
  
    [image: Twilight Vendetta]
  


  
    
      Twilight Vendetta

      
        WINGS IN THE NIGHT

        BOOK SEVENTEEN

      

    

    
      
        MAGGIE SHAYNE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Oliver Heber Books]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be sold, copied, distributed, reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, mechanical or digital, including photocopying and recording or by any information storage and retrieval system without the prior written permission of both the publisher, Oliver Heber Books and the author, Maggie Shayne, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

      NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author's [and publisher's] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to "train" generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies and/or large language models to generate text, or any other medium, is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for the training and development of any generative Al and/or large language models.

      PUBLISHER'S NOTE: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Twilight Vendetta Copyright © Margaret S. Lewis

      Cover art by Dar Albert at Wicked Smart Designs

      Published by Oliver-Heber Books

      0 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Praise For Maggie Shayne

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Epilogue Two

      

      
        Excerpt: The Rhiannon Chronicles

      

    

    
      
        Also by Maggie Shayne

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise For Maggie Shayne

          

        

      

    

    
      “Readers will love this novel, which twists Shayne’s usual combination of sharp wit and awesome characters with a killer who could have leapt right off of a television screen.” ~RT Book Reviews on Sleep With the Lights On

      

      
        
        WINNER: Paranormal Romantic Suspense of the Year

        FINALIST: Book of the Year

      

      

      

      “Maggie Shayne’s books have a permanent spot on my keeper shelf. She writes wonderful stories combining romance with page-turning thrills, and I highly recommend her to any fan of romantic suspense.” ~New York Times bestselling author Karen Robards
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Chapter 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Emma Benatar wasn’t afraid of vampires. She wasn’t afraid of much of anything. She had swum with sharks in Marzipan Bay, armed only with a waterproof camera. She’d skied among the yaks in Manali and base jumped from the Kuala Lumpur Tower. She always took plenty of photos, and wrote books about them after each trip. It had provided her with a very nice living.

      The reason she was shaking like a dead leaf in a high wind while piloting a small boat just off the Oregon coast had nothing to do with a fear of vampires. It had to do with people, armed, uniformed killers who answered to no one and played by their own set of rules. Those very kinds of humans were out on the water tonight, too. And if they spotted her, she’d be in trouble.

      The team of men speeding through the waves a few hundred feet farther from shore than she was, were clearly goops–shorthand for Government Operatives. The term had been coined by citizens like her, who were advocating for vampire rights. She was fairly certain, after a lifetime of research, that goops in the employ of the Federal Division of Paranormal Investigations had been responsible for her mother’s disappearance fifteen years ago.

      The night she’d given birth to Emma, Diana Benatar had nearly bled to death. Her blood type was so rare there were no donors on hand and while Emma shared it, you couldn’t take blood form a newborn. But a beautiful vampiress had come to her in the dead of night, and given her what she’d called the dark gift.

      From then on, Emma’s mother had passed as a human with nocturnal tendencies, and had done such a good job of if that even Emma hadn’t guessed how different her mother was until she was twelve. But when Emma asked for the truth, her mother gave it to her. And then she’d gone to wherever it was she went to rest during the day and she’d never returned.

      And those bastards out there, or some just like them, were probably to blame, Emma thought, staring across the waves at them.

      She still didn’t think of her mother as dead. Somehow she couldn’t bear to do that. Her entire life had been devoted to searching for her. Her extreme adventures were just an excuse to travel the world, the books just a means to fund her search. And in the process, Emma was learning all there was to know about vampires, and anonymously blogging truths about the undead.

      One day she would live among them, so she could write their story for the world. And maybe they would help her find her mother in return.

      That’s why she was rowing out into the Pacific in the dead of night. Because they were there.

      Emma’s father Oliver was a serious hacker–as in, the old definition of hacker. Not the kind who could break into your computer and steal your identity, but the kind who could probably tap into communications between the space shuttle and NASA, given the right radio equipment. He’d never given up on finding the love of his life. His involvement with the growing grassroots movement known as ERFU–Equal Rights for the Undead–gave him an outlet for his grief and pain. A focus.

      Earlier, Oliver’s radios had picked up DPI transmissions suggesting that that the Anemone, a research vessel that had been pirated by a gang of vampires, had been sighted near shore, not far south of where Emma was rowing her boat. They’d been heading north and the goops planned to intercept them.

      So she’d come out here in hopes of warning the vamps, and she’d continued monitoring transmissions on a small portable radio that crackled to life so suddenly she almost jumped out of her seat.

      “Strike Team Two, be advised, six individuals have left the ship and are in the water. Repeat, six in the water. Proceed with S & D.”

      Six in the water? Six what? Vampires? Emma leaned forward, snapping up her binoculars to search the waves, as the radio transmitted another message.

      “Strike Team One, stay with the ship. She’s heading west by northwest from last location.”

      Emma set the binoculars down and went back to rowing, but continued to search the horizon for the Anemone or any vampires. All she saw was rippling black water touching a midnight blue sky. Where were they?

      The Anemone had been in the news ever since vampires had boarded her, taken her over, and sent her crew heading for shore in lifeboats.

      Strike Team Two confirmed they were now on S & D for castaways. Emma translated the S in that little code to mean search. And she couldn’t think of anything the D might stand for other than destroy. Which didn’t make any sense. Even the bigoted DPI wouldn’t just hunt them down and kill them. Would they? Arrest them, yeah, but kill them?

      She didn’t want to believe that was possible, because if it was, then the chances she might someday find her mother alive were not very good. So it couldn’t be possible.

      Could it?

      A rifle shot cracked the silence of the open sea like a lightning strike. Emma jumped so hard her boat rocked sideways and water sloshed over and onto her feet. She yanked off her headset, and spotted lights speeding across the distant waves. The speedboats of Strike Team Two. Another shot split the night, reverberating in her chest.

      She quickly pulled in the oars and grappled for her binoculars. Then she peered through, and what she saw made her stomach heave.

      Goops were using long poles to pull limp bodies out of the ocean. First one, and then a second.

      “They did it. They just shot them on sight. My God.”

      She put the binoculars down and fiddled with the dial of her portable radio,   jumping nervously when it crackled, and remembering belatedly to put the headset back on.

      “We got two of them, Captain.”

      “Dead?”

      “Yessir. Point blank, center mass, no question.”

      “Descriptions?”

      “One male, one female. Dark hair. Similar in appearance. Possibly siblings. Apparent physical age....sixteen to eighteen human years, but with them, who the hell knows?”

      Oh, God. Two dead. Two teenagers shot dead. Executed. And for what?  Just for being vampires? Emma’s blood seemed to chill in her veins. She knew the DPI was out of control, but she’d had no idea they were sanctioned to commit cold-blooded murder.

      “Strike Team Two, there were six splashes picked up on sonar. Any other targets sighted?”

      “Negative, sir.”

      Emma was staring off in their direction while listening in, so the odd ripple in the water caught her eye right away. It was like a wake without a boat. And it was heading toward her, disrupting the water like a torpedo might do. She tensed as it drew close. And then it sped past.

      What the hell was that? Something below the surface, moving rapidly and heading north. A high speed submarine? Or a vampire escaping execution?

      The radio came to life again. “Jesus! Sir, they’re waking up–they’re not DOA–mayday maydaaaaiiiieee–”

      The scream sliced her eardrums, and she yanked the headset off wide eyed, as another speedboat headed for the one with the two apparently not-so dead vamps onboard.

      But how could they not be dead? They had been shot point blank in the chest, according to what she’d heard. Center mass.

      There were shouts, shots, scuffling as she sat there, riveted, unsure what to do. But then the two boats began heading for shore, one towing the other. She had to get closer, she couldn’t help herself. It was risky, yes, but she was human. Humans had constitutional rights. If caught, she’d play dumb. No one had yet connected her to the anonymous ERFU blog. As far as anyone knew, she was just a risk-taking adventure writer. Not a vampire rights activist.

      So she turned her boat around and headed for a spot on the shore where she would blend in with the trees and rocks along the wild Oregon coastline.

      There were lights and a lot of activity out on the water as those speedboats moved toward shore. She tried to row faster. She’d gone out a long ways, but if she used her motor, they might hear her. If their sonar had picked up the splashes of vampires jumping overboard from a stolen ship, they’d hear a boat motor. And if they spotted her, she could end up in a cell.

      That’s ridiculous. They can’t arrest humans without cause, only vampires. If they spot me, I’ll just dump the equipment, pick up the fishing pole, and make like I was out for some midnight fishing and wandered stupidly into a government operation. Simple. Besides, they’re in chaos. They’re probably not even monitoring the sonar anymore.

      She started the boat’s motor and headed for shore, but angled north of where the commotion was happening, and made it far sooner than the speedboats, who’d been much farther out, and were crawling their way back in.

      When she was close to shore, she cut the motor and glided into a mass of trees that hung out over the water, their long tendrils dangling in the froth and foam. There, she beached her boat, hitched the portable radio unit over her shoulder by its canvas strap, and put her headset back on again.

      “What the hell is going on out there? Damage report, STAT!” The male voice was angry, or maybe afraid.

      “Sorry, Commander.” This was not the same voice that had been on the radio before. This was a new one. “We have two men dead, two more injured. The prisoners have been tranquilized and bound.”

      “Who told you to take vamp prisoners? Your orders are KOS.”

      Kill on sight, Emma thought.

      “The prisoners aren’t vampires, sir. They’re Offspring.”

      There was a moment of silence, then, “You want to shout that from a megaphone in case anyone missed it? What part of classified do you not comprehend?”

      “Sorry sir. We’re within sight now.”

      “Get them here. Radio silence until you do. Starting now.”

      There wasn’t another sound. Emma watched from the cover of the draping willow’s fronds as the three boats sped toward shore a few hundred yards south of where she was. Offspring. What the hell were offspring? Apparently, it was something that could be shot with a rifle, appear to be dead, and then come back to life powerfully enough to kill two armed, trained militia.

      Quickly, she pulled her headset down around her neck so she would hear anyone approaching, and dragged her boat into a deep pile of brush, making sure it was completely hidden. Then she hurried nearer, composing a cover story in her head as she went. Out walking, heard shots, came to investigate. She lived nearby and was concerned.

      Right, and what do I do when they ask to see my license to verify my address?

      The goops’ voices came to her now. She was that close. She dropped down on all fours and crept closer still. A copse of brush and a few boulders were all that stood between her and the group of armed men. They were carrying their dead out of the boats now, and she strained her eyes to see in the darkness. A van backed up, taillights providing grim red illumination of the dead men. She wouldn’t have known they were men at all. They looked as if they’d...exploded. Their khaki fatigues were tattered, their faces and heads were blood and gore, and one guy was missing an arm.

      The two mangled bodies were handed off to a man who was inside the van, while the wounded men were helped around to a waiting truck.

      Then two more goops came, and they were carrying their prisoners.

      Kids. They were kids. Teenagers, for God’s sake. The girl hung limply in the arms of her captor, her hands bound in front of her. She had a tangled mane of wet, brown hair, elfin features, a small, lithe frame. She wasn’t pale like a vampire. The boy was long and lanky, with shorter hair but just as wild, just as dark. He had the build of a boy, not yet a man. His shoulders, his arms and legs were still in that too lean, teenage phase.

      Offspring. They didn’t look like anything but a couple of innocent kids to her. And yet, if they had done that to the dead men, they were obviously more than that. A lot more.

      Someone’s radio came to life, and she ducked instinctively at the noise, pulling her own headset back into place.

      “No sign of the Anemone, Commander, sir. She just...vanished.”

      “She has a habit of doing that, hasn’t she?”

      As the man answered, Emma watched him, still bathed in the glow of vehicle lights. The commander was tall, muscular, with a face like a hound dog and the paintbrush lashes of a little child. She wouldn’t forget that face.

      “Let’s call it a night,” he said. “Report to me for debrief as soon as you arrive.”

      Arrive where? Emma wondered, willing them to say.

      “Yes, sir!”

      The commander clipped his radio to his belt. He put one hand on the van’s open doors, and stared at the bodies inside. Then, with a disgusted shake of his head, he slammed the doors closed and banged three times on the side.

      The van lurched into motion and the commander walked with a pronounced limp to a nearby truck and got in.

      Soon they were all gone. And she sat there amid the boulders. The waves rushed in, tripping over each other all the way up the sandy shore, then hissing and bubbling back out again. The stars twinkled above. Not a cloud in the sky. It was like paradise. Like she hadn’t just seen the horrors she had.

      She could almost have closed her eyes, gone to sleep, and then told herself it had all been just a bad dream come morning.

      But Emma knew of worse things, things her father hadn’t told her until she was much older. Her mother used to spend her days in a building purchased by a group of vampires for that purpose. It was supposed to be their haven. Diana knew there was danger, even then, before most humans were aware that vampires existed outside of fiction. She wouldn’t spend her days in her home, because she had believed that doing so would put her family at risk. That warehouse had been burned to the ground by some hateful idiot who had known, and who had probably had believed a group of vampires to be asleep and helpless inside.

      And maybe they’d been right. Maybe her mother died that day.

      No, she did not.

      By the time Oliver had gone to search for his bride, alarmed when she didn’t arrive for their usual family dinner just after sunset, all he’d found was a pile of smoldering rubble and ash. When vampires burned, they burned completely. She might have been in there. Or she might not.

      Emma wondered now, whether the bastards she’d just witnessed shooting, drugging and abducting two kids were the same ones who had taken her mother from her. Men who feared and therefore destroyed anything they didn’t understand.

      Emma had wanted to walk with vampires for reasons of her own. To live among them, to ask them directly for information on her mother, and to learn the truth about their lives in their own words, instead of sifting bits of truth from the mountains of bull written about them over the centuries. She would blog the experience, and eventually write a book about it, telling the world the real story, because the world currently had it all wrong. Vampires and humans had been embroiled in an undeclared war ever since the existence of the Undead had become public knowledge.

      Those were her reasons for searching for them tonight, for coming to this place where the Anemone had been sighted. Those reasons and one more. To warn them that the government knew where they were, if she could. But now, finding the vampires was more important than ever. She had to let them know that DPI goops had taken those two kids prisoner. They must have been together aboard that ship. They must have jumped overboard at the same time. She’d seen that torpedo-like wake speeding away from the scene of the attempted execution before the teens had revived. The vampires might not even know the kids were still alive. She had to find them and she had to tell them, no matter the risk. To do otherwise would feel immoral to Emma. It would feel like a betrayal of her mother.

      She knew of only one way to make contact and hoped there was enough of the night left to make it happen.

      So she stashed the radio and headset where she thought she would be able to find them again, away from the reach of the tides, and concealed under rocks and ferns. She was going to get wet–very wet–and she didn’t want to destroy her father’s equipment unnecessarily. She wrapped her cell phone in one of the plastic zipper bags she’d brought along, made sure of a tight seal, and shoved it into her jeans’ pocket. Then she walked back to her little boat, pushed it into the surf, and climbed inside, starting the motor and heading north, the same way that torpedo path had been going. She didn’t know how far away the vampires would be. She couldn’t begin to compete with their speed, even with a small outboard motor.

      But she also knew they would come to her if she was in trouble. They had before. One vampire in particular had. Twice in her lifetime. She didn’t think they had a choice about it. She was BD positive, one of the Chosen, just as her mother had been before her. She had the rare belladonna antigen in her blood. Only the Chosen could become vampires, and every vampire had been one of the Chosen before the change. Vampires sensed these rare humans, and were compelled to watch over them, to protect them, to help them when they got into trouble. So to make contact with the vampires, Emma had to get herself into trouble. Real trouble. Life-threatening trouble. And if they were close enough, they would come.

      And if they weren’t....

      If they weren’t, she hoped her swimming muscles hadn’t gone to hell since her last triathlon, because she was going to need every one of them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 2


          

        

      

    

    
      Devlin slogged through the shallows and onto the shore of Regina Island, a fifteen square mile bit of land off the Oregon coast that had been fifty a few hundred years ago. It would be entirely submerged within a hundred more, which was why it was no longer deemed worthy of mortal attention.

      Their kind didn’t care about anything they couldn’t profit from. Oh, there were exceptions, but they were few. There had been a handful of humans with him and the other vampires onboard the Anemone. Three of the four had seemed decent and trustworthy. He thought the worldwide average was far lower.

      As he made his way up onto the island, water dripping from his soaking wet clothes, the three remaining members of his little vampire gang came running out to meet him, all asking questions at once.

      “Where are Wolf and Sheena?”

      “Did you find them?”

      He held up a hand for silence and turned to look, and more importantly, to feel the energies around him as he shucked the backpack he’d been hauling since jumping ship. The sea wind moaned soft over the waves that lapped eagerly at the island’s shore. It smelled of seaweed and fish, and the air was salt-flavored. But there was no one around. He sensed no other presence near enough to be a threat.

      Then he nodded, and faced his small band with the grim news he knew he had to tell. There was no easy way to break it to them. “Wolf and Sheena are dead. Unlike us, they have to breathe air. When they surfaced, they were shot on sight.”

      “No!” Tavia, who’d joined up with them in Romania where they’d spent the past several months in hiding, clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle the cry that seemed wrung from her.

      Bellamy, the ginger cherub, dropped to his knees, his head down, choking on tears. Andrew pushed a hand through his blond hair, but held Devlin’s eyes.

      “Dose bastards. Dey were just kids,” Tavia said. Her Romanian accent was always thicker when she was upset.

      “Why did they come after us?” Bellamy whispered. “Why would they jump off the ship and try to follow us like that?”

      “We’ll never know,” Devlin said. “We can’t even be sure their intent wasn’t to kill us.”

      “No.” Tavia snapped her head up, flipping back her jet black, dripping wet hair as she did. “I don’ believe it.”

      She would argue with him if he said it was a full moon and she was standing beneath it, Devlin thought. She was like the kid sister he’d never had. His affection for her was real, and deep, but absolutely platonic. Devlin had no intention of any relationship ever being otherwise. Not that Tavia had ever shown that kind of interest in him.

      “Remember, Tavia, the entire seventeen years  that Wolf and Sheena have been alive in DPI’s hands, that’s what they’ve been trained to do. They’ve been taught to hate us, and they were bred to kill us. We’ve only been with them a couple of weeks. Maybe not long enough to override all those years of programming.”

      “He’s right,” Andrew said. “They were the eldest of the Offspring, the first batch DPI developed, as far as we know. Even with all the effort onboard that ship, they barely spoke to us. Not like the younger ones did.”

      “But they were always watching us,” Devlin said. “Skulking around that ship like a pair of disembodied spirits, watching us and whispering to each other about God only knows what. We can’t know what they intended when they followed us into the ocean.”

      “Dey were seventeen, Devlin. Dey wanted to get off de ship. To see de world beyond de ocean.” Tavia shook her head sadly. “Who can blame dem?”

      He bit back further argument. It wouldn’t do any good. “Like I said, we’ll never know.” When he lifted his gaze again, he looked past the three of them at the expanse of the island beyond. There was an abandoned lighthouse on this end facing out to sea, still standing tall, but in need of repair. There was a sandy beach, and there were woods. “We need to move inland. They’ll be searching the shorelines, possibly even the island if they recall its existence or spot it by chance. We need to know this island better than they do before that happens.”

      Andrew took Bellamy’s arm and tugged him back up to his feet. “The lighthouse is in pretty good shape, but there’s not a basement or anything.”

      “There’s another house, out in those woods,” Devlin said, pointing. “It was once a mansion, but now it’s a falling down ruin. I think that will be our best bet. Let’s–”

      He stopped there, because he heard and felt the thing he most detested. Cries of distress from one of the Chosen. Cries he couldn’t ignore even if he wanted to.

      And he wanted to. More than anything, right then, he wanted to. Because he knew her. He’d been compelled to rescue her in the past. Repeatedly. He’d sensed her out there, on the water, after the shooting. She’d seemed uninvolved, innocent, but she’d been aware of him as he’d sped past her, after seeing the murders of the two kids.

      Dammit, it ate at him that he hadn’t been able to save them. Rhiannon had called out to him mentally, after he and the others had jumped ship to head to the island. She’d warned him that two of the Offspring had gone in after him. They’d been zig zagging the Anemone around the Pacific, letting vampires off at various locations. Some of the vamps had taken groups of the mutant children–kids they’d found in cages below decks–with them when they’d headed for shore. They thought they could raise them, give them a home, protect them from their DPI creators. Devlin had no such intention. His goal was to build a resistance and fight back against mankind. There was no room for kids in his plan.

      And now she was out there. Emma Benatar, the world’s most irritating Chosen. And she was in trouble. Of course she was in trouble. She was always getting into trouble with her death defying, thrill seeking ways.

      Tavia lunged toward the surf as Emma’s increasing panic filled their senses, but Devlin gripped her shoulders, held her back. “It would be the most clever way to lure us right into a DPI trap, don’t you think?”

      “I know it would,” she said. “But you can feel her as well as I can, Devlin. She’s not pretending. She’s in trouble. We must go to her. We have no choice.”

      “I have no choice. You, and you two,” he added, sending a look at Bellamy and Andrew, “are staying here.”
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        * * *

      

      Emma had steered the boat north at the top speed its motor could manage for a solid hour, hoping the vampires hadn’t gone too far away to sense her. Then she’d sat there, riding the waves up and down over and over, breathing the saltwater air, and working up her courage.

      Her mother had told her they would always come when she was in trouble. Always. And they had, dammit, they had.

      One, in particular. One, big, beautiful vampire. He’d saved her life twice.

      She prayed that one of this crew of fugitives would show the same kindness. She didn’t dare to hope he would be one of them. Oh, maybe one of them might know him, and she’d like that. She’d like that a lot. But that wasn’t the reason for this desperate act. She had to let them know about those two captured kids.

      She knew for a fact that one of the vampires had been close enough to see the teenagers shot. But he was long gone before he could have seen what happened afterward. The vampires probably believed those kids were dead. The Offspring. What the hell was that?

      She closed her eyes, opened them again, and decided there was no more time to waste. She was far enough from shore that swimming to safety would be next to impossible. There was no one around for as far as the eye could see.

      She picked up the axe she'd brought along for chopping firewood, in case she needed to spend the night outdoors, and raised it overhead. And then she hesitated. “What if they don’t come?” she asked softly.

      The wind picked up a little, lifting her hair, reminding her the water was going to be cold as hell.

      But she was twenty-seven. She’d been seventeen when she’d learned the full truth about her future, the fate that awaited those with the belladonna antigen.  Her father had kept the truth from her for as long as he could. The truth about her mother’s haven, having been torched while she was, in all likelihood, sleeping inside. And the truth about her own nature. The antigen would cause a gradual weakening that hits most in their mid-thirties. It progresses until they just die in their sleep. Most BD’s, those individuals the vampires call the Chosen, don’t live to see forty.

      Emma had been living her life to the absolute hilt ever since. She thought of the two kids she’d seen taken prisoner. They had long lives ahead of them. She only had a dozen years, give or take. It wasn’t a hard decision.

      She swung the axe. The blade sank easily through the old wooden hull. It cracked and splintered, and water bubbled up around her feet. She wrenched the axe free and swung it again, opening a gaping hole and the sea rushed in faster.

      She’d told herself that she had to be scared, really scared, or the vampires wouldn’t come. The danger, and her fear, had to be real.

      And in a few more minutes, it was.

      The water rose fast, and the back of the little boat dipped deep, while the front suddenly bucked upward and threw her off like an unrideable bull. She hit the ocean, and the cold shock of it made her go rigid and sink like a rock.

      Loosen up. You have to live long enough for them get here, girl. Come on!

      Snapping herself out of her momentary panic, she paddled upward, and upward, and wondered where the hell the surface was. Her chest started to burn, then to spasm. And then she broke the surface, sucking in desperate gulps of air. A wave pounded her, driving her back down and she swallowed water.

      When she surfaced again, she was choking, gasping, and beginning to wonder what the hell she’d been thinking.

      Was this going to be her last grand adventure?

      Well, hell, she’d never intended to go out from the side effects of the antigen. Anything was preferable to that. But at the moment, she was thinking there were probably a whole lot of ways preferable to this.

      She struggled, she flailed, and then she heard something–a voice, inside her head. Hold on. I’m coming.

      It worked! Hallelujah, it worked! They were coming!

      Then the buzzing sound of a motor interrupted her gasping, choking celebration, and a spotlight started dancing around the water between her and shore. A boat was racing toward her from the beach. No!

      Humans. Dammit, she had to warn the vampire whose voice she’d heard just now, inside her mind.

      “I don’t know if you can hear me, but–”

      “I hear you just fine, Emma Louise.”

      He’d surfaced right beside her, his arms wrapped tight around her middle, holding her easily. His face was very close to hers, so close she could see the droplets beading along his jawline and trickling down the length of his nose.

      And then she met his eyes, and she knew him. She knew him even dripping wet in the dark. “You,” she whispered. Her heart sped up. He was holding her so close, her entire body was pressed against his. Everything in her wanted to touch, to explore, to feel him. Her hands splayed across his soaking wet shirt, a couple of fingers on the skin of his chest, where the top few buttons had come open. His arms around her were as powerful as she remembered. And his face—seeing his face again filled her with an emotion too big to name, or even to explore just then.

      “Yes, me,” he said it at length. For a few heartbeats, he’d been looking at her just the same way she’d been looking at him. She could almost believe he felt the same heady combination of relief and joy at seeing her again.

      A sound broke into her thoughts, or rather, the cessation of the sound. The approaching boat’s motor had been shut down, and now there were oars slicing through the water.

      “Someone’s coming,” she told him softly.

      “I know that. And they’re not DPI. Just a couple of fishermen. I’m only holding you up until they get close enough to save you.”

      “No. No, you have to take me with you.”

      His brows bent, thick and dark over eyes like melted chocolate. “Why would I want to do that?”

      Because it’s not my imagination, Emma thought, staring into those eyes and feeling as if she could drown in them more easily than in the sea. Because I’ve been telling myself it was, this whole love at first sight thing, just a teenager’s dramatic fantasy. But I still feel it, and I’m not a little girl anymore. That’s why.

      She closed her eyes, reminded herself that according to her lifetime of research, vampires could read human thoughts if they cared to try. So she cast around inside her brain and found the reason she’d had for taking such drastic measures before she’d seen him again and forgotten everything else. The kids. “They’re alive. The two teenagers, the boy and the girl who were shot in the water. They’re not dead. I know what it looked like. Even those goops thought they were dead, but they...revived or something. In the boat. They revived, and there were screams, and there was blood. They killed two of the guys who shot them, but then they were drugged or something and taken–”

      “Can you hear us?” someone shouted from the boat that was heading her way at an alarming pace.

      “We have to go,” Emma insisted. “I’ll tell you everything else later.”

      “Yes, you will. Are you all right for now, Emma?”

      “Yes. Yes, I’m fine. You saved me. Again.” She pushed her hair back with one hand, staring up at him.  “Third time.”

      “Fourth,” he said. “You were too young to remember the first. You’re a very troublesome Chosen.” And then he let go, just like that, and vanished beneath the waves.

      “No! No, wait, don’t go.” She whisper-shouted her plea, because the humans intent on helping her were almost on top of her now. She turned in the water, searching for him. I still don’t even know your name.

      And then four hands, human hands, gripped her and hauled her out of the water and into a small motorboat. She had taken in water, was still choking on it, and was shivering with cold. But she’d forgotten all that while her vampire had held her in his strong arms.

      She lay there, half draped over a padded seat, seething. It occurred to her that she might be in trouble, that they might be DPI posing as innocent fishermen to sweep the area for possible witnesses to the crimes their comrades had just committed. But no, if they’d been intending her harm, the vampire would have known. He wouldn’t have left her in their hands. And a quick inspection of their boat showed an open cooler full of beer cans, a tackle box overflowing with lures and tangled line, and a couple of rods and reels. There were dried bits of once live bait clinging to some of the hooks. They were genuine fishermen, and they’d ruined everything. She’d been so close!

      Of all the vampires who could’ve come to her aid, it was him. Her vampire. The first time she’d seen him, the first time she remembered, at least, came rushing back to her as the meddling do-gooders wrapped her in one of their own jackets and turned their boat toward shore. One of them was asking her questions, but she couldn’t be bothered. She was back there, living it again.

      She’d been seventeen. In hindsight, she knew she’d been at the very beginning of her thrill-seeking lifestyle. She had no fear of death, almost felt she was taunting it, daring it to come and get her. She knew things other teens didn’t know back then. She knew about vampires. She knew about evil government plots to abduct and experiment on them, though she hadn’t yet been aware it was genocide they intended. She knew about the darkness of the human soul in ways no seventeen-year-old should. But she knew other things too. She knew about love at first sight, and that it was real, because her parents had lived it. And no one in the world had loved each other as powerfully and truly as her mom and dad.

      That night she had a freshly-minted driver’s license, and a dangerous boyfriend. She was dating him, mainly because of the adrenaline rush she got while riding beside him in his souped-up Mustang during illegal midnight drag races. Leo always won. The muscle car boys didn’t race for pink slips or anything, just cash. There was always a few hundred in the pot. For weeks she’d been begging him to let her drive, just once. And finally she’d got him to agree by promising they’d go all the way if she lost.

      She didn’t lose. She won, and her time was faster than Leo’s best. And then just past the finish line, a blowout. The car skidded sideways, then flipped and rolled. She didn’t know it was flipping or rolling, of course. She was aware of it moving fast and out of her control. She was conscious of gripping the wheel so hard her hands hurt, and of glass showering her in sharp, pebble-sized shrapnel. Not much else.

      When she opened her eyes, there was rain falling in her face, and everyone had left but Leo. He was pacing upside down–no, wait, she was upside down. Leo was talking on his cellphone. Emma seemed to be lying on her back, half in and half out of the car. She could see a tire above her, turning slowly, around and around. She opened her mouth to speak but couldn’t. She wondered if she was bleeding. Bleeding was very dangerous to her. Leo didn’t even know that. She’d never told him.

      She tried to listen to what he was saying. “Everyone took off, Dad. I don’t know what to do. The car’s trashed.” Then a pause, and then, “I don’t know. I think she’s dead.”

      I’m not dead, you freaking idiot. And how do you not know what to do? Call 911. That’s what you do when there’s an accident.

      She blinked the raindrops out of her eyes and twisted her head to try to see Leo. Maybe he’d look her way, notice her eyes were open, and get her some help. Oh, hell, she could see blood now. There was a dark and still-spreading puddle of it beneath her, and more soaking her blouse.

      She tried to speak again, to call out to Leo as he put his phone back into his pocket. She managed to move her mouth this time, but no sound emerged. As she stared at him through the rain, a dark form moved up behind him, and a big hand fell onto his shoulder. He turned around fast, and a strong, deep voice said, “Take a walk, Leo. You never saw me. You’re in shock. Take a walk now. Come back in a few minutes.”

      And to her surprise, Leo shuffled away, ambling like a sleepwalker. The man came to her then, dropped onto his knees, bending over her so that his body shielded her face from the rain.

      She blinked up at him. He was the most beautiful man she’d ever seen. Close-cropped hair, glistening and wet and very dark. Rich brown eyes like sweet cocoa, their edges so naturally dark they appeared lined. Thick, full lips she thought were made for kissing. A body like a professional wrestler, big, broad, and, muscled. And then she’d wondered, who thinks stuff like this when they’re dying?

      “You’re not dying, Emma,” he’d said softly. “You’re too young to die.”

      She blinked, tried to pick up a hand, to touch him. He’d read her thoughts just then, or else she was hallucinating. Her hand made contact, her fingertips brushing across his neck. It was cool to the touch. “Who are you?” she whispered.

      He lifted his brows. “Don’t be afraid. I’m here to help you.”

      She’d been so intent on looking at him, she didn’t realized his hands were on her, pressing hard at a spot near her collar bone. It was starting to hurt. It hadn’t before. Sensation was rushing back into her body now. The numbness of shock was fading too fast. Her head hurt, one leg screamed, and her chest felt like it was being crushed.

      He slid one hand beneath her, down along her spine. “You have a broken leg, a couple of ribs, maybe a concussion, and a nasty cut. But you’re okay, Emma.” His voice was like dark silk, deep and smooth and brushing her nerve endings like a caress. “I have to move you now, so I need you to hold pressure on this.” He took her hand and pressed it to the spot on her collar bone. “Push hard,” he said. “I know it hurts. Nothing we can do about that. But you’re tough. Toughest girl I know.”

      She pushed hard and wondered how he knew her. He slid her the rest of the way out of the car, then picked her up in his arms and carried her into the shelter of a huge maple tree. The leafy limbs formed a canopy of green and blocked out the rain. Then he lowered her to the ground, leaning her gently against the massive trunk. “I already called for help, Emma. I can hear the sirens. They’ll be here soon.”

      She listened, but couldn’t hear anything.

      He eyed the collar bone, winced in what seemed like empathy. “You’re going to be okay. Keep the pressure on that until they get here.”

      “Th-they won’t h-have blood for me.”

      “Yes, they will. Your father keeps a few pints on hold at the local ER. You didn’t know that?” He smiled at her, and she almost died. Bright, white, even teeth in a face that seemed, even in the darkness, to be the most beautiful she’d ever seen.

      “He always makes me give a pint when I go for a physical,” she said. “I just forgot.” It was hard to talk, to get the words from her brain to her lips. She looked into his eyes and felt the ground fall away from beneath her. God, was this what her mother had felt the first time she’d looked into her dad’s eyes? Was this love at first sight? Was this mysterious man her soulmate?

      He frowned and she wondered why, and then the sounds of sirens finally reached her ears, and in the distance, she glimpsed flashing lights.

      “I have to go, Emma. No more risking your life like this. Okay?” He turned away.

      She reached for him. “Wait! Don’t go.”

      He looked back once, his expression so worried she wondered if maybe she was going to die, after all.

      “You’re okay,” he said. “Have a good life, Emma.” Then he vanished, a blur, slightly darker than the shadows of the night, and she’d wondered if he’d been real at all or some kind of near-death hallucination.

      But he had been real. He’d come to her rescue again only a year and a half later. And it had been him just now, saving her life for the third time. There and gone again without a trace, not even telling her his name, just like always.
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        * * *

      

      Her rescue-fishermen turned out to be a pair of adorable middle-aged men who seemed to have no idea that a clandestine government operation had been happening nearby. They’d spotted her boat going down, and seen her splashing, and come to rescue her. Probably the most exciting fishing trip they’d ever taken together, they’d said. Once on shore, they’d given her a ride back to where she’d left her Jeep and she’d thanked them profusely, because that was what would be expected. They never asked her name. She never offered it.

      She’d driven back to the shore to retrieve her dad’s radio from its hiding place, before heading back to her father’s little adobe house, knocking on its red door, and waiting.

      His footsteps came, his stride long, his pace slow. She said, “It’s me, Dad,” before he could ask who was there.

      Locks disengaged. A chain rattled. Then the door opened and Oliver Benatar beamed a smile and pulled her in for a hug. “You’re all wet,” he said. “You get caught in the rain?” And he was looking at the sky as he said it, because there wasn’t a cloud in sight. “Where’s your Jeep?”

      “No rain, Dad, and I parked a couple blocks down. Thought a walk would dry me out a little.” She let him pull her inside. He closed the door behind her and proceeded to re-fasten the locks and chains while she looked around the living room, which was cluttered with more radio equipment than the local FM station probably had. State of the art, all of it. And in the corner, a nearly obsolete TV set that still had a square picture and big round backside. Probably weighed eighty pounds.

      Everywhere else you looked there were framed photos of her and her mother in roughly equal numbers. The shots of Emma ranged from newborn baby photos to toddler shots, to every single annual photo ever taken. The ones of her as an adult were mostly shots he’d lifted from her book cover jackets or her social media. He was always griping that she didn’t send him enough pictures anymore.

      The photos of her mother were different, though. Frozen in time. She was unchanging from the earliest to the most recent. A beautiful, laughing young woman with burnt copper ringlets and eyes the color of a happy blue sky in midsummer on a cloudless, perfect day. A lot of them were wedding photos. She’d been the most beautiful bride, in a vintage 1920s gown of ivory satin and lace with her adoring groom beside her, tall and lean. Unlike his bride, though, Oliver had aged. His combover didn’t hide the thin patch in the middle of his head, and the strands of silver in his hair were starting to outnumber the darkest brown ones.

      His beautiful bride had never aged. She’d become a vampire, and the photos ended. But even if vampires did show up on film, she wouldn’t have aged a day. Not ever.

      “You wouldn’t believe what’s been going on tonight,” Oliver said, turning from the now-locked door and looking at her.

      “Yeah, I would.”

      “Your lips are awfully pale. Emma, are you all right?”

      “I’m fine now,” she said. “But I think I need to stay for a while. If that’s okay.”

      “Of course it’s okay!” He slid an arm around her, then paused and looked at her, really looked. “You’re freezing cold. And your skin is so white.” Then his eyes went wider. “You didn’t...did you–”

      “I haven’t been turned.” She bared her teeth to show him. “See? No fangs.”

      She couldn’t tell if he was relieved or disappointed. Her father wanted Emma’s decision to become one of the Undead or die young to be entirely her own. That was, if they could find a vampire to oblige them. He didn’t want to influence her. She would have welcomed his opinion, though.

      He led her to the sofa, yanking a blanket from the back of it and wrapping it around her like a shawl, then hugging it into place. “Go on up and get into some dry clothes. Then just relax. I’m gonna get you a hot meal and some coffee. And then we can fill each other in, all right baby?”

      “Sounds perfect,” she said, hugging the blanket around her and heading for the stairs. She’d driven with the heat on full blast all the way back here, to her dad’s house in a little cul de sac on the California/Oregon border, not fifteen miles from the coast. She’d been shivering most of the way. Arriving here was like finding the perfect port in a killer storm. Always had been, always would be. “Thanks, Dad.”

      “Any time baby. Any time.”
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        * * *

      

      Devlin was tired of being wet. Dripping, sopping, bone-chilling wet. His kind felt everything more intensely than mortals ever could. So he felt the cold. It wasn’t crippling. He wouldn’t shiver or develop frostbite from it. But he felt it. And it didn’t feel good.

      His little gang had gathered in the abandoned lighthouse, and they knew when he came dragging himself out of the ocean. He felt their attention turn his way. Tavia opened the door and looked out at him from the shadows, making him think of a dark, dangerous fairy. Small and slight, with that head of wild black hair.

      There were no lights coming from inside. No flashlight beams or candle glow. They all knew better than to attract attention, and besides, they could see in the dark better than most cats.

      “Did you save her?” Tavia asked. “Her distress ceased.” Then her eyes widened. “Is she–”

      “She’s fine, Tavia. Some mortals came along in a boat to save her, so I let them.” Then he nodded at her. “I see the clothes we brought along stayed dry.”

      “Yes. Come, change, you must be miserable.” She pronounced it “meez-rah-bull,” and stepped aside to let him in. It had been a long night. A long, brutal night.

      He went inside, his gaze sweeping the place. A tattered sofa, upholstered in fading fabric with pink roses and green vines, looked as if it had been providing a home to several small animals. A broken wooden chair held itself upright in defiance of gravity in one corner.  A cold brick fireplace was centered on the opposite wall. A tight, metal staircase spiraled up the center. The waterproof gear bags they’d brought with them from the Anemone sat in a pile on the floor. He was lucky that before they’d taken the DPI research vessel, there’d been a seaman aboard who was close to his size. Probably not one of the scientists.

      Andrew and Bellamy were on their feet near the sofa where they’d been sitting. They were in clean, dry clothes as well. Without hesitation, Devlin peeled the wet shirt off over his head and twisted it in his hands to wring out the excess water.

      Andrew was closest to the bags, so he unzipped one and pawed around inside, pulling out a large black T-shirt and a pair of black fleece pants with a white stripe down the outside. “There’s a bathroom, if you want privacy,” he said, inclining his head and tossing the clothes his way.

      Devlin looked at Bell, who was fixated on his chest, rolled his eyes, and nodded.

      “So tell us what happened,” Tavia said, not even glancing at his chest.

      Dev went into the tiny bathroom, which had a coral pink basin and toilet and a white plastic shower stall, none of which looked as if they’d seen use in a decade or so. They had a quarter inch layer of grime dulling them. He left the door open and talked while he stripped. “I know the girl,” he said. “Woman, I guess, at this point. I’ve had to intervene to save her ass three times before.”

      “Dat is quite a coincidence, is it not?” Tavia asked. “Unless she is your–”

      “Her name is Emma Louise Benatar,” he said. He knew where she was going, so he threw up a red light. Vampires were drawn to the Chosen. Legend had it every vampire had one Chosen with whom the natural bond was more powerful than with any other. Personally, he thought it was a myth. “She witnessed what happened earlier, saw those bastards shoot the little mutants.”

      “Dey were children, not mutants,” Tavia snapped.

      “If they were children, they’d still be dead,” he replied, pulling a clean shirt over his head and waiting for her reaction.

      Her head came up, her brown eyes wide and already surrounded by a fresh coat of thick black liner. Andrew and Bellamy stopped what they were doing and stared at him.

      “According to Emma, they revived in the boat, took out a couple of the crows before they were drugged and taken prisoner.”

      “That’s crazy!” Bell shot Andrew a look, and his partner nodded. “You said they were shot at point blank range with high-powered rifles.”

      Devlin shrugged. “They were. And that would have killed any one of us. There’s no way we wouldn’t have bled out within minutes. We probably wouldn’t even have lived long enough to get out of the water.  Apparently the Offspring regenerate like we do. But with them, it happens right away. Within minutes. They don’t have to wait for the day sleep.”

      Tavia looked at the floor. “Where do you tink dey were taken?”

      “I don’t know. Emma might. She had a lot more to say, but we ran out of time.”

      “You should have brought her here,” she said, pacing now. “So we could make her tell us everyting she knows. Why did you let her go?”

      “She seems more than willing to tell us everything she knows, Tavia. She wanted me to bring her back here, I got that the minute she knew she wasn’t going to drown and the fear cleared from her mind enough to let her thoughts surface again. That’s why I didn’t bring her. This is our haven, the only one we have right now.”

      “But if she knows anything that can help us find Sheena and Wolf,” Bellamy began, and then he paused, searched Devlin’s face and said, “We are going after them, aren’t we?”

      Devlin wanted to say no. He’d told himself for centuries that caring about others more than you cared about your own well-being or your cause or mission in life was a mistake he would never make again.

      He talked the talk very well. He’d convinced a lot of people it was true. And for the most part, he walked the walk. But recently....he’d put himself at risk to help Rhiannon and Roland, two of the most powerful vampires he’d ever known. He’d joined them to take the research vessel Anemone and to free the vampires held prisoner there.

      Those had been considered choices, decisions he’d made after careful, emotionless calculation. Or so he liked to think.

      But with Emma, it had always been different. From the first time he’d saved her life, when she’d wandered out of her bed and fallen into the family swimming pool at the age of two, to the car wreck at seventeen, to the skiing accident just over a year later. With Emma, he didn’t think. He just acted.

      And he didn’t care to dig too deeply into why that might be.

      During his time aboard the ship, he’d managed to stay distant and uninvolved where the Offspring were concerned, too. It was challenging. He had a weakness for kids. And when he’d seen Wolf and Sheena shot like that, it had felt like bullets ripping through his own heart.

      “Devlin?” Bellamy prompted.

      He nodded. “We’re going after them. We don’t have a choice. And don’t worry about Emma. She was willing to tell us what she knew tonight, and she still will be when I track her down again. But we’ve got about an hour left to find a safe place to bed down. And I don’t think this lighthouse is it.”

      “There’s nowhere to hide in here,” Andrew said, “and windows everywhere.”

      “You said dere was a house in de woods,” Tavia said. “Is it–”

      “Caves, too, or so I was told when I bought the place, centuries ago. Honestly, I’ve never spent enough time here to get familiar with it. But the caves would be our best bet, if we can find them.”

      Nodding, each of them picked up a backpack. Andrew handed Devlin’s to him, and Dev hitched it over one shoulder, still carrying his wet clothes in his free hand.

      “I am starving,” Tavia complained as they hiked out of the lighthouse, closing the door behind them.

      “We’re all starving, Tave.” Andrew looked around, his eyes flashing a little. “Maybe we can find something in the woods to–”

      “I don’t think we should eat the native animals,” Bellamy interrupted.

      “Why the hell not?” Andrew, who was already in hunting mode and irritated at being cutoff mid-sentence, glared at him.

      “Because if this is our island, then they’re our charges. We’re gonna be here a while. Maybe. If it turns out to be a good place. And you just don’t feed on your own.”

      “I would like to feed on you, you leetle sheet,” Tavia said, but she said it affectionately.

      “We go to sleep hungry,” Devlin said. “First thing we’ll do at sundown is find sustenance. And then...we’ll find Emma Louise Benatar.”

    

  

OEBPS/images/bat.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/twilight-vendetta.jpg
/i

’\VINGS IN THE NIGHT B O ONKEESEERVEENNE

%5 York Times & USA Today Bestselling Author






OEBPS/images/logo-re-design.jpg
OLVERHEBERBOOKS.






