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CHAPTER 1


Elena’s fingers trembled as she knelt by her
father’s side and pressed them against his neck. She almost
snatched them away when they fell upon his cooling flesh, but she
refused to let anyone in this room see how much this unnerved and
rattled her.

They would see it as a weakness and pounce,
or at least his killers would, and she had no doubt his killer was
standing nearby in the wreckage of her father’s office. Her dad had
not gone down without a fight, but then she wouldn’t have expected
anything less.

Blood streaked the top of his desk, the
walls, and his bookcases. Artifacts had been scattered and broken
across the tiled floor. Books littered the ground, as did papers.
The pile of blood beneath her father had spread out from the wound
in his chest until she nearly knelt in it.

Forcing herself to keep her fingers steady,
she tried not to let the crushing grief choking her throat and
squeezing her heart get the best of her. She had to keep her wits
about her if she was going to get through this.

Not only was a hideous vampire standing
nearby, but she wouldn’t be surprised if some of the hunters also
saw her as a traitor for going against her father’s wishes. And now
he was dead.

It didn’t matter that she’d left eight years
ago or that they’d mostly healed the wounds her leaving created;
she never should have left them behind.

But as she thought it, she knew it was never
going to be an option. She couldn’t stay in the hunter compound
without losing herself, and her father would never leave his people
behind. But more than that, he never understood why she couldn’t
simply follow her intended life and get married as he had, as her
mother had, and as all their ancestors and friends had for
thousands of years.

He’d seen her as selfish, and maybe she had
been, and perhaps she still was for not returning, but that
selfishness had kept her alive. If she’d stayed here, she would
have died. Maybe not physically, but she would have died a gradual,
inner death every day until her life ended.

When she first ran away, she hadn’t believed
she would make it on her own. And there were many nights when she
was certain she wouldn’t see the next day, but the sun always rose,
and she always rose and carried on.

Whether it was stubborn pride, fear of being
married off to someone if she returned to the compound, or her
determination to prove she could survive on her own, she remained
living on the streets even though she was lonely, terrified, and
starving most days.

And her decision and determination cost her
seven and a half years with her parents. She’d only reconnected
with them less than a year ago, or at least with her dad after they
moved their compound to Arizona, the state where she’d been living
almost since the day she left.

She hadn’t talked to her father for all those
years, but she did have contact with her mom.

And now, just as they were all starting to
forgive and move on, he was gone. Elena almost shoved her fist into
her mouth to hold back a sob, but she managed to keep it suppressed
though her breath gave a little hitch she was sure didn’t go
unnoticed by all those surrounding her.

Her father, the man who kissed her skinned
knees, wiped her tears, and held her close while she cried, was
dead. Things had been strained between them when they first
reconnected, but they’d gotten better recently. He’d allowed her
back onto the compound; they’d shared dinners, laughter, and drinks
as they worked to move on from their pain and anger.

She’d been so sure one day they would be as
close as they once were, but that day had never come, and now
someone had torn it away from her.

She lifted her head, and her eyes clashed
with the vampire standing across from her. When she glowered at
him, he bowed his head before glancing at the hunter beside
him.

Neither the vamp nor his hunter friend
belonged here. She was aware of where they did belong as her
father had told her they were coming. She’d informed him that she
didn’t think it was a good idea, but he’d never listened to her
before, and though they were repairing their relationship, she
hadn’t expected that to change.

But her father had insisted the Alliance was
a good idea and the only way they would bring down the Savage
vampires. She had her doubts, but since her dad joined the Alliance
after she left, she didn’t know much about it or the differences
between a supposedly “good” vampire and a “bad” one.

It turned out it didn’t matter, as she’d been
right. She was aware some of the compounds were now working with
certain vampires, but to her, they would always be the hated
monsters she had been raised to believe they were. These two had
proven her right by destroying her father, a man who had trusted
them.

Logan felt the woman’s hatred as she glared
at him. He tried to think of something to say, but “I’m sorry
for your loss” seemed completely inadequate when anguish etched
her face and shone from her black eyes.

The crisp scent of lemons she emitted
intensified as tears filled her eyes before she blinked them away.
Despite her obvious loathing of him, Logan had the inexplicable
urge to wrap his arms around her and offer her comfort.

He’d probably be better off trying to hug a
grizzly bear while skipping around with a couple of her cubs. He’d
probably emerge less unscathed anyway.

Normally, he would leave to let the family
mourn alone, but this was a murder, and it needed to be solved as
the killer lived amongst them. Not only that, but the killer was a
traitor and had committed the heinous crime of killing their
leader.

He was still trying to figure out what to do
when a murmur ran through the crowd gathered outside the room. It
spread until those within the room lifted their heads and turned
toward the whispers.

Unlike some of the other hunters, he’d spent
most of his formative years focused on training. Schooling was
never a strong point for him; he’d spent as much time skipping his
classes as he had in them.

Which meant his foreign language skills
weren’t the best. He’d learned some Spanish words from his previous
visit with Declan, but he was far from fluent. To be fair, they
weren’t allowed to be at the compound for extended periods, and
Alejandro and his men always spoke English when around them.

He’d tried getting a book and one of those
apps that taught how to speak another language, but he’d never
caught on to it and grew frustrated after a few days. Books and
school had never been his thing; that wasn’t going to change
anytime soon.

He glanced at Asher, whose Spanish was
slightly better than his, but his friend looked as confused as him.
Logan didn’t know if Asher’s confusion was because he didn’t
understand what they were saying or if he did understand and
was still lost.

“What is it?” Logan whispered to him.

“Mateo is coming.” Asher’s eyebrows knit
together over the bridge of his nose. The flecks of gold in his
troubled brown eyes stood out sharply in the lamplight filling the
room. His eyes flew to Logan as his forehead cleared. “We should
get out of here.”

Logan didn’t get a chance to reply before the
hunters closest to them turned to look at them. The hair on his
nape rose, and he almost took an involuntary step back from the
sudden wrath clouding their faces. He couldn’t understand them, but
he now heard the ire in their words.

They had decided who the killers were, and
they were wrong. However, that wouldn’t save their asses
from an entire compound of pissed-off hunters who believed them to
be murderers. Their bodies would already be in pieces before they
maybe realized they’d killed the wrong people, and they
might never realize that.

With no son to take over control of the
hunters now that Alejandro was gone, his second-in-command, Mateo,
had assumed leadership. And that leadership wanted them dead or
imprisoned, or whatever came first.

Most likely death.

When one of the hunters lunged at him, Logan
darted to the side to avoid the smaller man. He’d prefer not to
harm anyone, but he didn’t think they were going to give him a
choice. He searched for a way out of the office. There was only one
doorway, and dozens of hunters were blocking it.

The drapes concealed the windows in the wall
to his left. He didn’t know what lay beyond them. Every time he’d
entered this room, those drapes were always closed, but when he
looked to Asher again, he could tell his friend was thinking the
same thing.

Those windows were their only option.

“Easy,” Asher said as he danced back from the
enclosing hunters. He held up his hands in a pacifying gesture. It
did nothing to calm the crowd. “We didn’t do this. We’re not your
enemy.”

“Lies!” Elena spat. “Vampires have
always been our enemies.”

“I’m not a vampire. And he”—Asher pointed a
finger at Logan— “is a hunter too.”

Elena’s eyes widened at this revelation, and
her gaze shot back to the vampire. It unnerved her to discover his
attention on her.

“I’m as much a hunter as I am a vampire,” he
told her.

Mateo may be the new leader of the compound,
but this was Alejandro’s daughter. If they could sway her to their
side, they might have a chance of escaping with their heads still
attached to their bodies.

He hadn’t known Alejandro had a daughter, but
he wasn’t surprised by that. Most of the women were kept away from
them when they came to the compound. However, Alejandro talked of
his wife often, and they’d met Rosa a few times. He found it odd
Alejandro hadn’t spoken of his daughter.

“They’re traitors,” someone hissed from the
hallway. “They killed Alejandro.”

When Elena’s chin went up, Logan knew he’d
lost any chance he might have had to convince her they weren’t the
bad guys.

“Shit,” Logan said. “Asher…”

He didn’t have to finish what he’d been about
to say. The two of them had trained together since they could walk.
Asher was his best friend; they knew each other well and often
anticipated each other’s moves. Right now, that anticipation had to
get them out of this.

Closest to the door, Asher was the first to
move as someone shouted something from the hallway. Logan wasn’t
expecting it when a scuffle broke out in the hall. He was annoyed
with himself for not paying better attention in Spanish class and
while here.

Instead of waiting to find out what was
happening and if it would benefit them, Logan moved with Asher. The
two of them sprinted across the floor but didn’t get far before
gunshots rang out.



CHAPTER 2


He didn’t kid himself into thinking they weren’t
firing wooden bullets at them. And either way, if one of them
struck Asher, they would take his friend down.

Elena scrambled to her feet as the hunter and
vamp ran toward the windows. There was no way she was going to let
her father’s killers out of this room. Removing her stake from
where she kept it holstered at her side, she sprinted after the
murderers.

“Elena, get down!” Mateo yelled at her in
Spanish.

She threw herself to the floor and kicked out
as she rolled. Her foot hooked around the vamp’s ankle and swept
his foot out from under him. When Elena lived on the compound, she
didn’t receive any combat training as the men did, but once she
left and was capable of paying for it, she spent hours training to
fight.

Unlike the blissfully oblivious humans, she
was well aware of what lurked in the night, and she would always be
prepared to take on any vampire. She never left home without a
stake, she was a black belt at Krav Maga, did kickboxing, and had
taken self-defense classes. She was also an excellent shot and a
decent fencer.

This wasn’t her first time going up against a
vampire, and it wouldn’t be her last. But if she had her way, it
would be his last day.

The vamp staggered and almost caught his
balance, but the bullet slamming into his shoulder pitched him
forward, and his hands hit the ground.

Elena jumped to her feet at the same time the
vampire rolled, clasped her ankle, and yanked her foot out from
under her. The move was so unexpected, and he was so fast,
she couldn’t get her hands underneath her before her ass hit the
floor.

The air burst out of her lungs, but she
couldn’t let it slow her; if she did, she’d die. While still trying
to catch her breath, she delivered a left hook to his face that
would have made her boxing coach proud.

She tried to leap up again, but the vamp dove
forward and encircled his arms around her waist. Elena aimed the
stake at his heart, but he knocked her hand aside with the speed of
lightning striking a tree.

Logan wrestled to keep the feisty hunter from
killing him while also trying to break free of her before the
others jumped into the fray. He was trying not to injure her, but
she was like trying to wrestle a cat into a bath; all claws and
pissed-off attitude with a whole lot of “I will tear your eyes
out.”

When Elena lunged at him, he’d been
anticipating the move, but he hadn’t expected her forehead to smash
his nose. He almost grabbed his nose as blood poured from it. If he
did that, he couldn’t stop her next attack as she swung at him
again. It was as if she’d somehow sprouted more arms and was
suddenly an octopus, but he managed to catch her fist in his
hand.

The vamp clamped his hand around hers. Elena
tried to rip it away, but she’d have a better chance of bending
steel. When glass shattered, her head twisted toward the noise as
the vamp’s hunter friend used her father’s desk chair to bash out
the window.

“Logan!” Asher shouted. “Let’s go!”

More gunfire erupted as the argument over
whether or not to capture the hunter and vampire ended between Juan
and Mateo. Juan didn’t want these two imprisoned or killed, but he
also couldn’t let them escape when they didn’t know who killed her
father.

As far as she was concerned, even if there
were no bite marks on her father’s body, this bastard did it. Of
course, he wouldn’t be stupid enough to leave his mark on her dad.
Vampires were evil monsters, but they weren’t idiots.

Elena lunged for the vamp again. But as she
was going after him, she realized she’d made a mistake. She hadn’t
expected him to lurch toward her at the same time.

As more gunfire erupted, the vampire ripped
the stake away from her and lodged his shoulder in her gut. He
lifted her easily off the ground. Hanging upside down and still
struggling to catch her breath, it took Elena a second to realize
what was happening… She’d become his shield.

Shouts to stop firing filled the air, but
more shots rang out. Either those with the guns didn’t hear them,
or they didn’t care. Some considered her a traitor for leaving
after all, and it wasn’t like she was fully one of them
anymore.

As glass, possessions, and wood shot into the
air around her, she realized the hunters weren’t shooting at them
anymore. They were shooting all around them, and while there was
still a chance they might be accidentally hit, they weren’t trying
to kill her too. At this point, they were hoping he dropped
her.

Unfortunately, that didn’t happen as he
jumped out the window to land beside his hunter friend. Elena tried
to brace herself to see better as she planted her hands on the
small of his back and lifted her head.

She didn’t have a stake anymore, but she
still had her hands, and she fisted them together and hammered them
into his back. The vamp grunted, and to her frustration, it was the
only reaction he gave.

Squirming, she tried to break free of the arm
locked around her waist, but he didn’t give her an inch.

“What are you doing?” Asher demanded of
Logan.

“Escaping,” Logan said as he started running
beside his friend.

He ignored the fingers digging into his
flesh, followed by the powerful blows Elena delivered to his back.
She was small, but she was strong and inflicting a lot of damage to
his kidneys and spine.

When her fingers dug into the bullet hole in
his shoulder, he nearly let her go. Gritting his teeth, he ignored
the flames licking at his skin as she twisted her fingers deeper.
She was strong and ruthless. This was a girl who played to
win, but since she might be their only chance of making it out of
here, he wasn’t going to let her go.

“What are you doing with her?” Asher
asked.

“Hopefully, using her to get us out of
here.”

“They’re still firing at you.”

“But only one of them hit me, and it was
before I had her. They’ll keep us alive if we have her.”

The look in Asher’s eyes said he didn’t like
having a hostage, but he didn’t protest any further. Neither of
them wanted a hostage, and he especially would have preferred one
who wasn’t determined to dig the bullet out of his shoulder blade,
but they’d both prefer to live.

They could figure out who killed Alejandro
and try to repair their relationship with these hunters later, but
they couldn’t do either of those things from a prison cell or a
pine box.

As they sprinted down the compacted, dirt
road toward the large gate at the end, more hunters emerged from
their homes. Most of them were women left behind when their
husbands went out to hunt or were called out after discovering
Alejandro’s body.

The gunfire had drawn the women out, but they
didn’t leave their porches, and more than a few scurried back into
their homes when they saw him and Asher coming. This was one of
many nights when they’d been allowed into the compound. Alejandro
had given the women on the compound more freedom, but they mostly
stayed away from him and Asher. They’d also stayed away from him
and Declan.

“How are we going to get over the gate?”
Asher panted as he ran.

“I can jump it,” Logan said.

“I can’t.”

When floodlights burst through the night with
the blinding intensity of the sun emerging from the clouds, Logan
threw one hand up to protect his eyes but didn’t slow. Elena
finally stopped digging into the hole for a few seconds, only to
resume battering his back as her feet kicked in the air.

The sound of a roaring engine caught Elena’s
attention, and she stopped beating on the vamp to lift her head. As
she did so, a car shot out from in between two of the homes. Its
ass end slid out as it skidded across the road.

The dirt shooting out from the tires created
a dust storm that trailed the vehicle. Hope surged inside her, and,
deciding beating on him wasn’t working, she gripped the waistband
of the vampire’s jeans and ripped upward.

The vamp grunted as he took a hitching step
from the wedgy that had to have squished his balls, but it didn’t
slow him as much as she’d hoped. Sliding her hand beneath the
waistband of his jeans, she found the edge of his underwear and
yanked them up.

“Son of a bitch!” Logan shouted and nearly
went down as his underwear firmly lodged itself in his colon.

“What is it?” Asher asked.

“Just keep going,” he grated through his
teeth.

Despite being extremely uncomfortable, he
kept running. The hot air was like sand in his lungs, making
breathing difficult. Sweat dripped off his forehead and plastered
his clothes to his body.

He had no idea how to get both himself and
Asher over the top of the wall with a car coming after them or what
they would do once they were over. Because then, the gate would
open and hunters would spill out to hunt them into the desert
surrounding the compound.

And there wasn’t anything out there to keep
the hunters from killing them. The compound was a sprawling
eight-hundred-acre estate the hunters had walled off, irrigated,
and turned into homes and farmland for their livestock.

Outside the wall was nothing but endless
desert, with the closest town being five miles away. They could
easily run there under normal conditions, but they weren’t
outrunning vehicles, guns, and a whole lot of pissed-off
hunters.

They had to get over that wall and get
a vehicle, but he didn’t know how they would do either of those
things.

As they neared the wall, Logan fell back to
run behind Asher so he could protect his friend as more gunfire
erupted. Sand kicked up all around him as the bullets struck the
earth, but none hit him. While the hunter remained slung over his
back, they would be safe.

“Jump!” Logan shouted as Asher neared the
wall.

Asher leapt into the air, and his fingers
caught the top edge of the brick before his body crashed into the
stone façade. He grunted, and one of his hands fell free, but he
scrambled to regain purchase on the wall.

Before he completely lost his grip, Logan
grasped his legs and heaved Asher up. He almost pushed too hard and
shoved Asher over, but his friend managed to stay on the wall and
straddled it with his legs.

“Give me your hand!” Asher commanded as he
reached for Logan.

Logan had no intention of doing that. Asher
was a target on top of the wall. Wooden bullets would kill him if
they struck him in the heart, but they would do far more damage to
Asher. Shifting his hold on Elena, Logan held her up as a barrage
of bullets peppered the wall.

“What are you doing?” Asher hissed as he
flattened himself against the top of it.

“Take her,” Logan commanded. “They won’t
shoot you if you have her.”

Asher flinched as a bullet struck the wall
centimeters below his face. Bits of brick shot up to hit his
cheeks; more shots fired as he recoiled. Asher jerked his hand up,
and blood sprayed across the wall as one of those bullets struck
him.

No! Logan inwardly shouted, but Asher
didn’t tumble from the wall. His face contorted with pain as he
stretched a hand toward Logan again.

“Are you okay?” Logan inquired.

“Yes,” Asher said in a strained voice.

“Take her!”

As he handed Elena up to his friend, she
started kicking and swinging. One of the blows caught Logan under
his chin and snapped his head back, but he didn’t let her go. He
couldn’t see Asher anymore, but Elena’s weight eased from his
arms.

Asher cursed, and something scratched at the
wall, but Logan didn’t take the time to see what the hellion was
doing to his friend. Instead, he backed up a few feet and ran at
the wall. He leapt onto the top of the wall, where another bullet
struck him in the calf.

Jumping off the wall, he landed on the other
side with his hand resting on the ground as he surveyed the scene.
At some point, Elena must have gotten away from Asher as they were
sprinting along the wall.

Asher tackled her into the sand. Logan buried
the unexpected anger that hit him when Asher dragged her down. He
wanted to help his friend, but the gate was already swinging open,
and he’d only have one chance to get them out of here.

That opportunity was upon him.



CHAPTER 3


Logan plastered himself against the wall as the car
burst out of the gate. Its engine and wheels screeched. The driver
tried to fix its trajectory before it shot into the desert and away
from them.

Bullets tore chunks of brick out of the wall
above Asher and Elena. Running toward the still opening gate, Logan
slammed his hands against it and dug his toes in to close it before
more hunters spilled out.

The gate screeched as it tried to keep
opening, but Logan put all his weight and muscle into getting it to
stop, which it finally did with a loud, clanking noise. Blood
seeped from his injuries, but he ignored the discomfort as he dug
his toes into the earth and pushed against the thick piece of solid
metal.

The metal screeched as it fought against him
before finally giving way with a loud crack that caused the full
weight of the gate, which had to be at least a thousand pounds, to
sag. It became tougher to move, but he held it up enough that it
didn’t drag across the earth, making his task a lot easier.

Getting the gate closed wouldn’t buy them
much time, but it would make it a lot more difficult for the
hunters inside to get free. If he worked fast, they could have the
car and be out of here before they managed to get the heavy gate
open again.

As of right now, the driver and passenger of
the car were focused on Elena and Asher. Because he was a vamp,
they probably assumed he’d fled into the night just as some of them
believed he and Asher were the killers.

Before the Alliance, there was a time he
would have assumed the same things about vampires too. He’d
believed vamps were nothing more than bloodthirsty, murderous
monsters and the only good one was a dead one.

Now, he knew better, but plenty of hunters
remained stuck in the old way of thinking.

Logan sprinted after the car as it screeched
to a halt behind Asher and Elena. The driver’s side door opened and
a leg emerged, but before anyone could get out, Logan bashed the
door into the man. The hunter howled as the blow shattered his
leg.

Mateo, the hunter in the passenger seat,
exited the vehicle and started firing, except the bullets weren’t
aimed at Logan as he’d anticipated. His heart sank when not only
did Asher cry out, but so did Elena. Unlike the other hunters,
Mateo didn’t care if he hit her if it got him what he wanted, which
was him and Asher dead.

Adrenaline pumping through him, and fury
propelling him to speeds he’d never experienced, Logan pulled the
door open again, grabbed the still screaming driver by his throat,
and threw him out of the car.

Jumping into the seat, he shifted the car
into park before leaping out from behind the wheel. As he moved,
the driver who had been crawling away, rolled onto his back and
started firing at him.

Logan zigzagged back and forth to avoid the
bullets before catching up to the hunter. He ripped the gun out of
the man’s hand and bashed the butt end into the guy’s forehead.

It made a sickening, cracking sound, and a
purple lump appeared almost instantly. The man’s eyes rolled back
in his head before he slumped to the ground. For a second, Logan
feared he’d killed the man. Holding his breath, he waited to see if
he’d become a murderer. Then, the man’s chest rose and fell.

Logan didn’t have time for relief as he
turned and, ignoring the pain in his leg, sprinted around the car.
As soon as he ran around the hood, gunfire erupted again. Jumping
back, he managed to avoid the bullet that kissed his cheek with
fire.

Knowing their time was running out, he ducked
away and retreated toward the back of the car. He didn’t go all the
way to the back; instead, he stopped in the middle of the car, took
a few steps back, and ran at the vehicle.

When he was a few feet away from the car, he
jumped into the air. His legs kicked in the air as he soared over
the vehicle and landed on the other side.

The hunter faced the back of the car, but he
hadn’t expected an attack from above. When Mateo swung the gun up,
Logan backhanded it so hard that something snapped before the gun
went flying.

“Fuck you!” he spat at Mateo.

The hunter started to fumble for something in
his pocket. Logan bent and ripped away the stake before punching
Mateo in the face. The blow knocked his head back and caused his
eyes to roll into his head.

While Mateo was still trying to recover,
Logan quickly searched him. He found some extra bullets that he
shoved into his pockets before punching the hunter. This time, his
eyes rolled back in his head, and he slumped to the ground.

When Logan let the unconscious man go, his
head thumped off the ground. He glanced at the gate to make sure it
still wasn’t opening before turning his attention to Elena and
Asher; neither moved.

His skin crawling with dread, and an
impending sense of doom building inside him, Logan cautiously
approached Asher and Elena. The coppery scent of their powerful
hunter blood hung heavily on the air and seeped out to stain the
sand.

He didn’t know what he would do if they’d
murdered his best friend. And for some reason, the idea of Elena
being dead caused a chill to settle around his heart. If they were
dead, he should get out of here as fast as he could, but what he
really desired was to tear the gate down and slaughter anyone who
got in his way.

Starting with Mateo.

And he wouldn’t stop until they took him
out.

He’d worked tirelessly to keep himself under
control after he agreed to be changed and Declan turned him into a
vampire, but that control started to unravel with each of his
steps. The bloodlust thrumming through his veins caused his fangs
to throb.

He hadn’t felt this out of control since he
first woke and went after Elyse because he was so damn thirsty.
He’d worked hard to never be that out of control again, but
his head buzzed like a swarm of bees surrounded it, and everything
in him screamed for vengeance and blood.

He didn’t worry about becoming a Savage. He
didn’t kid himself into thinking he could take all the hunters out
before they destroyed him, but he would do a lot of damage first.
There were more than a few innocents in there, and he could very
well take them out too, but as Asher and Elena remained unmoving,
he found he didn’t care.

Kneeling between the two bodies, Logan rested
a hand on Asher’s shoulder and rolled his friend toward him. The
gunshot wound to his upper shoulder had soaked his shirt with
blood. But as Logan moved him, he groaned, and his eyelids
fluttered open before closing again.

“Hold on,” Logan said. “I’m going to get us
out of here.”

He turned his attention to Elena, and with a
trembling hand, he brushed the hair back from her face. Her golden
skin had paled considerably, and her cupid’s bow lips parted on a
tremulous breath.

Logan’s head bowed, and his shoulders slumped
as an unexpected shout of joy swelled in his throat. They were both
alive… for now, but if he didn’t get them out of here, that might
not last.

He took in the blood soaking her upper thigh
and sticking her jeans to her flesh. Another trail of blood skimmed
across her temple; a thick bruise accompanied it. The bullet that
grazed her had also packed a bit of a punch, but it wasn’t deadly.
The gunshot wound to her thigh was causing a great deal of blood
loss and might kill her if he didn’t do something about it.

Like a coffin opening in a bad horror movie,
a creaking sound broke the silence. He glanced back at the gate and
saw it was starting to inch open.

With a sense of urgency propelling him, he
pulled off his shirt and ripped it into two pieces. His blood
stained the material, but it would have to do. He used one of the
pieces to tie a tourniquet around Elena’s upper thigh. He then used
the other piece to wrap Asher’s shoulder.

When he finished, he scooped Elena up and ran
with her back to the car. He had no idea why he was taking her with
them. If he left her here, the hunters would take care of her, but
as he repeated this perfectly logical explanation to himself, he
still didn’t put her down.

He told himself it was because they could use
her as leverage against the hunters. Told himself it was to keep
the hunters from attacking them, but that wasn’t true.

If he were honest with himself, he would
acknowledge it was because he couldn’t walk away and leave her here
without knowing what would become of her. Someone had killed her
father, and one of her own shot her. She wasn’t safe here.

He opened the front door and placed her in
the passenger seat before returning for Asher. His friend moaned
when Logan lifted him, but he didn’t wake.

Sprinting for the car, Logan pulled open the
back door and placed his friend carefully inside. He slammed the
door shut and ran over the top of Mateo, who grunted when Logan’s
foot hit him in the chest.

As he ran around the back of the car, he
busted out the taillights in the hopes of making it more difficult
to follow them. The gate was still opening when he slid behind the
wheel, turned off the headlights, and hit the gas.



CHAPTER 4


Logan sped down the sandy road leading away from the
hunter compound. He hoped he wasn’t heading deeper into the desert,
but he had no idea where they were. All he knew was there was a
paved road somewhere nearby.

The only illumination guiding his way were
the millions of stars in the sky and the sliver of the crescent
moon. They weren’t much, but he didn’t dare turn on the headlights.
He didn’t see any lights in the rearview mirror yet, but it was
only a matter of time before the hunters came after him.

Then, like a mirage rising out of the night,
the asphalt surface of the main road came into view. Once there, he
paused to take in his surroundings. To his left was nothing but
darkness and road. To his right was the distant, shimmering glow of
a town.

He didn’t know if it was the best decision,
but he turned toward the town in the hopes it was the one where he
and Logan were staying. This car was a hunter vehicle, which meant
it probably had a tracking device on it. If one of their own didn’t
return from a hunt, they would have a way to track them as best as
they could.

Which meant he had to get rid of this car,
and since the hunters blindfolded them whenever they brought them
out to the compound, he wasn’t sure where to locate the tracker or
where their vehicle was.

If he could find the town where he and Logan
were staying, he could get their SUV, ditch this car, and disappear
before the hunters caught up to them. It may be easier said than
done, but it was his best plan right now.

He didn’t know how good of a plan it was as
headlights pierced the blanket of the night behind him. Logan
pushed down further on the accelerator and watched as the needle
climbed from sixty to seventy.

The car, a black Cadillac, handled those
speeds like a race car on the track as its tires clung to the road.
His hands tightened on the wheel as the speedometer reached one
hundred. The headlights behind him didn’t get any further away, but
they weren’t gaining ground either.

One thing he loved to do was drive. He
relished the rush of the scenery speeding by him, the feel of the
power in the wheel beneath his hands, and he was good at it.

There was nothing out here, and if he crashed
now, he would live; the other two wouldn’t. He and Asher wouldn’t
survive if the hunters caught them, and he didn’t know what they
would do to Elena. He was willing to take his chances with crashing
over those unknowns.

The Cadillac hit one twenty as he went over a
small dip in the road. All four tires left the ground, and for a
second, they flew before crashing to the earth with less of a jolt
than he anticipated.

As the lights in the distant town grew
brighter, Elena moaned, and her head lolled to the side. As much as
he hated the idea of her hurting, she couldn’t wake now. He
couldn’t control her and flee from the others.

When her head fell against the glass, she
whimpered as her head wound came into contact with the window.
Logan squeezed the wheel tighter while he prepared himself for a
whole lot of trouble, but she didn’t move again.

As he neared the town, Logan eased off the
accelerator before they got pulled over. They’d never get away from
the hunters if that happened, and he couldn’t accidentally take out
any innocent bystanders in town.

He was still doing a little over the speed
limit as he entered the town, but it wasn’t enough to get him
pulled over. He switched on his headlights because not having them
on would get him pulled over.

He and Asher had spent enough time exploring
the town that he recognized the white adobe buildings with their
pink, orange, and red-tiled roofs. This was the town where
he and Asher were staying, and he wasn’t far from their hotel.

The sun had set, but people continued to
stroll the sidewalks running along the fronts of the buildings.
Those people meandered from one restaurant to another, in and out
of bars, and loitered outside the movie theater.

Their laughter, floating on the air, didn’t
fit with the events of this night. He envied them their ignorant
bliss. If they knew about the monsters who came out to hunt, they’d
lock themselves in their homes.

Elena whimpered before settling down once
more. The single stoplight in town was, of course, red when he
rolled up to it. He impatiently tapped the steering wheel before
smiling and waving at the group of teen girls who waved at him
while running across the intersection.

Seconds after they safely crossed the road,
the light turned green, and Logan drove through the intersection.
He checked his rearview, but though he’d kept track of the
headlights pursuing him when he first entered the town, he’d lost
them in the steady flow of traffic.

He still had time; they wouldn’t have caught
up yet.

After another mile, he turned into the
parking lot of the only motel in town, parked the car, and turned
it off. He had to move fast; the hunters would be here soon, and he
had to be gone before they arrived if he was going to avoid being
tracked by them. The hunters knew what they were driving, but there
were plenty of black GMCs out there, and they would blend in once
they hit the road again.

He shoved the door open, climbed out from
behind the wheel, and fished the key card out of his jean’s pocket.
Both his injuries protested his movement as he sprinted to the
room, swiped the card across the screen, and pushed the door
open.

His keys for the SUV he and Asher rented upon
arriving here were sitting on the bureau where he left them.
Snatching them off the bureau, he ran back outside, unlocked the
SUV, climbed behind the wheel, and drove over to park in front of
the car.

He placed Elena back in the passenger seat of
the SUV and strapped on her seat belt before returning for Asher.
He didn’t like the look of his friend as he settled Asher into the
back. No color remained in his friend’s face, and even his lips had
gone white. He groaned when Logan moved him but didn’t wake, and
his skin was clammy to the touch.

As soon as they were somewhere safe, he would
give Asher some of his blood, but it would have to wait for now. He
hoped Asher made it that long. The second the possibility crossed
his mind, he shut it down. He would not lose one of the best
friends he’d ever had.

Climbing back behind the wheel, Logan
continuously checked his mirrors while navigating back onto the
road, but he didn’t notice anyone following them as they left
town.



CHAPTER 5


Elena’s head felt like somebody turned a woodpecker
loose inside her skull. Every bit of it reverberated as the
woodpecker hammered, hammered, hammered for insects. Its relentless
onslaught caused her stomach to roll as nausea burned up her
throat.

“Easy,” a voice soothed as a cool hand
pressed against her forehead. “You’ve lost a lot of blood; lie
still and relax.”

She settled back onto something soft and did
as the voice suggested, only because doing anything more would most
likely cause her to vomit all over herself. That would only piss
the woodpecker off more.

Logan dipped a washcloth into the bowl of
warm water he’d placed on the nightstand between Elena and Asher’s
beds. He squeezed out the excess water before tenderly wiping her
brow with the cloth.

On the other bed, Asher had finally settled
into a deep sleep. The blood Logan gave him had helped him heal
faster. It was going to make her mad when she discovered what he’d
done, but Logan had given Elena some of his blood too.

It was either they drank his blood, or he
would have to take them to a hospital. They were hunters and could
handle a lot more than humans when it came to wounds, but they’d
lost too much blood to heal without some kind of medical
intervention.

Since he wasn’t a doctor, and they couldn’t
go to a hospital without risking the hunters or Savages finding
out, he’d opted for his blood. They weren’t so far gone it would
change them, and he didn’t give them enough for that.

He’d take her wrath when she woke as long as
she was alive and healthy. She was going to be pissed off once she
realized the situation she was in any way.

Logan glanced around the motel room he’d
pulled into shortly after they crossed into New Mexico. Once they
were out of the town, and he was sure no one had followed them,
he’d pulled over to the side of the road and given them blood.

After getting them into this room, he’d given
them more blood. And he was feeling it. His body had pushed the
bullets out, his wounds had healed, but he’d sustained a fair
amount of blood loss before they did. The blood he’d given to Asher
and Elena had weakened him further.

That weakness seeped through his muscles as
hunger churned in his stomach. He needed to feed, he had to be at
his strongest in case the hunters somehow tracked them to this
place, but he couldn’t leave them here alone.

He didn’t dare leave Asher alone with her.
Out of the two of them, she was recovering the fastest, and if she
woke to discover Asher injured and in the next bed, she might kill
him. So he would have to stay and deal with his hunger until Asher
woke. And then they would both have to figure out what to do with
her.

He tried to ignore the enticing scent of
their blood drifting from their closing wounds and bloodstained
clothes, but it was a potent aroma, especially Elena’s. Beneath the
coppery tang of her blood was her inherent, crisp lemon scent. It
intrigued and captivated him as he dabbed her forehead with the
cloth.

As much as the idea of it enticed him, he
couldn’t feed on them, and he might kill them if he tried.

When she was up and moving, there was no way
she would get calmly back into their SUV to travel with them. He
could leave her here to deal with the hunters, but he didn’t like
that idea. Her father had been murdered, one of her own was the
killer, and they may want her dead too.

He hadn’t known Alejandro had a daughter, but
he did know there was no son. As second-in-command, Mateo could
either marry her or kill her to ensure his position. Given that she
was sporting a gunshot wound, Logan could guess which choice Mateo
would prefer.

And he was sure Mateo had something to do
with Alejandro’s death. Maybe Mateo hadn’t been the one to kill him
as he’d been out on a hunt when Alejandro died—or at least that’s
where he was supposed to be—but he had something to do with it.

Which left him wondering how many others were
involved in Alejandro’s death.

Alejandro hadn’t gone down easy, as evidenced
by the condition of his office. There had been blood, papers,
books, and broken decorations everywhere in the room. Had it been
more than one who attacked him?

He thought that was more than likely.

If Elena was stubborn enough to return to the
compound, he couldn’t stop her, but it wasn’t safe there. He
suspected her hatred of vampires would propel her away from him and
back toward the safety of where she grew up. Plus, her mother was
there, and for all he knew, Elena was someone’s wife and
mother.

The idea of her being married to another man
caused an involuntary sneer to curve his upper lip. His hands
clenched on the cloth before he took it away and placed it back in
the bowl. He turned away from her as he labored to suppress the
demon within him.

Feeling strong enough to brave the irritation
of the woodpecker, Elena dared to crack open an eye. Her blurred
vision didn’t let her see much, but the warm washcloth rested
against her forehead again.

It had been years since someone had taken
care of her. No one, since she left the compound, had taken care of
her. Even before then, her mother hadn’t sat beside her bed in
years to nurse her back to health. Mainly because, like most
hunters, she seldom got sick.

“Mama?” she croaked.

Before the voice responded, she knew she was
wrong. The smell of nutmeg didn’t belong to her mother. Her mom
smelled of roses and spices and home. This smell, while pleasant,
also had an underlying aroma of wildness to it that was
intriguing.
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