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    BOOK ONE




    APIS




    This light guided me




    More surely than the light of noonday




    To the place where he (well I knew who!) was awaiting me—




    A place where none appeared.




    —St. John of the Cross,


    sixteenth-century mystic of Salamanca








  



    

       

    




    CHAPTER ONE




    

      

        

          For the last two weeks I’ve led the Salamancan hunters. What a disaster. I can’t believe that Father Juan’s prayers and magick spells told him I was the one for the job. I’d laugh, if I wouldn’t cry first.




          Sometimes I dream that I have awakened from this nightmare and there are no vampires, that I’m home and loved and safe with my sister and my parents and my grandparents. Then I wake up. The Cursed Ones are real. My grandfather is dead. My sister has been converted. She is one of them, and my father is responsible. He betrayed her. He betrayed me.




          Even if the war ended tomorrow, nothing would be okay.




          But, of course, the war isn’t ending tomorrow. Unless we lose. I’m starting to think that’s inevitable. Humanity is fighting an unwinnable battle, and sooner or later there won’t be other bands of hunters to take our place as we fall.




          I can’t think that way, not if I’m the leader. But I do.




          I enrolled at the Sacred Heart Academy Against the Cursed Ones a little more than two years ago to learn how to kill the vampires. I come from rebel stock—my grandparents were radical protesters in the 1960s, fighting for social justice and paying for their actions by remaining underground for the rest of their lives. Esther and Charles “Che” Leitner are legendary for their bravery and sacrifice.




          In honor of them I dreamed of becoming the Hunter—the warrior who would be given the sacred elixir that would endow me with super strength and speed. That honor fell to another, Eriko Sakamoto. But then our master, Father Juan, broke with tradition and gave Eriko a backup team. There are five of us, known also as hunters. She was our leader, until New Orleans fell.




          Eriko never wanted to lead; the Hunter has always fought alone, and that was what she had expected. She asked Father Juan to relieve her of command. He did, and gave me her role. But of all of us I have the fewest skills—I’m not supernatural, and I had no fighting experience before I came to Salamanca. I think of myself as “just Jenn,” and I feel like a fraud.




          The Cursed Ones are coming down hard on us. None of our allies survived our attack on the vampires of New Orleans. During the battle courageous New Orleanians rose up and joined the fight, but they were massacred. On the news, on the Net, there was not a word about it. But people heard; they knew: It was useless to fight the Cursed Ones. The vampires would always win, and they would show no mercy to the losers. Better to obey them to survive.




          As the hunters of Salamanca, we push and we fight and we make trouble. And so the terrified people are beginning to think of us, and not the vampires, as the problem. Spain, where we live, is one of the few nations that has not signed a treaty with the Cursed Ones. Spaniards have been proud of us, calling on us to save their cities and villages from the vampires that brutalize them. But people on the streets have begun to mock us. They call us pulgas—“fleas,” a nuisance, an irritant.




          If the resistance fighters like us lose the trust of humanity, we lose everything. The hunters of Salamanca need a victory. Something that can make everyone feel like there’s hope. We need it for the people looking to us for salvation. We need it for ourselves, to remind us that we can fight and win together as a team. And I need it for myself, so I can be the leader that we so desperately need.




          My fighting partner, Antonio de la Cruz, says that I need to have faith. I have no idea how he can say that after all that’s happened—to us, and to him. I wish I could have faith. But in this world faith—like hope—is in very short supply.




          —from the diary of Jenn Leitner,


          discovered in the ashes


        


      


    




    PAMPLONA, SPAIN


    TEAM SALAMANCA: JENN AND ANTONIO, SKYE AND HOLGAR, AND JAMIE AND ERIKO




    Where’s our contact? Antonio wondered as he searched the shadows of the narrow brick alley, detecting shapes and movements only his crimson eyes could see. He spotted a few rats pillaging among the garbage cans, and a big black cat stalking them. The rats squeaked warnings to one another, but none of them ran away. They were used to cats, and humans, and vampires.




    Then suddenly the rats squealed and screamed. At the same instant, the cat stiffened and yowled, then flashed past Antonio.




    Antonio saw what had frightened the creatures of the night. At the other end of the alley Holgar Vibbard stood silhouetted in his bomber jacket and jeans beneath a watery streetlamp. The Danish werewolf chuffed low in his throat, a greeting tinged with wariness. Holgar must be thinking the same thing as his vampire counterpart: The local resistance has failed to show for our meeting. Has something else gone wrong?




    Antonio crossed himself—black cat, bad luck. He’d grown up in a small village in the Spanish countryside in the 1930s, when faith and superstition had been more tightly bound.




    The absence of Moncho was another very bad omen.




    It was ten o’clock at night in Pamplona, and Antonio smelled vampires everywhere. Of all the Cursed Ones, the scent of death lingered most lightly on Antonio himself, or so Holgar said. Being a werewolf, Holgar had a highly developed sense of smell, better even than a Cursed One.




    Ever since Antonio’s escape from his sire in 1942, he had never been tempted to return to the vampire fold. His loyalties lay with humanity, hopeless though their cause might be. His love, though intended for God alone, lay with the girl walking beside him. She was Jenn Leitner, the leader of their vampire-hunting team, for whose sake he had kept vigil every night for more than two years, and whose sister he had sworn to save from the stake. Heather Leitner had been changed into a vampire by their enemy, Aurora Abregón, and for the last two weeks Antonio had been attempting to reawaken Heather’s humanity, if indeed it was still there. He was beginning to have his doubts.




    Ay, Jenn, you’re so beautiful tonight, he thought, admiring the tangles of dark red hair escaping from the black knit cap that gently brushed Jenn’s jawline. Petite, deceptively delicate in appearance, she could hold her own if a band of Cursed Ones came calling. Still, every protective instinct within him remained on high alert. During her two years of training at the Academia Sagrado Corazón Contra los Malditos—the Sacred Heart Academy Against the Cursed Ones—he had looked out for her. Now he served as her unofficial bodyguard, though none knew it. Antonio had been born in a time when men fought the battles and women preserved everything worth fighting for. Traditions, culture, children. There were so many things he couldn’t give Jenn, and it made him feel powerless and ashamed. The least he could do was offer his own life in place of hers, should such a moment arise. Maybe tonight would be that night.




    Jenn’s skin was awash with the brilliant light of a storefront window. Her face was filled with longing as she watched a young couple a few meters ahead of them pointing into the store’s second window. Antonio’s acute hearing picked up the threads of their conversation—the girl’s birthday was coming up, and her boyfriend was going to buy her a ring. They were two Spaniards, attempting to live a normal life under the fang.




    Antonio followed Jenn’s gaze and saw the couple gesturing at pearl rings. In the next case rows of dangling ruby hearts were clutched in the claws of gold and silver bats—since the war against the Cursed Ones, it was the most recognizable icon on the planet, the symbol of women saving themselves for a vampire’s kiss. Antonio caught Jenn’s reflection in the glass as her face hardened at their sight. He, of course, cast no reflection.




    Wistfulness mingled with his tension. There was no chance for them to be like that couple; he would never throw his arm around her as she tried on rings and he pretended to be dismayed by the prices. She would never giggle and rise up on tiptoe to kiss his cheek to take the sting out of his financial sacrifice. They were hunters, and he was a vampire. And he had long ago promised himself to God alone, as a man intent on becoming a priest. Though he was a man no longer, his vow remained.




    The couple wasn’t as happy as they were pretending to be. Antonio could smell their fear, watch their eyes dart anxiously up and down the boulevard. But they were trying very hard to take joy where they could find it. Jenn was just eighteen; she didn’t understand how people could continue to act as if the vampires hadn’t won the war. How Spain could pretend it wasn’t capitulating. But Antonio knew what it was like to fight against a truth so brutal that you had to find a way to forget, even if only for a few moments, the horror of what had happened to you.




    Jenn glanced at Antonio, and he gave his head a quick shake—Nothing to concern you. He forced down his bloodlust as she nodded back at him. She was unaware of the temptation she presented as she stood so close. He scented her, felt her heat. He wanted her. He always wanted her. But he would never have her. If he had still had the right to offer himself to her, he would have been faced with a terrible choice: break his vows of poverty, obedience, and chastity so that he could love her as men loved women, or deny the truth of his existence—that he had fallen in love with Jenn—and remain an obedient son of the Church?




    Perhaps God Himself had blessed Antonio with vampirism, so that the choice would never have to be made. He balled his fists at the absurd notion. There was nothing blessed about what he had become. There was a reason vampires were called the Cursed Ones. A hundred reasons. And the God of his understanding didn’t work that way. The Father of Heaven wasn’t a capricious spirit, rigging tests and torturing His children to see if they deserved His love. God wanted to help. But He had to be asked.




    Antonio stared at the crimson hearts reflecting a scarlet glow against Jenn’s cheeks. There was no choice to be made. And yet he couldn’t stop turning the question over in his head. He was obsessed with it. Vampires were known for their powers of mesmerism, able to charm their victims as men could charm cobras with the dip and lilt of a flute. Humans did it in their way—what else was flirting?—and for vampires it was just as natural and automatic. He fought constantly not to mesmerize Jenn. But had she succeeded in mesmerizing him instead?




    “Antonio?” Jenn murmured softly, as if detecting his increased agitation. There was cautious distance in her voice, where before there would have been warmth.




    Before Jenn’s sister had been changed into a ravening monster.




    Antonio had seen a similar thing happen back during the war—World War II, his war—when the atrocities of the Nazis had become so hideous that the people of Europe and the Americas lumped all Germans into the same category. To them every German was a Nazi, evil to a man, to be hated and feared. Now that Heather had been changed—“converted,” in vampire parlance—it had become very hard for Jenn to distinguish him from the rest of los Malditos—the Cursed Ones—and to look upon him as the good vampire, the one she loved.




    New Orleans had done this to them. Aurora Abregón, another Spanish vampire, had kidnapped Heather to lure Antonio to New Orleans, so that Aurora could present the traitorous vampire to her sire. Not only had Antonio avoided capture, but he had rescued Heather as well.




    Who Aurora’s sire was, Antonio did not know. All of vampiredom hated Antonio for abandoning his sire and siding with the pathetic human race. His sympathies made him a target, and he saw now how dangerous it was for him to be around the team.




    Around Jenn.




    “Antonio?” she said again.




    “Estoy bien,” he replied, assuring her that all was well with him. But it was not.




    They walked past the happy pair. Antonio heard three heartbeats. The humans were going to have a baby.




    To a casual observer he and Jenn looked like any other teen couple crowding the tapas bars and clubs and spilling onto the Spanish streets, though perhaps not as trendy. Jenn wore a dark gray hoodie over a black sweater and flared black jeans with clunky Doc Martens. Antonio had pulled on scuffed cowboy boots, low-slung jeans, and a simple black T-shirt. Jenn’s heartbeat picked up whenever he wore the boots. So he had taken to wearing them whenever possible.




    It’s not good to tempt her. Or myself, he thought, but who on this earth was perfect?




    Holgar’s position at the far end of the alley was accounted for. Half a block up, Jamie O’Leary, another teammate, was pacing and smoking like a chimney, a seemingly endless supply of cigarettes stashed in the pockets of his black duster. He wore black jeans as well. Nearly bald and heavily tattooed, the Irish street fighter looked like the ’kicker he’d always been. He hated Antonio and Holgar both, and Antonio knew a day would come when Jamie would strike out against them. Not tonight, when Jamie had need of backup, but it would come.




    Jamie’s fighting partner, Eriko, had pinned a black bob wig over her two-inch spiky hair, and she wore black leather pants and a black silk T-shirt with the Chinese character for “death” embroidered in red sequins. The hunters of Salamanca had fans as well as enemies, and they could be recognized. They had opted for disguises over magickal glamours, so that the sixth member of their team, the English witch Skye York, could save her energy in the event of an emergency. Given their track record since New Orleans, there probably would be one.




    Skye had gone into Gades, a club two blocks up, to look for their contact, José Ramón, also known as Moncho. Gades was Moncho’s base of operations, and he was an hour late.




    Father Juan, the team’s teacher and master, had sent the Salamancans to Pamplona because the Cursed Ones were to hold a festival celebrating Apis, one of their gods of death. Apis had originally been worshipped in ancient Egypt as the Apis bull, symbol of the risen pharaoh, and god of the underworld. The festival was to be a mockery of Pamplona’s Running of the Bulls. The real Running of the Bulls was held every July, and people—mostly men—would dress in white shirts and trousers, red sashes and kerchiefs, and run ahead of the bulls stampeding toward the bullring. Later, in the afternoon, those bulls would be killed by matadors in a highly stylized dance of death. It was said that the tradition had sprung from the practice of driving the cattle to market, but according to Father Juan, the real founders had been the bull leapers of Bronze Age Crete. Also according to Father Juan, the ancient Cretans had been plagued by vampires too.




    Moncho had informed Father Juan that the vampires were rumored to be planning a running of the humans, perhaps on the feast day of St. Joseph, March 19. It was March 16, and the team had just arrived. Antonio wondered if Aurora was behind the plan, still hoping to capture Antonio himself.




    Antonio touched the ruby cross that he wore in his left earlobe. Five tiny stones in a vertical line, two on either side of the fourth. To him, the seven rubies represented the very worst of the many mortal sins he had committed as a Cursed One. Sergio Almodóvar, his sire, had presented them to him with great ceremony during an orgy of death and debauchery, celebrating his fledgling’s fine achievement—the murders of seven prominent Spanish Catholic clergymen.




    Sergio had given Antonio the list of seven names. Five beloved parish priests; a bishop; and the most exalted and therefore the most difficult to attack, a cardinal. One by one, coldly and methodically, Antonio had tracked down these shepherds of God, ripped out their throats, and drunk them dry. Antonio did not transform them. There would be no conversion to vampirism for them, as there had been for Antonio. God had chosen them; let God take them.




    “My evil priest,” Sergio had murmured adoringly. Antonio’s sire had accompanied him to each vicious death, to observe, to savor, to gloat. He said that Antonio killed with the style and grace of a flamenco dancer or a matador.




    At the time Antonio had not known that all seven men were descendants of Catholics who had been active during the Spanish Inquisition. Descendants of the religious who had tortured and condemned heretics to burn at the stake. Sergio nursed a personal grudge against the Inquisition, the details of which he had never shared with Antonio, his protégé.




    No one held grudges like Sergio.




    No one mourned those deaths like Antonio. He remembered their faces, and prayed for their souls. Antonio had taken the rubies when he’d escaped, thinking to sell them to pay for lodging. Instead he had found shelter at the University of Salamanca and had had the rubies made into an earring, to remind him that he had fallen—and could fall again.




    As he crossed himself, he and Jenn ambled past the entrance to another alley. Holgar was keeping pace. Ahead, Jamie dropped a cigarette to the ground. Antonio could smell the burning tobacco; the onions, garlic, and piquillo peppers cooking in the kitchens of the clubs and bars; wine; a dozen fragrances on the women. And vampires.




    Then Jamie looked over his shoulder, turned, and straightened. Skye was flying down the street in her scarlet petticoats, black lace-up boots, and black velvet jacket.




    “They’re coming!” Skye screamed, her white-blond Rasta braids bouncing like coiled springs as she raced toward them, waving her arms. “We’ve got to get the people out of here!”




    “Oh, God, it’s happening now,” Jenn said.




    God, protect her, Antonio thought. Let me die for her, if need be. But keep her safe.








  



    

       

    




    CHAPTER TWO




    

      

        

          For it is written that in the Blood Times we shall walk in the light with our gods, and all shall be as has been foretold. We cast down the scourge of humanity, and inherit the earth. This is our holy calling, and our crusade.




          —from the diary of the Unnamed,


          sire of the Vampire Kingdom


        


      


    




    PAMPLONA, SPAIN


    TEAM SALAMANCA: JENN AND ANTONIO, SKYE AND HOLGAR, AND JAMIE AND ERIKO




    “Prepare for battle! Spare all innocents!” Jenn shouted. The air was charged with terror as waves of humans ran toward Antonio and her, faces contorted in fear. Jenn grunted as the Spanish girl who had been window shopping slammed into her from behind. The boyfriend grabbed his girl’s hand and dragged her toward the dark alley beside the jewelry store just as Holgar burst out of it. He looked human, but the girl began screaming, clinging to her boyfriend’s arm. Then Jenn saw the army of rats scurrying before Holgar as if eager to join the fray. They bumped against Jenn’s ankles.




    “Go, go, go!” Jenn yelled to the young couple.




    “Go into the alley!” Holgar shouted at them, forcibly herding them out of the chaos. Then he galloped ahead of Jenn and Antonio, waving his arms. “Stand in the doorways! Get away from the crowding! For helvede, amigos!” He was stressed, mixing his English, Danish, and Spanish.




    At the back of the mob Cursed Ones were laughing, shouting, “¡Toro! ¡Toro!”




    Jenn knew they must have moved in precision to start the hysteria, invading the clubs and restaurants, driving the patrons into the Pamplona streets.




    From overhead something hit Jenn’s head, hard, and she staggered, then caught up to Antonio. Blood dripped into her eyes, and she shook her head fiercely as she ran, trying to clear her vision. Droplets went flying; one of them hit Antonio on the cheek. He snarled, eyes suddenly awash with red bloodlust.




    It’s too much for him, she thought frantically. All the vampires, and the blood, and the fear.




    Antonio turned and scanned the crowd. He and Jenn moved against the tide, looking for their team. “I see Eriko and Jamie,” he reported to her. “And Skye. They’ve taken on the vampires.”




    “Is Holgar ahead of us?” she shouted.




    “I don’t know.”




    The two were swept along in the stampede, in as much danger of being trampled by humans as they were of death dealt out by the vampires. It was a stupid place for the team leader to be. Blood dripped into her field of vision, and she was already starting to get woozy from the loss of blood.




    “They’re driving us to the Plaza de Toros,” Antonio shouted to her.




    The bullring. Once locked inside, the humans would be cows ripe for the slaughter rather than the fierce fighting bulls that gave Pamplona its bullfighting reputation.




    Jenn glanced at the buildings on either side of the street, desperately looking for an open door. They were all shut. Through balcony windows she could see people watching, faces white with fear and shock. It was New Orleans all over again. The majority of the local populace was too afraid to do anything. Safer to watch the slaughter of friends and neighbors than to chance a brutal death themselves.




    When the Cursed Ones had made their presence known six years earlier, the world had been lulled by the vampires’ assurances that they wanted only peaceful coexistence. Solomon, their leader, was rock-star handsome, charismatic, and suave. But soon the world learned what some had always known—that vampires were monsters. Too late, nation after nation declared war on them. But the vampires were as savage as they were cunning. One by one, countries rapidly capitulated, adopting the fiction—the he—that a truce had been negotiated. There was no truce; it was surrender, and it was wrong.




    Spain was the final holdout. But the Spanish government was showing signs of capitulating. It was futile to resist an enemy so powerful, so difficult to kill.




    So it fell to the hunters, the few who had been especially trained to fight vampires, to save the world. As Jenn raced beside Antonio, she realized she’d be lucky if she could save herself for another hour, let alone anyone else.




    In front of her a man tripped, crashing to the ground and knocking over two others. Jenn leaped over the bodies on the cobblestones, hating herself for not stopping to help. But with a half-crazed mob around her and rampaging vampires behind her, to stop would be to die by trampling or bloodletting.




    “We have to get clear!” she told Antonio.




    “¡Sí!” he yelled back. “I’m looking.”




    Her heart thundered, and the hard rhythm of blood filled her ears, louder even than the pounding feet around her. Suddenly Antonio grabbed her around the waist, looked up at a low-hanging balcony just above their heads, and shouted, “On three! Jump!”




    She placed her hands on his shoulders. “One, two, three,” she yelled, bending her knees and pushing up through the soles of her feet. She sprang; he tossed her up onto the balcony, leaping up after her.




    Jenn landed in a martial arts roll, then pushed up to a standing position. She forced herself to take several deep, slow breaths as she scanned the sea of humanity beneath her, searching for her teammates. At least three hundred people streamed past, nearly all of them screaming.




    There was no sign of Holgar, but after a moment Antonio pointed toward the rear of the mob. There, barely ahead of the Cursed Ones, bobbed Jamie’s and Eriko’s heads. Eriko, very short, was nearly swallowed up.




    “She’s hurt,” Antonio said.




    Fear pricked Jenn’s heart. Antonio leaned over the rail and whistled loudly. Miraculously, Jamie heard; his head swiveled toward them, and he tapped his partner on the shoulder. Jenn and Antonio angled their way toward them. Eriko’s left arm was hanging at an odd angle, with bone jutting out of the skin. Though she had drunk the sacred elixir reserved for the Hunter of Salamanca, which gave her speed, strength, and the ability to heal quickly, she looked to be in terrible pain.




    As they approached, Antonio leaned down low, extending both his hands. Jamie and Eriko jumped, each latching on to one of his hands. He hauled them up onto the balcony. Jenn thrilled at Antonio’s show of strength, which never ceased to amaze her. Cursed Ones were by far faster and stronger than humans.




    “What are the Cursers waiting for?” Jamie bit out as soon as his feet hit the balcony floor. “They could have killed a hundred people easy by now.”




    “They’re holding back,” Eriko said, unable to keep her pain out of her voice.




    “They’re herding them all toward the bullring,” Jenn added. “I guess they’re not planning on killing anyone until they get there.”




    “Wouldn’t want to ruin their bloody appetites.” Jamie balled his fists. He looked as if he wanted to leap back down off the balcony and tear the vampires apart with his bare hands.




    Eyes glowing with hellfire, fangs glistening, the vampires whooped and laughed as they ran beneath the balcony. The streets were clear behind the last phalanx of Cursed Ones. A few curious humans began sticking their heads out of doorways. Some were foolish enough to start following slowly behind, and Jenn grimaced in disgust.




    “You’re hurt too,” Antonio said to Jamie.




    “Give the feckin’ vampire a prize,” Jamie wheezed, gripping the balcony with white knuckles. “Curser broke a couple of my ribs. I see you’re not the worse for wear,” he added, eyeing Antonio suspiciously.




    Jenn scrutinized the silhouette of the Plaza de Toros rising in the distance. “We have to reconnect with Skye and Holgar. Whatever the Cursed Ones are planning, we can’t let them get away with it.”




    “After you, Fearless Leader.” Jamie gestured to the street.




    Jenn hated it when he called her that, but she refused to let him bait her.




    “Maybe you should sit this one out,” she said snidely, “since you managed to get yourself hurt.” Then she added more gently, “You too, Eri.”




    “On a cold day in hell,” Jamie shot back, glancing at Eriko, clearly disliking what he was seeing—that she was in terrible pain. He ticked his attention back to Jenn. “Maybe we are in hell, but I’d storm the gates of heaven to stake meself a sucker.”




    Eriko gestured to Jenn’s forehead. “Jenn-chan, you’re losing a lot of blood. You look very pale. Are you all right?”




    “Blood must be driving you wild, bat,” Jamie sniped. Vampires didn’t change into bats, or wolves, or mists. But Jamie liked to taunt Antonio. And blood did drive him wild.




    “Let’s go,” Jenn said.




    “I’ll back you up,” Antonio said to her.




    “Same here.”




    For a second things were back to normal between Antonio and her. But his surprised smile reminded her that her heart had frozen up.




    Flushing, she vaulted over the railing, landing in a crouch as she had been taught to do in her training at the University of Salamanca, where they had all learned to hunt and kill vampires. No matter how many times she engaged the enemy in a battle to the death, it still jolted her and sent her heart skittering in fear. But fear was a luxury she couldn’t afford. It diminished her focus. It could get her killed.




    She heard the others hit the ground behind her, but she didn’t turn to look. She just took off. Before her the bullring rose like a circular stone skyscraper toward the starlit sky. A dull roar of “¡Olé! ¡Toro!” emanating from inside it set her teeth on edge.




    A dark blue car sat at a haphazard angle in the middle of the road that led to the entrance of the ring. People were swerving around it, and about half of them were racing to the left, disappearing down a small side street. Behind the car the huge bullring gate was swinging shut.




    Two figures jogged toward her, and Jenn increased her pace as she recognized Holgar and Skye.




    Skye’s black bustier was shiny with wetness, and there was blood in her Rasta braids. Holgar’s bomber jacket was torn at the sleeve.




    “What happened?” Jenn asked as she came to a halt in front of them.




    “With Holgar’s strength and a little bit of magick we were able to shove that car into the road just before the mob got here,” Skye explained, catching her breath.




    “Just like stampeding animals, they split around it,” Holgar said. “That was our plan, ja? We shunted about a fourth of them down that street. They’re still running, but they’re safe.”




    Jenn nodded. “Good work.”




    “How many humans went into the bullring?” Antonio asked from behind her.




    “A couple hundred, as near as we can tell,” Skye replied with a frustrated sigh.




    The fighting partners paired up and formed a line. Although Jenn was the leader, Eriko was the Hunter, so she and Jamie took point. Then Jenn and Antonio, and then Holgar and Skye. Crouching, they darted forward into the shadow thrown by the arena.




    As they neared the curved brick wall, Jenn’s stomach plummeted. She could see through the gated entrance to the illuminated ring and, beyond that, twenty vampires and half a dozen humans lounging in seats. Lights blazed everywhere, casting garish bluish-white stripes across the faces of the eager spectators.




    “No Aurora,” Antonio said, “at least that I can see. Nor my sire.”




    “Yeah, about him,” Jamie said. “He going to be coming around too, now that word’s out you’re fighting with us?”




    As Jenn watched, a half dozen Cursed Ones dressed in heavily embroidered and spangled bullfighters’ suits, with black caps on their heads and red capes draped over their forearms, emerged from a passageway beneath the stand where the spectators sat. As soon as the audience of vampires and complicit humans spotted them, they began cheering. At the same time the humans who had been driven inside the bullring milled about in panic and confusion, shoving at one another and crying. The humans were the bulls. But no bulls had ever stood this helpless before those who would slaughter them.




    “We can’t let this happen. We have to go in,” Jenn said.




    Jamie and Antonio both crossed themselves.




    “We’ll be slaughtered too,” Eriko replied. There was no fear in her voice; she was simply stating the obvious.




    “So, what do we do?” Skye asked.




    Jenn took a deep breath. “We go in swinging. But first we need an exit plan.”




    “You honestly think any of us are making it out of there alive?” Jamie asked, pressing his hands against his rib cage and grimacing.




    “Even if we kill the matadors, the vampires in the seats would love to take us down,” Holgar said.




    “And their human minions,” Jamie added with a grunt.




    “I don’t know if any of us will survive,” Jenn replied. “But if we don’t have a plan, then we definitely won’t.”




    Antonio inclined his head in agreement.




    “Tell us what you want to do,” Eriko said.




    They all looked at Jenn. The failure of New Orleans hung heavy on her shoulders. Her stomach clenched. And then she began giving orders.




    “Skye, can you weave a spell so that if we punch a hole through this wall, no one will see it?”




    The witch sucked in her cheeks as she thought about it. After a moment she nodded. “We won’t be able to see it either. But if we all mark exactly where it is, we can find our way back to get out.”




    “That’s good enough, bruja,” Antonio said gently. He was kind to Skye; he liked her and believed in her. Jenn believed in her too.




    “Let’s go for it,” Jenn said.




    Skye hoped that her protective spells were good enough as they entered the bullring. She bit her lip. Magick had strict rules, and technically she hadn’t broken any. An it harm none, do what thou wilt. There was nothing about creating the hole that could be considered anything but defensive. Still, she had been really pushing the boundaries about using offensive magick—which could be why she was the only White Witch who had trained to become a hunter.




    Of course, other witches were involved in the war.




    I see you, Skye, a voice whispered inside her mind. Te veo, mi amor.




    She shook her head, fear filling her as she heard the words. She couldn’t deal with her ex, the Dark Witch Estefan Montevideo, when she was about to go into battle. Maybe not ever.




    She glanced over at Eriko. She had set the other girl’s arm quickly. It was a sloppy fix, but she hadn’t had time to do a proper healing spell. The same for Jamie. One of his broken ribs had nearly punctured a lung.




    He could have died. A swell of emotion overtook her. He still could. We all could. Focus!




    Skye turned and stared at the six vampiric matadors, who were unfurling their capes and walking toward the humans as someone, somewhere, played the traditional trumpet fanfare announcing the beginning of the bullfight. At Jenn’s signal Skye and her teammates spread out slightly so they wouldn’t be one big target. So far it appeared that the Cursed Ones didn’t know that the Salamanca hunters had entered the ring. The other humans were completely panicked, knocking one another down in their efforts to escape. In the stands the onlookers laughed.




    She moved her hand and whispered a dispersing spell; the people eased away from her and Holgar, leaving the field around them clear. It was safer for everyone that way. Protective magick; it’s okay.




    Holgar gave her a lopsided smile as he tugged on the wooden cross Father Juan had given him at graduation. Hanging from a leather cord around his neck, the cross had a lamb carved into its center, and the arms of the cross ended in intricately carved wolf heads.




    “Christians, witches, beasts—I guess sooner or later we had to end up in a coliseum,” Holgar said.




    Skye couldn’t help but grin back. No matter how bad things got, Holgar always managed to find the lighter side of a situation, or at least pretend to. Not that there was a light side to getting slaughtered, but somehow his attitude made it easier to cope.




    The bullfighters were performing a sort of ballet of stylized grace. Their red capes were draped over small swords with sharp-looking tips, which flashed with the vampires’ movements.




    “We’ll have to dodge those swords,” Skye said.




    “I will if you will,” Holgar told her.




    Discreetly they placed themselves between the vampires and the hysterical captives. The plan was to thin the ranks of matadors as much as possible before the hunters started herding the humans toward the invisible hole. Skye was fairly sure the presence of the hunters had not yet been detected. For the moment they held the element of surprise.




    She cast one more glance in Holgar’s direction as the bullfighters took off their black caps and bowed to the stands. It appeared to be the signal that the fighting was to begin. One of the matadors headed her way, a cocky grin on his face. Gold tassels swayed against scarlet satin and ebony silk as he advanced. Skye held her ground. Eyes glowing red, fangs extended, he brandished his cape and shook it at her, engaging in the ancient ritualistic death dance.




    “¡Olé!” the vampires cheered. The few humans among them cheered too. Collaborators, fraternizers. Skye had other, harsher words for them. Maybe they were simply people, so afraid of dying that they would do anything to survive. Perhaps they were to be pitied more than hated, but Skye was not yet that evolved.




    The matador had closed up the space between them and thrust forward his cape, shouting, “¡Toro, toro!” at her. Rather than cower, as he seemed to expect, she spun to the side, grabbing for the cross she had tucked in her waistband. As he charged her, she pulled it out and thrust it into his face. The crowd began to jeer and hoot, as if she’d been caught cheating.




    The Cursed One jumped backward with a snarl, raising his cape to shield his face as he stumbled, falling right onto the stake Holgar extended as he rushed to help Skye. With a whoosh the vampire disintegrated, turning to ash.




    “Nice!” she cried to Holgar. He grinned at her, then scanned the ring for the next attack.




    The crowd roared, but whether in approval or disapproval Skye couldn’t tell. A couple of the humans in the ring turned to see what had happened, sensing a shift in the balance of power.




    If only they were all that easy, Skye thought.




    A second matador approached, taller and more muscular, and from his cocky demeanor Skye knew that this one would be much, much harder to kill.




    “I’ll take this one. Get some of these people out of here,” Holgar said, moving close in. Vampire dust coated his cheeks.




    Skye hesitated, not wanting to leave her fighting partner unprotected.




    “I’m serious.” He kept his eyes on the bullfighter, head dipped to avoid his mesmerizing gaze. “Save as many people as you can before the other C.O.’s get wise.”




    “Are you sure?”




    “Yes, go!”




    Skye ran toward a man and a woman who had stopped to see what had happened. They both looked dazed. She grabbed their arms and tugged.




    “I’m going to get you out of here. Come with me! You, and you, let’s go!”




    Skye quickly gathered more and more people. Bewildered, nearly paralyzed with fear, they did as they were told, stumbling as they followed her toward the wall. Like the Pied Piper she gathered them with magicks, trying to reach them while attempting to remain unnoticed.




    She had collected maybe twenty. When they were steps from the hidden hole in the wall, she turned and scanned the arena. No one else in the ring was looking at them, and those in the stands seemed to be fixated on the fighting. Eriko and Jamie were ducking capes with Krav Maga movements, but she couldn’t locate Antonio and Jenn.




    “It’s a wall,” one of the women protested.




    “It’s magick,” Skye said, shoving them both through the hole.




    She turned and headed for the next closest group of people, prepared to do the same, just as Holgar decapitated the second matador with one of the short swords. The head burst into dust, and the crowd in the stands booed.




    Miss me? the voice asked in her mind, returning. She halted in her tracks, her own fear now vying with her need to get people to safety.




    Then, shouting and booing, the Cursed Ones in the stands leaped down into the ring, grabbing at anyone they could, sinking their fangs into their necks, draining their blood in an instant, and dropping the bodies to the ground. The jig was up. It was time to go.




    Antonio and Jenn ran toward her, herding as many people in front of them as they could. Eriko appeared behind Jenn and Antonio, carrying Jamie’s body over her shoulder. The sight of him limp and bloody galvanized Skye into action, and she sprang forward.




    “This way!” she screamed. “You can’t see it, but it’s there!”




    Holgar loped across the blood-drenched dirt, shouting in Danish and pointing toward the location of the hole. Several dozen Spaniards poured through. Eriko darted in with Jamie. Antonio and Jenn were next, and then Holgar was dragging Skye along with him. As the hole began to close, Skye looked back. Dozens of bodies lay sprawled, their limbs at impossible angles, and at least fifty of the living raced around, shrieking—people the team could no longer help.




    The hole closed.




    Tears streamed down Skye’s face as the team retreated, veering off from the locals, who were scattering to their homes or other places of safety. Enraged vampires denied their sport erupted from the bullring in pursuit.




    With only seconds to their advantage the hunters wound through twisting streets lined with gold-colored stone buildings with arched windows, racing away in full retreat. They needed a safe house. Moncho was to have provided one, but he had still not appeared.




    They ran down passageways and alleys like fleeing rats. Vampires shouted to one another, searching for them. Human screams pierced the night as Pamplonans were dragged from their homes and interrogated: Have you seen six humans traveling together? Are you hiding them?




    Spaniards screamed.




    Died.




    The hunters kept running. Draped over Eriko’s back, Jamie was pale as death. Skye gave them all a magickal boost of energy, but she was exhausted. She couldn’t go on much longer.




    “Goddess, help us,” Skye murmured. “I am your faithful daughter. Grant me this boon.”




    And then, as they passed a large house of weathered brick with concrete medallions and a sloping tiled roof, Skye felt . . . nothing.




    “Jenn, here,” Skye whispered sotto voce. She stopped in her tracks and pointed at the ancient structure. Jenn raised a hand, and the others stopped too.




    Very slowly, a broad wooden door edged with wrought iron creaked open. Leading the way, Jenn crossed the threshold, the others following. The door slammed shut behind them, and they stood inside a dark foyer.




    Then the foyer melted away, and they were in a parlor, where half a dozen men and women had risen from dark wooden chairs set around a table covered with tarot cards and a crystal ball. The scent of burning sage—a cleansing herb—wafted in the air. Between oil portraits and landscapes on the walls, and on the bare stone floor, dozens of signs and sigils, markings of protection, had been painted or carved. Skye read them, understanding them at once, as she had been classically educated in the Art. These were medieval symbols designed to ensure the safety of the house and its inhabitants by making the house seem uninteresting. It was that void created by the markings that she had felt. Most places gave off their own vibe, much like people did, but this house was neutral, missing its echo of time and emotion. Only magick could do that to a house as old as this one.




    “I’m a White Witch.” Skye addressed the coven as a whole. She held up her ring, a crescent moon, and the Spaniards reacted, murmuring to one another.




    A woman in a black dress decorated with silver crescents identical to Skye’s ring opened wide her arms. “Welcome, hermana,” she said in heavily accented English. “The blessings of the Goddess upon you.”




    “Jenn, we’re among friends,” Skye told her leader.




    “We’re hunters,” Jenn said, panting. “I’m the leader. Please help us.”




    “The vampires seek you, eh?” the woman said.




    “Sí,” Jenn replied. “We were in the bullring. We helped a lot of people escape, and now the Cursed Ones know we’re in town. If you can keep us safe until they’re gone, we would be grateful.”




    “Of course,” the woman said. “My brothers and sisters, we must help these people. Carlos, Amalia, por favor.”




    Her words galvanized the group. A man and a woman rushed to Eriko’s side. They led her to an upholstered sofa, where she carefully laid Jamie down.




    “Are you resis—,” Jenn began, but Skye cut her off. If these witches were involved in the fight against the Cursed Ones, they would not join a resistance cell. They would be members of the Circuit, and she, as a Circuit member, had pledged never to reveal the existence of the group of witches dedicated to the freedom of humanity.




    Of course, she’d broken that vow, blurting out the truth to Jenn. And after New Orleans, Skye had confessed as much to the Circuit, and they had cut her off, refusing to help her anymore.




    “I am the High Priestess of this coven,” the woman in the dress informed Jenn. “We will shelter you until the search is called off and you may safely leave Pamplona.”




    “Blessed be,” Skye whispered.




    “Merrily met,” the woman replied.




    “Not so much,” Jamie muttered, his lids fluttering, and Skye’s heart leaped. Jamie was as snarky as ever, which meant that he’d live. He sat up on the couch and yawned, as if their near escape from death had been a trifling bore.




    “Don’t suppose you could spare a bit o’ sumpin? Pint of ale, a bit of whiskey?” he asked the High Priestess.




    The High Priestess’s mouth twitched. “I suppose,” she said. “But please, everyone, sit down before you fall down. All of you. Eva, Estrella, see to their injuries. I will get a ‘bit o’ sumpin.’”




    “Thank you,” Jenn said, taking a chair. She sank down wearily.




    “No, we thank you. We are in your debt,” the High Priestess said. “Unlike you, we cannot fight. But we can heal the fighters.” Her eyes glinted like flint. “And we will.”








  



    

       

    




    CHAPTER THREE




    

      

        

          Salamanca Hunter’s Manual: Allies




          As the Hunter, you must walk alone. Beware of entanglements. You cannot love as others do. You must love duty. You cannot have friends. Others will curry your favor, only to betray you in your darkest hour. Your sacred duty is not to save, but to hunt. Stake twenty vampires, and thirty souls will curse your name because a child was taken. Stake a hundred, and you will be hunted because the village burned. The Savior is aptly named, and so are you.




          (translated from the Spanish)


        


      


    




    PAMPLONA, SPAIN


    TEAM SALAMANCA: JENN AND ANTONIO, SKYE AND HOLGAR, AND JAMIE AND ERIKO




    The witches of Pamplona kept the hunters of Salamanca safe while the Cursed Ones went from house to house, searching for the humans who had dared to vanquish their matadors in the ring. The High Priestess, who was called Maja, created a spell to muffle the screams and shouts erupting from the night as the vampires terrorized the neighborhood. But Skye could hear them in her aching heart. How many were they killing in retaliation? Were any of them escapees from the bullring? Would it have been better for Pamplona if the hunters had not come?




    “This is why we do not fight,” Maja said to Jenn. “We only heal.”




    Skye stared down at the floor, and Jenn moved to her side. Protectively, Jenn laid a hand on Skye’s arm.




    “Someone has to fight,” Jenn shot back.




    “I don’t mean to judge you,” Maja said. “I agree. Someone has to fight. If, perhaps, more had fought earlier, we wouldn’t be in such a desperate situation now.”




    Two of the witches and Holgar went on recon in an effort to assess when it would be safe for the group to head back to their well-concealed van. Everyone cleaned up, and the witches gave the hunters fresh clothes. About three hours later Maja herself joined an escort of four witches to magickally protect the hunters as they snuck back to the van.




    Antonio drove. It was a distance of two hundred fifty miles, and they were cutting it close to sunrise. It was true that vampires could not walk in the sun. If Antonio stayed out of direct sunlight, he would be safe, but the rays of the sun fatigued vampires and made it difficult for them to function. They felt a pull to go down to the earth—into coffins, catacombs, basements, sewers—which was one of the reasons the gods of their faiths ruled the underworlds: Hades, Baron Samedi, or in the case of Antonio’s sire, Orcus.




    During their drive home Jenn called Father Juan and told him about their failure via cell phone. So many had died, and they still had no idea what had happened to the resistance members they had gone to meet.




    “I’m sorry,” Jenn concluded.




    “Time for tears later,” Father Juan replied.




    Skye performed round after round of healing spells on the team, concentrating on Jamie, who began criticizing “the mission” as soon as the van doors were shut. He didn’t have any specific criticism; he was just angry, and Jenn’s “ineptitude” was fair game, at least in Jamie’s mind. Skye made a few attempts to defend her, reminding Jamie that Jenn was in charge, not him, which made him even angrier.




    “Yeah, about that,” he began.




    Finally Holgar growled pointedly, and Jamie fell to swearing under his breath about things being all arseways.




    It was still safely dark when they reached the gates of the University of Salamanca, but Jenn could hear the trilling of birds singing to the dawn. Father Juan shepherded them straight into the chapel, where he put on a white chasuble—a priestly overgarment, the color choice to honor the dead—and conducted a brief Mass for the repose of the murdered innocents, and to give thanks that the Salamancan hunters were spared. Jenn was not a Catholic, but she was respectful, and she knelt beside Antonio on the prayer bench. Cold emanated from him—he had no body heat—and he moved slightly away, as if he thought that was bothering her. Things were very different between them now, strained, since . . . Heather.




    Grief flooded through Jenn, and she rested her face on the backs of her hands. She was exhausted. She’d been wounded in the chest in New Orleans, and while she’d been put back together and returned to the battlefield, there were times when her injury pained her. Or maybe her heart was simply broken.




    Beside her, Antonio murmured in Latin and crossed himself. His rosary beads were wound around his hand like a bandage. No other vampire they had ever come across could touch a cross or any of a myriad of religious symbols without being severely burned. That meant he wasn’t like the others. He was different. But it was hard for her to believe that anymore, now that her little sister had been converted. Heather had been the sweetest person Jenn had ever met, and that sweetness was gone. If someone like Heather became so completely different, why hadn’t Antonio? Maybe he was just a great faker, pretending to be good so that he could one day turn on them. Magicks might be protecting him from crosses and holy water.




    No. I don’t believe that. I can’t believe that.




    But doubt poked at her like the tip of a blade.




    “Go in peace. The Mass is ended,” Father Juan said in English. Jenn jerked slightly; she’d drifted during the service, as she often did. Maybe some of the others found comfort in the ritual. She tended to tune it out in favor of worrying about the dozens of things on her long, long list.




    She gazed at Antonio, whose head was still lowered in prayer. Flickering candlelight caught the blue-black highlights in his hair. She wanted to run her fingers through it. Before she had known that he was a vampire, she had spent hours staring at Antonio, wishing he would look back. Practically every girl in their class had swooned over him like he was some rock star, chatting and flirting with him every chance they got. Everyone had been told that he was a seminary student—studying to become a priest—which made him even sweeter forbidden fruit.




    And then, on the night of their final exam, Antonio had been paired with Jenn in this very chapel. And he had confessed his feelings for her. And why he could never act on them.




    “It was you, Jenn. You who captured my heart.” His voice echoed in her mind even now.




    But I didn’t know then what I know now, she thought. I didn’t know what it really means to become a vampire.




    An image of her sister rose in her mind.




    “Jenn?” Antonio murmured, looking at her.




    Everyone else was leaving the chapel. Jerking, she got to her feet and sidestepped out of the pew. Antonio bent his knee like a noble courtier, lowered his head in the direction of the large cross hanging over the altar, and crossed himself.




    “Come to my sitting room. We’ll talk,” Father Juan invited them, leading the way. The private sitting room was very spare, dominated by a large olive-wood crucifix that hung behind a brown leather sofa. The priest went through another door to fetch a bottle and some glasses, and everyone sat down wearily.




    So now we lick our wounds, Jenn thought. Literally, in the case of Holgar. Jenn turned away, unable to watch the werewolf as he surreptitiously cleaned a small wound on his wrist the way his wild brethren did. She focused instead on a calendar above a small table holding an electric teakettle, a sugar bowl, and some cups and saucers. The calendar featured the gardens and statuary of El Retiro Park.




    Antonio hesitated, then sat in a leather chair facing the TV, away from Jenn. Skye plopped down beside her.




    Then Jenn asked the question that had been plaguing her.




    “How come Moncho never showed? He asked for help. We went. On the very night the vampires attacked, and we were caught off guard.”




    “Yeah, funny thing,” Jamie said, grunting from his place slumped in a recliner.




    “We keep going on missions like we did before New Orleans,” Jenn persisted. “Someone asks for help, and we go. But it’s not working.”




    “Yeah, funny thing,” Jamie said again.




    “But what about the worldwide resistance?” she asked. “How many groups are there like those in New Orleans, who are trying to fight back with the only skills and tools they have?”




    “Why, you want to get them killed too?” Jamie drawled as he pulled a cigarette out of a pack in the breast pocket of the shirt one of the male witches had given him.




    “Shut up,” Skye said, an uncharacteristic outburst from the group’s peacemaker. “We’d only just started going out as a team for two months before Jenn had to go to California. People around here found out about us and started asking for help.”




    “Your point?” Jamie said.




    Skye’s cheeks were pink. Jenn knew Skye had a crush on Jamie. Skye’s lousy taste in men amazed her.




    “So it makes sense the Cursed Ones heard about us too, yeah? So more of them are showing up at each mission. They’re gunning for us. We’re outnumbered,” Skye said.




    “Well said,” Holgar told her, flashing her a smile. He was lounging on some decorative pillows on the floor.




    Eriko didn’t join the conversation. She was rubbing her shoulder and looking tired and wan.




    Father Juan reappeared with a lacquer tray containing a water bottle, a dark green bottle of wine, and seven glasses. Jamie tapped his unlit cigarette against the cardboard container. Skye glared at the Irishman, who sighed and put the cigarette away.




    “What are you all arguing about?” Father Juan asked.




    “Jenn’s wondering about other groups like ours,” Antonio told him. “During the war there were resistance cells everywhere, struggling to survive, to fight.”




    When Antonio talked about the war, he meant World War II. Adolf Hitler had begun his campaign of terror, and Antonio had brazenly walked away from the seminary in 1941 to join the Free French Forces. He had been called a Maquis, after the thready brush by the same name, where they hid in the French forests. On one of his first missions he had stayed behind to offer a dying compatriot the last rites of the Church, and he had been attacked and “converted” on the battlefield. More than that Jenn didn’t really know. He didn’t like to talk about it.




    “So it stands to reason that there may be lots of resistance cells today,” Jenn put in.




    Father Juan nodded as he set down the tray. “Perhaps it’s time to reach out to these groups. Help them, and maybe get their help in return. At the very least we can try to coordinate our efforts. This is not a local problem. And if one day we could all rise up as one body and take on the enemy perhaps we could win.”




    “Amen,” Antonio murmured, crossing himself.




    Father Juan’s eyes gleamed with the hope that Jenn had lost. He decanted the bottle and arranged the glasses in a semicircle, but he didn’t fill them. He was waiting for the wine to breathe. Jenn’s chest was so tight that she couldn’t breathe.




    “Rise up?” Jamie scoffed. “We can’t even trust the allies we do have.”




    “Maybe we need better allies,” Eriko ventured.




    “And more of them,” Holgar added, in his singsong Danish accent. He quirked a half smile. “Preferably less cranky ones.”




    “Zip it, wolf,” Jamie said, glaring. “There is nothing funny here.” He gave Antonio a pointed look. “Someone told the Pamplona vampires to push up the date.”




    Antonio’s answering stare was icy. “It’s common in wartime to spread misinformation. They may have been planning all along to ‘run the humans’ last night. But I agree. Too often the vampires seem to know about our plans.”




    “Fancy that,” Jamie bit off. “And now we’ve got two vampires livin’ under our roof.”




    “Enough,” Father Juan chastised them as he began to fill the glasses. He added a healthy measure of water into one of them, and handed it to Jenn. She still wasn’t a wine drinker.




    “Let’s seek out these resistance cells,” Jenn said.




    “We’re not diplomats,” Jamie argued. “I came here to kill vampires, not start a club.”




    Father Juan ignored him. “Jenn is your leader, and this is a wise move. Skye and I will work magicks and try to discern who is safe to approach.”




    “We can’t even trust each other, Father.” Jamie’s voice rose. “And meanin’ no disrespect, but you and Skye ain’t found the traitor who keeps telling the suckers our plans.”




    “Jamie-kun,” Eriko murmured. “Please, don’t argue with Father Juan.”




    Jamie clamped his jaw shut, the vein in his forehead bulging. He was barely keeping his fury under control.




    Father Juan stood. “I’ll ask Brother Manuel to make you all something to eat. You must be hungry.”




    “I’m sure Antonio is,” Jamie said. “All that blood splatterin’ about. Like starters for a big dinner.”




    “Jamie,” Father Juan reproved.




    The priest left, and the team sat for a moment, staring at one another, sipping their wine. After a minute Jamie picked up the remote control for the small television in the corner and clicked it on. A little television would help them unwind. And if they were watching something, they wouldn’t have to talk about what had happened.




    A news program came on. “Bienvenidos, España,” said the beautiful blond anchorwoman. Her coanchor, a man with salt-and-pepper hair, sat beside her and smiled at the camera.




    “Today the Ministry of Economy and Finance unveiled a new benefits program for our senior citizens. All pensions will be increased by ten percent, effective November fourteenth. This will be accomplished without an increase in taxes, due to reductions in spending on national defense.”




    “Yeah, us,” Jamie said. But the Spanish government had never footed the bill for the academy or the hunters it graduated. The Catholic Church had, and as far as Jenn knew, it was still paying.




    “In other news,” the male broadcaster said, “there is a new art exposition at the Alhambra called Brothers. It features oils and watercolors by some of the world’s leading vampiric artists. The queen will attend the grand opening, and political heads of state and cebzbrities from stage and screen are flying in to admire the beautiful canvases celebrating the special relationship between humanity and those who walk the night.”
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