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To those who have ever carried secrets too heavy for their hearts,
to those who chose courage even when fear was louder,
and to the ones who walk in shadows but still seek the light—
this story is for you.

And above all, to the dreamers who believe every revelation
is only the beginning.


Every truth demands a sacrifice.
Every revelation leaves a scar.
And some destinies are written in blood
long before the soul is ready to bear them.
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Preface




The world does not shatter in a single night—it fractures slowly, silently, in the hearts of those who are chosen against their will.

I did not ask to inherit a bloodline whispered of in fear, nor to carry a name that summons both reverence and ruin. Yet destiny cares little for what one asks. It arrives unbidden, cloaked in shadows, leaving behind only questions too dangerous to speak aloud.

There was a time when I believed in peace, in family, in the safety of ordinary days. But the moment truth revealed itself, everything changed. The faces I trusted shifted into masks of betrayal. The hands I once thought would protect me reached instead for my destruction.

This is not a story of heroes born ready. It is a story of the unprepared—of those who stagger beneath the weight of revelation, yet find themselves thrust into battles they never thought they would fight.

And so, if you choose to walk these pages, know this: the beginning is not gentle. The truth is not kind. And the revelation waiting at the end will demand more than blood—it will demand belief.


Prologue




It is written in blood and shadow that once every century, the mortal realm is touched by fate.
Once every hundred years, a child is born—fragile in form, human in flesh, yet marked by destiny. These children are called the Pure Bloods.

Though born of mortal parents, they are not ordinary. They carry within them strength unmeasured, resilience beyond comprehension. They are protectors, defenders of humankind against the darkness that stalks the night. For as long as there have been vampires, there have been Pure Bloods—the eternal counterweight, the fragile hope woven into the endless war.

Yet each Pure Blood is different. The gift comes fractured, divided, parcelled out as though fate itself feared what they might become if whole. From among the powers of their kind, each Pure Blood bears only a chosen few:


Blood Detection: the sight to discern the hidden, to read the aura of blood, to know vampire from man.


Blood Sight: the gaze that unravels power, stripping away the vampire’s stare; where others are enthralled, the Pure Blood commands.


Echo Sense: the whisper of presence, the tremor in the air; to feel the hunter long before the fangs find flesh.


Cursed Blood: the eternal burden. By nature, their blood empowers vampires—strengthens, heals, restores. Yet once mastered, that same blood can corrode, drive them to madness, or unravel their existence entirely. But the price is steep. For though their blood may resurrect a fallen vampire, the Pure Blood’s life will end in exchange.


Blood Bond: a covenant sealed in crimson. Through the mingling of blood, the Pure Blood may share their powers—and take on the gifts of another. But it is a bond of singular fate. Once chosen, it cannot be remade. And should the bonded one perish, all shared power dies with them.

This is the legacy they inherit. A gift. A curse.

But their story is not of triumph alone.

The longest Pure Blood lived one hundred and fifty years. Some say they yet walk the earth, hidden, unseen, waiting. But most—most are gone. Many were captured, drained dry until nothing remained but husks. Many rose as defenders, their lives burned away in battle. A few, a blessed few, survived to old age, their names etched in silence, remembered only in secret.

And some… some were snuffed out before they even drew breath. Hunted in the womb, slaughtered before the first cry, their light extinguished by those who feared what it might become.

This is the cycle. This is the war.

A century has passed since the last. The hourglass turns again. Somewhere in the mortal realm, a child stirs—a fragile life destined to bear the burden of eternity. A Pure Blood.

And the night waits.


Chapter 1




The chamber drowned beneath a tide of moonlight, silver cascading through the towering, arched windows like a ghostly flood. The curtains—once proud velvet banners, now little more than moth-eaten relics—stirred restlessly in the midnight breeze, their frayed edges whispering against the air. Pale light spilled across the stone walls, casting long, restless shadows that writhed and shifted as though alive. The braziers sputtered with weary flames, coughing smoke and amber sparks that fought against the invading cold, their glow too fragile to banish the vastness of the dark.

Every slab of stone seemed steeped in memory, saturated with centuries of silence and secrets. The room did not simply exist—it brooded, as though listening still to the oaths, betrayals, and confessions whispered within its heart. It was a place where time had slowed, where the weight of the past pressed heavy on the air, and where the moon itself seemed reluctant to leave.

At the heart of the chamber sprawled a table of blackwood, its surface polished to a sheen that caught the moonlight, yet marred by gouges and scratches left by centuries of use. Age clung to it like a shadow, and though its grain gleamed, it whispered of endless councils, betrayals, and decrees. Upon that vast emptiness rested a single object—a book.

It lay there like a relic of dread, bound in cracked leather, its corners curled inward as though recoiling from the touch of time. The spine, brittle and broken, bore the weight of secrets it had no right to keep. Across its pages bloomed stains that no ink could mimic—darkened, rust-coloured blotches, as if blood had once seeped into its fibres and never let go. Etched into the cover was a sigil: a sun devoured by eclipse, encircled by jagged runes that writhed beneath the silver light as though alive, crawling faintly across the leather whenever one dared look too long. The air around it reeked faintly of iron, the scent of old wounds left unhealed.

Encircling the table sat the Elder Council, their presence as heavy as the stones that held the chamber. They were pale and withered, their faces hollowed and lined, carved not merely by time but by centuries of command. Their bodies seemed fragile, yet the weight of their power thrummed in the silence, a presence that pressed against the chest like invisible hands. Their robes shifted with the barest gestures, whispering like dry leaves, and every movement trailed a fine dust, as if they themselves were unravelling into history.

Above them, higher still upon raised seats that loomed like thrones, presided the Royals. Their crowns caught the reluctant glow of the moon, turning cold silver into chilling halos that circled their heads. Regal, untouchable, and terrifying in their stillness, they did not seem entirely human—nor entirely mortal. They were the embodiment of dominion, a reminder that even in this place of shadows, some power towered above all.

A silence strangled the chamber, thick and unyielding, pressing against the lungs of all who sat within. It was the kind of silence that did not merely hush voices—it devoured them. Only when an elder stirred did the stillness fracture, his voice scraping forth like bone grinding against stone.


“Legend speaks…” he rasped, each word trembling through the dust-laden air. His gnarled hand reached toward the book, a crooked finger dragging slowly across its open page, tracing lines of ink scrawled in a tongue older than the walls themselves. His nail caught on the parchment, snagging as though the language resisted being spoken aloud. “…that once in every hundred years, a Pure Blood is born.” His voice dropped lower, heavy with dread. “It has been ninety-nine since the last. And now…” His red-tinged eyes glinted, fever-bright, beneath the dying glow of the braziers. “…now the cycle turns. This is the hundredth year.”



He paused, swallowing hard, as though the words themselves were poison. “If the child survives… if it draws even a single breath… our kind is imperilled.”


The silence returned, but it was no longer still—it shifted, uneasy, like ripples spreading across a darkened pool. Robes rustled. Crowns tilted ever so slightly. Eyes, pale and piercing, glanced toward one another in restrained alarm.


Then another elder lurched forward, skeletal fingers curling like talons around the edge of the blackwood table. His voice split the air like a snarl, venom trembling in his throat. “Then it must not be born!” Spittle flecked his lips as he hissed, eyes wide with fury. “If such a cursed bloodline dares to exist, if it carries that blight in its veins, then we end it—before it opens its eyes, before it even cries its first breath. That is the only way. The only path left to preserve us.”


Whispers slithered through the chamber, low and jagged, fear-laced murmurs snapping like dry twigs beneath weight. But then—another voice rose above them, smooth as oil, poisoned with ambition.


A councillor leaned forward, his eyes unnaturally bright, too alive for a creature so ancient. His smile was thin, a razor’s edge stretched across his face. “Why such haste to destroy?” he purred, the words curling with mockery. “Have you so quickly forgotten what that blood is worth? Pure Blood…” His tongue lingered on the word like it was a delicacy. “…it strengthens us. A single drop sharpens the claw, steadies the hand, extends our dominion. Why squander such a gift?” His grin widened into something feral. “Capture the child. Cage it. Bleed it when we require. What is one life weighed against eternity? Immortality demands sacrifice.”


The chamber erupted with hisses and snarls. An elder’s hand came down upon the blackwood table with the force of a falling stone, the groan of wood echoing like thunder.


“Madness!” he roared, eyes burning with contempt. “Do you take them for cattle? The legends do not lie! The Pure Blood does not trickle helplessly—it fights, it sears, it destroys. Their veins are a forge, their blood a blade. To drink of it is to risk being cut. Would you put fire to your lips and hope it does not consume you?”


The uproar swelled, voices tangling, colliding like storm winds. Some howled for the hunt, others demanded capture, while a few whispered of secrecy—of cloaking, hiding, waiting. The air grew thick with their discord, each word flung upward to crash against the vaulted ceiling until the chamber itself seemed to shake with the weight of their conflict.

And then—clarity split the noise like glass shattering.


“How, then?” spat another elder, his voice sharp with dread, every syllable trembling under the pressure of fear. His fingers dug into the table’s edge, knuckles bone-white. “How do we slay what we cannot even find? The legends tell us plainly—they are hidden from us, cloaked by protections older than our reign, woven by powers we cannot comprehend. The child will be veiled, warded, placed where our shadows dare not reach. How do we strike what will not reveal itself?”


A single heartbeat passed. Silence swallowed the chamber whole once more.

And then… movement by the window.

He had been silent until now, letting the chamber drown in its own clamour. Yet his silence was not absence—it was presence, heavy and suffocating, a weight greater than all the voices combined. He did not sit, for to sit was to lower himself. Instead, he stood apart, tall and unyielding, framed in the spill of moonlight. His back remained to them, hands clasped with effortless control, his gaze fixed upon the endless stretch of silver night beyond the glass. Shadows carved him into stark lines, his very stillness commanding, sovereign without a word.


Jeremiah.
Leader of the Royals.


When at last he spoke, the chamber froze. The air itself seemed to coil tighter, drawn into the gravity of his voice. Smooth as silk, cold as frost—his words slid deliberate and honed, every syllable a cut across the stillness.


“There is no need for panic.” The softness of his tone belied its weight; it carried across the chamber like a drawn blade. “No need for haste. Every shield bears a crack. Every wall, a weakness. Protections are never eternal—they falter… they break… they fail, as all things must.”


He turned, only slightly, but enough for the moonlight to seize his face. His eyes burned silver, a gleam both cruel and ancient, unreadable as the night itself. A smile ghosted his lips, faint but edged, the kind of smile that unsettled even those who had seen centuries.


“We need only wait,” Jeremiah murmured, steady, patient, inexorable. “The child will step into the open. It must. And when it does, no blood—no power, no ward, no fate—will protect it. We will be there. Waiting. Watching.” He paused, letting the silence stretch taut as a garrotte. “And then—”


He left the sentence unfinished, a promise sharper than any decree, a blade poised above an unseen throat.

No one dared answer him. Not the Elders, hunched in their decay. Not the Royals, crowns heavy with stolen light. The chamber bowed to his words, suffocated into silence. Only the book stirred, its ancient pages whispering under a phantom draft, as if the relic itself bent to his will.

Jeremiah turned back to the window, his form melting into shadow once more, his smile lingering unseen—cold, knowing, inevitable.

Beyond the stone walls, the wind rose, carrying prophecy on its hollow cry. And Jeremiah, patient as death, unrelenting as time, stood as though he had already witnessed the ending: the day the Pure Blood child would stumble into his grasp.

The day fate itself would break.


Chapter 2




The storm was merciless.

Rain didn’t simply fall—it attacked, lashing the earth in endless torrents, each sheet of water blurring the world into a shifting wall of silver and black. The windshield wipers shrieked in protest, thrashing side to side, powerless against the flood. Visibility shrank to nothing; the road ahead dissolved into streaks of wet shadow and sudden flashes of light.

Lightning split the sky in ragged scars, tearing through the heavens with blinding white fury. Thunder followed in savage pursuit, cracking open the night with a force that rattled the frame of the car, shaking it as though unseen hands tried to tear it from the road.

Inside, the air was thick with fear. Amelia clung to herself, one trembling hand splayed across the swell of her belly, the other gripping the dashboard as though it could anchor her to safety. Her breaths came sharp, shallow, desperate—each inhale hitching with pain, each exhale heavy with dread. Seven months… too soon. Every violent jolt of the car threatened not just her body but the fragile heartbeat within.

Beside her, Cullen gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles had turned ghost-white. His eyes slitted against the storm, squinting into the chaos as if he could force the road into focus. His jaw was clenched, muscles rigid, lips pressed into a line that trembled with the effort of control. He wasn’t driving anymore—he was wrestling the storm itself, a man locked in combat with the elements, fighting tooth and nail to keep them alive.

And then—through the roar of rain and thunder—came the sound.

A sound that didn’t belong.

At first Amelia thought it was thunder again—another violent crack splitting the sky. But this was different. Sharper. Closer. A chorus of shrieks and guttural growls that sliced through the storm like claws through flesh. Her heart seized in her chest, every beat a hammer of dread.

Then she saw them.

The darkness outside was no longer empty. Shapes flickered in and out of the lightning’s glare—unnaturally tall, impossibly fast. Pale figures streaked across the drenched fields, moving with a speed no mortal body could match. Some sprang into the air with predatory grace, wings of shadow flaring wide for a heartbeat before vanishing back into the rain.

Vampires.

Not one. Not a handful. Dozens. Perhaps more. They did not stumble in the mud, did not falter beneath the deluge. The storm bent around them, powerless to hinder the hunt. Their eyes burned crimson through the sheets of rain, each pair a glowing ember that refused to be drowned.


“They’re here…” Amelia’s voice cracked, her whisper breaking into a sob. Terror shredded every syllable.



Cullen’s jaw locked, his grip on the wheel hard enough to snap bone. “Hold on!”


But the storm had ceased to be their enemy. The predators were faster.

The first impact came like a hammer. A thud so violent it shook the car’s frame. Then another—claws, hands, whole bodies slamming against the metal. The vehicle shuddered beneath the assault.

Amelia screamed as a pale face smeared against her window, skin stretched taut over bone, eyes glowing, mouth gaping wide to reveal fangs slick with hunger. Its breath fogged the glass as blackened nails scraped long, jagged trails across it, the sound like knives biting stone. It pulled, wrenched, tried to pry its way inside.

Another figure landed on the hood with a deafening crash. Metal groaned and buckled beneath its weight, the body of the car denting inward with a sickening crunch. Rain poured over its hunched form as it hissed, lips curled back in a grin of pure malice, red eyes burning through the streaked glass straight into Amelia’s own.


“Hon!” Amelia’s scream tore from her throat, ragged with panic. “They’re trying to get inside!” She shoved herself back against the seat, curling around her swollen belly, both arms thrown protectively across it. Her eyes locked on the thing clawing at her window, its talons dragging shrieking lines down the glass. Steam fogged the pane from its breath, a predator’s snarl reverberating against the thin barrier. “Get away!” she cried, though the words felt hollow—useless against monsters that could not be reasoned with.



Cullen cursed, voice low and sharp, his knuckles bone-white against the wheel. He yanked it hard to the side. The car fishtailed, tires screaming on the rain-slick asphalt, spinning the world into a blur of water and shadow. “Hold tight, Amelia!” he roared over the chaos. “I’ll throw them off!”


The impact was immediate. Vampires clinging to the hood were wrenched loose, flung into the storm. One slammed onto the pavement with a grotesque crack; another rolled under the wheels, the sickening crunch jolting through the chassis. Amelia’s sobs tore free, her body quaking with every shudder of the vehicle, her hands clutching desperately at the life within her.

But still—they swarmed. Shadows streaked on either side, darting close enough for pale hands to slam against the windows. Others vaulted high above, wings slicing through the rain, their red eyes burning like falling stars.

Cullen swerved again, the car jerking violently. Two more hunters shrieked as they crashed into a ditch, limbs bending unnaturally before the darkness swallowed them whole. For a heartbeat, it seemed the road might clear—

Then the sky tore open.

Lightning exploded across the heavens, blinding in its fury. And in that instant of white fire, a figure stood revealed in the road ahead—motionless, waiting, as if the storm itself had conjured him from shadow.

Tall. Unyielding. Regal.

A Royal.

He stood in the road like carved stone, unmoving even as the storm raged around him. His robes whipped violently in the gale, his pale hair streaming like a banner of silver fire. Lightning struck, and his eyes caught it—twin orbs of molten silver burning through the downpour. He lifted one hand, palm outward, a gesture of command so absolute it seemed the storm itself bent to obey.


Cullen’s breath hitched. His eyes widened, horror flashing across his face. “Hold on!” he shouted.


The car struck nothing—and everything.

The impact was cataclysmic. An invisible wall ripped reality in two, the collision detonating in a scream of twisting metal and exploding glass. The vehicle launched skyward, flipping once, twice, then again, tumbling end over end through the sheets of rain.

Amelia’s scream split the night but was cut brutally short as her skull cracked against the window. White sparks burst across her vision, pain so blinding it drowned the storm. The taste of copper flooded her mouth. Her blood sprayed across shattered glass, mingling with the rain.

The car crashed down in a final, shuddering roll, slamming into the mud with a groan of tortured steel. Upside down, it lay mangled, its frame crushed inward like a broken shell. Smoke hissed from the twisted hood, acrid and sharp, rising into the storm like the last gasp of something dying.

Then—silence, save for the storm.

Amelia’s world narrowed to ringing ears and blurred vision, sound muffled as though she were underwater. Her chest heaved, ragged. Shadows blurred at the edges of her sight, moving where no one should be moving.

And through it all… silver eyes still burned in the dark.

Cullen groaned, his skull split open, blood seeping hot down his temple and blurring his sight. The taste of iron filled his mouth. Shards of glass bit into his palms as he dragged himself forward, every movement fire through his battered body.


“Amelia…” His voice was hoarse, cracked. He reached her, slumped against the seatbelt, her head lolling weakly. Blood streaked her face in cruel lines, her lips drained of colour, her breath shallow. Panic gripped him like a vice. He tapped her cheek, trembling fingers smearing her blood against her skin. “Hey… hey, honey, stay with me. Please—wake up! Amelia, please!”


Her eyelids fluttered. A faint groan slipped past her lips.


Relief hit him—sharp, fleeting, gone as soon as it came. “Good… good,” he whispered, tears cutting through the grime and blood on his face, mixing with the rain dripping through the shattered window. “We need to move. Now.”


He braced himself, summoning strength he didn’t have. One kick. The door shrieked but held. Another—pain tearing through his leg. Again, and again, until the mangled frame gave way with a screech like metal in agony. Cold air and rain rushed in.

He hauled himself out first, collapsing onto the soaked earth, his legs trembling under his own weight. Then he turned back, refusing to let go. He dragged Amelia free, her limp body clinging to life, and pulled her upright. She stumbled, half-conscious, leaning into him as the storm swallowed them both.

But the moment their feet touched the ground—shadows moved.

They were not alone.

Vampires. Dozens of them. Crawling, gliding, slithering closer, their movements graceful and grotesque. Crimson eyes pierced through the veil of rain, circling, tightening, hungry.


Cullen shoved Amelia gently back, his bloodied hand trembling against her shoulder. “Stay here.”



“No!” Her voice broke, high with terror. She shook her head, wild, tears streaming with the rain and blood down her face. “We should stick together—please, don’t—”



“We can’t.” His words cracked, but his gaze burned with iron. “They’re already here. We don’t have time. We have to save our baby.” He swallowed hard, voice breaking against the storm. “I’ll stop them. I’ll buy you time. Then you run—do you hear me? You run as fast as you can, Amelia!”



Her sobs tore out of her, raw and shaking. She clutched his arm, nails biting into him as if she could anchor him to her side. “Cullen—please—”



He pulled free, his eyes locking onto hers one last time. In them burned love, sorrow, and an unshakable resolve. “For our child.”


Then he turned—straight into the storm of fangs and claws.

But he never had the chance.

The Royal was simply there—sudden, silent, as if he had been born from the storm itself. His presence swallowed the space between heartbeats. One moment Cullen was bracing to fight, the next a pale hand had clamped around his throat.

Cullen gagged, feet kicking wildly in the mud, his hands clawing at the vice-like grip. His nails tore skin, but the Royal didn’t so much as flinch.


“NO!” Amelia shrieked, stumbling forward, her cry swallowed by rain and thunder.



The Royal leaned close, his lips peeling back to reveal fangs that gleamed silver under the lightning. His voice was a whisper of cruelty, “So fragile.”


Then he bit.

The sound was obscene—flesh rending, blood gushing, Cullen’s strangled scream choking into nothing. His body convulsed once, violently, then sagged limp in the Royal’s grip. With casual disdain, the vampire flung him aside like refuse. Cullen struck the ground with a dull, final thud, his lifeless eyes staring wide at the storm above.


Amelia’s scream ripped through the night, raw and unending. “NOOOOO!”


Every vampire turned. Dozens of eyes ignited in the darkness, burning red through the rain. They locked onto her.

She staggered back, nearly falling, dragging her feet through the mud. Her breath tore from her chest in ragged gasps as she spun, trying to run. Her legs faltered—tripping, stumbling, rising again in desperation. Every step was agony, her body screaming, her belly wrenching with sharp pain as though the child inside felt the terror too. Still, she ran.

Behind her, the vampires advanced—not rushing, but drifting closer, savouring the inevitability. Their movements were eerily in sync, their footsteps splashing in rhythm, like the slow beat of death’s own heart.

And then—voices.

At first faint, almost imagined. But they grew louder, breaking through the storm: shouts, cries, the clash of metal. Torches flared against the rain, firelight carving holes in the night.

The villagers.

Dozens of them surged across the fields, wielding whatever weapons their hands could hold—pitchforks, axes, sickles, rusted blades. Lanterns swayed in the wind, their glow scattering across the sodden earth.

The vampires froze. One by one, they began to retreat, their forms dissolving back into the rain, into shadow. As though the storm itself opened its arms to reclaim them.

The Royal lingered. His eyes lingered on Amelia, unreadable, silver burning with a cruel promise. Then, with a curl of his lip that might have been a smile, he too vanished—swallowed whole by the night.

Amelia’s knees gave way, sinking into the mud. Her sobs shook her frame as she wrapped both arms around her stomach, holding the only piece of Cullen that remained. The villagers rushed toward her, their shouts mingling with the storm.

And in that moment, beneath thunder’s roar and the hiss of rain, one truth settled heavy into the night.


The world had lost a father.
But it had not yet lost the child.



Chapter 3




The storm had not relented. Rain still lashed the world in merciless sheets, turning the earth into sucking mire. Lightning tore the heavens in jagged streaks, thunder bellowed like a furious god above. Amelia staggered through it, each step agony. Her dress clung heavy to her body, soaked with rain and blood. Her chest heaved in broken gasps, arms wrapped tight around her swollen belly as though she could shield the fragile life inside with her trembling hands alone.

She wanted to collapse. To let the mud take her down, to surrender to the weight crushing her bones. But she couldn’t. Not yet.

Shadows wavered through the storm ahead—glimpses of light. Lanterns. Torches. Voices calling, faint at first, then clearer.


“Help me!” Amelia’s cry tore raw from her throat, vanishing into thunder but carrying just enough to reach them. Her knees buckled, sending her stumbling, yet she forced herself forward, half-falling through the muck. “Please…! Help me!”


Figures rushed toward her through the downpour—villagers, men and women alike, their faces pale, eyes wide with disbelief. Torches sputtered under the rain, lanterns swinging wildly as they ran.

The first to reach her was an elderly woman. Her cloak was heavy with water, her hands trembling as she caught Amelia’s chin, tilting her blood-streaked face toward the wavering light.


“Oh, merciful heavens…” the woman breathed, horror etched into every crease of her face. “Child… what has happened to you?”


Amelia’s lips trembled, her teeth chattering as blood streamed down her legs, mingling with the rain and mud, soaking the tatters of her dress. Pain knifed through her body, fire spreading through her bones, yet her gaze clung desperately to the old woman’s, eyes wide, wild, and terrified.


“P-please… my husband—he’s still there…” Her hand shook violently as she lifted it, pointing toward the twisted wreckage barely visible through the storm. Sobs broke through her words, her voice thin, ragged, every syllable tearing her throat raw. “I… I don’t know if he’s still alive…”


Her body convulsed with despair. She clutched at her chest, choking on sobs, each breath a war. Her tears fell hot even against the cold rain, blinding her as her body trembled. She whispered her last plea, voice breaking, raw with terror and love.


“Please… someone—help me… help my child…”


Then Amelia’s gaze dropped—down to the blood soaking her thighs, streaking scarlet through the rain. Her breath hitched, her face draining of colour. She looked back into the old woman’s eyes, her lips trembling, whispering something broken, something lost—then her strength fled. Darkness swallowed her.

Her body sagged, limp, collapsing into the old woman’s arms.

The elder’s eyes widened, her heart lurching, but her voice rang out sharp and commanding, carrying above the storm.


“Quick! Bring her to the village!”



Her hands, though gnarled with age, steadied Amelia against her breast. She turned, scanning the gathered faces until her gaze locked on three sturdy men clutching torches. Her voice cracked like a whip, iron hidden beneath the tremor of her years.
“You three—go to the wreck! See if anyone else yet breathes!”


The men exchanged grim looks, jaws set tight. Without a word, they nodded, then sprinted into the downpour, their torches bobbing wildly as they vanished toward the shattered carcass of the car lying broken in the mud.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Dedication





		

Epigraph





		

Contents





		

Preface





		

Prologue





		

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





		

Chapter 19





		

Chapter 20





		

Chapter 21





		

Chapter 22





		

Chapter 23





		

Chapter 24





		

Chapter 25





		

Chapter 26





		

Chapter 27





		

Chapter 28





		

Chapter 29





		

Chapter 30





		

Epilogue





		

Teaser For Book 2: The Blood Bond





		

Acknowledgement





		

About The Author





		

Connect With Author





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













