll give my grandfather my love?”

      “Of course. Follow your heart, December. That’s the only advice I can leave you with.”

      Her heart. “In my dreams, I see a man’s face, but he’s unrecognizable to me. Would you know who he is?”

      The Seeker’s shoulders slumped beneath his uniform jacket. “What does he look like?”

      Hair the shade of night. Green eyes that twinkled with mischief. A wicked grin that could bring her to her knees with desire. Whispers of a forever after.

      She covered her eyes with her arm. “Was I once married?” A weight settled on her chest, and she drew in a breath and another. Her lungs couldn’t drag in enough air. “If so, why isn’t he here in your place?”

      “My condolences,” the Seeker finally said. “His ashes were scattered to the wind soon after your capture.”

      She swallowed past the lump in her throat. Why couldn’t she remember her husband’s name? “Did he betray me? Or had he saved me?”

      “Both, December. Javier did both.”
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