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 THE VAMPIRE GAMES SEASON 1 RECAP 
 
    As told by Jameson Fairfax 
 
    Spoiler Alert for the V Games Trilogy (The Vampire Games, Season 1): 
 
    If you haven't read V Games books 1 – 3 and you would like to, do not read this recap! Go and buy V Games Book 1 right here. 
 
    OR 
 
    If you'd like to read and enjoy Wolf Games without reading the V Games trilogy, or you'd simply like a Season 1 refresher as told by Jameson, read on! 
 
      
 
    After my friend Varick – who was a pirate turned Vampire (yah, I know, right?) - got captured by the seriously messed up Van Helsing family and turned into their slave (no, not the sexy kind) for 200 hundred years, he was forced to kidnap girls from prisons across Europe and throw them into the V Games. So what are the V Games, I hear you cry? Messed up, dark as shit, blood games. As in, a group of human girls were forced to wear old-fashioned dresses, handed wooden stakes and thrown onto an island where they were hunted down in seriously screwed-up rounds. Oh yeah, and the whole thing was filmed live for a group of horny men with way too much money and not a scrap of decency. 
 
    I mean, you couldn't make this shit up. And If you did, you'd have to be sick in the head... 
 
    So where did I - Jameson Fairfax, awesome Werewolf legend - fit into this shit-show? I'm glad you asked. After I was traded to the Helsings by my pack leader, Ulvic, then tested on and thrown into the death games to shake things up, I decided to pull off a huge break out. Okay, so maybe I can't take all the credit. But after two rounds in the V Games, someone had to stick it to the Helsings. And it just so happened to be me and my friends. 
 
    But of course, pissing off a load of Hunters who had both the physical strength and despicable amount of money to hunt us down after our explosive escape, we knew it wasn't going to be over after the fat lady sang. Or, I sang. Most memorably whilst driving through a fence in an SUV I'd stolen. But I digress... 
 
    So after a few days of peace in The Sanctuary (which sounds so much cooler than it is. It's basically a safe house for Immortals: Vampires, Werewolves, Sirens, Shifters, you name it. But seriously, has no one heard of cable in this place? I'm losing the will to live here!), my friends and I attended another V Games undercover, which was home to the 'King of Death', Rockley Jones: a Hunter who may have been even sicker than the Van Helsings. We eventually got our chance to blow the place to hell, kill a tonne of Hunters (Helsings included, minus their daughter, Mercy, who switched sides and went super badass), and flew our asses back to The Sanctuary. 
 
    All sounds pretty wrapped up and peaceful, doesn't it? 
 
    Which it was for some, especially after a cure for Vampirism was discovered and my best friend, Varick, realised his 200-year-long dream of becoming human again! (oh, and did I mention he found the love of his life, Selena, along the way, who also happened to hold the Vampire cure in her blood?).  
 
    The problem is, I didn't get my peaceful ending. You see, there's this girl, Cass – well, I call her Firefly actually – she stood at my side through all that hell, and my heart beats for her like no one else. But there's one more thing I have to do before I get my happily ever after... 
 
    I have to head out on a mission to save two of my brethren after a Helsing sent them to my pack leader's father. From what I heard, he's a real psycho. And the problem is, my pack leader has done some really shitty things lately. You see, Ulvic has the ability to control me. So any order he gives me, I have to obey. He used to be a friend, right up until the moment he commanded me to kill 90% of my pack to save his own skin. Yeah, he's an asshole. And now I need his help. 
 
    What could go wrong, huh? 
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    “I could recognize him by touch alone, by smell;  
 
    I would know him blind,  
 
    by the way his breaths came and his feet struck the earth.  
 
    I would know him in death,  
 
    at the end of the world.” 
 
    - Madeline Miller 
 
   


 
  

 Prologue 
 
      
 
    When I couldn't go a second longer without air, I swam up, dizzy and disorientated. I didn't know if I could make it to the surface. I couldn't feel anything but the ache and strain of my muscles carrying me onward. 
 
    Darkness found me before I reached air, my fingers grazing the waves above. So close, and yet not enough. Not enough to save myself. 
 
    I'm sorry you never knew the truth... 
 
    I took in a mouthful of water as my lungs cried out and my muscles gave up. I lost my senses, my body going still as I drifted down into the depths of the ocean, disappearing into the endless abyss. 
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    There were two things everyone knew about me. One: I was hot. Like hide-your-wife hot. And two: I was the most positive guy in the world. Ever. 
 
    These were cold hard facts. If the FBI had a file on me, those two descriptions would be underlined and highlighted in bright yellow. They were practically synonymous with my name, Jameson Fairfax. Listed right before Werewolf, legend, and lover of all things spicy. 
 
    I didn't spend a lot of time looking in the mirror, didn't need to really. I'd been admired my whole life. I'd make a wager that I'd turned my fair share of straight men gay. I didn't need mirrors to remind me I was beautiful. Women's sighs did that. Funny thing was, when I looked in the mirror, as I was right then, I didn't see any of that. I mean, yeah, it was kinda hard to miss those eyes that shone like sunlight on a hay-bale, and those shaved-in-at-the-sides dark gold locks. Oh, and the roguish stubble on my jaw that screamed modern-day Viking, I suppose I couldn't miss that. 
 
    But what I actually saw, was an asshole. A killer. And someone who'd recently been betrayed by his pack leader: the man who I'd been loyal to for nearly a hundred years. He'd taken me under his wing, loved me. But his command over me was binding, and he'd eventually abused that power. 
 
    Since that day, I hadn't turned into a wolf. I kinda missed it. But I was frightened of it, too. I remembered the last time in graphic detail, could taste the blood, hear the cracking of bones. Nope. I was good pretending everything was fine. 
 
    Except it wasn't. Not even close. 
 
    I pushed a hand into my hair, trying to make it lie flat. Don't think I'd ever done that before. But I'd be seeing Cass today. As I did every day. The two of us had hardly spent a moment apart since we'd officially moved into The Sanctuary of Immortals. She was a Vampire and I was a Werewolf. We were practically star-crossed. 
 
    The old manor was rife with secret cubby holes. Corners I could steal kisses in. I soaked up our time together like it was sunshine itself. And I actually did forgo the sun for the sake of spending time with her, seeing as she couldn't step outside. Not unless she wanted to turn into a pile of soot. Which I imaged she didn't, seeing as she'd fought pretty hard recently to stay alive. The two of us had been through hell and back together in the V Games, from being locked up, forced to fight Vampires in bloody death shows, to making our epic escape from the Isle of Lidelse. So I didn't imagine dying was on her to-do list. 
 
    Today, I was feeling oddly self-conscious. Something felt different, though I couldn't fix on what exactly. I'd never been rejected by a woman, unless I counted my mother. Which I tended not to. But recently, every time I saw Cass with her deep red locks and emerald eyes, my knees threatened to give out and a hummingbird took the place of my heart. If I laid my heart on the line for her, would she really want it? 
 
    Something else was bothering me, too. Today, my old friend, Varick, was leaving The Sanctuary with his newfound love, Selena Grey. She, who'd miraculously cured him of the Vampire curse, returning him to his human form. Something to do with her blood...I hadn't listened much to her father's scientific ramblings. I'd just been happy to see my friend alive and free from the curse he'd despised for so many years. 
 
    At the thought of Varick, my past crashed into the forefront of my mind like a wave on jagged rocks. 
 
    'Drown him or love him. Your choice.' 
 
    I'd not thought about the note in so long, I'd nearly forgotten how much it defined my entrance into this world almost two hundred years ago. It had been left with me when I'd been abandoned in an alley. I was a day old. Presumably my mother had written that note. But I'd never found out. I'd once believed whoever had written it had been indifferent to my existence. But as I grew older, I'd changed my mind. Why would someone take the time to write that note if they didn't have an opinion on what happened to me? So, I came to a lighter, more positive conclusion. One that had helped me sleep a little easier at night. That they'd written that cruel, little note to trigger some love in the heart of whoever found me. Maybe I was delusional, or maybe I was just a natural-born optimist. But at eight years old, I already had a lot more dreams than an unloved kid with no future should have had. 
 
    I remembered the day I'd sneaked out of the orphanage and headed to the docks of Southampton. I'd often watched the ships come and go from my window. I'd promised myself I'd leave England one day, sail away from the people who didn't want to adopt me, from Mrs Drake who hit me every time I did something reckless (which was often), and from the poor life that awaited me living on the streets. I'd never once cried about those things. Because, as I watched the ships sail off toward the horizon, day in day out, I saw a possibility. A life that I would find my way to, one way or another. It had been waiting for me. Staring me in the face my whole life. And I'd never forget the day I finally attained it. 
 
      
 
    Southampton, 1789 
 
    I made way down the steep and narrow streets of the city in the only clothes I owned. Didn't include shoes. My knuckles were bloody where Mrs Drake had thrashed them with a ruler that morning. She'd caught me climbing out of the window again where I could get a good view of the sea. 
 
    The docks were so far away, much further than they'd seemed from that window. I'd never seen the ocean up close. But I knew I'd love it. The sun had been calling me to the sea all my life, sparkling on the water, twinkling, glinting, promising adventure. The briny air prickled my nose, the taste of salt sat on my lips. Today was going to be a great day. 
 
    I was panting by the time I made it to shore. Men in large boots and fancy coats marched around the docks, nearly knocking me over more than once. Fishermen shouted at me to move and I scurried further into the crowd, edging closer to the moored ships. 
 
    I made my way to the grandest of them all; a barque with golden mermaids clinging to her sides and carvings swirling in the wood. It gleamed like a summer's day. 
 
    I stepped onto the pier and someone shouldered past me, knocking me forward. I glimpsed the eyes of a kid around the same age as me. His hood was pulled up, but his dark locks poked out of his cloak. 
 
    He gave me a sideways grin, pressed his index finger to his lips then ran toward the ship, darting between the crewmen on the walkway. My heart lurched as the boy leapt from the pier, catching hold of a cannon hole and heaving himself up through the small gap beside the cannon. I glanced left and right, but no one had seen him. 
 
    I waited, giddy with excitement and fear. 
 
    A few minutes later, the boy wriggled back out of the hole and dropped onto the deck, darting in my direction. He passed me in a flash of movement and I made a snap decision to follow, moving quicker than I ever had in my life as I padded after him. He was fast, but I was determined to keep up. 
 
    I almost lost him amongst the sea of legs, but there, just ahead, I spotted him hurrying up to a King's ship, readying to launch himself onto it. 
 
    I fled to his side, catching the back of his cloak. 
 
    “Hey!” he barked, spinning around. “Get off,” he growled. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked, ignoring his angry tone, bouncing on the balls of my feet. 
 
    His dark green eyes slid over my head toward the crowd.“You're gonna get me caught.” 
 
    “Caught doing what?” I asked, gleeful. This was the most excited I'd felt for years, possibly ever. And nothing had really happened. 
 
    As his cloak shifted, I caught sight of a gilded blade attached to his belt. “Woah,” I cooed. “Where'd you get that?” 
 
    He eyed me for a few moments, his gaze dropping to my bare feet and tattered clothes. “Wanna see?” he whispered, turning and flying off the pier before I could answer. Just like before, he caught hold of the cannon hole and clambered inside. I gazed after him, mouth agape until he poked his head back out of the hole and gestured for me to follow. 
 
    I glanced around, but no one was paying attention so I shuffled to the edge of the pier, assessing the gap. 
 
    I'd climbed on top of the orphanage roof a few times, and I'd had to jump between windowsills to do it. This wasn't much further. And Lord knew how much I wanted adventure. 
 
    I half shut my eyes, dove forward, smashed into the cannon hole and lost my grip. My stomach flew upwards. Hands locked around my wrists and my new friend dragged me into the hole. 
 
    “You could have died!” He sounded elated. “I didn't think you'd actually do it.” 
 
    I started grinning stupidly at him. “I'm Jameson,” I said, holding out a hand. 
 
    He laughed as he took it.“Varick.” He turned, hurrying away. “Come on! Gotta be quick.” 
 
    I followed, weaving through the dark space, full of cannons and rolled up hammocks. 
 
    I knew I'd get on a ship one day! Take that Mrs Drake! 
 
    I followed Varick at top speed. He led me up on deck and we scuttled into an enormous cabin beyond the helm. 
 
    A huge desk sat at the forefront, a large, extravagant map rolled out atop it. A map of the actual world. I'd never seen one before. I scrambled up into the captain's chair, gazing down at it, my heart beating wildly in my chest. “I'm going to see the whole thing one day.” 
 
    Varick was rummaging in drawers on the opposite side of the grand room, not listening. 
 
    “I'm going to have a fine coat and a big hat and a-” 
 
    Varick chucked something onto the desk. A Flintlock pistol, engraved in the hilt with the signature. J. Fairfax. 
 
    I took it, my hands starting to tremble. 
 
    “And a gun.” Varick smiled, nudging it toward me. “Take it. It's yours for helping me.” 
 
    I'd never had a surname. J. Fairfax. Jameson Fairfax...Captain Jameson Fairfax. I liked the sound of that. I tucked it into my waistband, gazing at Varick. “But I didn't do anything.” 
 
    “There's plenty more ships in the dock.” Varick grinned and I mirrored him. 
 
    He opened the muslin bag in his hand, revealing treasure, glinting and sparkling like the sun on the sea. I jumped down from the chair, reaching for it. He snatched it away. “You aren't going to run and tell your mummy about this, are you?” His face grew stern. 
 
    I shook my head. “Don't have a mum...or a dad. Or, well, anyone. Except Mrs Drake, and she beats me on a daily basis.” 
 
    Varick surveyed me for a moment, before turning and heading toward the door. 
 
    Before he reached it, it flew open and a man stepped in, carrying a large suitcase. “Hey!” he barked, snatching a gun from his hip. “What you kids doin' in here?!” 
 
    Varick turned on his heel and darted toward a window. Kicking it open, he turned to catch my eye. I hurried after him as the man shouted, “Thieves!” and part of the wooden hull exploded as he took a shot at us. 
 
    My heart beat a hundred miles a minute. 
 
    Varick grabbed me by the neck, tugging me after him as we dove into the water below. It was cold and full of salt, and way too deep to reach the bottom. I resurfaced, gasping down air, spluttering and coughing. 
 
    “I can't swim!” I cried and Varick locked an arm under mine, tugging me into the shadow of the enormous ship. 
 
    “Hold on to this,” he whispered and I clung to a notch in the hull, bobbing up and down in the water, my legs paddling madly of their own accord. 
 
    Varick took a coin from his bag and swam out into the sun, twisting and turning it until it cast a beam of light toward the shore. He angled it well until a single man blinked from the flashing light and hurried down the pier. He wore a black cloak, his beard thick and his eyes roaming. 
 
    He took a coil of rope from his hip, moving along the pier opposite us and chucking it into the water. A commotion was building back on the ship we'd departed. 
 
    Varick swam back to my side, grabbing my arm and forcing me to follow him to the pier. I paddled like a dog, but I made it. The robed man stooped low, dangling the rope into the water. 
 
    Varick climbed up with the agility of a monkey, but I didn't have the strength. 
 
    “Who's the kid?” the man growled. 
 
    “He helped me,” Varick said, gazing down at me. For a moment, I feared they'd leave me there to drown. 
 
    “Tie it around your waist,” the man ordered and I complied. In moments, he'd hoisted me from the water and I had all the dignity of a drowned rat as I flopped onto the pier. 
 
    “You need to get out of here, get home,” the man commanded. 
 
    “I have no home,” I breathed, almost ashamed. I couldn't go back to the orphanage and face Mrs Drake's wooden ruler. I wouldn't. 
 
    Varick looked up at the man, his eyes wide and pleading. “Can he come with us, father?” 
 
    The shouts from the other pier were growing louder. Varick's father looked from him to me, then shrugged. “So long as you pull your weight on deck. There's no layabouts in my crew.” 
 
    “Deal.” I held out a hand to him and he took it with a bemused expression on his face. 
 
    He stood upright, lifting his cloak and dropping it around us so we were hugged to his sides. We moved at speed once we were amongst the crowd. We headed away from the docks and policemen barged past us, blowing whistles that rang in my ears. 
 
    We walked all the way out of town before Varick's father released us from beneath the cloak. We crested a sandy hill and a cove became visible down below us. In the rocky bay shaped like a horseshoe, was a ship like no other I'd ever seen. Small, built for speed. But large enough to house twenty or so crew. It should have been obvious before, but it was only then I realised who these people were. 
 
    “You're pirates,” I gasped and Varick's father turned sharply toward me. 
 
    “And is that gonna be a problem, kid?” 
 
    “No,” I said honestly. I loved pirates. Practically worshiped them. An older boy in the orphanage had told me tales of the men who seized the King's ships and buried their loot on islands across the world. 
 
    “Good. 'Cause if you get onboard The Meadowlark, you're one of us. You sure you're ready for that?” 
 
    I looked to Varick who was smiling broadly, the bag of gemstones still clutched in his hand. I gazed down at the pistol tucked in my waistband, my heart thumping a rhythm that sounded like fate itself. 
 
    I gazed out to the sea, adrenaline rushing through me. “Oh I'm ready alright.” 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    I lay in a hammock on the indoor balcony, high up in the Vampire common room. My bare foot grazed the floor and I flexed my toes to rock myself back and forth. I'd been reading Wuthering Heights all morning, hiding away from the world. 
 
    Everyone in The Sanctuary was at peace. Well, mostly everyone. I was anxious, desperate to take the cure to Vampirism the second Selena's father, Brendan Grey, figured out how exactly it worked. But with over a week having passed since Varick's seemingly miraculous return to humanity, I was getting impatient. 
 
    And I wasn't the only one in The Sanctuary who wasn't happy. Mercy Helsing kept to herself, maintaining her distance from the Immortals. After she'd switched sides and helped us bring an end to her family's reign of terror, there was no way we could turn her away from The Sanctuary. Not everyone trusted her though, so Brendan had given her a room in a disused part of the manor. And that was where she remained. 
 
    Another miserable resident was Ulvic Hund, the Werewolf pack leader. He stayed upstairs in the human quarters, insisting food be brought to him, never once stepping through the locked door that parted the humans from the Immortals. There was one obvious reason for that: Jameson. Even though Brendan had strictly forbidden us from harming Ulvic, he clearly didn't trust that anyone would stick to that promise. 
 
    I was most certainly in the long line of people who would have taken Ulvic's life for what he'd done to Jameson's pack. Ulvic may have helped us escape from Øyafrelse, but it was hardly enough to make me forgive and forget. He was a coward. And Jameson was stuck having to obey any order Ulvic gave him because of some stupid Werewolf curse. 
 
    My anxiety was at its highest point today. Because today was the day Selena and Varick were leaving, heading abroad for an extended holiday in the sunshine. And I was burning with jealousy. I mean, sure, I was happy for them. More than happy. But seeing Varick enjoying his newfound humanity just made me plain envious. I might not have been a V for long, but I missed the sunshine, and sleeping and, most of all, not needing blood to live. Despite the fact I was well-fed on the donations given by the humans in The Sanctuary, I still despised it every time I drank a bottle. Without it, my throat seared, my willpower lessened, the Vampiric monster inside me reared its ugly head. I supposed I was better off than I could have been, though. At least I wasn't in the Van Helsings' V Games anymore, forced to fight for my life. 
 
    Kodiak appeared at the top of the ladder, climbing onto the balcony. His dark hair was cropped short and his eyes were a deep, navy blue. He moved in a stiff way, especially for a V, like a regimented soldier. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. “Selena's about to leave. She's looking for you.” 
 
    I groaned, dropping the book onto my face to hide. 
 
    I heard Kodiak drift back toward the ladder. “I'll tell her you're not coming then.” 
 
    I lobbed the book at him and it hit him squarely in the back of the head. “Don't you dare!” I sprang lithely to my feet, following him to the ladder. 
 
    Of course I wanted Selena to go. God only knew she deserved a holiday. But, not only was I going to miss her, I damn well wanted to go with her. 
 
    Kodiak threw me a knowing smile before bypassing the ladder and dropping directly to the floor below. I hesitated a moment before doing the same, figuring I might as well enjoy the perks of being a Vampire while I still could. But the second Brendan sorted out the cure, I'd be the first to take it. Seeing as Varick had had to die before he returned to his human form, Brendan had deemed it too risky for the rest of us to try. 
 
    I followed Kodiak through the winding corridors of the manor, arriving in the grand entrance hall where our friends were gathered. 
 
    Selena and Varick stood by the door, two suitcases at their feet, both of them dressed for travelling. Selena's hair had been restored to its usual dark colour and I could have sworn Varick's was growing out already. His beard certainly needed a trim. The most noticeable thing he was wearing, was a broad smile. It had been plastered on his face ever since he'd been brought back from the dead – which was extra-noticeable seeing as his expression had been set at 'brooding' the entire time I'd known him. I couldn't really blame him for his newfound demeanour. The guy had been through hell and back to find happiness. And I may have once hated him for kidnapping us and sending us to the V Games, but he'd made up for that tenfold. Now, I was growing to like him. Not that I'd ever told him that... 
 
    My gaze automatically drifted to Jameson. His eyes were heavy with bags, but a casual grin was slapped onto his face as usual. He wasn't sleeping well, that much I'd gathered. But every time I'd tried to lure him into a meaningful conversation since we'd returned to The Sanctuary, he'd tried to distract me with flirting. We talked daily, but something was bothering him that he never mentioned. And I was pretty sure it was the fact two of his pack members were still missing. But the only one who could help him find them, was Ulvic. The man he despised more than anyone in the entire world. So no wonder he was losing sleep. 
 
    Thames rolled forward on the make-shift wheelchair Kodiak had built for her, her golden dreadlocks hanging around her shoulders. The girl had been brave as hell after she'd lost part of her legs to a Vampire attack. But for someone who'd been chased by starved Vs for entertainment, she certainly didn't seem to mind spending time with one of them now. Namely, Kodiak. Maybe that was because he made it his personal mission to look after her though. 
 
    Thames tugged Selena's sleeve, gazing up at her. “Take me with you,” she sighed dramatically. 
 
    Selena laughed, bending down to hug her. “We'd only bore you.” 
 
    “She's right,” Varick said. “I plan on lying on a beach the entire time and getting a tan.” 
 
    Jameson barked a laugh. “You've got two centuries of indoor skin to conquer.” 
 
    “I've conquered worse,” Varick joked, moving to embrace him. 
 
    I could sense tension growing in the room. Even though the Helsings were dead, it felt like leaving this island was still a danger. With Hunters like Rockley Jones still at large, there were still enemies in the world who wanted us dead. And Varick and Selena would be the first ones to test if we really were safe. 
 
    Brendan appeared with Selena's mum at his side, the two of them strolling arm in arm as they moved. 
 
    “Ready to go?” Brendan asked, carrying a bag on his shoulder and another in his hand. 
 
    “You're going, too?” I asked. 
 
    Selena answered for him, “I thought it would be nice for us all to spend some time together.” She bit her lip as she gazed at her father. They had years of lost time to make up for, so I was happy that they were taking the opportunity. But Brendan was the beating heart of The Sanctuary; it would be strange for him to absent from it. 
 
    “Nirena will be in charge whilst I'm away,” Brendan explained, moving to open the door. Nirena, the Vampire who'd turned Varick over a century ago, was one of my newer friends; she seemed pretty capable of running this place. 
 
    I hurried forward before Brendan spilled sunlight into the hall and wrapped my arms around Selena, crushing her into my shoulder. She was such a shortarse. 
 
    She slid her arms around me, gasping as I squeezed her a little too tightly. “Sorry.” I stepped back, giving her a sad sort of smile. It was the end or an era for us, in the best of ways. We could finally be friends under normal circumstances, outside of the death game we'd bonded in. Except for the fact that every time I got close to her, a part of me wanted to eat her. 
 
    “I'll miss you,” she said, her eyes wide and bright. Her emotions were always right there on the surface, showing how much she cared. I was the opposite. My face never betrayed my feelings. I'd gotten that art down to a T. And it was even easier now I was a Vampire. 
 
    “You too, little killer.” She grinned at the old nickname and my eyes slid to Varick. “Have fun for all us house-bound Vs, won't you?” 
 
    Varick beamed. “That's a promise.” He raised his brows, shifting toward me as if wondering whether we should hug. 
 
    “I like you, Varick, but I don't think we're in the hugging stage yet,” I teased. 
 
    He leant closer to Selena and whispered, “Did she just say she likes me? Should we take a photograph or something?” 
 
    Selena swatted his arm, laughing. 
 
    Jameson moved toward Varick, tugging him into a firm embrace. Varick was still recovering his strength since he'd become human, but he didn't even wince from Jameson's obvious ferocity, so I guessed his physiotherapy was going well. 
 
    “See you soon, brother,” Jameson said. 
 
    Varick gave him a nod, his eyes dimming for a moment. “Look after yourself. Don't take any risks.” 
 
    “I think Varick's taken enough risks to last a lifetime.” Mercy appeared and everyone looked her way. She was dressed in a white t-shirt and jeans, her bright blonde hair hanging around her shoulders, looking as normal as the next person. But the tension in the room was palpable. As far as I knew, no one had seen her for days. 
 
    “Come to see us off?” Varick asked, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Something like that...” She came to a halt before him and Selena raised a brow, looking curious as to what Mercy was about to do. I was pretty damn curious myself. Varick had lived as Mercy's family slave for nearly two centuries. So their relationship was complicated to say the least. And I'd heard she might even have feelings for him. 
 
    She lifted a hand, unfurling her fist to reveal a folded piece of paper. Varick hesitantly took it and Mercy's hand shot forward, encouraging him not to unfold it. “Read it later.” Her cheeks coloured and Jameson cleared his throat, not-so-subtly hiding a note of laughter. 
 
    As Mercy stepped back, Brendan gestured to the door. “Come on you two.” 
 
    Selena grabbed my hand before I moved away. “Maybe you'll be cured by the time we get home.” Her expression was so hopeful that it made me hope, too. 
 
    “You never know.” I pushed her toward the door and she waved as she stepped through it at Varick's side. I hurried into the shadows beside the large staircase, hiding from the sunlight. Kodiak was already there, giving me a nod of acknowledgment. 
 
    Mercy floated vaguely in Jameson's direction. He was about the only person in this place who she seemed to like. 
 
    Kodiak guided Thames away, but I remained in place. Jameson and I had been spending most days together. Despite how hard I'd tried to keep him out, he'd burrowed under my skin. And I wasn't sure I had control of it anymore. 
 
    As he fell into a conversation with Mercy, I forced myself to turn and start walking away. I was almost into the next corridor when footsteps padded behind me and Jameson's scent rolled over me. I fought the smile on my lips as he caught my arm, tossing my crimson locks back as I glanced over my shoulder. 
 
    “What's up?” I lifted a brow. 
 
    His bronze eyes were dancing with mischief; it was the kind of look that made me want to drop all of my barriers and let him come strolling in to my heart. 
 
    “How's your schedule looking for today?” He turned me around and I shot a glance over his shoulder. Mercy was gone. Probably skulked back to the privacy of her room. Maybe I should have cared more. But I didn't. She'd made up for some of her misgivings, and the girl had lost her parents. But my heart wouldn't let her in. Like it didn't let most people in. My heart had iron doors, pass-codes and twenty-four-hour security. There was only a handful of people in the world who knew the way through. Jameson was one of them. 
 
    “Hm...” I pretended to think. “Well, I do have a full morning of doing nothing, followed by an afternoon of jack all.” 
 
    “Great.” He yanked me after him, dragging me in the direction of the east wing and my laughter rang through the air. 
 
    “I need a film buddy,” he explained as he guided me through the corridors of the east wing. It was warmer than the west, where the Vs were housed. A mixture of Immortals milled about, but I only recognised the Sirens for what they were, their faces concealed by lacy masks. One look at their bare faces would have had me fall desperately in love with them. Not that any of them would have abused their power. But seeing as love was not something I dished out easily, I found myself naturally avoiding them. 
 
    Jameson pulled me through a door and I stepped into his bedroom. 
 
    My heart pounded against my rib cage. So far, I'd somehow avoided being in his room. It felt like crossing an invisible barrier between us. One of the last walls still in place. 
 
    Jameson didn't seem to notice my hesitation, throwing himself onto the double bed and snatching a remote control from his bedside table. I soaked in the neutral tones of the space; it was basic and bland like a three star hotel room. We hadn't been living in The Sanctuary long enough to decorate much, but Jameson had started to put his own stamp on this place. The shutters had been drawn across his window, and I wondered if that was in preparation for me coming here. 
 
    A TV was mounted on the wall and a whole stack of DVDs sat beneath it. 
 
    “I nicked them from the games room.” Jameson jerked his chin at them. “And that.” He pointed to a Rambo poster on the wall, featuring Sylvester Stalone with a huge machine gun strung around his body. 
 
    Jameson patted the space beside him. “We're having a movie marathon.” 
 
    I moved toward the bed, relaxing a little as I dropped into the space beside him, propping my head up on a pillow. Jameson pressed play on the remote and Die Hard started up. It was one of those films I'd somehow missed out on watching when I was younger. My upbringing hadn't exactly been 'normal', I guess. With my heroin-addict family screwing up any normalcy I could have had. But my brother had liked action movies. I mean, sure, he'd usually passed out before the credits rolled, but it was one of his few interests outside of injecting himself. 
 
    By the time lunchtime arrived, I'd seen more blood splattered and bullets fired than I had in the V Games. Jameson had made a food-run– consisting mostly of sweets – dumping them all on the bed and tucking in. 
 
    I sat cross-legged, watching him devour a twix in two bites. “So...what are you going to do about Ulvic?” I asked softly, wondering if he'd open up to me at last. 
 
    He shrugged, not meeting my eye. 
 
    “Well, you have to do something. We can't let him get away with what he did to your pack.” 
 
    Jameson stiffened at my words and stopped eating. Which was a big deal for him. His eyes lifted, deep bronze and glittering. “We?” 
 
    I was caught by surprise and instinctively laid a hand on his. We'd been through so much together, even if I did have my reservations about him. He was still a friend. We'd fought for our lives side by side more than once. “Yes. We,” I confirmed. “Whatever it is you want from Ulvic, I'll help you. I can break his neck the second he steps out of the human quarters if you like?” 
 
    Jameson snorted a laugh. “No can do, Firefly. Ulvic is the only one who can take me to his father. I wouldn't know where to start. If I want to rescue Mekiah and Reason, I have to work with him.” 
 
    I squeezed his wrist and he slid his fingers between mine before I could pull away. “Forget about him. I want one last day of peace before I talk to him. Before we leave.” 
 
    “You're leaving tomorrow?” I gasped, unable to help myself.  
 
    He nodded, giving me a grim look. “I can't wait any longer. I have to find them.” 
 
    “I'll help,” I said without thought. 
 
    He shook his head. “No, you're safe here. And besides, I don't know if you'd be able to avoid the sun. Ulvic's father could be in Barbados for all I know.” 
 
    I sighed, trying to tug my hand free of his, but he didn't let me go. My heart was heavy. Jameson was walking into danger again. And a sudden realisation flooded over me. “This is why you waited till now, for Varick to leave. You knew he'd go with you.” 
 
    Jameson ran a hand down the back of his neck before nodding. “He's human now, and sure, he could probably still fight like a trooper, but what for? He's just been given life again, and I'll be damned if I'm gonna risk him losing it.” 
 
    My brows drew together. Jameson cared about his friend so deeply. And I was drawn to him because of it. The way he loved so unconditionally. So fully and without question. It was alien to me. 
 
    Before I could argue any further, Jameson said, “So can I have one perfect day?” His mouth hooked up at the corner and I couldn't fight my own smile, despite the sinking feeling at knowing he was leaving. 
 
    “Of course,” I said. My tongue scraped the roof of my mouth and I realised I was growing thirsty. My hand went instinctively to my throat and I glanced at the door. “But I better go and get some blood first...” 
 
    Jameson thrust his wrist toward my mouth. “You're not going anywhere.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, moving to get up, but Jameson didn't release my hand. “I'll be five minutes,” I said, but he shook his head. 
 
    “It's my perfect day, and I want you to drink from me.” He gave me a stupid grin. 
 
    “Why?” I narrowed my eyes. I was reluctant to accept - for more reasons than one. Jameson wasn't aware that whenever I drank his blood, I was given snippets of his memories. I should have told him. Apparently it was a Werewolf blood thing. But I'd held my tongue for this long, and now it had gone past the point of owning up. 
 
    “Maybe it turns me on.” He grinned and I rolled my eyes. “Alright,” he dropped the act with a sigh. “I like it...it kind of makes me feel useful to you.” 
 
    I frowned, parting my fingers from his. “You don't have to give me blood for that to be true.” 
 
    “Still...” He offered his wrist again. 
 
    I dug my fangs into my tongue, trying to resist. If he watched me feed from him, he'd see the moment I experienced his memories, his past. I batted his hand away, knowing he was probably going to overthink this, but I didn't really have a choice. I cupped his neck and his eyes lit up like a gas burner. He tilted his head and I dug my fangs into his throat. The moment his blood met my lips, I got lost. My eyes unfocused as I drank, the warmth sliding down my throat, sating the hungry devil inside me. 
 
    Jameson pulled me into his lap and I didn't even complain. When I tasted blood, it faded the rest of the world. Nothing mattered but this. 
 
    All at once, I was hit with flashes from Jameson's past, seeing the memories through his eyes. He was in wolf form: I could feel the muscles moving in his back, the weight of his heavy paws as he padded across a wooden floor, stained with blood. 
 
    His mind was my mind and his thoughts poured through me in a torrent. 
 
    I'd rather die than this. 
 
    My heart – his heart – pounded in a frantic rhythm. Terror and panic was all he knew at that moment. 
 
    A wolf came into view, laid out on the floor, breathing but unconscious. Jamesons's jaw locked around its throat. I heard the crack. I tasted the blood. 
 
    I was trapped in hell, but I couldn't stop watching. 
 
    Kill me now. 
 
    End this Ulvic. Let me die. 
 
    I wanted to cry, to scream, to drag Jameson away from this heart-breaking moment and stop it from ever happening. The night Ulvic had ordered him to kill his pack to save his own skin. It had broken Jameson. And I could feel that pain now, mirrored in my heart. 
 
    I gasped, pulling my fangs free of Jameson's neck. The agony I'd felt stayed with me. My heart beat out of rhythm. Jameson's brows were drawn and his eyes were open, vulnerable, asking a question I didn't give him a moment to ask. I pressed my lips to his. His hands hooked around my hips as he responded, the heat of his mouth on mine like a furnace. He moved forward, dropping me onto the bed and pinning me beneath him. He braced his arms beside me and lifted his head, ending the kiss. 
 
    “You confuse the hell out of me, Firefly.” He gazed between my eyes as if trying to read me. 
 
    Guilt swept through me, knowing that I had secret access to his thoughts. It wasn't right. But still, I bit my tongue. 
 
    “I know,” I breathed, running a hand up his spine. 
 
    I longed to soothe the pain I'd found inside him, even if it broke my own heart to do it. Because Jameson would leave after I gave in to him. In the deepest regions of my body, I knew that. But some part of me wanted him to break me. I wanted to open the iron doors of my heart, and let him in with a butcher knife. I didn't care right then; the decision was made. 
 
    On a bed full of sweets, with the theme tune to Jurassic Park playing in the background, I was going to let him have me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    Cass was beneath me (#lifegoals), her mouth was painting heated patterns down my neck (#dreamcometrue), and I was having serious doubts (#WTFbro?). This woman had resisted me from day dot. And for some insane reason she was suddenly getting handsy with me in my bed. 
 
    In truth, I actually hadn't invited her there to get laid. Which was a first for me when it came to women. 
 
    But Cass was different. And though we'd made-out a few times on Øyafrelse during our mission to destroy the V Games, I'd thought that was pretty much a one time thing for her. Apparently I'd been wrong. And also apparently, my wildest dreams were unfolding before my eyes. So why was I resisting? 
 
    I clung to Cass's waist as she tangled herself around me. The girl had the body of a tight-rope walker (I'd know), and a face that seemed to have been designed purely with the intention of attracting one man. Me. 
 
    Those eyes... emeralds, jades, I'd had the real thing back in my pirate life. But those babies, were something else. The kind of rare jewel you couldn't sell. So I was going to do something I never did with girls. Stop. 
 
    I lifted my head and her rubbed-raw lips parted in surprise. 
 
    “You don't want this,” I panted – already out of breath? Real smooth, bro. And one part of my body in particular was furious at me for those words. 
 
    “I do,” she breathed. “You're leaving and...” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And...” 
 
    A lump rose in my throat.  
 
    I waited. 
 
    “And...” She curled her cool palm around the back of my neck, drawing me down to meet her lips. “And I want you.” 
 
    And there it was. Like someone had punctured my heart with an arrow. It was probably how Varick had felt when that had really happened to him – like exactly the same. 
 
    And there wasn't really any going back from those words. “So let's do this,” I said and she blushed. I laughed. “And that. But I meant us. For real. No bullshit. No games. We get together now and we stay together until one of us dies or you meet a hotter Werewolf – which will be never by the way.” 
 
    She bit her lip, her sparkling eyes fading a fraction. “Do you really mean that?” 
 
    “Yes.” And I did. Totally did. Completely, bloody did. “I'll go save Mekiah and Reason Rambo-style. And when I come back, we'll start our lives together. We do this for real, properly, or we don't do it at all.” 
 
    She nodded, but she wasn't smiling. I feared she didn't believe me. But I'd show her. I'd damn well show her. 
 
    I moved to get up – despite the other part of me that screamed at me not to. 
 
    Cass knotted her hand in my shirt, pulling me back down. Her mouth curled up into a beautiful, mischievous smile that said 'now, Jameson'. I was only human. Or Werewolf. Whatever I was, I was a slave to that look. And hell if I was gonna keep saying no. We weren't exactly dating, but I reckoned we'd sort-of, maybe had three dates. One where we'd bonded over murdering Vs on the Isle of Lidelse in our not-so-lovely cages. The second when we'd broken out of that hell-hole. The third was murdering Hunters together in Rockley Jones's Resort. Our first kiss had been a bit of a shit-show. But I was about to make up for that tenfold. Oh, who was I kidding? Fifty-fold. I was about to kick-start our happily-ever-after. 
 
    Probably for the first time in history, I was nervous about my 'performance'. But that was soon forgotten when Cass pulled my shirt over my head. I grinned wolfishly as she trailed her fingers over my abs. Her palms were cool against my flaming body. We were fire and ice and I was about to find out what happened when the two collided. 
 
    I exposed Cass's alabaster skin, hungrily, piece by piece. I tasted every part of her until I couldn't wait any longer. Cass sighed my name in a way that made me want to propose to her right then. 
 
    Probably a bit soon...all things considered. 
 
    Our mouths met once more, and my body fell into rhythm with hers. We weren't polite with each other, or gentle. Her nails tore down my back, my arms, and she definitely bit me more than once.  
 
    She was trying to wound me whilst trying to love me. Typical of her. I started responding to every slash with a kiss and forced her to acknowledge that, no matter how hard she fought me away, I was staying. She was damn well going to love me. But I'd have to break the rest of her walls down first. Just let me in, Firefly. 
 
    A while later – like a long, long while later – I fell into the space beside Cass, hot, sweaty and the most satisfied I'd ever felt in my entire two hundred years of life. 
 
    Cass sat up, curling her legs to her chest. Her deep red hair fell down her spine, caressing her moonshine skin. I sat up, jealous of her hair, pushing it from her shoulders and running kisses across her neck. She shivered, batting me away with a laugh, “Jameson.” 
 
    “Yes?” I murmured into a freckle, running my tongue over her shoulder. Holy shit, she tasted better than red M&Ms. 
 
    She giggled again and I dragged her back into my arms. “I think you're my new favourite flavour.” I pressed my mouth to the velvet-smooth skin behind her ear. 
 
    She glanced back at me and I felt like she was looking directly into my soul. The smile dropped from my face as I waited for her to speak. 
 
    “I'm sorry about what happened to you,” she said softly. “With your pack.” 
 
    Rusty nails dug into my throat as I nodded. 
 
    “I know how painful that must be, even now.” She turned, cupping my cheek, melting away any bravado I had left. Which was pretty much none. 
 
    Her expression told me she did know how I felt. As if she could feel the open wound of that loss inside me, barely starting to heal over. 
 
    “If I get the others back, at least...” I dropped my eyes. “I can start to make up for what I did.” 
 
    “It wasn't you,” she whispered. 
 
    I gave her a sad sort of smile. Yeah, it hadn't been my choice. But my body had done it. “I just keep thinking...what if I'd fought harder? What if there was a way I could have stopped myself from obeying. That moment plays over and over and o-” 
 
    She kissed me, halting all thoughts, dissolving all worries, soothing all wounds. Her kiss was different to before, soft, languid, loving. She was letting me in, and it felt like the best thing in the entire world. A future was expanding before us, our lives were intertwined, and there was no way in hell they were getting untangled. In fact, I was going to actively tangle them further. I was gonna knot them up like necklaces in a jar. 
 
    Cass put on my shirt and I slid into my boxers, before helping myself to a bag of melted maltesers that had been stuck to my left arse cheek for god only knew how long. 
 
    Far-be-it from me to waste perfectly good chocolate. 
 
    We watched more films, but I wasn't really paying attention anymore. The girl in my bed, was the only girl who would be in my bed ever again. And my heart didn't seem big enough to handle the amount of emotion that that evoked in me. 
 
    By the time night fell, Cass was tucked under my arm, her head rested on my shoulder, her ankles locked together as she quietly watched Jurassic World. Her fingers twirled in circles on my thigh and I didn't think I'd ever felt so content. 
 
    Tomorrow was the problem. I'd have to talk to Ulvic. And God help me, I didn't know how I was going to cope spending time with him on this mission. But I had to do whatever it took to save my pack. 
 
    “Will you come with me to speak with Ulvic in morning?” I murmured, rubbing my chin against Cass's head. I needed a non-Werewolf present to make sure he didn't command me to do anything. Or at least to bear witness if he did. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “And the second you get your pack back, I'll also happily rip his throat out.” 
 
    I chuckled softly, laying a kiss in her hair. “That's my girl.”
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    Cass had to attend perimeter duty during the night, so at midnight, I reluctantly let her go and headed to the communal bathroom for a piss. I'd tried to talk Brendan into giving me a room with an en-suite, but he'd thought I was joking. 
 
    As I peed into a urinal, a sniffing noise reached my ears. 
 
    I glanced around the cubicles, but didn't hear any sign of movement, so continued peeing. 
 
    Sniff. 
 
    Stopped peeing. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Started again. 
 
    Sniff. 
 
    I grunted my annoyance, finishing my interrupted piss before zipping up my jeans and hunting down the source of the noise. I followed the sniffing into the showers; the left fork led to the men and the right to the women. The whole place was decorated with cream and blue tiles, the smell of ocean-scented bleach filling the air. The noise was coming from the women's showers, so I called out, “Hello?” before stepping into them. I didn't want to walk in on some unsuspecting girl having a private shower-cry. 
 
    “Jameson?” Nadine's voice answered me and a cubicle swung slowly open. 
 
    I moved toward it, finding Nadine on the floor, wrapped in a towel, her plum-coloured hair soaking wet and plastered to her shoulders. Tears ran down her cheeks and her eyes were hollow. She'd lost weight since we'd first arrived here, her ample curves having slimmed out and her face taking on a bony look. 
 
    I crouched down, my heart yanking at the sight of her. “Hey, are you okay?” 
 
    I reached out a hand and she took it, crawling forward into my arms. Her wet hair soaked through my shirt, but I didn't care, holding her tightly as she let out little hiccoughs of emotion. 
 
    “I miss them,” she breathed. “I wish Emerico was here. He'd have – hic-  loved this place.” 
 
    Claws ripped at my heart at her words. The loss of our pack was horribly present. “Me too,” I whispered. “But you've gotta look after yourself, Dina, this isn't helping.” 
 
    “It's easy for you to – hic -  say. I – hic – don't have any friends here. At least you – hic – have people around who care about you.” 
 
    “I care about you.” I pulled her to her feet, keeping her held against me. “And if you spoke to the others, you'd make some friends.” 
 
    “Ulvic always warned us about the Vs,” she said, leaning back to look up at me. “But they're alright, aren't they? That one, Cass, you're – hic -  friends aren't you?” 
 
    There was something kind of desperate in her gaze and I didn't think it was the time to explain the complicated nature of mine and Cass's relationship. But I did make a mental note to discuss it with Cass tomorrow. Would she be my girlfriend if I asked her? Or would she want to keep it quiet? I'd have to do this on her terms. Rushing her was a no-no.  
 
    “Yeah, we're close,” I answered. 
 
    Nadine seemed to relax, resting her head on my shoulder. “It's just you and me now. We don't even know if the others are still alive.” 
 
    “Don't say that,” I growled. “Tomorrow, we're taking Ulvic and going to find them.” 
 
    “Oh Alpha!” Nadine gasped. “I'm coming too?” 
 
    I'd never really considered not bringing her. The girl was badass, she'd be one of our best assets.  
 
    “Of course you're coming. I'm not planning to take on Ulvic's crazy father without you.” 
 
    She let out a rattling sigh and I laid my arm around her shoulders, guiding her out of the bathroom. “Go get some sleep.” I encouraged her in the direction of her bedroom with a gentle push. 
 
    She nodded, leaning up and pressing a kiss to my cheek, the scent of cinnamon shampoo engulfing me. “Thank you,” she breathed. 
 
    I headed back to my room, my heart slightly heavier. I paused outside my door, gazing down the corridor, thinking of going to the perimeter to spend some more time with Cass. But it was probably a good idea to get some sleep before tomorrow. Hesitating a moment longer, I forced myself to walk through the door, but for all the world I wished I hadn't. 
 
    A commanding tone filled the air, making the hairs on my body stand on end, dominating every bone in my body, “Don't speak, Alpha. And don't you dare move either.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    Ulvic stood before me in a shirt and jeans, his injured hand no longer bandaged after the Helsings had butchered it. Evidently he'd gotten hold of some V blood. All the digits were missing, the skin smoothly healed over, leaving just uneven stumps where they'd been cut off by Abraham Van Helsing. 
 
    I was frozen to the spot, my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth from his command. I was fuming on the inside. No, scrap that. I was bloody raging. I was a mouse in the claws of a cat. My worst fears were being realised. Coming under Ulvic's command again was akin to having my eyes gouged out with a rusty spoon. In fact, I reckoned I would have taken the spoon-gouging over this. Because I was once again at his mercy. He could command me to lift a gun to my head and pull the trigger if he fancied it. 
 
    Ulvic moved past me, shutting the door, sighing as he circled back to stand in front of me. He gazed over my body, seeming to assess me, probably checking if his pet was still in good shape. 
 
    “I didn't want to do this.” 
 
    Then why did you? I wished I could say. Instead, I stood stock-still, grinding my teeth to dust. The sad thing was, I was physically strong enough to tear his head off with my bare hands. But under his command, I was as harmless as a newborn puppy. 
 
    “Things have not gone well for our relationship lately,” Ulvic said, sounding apologetic. “I understand that you're angry with me. You have every right to be. Frankly, I'm angry with myself, but Jameson...” He stepped toward me, resting his non-butchered hand flat on my chest. Right on my heart. Might as well have tattooed 'property of Ulvic' there while he was at it. 
 
    “We need to start getting the pack back in order.” He gazed around the room, tutting. “It's probably too much to hope that you've been spending time with Nadine in here?” 
 
    I glared at him – which was all I could do anyway. 
 
    “You may speak, but only in a whisper,” Ulvic said and my throat relaxed a touch. 
 
    “One day I'm going to rip out your commanding little tongue and stuff it down your throat until you choke on it,” I whispered. 
 
    Ulvic rolled his eyes. “Enough of this. We'll be leaving in the morning. We need to at least be civil to each other.” 
 
    “I agree with that one thing. We will be leaving in the morning.” 
 
    “Good,” Ulvic snipped. “And Nadine will come with us. It's time you pair-bonded with her now. She may not be of Alpha quality yet, but in time...” 
 
    “No,” I snarled, panic flitting through me. I tried to explain it in terms that might get through to Ulvic. “I've found my mate. And she isn't Nadine.” 
 
    Werewolf mates were like magnets to each other; it was one of the greatest powers of our species. That was how I felt about Cass so what I'd said had to be true. Not that she was a Werewolf, but still... 
 
    Ulvic pointed a finger at my face. He sure wasn't a coward when he had the upper hand. “We both know you're above settling down with a girl. Whatever poor creature you've been giving the run around in this place, is better off away from you.” 
 
    “Then why do you think things will be different with me and Nadine if you know me so damn well?” I hissed. 
 
    “Because-” He straightened his spine. “I command it, Jameson. You will make every effort to pair with her. You will not make advances on any other girl but her.” 
 
    Ice cascaded spectacularly down my spine. He couldn't do this. Not now. Not when Cass and I had just gotten our shit together. 
 
    “You won't keep us apart. I'll find a loophole, I'll be with Cass, whatever it takes.” 
 
    He stilled, his eyes growing cold. “Cass? The Vampire?” His upper lip curled back in disgust. “Please tell me my Alpha has not been screwing that – that – parasite?” 
 
    Every muscle in my body strained against his hold. A weight pressed down on my chest like I was lying under a car. “Don't you dare talk about her like that,” I growled. 
 
    Ulvic backed away from me, gazing around the room, looking ready to be sick. “I've had enough of this, Jameson. I have put up with every whim, every god-damn fancy you've had the entire time I've known you. But this...this is too far. Are you trying to insult me?” 
 
    “You think I give a shit about insulting you? I want my life back, you bastard. You have no right to control me.” I wanted to shout, scream, rip down the curtains and strangle Ulvic with them, but I had to bloody whisper. Like a chump. Doing exactly as he wanted. 
 
    Ulvic drew himself up to his fullest height.“I command you, Jameson Fairfax, never to touch, never to kiss, never to screw that disgusting Vampire ever again. So long as you live. And if she asks you why you don't want her anymore you will tell her that you wish to be with Nadine. That you have always wanted Nadine. In fact, you will tell her whatever you have to to make her believe you. And you may never speak of the command you are under.” 
 
    The air was sucked out my lungs. My heart crashed into my throat. 
 
    “No – wait – wait,” I begged. “You can't do this.” 
 
    I was normally above begging. But not now. Not today. Not over this. “Ulvic, I'll do what you want. I'll get the pack back together. But don't do this to me. You can have me, but not my heart. Not my fucking soul.” 
 
    “You'll do as I say.” He moved toward the door, glancing back at me before leaving, his chin held high in defiance. He opened the door, muttering, “You can move, but stay in this room until tomorrow. We leave first thing. And we never had this conversation so far as anyone else knows.” 
 
    The door clicked shut and I snapped around, grabbing the door handle. I ground my teeth as I tried to force my way past his command. 
 
    Come on. You can do this. Just open the door and walk through it. 
 
    I opened the door, gazing into the dark hallway. I sidled up to the edge of the frame, groaning as I fought against my rigid muscles. 
 
    “Goddammit,” I tried to shout, but it only came out as a pathetic whisper. 
 
    Slamming the door instead, I bashed my head against it, slumping down to the floor. 
 
    Cass...oh god. Don't hate me for what I'm going to do. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    Perimeter duty was peaceful. I stood on the sandy beach, gazing out at the rippling bay. The moon was blanketed in clouds, occasionally peeking through and glimmering down on the water. My heart had been dancing and fluttering in my chest ever since I'd left Jameson. My fears rose to the surface occasionally, that I'd made a mistake. That perhaps I shouldn't have given myself to him. But God, was it hard to regret. I could still feel his kisses on my skin like they were branded on me. This had to be the real thing. It had to be. 
 
    But a little voice in the back of my mind whispered, he got what he wanted, why would he bother with you now? 
 
    “Hey, fancy a break?” a voice caught my ear, saving me from facing that worry. 
 
    I spotted Kodiak strolling toward me across the beach, two bottles of blood clamped in his hand. He passed one to me and I took it with a smile, even though I didn't need blood since my recent feed from Jameson. I plucked out the cork and sipped it, the metallic tang caressing my senses like nectar. Luckily for us, blood was easily available at The Sanctuary. The Vs guarded the place and the humans who lived there offered blood donations in return. Without it, we'd soon descend into mindless monsters, hunting humans down without a conscience. It was a terrifying fact and one I never wanted to experience. 
 
    Kodiak dropped down onto a large piece of driftwood resting on the sand. I followed suit, calm washing over me. Everything was perfect tonight. From the whispering wind in the trees, to the little blossom buds readying for spring, the gentle lap of waves against the shore. And Jameson. Most of all him. Us.  
 
    Strange really. How hard it had been for me to let someone in, but how easy it had felt today. 
 
    I often spent time with Kodiak, but he never said much. He was more of an observer than a participator. But we'd grown close somehow. His company was never awkward; I could talk his ear off or sit in silence and neither felt less comfortable. 
 
    After a while, Kodiak broke the quiet. “I never did tell you how grateful I am for what you did on Øyafrelse. All of you...” He gazed at me, his eyes as deep blue as the night sky. “And I'm sorry for not accompanying you on that mission.” 
 
    “You don't need to apologise, Kodiak. There was no point in everyone heading back into danger.” 
 
    He nodded, shifting his feet in the sand. He cleared his throat before saying, “John. That's my name. Kodiak is my surname, but you're welcome to keep calling me that. I'm quite used to it. I just thought you should know...” 
 
    My brows lifted. “Oh,” I said in surprise. It occurred to me that I knew very little about him in general. “How did you end up as the Helsings' captive?” 
 
    Kodiak dropped his head back, gazing up at the stars. “I'm from Alaska originally.” 
 
    I nodded. He had an accent, but it was subtle. “I would have guessed Canada.” 
 
    He shot me a glare. “No.” 
 
    I broke a laugh and he grinned. 
 
    “I was a US soldier once. Did you know, while the Germans were invading the rest of the world, the Japanese tried to take over Alaskan territory?” 
 
    I shook my head guiltily. “I wasn't the best listener at school.” 
 
    “Doubt they would have taught you about that battle anyway.” He scooped up a little shell from the sand and threw it out into the water, sending ripples across the bay. “I was sent home after a bullet hit me in the back. Paralysed me from the neck down. Couldn't even speak.” He shuddered. “Spent the rest of my human life in a chair, watching my wife mourn me...” 
 
    “How did you turn into a V?” I asked softly, eyeing his rigid body. 
 
    He looked away, shifting. “Maybe that's a story for another day...” He stood, flattening down the non-existent creases of his shirt. “I better get back to my post.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said quietly, giving him a small smile as he headed away, leaving footprints in the sand. 
 
    There was a sadness about him that had dissolved my happy demeanour. When the sky began to pale, I headed back to the manor, thinking of tomorrow. And how I'd have to say goodbye to Jameson. For god only knew how long.
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    Early in the morning, I headed to Jameson's room, ready to face Ulvic with him. I was feeling a little flushed by the time I reached his door. Very unlike me. But oddly, it felt good. 
 
    I knocked, adjusting the collar of the black shirt dress I was wearing. All I'd worn for weeks on end were things I'd been told to wear, so it was nice to feel myself at long last. To have a choice in my outfit. 
 
    The door didn't immediately open, but I'd figured Jameson would still be sleeping. 
 
    I knocked again, considering coming back later, but the door jerked open and I came face to face with him. His chest was bare, his expression was impassive. 
 
    “Morning,” I said, waiting for him to make some sort of move. A kiss? A hug? He did neither. 
 
    My heart twitched uncomfortably. 
 
    “Hi.” He smiled briefly, opening the door wider to let me in and I relaxed. 
 
    “So, do you want to go and see Ulvic?” 
 
    “Want is a strong word,” he muttered, heading to his wardrobe and pulling on a shirt. 
 
    I waited, feeling slightly unsure of myself. I didn't like it. Why was he acting off? 
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked, stepping closer to him. I reached out, my fingers grazing his spine. He stilled under my touch, his muscles flexing beneath my palm. 
 
    He turned and his Adam's apple bobbed in his throat. “I'm fine, Firefly. How was perimeter duty?” 
 
    He gestured for me to exit the room and I headed out the door with him following closely, but not quite touching. 
 
    “Good. Kodiak kept me company.” 
 
    “Uhuh...” Jameson halted beside me and I turned to him, brows raised. I had a horrible feeling in my stomach. An awful, twisting, slithering feeling. 
 
    “Look, Cass, I need to tell you something. I don't know how to...but...” He sighed, dragging a hand through his hair, looking tortured. 
 
    “What is it?” I took an instinctive step backwards. 
 
    “Something happened,” he mumbled, looking like he was struggling to find the words. 
 
    “Okay...” I said warily. “Like?” 
 
    “Well I can't really say...” He rubbed the back of his neck, his brows knitting together. 
 
    I reached out to him, sliding my hands over his shoulders. He didn't move. Didn't touch me back. But I kept moving, hoping he might relax. He'd always been so forward with me, so I didn't feel uncomfortable doing the same. “You can tell me anything,” I urged. 
 
    “Not this,” he sighed and I searched his bronze eyes for what he was hiding. 
 
    “Is this about us?” I aired my concerns. 
 
    “Hmm...” 
 
    His breath washed over me. His eyes dropped to my mouth, a longing in them that surely meant one thing. I moved to kiss him. He turned his cheek at the last second and I stiffened sharply, electricity coursing up and down my spine. I stepped away, shame washing through me. 
 
    What. The. Hell? 
 
    I released a steady breath. My heart bolted its doors and an alarm went off in my head. 
 
    “You wanted to see me?” Ulvic stepped into the room with Nadine at his side, his trench coat in place and a duffel bag in his hand. Nadine glanced between him and Jameson, chewing her lip. 
 
    “Yeah, just making sure you're still onboard for saving Mekiah and Reason,” Jameson said. 
 
    “Of course I am,” Ulvic replied. 
 
    Jameson cleared his throat, moving toward Nadine. He dropped his head, kissing her on the cheek in greeting. She looked as surprised as I felt as his arm slid casually around her waist. 
 
    Ulvic looked at me, smiling, brows raised. “Everything alright?” 
 
    “Yes, fine,” I said, composing myself. I sounded cool, content. Like nothing in the world was bothering me. But holy hell, it was. 
 
    I was rooted to the spot. But confused as I was, I couldn't leave Jameson with Ulvic. Both he and Nadine were vulnerable to his command. And I was perhaps the only thing at that moment stopping Ulvic from giving them orders. 
 
    Besides, perhaps I was reading this all wrong. Jameson was bound to be feeling upset this morning, having to meet with Ulvic. 
 
    “So when do we leave?” Jameson asked Ulvic, his lips hardly moving. 
 
    “Brendan kindly gave us permission to borrow a boat before he left,” Ulvic said. “The plane's nearly out of fuel so we're better off travelling by sea.” 
 
    “And where does your father live exactly?” I asked. 
 
    Ulvic's nose wrinkled ever-so-slightly as he addressed me, “No doubt the one thing keeping me alive right now is that I am the only person who knows the whereabouts of my father. So I won't be divulging that detail to you, or anyone else for that matter.” 
 
    My fingers flexed with the urge to hurt him. What I'd give to snap this man's neck... 
 
    “So get your things.” Ulvic wafted a hand at Jameson and Nadine. 
 
    Nadine hurried down the corridor in the direction of her room and Jameson headed back to my side. 
 
    “Someone should go with you,” I said in a low tone. “Who's going to stop him ordering you about the second you walk out the front door?” 
 
    “It's taken care of,” he muttered, heading past me into his bedroom. 
 
    I followed, my anger beginning to rise. “What's that supposed to mean?” I shut the door behind me, stealing us a moment of privacy. 
 
    “Mercy's coming with us,” he said. “She's got a gun and decent aim. She's unhappy here and she prefers me to Ulvic so...” He shrugged, heading to the wardrobe, taking out a backpack and stuffing it with clothes. He was avoiding my eye and I was getting sick of it. 
 
    “Okay...so that's it? No goodbye?” 
 
    He didn't answer, violently stuffing his bag. After nearly a minute of silence, my rage spilled over. 
 
    “Look at me!” 
 
    He dropped the bag, turning to face me. 
 
    “What's going on with you?” I moved a hesitant step closer. 
 
    “Don't ask me.” He shook his head, his brows drawn together, but I couldn't stop. 
 
    “Yesterday you're promising me you want us to be together forever, and today you won't even look me in the eye. What's going on?”  
 
    I hoped he'd argue, to swear he'd been telling the truth. But when he spoke, he confirmed all the fears I'd ever had about him. “Yesterday was a one time thing, Cass.” He took several breaths before continuing. “You know I always wanted a night with you. You were a challenge.” He took another breath. “We had some fun...that's all.” 
 
    I froze in place as a knife twisted viciously into my heart. 
 
    I turned away, cupping a hand to my mouth. 
 
    Stupid. Stupid idiot. How could you let him get into your head? 
 
    “I'm with Nadine. We're pair-bonded, Cass. That's how it works for Werewolves...she's who I'm supposed to be with. She's my mate. I should have told you before, but...well...” 
 
    Jameson was behind me, his breath washing over my neck. I turned, slapping him in the same movement. His head wheeled sideways, but apart from that, he didn't react. Didn't shout, didn't ask for forgiveness. Nothing. Which meant he didn't give a damn about hurting me. 
 
    “You're sick in the head,” I hissed. “You know that?” 
 
    He didn't answer, just gazed at me. 
 
    “You can't treat women like they're conquests. You think it makes you cool? Because it doesn't, it makes you pathetic.” 
 
    He nodded, his eyes growing murky. Still, he said nothing. Which only angered me further. 
 
    “And I'm not just some girl you screwed, I'm supposed to be your friend. But that clearly doesn't mean anything to you either, does it?” 
 
    “It does,” he croaked. 
 
    I tutted, looking him up and down, disgusted with him, with myself. I strode from the room, slamming the door behind me. 
 
    Ulvic was in the hallway, leaning casually against the wall. “Are you alright?” he asked. 
 
    I stalked past him, not bothering to answer. 
 
    Ever since my ex had cheated on me and stomped on my heart, I had never once let a guy get close enough to hurt me. And worst of all, I'd known what Jameson was like. And now I was just another notch in his belt. 
 
    His words echoed in my head, slicing open my heart once more. 
 
    You were a challenge. 
 
    I clawed a hand through my hair, taking off at high speed toward the west wing. There was no one to turn to. I needed Selena. And, God, I needed my heart to stop hurting. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    Jameson left. He took a boat with Ulvic, Nadine and Mercy and headed off toward the horizon without sparing me another word. Night drew in and I didn't even bother to go wandering outside, despite the fact I'd been stuck in the house all day. 
 
    At least I know the truth now, I kept telling myself. It didn't help. In fact, nothing really helped. But I wasn't going to sit around and mope about being humped and dumped. It happened to plenty of girls. And Jameson had probably been responsible for a good portion of them. 
 
    The most gutting thing was, I'd bought into his act, even though I'd known from day one what he was after. Even though I'd considered he might do this, I'd never truly believed he would. Why had I been so damn stupid? 
 
    I lay in my favourite hammock on the common room balcony, swinging quietly back and forth, reading Wuthering Heights again. My eyes lingered on a quote; it was cutting and perfectly applicable to how I felt. I gave him my heart, and he took and pinched it to death and flung it back at me. 
 
    My thoughts started to drift beyond this place. The Sanctuary didn't feel so homely right then. In fact, it was starting to feel smaller. And the idea of being there when Jameson returned, facing him every day, wasn't something I wanted to dwell on. 
 
    Perhaps I could head out into the world? Find somewhere new to live, then send word to Selena when she came home. God only knew where I'd go. I couldn't exactly head back to England and get a job in a coffee shop. But maybe I could head north, find somewhere the sun didn't shine all year round. 
 
    Selena had a new life to start with Varick anyway. And how long would they want to live in a house full of Immortals? They could go anywhere they wanted now. Buy a little house, start a family... 
 
    My stomach tugged uncomfortably. That was the kind of life I was never going to be privy to. Not unless Brendan ever let me take the cure. But it could be years before he refined it. If I left, I could stay in touch with him, come back when it was ready. 
 
    It wasn't just Jameson who had me wanting to leave, I'd gone through hell and back the past few weeks. Surely I deserved a bit of a break? 
 
    I dropped my legs over the hammock with the sole intention of packing a bag, when the balcony shuddered. The hairs on my arms prickled and stood to attention. I angled my ear toward the room below, hunting for the source of the vibration. Other Vampires were chattering down in the common room, evidently aware of the sensation, too. 
 
    I stood, walking to the edge of the balcony, gazing down at the crowd. Kodiak caught my eye from an armchair, his brow taut. 
 
    I placed my hand on the railing and a tremble tingled through my fingers. 
 
    “Drones!” someone yelled and movement flashed by the door. A Siren in a lacy mask ran into the room. “It's IDAHO!” 
 
    Before I could quite comprehend what I was hearing, the ceiling tore apart. My ears nearly bled from the sound that roared through the room. The world exploded around me as a bomb tore the place to pieces. I was thrown backwards by the blast, smashing into a bookshelf. Shreds of my favourite hammock scattered over me. 
 
    I rose to my feet and shards of wood and book pages cascaded to the floor. I was only upright for half a second before the balcony floor dropped violently away. I cried out, sliding across the smooth floorboards, shooting forward, catching the edge just before I fell. I dangled above the fiery common room, smoke billowing around me. Vampires were shouting out, telling everyone to hide. 
 
    My nails ripped through the jagged ledge of wood and it broke away in my palm. I yelped, even though I knew I could survive the fall. I hit the floorboards hard, dropping to a crouch, more gracefully than should have been possible. 
 
    Fire flared in front of me and I darted backwards at speed, my heart thumping out two hard beats. 
 
    What do I do? 
 
    A gash on my arm healed over as I turned my gaze to the sky. A loud, buzzing, thrumming noise filled the air and I gazed up at the black underbelly of a hovering drone. 
 
    Smoke was billowing through the hole in the roof. No – not smoke. Mist. A silvery fog was descending on us, filling the space. I covered my mouth, recognising it from the last V Games. If I breathed it in, I'd pass out. 
 
    “Cass!” Kodiak's voice caught my ear, sounding weak. I spotted him several feet away, bracing himself on his favourite armchair of gold and blue thread. His eyes unfocused as I ran toward him and he slumped backwards into it, unconscious. 
 
    A helicopter roared overhead and wind whipped violently around me, my hair flying about my shoulders. I heaved Kodiak into my arms, turning and running through the common room. 
 
    Ropes dropped to the floor before me, five, ten, twenty of them. I gritted my teeth, jumping over Vs' bodies, weaving through chairs. My clothes were being devoured by the fire, but the lick of the flames did nothing to my skin. I spotted Vampires in the corridor ahead, darting around the corner out of sight. 
 
    I increased my speed. A man landed before me dressed in riot gear, his face concealed by a huge, silver mask. Two beady eyes stared at me from within it. 
 
    I gasped, sucking in a mouthful of mist. Cursing myself, I stumbled back, adjusting Kodiak so he dangled over my shoulder instead. 
 
    “Get back!” I screamed, raising my free hand, ready to rip out this guy's throat. 
 
    He took a weapon from his belt: a gun. I moved in a flash, trying to snatch it, but he was as fast as I was, darting sideways, avoiding my attack. 
 
    My vision grew fuzzy from the amount of mist I'd breathed in. 
 
    My legs wobbled and a sharp kick to the back of my knees sent me sprawling. Kodiak fell heavily beside me, his arm tangled awkwardly around mine. 
 
    I pressed my palms to the floor, determination flooding through me. I wasn't going to be anyone's prisoner ever again. But the fingers wrapped in my hair made me doubt that. The slice of a needle in my neck tripled those doubts. And my vanishing vision confirmed I was completely, utterly wrong.
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    “She's waking up,” a female voice rolled into my ears, sounding strangely close and far away at once. 
 
    Pain burrowed into my chest, right into my heart. I tried to drag myself from the dark abyss I was lost in, but my eyes wouldn't open, my limbs wouldn't move. 
 
    “Increase the sedation,” a male voice answered and the world began to fade again. 
 
    A few more words followed me into oblivion, words I didn't understand but made fear spread through me like acid. “None of the others have survived the process...she probably won't make it either...”
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    Beep. Ba-Beep. Beep. 
 
    The repetitive noise woke me, but my eyelids felt too heavy to open. I was on my back. My wrists were clamped in cold buckles. It wasn't burning. So it couldn't be silver. And yet I was unable to break it. My heart was beating an unusual rhythm. Fast, then slow. Fast, then slow. 
 
    My body felt weighted with lead. I could taste something sharp on my tongue. Blood. I'd fed. But when? And why didn't it taste as sweet as usual? 
 
    A mechanical sound filled the air then footsteps drew close. “We're pulling her out of the coma slowly,” said the female voice I'd heard before. “Waking them up faster seemed to trigger some of the fatalities. Heart attacks, aneurysms. We've got a lot of dead bodies on our hands.” 
 
    Panic made my heart quicken, and the sound was echoed on the monitor. Beep-ba-beep-ba-beep. 
 
    “We've dealt with more than this in the past,” the male voice was cold, void of emotion. “Keep this one alive, Miss Rakefield. At all costs.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” A hissing sound filled my senses then darkness pulled at me again. 
 
    “W-aai-t,” I slurred, my lips barely moving. 
 
    “Shh, rest now,” the woman whispered, her breath on my face. The lasting smell of peppermint followed me into the abyss. 
 
    
*★* 
 
      
 
    My eyes flickered open, my lashes framing my vision. A glaring white light hung above me, burning my retinas. I squinted, trying to block out the blinding light. I was in a white-walled room full of expensive-looking medical equipment. My ears took in a hundred tiny sounds. The beeping of my heart monitor, someone dropping a pen beyond the room, the sticking of my dry lips to something plastic. 
 
    A sucking, hissing sound overrode it all. To my left was a ventilator, the huge machine looked like it had an accordion rising and falling inside it. 
 
    A tube was sticking out the corner of my mouth. A worried noise escaped me. I dropped my eyes to my chest which was covered by a sheet, but I could see it rising and falling in time with the ventilator. Why was someone making me breathe? Was I in a hospital? 
 
    I tugged at my wrists, but they were still bound. Why couldn't I break the binds? I tugged again and this time they gave a little. 
 
    “There, there, keep calm.” The woman from earlier entered and I finally put a face to her voice. She was blonde, a little plump and had warm, blue eyes. “No need to panic. I'm Nurse Rakefield, I'm here to look after you.” 
 
    “Yoush shure?” I asked around the tube. “Cosh I beg to differ.” 
 
    “I'm going to remove the breathing tube and we'll see how well you do on your own.” 
 
    I stared at her, wary as she approached. But I wanted that tube out of me. The more I thought about it, the more I could feel it running right down my oesophagus. 
 
    “Big cough,” she said, taking hold of it. 
 
    I glared at her for a second before complying. The tube slid out an inch, bringing some vile-looking mucus with it. “Once more,” she instructed and I did as she told me. The second it was free, I descended into a coughing fit. Rakefield quickly placed a bowl under my mouth, catching the yellow gunk that kept coming up from my lungs. I had to strain against my shackles to lean forward and ensure I didn't swallow it. 
 
    I wheezed as it stopped, gasping, my throat desperately dry. 
 
    “Drink.” She placed a glass of water beneath my nose and I gazed at it liked she'd just handed me a live kitten to eat. 
 
    “I can't,” I said, my voice raspy and raw. 
 
    She smiled, bringing the glass closer to my lips. “Trust me. You can.” 
 
    “No, you don't understand.” If I was in a hospital, how was I going to explain to a human that I couldn't drink water? I didn't think they'd be offering up the Type O with a straw on request. 
 
    “I do, my dear,” she said softly. “You're a Vampire. But things are different now.” 
 
    My eyes widened at her words. “What the hell is going on?” I demanded. My angry tone was somewhat lost by the fact my voice was hoarse as hell. I sounded like an eighty year old woman who smoked fifty a day. 
 
    “Just drink,” she pressed and I finally complied, unable to ignore my desert-dry mouth any longer. 
 
    I kept an eye on her as she helped me take a sip. Whoever this woman was, she was responsible for me being here. For kidnapping me. Which was just my goddamn destiny apparently. 
 
    The water filled my mouth, tasting heavenly. Better than any water I'd ever tasted. Fresh and crisp and almost sweet. 
 
    I tongued my fangs the moment I finished drinking. Definitely still there. So what on earth was going on? 
 
    “Good.” Rakefield promptly placed the glass down, then gently tugged back the sheet covering me. 
 
    I screamed. So loudly, so piercing that I would never, ever forget that noise. I was naked, but that wasn't the most pressing issue. Running from my sternum, right down to my navel was the most vile line of stitches I'd ever seen. Reddened and raised. I'd been cut open and sewn back together. 
 
    Panic consumed me. I writhed against my restraints. Tears forced their way from my eyes. 
 
    “What have you done to me?!” I screamed, unable to see through my tears. 
 
    “Hush now, we'll heal the scar today. We didn't see the point until we were sure the process had been successful.” 
 
    “What process?” I breathed, gazing down at my butchered body. Part of me didn't want to know what this woman had done to me. 
 
    “Shh,” she said, quietly taking a round tub from a trolley and opening it. The scent of jasmine filled my nose, floral and fresh. I instantly recognised the cream and frowned as Rakefield, pulled on a latex glove and dipped her fingers into it. 
 
    “This will sting a little,” she warned, then lowered her hand. I winced as she rubbed the cream into the inflamed skin, but a cooling sensation followed. 
 
    “Larkspur?” I questioned. “I don't understand.” 
 
    “You're a very lucky girl,” Rakefield said, offering me a little smile. “You're our first successful Hybrid of a Vampire and a Werewolf.” 
 
    Her words didn't quite compute. “What?” I blinked heavily, coming over dizzy. The pain was ebbing away as she applied the cream, but nausea was taking its place. 
 
    “I'll remove the stitches once you've healed a little more. Around ten minutes or so. Will you be alright until then?” 
 
    “Why are you acting so calm? Explain what the hell you've done to me!” I screamed, my burning throat protesting. 
 
    She frowned and little lines appeared around her eyes. “I'll make you up a Larkspur solution for your throat.” 
 
    “You're not listening to me,” I growled through my teeth. 
 
    Rakefield tugged the sheet up to conceal my nakedness. “Sweetie, you're our little miracle of the day. You're the first Werewolf-Vampire Hybrid we've ever successfully made.” 
 
    My brows lowered. I tried to absorb what she'd said, but my brain wouldn't process the words. “Hybrid?” I echoed. 
 
    “Yes, you now have a brand new heart.” She beamed and I noticed her teeth slightly overlapped at the front. 
 
    I gazed at her, dumbstruck. 
 
    “A Werewolf heart,” she continued, pressing her hand to my forehead as if concerned. “Your temperature is a touch high. But perhaps that's normal. We're not sure how your gifts will be affected yet. We'll run some tests later today.” She moved to leave. 
 
    “Wait!” I gasped, horrified. “Why would you do this to me?” I demanded, disgusted that she'd mutilated me. And terrified of what had happened to the others. Had everyone from The Sanctuary been taken? She'd said people had died. What if my friends had been amongst them? 
 
    “You're now a patient here at IDAHO. We help Immortals like yourself reach their full potential.” 
 
    “How is this helping me? You've butchered me!” My pulse rose and heat flooded my veins in waves, my heart monitor was off the charts. It didn't feel right. None of it felt right. 
 
    Rakefield eyed me hopefully. “I do wonder if you'll be able to turn. It's rather exciting, isn't it?” She exited the room, and I answered the closing door with a furious scream. 
 
    Fear gripped my chest. Had my heart really been replaced? It felt different, it beat different. It definitely wasn't mine anymore. Was my own heart sitting in a jar somewhere?  
 
    I fell back against my pillows, nausea consuming me. I tried to fight it away and clear my thoughts, but it was nearly impossible. 
 
    I must be brave. I have to find a way out of here. 
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    The boat journey was predictably grim. But the catamaran was large enough that I could escape Ulvic most of the time. I kept to the bow during the day. It wasn't just Ulvic I was avoiding, it was Nadine. Every time I saw her I was filled with the urge to flirt, to kiss her, to press her against me. But internally, I was fighting every move my body made. I was trapped. In more ways than one. My body was a prison. And I couldn't even tell anyone what Ulvic had done to me. 
 
    Footsteps padded behind me and I caught Mercy's scent before she arrived. “Are you okay?” she asked, the sunlight catching in her golden locks. She looked different these days. She didn't wear makeup anymore and her clothes were simple, plain. She didn't want people looking at her like they used to, that was obvious. Specifically, men. 
 
    “No,” I admitted. My throat tightened when I tried to elaborate. I settled on sighing, resting my elbows on the railing. 
 
    Mercy laid a hand on my arm. “We'll get your friends back.” 
 
    Of course she thought that was why I was upset. Which it was partly. But mostly because I was a slave again, and that I feared what Ulvic could make me do. 
 
    I lifted a brow, turning to Mercy. “I'm surprised you agreed to help.”  
 
    She glanced away, her baby blue irises glazing over. “I felt like an outcast at The Sanctuary. At least here I can do something useful.” 
 
    My mouth twitched into a small smile, but my heart was too heavy for my usual grin. The only thing keeping me going was the fact that if I simply saw this mission through, I could figure out a way to kill Ulvic, break this bond between us. Then I'd be free. I could return to Cass and explain everything. Ulvic wasn't going to make that easy. And while I was in his company I was a servant to him. But somehow, I would bloody free myself. 
 
    “You seem kind of...off.” Mercy's eyes narrowed on me. 
 
    I nodded, my eyes pinned on where the sun was sinking toward a dark patch of land on the horizon. The sky was painted in strokes of mauve and deep pink, the colours melting into the water beneath it. I'd always loved a sunset. But now it might as well have been monochrome, for how many craps I gave about it. 
 
    We were heading into the Baltic sea, closing in on Norway. I didn't much care where we were going. All I knew, was that when I got there I'd be ripping off as many heads as it took to save Mekiah and Reason. The sooner we got them back, the sooner I could work out a way to escape. 
 
    “Hey, I made some lunch,” Nadine's soft voice bit into me. I stiffened automatically, fighting the urges already growing inside me. I'd never really known how deep Ulvic's 'pack leader commands' bullshit could go. But it turned out, it ran deep. Bone-deep. Soul-effing-deep. Deep enough to invade my goddamn emotions. 
 
    It wasn't Nadine's fault. But her presence made me want to knock myself out, just so I didn't have to witness my body doing what it was gonna do. Whether I liked it or not. 
 
    I turned, finding her holding out a tray of sandwiches, her brows tilted up. “Hungry?” she asked, giving me a knowing smile. 
 
    A grin took my mouth hostage. “Ravenous.” I moved toward her, slinking an arm around her narrow waist. “You should eat more,” I said seriously. “You've lost weight.” 
 
    “I will,” she said. “It's easier now we're away from that place. I can breathe again.” 
 
    “I now how that feels.” Mercy took a sandwich, heading inside with it. Nadine placed the tray on a bench, dropping down beside it. I followed without question, joining her. My hand moved of its own accord, sliding into her hair, keeping it from blowing around her face as she ate. 
 
    Her cheeks coloured a touch, which made my insides shrivel. I was forcibly being turned into a manwhore. Which was ironic, considering I'd done this to women by choice for so many years. God, I was an arsehole. And it was just typical that the first girl I'd decided to straighten myself out for had been stolen from me. Probably deserved it. I was getting a very backwards taste of my own medicine. 
 
    “You know...Ulvic's been talking about us pair-bonding. He mentioned it this morning.” Nadine was a go-getter. She had always wanted a mate to settle down with. And her sights had been set on me for Lord-only-knew how long. As much as I'd hoped she might bat off my advances, I knew that wasn't gonna happen. So I was gonna have to get seriously inventive if I wanted to hold this relationship at bay. 
 
    But how the crap was I gonna do that? 
 
    “Yeah, I reckon he might be right,” said my mouth. My goddamn traitor of a mouth. 
 
    She batted her lashes, her eyes widening. “You do?” she asked in surprise. It had been no secret that I wasn't interested in her. Nadine had put moves on me for years and I'd always kept her at arm's length. Not because she wasn't hot. She was like a Latino Jessica Alba for Christ's sake. I mean seriously, the girl had legs up to there, thighs that could crush a man's neck – and had on more than one occasion – and big pouty lips at the centre of that shoulda-been-a-movie-star face. But she was much more than a hot girl with big – er – aspirations. She wanted to start a family. She was looking for commitment. And I had never once, until very recently, shared that sentiment. But damn, I had always respected it. Enough so that I wouldn't have laid a hand on her even if she'd begged me to. Because I wasn't the kind of guy who could offer her what she wanted. And despite being an arsehole to 99.9% of the female population, I never hurt the people I loved. Not on purpose anyway... 
 
    But Nadine was searching for the real deal, and now she was going to believe, hook, line and sinker, that I was it. 
 
    My face did not, in any way at all represent my inner feelings on this matter. I was smiling dreamily at her, with my come-to-bed eyes in place-  which had gotten me laid more times in my life than I could count. 
 
    “So you think we should make a go of it?” Nadine asked. 
 
    “I do think that.” I didn't think that. 
 
    I took her hand, bringing it to my mouth. Fight harder, bro. “We need to keep the pack going. It's what matters most now.” It wasn't what mattered most now. Actually, I wanted to break the effing pack. Specifically, I wanted to murder the pack leader. Once we were all safe, I didn't plan on returning to Ulvic's island and singing kumbaya around a campfire whilst Nadine and I planned our first cub. I was going to run, swim and goddamn paraglide my way back to Cass if that's what it took. 
 
    Oh good god no. I was leaning in for a kiss. Nadine was tilting up her chin, pouty lips poutier than ever. 
 
    “Got any more sandwiches?” Mercy appeared, saving my arse. 
 
    Nadine turned away and I offered the plate to Mercy, the smile falling from my face. My arm slithered treacherously around Nadine's shoulders, holding her close. 
 
    Come on, dude. Fight back. 
 
    Ulvic stepped out of the cabin and heat spilled through my veins. Dead man walking. 
 
    “We'll be docking soon.”  
 
    Mercy edged closer to Ulvic, the gun strapped to her hip a constant warning. But I wondered if she really would take a shot at him if he ordered us to do something crazy. 
 
    “And where are we going exactly?” I drawled. One thing Ulvic hadn't commanded away, was my attitude toward him. Ha. 
 
    “To my home.” He looked nervous, his eyes flitting out toward the dark mass of land on the horizon. “I've not been there since...well, a lifetime ago.” 
 
    “Since you ran away from home and decided to round up Werewolves for a hobby?” I supplied. “Making your Hunter father absolutely hate you? Gosh, it must be hard having everyone hate you.” 
 
    “Jameson,” Ulvic growled in a warning tone. 
 
    “Maybe if you tried not being such an arsehole?” I turned to Nadine. “Has he tried that?” Then to Mercy. “Do you know if he's tried not being such an arsehole?” 
 
    “James,” Nadine said quietly. “Don't.” 
 
    “Oh I think Ulvic's done quite enough damage to me, Dina. I'm really not sure what else he could make me do that'd upset me.” I rounded on Ulvic, raising both brows, daring him to contradict me. 
 
    “If you can't be civil, I'll command you to keep your lips sealed for the remainder of this mission,” Ulvic hissed. 
 
    I suddenly saw a very enticing way out of my ordeal with Nadine. If I couldn't talk. I couldn't flirt. 
 
    “Be my guest.” I glared at him, daring him to do it. 
 
    His gaze slid to Nadine, then he smiled. “I don't think that will be necessary. Nice to see you two getting along so well, by the way.” He headed back into the cabin, leaving me speechless. Which was ironic, all things considered. 
 
    “Don't let him get under your skin,” Mercy said. “I think he actually means well.” 
 
    “He doesn't mean well,” I snarled. “You don't know him.” 
 
    “He saved me from Øyafrelse,” Mercy protested. 
 
    “Yeah, he likes to show up for people sometimes. I reckon it's 'cause that makes them indebted to him. Now you owe him something. And he'll come asking for it, Baby H, don't you doubt that.” 
 
    Mercy eyed me for a moment before turning to Nadine. “Come on, I think Teen Wolf needs a timeout.” 
 
    Nadine rose to her feet, laughing as she followed Mercy inside. I relaxed at last, leaning back on the bench, polishing off the remainder of the sandwiches one by one. I was a nervous eater. Which meant I'd probably put on a hundred pounds before this trip was over. 
 
    I hope you like 'em chubby, Firefly. 
 
    I gazed out at the ocean, finding peace in the frothing waves. The sea was a place I'd always felt at home. But I recalled the final day before my pirate life had changed, before I'd searched for immortality with a persistence that had nearly driven my crew mad. All in the name of friendship, I suppose. 
 
      
 
    Ireland, 1804 
 
    The Pirate Queen, Kaitlin, held more than just my heart in her fist. Every time I met with Varick's friend, I wanted a piece of her. Strangely, she didn't occupy any of my head space unless I was in her vicinity. For years, I'd held off on trying to get her into my bed, on Varick's command. And I couldn't really blame him considering my reputation with women. She was like a sister to Varick, and my loyalty to him definitely meant more than a mere fancy. 
 
    We were heading to her castle on the west coast of Ireland. The bay was the perfect place to house a group of pirates. Despite the fact her 'castle' was nothing more than a single tower, standing sentinel on the edge of the pebble shore. Ugly as sin, but I wasn't gonna complain. There was only one way into that bay, and one way out. So if Kaitlin ordered it, we'd be blown out of the water on sight. 
 
    Thankfully for us, Varick's family ties with the girl meant we were not only allowed to lay anchor in the bay, but were welcomed into her small stronghold for the night. 
 
    Inside, we were greeted by a golden cannon, with emeralds shaped as shamrocks inlaid in the rim. 
 
    Varick walked at Kaitlin's side and I tried to keep my eyes above her waist. I really tried. 
 
    There were plenty of other women in Kaitlin's home, but she was my ideal in terms of her looks. Her long red curls hung down her spine, her waist tapering in before curving out into full hips. 
 
    Off limits. Off limits. Off limits. 
 
    Pud clung to my side. He was barely thirteen, had a pathetic wisp of facial hair and string-bean arms that would have been no good in fight. But he'd been allowed to join our crew after captivating us all with wild tales of the world. Varick wasn't a fan of his. He didn't believe in folklore and legends. But I did. I lapped up Pud's stories like fresh water. 
 
    Kaitlin led Varick upstairs with some of the crew, but I remained downstairs with Pud, steering him through the wooden tables toward a jug of ale on the far side of the room. 
 
    A brunette in men's clothing was standing beside it, pouring herself a tankard. She turned, her gaze scanning up and down me before she walked by. I cast an eye over my shoulder, catching her looking back at me, a smirk taking shape on my face. 
 
    Pud tugged my sleeve and I was dragged back to my senses, picking up the jug and pouring us two tankards. I passed him one and he grinned eagerly, gulping some down.  
 
    “Easy, brother,” I said as he coughed and spluttered on it. 
 
    I took a swig of my own before dropping down onto a wooden chair where some of my crewmen had gathered.  They were a grisly lot. Hair sprouting from beneath unclean shirts, sweat patches growing under their arms. I took a bit more care in my appearance. They called me vain for it. But if washing myself daily and brushing my hair meant I was vain, then so be it. 
 
    Pud copied me, clothes, braided hair, even that wisp of a beard was definitely an attempt at my roguish stubble. But I didn't mind. I liked being admired. Being mimicked was the highest form of a compliment in my books. 
 
    “Tell us about the Mermaids, Pud,” Jessops asked him. Ex-slave. Six foot eight with a left swing that could cleave a man in two. He'd asked to join our crew after we'd pillaged a slave trader and released the 'chattel'.  
 
    “Mermaids are dull,” Crawley slurred. Drunk already. Typical. Man drank like a fish and still couldn't hold his liquor. “Tell us 'bout the Werewolves.” 
 
    I sat up straighter. They were my personal favourite, too. I looked to Pud and he lifted his chin, practically bursting with pride at having my full attention. 
 
    “I saw 'em once,” Pud said, lowering his tone dramatically. He usually started his stories like that. I mean, sure, I loved how he spun a tale. But I doubted the kid had seen a single one of his creatures in real life. I liked the pretence, though. I liked to imagine there were such beings out there. I especially devoured the idea of Immortality. I loved life with all my heart and the idea of growing old and being unable sail the world was about the most terrifying fate I could imagine. 
 
    Pud continued, “The wolf people are a fierce kind. They turn into wolves at will, rip men and women to pieces, devouring every bit of them, all but their bones.” 
 
    I leant in closer, sipping my drink as Pud went on. 
 
    “I saw 'em devour a whole town once, under the light of the full moon. They turned, six of them, men, women and children, a whole pack of them. Then they tore the town apart. They're bigger than normal wolves, one of them was nearly the size of a horse!” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Crawley muttered. 
 
    “I ain't lyin'!” Pud complained. “I saw 'em with my own eyes.” 
 
    “Kid, you never even left England before we picked you up.” Jessops threw his head back on a laugh. “When exactly did you see all these monsters?” 
 
    “Shh,” I hushed him harshly. “Go on, Pud.”  
 
    Pud's eyes glazed as if in memory. Alright, so I was pretty sure he hadn't seen any of this shit. But someone had told him these stories, and I reckoned they had a grain of truth to them. Even if that was just wishful thinking.  
 
    “They're immortal, the wolves. All of forever they live in their packs, roaming the world, living a free life for all eternity.” 
 
    “Why do they eat people?” Crawley folded his arms, taking another sip of his ale. 
 
    “Well...they're hungry I suppose,” Pud answered. 
 
    “But if they ain't always wolves, why don't they eat normal food when they're human?” Crawley had a point. 
 
    Pud opened and closed his mouth, but before he could answer, the door to the castle flew open. 
 
    Three shadows flew into the room, knocking tables flying. Screams rang out. Someone fired a gun. 
 
    I stood in alarm, snatching the Flintlock from my waistband, trying to find an enemy to aim at. My heart rate ratcheted up. Maybe I was drunker than I thought, because the swirls of movement that were knocking full-grown men to the floor didn't seem to have any shape at all. 
 
    One of the blurs came toward me and I fired my gun at it, stumbling backwards and knocking over my chair. Someone cried out in pain as my bullet buried itself in one of Kaitlin's men. 
 
    The blur halted abruptly before me and I came face to face with the most beautiful man I'd ever seen. Not that I was into men. But if I had been, this guy would have been first on my to-do list. 
 
    He held me in his gaze as he spoke in a deep voice. “Calm.” 
 
    I felt peace float into my chest, lulling my frantic heartbeat. I smiled dreamily at him, taking in his dark curls and sharp features. He was a God and he had me totally, entirely in his fist. 
 
    “Where's Varick Cartwright?” he asked, stepping closer. 
 
    I spotted Pud lunge at him, but the ethereal man knocked him aside with barely a glance of his elbow. 
 
    “Varick...” I tried to bite down on my tongue, a small voice in the back of my mind demanding I keep this fact a secret. Varick was my best friend, my captain. I wasn't going to give him up. And yet the will of this man seemed to take the place of my own, forcing the words from my mouth in a relaxed tone. “Upstairs...with Kaitlin.” 
 
    Pud gasped. Jessops lunged at the man holding me in his sights, but he vanished in a blur of movement. “Upstairs!” his voice filled the room and the other darting shadows followed him up the rickety wooden staircase which circled up the towering walls around us. 
 
    “Why did you tell him?!” Jessops grabbed my throat. 
 
    I forced his arm away, shaking my head. He hadn't really tried to hurt me. I was the first mate on our ship; hurting me was an insult to our code of conduct. 
 
    “He possessed me,” I murmured, my thoughts still realigning. 
 
    “Vampires,” Pud gasped, scrambling to his feet.  
 
    “Not possible,” Jessops gasped. 
 
    Dread spilled through my gut as a clatter sounded upstairs. “We need to get to Varick!” I charged through the room, heading to the stairs, stashing my gun and replacing it with my sword. Silver plated and bloody beautiful. I'd stolen it off a Spanish officer. And seeing as my bullets had been useless against that demon -Vampire? - I was going to try a different tactic. 
 
    “Varick!?” I shouted as I reached the first floor, the floorboards creaking underfoot. 
 
    I heard a woman's voice from a room across the hall and charged inside, ramming the door open with my shoulder. 
 
    Varick was slumped on the floor at the feet of an ebony-haired woman in a revealing black dress. She scooped him up, turning to me and I cried out at the strange sight. How was she so strong? 
 
    I slashed my sword at her and she lurched backwards at speed. I was quick enough to slice a blow across her arm and triumph darted through me. 
 
    “Enough!” she cried and I fell into her incredible eyes, my arms going limp at my sides. 
 
    “Drop it,” she commanded and my hand released the sword so it clattered to the floor. 
 
    “Your friend will not be harmed. He will soon be one of us.” 
 
    I dropped my eyes to Varick. He was so still. So pale. My heart thumped out of tune. 
 
    “What is your name?” The woman stepped closer, not seeming to struggle with the weight of Varick's body one bit. 
 
    “Jameson Fairfax,” I replied immediately. 
 
    “To land a blow on a Vampire is quite a feat.” She gestured to the blood trickling from her arm. 
 
    I nodded vaguely. 
 
    She moved closer, tilting her head to examine me. “I suspect you will do great things one day, Jameson Fairfax...” With a rush of air that ruffled my hair, she was gone, taking my best friend with her and releasing me from her charm. I gasped, resting my hands on my knees as I regained my free will. 
 
    One thing I knew for sure: I'd hunt Varick to the ends of the earth. 
 
    I'm coming for you, brother. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    I made a plan. The only one I really could make. The moment I was unshackled, I'd run, attack, and damn well battle my way out of this place. 
 
    Except that didn't happen. 
 
    My nurse, Rakefield, arrived with a team of men dressed in black to escort me. My hands were kept bound and I was given a pale, pink dressing gown to wear. My bare feet padded across the cool floorboards as we moved. The horrendous scar on my chest was gone. Which I supposed meant the Larkspur had had an effect on me. Which also meant that what Rakefield had said was probably true. I was now a 'hybrid' of a Werewolf and a Vampire. Jesus, I'd only just been getting used to being a V. Now I probably had a whole bunch of new traits to get used to. 
 
    The corridor was narrow and the doors had circular windows. I caught sight of other patients beyond them, but was escorted too fast to get a proper glimpse of anyone. 
 
    “I want to see my friends,” I demanded, then added. “The ones you haven't already murdered, that is.” 
 
    Rakefield glanced over her shoulder, a clipboard in her hand. “Some of them survived their transformations. Others have not yet been assigned to projects. I'm afraid there are always casualties as a result of the evolution of science.” 
 
    “Lab rats maybe, but not people,” I hissed. 
 
    Rakefield laughed. “People?” she questioned. “You were dead, my dear. We've brought you back to life.” 
 
    “By shoving a new heart in me? You had no right.” 
 
    “Vampirism is a disease that reanimates dead bodies, makes them thirst for human blood. You are not the human you once were. And dead bodies have no rights.” 
 
    I was starting to take a serious disliking to my 'carer'. The grip on my arms was overly tight so I suspected the men around me weren't human. 
 
    “I want to see my friends,” I insisted. 
 
    Rakefield ignored me, guiding me down another long corridor. 
 
    I started to feel dizzy and blinked away the fog descending on my mind. My legs grew wobbly and I stumbled more than once. 
 
    “I don't feel so good...” 
 
    I tumbled forward, but the arms around me tightened. I never hit the ground, and when I regained consciousness, I was sat in a chair in a large metallic chamber. A camera was sitting on a stand before me, a red light blinking on it. 
 
    “What's your name?” a Northern Irish man's voice bellowed through the room, echoing around it. 
 
    I wasn't tied down, but still felt woozy, so I didn't get up. 
 
    “Name?” the voice repeated, harsher this time. “Or you will remain as Patient 359876. The choice is yours.” 
 
    “Firefly,” I bit out. I wasn't going to tell them my real name. And despite the fact Jameson had given me that nickname, it seemed useful now. I wasn't going to remain as an anonymous little guinea pig. 
 
    “Stand,” the voice instructed. 
 
    I'd been the Helsings' captive long enough to know complying with maniacs tended to be a good move. At least initially. I didn't fancy being forced to do anything. And so long as they didn't ask me to do something psychotic, I was going to go along with this for now. 
 
    I rose to my feet, feeling a little nauseous again. I held my stomach, expecting a wave of retching to grip me. But I staved off the feeling, straightening my spine. 
 
    “Are you experiencing any sickness, delirium, hot flushes, or over-sensitivity to light?” the man asked. 
 
    “Check to all of the above. Apart from the delirium. Unless I'm imagining this place? Which would be a dream come true, actually.” 
 
    The man didn't respond to my wit. Psychopaths never seemed to have a great sense of humour. “The discomfort will pass. Transformations tend to be uncomfortable, but you will adjust. We'd like to run a few tests. If you'd be so kind as to follow a few instructions?” 
 
    “As long as you don't make me kill anything,” I muttered. 
 
    “Agreed,” the man answered unexpectedly. “Now please shed your robe.” 
 
    I stiffened. “I'm not stripping for you.” 
 
    “If you are to transfigure, the robe will be destroyed anyway. We'd like the entire process recorded for scientific purposes.” 
 
    I double knotted the belt on my robe, folding my arms in answer. 
 
    The seconds ticked on and he finally spoke again, “Proceed as you are. Attempt to make the change please.” 
 
    I gazed down at my folded arms, stumped. “How?” 
 
    “It is innate. You will be able to transform into a wolf if you focus on doing so.” 
 
    I sighed, gazing up at the ceiling and trying to concentrate. I thought of what it was like to watch Jameson turn. It looked painful. And the more I thought about it, the more I hoped I couldn't do it. After a couple of minutes, a hatch opened in the wall opposite me. A small bottle sat inside it, twinkling beneath a small spotlight. 
 
    “Drink the fluid. It's a stimulant that will encourage the change.” 
 
    I reluctantly moved toward it, taking the small bottle from the metal hatch. I was starting to have serious reservations about playing along... 
 
    My hand trembled a little as I uncorked the stopper, breathing in the sharp scent. I dropped my arm in refusal. No way. 
 
    “If you do not drink it willingly, we will have you injected with it. This testing process can be very peaceful so long as you allow it to be.” 
 
    I shut my eyes, rage burning in my chest. 
 
    Words ran through my head from an action film I'd watched with Jameson so impossibly recently, it seemed like a dream now. One day soon, I will find you, and I will kill you. 
 
    “Drink,” the voice cut into me. 
 
    I shut my eyes and tipped the liquid into my mouth. I'd known it was going to taste foul, but I didn't expect the burning sensation that dove all the way to stomach. I gasped, clutching my tummy where it burned like an actual fire lived inside me. 
 
    I waited, my breathing growing ragged as I gazed down at my bare feet. I expected my muscles to pop, my bones to break and reform. Something. Anything. 
 
    But after several minutes, I relaxed, my shoulders slumping. 
 
    “Thank you, Firefly. You are evidently non-transformative.” 
 
    “Is that...good?” I asked, confused. It certainly seemed like a good thing to me. 
 
    “Very good. We were attempting to make you as human as possible.” 
 
    “Why?” I frowned. What the hell is this place?  
 
    I tried to recall what Selena's father had told us about it. IDAHO wanted to find the cure to Vampirism. But this was something else all together. What was the point of it? 
 
    “Irrelevant,” the man answered. 
 
    “Not to me. It's my body you're messing with,” I snapped at the camera. 
 
    After a beat, the man elaborated, surprising me again, “The more combinations of Immortal gifts we experiment with, the closer we get to perfecting Immortality. That is, creating an Immortal being without unwanted side effects.” 
 
    “Side effects?” 
 
    “The thirst for blood, for one. The obedience of Werewolves, for another. What Immortal would choose to live that way if they didn't have to?” 
 
    “So...you want to be Immortal? Without a downside?” I guessed. 
 
    He didn't answer, which gave me my answer. I laughed. Perhaps I was still a little doped up on whatever they'd given me, but the reality of what was happening suddenly hit me like a heart attack. 
 
    “You're crazy,” I laughed harder, gesturing at the camera. 
 
    “We'd like to run a few more tests,” the man said, ignoring me. 
 
    “You know the funniest part? I'd hand you my Immortality if I could. I'd give it up in a heartbeat.” I dropped back into my chair, shaking my head. 
 
    “We're going to open the roof, please tell us if you experience any discomfort.” 
 
    “The roof?” I gazed up, my amusement vanishing as a mechanical sound filled the air. Fear bled through me. I'd die. I couldn't be exposed to the sun. 
 
    “Stop!” I called out as the doors parted above me, revealing the sky. So blue. Azure and dazzling. And there it was: the sun.  
 
    I froze, gazing up at it and miraculously, it gazed back. Shining down on me like life itself. The heat washed over me, seeping into my cheeks. 
 
    I dragged down a breath, lifting my hands above my head to feel the heat on my fingers. I turned them over, gazing at them in awe. I wasn't burning. It didn't hurt, not even a little bit. 
 
    “Test complete,” the voice said and the doors started to close. 
 
    “No- wait!” I cried, running to the nearest wall. It was perfectly smooth, but I slammed my hand against it, denting it. I'd hit it hard enough to make a foothold, but the doors above me were already closed. 
 
    “Let me out there,” I pleaded. I hadn't felt the sun in weeks. I longed to soak it in. 
 
    “If you cooperate for the remainder of the day, I will ensure you get to spend time in the sun.” 
 
    I nodded, dropping my eyes to the camera, needing to know what else I was capable of. “What do you want me to do?”
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    Once I'd finished being tested, I was taken back to my hospital room. I'd learned I was now able to endure daylight without harm, eat food and drink water, but I would need blood as part of my diet too. I wasn't as strong as I used to be, but I was faster, my sense of smell was even better and my blood was now a fairly warm 24 degrees but rose to a scary 42 when I was angry. And I'd gotten angry a lot. And frustrated. And by the time I was escorted back to the hospital room, I was damn well pissed off. I wanted out. I didn't want to think about tomorrow or the day after, or the day after that. Were they going to keep me here forever? What were their plans for me? 
 
    And what was happening to everyone else from The Sanctuary? Were they all here, being prodded and poked, and experimented on like I was? 
 
    “Lie down,” Rakefield instructed, gesturing to the hospital bed. My beefy escorts didn't give me much choice in that, knocking me down and tying the buckles around my wrists. 
 
    Rakefield ushered them out of the door and turned the lights down. “We're going to do a scan. It's non-invasive, but you do need to keep nice and still for me.” She rolled my bed across the room, angling me beneath a glass dome, large enough to encase the entire bed. She pulled it down and the world grew muffled beyond it. I could see Rakefield moving to the far end of it, starting up the scanner. 
 
    I tried to relax, gazing up at the glass ceiling, but my heart wouldn't rest. 
 
    A ribbon of blue light ignited by my feet and slowly travelled through the glass, lighting up my body as it did so. 
 
    After a few minutes, Rakefield opened the dome and I could breathe again. “Everything looks fine.” A knock came at the door and a male nurse stepped into the room with fair hair and golden eyes. His colouring reminded me of the Helsings, and that made me nervous. He passed Rakefield an iPad, pointing at something on the screen, not saying a word. 
 
    Her eyes widened as she took it in, then ushered him away. 
 
    “Oh my...” Rakefield gazed at the screen for several more seconds before glancing up at me. “We have your blood test results back.” 
 
    Her alarmed expression did not bode well. But what she said next, was the last thing I ever could have imagined her saying. 
 
    “Good Lord I'm not sure how this is possible...but, my dear, it seems you're pregnant.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    No no no no no no no no no no no no. 
 
    No. 
 
    I was not pregnant. I refused to accept it was happening. One: it wasn't possible. I'd been dead just yesterday, ovaries included. And two: I was not in any way capable of being a mother. 
 
    Worst of all, the only man in the entire world it could possibly belong to, was a Werewolf who'd dumped me the second he'd gotten me into bed. 
 
    Rakefield had untied me when I'd started crying. I was on the floor, legs tucked up to my chest, rocking back and forth like a toddler having a tantrum. Evidently, she was taking pity on me as she continually passed me tissues, trying to hush me. 
 
    “I was dead, you said so yourself, how is this possible?” I sobbed, gazing at Rakefield who was crouched before me. I prayed she had answers. Cause goddammit I needed answers. And I needed them now. “Could it be a mistake?” I crawled forward, gripping her shoulders, shaking her a little too hard. “Re-test me. I didn't pee on anything, how could you know for sure if I didn't pee on anything?” 
 
    “A blood test is more accurate, sweetie,” Rakefield said softly, passing me another tissue. “And we have highly advanced tests here. We can detect certain Immortal pregnancies even a day after inception.” 
 
    I gawped at her. “But I can't get pregnant. I'm a Vampire.” I started sobbing again. 
 
    She passed me my hundredth tissue. “Not anymore, dear. Your body has had human functions since your transformation surgery yesterday.” 
 
    An old memory floated to the forefront of my mind from a sex education class with my science teacher, Mr Caper. He'd had the kind of voice that was designed to send you to sleep, but apparently he'd managed to teach me this one, single, life-altering fact. Which might just be the most important thing I would ever learn in my life. 
 
    Sperm can live in a woman's body for up to five days after intercourse. 
 
    I clapped my hands to my mouth in horror, a strangled sob catching in my throat. Goddamn you Jameson Fairfax. Goddamn you and your sperm all to hell. 
 
    “Was the father at The Sanctuary?” Rakefield bit her lip. 
 
    “No, he left. Why do you look so nervous?” I breathed, rocking back and forth on my heels. 
 
    “A lot of Immortals died in the trials.” 
 
    I remembered to hate her again in that moment. She wasn't my friend. She was my captor. And holy crap, I was currently free. Her eyes widened as she realised it the moment I did. I launched at her, my hands clamping around her throat, choking, choking, choking. I locked my legs around her waist as she battled with me, but she was just a woman. A bloody human. I had the upper hand. And she was the idiot who'd released me. 
 
    Because she pitied you. 
 
    I loosened my grip as she passed out, just short of killing her. I had to remember myself. Rakefield had been kind to me, even if she had had a hand in putting me here. 
 
    I stood on shaky legs, moving to a trolley of implements, trying to pick out the sharpest, most lethal one there: a silver scalpel. Silver wasn't my enemy anymore. I clutched it in my palm, moving to the door, cat-like and silent. I gripped the handle. My escorts were probably waiting out there. Three oafs who weren't going to see my merciful side. They hadn't handed me tissues because I was crying. 
 
    Oh god, I'm pregnant! 
 
    I forced the thought away, jamming it to the back of my mind and stuffing it into a box. That was later's problem. I had a whole lot of 'now' problems that were more pressing. 
 
    I yanked the door open and flew toward the guards. I was as silent as a rush of wind. I slashed the first guy's throat, spun him around and threw him into the second. The third brought a fist toward my face. I dodged it so fast, I was practically flying. I slammed the scalpel into his eye, ripped it out and stabbed it in his other socket. Before I could throw-up over what I'd just done, I caught the back of his neck and threw him at the final guard. Their heads collided and a sickening crack signalled both of their deaths. 
 
    I stood, not even panting, completely still, blood dripping steadily from the scalpel in my fist. My heart thundered in my chest; my pulse was off the charts. My veins flooded with heat until I could feel it rushing up and down my spine. 
 
    I breathed in deeply, sensing fresh air and following it at speed through the corridors. I was a blur of movement, a flash of lightning. No one could catch me so long as I kept moving. I barged through a set of double doors, charging up a white stairwell, the sunlight growing brighter and brighter above me. 
 
    Almost there. I could taste the air. But more than that. Salt swept over my tongue, a cry of a gull. I threw the door open and gasped, crashing into a railing, gazing down at the churning sea far, far below. 
 
    The wind whipped around me, my dressing gown flapped around my legs. I was on a cruise ship. It was enormous, a floating bloody hotel. And I was in the middle of the goddamn ocean. 
 
    “No...no,” I breathed, sidling along the railing, hunting for a way off. A lifeboat. A raft of twigs. A bloody seagull. Just something. 
 
    Perhaps I could swim? But how far was it to shore? And was my body capable of that kind of torture now? 
 
    Freezing air surrounded me, so I knew the sea would be no more inviting. 
 
    My hand fell to my stomach and a lump lodged in my throat. Icy water like that wouldn't be good for... 
 
    No. Don't you dare think it, Cassandra Hollins. 
 
    If I accepted this baby was real. Then I had to make a decision about whether I cared for it. 
 
    It was too much to process all at once, so I made a half-way decision. I'd find a lifeboat and disembark that way. 
 
    I charged down the walkway that stretched out ahead of me, eventually meeting with a T-junction that offered passage to the other side of the ship. Men burst through doors all around me and I yelped, diving back toward the railing. 
 
    I hesitated for half a second before climbing over it, not knowing what other card I had to play. I held on one with one hand, keeping hold of the scalpel, the sea roaring below me. 
 
    God, that's a long way down... 
 
    I turned to face my attackers. Several of the approaching men wore balaclavas but the man in the middle wore a fine suit, his dark hair ruffling in the wind. He was disgustingly handsome. Rugged and perfect. Too perfect. He looked like a Vampire crossed with an unmasked Siren. When he spoke, I recognised his voice as the Irishman who'd run the tests on me. I guessed that meant he was the boss. 
 
    “Don't do anything stupid, Firefly,” he said, his voice as smooth as velvet as he strode toward me. 
 
    “Stop,” I growled and he complied, just a few feet away. “Let me off this ship,” I demanded, brandishing my scalpel at him. I could do some real damage to that pretty face. 
 
    He folded his arms, his eyebrows raised. “You'll die if you jump from this height, Hybrid or not.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I hissed. “I'm immortal.” 
 
    “Immortals can still die. And I'm telling you, you're not as hardy as a Vampire anymore.” 
 
    My throat tightened. I wasn't really planning on jumping. But stepping back over that railing felt like surrendering. And I couldn't be a captive to anyone ever again. 
 
    “We don't want to hurt you,” the guy said, resting a hand on his chest. “I'm Silas Madigan,” he said softly. “I think we can work together.” 
 
    “You killed my friends. You kidnapped me!” I snapped. 
 
    “A tragic loss,” he said. “All in the name of science, I assure you. We did everything we could to keep them alive.” 
 
    I spat a laugh. “And that makes it okay? We didn't sign up to your little science project!” 
 
    “Actually, most of the people in Brendan Grey's Sanctuary did sign up to IDAHO's projects in the past. My father was simply rounding up the people who broke their contracts with him.” 
 
    “Brendan Grey was kidnapped,” I hissed. “This isn't a voluntary position. He told me all about IDAHO.” 
 
    “And did he also tell you he worked with my father for many years? That he was a pioneer in developing the cure to Vampirism?” 
 
    The wind picked up and my hair streamed out behind me. I clung to the railing, my gut spiralling at the thought of losing my grip. 
 
    Keep it together. 
 
    “Here.” Silas held out his hand. “We don't want to have any accidents.” 
 
    I didn't move and Silas sighed, turning to one of the men in balaclavas. His crony removed his mask and his olive eyes met mine. I fell into them, my heart drawn to him so wholly that I wanted to throw myself at him. I loved him. I was somehow in love with this squinty-eyed man with white hair and overly thin lips. A word rolled up from the back of my mind. Siren. 
 
    “Come on darlin',” he said, reaching for my hand. 
 
    The scalpel dropped from my palm, spinning through the air toward the waves below. I took his palm without hesitation. He drew me over the edge and I clung onto him, gazing up at his perfectly imperfect face. “Hi,” I breathed, my brain foggy. 
 
    Some of the nearby men chuckled. 
 
    “Enough,” Silas muttered and my newfound love pulled his mask back on. 
 
    I blinked, feeling like I'd just risen from underwater. Silas had a hold of my arm, his grip firm and unwavering. My cheeks grew hot, then the rest of my body followed suit. My temperature kept climbing as I realised I'd been put under the spell of a Siren. I tried to pull away from Silas but he held on, forcefully guiding me back inside. He was strong. Was he Immortal? 
 
    “Come, I don't want us to be enemies, Firefly.” Warmth swept over me as Silas led me into an empty pool room, surrounded by green rimmed windows. I was starting to regret giving him my nickname. Every time someone said it, I was reminded of Jameson. He was the last person I wanted to be thinking about. Dwelling on him, meant dwelling on the living being which was currently growing in my uterus. 
 
    Silas gestured for me to sit on a sun lounger and I reluctantly complied. 
 
    “Get us some drinks,” Silas muttered to his many escorts. He dismissed most of them, but three remained by the doors, barring my way out. I vaguely considered diving through one of the glass window panes, but didn't think there was much point. I still had the issue of finding a way off of the ship. 
 
    Silas dropped onto the lounger next to mine, shedding his suit jacket and folding it neatly at the foot of the seat. “I hear you killed three of my men.” 
 
    My heart tripled in pace. Every time it did that, I felt like I was going in to cardiac arrest. I was never going to get used to the sensation. 
 
    I thrust up my chin and said, “What did you expect? You're holding me here against my will.” 
 
    “Yes, but the carnage did come as quite a shock... Though, perhaps you'll enlighten me as to why Nurse Rakefield is currently being revived and not scraped off of the floor into a body bag as well?” 
 
    Tha-thump-tha-thump-tha-thump. I rested a hand on my alien heart, trying to calm it down. 
 
    “I...” Rakefield wasn't the only to have known about my pregnancy. Silas may have already been informed. And if he hadn't, he was sure gonna find out soon enough. 
 
    “She was kind to me,” I said, feeling slightly foolish for the admission. 
 
    “I see,” Silas said simply, surveying me. His eyes were tar dripping with gold. 
 
    One of the masked men stepped into the room with two drinks in hand. The drinks were in fancy glasses with umbrellas sticking out of them. 
 
    “Seriously?” I whispered. 
 
    Silas took them both, holding one out to me. “We are on a cruise ship.” He smiled, furling a brow. “When in Rome?” 
 
    A flare of anger took hold of me. I snatched the drink and threw it in his face. “When in hell more like,” I countered, standing. 
 
    The man who'd given us the drinks held out a napkin, looking hesitant as to whether to dab his boss's face or not. Silas took it, wiping his cheeks with a casual look that would have been more appropriate if I'd just given him a relaxing facial. 
 
    “Fetch her another one,” Silas instructed. “No alcohol this time.” He fixed me in his gaze with a look that said 'I know about the baby'. 
 
    A lump rose in my throat and I sank back down to my seat, feeling disturbingly out-moved. 
 
    “I'm going to give you a choice, Firefly.” Silas kicked his legs up, leaning back and sipping his martini. “You can stay here willingly, take part in my assessments and live an easy, carefree life aboard my ship, perks included. Or you can fight me every step of the way and I'll make life much more difficult for you.” 
 
    I glared coolly at him, leaning forward. “I don't think you quite realise what I've been through in the last few weeks, Silas. I've survived two V Games, have you heard of those?” 
 
    His eyes hardened, betraying that he knew exactly what they were. 
 
    “Yeah, that's what I thought. And did you also hear about what happened at Rockley Jones's resort recently?” 
 
    His jaw ticked as he nodded. 
 
    “That was my doing, alongside my friends. I walked in there undercover and hit the Hunters where it really hurt. I got my revenge. And it was oh so sweet. So you can keep me here, push me around, I might even do it all willingly.” I leant closer so I was looking right down into his gold-flecked eyes. “But on your head be it.” 
 
    He sipped his martini, giving me an even stare. He tasted his lips then smiled, broadly and completely at ease, unnerving me. “You know Selena Grey,” he said the words slowly, like he was devouring them. 
 
    My heart squeezed. I realised my mistake and quickly tried to backpedal. “Yeah, she was there. I wouldn't say we were close.” I had to try and figure out what angle he was trying to play, but he was clearly good at this game. 
 
    “Hm,” he said thoughtfully, tapping his lips with his forefinger. “Funny, because I heard different.” 
 
    “Well if you know so much about me, I don't need to answer your questions.” I turned toward the pool, the large basin empty and thick with mould. 
 
    “Where is she?” Silas inquired and the question was like a knife to my heart. What did he want with Selena?  
 
    “What do you care?” I asked, keeping my tone light. 
 
    “She's of interest to me,” he said. “I expected her to be amongst those brought here from The Sanctuary. Her and her father. But they weren't...” 
 
    I remained silent. 
 
    “But you know where they are,” he continued. 
 
    In fact, I didn't know where they were. They'd gone off to some sunny beach in Europe. Could have been Greece, could have been Spain. They hadn't even decided before they left. But Silas wasn't going to believe that for a second. 
 
    “Even if I did know, I think we both know I wouldn't tell you,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I think we also both know that I have the resources to torture it out of you.” 
 
    Breaths fluttered past my lips and I tried not to feel the fear that was weaving through my chest. 
 
    “But I'm a reasonable man,” he continued, sipping his martini again. “I'm not like the Hunters you've had the misfortune to encounter. And I intend to prove that to you, even if only to save myself the injustice of being lumped in with them. I am a scientist, like my father is a scientist. Like his father was. And I really don't like to do things the violent way unless I can avoid it.” He leaned up, fixing me with his Brad Pitt stare. Really, he was striking. Every expression he gave me would have made a photographer's day. 
 
    “I do not play games, Firefly. I do not participate in blood sports. And I certainly do not think the life of any creature has no value.” 
 
    I had to admit, I believed him. His eyes were full of candor, but it was his morals that irked me. He wasn't so different from them, even if he didn't see it. “The problem with people like you, is you think what you're doing is right. You believe it so much, that you don't see what a monster you are, even when the facts are laid out before you.” I touched my chest where the horrid scar had been just hours ago. “You kidnapped me, ripped open my body and replaced my heart. You literally took a piece of my body away. And you think you're not like them?” 
 
    He seemed to consider my words. “Perhaps you were an unfortunate casualty in all of this. My father has hunted for Brendan's sanctuary ever since he left us. Brendan stole our work toward the Vampire cure. He destroyed years and years of studies. My father simply struck a blow in retaliation, but I'm sorry you were caught up in the crossfire.” 
 
    I scoffed a laugh. Was this guy for real? Did he really think an apology could take back what he'd done? 
 
    And he clearly wasn't so sorry that he was going to release me. 
 
    I remained silent and Silas finished his martini, placing his glass down on a little table between our loungers. “So...we need to discuss your situation.” He gestured to my stomach and I immediately placed my hand there. 
 
    “The father...what species is he?” 
 
    I choked on my own tongue. “That's none of your business.” 
 
    “I can have tests done on the embryo if you'd prefer? But that's much more invasive. I imagine you'd rather avoid that.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth, hating him for how he was manipulating me. “Werewolf,” I supplied tersely. 
 
    He grinned. “Perfect. That means you'll be having an expedited pregnancy. The gestation period for Werewolves is just five months. But with your Vampire qualities it could be faster or slower...” 
 
    I nodded, shock flowing through me in waves. I had a lot less time than I thought. 
 
    “So where is the father?” Silas went on. “We didn't acquire any Werewolves from The Sanctuary.” 
 
    “What does it matter?” I sighed. 
 
    “Because I'd like to meet him.” 
 
    I laughed. Not the kind of laugh when you're happy. It was a this-couldn't-get-any-weirder kind of laugh. “He's long gone.” 
 
    “You aren't together?” He arched a brow. 
 
    “No,” I snipped. I did not want to discuss mine and Jameson's non-existent relationship with this guy. 
 
    “Ah,” he said knowingly which made my blood boil irrationally. “So I imagine you're feeling a little...conflicted about this child.” 
 
    I screwed up my eyes. “Don't call it that.” 
 
    “But that's what it is,” he said simply, grating on me further. 
 
    “No. It's a cluster of cells. That's all. It hasn't even got a heartbeat.” 
 
    “Neither did you yesterday,” Silas said unhelpfully, and a wave of emotion rolled through me. Was he trying to guilt me into loving it? Why would he care? What was he getting out of this? 
 
    “I'm not going to sit here discussing whether I'm keeping this - this – embryo -  with a total stranger.” 
 
    “Alright.” Silas sat up straighter. “I can see I'm upsetting you. But I imagine this has more to do with your relationship with the father than it does with the baby.” 
 
    “Stop calling it that!” I snapped. “And stop acting like you're my friend, you're my kidnapper. And it is none of your damn business what I do with my body.” 
 
    He smiled again, that all-knowing bloody smile. “Actually, it is.” He reached for my arm, pushing up the sleeve on my gown. Marked on the inside of my elbow was a circling insignia; the word 'IDAHO' was positioned between three criss-crossing lines shaped like a Y. “You're now property of IDAHO, Firefly. Which makes that baby our property, too.” 
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    As an act of defiance against Ulvic, I did what any self-respecting man would have done in my position: I locked myself in the only bedroom on the catamaran and played I Want To Break Free by Queen at top volume. On repeat. For four hours. 
 
    Sometimes I sang along. So long as I couldn't hear Ulvic shouting commands at me through the door. 
 
    Right at that moment, I was singing my lungs out, “I want to break free from your lies, you're so self-satisfied, I don't neeeeeed you!” I was definitely targeting this at Ulvic. Extra perk? I might lose my voice. Extra, extra perk? The song let a few of my feelings be known about Cass. “I've fallen in love...I've fallen in love for the first time, this time I know it's for reaaal.” 
 
    The CD skipped and Ulvic's voice roared through the door. “TURN THAT OFF THIS INSTANT!” 
 
    It was a command I couldn't ignore. But I was going to rebel against it, the only way I knew how. I bashed my whole head on the CD player to stop it, breaking the entire thing into pieces. 
 
    “Open this door,” Ulvic growled and I did, glaring at him. 
 
    “Oh I'm sorry, was the music too loud?” I asked innocently. 
 
    “You are getting on my last nerve, Jameson,” Ulvic ground out. A vein was popping in his forehead. Good to know how much I was annoying him. 
 
    I gave him a shit-eating grin. “Have we docked?” 
 
    “Yes, twenty minutes ago. I thought you wanted to help save our family?” he snarled. 
 
    “Why didn't you tell me?” I gasped dramatically. 
 
    Ulvic's eyes narrowed to slits. 
 
    Nadine appeared over his shoulder, suppressing a laugh. Something weird happened in my chest in response to that noise. Something caused by Ulvic's command, planted there like a filthy little seed. 
 
    “Come on then, fam, let's get going.” I dropped an arm around Nadine's shoulders, guiding her onto the deck. 
 
    Ulvic grabbed my arm, pulling me back, letting Nadine go ahead. The urge to bury my fist in his face rose inside me like a shining star. I couldn't act on it, but picturing it did me some good.  
 
    “Yes, master?” I asked, glowering. 
 
    “Jameson, I need you focused. This behaviour isn't going to help Mekiah and Reason. We have to work together. My father is not a man to be underestimated.” 
 
    My eyes travelled down him, from the sweat beading on his brow, to the nicks on his cheek from a recent shave. Aftershave wafted over me and I realised Ulvic really, really gave a shit about what his father thought of him. Enemies or not. He was trying to prove a little point to Daddy. That he was a big successful man now. I smiled, stashing that little nugget of information away for later. 
 
    I patted his shoulder. “Alright Ulvic, I'll behave.” 
 
    “You will?” he asked in surprise. 
 
    “Sure I will,” I said airily, clearly unnerving him. Which was of course my intention. 
 
    “Well....good.” Ulvic straightened his shoulders. Was that a clean shirt I saw, peeping out from beneath that god-awful trench coat? Yep. 
 
    My smile broadened and Ulvic moved around me, giving me continual glances as if he expected me to do something crazy at any moment. 
 
    Sunlight filtered down on us, but somehow the world still looked grey. We'd docked in an inlet where trees rose up from the pebbly shore. Their branches were bare, no sign of spring to grace these shores yet. 
 
    A crow cawed menacingly from within them. Ulvic disembarked, tethering the boat to the old pier and Nadine glanced back at me for reassurance. I gave her a small nod. There were no other boats around, no other people for that matter. 
 
    “We'll have to walk from here,” Ulvic called, helping Nadine jump down beside him. Mercy dropped down after her and I followed. 
 
    Ulvic led the way forward and the girls walked at my sides. Before I knew it, I was hand-in-hand with Nadine, my fingers locked around hers. Great. 
 
    This was going to be the bonding trip from hell.
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    We took a train several hours further inland. It was a lump of old metal which felt like it was going to come off the tracks at every turn. I sat by the window, headphones firmly in my ears, keeping my attention as far away from Nadine as I could manage. Which was pretty hard, considering she was sleeping against my shoulder. 
 
    Mercy sat opposite me, her nose buried in a poetry book she'd evidently brought with her from The Sanctuary, entitled The Ides of Summers Past. 
 
    Nadine shifted in her sleep, accidentally tugging an earbud free from my left ear. Seeing as Ulvic was off grabbing coffee, I didn't immediately jam it back in. “Didn't peg you as a poetry girl.” I nodded to Mercy's book. 
 
    “Oh...yeah. Love it. Can't get enough.” She dropped her eyes to the book and I nudged her with the toe of my boot to get her attention again. “Read me one,” I teased. 
 
    She visibly swallowed. “No.” 
 
    “Go on.” I leaned forward, trying to take it without disturbing Nadine. 
 
    She clutched the book to her chest as if I might grab it. “Fine,” she hissed. 
 
    I raised my brows, waiting. 
 
    She cleared her throat, dropping her eyes to the page. “Um...summer, summer, au contraire. Sun on water...shining...echoing, drowning...” 
 
    My brows lowered. “I could throw-up a better poem than that.” 
 
    “It's a metaphor.” 
 
    “For what? A shit poem?” 
 
    She scowled at me. 
 
    Ulvic reappeared and I scrambled for my earphone. It was caught under Nadine's arm. Dammit. 
 
    Ulvic dropped into his seat, juggling coffees, passing them out and knocking Mercy's book flying. 
 
    It hit the floor, revealing another book hidden between the pages. It had flipped shut, showing the title: It's Never Too Late To Change Who You Are. 
 
    I sucked my lower lip. “Awkward.” 
 
    “Oh shut up.” Mercy snatched up both books and stormed away.  
 
    “I reckon it might be too late to become a poet!” I called after her and she answered me with her middle finger, waving it above her head. 
 
    “What was that about it?” Ulvic asked, handing me my coffee. I took it. Might as well get a free coffee out of this shit-show. 
 
    “None of your business.” I sipped my drink. Extra milk, extra sugar. Just how I liked it. 
 
    Nadine stirred, taking a coffee as Ulvic handed her one. “Thanks,” she murmured. “Are we nearly there?” 
 
    “Not far now.” Ulvic's eyes trailed to the window. We were passing through a thick forest of black-looking trees, winding toward a group of mountains in the distance. Hardly anyone was on this train. Evidently, no one in Norway fancied heading off into the middle of nowhere's-ville on a Tuesday morning. Go figure. 
 
    I had to admit, I was kinda curious about where Ulvic had grown up. He never really spoke about his father, beyond the fact he'd run away from him as a teenager, defying the natural course his life would have taken as a Werewolf Hunter. I'd once thought that made him a good person. I'd also been wrong. 
 
    “We need to make a plan,” Nadine said. 
 
    “I have one,” Ulvic said, knotting his fingers together as we waited for him to go on. “My father is upset with me because I brought shame on the family name. I ran away from home and have spent my time since assisting Werewolves...building your pack. It's an insult to Hunters.” 
 
    “And?” I asked in a dry tone, not showing an ounce of sympathy. 
 
    “And he doesn't know I can command you...so I propose that you and Nadine escort Mercy and I up to my father's house under the pretence of a trade for Mekiah and Reason.” 
 
    I nodded slowly, rubbing my chin. “Then what?” 
 
    “Well, I'm hoping this will give me a chance to talk with my father. I'll convince him that I regret leaving home and try to make amends with him.” 
 
    Hope spilled through my veins. “And in the meantime, Mekiah and Reason just get to...go free?  With us?”  
 
    Ulvic nodded once.  
 
    “What about Mercy?” Nadine asked in a whisper. 
 
    “My father is a recluse. There's no way he knows about her turning against her family. She'll probably be more welcome in his home than I am.” 
 
    After a moment's thought, I grunted a confirmation, hiding my delight from Ulvic. It was a decent plan. And I had to hope that if Mekiah and Reason were freed, we could all run away and never have to see Ulvic again. 
 
    My eyes glided upwards to Ulvic's enormous duffel bag, stowed in the rack above my head. It was packed to the brim with weapons. And hopefully a change of boxers, too. But mostly weapons. Funny thing about life, you can walk onto a train with an arsenal and not even have to pass through a metal detector. Take that bag to an airport, however, and you'd be eating a bullet before you got anywhere near plane food. 
 
    Ulvic started asking me another question and I made a show of putting my earphone back in, turning casually away. Sucker. 
 
    My iPod was on shuffle – and there was some seriously random songs on there – but it picked that moment to play Owl City's Fireflies.  
 
    Thanks for the reminder universe. 
 
    My heart longed for Cass. My little Lightning Bug. 
 
    I sighed, squashing my cheek against the window. 
 
    I made a mental note to apologise to Mercy. I needed allies on this trip. And she was helping me out here. Risking her neck. I reckoned she had some guilt issues. Most likely, she was only here to make up for all the crap she'd done in the past. But she'd lost her parents barely two weeks ago. And that was messed up, even if they had been bloodthirsty lunatics who liked to throw girls into death games. 
 
    The train slowed as it pulled into a station – if you could call a concrete platform with a single bench a station. And evidently in this part of Norway, they did. My iPod promptly died and I scowled, packing it away in my bag. Note to self: buy portable charger. 
 
    The station name was unreadable to my own eyes. We were in...Hvordetikkelyserlys. Um. Yeah. That. 
 
    “It means 'where no light shines',” Ulvic said. 
 
    “Ohh,” I cooed over-dramatically. “So we're in the arsehole of Norway? Yay.” 
 
    Ulvic's jaw ticked as he stood, dragging his bag from the rack and tossing it over his shoulder as if it was as light as a feather. Definitely wasn't. 
 
    I followed, shouldering my own pack, arm locked tightly around Nadine's waist. “Have a nice sleep?” I asked, nuzzling her. Effing Nuzzling. 
 
    Mercy was waiting for us on the platform and I floated in her direction, muttering, “Sorry for what I said.” I gave her a smile and added, “You can be a poet if you really set your heart on it. Just take a course or something.” 
 
    She laughed, satisfying me that our bridges had been rebuilt. 
 
    I turned to Ulvic. “So does this Hor-tit-erlis have a bathroom? I need a piss.” 
 
    “Hvordetikkelyserlys,” Ulvic corrected sharply. “And no. you'll have to go in the trees.” 
 
    “Super.” I marched away, slipping between the boughs. 
 
    A crow watched me pee, cawing loudly. Creepy? Check. 
 
    It flew down to the ground several feet away, pecking at something. Tugging up my fly, I headed across the dead leaves, curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
    The wind picked up and the scent of death sailed into my nose. A scent I knew way too well for my own liking. 
 
    I raised a hand to my nose, dropping down to the corpse the crow was pecking at. A wolf corpse. 
 
    I lurched away, scrambling to regain my feet. It wasn't too long dead, and its head was horribly disfigured from the bullet that had taken it out. My heart beat out of tune. 
 
    It's not Mekiah or Reason. It's not them. 
 
    Was it even a Werewolf? I couldn't tell. Maybe. Maybe not. Maybe some farmer had shot it for taking his sheep. But I didn't like the feeling of dread growing inside me. 
 
    Taking a shallow breath, I headed back to the platform where the others were waiting. I heard Ulvic explaining the plan to Mercy as I arrived. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Nadine asked me, her gaze inquisitive. 
 
    I didn't want to upset her and besides, we knew we were heading toward a Werewolf Hunter. I didn't need to give them the grim reminder. 
 
    “Yep.” I slapped a grin on my face and she took my hand. 
 
    “This way,” Ulvic said, guiding us uphill into the trees - in the opposite direction of the dead wolf thankfully. 
 
    Unless Ulvic had grown up in a hollow beneath a tree – and I wouldn't put it past him considering his fashion sense – I reckoned we had a long walk ahead of us. 
 
    Four hours later, in the depths of a woodland so thick, even I wasn't sure I could find my way out, I was proved right. God I hated being right all the time. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    I'd never been on a cruise before. It was one of those things I'd fantasised about as a kid, though. I had a vague memory of sitting on an ashy carpet between my father's legs. The television had seen its day somewhere back in the early 90s. It was grainy and had a few busted pixels, but I couldn't remember ever caring. The adverts would roll between my father's favourite show, The Bill. Which had to be the cheesiest police drama in the UK. 
 
    But it was the holiday adverts that stuck with me, more than any episode of that show ever had. Maybe because I'd wanted out of my home so badly. I could still hear Cliff Richard singing about summer holidays, the camera panning over a cruise ship, fading between smiling families with glowing skin, glistening swimming pools, a rainbow of cocktails. Even the crew had looked disgustingly happy. 
 
    My cruise was not turning out like those adverts. I'd been locked away somewhere on the lower decks, shut in what looked like a boiler room. The whistling and hissing of pipes drowned my senses, driving me mad as the hours ticked by. 
 
    Be careful what you wish for, I guess. 
 
    It was better treatment than I'd expected, all things considered. After Silas had made his claim on me, I'd launched myself at him, trying to gouge his eyes out. He was frighteningly strong, and between him and his men, they'd quickly subdued me. But I was left wondering what the hell Silas was, exactly. Was he Immortal like me? Perhaps he was another screwed up Hybrid. Did he draw the line at experimenting on himself? Or was it just Immortals who got the lab rat experience? 
 
    I sighed, perching on a large pipe which ran across the back wall. I'd been given some clothes to wear at last, even if they did look like something from The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air. My outfit consisted of a stripey crop top and flared jeans. Flared, for Christ's sake. 
 
    The heavy door – which I'd repeatedly tried to break through – clunked as it opened. I sprang to my feet, but before I could brace myself for a fight, a tray slid into the room and the door slammed shut again. The snapping of bolts followed. 
 
    I scowled, moving toward the tray and dropping down to a crouch, inspecting the contents. A bowl of cornflakes sat beside a jug of blood. A note was tucked under the jug, written in beautiful cursive handwriting. I extracted it with a frown. 
 
      
 
    Congratulations. You're now a cibussanguitarian. 
 
    Translation: a creature whose diet consists of both food and blood. 
 
    Helpful tip: replace fluids with blood (e.g blood instead of milk on your cereal) 
 
    Best, 
 
    Silas 
 
    P.S Remember you're eating for two now. 
 
      
 
    “Hilarious,” I muttered, picking up the blood and pouring it over the cornflakes. I was hungry, in both senses of the word, but before I dunked the plastic spoon into the actually pretty appetising-looking meal, I paused. 
 
    Silas wanted me to eat. He was trying to protect his 'assets' - i.e, me and the god-only-knew-what-kind-of-hybrid embryo that was growing inside me. 
 
    I pushed the meal back toward the door, banging my fist on it. “If Silas wants me to eat, he'd better find me somewhere more comfortable to do so!” 
 
    The workings of a plan started to come together in my mind. Step 1: get a little power back from Silas. The only bargaining chip I had was looking after my own body. Or not looking after it, so he'd have to give me what I asked for. And what I wanted was to see someone from The Sanctuary. Someone I knew, preferably. But I'd settle on any resident at this point. Someone I could make a plan to escape with... 
 
    I ignored two more meals: spaghetti and meatballs with a blood-based sauce, and strawberry cheesecake with – what a surprise – a blood syrup. And just when it was dawning on me that my hunger strike was probably going to have to be endured for days, possibly even weeks before I got a response, the door opened. 
 
    Silas stepped into the room, his suit jacket removed, his tie loose as if he'd just finished a long day at work. A long day mutilating Immortals, I imagined. 
 
    I clenched my jaw, waiting for him to speak. 
 
    Silas's black and gold eyes trailed over the three trays of food on the floor, then drifted to me. He made a show of unbuttoning his cuffs and rolling up his shirt sleeves. I braced myself, wondering if he was going to attempt to intimidate me into eating. 
 
    I could take a beating just fine, and I kind of wanted the fight just so I could get a shot at making a mark on his perfect face. But a small voice in the back my mind reminded me of the little being inside me that might not be so resilient in a fist fight. A golf ball seemed to bob in my throat. I shouldn't have cared. The thing inside me was leverage. That. Was. All. 
 
    “My men inform me you aren't eating,” Silas said calmly. “They also inform me that you have been proposing to make a deal with me?” 
 
    I was thrown by his infallible calm. I probably shouldn't have been. He'd not so much as flinched when I'd tried to rip his eyes from their sockets earlier that day. But the more calm he was, the more unnerved I became. Which, I guessed, was the idea. 
 
    “Yes,” I confirmed, my spine straightening. “If you want me to eat, then I'll do it in a comfortable room.” 
 
    “Fine,” he said simply, and I barrelled on, confused by his willingness to comply. 
 
    “And I want a window.” 
 
    “Done.” 
 
    “And- and I want to see someone from The Sanctuary.” 
 
    He hesitated, his Michelangelo lips pursing slightly before he said, “Agreed.” 
 
    I was stumped, gazing at him, expecting a catch. 
 
    “Anything else?” He raised a brow. 
 
    “A lifeboat and a phone?” I tried. 
 
    His face split into a grin and he turned on his heel, heading back to the door. I remained in place until he glanced over his shoulder and said, “Coming?” 
 
    I followed, eyeing him suspiciously as he held the door wide for me. 
 
    “I could run,” I warned, spotting only one masked crony in the corridor. 
 
    “You could, but that didn't work out so well for you earlier, did it Firefly?” 
 
    I chewed the inside of my cheek, knowing I was trapped. What was the point in running off when all I'd be running toward was an endless ocean? I didn't even know which ocean. No, until I had more information and a better plan, I had to behave. 
 
    I stepped into the corridor and Silas moved at my side, his arm brushing mine as we walked. “No more attempted eye-gouging please,” he said, but I didn't respond. 
 
    I caught the sound of the guard following us as Silas continued, “I'm rather fond of my eyes. If you must attack me again, go for my ears. I could use an excuse to get them remodelled.” He glanced at me, his eyes shining with mirth. He was actually attempting to joke with me. Was he completely deluded? 
 
    What he'd inadvertently done, however, was tell me one of his weaknesses. His looks. I glanced at his ears, fixing a convincing frown on my face. “You're right. They do stick out a bit.” 
 
    His smile didn't falter, but his left eye twitched. 
 
    Ooh, did that hurt, Mr Beautiful? 
 
    We entered a large lift with worn blue carpet and a huge mirror at the back. We travelled up several levels and Silas guided me into a corridor full of passenger cabins. The wood was faded and flaking in places, but at the end of the corridor, he dipped a key-card into a freshly painted door. We stepped into a large cabin. It was clearly lived in; suit jackets and shirts were thrown haphazardly on a sofa in front of a veiled window. A large bed took up one end of the room with white sheets and cushy pillows. 
 
    The carpet reminded me of the one I'd grown up with in my living room. Little cream fleur-de-lyses ran across its red surface. I'd stepped back into the past, and it felt as familiar as my childhood home. The ship was old: 90s old. The once-fine luxury was now dated and screaming for someone to put it out of its misery. 
 
    I folded my arms, halting by the door. “I'm guessing there are hundreds of rooms on this ship, so why are you giving me the one that looks like it was slept in last night?” 
 
    “Because it was slept in last night.” Silas rounded on me, a glint in his eye. “This is my room.” 
 
    “Yours..?” I trailed off, unsure where he was going with this. Did he want me to stay in his room with him? Because that was messed up. For a hundred reasons. 
 
    “It's comfortable...has a window...and I'll shortly bring one of your Sanctuary buddies here for you to 'hang out with'.” He air-quoted the words, his eyes betraying his amusement. 
 
    “So this is temporary?” I guessed. 
 
    “Nope.” He gestured to the bed. “I don't sleep much anyway. And when I do, it's usually passed out in my office. A lot of the rooms need work, this one lacks mould and doesn't have a draft. So it's yours.” His smile widened. “And I get to keep an eye on my new favourite possession.” 
 
    I bit my tongue, very hard to stop a retort slipping from my mouth. 
 
    “Possessions. Sorry.” He winked, side-stepping past me toward the door. “I'll fetch you a friend. What were you thinking? Male? Female? Tall? Short?” 
 
    “Surprise me,” I said dryly. But at the last moment blurted, “Tall, dark hair, navy blue eyes.” 
 
    Kodiak. The first person to spring to mind. 
 
    “That's not your boyfriend, is it? Because that one's not looking so hot anymore.” 
 
    My heart beat harder and harder. “What have you done to him?” 
 
    He gripped his collar, looking awkward. “Well...my father tried to do the same thing to him, that he did to you. It was pretty touch and go there for a while, but he pulled through...sort of.” He drifted toward the door again, before pausing. “Oh, I nearly forgot your other half is a Werewolf, isn't he? Unless you're playing the field. Which I'd completely respect, by the way. No judgment here. I'd just like to know for sure what species you're brewing in there.” He pointed at my tummy, clearly teasing me again. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, not dignifying that comment with an answer. 
 
    “Werewolf Daddy it is, then.” The door clicked shut and I was left to wait in agitated silence. 
 
    A gold clock ticked loudly on a mantelpiece above an ornamental fireplace. I tried to ignore it, but each tick of the second hand soon became as painful as blood pulsing behind a bruise. After several minutes, I walked over to it and caved the back of it in with my thumb, forcing the sound to stop. 
 
    The door opened and I swung around, the clock falling to the floor, hitting the hideous carpet with a heavy thud. 
 
    I nearly didn't recognise him, but those navy eyes met mine and relief poured through me. Followed by a burning wave of anger. Silas nudged Kodiak toward me, gave me an apologetic frown then marched promptly from the room again. 
 
    “Oh Kodiak, what have they done to you?” I gasped. 
 
    He was a beast, his muscles having doubled in size; the shirt he was wearing was clearly too small and a few of the buttons had popped off. It looked like someone had tried to make him presentable. His smart trousers fit him though, where his hips narrowed to a normal size. But it was his face which had changed the most. His brow jutted forward and made a sharp V-shape above his heavily shadowed eyes. His jaw was wider, allowing space for the four sharp canines, top and bottom which slightly protruded from his mouth. 
 
    I wasn't the touchy-feely type. But this deserved a hug. I wrapped my arms around him. His shoulders were too broad for me to reach all the way around and he stiffened as I gripped him. 
 
    “I don't need your pity,” he growled. His voice was deeper, colder, gruffer. 
 
    I stepped away, cupping his cheek. Although we weren't exactly best friends, he had wormed his way into my heart in the past few weeks. “I don't pity you,” I breathed. “I'm angry for you.” 
 
    He took my hand from his face, squeezing it slightly before placing it back at my side. “I killed seven men when I woke up. I was like an animal, Cass. I tore them apart with my teeth. And I'm not even starved. I feel hungry all the time. They feed me raw meat. Meat, not blood, Cass.” 
 
    “Shh.” I flapped a hand. “Don't say my name.” I glanced around the room, but suspected the one place this ship wouldn't have cameras was this room. Another puzzle as to why Silas had brought me here. 
 
    “They say I'm...” Kodiak shook his head, his already low brow descending further. “That I'm part Werewolf.” 
 
    I nodded slowly and his eyes trailed from my face to the sun shining in the window behind me. “You're-” His eyes widened. “How's that possible?” 
 
    “I'm part Werewolf, too,” I breathed. 
 
    “But you're not like me,” he growled, confused. 
 
    “No...” I shook my head, guilty from the thought that passed through my mind, this could have happened to me. “But I am different.” 
 
    Kodiak nodded slowly, before glancing at the door over his shoulder. “We need to find the others, we need to get out of here. Have you seen anyone else?” His eyes burned holes through my head and I knew there was someone particular on his mind. Thames. Had the humans been brought here too? “No. And Silas won't tell me much, only that a lot of people died when they brought us here from The Sanctuary.” 
 
    “Silas?” he scoffed. “You're on first name terms with him?” 
 
    I bit my lip as I realised I might have been the only one who'd been offered any kind of special treatment around here. Which I guessed was because I was of value to Silas and his illusive father as a 'successful' Hybrid. Not to mention the other reason. I suddenly became uncomfortable about the fact a stranger like Silas knew my secret and none of my friends did. But talking to Kodiak about it wasn't an appealing idea. As soon as I voiced the truth, it would become real. Then I'd have to deal with it. And I had enough problems to focus on without making huge, life-altering decisions. 
 
    Am I going to keep it? Will I even have a choice? 
 
    Shut up, thoughts! 
 
    Not knowing how much time Silas was going to grant us together, I drew Kodiak toward a table, planting him down in a seat and sitting opposite him. His chair groaned under his weight, but didn't buckle. His cheeks reddened, and I quickly tried to distract him. 
 
    “Facts: we're on a cruise ship, god knows where. I don't know how many people survived the attack or how many were even brought here in the first place. Someone could be back at The Sanctuary making a rescue plan right now. But I don't like our chances.” 
 
    Kodiak remained silent, as he often did. He was a thinker more than a talker. When I was done rambling off a list of every little fact I'd managed to salvage from Silas, he spoke, “This ship must be home to a lot of staff, and presumably to a lot of Immortals too. All of them will need supplies. Food...clean water...toiletries.” 
 
    “Hair products,” I added, thinking of Silas's perfectly quaffed hair. 
 
    Kodiak continued as if he hadn't heard me, “Judging from the size of this ship, I'd say they can store a lot of rations. But no supplies are endless. So we have a choice.” 
 
    I liked his logical tone, it reassured me. “What?” I pressed. 
 
    “We wait until the ship docks for a supply run, which could be months, possibly even years, or we speed up the process by finding the supplies and destroying them.” 
 
    I chewed the inside of my cheek, concerned. “I prefer option two.” I was not going to remain on this ship, forced to see out this pregnancy and give birth to a child that would be experimented on to no end. Holy shit. If I actually decided to keep it, I wasn't going to do it on their terms. And it surprised me how strongly I felt about that. 
 
    “Okay,” Kodiak said thoughtfully. “There is one problem, though.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “They may never dock.” 
 
    “But you said-” 
 
    “I know what I said,” he cut me off, completely composed. “But there is also the possibility that this ship is home to another boat or two, able to make runs to shore. Or even...” He gazed thoughtfully toward the window. “A plane...a helicopter. Anything's possible.” 
 
    “And likely,” I sighed. “This ship wouldn't go undetected for very long if it docked at ports around the world.” 
 
    Kodiak rubbed his stubbly chin, his eyes glazed in thought. “Then we need to find out their supplies method. Boat or plane, whatever it is. If we can find out, we can use it to get-” Before he could finish that sentence, the door opened.  
 
    “That's quite enough time,” Silas said, strolling toward us. When Kodiak didn't move, Silas clicked his fingers by his ear. “You in there, bud?” 
 
    Kodiak smacked his arm away, and a realistic wolf growl left his throat. He stood, towering above Silas; he must have been nearly seven feet now. Kodiak's shadow fell threateningly over him like a storm cloud. Silas didn't flinch. In fact, he looked kind of bored. 
 
    Even if he had ten men waiting outside the door, surely they wouldn't get in here before Kodiak broke his neck? 
 
    “I'm not sure either of you have been told about the implications of killing me.” Silas looked between us, eyebrows raised. “Think of it this way. I'm royalty here. The son of a king. So anyone who murders me, has explicit orders to be executed.” He moved closer to Kodiak. “And you know what? Dead isn't dead anymore, thanks to my new project. So go ahead. Rip my head off and drink the insides for all I care.” 
 
    Kodiak's shoulders stiffened. I heard his pulse raise. His fingers flexed. I tried to stop him, really. I was afraid of what Silas had said. But Kodiak apparently wanted to find out. Because his claws slashed Silas's neck open and two seconds later he did exactly what Silas had just urged him to do. 
 
    Brains and all. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson
  
 
    Seeing as I couldn't pronounce the name of this 'town' for shit, I gave it a more tongue-friendly name. Bastardsville: home of the Hund family. 
 
    The forest was the kind of place you'd expect the Blair Witch to hang out. And her buddies Maleficent and that hungry one with the gingerbread house. Mmm...gingerbread. I could go for some gingerbread. In fact, I'd probably have let that creepy witch fatten me up then walked willingly into her oven for the sake of a decent meal. Bet I tasted fantastic. So it'd be win-win for everyone involved. 
 
    We reached the top of a hill, gazing down into a valley and Ulvic halted. We gathered around him and I followed his line of sight to an ancient house built from black bricks with barred windows. It looked like the sort of place dreams went to die. 
 
    No wonder Ulvic was socially awkward. How many friends could a kid have had growing up here? Friends that weren't rocks he'd painted faces on, that is. My guess? None. Unless you counted his father. Which, judging from the friendly exterior of his house, wasn't likely. But who knew? Maybe a happy-go-lucky Papa Hund was laying out a welcome feast for us now, cake and all. 
 
    Mmm...cake. 
 
    Goddammit, why hadn't I thought to bring more food? Ulvic had brought 'rations'. Which basically consisted of some disgusting cardboard-flavoured energy bars he called 'nutritious'. Yeah, I bet that crow I fed my last one to was feeling really 'nourished' right about now. 
 
    “So we doing this, or what?” I started down the hill, but Nadine caught my arm, giving me a serious look before nodding in Ulvic's direction. Mercy was perched on a boulder behind him, fiddling with her gun. 
 
    Nadine now had a ticket directly to my heart. So anything she wanted, brought out the urge in me to give it to her. I sighed, walking to Ulvic's side. “Problem?” 
 
    He shifted and dry leaves cracked beneath his boots. “It's just...been a long time.” 
 
    “Yeah, and now it's been a few minutes longer.” 
 
    “You wouldn't understand,” Ulvic muttered. 
 
    I tongued my cheek, looking to Nadine who gave me an encouraging look. 
 
    I sighed again, growing restless, but knowing I had to do something if I was going to please Nadine. Which was my new M.O these days. “Look, I get that this is hard or whatever. Your dad hates you. And that's totally understandable but-” 
 
    Ulvic shot me a glare and Nadine cleared her throat. I changed tact, unable not to. “Mekiah and Reason are in there. We're not here for your father. We're here for them. So forget him. We've come here to...” I battled the words back in my throat. The words that would make Nadine happy. And probably make her think I was marriage material. But they found their way out anyway. “To get our family back together.” 
 
    Ulvic blinked, gazing up at me, adoration filling his eyes. “Yes, Alpha, you're right.” He clutched my arm. I ground my teeth. I wondered if even he knew how deeply his command ran in my veins. 
 
    “We'll do this together.” Ulvic lifted his chin, leading the way ahead. Mercy followed him down the hill and Nadine hurried to my side, pulling me into a hug before I could go after her. Her body was flush against mine; I could feel all those soft curves pressing into my hard planes. 
 
    I leant down, she leant up. And oh no, it was going to happen. I couldn't stop it this time. I tensed the muscles in my neck. I was rigid and yet somehow still pulling her into this kiss. 
 
    Don't kiss her. For the love of God, stop! 
 
    Our mouths met and traitor-me took over, giving her a good show. I was handsy and ballsy and dominating. Like I always was with women. But this was wrong. So wrong. My heart was the only one battling this, thumping wildly out of rhythm, screaming and fighting. 
 
    Nadine was breathless when she pulled away, smiling coyly. She bit her fat lip and from the reddened welt I spotted on it, I reckoned I'd had a bite too. My mind was already trying to mentally erase what I'd done. Had I cheated? It felt like I had. Even though Cass and I weren't official. I'd promised that we would be. God, what did she think of me now? She must have hated me. I kind of hated me. 
 
    “We'd better catch up,” Nadine said, taking my hand and pulling me after her. 
 
    I knotted my fingers with hers, following, smiling. Why was I smiling? Stupid face. Stupid handsome, alluring, woman-confounding face. 
 
    As we approached the house, the woods grew deathly quiet. I couldn't see the building now we'd descended into the valley. But I knew it was there. That house affected this place like a disease. Everything around me was dead, even the wind. The trees looked like they were frozen in an eternal winter. Even the birds steered clear of this part of the forest. 
 
    I listened as hard as I could, but my senses were swallowed by the crunch of twigs and dry leaves beneath our feet. I didn't like it. Every step made me want to morph into a wolf. My hearing would increase. I'd be faster if things turned to ugly... 
 
    I was about to suggest it to the group, when a loud metallic, SNAP sounded and Mercy screamed. So loud and piercing, I swear she busted one of my eardrums. Half-a millisecond later, she fell to the ground, writhing, clinging to her leg. I darted toward her, but Ulvic got there first, clamping a hand over her mouth. 
 
    She fell silent, but her scream echoed on through the valley, spreading outwards like an alarm, telling anyone within a ten mile radius that we were here. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Ulvic muttered. 
 
    I stepped past him, my gut clenching at the sight of the rusty bear-trap locked around Mercy's leg. There was so much blood, apart from one, suspiciously white protrusion. Bone. 
 
    Urgh. 
 
    I dropped to Mercy's side, clutching her shoulder. 
 
    Ulvic slowly released his hand from her mouth. 
 
    “Oh god, oh god,” she panted through her teeth, her eyes searching wildly then locking with mine. “Help me.” 
 
    I guessed I was the obvious hero around here. But hell, I didn't want to be right then. I took a slow breath, glancing behind me and fishing a piece of wood from the leaves. 
 
    “Bite down,” I instructed Mercy and she nodded, sweat pouring down her brow as she closed her teeth around it. 
 
    Ulvic watched me, pale-faced and desperate. I could feel Nadine hovering around me like a humming bird. Everyone was waiting for me to sort out this mess. And I was feeling the pressure like a tonne of bricks on my shoulders. 
 
    I took hold of the metal contraption, glancing at Mercy. She gave me a nod and I used my enhanced strength to wrench it wide. Mercy slumped backwards onto the ground, screaming against the stick in her mouth. Miraculously, she managed to keep fairly quiet. 
 
    “Okay, worst part over,” I encouraged, gently moving her leg away from the grip of the trap. Her chest shuddered with silent sobs. 
 
    I looked to Ulvic. “We have to move,” I growled. 
 
    “It's too late,” he breathed. “He'll know we're here.” 
 
    I swallowed, wanting to take control of the situation, but knowing Ulvic was more equipped to do so. I didn't know what we were up against, but he did. 
 
    I could hear footsteps approaching, still far off, but we didn't have much time. I counted two heavy sets moving this way. 
 
    “Ulvic,” I growled. “Decision. Now.” 
 
    “I-I...I d-don't know,” he stuttered, fear gripping his features. 
 
    Useless. 
 
    “Okay.” I shed my pack, taking control. I unzipped my bag and plucked out a shirt, sliding it under Mercy's leg. She winced sharply as I tightened the tourniquet around her thigh, but the girl was being brave as hell. Her Hunter blood must have been helping her cope with this amount of pain. 
 
    I scooped Mercy up and dumped her in Nadine's arms. Nadine gazed at me, awaiting instructions as I moved to Ulvic's side and yanked his arms behind his back. 
 
    “Right. We stick to the plan. Just let them come to us,” I explained as calmly as I could. “They're going to think you're our prisoners. A Helsing and a Hund.” 
 
    “What if this doesn't work?” Nadine hissed.  
 
    “It will,” I said simply. 
 
    Ulvic gestured to me. “Open my bag, there's some rope in there.” 
 
    I did as he said, and had his and Mercy's wrists bound before I could say Hvordetikkelyserlys. Which wasn't saying much, considering I was never gonna be able to pronounce that shit. 
 
    “Remember the plan?” I murmured to Nadine, rubbing a thumb over her cheek. 
 
    A thumb over her cheek. 
 
    Jesus. 
 
    “Yep. We're bringing Ulvic and Mercy here to trade for our pack,” Nadine echoed, looking fierce. She could handle some serious pressure. I'd once seen her win a high-stakes game of poker in Vegas, bluffing people out of perfectly good hands. Hands that would have beat her ass ten times over. She had a great game face, and it was currently making a cameo. 
 
    The footsteps grew closer and I had some fun, jerking Ulvic roughly against me and yanking his arms so tightly backwards that he let out a pained whimper. “Jameson,” he snarled. 
 
    “Just playing my part,” I whispered, shooting Nadine a grin. She returned it – dammit. 
 
    I glanced at Mercy. Unconscious. Shit. Had to hope Daddy Hund kept some V blood on tap around here. Probably should have brought some with us... 
 
    The cocking of rifles clicked through the air. 
 
    I braced myself. “We're here to make a trade!” I called out to the trees. “I have your employer's son, Ulvic Hund!” 
 
    A dart hit my neck. An effing dart. 
 
    I stumbled forward, blackness swooping in so fast, I couldn't fight it. I fell forward, full bodily on top of Ulvic, flattening him to the ground with a collective oomph. 
 
      
 
    Tortuga, 1805 
 
    A year went by and I found no trace of Varick. I knew he was out there. The truth lived in me, bone deep. A Vampire. He was a bloody Vampire. Immortal, living out the dream I longed to join him in. Despite forcing Pud to tell me stories of the Vampires over and over again, no new scrap of evidence came to light. And he'd even admitted to me one night, drunk as a skunk, that he'd never really seen one until that fateful night at Kaitlin's castle. 
 
    I'd assumed the role of captain without question from the crew. But despite the fact I'd fantasised about governing my own ship since the day Varick had gifted me my Flintlock, I'd have given up the position in a heartbeat to have him back. A part of me felt I was holding the place for him. The Meadowlark had been his father's ship, after all. And it wasn't my right to captain it. 
 
    I soon started having a wild dream that followed me into the night. Almost an obsession. I'd find Varick, he'd turn me Immortal and any of our crew who desired it, too. Then we'd sail the seven seas for all eternity, pillaging, looting, living the life that I had fallen in love with all those years ago. The problem was, I was stuck in purgatory. The in-between of waiting for my dream to come true. 
 
    I missed Varick with all my heart and his absence had taken a toll on me that the crew had noticed. I spent hours poring over maps in the captain's quarters. Days would slip by as we sailed on, enduring storms and sea fog to make it toward my next destination. I was driven mad with desire. I had to regain what I'd lost. Varick, my brother, my family. I would find him. And piece back together the perfect life we'd made on this ship. 
 
    We made port in Tortuga. I'd not been there for months. It had once been one of my favourite places on earth. The women were beautiful, wholly open-minded and very forthcoming. But I stayed onboard the ship as my crew departed, all of them looking thinner and in need of a good meal. I wouldn't begrudge them a few days of pleasure in the port. But I was too distracted to join in, lying in a hammock on the lower deck, hand cupped behind my head, daydreams of immortality keeping my mind occupied. 
 
    “Captain?” Pud's voice carried to me. He'd shot up half a foot in the last year. He was starting to look more and more like a man. His fair hair was pulled back into a ponytail, bound with a black ribbon. 
 
    I raised my brows as he came into view, spotting a piece of parchment grasped in his now calloused-fingers. Months of hard work on deck had started building him into a worthwhile member of the crew. His stories weren't the only reason we kept him around anymore. 
 
    “I recently learned my father is living in Tortuga. I sent him a letter when we last docked and today I received his reply.” His hand quivered on the letter and I sat up, straddling the hammock as I took in his vulnerable expression. 
 
    “This was left for me after -” Pud cleared his throat. “-after his death, Captain.” 
 
    My mouth pulled down at the corner. “I'm sorry, brother. Were you close?” 
 
    Pud hung his head. “When I was boy, we were, sir. He was the one who told me the stories. He was a tradesman. He sailed the seas, trading precious metals. But he never took me with him, said it was too dangerous. But he always came home with his stories...” 
 
    I nodded, reaching out and patting his shoulder. 
 
    “He was angry with me, Captain. I shouldn't have left home. I shouldn't have run away and joined your crew.” 
 
    I sighed, swinging my legs over the hammock to stand, pulling Pud into my shoulder. “We all have to make our own way at some point in life, Pud. It's a brave thing to follow one's heart against the wishes of our family.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Pud said into my shoulder, riding the back of a sob. He pressed his fist to my chest, the letter crumpling in his palm. “I think you should read it, sir. It might help with your search for Captain Varick.” 
 
    He pressed the letter into my palm, sniffing as he pulled away, hurrying from the cabin. I gazed after him, wondering if I should follow. But the kid clearly needed some time alone. 
 
    I unfurled the creased letter, tilting my head as I read it. 
 
      
 
    Son, 
 
    It is good to hear from you, but I write this reply with anger in my heart. To hear that you abandoned your mother and sisters is most grievous indeed. I wish you to return home post-haste. Not only do they need you, but there is also a grave danger riding the waves of late. I hear tales that curdle the blood in my veins. A crew of Immortal beings are sailing the high seas. They leave bloody trails in their wake, destroying entire crews, leaving their half-eaten bodies for the gulls to devour. The most recent of cases occurred just south of Barbados, so at the very least, I urge you to avoid these waters. 
 
    My time in Tortuga has extended due to an illness which has me in its grips. I fear death lurks in the shadows and that I will not see you again in this lifetime. Please, as a man's dying wish, show honour to our family by returning home to care for our beloveds. 
 
    A man must sometimes forgo adventure for the sake of honour.  
 
    Deepest regards, 
 
    Father. 
 
      
 
    My head snapped up. Barbados. 
 
    It took me less than an hour to reassemble my crew, half of them were drunk when I found them, the other half on top of women. I had no shame about rounding them up in whatever state they were in. Despite how furious they all were at me for it. 
 
    But we didn't have much time. 
 
    The only one I didn't take with me, was Pud. I spied him on the docks as The Meadowlark embarked, screaming out to me. I set my eye on the horizon where the ocean drank the sky. 
 
    Goodbye, my friend. 
 
    My heart ached at leaving him behind. I knew what I was doing was right, but he would never forgive me for it. I had to do right by his father. I wouldn't sail him into the jaws of Vampires. And though I was a hypocrite for sailing the rest of my crew toward death, I had a soft, fleshy part of my heart reserved especially for Pud. Besides, my crew were hungry for revenge for the loss of their true captain. And they had supported every maddening decision I'd made in our search for him. They would support this one as well. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Man, I hate Hunters. 
 
    I tasted dry dirt. My face was plastered to the floor. I lifted my head with a groan, finding myself in a dark, filthy cell. Probably underground from the dank smell of the place. It was ancient, built from stone walls with an iron door. I'd been in a cell like this before. Back in eighteenth century England. Caught for taking a woman's pearls. I'd grabbed them from her neck just minutes after I'd slept with her daughter. And half a second after I'd slapped her husband. Oh and just before I'd tucked their Jack Russel under my arm and jumped out a window. 
 
    I groaned again, rolling onto my back and a loud clunk sounded as something metal shifted around my neck. I reached up, my fingers grazing a metal collar. A collar I knew all too well from the V Games, designed to keep me subdued. 
 
    Whatever I'd been injected with made me feel like throwing up. Oh Jesus, why didn't people just say hello anymore? Did I have the kind of face that said 'hey I'm gonna kill you so you'd better shoot me, before I shoot you'. Oh, who was I kidding? I totally had that kind of face. 
 
    I sat up – too quickly – and immediately flopped back down. Goddammit. 
 
    I settled on making my way to the door, roly-poly style. I pressed my face to the bars, gazing into the dark corridor, lit by burning torches. Maybe my Werewolf life had been a dream? Maybe Varick and I had never become Immortals and we were currently locked up in the Tower of London and I'd gone mad from syphilis. 
 
    “Hello?” Nadine's voice carried to me. 
 
    Okay, maybe not. 
 
    “Dina?” I hissed. “You good?” 
 
    “Yeah, I feel like crap though,” she whispered. 
 
    “Ditto, baby.” Baby? Was I seriously gonna hit on the girl now, considering our current situation? Guess that was kinda like me... 
 
    “Can you stand up?” I asked. 
 
    “I think so.” I heard a shuffle then she said, “I'm up, though I think I might be-” Heaving followed. Then some serious vomming. I grimaced as the smell of sick crawled into my nose. 
 
    “Better?” I asked. 
 
    “Better,” she said in a hoarse voice. 
 
    “Okay.” I gripped the bars, yanking myself upright. Sickness rolled through me but all that materialised was a loud burp. I was quietly thankful for having fed my last meal to that crow. 
 
    “Right.” I gripped the bars, yanking hard. Seriously hard. Hard-hard. Harder. Nothing. Guess it was too much to hope for that the collar wasn't switched on? I made a small effort to shift into a wolf but my body wasn't responding. 
 
    “Have you got a collar on, Dina?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she groaned on the back of another heave. 
 
    My heart went out to her. I figured Ulvic and Mercy weren't in these cells or they would have spoken up by now. Plus, despite the delightful vomit scent caressing my senses, I couldn't smell either of them in the vicinity. 
 
    I hoped Mercy had gotten some help for that leg. That shit was gonna turn nasty fast. And I didn't like to think what that meant for her if she hadn't. 
 
    “The nausea stops after a while,” a deep voice carried to me from another cell. I knew that voice. 
 
    “Mekiah?” I gasped, pressing my face to the bars and trying to get a good look down the dingy corridor. 
 
    I just caught sight of a flash of white-blonde hair and tan skin. Reason dropped to a crouch, gazing at me from behind bars with wide, cerulean eyes. She clung to her cell door, giving me a hopeful smile. 
 
    Mekiah was in the cell next to hers, his broad frame taking up the space beyond the iron door, his usual buzz-cut had grown out and a thick beard filled his jaw. He was a beast of a man and had the personality to match – to people he didn't know anyway. “I knew you'd come for us, Alpha.” 
 
    I gave him a grim smile. “Well, I might be here. But you're still in a world of shit. So I wouldn't thank me yet.” 
 
    “I'm saving my thanks for when you get us out of here,” Mekiah growled on a deep laugh. “I do hope you have a plan.” 
 
    “Umm...” I scratched an itch behind my ear. 
 
    “We did have a plan,” Nadine answered for me.  
 
    I elaborated, “We were going to try and trade Ulvic and Mercy for you, but they caught us before we could. And now we have no leverage.” 
 
    Reason chewed her lower lip, looking anxious. 
 
    “Maybe Ulvic will still convince his father he wants to make amends?” Nadine suggested. “Then he'll let us go.” 
 
    “Yeah...maybe,” I murmured, but I didn't like the idea of putting our lives in Ulvic's hands again. So whatever happened now, we had to be ready. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Mercy 
 
    Beyond the blinding pain in my leg, I could barely gather where I was. I'd passed out more than once, but every time I woke to the same reality. I was in an old attic that was lined with dust. There were a few small holes in the ceiling, letting in the rain that was hammering against the roof. It was so loud, it engulfed all other noises in the house. The bed I was lying on smelt musty and disused. But I didn't care about anything but the pain from the wound on my leg. Someone had cut away one leg of my jeans and bound the injury. But blood was already seeping through the white bandages, staining them red. I needed help. But most of all, I needed V blood. 
 
    I let out a pained cry as I angled my head toward the door. “Help!” I called out. I was way beyond caring who might answer that call. I was surely going to die if I didn't get healed soon. 
 
    I took several slow breaths, trying to battle away the pain. Hunter blood or not, I was damned to hell if I got an infection from that wound. I wasn't above needing antibiotics. Why hadn't we brought V blood with us? It was a damn commodity back at The Sanctuary. Just because the Werewolves didn't need it, didn't mean Ulvic and I weren't vulnerable. 
 
    The door opened and a tall, broad-shouldered man entered. He wore a black bandanna over his mouth and nose with a skull on it which made him look half skeleton. He strode toward me, his footsteps rattling the room and shifting sediment from the ceiling. I sensed from his smooth bronze skin and ebony hair, he was young, perhaps around my age. 
 
    I did my best not to shrink away, but the guy was enormous. He dropped onto the edge of the bed and took hold of my arm. He held a syringe to the crook of my elbow and I wriggled against his hold, sending a spasm of pain through my leg. 
 
    I gasped, throwing my head back against the thin pillow. I was beyond being frightened. I simply needed help. 
 
    “Please...help me,” I panted. 
 
    “This'll ease the pain,” he said in a deep growl. He waved the needle before my face, before returning it to my skin. This time, I didn't fight. If this man wanted to kill me, I'd already be dead. The sting of the needle was like a soft kiss in comparison to the agony I was in. When he'd finished injecting the liquid into my arm, he stood. I grabbed hold of his sleeve, my heart beat picking up. 
 
    “V blood,” I begged. “I need V blood.” 
 
    “Lord Alfric wants to make sure you don't run off.” He tried to pull out of my grip, but I dug my nails into his arm, keeping him there. 
 
    “I'm Mercy Helsing. Lord Alfric knows my family. Please, if I could just speak with him-” 
 
    He shook me off, getting to his feet and towering over me. “He knows who you are.” The bandanna blew out from his mouth a little as he spoke his next words. “And he knows what you did.” 
 
    A weight pressed down on my chest as the man marched from the room, shutting the door sharply.  
 
    I shut my eyes, willing away the pain. What did he mean? Does Alfric know I betrayed my parents? If he does, I am in serious trouble. 
 
    Miraculously, the agony started to ease. My heartbeat began to slow and the pain in my leg was replaced by a tingling numbness. The drug made me sleepy and I soon felt dragged down into an inescapable slumber, leaving my fears far behind. All I cared about, was that there was no more pain waiting for me in my dreams. 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    I was still splattered with Silas's blood. My heart raced out of tune. I was in the base of an old swimming pool, the faded blue walls reaching up around me. Mildew-ridden diving boards were suspended overhead and the glass ceiling high above was full of jagged holes. 
 
    Kodiak was in chains, slumped in a damp corner of the pool. My hands were bound, but nothing else, so I could pace all I liked. Which I did continually. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” Kodiak said for the hundredth time. “I lost control.” 
 
    “I don't care that you killed him, I care that we're going to die.” 
 
    Kodiak knocked his head back against the wall and a few tiles cracked. “I can't stop this rage, this hunger. It's worse than being a god-damn V.” He rolled his head against the blue tiles. I could see the torture in his gaze and moved to his side, dropping down to a crouch. 
 
    “It's okay.” But it wasn't okay. And as much as I wanted to forgive Kodiak for what he'd done, for being unable to help himself, I was quietly fuming. I was not going to be executed after all I'd been through. It simply wasn't an option. “We'll have to fight,” I whispered. 
 
    “That won't be necessary.” 
 
    My head snapped up at the voice. 
 
    Silas. Looking as perfectly put together as he had the last time I'd seen him. Although, unless I wasn't mistaken, it seemed his ears were flatter to his head than before. 
 
    “What the-” My eyes widened as I soaked him in. Impossible. 
 
    “What did I say about death?” he growled. 
 
    I tried to recall, but my mind was doing cartwheels. 
 
    “Dead isn't dead anymore,” Kodiak answered, glaring up at him, eyes aflame. 
 
    “Mhm.” Silas fiddled with an iPhone in his hand. He tapped something on it, ignoring us for several seconds as if we were simply another menial task on his schedule. 
 
    “Silas,” I called to get his attention. “It won't happen again.” 
 
    He dragged his eyes from the iPhone screen, dropping his arm. “No. It won't.” His eyes wheeled to Kodiak. “You just cost me eighty five grand, bud.” 
 
    Kodiak snarled something incoherent. 
 
    Silas pinched his own cheek. “This body isn't cheap.” 
 
    I had no clue what he meant. Had they sewn him back together? I didn't see how it was possible. Especially after the mess Kodiak had left him in. 
 
    Silas's eyes swivelled to me, softening. “You don't need to be in there.” He kicked something at his feet and a rope ladder fell down the side of the pool. 
 
    Silas curled a finger, beckoning me to climb up. I glanced over my shoulder at Kodiak and shook my head. “No.” I planted my feet. I wasn't an idiot. The second I stepped out of this tank, Silas was going to have him killed. This was a perfect place to kill someone with minimal mess. 
 
    One of his men stepped forward, aiming a rifle down at me. “Do as he says.” 
 
    “No,” I snarled. “I'm not going to let you hurt him.” 
 
    “Don't be a fool,” Kodiak growled from behind me. “Get out. We don't both need to die today.” 
 
    Silas knocked the barrel of his man's gun so it wasn't aimed at me. “We don't point guns at pregnant women,” he muttered before turning his attention back to me. “Up, Firefly.” 
 
    I panicked. Kodiak didn't bother moving. His elbows were rested on his knees, his back hunched. He was going to stubbornly sit there and die. But I was not going to have it. 
 
    “I said no,” I snapped and Silas tilted his head with an expression that reminded me of Jameson. I hated him for that. 
 
    Silas folded his arms, staring down at me. “Even if I could...overlook this incident, my father wouldn't allow him to live. There's nothing I can do. Rules are rules.” 
 
    “You kill him and I'll kill you,” I said as calmly as I could manage. “Any chance I get. Eighty five grand a time? That could rack up pretty quickly.” I blew a loose lock of hair out of my eyes, giving him an even stare. I just prayed I was as valuable to him as I suspected. 
 
    Silas considered my words, checking his phone again before sighing. “Fine. Get him out of there. Get some rope, or a bloody crane if you have to,” Silas ordered men who I couldn't see. He turned his gaze to me, beckoning me again. “Up.” 
 
    “How do I know you'll keep your word?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Like you said, eight five grand a pop is not worth the hassle.” He gave me a sideways grin. “And I'd rather not have to keep my distance from you, Firefly.” 
 
    Despite my gut churning from the comment, I passed Kodiak, giving him a twitch of a smile and awkwardly started to climb the ladder with my bound hands. I made it halfway before someone snared my shoulders and dragged me up with inhuman strength. I was surprised to find Silas had been the one who'd helped, not one of his men. His fine suit trousers were getting damp as he knelt in a patch of mildew at the edge of the pool. 
 
    He checked me over, helping me to my feet before ordering a guard to unlock the chains around my wrists. 
 
    His hand brushed my spine as he encouraged me forward. “Come. You've had a shitty afternoon. I don't want your stress levels getting too high.” 
 
    I arched my back to get his hand off of me, glancing over my shoulder to make sure Kodiak was being helped out of the pool. He was tangled in a makeshift sort of winch, looking disgruntled as he was heaved out of the pool. 
 
    “Thank you,” I breathed as we walked away. “For sparing him.” 
 
    “I wouldn't thank me yet. He's going to be begging for a bullet when he catches sight of himself in a mirror.” 
 
    I scowled at Silas as he laughed at his own joke. “Beauty is skin deep. You're an obvious example of that.” 
 
    “And what's that supposed to mean?” he asked, his brows drawing sharply together. 
 
    I didn't answer, figuring I didn't want to anger Silas further after he'd just excused Kodiak from a death sentence. 
 
    Silas nudged me with his shoulder and I glanced up, finding his golden eyes swimming with mirth. I continued to scowl until he stopped smiling, but his eyes remained on me much too long for comfort. 
 
    “So...are you going to tell me how you're still alive?” I questioned as we walked side by side down the faded corridor, leaving the pool house behind. This part of the ship had been gutted, the carpet removed, exposing wooden boards beneath. “Your body was torn apart...I saw it.” I shook my head, dumbfounded. 
 
    Silas hooked his arm through mine as we moved and I fought my gut reaction to lurch away. “IDAHO bottles Immortal abilities for the benefit of humans. Our work is only available to our investors currently. It's all still kept under wraps. I try to live by my father's philosophies as best I can. He doesn't want our work to be brought to the world until a true cure is made. But sometimes I grow impatient...” 
 
    “A cure?” I questioned. 
 
    Silas's eyes glittered. “A cure to humanity, Firefly. Immortality. True immortality. No curses, no downsides. And truly, no death. A V can still be killed, with the right tools. The same as any Immortal can. They are more impervious to death, yes, but it can still find them. Me, on the other hand...” 
 
    “Yes, you,” I pressed, halting in the corridor, too curious to keep moving. “So you've found the cure? You were dead and now you aren't...” 
 
    Silas rubbed the corner of his mouth with his thumb, hiding a smug smile. “I have a temporary solution. An extremely expensive solution at that. And not one I'm willing to share with the likes of you.” He tapped my nose and I winced away. “Not yet anyway.” He kept moving and I followed, my mind running in circles. And for the first time since I'd become Immortal, I realised what a terrible, terrible thing immortality would be in the wrong hands. A world where the cruel and unjust could live for all eternity. Of course, there were dark souls amongst the Vs, the Hunters. But drive a stake into their chests hard enough, and they'd bloody well die. At least the world stood a chance against an evil like that. But an unkillable evil? I did not want to find out what that world looked like.
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    I was studied for the rest of the afternoon, reunited with Nurse Rakefield, who barely spoke two words to me through my examinations. I kind of felt bad. But also, not really. 
 
    By the time I was escorted back to Silas's room, I was exhausted. I'd been sprinting on a treadmill for the past four hours, waiting to run out of energy. Eventually, I had. And I was tired as hell. 
 
    I was hit with a feeling of absolute delight. Sleep had been one of my favourite things about being human. I hadn't even thought about it since becoming a 'Hybrid', but holy crap, I was actually going to dream again. 
 
    I kicked off my shoes, wriggled out of my butt-ugly clothes and stole one of Silas's shirts to sleep in. I didn't like that it smelt of him. And I especially didn't like that it smelt good. Like sea air and elderflowers. But it was better than staying in my ugly flares. So the shirt it was. 
 
    The second I climbed under the fresh sheets, I sighed dramatically. Oh god, when was the last time I'd slept well? Back in prison probably. Hell, that seemed like a lifetime ago. And if I was counting lifetimes as morphing into other beings, I was now on my third. 
 
    I let my mind drift as exhaustion took hold of me. My aching muscles squashed into the cosy mattress, the knots in my body unravelling like twine. 
 
    I was soon taken away on silent wings, the promise of good dreams awaiting me. But, unluckily for me, I didn't find them... 
 
    Jameson stood before me on the deck of the cruise ship. I was holding onto the railing, hanging above the roaring ocean below, the wind tugging me backwards. I wore the velvet green dress from the first V Games, the skirt flying around me in the violent wind. 
 
    “Did you miss me?” Jameson's usual smirk was in place. He leant against the railing beside me, even though I was slipping. My feet kept dropping off the railing, and I clung on tighter, scrambling to get up. 
 
    “Help me!” I demanded, reaching for him, but despite how close he seemed, I couldn't lay a hand on him. 
 
    He gave me a bemused smile. “You alright there, Firefly?” 
 
    “No, help me! Help us.” I touched my belly with one hand and he frowned, the cogs clearly turning as he took in what I meant. “It's yours,” I added, my voice choked. 
 
    His usually warm eyes grew cold. “You can't get pregnant. You're dead.” 
 
    His words were like a knife chopping my heart into little pieces. 
 
    “But I did...” 
 
    “Don't be an idiot, Firefly,” he said, shaking his head. “Get rid of it.” 
 
    At that moment, I slipped. My hands reached, flailing, my dress flew around me, my hair blowing in ribbons across my eyes- 
 
    I shot upright in bed, sweat pouring down my spine. 
 
    Get rid of it. 
 
    Get rid of it. 
 
    Get rid of it. 
 
    I clutched my stomach, curling my legs up to my chest, tucking my face into my knees. I tried to calm my pounding heart, but it wouldn't quit. 
 
    “No, no, no,” I breathed. 
 
    A weight pressed down on the mattress and I snapped upright, gasping at the sight of Silas sitting there. He was shirtless, his body riddled with imperfections, tiny little scars marring his flesh. But his forearms were clear, so were his neck, his hands. It was all too precise. Those scars couldn't have been there by accident. On closer inspection, there seemed to be some sort of order to them. Most were horizontal, running across him in little patterns as if to fit as many scars onto his bare skin as possible. 
 
    “Are you alright?” he asked, reaching for my hand. 
 
    I tugged it out of reach, nodding, but realised my face was wet with tears. Shame rolled through me. No one ever saw me cry. And he was the last person on earth I would have picked to witness it. I hurriedly wiped the moisture from my cheeks. 
 
    “What happened to you?” I asked, gesturing to his skin, trying to get his attention off of me. Apart from the scars, his body was the kind of beautiful that belonged to Adonis. Golden and tight with rigid muscle. 
 
    He ran a thumb down his tarnished chest, his gaze growing absent. “You tell me why you're crying and I'll tell you about these.” 
 
    I chewed my lip. I couldn't tell him what I'd dreamed. It was too personal. So I settled on a lie. “I competed in the V Games. I dreamed I was back there...fighting for my life.” 
 
    He sucked on his lower lip then said, “I fell through a window.” 
 
    “You're lying,” I breathed. 
 
    “So are you.” I dropped my eyes, my cheeks heating up at being caught out. “Fine,” I huffed. “I dreamed about telling the father of my child that I'm pregnant, then fell off your cruise ship after he told me to get rid of it.” 
 
    “Ah.” Silas's eyes lit up like stardust. “That, I do believe.” His mouth pulled into that perfect grin of his. “Every day I have a biopsy taken, because it allows me to feed my clones new information in case I am unfortunate enough to have a fatal, ah, accident.” 
 
    I gazed at him in shock, unable to quite process that news. “Clones?” I choked out. 
 
    He grinned easily. “Sort of. They're Reapers. I have them shift into my form so I can use one of their bodies when I die.” 
 
    I raised a hand to my mouth in horror. “So you're not you, you're some....Reaper?” Not that I knew what that was. But my guess was some type of Immortal. I reached out, brushing his arm, apologising to whoever this person had been before. 
 
    “No...it's not like that. They're not Immortals in the same way you are,” he said. “Reapers aren't human in any way. They're parasites. They morph into people and kill the original host.” 
 
    “I don't understand,” I said. “Why would they do that?” 
 
    “They feast on memories, but they aren't satisfied until they get every part of you.” He lowered his voice. “I have a theory that they want your soul and unless you die, they can't have it.” 
 
    I shuddered, withdrawing from him then Silas laughed, but I didn't get the joke. 
 
    My eyes trailed over him. “So this body...it isn't you?” 
 
    “It is me. I own a host of parasitic Reapers in their true forms which – trust me – you don't want to ever see. Because they are ugly as sin. I simply have a team of scientists extract their nature genetically, and voila, I have myself an empty soul-sucker who can morph into whomever I want. Namely, me. All I have to do is feed them some of my skin and they embody me wholly. I have to give them a piece of myself every day to keep them up to date. Memories, et cetera, you see?” 
 
    “I don't know that I do see...” My hand was still on his arm and I quickly extracted it. 
 
    He frowned, his brows tugging neatly together. “I don't want you to get the wrong idea about me, Firefly. I'm not just some clone. My consciousness is always transferred into the new host, my soul, whatever you want to call it.” 
 
    I shook my head again, feeling way out of my depth. “Your soul?” I echoed quietly. 
 
    Silas stood, gesturing for me to follow. “Come, I'll show you, then you'll understand.” 
 
    I hesitated before getting to my feet, knowing I wasn't going to be sleeping again any time soon. Silas pulled on a shirt and led me toward the door. 
 
    “Er- Silas? Were you planning on sleeping in here with me?” I asked, suddenly horrified about the idea of having woken up beside him. 
 
    “That was the idea.” He pointed to the sofa where the bundle of shirts and jackets had now been tidied away. In their place was a blanket and a pillow. 
 
    “Oh, right,” I muttered, following him out the door, relieved. 
 
    “I don't have to, if it makes you uncomfortable.” 
 
    The thing I was fast learning about Silas? He was so damn accommodating that I kept forgetting he was the psychotic scientist who'd kidnapped me and locked me up on a cruise ship. 
 
    I mumbled a vague non-committal answer, unsure of my feelings on the matter. He didn't scare me, but I also didn't want him getting any ideas that we were friends. Because earlier on that day, he'd had the full intention of killing Kodiak. Keeping that in mind, I took a measured step away from him as he led me along the low-lit corridor. 
 
    We exited onto a deck and moonlight spilled over us. The wind was cool and felt good against my heated skin. A little too late, I remembered I was only wearing Silas's shirt with my underwear beneath it. I clutched the rising edges so the wind didn't force me to flash him. 
 
    He glanced down at my bare legs and I cleared my throat overly loudly until he dragged his eyes back up. A fire blazed in them. The dangerous type. 
 
    “Enjoying the view?” I challenged. 
 
    He smirked then continued walking. We took a passage back inside, taking an elevator to the lower decks. Silas checked his hair in the mirror – more than once. But something didn't add up about his vanity... 
 
    “If you're so worried about how you look, why don't you drink V blood instead of letting your body scar like that?” 
 
    Silas fiddled with a piece of hair that wasn't lying flat, his gold-speckled eyes straying to me briefly in the mirror. He didn't seem remotely bothered by my question or the fact I'd called him vain. “I used to drink Vampire blood,” he revealed. “But one time we were running low, and I let my nurse stitch me up.” He stopped fiddling with his hair, his eyes burrowing into mine. “Do you really want to know the rest?” The elevator jerked to a halt and I realised we'd reached the bottom deck. I could smell the damp and hear the drip of pipes. A chill crept down my spine as Silas stepped closer. 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed, unable to help myself. 
 
    “I've always been a candid man, Firefly. But something about you is making me want to say things I've never told anyone...” He eyed me a moment longer, his gaze trailing from my face to my throat. “It causes me to wonder whether you have an element of Siren in you.” His gaze sharpened, almost accusatory. 
 
    I realised I was clutching the railing behind me, my knuckles cramping from how hard I was holding on. “I'm whatever you made me into,” I breathed and there was venom in my tone. 
 
    “Hm.” he stepped back and I was released from the intensity of those obsidian eyes. “Seven minutes,” he said and I raised a brow. “It takes seven minutes to stitch my skin up after a biopsy. It's excruciating without morphine, but there is something very...cathartic about it.” His eyes were shadowed and for a moment I could see through his veil of beauty, to the desperate man beneath it all. “I have very little free time for myself. My work is my life, it is all-consuming. Almost to the point of madness. The first time I endured it, those seven minutes reminded me that I'm human. There's no reminder of that, quite like pain. Hence, why I continue to do it.” 
 
    “You shouldn't need reminding.” I shook my head. “Is your work really that important?” 
 
    He sighed in answer, pressing a button to release the lift doors. “Come.” He took my elbow and I let him guide me into a low-lit corridor. Pipes lined the walls and the ceiling, all arrowing toward an impenetrable darkness at the end of the room. 
 
    Silas guided me toward it and my heart crept up a notch. My skin prickled from his touch, but I didn't shake him off. I wanted to see this secret. Even if it was making me nervous. 
 
    The darkness swallowed us and even my heightened senses couldn't pick up an ounce of light. 
 
    “Ah, here,” Silas said, releasing me. 
 
    My arm instinctively flailed, searching for him. 
 
    “Silas?” I called, the hairs on the back of my neck standing to attention. 
 
    A little blue light sprang to life before me and I relaxed. 
 
    “Should've brought a torch,” Silas said apologetically. His hand was plastered to a scanner, shining as it accepted his print. A door hissed as it opened and white lights illuminated the room before us. 
 
    Silas held out a hand to me and I stepped forward, bypassing it. 
 
    Three tanks stood upright before me, their outer shells black and metallic, round windows on the front giving a view to the bodies inside. All three were identical to Silas. They were unconscious, but the familiar sucking and hissing sound of ventilators reached my ears. Their chests all rose and fell in unison. 
 
    I moved toward them, fascinated and terrified at once. My skin tingled all over as the reality of this sunk in. Clones. Living, breathing clones. 
 
    I pressed my hand to the glass of the middle tank. Its bare chest was as scarred as Silas's. I turned to him, my legs suddenly unsteady. “So these are...Reapers?” 
 
    He nodded, looking wary of my reaction. 
 
    “What happened to your original body?” I asked. 
 
    Silas folded his arms, leaning against one of the tanks. My eyes kept flitting between him and the exact copy beside him. “It's safe. In another institute. Using clones halts the aging process. Plus...I can make slight alterations to each new body as I see fit.” He lifted a hand to one of his ears. “It becomes rather addictive after a while.” 
 
    My mouth grew dry as I nodded, unsure what to say. To me, this was absolute madness. 
 
    “Do you want to see how it works?” His voice was barely a whisper. There was a dangerous excitement to his tone. He revelled in this. His work. This was where he came to life. And I could see the desire in him, the hunger. 
 
    He moved past the tanks to a series of high-tech computers and tapped several keys on one of the screens. A moment later, a huge window lit up behind the processors, revealing a room beyond it. He gestured for me to move closer and I strode to his side, anxiety darting through me. 
 
    He guided me past the computers to the window. The light in the room flickered. Shadows danced in the far corners. I squinted, trying to work out what I was looking for. 
 
    Then a voice filled the room, crackly as it was fed through a speaker on one of the computers. 
 
    “Taste,” it breathed and every hair on my body stood to attention. It sounded like death itself, the lasting imprint of the voice creeping across my skin. 
 
    I gripped Silas's arm, digging my nails in. “Where is it?” I wanted to see it, almost as much I wanted to run out of that room and never look back. 
 
    Silas pointed at the darkest corner. I narrowed my eyes, my heart beating a frantic rhythm in my ears. 
 
    Get out of here. 
 
    When I spotted the creature, I almost jerked backwards. Silas tugged me closer and I didn't lurch away, needing the reassurance. 
 
    A black robe melded with the shadows around it, but its face grew clearer the longer I looked. It was almost nothing but bone, a skull with no eyes and hollow cheeks, but a veil of skin clung to its body like thinly sliced meat. A rattling, clicking sound fed through the microphone and I realised its teeth were tapping together. 
 
    “Silas...” I murmured. I'd never seen something so horrible. Every bone in my body told me to run. 
 
    “Taste.” The voice seemed to resonate from within it; its mouth didn't move, not beyond the persistent snapping of its teeth. 
 
    My mouth was dry, too dry. 
 
    “This one was recently captured. It hasn't been altered yet. They're not so frightening after. We can remodel them as we like. But the first few days, we must keep them this way, while I start the feeding process.” 
 
    “You feed it?” I gasped, realising what he meant. My eyes dropped to his body in horror. “Silas, how can you?” I pushed him back and his eyes fell to mine. The shining excitement of a mad scientist blazed back at me, but it dissolved the moment he took in my expression. “Firefly-” 
 
    I didn't let him finish that sentence, tugging away and marching back through the room. This was wrong. It was twisted. Screwed up. What kind of person would go to these lengths to live forever? 
 
    Was it really worth feeding his body to that...thing? I'd have given anything to be human again and Silas was wasting his life on twisted experiments like these. 
 
    My blood ran hot as I moved, and soon I was sprinting back to the elevator, darting inside it. 
 
    Silas caught the doors a heartbeat before they closed, his shoulder ramming between them as he muscled his way inside. 
 
    Before I could gather my thoughts, he'd slammed me against the mirror, caging me in with his arms. “Don't look at me like that.” 
 
    “Silas,” I gasped, pressing him back. He didn't move, his eyes pinned on mine. My heart beat rapidly in fear. 
 
    “You look at me like I'm crazy,” he snarled. 
 
    “I think maybe you are!” I blurted, my breathing growing unstable. 
 
    He shook his head. “I'm cheating death,” he snapped. 
 
    “You're messing with nature! This isn't right. It's twisted. How can you let that thing become a part of you?” I grimaced, gazing down at his body. “Is this one of them?” I laid my palms against his biceps, searching for clues, trying to find the vile skeleton of the Reaper beneath. 
 
    “I take the body they create. That's all. It's science, Firefly,” he insisted. 
 
    My brows drew together as I took in his desperate expression. After a beat of silence, I asked, “Why do you care what I think?” 
 
    His Adam's apple bobbed as he stepped back, releasing me. “You're important to me. I told you that.” 
 
    “Because I might advance your science project, not because you give a damn about me,” I snarled. 
 
    He remained silent as the lift rose, up, up, up. I felt the weight of that place evaporating from me. But I didn't know how I'd ever sleep tonight with the image of that Reaper branded into my skull. 
 
    Silas walked me back to his room, opened the door, pushed me inside and slammed it between us. I heard his footsteps pounding away down the corridor and relief ebbed through me. 
 
    I turned on a few lights in the room before getting into bed, wanting to banish as many shadows from the space as possible. The problem was, the shadows weren't in that room, they were in the crevices of my mind, and nothing I did could vanquish them. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    Nothing like an ice-cold bucket of water thrown over your face to wake you up. 
 
    “Up. Now. Or I'll start cutting pieces off of you.” 
 
    The delightful tone of a new friend graced my ears. I looked up, finding a guy gazing down at me with a sour expression. He was a few years older than me visually, had a moustache that was probably on the fashion police's most wanted list, and an impassive expression that told me he wasn't the joking type. So we were definitely going to get along. 
 
    I stood up, stretching my aching spine as water soaked into my shirt and turned it see-through. I must have passed out again for while. But at least I didn't feel sick anymore. 
 
    “Stand back,” he barked, raising a gun so it was level with my chest. Was that a Flintlock pistol? Surely not. It was just like the one I used to carry back when I was a pirate. To say it was dated, was the understatement of the century. I vaguely wondered what I'd done with my one all those years ago. 
 
    “Did I win the wet t-shirt contest?” I tried to distract him in an effort to get my hands on that gun. I gestured down at my abs which were now visible through my shirt. 
 
    ”Stand. Back,” he repeated sharply, his moustache twitching. 
 
    I complied, my hands curling into fists as I waited for his next move. 
 
    He strode into my cell as cocky as a cowboy, producing a set of cuffs from his hip. “Hands up.” 
 
    “This is moving pretty fast, I usually like to discuss a safe word before we jump right into bondage.” 
 
    My new friend stepped toward me. He was bang-on my height. Eye to eye. His expression told me he was not amused. Not even a little bit. “Shut your smart mouth, or I'll have it sewn shut for good.” 
 
    The barrel of the Flintlock pressed into my chest. I swallowed my pride and held my wrists out for him to bind. The iron cuffs snapped shut around them. I tugged hard, but my strength was still depleted. The collar around my neck was making sure of that. 
 
    The guy took hold of the cuffs, dragging me out of my cell. I didn't bother fighting back. I'd clearly have to cooperate until I could suss out this place. 
 
    I gazed toward Mekiah and Reason's cells, getting a better look at them. Maybe a little thinner, but not hurt. So that was a plus. 
 
    Nadine watched me, holding onto the bars of her cell door as she watched my escort tug me down the corridor. 
 
    “Where are you taking him?” she called and I gave her what I hoped was a comforting expression. 
 
    My guard leant close to my ear and his hot breath washed over me, making me grimace. “One wrong move, Jameson Fairfax, and I'll hurt her, not you.” 
 
    I set my jaw, trying not to show my reaction to that, but his dark chuckle told me he'd seen it. “She's got some nice curves on her. Shame she's a disgusting Werewolf.” 
 
    I hoped that meant he wouldn't lay a finger on her, but I suspected this guy's morals were as greasy as his moustache. 
 
    We headed up an icy staircase, our boots thumping against the grey stones. I was fairly sure we emerged in a dark cellar which was in need of some serious TLC, but I didn't get much time to form an opinion as Moustachio shoved me forward and someone's fist smashed into my face. 
 
    I stumbled, head spinning. Another punch landed on my jaw, knocking me on my arse. W...T...F? 
 
    I gazed up at the arsehole who'd just signed his own death warrant. I got a glimpse of two beady black eyes and a man so hairy, he's put me to shame in my wolf form, then his boot slammed into my forehead. 
 
    I hit concrete, a bubble of blood forming over my mouth as I spoke. “You're a dead man.” 
 
    His boot came at me again, but this time I was ready. I rolled, catching his ankle and tried to pull his feet out from under him. No luck. He ripped his foot from my grip and I had half a second to get to my feet. Which I took every advantage of. 
 
    I sprang upright, throwing my shoulder full-force into his chest, but my strength wasn't what it normally was. He was twice as broad as me, which was saying a lot, and apparently made of stone. Pain lanced through my arm, but I didn't stop fighting. With a grunt of annoyance, I brought my bound fists up to meet his jaw. He deflected the blow and knocked me to the floor again. 
 
    “That's enough, Jax,” Moustachio growled. 
 
    “I just like to see their faces when they realise they can't fight me, Lynch,” Jax snort-laughed. 
 
    “Take this collar off and I'll be happy to go for round two,” I drawled, rolling onto my knees. I was not going to be rattled by getting knocked down. I may have lost the battle, but I'd win the war. 
 
    Just give me time suckers. 
 
    Jax stepped toward me, cracking his knuckles. 
 
    “Hund wants him tenderised, not dead.” Moustachio AKA Lynch said, halting Jax. 
 
    “Fair enough. Hund's son's got a thing for pretty boys, I hear,” Jax taunted. 
 
    “That so?” Lynch dropped his hands to his knees and gazed down at me. “You been hooking up with a Hunter, kid?” 
 
    Kid? Who the hell did this guy think he was? 
 
    I didn't know what these shitheads had been told, so had no choice but to stick to the plan. “Ulvic was my prisoner and I was trying to make a reasonable trade. But then you went and shot a dart in my neck and screwed up my plan.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Lynch said casually. “We know about Ulvic and his filthy pack of Werewolves.” 
 
    Jax snort-laughed again. “Reckon he's gonna be real upset to see his boyfriend all beat up.” 
 
    “Boyfriend?” I almost laughed. Yeah, me and Ulvic were about the most unlikely people to hook up in the world. Ever. And not because he was into men and I wasn't. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jax growled, stepping closer, speaking a word on every footfall. “Dirty. Little. Homo.” 
 
    My gut shrivelled. I might not have liked Ulvic, hell I hated him. But intolerance? That was not my jam. 
 
    I rose to my feet, grinding my jaw. “Wanna say that again, pal? Not sure I heard you right. It sounded like you were being an ignorant shitbag. Was that about right?” 
 
    Lynch stepped between us before Jax threw another punch at me. “Move.” He dragged me away from Jax, leading me into another staircase. 
 
    “Are you a homophobic shitbag, too?” I raised my brows at him and he glared back at me. His moustache twitched. “I just need to know so I can reorganise my kill list. Your name's currently listed under 'general assholes', but I reckon I could narrow it down. You'd fit in nicely under 'ignorant pricks with unfortunate facial hair', but also 'uggly-ass, hot-tempered douchebags'. I'm undecided-” Lynch slammed my face into a brick wall. 
 
    The horrific sound of a boot crushing a snail is the exact noise my nose made when it broke. 
 
    “Muvverthucker,” I said through a mouthful of blood. I spat a wad of it at his feet. 
 
    Lynch clamped a hand around my throat, pinning me to the wall he'd just broken my face on. Guy was Hulk-strong, but if I'd had one ounce of the strength I normally had, he'd have been dead fifteen minutes ago. “You listen to me, kid. This cocky bullshit is gonna last all of five seconds upstairs. So you better learn to keep that flapping mouth of yours shut, or I'll put a bullet in your brain right here, right now and head back downstairs for Nadine instead.” 
 
    I gave him an even stare that I hoped communicated all the ways I was going to hurt him when I got my chance. 
 
    Lynch licked his lips, looking ready to snap. “Your death won't even make me blink. And if you think I won't do it...” He took the Flintlock pistol from his waistband, cocked it and pressed the barrel to my forehead. “One word. Go on. Say one more cocky little word and I'll pull the trigger. Make. My. Day.” 
 
    My instinct was to throw more insults at him to show him how many craps I didn't give. But, okay, I did give a couple of craps. I was kinda fond of my face. So having it splattered all over the wall behind me wasn't on today's to-do list. I was already mega-pissed that a good portion of it was currently snapped and dripping blood. 
 
    Lynch smiled satisfactorily, lowering the pistol. “That wasn't so hard, was it kid?” 
 
    I remained silent, grinding my teeth to dust. I was so over being a prisoner. But it didn't look like I had much choice again. 
 
    Lynch guided me upstairs and my nose started to throb like a bitch. Lynch unbolted a door at the top of the stairs and we stepped into a quiet hallway of wooden floorboards. It was sparsely decorated, with a couple of deer heads on the walls. The whole place was screaming out for a feather duster. Scrap that. This place needed the team from D.I.Y S.O.S to storm in here, bulldoze the place and rebuild it from the ground up. 
 
    Lynch dragged me along and my nose dribbled blood as we walked through the hallway. 
 
    He pushed me through a door and I emerged in large dining room with dark green walls and a huge table at the heart of it. It was laid out with food and wine, and sitting at it was Ulvic and an old guy I didn't know. From his weathered face and grisly grey hair, I wouldn't have spotted the relation to Ulvic, but it was his eyes which gave it away. The exact same shade, shape and low brows. Apart from that, Alfric Hund looked like his skin had melted, hanging from his bones like dripping candle wax. 
 
    Ulvic stiffened as he spotted me. He was dressed in an old-fashioned suit that belonged in a museum, but it was nothing compared to his father's get-up. He wore a mauve neck-tie to match his button-down jacket. A shiny black cane rested against his high-backed chair, the silver head of it shaped like a wolf skull. 
 
    “Here we are, Lord Alfric.” Lynch jammed his pistol into my spine so I shifted forward again. 
 
    My thighs bumped into the end of the table and I gazed across the roasted bird in the middle of it, straight at Ulvic's father. I had him to blame for a lot of my problems, I reckoned. Ulvic hadn't turned into a self-centred prick all on his lonesome. No, he'd had an abusive father and a lack of affection to help with that. 
 
    Beyond the steady drip of blood from my face, there was no sound in the room. 
 
    “Where's Mercy?” I demanded. 
 
    “Alive,” Ulvic said quickly and Alfric slammed a hand down on the table to shut him up. 
 
    Ulvic's face became blotchy, but his knuckles were turning white on the silver cutlery in his fists. 
 
    “Lynch,” Alfric commanded, prompting him to act. 
 
    Lynch grabbed the back of my neck, slammed me down onto the table, sending a silver goblet flying. A plate broke beneath my face. I growled through my teeth as I fought against him.  
 
    Useless. 
 
    Wonderful. 
 
    “Now...I'm tired of your lies, Ulvic. I'd like you to tell me the truth,” his father said, his voice gruff. 
 
    “I've told you the tr-truth,” Ulvic stuttered. “Jameson brought me here as a c-captive. He wants his p-pack m-members back.” 
 
    “Then you won't mind if I have him killed?” Alfric asked, leaning back in his chair, his gnarled fingers curling around the armrests. 
 
    My heart rate shot upwards. I strained my muscles and Lynch's arm gave a little, but not enough. 
 
    I'd gotten out of tight spots before, but this one was tighter than a camel's butthole in a sandstorm. 
 
    “That's n-not n-necessary,” Ulvic tried, but in my opinion, he wasn't trying nearly hard enough. Maybe this would have been an easy way out of his guilt, though. After all, he'd let me kill most of our pack without much care. I had no reason to believe I wasn't as expendable as them. If not more so now that I actively rebelled against everything he said. 
 
    “It might not be n-n-necessary,” Alfric mocked Ulvic. “But if, as you say, this Werewolf turned on you, brought you here against your will-” 
 
    “Enough,” Ulvic hissed. 
 
    “Do you admit it then, son? That this wolf is your friend? Or will you continue to deny the extent of your betrayal to me?” 
 
    From my awkward angle on the table, I couldn't quite catch Ulvic's expression. But my guess was, he was crapping his tighty-whiteys. 
 
    “I-er-I-” Ulvic stuttered on, making me shut my eyes and pray to god he was going to find some of that courage that floated around his system occasionally. “Alright. He's mine.” Pride filled his voice and I wrinkled my nose. “I tamed him,” Ulvic growled, his stutter absent now. “And I'll be damned if you're going to take him from me.” A thump sounded his fist hitting the table. 
 
    “Ah, there we have it. The truth,” Alfric announced triumphantly. “My Werewolf-loving son finally admits what he is.” 
 
    “I don't want any trouble,” Ulvic growled. “I'm here for my wolves. I know Ignus Helsing sent them to you.” As he spoke his ex-lover's name, his voice quavered. 
 
    Alfric laughed loudly; it was dry and rattling and vaguely reminded me of a blocked hoover. “Of course you are. Why did you think I bought them from him in the first place?” Silence reigned until he answered his own question. “I have no other heirs, Ulvic. I am growing old. And I've had enough of this feud between us. I took the Werewolves in hopes you'd come for them.” 
 
    It was unexpected, but something told me a hug and a handshake was not going to fix this bitterness between them. 
 
    “You've had your fun. Now it's time to stand together again. As a family. There are far fewer Hunters in the world than there were a week ago.” 
 
    Ulvic let out a small murmur of ascent. 
 
    “So, my son, I will put aside my disappointment with you. I will grant you a fresh start, a chance to prove yourself worthy of the Hund name.” 
 
    Seeing as Ulvic was not loudly objecting to this idea, I grew slightly worried. He could hardly say no, considering his father would probably have had us all shot if he did. But the silence that came from him made me concerned that he was actually deliberating his father's offer. Which put me, Mercy and the other Werewolves in a very bad position. 
 
    “I can't agree to anything if it means my wolves will be harmed,” Ulivc said eventually. “That includes the two already in your company.” 
 
    “I suspected as much.” Alfric waved a hand and suddenly Lynch released me. 
 
    At a nod from Alfric, Lynch promptly produced a key and unlocked the cuffs on my wrists, taking them away. I hesitated for half a second, then dropped into a seat and helped myself to a plate of roast potatoes, stuffing two into my mouth at once. “Luffly home you haff,” I said around a mouthful of salty potato. 
 
    “His nose is broken,” Ulvic noticed at last, his eyes widening. “Why is his nose broken?” 
 
    “Larkspur.” Alfric snapped his fingers and Lynch immediately marched from the room. His eyes roamed over me. “I do not make it a habit of mine to dine with Werewolves.” 
 
    “I don't make it a habit to dine with arseholes, yet here we are.” I gestured to the grand feast. 
 
    Alfric surprised me by letting out a small, croaky laugh. Ulvic's face turned ashen at the sound, so it probably didn't mean anything good. “I'll have them sent home,” Ulvic said quickly, leaning toward his father. 
 
    “Oh no,” Alfric tutted. “That won't do at all. In fact, Ignus Helsing sent me quite the detailed letter about his shipment of the two wolves.” He reached into his pocket, unfolding a piece of parchment. Seriously? Parchment? 
 
    He cleared his throat before reading it aloud in his gravelly voice. “Lord Alfric Hund, it has come to my attention that your son, Ulvic, has turned against his birthright as a Hunter. He is lost in his ways and I fear he will do something very foolish if I do not intervene. Forgive me for the news that will reach your ears after this, but I feel it is my duty to teach him a lesson in betrayal. My own heart has been compromised by his actions.” Alfric paused, his eyes roaming over Ulvic with a look of disgust. 
 
    Ulvic's lower lip quivered, but his eyes were glassy and hollow. 
 
    Alfric cleared his throat, continuing, “I have sent a shipment of two Werewolves to you whom were loyal to Ulvic. I learnt a great deal about these wolves from your son. And it came to my attention that they are not simply captives of Ulvic's. They are obedient. Wholly at his command. It is only my lasting love for him which will spare him now. I will send him to you soon. Although, I cannot vouch for the condition he will be in. Sincerest apologies for the help I once offered your son. You paid me well to hunt him down, and I was turned against you by his charm. I once believed you the villain in his story, but I see now that Ulvic has a way of crushing those he loves the most. Regards, Ignus Van Helsing.” 
 
    Ulvic stood up, his shoulders bunched, his chair nearly falling over. He looked broken, his eyes glossy with hurt. 
 
    Alfric waited for his response, glaring up at him. 
 
    “You don't know a-anything,” Ulvic hissed. 
 
    “I know enough,” Alfric said, folding the letter up and placing it back in his pocket. “I know you had an affair with Ignus Helsing, I know that you betrayed him during the V Games on the Isle of Lidelse, and I have surmised that you were involved in the breakout that led to the events on Øyafrelse which resulted in the deaths of over twenty Hunters.” 
 
    Ignus's shoulders rose and fell, rose and fell. 
 
    Ulvic was one confused guy. I didn't know whose side he was on anymore. I didn't think even he knew, either. 
 
    Ulvic's eyes slid to me, then to his father, before sinking back down into his seat. “If you are willing, father, I wish to make up for some of my past grievances.” 
 
    I watched him closely, hunting for the truth. Was this just another lie to save his own skin? Or was it to save us too? 
 
    “Good,” Alfric said, taking a bite from a chicken leg on his plate. He chewed with his mouth open and I watched with undisguised disgust. I could be a pretty messy eater myself at times, but that mouth action was something else... 
 
    Lynch reentered the room, slamming a glass of murky-looking water before me. “Larkspur solution.” 
 
    I picked it up, sniffed it to make sure there was no poison in it, then downed it in one.  
 
    Pinching the bridge of my nose, I snapped it back into the right position, gritting my teeth against the pain. The Larkspur soon soothed the ache, but it would be a few more minutes until I was fully healed. 
 
    Lynch backed up into a corner, standing guard by the door. 
 
    “I'd like a demonstration of this 'command' Ignus spoke of in his letter,” Alfric said, picking his teeth with the bone still in his hand. 
 
    Ulvic hesitated, looking to me then back to his father. 
 
    Alfric sat up straighter, pointing at me with the greasy chicken bone. “Show me,” he demanded. 
 
    I took a deep breath, gazing at Ulvic with a pleading stare. I was usually above begging, but I didn't want to be turned into the Hund family jester, doing tricks on command. 
 
    “Up,” Ulvic growled suddenly and the command ran through me like it was my own decision. I was on my feet in half a second, my chair screeching as it flew out behind me. 
 
    Alfric didn't look remotely impressed. “That's not proof of anything. Lynch, fetch the new girl.” 
 
    Lynch headed out the door. 
 
    We waited in silence, the only sound filling the air was Alfric grinding meat off of chicken bones. 
 
    Lynch pushed a young girl into the room. She was small, thin, undernourished. Her eyes were too large in her hollow face. Her hair was concealed beneath a red shawl, tied at the nape of her neck. 
 
    “Ulvic, command the wolf to hurt Nancy,” Alfric growled. Dread simmered in my chest. 
 
    “No- Mister Hund, sir, I'll work harder.” Nancy struggled against Lynch's grip on her arm, but he didn't seem to notice. 
 
    My spine grew rigid. “I'm not hurting anyone,” I snarled. 
 
    Everyone in the room ignored me. 
 
    Ulvic hesitated, avoiding mine and Nancy's eyes. “That's unnecessary,” he lowered his tone, angling his face toward his father. 
 
    “It is entirely necessary. I must see that your Werewolf will do as you say.” Alfric's eyes slid to me. “I can see that he isn't keen.” His eyes lit up. “And Nancy has been useless as a maid. I have given her several warnings.” 
 
    “I don't wish to h-hurt the girl,” Ulvic said earnestly. 
 
    Alfric's hand slammed down on the table and his tone grew to a formidable boom, “You will do as I say or I will not waste a moment more of my time entertaining you and your mutts! I will cut off their heads and have them mounted on my walls, Ulvic!” 
 
    Ulvic trembled. 
 
    He took two deep breaths, before he gave in. 
 
    “Jameson,” Ulvic's tone was as sharp as it had been the day he'd ordered me to kill my pack. My family. “Hurt her.” 
 
    My muscles bunched, my hands curled into fists. Lynch pushed Nancy toward me, keeping a tight grip on her shoulder so she couldn't run. 
 
    I tried to come up with the simplest way to hurt her without causing serious damage. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked backwards. 
 
    “There, she's hurt,” I growled as she yelped. 
 
    “More,” Alfric snarled and that word drilled into my skull.  
 
    Ulvic gave the command and I yanked her hair harder so her neck was exposed to me. 
 
    “Please- stop!” she wailed. 
 
    Alfric let out a delighted laugh. “The Werewolf resists you. What an enthralling game. Have him choke her, Ulvic.” 
 
    Ulvic hesitated a few moments before giving the order. 
 
    My hands locked around Nancy's throat and Lynch was forced to release her. 
 
    “Ulvic!” I barked. “Don't do this,” I growled, my wrists seizing up as my grip tightened without any will of my own. 
 
    Nancy gazed up at me, terrified. She didn't understand and that made it worse, so much worse. 
 
    “It's not me,” I told her, but she only looked more scared. 
 
    “Tighter,” Alfric commanded in a hungry tone and Ulvic echoed his order. 
 
    My fingers tensed, my thumbs pressed down on her windpipe. Barbed wire seemed to coil around my insides. I was rigid, trying to fight it with every ounce of my being, but fear consumed me as I realised this wasn't going to stop. Nancy was turning blue, her tongue swelled and lolled out of her mouth. 
 
    “Kill her,” Alfric said, his tone cutting. 
 
    “F-father, please,” Ulvic said quietly. 
 
    “You will do as I say, Ulvic. I command you, as the son who betrayed me, to do as I ask, in penance to me.” 
 
    “Ul-vic,” I said through grinding teeth. 
 
    “Do it,” Alfric growled. “Now.” 
 
    “Jameson...d-do as he says,” Ulvic ordered and my hands wheeled sideways. 
 
    SNAP. 
 
    Dying is slow. Death is not. 
 
    Nancy slumped to the floor at my feet. 
 
    Alfric was laughing and banging the end of his cane on the floor.  
 
    I gazed down at my hands, curled with tension, white from the force it had taken to break Nancy's neck. I'd managed it despite lacking my usual strength. 
 
    “Lock him up.” Alfric waved a hand at me. 
 
    I lurched away before Lynch could touch me, ready to throw some serious punches. 
 
    “Go with him, do as Lynch says,” Ulvic commanded and my heart shook like an earthquake. 
 
    Do as he says? 
 
    Did he have any idea how much power he'd just given Lynch over me? 
 
    Jesus H. Christ. I was screwed, and from the look on Lynch's face, he knew that, too. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    Days turned into a week. I hadn't seen Silas since he'd shown me the clones. Part of me was glad. But I grew frustrated when none of my guards answered my questions. My time was spent undergoing tests with Rakefield, being prodded and poked at. My pregnancy was moving at double the speed of a human one, but I still didn't feel any different. I didn't know much about pregnancy in the normal sense, let alone this kind. And Rakefield was about as informative as a crustacean. She was driving me mad with her new catchphrase, 'We'll just have to wait and see'. 
 
    I spent my 'free' time in Silas's room, keeping away from people as much as possible, deliberating ways I could escape. It wasn't until another day had passed, laying on my bed in the light of the sunny morning, that I started to really panic. 
 
    How long was I going to be kept like this? Until this baby was born? Or until I lost the plot and threw myself off the ship just to escape the daily assessments. It felt like my temperature was taken a hundred times a day. I had to give blood samples, urine samples, saliva samples. Then I'd spend afternoons on the treadmill, or put through circuits in a 90s gym that looked like it had been designed by Mr Motivator. 
 
    I sighed as I laid on my bed. Rakefield had told me I could have a rest today. But there were so many things I'd been trying to avoid thinking about, that a day off suddenly didn't seem like a treat at all. 
 
    I thumbed the tattoo on the inside of my elbow, marking me as IDAHO's property. Silas's property. Was he going to give me any choice in this pregnancy? I didn't even want to be a mother. I wasn't qualified for that in any sense of the word. 
 
    At the sound of the door opening, I sat upright in bed, finding Silas walking toward me with a tray of food, dressed smartly in a shirt and trousers. He placed the food down on the edge of the mattress, wringing his hands together. 
 
    Silence passed between us as I lifted my brows, waiting for him to speak. 
 
     “I'm sorry,” he said at last. 
 
    “For what?” I asked dryly. “Kidnapping me? Shoving a Werewolf heart in my chest? For branding me as your property?” I glared at him. All my rage spilled over at being left for days on end, without so much as an explanation for what was going to happen to me. 
 
    “Firstly, I didn't kidnap you. I wasn't even involved in the raid on The Sanctuary,” he said. “That was my father's plan. I dealt with the experiments.” 
 
    I half-laughed. “As in, you ordered your staff to alter our bodies, mutilate us without our consent?” 
 
    Silas sighed, pressing his fingers into his eyes. “Our methods can be crude, Firefly. But it is all done for the benefit of science, for humanity.” 
 
    I tsked, grimacing as I turned away. 
 
    Silas pushed the tray closer. “I know it's difficult to understand why I do what I do...but IDAHO has achieved great things. We will be able to provide cures to cancer, to disease, help families, children.” 
 
    At the mention of children, my hand curled instinctively around my stomach. “And me? What are you going to do with my child, Silas? It's obvious you want me to have it. But maybe I don't want it, did you ever think about that?” 
 
    “You were pregnant when you got here,” Silas said. “I can't be blamed for your situation.” 
 
    “But you're the one who wants to control it!” I snapped, turning to face him again. 
 
    He shook his head, his eyes suddenly wide. He tentatively reached out to me, then seemed to think better of it. “That's not true. It's your call. You want a termination? I'll have it done.” 
 
    He set his jaw and I couldn't tell if he was bluffing or not. My stomach churned at the idea of an abortion. I remained silent instead of giving an answer. 
 
    Silas moved cautiously closer. “Look, I know I told you that you're our property. But I shouldn't have said that. I just wanted your cooperation. What I should have said is that you and your baby are...subjects here. We want to study you, that's all.” He cleared his throat when I said nothing, prompting an answer. 
 
    I sighed. “I'm still a prisoner.” 
 
    “Trust me, it's much easier if you choose to be a willing member of our projects. My father can be harsh. His rules are strict. But I've seen him release subjects, so long as they cooperate.” 
 
    I bit my tongue, thinking over his words. “How long?” 
 
    “A year, perhaps,” he said quietly. 
 
    A year? Suddenly, I hated Silas's father more than I hated his son. 
 
    My heart fled into top gear. I managed a nod, but I couldn't swallow that possibility. A year on this ship? If I decided to keep the baby, I'd have to give birth here. I couldn't bear it. 
 
    “I came here to apologise, but I see that was foolish now.” Silas ran a hand down the back of his neck. “Still...I'm sorry I lost my temper with you the other day...I should never have taken you to see the Reaper.” 
 
    He moved to leave, looking regretful. “No,” I called out suddenly. “I'm glad you did. But Silas...I'm not sure I'll ever understand why you do it.” I needed Silas close. He held the possibility of me escaping this place. Perhaps he had sway with his father. Perhaps he could reduce the time I had to spend with IDAHO. 
 
    Silas nodded, dropping his eyes. He looked like a beautiful paradox. His exterior was perfect, but beneath it was a haunted kind of pain I didn't understand. And perhaps I was too scared to try. 
 
    “I shouldn't have kept away from you for so long. Only...this is hard for me, too.” 
 
    I gazed over him, trying to see if he was faking this newfound conscience. “Why?” I narrowed my eyes. 
 
    “I'm new to this, you see?” He lifted his gaze to meet mine as he reached the door. “My father left me in charge of the ship whilst he's away.” 
 
    “Where is he?” I asked, wanting to get as much information as I could. 
 
    “At another institute. He'll probably be back in a few days.” He walked from the room before I could ask any more questions, but something stirred in my gut, a niggling fear that I did not want to meet the man who'd made me a prisoner here. 
 
    After I'd eaten, I got dressed, picking out an outfit from the least strange array of clothes I'd been provided with in the wardrobe (a red checkered skirt and a black camisole). Next, I tried the door. My heart lifted as I found it open, stepping into the hallway. 
 
    The cry of seagulls carried to me as I headed onto the deck, breathing in the briny sea air. The sun shone above the horizon, pouring the golden morning light across the waves. I thought of searching for the way off the ship like Kodiak had said, but a commotion caught my ear further along the deck, distracting me. 
 
    I followed the noise, coming across a group of men. One of them was handling a crane and pulley that reached high above their heads, drawing something up the side of the ship. I moved to the railing, keeping my distance so as not to draw attention to myself. I spotted a red shipping container hanging in the harness of ropes, being hauled toward deck. Far down on the waves was a small boat which had evidently brought it here. 
 
    I spotted Silas amongst the men, rolling up his shirt sleeves as he waited. 
 
    As the container rose above deck, swinging precariously, the man operating the crane pulled a lever to lock it in place. He manoeuvred the crate above the men's heads and they stepped back as he lowered it onto the deck. I drifted closer, curiosity getting the better of me as two of Silas's guards used crowbars to jimmy open the front of it. 
 
    The door fell forward with a loud clatter at Silas's feet. A stench hit me so hard, I threw a hand to my mouth. It was fetid and overpowering, making my eyes water. Everyone but Silas took a measured step back, covering their noses, some coughing and spluttering. 
 
    “Shit!” Silas barked, leaning against the side of the container as he gazed inside. 
 
    I tiptoed forward, trying to get a view, catching sight of a pile of bodies slumped at the back of the container. 
 
    I gasped, inadvertently snagging Silas's attention. He turned, his jaw ticking at the sight of me, before facing his men and shouting, “Chuck them overboard. The shipment's been sabotaged.” 
 
    “Who are they?” I whispered, a shudder running through me as I moved to his side. Whoever the six or so people had been, they were now rotted beyond recognition. 
 
    “Vampires,” Silas said quietly. “My father bought them from the Helsings a few weeks back.” He visibly swallowed as he took in my expression. 
 
    “Why?” I demanded. “To be part of your sick experiments?” 
 
    “They were going to be trialled for the cure,” he bit at me. “They would have wanted to be a part of it. Better that than starving to death in the care of the Helsings.” 
 
    I couldn't help but agree, but refused to let him know that. I returned my gaze to the dead Vs, my stomach rolling. Apparently my transformation into a Hybrid had returned my ability to be sick. And I was very close to giving in to that reflex. 
 
    Silas turned to one of his men. “Give me your shirt.” 
 
    The man didn't even hesitate, pulling his black t-shirt over his head and passing it to his boss. I raised my brows but Silas answered my question when he tied it over his nose. I thought of the scars on his body and wondered if that was what had stopped him from using his own shirt. 
 
    Silas stepped into the container and I watched, clinging to the side of it as he crept toward the bodies at the back. 
 
    He crouched down before the dead Vs, examining them. 
 
    After a beat, he stood, turning to me with a grim look in his eyes. 
 
    “What happened to them?” I asked, but he ignored me, moving systematically through the container. He ran his hands across the metal walls, searching for something then paused, releasing a growl of anger. He detached a small black box from between two rivets, moving toward me.  
 
    “It's bloody sabotage,” he muttered, showing it to his men. “I can smell white oak in there. It's usually very subtle, a dose of it would only make a Vampire pass out. But at this level of concentration....Jesus, it's as potent as acid to a V.” 
 
    I realised the choking smell of rot coming from the container wasn't the only thing making me feel ill. Evidently I was still vulnerable to white oak like those Vs. “Who would do this?” I asked. 
 
    Silas shook his head, running a hand into his hair and messing it up. “We've had several attacks in the past few months, but nothing like this...” He took his phone from his pocket, dialing a number and holding it to his ear. “Site B reporting,” he said, heading away from me. “Are your shipments in order?...Good. I want you to check with the other institutes, report back to me in an hour.” 
 
    I drifted after him, partly because I wanted to escape the smell and partly because I wanted to eavesdrop. Before I caught up with him as he wandered up the deck, the world tore apart. 
 
    I was thrown forward as a tremendous BOOM, filled the air. I hit the deck hard, sliding across it and taking Silas out in the process. 
 
    Flames heated my back and I turned, squinting into the roaring fire that now took the place of the container. Fear flared in my chest. Cries of pain ripped through the air. A chunk of the railing had been torn apart and blood coated the jagged edges. 
 
    Silas's hands looped around me, pulling me to my feet and dragging me away from the growing fire. Shock made my legs heavy. 
 
    A bell started ringing somewhere and men darted out of doors, carrying fire extinguishers, running toward the gaping hole in the deck where flames danced and flickered, reaching toward the sky. 
 
    Silas turned me around, pushing me into the arms of an approaching guard. “Take her back to my room. Don't let her out until this is under control.” 
 
    “Silas-” I started to argue, but the guard dragged me away, forcefully guiding me back inside. I gave in, blinking away the dryness of my eyes. The lasting taste of smoke lingered on my tongue. 
 
    Panic fled through my heart as I clutched my stomach. What if something had happened to the baby when I'd hit the deck? 
 
    “I need a doctor,” I demanded. 
 
    The guard gazed over me as if hunting for a sign of injury, clearly not convinced I needed one. 
 
    “Now,” I barked and he sighed, leading me back inside. 
 
    I clutched my stomach, my heart beating a mile a minute. And it was in that second, I realised, I wanted to keep it. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    Jax was laughing, loudly and obnoxiously. “Make him say it again.” 
 
    All I could see were two pairs of boots. Which was probably due to the fact that I was currently upside down, having been doing a handstand for the past twenty five minutes. I was in the cellar, playing puppet games for Lynch. As I'd been doing every day since Ulvic had given him control over me. If there was anyone worse than Ulvic having that power, it was possibly this guy. Potentially barring Hitler and Lord Voldemort. 
 
    “Ask for another one,” Lynch growled, a chuckle rumbling through him. The smell of cigarettes sailed into my nose. The daily comedy show I was forced to act out was not in the least bit fun for me. My pack threatened murder every time Lynch came for me, for all the good it did. But I appreciated it all the same. 
 
    “Can I have another one?” I asked in the most bored voice I could manage. I might have had to do what he said, but I could at least pretend I didn't give a crap about it. 
 
    Lynch's fist kissed my abs for the hundredth time and I wobbled on my hands before crashing to the floor. My back took the impact and pain lanced up my spine. Peachy. 
 
    Lynch came into view above me, tapping his cigarette so the cherry dropped onto my chest, scolding a hole through my shirt. I forced myself not to flinch as it sizzled against my skin, gazing up at him before calmly brushing the ash away. 
 
    “Say thank you,” he demanded. 
 
    “Thank you,” I muttered, slowly rising to a sitting position. Lynch had already commanded me not to fight back, so I had to take his beating with as much dignity as I could muster. But I was running out of one-liners to piss him off. There were only so many ways I could insult a single moustache. For some reason, he'd let me keep talking. Maybe he felt better about beating my ass if I was ribbing on him. Who knew? 
 
    “Get up,” Lynch commanded and I rose to my feet with a heavy sigh. 
 
    Jax shifted closer, now looking up at me through his too-small eyes. 
 
    Lynch lit up another cigarette with a silver zippo that had a quote engraved on it. I tilted my head to read it. There is no fence to sit on between heaven and hell. 
 
    Jesus. I wonder which side he thinks he's on. 
 
    Lynch puffed on the smoke before jamming the end in my mouth. “Hold this.” 
 
    I let it hang from the corner of my lips, then worked out a loophole in his command, took in a deep drag and blew it harshly in his face. 
 
    Loopholes were what kept me going in times like this. There were always ways to rebel against orders. I just had to get creative. 
 
    As the smoke swirled around Lynch's face, he gave me a dark grin and said, “Eat it.” He smirked then he and Jax had a good chuckle at my expense. 
 
    Forcing a broad smile onto my face, I did as he said, biting down on the butt and chomping my way to the end. I wasn't so lucky in having the cherry fall off before it entered my mouth. I heard the hiss and felt the keen burn as it pressed into my tongue, smiling all the way. 
 
    “Yum.” I grinned, swallowing. Not yum. Not even close to yum. Tasted exactly like eating a lit cigarette. Exactly like that. 
 
    “I wanna see him cry,” Jax complained, leaning back against the nearest brick wall. He was getting sick of my unwavering cool. But I'd been around bigger pricks than this in my life. I hadn't cried in front of them, so I sure as hell wasn't gonna cry in front of these losers. 
 
    “Yeah...” Lynch moved into my personal space. “I'd like to see that too, I reckon.” 
 
    “Good luck with that.” I yawned. I was gonna have ashtray breath for weeks. 
 
    “Well how about you start breaking your own fingers,” Lynch said, his moustache lifting as he smiled. 
 
    I trapped my pinky between my finger and thumb, a growl leaving my throat as I tried to fight the order. 
 
    “Now,” Lynch snarled. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    I couldn't fight the whimper. Truly, I tried. The satisfaction on Jax and Lynch's faces was nearly too much to bear. 
 
    “All of them,” Lynch ordered, puffing on a newly lit smoke. 
 
    Snap, snap, snap. 
 
    I started with my left hand in a vain hope they'd leave my right one alone. But from the looks on their faces, that wasn't likely. But how was I gonna break those fingers with my mangled left hand... 
 
    “Jameson!” Ulvic's voice announced his arrival. Hadn't seen the guy for days. Was he working on breaking us out? He better bloody had been. “What the-” 
 
    “Remember when you told me to do as Lynch says? Well...” I winced. From the looks of my hand, I'd never play piano again. But luckily for me, I'd never played piano before. 
 
    Alfric appeared behind Ulvic, a step higher, his hand braced on the wall for support. Frail much? I hoped to take advantage of that some day soon. 
 
    “You don't have to listen to him,” Ulvic said quickly and a wave of tension dissipated from my body, releasing me from the command. 
 
    My heart kicked into top gear. I snatched the Flintlock from Lynch's waistband. 
 
    I raised it. 
 
    Jax came at me. 
 
    Bye bye Jaxxy. 
 
    BANG. 
 
    He hit the floor at Lynch's feet, a clean bullet-hole carved between his eyes. I swung the barrel towards Lynch, pure, sweet revenge flooding through me. 
 
    “Freeze!” Ulvic roared. 
 
    My muscles tensed all over. I tried to pull the trigger. The barrel was aimed right at Lynch's face which had turned the colour of sour milk. Shoulda shot Lynch first.... 
 
    My right eye went into spasm as I tried to overcome Ulvic's command with all my might. My finger hovered on the trigger. 
 
    Come on. Smallest movement in the world will end this sucker. 
 
    But I simply couldn't do it. 
 
    Lynch's shoulders relaxed and his laughter rang through the air. 
 
    “Dead man,” I snarled. “One day soon. I swear it. You'll be as dead as him.” I gazed at Jax's limp body, satisfaction rolling through me in waves. At least I got one of them. 
 
    Lynch lifted the newly lit cigarette to his mouth, toked on the end then turned his attention to Alfric. Nice to know he cared about his dead friend. 
 
    “Hell,” Alfric said in a gruff tone. “Get this mess cleaned up, Lynch.” 
 
    “But sir-” Lynch complained. 
 
    “Do it now or I will have the Werewolf rip that moustache from your face and feed it to the crows.” 
 
    “Oh please refuse,” I taunted Lynch. 
 
    “And you,” Alfric rounded on me. “There will be punishment for this.” 
 
    I raised my mangled hand, my fingers all sticking out at awkward angles. I guessed the adrenaline in my veins was keeping me from retching. “This isn't punishment enough?” 
 
    Alfric stared at me for several moments before saying, “Fine.” He snapped his fingers at Lynch. “Larkspur. Now. Don't mess with my assets again.” His tone was full of warning and Lynch bowed his head obediently as he scurried away. 
 
    His assets? 
 
    I noticed Ulvic's travel bag was hanging from his shoulder. 
 
    “Going somewhere?” I asked, narrowing my eyes. 
 
    “We all are,” Alfric answered for him. The twisted little smile on his face didn't bode well for me, I reckoned. So it was probably too much to hope that he was taking me and my wolves to the train station with a packed lunch for the journey home. 
 
    “Tell him to do as I command,” Alfric muttered to Ulvic. 
 
    Ulvic hesitated, his face paling. I glared at him, not having much hope of him holding out against his father. Was this his way of sticking to our plan? 'Cause he could have commanded me to murder his father here and now. But he clearly wasn't planning on doing that. 
 
    “Do as he says,” Ulvic sighed and I felt the command run through me like boiling water. 
 
    Lynch reappeared, passing me a bottle of Larkspur solution which I promptly drank. 
 
    My eyes flipped to Alfric, brows raised. 
 
    “Fetch the other wolves.” He threw a set of keys in my direction. I caught them, nodding as I headed away, jogging down the stairwell into the dungeon. 
 
    I reached Nadine's cell first, sliding the key into the lock and turning it. She dove out of it, throwing her arms around my neck. “What's going on?” 
 
    I squeezed her briefly, not answering as I hurried toward Mekiah and Reason's cells. Mekiah stepped out first, his wide shoulders pressed back, his charcoal eyes wheeling left and right. “Are we safe?” 
 
    “No.” I gave him a one-armed hug as Reason crept out from her cell, too, looking concerned. 
 
    Nadine crashed into me from behind and I was squashed between the three of them, pressed into the centre of a group hug. 
 
    Reason ducked her head into my chest and I felt tears soaking through my shirt. She'd always been a sensitive soul. And it must have been hell for her, seeing as she had the ability to feel the emotions of those around her. Experiencing Alfric and his employees' emotions probably felt like being dunked in cold water twenty four hours a day. 
 
    “Are we getting out of here, Alpha?” she asked, tilting her head back to look up at me. Her eyes were sea-blue, almost turquoise in the light. “Not yet,” I breathed. “Ulvic's betrayed us. Again.” 
 
    Reason had cried for nearly an hour when Nadine and I had told her about what Ulvic had done to our pack. That we were the only ones left. And I reckoned Mekiah felt almost as hungry for Ulvic's death as I did. 
 
    Mekiah released a snarl. “What's he done now?” 
 
    Reason's already pale cheeks drained of all remaining colour. 
 
    “He's given his father the power to command me,” I explained. “I don't know what his angle is. Or if he has one at all anymore. I'm concerned he might really be making amends with his father.” 
 
    “Ulvic wouldn't do this,” Reason insisted, turning to me with tears trailing down her cheeks. “He loves us.” 
 
    I pulled her toward me, pushing a lock of white hair behind her ear. “I know it's hard to accept, but you have to, Reason. I need you to be strong, okay? We'll work this out together.” 
 
    She nodded, letting out a shaky breath as she forced herself to stop crying. 
 
    Mekiah slowly nodded, his lips pressing sharply together. He was the total opposite of Reason. He rarely showed any emotion other than anger. But she wore her heart on her sleeve and it hurt me to see her so anguished. Nadine looped her arms around her, pulling her close. I felt I'd let them all down. The only way I could make it up to them was killing Ulvic. But how was I ever gonna manage that? I needed an assassin. Preferably a redheaded one with emerald eyes... 
 
    “We've gotta stick together now,” I said, trying to regain some control over the situation and forcing Cass firmly to the back of my mind. “Ulvic will give Alfric power over you too, the second you're in earshot. So you have one opportunity to attack.” 
 
    I let that fact settle over my pack. Nadine stepped forward, nodding firmly. “I'll do it.” 
 
    “We all will,” Mekiah growled. 
 
    “Aim to kill Alfric. But you have to be ready for Ulvic to command you to stop,” I said. 
 
    “He wouldn't,” Reason said. “Maybe he's waiting for us to make this move.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I muttered, but I didn't have the same faith in him that she did. 
 
    “We can't turn, not with the collars,” Reason said in realisation, her hand going to the one around her neck. 
 
    Mekiah bristled. “I don't need to be a wolf to kill an old man.” 
 
    “Hunter,” Nadine corrected. “But you're right. There's three of us and one of him.” 
 
    “Get to him fast,” I urged and they all nodded. 
 
    I took the lead, guiding them back past the cells toward the stairs. Mekiah moved to my side, his hands balled into fists.  
 
    “Don't waste a second,” I breathed. “Not one.” 
 
    He nodded stiffly and adrenaline coursed through my veins. In a flash of movement, Mekiah turned to Reason. “Get on my back and cover my ears. If I can't hear Ulvic, I can't obey him.” 
 
    I beamed at the brilliant idea and Reason promptly leapt onto his back, wrapping her legs around his waist and clamping her hands over his ears. 
 
    “Go,” I mouthed. 
 
    Mekiah ran forward, followed closely by Nadine. I brought up the rear, sprinting up the final steps and bursting into the cellar. 
 
    All hell broke loose. Nadine charged at Ulvic. Mekiah made a beeline for Alfric. 
 
    “Stop!” Ulvic roared at Nadine who skidded to a halt just before him. 
 
    Mekiah's hands clamped around Alfric's throat, his cane clattering to the floor as Mekiah lifted him half a foot off the ground. 
 
    “Reason-!” Ulvic started, but I moved at speed, leaping onto Mekiah's back too and clapping my hands to her ears. Mekiah stumbled backwards from the weight of us, but still had Alfric in his grip. The old man was turning blue, his arms flailing like made. 
 
    “Jameson – let go!” Ulvic bellowed. My hands went slack and I slammed into the ground, quickly gaining my feet. 
 
    I started shouting, trying to drown out Ulvic's voice, but it evidently found Reason as he roared, “Reason, let go of Mekiah!” 
 
    I caught her as she fell from his back, pulling her roughly against me. Alfric was like a ragdoll in Mekiah's fists. 
 
    “Mekiah, release him this instant!” Ulvic's voice filled the room. 
 
    Alfric slumped to the ground, completely still. 
 
    I gave Nadine a hopeful smile. Ulvic looked ready to murder us. So I guessed he'd officially abandoned us. 
 
    “We're breaking out,” Reason said to Ulvic. “Why did you stop us?” 
 
    “Because he never planned on letting us go. Did you?” I turned to him, practically snarling. 
 
    Ulvic didn't answer my question. “Everyone stay still,” he ordered, hurrying over to his father and crouching down beside him. 
 
    Lynch appeared from upstairs, looking wide-eyed and confused. “Shit!” he barked when he spotted Alfric. He dropped to his knees, snatching something from the inside of his coat. V blood. 
 
    A collective groan sounded from my pack as Lynch dribbled it into Alfric's mouth from the small bottle. My chest deflated like a balloon. 
 
    Alfric came to and Ulvic helped him to his feet. “Are you alright, father?” He steadied him. 
 
    My hackles rose. 
 
    “Traitor,” Mekiah growled. 
 
    “That's enough,” Ulvic snapped at him. He gazed around at all of us. “You will obey Alfric, none of you will hurt a hair on his head.” 
 
    A murmur of discontent sounded through our group. 
 
    “Father?” Ulvic pressed, seeming concerned. 
 
    “I'm quite alright,” Alfric said, brushing down his shirt. He fixed Mekiah in his gaze, then held out a hand to Lynch. “Did you bring it?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Lynch held out a tablet and Alfric took it, his eyes dropping to the screen. 
 
    Tense silence spanned through the air as Alfric evidently struggled with navigating it. “Blasted technology,” he muttered. “How did Ignus Helsing work this thing?” 
 
    Ulvic drifted closer to him, gazing at the screen. 
 
    “You do it.” Alfric shoved the tablet at him. “This controls the collars. Have them turn. Now.” Revenge blazed in his eyes. This was going to get ugly. 
 
    Ulvic gave us a lingering look before pressing a button on the tablet. A whirring, mechanical sound grew in my collar. The sharp sting of a needle dug into my neck and I waited for the inevitable pain that would follow the heat spreading through my veins. 
 
    My spine flexed, bending and bending until I fell forward with a gasp. Black fur sprouted from my skin, rushing across my arms. My muscles bulged and distorted until the buttons of my shirt exploded across the room, pinging and bouncing. I heard the groans of my pack members changing, too, and fear took root in my chest. We were killing machines, a formidable force in the wrong hands. And we were definitely in the wrong hands. 
 
    As the transformation completed, I raised my head, my eyes sharper than ever, my ears twitching at every sound in the entire house. My senses were alive, my muscles were primed. I'd almost forgotten how good it felt to be a wolf. 
 
    Alfric grinned, his wrinkled skin lifting around the corners of his eyes. “Follow me,” he commanded and I padded forward. “Tell the others to do as I say, Ulvic.” 
 
    As we headed upstairs, Alfric prattled off a list of commands for Ulvic to echo, including not to hurt him, his staff, or Ulvic, and to do as Alfric said without question. 
 
    He led us outside, weaving through the old house and heading out of an iron door onto a trail of leaves. Trees surrounded the house, reaching high above us. The scent of the wilderness filled my nose as the wind rushed over me. 
 
    “Watch Miss Helsing,” Alfric ordered Lynch who bowed his head and marched back inside. At least that meant she was still alive. But I couldn't do anything for her until I got the pack free. Which was currently scheduled in for never and a day. 
 
    “Where are we g-going?” Ulvic asked, failing to hide his nerves. 
 
    “To the stables, first.” Alfric headed off into the woods, a little shaky on his legs, using his wolf-head cane to assist him. 
 
    “What's second?” Ulvic's thoughts were evidently on the same track as mine. 
 
    Alfric didn't answer, grumbling to himself as he picked his away across the mess of leaves. “Follow!” he commanded and I glanced at my pack, growling my discontent. They echoed me, showing their unison. I led the way forward with Reason and Nadine on my left flank and Mekiah on my right. 
 
    Ulvic moved to the head of our pack and Mekiah snapped his jaws at his heels. It was a wolf's version of 'screw you'. And Ulvic knew it. 
 
    “It's good to see you alive and well,” Ulvic muttered, sounding rather bitter. “I came here for you and Reason, do you know that?” 
 
    Reason whimpered and Nadine rammed her with her shoulder to shut her up. 
 
    I kept my eyes straight, following Alfric's slow steps out toward a stable amongst the trees. I smelt the horses before we arrived, their soft whinnying reaching my ears, too. 
 
    Ulvic instructed us to sit outside whilst Alfric had a couple of stable boys ready two horses for them. The courtyard was built from grey cobblestones and the stables themselves were old brick. The roof looked in need of repair, just like every other part of Alfric's home.  
 
    Alfric rode out of the stables on a black stallion that towered above me, his long coat hanging over the animal's rear. Ulvic followed on a brindle mare who was whipping her tail back and forth. Ulvic seemed at home on the horse, riding to his father's side with ease. He gazed down his nose at me and I got the sense that he felt very comfortable up there. 
 
    “We head east,” Alfric said, kicking the sides of his horse and cantering off into the trees. 
 
    Ulvic's steed flew after him and I let out a howl of frustration before darting after them. The rush of pounding paws filled the air as we weaved between the trees. It felt good to release the tension in my muscles, even though I dreaded to think what awaited us at the end of this journey. In my periphery, I saw the ruddy-brown colour of Mekiah's fur, the flash of white as Reason sprinted between the ancient boughs, and the mottled grey of Nadine moving at my side. At least we were all in this together... 
 
    We followed the thundering hooves of the horses on and on for miles. Eventually, the forest thinned and the scenery morphed into rocky hills and green farmland stretching out into the distance. The sun shone through the clouds, making a vague effort to heat the world. As I sprinted through the damp undergrowth, I was reminded of the first time I'd turned into a wolf. My form felt as new and as invigorating as that day. But as terrifying too. 
 
      
 
    Barbados, 1805 
 
    We circled the cerulean sea surrounding Barbados. For nearly a week, we simply drifted back and forth, occasionally docking for a night on land. I neither disembarked the ship nor removed my eye from the horizon. We were practically baiting ourselves out for the Vampires. If they were close, they'd find us. They had to. 
 
    Electricity thrummed in my veins, promising me I was on the right path. 
 
    One night as I sat up in the crow's nest, I gazed eagerly out to sea as we drifted with the wind. The shining moon was full and round above the water, highlighting something on the horizon. I lifted my spyglass, spotting a ship. 
 
    A bell rang out from the other nest as one of my crew spotted it, too. I sprang onto the rope ladder, clambering down to the deck. Hurrying to the helm, I spun the wheel, steering us sharply toward the oncoming ship. My instincts urged me onward, despite the ache of my tired eyes. 
 
    My men poured onto the deck, fleeing to their posts, some of them barely clothed and barefoot as they ran straight from their beds. 
 
    Soon, we were speeding toward the vessel. It was bigger than us by far, giving us the advantage of speed. Vampire crew or not, I was in the mood for a raid. 
 
    “Full speed!” I called out. 
 
    “That's a Spanish Galleon!” Crawley shouted in warning. 
 
    They were highly guarded, but mainly because they carried a hell of a lot of silver. “Who's feeling lucky?” I cried and some of the men whooped in excitement. They'd been demoralised of late. I'd needed to give them something to fight for again. And this was it. 
 
    As we approached, men yelled their fury from the Galleon. They were quick to assemble, but we were faster. I spun the wheel between my hands, pulling the ship hard to port as an explosion of cannons went off on their starboard-side. Most of the lethal cannonballs swooped past us, but one hit the deck, tearing a hole in the boards. Easily fixed. 
 
    Whilst the men on the Galleon reloaded their cannons, I steered hard up against her starboard side. My men were ready, planting planks directly onto their top deck. 
 
    “Go!” I cried, drawing my own sword. I grabbed Jessops by the collar, tugging him backwards. “Hold her fast.” 
 
    “Aye, captain!” he shouted as he took the helm. 
 
    I darted past him, joining the rest of my crew, springing onto a plank and moving like a predator onto their deck. 
 
    BOOM. 
 
    Their cannons were loaded faster than I'd ever seen, ripping holes in my beautiful ship. 
 
    Goddamn Spaniards. 
 
    I sprang onto their deck, shouting out like a wildman as I charged toward a man in uniform. He  drew his sword, but I was faster, slicing him across the belly before slashing the blade across the backs of his knees. He fell forward with a guttural groan, hitting the deck and splashing blood across my boots. I didn't slow, cutting down one, then two more men in quick succession. I moved like a hurricane, slashing and cutting until my blade was thick with blood. 
 
    Crawley stumbled to my side. Drunk. Dammit. 
 
    A Spanish guard brought him to his knees and I spun around to help him, driving my sword through the gut of his assailant. 
 
    Crawley muttered a thanks, wiping the blood from a cut on his arm. 
 
    “Round up the rest of them, no one else needs to die here,” I commanded. We already had the upper hand. My crew might have been sparse, but they were vicious machines, each worth two men in a fight. 
 
    Crawley rounded up the Spanish men at the heart of the deck, making quick work of tying their hands, getting them down on their knees. 
 
    Their captain sat at the heart of them; a brutish man with a long nose. He looked frightened as I moved toward a padlocked door where I guessed the cargo was stashed. 
 
    “No abras eso!” the captain shouted and I paused, giving him a bemused look. I knew enough Spanish to know he didn't want me going in there. 
 
    “I'm afraid your words are useless to you now, Captain. Your cargo is mine.” 
 
    “Dios ayudanos,” the captain muttered and his crew started praying. 
 
    I glanced at Crawley who shrugged. My gut told me to stop walking, but my head didn't listen. Logic told me they had something very valuable stashed behind that door. But the way the captain was looking at me made me slow. I aimed my pistol at the padlock and the crew's prayers grew louder. 
 
    “Captain...” Crawley said warily. 
 
    I ignored him, taking the shot and the padlock exploded into pieces. I tugged the doors wide, spotting pieces of silver glinting in the moonlight, peeking out from sacks. 
 
    I started laughing and my crew's cheers filled the air. 
 
    “We're rich!” I cried, turning to them. 
 
    As I caught Crawley's eye, his ecstatic expression dropped into a look of horror. 
 
    “Captain!” he shouted in warning just as huge claws tore down my spine. My gut lurched in fear. 
 
    I slammed into the floor, rolling as two heavy paws pinned me to the deck. I gazed up into the blood red eyes of a grey wolf, its lips curled back, its enormous teeth dripping saliva. 
 
    “Shit!” I whipped my sword through the air, slicing into its leg. The beast fell off of me and I rolled to regain my feet, hot blood pouring down my back, soaking into my tattered shirt. 
 
    I staggered, the backs of my legs hitting a barrel as I tried to steady myself. The wolf tore past me in the direction of my crew. It leapt into the air, flying full-bodily over Crawley's head, landing atop the Spanish captain. He screamed once before his head was torn from his body. I forced myself to move, but my injuries were deep and blood was pooling in my boots. My vision grew dark as I dragged my sword across the ground, stumbling in the direction of my crew. 
 
    “Get back to the ship!” I ordered, unable to take my eyes off of the wolf as it tore through the Spanish guards, making quick work of their deaths. 
 
    The second the beast was done with them, I knew it would come for us. 
 
    “Go Crawley!” 
 
    “But sir!” Crawley ran toward the cabin I'd broken into, his eyes gleaming at the sight of the silver. 
 
    “Leave it!” I roared. 
 
    Several of my crew were already diving back aboard our ship. 
 
    The beast lifted its bloody muzzle. I'd never seen a wolf in the flesh, but this one was as big as Pud's stories had suggested. From the gleam of intelligence in its eyes, I couldn't help but wonder if this was one of the fabled Werewolves. 
 
    In my semi-lucid state, I made it to the starboard side where two planks had been haphazardly laid between the ships. Most of my men had made it back across but Crawley and a handful of others were carrying bags of silver out of the cabin. 
 
    As I laid a foot on one of the planks, I spied the wolf padding toward them, growling as it moved in a low stance. 
 
    “Crawley!” I roared. 
 
    They had seconds before the wolf attacked and the hero in me couldn't let them die. I stumbled back toward them, clouds blooming at the edge of my vision. I hit the deck right between the wolf and the remainder of my crew, crashing to my knees. 
 
    The wolf pounced, pinning me to the floor. My sword was ready, slashing and hitting one of its great paws. The wolf barely flinched, biting down hard on my arm until I dropped the sword with a roar of pain. 
 
    “Captain!” Crawley's voice carried to me. My head lolled and I spotted him on one of the planks, ushering the rest of our silver-laden men across it. I was vaguely aware of him aiming a gun in my direction then the shot rang through the air. The wolf fell back with a whine of pain. 
 
    “Go,” I hissed and Crawley saluted me before running across the plank. I tried to stand, but the wolf drew closer again and I knew I'd never make it. Half a second later, the planks slid away and I heard guns fire into the sky. A salute to me. Something we always did in the event of one of our deaths. 
 
    I turned to face the wolf, almost fearless. Not a bad way to go out. But I wasn't done yet. 
 
    It reared forwards, slamming its paws down on my chest. I wheezed out a breath, hearing a rib crack. 
 
    I still wasn't dead, and I was sure I should have been. Why was it hesitating? 
 
    “Come on beasty, be done with it,” I growled, dropping my arms to my sides. My men would tell tales of me. I'd live on. The captain who'd died saving his men from a giant wolf. Part of me wished Pud had been here to witness a real story for once. 
 
    The wolf shuddered, releasing a small whimper. I fumbled for my sword, but it was out of reach. Slowly, and with a horrible, screeching noise, the wolf changed. The hair on its body grew inwards, disappearing to reveal soft, golden-brown skin. I was frozen in horror as the animal reared its head back, its whimpering turning to a very human scream. Long hazel hair fell around its shoulders as the wolf turned wholly into a naked and incredibly beautiful women. 
 
    She fell atop me, bracing her hands either side of me, her arm leaking blood where I'd cut her. 
 
    Under any other circumstance I would have been thrilled at such a gorgeous girl straddling me. But not today. No, today I cried out in horror, stilling beneath her, completely shocked to my core. 
 
    Her hand fell over my mouth. She was so strong, I had no hope of stopping her. Especially as I was injured and halfway to blacking out. 
 
    The girl threw her head back and howled as if she was still a wolf. So high and piercing was the noise that I longed to cover my ears. Instead, I lay there, gazing up at the completely naked, howling woman until I passed out. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    “This is not the way we do things, Ophelia,” a booming voice stirred me. 
 
    I was cramped in a small space, my knees pressing into something hard. I was curled up on my side. I reached forward, feeling the smooth insides of what appeared to be a wooden box. My spine didn't hurt one bit, which made me wonder if I'd imagined the wolf attack. But no dream was that vivid. And with a sting of pain, I felt the bite mark on my wrist. But it was now wrapped beneath a bandage. 
 
    “He released me, Captain Harving. Then he sacrificed himself to save his crew. You chose our other pack members based on such honour, did you not sir?” 
 
    I figured staying quiet right then was a good option. 
 
    Harving spoke. “We have tracked this ship for days since the Spanish captured you, none of your pack have slept a wink in all that time. Myself included.” 
 
    “Captain, I truly appreciate it. I do. But I'd like to offer this man the chance to join us, in thanks for his assistance,” Ophelia said. 
 
    My knees knocked against the box accidentally and the top of it whipped open in response. The lambent moonlight poured down on me, so bright in comparison to the darkness of the box. I squinted up at Ophelia, the wolf-girl who was now dressed in a black tunic and pantaloons. 
 
    Her captain had a broad hat on, shadowing his face. His coat was fine and bright red, with gold buttons running down the trim. 
 
    “I have enough mouths to feed,” he muttered. 
 
    Ophelia knelt down, her soft hand cupping my face. “Don't be frightened.” 
 
    “I'm more confused. And my neck is cramping like hell.” I rose up, letting the beautiful Ophelia guide me from the box I'd been stuffed in. 
 
    I gazed at the captain, surprised by his youthful face. Not a day over thirty; he had a short beard and dark blue eyes. His mouth was set into a dark grimace. 
 
    Ophelia drew me away from him and I reached up the back of my shirt, trying to locate the claw marks from earlier. Nothing. 
 
    “I healed you with Larkspur,” Ophelia murmured, smiling softly. “But not the bite...the change is already taking place.” She looked to Captain Harving, her gaze hopeful. “Perhaps he can stay a few days at least?” 
 
    “I would rather he was shut in that box and thrown into the ocean,” Harving snarled. “We cannot create Werewolves on a whim, Ophelia. They must be chosen well.” Harving lifted his gun, aiming it at my forehead. My heart rate shot up. 
 
    “I have chosen well!” Ophelia darted in front of me. “Please.” 
 
    I didn't feel quite myself. I felt dizzy, as if the swaying ship was making me ill. But I'd never been seasick in my life. 
 
    A tingling feeling swept over my skin. 
 
    “Very well, my love,” Harving sighed, lowering the gun as he gazed at Ophelia. “If you really want this, then he may stay.” He moved around her just as I collapsed to my knees, a powerful heat surging down my spine. 
 
    Pain tore through me and I couldn't fight the scream as it ripped from my throat. My skin was on fire. I tore at my back, tearing my already tattered shirt, trying to halt the agony. The shirt fell in pieces around me and I slammed into the deck as my spine curled tightly of its own accord. My bones were curling, snapping, reshaping. 
 
    I tried to speak, but no words would come out. 
 
    “The first time you turn is always the hardest,” Harving's voice found me and his hand pressed to my shoulder. “You will have great gifts, but there is one curse that could be your undoing.” 
 
    I squinted up at Harving, my hands trembling as fear took root in my heart. “What?” I rasped through grinding teeth. 
 
    The moon glowed behind Harving like a halo. “Obedience. The first person who gains your utter loyalty shall have power over you until their death.” 
 
    I'd wanted this. Immortality. All of it. But I hadn't expected the pain, the fear. Now it was actually happening, I was taken off guard. And I had never considered there'd be a downside to this. 
 
    “What can I do?” I begged, my fingernails extending into claws, gouging holes in the deck. 
 
    “Choose wisely,” he said by my ear. 
 
    I roared out as my body changed entirely and black hair grew from my skin, covering every inch of me, leaving my clothes in shreds on the deck. I turned to Ophelia, her eyes wide in delight. “He's beautiful.” 
 
    “Yes...” Harving replied, giving her a cool glare. “And now he's your problem.” 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    Alfric pulled back on his reins and his black stallion stamped his feet impatiently as he came to a halt. Ulvic slowed beside him and Alfric pointed to a lonely farmhouse way down in the valley ahead, nestled between hay-fields and orchards. “Bunch of hippies bought this farm a few years back. They turned it into a commune.” Alfric's nose wrinkled. 
 
    Children's laughter made my ears twitch. I backed up, fear snaking through me as I bumped into Nadine. She nuzzled my shoulder, but it didn't comfort me one ounce. 
 
    Alfric caught my eye and I heard Ulvic garble some inaudible plea. “Kill the men, leave the rest to mourn their flea-bag corpses.” 
 
    I started running into the valley at high speed. My pack charged behind me as we rushed forward to fulfil Alfric's command. Dirt flew up from the ground beneath our paws. 
 
    I howled a warning to the sky and my friends joined me in my defiance. But deep in the darkest region of my heart, I knew those people wouldn't escape us. 
 
    Screams rang out from the fields ahead and I caught sight of women in floral dresses gathering children into their arms. My paws hit a dusty track and I followed it directly up to the converted barns and farmhouse, hunting down the men by scent. The first barn I reached was wide open, but as I met the door, it slammed in my face. 
 
    Thank God. 
 
    I turned sharply, knocking a woman to the floor. A man with long, braided hair shouted out, running to her aide. I snarled a warning, but couldn't stop my next move. I dove into the air, slamming my paws against his chest and knocking him to the ground. I tried to resist the killing blow, to give him a chance to fight me off. But he was unarmed. And I was built to kill. My jaws locked around his throat and blood spilled across the ground. The metallic taste of it confounded my senses. I reared away from the kill, my heart pounding frantically in my chest. 
 
    No, not again. Not again. 
 
    I spotted Reason slashing her claws across a shirtless man, bringing him to his knees in one clean blow. Blood sprayed across her white coat as she finished the job. Sickness filled my gut. 
 
    I barked and howled, making as much noise as I could, giving the men warning. A line of them appeared with pitchforks, shovels and garden tools that would be useless against us. 
 
    Mekiah barrelled past me, the biggest of us all, his muscles flexing as he charged toward the line of men. 
 
    I raced after him, joining the kill as he brought two men to the ground, his huge paws pinning them down. Heads rolled, guts spilled. 
 
    I finished the final man, crushing his skull in my powerful jaws. He crumpled to the floor and the spade in his hand clattered uselessly to the ground. 
 
    Blood stained my coat. I was sticky and hot. My nose worked of its own accord, hunting down the rest of the men by scent. I was lost to the order controlling me, my body acting of its own accord. 
 
    Nadine caught up with us, her head bowed low, a high-pitched whine leaving her throat. Mekiah lifted his head, sucking in air through his nostrils before padding off in the direction of the farmhouse. 
 
    A woman ran inside, half-dragging, half-carrying two small kids. Fear bled through me and I barked loudly at her. She screamed as she spotted Mekiah approaching. He shoved past her, knocking her to the ground as he flew into the house. 
 
    Screams reached into the air. Screams I'd never forget. 
 
    Nadine hugged my side and I rubbed my muzzle against hers as we resisted following a moment longer. 
 
    I picked up my pace, leaping over the fallen woman who was rocking back and forth in the doorway, hugging the children to her chest. I was disgustingly grateful for not being ordered to hurt them. But killing their men in cold blood was savage, brutal. 
 
    I emerged in a country-style kitchen where a man was shielding his family, a gun pointed in my face. 
 
    “Get back!” he roared, then took a shot. 
 
    I was ready for it, wheeling sideways so the bullet barely grazed my shoulder. In seconds, I had him on the floor. 
 
    His wife reached for the gun and a part of me wanted her to get a hold of it and end me. But Nadine's nose knocked it harshly aside. 
 
    I made quick work of the woman's husband; the only mercy I could offer him. 
 
    The hatred in her eyes spewed at me. I gazed at her for several moments, the smell of sweat and blood surrounding me. 
 
    I'm so sorry. 
 
    I turned and left the carnage behind, hating myself, hating Ulvic, and Alfric and all the damn Hunters in the world. 
 
    I left bloody paw prints in my wake as I headed back to the dusty road, finding Reason and Mekiah waiting there for Nadine and I. From the looks of their subdued expressions and bowed heads, the job was done. I circled them once, desperate for them not to feel the weight of this guilt. I threw my head to the sky and howled, filling all of my anger into that singular, piercing noise. 
 
    The others followed suit, their howls growing in strength the longer we kept it up. 
 
    When I dropped my head, there was resolution in their eyes. I gave them a nod which I hoped conveyed what I was trying to say. 
 
    This isn't our fault. And we will get our revenge. 
 
    As a couple of women appeared, armed with a hatchet and a gun, I fled from the crime scene, guiding my pack away from the devastated land. 
 
    Bodies were strewn across the ground, their blood soaking into the dry earth. And up on the hill, we were quietly watched by the Hunds, sitting tall on their horses. 
 
    Death comes on silent wings, Ulvic. And it's heading your way at high speed. 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    “You're both going to be fine,” Nurse Rakefield said after she'd laid me on a bed and examined me. 
 
    I sighed, sitting upright and drawing my knees to my chest. I had to accept it now: I wanted this baby. But I couldn't bear to face all the repercussions of that decision. I didn't even know if IDAHO would take it away from me the second it was born. But I pushed those frantic thoughts from my mind, letting myself have a moment of peace, knowing everything was okay. At least for now. 
 
    I'd been seriously lucky, considering I'd been standing right next to that container just moments before the explosion. The shock of that truth suddenly hit me and I buried my face in my hands, taking a few deep breaths. 
 
    You're not dead. You're fine. The baby is too. 
 
    A writhing feeling filled my stomach and I lurched forward, throwing up on the floor at Rakefield's feet. Bile rose into my nose and my eyes stung as I retched again. 
 
    “Oh dear...” Rakefield started mopping up the red-coloured sick consisting of blood and cornflakes. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said in a heavy voice, my neck growing hot. 
 
    When she was done cleaning up my mess, she washed her hands and planted them on her hips. “You're going to have to start taking better care of yourself.” 
 
    “I didn't choose to be nearly killed in an explosion,” I huffed. 
 
    “I didn't mean that,” she said, folding her arms. “If that sickness persists, you'll need to drink a lot water. And don't skip meals, even if you don't have much of an appetite.” 
 
    I sighed, dropping off of the bed onto my feet. “Done.” 
 
    Her expression softened, a smile lighting her eyes. “Your pregnancy is moving along fast.” 
 
    “How long before I have a bump?” I gazed down at my still-flat belly. 
 
    “In a couple of months, I imagine. If you continue to follow the pattern of a Werewolf pregnancy.” 
 
    I nodded, heading toward the door. The guard had waited outside for me, reminding me that I was a prisoner here. I sighed, letting him guide me back to my room, vaguely wondering if he'd heard me throw-up. 
 
    Silas was pacing outside the room and marched over the second he spotted me. “I told you to take her back here!” he shouted at the guard. 
 
    “She was hurt apparently,” he explained. 
 
    Silas's anger melted to fear as he turned his gaze to me, running over my body, hunting for the injury.  
 
    “Your assets are fine,” I said dryly, rolling my eyes as I stepped into the cabin. 
 
    My anger toward him spilled over. Perhaps it was the fact I'd just been reminded I was a prisoner, or maybe it was that my baby and I could have died for a cause that had absolutely nothing to do with me, and everything to do with Silas. 
 
    It took me a moment to realise Silas had followed me into the room, quietly watching me, looking uncertain of what to say. 
 
    “It seems the explosion has only caused some superficial damage to the ship,” was what he settled on. 
 
    Anger flared inside me and I grabbed the nearest object – a lamp – and launched it at him. 
 
    He ducked and it smashed against the door. He raised his palms, trying to placate me, but that only made my fury rise. The heat in my veins grew out of control until my pulse pounded loudly in my ears. 
 
    “I don't care about your ship, Silas! The only thing I care about is getting off it!” 
 
    “I can't let you go...” He took a measured step closer. “My father would-” 
 
    “Your father? Where is your father? I haven't met him. If he cares so much about keeping me here, why doesn't he come and explain that to me himself!” 
 
    “I told you, he's at another institute. You'll meet him one day.” 
 
    “One day?” I echoed, reaching for something else to throw. “When will that be exactly? Tomorrow? Next week? Next month?” I caught hold of the gold clock on the mantelpiece, lobbing it at him. 
 
    Silas darted sideways and it hit the wall with a loud thud, ripping a hole in the hideous wallpaper. 
 
    “Look, you can keep throwing things at me all you like, but-” I threw a vase at him and he ducked so it smashed into the wall. “-but, it's not going to change anything.” I ran out of heavy things within reach and settled on tossing pillows at him instead. Several hit him in the face, but he simply waited out my temper with a patient look. 
 
    When my anger finally subsided, my hands fell at my sides. 
 
    “Done?” he asked, a sideways grin growing on his face. 
 
     “No,” I murmured weakly. 
 
    Silas crept toward me, his smile growing, keeping his hands raised. “Truce?” 
 
    I sighed, folding my arms as he approached. “Don't you have a fire to be dealing with?” 
 
    “It's under control.” His smile fell. “Though I lost a few good men in that blast.” His eyes grew shadowed and I felt the stress weighing on him. 
 
    “Do you know who's targeting you?” I asked, just for something to say. I wasn't sure I really cared. 
 
    His brow creased. “No idea. Maybe an activist...I don't know.” He rubbed his forehead. “Only a handful of people even know about the Immortal world. I can't imagine who'd be targeting us. They clearly have the resources to stage an attack like that, which makes me worry about what else they're capable of...” 
 
    I frowned, having no answer to offer, but something in his gaze told me I should be concerned. 
 
    “I'm sorry I put you in danger,” Silas said softly, stuffing his hands into his trouser pockets. 
 
    “That's rich, coming from the man who kidnaps and butchers people for a living.” 
 
    Silas's jaw ticked. “I'm trying my best here.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well your best is set at a pretty low bar.” 
 
    Silas's shoulders slumped. “So maybe I don't always like what I do, Firefly. But it's important work. Sacrifices have to be made. One day, this won't be necessary anymore. Once we have the information we need, we won't need to experiment on Immortals anymore.” 
 
    I turned my back on him, taking in a rattling breath. “It's not good enough. You've hurt so many people, killed them...” 
 
    “I know...and it's not like I don't regret it. Every day I try to reduce the losses. We don't have the mortality rate we used to. Not even close. I know it's hard for you to understand...but I'd take back all those deaths if I could. In a heartbeat.” 
 
    It struck me suddenly how hypocritical I was being. I'd burned down a whole building with families inside. I'd killed so many innocent people in that blaze because of a cause much shallower than Silas's.  
 
    A ball bobbed in my throat. I couldn't stand the thought that Silas and I had that in common. But it was hard to deny. 
 
    Silence reigned for so long that I almost glanced over my shoulder to check he hadn't left the room. 
 
    “I'll talk to my father about when you can leave,” Silas said. “But his word is the law around here, Firefly. What he says, goes.” 
 
    I pursed my lips. “Okay Silas,” I said, my tone dismissive. I didn't believe a damn word he said. 
 
    The door clicked shut a moment later and I bit down hard on my tongue. 
 
    As soon as I got another chance, I was going to find a way off this ship. But I needed to locate the other Immortals first, so when the time came, we could escape together. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    The days began to merge and another week passed by. Silas took me to my trials and stayed with me whilst I was assessed, giving me no time to explore the ship.  
 
    Today, I'd planned a conversation in my mind during the morning assessments, one I wanted to have with Silas. But I feared having it too. 
 
    After lunch, we headed onto the deck. We were quickly falling into the routine. Silas liked to watch the waves and I liked the warmth of the sun. It was the perfect time to air my thoughts, but I struggled to find a way to start. 
 
    Near the front of the ship, we sat side by side on a metal bench overlooking the sea. A large, triangular helipad sat between the tapering railings, but no helicopters were present. So that wasn't the way off. 
 
    I tasted a thousand things on my tongue and felt a hundred sensations on my skin. Shutting my eyes, I relished some of the humanity which had been returned to me. Being a Hybrid was miles better than being a V. But I still wouldn't be thanking Silas any time soon for what it had cost me. 
 
    The conversation I wanted to have ran circles in my mind. I cleared my throat to get his attention which he gave to me easily, as always. “I've been thinking...about what you told me. About why you do what you do here at IDAHO.” 
 
    “Oh?” he questioned, his brows raising. 
 
    I flipped my eyes to the bright blue sea, finding it easier to speak without looking at him. “I judged you,” I said, guilt niggling its way into my chest. “But I've done things which are arguably worse than you have.” 
 
    I could feel his eyes drilling into me as he soaked up every word. “That's hard to believe...” 
 
    “Well it's true,” I said. “And I still don't forgive you. But I've never forgiven myself either. So...I wanted to ask you something...” 
 
    “Anything,” he said easily. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “I want to know if you've found a way to make peace with it.” I turned to him. He always seemed so composed, like nothing in the world haunted him, even in his dreams. Perhaps I shouldn't have longed for such peace. I didn't deserve it after all I'd done. But I craved it. And it seemed he had some secret that I had to get my hands on. 
 
    He considered me a moment and I felt a connection growing between us. One I feared with all my heart. Tentatively, he reached out and laid a hand on my arm. I didn't recoil, as I had every day since I'd arrived here. But I had to hear what he was going to say. 
 
    “I don't know what it is you've done, Firefly. But I'm afraid the honest truth is, the guilt never goes away. You'll always have regrets, like I do. Because if you didn't, if you forgot about it...we wouldn't be decent people. And as much as I'd like to change some of the things I've done, I still hope I'm not beyond redeeming myself. And you're not either.” 
 
    I nodded, pain blooming in my chest. I tried to swallow it down, but Silas gripped my arm tighter. And I hated myself for letting him. And hated myself even more so for the fact it comforted me, knowing he felt this way too.
  
 
    *★*
  
 
    “When will I see my friends?” I asked the question every day. And Silas always gave me the same response: “When my father lets me have my way”. 
 
    But today, he said something different. “Tonight.” He turned to me, catching a lock of hair as it danced in the wind. We were sitting up on deck again, in our usual spot. We'd grown closer as time passed. It was now over a month since I'd arrived at IDAHO and as much as I'd tried to keep him at a distance, I began finding comfort in talking to Silas about my past. He listened with complete attentiveness, and always gave responses that made me feel better. Or at least let me know that he understood my pain. 
 
    He tucked the lock of hair behind my ear. He rarely touched me and I usually shrugged him off, but today I actually wanted him to. 
 
    Silas's mouth fell into a flat line. “I should have told you this sooner...” He bowed his head as guilt flashed across his features. 
 
    “Told me what?” I sat back in my seat, suddenly wary. 
 
    “My father likes to put on a little display for our investors. They'll be arriving this afternoon. The event will only last one night-” 
 
    “Event?” I was on my feet in a heartbeat, glaring down at him as images of the V Games were conjured from my past. “What event?” 
 
    “Sorry, I should have chosen my words better.” Silas followed me to my feet, reaching out to take my wrist. I took a step back and my heartbeat quickened to a furious pace. 
 
    “I should have said the trial,” Silas hurried on. “It's nothing you won't be able to handle. Especially with your new abilities. It's a simple way of showing the investors what they're paying for.” 
 
    He reached for me again but I made sure he didn't get a hand on me. “What does this test involve?” 
 
    “I can't really say, it would give you an advantage and I'm not supposed to interfere with your performance,” he said, dropping his arms to his sides. 
 
    “Well I'm not doing it.” 
 
    “Please, Firefly-” 
 
    “Don't!” I snapped, irrationally angry at him for using that name, even though I'd been the one to give it to him. But now it seemed wrong. It didn't belong on his lips. A flash of the man it did belong to sprang to my mind and I tried to will the image away. 
 
    Silas's tone became dark. “I'm sorry, but my father will ensure you participate. Whether you're willing or not.” 
 
    I stepped past him, moving to the railing and wrapping my hands around it. The sun glared down on me, too bright, too vivid. I didn't want this Hybrid form if I wasn't free. I would have taken back my Vampire life in a second, living in The Sanctuary. I'd been safe. But then I remembered the way Jameson had looked at me the morning after I'd given myself to him. Tears threatened themselves and I swallowed hard, forcing them back.  
 
    Keep it together. 
 
    No one ever saw me cry. And I certainly wasn't going to break that vow again for Silas. 
 
    His voice sounded just over my shoulder. “I'll be with you every step of the way. You'll do just fine.” 
 
    “Why didn't you tell me this sooner?” I hissed. 
 
    “Because of this...I thought you'd push me away and-” He halted mid-sentence, clearing his throat. 
 
    “And?” I breathed. 
 
    “And I enjoy spending time with you,” he said gently, the admission full of candor. 
 
    “You're the son of the man who put me here,” I accused, almost a snarl. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “And you're as much my captor as he is.” 
 
    “I know,” he whispered and my heart softened a little from the apology in his voice. 
 
    I turned, facing him. Something tugged in my heart, drawing me closer to him. 
 
    “I can't change what's happened,” Silas said. “But I can help you get through tonight. Even if you hate me for it.” 
 
    A low thrumming filled the air and I shielded my eyes as I scanned the sky, spotting a helicopter zooming toward us. 
 
    Silas followed my line of sight. “Go back to your room,” he ordered, his tone suddenly sharp. 
 
    I planted my feet as wind rushed over me and my hair was dragged backwards as the helicopter circled, coming to land on the helipad with grace. Several men in balaclavas poured onto the deck, heading toward it. 
 
    “Now,” Silas barked at me, his eyes like fire. 
 
    I headed away, taking my time as I passed a stream of guards moving in the opposite direction to me. As I reached a faded wooden door that led inside, I paused, glancing over my shoulder. 
 
    The helicopter reminded me of a hornet, long and dark brown with a yellow stripe splashed across its side. As the blades slowed, a door slid open and two armed guards stepped out, followed closely by a man who froze the blood in my veins. His ebony dreadlocks were braided down his spine, his elaborate silver shirt was gaping open in the middle, revealing the words King of Death tattooed across his chest. His Caribbean skin was gleaming and dark; his face had the youthful sharpness of a model. He'd also been the Hunter who owned the death resort where my friends and I had taken a stand against the V Games. I'd burned half of his resort to the ground. But he'd still gotten away and here he was, looking like that attack had made little to no impact on him. 
 
    I clung to the door frame, not moving an inch as I watched Silas jog toward Rockley Jones and the group of well-dressed people following him out of the helicopter. 
 
    Silas extended his hand, but Rockley grabbed his shoulders instead, placing a kiss on both of his cheeks. They looked familiar with each other. Friendly. And I wondered if I'd been a complete fool in trusting Silas at all. 
 
    I slipped into the corridor, heading along it as fast as I could, heat pumping through my veins. I wasn't going back to my room. I was going to find my friends. And we were going to get the hell off of this ship before we had to get anywhere near the 'King of Death'. 
 
    I sped into a stairwell, not knowing where to start. I never saw anyone in the labs other than nurses and scientists. But so far, I'd pretty much spent my time in the front end of ship. That left about four football pitch-sized lengths of it left to explore. I had to start somewhere, so ran down a stairwell, taking them two at a time. The lower levels were less used, probably because of the state they were in. So I might've had a better chance of travelling through the ship undetected.  
 
    When I reached the lower levels where mould clung to the walls and a dripping noise sounded from the corridor ahead, I checked a map on the wall. It was stained yellow with age, but the signage was clear. 
 
    There were three sections of passenger cabins: one in the front of the ship where I was staying, a smaller section in the middle and the largest at the back. Between the middle and back sections was a mall with restaurants, shops and casinos. Below that, was an enormous dining hall, evidently where evening events used to be held. 
 
    From the amount of Immortals Silas had hinted at being onboard, I hazarded a guess that most of them were being housed in the back section of the ship. I headed that way, flying down the dark corridor, using my heightened eyesight to guide the way forward. Though it wasn't perfect, I could see well enough, and continued moving, jogging past old, rusted doors and dark stairwells. 
 
    I entered a disused kitchen which smelt of rot. Weaving through the metal work benches, I kept my eyes pinned on the open door across the room. My foot hooked on a metal pan and it clanged loudly as it skittered across the floor. The clanging noise chased away the heat in my veins, leaving an icy trail down my spine. 
 
    “Stupid,” I muttered, quickening my pace as I headed out of the kitchen into another corridor. I picked up my speed, pushing my muscles to their limits. It surprised me when I needed to catch my breath, but at last I'd arrived in the far end of the ship. I entered the first stairwell I found, wanting to get out of the dank corridors. 
 
    Light bulbs flickered around me as I ran up two flights, not stopping until I reached a level which was more obviously used. Before I could step out into the corridor, a guard entered the stairway, his eyes meeting mine beneath his balaclava. 
 
    “Freeze,” I demanded, using my Vampire Charm to halt him. 
 
    He didn't stop, lunging at me and grabbing my arm. 
 
    I cursed loudly, stumbling as he took hold of me. I've lost the ability. 
 
    He tried to shout out and I threw my fist into his face to stop him. 
 
    He crashed back into the wall, reaching for his mask. He whipped it off and I immediately shut my eyes. If I saw his face, I'd fall in love with him and be disarmed. So I'd have to fight blind. 
 
    Using my heightened hearing, I ran at him, throwing another punch into his gut. He wheezed from the blow. Evidently he wasn't used to fighting. He probably never had to, considering a Siren's exposed face was their best weapon. 
 
    “Look at me,” he growled, taking hold of my throat. 
 
    I swung sharply around, throwing my weight back and crushing him to the wall again. His calloused palms gripped my chin, aggressively wheeling my head to the side. My neck craned too far and I gasped in pain. He pressed his finger and thumb over one of my eyes, trying to peel one of my eyelids wide. In a panic, I turned, took hold of his shirt and threw him in the direction I hoped the stairs were. 
 
    The loud thuds and yelps that followed confirmed I'd aimed well. 
 
    I peeked through my lashes, finding him face down on the floor below, his back still rising and falling with breath. He was out cold, with potentially a lot of broken bones. Guilt niggled at me, but I fought it away. This man worked for the people who'd kidnapped me. 
 
    I won't feel sorry for them. 
 
    Figuring I couldn't leave him there to be discovered, I jogged back down the stairs and lifted him by the shoulders, making sure not to look at his face. I hauled him all the way down to the dreary deck I'd come from originally. I was conscious of time, but didn't have a choice. 
 
    I pulled him along by one arm, heaving him like a sack of potatoes. I reached a rusted door and tried the handle. It opened, but only when I rammed my shoulder against it. A loud screech of rusted hinges sounded, echoing on and on down the corridor. I took slow, deliberate breaths. When I was satisfied no one had been alerted by the sound, I heaved the guard into the dusty room full of bunk-beds. 
 
    I returned to the corridor, dragging the door closed and headed back to the deck above. 
 
    All was quiet. I moved along another corridor, silently checking rooms. Empty. Empty. Empty. 
 
    What if I'd made the wrong call? What if they weren't down here? 
 
    There were plenty of other levels to check, but how long did I have before someone came looking for me? 
 
    There was one final door at the end of the hallway. I almost considered leaving it, but a soft hissing sound reached from beyond it. 
 
    I tried the handle, finding it locked. Voices carried from a nearby stairwell and I panicked, throwing my shoulder against it. The lock broke and I rushed inside, shutting it behind me and pressing my back to it. 
 
    “Where's that layabout gone? He was supposed to cover for us.” The men started cursing the guard who was undoubtedly the one I'd knocked out, but I was hardly paying attention. Before me, in a large metallic chamber, was a coffin-sized glass tank. It was frosted with condensation as metal pipes on the ceiling blew freezing gusts of air into the room. 
 
    Goosebumps crawled up my arms as I moved toward the tank, my breath misting before me. I pulled my sleeve over my hand and rubbed the condensation from the top of the tank, gazing down into it. 
 
    My breathing hitched as I caught sight of an infant. A girl with hazel hair and a face so beautiful, she simply had to be related to Silas. Her eyes were closed as if she were sleeping, but she was too still for that to be the case. She was dressed in a tiny black gown, almost too big for her small body and lay on a bed of silk with frozen white rose petals scattered around her. 
 
    I extracted my hand from the icy glass, feeling like I was intruding on something very personal. 
 
    I shouldn't be here. 
 
    The voices beyond the door confirmed the guards were still there. So I was trapped. And I didn't know how long even my Werewolf blood could fight off the cold. It was well below freezing and from the way my lungs were beginning to labour, I didn't think there was much oxygen in the room. 
 
    I crept back to the door, figuring I had no choice but to hide out to see if the guards left again. I sat by the door, slowing my breathing so as not to devour the oxygen in the room. Ideas sprang to mind, from attacking the guards beyond the door, to holding the little girl hostage and demanding to see the Immortals from The Sanctuary. 
 
    Time ticked on and I was starting to grow panicky when a commotion reached me beyond the door. I sprang to my feet, preparing for another fight as the door flew open. 
 
    I came face to face with Silas. He didn't look furious as I expected, but terrified. 
 
    The two guards gazed over his shoulders, looking at me with baffled expressions. 
 
    Silas pointed to a camera above the door and my throat constricted with my stupidity. I hadn't even checked for CCTV. I'd figured the ship was too old for it; I hadn't seen any cameras elsewhere. But it looked like this room was well-protected. 
 
    “Leave us,” Silas ordered the guards, stepping into the room and slamming the door. 
 
    I took a wary step back, unsure of his mood. “I didn't mean to come here,” I said, but without apology. I had meant to run off, after all. There was no point in denying that. 
 
    He nodded slowly, his jaw hardening. I wished I could read his thoughts in that moment, because his stoic expression gave away nothing. 
 
    “I was trying to find my friends,” I admitted, figuring there was no point in lying now. 
 
    Silas sighed, walking past me and gazing down into the tank through the gap I'd made in the condensation. It was already starting to cloud over again. 
 
    “Who is that?” I breathed. 
 
    He didn't answer for several seconds then quietly murmured, “My sister.” 
 
    “Is she..?” 
 
    “Dead? Yes.” 
 
    My stomach knotted. “Oh...I'm sorry.” 
 
    “She had cancer.” He turned to catch my eye and my heart pounded out of rhythm. “My father set up IDAHO shortly after. His quest for immortality has always been in her name. And one day...perhaps we can bring her back, perhaps we can...” 
 
    “Can't she come back as a Vampire?” I asked, unsure if I should have aired the thought. 
 
    His voice was choked when he answered, his eyes tearful. “Children can't be turned into Vs. My father tried everything he could. But nothing worked. Her body....he's looked after it. It's perfect really. My father refers to her as his little Sleeping Beauty.” He rubbed the condensation from the tank again. “I think she's more like Snow White. Sleeping Beauty didn't die in her fairytale. But Snow White did... she just needed the cure to her poison apple.” 
 
    I kept my further thoughts to myself. Death was final for most. But I couldn't argue against Silas and his father's reasoning. Of course they wanted her back. But even if it could be done, was that right? 
 
    “What's her name?” I asked. 
 
    He hesitated before answering, “Emma... she's three.” His shoulders went lax as he looked down on his sister. I could feel the grief weighing on him. It filled the whole room. 
 
    “I should go.” I backed toward the door. 
 
    “Stay,” he insisted. 
 
    I pressed my back to the wall and instantly regretted it as icy droplets soaked into my clothes. I remained silent, waiting for him to speak. 
 
    “I know why you ran,” he said. “I'd have run, if I were you. Actually, I'm surprised you haven't done so sooner.” 
 
    I didn't answer, uncertain if I was in trouble or not. 
 
    “I know you want to see your friends. And you will, tonight. I told you that.” 
 
    “I don't just want to see them, Silas. I want to take them and leave this place. I don't want to take part in some trial.” I couldn't fight the bitterness in my voice; the only thing holding me back from shouting was the silent presence of his little sister's body. 
 
    He sighed, turning to face me. “We're not even near land, Firefly. We have no lifeboats aboard this ship. They were rotted through when my father purchased it. So how do you expect to leave?” 
 
    “Perhaps I'll take Rockley Jones's helicopter,” I said in a calm, accusatory tone. 
 
    Silas stood up straighter, a flare of anger in his eyes. “He's an investor, not a friend.” 
 
    “Do you know what he did to people in his resort?” 
 
    His Adam's apple bobbed. “Would you hate me if I told you I tried to avoid learning the details of such things?” 
 
    I considered his words. “So you turned a blind eye to his theme park so you could take his money guilt-free?” 
 
    “Not me, my father,” Silas growled. “And yes, I admit that I avoided it. But what would you have had me do, Firefly? I'm not a soldier, or some hero. I didn't have the means to force the Hunters to stop their games. But you...” He walked towards me, admiration filling his hazel eyes. “You and your friends, you did the impossible.” 
 
    “I guess you and your father would make deals with people like Rockley,” I said, my tone as icy as the room we were standing in. After everyone who'd given their lives to stop the Hunters' games, it was an insult that Rockley Jones was still continuing business as usual. He'd gotten away with everything he'd done. 
 
    Silas sighed. “The Hunters still have power, Firefly. You may have hit them hard, but they have families, daughters, sons, cousins. There are more than just those who attended that game. As a business, my father cannot afford to sever ties with the people who fund us. I mean, Christ, look at this place. We barely have the means to live comfortably, let alone keep our projects going. All the money we have funds our laboratories, our work.” 
 
    I went to argue, but my eyes fell on the tank again. This was all for one little girl. A father and son, battling to bring her back from the dead. But how many people had died in her name? 
 
    The grief in his gaze was enough to halt my argument. He was a desperate man. And desperate people did desperate things. 
 
    “How old are you?” I asked, suddenly curious. Selena's father had been a captive of IDAHO for years and years. But Silas didn't look a day over twenty five. Had he known him? 
 
    “Nearly eighty,” he replied. “Since the invention of the Reapers, I've been able to live at this age for an extended period of time. IDAHO was founded just after Emma's death in 1962.” 
 
    Silas moved away from the tank, leaving hand prints in the mist. “But somehow, her loss doesn't get any easier. They say time heals all, but that's a lie. Time eases the pain, but the scar remains on your heart...” 
 
    I felt the urge to comfort him and tentatively looped my arms around his shoulders. He pulled me tight against him and the remaining space between us closed. 
 
    “I don't trust you,” I admitted, pressing my forehead to his shoulder so I didn't have to face him. 
 
    “Then don't,” he said simply. “But that doesn't mean I'm going to stop spending time with you.” 
 
    Despite my reservations about him, the words oddly comforted me. Everyone went away. My ex-boyfriend cheated on me, Jameson dumped me, even Selena had her own life now. Silas was promising not to go anywhere, and seeing as we were floating in the middle of the ocean with nowhere to go, I believed him. And messed up as it was, I'd never felt needed by anyone. Silas looked at me like I was his most important possession. And something darkly twisted inside me thrived on that feeling. That here, of all places, I was wanted. 
 
    He gently pushed me back. “Look, if you really don't want to do the trial, I'll get you out of it.” 
 
    I stepped away, taking in his taut expression. “But you'll get in trouble.” 
 
    He ran a hand down the back of his neck. “Maybe...but I'm more worried about you getting in trouble. I run this institute while my father is away, but when he returns, he's in charge. No questions asked.” 
 
    I sighed, figuring it was best not to cause trouble until I could work out an escape plan. “I'll do it.” 
 
    “You will?” His eyes brightened. 
 
    I nodded, drawing my shoulders back as I made the decision. 
 
    Can't be worse than the V Games... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Mercy 
 
    With the pain medication giving me relief from my wounded leg, I was able to start thinking about a plan. At first, I considered not even attempting an escape. I was injured, could barely walk and even if I got hold of a weapon, I wasn't going to last two seconds in a fight. But I couldn't just lie there and accept my fate. I had to do something. 
 
    My captor came to me daily, wearing his usual neckerchief pulled up over his mouth and nose. His features were all dark, but his eyes were two silver discs. He rarely gave a response to my questions, or the curses I threw at him. He quietly, routinely and with confident hands changed my dressings and checked the splint that was holding the broken bone in place. 
 
    I was looking at months of recovery if I was kept like this. When all I needed was a vial of V blood. 
 
    After he'd finished his morning visit and left the attic, I pushed myself upright. A routine had formed between us, so I knew he wouldn't be back until lunchtime to bring me food. I always heard his footsteps pound down a staircase when he left, so I was sure he wasn't standing guard outside. 
 
    That meant I had several hours of time to kill and today, I was going to do something with it. 
 
    I flipped my sheet back, able to carefully move my injured leg now that the painkillers had taken effect. 
 
    I hopped up onto my other leg, balancing precariously. I wobbled, dropping back onto my bum with a huff of frustration. 
 
    I needed something to prop me up. I gazed around the room. It was sparse, but there was some old furniture stored in one corner. The far corner. At least ten paces from me. 
 
    Darn-it. 
 
    I pushed myself upright again. Ten loud hops would take me over there, but they also might gain attention from downstairs. 
 
    I took a slow breath, then dropped to the floor, keeping my injured leg elevated as I half crawled, half dragged myself across the room. 
 
    When I made it to the furniture, I found that most of it was broken and full of termites. 
 
    I worked carefully through the pile, finally finding a table that seemed unaffected by the mites. I took hold of one leg, straining hard and snapping it off. My Hunter blood was useful for something, but I still didn't think I could win a fight with my captor. 
 
    Leaning my weight on the table leg, I pushed myself upright, teetering for a moment as I found my balance. 
 
    I hobbled to the door, pride surging through me. Step one was complete, but the next tasks wouldn't be so easy. Get out. Find V blood. Save the Werewolves. Go home. 
 
    You're not a hero, Mercy. 
 
    I leant my weight on the door handle, taking a slow breath. Gently, I turned it, a tremble juddering up my spine. It swung open, surprising me and I gazed into the dark hallway beyond. 
 
    I took a tentative step forward, spotting a single light bulb illuminating a hatch in the floorboards. I crept toward it, crouching down on one leg and feeling out the grooves. I tried to prise the boards up, but couldn't get it loose. The light bulb above me started to swing and I gazed anxiously around, trying to figure out why. Footsteps pounded down below, making the walls tremble. I gasped, trying to get back up, but in my haste, pressed my weight onto the trapdoor and it fell forward. An extendable staircase dropped away beneath me, hitting the floor below with a loud thump. 
 
    I caught the edge, stopping myself from falling, coming eye to eye with Ulvic below. 
 
    A man came into view beside him with a haggard face and sagging skin. “Mercy Van Helsing,” he growled. He stepped onto the staircase and I remained in place. I knew this man. I'd seen him once before, visiting my parents' castle when I was a little girl. He'd frightened me then with his grimacing face; the coat he'd worn had had buttons made from small bones. My brother Ignus had told me they were the bones of the children who'd annoyed him. I didn't much believe that now, but back then I'd been terrified. 
 
    I didn't recoil. I may have been weak, but Alfric Hund was an old man. Hunter or not. I didn't think he posed a huge threat to me, though the darkness in his eyes suggested otherwise. He climbed the stairway, using a black cane for support, the loud thump of it hitting each stair the only noise in the house. 
 
    “What are you doing out here?” he asked calmly. “You'll want to rest that leg, I imagine?” He poked his grey-haired head through the hatch and I shuffled backwards, my heart rate increasing to a rapid beat. 
 
    “I need V blood,” I breathed, trying to work out whether Alfric was a friend or foe. If he believed I was still like my parents, I shouldn't have had anything to worry about. But I feared that he knew the truth. 
 
    “I don't store the stuff,” he said and his rancid breath washed over me as he clambered through the hatch. “You'll have to heal the old fashioned way I'm afraid.” 
 
    The creak of the staircase announced Ulvic following him. 
 
    “Not a scrap of patience, you young ones,” Alfric continued, his small eyes roaming over me, landing on my bandaged leg. He edged closer, looming over me as I sat awkwardly on the floorboards. “I've heard some rumours about you, Miss Helsing...I wonder which of them are true, hm?” 
 
    He lifted his cane, dropping the end onto my injured leg and pressing down. The splint shifted and my bones moved. Painkillers or not, I screamed. 
 
    “Stop!” I begged, trying to reach down to remove the cane, but he only leant his weight down on it, pinning me in place. I wailed, falling flat on my back, trying to stifle tears. 
 
    “Father, this is unnecessary,” Ulvic said, climbing through the hatch. “Mercy is-” 
 
    “You friend?” Alfric guessed. “Because no friend of yours is worth a cent. You keep the company of soulless beings, of disloyal Hunters...” He leant down to gaze at my face, his thin lips curling back to expose yellowing teeth. 
 
    “She's not a friend. I already told you, she's Selena Grey's ally,” Ulvic said and my blood curdled in my veins. “She's worth something. We can give her to the Hunters who want revenge. We can start making our family name great again. Think how grateful they'll be if we hand her over.” 
 
    I gazed up at him, trying figure out his angle. Was he bluffing? Or was that the truth? 
 
    “You're the one who soiled our name, you're as treacherous as she is,” Alfric growled at his son. 
 
    “And now I'm trying to make up for that,” Ulvic urged. 
 
    Alfric wet his lips, gazing down his nose at me. He tapped my bad leg with his cane. “So it's true? You betrayed your family, did you girl?” 
 
    I considered lying, but I didn't want to pretend anymore. Plus it was obvious Ulvic had told him the truth. And I was done staying safe within the shadow of my family name.  
 
    “Yes,” I bit out, fixing Alfric with a cold stare, despite the tears pooling in the corners of my eyes from the pain in my leg. 
 
    He lifted the cane, smiling satisfactorily. “Truths are far less painful than lies in my household.” He glanced toward Ulvic. “You'd do well to remember that, too, son.” 
 
    “Yes, father,” Ulvic muttered, bowing his head. I tried to see through the guise, but if Ulvic was faking his loyalty, I couldn't tell. 
 
    “Now tell me, who were you thinking of sending her to?” Alfric asked, speaking as if I wasn't there. 
 
    “Rockley Jones, perhaps?” Ulvic suggested. “It was his resort they destroyed, after all.” 
 
    Alfric let out a hoarse laugh. “You do know he'll most likely have her torn apart by dogs?” 
 
    Ulvic's eyes dropped to me, absent of light. “Yes, I know. And we'll be seen as heroes for it.” 
 
    My heart turned into a lump of ice. “Ulvic...”  I tried, but he ignored me. 
 
    “Hmph.” Alfric turned to leave and I slumped back down onto the floor, panting as the pain receded from my leg. 
 
    “Oh... and as a reminder not to attempt to escape again...” Alfric slammed the heel of his boot down on my calf. My scream rang on in my ears, reaching to the sky, shaking the roof. I was in so much agony that blackness immediately swam before my eyes.  
 
    Alfric's voice found me amongst the screams that kept ripping from my throat, striking fear in my heart. “Blood traitors get no lenience in my home. If I fancy it, I'll have that leg broken a hundred times before Rockley lays his hands on you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    I missed her. Man, I really did. Days passed with all my thoughts trained on Cass. Sometimes it helped. Sometimes it made me go crazy. I played out our last night together over and over in my head. If I'd only made a few different decisions. If I'd refused to let her out of my sight, I wouldn't be in this situation. 
 
    Gazing up at the dark roof of my cell, I swore to myself if I ever got her back, I'd never let her go. But with each day that passed, the less likely that seemed. The more she slipped from my grasp. What if I never made it back to her? What if I lived out the rest of my life under Ulvic's command, forced to do his bidding, just a living, breathing weapon? I'd rather have died than live out that fate. 
 
    I never had a moment alone with Ulvic. He hugged Alfric's side like a beaten dog. And Mercy was kept away from us in another part of the house. I reckoned that meant Alfric didn't trust her. If she was healed, I wondered whether Mercy would have attacked the Hunds to help us. She might have turned coats back on Øyafrelse, but she wasn't suicidal. And why would she care for us wolves more than her own survival? 
 
    “Jameson?” Nadine whispered for the third time in a minute. She was in the cell across from mine. I could have looked her in the eye if I'd been bothered to lift my head from the muddy floor. 
 
    My spirits were as damp as a sponge right then. But I couldn't ignore her any longer. I was still bound by Ulvic's command to bond with her. 
 
    “What's up, Dina?” 
 
    “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “No shit,” I growled. 
 
    “Nadine's right,” Reason hissed from the cell next to hers. “We have to come up with a plan.” 
 
    “Working on it,” I said as confidently as I could, but internally, I was drowning in my own sorrows. I needed to man up. But I'd seriously hit rock bottom. Whenever I'd come close to it before, I'd stood up and started climbing again. But this time felt different. I'd lost most of my pack, my free will, and now Cass, too. What more was the world gonna take from me? 
 
    I sighed, pressing my cheek into the cool earth. I wasn't usually one to throw a pity-party. But goddammit, I was so done with life testing me. 
 
    It was impossible to believe how recently Ulvic had been a friend. More than that; he'd been like a brother. Or maybe a weird uncle. But still, we'd had good times. Great times. 
 
    Had he always thought of me as less than him? Had me and the other wolves only held some prize value to him? Part of his little Werewolf collection? His hobby? 
 
      
 
    New York, 1923 
 
    I lived like the wind, moving across lands. I was a nomad, exploring new worlds, discovering new people. That was how I'd spent the last hundred years or so. I was done with the pirate life. After days of 'wolf training', Captain Harving had refused to let me join their Werewolf pack because I wasn't a 'good fit'. Okay, so maybe I'd also bedded Ophelia who'd happened to have been Harving's mate. That might have factored in... 
 
    I'd always imagined becoming Immortal would have been intrinsically linked with finding Varick. But at last, I'd had to accept that he was truly lost. Which meant the sea wasn't my home anymore. We'd ruled it together. It hadn't been the same without him and I'd finally decided to leave that life behind and start afresh. A small bonus was that I would have gone down as a hero amongst my crewmen. They would have told stories of the captain who'd sacrificed himself to a wolf to save them. Which was definitely worth faking my death for. 
 
    I'd searched for Varick. Lord knew I had. But over a hundred years after my transition into a Werewolf, I still had no further knowledge on his whereabouts. 
 
    I know you're out there, brother. I'll find you one day. 
 
    In the meantime, I made my way to America. Specifically, New York. And right at that moment, I had a pretty blonde sucking on my lower lip. 
 
    As per usual, I had eyes for someone else. I spent most social events moving from one girl to the next until I eventually chose one to go to bed with. It was the 20s, and life was good. And since the prohibition of alcohol, life had gotten a whole lot better. If there was one way to make sure everyone in New York was drinking on a regular basis, it was outlawing alcohol. 
 
    At that particular party, held in the basement of a wealthy aristocrat who had a lot more money than he did hair, my eyes were pinned on his crimson-haired wife. She was stood beside her husband, whose name I'd forgotten. He was laughing with a friend, sipping from a tumbler of whiskey. The flecks of blood on his spats told me I shouldn't mess with his wife. But the Werewolf in me dared me to. Especially as she was fluttering her long lashes at me. 
 
    I shifted the blonde from my lap and she fell awkwardly onto the seat beside mine with a hmph of disapproval. Women liked my British accent around here. They also liked my roguish smile and the way their knees weakened when I set my sights on them. 
 
    The redhead floated closer to me, parting from her husband. The first stage was easy, the second wouldn't be. 
 
    “Hi...I haven't seen you at one of my husband's parties before.” She held out a silk-gloved palm. Her voice was throaty and her accent had a heavy New Yorker twang. 
 
    “Christopher. And you must be Gracie.” I took her hand. Rule number one when you're trying to bed someone else's wife? Don't give out your real name. 
 
    “Oh gosh, are you British?” She seemed enthralled, fluttering those long lashes again. 
 
    It didn't take much more than twenty minutes for her to invite me on a 'tour of the house'. I endured the tour, occasionally brushing a lock of hair behind her ear, admiring her, courting her. It wasn't an act. I generally obsessed over a girl once I'd decided I wanted them. It was like an addiction. The temptation, the build up, the game of cat and mouse. And when she eventually gave in to my advances, I'd give her the best night of her life and was long gone before morning. I was left with a high like no other. But it never lasted. And I was never drawn back to the same girl for more. Sometimes I wondered if that was part of being a Werewolf, but deep down, I knew I'd always been that way. 
 
    Varick had told me I had abandonment issues because my mother had gotten rid of me. But when Varick's father had taken me in on his ship, that crew had become my family. Varick had been my brother. I didn't know anything else. And alright, maybe I'd wondered about where I'd come from back when I was a kid. But those days were long gone. Maybe my mother hadn't been able to look after me. Maybe she'd thought she was doing the right thing. And hell, I wouldn't have chosen any other life than the one I'd had aboard that ship.  
 
    So no, Varick, I do not have abandonment issues. Unless you count the fact that you abandoned me. And by the way, where are you, you son of bitch? 
 
    Gracie showed me her bedroom last. Where I ruined sex for her with any other man, taking that high I needed, giving her something she could look back on fondly. In a way, I was a philanthropist. Giving to the needy. She needed good sex, and I donated it to her. Didn't that just make me a saint? 
 
    It wasn't until Gracie lit a cigarette and I was halfway dressed, that her husband walked in. Two men flanked him in pinstriped suits and leather gloves. One had a club in his hand. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    “Grab him!” Gracie's husband roared. 
 
    I made a dive for the window, but that club met the back of my head, knocking me down. A shiver ran down my spine. I was going to change into a wolf. I could feel it. I'd tear these men apart with my teeth. 
 
    My muscles bulged as another whack fell across the back of my neck. 
 
    I hit the floor, pretending to be injured as boots met with my ribs. Gracie was screaming. 
 
    She'd be screaming even more in a minute. 
 
    My neck flexed as my muscles stretched, contorted, changed. My spine cracked and twisted. Changing into a wolf was almost intolerable. The pain scored through my body as every part of me morphed and shifted. 
 
    Teeth grew and sprouted from my jaw and suddenly I was full-wolf, standing in the shredded remains of my clothes. That suit had cost me an arm and a leg. Now it was going to cost each of them one, too. 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” Gracie's husband shouted. 
 
    I knocked him to the floor, my teeth ripping into his forearm. Blood. Bone. Yum. 
 
    One of his men hit me with the club again and I snatched it from his hand with my teeth. 
 
    I lunged at him, snarling in his crying face. I felt the cold metal of a gun against my chest.  
 
    BANG. 
 
    I flew off of him, whimpering loudly. The bullet had torn right through my body, leaving a bloody mess on my chest and back. I staggered toward the door, bumping into the frame and splintering it as I moved. 
 
    I darted down the staircase, crashing through the front door and skidding into the dark street. It was raining. Bloody pouring. I heard someone call out to me from the party and glanced back over my shoulder. The cloud grey eyes of a young man found mine. I padded away, ducking under a carriage and slipping into an alley opposite the house. I couldn't go any further. I needed Larkspur, but the bottle I'd had was back in my shredded suit trousers. 
 
    I crashed into a trash can and fell face-down in a puddle. I released a growl and bubbles blew around my mouth in the murky water. Darkness crept in on me, but before I succumbed to it, I heard footsteps pounding through the alleyway. 
 
    My heart rate spiked. Shit. I was going to die. Born in an alley, died in an alley. That's what people would say. Except they wouldn't, because I had no friends. 
 
    Fingers brushed over my head. “I'm Ulvic. I'm not going to hurt you. I know what you are. I have Larkspur. I need you to change back into your human form, can you do that for me?” 
 
    I didn't have the energy to question this man's intentions. My best option was complying, so I focused as hard as I could, and slowly, my body reformed, leaving me naked, face down in the alleyway. I'd been in more compromising positions. Probably not many, though. 
 
    My new friend Ulvic helped me to my feet, shedding his coat and offering it to me. Luckily for me, it was a huge long thing that was about as fashionable as a fish. I gathered it around me, just managing to cover my dignity whilst keeping one hand clamped to the wound on my chest. Ulvic placed an arm around me and I leant on him, having no choice but to do so as he led me back toward the road. 
 
    A horse whinnied as a carriage pulled up in front of me. A girl with white-blonde hair threw the door open. “Quick Ulvic, the police are coming.” 
 
    Ulvic pushed me ahead of him and the girl hauled me into the carriage. Actually hauled me. She was freakishly strong. 
 
    What on earth? 
 
    I didn't have much time to question that as I hit the floor of the carriage, gazing up at two men in cloaks and the girl who'd lifted me. 
 
    “You're safe now, wolf,” the girl whispered, kneeling over me as the carriage took off. “You're in a lot of pain.” She screwed up her eyes, resting a palm to my forehead. “What's your name?” 
 
    I considered giving her a fake one, but the girl had just helped me... 
 
    “No need to worry,” she urged, her eyes like two bright sapphires. “We're Werewolves too.” 
 
    A tingly feeling spread through my chest and I realised she'd applied Larkspur to my wounds. 
 
    “Jameson,” I said on a shallow breath, giving my real name for the first time in, wow, years. “And you are?” 
 
      
 
    “Up,” Lynch's dulcet tones jolted me out of my reverie. The cell door opened and a bag hit me in the stomach, winding me. My bag. Result. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Reason's voice carried to me from the corridor. I scanned through my pack, making sure my iPod was still there. Didn't really care about much else. I half-expected it to have been pilfered by Lynch. But if the guy was into any sort of music, it was probably something creepy like the soundtrack to The Phantom of the Opera. 
 
    “Don't know. Don't care.” Lynch marched away and my pack grouped around me as I followed. I would once have thought that anywhere was better than a dark cell, but considering the last time we'd been taken out, we'd killed half a commune of people, I wasn't so sure that was true. 
 
    Ulvic was waiting for us in the hallway, his trench coat in place and his duffel bag hanging from one shoulder. 
 
    Lynch marched away from us without a word, heading up a creaky wooden staircase with faded carpet. 
 
    “What's happening, Ulvic?” Reason asked, moving toward him. She reached out a hand and he patted it gently. I tried to ignore my rising hackles. 
 
    “My father has some business he needs to attend to. He wishes for us to join him.” Ulvic wouldn't meet my eye, so I stared at him to make him as uncomfortable as possible. 
 
    “And why does he need us there?” Mekiah demanded. 
 
    “I believe he has some...work for you to do,” Ulvic said, straightening his shoulders. 
 
    “Drop the act,” I growled. “Why are you playing along with this bullshit?” 
 
    Ulvic finally met my eye and I was satisfied to see him swallow nervously. “This is the best option for now.” 
 
    “Best option for who?” I snarled, but he didn't answer. 
 
    Alfric stepped through the front door, dressed in a full-length black coat that rivalled Ulvic's in the Bad Fashion Awards. He just made first place due to the matching ringed hat that made him resemble that freaky monster in Jeepers Creepers. 
 
    A droning noise carried from outside: a helicopter, I reckoned. 
 
    “Our ride is here,” Alfric announced, turning on his heel and gesturing for us to follow. I angled my face to the sky as I stepped onto the old porch, spotting the helicopter circling above. It landed several hundred yards away, disappearing between the trees. 
 
    “This way,” Alfric commanded, hobbling off into the woods, leaning on his cane for support. 
 
    Nadine gripped my arm and I rustled up a comforting look for her. 
 
    Ulvic marched after him, shouting back to us, “Wolves follow, and keep your mouths shut until I say so!” 
 
    We were soon bundled into the helicopter where our pilot said a sum total of two words ('buckle up') before taking off. Evidently the Hunds knew where we were going, but us wolves were being kept out of the loop. 
 
    Soon, we were soaring over the sloshing, blue ocean below. Dark clouds hung stagnant in the sky, but the rain held off, so the journey was smooth. Though we'd had to stop once to refuel on a craggy headland where a farmer gave us fuel for cash. 
 
    After a few more hours, the helicopter dropped lower toward our destination. Which was apparently in the middle of the sea. I was pretty unprepared for the sight of the cruise ship on the horizon as we zoomed toward it. As we descended, dark, rusted stains became visible on the hull. The deck was discoloured from years in the sun, and the outdoor swimming pools were empty and badly weathered. 
 
    Our ever-silent pilot lowered the helicopter onto a large, triangular helipad at the bow of the ship, touching down with a light jolt. 
 
    Nadine slipped her hand into mine and a tremor ran through my body.  
 
    Who the hell would go on a craphole cruise like this? I hope they got their money back. 
 
    I pulled at the collar around my neck; a habit I'd picked up and couldn't quit. It was chafing my skin where it sat against my collar bone, annoying me to no end. From the red skin on my pack's necks, I reckoned it was causing them discomfort too. 
 
    Ulvic and Alfric were in the cockpit, keeping their distance from us as per usual. We were being treated like animals more and more. And not the cuddly pet kind. Like dogs that were kept hungry and pissed off so they'd attack cute little creatures for sport. That kind. 
 
    Ulvic stepped onto the tarmac and opened the door for us. An uncomfortable silence filled the air and my pack shifted around me. Ulvic the betrayer...how had we come to this? He'd been so dear to me once. It was hard to believe he was the same man... 
 
      
 
    London, 1967 
 
    The 60s was my kind of era. Music-wise, anyway. I couldn't rave about the fashion. But I still embraced it in my usual style. Wholeheartedly and with a winning grin on my face. Shirt buttons open to my navel? Check. Cheesey medallion with a male sex symbol dangling from it? Double check. Sweeping blonde locks that hung all the way down my back? Yes indeed. 
 
    I bloomed in the 60s. And Ulvic let me. He never ditched the trench coat, but even he wore floral shirts and let his hair grow out for a while. Homophobia was finally on its way out in London. It was a long way to go, but there were clubs and bars Ulvic felt he could be more himself in. And I encouraged the whole pack to frequent them on the pretence that I liked to hang out in them. They definitely would have thought I was into men if they hadn't seen me with a woman on my arm every night we went out. It was sad for the male race, really. I would have made one hell of a gay man. 
 
    Ulvic was quietly grateful. He'd stopped having flings though, since he'd started seeing some fair-haired Hunter he spoke highly of. The rest of my pack thought he'd made a new friend. I knew better. I'd told him on multiple occasions that the pack wouldn't care one bit that he was gay. But he couldn't seem to bring himself to do it. 
 
    Ulvic confided in me more than the rest of them. Maybe that was why he'd made me Alpha, taking over from the oldest Werewolf, Sampson, after he'd decided it wasn't for him anymore. I was a natural Alpha. I liked to lead. I liked people looking up to me. And everyone took to my rise in position without complaint. 
 
    We headed to Sapphire Sky in London where live bands played every weekend. All the hits. I'd danced with half the girls present so far, including those in my pack. Nadine was our newest member. She'd had her eye on Mekiah who'd joined a few years back, but Ulvic made comments about them being an unsuitable match. Since I'd been made Alpha, Nadine had switched her attention to me. I knew better than to give in to her as a temptation. I was still a one night kind of a guy, and she wasn't someone I could run away from the following morning. She'd be part of my pack, glaring at me forevermore if I gave her all I was capable of giving her. I tried to make that clear; I wasn't exactly shy about the fact that I was a womaniser. Especially now the 60s had hit. Monogamy was a thing of the past. Always had been for me anyway, but now the world was catching up. Especially London. Women were freer, everyone was out burning bras, taking drugs and wearing an almost obnoxious amount of colours, stripes and patterns. London was blossoming like a spring day, and I couldn't get enough of it. 
 
    I leant against a wall which was lined with purple shag carpet. I was high on a cocktail of life. Two girls alternated between grinding against the wall and me. Heaven. 
 
    Ulvic gestured for me to join him from an armchair in the corner. I danced my way across the room as Sherry by Frankie Valli and The Four Seasons carried through the air. 
 
    As I reached Ulvic, I pulled him to his feet, forcing him to dance. I cracked out a bit of the hand-jive, encouraging him to join in until he eventually gave it a go. Brother had two left feet, but he gave it his all. I was particularly adept at the hand-jive. I'd once hand-jived my way into a threesome. 
 
    Ulvic tugged his hand from my grip, rolling his eyes. “We should get going,” he raised his voice above the music. 
 
    Mekiah spun Nadine in circles beside us and I shook my head firmly. “Let's stay.” 
 
    “Surely you don't want to miss out on sing-along night at the Shakes Bar?” 
 
    I stopped dancing. Sing-along was the newest and best invention possibly ever. I nodded eagerly, bouncing on the balls of my feet. 
 
    Ulvic rounded up the rest of our pack and we were soon headed through the rainy streets of London, moving as a unit as if we were connected by more than just our pack bond. And I swear we were. I'd found a new family. A group of people I loved dearly. Something I'd missed for so many years since Varick had disappeared. And now life was offering me another chance at contentment. I didn't need the things most people needed. I didn't need love and marriage and kids. I needed the kind of people around me who wanted to drink every drop of joy out of life. 
 
    Shakes Bar was one of my favourite places in London. It was tucked beneath a railway bridge, crammed between two coffee shops. You wouldn't know it was there in the day. But at night it was lit up in a rainbow of colour. I led the way inside, hearing a poor rendition of Will You Love Me Tomorrow by The Shirells being belted out by some girl. Sadly for her ego, I was going to obliterate her from the memories of everyone in the bar once it was my turn. 
 
    I clapped a hand to Ulvic's shoulder as I took in the little bar with tables tucked into every corner, cigarette smoke plumed through the air and colourful drinks were in everyone's hands. “You know me so well.” 
 
    I sang my heart out all evening, until the early hours of the morning. Reason had fallen asleep on Mekiah's shoulder and Nadine was pestering Ulvic to ask me to call it a night. I held a small fan group of women lined up by the stage and I was currently deciding which of them I was going to take back to my hotel room. 
 
    Ulvic muscled his way through the group, his eyes ringed with tiredness. “Let's go, everyone's knackered.” 
 
    “I'll catch you later,” I said vaguely, my eyes locked with the strawberry blonde a few feet away. 
 
    “No, we have an early start. I want to be in Belfast by tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    I ignored him, floating toward the girl. 
 
    “Now, Jameson,” Ulvic snapped. 
 
    Something happened to me in that moment, like cold water had been spilled through my veins. I turned on my heel, promptly following him as he headed back across the room. 
 
    I gazed back at the blonde, dumbfounded as to why I was following Ulvic's command. “What the hell?” I muttered. 
 
    “Ulvic, I'm staying.” I tried to plant my feet, but they kept moving as Ulvic led the pack out onto the street. 
 
    Reason moved to my side, taking my arm as Ulvic hailed a taxi. 
 
    “What's going on?” I growled through my teeth. “I can't disobey him.” 
 
    “Oh.” Her eyes became round. “He has your loyalty.” 
 
    “What? Well yeah, but that's not the point. I wanted to stay.” I gazed back at the bar again, but for all the world, I couldn't make myself go back inside. 
 
    “It's a wolf thing.” 
 
    Suddenly, I recalled what the Werewolf Captain had told me all those years ago. The Werewolf curse. If I ever gave my full loyalty to someone, they'd have power over me. Forever. 
 
    “Ulvic...” I stilled and Ulvic turned to me, walking to my side. “Did you know?” I demanded. “Did you plan this?” 
 
    He rested a hand on my arm. “It happens with all of you eventually.” He looked to Reason who nodded. 
 
    “You're all under his command?” I gazed around at the pack and they nodded, not seeming particularly bothered. “Why didn't you tell me?” I barked. 
 
    “It's not a big deal,” Reason insisted. “Ulvic would never abuse it. And besides, better him than someone who'd use it to hurt you. Eventually, you will offer this power to someone. It's part of being a Werewolf.” 
 
    I nodded, but the lump in my throat wouldn't budge. Ulvic squeezed my arm. “I didn't mean to command you, Jameson. If you want to go back in there, go ahead. But we need to leave early tomorrow.” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly not feeling like going back inside. “No...it's fine.” I slapped a grin on my face, trying to forget about it. Reason was right, Ulvic looked after us. If that power had to belong to someone, it was a good thing it was him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The man who looked at me now was not the same one I'd once cared for. The one who'd rarely overstepped the mark with the power he had over all of us. I dropped out of the helicopter at his command and raindrops peppered my cheeks. I was still bound by Ulvic's order not to speak, which was frustrating considering the stream of insults, jokes at his expense and general abuse I'd come up with during the flight. 
 
    A man appeared from a wooden door, hurrying toward us carrying a large umbrella. He was young, rivalled my own good looks and definitely beat me on the male grooming front. 
 
    “Alfric Hund, it's good to see you again.” The newcomer reached out a hand, lifting the umbrella so it shielded Ulvic and Alfric from the rain. Not us, I noted. 
 
    “Silas, how are you?” Alfric asked. “I hope it is not impertinent of me to have brought my son along?” 
 
    Ulvic looked jittery, wiping a hand down his trench coat before offering it to Silas. 
 
    Silas took it, giving him a keen smile. “Ah yes, you helped my father on a couple of projects, as I recall?” 
 
    “Indeed,” Ulvic said, shaking his hand. “It's an honour to be back at IDAHO, though I have to say, the institute I visited wasn't quite so...at sea.” 
 
    They all had a good laugh over that one. I fixed Silas with a cold stare. If he was friends with the Hunds, he was my enemy. Fact. 
 
    Silas's eyes slid over my pack, landing on me. All of us were thoroughly wet now that the rain had picked up and droplets were crawling down my cheeks. 
 
    “These are my Werewolves,” Ulvic explained. “They're quite harmless.” 
 
    Silas nodded, returning his attention to them. “I'm quite used to the presence of Immortals. They can stay with you. Shall we head inside? The trial is about to begin and I'm sure you'd all like to get out of the rain.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Alfric answered. 
 
    Silas led the way and we followed him across the deck. 
 
    Thunder cracked overhead, sending a spike of adrenaline through my veins. We stepped into a bright corridor with gold-rimmed windows – most of which were cracked – and scuffed wooden floorboards. 
 
    “You're the last ones to arrive,” Silas said. “Lucky this storm didn't set in any sooner.” 
 
    “Quite,” Alfric replied. 
 
    We passed through a set of heavy metal doors and the sound of chattering filled my ears. We walked down another corridor, then emerged on a golden balcony lined with red carpet. Gathered there, were a small group of men and women in fine clothes, sipping coffees as they gazed over the balcony. 
 
    I edged closer, trying to get a look, catching sight of a steep precipice below. I shuffled to the edge, gazing down into what must have been the depths of the ship. A crescent of balconies curved around one side of the huge space, all filled with people. Before us, suspended from the ceiling by thick cables, was an enormous wooden platform. 
 
    None of these things compared to the shock I felt as I caught sight of a programme in someone's hand. A list of 'Hybrids' were displayed one under another with photographs beside each. 
 
    My eyes were glued to one picture, right under the words, Werewolf – Vampire Hybrid. 
 
    She was sat on a chair, her jaw set and her eyes as bright as two fireflies. 
 
    My heart tumbled down two staircases and went through a window at the bottom. 
 
    Cass. Ho-ly shit. What are you doing here? 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    I was dressed in a blood-red cat suit with black patches on the shoulders, elbows and knees. An ebony stripe ran down the middle of it, giving me the appearance of a Black Widow spider. My hair was tied up in a high ponytail to keep it 'out of the way'. Or so Silas had told me. He hadn't told me what from, though. In fact, he'd been pretty cagey about this 'trial' I'd be undertaking in general. 
 
    I waited in Silas's cabin as he'd asked, worry growing in my gut. At some point, a guard would fetch me and bring me to be tested. But I didn't know if the wait was going to be minutes or hours. 
 
    As I stood up from the sofa to start pacing away my anxious energy, a knock came at the door. 
 
    “Come in.” I straightened my spine as a guard appeared with a sour face and a gun at his hip. 
 
    He jerked his head at me to follow and I marched toward him, not wanting to show any signs of fear. He walked at my side, seeming surprised by my compliance. 
 
    Despite asking him several questions about the trial, he answered none of them. He led me down one level then escorted me along a corridor that curved around in a large arc. Eventually, he halted before a metal door. Yanking it open, he gestured for me to step through. I peered into the seemingly inoffensive room, void of furniture. I took a small breath before creeping inside and the guard slammed the door shut behind me with a metallic thunk. 
 
    My breaths chased each other over my lips. Another door stood in front of me and I moved toward it, finding no handle. I waited for something to happen, gazing around the space, hunting for a camera. Was this where my trial would take place? Was I already being assessed? 
 
    The door before me slid open and spotlights blinded me. I threw a hand to my eyes, stepping forward, the sound of applause crashing into my eardrums. 
 
    I took another step forward, my pupils dilating to adjust to the brights light, revealing the room before me. Suspended in the air by cables was an enormous platform, checkered and wooden like a chessboard. Beyond that were a ring of balconies, framed by velvet curtains. Groups of finely dressed people stood on all of them, clapping loudly. Evidently at me. 
 
    The open door led onto nothing but empty space, the drop below me dizzying. I was about to retreat when a whirring noise sounded and a slim metal bridge extended beneath the doorway, reaching toward the platform ahead. 
 
    My throat grew dry. If I fell, I was dead. Immortal or not. 
 
    “Please give a warm welcome to our first successful Werewolf-Vampire Hybrid!” Silas's voice rang through the room and I relaxed a fraction from the familiarity of his voice. 
 
    The applause picked up and I found enough courage to step out onto the bridge. I had all the reflexes of a cat, but I still feared missing a step and plummeting over the edge. It was sturdy beneath my boots so I strode quickly across it, making my way onto the platform. Perhaps I was just going to be paraded in front of these people then sent back to my room? 
 
    I tried to find Silas amongst the balconies, but the dazzling lights made it difficult to pick out individual faces. 
 
    As I stepped onto the platform, I spotted an upright, metal box at the opposite end of it. 
 
    Silas's voice blared in my ears again, rattling off statistics and results I'd been given in my daily assessments. I noticed the crowd were gazing at something over my head and turned, finding the whole wall behind me projected with footage. It showed me on the first day I'd arrived, sitting on a chair in a metal room, wrapped in a pink robe. Beside the muted footage was a personal profile, listing everything about me down to my weight. I turned my back on it, trying to ignore my rising irritation at being displayed like a cow in a meat market. Thankfully, the information didn't reveal I was pregnant. So at least Silas was planning on keeping one of my secrets. Not that that made me feel much better about the situation. 
 
    Everyone seemed overly excited, chattering with one another and making elaborate hand gestures. 
 
    The screen suddenly went dark and all the spotlights in the room fell on the platform. On me. I couldn't see anything beyond the four corners of the suspended stage, and though it was roughly the size of a tennis court, I still felt too close to the edges for comfort. 
 
    “Silence please!” Silas called, his voice echoing around the cavernous space. 
 
    The crowd fell quiet and my heart rate picked up. 
 
    A rattling sound drew my attention to the metal box; it was taller than me and twice as wide. I remained in place, waiting for something to happen, trying not to show my trepidation. 
 
    A clicking noise reached me from within it, sending a sliver of ice down my spine. A bone-deep feeling told me I knew that noise... 
 
    A hissing sound was followed by a puff of mist escaping the box and the front door swung open. I gazed into the darkness within it, unable to see anything beyond the coiling mist. A shadow shifted inside. Bony feet appeared beneath a black robe which floated around the creature like smoke. 
 
    Recognition flowed through me. 
 
    Reaper. 
 
    I took a step back, unable to help myself as the nightmarish creature moved toward me on skeletal feet. 
 
    It lifted two thin hands to its hood and slowly drew it back, revealing its skull-like face, thinly disguised by a near-transparent veil of skin. It was hideous, its eyes absent, its lips peeled back, displaying yellowed teeth. It sniffed the air through a snake-like nose, sucking in my scent. 
 
    “Taste.” The voice emanated from the Reaper, but its mouth didn't move. 
 
    It gnashed its teeth together, moving toward me at a frightening speed. I remembered myself. I was an Immortal being. Half V, half Werewolf. Two of the most powerful creatures I'd ever come across. If anyone could kill this thing, it was me. 
 
    I darted forward, throwing a fist at its jaw. It moved like the wind, seeming to evaporate and reform out of my reach. My hand met nothing but air and I stumbled forward from the force I'd used. 
 
    “Taste...” it repeated, reaching a skeletal hand in my direction. 
 
    I tried to catch hold of it, but the Reaper dropped to all fours, its back contorting into an animal-like stance as it scuttled across the floor. 
 
    I lost sight of it, but felt its breath on my ear half a second later. “Taste.” 
 
    I threw an elbow back and heard its ribs crack loudly like broken twigs. A cheer rang out and I spun around, trying to finish the job. 
 
    The Reaper was gone and in my moment of confusion, teeth sunk into my neck. I screamed, wrenching myself free of its bite. A chunk of my flesh went with it and blood poured hot and fast from the wound. I clamped a hand to the bite mark, stumbling around to face the Reaper. Anger flooded my veins. Heat poured uncontrollably through my body. I was dizzy with it. 
 
    My blood stained the Reaper's teeth red, its thin lips curling back into an eerie smile. Its skin continued to move and shift, rippling like water around its cheeks. I watched the grotesque display as its body changed and morphed before my eyes. Dark red hair sprouted from the top of its bald head, eyes grew in the empty sockets of its face. My stomach churned. I knew I should fight, but I was frozen in place by the spectacle. 
 
    Its face softened and filled out with sinew and flesh. I sucked in a breath as the Reaper morphed into the perfect mirror image of myself. The cloak around it evaporated like mist, revealing the exact same red and black jumpsuit as mine beneath it. 
 
    The Reaper smiled, looking like a more forbidding version of myself. I barely had a moment to react as it flew forward, throwing a fist toward my face. I knew the move well. It was my own goddamn move! 
 
    I ducked the blow, throwing my own punch at the Reaper's ribs. She caught my hand, turning sharply to try and break it. I snatched it away, countering with a kick to the back of her left knee. The Reaper twisted out of the way, throwing another punch. It went on and on, each of us blocking every blow, predicting each other's moves. She fought exactly like me. We were so evenly matched that it was impossible for either of us to get the upper hand. 
 
    I panted, stepping back and the Reaper did the same, evidently afflicted by exhaustion like I was. A blade suddenly hit the floor between us. A curved scythe. We ran toward it from opposite sides, evenly paced, and as fast as possible. I collided with the Reaper as my fingers reached for the blade. But she got to it first, slashing it upwards. I rolled, avoiding a fatal blow, taking a sharp slice across my cheek instead. 
 
    Before I had a moment to recover, the Reaper lifted the scythe and brought it down hard toward my head. I released a scream, jerking sideways so the blade hit the wooden platform. I threw a punch at the Reaper's gut, knocking her off balance. 
 
    Regaining my feet, I danced away, keeping my eyes fixed on her. She ran at me, blade raised, eyes full of fire. 
 
    The back of my heels hit the edge of the platform and I gasped, reaching for purchase as I teetered, catching hold of one of the chains suspending it in the air. A collective gasp sounded from the audience.  
 
    As the Reaper slashed the blade at me, I swung around the chain, landing behind her and throwing a kick into her spine. 
 
    She flailed on the edge, but threw herself backwards onto the platform, rolling with agility and springing into a low stance. The Reaper approached once more, holding the blade out before her, cat-like as she moved in a crouch. 
 
    I moved back as she moved forward, our steps perfectly matched. Heat flooded through my body. I was wounded, and if I didn't get that blade soon, I was never going to have the advantage. 
 
    The Reaper dove at me, but I shifted sideways, spinning out of reach once more. She let out a cry of frustration in my own voice. 
 
    Blood trickled down my cheek, dripping from my chin. I wiped it with the back of my hand, continuing to move backwards, grimacing at my assailant. 
 
    The Reaper came at me again and I slammed an elbow into her head, knocking her off balance. The scythe tore down my leg and I screamed out, falling backwards onto the floor. I gripped the wound. Luckily, it wasn't too deep, but it stung like hell. 
 
    In seconds, the Reaper fell atop me, pressing the scythe to my neck. I caught her wrists, pushing back with all my might. We were as strong as each other, locked in an impossible fight. 
 
    I roared my defiance, pushing back against her whilst she pushed down. 
 
    Blood pumped in my ears, I trembled with exertion. Heat rippled down my spine and suddenly my whole body went into spasm. 
 
    Panic scored through me as I thrashed sideways. Pain ripped up my side, throwing the Reaper off of me with phenomenal strength. I scrambled away, my spine contorting, my body stooped forward. I couldn't fight it; my body wasn't my own in that moment. It was changing, morphing. Rust-red hair sprouted from my hands and I gasped in alarm, stumbling backwards. 
 
    A ruckus sounded from the crowd, but I could barely see them through the blinding lights, and the way my pupils kept dilating. My jaw extended, my shoulders popped, my mouth filled with pointed teeth. 
 
    I fell forward and my hands hit the floor. But they weren't hands anymore. They were paws.  
 
    I tried to scream, but all that came out was a loud snarl from my muzzle. I was a wolf. An actual Werewolf. 
 
    The Reaper gazed at me, blade in hand, momentarily confused. It ran forward, murder in its eyes and I didn't have a moment to hesitate. I charged, unused to the strange movements of the wolf's body, diving into the air and planting my paws on the Reaper's chest. She hit the ground and I gazed down into the mirror image of my own face, seeing a red wolf reflected in her emerald eyes. A blade ripped into my side and I clamped my jaw around her throat, sinking in deep until I heard a loud crack. 
 
    Blood poured across the platform. I released the dead Reaper, resting my paws on its chest. Its form withered away until it returned to a pile of bones, its head now severed from its spine. 
 
    Cheers filled the air and applause consumed my amplified hearing. On instinct, I threw my head to the ceiling and released a high-pitched howl, letting blood pour from my mouth and smother my fur. 
 
    The rush of my heartbeat made me feel alive. The tingle of my heightened senses, the power in my muscles. Holy crap. I was a living, breathing wolf. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    If I'd ever doubted that I was in love with Cass, I could no longer deny it. I watched her battle an effigy of herself – trying to ignore the distracting thought of two Cass's in my life -  rooting for her every second of the way. But when she turned into a wolf, my heart felt like it had been melted with a blowtorch and left dripping through my body like an overcooked marshmallow. Her fur was gloriously red like a sunset, her eyes as bright green as always, calling my soul to hers. 
 
    I was practically drooling when she killed the Reaper and started howling. Of course, half of me was still thinking 'why the hell is she here?', but the other half was consumed by the very sight of her. 
 
    I noticed Silas leaning over the balcony railing, his eyes wide, his microphone slack in his hand. 
 
    He cleared his throat, lifting the mic to his mouth. “Thank you, the trial is over. You can go.”  
 
    The bridge extended out to the platform and Cass padded across it, heading through the door on the other side. 
 
    Ulvic and Aflric were distracted, talking in low, anxious murmurs. So when Silas marched from the balcony, I darted after him. Nadine hissed my name as I left, but I didn't stop, slipping away from the pack as the crowd started cheering again. As Silas walked, he prattled out an introduction into his microphone, evidently knowing the line-up by heart. The next to be put to the test was a Siren-Vampire Hybrid. Was that another one of my friends this guy had messed with? 
 
    Silas picked up his pace, curving around the long corridor of red carpet. I kept my distance, but remained close enough to keep him in sight. My instincts told me he was going to lead me to Cass. So I was going to follow him no matter what, even if he started flapping his arms and flew to the moon. 
 
    When Silas paused beside a door, wrapping his knuckles against it, I shrank back against a wall, watching from afar. 
 
    “Open up,” he commanded. 
 
    “I can't!” a man's voice cried from within. “She's not turning back- ouch – you little bitch. Get away from me.” 
 
    “What's happening?” Silas asked, leaning a palm flat against the door. 
 
    “She keeps nipping me!” 
 
    “Oh for heaven's sake,” Silas muttered. “Open the door.” 
 
    A wrenching of metal hinges sounded and the guard fell onto the carpet at Silas's feet. A blur of red fur trampled him and my heart flew into my throat. Cass charged in my direction and I stepped away from the wall to block her exit. 
 
    “Firefly!” Silas called as she skidded to a halt before me. 
 
    I lifted my head. Firefly? Who did this guy think he was? No one called her Firefly but me. 
 
    “Cass?” I breathed. 
 
    Her eyes gripped mine and her lips rolled back on a snarl. 
 
    I raised my palms. “You just have to relax and you can change back into a human.” 
 
    Cass snapped her teeth at me, but I didn't flinch. 
 
    “Be careful,” Silas warned. “She may not be herself. This is the first time she's turned. I didn't know it was possible...” 
 
    I served him a casual glare before lowering to a crouch, coming eye to eye with Cass. Yeah, I reckon I can handle myself against a newborn wolf, thanks Silas. Especially one who's my future mate. 
 
    My brows drew together as she met my eye, releasing a low growl. “What did this guy do to you?” 
 
    Cass whimpered then her body began to shift, her shoulders shuddering as she morphed back into a human. Thinking fast, I shed my jacket and threw it over her before Silas and his guard pal got a good look at her naked body. 
 
    She almost disappeared beneath it as she curled up into a ball, a trail of red hair curving its way toward my feet. I knelt down before her. “Are you alright?” 
 
    She gathered the jacket around her, rising up on shaky legs. I averted my eyes, following her upright whilst she adjusted the jacket around her body. 
 
    “How are you here?” she asked, shaking her head in confusion. 
 
    “I was going to ask you the same thing,” I laughed. She didn't laugh. 
 
    Silas moved to her side, pulling her into his arms. “Are you alright?” he gazed into her eyes, checking her over. My hackles rose. 
 
    That was my job. But seeing as I was still bound by Ulvic's command not to lay a hand on her, I was forced not to intervene. 
 
    “Have some Larkspur brought to my room,” Silas ordered the guard. “She needs to recover.” 
 
    “Your room?” I echoed, narrowing my eyes. 
 
    Cass ducked out of his hold. “I'm fine,” she said quickly, though the wound on her neck was still bleeding. “I just...I'm a little confused.” She looked to me again, her face pale. “What's he doing here?” she asked Silas, which pissed me off further. 
 
    I cracked my knuckles. 
 
    “He came with Alfric Hund and his son,” Silas said, seeming baffled as to why Cass cared so much. “Do you know him?” 
 
    “Yes...his name's Jameson...he's...” Cass's alabaster cheeks turned scarlet and Silas's eyes filled with some dawning comprehension. 
 
    “This is him?” Silas turned to me, looking enthralled. 
 
    “You been talking about me, Firefly?” I asked, heat pooling in my stomach. Maybe I'd misread her response to me. Maybe she'd told this guy all about her sexy Werewolf boyfriend. 
 
    “I er-” Cass drew back her shoulders, her worried expression turning to stone. “Yes, I've been telling Silas what a grade A asshole you are.” 
 
    Then again, maybe not. 
 
    “Oh.” My smile died. Like Cass had dragged it out into the woods and killed it with a shovel. 
 
    Silas held out a hand to me. “Pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    I folded my arms, ignoring the gesture. “Can't say the same, sadly. You've been making my gir-er-friend play screwed up games. I don't much like people who do that to her.” 
 
    “Well your friend, did so by choice.” Silas patted my arm, spilling adrenaline through my veins. “What are you, Omega? Beta?” 
 
    “Alpha,” I growled, extracting my arm, giving Silas a look that said 'what-the-hell-are-you-touching-me-for?'. 
 
    “Perfect,” Silas said, beaming. Weirdo. 
 
    Cass stepped around him, looking concerned that I might hit him. 
 
    “To be honest dude, you're kinda creeping me out.” I ran a hand down the back of my neck. 
 
    Silas ignored me, carrying on with his interrogation, “How were you turned, bitten or born?” 
 
    I gave him my most dangerous stare. When I wanted to be intimidating, I sure as hell could be. “I said, you're creeping me out. That wasn't code for, 'please keep asking me personal questions random guy'.” 
 
    “I'm just curious...” Silas looked to Cass. “It's important that I get to know the fa-” 
 
    Cass punched him. Outright punched him in the face. And he bloody well fell to the floor at my feet. I was half elated, half majorly turned on. 
 
    “Shut up,” she snarled. “No more questions. I just turned into a wolf, killed a Reaper with my teeth, and now I'm dealing with a serious headache. You never said this trial was going to involve any of that Silas.” She stepped toward me, looking feral and super hot. If she was trying to turn me on, she was doing a very good job. But that probably wasn't her main angle... 
 
    “And you,” she hissed. “We are not friends. Not even close.” 
 
    I wanted to grab her and kiss her, but I couldn't do either of those things. I was desperate to explain what had happened. Tell her the truth, beg for her forgiveness, but my tongue was stuck to the roof of my mouth. This was not the way I'd imagined us reuniting. 
 
    Silas spat blood on the carpet as he rose to his feet. “I deserved that,” he conceded. 
 
    Cass shouldered past me, hurrying away. 
 
    I squared my shoulders at Silas. “You wanna explain what she's doing here? Seeing as the last time I saw her, she was safe and sound?” 
 
    Silas gave me an apologetic frown. “Maybe it's better you hear it from her.” He placed a hand on my shoulder, turning me in the direction Cass had fled. I shrugged him off, but started walking. If he was going to let me speak with Cass, I wasn't gonna argue. 
 
    When we reached the closest balcony, he clicked his fingers at a guard in a balaclava. “Please show this man to my room.” Silas turned back to me. “Forgive me, I must continue with the trials.” His eyes trailed over my face again like he was hungry and I was hiding food. What was his deal? 
 
    I headed after the guard down the corridor. As we stepped into a stairwell, I heard Ulvic's frantic voice carrying to me. 
 
    “Where the hell has Jameson gone?” 
 
    I quickened my pace, glad when the door swung shut behind us. Sucker. 
 
    As we walked, I got all of two words out of my escort (shut up) and he promptly departed the moment we arrived at Silas's room. I considered knocking, then barreled inside instead, figuring Cass was probably going to turn me away otherwise. 
 
    I wasn't quite sure what I was going to say yet. Or what Ulvic's command would allow me to say, but the least I could do was find out how Cass had ended up here. I couldn't help but think fate had brought us back together. I'd always lapped up the idea of destiny. But I'd never thought it would tangle me up with a girl. Now I wanted it to spin a web around us so thick, that she'd never get away. 
 
    “Firefly?” I called, the sound of running water carrying to me as I gazed around the place. 
 
    The room looked like the 90s had thrown up on it. I headed toward the bathroom, leaning against the door. “You in there?” 
 
    “Yes...” she said quietly. “I'm in the bath.” 
 
    I nodded, sinking down to the floor and leaning back against the door. “You wanna tell me what the hell's going on? 'Cause my minds running in circles out here.” 
 
    She started to explain, telling me about the raid at The Sanctuary, the operation they'd put her through, the daily assessments, the Werewolf heart they'd shoved in her chest (which must have been taken from some poor sod). But there was one glaringly obvious thing she wasn't mentioning. “And Silas? 'Scuse me for pointing out the obvious, but from the story you just told me, I'm not sure why you two were chatting back there like good chums.” 
 
    The water splashed in the bath and a moment later the door opened. I fell flat on my back and Cass stumbled backwards just before I got a view up her towel. 
 
    “Not my fault,” I said innocently and her lips pulled up at one corner. 
 
    My heart did double flips. “Was that a smile?” I scrambled to my feet, reaching for her. My hands curled into fists before I could touch her, returning stiffly to my sides. Goddammit. 
 
    “No,” she insisted, side-stepping out of the room. Her hair hung in damp strands around her shoulders. The scent of jasmine floated from the bathwater: Larkspur. Her wounds were healed, so apparently she couldn't heal like a V anymore. 
 
    I hounded after her toward the bed. “So? Silas?” 
 
    Cass opened a wardrobe, stepping out of sight behind the door. I spotted her towel drop around her ankles and a lump rose in my throat. 
 
    “Silas has taken care of me. I know what he did was wrong and of course I want to get out of here. But...I dunno, he's not what you think.” 
 
    “Well I was thinking he's a creepy asshole who has no personal boundaries.” 
 
    Cass shut the door of the wardrobe, now wrapped in a pale green robe. “Well you're wrong. And anyway, it's not him who runs this place, it's his father.” 
 
    “Like father, like son.” My brows lowered. “I know that all too well these days.” 
 
    Cass's hard expression melted to a hopeful gaze. “Did you find your pack?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I dropped onto the edge of the bed, tonguing my cheek. “Didn't exactly turn out as planned though...” Once I'd finished telling her as much as I could about Ulvic's turn-coating and our fun outings with the Hunds, she'd moved to stand before me. 
 
    “I'm so sorry,” she breathed. “Perhaps Silas can help...” 
 
    “No,” I snapped, angry that she'd suggested it. I stood up so there was only an inch of space between us. But it might as well have been an ocean for how impossible it was to touch her. “I'll figure this out on my own.” 
 
    “You're being stubborn,” she huffed. 
 
    She was so, so beautiful. My heart wouldn't rest. I needed to pull her into my arms, but they were as stiff as boards. 
 
    I didn't care to argue any further. I stood quietly, soaking in her presence, breathing in the scent of jasmine on her skin. 
 
    Goosebumps spread across her arms and she looked up at me beneath her long lashes. 
 
    Touch me. For the love of god, I have to feel you against me again. 
 
    My heart was a roaring fire, begging her with all its might to come closer and be warmed by its flames. 
 
    “Perhaps we can help each other,” she said quietly. 
 
    “We could run?” I suggested, but she quickly doused that idea in ice-cold water. 
 
    “We can't leave the others. Our friends are here....your pack.” 
 
    I nodded and Cass lifted a hand as if to touch me. 
 
    Please do. 
 
    “I really am glad you're okay...” she dropped her eyes. 
 
    “You too,” I managed to say through my teeth. But nothing else. Not, I missed you, I love you, I want to cut off Ulvic's head and feast on his body on our wedding day. None of those things would come out of my mouth, though. 
 
    My heart pumped blood through my veins at a phenomenal pace. She was life itself, her presence made my soul dance. 
 
    Her fingers were a hair's breadth from my arm, when the door flew open. 
 
    “Jameson! Out!” Ulvic's command took hold of me and yanked me sideways. I marched out of the room barely before I'd registered what had happened. Bastard. 
 
    “You stay away from him,” Ulvic snarled at Cass before slamming the door shut. A masked guard stood awkwardly beside us. From his familiar smell, I could tell he was the one who'd brought me here before. 
 
    “You are not to leave my side again, do you hear me?” Ulvic ordered as we headed back toward the balconies. 
 
    I shut my eyes in frustration, grunting an affirmation. 
 
    I hate you, I hate you, I hate you. 
 
   


 
  

 Mercy
  
 
    Things were getting worse since Alfric had taken Jameson, Ulvic and the rest of the pack away. I'd heard the helicopter from the attic, crawled to the small dusty window at the far end of the room and watched as they all headed toward it through the woods. I'd banged my fist on the pane to catch their attention, but it was too late. They were gone. And I didn't know when or if they'd be coming back. 
 
    I was now under the watch of another man in addition to my 'carer'. Lynch was the kind of guy I knew well. He reminded me of the spectators who'd come to watch the V Games at my family castle. He was arrogant, rude and had a sense of entitlement that made him dangerous. I'd found out the other man was called Colt after Lynch had shouted at him for taking too long changing my bandages. 
 
    Since Alfric had stamped on my leg, it was healing all wrong. I knew because of the way Colt looked at the swelling and the odd angle the bone was setting. When the painkillers wore off, I was in agony. Hot sweats chased me through the night, followed by freezing spells of shivers. 
 
    Something was wrong, very wrong. And If I didn't get serious medical attention soon, or some damn V blood, I was in trouble. 
 
    Colt came to me in the evening and I gazed over the edges of my blanket, currently in the midst of one of my shivering stages. My teeth chattered as he quietly shut the door and crossed the room, carrying a thick blanket in his arms. 
 
    The light from the dim lamp on the bedside table caught in his silver eyes, so bright against his coppery his skin. The skull bandanna was in place as usual, hiding his features from me. 
 
    He lay the blanket over me, glancing back at the door as he did so. 
 
    “L-Lynch doesn't know y-you're here, d-does he?” I guessed. I always spoke to him, despite the fact he rarely answered. But I vastly preferred Colt's company to Lynch's. Captor or not. 
 
    Colt remained silent, lifting a hand and resting it against my forehead. His brows pulled together then he reached into his pocket, producing a small vial of something dark red. 
 
    I gasped in recognition and Colt immediately placed a hand over my mouth to keep me quiet. But I could barely contain myself. That had to be V blood. 
 
    “You're going to die.” His voice was a deep growl that sent a shiver down my spine. It was the first words he'd spoken to me in days and they made me question the illusion of safety I'd started to feel around him. “If I do nothing, you'll die,” he said, as if reiterating it to himself. 
 
    I nodded beneath his palm, my eyes sliding to the V blood. I was weak, but if I could get a hold of it, drink it quick enough- 
 
    His large fist tightened around it. “I can't give it to you all at once,” he whispered, his eyes sliding to the door and back to me in a measured movement. 
 
    I nodded again, my heart beating hard and loud beneath my rib cage. 
 
    “Lynch will know I gave it to you otherwise,” he continued, reaching toward the water on my bed stand. Gently, he extracted his hand from my mouth, uncorking the V blood. “Two drops a day.” He tapped the bottle so two measly drops dripped into my water, turning it a very pale shade of pink, barely noticeable in the dark room. 
 
    “Drink all of this,” he commanded, handing it to me. 
 
    I pushed myself up, taking the glass, not hesitating to down it in one. I needed every bit of help I could get. And two drops of Vampire blood were certainly better than none. 
 
    I gulped down a breath when I'd finished the water and Colt took the glass, planting it on the side. 
 
    Before he could leave, I asked, “Where are my friends gone? Are they coming back?” 
 
    Colt shifted closer and I felt the heat radiating from his body, making me nervous. 
 
    “All I know is, I have to keep you alive.” 
 
    “So Alfric can let Rockley Jones kill me?” I pursed my lips. 
 
    Colt fell quiet again, surveying me. He headed back to the door, pocketing the blood. “Get some rest.” 
 
    A warm, fizzing feeling grew in my belly. I'd healed myself with V blood my entire life. I'd taken it for pathetic scratches and blemishes. I'd never really appreciated it before, but it suddenly hit me how truly valuable it was. 
 
    Before Colt left, I propped myself up on my elbows and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    He paused in the doorway as if he might respond, then stepped out of the room and shut the door with a sharp click. A locking sound followed. After my vague attempt at escape, they weren't taking any chances. But the second I was well enough, I'd have to run. Because I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that if Alfric sent me to Rockley Jones, I was doomed. And it wasn't just death I was frightened of, but of what he'd put me through in penance for my betrayal. 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    My heart rate wouldn't settle. And I knew it had nothing to do with the fact I'd recently turned into a full-blown wolf. 
 
    I tried to distract myself by blow-drying my hair, but my thoughts were going haywire. In the past couple of hours, so much had happened that I couldn't process it. 
 
    Jameson invaded my mind. My skin was still tingling from his presence, and I hated myself for it. And I hated myself even more for how relieved I'd been to see him, how much I'd missed him. 
 
    The door opened and I jumped, dragged out of my reverie. I half-hoped Jameson had returned, but it was Silas who entered. He adjusted his bow-tie as he moved toward me. “I managed to steal away from the guests whilst they're being ushered to the dining hall. Are you alright?” 
 
    I nodded, then shook my head. “No, not really actually.” 
 
    I stood from the chair by the dressing table. Before I could question it, he'd walked forward and pulled me into a hug. “It's a lot to process.” He squeezed my shoulder then pressed me back, grinning. “You did incredibly well in your trial. And who knew you were capable of turning? I wonder why the serum didn't work on you before...” He shook his head, marvelling at me. I didn't much like it. 
 
    I stepped away. “I don't know...” I said vaguely. Of all the things on my mind, that probably should have been at the forefront. But it was Jameson who took up residence there. 
 
    Silas frowned and his perfectly smooth forehead creased. “What a coincidence that your boyfriend turned up here, huh?” 
 
    “He's not my boyfriend,” I said, too harshly. 
 
    Silas nodded, his eyes brightening and it occurred to me that maybe he cared for me. The idea was way too much to even entertain at that moment, so I stuffed it into a box at the back of my mind, along with the other concerns I was avoiding day to day. I bit my lip to hold back my next words. But Jameson's pride was not going to stop me from helping him. “That man he's with, Ulvic, he has control of him and the other Werewolves.” 
 
    “Control?” Silas questioned. “Of all of them?” 
 
    “Yes...I don't understand it fully myself, but Ulvic has them under his power somehow. All he has to do is command them to do what he wants and they have to do it.” 
 
    Silas's brows drew together. “I've heard of such things, but I've never witnessed it on such a large scale. Their loyalty to him must be quite fierce, are you sure he's a danger to them?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, my spine straightening. I thought of what Ulvic had done to Jameson in the past and it split my heart open. “They used to be friends, but Ulvic ordered something awful of Jameson...he...” I didn't know if it was my place to say it, but I needed Silas to be on Jameson's side, so he might help him. “Ulvic ordered Jameson to kill half of his pack, to save his own skin.” 
 
    Silas nodded slowly, his eyes darkening. “Jesus...poor guy.” 
 
    “Now Jameson's stuck under Ulvic's command. He can't escape his orders. And he's had him do more terrible things. Not just him, the whole pack.” 
 
    Silas rubbed his chin, looking thoughtful. “Alfric Hund is an old friend of my father's. He's been trying to convince him to become an investor for years. I would have to tread very lightly in helping Jameson.” 
 
    “But you will?” I gripped his wrist, hope swelling inside me. 
 
    “I'll do what I can.” His gaze skimmed over my lips. 
 
    I stepped smoothly away and Silas cleared his throat, moving to the wardrobe and thumbing through the contents. He took out a dark green dress. High-necked, floor-length, with a delicate, black lace trim surrounding the bodice. 
 
    “I'm hosting a party for the guests,” he said quietly, laying it on the bed. “I thought...well, I thought this was your colour.” 
 
    I nodded, heat growing at the base of my spine. “It's beautiful.” 
 
    Silas smiled, heading toward the door. “The other Immortals from The Sanctuary will be there, too. I'm sorry you didn't have a chance to watch their trials.” 
 
    I nodded as he opened the door. He lingered there a moment, before saying, “Would it be bold of me to ask you to attend this party at my side?” 
 
    My mouth grew dry. He looked so imperfect standing there, his beautiful features twisted into a look of vulnerability. I preferred him that way. 
 
    “No, not too bold,” I answered, a smile fighting its way onto my lips. 
 
    He nodded, a grin growing on his face. “I'll wait for you to get dressed, then.” 
 
    He shut the door and I hurried to the mirror, leaning forward on the dressing stand to gaze directly into my eyes. 
 
    What are you doing? 
 
    I should have been running from Silas, not attending parties with him. I glared at myself. Was this about Jameson? Deep down, I knew he'd be at the party with Ulvic. 
 
    I sighed, leaning closer to gaze at my face. Since I'd been made into a Hybrid, I'd lost some of the absolute beauty the Vampire curse had given me. I looked more normal. Which made me a lot more comfortable in my own skin. I saw my old self gazing back at me, but she wasn't quite the same hardened woman she'd once been. Her eyes were softer. Her face didn't shut out the world so tightly. Had Jameson changed that, or had Silas? Or had it been something else entirely? 
 
    I shed my robe, pulling on the gown and admiring it in a free-standing mirror. 
 
    I left my hair loose, hanging in soft curls around my shoulders. I turned to one side, eyeing my belly. Still no bump. No nothing. I ran my hand across my stomach, then dropped it, shaking my head at myself in the mirror. The idea of me as a mother was ludicrous. I'd wanted a family once, but prison had kind of dried out and shrivelled up that future. I was a felon. I'd killed people. I shouldn't ever be responsible for raising a child. What I'd done after I'd found out my ex had cheated on me was abominable. The fire I'd set in his block of flats had killed so many people. Families. Children. 
 
    My throat burned and tears hovered in my eyes. I glared at myself in the mirror. No child should have to grow up with a murderer for a mother. 
 
    I muttered curses at myself before heading to the door, battling my emotions away. I was good at hiding the pain, the guilt, the anger at myself. Sometimes I felt I'd dealt with the horrors of my past, other times it felt so close that I could feel the smoke curling in the back of my throat. I smelt the petrol I'd poured over his possessions, tasted it on my tongue. 
 
    I plastered a smile on my face and opened the door. Silas kicked off of the wall he'd been leaning against, moving toward me with a hungry look in his eyes. “You look incredible.” He took my hand, placing a kiss on the back of it and I swatted him away, forcing a laugh. 
 
    “Come on, Firefly. Everyone's dying to meet you.” 
 
    I'd assumed he'd been joking, but when I entered the grand, old dining room at Silas's side, I was swarmed by a rush of potential investors. 
 
    For several long minutes, I was drowned in questions about my trial and congratulated on my performance. Silas kept at my side, chatting politely with his guests. All of whom seemed desperate to fund his projects. I couldn't help but hate them. Every one of them would be funding IDAHO's vile experiments. 
 
    Across the low-lit room, I caught sight of a group of Immortals being hounded by more investors. I gasped as I spotted Kodiak amongst them, forcing my way past the woman in front of me and darting toward him. I searched for anyone else I knew, but the others were strangers, people I'd known only by sight at The Sanctuary. Did that mean my friends had escaped? I made a mental note to ask Silas about them, but fear lanced through me at the thought that they hadn't survived their 'transformations'. 
 
    “Did you arrive with him?” Kodiak growled as I approached him. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder, finding Silas's eyes pinned on me. I turned back to Kodiak, my cheeks heating up. “Yes, but he's not all bad.” 
 
    “Not all bad?” he snarled. “Are you insane? He had us cut open, turned us into -to-” 
 
    The investors backed away, muttering between themselves as they listened to our conversation. 
 
    Kodiak grunted his annoyance, not needing to finish that sentence. Perhaps I'd been too easy on Silas lately. I closed my eyes, taking a moment to centre my thoughts. “Have you been treated okay?” 
 
    “If you count being monitored daily and being fed hunks of meat every day as okay, then I suppose so.” He was clearly furious, his eyes aflame. I should have still felt that way. Why didn't I? Guilt burrowed its way into my chest. 
 
    “How can you stand being near him?” Kodiak didn't let it lie. 
 
    “It's his father who did this, not him,” I insisted, but even as I said it, I knew it sounded pathetic. 
 
    Kodiak let out a humourless laugh. “You believe that? Because I haven't seen anyone else throwing orders around here.” 
 
    “He's at another institute,” I said, but my argument was diminishing in strength. Silas was in charge here. Even if he was acting on his father's instructions. 
 
    I caught sight of Ulvic entering the room at Alfric's side. Behind him were his Werewolves. They'd all been given fine clothes to wear, the girls in gowns and the men in suits. Jameson's bow-tie was loose around his neck; he clearly wasn't bothered about looking smart. Nadine's arm was hooked through his, her red gown splitting up one leg. 
 
    Ulvic caught my eye, giving me a glare that told me to keep away. I stared evenly back for a moment, before turning away. 
 
    I'll do as I please, Ulvic Hund. 
 
    “We should make a run for it,” Kodiak lowered her voice and some of the other Immortals gathered closer. “We're strong. We can take on a few guards.” His eyes slid to the suited men flanking the doors. From the looks of the high-powered guns at their hips, I wasn't convinced. 
 
    “Perhaps I can talk to Silas, see if he'll let us leave? He's reasonable,” I urged, not wanting anymore blood to be spilled on this ship. “We've done what he's asked. I don't see why we need to stay much longer.” 
 
    “Because he'll want to keep doing tests on us,” Kodiak said. “And I'm done with it.” 
 
    “Just let me try,” I begged. I didn't want anyone to get hurt. Surely Silas would let us go? He'd collected plenty of data on us. If he wanted to make more Hybrids, he could. 
 
    “If he doesn't say yes by the end of the ball, I'm escaping with or without you,” Kodiak said, gesturing for me to return to Silas.  
 
    I hesitated before leaving, my heart feeling heavy. “Are any more of our friends here? Thames..?” I trailed off. I knew Kodiak cared about her. If she was onboard, he'd try to save her. I was sure of it. 
 
    “I don't think any humans were brought here,” he muttered, his eyes softening a fraction, betraying his relief at that fact. 
 
    I nodded, gripping his arm briefly before slipping away and heading back toward Silas. Before I reached him, Rockley Jones marched into the room in a glittery blue top and a black cape. His dreadlocks were bound in two pigtails and diamonds sparkled in his ears. 
 
    “Silas! My old friend.” He looped an arm around his shoulders, guiding him away from me toward a bar. 
 
    “Dammit,” I muttered. The investors were circling me again and I hurried away to a quieter corner of the room. I didn't much like the idea of approaching Silas whilst he was in the company of Rockley Jones, but I was desperately curious as to what they were saying. 
 
    At one end of the room, a band started up, playing jazz music. I pretended to be listening, moving through the crowd, but creeping closer to the bar with every step. 
 
    Rockley and Silas were sat on two stools, drinking whiskey. I darted into a shadowy corner close by, using my heightened senses to pick up their conversation. 
 
    “- know how you can stand being in their company,” Rockley was saying, knocking back his drink before ordering another. “Dey're lesser creatures. Your experiments interest me, yes, but de way you treat dem as equals...” Rockley visibly shuddered. 
 
    “Times are changing, Mr Jones. The Immortals are a part of this world as much as we are. And there will soon come a time when humanity is made aware of their existence.” 
 
    Rockley spat a laugh. “Dat would cause riots in de streets.” 
 
    “Not if we're prepared,” Silas said. “My father's work will provide cures to human diseases, illnesses, think of the possibilities once we harness the cure to humanity.” 
 
    Rockley nodded slowly. “And I suppose dere would be great profit in dis?” 
 
    “Of course. But the fine details are still undecided. Our work is dangerous in the wrong hands.” 
 
    “But you trust dese investors?” Rockley glanced over his shoulder and I shrank further into the shadows. 
 
    “Many of them have family members who are ill, or wish to pay the price for Immortality themselves. They are simply the first in line for the treatments IDAHO is going to offer.” 
 
    “Enlighten me.” Rockley gestured with his glass. “What will you first bring onto de market?” 
 
    “Vampire blood has always been one of the simplest and most effective healing treatments. We have, however tried to eliminate the unethical side of obtaining it. We're currently in the final stages of testing a replica blood. Once we can procure it ourselves without the extraction from Vampires, it will be ready.” 
 
    Rockley laughed. “You talk of Vs as if dey have feelings, Mr Madigan. I don't understand dis way of thinking.” 
 
    “Your background is quite different to mine. And yet you responded to our invitation to come here. I have to wonder why you attended if you're not interested in becoming an investor?” 
 
    Rockley gave him an assessing look. “Perhaps I was simply curious, no?” 
 
    “I believe there's more to it than that...” 
 
    Rockley glanced over his shoulder again and my heart hammered in my chest. He lowered his voice, leaning toward Silas. “In all honesty, I heard IDAHO raided Brendan Grey's Sanctuary, and I believe you are harbouring someone of interest to me.” 
 
    “If it's the Grey girl you're after, she's not here.” Silas sat up straighter, but I couldn't see his expression. 
 
    “Perhaps...” Rockley moved closer, trying to threaten Silas with his body language, but he didn't seem fazed. “But that red-headed little friend of hers is...” 
 
    My throat constricted as I flattened myself against the wall, desperate to remain unseen. 
 
    “I'll pay anything you ask for dat one,” Rockley growled. 
 
    “She's not for sale,” Silas said in an equally deadly tone and I released a breath of relief. 
 
    “Everyone has a price,” Rockley purred. 
 
    “Not me,” Silas insisted and my heart lifted. Rockley was worth a fortune, and Silas had told me himself how much IDAHO needed the money. He was actually protecting me. 
 
    Silas stood and I kept very still. “Enjoy the rest of the party, Mr Jones.” He marched away, leaving Rockley with a foul look on his face. 
 
    Rockley tipped his whiskey down his throat before standing and strutting off into the crowd, his cape billowing out behind him. 
 
    I stayed in place, searching the swaying room of people for Jameson. But I couldn't find him. Nadine, Mekiah, and Reason all stood together near a buffet table, but he was nowhere to be seen. I tried to track down Ulvic and his father, but they seemed to be absent, too. 
 
    I slipped from the shadows, moving casually back into the crowd and heading in the direction of the Werewolves. 
 
    Before I made it there, however, Silas appeared in front of me, making my heart jump in my chest. 
 
    He broke into a bright smile. “Don't stray away tonight,” he said brightly, but I knew why he was saying it. 
 
    I nodded and he looped an arm around my waist. “Dance?” he offered. “The band is rather good. I had them flown here from London.” 
 
    I dipped my head. “Alright.” As soon as I was done buttering him up, I was going to ask him to let us leave. I just had to figure out a way to get Jameson and his pack into that deal, too... 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    I followed Ulvic and his father out of the dining hall, wondering where this magical mystery tour was going to take me. Nowhere fun, I imagined. 
 
    We headed back to the cabin we'd been provided several floors down. Well, the Hunds had been provided with it. I'd been made to change into a suit in the corridor with the rest of my pack. Which was dignity at its finest. 
 
    “Wait here,” Ulvic growled as they stepped into the room. Sneaky bastards. Not that I wanted to hang around with either of them any more than I had to. But I had the feeling Ulvic was keeping me on a short leash on purpose. Why else would he have brought me with him and none of the other wolves? He wanted me as far away from Cass as possible. That was obvious. 
 
    I folded my arms, leaning against the wall as I waited for the two of them to return. When they did, Ulvic looked sweaty and pale and Alfric had a large bag dangling from his arm. 
 
    Alfric clapped Ulvic on the shoulder. “I'm proud of you, son.” 
 
    I raised a brow as Ulvic nodded. Maybe I should have eavesdropped on that room... 
 
    “Shame you're still a faggot, though.” Alfric marched away and Ulvic gripped the door frame, gazing after him in horror. 
 
    “God you're pathetic,” I muttered. “Going along with your homophobic father who actually paid someone to hunt you down and kill you. It must really suck to be you.” 
 
    Ulvic glowered at me. “Come on.” He headed after Alfric and I kept to his side, figuring I might as well get a few more digs in whilst I could. 
 
    “Is it hard having everyone hate you?” I asked, but he didn't answer. “Yeah, must be hard. Especially considering you did have a whole family of Werewolves who loved you. But you didn't love them back, did you? You were happy to throw them under a bus to save yourself.” 
 
    As we turned into a stairwell, Ulvic's face became blotchy with red patches. Still, he didn't respond to me. Alfric's footsteps echoed back to us from below. 
 
    We headed downstairs and Ulvic remained at my side. 
 
    “You'd be a martyr now if you'd only died for them,” I continued thoughtfully. “But instead you're just a pathetic, lonely, lowlife-” 
 
    Ulvic threw himself at me so hard, I lost my balance and leant violently backwards over the stair railing. “You shut your mouth,” he growled, but it wasn't an order. “I'll let you fall, I swear I will.” 
 
    I gripped the railing for support, but it wasn't much good if Ulvic ordered me to jump. Plus, he was a Hunter. So he might have even had the strength to do it. 
 
    My heart kicked into top gear. Did he have the guts? Surely not. 
 
    “I did what I had to do to survive,” Ulvic spat. “You don't blame your friends who were in the V Games, do you?” he snarled, his eyes the eyes of a wild-man. “They did terrible things, too. Hurt their allies so they could live. You were there, you saw what Selena did, what Cassandra did. But you don't blame them for surviving. Just me.” Spittle sprayed over my face. His hand was tightly fisted in my shirt as my spine bent further over the railing. 
 
    “They were forced to do that by the Helsings,” I growled, trying to keep my cool. But seriously struggling. 
 
    “SO WAS I!” Ulvic bellowed, his voice echoing around the stairwell, over and over. Silence stretched out around us and his eyes filled with tears. “If you'd only consider forgiving me,” he pleaded in a desperate whisper. 
 
    I reached for his hand and his fingers loosened. Slowly, I tugged it free from my shirt and gently pushed him back so he let me stand. I sighed, emotion welling inside me. Hatred, anger, pain. I couldn't let it go. It was too late. I gazed into his face, trying my hardest to find a shred of forgiveness inside me. But it didn't exist. “There's no going back, Ulvic. What's done is done. I can't forgive you for it.” 
 
    His expression was totally broken. I even felt a little bit sorry for him. 
 
    He strode away and I brushed the creases from my shirt as I walked after him, trying not to feel rattled. But I was. Which said a lot. 
 
    As we descended into the lower levels of the ship, I grew distracted from Ulvic's outburst, and overly curious as to what exactly we were doing down here. 
 
    We moved into a pitch black corridor and Alfric took a torch from his bag, switching it on. Maybe he'd been in the scouts? Be prepared and all that. 
 
    A dripping pipe sounded somewhere up ahead and the loud buzz of the engine hummed in my ears. “Fun as this is...I think I'd like to go back to the party now.” 
 
    “Shh,” Alfric hushed me sharply. He pointed to a door and Ulvic opened it by spinning a metal wheel on the front, leading the way inside. “You're not to run away,” he ordered me as we entered the engine room and the droning noise grew louder. I lifted my hands to my ears, wincing from the rattling of my brain against my skull. 
 
    Alfric placed his bag carefully on the floor, unzipping it and gently lifting something from it. I had never been in the FBI, the CIA, or MI6, but I'd seen more action films in my lifetime than was probably acceptable by anyone else's standards. And that big, blinking hunk of metal in his hands, was a bomb. No doubt about it. 
 
    I backed up, looking between the two of them, hands still clamped over my ears. “What the hell?” I shouted, but my voice was lost to the wailing noise. 
 
    Alfric set the bomb down near a large boiler-type thing, setting up a timer of just thirty minutes. 
 
    I shook my head, moving to the door, my heart pounding hard against my chest. Maybe I couldn't run. But I could damn well power-walk. I turned, marching into the hall, moving as fast as I could without breaking Ulvic's command. 
 
    Him and his father caught up to me in no time. I was flanked by the two arseholes as we headed upstairs. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” I demanded. 
 
    “Because Silas Madigan is a sympathiser with Immortals,” Alfric snarled. “I gave him plenty of warnings. I threatened him, had my men destroy his shipments, but he wouldn't stop. Now he actually wants to reveal the existence of Immortals to humanity. He's an abomination to Hunters. And I'm not going to let one more blow be struck to us.” 
 
    Ulvic remained quiet, his face pasty. 
 
    My heart fled into top gear. I had to get to Cass, my pack. We had to get the hell off this ship! 
 
    A few floors up, Ulvic forced me to comply with more orders as we headed back to their cabin. This time, I was brought into the room. 
 
    It was a twin bedroom with nasty yellow wallpaper and golden bed sheets. Ulvic marched to his duffel bag which was sitting on one of the beds, rifling through it. 
 
    “Stop wasting time, you layabout. Just grab the whole bag. We need to get to the helicopter and get out of here,” Alfric snapped, putting on his creepazoid hat. “You always were a lazy piece of-” 
 
    Ulvic lifted a gun, directing it right at his father's face. His hands were trembling, but his jaw was set, anger raging in his eyes. “Go ahead. Finish that sentence.” 
 
    Alfric snorted a laugh. “You don't have the guts to shoot me. You're a spineless waste of life. Your mother would be ashamed-” 
 
    “Don't you talk on her behalf!” Ulvic barked. 
 
    I stood, frozen by the door, unsure what to do. One thing I did know? We did not have time to stand around discussing whether or not Ulvic's backbone existed. 
 
    “You took everything good out of my life when you were born,” Alfric snarled. “You couldn't even do that right, could you? Stealing my beautiful wife from me. I tried to beat it out of you this -this-” He gestured to his son, grimacing. “This wrongness about you.” 
 
    Ulvic moved closer, pressing the barrel of the gun to his father's forehead. “Say one more word and I'll do it.” 
 
    Ulvic may have been a coward at times, but in that moment he didn't look like someone to be trifled with. A vein was popping in his temple and he had a maddened glint in his gaze. 
 
    Alfric's upper lip curled back into a sneer. He glared into his son's eyes and enunciated every letter of the word, “Faggot.” 
 
    BANG. 
 
    Alfric hit the wall, slumping to the floor, blood splattering all over the lemon-coloured walls. My heart pounded against my rib cage. Relief flooded me in waves. 
 
    I laughed, then whooped. “Jesus Christ, Ulvic!” 
 
    He turned to me, a dark but triumphant look on his face. “I've wanted to do that for a very, very long time.” 
 
    I moved toward him, patting him awkwardly on the shoulder. He stepped past me, walking to the door and I turned, brows raised. “Now what? Defuse the bomb and get the hell out of here?” 
 
    Ulvic gave me a grim smile. “No, you're going to stay right here.” 
 
    It was an order and I felt it run over me like cold water. “What?” I breathed, the balloon in my chest deflating spectacularly. 
 
    Ulvic gave me a lingering look before turning and exiting the room, slamming the door behind him. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I turned to a wood-rimmed clock on the wall. 
 
    Five minutes. 
 
    I gazed at it, watching the seconds tick by, growing desperate. 
 
    Four minutes. 
 
    Was Ulvic going to come back for me? Or was this punishment for all my bullshit? Leaving me to die on a sinking ship? 
 
    Three minutes. 
 
    I mentally willed everyone I loved to get off the cruise ship. 
 
    Two minutes. 
 
    Oh my God. Ulvic's not coming back for me. 
 
    BOOM. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    My arms were laid on Silas's shoulders as he danced with me, his hands tight on my waist. The floor suddenly shuddered, followed by a loud rumbling. I gazed up at the sparkling chandelier trembling above us. What on earth... 
 
    Silas and I stopped dancing, gazing around the room. The band ceased playing as the shudder grew to a violent tremor. 
 
    A few panicked cries rang out. 
 
    “What's happening?” I asked Silas, but he shook his head. 
 
    “I don't know. Stay here, I'll find out.” 
 
    He jogged away and I hesitated half a second before following, hurrying after him through the crowd. 
 
    Someone caught my arm and I was yanked around with force. I came face to face with Rockley Jones, his head tilted down as his eyes scraped over me. “We need to have a talk, you and I.” 
 
    I tried to shake off his hand, but his grip was unbreakable. “I have nothing to say to you.” 
 
    “Want to try another answer?” He moved into my personal space and the smell of peppermint slid over me. I jolted as a sharp blade pressed into my stomach; his cloak concealed it, so the crowd couldn't see. 
 
    “By the time you scream, I'll have buried dis up to de hilt in your belly.” He leaned closer and his minty breath rolled over me. “And it's not you I'm aiming to hurt.” 
 
    Horror spiked through me. He knew. Silas must have told him about the baby. How could he? 
 
    I set my jaw. “What do you want?” I snarled. 
 
    “Is Selena Grey on this ship?” he breathed, his eyes full of desperation. 
 
    I shook my head, trying to swallow the sharp lump in my throat. “No, she left The Sanctuary weeks ago.” 
 
    He nodded slowly. “To go where?” 
 
    “Away,” I hissed, trying to jerk backwards again, but he held on tight. 
 
    “Don't play games wid me, girl. Where is she?” His expression was tiger-like in his rage. 
 
    “I don't know,” I said earnestly. Not that I would have told him if I did. “She went away. I don't know where.” 
 
    “Liar,” he hissed, jabbing the blade against my dress. I winced, fear spreading through me. 
 
    Silas's voice suddenly rang through the room, “Please, continue the party. I'm sure we're just having minor engine trouble. The ship's not what it used to be as I'm sure you can tell.” 
 
    Laughter followed, and the band started up again as people relaxed. Rockley's attention had moved to Silas and my heart rate shot up. I grabbed his wrist, twisting sharply and shoving him hard away from me. He roared in pain as his wrist bone snapped and I turned and fled into the crowd. 
 
    Ahead of me, Silas was exiting the dining hall, but as I tried to follow, a guard moved into my way, reaching for the gun at his hip. 
 
    “Silas!” I called in desperation to escape Rockley. He halted, turning back to me. 
 
    “Let her through,” he ordered the guard and I hurried past, running to his side, glancing over my shoulder to make sure Rockley wasn't following. I slowed to a walk at Silas's side, trying to compose myself, my heartbeat unsteady. 
 
    He seemed too distracted to notice my ragged breathing, tapping keys on his phone as we marched along. 
 
    “I've sent for help,” he said. “But the nearest IDAHO institute is two hours south of here.” He scraped a hand through his hair. 
 
    “What kind of help?” I halted him. 
 
    His worried gaze focused on me. “I received a message this morning from an anonymous number.” He held out his phone, pressing a button on it and a distorted male voice filled the air, disguising who they were in a monstrous tone. 
 
    “The Immortal plague must be stopped. Your work defies the world order. Desist at once, or your vessel will be destroyed by sundown.” 
 
    The message played on repeat until Silas switched it off and he tucked the phone into his trouser pocket. 
 
    “Sir!” A guard darted out of a stairwell, his trousers wet from the knee down. “There's been an explosion in the engine room. We have no power running to the propellers and...” He ran a hand over his ashen face. “We're going down by the stern. The bottom deck is already flooded and the water is rising rapidly.” 
 
    “What about the pumps?” Silas demanded. 
 
    “Working, sir. But from the rate of flooding, I believe the damage is sufficient enough to...” 
 
    “To?” Silas looked like he wanted to shake him. 
 
    The guard visibly swallowed. “To sink us, sir.” 
 
    Fear darted through me. I looked to Silas. “What do we do?” 
 
    Silas took hold of the guard's shoulder. “Have the dining hall evacuated, get them up to the top deck. And try not to cause a panic.” 
 
    The guard nodded, running off in the direction of the hall. 
 
    Silas snatched out his phone again, marching down the corridor as he made calls. “Jefferson, have the cabins evacuated, make sure the assets are taken care of. I want every resident on this ship escorted to the top deck in less than thirty minutes, is that clear? Good.” He hung up, making another call. “Avery, I need you to contact the nearest coastguard – I know, dammit just call all of them. I want helicopters, boats, or goddamn submarines here in under an hour, understand? Yes, we're in trouble, now get to it.” Silas hung up and shoved the phone into his pocket again. He took my hand, surprising me, his eyes burning into mine. “Go upstairs, wait for the investors by the helicopters and hitch a ride with them.” 
 
    “Wait- what are you going to do?” I asked in alarm. 
 
    “I can't leave my sister...” He glanced toward the stairwell. 
 
    My heart twinged. “I'll go with you.” 
 
    “No,” he said immediately. 
 
    It wasn't the only reason I didn't want to leave. Jameson hadn't been in the dining hall. He probably didn't know the ship was sinking... 
 
    “I'm coming with you,” I insisted, heading into the stairwell without giving him another chance to complain. 
 
    He hurried to my side. “Thank you,” he muttered and I caught sight of the fear in his eyes. 
 
    I couldn't quite process the fact we were on a sinking ship, so it was even more of a stretch to understand how Silas was feeling. This was his home, his work place, his life. And it was soon going to be at the bottom of the ocean. 
 
    Silas picked up the pace until we were jogging down into the depths of the cruise ship. My senses were trained on the corridors we passed, listening for the sound of Jameson's voice, but I heard nothing but the groaning of the dying ship. 
 
    Silas led me out into a corridor and we ran along it a high speed in the direction of his sister's tomb. I was a little out of breath by the time we reached it and Silas dismissed the two men guarding the door, sending them away to assist the evacuation. 
 
    We stepped into the icy room and Silas hurried across it to a computer screen embedded in the wall. As he touched it, it sprang to life and he tapped the keypad for several seconds. I moved toward the glass coffin, waiting for Silas. 
 
    He bashed his palm against the wall. “Dammit, the system's doing an emergency reboot.” 
 
    “Can't we just open it?” I asked. 
 
    “The tank is controlled through this computer. I can't open it without entering a code.” 
 
    Water trickled into the room, sliding under the door and moving toward us like a rising tide. Fear rippled through me. 
 
    “We don't have much time,” I said, watching as Silas placed two hands either side of the screen, leaning against the wall. 
 
    Water washed over my feet and I gasped at how cold it was. 
 
    “Go up to the deck,” Silas ordered, giving me an intense look. 
 
    I looked to the door, then shook my head. I couldn't just abandon him. 
 
    The computer screen turned blue, which didn't seem right. My heart stuttered in my chest. I moved to the tank, resting my hand on the top of it. 
 
    “I'll smash the glass,” I said. 
 
    “No!” he cried, darting forward to stop me. “You might cut her.” 
 
    “We don't have a choice Silas.” The water had risen to our ankles already and I didn't fancy swimming back to the stairwell. 
 
    He looked torn. He gazed from me to Emma, then finally nodded. “Near her feet.” 
 
    I moved around the tank and kicked the end of it. The glass shattered and Silas nudged me aside, leaning down and reaching into the tank, gently pulling Emma's still body from the glass coffin. 
 
    She wasn't rigid like I expected, but floppy as if she were sleeping. Maybe Silas was right, maybe they could bring her back one day. 
 
    He held her against his shoulder and her cheek rested on his shirt, her eyes still closed. His Adam's apple rose and fell then he pointed to the door with his free hand. “Go.” 
 
    I hurried ahead, holding the door open for him as I splashed out into the sodden corridor. The lights flickered around us and my heart fluttered with panic. We needed to get off this ship, fast. 
 
    The floor was slightly slanted now that the water was filling the lower decks at the back of the ship. By the time we reached the stairwell, it was up to our calves. 
 
    “Hurry,” Silas said through his teeth, pressing his hand to my spine as we stepped into the stairway. The water was rising from the lower levels and a dark pool lay where the steps had once led down. 
 
    A groaning, creaking sound thrummed through my body. I tensed as the door opposite us burst from its hinges, exploding across the space followed by a torrent of seawater. Silas and I were swept off our feet, pushed forward into the pool. The pressure forced me under and I lost sight of everything. I felt Silas's body bump into mine as water poured down on us from the doorway, forcing us further under. I kicked hard, battling the torrent, and finally felt it easing. 
 
    My head breached the surface and I gasped down a lungful of air, waving my hands as I tried to find something to grab hold of. My foot hit a step and I clambered up, dragging myself out of the icy water. 
 
    “Silas!” I shouted, turning to face the pool. Water was still pouring in from the broken doorway. The lights flashed on and off, disorientating me. The ship made a horrible, ear-wrenching groan and my stomach tied itself in knots. 
 
    Come on, Silas. 
 
    Silas breached the surface, gasping loudly. I dove forward, catching his free arm, his other one still locked tightly around Emma. 
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked, guiding him to the stairs. He emerged from the pool, panting and spluttering, coughing up a mouthful of water. 
 
    “Yes, are you?” His eyes roamed over me, landing on my stomach. 
 
    “I'm fine.” I turned my gaze to the stairs. “Come on, we need to move.” 
 
    Silas hurried at my side, both of us dripping wet as we jogged upstairs as fast as we could. I kept my pace slow enough to remain at Silas's side. 
 
    We finally reached the top deck and I led the way outside. The sky was crimson with the dying sun, dousing the whole sea in its ominous light. 
 
    Silas caught my arm to halt me. “Get to the bow, see if you can make it to one of those helicopters. If not, find another way off the ship as fast as you can.” 
 
    “Wait-” I blurted, dropping my eyes to Emma. “Let me take her.” 
 
    He hesitated, shaking his head. “I have a solution in the lab...if I inject her with it, it will keep her decomposition at bay.” 
 
    Moving toward me, he reached out and cupped my cheek, his eyes as warm as melted chocolate. “Please, get yourself to safety.” 
 
    A lump rose in my throat as I gave in, nodding. 
 
    “That's my girl,” he said and I recalled Jameson saying those very words to me. I pushed the memory away, giving Silas an encouraging smile. 
 
    “I'll see you soon,” I promised. 
 
    “Very.” He nodded. He hesitated a second longer, then lurched forward, pressing his lips to mine. Heat burned between our mouths and I had no time to react before he pulled away and fled back inside. 
 
    I stood there, rooted to the spot for a second, in shock. Forcing my thoughts back onto the more pressing situation, I turned on my heel, sprinting up the deck in the direction of the rising bow. It was a long way to go, but I ran as hard and as fast I could, trying to listen for the helicopters up ahead. 
 
    A whirring, humming noise signalled the turning of propellers. I increased my pace, forcing my legs to move impossibly fast. Perhaps Jameson would be there, readying to leave the ship. Perhaps we could all get off together. 
 
    I stumbled to a halt as I met the front deck where the triangular helipad stretched out before me. A helicopter rose into the sky and I waved an arm, shouting out to it. “Wait! Come back!” 
 
    It roared overhead, wrenching my hair back in a tangle of damp strands. It zoomed over the waves, disappearing toward the horizon where I could just make out a mass of land. It could have been a hundred miles away for all I knew. But if worst came to worst, that was the direction I was going to have to swim. I just prayed it wouldn't come to that. 
 
    There was one helicopter left and I rushed toward it, hoping a pilot was prepping it for take-off. But no one was there. The helipad was empty of people. Everything was quiet. Where was everybody? 
 
    My frantic thoughts settled on Jameson. Arsehole or not, I couldn't leave him behind. I pressed a hand to my stomach. I knew without a shadow of a doubt that I wanted this baby. And I'd damn well make sure I was the kind of mother a child deserved. Which meant I had to try and make sure this baby grew up with a father, too. 
 
    “Right, trouble,” I muttered to myself, running a hand over my belly. “Let's go get your Daddy, shall we?” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Jameson 
 
    Holy Mary Mother of God. I was going to drown. Ulvic was going to let me mother-effing-drown. 
 
    “Ulvic!” I roared at the top of my lungs. 
 
    I couldn't believe he'd left me in a room with his dead father, leaking blood all over the place. Plus, I was several floors lower than I'd liked to have been on a sinking ship. And Ulvic's command to 'stay right here' had glued my feet to the ugly 90s carpet. 
 
    I hummed to keep myself calm. It didn't work. So I whistled. Which also didn't work. Especially when water seeped into the room and washed over my ankles at an alarming speed. 
 
    “Ulvic!” I shouted, my voice growing raw from how many times I'd called out his name. I'd also tried a series of other names. Including crapbag, asshat, shit-eating-mind-controller, and son-of-a-C-word. Funnily enough, none of those had brought him back either. 
 
    As the water level rose, Alfric's body started to float and drifted in my direction, bumping into my legs over and over again. I shoved him away more than once, until I had to give up trying and let that dead arsehole rest against my calves. 
 
    This was not a cool way to go out. I deserved a hero's death. Like a god-damn Viking, or one of those old men who had a heart attack during sex. Not like this. 
 
    Not. Like. This. 
 
    I took hold of my legs, yanking as hard as I could. “Come on, come on,” I growled at myself. 
 
    Just as I bent down, took hold of both ankles and my cheek dunked into the seawater, Ulvic splashed into the room. 
 
    “You.” I stood upright. “Let me move. Right this god-damn second.” 
 
    Ulvic ran a hand over his hair, composing himself. “I've made a deal to ensure we get off this ship. Follow me,” he commanded. He was not in a chirpy mood. But neither was I. In fact, I was ready to fillet him like a fish. 
 
    “Release me, Ulvic, we're done with this,” I demanded, though my legs undermined my rebellion somewhat as they carried me willingly out the door. The water splashed over my knees. 
 
    “Ulvic!” I snapped as we waded further down the corridor. 
 
    He turned sharply around, throwing his hand out and catching me by the throat. “Don't fight back,” he growled, and my balled hands uncurled. 
 
    “You are my property, wolf. Forget any friendship we once had. It's over. I know that now. You said it yourself. There's no going back. So this is how it's going to be from now on. You can either accept that, or fight me every step of the way, but don't forget what I'm capable of. I can make you hurt the rest of the pack again if that's what it'll take?” His expression was practically unrecognisable. He'd always seemed smaller to me, but now was the first time I realised he was only an inch less in height. He was seriously strong, too. My windpipes cried out against the crushing squeeze of his palm. But there was no way in hell I was going to show weakness in front of him. 
 
    “Look who found a backbone,” I snarled. “Shame it's made of the bad stuff.” 
 
    “There is no bad, or good,” he hissed. “There are only winners and losers. And I'm done being on the losing side of life. I'm not going to put up with your bullshit anymore. Jameson. I am done playing nice. And I am done taking your incessant insults on the chin like I did with my father.” 
 
    “We used to be friends,” I tried to say it with venom, but the hurt was clear in my tone, betraying how much I'd once cared for him. 
 
    His eyes softened and he released me, stepping back. The water had risen to my thighs, chilling me. But it wasn't arctic cold. Definitely bearable. 
 
    Ulvic turned, heading toward a stairwell marked with a glowing emergency exit sign, moving as fast as he could through the high water. The light in the stairwell flickered but stayed on. I kept a few feet behind Ulvic, following him. I just had to hope Cass had made it off of the ship already. I was no use to her like this. And it killed me to know that. 
 
    We entered the stairwell, hauling ourselves out of the freezing water and heading toward the top deck. 
 
    Footsteps pattered in our direction and Ulvic forced me to stop and press my back to the wall. He stood at my side, peering up the stairs. Cass came into view on the next level, her hair damp and her wet dress hugging her curves. 
 
    My heart did backflips. 
 
    “Jameson,” she gasped, taking two steps in my direction. 
 
    Ulvic's face shifted into a dark grimace. He turned to me, saying two words that made fear ricochet through my body. 
 
    “Kill her.” 
 
    I moved before I even felt the command take hold of me. I charged up the stairs, two at a time. Cass let out a scream of alarm, turning and fleeing in the opposite direction. She darted down a corridor, slamming the door, but I rammed my shoulder into it, shattering it to pieces. 
 
    “Run!” I roared at her and she did. She effing flew. 
 
    I was fast, but she was faster. Thank the Lord. 
 
    She dripped water down the dry corridor, giving me an easy trail to follow if she got too far ahead. 
 
    My body trembled with the need to break Ulvic's hold. A part of me couldn't believe he'd actually ordered me to do this. But another part of me knew who he really was. I was done hoping he'd see the error of his ways. He wasn't just acting out of cowardice anymore. This was his choice. But him wanting Cass dead made him more than just my number one enemy. I wanted vengeance. I wanted metal tools specifically designed to inflict pain on him. And so long as I was still breathing, there was a bounty on his head that was going to be paid in blood. 
 
    One day, Ulvic. One day soon. 
 
    I turned sharply left, following Cass down another corridor as slow as I could manage. But I was a trained killer. I was nearly six and a half feet of pure power, and if I laid a hand on the woman I loved, I was going to tear her limb from limb. 
 
    Cass yanked a door open at the end of the corridor and water exploded through it, knocking her from her feet. I kept running and the water collided with me too. I was washed backwards at high speed and Cass was swept right toward me. 
 
    She screamed as I caught hold of her arm, yanking her closer. My hands weren't my own. I'd never hurt her. I'd never use my strength against her. But I was. I was. 
 
    Her skin was slippery from the water and thankfully, I lost my grip – which was helped by the fact she thrashed like a wild animal. As the corridor hit a sharp turn, we slammed into a wall. The pressure pinned us both in place. Cass met my eye, looking alarmed as I tried to lay a hand on her. 
 
    “Fight me,” I demanded. “Don't let me win,” I begged. 
 
    She nodded, her lips almost as pale as her cheeks from the cold. But her eyes were heaven. Two pools of jade, more rare than any jewel I'd ever stolen in my pirate days. 
 
    When the surge eased, leaving us in waist-level water, I lunged at her. She darted away, keeping out of reach, but only barely. 
 
    Cass waded as fast as she could toward the nearest door. She fell against it, stumbling through. I was hot on her heels, catching the door before she forced it shut. We were in another stairwell, but water was cascading down this one like a waterfall. 
 
    She had nowhere to go. 
 
    I swiped at her and she lurched away. I had her cornered – goddammit. 
 
    “Get out of here!” I roared, terrified of what I might do. 
 
    She took a deep breath. 
 
    She dove. 
 
    In a flash, she was gone, disappearing under the water. How far would she get before she ran out of air? Panic scratched at my heart. 
 
    I dove after her, dragging down a lungful of air as I went. 
 
    The darkness swallowed me, but my eyesight was keen. I swam hard and fast down the stairwell, using the banister to pull myself along, hunting for a flash of red hair. I caught sight of her ankle disappearing down the next level and increased my speed. The water was ice-cold, but I was swimming so hard that heat flared through my veins. 
 
    I could hold my breath longer than most, but even I wasn't impervious to drowning. 
 
    She swam through a set of double doors and I followed her, powering down a dark corridor, illuminated by eerie green emergency lighting. 
 
    My lungs began to burn. We'd swum much further than any human could have done on one breath. I was vaguely aware we were heading in the direction of the stern, but I had no idea how far we'd have to travel to find air. 
 
    Cass veered left out of sight, her feet now bare beneath her emerald ball gown. I increased my pace, wrenching my arms through the water, bubbles streaming from my nose. 
 
    Air. 
 
    I need air. 
 
    Shit, shit, shit. 
 
    I spied her feet slipping out of sight into a service elevator, a shoot only wide enough to transport food between levels. Clever girl. She'd probably just saved us both. 
 
    I followed her into it, my shoulders wedging against the inside of the chute. Claustrophobia was the least of my worries as my vision grew dark and my lungs felt like they were about to pop. 
 
    Her legs kicked frantically above me and light streamed down through the water like we were at heaven's gates themselves.  
 
    I half swam, half dragged myself up the chute, crushing Cass to the wall as I forced myself past her. My head breached the surface and I dragged lungful after lungful of air down into my lungs. Cass was panting, gazing up at a hatch above us, trying to reach it. 
 
    I pressed my hands to the walls either side of Cass's head, trapping her. She wriggled desperately, trying to climb over me, but my arms tensed, keeping her enclosed. Shutting my eyes, I faced Ulvic's command right on the battle ground. 
 
    I will not hurt her. 
 
    “Jameson?” Cass breathed. She had less than a few centimeters of space to move. She was dead, the second I lost this fight. But I couldn't let that happen. 
 
    “Kill me,” I growled through my teeth, holding the urge at bay. “It's the only way to stop the command.” 
 
    “No,” she gasped, pressing her hands to my shoulders for support. 
 
    Pain flared inside my chest. I was going to break. Any second now, I was going to grab her throat and squeeze the life out of her. 
 
    “I'd rather die than hurt you,” I admitted. 
 
    I opened my eyes and found her gazing at me, her expression full of desperation. I tried to tell her the truth with my expression, but it was pointless. 
 
    I love you, dammit. I love you. Can't you see that? 
 
    She glanced up at the hatch above us one more time, then slid her hands around my neck. Moving closer, she drew me into an embrace. “You can fight it,” she said by my ear, but her body was trembling. 
 
    I didn't feel the cold, I didn't feel anything but where her hands lay against my skin. I started to shake from the effort it was taking not to kill her. Not to follow his god-damn orders for once. 
 
    I pressed my palms flat to the metal shaft, bracing myself against it. The water level was rising, lifting us toward the open hatch above. 
 
    Water clung to Cass's eyelashes and I found a deep sense of calm in her gaze. My heartbeat began to slow. But it wasn't enough to stop my hands from locking around her throat. In an instant, I lost control. My palms tightened and she gasped my name. 
 
    I squeezed harder and she scratched my arms until they bled, trying to fight me off. But I was too strong. Her neck would probably snap before I choked the air from her lungs. 
 
    Panic seized me. I fought back with all my might. 
 
    Please stop. Please. 
 
    The fight was going out of her. My arms were so tense, the only thing keeping her alive was the battle raging inside me trying to hold myself back. 
 
    She's my mate. She's mine. I won't hurt her. 
 
    I felt a swooping sensation in my chest, like a dam bursting. My shoulders shuddered, and I gasped as my body was released from the command. I jerked backwards, realisation shooting through me in sparks. I'd goddamn pair-bonded with her. I couldn't hurt my mate. Especially now she was half Werewolf. Whether she felt the same or not. 
 
    She sucked down air, leaning her weight against me in relief. 
 
    “Holy shit!” I yelled, whooping so my voice rang around the metal shaft. “I did it! I fucking did it!” 
 
    I checked her over, soothing the reddened marks on her throat. “I'm sorry, I'm so sorry.” 
 
    Touching? Check. 
 
    “It's alright,” she panted, squeezing my arms. 
 
    Kissing? I slammed my forehead into hers. Uncheck.  
 
    Evidently I was still owned by Ulvic, but pair-bonding with her had freed me from ever physically hurting her again. Relief poured through me in waves. 
 
    “Ow,” Cass groaned, rubbing her head. “Why'd you do that?” 
 
    “Sorry I-” the words stuck in my throat. Still couldn't explain. But hey, I was way better off than I had been two seconds ago. “Slipped,” I lied. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Cass said, reaching for the hatch above. 
 
    I lifted her by the waist. “Stand on me,” I encouraged and she scrambled up my body – which I didn't mind one bit – and placed her feet on my shoulders. A gentleman wouldn't have looked up her dress. Fortunately for me, I was not a gentleman. 
 
    She hauled herself up, slipping through the hatch with ease. I didn't reckon I was going to fit through this one so easily. That thing looked tighter than a gnat's arse. 
 
    I braced myself against the wall, reaching up and catching hold of the edge. Cass grabbed my arm, helping me up and I squeezed my arms and shoulders through. I tried to inch further forward, but became almost instantly jammed. 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    Cass took hold of the collar still locked around my neck and hauled.  
 
    Real cool, bro. 
 
    With a wrenching snap, the collar broke and Cass stumbled backwards. 
 
    “Well, that's not the worst thing in the world,” she mused, dropping it to the floor with a clang. 
 
    “Yeah, but not much good if I have to live in this hatch forever.” 
 
    In answer to that, Cass stepped forward and took hold of my ears. 
 
    I shook her off like a wet dog. “I'd rather keep those. All the better to hear you with and all that.” 
 
    Cass stepped back again, assessing the situation. I was glad I didn't look like an idiot, 'cause that would have been real embarrassing... 
 
    Cass suddenly burst out laughing. 
 
    “Very funny,” I drawled. “Can we keep our mind on problem-solving though, Firefly?” 
 
    She clutched her side, apologising through her laughter. “You look so stupid.” 
 
    She moved toward me, biting her lip to hold back a smile, then wriggled her fingers between my sides and the metal hatch. Her arm muscles flexed then she wrenched hard and the metal buckled. I fell forward, dragging myself through the widened gap, water spilling in after me. A lot of water. Oh crap. 
 
    “Go!” I hurried forward, turning Cass around and encouraging her down the corridor ahead. We passed large laboratories, the windows giving us a view into them as we moved. Water chased us down the corridor to the far end where another stairway would lead us to freedom. 
 
    “Silas!” Cass gasped, darting through a door. 
 
    I spotted him through a window and jealousy spiked through me as Cass threw her arms around him. He was holding a small kid who looked unconscious. 
 
    I pushed the door open, leaning against the frame. Water washed into the room over my boots. 
 
    “Why did you come back?” Silas asked, gripping Cass's arm, looking concerned. 
 
    Back off, bro. 
 
    “I couldn't get off and...” She glanced over her shoulder at me, then cleared her throat. 
 
    “Time to go,” I said, feeling like I was interrupting them and not liking it one bit. 
 
    Silas nodded, keeping Cass tucked under his arm as they hurried toward me. 
 
    Back. Off. Bro. 
 
    I held the door wide as they exited, giving Silas a false smile. 
 
    “What about your work?” Cass asked him. 
 
    “Everything's backed up online. That'll have to be enough,” he said. 
 
    The floor creaked and groaned beneath our feet. With a rush of noise, the corridor ahead of us caved in. I grabbed Cass's arm, tugging her away from the disintegrating floorboards (and out of Silas's arms). Silas fell backwards to avoid the gaping hole that had opened up before us. The carnage was swept away into the lower deck by a river of water below. 
 
    “Christ,” Silas cursed, scraping a hand through his hair. 
 
    “Is there another stairwell back this way?” I pointed in the direction we'd come, still holding onto Cass. 
 
    “No...but there's an elevator,” Silas said. 
 
    I gestured for him to go ahead. “Lead the way.” 
 
    He nodded, hurrying forward as he guided us past the laboratories. Cass slid her arm out of my grip, muttering a thanks as she fell into step beside me. 
 
    “Any time, Firefly,” I murmured. 
 
    We soon emerged in a short passage that led to an elevator. 
 
    I moved toward it, confidently pressing the 'up' button. When nothing happened, I glanced back at the others. “Guess that was a bit optimistic, huh?” 
 
    “How can we get these doors open?” Silas stepped forward with a frown. 
 
    “We need something to leverage them with,” Cass said, jogging back in the direction of the labs. I almost followed her, but remembered the girl could handle herself. Much as I loved being the hero, I didn't think I'd ever be that for her. 
 
    A minute later, she reappeared with a piece of pipe and moved forward to jam it between the doors. She pulled backwards and I slid my fingers into the gap that appeared, wrenching the doors wide. 
 
    I stuck my head into the shaft, spotting the rising water on the level below. Above, the lift was sitting on the next floor, blocking our way up. 
 
    “Dammit.” I stepped back while the others took a look. 
 
    “Is there a way into the lift through the bottom of it?” I asked. 
 
    “I can't see a hatch,” Silas answered, stepping back from the edge and giving Cass a concerned look. “We need to get it moving.” 
 
    “And how are we going to do that?” Cass asked, her eyes flitting between us. 
 
    “The control room is on the next floor down,” Silas said, glancing into the shaft again. “If we could reach it, maybe we could start up the system.” 
 
    “But isn't it broken?” Cass asked. 
 
    “The lifts automatically shut down in an emergency.” Silas gazed up at the lights on the ceiling. “Seeing as the power is still on, it will probably still work. We just need to override the emergency shutdown then we should be able to ride the elevator right up to the top deck.” 
 
    I kicked off my shoes, moving to the edge of the lift. “Where is it?” 
 
    Silas held the young girl out to Cass. “Here, take her. I'll go with Jameson.” 
 
    Cass reluctantly took the girl. “Maybe we should all go?”  
 
    “No point in us all getting wet again.” Silas leaned forward, placing a kiss on her cheek. My heart bashed itself against my ribcage at the display of affection. 
 
    I ground my teeth together, waiting for Cass to catch my eye. 
 
    I longed to walk over there and plant a kiss on her that would teach Silas exactly who she belonged to. But I couldn't. And she'd probably slap me for it. Because as far as she believed, she didn't belong to me. So I gave her a small nod instead that would have sufficed if she was a stranger to me. But I didn't know what else to do. 
 
    Silas picked up the metal pole and gripped the side of the lift, peering down into the bubbling, dark water below. “We need to swim down one level then head into the maintenance passage on the other side of this shaft.” 
 
    He was pointing, but I wasn't looking. I was gazing at Cass and she was staring right back. 
 
    “See you, Firefly.” 
 
    “Bye,” she whispered. 
 
    I hesitated a moment longer before marching to the edge of the lift and diving into the water.  
 
    When I resurfaced, I gazed up at Silas. “Not much point hanging around up there,” I taunted. 
 
    He rolled his eyes before diving off of the ledge, dunking into the water beside me. He swam to my side, his face dripping. “That way.” He reiterated, pointing behind me. 
 
    I nodded, gesturing for him to go ahead. “I'll follow you.” 
 
    He took a deep breath then dived underwater. I swam down, following him further down the shaft. On the floor below, Silas gripped the edge of the lift access doors, jamming the pole between them. He gestured for me to help and I pushed the pole toward him until they parted. 
 
    When the gap was big enough, I wrenched them wide. We swam into a hall lit by green lights, casting eerie patterns on the walls. Silas swam to a door across from the elevator, trying the handle. It didn't budge. 
 
    I moved to his side, grabbing hold of the door frame and slamming my heels against the wood. The lock gave and Silas led the way inside. 
 
    We emerged in a flooded room full of fuse boxes. Silas pointed upwards where the water was swirling around the ceiling. I followed him to it and we soon breached the surface in a pocket of air. 
 
    “The control panel is back down there,” Silas panted. “There's an override switch, but the lift will automatically head to the ground floor once we turn it on. If that happens, it'll flood and become useless.” 
 
    “So how do we stop that?” 
 
    “There's a keypad for each floor. Press seven to send it up a level instead. Then we can call it when we get back to Cass.” 
 
    I nodded stiffly. “Right, let's do this.” 
 
    He dived under and I followed his heels all the way back to a control panel on the lower level. He wrenched a metal door open on a box marked with a drawing of a lift, revealing a series of buttons within it. 
 
    He pointed to the keypad a few feet away and I gave him a thumbs up, before he slammed his hand against a large red button. 
 
    A mechanical sound carried through the water and I jammed my finger on the button for floor seven. 
 
    As quick as we could, we headed back out of the maintenance room. I took the lead this time, swimming across the corridor toward the elevator shaft. I halted, my gut rolling as I discovered the lift blocking our way forward. 
 
    Shit. It's sunk. 
 
    I turned, gesturing frantically to Silas, his cheeks puffed out with air. He swam down to the carpet, picking up the pole he'd discarded earlier and wedged it into the lift doors. I grabbed hold of it too, pushing hard sideways until the lift opened. Water poured in and we were sucked with it. Lights flickered above us before cutting out. I rose rapidly with the seawater, coughing and spluttering as I took in a mouthful of it. 
 
    I collided with the roof of the lift and pressed my hands to the metal to brace myself. Throwing my head back, I gasped down a lungful of air just before the space flooded. The bubbles fogged the water as I searched for Silas. I found him clinging to a hatch in the roof, yanking it open. 
 
    I swam frantically toward him, catching hold of the hatch as it opened. Silas climbed out first and I dragged myself after him, finding ourselves atop the lift floating in the shaft. Silas pulled me to my feet and I gazed up to the floor above. Cass was looking down at us, seeming relieved, her hair hanging forward in damp strands. 
 
    “I told you to press the button,” Silas snapped. 
 
    “I did.” I reluctantly dropped my eyes to him, wringing water from my shirt. “You saw me do it.” 
 
    Silas glared at me. “Well now we're stuck, all because you couldn't follow a simple order.” 
 
    “You bloody saw me do it!” I barked, my hackles rising. Maybe it was because he'd just hit on a touchy subject for me about following orders, or maybe it was because he'd draped his hands all over my girl earlier. Either way, he'd just set my mood to volcanic. 
 
    “Guys, stop!” Cass called, but neither of us looked her way. 
 
    “We could have ridden this elevator to the surface,” Silas growled, snatching my shirt in his fists. 
 
    We were nose to nose, both of us practically snarling. “Take your hands off of me,” I commanded in a deadly tone. 
 
    “Or what?” he growled, daring me to act. 
 
    “Or you'll be coughing up teeth for the next few weeks,” I warned. 
 
    Silas shoved me away from him and I stumbled back. A millisecond of dangerous silence followed, then I lunged at him. My fist connected with his jaw and he hit the back wall with a metallic clang. I shook out my hand, expecting him to give up, but he came at me fast with a roar of anger, rugby-tackling me to the floor. My spine slammed into the metal roof of the lift and I nearly threw up a lung. 
 
    I rolled, fuming right through to my core as I slammed him against the top of the lift. Water splashed over him and he spluttered, slamming a fist into my ribs. I wheezed from his strength, regaining my feet and clutching my side. How was this guy so bloody strong? 
 
    Silas slowly stood, blood dripping from a cut by his eye, his hair a wet mess. His shoulders rose and fell with his frantic breaths. 
 
    “We done here?” he asked. 
 
    I rolled my shoulders. “I was just getting warmed up.” 
 
    “Stop it, you idiots! There's a ladder!” Cass shouted. 
 
    We both looked up at her and she pointed to it on the inside of the shaft. 
 
    Silas sighed, looking to me. 
 
    Cass rolled her eyes. “Just get up here, we need to move.” 
 
    I was determined to be the bigger man, so leant back against the wall and locked my hands together to give Silas a boost up. He grumbled a thank you which I was sure had more to do with Cass than it did me. He stepped into my hand and I pushed him up. He scrambled up the wall and I turned, waiting until he was standing next to Cass to make my move. 
 
    The water had risen to my midriff, making it more difficult for me to manoeuvre. Silas leant down from the doorway, holding out a hand to me. 
 
    I swallowed my pride and jumped up, catching hold of his palm and letting him heave me up. I fell onto the floor beside him, before quickly gaining my feet. 
 
    Silas gently took the young girl from Cass's arms. 
 
    “Let's go.” Cass moved toward the hatch, springing sideways in a cat-like movement, disappearing as she headed up the service ladder. I grinned stupidly after her, then spotted Silas doing the same. 
 
    A primal fury gripped my chest as I shouldered my way past him. I gazed up into the shaft and stepped out onto the ladder, moving after Cass, my shoes clanging on the metal rungs. I glanced down occasionally to check Silas was doing okay. Not that I really cared. But Cass probably wouldn't forgive me if I left him to drown in an elevator shaft. Tempting though. 
 
    He was moving a lot slower than us, which probably had to do with the girl he was carrying. What was the deal with her? 
 
    Below, the water was spilling into the corridor we'd just departed from. 
 
    Cass clambered into the small space before the doors on the next level. “We should go through here and cut across to the stairwell. Her eyes were pinned on Silas. He wasn't going to be able to carry that child all the way to the top level, that was clear. 
 
    “Okay.” I pulled myself into the gap, holding onto the top of the door frame for support. 
 
    Cass prised a piece of metal from the wall, jamming it into the doors. I pulled one way and she wedged her foot into the gap, pushing it open with her leg. Was I inappropriately drooling over her exposed thigh? Yes. Yes I was. 
 
    We stepped into the corridor on the other side and I gazed back down into the chute. “Go and check that the stairs aren't blocked,” I ordered Cass, dropping to my knees to help Silas. 
 
    He was still several feet lower than the doorway and the water was lapping at his ankles. “Here, give her to me,” I called, reaching down. 
 
    He clung tighter to the girl as if I might hurt her. 
 
    “Come on, bro,” I encouraged, reaching further. 
 
    He nodded stiffly, his expression taut as he lifted her up for me to take. Didn't have much choice but to trust me. 
 
    I grasped her tiny, cold arm and pulled her up onto the landing. I held her like a baby, getting to my feet and gazing down at her still features. My heart tugged a little. I wasn't sure if I wanted to know the story behind this. But she definitely didn't look alive... 
 
    A minute later, Silas heaved himself up over the ledge, hurrying to his feet, reaching for the girl. I let him take her and he hugged her against him, his expression hard. 
 
    Cass reappeared, jogging toward us. “The stairway's clear.” Just as she said it, the lights stuttered out and we were plunged into absolute darkness. 
 
    “Take my hand,” Cass said and as my eyes adjusted, I spotted her intertwining her fingers with Silas's. It was definitely the wrong time to be jealous. Silas was now blind on a sinking ship; he needed help. But I just wasn't a big enough man to rise above the emotion. 
 
    “Come on,” I grunted, leading the way forward. We seemed to be heading uphill, which meant the stern of the ship must have been severely flooded now. 
 
    I picked up my pace as Cass called out directions to the stairs. 
 
    “Is there a lifeboat we can head to?” I asked as we stepped onto the staircase. 
 
    “There's a few inflatable rafts in the control room, but the staff knew about them,” Silas said. “If they're still there, it'd be a damn miracle.” 
 
    “There was still a helicopter on deck the last I saw,” Cass said. “Any chance you can fly one?” She looked to Silas who gave her a guilty look. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    I slowed as I headed up the stairs, keeping pace with Cass who was still guiding Silas. “Well let's hope there's still someone onboard who can.” My thoughts pin-balled to Ulvic. 
 
    Oh please let it be someone else. 
 
   


 
  

 Cass 
 
    We fled onto the upper deck. The sky was thick with darkness and the bow was titling threateningly toward it. We didn't have much time. The back end of the ship was almost fully submerged and water was rushing toward us at an alarming rate. 
 
    We fled up the walkways, heading toward the helicopter pad, our footsteps clattering on the wooden deck. 
 
    I could hear the whirring of propellers, the tic tic tic filling my ears, making me run even harder. We tore onto the front deck and I stumbled to a halt at the sight ahead of me. 
 
    Rockley Jones stood before the final helicopter, pointing a gun at Kodiak's head who was on his knees before him. Immortals were being herded into it by Ulvic's Werewolves. Ulvic was at Rockley's side, arms folded, his eyes dark, his trench coat flapping in the wind. 
 
    Jameson and Silas halted on either side of me, absorbing the sight. 
 
    The bow was tilting higher into the sky and the helicopter began to skid across the pad. 
 
    “We have to stop them,” I hissed, stepping forward. 
 
    Jameson caught my arm. “We're outnumbered, and the second I get close to Ulvic again, he can control me.” 
 
    Silas adjusted the girl against his shoulder, his expression saying he didn't want to get into a fight one bit. 
 
    As the last of the Immortals were herded into the helicopter, Rockley dragged Kodiak to his feet, gesturing for him to get in, too. He resisted, squaring his huge shoulders at Rockley. I strained my ears to catch what he said. 
 
    “I'm not going anywhere with you,” he growled and my heart beat stuttered. 
 
    Rockley pressed the butt of his gun against Kodiak's chest and whispered something I couldn't hear above the dying ship and the raging wind. 
 
    Kodiak grabbed Rockley by the throat, and before I knew it, I was running towards them. Jameson may not have been able to help, but I could. 
 
    I sprinted up the deck, my muscles flexing as I charged uphill, the bow rising higher at a frightening rate. 
 
    A gunshot rang through the air, the sound reverberating through my body. “No!” I cried, watching as Kodiak fell to the ground, sliding across the deck in a pool of his own blood.  
 
    Rockley grabbed Ulvic's arm, dragging him into the helicopter. The door slid shut just before the whole thing rose into the sky at a sharp angle. The propellers sliced diagonally through the air as the helicopter took off from the slanted deck. 
 
    I ran to Kodiak, but was slowed by the dramatic tilting of the ship. His huge body slid toward me and I was knocked over as he collided with me. My gut spiralled as we slipped backwards in a heap. I hit a railing, catching hold of it to stop myself from falling. I glanced over my shoulder as the bow rose even higher, spotting Silas holding onto a bolted down table.  
 
    My heart flipped over.  
 
    Jameson wasn't with him. 
 
    I gasped at the sight of him crawling up the deck, struggling his way toward me. 
 
    “Stop!” I screamed at him. “Hold onto something!” 
 
    It was too late to jump. The enormous bow was rising higher and higher out of the water until the railing was the only thing stopping me from plummeting down the deck. Jameson made one last, powerful leap, catching hold of the metal bar I was clinging to. I still had hold of Kodiak, but only just, his shirt slipping through my fingers, his body limp. 
 
    Jameson wrapped an arm around my waist, locking his other over the railing. 
 
    I cried out as Kodiak slid another inch down the deck; my arm felt like it was being wrenched from its socket. 
 
    “Help him,” I begged Jameson, straining with Kodiak's full weight hanging from my shoulder. Even with my extra strength, it was too much for me to bear. 
 
    Jameson shook his head, giving me a desperate stare, gripping me tighter. “You have to let go.” 
 
    “No,” I gasped, but I was losing my hold on the railing. It was him or both of us. “Jameson!” I cried, desperate for him to find a solution. But there was none. I knew it. But I couldn't accept it. 
 
    “He's gone, Firefly.” Jameson tugged me hard against his body, making sure Kodiak's weight didn't make me fall. 
 
    “Let go,” Jameson said against my ear. 
 
    A tear slid from my eye as I complied, my tense fingers loosening. Kodiak's weight fell away and Jameson pulled me closer to him. 
 
    I gazed over my shoulder through the tears in my eyes, watching as Kodiak slid fast down the near-vertical deck. He fell past Silas, smashing through the glass wall of an indoor swimming pool. I flinched at the sound of the distant crash, turning away, clinging on for dear life.  
 
    That will be my fate if I fall. 
 
    Fear fuelled my muscles and I clung tighter to Jameson, offering him as much support as he offered me. 
 
    The bow reached its highest point, swaying precariously as we held on for dear life. It tilted back and forth, the groaning of the structure finally quieting. 
 
    Silence fell around us and Jameson nuzzled my cheek to get my attention. “You've seen Titanic, right?” 
 
    “No,” I breathed and he barked a laugh. 
 
    “Alright, you, me, Titanic. That's a date we're going to make it to.” 
 
    I nodded, my heart fluttering, panicked breaths passing my lips. 
 
    “If this thing goes down like Titanic-” He halted as the bow continued to tilt forward. I gasped, clinging to the railing as the whole ship began to fall forward toward the water, flipping itself backwards. 
 
    “Forget Titanic,” Jameson said in a strained voice, gripping onto me. “When we're hanging over the water, we let go.” 
 
    My knuckles were turning white on the bar. I shook my head on instinct. I couldn't do it. Letting go seemed impossible right then. 
 
    “We either let go, or this whole ship is going to fall over and crush us,” Jameson said seriously. 
 
    I nodded, frantic. “Okay,” I breathed, putting my faith in him. 
 
    A thought fluttered into my mind, desperate to be spoken. If we were going to die, Jameson needed to know he would have been a father. 
 
    “Jameson, I have to tell you something.” We lost our footing as the bow leaned back too far and our feet swung out below us. Fear sped through me. 
 
    Say it now. 
 
    “I have a whole lot of things I'd like to tell you too.” He looked choked, his muscles straining as he held onto the railing with one hand and kept the other locked around my waist. 
 
    I nodded, not giving him time to elaborate. My thing was of the highest priority. “Jameson...I'm pre-” 
 
    The bow tilted sharply, dropping dramatically, falling toward the water. 
 
    “LET GO!” Jameson roared and I hoped Silas heard it too as he clung to a table by barely two fingers below us. 
 
    I shut my eyes and released my hold on the bar. My stomach swooped as I lost my grip on Jameson, falling a hundred feet toward the water, the skirt of my dress flying up around my hips. 
 
    A scream ripped from my lungs as I opened my eyes, seeing the ship falling toward me from above. 
 
    I smashed into the water and it felt like I'd hit a brick wall. Pain ripped through me. I spun over and over, before finally remembering to swim. My hands reached for Jameson in the darkness, but he was gone. I was alone. And all I could think was that I was going to die. 
 
    I had to dive down as far as I could, then make it out from under the ship. But I'd forgotten to take a breath. I was winded, my body aching and bruised. I managed to keeping swimming, hoping I wasn't heading up in my disorientation. 
 
    I kicked my legs, diving down, down, down. I swam as hard and as fast as my Immortal body would carry me. 
 
    The moment the ship hit the water, I lost my senses. It felt like an earthquake as the shock-wave radiated through the sea. I was plunged into darkness. Even my heightened eyesight couldn't pick up a scrap of light. 
 
    Bubbles streamed from my nose. My ears popped from the pressure as I continued to swim down. 
 
    Something sharp ripped past my leg as pieces of the ship sunk around me. I cried out a silent scream into the water, kicking hard to try and swim away from the foundering wreckage. 
 
    I imagined the ship looming down on me, taking me with it to its watery grave. I thought of the little life inside me and swam for both of us. We were going to live through this. We had to. 
 
    I used every ounce of strength I possessed, powering away from the boat, its huge shadow growing around me. 
 
    When I couldn't go a second longer without air, I swam up, dizzy and disorientated. I didn't know if I could make it to the surface. I couldn't feel anything but the ache and strain of my muscles carrying me onward. 
 
    Darkness found me before I reached air, my fingers grazing the waves above. So close, and yet not enough. Not enough to save myself. To save us. 
 
    My thoughts drifted to Jameson, his golden hair and smiling eyes. 
 
    I'm sorry you never knew the truth... 
 
    I took in a mouthful of water as my lungs cried out and my muscles gave up. I lost my senses, my body going still as I drifted down into the depths of the ocean, disappearing into the endless abyss. 
 
   


 
  

 Epilogue: 
 
    Cass 
 
    I woke to the feeling of cool water lapping against my left cheek. Sharp rocks dug into my side. I was curled into the foetal position in a large rock pool. The black stones circled up around me, so I couldn't see anything beyond them. Cuts and bruises lined my skin. My dress was torn, exposing my bent legs which were pulled toward my chest in a vague effort to protect myself. 
 
    My arm was twisted awkwardly beneath me and I couldn't tell if it was broken through all the pain coursing through my body. But I was alive. That was something. I just didn't know how I'd ever move from that pool. 
 
    The tide lapped against a nearby shore, gentle and calm as if it hadn't just swallowed a cruise ship whole. 
 
    “Jameson?” I tried to call out, but my throat was parched and the word came out as a croak. 
 
    There was a strange, clicking sound reaching to me. I was sure I recognised it, but couldn't align my thoughts enough to place it. 
 
    “James...” I tried again, but it was barely a whisper. 
 
    A horrible feeling of dread filled me that he hadn't survived. It was such a terrifying thought that I immediately crushed it. If anyone could survive a disaster like that, it was him. 
 
    I attempted to lift my head, but exhaustion took hold of me and I sank back down into the cool water. It felt good against my aching body. I tried to assess the damage, but until I got up, I didn't think I'd know for sure. 
 
    Perhaps someone would find me and I wouldn't have to drag myself up alone. But the longer I lay there, the more distant that dream grew. 
 
    The moon looked larger than ever tonight, glowing like a giant pearl in the sky. It was full and bright like a single eye, watching me in my lonely pool. 
 
    The clicking sound grew closer and fear bled through me as I finally recognised it. 
 
    A rustling sounded from some nearby trees and a terrifying voice carried to me, sending a tremor  of fear right down to my toes. 
 
    “Taste...” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Enjoyed Wolf Games? 
 
    Please leave a review!  
 
    Every review helps to support me as an indie author. 
 
    Thank you :) 
 
    P.S 
 
    Join the discussion in the V Games Fan Group on Facebook here! 
 
      
 
    COMING SOON 
 
    Wolf Games: Island of Shade 
 
      
 
    Want to read the first season of The Vampire Games? 
 
    Start with book 1 for just 0.99! 
 
    V Games  
 
    V Games: Fresh From The Grave 
 
    V Games: Dead Before Dawn 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 ALSO BY CAROLINE PECKHAM 
 
      
 
    THE VAMPIRE GAMES: SEASON 1 
 
    V GAMES 
 
    V GAMES: FRESH FROM THE GRAVE 
 
    V GAMES: DEAD BEFORE DAWN 
 
      
 
    THE VAMPIRE GAMES: SEASON 2 
 
    WOLF GAMES 
 
    WOLF GAMES: ISLAND OF SHADE 
 
      
 
    THE RISE OF ISAAC SERIES 
 
    CREEPING SHADOW 
 
    BLEEDING SNOW 
 
    TURNING TIDE 
 
    WEEPING SKY 
 
    FAILING LIGHT 
 
      
 
    THE RISE OF ISAAC NOVELLAS 
 
    FALLING FIRE (PART ONE) 
 
    FALLING FIRE (PART TWO) 
 
      
 
    Join the discussion in the V Games Fan Group on Facebook here! 
 
      
 
    Click here to find the latest information and more at www.carolinepeckham.com 
 
      
 
    If you'd like to stay updated about my upcoming releases then I'd love for you to join my VIP mailing list.  
 
    Click here to subscribe 
 
      
 
    Why not come and say hi on Facebook?
  
 
    And follow me on Twitter @carolinepeckham 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Caroline <+ Peckham






images/00001.jpeg





