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            A fire ignites, a wrong to mend,A promise to my heart I send.To settle scores, a bitter taste,A path of wrath, no time to waste.But in the flames, a whisper gleams,Of peace beyond these vengeful dreams.For vengeance, though a potent art,Can leave a greater wound to start.
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Chapter 1
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The Abbey was not the kind of establishment you frequented for a quiet drink. It was the kind of hole you crawled in to die. Which didn’t explain why my target had been sitting at the beat-up bar for the last two hours.

What was he even doing in here?

I sighed and smoothed my features for the thousandth time as I sat in my booth peering at him. I needed him to leave this hellhole so I could nab him properly. There are rules about who I could arrest or dust, and where. Plus, I didn’t have a ticket for the bastard, so technically I shouldn’t have been tailing him, but this was personal. The stale larger I’d been nursing for an hour was definitely starting to look suspicious. My target shifted on his barstool, and I tensed, ready to run after him. But he waved for another drink, and I sank back with a sigh. It was going to be a long night. He was already five pints and four whiskey chasers in, at least he would be too hammered to run away when the time came to grab him. His mucky brown hair flopped over his forehead and eyes. It looked like he was in serious need of a wash, his nails were as grime-encrusted as The Abbey’s tile floor. The asshole better not barf on me when I snatch him, my outfit was brand new.

.

The bartender, a heavy, bearded man, covered in tattoos, skirted my table, and glared at me. It might be time to order another drink or risk being kicked out. Maybe drop a bigger tip, that might buy me some more surveillance time. I slapped a twenty down and narrowed my eyes at him. He slipped it into his back pocket and sauntered back behind the bar, to leave me in peace. The door slammed open, and a posse of uni-boys swarmed in. The scent of stale liquor and axe body spray assaulted me as they sidled up to the bar top. Damn, I thought guys had learned to stop wearing that shit years ago. Even my nose hairs burned from the smell. I continued to watch my target from the cover of my black hoodie but even the tattered sweatshirt wasn’t enough to stop a couple of chavs from sliding to my table. Being the only lass in the joint, I should have seen it coming really. “Not interested.” I said, pitching my voice as low as possible. I tucked my chin trying to keep my face hidden. Although I look young thanks to my hunter blood, at nearly forty, I was a little out of their age range, but my chocolate brown hair might have been enough for their needs. At least they would like to think so.

.

One of the guys leaned over the tabletop, pressing his hands into the grimy surface. “Aw, come on baby, play with me.” I rolled my eyes. Play with you? Oh, sweet boy... you’d know if I was playing with you.

I risked a glance up at his face. He looked like a Phil, or maybe a Charlie. A little boy who belonged on Daddy’s yacht with his unbuttoned polo and artfully torn skinny jeans. I sighed. “Go away before you hurt yourself.” He chuckled and the sound sent a strange shiver down my spine. I would bet my Triumph this douche bag knew his way around a date rape drug. I gripped my larger bottle to keep from launching my fist into his pretty face. The gorgeous ones were always the worst. Well, that was the story of my dating history at least.

“Not interested.” I repeated through gritted teeth. He reached over to flick my hood back. I ducked his grabby hands and smashed my bottle on the edge of the table. The bottle shattered loudly into a thousand pieces, soaking everything through. I grabbed it by the neck and held the broken edge to his throat.

“If you don’t back away very slowly, I’ll cut you into small enough pieces that even Daddy’s money won’t be able to find enough of you to bury.” A hint of fear flashed in his eyes. He had a foot of height on me, but then again, almost everyone did. At five-foot-four, there were few people I towered over. When they thought they could bully me because I was tiny, I always showed them they were wrong.

I pointed to his back-up dancers. “Go back to your dorm and hit the off license on your way. This place isn’t your scene.” His friends circled around him and no-one in the bar even flinched my way. No back-up, not that I expected any in a shit hole like this. I was tempted to pull my knife out of my boot sheath but figured the boys would take off running the second I brandished my broken bottle at one of them. Maybe they were too drunk and too stupid to consider the danger I posed? Maybe they only saw a woman with a small piece of glass in her hand. It would be their mistake if they did.

“I’m going to give you one more warning. All of you leave.” I pointed to the one who’d started it all. “Or I start with you.” Someone stepped forward and flicked back my hood. The group seemed to relax as they caught sight of my soft eyeshadow, the grey blue of my eyes, the pale pink lip balm I preferred when I was on a job.

Frida Kahlo once wrote, she’s not fragile like a flower, she’s fragile like a bomb. These idiots were just about to figure out I wasn’t even a bomb. I was a hand grenade – Power in a small portable package. I jabbed my weapon at Daddy’s boy, Phil or whatever his name was. The entire group jerked away from me. Cowards. It didn’t take them long to recover and start closing in on me again. I glanced over at my target, and he slipped out the back door.

Motherfucker. I threw down the glass, and the Chavs scattered, their hands to their faces. While they were distracted, I took the opportunity, I bolted to the front door hoping to intercept the bastard in the side alley. But there was nothing but the cold biting wind of northern England out there.

Fuck.

.

I spun on the ball of my foot and hurtled to the back as fast as I could. The level B bastard wasn’t at the mouth of the alley or down any of the side streets. I took a deep breath, let it out slow, and let my hunter instincts guide me, I wasn’t at the top of my class just for my good looks. I had skill and a really good bloodline. My hearing sharpened and I heard the crunch of boots on gravel. I made a sharp right and took off running. I caught a glimpse of his black trench coat going round the corner and raced after it. “You are not getting away from me, you bastard.” I said, even though the bastard in question probably wouldn’t be able to hear me.

I kicked up crap as I rushed down the footpath, my hood flapping against my neck as I ran. No doubt anyone looking at me would think I was a nut job. And they might be right. “You will not lose him Sophi.” I grumbled to myself, pushing my body to run faster despite the distinct burn taking root in my lungs. “Not this time.”

The guys at the academy and HQ always joked I needed to work out more. I hated to admit they were right... but I hated running more. I didn’t look like a pretty doe doing it, more like Bambi on ice, and it never didn’t suck. Runners high? Ha! Never felt it in my life. And I’d chased down a lot of Vamps who tried to outrun me.

.

My target sprinted down a ginnel. I couldn’t tell if he knew I was behind him, or if he just ran in general. The dude hadn’t glanced back at me once. I shouted. “Stop! You prick!”

Not that yelling at them ever made them do as I said. I made it to the corner and caught my hand on the edge of the brickwork to swing me around it faster. He kept going in his ugly ass trench coat that was at least two sizes too big for him. A string of profanity stuck in my mouth as I ran.

I huffed and puffed around another corner and kept going. We’d gone five blocks, and he showed no signs of stopping or any sign of knowing I was there.

I kept going even when my thighs began to register their protest along with my wheezing respiratory system. I rounded anther corner, and unease began to filter in behind the pain.

Why would he run in the first place if he hadn’t known I was at the bar watching him? Or why all this chasing when he hadn’t even glanced back to see how close I was? Nor did his twists and turns through the town center seem anything but random. It was as if he wasn’t trying to get away from me.

Then he was gone. Vanished like magic. “What the hell...” Something grabbed me by the hair and dragged me backwards. Pain shot through the crown of my head. My feet left the ground for a second before I regained my balance.

What the fuck? It’s the dickhead from the bar. My target. How’d he get the jump on me? I glanced up at his face under the dirty brown of his fringe.

“Oh, good, we stopped running.” I wheezed. I spun, letting my hair twist around his fist, and punched him hard in the chest. He released me and stepped back in surprise as I clutched my hand to my breast.

Punching people sucked almost as much as running. “What is your problem? First, you run me around the city and then you pull my hair. Most men have to buy me dinner before I allow them that privilege.” I flicked my hair back behind me, so he didn’t get any more ideas about it.

“Who are you?” He demanded.

“Someone who has a few questions.”

His lips curled into a grimace, exposing a single fang, tucked away in his gumline. “Questions? From a hunter? All of you guys are the same. Catch first, ask questions second.”

I wasn’t about to tell him I didn’t actually have an official order to catch him. It would keep me out of trouble and him out of the chair back at HQ, if he made this easy for both of us. This guy wasn’t going to make it easy. I could feel it in my gut. I raised an eyebrow at him.

“Well, I had a couple of drinks at the pub, so I’m feeling generous with my time. So maybe questions first today.” He charged forward. I roundhouse kicked him in the ear. “Or maybe questions second if you keep coming at me.”

He grumbled and stumbled to the side, shaking his head, finger pushed deep in his ear. Maybe I popped something important? Good. “Look, I don’t want to run anymore, and I don’t think you want my size five boot in your face again, so maybe we work together on this?”

He snorted. Why was it always too hard for men to admit when they were defeated? Like every guy I’d ever dated who dumped me because I was stronger and faster and smarter than him. Not that many of my male targets ever went down easily.

.

He studied me, no doubt eyeing my height and my shiny nails and coming to the same conclusion they all did. That I was weak. I shifted before he could take off in the opposite direction. I grabbed the back of his coat and slammed him to the ground. He had some weight on me but not much.

I stood over him and stared down at his grimy face. “You wanna try that one more time?” I put both hands on my hips and glared at him. “Ok, here’s how this is going to go. I’m going to ask you a question you’re going to give me an answer.”

He bared his fangs. I nudged him with the toe of my boot. “If you don’t answer I’m going to hit you very hard. If you do answer, then we move onto the next questions sans violence.” He coughed and sat up on the concrete, his scraped fingers from his not-so graceful landing, already starting to heal. I started with the main question. “Do you work for the Black Fang?” His chin jerked up, and he met my eyes with a hard stare.

“Why are you asking about Black Fang?” I smacked him hard upside the head, on the same ear I’d kicked him in.

“Do I need to go over the rules of this arrangement again? I ask the questions. You answer.” The wind whipped down the ginnel sending leaves into the side of the Biffa bins near the back of the stores that lined the main street.

While I gave him a minute to think about my proposition. I needed him to get me to the Black Fang. He was the best lead I’d had in years. I gave his shoulder a little pat. “Ready to answer or do I need to ask it again?” He shifted and I braced for an attack, but he just tucked his head and rolled over to push himself up off the damp floor. “The Black Fang,” I promoted.

“I don’t know what you’ve heard, hunter, but no one who works for the Blank Fang is ever going to talk about it. You should know that by now if you’re hunting individuals who work for him.” I reached out and he blocked my slap. I smiled and smacked his other ear with my other hand. He grunted and chuckled. They always underestimated me.

“Alright, you don’t seem to be grasping the rules of this game. So, I’m going to make it easy for you.” Before he could react, I wrapped an arm around his neck. Using his torso and my small frame to spin behind him. He slumped against me.

Blood chokes were always the quickest and most effective way to knock out a target, vamp or otherwise, if they let me get close enough. I climbed off him. Ugh. I needed a long, hot shower, maybe even some disinfectant from touching him.

I whipped out a few zip ties and hog tied him where he’d fallen. Face first in the muck. I then fished my phone from my jacket pocket and hit speed dial. When the line connected and clicked over, I said. “I need a pickup.” I checked my what-three-words and relayed my location.

.

Within minutes, a black pickup truck with a covered cargo bed screeched to a halt at the head of the ginnel. Martin a hulking white man with a shaved head, slid out of the driver’s seat, grabbed my target, and lugged him over to the truck.

“Thanks Martin.” I said, while I climbed into the passenger side of the truck. “The guy isn’t that heavy, but I just got my nails done.” I flashed my manicure at him when he climbed in.

His only response was a low grunt before shifting into gear. Now I needed to figure out how to get this guy into the interrogation chair without the official order I ‘technically’ needed. The Chief wasn’t one to skirt the rules, even if half the hunters in our office were exactly the type. I pointed forward. “To the office!”

I said, he grunted again. I nodded. “Exactly, let’s hope the Chief is out.”
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When we climbed out of the truck, Martin stood by the bed and waited near the rear wheel just in case our captive decided to bolt, vamp speed was no joke, but some lower levels didn’t have the stamina. Though why he would wait until now I couldn’t say.

Martin usually did the heavy lifting. Moving the targets from the transport to the holding cells. To be fair, he usually got tipped big from all the hunters when the holiday season came around.

We all appreciated his ability to withstand pretty much any kind of abuse. And the fact that he literally couldn’t force any of us into small talk. The guy was mute, and no-one knew why.

Our office was set into the back of a warehouse, facing east toward the long dividing fence that separated the industrial estate from the motorway. Lots of noise to drown out any potential screaming, and lots of space... just in case. I’d always appreciated the efficiency of the building and the small functional office layout to one side of the giant room.

.

After Martin successfully wrangled my catch into submission, he dragged him through the door into one of the holding cells.

The rooms were fortified against escape from all paranormal creatures, Vamps, Weres, Witches, Mages and Fae. The cells looked like plexiglass cubes that extended from the floor to the ceiling, with a door the size of a small garage to one side.

On any given day these cells contained all manner of target, from rogue hunters to hybrids. Today was the first time in a long time a level B Vamp had graced our lovely home. Now to figure out how to explain the Vamp’s presence to the chief when he returned. The target wouldn’t answer my questions in the field. But here, in private, I could be different kinds of persuasive.

Logan, the chief’s second-in-command, stepped up and rubbed his hands together. I strategically placed myself in the middle of the walkway between him and the holding cells. He loomed over me, a menacing grin on his face, but I didn’t back down. I knew him too well. The great beast of a man thought he could intimidate me, and he was yet to learn it would never work. I didn’t let men walk over me, even men whose biceps were bigger than my face.

He moved like he might go around me. I put my hands up between us. “Woah, there big guy, where do you think you’re going?”

“Just give me two minutes with that bean pole and I’ll get him talking.”

I shook my head with a glare. “No, I’m going to talk to him. Only me.” He crossed those bulging biceps over his chest and tucked his hands under his armpits. A classic, Logan, move designed to make anyone feel inferior to him.

“And where exactly is your call slip for this target? I’m pretty sure neither me, nor the chief, approved one and I know that because neither of us would’ve approved you to go after a level B on your own.”

Shit. I hadn’t worked out the explanation I was going to use yet. I turned away under the guise of checking on my captive. I needed to think of an excuse fast, or Logan would roll right over me, and I couldn’t have that after spending most of my day in that hellhole of a pub.

“Yeah, you’re right, there was no slip on this guy, he’s a follow-up from a case I worked last month. I found him snooping around our business and wanted to bring him in to see if he was working alone or not.”

My story wouldn’t hold up for long. Logan could easily talk to the chief or any of the hunters I worked with last month and tear my excuse apart in a matter of minutes. But I didn’t need my story to hold up all day. I only needed it to last long enough for me to squeeze the answers I needed from the bastard.

I turned back to Logan, who still wore the same glowering expression. “You can check all the details you want later. I think this guy is waking up, and I want to be in there to throw him off before he can make up some bullshit story.” I waited, holding his gaze, I wasn’t going to back down.

My fatal flaw: Never retreat, even when I’d already lost the fight, or a tooth. Logan jerked his chin toward the holding cell. “Where’d you pick him up?  You both smell like shit.” I had to give him something or he’d stand in the hall and question me all day.

“That was this jerk-off’s fault. He tried to outrun me after hours of surveillance at the Abbey. And once I finally caught him, he didn’t really feel like talking.”

“So, you hit him?” Logan asked with a grin beginning to lift the corners of his mouth.

I shrugged. “Maybe a couple of times. But definitely nowhere a union rep might catch a bruise. Obviously, we have to be -” I held my hands up to make air quotation marks. “- humane in our catches now. Ever since the Garton case, I swear, they think every target who passes our threshold gets a beat down.”

He snorted and dropped his arms. “You’re telling me. I’m up to my ears in sensitivity training paperwork and training days I know none of you assholes are actually going to take.”

I snorted and gave him a little shrug. What could I say to that? He was right. Most of us had been top of the class at the academy so we all hated mandatory training days. It would be fun though watching him try to wrangle all of the city’s best hunters into one room and listen to the world’s most insensitive man tell us how to treat others. Actually, that might be his selling point.

He jerked his chin toward the holding cell again. “Your man is waking up. Call me if you need a hand. You know I’m good for the scare factor.” Nope. I wasn’t touching that one with a ten-foot barge pole.

.

I spun and marched into the room as sleeping beauty started to stir. I quickly secured his zip-tied hands to the metal ring in the middle of the floor and then went to the long table that lined the wall opposite him.

Martin had laid out his meager belongings, a pocket watch, a pair of leather gloves with holes in most of the fingers and a wallet. I opened the wallet to see what I could learn about my target. A tiny part of me wished it contained a photo of the Black Fang. A business card with his address and phone number on it. I wished one of these guys would make my life the tiniest bit easier for once.

Hobo-vamp groaned out load and sat up on the concrete floor, arms bent behind him, legs splayed out in front of him. “What did you do to me?” I shrugged and rapped my fingers on the table.

“I told you if you didn’t answer my questions, I would hit you.”

“You didn’t hit me. You choked me out and kidnapped me.”

“Yeah, well, sue me A-hole.” I squatted down in front of him, making sure I kept enough distance between his feet and mine. “So, do you wanna try this whole question and answer thing again? Except this time, I won’t hit you. I’ll just let you sit here for an hour after each question, and we’ll see where we are tomorrow with no blood tablets or bathroom.”

The glare in his eyes told me my plan was probably not going to work. It was time for plan B. I twisted my legs in front of me and sat down on the cold concrete cross-legged.

With my head now below his line of sight, I had to look up at him. Hopefully, that would start to make him feel like he had the upper hand and would loosen his tongue. “Ok, you know what, let’s start this thing over. I don’t actually want to hit you, and I don’t want to starve you. So, how about we work together on this? I’ll ask you some questions, you answer them, and if there’s anything I can do to make you more comfortable in the meantime, then I’ll do it.” The look on his face didn’t change. He wasn’t buying it.

Damn, sell it harder, Sophira.

“I don’t want you here. Hell, I don’t even know who you are.” I glanced down at his wallet still clutched in my hand and drew out his ID. “Percival. Really?” I had to suppress my smirk and smooth my features. “You aren’t even on our radar. You just happen to have a connection to someone I want to find. Not to hurt him but to speak to him, ask him a few questions as well.” He lunged forward as far as his binds would let him.

“You think the Black Fang is going to roll over and let you catch him like you caught me? You don’t know anything about him.” Yes, the opening I needed.

“So, you do work for Black Fang then? Thank you for confirming that.” His forehead knitted together, and he leant back again, as if trying to distance himself from what he’d just inadvertently revealed to me.

“No, I didn’t say-”

“If you don’t work for him, or at least know him, you wouldn’t know what he would or wouldn’t do for a lowly hunter like me.” He exhaled loudly through his nose and stared me down.

“And do you think if you bat your eyelashes at me, I’ll tell you whatever you want?”

I laughed. “Obviously not. But it’s always a tactic I like to use before I start getting out the power tools and vervain...”

I enjoyed the play of fear that flickered over his features. He didn’t know me well enough to know I didn’t know a drill bit from a screwdriver. It tickled me to let him think I could torture him that way.

The door opened and I jumped up as Logan frowned down at me. “Dude, I thought we were in agreement when I came in here.” He folded his hulking arms over his chest again.

“We were in agreement until I realized you weren’t getting anywhere.”

I huffed. “Are you fucking kidding me?! I’ve been in here for like five minutes. I didn’t even get a chance to pull out the torture devices and parade them along the table. I didn’t get to drag Martin in here to look menacing. I didn’t even get to insinuate I would tear off a few fingernails. It’s always the most fun part.” The target glanced between us, his gaze bouncing back and forth like a tennis ball. He wasn’t sure what we were thinking or if I was joking.

I smiled down at him, white teeth out, knowing full well that it made me look a little deranged. All for his benefit. I wanted to keep him on edge and maybe he’d reveal more than he already had to me. I needed every bit of information I could peel from his un-showered body.

.

Logan dragged a black duffle bag from under the table and tossed it on top. It landed with a heavy Thunk. The things inside were mostly for show. Once we started pulling tools out from the bag people usually began talking.

I sidled up beside him and watched as he pulled out a few pairs of pliers and lined them up neatly on the table. My body blocked the sight from the prisoner. I leaned in and whispered fiercely. “This is my target and my job. You don’t get to come in here and take over in the middle. You’ll destroy the rapport I’ve started to build.”

“You mean disgust. You flipped from bitch mode to sugar plumb with not even a glimpse of a sober matron in between. It’s like you’ve never done a target interrogation before. I know damn well you were taught better than that. I also know you are aware you shouldn’t be working on a case where you are emotionally involved. And it is glaringly obvious that you are emotionally involved in whatever the fuck all of this is.” I slumped and put my hand on the table.

“Let me at least make the transition so I can try to get something from him. If we go straight to the scare tactics, it’s as bad as actually using them. The information always gets blurred with whatever the target thinks the interrogator wants to hear.” We all knew about fifty percent of fear-induced information could never be corroborated.

Logan gave me a quick jerk of his head to let me know he would fall in line with my next move. I turned back to my prisoner with another slightly demented grin.

“Where were we? Oh, right, I was explaining how it would be easier if you told me what I wanted to know and it would save us all a lot of time and, well...” I motioned to Logan who meticulously lined up the tools on the table. None of the tools would kill our vamp but they would hurt like hell. “Discomfort.”

The man’s eyes grew wide, and I snapped my fingers. “Percival, look at me. Don’t look at the man with the mean instruments. We can keep things civil, right?” Percival searched for something in my face. I couldn’t say what, but his eyes continued back and forth as if delving deep into my soul and finding it lacking.

Then he spat, right at my feet. Nope. I wasn’t getting anything out of him. I sighed. “You know what, I take it back. Logan, he’s all yours... start with his balls and work your way up to the squishier bits.” Logan tested a tool of some kind. It made a whirring sound when he pressed the button that looked like a trigger.

“This is my favorite.” He said.

I smiled and leaned against the table, not looking at dear ol’ Percy or I’d put my boot through his smoke-stained teeth. “How long do you think he’s going to last? Do we have an office pool going?” Logan snorted and shook his head.

“We didn’t bother. He’ll piss himself before I even touch him with one of these. I can always pick out the weak ones.”

I nodded. “You can. I know. What about that guy from Birmingham? He was tougher than you expected.”

“He screamed like a baby the second I started on his zipper.” A shuffle came from the direction of the prisoner, but I ignored it. Logan glanced over his shoulder and dropped the power tool on the table.

He rushed to the man. I swiveled and froze, watching as Logan knelt down and checked the pulse on the slumped figure on the ground. I held my breath until he told me what I already knew. What I could see plain as day on the asshole’s face.

“He’s dead.”

“Thank you captain obvious.” I slumped back against the table. “Wow, that must be a new record for us.” Right on cue my target turned to dust. And when the Chief found out, I was dust.
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Not even enough time to break out henry the hoover later, the chief entered the office with his usual thumping stride. I was beginning to think my life was just an intricately choreographed series of unfortunate events, each one perfectly timed to destroy my life, but not actually kill me.

I glanced over at Logan, but he was already headed out the door to meet the chief in the main work area. I stared at the vamp-sized pile of dust on the floor, and I had a few choice words for the former asshole. Like neither of us would have tortured him; we were only going to make him think we would torture him. Way more effective and a whole lot less mess to clean up afterward.

.

Before I could make a quick escape, the chief shouted for me to join him and Logan. Ok, we were having it out in front of the entire office. Cool.

I sauntered out, trying to maintain a neutral expression and not glare at Logan, who obviously sold me out in two seconds flat. “What’s up, Chief?”

“Hamilton, did you grab that Level B without an order?” I swallowed the lump clogging my throat and then cleared it.

“Well, Chief, about that...” He waved his hand to cut me off.

“Unless the answer is ‘no, sir.’ I don’t need you to elaborate further. My office, we have things to discuss in private.” Logan turned and we both followed Chief into his office. It looked like something out of a godfather movie which didn’t match the aesthetic of the rest of the building. It made sense since the Chief mostly lived here and had been caught on multiple occasions sleeping on the red Chesterfield sofa in the corner.

As for the Chief himself, although he was pushing ninety, he still looked like he could bench press a small car, the joys of reduced aging. He kept his head and his face clean shaven to show off the wicked scar which bisected the right side of his face from forehead to chin.

“Logan, door.” Chief stood behind his desk and waited for Logan to close the door. “Firstly, as you know I had a meeting at HQ this morning about the Vampire Society Ball. And you two motherfuckers were chosen for security detail at this year’s summer ball.”

Logan, I could understand them choosing him but why me? “Why?”

“Because whether I like it or not you two are the best ranking hunters in the god damn office.” He groaned and rubbed his face. “Judging by that shit show out there, they might be wrong... just don’t fuck this up. Now get the fuck out of here.” Logan opened the door, and I turned to go with him. “Not you Hamilton, you stay.” My stomach dropped. No witnesses meant I was going to get my ass chewed up and then tossed out with the rest of the crap.

With a heavy heart I spun on my heel and pushed my hands deep into my pockets to keep from fidgeting. It wasn’t like my behavior was a new thing. The Chief often found me just outside the correct side when it came to our work, I took after my father with that. But I always got the job done. “Sit, now we need to have a little conversation. It seems my orders aren’t penetrating that thick skull of yours.”

“Sir...”

“Nope, you don’t talk. I don’t need any input from you. All I want to see is your head nodding along with mine when I give you a directive. Can you do that?”

He nodded, and I gritted my teeth and nodded along with him. “Excellent start. So, you ignored Logan when he tried to start the interrogation, that much is obvious. You brought in a target you didn’t have orders for, despite the unions breathing down our necks about standards and safety. I also heard on the way you were fighting with him in the street, plain as the scar on my goddamn face.” I folded my lips in and sat on my hands.
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