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THE SIGIL

	Guardian Series 0.5

	 

	Victoria Adams might just have bitten off more than she can chew when she attempts to expose her crooked boss. Little did she know that the night of her murder would be the night that would change her life forever.

	He came out of the darkness to save her.

	Kyle is a guardian of the light. The last thing he expected when he fished a half drowned woman from the surf was to find the Keeper of the power. For a fragile little thing she carried the power of doom and hope for every living thing on the planet. He must do his sacred duty even if she drives him crazy with desire. But protect her he must…even from himself.
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	THE LEGEND

	 

	From before recorded history the forces of darkness have been held back by a secret sect of guardians, protectors and guardians of the light. The secret society has operated in the shadows where it can keep the innocents safe. From generation to generation the duty to protect has been passed on to new protectors, each sworn to banish the dark. They are the Guardians. For centuries all their knowledge has been stored in the Book of Secrets. According to the book a female child will be born bearing the sigil of the demon prince, Samel. This child will gain untold powers at the age of twenty-one. The Guardians must find this child before the forces of darkness find her first and tilt the fragile balance between good and evil.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“You’re doing the right thing,” Victoria Adams told herself for the umpteenth time.

	In her hand she held a small silver compact disk with trembling fingers. Within the disk was all the evidence she’d gathered on Brett Anderson’s embezzlement of company funds. In the space of two years her boss had managed to steal millions of dollars from Seagate Enterprise, his father-in-law’s company. 

	Tonight the Chairman and founder of Seagate Joshua Franklin and his daughter would be hosting the annual company Christmas party. It was the perfect place to expose Brett’s illegal activities without raising Brett’s suspicion.

	Victoria stood in the empty ladies room and scrutinized her reflection. She was tall standing at almost six feet. Her elegant slender body was encased in a shimmering silver evening dress. Her raven hair had been secured above her head in a sophisticated up-do that showed off her delicate bone structure to perfection. Her slate grey eyes looked back at her showing an anxiety that she could not hide.

	For five years she’d worked for Seagate Enterprise steadily climbing the corporate ladder until she’d landed the CEO’s Executive assistant position. Brett had been on his way in while Joshua was going into retirement. A near fatal heart attack had forced sixty-one year old Joshua to reluctantly let go of the company’s reins and leave them in the capable hands his darling son-in-law. 

	That was two years ago…

	She’d genuinely liked Brett—he was a good boss. She’d had free reign of the CEO’s suite of offices and the staff therein, Brett allowed her to manage her own tasks with little supervision unless they conflicted with his schedule. Brett had trusted her to do the job quoting W. Buffett’s, hire well manage little, when other top managers asked about his way of doing things. And because of that she’d flourished under his gentle direction. She was mature enough to realize that a good boss wasn’t easy to find. Always friendly and approachable it had been hard to believe that Brett could be a thief. This was why it had been such a hard decision to make, to tell or not to tell. But her sense of righteousness had won out in the end and here she was getting ready to betray her boss.

	The door suddenly swung open letting in a bunch of noisy girls from the admin department, their loud chatter jerking her from her dark broodings. With a polite greeting she slipped the compact disk into her small handbag and left the ladies room to join the party now in full swing. The reception hall was full of merry makers drinking champagne and making light conversation. The hall was fully decorated with Christmas lights twinkling in the designer mistletoe branches. As always a small fortune had been spent to turn the staff cafeteria into a Christmas wonderland.

	A huge buffet table had been set in the corner were the catering company was serving tasty treats. And on the floor a few people danced to some music.

	 It was the twenty–third of December and everyone was in a festive mood. The company would close for two weeks and everyone would get the chance to visit with family and friends.

	“Just come and have a taste of the black forest—” said Susan one of the receptionists in their office. “It’s simply the best recipe I’ve ever tasted.”

	“Sure…why not?” Victoria said following the overly friendly woman who had been waiting for her by the ladies restroom doors.

	Victoria dutifully ate the cake and even participated in a bit of office gossip.

	 

	“I’m telling it like it is,” Matt Van Rooyen said to the group and everyone laughed. “There is no way Santa could be a man.”

	Cheryl rolled her eyes and took a sip of champagne. An amused expression sat on her face as she answered her boyfriend. “Everyone knows St Nic is a man.”

	“I’ve got lots of other reasons why Santa can’t be a man.”

	“What’s this?” Owen from IT snickered, “A female Santa?”

	“Men have no idea about packing bags,” Matt expanded on his joke for his rapt audience. “And a real man would rather be dead than wear red velvet,” he added much to the group’s amusement.

	“That’s so funny man,” said Donny O’Hara as he wiped the tears from his eyes. “But have you heard the one about the turkey?”

	“Tell us about it.” Susan said rubbing her hands in anticipation.

	“It was Christmas Eve in a supermarket and a woman was anxiously picking over the last few turkeys in the hope of finding a large one.” Donny said. “In desperation she called over a shop assistant and said, excuse me. Do these turkeys get any bigger? So the guy gives her the evil eye and says, no they don’t get any bigger because they’re all dead.”

	They dissolved into laughter but no one noticed that Victoria’s laughter was pitched a little too high or that her eyes constantly darted to the entrance. And so it was that eight o’clock found her standing in the midst of her colleagues nursing a warm glass of champagne in her clammy palms when Joshua and his daughter Jean Anderson walked in. Her already tight stomach muscles clenched up painfully and her apprehension increased twofold. She knew that she was doing the right thing but she couldn’t help wondering if maybe she should have spoken to Brett first.  Her resolve nearly crumbled but she stiffened her spine reminding herself once more that she was doing the right thing.

	She waited nervously for an opportune moment to have a private word with Joshua. During the party it was customary for Joshua to spend a few hours doing the rounds circulating and talking to the general staff members. 

	 

	Kyle tried his best to ignore the group of giggling women who ogled him as he leaned against a tall marble pillar. He’d lived a very long debauched life, there were few things he had not done and he was tired of it all. He was well and truly bored with women. Except for the occasional feeding he had no use for them. If someone had told him in his youth that he would lose interest in women he would have laughed uproariously at such a ridiculous notion. Yet here he was many centuries later, his palate jaded beyond redemption wishing he was anywhere but here.

	Unfortunately for him he was not there for the pleasure.  During the last week of November to date seven women between the ages of twenty–one and thirty had disappeared without a trace. The human law enforcement believed they were after a serial killer but he strongly suspected that they were wrong. And if his suspicions were correct the humans would be no match for the killer. 

	He was a guardian, the only one of his ilk, a vampire fighting for the light. It was his sacred duty to protect humans and he took his job very seriously. Whatever was hunting the women would taste the edge of his blade.

	So far he didn’t know how the killer chose the women but they all had two things in common; they all had dark hair and they all worked for Seagate Enterprise. Four days had passed since the last woman was taken and Kyle knew that the party would be too tempting for the killer to pass up. And when he showed up Kyle would be there to end him.

	As he started to withdraw into the shadows of the balcony, bent on escaping the bold woman who had just brazenly declared that she would approach him to her awed friends an intoxicating fragrance blew into the room stopping him in his tracks. Her scent hit Kyle like a ton of bricks, propelled into his sensitive nostrils by the closing of the restroom door. She captured him the minute she walked into the room so completely did she ensnare his senses. He was like a fish on a hook. His gaze zeroed in on her and he devoured her with hungry eyes. One look at her and his plans for the evening evaporated like smoke. For a moment he could not think, he forgot to breathe his brain short-circuiting. 

	The only thing he could concentrate on was her and the thirst riding him hard. He knew that in that moment he would fight to the death just to taste her on his tongue. He inhaled on a sawing breath drawing in more of her scent deep into his lungs.

	Kyle had lived several lifetimes and few things were capable of surprising him. And yet there were things about her which were undeniably…strange. The first, her aura was ember―a color he had never witnessed in a human before. The second thing was her scent, so powerful he’d fallen under the compulsion to follow wherever she led. 

	He watched her from across the crowded room and knew she was the one. Her dark raven hair shone in the light, so dark it looked like the tips were edged with diamond highlights. Her facial features were exquisite he decided with wide eyed wonder. His gaze caressed soft pink lips, curving black brows over large almond shaped eyes. Her hair style exposed the elegant length of her neck where a frantic pulse beat. He felt the ache in his gums as his hunger sharpened. 

	Yes indeed, his attention was captivated!

	Kyle was in the crowd of over three hundred employees yet somehow she stood apart. All his attention snagged by the delectable morsel in front of him. 

	To think that only a few minutes ago he’d considered giving up on the entire female sex and it was surely a moment of madness on his part. Just when he thought the world had nothing new to offer him fate had contrived to prove him wrong.

	Her scent was forever imprinted in his brain as was the curvy shape of her slender body. A strange feeling of inevitability shivered down his spine and somehow he knew fate had led him to the party tonight. 

	Tomorrow he would continue on his path but tonight he would seek his own pleasure. His duties would have to wait another day. Like a predator tracking its prey his eyes followed her as she weaved through the throng bent on reaching her target willing her to look his way.

	A buxom blonde dragged her in the opposite direction straight towards the magnificent buffet table. He tracked her movements as she chatted animatedly with her friends. Every now and then her gaze would dart to the entrance as if she was expecting someone.

	Jealousy bit into him savagely. In his mind’s eye he saw her eagerly welcome her lover while he stood on the sidelines. His mind filed with taunting images of her making love not with him but with another man. His body shook with impotent rage as he watched her. 

	She belonged to no one else but him.

	He was still struggling with his dangerous emotions when the bold giggly woman approached him.

	“Hi, I’m Debbie,” she said holding out a glass of wine to him. “I thought you might want a drink and maybe a bit of company.” She giggled at him and batted her supersized lashes at him. “You know what I mean?” 

	His eyebrow curled mockingly and he stared at her for a long moment refusing to take the drink she offered. Slowly the grin dissolved and dull color crept up her cheeks at the blatant rejection. Suddenly she spun around—deeply embarrassed she escaped into the relative safety of the ladies room far away from the laughter of her vapid friends.

	Kyle’s gaze did not linger on her but returned to his quarry just in time to see her get waylaid by a big blond man. He watched as the man put his hands around her and felt like ripping his arm out. He felt jealously possessive towards her, a feeling that was foreign to him. Kyle moved closer so that he could listen to their conversation.
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