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Chapter One

	 

	I yank on my handcuffs, just to make sure they haven’t come magically free in the two minutes since I last tried to rip them off. If I weren’t weakened by the bullet I took last night, I could break free. As it is, even a vampire has limits.

	With a low growl, I flop back into my pillow and glare up at the light fixture. I’m being held sort-of captive by my utterly delightful mother in her utterly delightful military compound and her utterly delightful “allegiants.”

	My brother has been abducted by…someone. My father had him kidnapped, but the kidnappers didn’t go to New England as planned and there’s no telling who might have paid them off in exchange for the Vampiric King’s only son.

	Meanwhile, I’m in a narrow, boxy room that brings to mind the experiments of Soviet scientists. Everything is some shade of beige or white, like a drawing waiting to be colored in. My hospital bed is shoved up against the wall, facing the lone, doubtlessly locked, door. 

	To my right, monitors beep out the rhythm of my pulse. If I have to listen to that infernal beeping for another hour, I think I’m going to scream. 

	I passed out not long after Madelyn and the others got out of the warehouse. From the look of things, my mother then had me brought here to be patched and sewn back together. 

	A slow IV drips something milky into my arm and I ache to rip the needle out. It grates to have things pierce my skin, even if it’s for my own good. 

	There’s a faint metallic taste in my mouth, though I don’t remember feeding. It scares me at first—did I hurt someone while I was out of it? I’ve heard vampires who are badly hurt can go into a ravening, where they sort of sleep feed on the nearest human. What if I fed on Madelyn? Or Chase? Or—? No, I can still feel the vague aftertaste of anticoagulants. So I was chugging bagged blood. I can only hope my mother didn’t force it out of anyone…

	A pair of shadows moves on the other side of the door. I straighten as the rattle of keys and the heavy clack of a lock come from the other side.

	The door swings open and I immediately recognize the makara and felir who pursued me and Chase after I freed him two nights ago. Their faces are grim, guarded. Even though I’m shackled to the bed, they look like they expect me to pounce.

	“Good morning, gentlemen,” I purr, disregarding the sharp ache in my shoulder. The stitches lacing my wound tug with each breath like a nagging voice. Though my skin has already begun to mend, I highly doubt whatever’s dripping into my bloodstream is painkillers. 

	The felir and makara step aside, making way as a familiar figure enters to the click of stilettos, bringing with her the fragrance of Chanel No. 5. I always thought it was a pleasant scent before, but I’m beginning to reconsider.

	“Hadassah,” my mother, Clarissa D’Souza Chadwick, says. Her words are stiff, formal, as if she’s addressing a distant cousin she doesn’t particularly like. “How are you feeling?” 

	“Like I was shot and shackled to a bed,” I mutter, twisting my wrists a little.

	“A precaution,” she says, as if that justifies everything. “I didn’t want you attacking my medical staff.”

	I was shot, unconscious, bleeding all over the place, and she was worried I would lay into someone? “Yeah. Whatever.” Jiggling the handcuffs, I find they’re just as sturdy as they’ve been all this time. “Where’s Damian?”

	“We’re working on it.”

	I bristle. “Where. Is. Damian?”

	Clarissa cocks her head to the side. 

	“Will you tell me where my brother is?” 

	My mother exhales through her nose. “The prince’s precise whereabouts are unknown.”

	“You said you needed me to help find him. Now when are you going to start on that?” I growl.

	“My people are working on it.” She purses her lips impatiently.

	“What about the humans?”

	“What about them?”

	“Did you let them go?”

	Clarissa waves her hand as if she can swat my words away. “I said they would not be harmed if they went peaceably and they followed my terms. They left here and we have heard nothing of them since.”

	I want to be reassured by that, by her promises that Madelyn, Chase, Shelby, and the others got out alright. I want to believe her. But I can’t, not fully. Somewhere, in the back of my mind, I can see them, all of them, cold and dead in some ditch. The idea makes my guts clench.

	“I need you to come with me,” Clarissa says.

	“Do I have a choice?”

	“Yes. You can loiter chained to your bed and in those hideous scrubs or you can follow me to the main building for some proper clothing and accommodations.” 

	Well, when she puts it like that…at least without the handcuffs I’ll be that much closer to escaping if I have to. 

	“Alright, I’ll go with you,” I sullenly reply. Anything to get me away from the beeping monitors.

	Clarissa motions over her shoulder and a moment later, two of her “medical staff” file into the room. Their scrubs are so white it nearly hurts my eyes. They keep their faces down as they remove the sensors plastered against my skin. 

	I survey them both closely, trying to figure out what species they are. Their faint musky, woodsy scent is mostly overpowered by surgical scrub. But not human. Not that I expected them to be. I can’t really tell, but by the way they avoid eye contact and keep their heads down, weremice wouldn’t be too wild of a guess.

	One removes the IV in my arm and presses a cotton ball over the wound, taping it down to stave off the bleeding. The pale scars along my throat throb subtly, reminding me of things sticking into my skin. 

	The monitor lets off a shrill whine the moment they remove the sensors. I flinch and my lips curl instinctively before the damn machine’s shut off.

	The makara and the felir flinch. What am I going to do? I’m still cuffed to the freaking bed.

	They undo my shackles last, unlocking the cuffs and springing back like they expect me to explode. I pull my arms out of the shackles, rubbing my chaffed wrists and being careful not to make any sudden moves. The makara and the felir at my mother’s sides look like they’ll tackle me if I do, and I’m really too sore for that.

	I swing my legs off the side of the bed—slowly, of course—wincing as I discover how achy I am. I’ve probably been lying there ever since they got done stitching me up. 

	One of the “medical staff” pushes a pair of clogs in my direction and I compliantly slide them on my feet. I’m not being treated like a rabid grizzly anymore, but one wrong move from me will change that. 

	My mother sniffs and jerks her head, spinning on her heel and clicking down the hall. 

	I fall in behind her, moving at a much slower pace. You don’t realize how much walking involves your shoulders until you’ve had one shot. I follow my mother down the broad walkway of the medical building, peering into the open doors as I pass. 

	There’s a full surgical room and labeled equipment that appears to deal with just about every form of trauma I’ve ever heard of. None of the other ward rooms appear to be occupied, but whoever stocked this place expected a lot of injuries. I do not like this any more than I like Clarissa’s black helicopter. The felir and the makara flank me from behind and I hear the two “medical staff” begin the work of dismantling my room for the next patient. Assuming there will be one. Everything seems pretty quiet.

	My mother reaches the massive industrial doors leading outside and glances back, a hint of impatience in her flawless face. “Do you need a wheelchair?” she asks.

	I glare at her. “Maybe next time tell your allegiants not to blow holes in me.” 

	She frowns. “That doesn’t answer my question.”

	Ripping out her hair sounds like so much fun right now. “No,” I spit. “My legs are fine, thanks.”

	I hobble up to the doors, resisting the felir and the makara’s attempts to help me down the concrete steps to the gravel outside. I might fall on my face, but screw that, I don’t want strangers touching me. 

	It’s late in the morning, probably getting close to noon. The bright Texas sun blasts from above and I flinch, shielding my face with my hands. “Not enough to shoot me, you have to get me sunburn, too?” I hiss.

	My mother ignores me, stepping out onto the gravel in her stilettos, pulling on a large pair of designer sunglasses. 

	I watch eagerly, waiting for her narrow heels to sink into the gravel and her to fall flat on her backside. To my dismay, she just slows down and walks a bit choppily. 

	I trudge after her, carefully surveying the flurry of activity around us. People in both civilian and military clothing mill around the compound like so many bees. It’s impossible to guess what their duties are, but they’re all in a hurry. Everyone pauses as my mother goes by, just long enough to pound a fist to their chests and incline their heads in respect.

	Really? It’s not enough for her to call them allegiants? She has to go with the whole “Hail Caesar” routine, too?

	I shuffle after her, hating everything about this situation more by the moment. I think it’s been two days since my brother was taken. Probably thirty six hours since his plane landed in New Mexico. That’s thirty six hours that who-knows-who could have done who-knows-what. I itch to get to him like a racehorse out a starting gate. Every moment counts. 

	My mother opens the door to the main building of the compound. The same building I was stashed under when I first got here. I am acutely aware of the now doorless entrance leading back down the stairs to the metal chair I broke. 

	I shuffle inside, out of the sun, figuring if they planned to stick me back in the chair, it wouldn’t have made much sense to have me unshackled now. 

	There are still two by fours, sawdust, and extension cords and other signs of renovation lying on the floor. Looking up, I see that the inside of the walls are still unfinished. Men in hard hats and overalls work at laying in the insulation and putting up drywall. 

	I can’t help but wonder—how new is this compound? Even in somewhere as sterile as the medical building, there should have been marks from spilled medicine or something. 

	“How long have you been working on this place?” I ask, directing the question at my mother’s back. “This compound?”

	She brandishes a key from her leather jacket, sliding back her shades now that we’re out of the sun. “Not long,” she vaguely replies.

	Yep. Ripping her hair out would be a riot.

	My mother unlocks a polished door and slides inside. I am not in the least surprised to see walls splashed in claret with a plush brown carpet and mahogany furniture. A large mirror hangs over the white settee and metalwork art graces the walls like in a gallery. 

	I blink at my mother. For a supposed fugitive, she really has her priorities skewed. 

	“Go put on something befitting of you,” my mother orders, motioning to the open door of a walk in closet. “We can talk when you’re done.”

	“Where are the clothes I had when I came here?” I ask, trying to sound casual.

	My mother shrugs. “Back at the medical center, I presume. Why?”

	“I want my old jeans and sneakers.” That’s partially true. I more care about what’s in my right jeans pocket.

	“They’re filthy, Hadassah,” my mother says, as if that should make me salt and burn them. 

	I try to banish all sarcasm and irony. “Please? They were a Christmas present. From Damian.” That’s a flat-out lie. They were a gift from my father. Well, that’s if you count stealing someone’s credit card and going on a shopping spree out of a petty sense of revenge a gift. I squandered five thousand dollars on that trip. Twelve thousand if you count the seven grand I gave to Habitat for Humanity. I picked that charity because I thought my father would hate the name most. “Please? We don’t wear the same shoe size.”

	My mother sighs. “Fine. Gibbs, bring her clothes.”

	The felir turns and my heart gives a sigh of relief.

	“If you’re hoping for that little device that was in your pocket, you’ll be disappointed.” Clarissa nearly smirks. 

	I grind my teeth. “Of course.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	A few moments later, I take the plastic bag of my jeans, sweater, and sneakers from the felir, Gibbs. He doesn’t make eye contact as he hands it over, just grunts in acknowledgement to my thank you.

	My mother is like a really cranky bureaucrat—she won’t do what you need until you do what she wants. I learned this lesson many times over as a kid, so I don’t argue when she tells me to go change, knowing she wants her offspring presentable almost as much as she does herself.

	I shut the door and make sure it’s closed before rifling through the trash bag in my hands. I locate my jeans and tear through the pockets, just in case. Sure enough, the tracker is gone. I take the time to curse, then face my mother’s jungle of garment bags. It appears we’re still the same size, so I select a pair of dark jeans, a long turtle neck, and then spend a good ten minutes hunting through her shoeboxes, looking for socks to go with my sneakers. If I mean to make a run for it with Damian once I find him, I’m going to need them.

	I slide out of the overlarge scrubs. It’s a little harder than it sounds, since there isn’t an inch of my upper body that can move without twinging the stitches in my shoulder. I manage to throw them off anyway and slither into my mother-furnished jeans and turtleneck and select a leather bomber jacket. 
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