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    Jameson 
 
      
 
    “Inside outside USA, inside outside USA. Everybody loves surfing, surfing USA-A-A,” I sang at full pelt as I rode a wave on a rental surf board. Emerald green. What a colour.  
 
    Nadine, Mekiah and Reason sat under a large umbrella, propped up in the sand on the pristine African beach. Ulvic was on a towel beside them, bare-chested, gleaming with sunscreen. I waved to everyone, but Ulvic was the only one to return it, smiling from ear to ear. He was wearing black leather gloves, which was plain weird. But he always had been a bit of an oddball. 
 
    My pack had been a total bore since we'd arrived in town. I was celebrating to the max. Apparently Ignus Helsing had done some memory-removal fun on me during my time in the V Games. So I didn't have to remember the horrors of what I'd probably been through. Suited me just fine. I didn't fancy knowing what those games were like anyway. Ulvic said there'd been a breakout and Ignus and his parents had gotten killed in the aftermath. Crazy shit. Glad I wasn't a part of it, or I didn't reckon I'd still be breathing. 
 
    The rest of our pack had stayed home, not fancying the holiday. Ulvic said I was owed some rest and relaxation. But that didn't explain why the wolves who had come were being so moody all the time. Even Nadine, who'd been the life and soul of more than one party, had a look on her face like a slapped cat. She wasn't even sunbathing, showing off that hot bod of hers. Mighty shame. 
 
    And why the hell had Emerico passed up the opportunity to come? He loved partying almost as much as I did. 
 
    I rode the wave all the way to the shore, jumping into the shallows and snatching up the board under my arm as I jogged up the beach. 
 
    “Who wants a go?” I dumped the board at their feet and sand sprayed onto Reason's pale toes. She tucked her knees higher to her chest, avoiding my eye. 
 
    “Mekiah?” I flopped down, wedging myself between him and Nadine, getting them all wet. 
 
    Mekiah huffed a sigh and Nadine looked like she was about to cry. Sensitive much? 
 
    Ulvic stood, throwing a bit more shade over us as he arrived. 
 
    I nudged Nadine. “What's up? I feel like I'm missing something here.” 
 
    She shrugged and I glanced up at Ulvic, pulling a face. He eyed the rest of the pack, a frown gripping his features. 
 
    “Grab us some ice cream, will you? It's a hundred degrees out here.” Ulvic handed me some money, ushering me up. 
 
    I sprang to my feet, jogging toward the truck parked up at the edge of the beach. As I ordered everyone's favourite from Nadine's raspberry ripple, to Mekiah's pistachio and my own rum and raisin, I glanced back at the group. Ulvic was crouched down, talking to them with a serious look on his face, and when I returned with a mountain of cones in my hands, everyone seemed a lot chirpier. 
 
    Nadine was finally smiling. “I'll have a swim, I think.” She stood, pulling off her black tank top, revealing a barbie pink bikini. Drool. That's what I was talking about. 
 
    I gave her a flirtatious smile, unable to help myself. She rolled her eyes, dropping her khaki shorts and walking out into the water. 
 
    “Shit, did she get hotter?” I handed out the ice creams, propping Nadine's cone up in the sand. 
 
    Ulvic sat beside me, licking his bubblegum-flavoured ice cream. “You can always pair bond with her if you want,” he teased. 
 
    I laughed. “If she keeps walking around in that bikini I might have to think about it.” I wasn't the type of guy to get tied down, but sometimes I was tempted by Nadine. I knew it would be the end of us though. And it would just make the pack dynamic awkward as shit after I lost interest. Still... 
 
    I turned to Mekiah who was smiling. Kinda looked creepy on him. He wasn't much of a smiler. In fact, if anyone was gonna stay behind on this trip, I imagined it would have been him. 
 
    “You alright, bro?” 
 
    “Just fine,” he said, munching on his cone. 
 
    The rum in my ice cream tingled my senses. I fancied some real rum. Luckily for me, I had some in my bag. “So are we going out partying tonight?” 
 
    “Sure, where do you want to go?” Ulvic asked. 
 
    “Er- everywhere? Let's make a scene like we used to.” I grinned, finishing my ice cream in a few more bites and dropping back onto my elbows. My eyes were drawn to Nadine in the sea, the sun sparkling on her olive skin. Hot. With a capital H-O-and T. 
 
    I cast my eye around for my backpack, dragging it closer. This moment called for some music. I'd bought a new iPod in town. Apparently I'd lost mine during my V Games ordeal. Mercy Helsing probably needed some decent music in her life anyway. She was no-doubt drowning in sob city over what had happened to her parents. Sucker. Fortunately for her, I had plenty of blues installed. Bet she was digging into some of my Curley Weaver tunes right about now, crying her heart out. 
 
    I took the bottle of rum from my bag – courtesy of the hotel bar thank you very much. We were staying in a seriously high class resort. Free food, drink and spa treatments included. 
 
    I sipped the rum, dropping my iPod beside me as I blasted out The Beach Boys on my brand new mini speaker. Ulvic was being overly generous on this trip, so I reckoned I'd been through some bad crap. He was a bit of tight arse most of the time. And it made me wonder if he'd always been this loaded. 
 
    We laid on the beach until the sun set. Nadine's ice cream had melted by the time she returned from the sea, emerging from the waves looking like a Bond girl. Most of the guys on the strand were staring at her, myself included. 
 
    The rum was making my thoughts a bit fuzzy. As she walked up to me, I could have sworn her eyes were as green as jade. I blinked away the vision as she dropped down beside me, snatching the rum. She swallowed two hard-core mouthfuls before she looked at me. Her eyes were their usual chestnut. Maybe it'd been a trick of the light. 
 
    “So are we going out?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. “Hell yes we are.” 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    I fell face first onto the king size bed with a drunken groan. It was nearly three in the morning and I'd danced my arse off celebrating my freedom. Which felt weird, considering I didn't remember being a captive. But hey, who was I to pass up an opportunity to party? 
 
    Nadine followed me into the room, singing some pop song I didn't recognise. Maybe it had been released in the last month. Maybe I didn't care. Never had been one for modern music. 
 
    Ulvic hadn't been entirely frivolous on this trip. Mekiah and Reason were sharing a room, as per usual. And I was bunking with Nadine. Not that it bothered me. I never overstepped the mark with her. But those boundaries seemed kind of blurry tonight, especially under the influence of alcohol. Sharing a room with her was the only reason I hadn't tried it on with the local talent and brought a blonde or two up to bed. Or a redhead. But there hadn't been any in sight at the club, even though I'd found myself searching. Sure they were my type, but I didn't normally go hunting for them... 
 
    Ulvic had his own room. Maybe I could have asked him to swap for the night if he hadn't been a total bore and gone to bed early. Had to 'make some calls' apparently. More like he had to ring his new boyfriend. Someone called Rockley Jones. Course, he hadn't actually said he was his boyfriend. But when Ulvic was being cagey, it usually meant he was sneaking around with a new squeeze. 
 
    I rolled onto my back and the ceiling spun in circles. I laughed softly, dragging myself up to a sitting position. 
 
    Nadine glanced at me, her singing muted at last. She had a strange look in her eyes, like the smile on her face wasn't what she was really feeling. 
 
    “You alright?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded, moving closer, swallowing. She shut her eyes on a sigh then leaned down, lips parted as she pressed them to mine. My Adam's apple bobbed. I froze, unmoving in the kiss, not encouraging it, but not stopping it either. 
 
    “Er...Dina?” I said against her mouth. “We've had a lot to drink.” 
 
    “Ulvic thinks we should pair-bond...” She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips, her slinky red dress riding up over her thighs. 
 
    A siren went off in my head, but the rum dulled it. And the six tequila shots. Oh and that flaming sambuka... 
 
    “He's been harping on about that for years. We don't have to do what he says.” I laughed, but she didn't. Her eyes glistened and my brows pinched together. “Dina?” She silenced me with another kiss. Her lips were soft and full. A dreamy part of my mind liked the sensation. Alcohol was like an anti-celibacy drug when it came to me. Made me horny as hell and forget my own morals. Not. Good. 
 
    Nadine pressed me down and I slumped back onto the bed, bouncing lightly against the mattress. I rested my hands on her hips, chuckling again. 
 
    “Stop it,” I groaned. “You're like my sister.” She pursed her lips and I gave her sideways grin. “Alright, maybe my step-sister.” 
 
    She tilted her head, frowning. “This would be much more amusing if-” She halted mid-sentence, seeming choked. 
 
    “If?” I quirked up a brow. 
 
    She shook her head on a sigh, dipping low and pinning my wrists to the sheets. Silly really, I could have knocked her off if I wanted to. But I played along, letting the alcohol take the reins. 
 
    A small voice in the back of my head whispered that this was a bad idea. But it wasn't the first time I'd made a stupid decision when it came to a girl. 
 
    “I don't do relationships,” I murmured. 
 
    She dropped her mouth to my ear, her soft hazel locks falling over my face. She smelt like raspberries and the smoke machine from the club. “Ulvic might not give you a choice in that.” 
 
    I laughed again, my chest rumbling beneath her. “Yeah right. I'd just tell him to go shove it.” 
 
    She lifted her head, her eyes shining, her expression faintly sad. She dropped her mouth to mine and I wrenched my wrists from her grip, locking my hands around her hips. Well if we were going to do this, we were going to do it on my terms. I grinned at her, but she didn't seem to get the message, planting her hand on my chest to keep me down. She was Werewolf strong, but I was an Alpha. Always had the upper hand when you were me. She dropped lower, tugging my shirt up and running her mouth over my chest, moving down onto my hardened abs. 
 
    I sighed, cupping my hands behind my head. Well I suppose she could take the lead this once. 
 
    She travelled lower, her kisses like fire burning across my stomach. Her hand moved swiftly over my waistband, unbuttoning my jeans. 
 
    Something stirred inside my gut, something foreign and nagging. I frowned, ruffling my hair as I tried to work out what the feeling was. 
 
    I breathed in as Nadine slid her tongue over the hair below my belly button, then she paused. Her hand was moving south. And I wouldn't have complained if there hadn't been one, huge glaring problem. And not the huge kind of problem I'd been hoping for. 
 
    “Er...Jameson?” she questioned awkwardly. 
 
    I propped myself up on my elbows, gazing at her through my drunken haze. I reached down, sliding my hand into my boxers. Oh no. Oh shit. This was not good. And I had to triple check to be sure it was actually happening. Because this had never happened to me before. Ever. 
 
    Heat rolled up my neck. Nadine bit into her lower lip, then her eyes darkened and she knelt up.  
 
    “This is about her,” she breathed. 
 
    “Who?” I asked, confused. And what the hell was going on with me? Nadine was hot as hell and it was a no-go downstairs. 
 
    Come on Junior, it's time to shine! 
 
    Nadine shuffled backwards, getting to her feet. Her lips seemed stuck together as she turned away.  
 
    “You don't want me,” she said firmly. Not in a mopey chick way. Just as a statement. As if she'd known it was true before she'd walked into this room. 
 
    “Dina, you gotta help me out here.” I scrubbed the back of my neck, confused as hell. 
 
    She turned toward me, her gaze dropping to my crotch. 
 
    “Not like that.” I forced a laugh, but it was obvious I wasn't amused. Or remotely okay with this situation. But shit, I was weirdly relieved. Was I really not that into Dina? Or was something else going on here? 
 
    “Who's her?” I pressed, shuffling toward the end of the bed. Mentally, I was swearing at my cadet for letting me down. Maybe it was the alcohol? Though that had never been a problem before. Crap, was I getting old? 
 
    You're immortal, bro. That includes your- 
 
    “It doesn't matter,” Nadine cut across my thoughts. She combed her dark hair with her fingers, gathering it to one side of her neck. 
 
    “Is this about the blonde chick I was dancing with at the club? Because I've already forgotten her name. And her face. And I can't even say for sure she was blonde. Or a chick.” 
 
    Nadine gave me a sad smile. “Yeah...her.” 
 
    “We can try again.” I reached for her, but she stepped away. 
 
    “No,” she said firmly, then yawned broadly. “I'm tired. I just wanna go to bed, Jay.” 
 
    “Yeah...” A yawn rose in my throat in response to hers. “Maybe you're right.”  
 
    I stood, walking past her into the en-suite and shutting the door. I eyed myself in the circular mirror above the sink. I looked seriously tired, but that wasn't what trapped me in my own gaze. That strange feeling stirred in my gut again, telling me something wasn't right. But it was more than just not right. I lifted a hand, pressing a heated palm to my chest. My heart beat a pounding tune beneath it. 
 
    I frowned at myself, trying to work out what was wrong. And with a strange kind of clarity, I realised something was missing. Like a chunk had been carved out of my heart. A hole was left in its absence, crying out for the piece that had once fit into it. 
 
    Yeah...or you're just drunk, bro. 
 
    I splashed my face with water before brushing my teeth, trying to fight the strange feeling away. Nothing was wrong. Maybe I missed the rest of my pack a little, but we'd be home soon. It wouldn't be long before I saw them all again. 
 
    I headed back into the bedroom, the lights dimmed low. Nadine was tucked under the sheets, her toned arm on show above the covers. She didn't stir as I slid in behind her. Not until I jabbed her in the ribs and made her roll over to face me. 
 
    “What happened to me, Nadine?” I whispered. “Was it bad? I don't feel right.” 
 
    She shifted closer then slid her arms around my shoulders, holding me close. There was no more sexual tension writhing between us. This was a pack thing. A wolf resting its head on its pack member's shoulder. 
 
    “I don't know,” she breathed in my ear. “But you'll be alright. I promise.” 
 
    I wrapped her in my arms, sleep dragging at me. The heat of her presence stilled my frantic heart. Maybe she was like a sister to me, after all. Who knew? I'd probably figure it out in the morning. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    Silas didn't let me leave my room all day. I was losing my mind. And with each hour that passed, I feared more for my baby. How many days would it be before he came for me? To do his vile experiment that would replace mine and Jameson's child with his own? I was disgusted with him. And I'd spent most of the night wide awake, thinking up ways to kill him. For all the good it did me. He had me under the Werewolf obedience curse now. I couldn't fight him no matter how much I wanted to. All it would take was one word from his mouth to stop me. 
 
    Morning slid into existence, but no one came for me. The four walls I was contained within were taunting me. Plain, white, dull. 
 
    The door eventually opened, jolting me up from where I'd been laying on my bed. 
 
    Two men strode in wearing balaclavas. One lifted a hand to remove his mask and my hand shot up to cover my eyes. Damn Siren. I wasn't going to let him use his power on me that easily. 
 
    A second later, someone took hold of my wrist and I clamped my eyes shut instead.  
 
    “Fine, we'll drag you then,” one of them growled. And they did just that, hauling me out of the room. I didn't fight. I'd been ordered not to already by Silas. And they weren't particularly rough with me anyway, probably on account of the baby. I supposed my child was still valuable to Silas until he took what he wanted from it. 
 
    I ground my teeth, letting them guide me along, having no choice but to comply. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I demanded, trying to quiet the anxious voice inside me that told me it was finally happening. That Silas was going to do as he promised and steal my baby from me. And if he gave me the order to keep still, there wouldn't be a thing I could do to stop it. 
 
    My breathing grew ragged when the men didn't answer. 
 
    They walked me onward and I peeked through my eyelashes, spying the glaring white lights of the corridor. I was hauled into an elevator and we rose up, up, up. 
 
    When we stepped out, I was shoved in front of Silas. 
 
    “Open your eyes,” he said, his tone soft. 
 
    The command ran through me like heated water. My eyes flew open and I gazed at his handsome face. But it didn't seem remotely handsome anymore. This was the face of a monster. A man who would see my child killed for the sake of his sick experiment. 
 
    Silas nodded to dismiss the guards, taking my arm and guiding me forward. There was no point in resisting and I despised being ordered around by him anyway. 
 
    “How are you this morning?” he asked. 
 
    I turned and spat at him. His left eye twitched as he pulled his sleeve over his hand and wiped the moisture from his cheek. His grip on me firmed and a ripple of fear stirred in my tummy.  
 
    “What do you want?” I snarled as he tugged me along. 
 
    “We're leaving,” he said simply. 
 
    “Leaving?” I breathed. “To go where?” 
 
    “To another institute.” 
 
    I didn't know how I felt about that. But at least it bought me some time. Possibly a day or two. I doubted it would be more than that. But the most frightening thing of all was that, once I left this island, no one would know where I was. And despite the fact Jameson was gone, I still hoped he'd find a way to come back to me. It was such a small possibility, but I suddenly realised how strongly I'd clung to it since we'd been torn apart. 
 
    Tears welled and I swallowed them hard. I clutched my tummy, on the verge of begging Silas again. I'd done plenty of that already. And I wasn't ashamed of it. If there was one thing worth begging for in this life, it was the safety of my own child. 
 
    It struck me that there was something I hadn't offered yet. So I took Silas's arm, halting him, preparing to voice my hysteric thoughts. 
 
    His brow creased, but he said nothing, waiting for what I had to say. 
 
    “I'll do anything, Silas. Anything.” And I meant it. I had an offer in mind. And no matter how mad it sounded in my head, I knew it was going to sound even crazier when it left my mouth. “Let me have my baby. Then I'll carry Emma for you. You can harvest stem cells from my child when he or she is born and then give them to Emma. That's all you want isn't it?” I clung to Silas's arm, knowing I was leaving a mark, but unable to stop myself. The tension in my fingers was turning them white. “Please,” I whispered again. 
 
    He frowned, resting a hand on top of mine. “I'll talk with the lab. Maybe it can be done that way...” 
 
    I slumped with relief, clinging to his arm, nearly dropping to my knees as the glimmer of hope broke like sun rays through my chest. 
 
    He nudged me upright, rubbing my shoulder. “I don't want any more casualties than you do.” 
 
    I let the comment slide, knowing full-well he had no idea how this felt. Even if he had lost a child. It wasn't the same as murdering one. I nodded, giving him a very small smile, knowing I needed to stay in his good books if he was going to stick to his word. “Do you promise?” 
 
    “I do.” He walked on without another word, keeping me close. 
 
    A small tear of relief escaped my eye and I quickly wiped it away before Silas spotted it.  
 
    We arrived at the steel doors that led out into the jungle. Two armed guards stood on either side of it, opening them at Silas's command. 
 
    Sunlight poured over us and I squinted out at the helicopter waiting for us, the rota blades spinning atop it, the whirring engine filling my ears. 
 
    I instinctively ducked my head as Silas guided me across the white roof of the institute. A guard opened the door for us and Silas waited for me to climb in before following. He sat beside me, the whizzing blades deafeningly loud. He passed me a headset and I pulled it on. I tried to buckle up my belt, but my hands were starting to tremble with anxiety. Silas reached around me, locking my buckles into place and tightening them gently over my stomach. A wave of irritation went through me as he dropped into the seat beside mine, arranging his own straps before pulling on his headgear. 
 
    “All clear for take off,” Silas's voice sounded through my headphones as he directed the pilot.  
 
    The helicopter lifted slowly, rising higher and higher until the forest dropped away below us. A sea of green stretched out for miles around. It seemed like a lifetime ago that we'd travelled through that jungle. And even longer since I'd ever called Silas a friend. How could I have been so stupid?  
 
    My stomach dipped as the helicopter turned sharply toward the sparkling ocean.  
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “England,” Silas replied and my gut spun wildly. 
 
    Oh my god. I'm going home. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    I woke to hushed voices out in the hall. I tried to ignore them but my Werewolf senses wouldn't let me. Especially considering I had a hangover the size of New Zealand taking up residence in my brain. I groaned, rolling onto my side, reaching for Nadine, wondering if I could bribe her into fetching me water. And snacks. Lots of snacks. 
 
    She wasn't there. 
 
    I focused on the voices, recognising hers and Ulvic's. 
 
    “-is he going to think when he finds out? You can't hide it forever,” Nadine whispered. 
 
    I sat upright and my vision swum before me. I was either about to throw up, or dry-retch.  
 
    It was the latter. 
 
    I stumbled out of bed, moving toward the door. 
 
    “I'll deal with it. Just do as I say till then. Are you even trying to pair bond?” Ulvic asked. 
 
    I frowned, planting my feet. I didn't want to alert them to my presence. Something told me I needed to hear this. 
 
    “Yes, but he doesn't want me,” Nadine hissed. 
 
    “Oh don't be ridiculous.” 
 
    “I practically threw myself at him, Ulvic, and he couldn't even-” 
 
    I swung the door open. Nope. No way. I was not going to have that particular rumour circulating through my pack. 
 
    “Morning,” I said, my voice raspy. 
 
    Nadine folded her arms. She was dressed in jeans and a vest top. It looked like she'd been up for a while, the scent of shampoo sailing from her silky hair. Had I slept through the sound of a hair-dryer but been woken up by their weird whispering? Guess that did kinda sound like me. 
 
    They glanced at each other, saying nothing.  
 
    I leant against the door frame, folding my arms. “So...I'm guessing you guys have some secrets?” I raked a hand through my mussed-up hair, stifling a yawn. “You gonna fill me in, or keep gawping at me like I just slapped a kitten?” 
 
    Ulvic came to life first, releasing a sigh. “Obviously things weren't all smooth sailing while you were gone. There was some trouble with the Hunters, that sort of thing. But I'm making it right. So we're leaving today.” 
 
    “To go where?” I asked. “And what kind of trouble?” 
 
    “I'll explain later,” Ulvic said, glancing at Nadine. He was wearing those weird gloves again. Not a cool look. “We're heading to see a friend of mine.” 
 
    “Let me guess, Rockley Jones?” I raised a brow, giving him a suggestive expression. 
 
    His gaze narrowed on me. “What do you know about Rockley?” 
 
    “Just that you snuck off to have secret phone calls with him last night. Mekiah mentioned his name.” I shrugged. 
 
    “He's a pig,” Nadine muttered. 
 
    “He is a friend,” Ulvic corrected. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, heading back into the room. “So long as he's got enough food to soak up this hangover, I'm in.” 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    We were on the road by mid-morning. I had half the breakfast buffet packed in my bag. The waitress had given me a little ticket which was good for one meal. So I'd piled up my plate to the size of Mount Everest and poured the contents into my pack. It was crumbs galore in there. I had enough croissants to feed a small french family and their dog. 
 
    We were heading to the airport in our little rental car. It was weird not remembering anything before this trip. Not even the plane ride.  
 
    Ulvic dumped an array of passports with fake names in my lap. “Pass these out, will you?”  
 
    I snatched Ulvic's one as I spotted his photo; it was him back in the eighties. Thick moustache? Check.  
 
    I read the name beneath it aloud. “Miles Underjoy.” I laughed and he glanced over at me from the driver's seat, tapping my passport which was resting on my leg. “Something funny, Mr Wang?” 
 
    My mouth fell open, then a laugh tumbled out of my throat. I glanced into the back seat where Mekiah and Reason were flanking Nadine, all crammed in like sardines. I beamed at them, but they didn't seem to be paying much attention. 
 
    I chucked each of them their passports. “Roland, Lucinda, Viola.” 
 
    Nadine rolled her eyes, but a hint of a smile danced on her lips as she caught her passport. “Thank you Mr Wang,” she teased. 
 
    When we arrived at the airport, I was surprised to find us heading to the UK. A direct flight to London. 
 
    I flirted with an air hostess as we took our seat onboard the plane, taking the aisle seat next to Ulvic. 
 
    He fiddled with his gloves, distracting me from the girlish giggle the hostess gave in response to my joke. 
 
    “What's with the gloves, bro? You look like a dominatrix.” 
 
    Ulvic glanced at the hostess, easing the one off of his left hand a little. Scales covered his hand, sparkling green and blue, looking like they belonged to a rainbow fish. 
 
    “What the hell?” I muttered as he tugged the glove back on. 
 
    “I had an accident. A friend fixed my hand with Mermaid scales,” he whispered. 
 
    “Woah.” I raised my brows. “What kind of accident?” 
 
    He cleared his throat, taking out a magazine from the rack on the seat in front of him. “Another time Jameson. We can't talk about this here.” 
 
    I frowned, glancing down the aisle to spot the hot air hostess. She was busy pushing luggage into the overhead bins. She glanced my way, almost dropping a suitcase when I offered her a wink. 
 
    Mini Jameson had no interest in the matter. 
 
    Dammit, what's your problem little man? 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    The helicopter soared over the azure sea. I kept my eyes trained on the horizon, thinking of Jameson, letting the memories of him fill me up, recalling the moment I'd discovered what Ulvic had done to us. It broke my heart to think of the way I'd treated Jameson in the past weeks. Guilt coiled in my stomach like a snake. I hadn't known the truth, but I couldn't shake the feeling that if I'd let myself trust him more then none of this would have happened. Surprising really, considering how hard I'd fought to keep him from getting under my skin. But trusting him would have been our salvation. If only I'd had more faith. 
 
    I rubbed my eyes, a sigh parting from my lips. I wondered vaguely if Silas knew what Ulvic had done to us, ordering Jameson to lie about his feelings for me. But I doubted it. He didn't seem to care much for anyone beyond himself. 
 
    I rested a hand on my stomach where a round bump was beginning to form. 
 
    Hang in there. I'll figure out a way to get us out of this. I promise. 
 
    Silas spent the flight tapping out messages on his phone. I didn't care. I was just glad he wasn't talking to me, trying to convince me of his divine ideas. 
 
    The sun arced through the sky as we made our trip, hours slipping by. Eventually, a land mass grew in the distance and the pilot announced we were approaching Tenerife where we'd board a plane. As we sailed above the sandy beaches and choppy waves, a small part of me felt glad to be going home soon. I'd missed England. Even though I'd never had much of a life there in the past. I suppose some things just needed to be parted from to be appreciated. 
 
    I knotted my fingers together as we flew over a small private airport and came to land on a circular helipad next to a large airplane bunker. 
 
    An armed guard slid the helicopter door open and Silas unclipped my belt, tugging off my headphones before I reached for them. 
 
    “Follow me,” he ordered, taking the lead as he headed out of the helicopter. 
 
    I dropped onto the tarmac, a warm breeze blowing against my cheeks. It was a relief in comparison to the heat of the tropical island. Not that I'd been outside since I'd arrived at the institute a few days ago. Being out in the fresh air made me long for freedom more than anything. My time in The Sanctuary had been so short-lived. And before the V Games, I'd been in prison for two years. Was I ever going to be free again? I couldn't imagine a time where my world wasn't full of chaos and pain anymore. But I wouldn't let it grind down my heart like it had in the past. I wouldn't give up. For me, for Jameson, for our child. I conjured an image of us all together, somewhere safe and far away. It brought a smile to my lips, just long enough to lift my spirits. 
 
    We're not done yet. 
 
    Silas ignored me, talking with the guard as he led us across the airfield toward the bunker. It was a huge metal square that looked about as inviting as my old prison cell. 
 
    Two large doors slid open as we approached, revealing the cavernous space inside. Several airplanes were lined up beside one another and the guard led us to the finest one in the row: a private jet. 
 
    “This one, sir,” the guard said, but Silas halted, shaking his head. 
 
    “I ordered a Cessna,” Silas said, his tone firm. “I'm not made of money.” 
 
    The door to the private jet opened and at the same moment, several men in black suits stepped out from behind the airplanes, holding huge machine guns. 
 
    My heart froze in my chest. I raised my hands as they shouted for us to do so, but Silas didn't move. 
 
    “Ah, Mr Madigan.” Rockley Jones stepped out of the jet, looking surprisingly low-key for once in a leather jacket and jeans. 
 
    My breathing increased as he took his time descending the small staircase leading down from his jet. 
 
    “Rockley, what the hell is this?” Silas growled. 
 
    “This is what happens when you say no to me,” Rockley replied, smiling brightly as he gazed between us, drinking me in. “I told you I want de girl. I would have funded your company for a hundred years and you'd want for nothing. But you had to be greedy.” 
 
    Silas squared his shoulders, stepping forward. 
 
    Several of the men raised their guns higher. 
 
    “Hands up,” Rockley demanded, his smile never faltering. “Or I'll give de order to shoot.” 
 
    Silas blew out a huff of frustration, raising his hands. I glanced at him, but he avoided my eye. I was in serious trouble. If I went with Rockley, I was dead. But if I stayed with Silas, my baby was in danger. Neither option was appealing. 
 
    “Let's do this nice and orderly, shall we?” Rockley gestured for me to come toward him. 
 
    “Don't,” Silas ordered under his breath and my feet became glued to the floor. 
 
    Rockley laughed loudly and obnoxiously, dropping off of the last step. “You are so stubborn, Silas. I can't help but like you. Come now, let's not let dis end our friendship. I'm sure a deal can be made.” 
 
    “What deal?” Silas demanded, his jaw ticking. 
 
    Rockley rubbed his chin. “Hm, well I get de girl, of course. But perhaps you can have her back once I'm done with her. If...” 
 
    “If what?” I snapped, hating that they were having this discussion as if I was some prize cattle to be sold. 
 
    Rockley's dark eyes swung to me. “If you survive.” 
 
    “Is there another choice?” Silas asked calmly, still not meeting my gaze. 
 
    Rockley considered it, his smile growing. “No.” 
 
    Silas's hands curled into fists. “If she or that baby is hurt, I'll-” 
 
    “You'll what?” Rockley drawled, the smile falling spectacularly from his face. He approached us, swaggering as he walked, taking his time. He came to a halt before Silas, staring him in the eye. “I am de one wid de guns now. You should have been a better employer and maybe de men in your institute wouldn't have given up your flight plans so easily.” 
 
    Silas's left eye twitched, betraying his fury at that fact. 
 
    Rockley turned on his heel, stepping in front of me, sizing me up like a butcher. “You burned down my resort,” he breathed, his sickly sweet breath rolling over me. 
 
    I gazed evenly back at him, my upper lip curling on a snarl. “And I enjoyed every second of it.” 
 
    Rockley laughed, looking to Silas. His fist came at me so hard, I didn't have time to react. His knuckles cracked against my cheek and I hit the tarmac, my head spinning, my face alight with pain. 
 
    Silas lunged at him, shoving him back. “You touch her again and I'll kill you!” 
 
    Rockley laughed as his men ran forward to restrain Silas, quickly tethering his arms behind his back. 
 
    “How dare you?!” Silas jerked against his binds and one of the guards pressed a gun to his temple. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder, hearing the helicopter starting up behind me. Rockley gave a nod to his guard and he ran forward a few steps before bracing his machine gun against his shoulder and firing. The thumping rattle of bullets made me wince. The windows of the helicopter exploded on impact. The pilot screamed. Blood splattered the ground and all fell quiet. 
 
    Rockley clicked his fingers. “Round dem up – now!” he bellowed. 
 
    Arms ensnared me and I was hauled to my feet after Silas. We were escorted onto the jet and forced into the cabin where white leather seats awaited us. Everything sparkled, from the floor to the roof. 
 
    “What do you think?” Rockley asked from behind us. 
 
    “Tacky. Just like you,” I muttered. 
 
    A guard forced me down into a seat and I was turned to face Rockley as I was strapped in and someone tightened a zip-cord over my wrists, tethering me to the arm rests.  
 
    Rockley's gaze was hollow as he stared at me. 
 
    Silas was planted in the seat beside mine, next to the window. He tried to catch my eye at last. I avoided it, turning away. He was as bad as Rockley. I couldn't care less if he was thrown out of the jet when it was in the sky. 
 
    Only five of the guards remained onboard, some taking seats in the back row, whilst others headed into the front cabin. 
 
    Rockley sat opposite us on a wide sofa, buckling himself in place. He clasped his hands together, gazing between us with a satisfied smile. His eyes lingered on the mark on my cheek and a hunger lit in his eyes. Fear rippled through me. This man would happily see me dead. But it was torture he took pleasure in. I wasn't ready for that. For any of this. And it took all of my resolve to not let myself break. 
 
    The jet taxied out onto the runway and we were soon hurtling down it, preparing for take-off. 
 
    I shut my eyes, trying to slow my breathing, but I could feel the panic setting in. The reality of what awaited me at the end of this trip hit me like a tidal wave. 
 
    Try as I might, I couldn't see a way out. Not a single sliver of hope. 
 
    I shut my eyes to save myself from Rockley's taunting expression just as the jet lifted into the air. I barely felt the rising sensation. Nothing compared to the sickness growing inside me. 
 
    “Open your eyes,” Rockley commanded and I reluctantly peeled my eyelids back. 
 
    His smile broadened. “You will not be resting during dis journey.”  
 
    The seatbelt light went off with a ding and Rockley unbuckled his belt in response, standing. He approached and I tried my best not to shrink away. He took hold of my chin, dropping down so his mouth was an inch from mine. “Let de games begin.” 
 
    Rockley gagged Silas with a silk cloth. I shuddered, sinking back into the seat, fearing what was coming. 
 
    “You will keep your orders to yourself for now.” Rockley tapped Silas on the nose and he winced, glaring at him with venom in his eyes. 
 
    Rockley took a small switch knife from his pocket and my throat grew dry. 
 
    He took hold of my arm and slid the knife under my long sleeve, yanking sideways and ripping it. I tried my best not to flinch, but I couldn't help it. 
 
    “Please,” I breathed. “Don't hurt my baby.” 
 
    He looked me in the eye, considering that. “Unlike Mr Madigan, I'm good to my word. De baby is his concern, not mine.” 
 
    I nodded, relaxing a fraction, praying he meant it. 
 
    “Why do you look so calm, my dear?” Rockley taunted. “Dat means de rest of you is mine.” He dug the blade into my exposed arm and I stifled a cry as he knelt down, holding it in place as he scraped it back and forth across my skin. I shut my eyes, thinking of Jameson. Of the two of us somewhere far away, our baby bouncing on his knee. The image calmed me, and I let it fill up every space of my mind as Rockley continued carving into my body. 
 
    He dug deeper and a scream tore from my throat. It seemed an age before he was done. But when he was, he stepped back, admiring his work. I refused to look at what he'd done, sure he'd marked something of meaning onto my skin. 
 
    He took hold of my chin, his hand wet with my blood as he turned me to face the single letter blazing in red on my forearm. A huge V encompassed most of the pale skin. Blood leaked from the point, dribbling into my lap. 
 
    “V for victory,” Rockley announced, bending down and snatching my arm again. He dug the knife in and I could feel him cutting small Vs, big ones, covering every inch of my right arm. V. V. V. V. V. 
 
    I bit down against the pain, but sometimes he cut so hard, I had to scream. I knew it was what he wanted, and trying to stop myself only made him dig the blade in harder. None of them were deep enough to slice an artery, so it was obvious he wanted me alive. This was just the beginning of his torture. And I knew it could be weeks before he'd let the pain end. Perhaps he'd keep me alive long enough for me to birth this baby and hand it to Silas. Then kill me anyway. My mind was alive with possibilities, and I despised my overactive imagination, conjuring up the most terrifying thoughts, making the whole experience worse. 
 
    Rockley soon ran out of space on my right arm, finishing off his masterpiece with a large V across my palm. It hurt more than anywhere else he'd cut, the flesh soft and tender. But I didn't even try to fight him. I let him make the marks. Because so long as he was focused on my arms, he was well away from my stomach. 
 
    He started on my left arm, ripping the sleeve open like he had the other. Silas shouted abuse against his gag, but Rockley ignored him and so did I for the most part. What was the point? We were thirty thousand feet above ground. No one but Rockley's men could hear us. 
 
    When my left arm was as bloody as my right, Rockley sat back in his seat, panting a little with his delight. He wiped his bloody palms down his jeans and tilted his head to one side, surveying me. “Dis is only child's play. Something to entertain me until we land.” He gestured for a guard to un-gag Silas. 
 
    “Don't you dare touch her again,” Silas growled.  
 
    I glanced at him, frowning. I supposed he cared for me in his own twisted way. 
 
    “Save her de chivalry, friend.” Rockley sat back in his seat. “We all know you're full of shit.” 
 
    Tense silence stretched between them. 
 
    I took a couple of deep breaths, trying to drag my attention from the blinding pain in my arms. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I didn't really expect an answer, but anything was better than the persistent silence. I needed a distraction from the pain. Even if my two companions weren't exactly my first choice for conversation. 
 
    “My new resort,” Rockley said simply. 
 
    My brows lifted in horror and Rockley's face split into another dark smile. 
 
    “I've been developing it for years. In fact, you could say you did me a favour in demolishing my other playground. It only encouraged me to speed up the new build. Now it's almost ready. And you're going to be my very first contestant, my dear.” He turned to face Silas. “And you will be my very first guest.” 
 
    “Do you tie up all of your guests at gunpoint?” Silas mused. “Because that seems like a pretty dumb business move.” 
 
    Rockley smiled in vague amusement. “Like I said, Silas. I have no qualms with you. You can exit dis plane as an ally if you are willing to cooperate.” 
 
    I eyed Silas out the corner of my eye, wondering how he was going to react. 
 
    Silas sat forward in his seat. “You expect me to sit idly by whilst you torture Cass?” 
 
    I was pretty sure it was the first time he'd used my real name. It was a weird time to start respecting my boundaries, but I guessed I'd take it. 
 
    “Cass, hm?” 
 
    “Cassandra to you,” I growled. 
 
    Rockley stood, flicking out his switch knife once more. 
 
    “Don't,” Silas snarled, leaning toward me, but unable to get close. 
 
    “Cassandra doesn't suit you,” Rockley said, ignoring him. He stepped closer, pressing the blade into one of the earliest V's he'd drawn, the blood starting to dry against my skin. I hissed through my teeth, battling the pain. He jabbed at several Vs as he spoke. “You look like a vile, vicious little vixen. De vixen who tried to ruin me.” 
 
    He snapped his fingers at two guards. “Not the stomach,” he ordered then they grabbed me, unclipping my belt and hauling me towards the back of the plane. I screamed, twisting in their hold, my legs kicking wildly.  
 
    Panic seized my heart. 
 
    “Let her go!” Silas shouted. “Please, don't do this.” 
 
    “Enjoy de rest of de trip, my vixen,” Rockley called to me. 
 
    I was hauled into a bedroom at the back of the jet and one of the guards slammed the door shut. The other threw me onto the bed at the heart of the room. Gold oozed from every corner of it, even the satin sheets on the bed were metallic and shimmering.  
 
    I lifted my hands as I scrambled upright on the mattress. “Please, you don't have to do this.” 
 
    They both drew knives and my gut spiralled. 
 
    “Please,” I whispered again, but I knew it was useless. 
 
    “Cass!” Silas's voice carried to me from beyond the door, his shouts growing more and more frantic. It was no good. And before I knew it, my clothes were being torn from my body and a hundred more Vs were being sliced into my skin. Everywhere but my belly. And for that, I guess I had to be thankful. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    At some point, I passed out. I wasn't sure whether it was from the pain, or perhaps it was just my body's way of protecting me. Either way, I was grateful. I'd stolen a small piece of respite. The guards had left the room so I had a moment to put myself back together. My clothes were torn, but my underwear was intact. Thankfully Rockley hadn't ordered his men to go that far. Or perhaps they just didn't have it in them. Maybe even hired thugs had some morals. 
 
    The sheets were sticky with my blood, but none of the wounds were too deep. Most of them would scab over, but the worst would leave a scar. If I didn't get given Larkspar anyway. 
 
    I pushed myself upright, tugging the sheet away where it stuck to my back. I winced from the movement, dropping down to sit on the edge of the bed.  
 
    “Get her together. We land in thirty minutes,” Rockley's voice sounded from the main cabin. 
 
    The door opened and I flinched, but I was grateful to find Silas walking into the room, not one of Rockley's men. Although he was only a marginal improvement on them. And mainly because I knew he wasn't about to hurt me. 
 
    He shut the door, his face paling at the sight of my marred skin. 
 
    “Cass,” he breathed, looking desperate. 
 
    “I'm fine,” I said firmly. There were worse things than this, much worse. 
 
    Silas moved across the room to a wardrobe, taking out the only item inside it. A green dress, the exact shade and style I'd worn in the V Games. Not a single one of the cuts had broken me, but the sight of it made a small sob escape my throat. I could feel my heart cracking and splintering. 
 
    No. I can't go back to the games. 
 
    “You don't have to wear it,” Silas growled, chucking it aside. 
 
    “I do,” I whispered. “This is how it works, Silas. And there are some things that aren't worth avoiding in the games. It'll only be worse if I don't.” I reached for the dress on the bed, pulling it into my lap. I was half naked, but I didn't care that Silas was present. What did it matter? 
 
    I tried to ease into the dress but every cut it touched stung like hell. 
 
    Silas edged closer. “Let me help you.” 
 
    I hesitated a moment before nodding. He guided me to my feet, gently tugging the dress over my head. The small frills of the sleeves hung over my arms, brushing the bloody Vs scrawled there. 
 
    I realised I was trembling and Silas took both of my hands in his, his gold-flecked eyes boring into mine. “I'll get us out of here. I swear. Listen to me, I-” 
 
    “Stop,” I hissed sharply, wincing. One of the worst cuts lay on my back. I couldn't see it but I knew it was huge, the biggest of them all, carved up either side of my spine. “There's no point.” 
 
    Silas cupped my cheek. “I'm so sorry,” he whispered. “For everything.” 
 
    “Hurry up!” Rockley bellowed and someone pounded on the door. 
 
    A lump rose in my throat and I glanced up at Silas, glaring. “I'm here because of you. Other people, too. But I was your prisoner first. Remember that the next time he hurts me.” 
 
    Something broke in Silas's gaze, his brows pinching sharply together. He gazed hopelessly at me as I brushed past him, holding my head high as I walked toward the door. I steeled myself, taking a breath before pushing through it and heading back to my seat. 
 
    Rockley keenly eyed my bloody arms and chest, but I didn't meet his gaze, dropping smoothly into my seat and clipping my belt in place. 
 
    Rockley let out a small laugh. “I'm going to enjoy breaking you, I think.” 
 
    I turned to face the window, gazing out at the line of white clouds below us, forming great twists and mounds in the sky. We were dropping lower by the second, my ears popping as we did so and Silas soon returned to his seat. 
 
    “Get her some water,” Silas demanded. 
 
    “I'm fine,” I snipped and Rockley gazed between us. 
 
    “She really does hate you doesn't she, friend?” 
 
    Silas didn't answer, shifting in his seat. 
 
    The jet descended through the clouds and I tried to see out, but Rockley leant forward and slammed down the window shutter. “Let's not spoil de surprise, eh?” 
 
    I feared where we were going with all my heart. But I had to be strong. If there was one thing I'd learned from my time in the V Games, it was that freedom could be won even when it seemed impossible. I was just sad I didn't have a happy-go-lucky Werewolf to get me through it this time. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    I slept most of the flight, nursing my hangover. Rockley Jones lived somewhere in Wales so we hired a black Volvo at London Heathrow Airport and Ulvic started driving us west. 
 
    My head lolled against the passenger seat window. I thumbed my new iPod, controlling the music. I'd settled on some blues and the rest of my pack soon fell asleep in the back of the car. 
 
    “When are we going home?” I asked Ulvic as he took a slip road onto the M40. 
 
    “After we visit Rockley,” Ulvic said evasively. 
 
    “And how long will we be staying with him?” 
 
    Ulvic shrugged. “Depends. I have some business I need to discuss with him.” 
 
    “Like?” I pressed. 
 
    Ulvic sighed. “There's a man called Silas Madigan who runs a company called IDAHO. He was the one who fixed my hand. He's developing drugs to be put on sale to the human population. Immortal drugs. Like V blood.” 
 
    “Can he do that?” I asked. “Wouldn't that change like – everything?”  
 
    “Yes. So we must be prepared. Rockley is working with Silas to introduce Immortals to the world. It won't be an easy process. So we're going to help him.” 
 
    “How?” I demanded. That all sounded like a terrible idea. And I didn't fancy getting wrapped up in the drama of it. Immortals hadn't been part of the human world for centuries. How was the modern world gonna cope with that news? 
 
    Oh yeah, by the way guys, there's Vampires that would all like to drink from you. So if you could hand over a few cups of blood to keep them happy, that'd be swell. 
 
    “We're going to help with the transition. You and the rest of the pack are going to be needed to keep the peace between the humans. We're already in negotiations with some high-up officials who know about the Immortals. They're not all happy about the idea, but most of them got onboard when Rockley offered them a payout for their cooperation. Plus, they'll be amongst the first to receive Silas Madigan's drugs.” 
 
    “So this is all about money?” I guessed, the heat rising in my veins. I did not want to get involved in this. When did Ulvic make this decision? 
 
    “No, not for me anyway,” Ulvic muttered. 
 
    “So what's in it for you?” I asked. 
 
    “Protection. Security. Scientists will be lining up to get a hold of Immortal beings. I'm trying to keep you all safe.” 
 
    I frowned, wondering if he was telling the truth. That couldn't be all he was after. We were perfectly capable of protecting ourselves. Our island was secure. No one would find us there. 
 
    “I don't get it. Why don't we just keep our heads down?” I asked. “Or try and stop this from even happening?” 
 
    “It's already underway,” Ulvic insisted. “We need to join forces with the right people. To prepare for the coming storm.” 
 
    “It's gonna be more than a storm, Ulvic. The world will descend into chaos if they know there's Immortals out there capable of killing them.” 
 
    “That's what Rockley's working on. We have to keep Immortals under our control. And prove to the human population that they're no danger.” 
 
    I didn't like the sound of that. It sounded like Hunters getting their kicks out of their power again. The V Games was an obvious example of that. 
 
    “Keep us under control in what way? You're talking about me and my pack here, Ulvic. I don't want to be collared like a dog.” My voice was rising and I could tell by the shifting sounds behind me that I was on the verge of waking everybody up. 
 
    “You will be safe with me, as always,” Ulvic promised. “I won't let anyone hurt you.” He glanced over, giving me a hard look. Turning back to the road, he muttered, “Not again.” 
 
    “Something happened to me, didn't it? You're not telling me something,” I insisted. 
 
    “The V Games were brutal, Jameson. You almost died a hundred times. It killed me to watch-” 
 
    “Wait, you were there?” The fact hit me like a bullet to the chest. 
 
    He nodded stiffly. “For the second round anyway...” 
 
    “I went through two games? I thought I was only signed up for one.” 
 
    “You were, until the Helsings decided to hold onto you.” Ulvic sighed. “A few of the contestants grouped together, rose up, fought their way out. I was there when the breakout happened. And I...well I suppose you could say I rescued you.” 
 
    My brows raised at that. Ulvic wasn't much of a hero. I mean, sure he was a pretty sound guy. But he wasn't a rebel. I couldn't imagine him swooping in to save my neck. 
 
    “And I did what? Stood idly by whilst this breakout happened?” I narrowed my gaze. That didn't sound like me. 
 
    “Well no actually. You were a part of it.” 
 
    My chest swelled at his words. “Oh. So what happened to the rest of the breakout gang?” 
 
    “I don't know,” Ulvic said vaguely. “A lot of them died. I got you on my boat and we got the hell out of there. Not before I lost most of my hand...” He cleared his throat. “To a Vampire.” 
 
    I sat back in my seat, thinking on that. “And then we went to Africa for a holiday?” 
 
    “Yes,” Ulvic said. 
 
    “But you said my memory was wiped by Ignus Helsing?” I frowned, the details not adding up. 
 
    Ulvic shifted in his seat. “Yes, it was a slow-acting drug. He'd obviously injected you with it before the breakout. You knew what was happening up until we arrived in Africa. Then your memories just...went away.” 
 
    My brow creased. “Okay...” I said, guessing that was possible. But it kind of implied Ignus knew I was gonna be leaving the V Games. “Why would he remove my memories the day I broke out?” 
 
    “It was the last day of the games. He was planning on giving you back to me, I think.” Ulvic rubbed the back of his neck, his gaze firmly on the road. 
 
    “Seems like he would have done it after I-” 
 
    “I don't know the details, Jameson,” Ulvic cut me off harshly. “That's what happened, alright?” 
 
    “Alright, jeez, chill out. I'm just curious.” 
 
    “Well don't be. You don't want to remember that time anyway, trust me.” 
 
    I nodded, flicking through my iPod to distract myself. The motorway stretched out ahead of us and I knew we had a long way to go. Guess it was me and a grumpy Ulvic for the remainder of this trip. 
 
    I wanted to ask more, but Ulvic didn't seem in the mood to talk, his arms tense as he gripped the wheel. 
 
    “Let's play twenty questions,” I suggested. 
 
    “No,” Ulvic snipped. 
 
    “I spy?” 
 
    “No, just get some rest,” Ulvic insisted. 
 
    I sighed, resting my head against the window. “I spy with my little eye something beginning with G.” 
 
    Ulvic didn't reply. 
 
    “You have to guess,” I said. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I sighed and silence spanned between us. “It was grouchy git, if you were wondering.” 
 
    Ulvic's lips pursed, but he said nothing. 
 
    An amused smile pulled at my mouth. Winding him up was always fun. 
 
    It's gonna be a long journey for you, bro. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    We arrived in Wales, winding through the countryside, passing through small towns and villages until there was nothing but sprawling hills and valleys. We were in the middle of nowhere. Miles from anyone. My iPod service had been on zero for the past hour, but luckily I had plenty of tracks downloaded to fill the silence. 
 
    We rose over a large hill and the view before us made me sit up in my seat. An enormous quarry stretched away below us. It certainly wasn't used for mining anymore. Above one large pit was a construction zone, but it was difficult to see what was being built with all the scaffolding surrounding it.  
 
    Ulvic took the only road into it, winding down a steep hill, leading us into a deep section of the quarry. We circled into it further and further, leaving the sun far behind as we approached a gargantuan iron door, barring our way forward. 
 
    Ulvic stepped out of the car, leaving the engine idling and I turned, prodding the others to wake them up. 
 
    Nadine gave me a dreamy smile and Mekiah yawned broadly. I didn't reckon Reason had been sleeping properly, she had bags under her eyes and the smile she gave me was hollow. 
 
    “We're here,” I announced and they gazed out of the windows at the sight around us. 
 
    “Jesus,” Mekiah muttered. “This is Rockley's new place?” 
 
    “You know him?” I asked, furling a brow. 
 
    Mekiah shook his head. “No...just heard about him.” 
 
    “Is he a good guy?” I questioned, needing to know what we were walking into here. 
 
    Mekiah's mouth dropped into a flat line. “Define good.” 
 
    Nadine scowled. “He's a Hunter. He played games like the Helsings. But worse,” she filled me in, her upper lip curling back. 
 
    “Why the hell is Ulvic buddying up with him then?” I muttered, but I didn't get an answer to that question as Ulvic dropped back into the driver's seat, having alerted our presence somehow. The iron doors split apart in the middle, widening and widening until a low-lit tunnel was revealed beyond them. Two armed guards stood sentinel on either side of it. One of them gestured with their machine gun for us to enter and Ulvic drove forward. 
 
    An uncomfortable feeling stirred in my stomach. What the hell was this place? 
 
    The doors closed behind us and we were plunged into semi-darkness; ultra-violet lights on the walls provided the only illumination. My white t-shirt lit up in a blue glow under the strange lighting. 
 
    We trundled on, the passage seeming never-ending. We must have been a mile away from daylight before the tunnel turned and opened out into a vast underground car park. Metal struts stood in the concrete, rising up to support the rocky ceiling. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I breathed. “Does this guy get a lot of guests?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Ulvic growled in response, guiding the car into one of the spaces, marked with white lines. The place was pretty much empty apart from our vehicle and a row of black SUVs against one wall. 
 
    Ulvic stepped out of the car and I followed, shutting the door behind me with a clap that echoed around the cavern. My pack exited the vehicle and we moved to the boot to get our stuff. I slung my bag over my shoulder, spying a row of guns and sheathed knives beneath it. Ulvic gathered a few of them up and unzipped his duffel bag, dropping them inside. 
 
    “What are they for?” I asked as Ulvic slammed the boot shut. 
 
    “Just a precaution,” Ulvic said. 
 
    “Against what?” I asked but he strode away, not answering. 
 
    I rolled my eyes, glancing at my pack. They didn't seem too chirpy. 
 
    “Everyone cool?” I asked. 
 
    Reason shivered, rubbing her bare arms and Mekiah slid his leather jacket off, holding it out to her. She thanked him, pulling it on and it swamped her tiny frame. 
 
    I glanced at Nadine with a teasing grin. “Do you want my jacket too, babe?”  
 
    She raised her middle finger in answer, heading after Ulvic. 
 
    I didn't feel the cold much, but this place was like a cellar. I wondered vaguely how far underground we were as we marched after Ulvic. He walked toward a lift with a set of steel doors and a call button beside them. It had one arrow on it. The downward type. So I guessed we were about to go a whole lot deeper into this quarry. Ulvic pressed the button and it lit up as the doors parted.  
 
    Inside, was not what I'd expected. It was fancy as hell, with a glittering black floor and mirrors all around the edges. I checked my hair as I stepped inside, the plane ride coupled with the car journey having royally messed up the back of it. It was getting long again. Apparently I'd cut my hair during the V Games, which didn't make sense to me. Unless Ignus had gone at it with a pair of shears for some reason. There was a weird shaved patch at the back, too. Someone, somewhere is having a good laugh about this. 
 
    None of the others seemed interested in their reflections. In fact, my pack looked like they were about to shit a brick. Like one each, not collectively. Ulvic was the only one who didn't look scared, but he continually flexed his fingers, giving away the fact he wasn't entirely comfortable in this place. 
 
    The lift descended further and further, making my ears pop. If we went any deeper, I reckoned we'd be closing in on the gates of hell. And judging by the paleness of Reason's face, I didn't think that was too far from the truth. 
 
    I flexed my fingers as the lift came to a halt. Supposedly, we were guests in this place. So why was everyone on edge? 
 
    The doors opened and a vast hall stretched out before us. The walls were black as onyx set with golden tiles, sparkling in the light of a roaring fire at the far end of the corridor. A black carpet ran down the length of it, all the way to the fire where a huge array of leather seats and sofas were laid out. It was super symmetrical and something about it gave me the creeps. 
 
    Ulvic led the way forward and I spotted a couple more armed guards, blending in with the black walls, adjusting their guns as we passed by. 
 
    We reached the array of furniture and I spotted a large reception desk to my left, made from white marble. A pretty girl stood behind it with ebony skin and sleek straight hair. 
 
    “Welcome to The Paradise Resort,” she said, grinning widely, showing pearly white teeth. 
 
    Ulvic approached the desk and we gathered around him. 
 
    “Rockley Jones is expecting you,” she said, taking a tablet from her desk and pushing it toward us. “I just need you to sign in and I'll have your room keys sorted in no time.” 
 
    I shuffled closer, glancing down at the form on the tablet. 
 
    Ulvic tapped out his name before taking his credit card from his wallet. 
 
    The girl waved a hand. “That's not necessary. Rockley has everything covered for you. You'll have access to one wing of the resort. Most of the mine is still under construction.” 
 
    “I understand,” Ulvic said a little stiffly and the girl took the tablet from him, tapping something on it before taking key cards from beneath the desk. She laid out five before us. 
 
    “We get our own rooms?” I asked in surprise. 
 
    “Evidently,” Ulvic said, passing me one of the keys before handing out the others.  
 
    “Just take the lift down one floor, you'll find your rooms in the first corridor.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Ulvic said, heading past the desk toward the golden doors of a lift. We headed down another level, emerging in a corridor of exposed stone walls and white carpet. The place smelt like new plastic and a warm breeze filled the air from vents set into the walls.  
 
    We headed along the corridor, finding our rooms amongst the first row of doors, all next to one another. 
 
    “I'm going to find Rockley,” Ulvic announced. “Feel free to settle in. I'll be back in a while.” 
 
    “Can't we come with you?” I asked, wanting to find out a bit more about the guy who owned this place. 
 
    “No,” Ulvic said firmly. “I'm sure you'll have a chance to meet Rockley later.” He circled back toward the lift before I could voice my complaints and I resigned myself to heading into my room. 
 
    I slid the key card smoothly into the lock and a musical tone sounded it opening. I stepped into one of the most luxurious rooms I'd ever seen. The floors were grey marble and soft rugs lay about the place between leather seats. A table was adorned with a bowl of fruit and a bottle of champagne chilling in a bucket. 
 
    “Jesus,” I muttered, heading across the space to the king-sized bed with crisp white sheets, complete with chocolates on the pillows. There were no windows, but one of the grey stone walls was taken-over by a huge screen, showing a life-like view of the sea washing over a white sand beach. I would have thought it was real had I not been a mile underground. 
 
    A panel on the wall beside it allowed me to change the view, from forests to mountains, even a night-time view of a city skyline. I left it on the mountains, reminded of home and headed over to the fruit bowl. 
 
    Two mangoes and a glass of champagne later, I was starting to feel a lot better about this Rockley Jones guy. But perhaps that was his intention... 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    Rockley had taken Silas and I to an abandoned quarry. I could hardly believe it when we'd descended underground to a resort which must have been at least the size of his old one, if not bigger. And there was no expense spared. The thought of him restarting the games made me want to scream. After all my friends and I had done to bring down his empire, he'd had a whole other resort in progress anyway. Thankfully, it seemed empty. There were no spectators or tortured contestants running around the place. For that, I had to be grateful. Of course, that meant Rockley's efforts were focused entirely on me. And when he'd had Silas escorted to a hotel room and taken me into the depths of the resort, I hadn't just been scared, I'd been terrified. 
 
    Hours later, I was in a small room of stone walls. The hairs on the back of my neck prickled as I awaited my next bout of torture. A single bulb hung above me, lighting the space. A bag of sawdust sat in one corner and I tried to ignore it, certain its purpose was to soak up blood. Most likely my blood. 
 
    I'd tried to prise the door open a couple of times, but it was pointless. Even if I made it out of the room, the place was crawling with armed guards. And there was no way I'd make it back to the lobby to try and escape. No, I was essentially screwed. 
 
    Eventually, the door opened and I glanced over my shoulder to see who had entered. Rockley approached, now dressed in a colourful shirt, hanging open several buttons too far to reveal the tattoos on his chest and an array of silver chains. 
 
    I sprang to my feet, my hands curling into fists. I wasn't going to let him get close without a fight. 
 
    Rockley reached into his trouser pocket and chucked a tube of Larkspur at my feet. “We have guests. I want you looking your best for the game dis evening.” 
 
    A jagged lump lodged in my throat. 
 
    “Game?” I echoed. 
 
    He smiled, nodding once. “Oh yes, you'll be de first to trial out one of my new events.” 
 
    “You can't kill me,” I breathed. “Silas-” 
 
    “Silas Madigan can go to hell. I will give you what I always give my contestants. A chance. If you survive...” He shrugged. “Den maybe he will get you back eventually.” 
 
    “I'll play your game, then let me leave with him,” I demanded. It was the only chip I had to play. And it wasn't much of one. I certainly didn't want to go anywhere with Silas. But if it got me out of here, then I was willing to try. 
 
    Rockley laughed. “You are under de impression dat I care what Silas Madigan thinks. He is a business partner. But I have my own agenda. And if his plans don't align with mine den...” He shrugged. “I guess I will find a new partner.” 
 
    “You promised,” I whispered, resting a hand on my stomach. 
 
    “A deal is a deal. But no one said dat baby had to be birthed in his care. You are already two or three months into your pregnancy, no? And if my memory serves, a Werewolf has a gestation period of approximately six months. Perhaps he can do his procedure here. I can do a lot to you in four months dat won't affect dat child.” 
 
    I ground my teeth, my worst fears confirmed. “And then?” I pressed, guessing the answer before he said it. 
 
    He stepped forward, his aura ominous. “Den I will have you gutted like a fish and make a trophy from your bones to be displayed to any other Immortal who ever considers defying me.” He drew up to his fullest height, releasing a breath. “You will be de example to dem all. And when I hunt down your friends - which I assure you I will do - den their broken bodies will join yours, hanging on my walls for de rest of time.” 
 
    My gut churned. I set my jaw, nodding, trying not to show my fear. 
 
    He gestured to the Larkspur. “I want you healed by tonight.” 
 
    I scooped it up, clasping the cool tube in my palm. 
 
    He paused before he exited, glancing back. “Do not get attached to your unmarred skin though, my dear. It will not remain dat way for long.” He slammed the door behind him and a jolt went through me. 
 
    I carefully slipped out of my gown, squeezing the Larkspur into my palm and rubbing it all over my body. The most awkward area was my back, but I managed with some twisting and turning. I sighed as my stinging skin grew numb and a warm, tingling feeling spread through me. 
 
    When the Larkspur had dried, I reluctantly pulled the dress back on to shield myself from the biting cold. I didn't know how long I had to wait. Time seemed to stand still in the small room. 
 
    At some point, someone pushed a small plastic plate of food into the cell. It consisted of a lump of bread and a measly piece of cheese, but I ate it down for the sake of my baby. It did nothing to quench my blood-thirst though. And I hoped Rockley wasn't going to keep me deprived of it, unsure if my child needed it too. 
 
    Hours passed and when I was about to lose my mind from waiting, the door opened. Two armed guards gestured for me to exit and I didn't see the point in disobeying. They escorted me down the stone corridor and I passed other metal doors that probably led to more cells. From the amount we passed, I guessed this place was set up for a lot of Immortals. The doors seemed to stretch on for an eternity in either direction. 
 
    The corridor split into a crossroad and the guards guided me down a passage toward a bolted silver door. One of the men unlocked it and pushed me through. The clang of it shutting behind me made me wince and I took in the space before me with a touch of fear. 
 
    A silver collar laid atop a plinth in the centre of the room. A camera pointed down at me from the ceiling and I glared at it, awaiting instructions. 
 
    A hologram sprang to life before me of Rockley Jones with a wide grin on his face. “You will have one hour to escape de maze beyond de door behind me. You must reach de exit within de time frame or the collar will inject you with a deadly poison.” 
 
    “And what makes you think I'm going to put that collar on?” I growled. 
 
    “Because...dere are two people in de maze who need your help.” The hologram disappeared, replaced with a map of a maze, spinning slowly in the air above me. Two glowing targets lit up on it around the large space and the hologram divided into two live images, showing each of the people, their ankles chained to a bolt in the ground at their feet. 
 
    My heart sunk like a stone. 
 
    My breaths rattled past my lips. 
 
    My twin brother and my father were both struggling to escape the chains bolted to their ankles. 
 
    I shook my head, horror tearing through me. Somehow, Rockley had found them, brought them here. And all to punish me.  
 
    It had been so long since I'd last seen them, but my familial bond was as strong as ever as I gazed at them. We might have been estranged, but that didn't stop me caring about them. And I'd do anything in my power to save them. 
 
    “No!” I gasped, lurching toward the hologram. 
 
    It morphed back into Rockley Jones and his laughter filled the room. “I'd put on dat collar if I were you. You won't be allowed in de maze without it. And dere are hungry creatures close by looking for deir next meal.” 
 
    I snatched up the collar, locking it around my neck and it snapped into place. I tugged at it, but there was no way I was going to get it off again.  
 
    “There. Now what?” I snarled. 
 
    A whirring noise sounded as a hatch opened in the wall. I spied two keys and one curved, silver blade inside it. 
 
    “You'll need de keys to free dem,” Rockley said. 
 
    I wiped the heated tears from my cheeks, snatching the items from the hatch and stuffing the keys into a pocket in my dress. 
 
    Oh god, am I ready for this? 
 
    It was all happening too fast. I wasn't remotely prepared. 
 
    “Ready...steady...” Rockley announced and the door behind him swung open. “Run.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    I darted through the doorway and it slid smoothly closed behind me. My fate was sealed. I had no choice but to play this game. But my focus was thrown by seeing my family. I hadn't seen them for years. They'd stopped visiting me in prison. I'd told them to stop coming. I couldn't bear the way they'd looked at me, knowing what I'd done. But that didn't mean I didn't love them. 
 
    The maze split away before me, the walls metal and grey. I gazed upwards, spying a huge stadium of seats spiralling up high above me. Only a few seats were filled amongst the masses, the onlookers clearly guards. Rockley Jones gazed down at me from a spectators' box that jutted out from the stadium, lit up from the inside. Silas was at his side, looking pale. The other man with them made my throat constrict. Ulvic Hund. 
 
    My heart lifted a fraction. Did that mean Jameson was here? 
 
    I had no time to dwell on that possibility, so I gave them a death glare before picking a path to the left, running down it at full speed. Sounds carried to me from around the maze; piercing Vampire shrieks and the clicking, sucking noise of a Reaper. 
 
    I gripped the blade tighter in my hand, pushing my legs harder. Adrenaline poured through my veins. I had to get to my family. I tried to picture where I'd seen them on the map, but I'd been too shocked to focus properly. Vaguely, I recalled my brother had been somewhere to the left and my father to the right. So I took the next left turn, figuring I must have already been closer to my brother. 
 
    I fought the urge to cry out to them, knowing it could bring a host of hungry creatures in my direction. But as I thought it, a wailing shout filled the air and I quickened my pace, recognising my brother's voice. 
 
    I'm here. I'm coming. 
 
    It was one thing to hurt me, but to hurt my family was too much. I had to get them out of this place. I tried not to guess how long they'd been prisoners to Rockley, or what he might do to them even if I managed to save them. 
 
    I turned corners left and right, his anguished cries guiding me forward.  
 
    As I rounded into a dead-end, my heart slammed into my throat. A Vampire had my brother pinned to the floor. He was still alive, fighting the V tooth and nail as it fed from his shoulder. 
 
    I brought the silver knife up high, leaping forward and yanking the V's head back by its scraggly hair. It screeched angrily and I didn't waist a second, slamming the knife into its temple. Blackish-red blood oozed, dripping down onto my brother's face. I threw the Vampire aside and Curt gazed up at me as if he'd seen a ghost. 
 
    My brother looked different to the last time I'd seen him. His dark crimson hair was shorter, his arms thick with muscle. He's been barely more than a waif the last time I'd seen him, his body devoured by the curse of heroin. A thick metal collar was locked around his neck, the same as mine. 
 
    I reached for his hand and he jerked away, gazing at me in disbelief, horror. 
 
    “It's alright, it's me,” I whispered. 
 
    “Cass?” he breathed, shaking his head. “How...how are you here? You're dead. The police said you were dead.” 
 
    I lowered to a crouch, taking his hand. “They lied,” I whispered. 
 
    In a sudden movement, he grabbed my arm and yanked me into his chest, crushing me against him. “Jesus, it really is you.” 
 
    I hugged him, tears gathering in my eyes, relief spilling through me. 
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked and he nodded against my shoulder. 
 
    “Apart from being chained here and eaten alive by that...thing.” He kicked the dead Vampire away from him and I realised Rockley hadn't even offered him the courtesy of an explanation about Immortals. 
 
    I fumbled in my pocket, pulling out the two keys and trying each of them in his shackles until the padlock opened. 
 
    “Where'd you get those?” Curt asked, shaking the cuff from his ankle. 
 
    “We're in a game,” I breathed, the sound of movement catching my ear beyond the wall behind us. I lowered my tone further. “There's no time to explain. Dad's in trouble.” 
 
    “Dad's here?” Curt gasped, evidently not getting the cue to keep quiet. I pressed a hand to his mouth, listening to the maze. Perhaps I was the only one who could hear the movements, my Hybrid senses giving me an advantage.  
 
    “We need to move.” I removed my hand from his mouth and he rose to his feet. 
 
    Wiping a line of blood from the blade, I held it up to his lips. He grimaced, looking confused. 
 
    “You need to drink it. It'll heal you,” I promised. 
 
    He didn't look convinced. 
 
    “Trust me,” I urged and he tentatively wiped the blood from my finger and held it to his mouth. I nodded my encouragement and he took a breath before licking it clean. A moment later, the bite on his neck healed and his eyes grew wide. 
 
    “What the hell is happening?” he whispered. 
 
    I moved forward, resting a hand on his shoulder. “I'll explain when this is over.” 
 
    He frowned, suddenly dragging me into his arms again and squeezing me tight. My heart swelled at the feeling of being reunited with him after so long. 
 
    “It's good to see you, sis.” He released me and I nodded. 
 
    “You too.” I glanced over my shoulder. “We need to find Dad.” 
 
    Curt headed down the passage and I followed, adjusting the knife in my grip as I took the lead. 
 
    “I should go first,” Curt said. Trying to protect me, as he always had. He was one of the only reasons I hadn't gotten into drugs when I was younger, never allowing me to try the stuff. My past attachment to him was still surprisingly present. 
 
    I released a very small laugh. “Trust me, I should lead,” I said.  
 
    He rubbed shoulders with me as a compromise and we headed further into the maze. We met a forked path and I shut my eyes, listening. I wondered if it was worth shouting out to my father. Curt evidently didn't have the same hesitation as he bellowed, “Dad! Where are you?” 
 
    My heart rate spiked, but then a reply came. 
 
    “Curt?” Dad cried. Far away, but somewhere to our right. 
 
    Shrieks sounded down the passage ahead of us, but that was where we needed to go. I grabbed Curt's arm, tugging him in that direction, throwing caution to the wind. 
 
    A mass of bodies were moving through the maze: the slap of bare feet, the hissing of Reapers. My blood turned to ice at the sound of chattering teeth. 
 
    Shadows danced at the end of the corridor and a Reaper floated ethereally from the darkness. 
 
    “Taste...” it said in a rattling breath, its empty eye sockets gazing blankly toward us. 
 
    My gut spiralled as it dropped to all fours, speeding toward us. 
 
    I pressed Curt back, lifting the blade higher in my palm. 
 
    “Cass-” he tried to halt me as I dove forward to meet the attack. 
 
    My heart thundered in my ears. I had no choice but to engage it and pray I was strong enough to win. 
 
    I slashed the knife toward the Reaper's chest, but it lurched backwards, moving like an apparition. Its dark cloak flapped around its bony body, its hollow eyes set on me. “Taste.” 
 
    I dove forward again, slashing, left, right, centre, trying to hit a target. Any target. A limb, a throat, something. But it moved like the wind, dodging every attack. Its skeletal hand clamped down on my arm, sending goosebumps sprawling up my neck. I gripped its thin wrist and twisted sharply. With a loud crack, the bone broke and the Reaper sucked in a rattly breath, darting away. It flew around me in a gust of wind and I turned, shouting, “Curt!” 
 
    He didn't move in time, slumping back against the nearest wall, his eyes wide with fear. The Reaper  shot forward and took a bite out of his arm. Curt yelled, throwing heavy punches, and managing to strike the Reaper in the face. It fell back, but its body was shifting, changing as it licked the blood from its lips with a blackish tongue. 
 
    The Reaper sprouted dark crimson hair from its head and its cloak curled around it, morphing into the white t-shirt and jeans my brother was wearing. 
 
    I ran toward it, lifting the blade high. As the Reaper's form changed entirely and Curt's body appeared, it kicked out my legs. I fell atop it, slashing the blade across its chest. The Reaper had my brother's strength, but that was all. And I was a Hybrid, stronger than him by far. It had made a stupid mistake. 
 
    I straddled it, lifting the blade with both hands and ramming it down hard between its ribs. The Reaper groaned and died, going slack on the floor, an ooze of green blood trailing out around us. Its body shuddered and returned to its skeletal form, just a bunch of broken bones beneath me. 
 
    “What the hell?” Curt gasped. 
 
    I turned, finding him on the ground, his back to the wall, his eyes wide. “It was me. That thing was me.” 
 
    “It's a Reaper,” I said, but knew it wasn't nearly enough of an explanation. 
 
    “What?” Curt balked, shaking his head. “What does that even mean?” 
 
    I took his hand, dragging him to his feet and he raised his brows at my strength. He stepped back, his gaze fearful. “What are you?” 
 
    Dad wailed, the sound cutting through the air like a knife. 
 
    I gasped, fleeing in that direction, hearing Curt following. “Dad!” he yelled. “We're coming!” 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped, leading us down another passage. It was long and seemed to stretch on for an eternity before us. It couldn't be the right way. Dad's shouts and curses filled the air and I turned around, running back the way we'd come and taking a left turn. 
 
    Curt barely kept up, but I threw glances over my shoulder to assure me he was there. 
 
    My jaw dropped at the sight ahead of me. I rounded into the dead end, finding Dad on the floor, his hands over his head. He was under attack from a flock of crows, all flapping their wings and pecking at his skin. 
 
    I ran forward, waving them off, but they took sharp pecks at me too. 
 
    “Get away,” I hissed, kicking out at those hopping across the floor. 
 
    Curt helped Dad to his feet and we managed to keep the birds back with enough clapping of our hands and hissing. I wielded the blade at them and they backed up, seeming to know what that meant. 
 
    I dropped to the floor where Dad's leg was chained to the ground, fishing the final key out of my pocket and slipping it into the lock. The padlock came free and Dad shook off the shackle, grabbing my arm and hauling me to my feet.  
 
    “Cassandra?” he breathed, shaking his head. I eyed the metal collar around his neck with a writhing feeling in my stomach. 
 
    “Yes, Dad. It's me.” 
 
    He looked the same as he had all those years ago. Unshaven, his red beard shaggy and his hair lank. The only difference was that he'd put on a bit of weight. Which had to be a good thing, since he'd always been skin and bones. 
 
    He dragged me into a fierce hug and Curt threw his arm around me too, crushing me between them. I fought back the emotion rising in my chest at being reunited with them. The scent of home washed over me, making my heart squeeze. Under any other circumstance I would have been thrilled. But this game wasn't over. And I had no idea what more Rockley was going to throw at us. 
 
    The crows were circling again and I gazed up at them with a frown. I didn't understand their place in this maze, but I guessed Rockley had them under his control somehow. 
 
    I spotted a giant digital clock hanging above the maze, a timer running down on it. We only had twenty minutes left. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” I urged, slipping out of their arms. 
 
    “I don't understand, what is this place?” Dad asked, glancing up at the clock, then at the empty seats surrounding us. 
 
    “It's a maze, and we have to get out,” I said. “That's all that matters right now. If we don't, we die.” 
 
    Curt visibly swallowed, gesturing for me to go ahead. “Lead the way, sis. Seeing as you've morphed into a badass.” 
 
    I fought a smile, nodding as I darted back into the passage we'd come from. I was careful not to move too fast, knowing my family wouldn't be able to keep up. But we didn't have time to waste. 
 
    I didn't even know where to begin looking for an exit. 
 
    “I know how to get out,” Curt announced, surprising me. 
 
    I turned back, giving him an expectant look. 
 
    “My old maths teacher taught me the trick.” He placed his left hand on the wall beside him. “It might take longer this way, but if we follow one wall, left or right, we'll always get out.” 
 
    “Are you sure, son?” Dad asked anxiously, glancing up at the clock. 
 
    “We don't have a better option,” I said, resting my hand on the wall. If Curt was right, we might still get out in time. But what if it took so long that we ran out of time? 
 
    “We need to move fast,” I said, leading the way forward at a jog. “As quick as you can manage.” I kept my hand on the left wall, following the twists and curves of the maze. Sometimes we met dead ends, but if we kept our hand against the wall and turned back, we always found another way forward. Curt had never been great at school considering his drug habit and I half-wondered if this was one of the only snippets of information he'd retained.  
 
    Just as I turned into a dark corridor, a weight collided with me. I was thrown back into my dad, crying out with the strength the attacker used.  
 
    I brought the knife up as the skinny female Vampire pressed into me, snarling and snapping her teeth near my face. I shoved her back with a grunt of effort and my dad braced my shoulder. I dove forward, slamming my blade into the Vampire's skull, but the moment she died, another one fell atop me. I gasped as I was knocked to the ground, rolling beneath the male, his eyes hungry and bloodshot. He had more clothes on than the last V, but seemed wilder, more fierce. As I brought up the blade, he sprang to his feet, turning toward my brother and father, sniffing the air. 
 
    “No!” I cried out, scrambling to my feet. 
 
    The V slammed into my father, sinking his teeth into his neck. Curt jumped onto the Vampire's back, trying to pull him off. As Curt wrenched back its neck, I took the opportunity to slice my blade across it. Blood spurted. 
 
    Curt slumped back as the weight of the V knocked him to the ground. I kicked the Vampire off of him, slamming my blade into its temple to finish the job. I panted as Curt jumped to his feet, darting past me toward Dad. 
 
    He was on the ground, gripping his bloody neck, his face turning horribly pale. There was so much blood that panic rose in me like a volcanic eruption. 
 
    I ducked down to the dead V, dipping my fingers into the wound on its neck. I ran to Dad, pressing the blood to his mouth before he could complain. 
 
    “Cass-argh!” He tried to push me back, but I was stronger. 
 
    “Drink it,” I demanded and he trembled, falling still before doing as I said. 
 
    He shuddered as he swallowed, easing his hand away from his neck, gasping as the wound knitted over. 
 
    “You'll be fine,” I promised, dragging him to his feet. 
 
    “I don't understand...Jesus, am I high?” 
 
    Curt laughed nervously, clapping his back. “Not unless I am too.” 
 
    “Come on,” I urged them forward.  
 
    Ten minutes left. 
 
    They moved into action and a swell of pride filled me at their resilience. I couldn't imagine how this seemed to them. I had spent my whole childhood seeing them out of their minds on drugs, weak, unable to even lift themselves from a chair at times. They must have been off the stuff for a while to have this kind of stamina. 
 
    We continued to follow the left wall, running our now bloody hands across it.  
 
    A grunting noise sounded up ahead and I held my hand up to halt the others. I glanced back, pressing a finger to my lips as I crept toward the dark passage where the noise was coming from. We needed to go that way. I glanced into the space, spotting a hunched over back with jagged bony spikes running up its spine. I grimaced, unsure what I was looking at.  
 
    It had webbed hands and overly long arms that dragged along the ground. I shrank back, fear gripping my heart. I glanced at my family, finding my resolve in their eyes. I had to get them out of here. 
 
    I stepped into the passage, stooping into a fighting stance as I readied the blade in my hand. 
 
    The creature sniffed the air then turned sharply. Its face was barely human, its nose two slits, its mouth fish-like and puffy. Its eyes were round and bulbous, dilating as they spotted me above its prey – a V. It ran forward with grunting breaths and I willed my legs forward, preparing to intercept it. 
 
    It ran at speed, bending over as it used its arms to move along faster. It let out a screech that burrowed into my skull, sending a wave of pain shooting through my head. 
 
    I hit the floor, holding my ears, trying to stop the horrible sound My head was surely going to explode. The mutant creature scurried to my side and tore at my dress, ripping a hole in it and pressing its cold lips to my stomach. It started sucking like a leech and panic poured adrenaline into my veins. 
 
    Not my baby, you freak! 
 
    I started stabbing, wildly and without care. Bluish blood splashed over me, hitting my eyes, blinding me, but I never stopped stabbing. Screaming, I ripped and sliced the creature's flesh. 
 
    It fell still long before I slowed my assault and a hand on my shoulder made me jump. 
 
    I gazed up at Curt, wiping the blood from my eyes. He reached out for me with a shaky hand, looking at me like I was a complete stranger. 
 
    Dad kicked the vile creature from my legs and Curt helped me up. I was shaking from head to toe. 
 
    Curt's gaze fell to my exposed, rounded stomach; a circular bloody mark lay where the mutant's mouth had been.  
 
    I wiped the blood away. It wasn't too deep. I'd stopped it in time, thank God. 
 
    “Let's go,” Curt said in a hoarse voice, glancing up from my bump. 
 
    It wasn't the time for that conversation. And he clearly knew it. 
 
    We headed on. My body trembled from adrenaline. I didn't care what else we met with now. I was getting us out of here no matter what. My mind had transitioned into an almost trance-like state. I was strong. And I'd kill anything or anyone that blocked our way out. 
 
    We turned down another path, my hand on the left wall. And there it was, impossibly: a wide, open door at the far end of the corridor. 
 
    Curt pressed a hand to my shoulder and I felt my father brush my arm. Together, we were getting out of here. And we'd deal with whatever came next. 
 
    Nothing halted our way as we reached the door and stepped through into a circular room like the one I'd started in. Curt slammed the door behind us for good measure and heaved a sigh of relief. 
 
    “How did you get here?” I asked, gazing at them as we waited for someone to come and get us. I doubted we'd be left together long, but I prayed my family weren't in any more immediate danger. 
 
    “Woke up here about a month ago.” Curt looked to Dad. “I thought it was just me.” 
 
    “I've been here just as long,” Dad said with a sigh. “Threw up for days. Nearly lost my mind during the withdrawals.” 
 
    Curt pressed a hand to his arm. 
 
    “You too?” I asked my brother. 
 
    He shook his head. “I've been clean for a year.” He gave my dad a guilty glance. “I was at college when I was taken. One minute I was sleeping in my room, the next I work up in a cell.” 
 
    “College? You?” I teased. 
 
    Curt snorted a laugh then his gaze dropped to my stomach again. “I'm guessing that's not because you over-indulged on doughnuts in prison?” 
 
    Dad followed his gaze, breathing in heavily. “Cassandra?” 
 
    I rested a hand on my small bump. “I'm pregnant...” 
 
    “Willingly?” Dad gasped and I couldn't fight a laugh. 
 
    “Yes, Dad. With my...” Werewolf mate? Jameson and I hadn't had time to clarify things between us, but I guessed it was safe to call him mine. “My boyfriend,” I settled on. 
 
    A whirring noise sounded inside my collar and Dad and Curt reached to their throats. 
 
    I felt the pierce of a needle and reached for my dad's hand just as blackness swooped in. The strength in my body depleted. I slumped to the floor, hearing the crash of my family falling down around me. Darkness swallowed me whole and I prayed that I'd be reunited with them soon. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Silas 
 
      
 
    Watching Cass fight for her life in the maze was about as entertaining as a stab in the neck. I was filled with relief when she finally escaped with her family. I had to bite my tongue on rebuking Rockley for doing such a thing. Did his cruelty know no bounds? 
 
    Death games were never going to be an amusement for me. It was twisted. And especially when the girl at the heart of the sick games was Cass. I knew she hated me. Despised me even. She probably would have happily traded places with me in that maze. But it didn't matter. Because she was important. And as much as I knew I'd broken her heart, I would never have brought her here willingly. 
 
    I couldn't let this madness continue any longer. I had to do something. I had to get her and that baby out of here. Safe in my care again. 
 
    When we exited the viewing box, I left Rockley and Ulvic to it, making my excuses as I headed back to my room. I was staying near the Werewolves. And a part of me was thankful Jameson wouldn't recognise me if I bumped into him, because I was sure he would have ripped me a new one. 
 
    I spotted a guard hauling a thin old man out of a room along the hall. I narrowed my gaze as a crow flew after him and pecked the guard on the head. 
 
    Viden. 
 
    I'd seen the crows in the maze and was certain they were controlled by one. They were an Immortal capable of controlling animals. Usually only one type. And this man evidently had control of crows. With a jolt, I had an idea. 
 
    I jogged after the guard as he hit the old Viden over the head with the butt of his gun. “Tell it to piss off or I'll break its neck,” the man demanded. 
 
    The Viden waved a hand and the crow flew off down the corridor, cawing angrily.  
 
    “That's more than you deserve, you brute. Let me go, I can walk myself,” the Viden snapped.  
 
    Feisty old guy. 
 
    The guard released his collar and the Viden walked obediently at his side. I kept my distance, following them down several flights of stairs and into a corridor. I held back, watching from the stairwell as the guard took a key card from his pocket and pressed it against an electric lock for a metal door. It bleeped as it opened and the guard shoved the old man inside, slamming the door behind him. The guard headed back in my direction and I swore, trying to act casual as he stepped into the stairwell. 
 
    He straightened as he spotted me, his brows raised. “No civilians are allowed down here.” 
 
    I pressed my shoulders back, assuming a position of power. “I'm not a civilian. I'm Rockley's business partner. And he wouldn't be very pleased if you defied me.” 
 
    His gaze narrowed. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I have permission to see the Viden.” 
 
    “Why?” he snarled. 
 
    “That's none of your concern.” I glanced back up the stairs. “I suppose I could get Rockley to confirm it, but I don't think he'll be very happy about you keeping me waiting.”  
 
    I turned as if to leave and the guard called, “Wait.” 
 
    He took out his key card. “Five minutes,” he growled. 
 
    I nodded and relief swept through me as he led me out into the corridor toward the Viden's cell. He opened the door, gesturing for me to enter and moved to follow. 
 
    “Alone, thank you. My work is top secret.” 
 
    The guard sighed. “Fine.” He stepped out of the cell, slamming the door in my face and my shoulders dropped. 
 
    The Viden had a relatively comfortable space with a small bed on one side of the room and a toilet on the other. The smell of peppermints filled the air and I spied him taking one from a packet on his bed. A little crow was hopping up and down on his nightstand. 
 
    “Who are you?” he asked as he popped the mint into his mouth. 
 
    “My name is Silas Madigan.” 
 
    Evidently, that didn't mean anything to him as he simply nodded. “Name's Dresden. And what can I do for you?” 
 
    I glanced at the door, edging closer to the man. “I'd like your help with something.” 
 
    “And why would I do that?” Dresden let out a wheezing laugh which turned into an all-out cough. It sounded like he had a chest infection and I wondered if I might be able to use that to my advantage. 
 
    “I can get you some V blood for that cough,” I said as he crunched down loudly on the peppermint. 
 
    “Can you now...?” he asked, surveying me through watery eyes. I'd guess he was hundreds of years old to look the way he did. Videns weren't entirely immune to the ageing process, but it took a very long time for them to look like that. 
 
    “Yes,” I promised, but I need you to do something for me first. 
 
    I took out a pad of paper and a pen I'd taken from my room. Getting my thoughts down was common practice. And since Rockley had confiscated my iPhone which I used for note-taking, I'd decided to do it the old-fashioned way instead. 
 
    Dresden eyed the pad curiously. 
 
    “And what might that be?” he inquired, stroking the little crow. 
 
    “Can your crows find someone for me?” I asked. I knew a fair bit about Videns from my work. They could use their animals to track people and that was just what I hoped to do. 
 
    “Yes, if you can get my baby out of here...somewhere she can fly,” he said, gesturing to the crow. “But Rockley wouldn't be pleased. I assume this is not on his behalf?” 
 
    “No,” I confirmed. “This is just between you and me.” 
 
    The man's wrinkled face lifted into a smile. “I do like to defy the cocky bugger whenever I can. So I'll do as you ask. So long as the V blood is guaranteed.” 
 
    “It is,” I promised. That shouldn't have been too hard to come by in a place like this. 
 
    “So who would you like my bird to find?” he asked. 
 
    I realised I was going to have to smuggle that bird out of there under my suit jacket.  
 
    I took a breath before revealing her name. The one girl Rockley Jones wanted more than Cass. Perhaps more than he wanted anything in the world. 
 
    “Selena Grey.” 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    I woke with a jerk, hearing the door open and curled my knees to my chest. 
 
    “Rockley won't care, he likes her being hurt,” a girl's voice cut through the air. 
 
    I glanced up, finding two people approaching me. One was a guard: a girl with a gun in her grip, her eyes dark and her hair fair. The man beside her was dressed in jeans and a shirt, but a lanyard poking out of his pocket told me he was a builder here. 
 
    I scrambled upright, getting to my feet on shaky legs. My skin was etched with Vs again. Apparently someone, most-likely Rockley, had used me as a carving board whilst I'd been unconscious. The cuts were mainly on my arms and legs this time, partly concealed beneath jogging bottoms and a vest I'd been given to wear. 
 
    “We don't have long,” the girl whispered. “Here.” She passed the man a knife. 
 
    “I dunno, Jessie. She looks human to me,” he said, rubbing a hand over his grey-flecked stubble. 
 
    “She ain't, Wyatt,” Jessie hissed. 
 
    “Prove it.” Wyatt folded his arms, surveying me. 
 
    I glanced between them, bracing myself for an attack. Jessie raised her gun, aiming it at me.  
 
    “Show him your fangs,” she demanded. 
 
    I frowned, not responding. 
 
    She snatched the knife from Wyatt, moving closer. Evidently, she didn't want to fire that gun. It was obvious they weren't supposed to be in here. And that gave me a small advantage. 
 
    She pressed the tip of the blade under my chin. “Show. Him,” she growled. 
 
    I peeled my upper lip back on a snarl. Well, if she wanted a monster, I was going to give her one. 
 
    At speed, I grabbed her wrist and snapped it. She wailed and I snatched the gun, diving onto her friend. I dug my teeth into his neck, taking a drink, hungry to my core. He cried out, falling to the floor, struggling uselessly beneath me. 
 
    A harsh kick met my side and I rolled over, snatching Jessie's leg and uprooting her. She crashed to the ground and I stood, wiping the blood from my chin as I aimed the gun at her. I stooped down, snatching a key-card from her pocket with a satisfied smile. She trembled, raising her hands at me. “Don't kill me,” she begged. 
 
    I ignored her, exiting the room and slamming the door. It bleeped as it locked automatically. I ran down the corridor of jagged stones, curving in an arch above me. 
 
    I thought of my family, but I had no idea how I was going to find them. The doors to the cells had no windows, and if I started shouting, a guard would soon come. 
 
    A shadow cast across the corridor ahead of me and I darted into a stairwell to hide. Voices sounded from the corridor I'd vacated and I had no choice but to run on. I headed up several levels, unsure where to go. 
 
    I met a security door and swiped Jessie's key-card against it. A musical noise sounded as it opened. 
 
    I hurried along the corridor of white marble and halogen lights. I met another security door and used my card to open it, stepping into a hall with white carpet. Several doors lined the walls. 
 
    With a jolt, a scent hit me. His scent. Mellow, and fresh. 
 
    “No way,” I breathed, jogging along the corridor, training all of my senses on his smell. Jameson was here. And so, so close. 
 
    My heart thumped against my throat. My hands began to tremble with anticipation. 
 
    I reached a door, certain he was beyond it. I knocked. Once, then twice. Then harder. 
 
    The door swung open and my heart nearly stopped. 
 
    Jameson appeared in his boxers, blurry eyed and obviously confused. With a small squeak, I threw myself at him, wrapping my whole body around him, planting my mouth on his. 
 
    He stumbled back and I clung on tighter. With a grunt of surprise, he prised me off of him and planted me firmly down, his eyes wide. “Woah, woah, woah, who the hell are you?” 
 
    I laughed but Jameson's stumped expression made me pause. 
 
    I raised my brows. “What? Jameson, it's me.” 
 
    “I'm sorry, do I know you?” He scraped a hand through his hair, glancing at the door as if he might call someone. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, my throat barely releasing the word. What the hell was going on? 
 
    He returned his gaze to me, eyeing the bloody Vs scrawled on my chest with a frown. “Did we meet in the V Games?” 
 
    Tears welled, burning my throat, my nose. 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed again, gripping his wrist. 
 
    “My memories were erased,” he said with a sigh. 
 
    I gasped, shaking my head. 
 
    Tears spilled over my cheeks. No. This could not be happening. Too much had been taken from me. He was one of the only things left I had to hold onto. 
 
    I cupped my hand to my mouth, horrified at what had happened. My thoughts wheeled to Silas. He was the only one who had technology like that. How he could this? Did he have no heart? 
 
    “Were we...friends?” Jameson asked then his eyes brightened. “Or did we hook up?” 
 
    I shut my eyes, trying to hold back my rage but it was hot enough to burn down a whole forest. 
 
    “My name's Cass,” I said on a sob. “But you call me Firefly.” 
 
    “Firefly,” he tried out the word. “Are you a guest here?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “I'm a prisoner. Rockley's keeping me in a cell.” 
 
    I moved toward him and gently cupped his cheek. I pressed my forehead to his chest, breathing in his comforting scent. He stiffened awkwardly. 
 
    “I'm going to fix this,” I promised. 
 
    He placed a hesitant hand on my shoulder, patting me. It felt like a slap to the face. I reached up, brushing my lips over his. Maybe I could remind him who we were, bring him back. 
 
    He didn't move, but looked confused as hell. 
 
    “I love you, and you love me too. You just don't remember.” 
 
    “I'm sorry I...” He shook his head, at a loss. 
 
    I sighed, dropping my head, my tears dripping between our feet. His hand slid under my chin, tilting my head up, his eyes roaming over my face. 
 
    “Did Ulvic bring you here?” I asked. 
 
    Jameson nodded vaguely, continuing to survey me. 
 
    “Ulvic's the one who did this to you,” I said, my thoughts kicking into gear. “He's been using you for the last few months. He made you kill half of your pack to save himself from the Helsings.” 
 
    Jameson snorted a laugh, shaking his head. “They're back home.” 
 
    I had to bite my lip, not wanting to break his heart all over again. But he had to know the truth. Another useless tear slid down my cheek. “No they're not, Jameson. They're dead. Ulvic killed them.” 
 
    “No,” Jameson growled, suddenly angry. “He wouldn't. Who even are you? What do you want?” His muscles bunched as if he was readying for a fight. 
 
    I raised my palms, stepping back. “I'm not your enemy. I swear.” 
 
    His eyes travelled to the small bump of my rounded belly pressing against my tank top. His Adam's apple bobbed. 
 
    “Is Nadine here? Or Reason, Mekiah?” I asked suddenly, desperate to find someone who knew what was going on. 
 
    Jameson's brow furrowed as he made a decision. “Yeah. I'll go get them, just stay here.” He moved to step past me and I nodded, heart pounding. 
 
    He took hold of the door handle, glancing back at me with a concerned frown before stepping out of the room. 
 
    My breathing grew ragged. I started pacing, clawing a hand into my hair. How could this have happened? How could Silas have done this to him? And how could Ulvic have let him? 
 
    I moved to the door, resting my ear against it, suddenly anxious. Cracking it open, I gazed into the hall, spotting Jameson in a rectangle of light cast from the next room along. 
 
    “I need you to come to my room,” he said. 
 
    “Uh, how about no?” Nadine replied. “It's the middle the night, Jameson. Are you seriously hitting on me?” 
 
    My tummy clenched into a tight ball. 
 
    He lowered his voice. “No, Dina. I'm not screwing around.” 
 
    I stepped into the hall, hoping she'd spot me, recognise me and be able to explain everything to Jameson. My plan backfired dramatically as Ulvic opened his door beyond hers. 
 
    “What's going on?” he asked groggily. 
 
    His gaze slammed into mine and I gasped in horror. Suddenly I was running, sprinting toward him, ready to rip him to shreds. 
 
    “Stop her!” Ulvic roared and Jameson slammed into me like a freight train. 
 
    “No – let me go!” I clawed at his shoulders, but I knew it was no good. His eyes were full of apology as he locked his arms around me. 
 
    “Guards!” Ulvic roared 
 
    I stilled in Jameson's hold, capturing him in my gaze. “Jameson, contact Selena and Varick. They'll help you. They'll explain everything.” 
 
    “Varick?” Jameson's brows pinched together. He shook his head as if I'd gone insane. My heart constricted. How much had he forgotten? 
 
    In moments, armed men were pouring out of the stairwell, charging toward us. Ulvic pointed a trembling finger at me, his face as white as a sheet. “Seize her!” 
 
    Jameson didn't let me go immediately, gripping my arms as the men roughly dragged me away from him. 
 
    “Hey!” he barked. “Careful - she's pregnant!” Jameson tried to pull them off of me and one of them threw the butt of their machine gun into his face. He stumbled back, his nose bloody as he watched them haul me down the corridor. My eyes never left his and he looked half tempted to wrestle me back into his arms. But it would have been pointless. 
 
    As I was dragged passed Ulvic, I glared at him with venom in my eyes. “Tell him the truth, you monster! Tell him what you did!” 
 
    Jameson wiped his bloody nose, his gaze shifting to Ulvic. 
 
    Ulvic's face turned blotchy. He stormed toward Jameson, shoving him back into his room. 
 
    “Tell him who you really are!” I screamed at Ulvic as the guards lifted me into the air, my legs kicking and wheeling. 
 
    One of them carried me downstairs and I was soon dumped back in my cell, hitting the hard floor with an oomph. They'd taken the key I'd stolen, the gun too. And the two people I'd locked in the cell were gone. 
 
    The tears continued, hot and fast, rushing down my cheeks.  
 
    No, this can't be happening. 
 
    I hugged my knees, rocking back and forth until I found enough strength to stop crying. If Silas had done this, maybe he could undo it. I gazed at the stone wall before me, letting the small possibility fill me up. 
 
    He can come back. He will come back to me. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    I took a tube of Larkspur from my pack, rubbing it over my broken nose, heat spreading up the bone. Probably shouldn't have stepped in, but those guards had been handling that girl like she was a terrorist. 
 
    Ulvic followed me into my room and slammed the door, pressing his back to it, his eyes wild. 
 
    “Who the hell was that?” I demanded. “And don't you lie to me.” I pointed the tube at him and he sighed, slumping against the door. 
 
    “She's a prisoner here,” he said. 
 
    “And?” I growled. 
 
    “And what?” he muttered. 
 
    “And she knew who I was! She started spurting some crazy shit at me, Ulvic. She said we...” I trailed off, shaking my head. That we were in love. Which would just be plain crazy if my heart hadn't reacted to her like an atomic bomb going off. I didn't want to admit it, but she did seem damn familiar. I just couldn't place her. 
 
    I scrubbed the back of my neck where my hair had been shaved away. “Tell me the truth. I saw the way you looked at her. You know who she is.” 
 
    Ulvic folded his arms, composing himself. “She burned down Rockley's old resort. She's here as punishment. You met her in the V Games, that's all.” 
 
    “Then we should help her,” I said, stepping forward. 
 
    “No,” he snarled. “She isn't our concern anymore. Our relationship with Rockley is more important than one girl.” 
 
    “She's pregnant,” I said in disbelief of his reaction. “And she was covered in cuts. What the hell is Rockley doing to her?” My stomach rolled. Confusion rattled through my brain. Something was wrong here. Ulvic was getting too damn defensive about this. But why? What was he keeping from me? 
 
    “I don't know, but whatever it is it's clearly driven her insane,” he said softly. “I'm sorry, but we can't help her.” He opened the door and I nodded, pretending I was giving in. But I wasn't. If Ulvic wasn't going to give me the answers I was looking for, I'd have to get them myself. 
 
    He shut the door and I waited for him to return to his room. When I was certain he was gone, I slipped into the corridor, heading next door and tapping my knuckles against Nadine's door. 
 
    She opened it, her face pale as I stepped into her room, pushing the door shut behind me. My pulse was all over the place. I needed answers, dammit. Who was that girl with the crimson hair and fierce green eyes? Definitely seemed like my type. I mean, shit, she was a ten out ten in my books. And what if she hadn't been lying? 
 
    “Who was that girl? Ulvic's lying to me, I know it.” I scraped a hand through my hair, moving to Nadine's messed-up bed and dropping onto the edge of it. 
 
    Nadine shook her head. “I don't...I can't...” 
 
    My brows shot up. “You can't what?” 
 
    She folded her arms across the little black nighty she was wearing. 
 
    “I don't know who she is,” she breathed, shaking her head. 
 
    I frowned. Why did she look so damn tortured right now?  
 
    “She's obviously a prisoner here,” she went on. 
 
    State the obvious much? “Yeah and Ulvic says not to help her. Which goes against every bone in my body.” 
 
    Nadine nodded, gazing at me with sadness in her eyes. 
 
    “Say something,” I demanded. What was the matter with her? 
 
    She swallowed, stepping closer. “You're right, we should help her. But I don't know how. It's practically a fortress here, Jameson.” 
 
    I chewed on my lip, mulling over some ideas. Nadine was right. It wouldn't be easy getting her out of here. But surely I had to try? I couldn't let Rockley continue to torture her. The idea set my blood boiling. 
 
    “You'll help me?” I asked, my brow furrowing. 
 
    “I'll try,” she promised. “But we can't do anything tonight. It's too risky.” 
 
    I gave in, knowing she was right. The redhead would be under close watch tonight. 
 
    My heart twitched uncomfortably. She'd had a chance to escape, but she'd come here instead. I must have been important enough to her to risk it. Women had fallen for me before. Maybe she was just hung up on me. But that didn't mean I didn't care about what happened to her. 
 
    I stood and Nadine moved closer, wrapping her arms around me. “Get some sleep, Jameson. We'll talk about it tomorrow.” 
 
    I nodded sullenly, heading back to my room and dropping down onto the bed with a huff. 
 
    I shook my head, thinking over what the redhead had told me. Ulvic wouldn't hurt my pack. That was crazy. Maybe she had gone insane. But that didn't mean I was okay with Rockley Jones hurting her. It wasn't my style to let anyone be imprisoned and cut up like a piece of meat. Especially not a pregnant girl. 
 
    Forgetting about her was impossible and it took me a long time to fall back asleep. And when I did, I found her in my dreams, her skin like moonlight. 
 
      
 
    Fireflies danced around me, skimming through a jungle of dark trees. The crimson-haired girl stood before me in a dark green gown, flowing down to her bare feet. She smiled at me like we were old friends, moving toward a river at the base of a small hill. 
 
    I followed, my heart tugging me after her. She slid out of the dress, letting it pool around her feet. A lump lodged in my throat at the sight of her bare body, her flawless skin practically glowing as she stepped into the water. 
 
    I watched her sink deeper and deeper until the water was up to her shoulders. Turning, she gestured for me to follow, a playful smile on her lips. 
 
    I hounded after her into the water, leaving my clothes in place, wanting to close the distance between us as quickly as possible. 
 
    As I approached, she slid her arms around my neck, gazing into my eyes. 
 
    My heart thumped out of tune. Every part of me wanted her. I reached out to wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her closer. 
 
    She glanced up and I followed her gaze to where the green and gold fireflies buzzed overhead. She moved even closer, wrapping her legs around me, her mouth falling to my ear. 
 
    A breath floated over my neck as she spoke, setting my pulse racing. “They can't control our hearts.” 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Mercy 
 
      
 
    We'd been travelling for three days on horseback, camping during the night. Sharing a tent with Colt whilst tethered to his wrist was about as relaxing as trying to sleep next to an angry tiger. The exhaustion and the cold were enough to drive me insane. But I had to bide my time for another chance to escape. 
 
    I rode on the stallion, sitting in front of Colt as he locked his arms around me to hold the reins. I leant against his shoulder, the lulling sensation of riding sending me to sleep. 
 
    Colt's rough voice soon sounded in my ear, “Wake up.” 
 
    I jarred upright but met resistance as his arms tightened around me.  
 
    “We're here,” he said more softly and I gazed out at the sight before us. 
 
    The forest had thinned around us and the hazy morning light filtered over a small stone cottage with a beautiful rose garden leading up to the front door. A path cut between the bushes. Colt hopped down, tying the horse to the fence and Lynch did the same. I turned, slipping off of the horse and dropping down beside Colt. 
 
    I gazed into the trees behind us, no sign of a road to be seen. 
 
    No point in running. Not yet. 
 
    Lynch smoothed his moustache down with a finger and thumb, his beady eyes honed on me. He gave me a twisted smile that made my insides churn. 
 
    Colt opened the gate with a whining of hinges and Lynch prodded me in the side to make me follow. I headed after Colt, wanting to put as much space between me and Lynch as possible. 
 
    Colt walked up to the door, lifting his fist to knock, but it opened before he could. 
 
    A middle-aged man appeared, his hair bright violet and curled up into a bun atop his head. He was short and pudgy and had a floral apron tied around his waist. 
 
    “Ah, I have been expecting you,” he said. “Come on in. I have a pie cooling in the kitchen and there's tea in the pot.” 
 
    “Montague, we don't have much time,” Colt said as we shuffled after him into the house. 
 
    It was quaint with flowers everywhere, some in vases and others drying, hanging from a cord above a narrow staircase. The scent of apples and pastry filled my nose and my stomach growled hungrily. 
 
    Montague chuckled. “See? Mercy is hungry. You must all have a slice of my famous apple pie.” 
 
    “How do you know my name?” I frowned. 
 
    “Guy knows everything,” Lynch muttered. “Gives me the creeps.” 
 
    “He's an Oracle,” Colt explained. 
 
    “Yes, yes, less chat, more chew.” Montague waved us through to a kitchen where a large lattice-topped pie was sitting at the heart of a wooden table. He gestured for us to sit and we slid into seats around it. The kitchen was small and had a country feel to it. It was strange to be in such a place after my weeks confined to an attic. It almost felt homely, even though my home had been nothing like this. 
 
    Montague served out huge chunks of pie for each of us and laid out cups of tea in little floral teacups. 
 
    I tucked into the pie, not waiting for everyone else to start. I'd been eating beans out of tins since we'd left Alfric's home. This was a heaven-send in comparison. 
 
    The pie was sweet and the pastry melted in my mouth like butter. 
 
    Montague gazed at me keenly, his eyes like two shining pennies.  
 
    “Well, isn't this a treat?” he said, clasping his hands together. “But I know what you're here to ask me, and I don't know if I'm happy giving the answer.” 
 
    Lynch drew his pistol, laying it threateningly on the table. “Well, you ain't gonna get much choice in that, old man.” 
 
    Montague pursed his lips. “If you mean to surprise me, it cannot be done. But...I foresee you pulling that trigger, Lynch. So I will have to do as you say, I suppose, lest my walls be painted red with my blood.” He said it simply as if the idea wasn't terrifying to him. 
 
    “Hand it over then,” Montague said, holding out a palm to Colt and he reached into his jacket on cue, taking out a black shirt and passing it over. 
 
    I frowned, watching the strange display. Montague gripped the shirt, pressed it to his nose then his eyes rolled back into his head and he slumped back in his chair as if he'd fallen unconscious. 
 
    I glanced at Colt in alarm. 
 
    “He's having a vision,” Colt muttered. 
 
    I'd heard of Oracles, but I'd never met one. They were capable of seeing the future, the present and the past. But only in small doses, as I recalled. 
 
    Lynch tucked into his pie as Montague started to twitch and jerk in his chair. With a yelp, his eyes flew open and he sat upright, sweat gleaming on his brow. 
 
    “Where is he?” Colt demanded. 
 
    “Wales, he's in Wales – the old Halkyn mine in the north. Oh...Lord. Oh, Lord.” He continued to mutter to himself. “I wouldn't go there if I were you, what a terrible place. And such bloodshed...Oh Lord.” 
 
    Colt stood, snapping his fingers at Lynch. “Let's go.” 
 
    “Wait,” Montague protested. “I do not offer my services for nothing.” 
 
    Lynch picked up his pistol. 
 
    “I see two fates here, one where you shoot me, the other where I have my way. I sense your leniency Colt so I will appeal to your better nature. Let me touch the Helsing girl. Just for a moment. Her fate intrigues me somewhat.” 
 
    I stiffened. “Touch me?” I wrinkled my nose. 
 
    “To get a reading, that's all. I wish to get a feel for your fate.” 
 
    I ground my teeth, not much liking the idea of that. But Colt seemed to think it was the best option between that or Lynch planting a bullet in Montague's skull. He waved a hand at Montague and he stood, hurrying around the table toward me, licking his lips. 
 
    I was a little grossed out as he rested a hand on the back of my neck. I glanced up at him and his eyes rolled back, his shoulders slumping as that same gormless look took over his face again. I shuddered then a spike of pain flared through my skull. I lost all function of my body and slid down in my chair, my eyes rolling up into my head. 
 
    Pain burrowed into my brain like a drill. A scream escaped my throat, but I was frozen in place, my body weighing me down like lead. 
 
    Montague released me and I regained feeling, the pain dying in a wave. 
 
    “You didn't tell me it would hurt,” I bit at him, but he only smiled. 
 
    “Then you wouldn't have been so willing, my dear.” He eyed me curiously, his smile dropping. 
 
    “So?” I pressed. “What did you see?” 
 
    Montague glanced at the other men, seeming reluctant to say too much. 
 
    “Can we have a moment alone?” 
 
    “No,” Colt said firmly, folding his arms. “I don't want you giving her any ideas.” 
 
    Montague sighed, his eyes meeting mine again. “You have two possible fates, my dear. Neither are pretty, but only one will lead you to salvation. Only on one path, will you live. The other...” He frowned. “Leads to death. Though it is not a death without valour, I can tell you that.” 
 
    “Comforting,” I muttered. “What's the other option?” 
 
    Montague tutted. “Oh my, you have such controversy inside you. The choices you make on your journey will lead you one way or another. If you choose well, life will await you. But if you choose poorly...” He shrugged. 
 
    “What else can you tell me? I need details,” I insisted, trying not to be rattled by his words. 
 
    Montague glanced at the men before lowering his voice to a whisper. “Trust the dark-haired one. He will lead you to a path of greatness. Not without trials. Oh Lord no, the trials will be murderous. I cannot say for sure you will survive them. It is too far along your path for me to see clearly, the fate has not yet been set in stone.” 
 
    “So I could still die even if I choose well?” I asked in alarm. 
 
    “We can always die, my dear. Our fate can change at the drop of a hat. Like Lynch's gun, here. I chose well today, otherwise I would be splattered across my nice clean kitchen right now. But...if you walk this path you are on, you will meet a great fork in your fate. One road to death, the other to life. The first road already awaits. The wheels of time are already taking you there. It cannot be changed, not unless you make the right choice. So when the time comes, you must take the other path.” 
 
    “You're confusing the hell outta me,” Lynch remarked and I had to admit, I was confused, too.  
 
    I didn't like the idea that I was going to come up against some great test soon. But at least I knew I could place my faith in Colt, for the time being anyway. 
 
    “Enough with the prophesies,” Colt said irritably. “I hate the shit.” He gestured for me to get up, then glanced at Montague. “We're going to borrow your boat.” 
 
    “Oh yes, I knew that. I felt my fate twist the day before last, so I had it prepared for you. It's just out back on the river.” 
 
    “Great,” Colt muttered, heading toward me and taking my arm to guide me out of the kitchen. 
 
    Montague guided us to the back of the house and through a small back door which led into a sprawling garden of wild flowers. 
 
    “Beautiful, aren't they?” Montague remarked. “A flower is a flower, is a flower. It has no fate to be concerned with. Well, apart from flowering.” He chuckled, as he guided us through a high wall of rose bushes to a small pier leading onto a narrow river. He unlocked a small gate and gestured for us to go ahead. “The key is in the ignition and I stocked the cabin with food. I'll look after the horses for you.” 
 
    “Cheers, freak,” Lynch said as he shouldered past Montague. 
 
    Montague caught his wrist and Lynch fell to the ground, crying out in pain, his body going rigid as his eyes rolled up into his head. 
 
    Montague released him just as quickly, chuckling to himself. “As I thought. Goodbye Lynch.” 
 
    Lynch glared at him as he got up, looking ready to punch the man as Colt pulled him away. 
 
    “Forever,” Montague whispered, but I wondered if I was the only one who heard it. 
 
    I threw a smile back at him, deciding I liked the guy. 
 
    “I have faith in you, my dear,” Montague said. “You'll make the right choice when the time comes.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said uncertainly, heading after the others as Colt gave me a hard stare. 
 
    We filed onto the boat and Colt soon had it sailing along the river. 
 
    Lynch sat opposite me in the cabin, fingering his gun. 
 
    The visit with Montague had given me hope, despite the fact I feared what tests I was going to face in the future. I just prayed his faith in me was founded. Because I wasn't so sure. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    I was tied to a reclined metal chair, tethered down by iron restraints, gazing up at a glaring white light. The room was designed for torture. The floor was tiled and a sheet was laid down for blood beneath me. Vile-looking instruments were lined up on a trolley next to me. Some of the worse-looking things were hanging in racks on the walls. Knives, saws, chains. Even a glinting axe. 
 
    In comparison to what he could be doing to me, Rockley was currently being kind. But I didn't expect those shiny objects to stay on the walls much longer. 
 
    A wet cloth had been pulled from my face, resting on my neck. Rockley stood at my feet with a hose in his hand that was attached to a nearby sink. 
 
    I was panting, my body trembling from the recent bout of water-boarding. 
 
    “You know...dere is an empty hole inside each and every person in dis world,” Rockley purred. “Most try to fill it with alcohol, drugs, possessions, sex.” He moved around the chair, running a hand over my tensed arm. “Dat is why I make so much money doing what I do. Offering the pleasures everybody craves but no one speaks of. But do you want to know a secret? Dat hole is bottomless. It will never, ever be filled. So I will always be immeasurably rich.” 
 
    “You're wrong,” I growled, glaring up at him. “It can be filled by one thing.” 
 
    Rockley threw his head back, laughing. “Please do not say de word love.” 
 
    I pressed my lips together, my silence only confirming that he'd guessed what I'd been about to say. “You've obviously never felt it, or you'd know it was true,” I spat. 
 
    He held my jaw in a pincer grip, practically snarling as he brought his face down to mine. “Oh I know all about love. I package and sell it wid a shiny ribbon wrapped around it. Tis an illusion humans buy in to. Do Werewolves really buy into de same notion?” 
 
    “There must be someone in your life you care about?” I tried, desperate to find a weak link in Rockley. I needed something to buy time. Something to hold off the torture. 
 
    Rockley's eyes darkened like someone had snuffed out a candle in them. “Yes...meself,” he said smoothly, chuckling. “When a man embraces selfishness, all his desires can be fulfilled.” 
 
    “At what cost?” I wrinkled my nose. 
 
    Rockley surveyed me. “Morals are de lie you are sold by de media, by cultural norms. Don't you see? You only cringe at my selfishness because you have been taught dat it is bad. But dose who don't listen to society have everything they have ever wanted. Dey rule de whole world.” Rockley lifted the hose and my gut lurched. 
 
    I swallowed the pleads that were fighting their way to my lips. Instead, I said, “That hole lives in you, too, Rockley. And one day it's gonna swallow you up.” 
 
    He tilted his head, considering my words. “Perhaps...but not until I've tasted all de pleasures in de world.” He took the damp cloth from my neck, placing it over my nose and mouth then pressed his foot on a lever beneath the chair. My seat reclined further so my feet rose and my head lowered. 
 
    Water spurted from the hose and he held it above the cloth so it rained down in a never-ending torrent. I writhed madly, my nose burning as the water smothered me. 
 
    I screamed but the sound was muffled, my back arching, my hands curling into tight fists. My throat ached. Panic set in. I wriggled uselessly, trying to escape, but it was no good. 
 
    When I could go no longer bear the torture, my vision began to fade. I choked and gagged, jerking in the reclined seat. 
 
    Rockley removed the cloth, pressing his foot to a lever that swung the chair upright, allowing me to cough and breathe fully again. 
 
    My heart beat frantically in my chest. The word 'please' was hovering on my lips, but I didn't let it pass. 
 
    I will not beg. 
 
    “I hear you had a little excursion last night,” Rockley said, moving close, rubbing his hand over my back almost lovingly. “I do not take kindly to escapees. Though de guard who opened your door is de one to blame. But I have to admire her willingness to do harm. She wanted to hurt you. Do you see how humans react to people like you? Disgusting Immortals, trying to rise above their place in de world. I cannot blame her for her bloodlust. De punishment will only lie with you, I'm afraid.” 
 
    “What more can you do?” I hissed. 
 
    He laughed softly. “You know de answer to dat, I think.” He edged closer, grinning. “I am rather curious to how you feel about your boyfriend now dat he has no memory of you.” 
 
    I gazed up at him, practically snarling. There was no point in answering. 
 
    Rockley's smile widened. “Such a shame dat two lovers are doomed to be parted. Perhaps my torture does not sting you so much as dat, hm?” 
 
    I dropped my gaze, eyeing the puddle on the floor beneath me. 
 
    “Immortals are not meant for love, my dear.” He continued to rub my back and my spine tingled uncomfortably. I despised his hands on me. It was worse than the torture. “You shall learn dat when de time comes. When de world learns of your existence, men and women will line up to hurt you. And I will gladly let dem. For a price.” He chuckled again and my blood turned to ice. 
 
    I kept my lips sealed, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of a response. 
 
    “Perhaps it's time for something a little more...interesting.” He walked away, heading to the rack on the wall, taking his time to pick out a huge, curved blade. 
 
    My heart turned to stone. 
 
    A knock came at the door as Rockley approached me. Minor irritation flashed across his features. “I'm busy,” he snapped. 
 
    “I need a word,” Silas's voice called from beyond the door. 
 
    Rockley sighed, muttering something about business investments and walked across the room to open the door. 
 
    Silas came into view, his eyes immediately wheeling to me, his brows pulling together. He cleared his throat, looking to Rockley. “In private?” 
 
    Rockley cursed, clicking his fingers at someone out of sight. Jessie stepped into the room with another male guard at her side. Her mouth curled up in delight at the sight of me. “Take her to de red hall.” Rockley glanced back at me, a sneer on his face. “We'll play some more games dis afternoon.” 
 
    He walked away with Silas and the guards unshackled me, pulling me to my feet. They dragged me along, heading down the stone corridor toward a lift. 
 
    We ascended a couple of levels before we emerged in a vast casino, sprawling out before me. Everything was blood red, from the velvet chairs to the carpet and huge curtains hanging over the cavernous walls. At the heart of the casino was a pit, dropping down nearly two storeys, made entirely of black onyx. Jessie pushed me, trying to shove me into it, but I clung onto her arm, digging my heels in. 
 
    The other guard raised his gun to my head. “Get in or I'll shoot.” 
 
    “Your boss wouldn't be happy if you killed me,” I snarled. 
 
    The guard lowered his gun to aim at my knee. “A knee-cap wouldn't hurt, though.”  
 
    I sighed, crouching at the edge and lowering myself backwards before dropping to the bottom. I hit the cold floor, nearly losing my footing as a jolt of pain tore through my ankle. The walls were as smooth as ice. 
 
    Jessie smirked before walking away with the guard. 
 
    When I heard the lift doors shut, I leapt toward the wall, trying to find purchase. On the fifth go, I gave up. It was impossible. The pit was perfectly designed to keep me contained. I dropped down to the floor, resigning myself to the place. 
 
    Guess I'm not going anywhere anytime soon. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Silas 
 
      
 
    Rockley guided me to a grand office with a huge granite desk at the heart of it. Behind it was a screen encompassing the back wall, the video playing made it seem as though the room overlooked a huge lake, with the moon shimmering above it on the lapping waves. 
 
    The office was filled with trinkets that made my skin crawl. A Reaper's skull sat inside a large bell-jar on the desk and shelves filling one wall held everything from silver-coated Vampire fangs to a withered paw that looked like it belonged to a wolf. 
 
    Rockley sat in a large leather chair behind the desk and I dropped into the smaller one opposite. 
 
    “What is it, Silas? I have things I'd much rather be doing right now.” 
 
    My skin crawled. 
 
    Like butchering Cass. 
 
    I thought of the crow I'd sent last night, wondering if it had made any progress on finding Selena. It had been a bit of a struggle getting that bird above ground. But it had remained silent inside my jacket at the will of the Viden. And after I'd convinced a guard to give me a tour of the building site outside the mine, I'd managed to release it without being seen. Which had been tricky, considering he'd been aiming a gun at me for the duration of the not-so-fun tour. 
 
    I laced my fingers together, resting them on the desk, composing myself into the businessman I was. This is what I did best. I was the boss of a company that Rockley needed. I was an important asset to him. He wanted to work with me when the time came to reveal the Immortals to the world. And I had to play that to my advantage. 
 
    “I think it's time we started making plans toward the reveal,” I said. 
 
    “And you thought now was a good time to discuss it?” Rockley snarled. 
 
    “Well, I believe we are wasting time here. I have to go back to work. I have a lot of preparations to make.” 
 
    “So you want to leave?” Rockley guessed, leaning back in his chair and thumbing one of the giant medallions around his throat. 
 
    “Yes,” I said simply. “I don't think my presence is necessary here. We can correspond by email.” 
 
    Rockley surveyed me a moment before saying, “No.” 
 
    “No?” I growled, my skin prickling. 
 
    “I don't trust you, Silas. Like I don't trust most people in dis world. I brought you here so we could have a chance at rebuilding our relationship. If we are going to do dis together, den we need to be on de same page.” 
 
    “What more can I do?” I asked, leaning forward. “I have supplied you with Immortals for your games, you have access to all of my treatments. After the shit you pulled at my African institute, I think it is you who should be working to regain my trust.” 
 
    Rockley fiddled with a pen on his desk that seemed to be made from ivory. “I made you an offer, Silas. And you refused it. You have caused dis situation. I had to obtain de redhead on my own. You should have handed her over when I asked initially.” 
 
    I slammed my hand down on the desk, my frustration boiling over. “You are not the only one who has an investment in the girl. She is of use to me. You want her here only to torture her. What's the point? You've had your fun, now let me take her back to the institute so I can get my project underway.” 
 
    Rockley sighed, shaking his head. “You are weak, Silas. Dis project you speak of concerns something outside of our business arrangement. It is even a distraction from your other more profitable projects. Why bring your daughter back? What is de point in it?” 
 
    “She's my daughter, that's all there is to it. You have a son, do you not? Surely you understand what being a parent means.” Bringing up Accolt Jones was a dangerous move. I didn't know what Rockley's real feelings were toward the boy. But I knew from experience that a parent's love wasn't something easily carved out. 
 
    Rockley's shoulders tensed at the mention of his son. “He is a burden to me, nothing else. If he died, I would not raise him from the depths of hell just to satisfy my own desires.” 
 
    “So you would desire it? You care for him in some way,” I pressed, knowing I was walking on thin ice. 
 
    Rockley's jaw hardened. “I suppose you could use dat word.” 
 
    Relief ebbed through me. My hunch had paid off. “Then you can surely understand why Cass is so important to me. Why her child is important to me. It is not a far step beyond that to then conclude that you are messing with my assets. And my own daughter's chance of rebirth.” 
 
    Rockley nodded slowly. “Alright. You will have de necessary equipment brought here to do your mumbo-jumbo on her.” 
 
    My gut constricted. “Here? This is hardly the place for such an experiment, Rockley.” 
 
    “I have plenty of rooms. I'll give you whatever you need to get it done. But the girl stays wid me, Silas. Dat is non-negotiable.” 
 
    I rubbed my eyes, knowing I had to give in. “Fine. I'll need to go to one of my institutes to retrieve everything I need.” 
 
    “No,” Rockley said simply. “Like I said, I would like us to have some time together. You can write down everything you need and I'll send my guards to get it for you.” He slid a notepad across the table with the ivory pen. 
 
    I picked up the pen, fiddling with it. “I need some time to think about what I'll need.” 
 
    Rockley waved a hand. “Take de pad. Give me de list when you're ready.” 
 
    I nodded, dropping it into my trouser pocket with the pen. 
 
    Rockley stood. “Come. Perhaps it is time we started dat bonding time right away.” 
 
    A lump lodged itself in my throat. “Now?” 
 
    “Yes, now.” 
 
    “I won't hurt Cass,” I said quickly. 
 
    “Of course, I would not expect you to. But Silas, I really would like to see you loosen up around here. Dis is a playground for kings. I'd like you to become one of dem.” 
 
    I nodded vaguely, following him from the room, feeling like I was not going to like whatever this 'bonding experience' was going to entail. 
 
    Rockley guided me down into the depths of the mine into a corridor filled with metal doors. My gut told me that this was where Cass was being kept. The tunnel arched overhead, the jagged stones poking out of the exposed walls. Guards stood at intervals along it with large machine guns strung across their bodies. 
 
    A chill ran over my neck as we walked. 
 
    Rockley paused by a door that was wider than the rest, taking out a key card and pressing it to the automatic lock on the door. The light turned green on the pad and Rockley stepped into the room, revealing a vast armoury. It held every weapon imaginable in racks and benches around the space. Rockley hummed as he walked up to a row of blades, taking one and passing it to me. I reluctantly took it and he kept another in his hand as we exited the room.  
 
    He led me to the door next to the armoury, pressing his key card to the door and leading me inside. A bony Vampire hissed from one corner, but didn't try to attack us. It was a male; he was thin and his ribs poked out from his bare torso. His trousers were the only item of clothing he had intact, just a simple pair of jogging bottoms. He pressed himself further into the corner, eyeing Rockley Jones. 
 
    My throat constricted as Rockely approached the Vampire, gripping his matted hair and yanking him to his feet. Without warning, he shoved the V forward and I stumbled back as Rockley commanded, “Drink.” 
 
    “Rockley, what the f-” I started but the Vampire dove at me, sinking his teeth into my arm. I kicked him off, yanking my wrist free before he dove at me again. He crashed into me, throwing me back against the nearest wall. I struggled to keep the Vampire back, my muscles straining as it gnashed its teeth together near my ear. 
 
    “Rockley!” I cried. 
 
    Rockley's laughter filled the air. “Fight back, Silas. Or you will be his lunch.” 
 
    I shoved the Vampire hard, but he was relentless, scratching my arms, tearing my shirt. I had no choice but to use the blade and jammed it awkwardly into his side. The Vampire fell back with a screech of rage, blackish blood leaking from the wound, the skin singed from the impact of the silver knife. 
 
    I raised the blade defensively, hoping I'd done enough damage to keep it at bay, but it came at me again in a blur of movement. 
 
    “Come on, Silas. I know you're holding back.” Rockley cackled a laugh. 
 
    Adrenaline surged through my veins as the Vampire sprang at me, digging its teeth into my shoulder. I slammed the blade into its side, over and over. It stumbled away, screaming, hitting the floor. I knew I couldn't stop. I fell forward, kneeling over it and burying the knife in its temple, panting heavily. 
 
    The Vampire fell still beneath me and I hung my head in relief and shame. 
 
    “Why would you do that?” I snarled at Rockley. 
 
    His hand slid onto my shoulder. “Listen to the beating of your heart. Feel the power of the kill.” 
 
    I shut my eyes, resenting his hand on me. I didn't feel powerful, I felt like a killer. Like my hand had been forced to commit this act. Even when Immortals had died in my care, I'd always regretted it. But at least their deaths had been in the name of science. This was murder. 
 
    I glanced up at Rockley, his eyes keen, hunting for my reaction. 
 
    I shook him off, getting to my feet, the pain in my neck searing. Rockley took a bottle of V blood from his pocket, holding it out to me. I drank it with only a hint of disgust, feeling the wounds on my body healing over in response. When I'd drunk half of it, I pocketed the bottle, planning on giving it to Dresden as soon as I could gain access to him again. 
 
    “Well?” Rockley pressed. “Tell me how you feel.” 
 
    “I feel like a monster,” I growled. “This is not something I will ever enjoy, Rockley. We aren't the same.” 
 
    “All men are de same,” he purred, stepping closer. “Some fight it harder.” He placed a hand on my chest, feeling my rampant heart beat beneath his palm. “But you'll get there.” 
 
    He marched from the room and I cast a glance at the dead V, left on the floor like an animal carcass. I marched from the room, knowing I'd never shake the memory of what I'd just done. 
 
    “Come, a little wine will soothe your worries. I don't doubt you feel conflicted, but dere is more to my resort than dis. Perhaps killing is not your strong suit. But there are other pleasure Immortals can bring.” 
 
    I didn't like the sound of that, but figured I had no choice as he led me back upstairs. We soon arrived in a casino of blood-red walls. Rockley tapped out a text on his phone as he led me to a set of armchairs set up near a large pit. I couldn't see inside it from where we sat, and something told me I didn't want to. 
 
    A waiter soon appeared with a bottle of red wine, pouring a glass for each of us. The lights dimmed and soft music began to play. The red room had the feel of a boudoir, something both sultry and eerie about it. 
 
    A guard appeared, escorting a girl dressed in a slinky black dress, revealing her ample cleavage and long, dark legs. She wore a black, ebony mask over her face with nothing but eye-holes in it, revealing her chocolate eyes. 
 
    I downed the glass of wine, needing the boost of courage for what Rockley had in store for me next. I'd laid the bloody knife on the table and I wasn't planning on picking it up again. 
 
    Rockley took a pair of sunglasses from his pocket, putting them on.  
 
    “A shield,” he answered my probing stare. “One of your inventions, no?” 
 
    I knew what that meant... 
 
    The guard gestured for the girl to approach and she did so willingly, tugging the mask off. Her face was heavenly and I was struck with absolute clarity that I was in love with her. I was under her spell as she approached and I knew in the pit of my stomach that she was a Siren. I couldn't help but gaze at her and though I was aware of being under the power of her abilities, I was a slave to them too. 
 
    She dropped smoothly into my lap, running her fingers into my hair. 
 
    I dragged my eyes away from her, looking to Rockley. “Is she forced to be here?” 
 
    “No, I like using my powers,” the girl answered for him, taking hold of my chin and tugging so I had to look at her again. Urges rose in me that I tried to battle away. 
 
    “This girl is here by choice,” Rockley said. “Not all Immortals are so monstrous, huh? I don't personally indulge in such things, but like you said, you're not like me.” 
 
    Rockley sipped his wine, taking an interest in his phone as the girl began running her fingers into my hair again. I tried to find the willpower to push her away, but my arms moved of their own accord, looping around her waist and shifting her closer. A stupid grin took hold of my face and my internal compass spun wildly out of control. I knew I'd do anything for this girl. Anything. 
 
    She dipped her head, her mouth brushing my ear. “Maybe we should go somewhere more private.” 
 
    “What do you say to dat, Silas?” Rockley laughed. 
 
    I blinked, trying to force away the urge to say yes. But it was devouring me from the inside out. “Okay,” I felt my mouth moving before I'd made the decision. 
 
    The girl took my hand, standing and Rockley pointed to a series of doors lining one wall.  
 
    “Silas!?” A voice suddenly reached me. Cass. 
 
    My heart pulled me in her direction and I gazed toward the pit where the voice had sounded from. I may have been enraptured by the Siren, but I had just enough willpower to move away from her toward the pit. I gazed over the edge, spotting Cass far below, her hair hanging in wet strands around her shoulders. 
 
    She gazed at my torn shirt and the blood staining it with a grimace.  
 
    “What have you done?” she snarled. 
 
    I shook my head, trying to realign my thoughts. The Siren moved to my side, lacing her fingers between mine. She caught me in her gaze again and a dreamy feeling soothed my concerns. 
 
    “Come on, you can talk with her later,” the girl said, a smile dancing on her lips.  
 
    “Okay...later,” I said, following her back across the hall toward one of the doors. Rockley's chuckle followed me. 
 
    “What's your name?” I asked as we arrived in a red room filled with a large silk-covered bed. Hanging on the walls were all kinds of leather objects I had no interest in investigating. 
 
    “It doesn't matter, sweetie.” She placed a cherry-flavoured kiss on my lips, pressing me down to the bed. “You won't even remember your own name after this.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    Rockley had been pushing starved Vampires into the pit for the past half an hour. I was growing tired and the bodies around my feet were making it more and more difficult to face my opponents. On top of that, I was growing hungry for blood myself. And the more my strength depleted, the more vicious and animal-like my attacks became. Unfortunately, the healing power of their blood was no good to me anymore since my transition into a Hybrid. 
 
    Rockley had pulled his chair to the edge of the pit to watch, puffing on a cigar. The smoky scent drifted down to me occasionally, tangling with the metallic smell of blood. 
 
    A guard brought another V to the edge of the pit, dangling her over me with a small grin.  
 
    “Enough.” Rockley waved him off and the guard yanked the Vampire back by a chain around its neck. It snarled and snapped its teeth.  
 
    Rockley stood, seeming bored as he took hold of the Vampire's neck and yanked sharply sideways. A horrid crack sounded her demise and the V slumped down into the pit at my feet.  
 
    Rockley gazed at the carnage surrounding me. “Dis is going to call for a restock,” he said as if he were amused by the fact. 
 
    I panted, holding my sides as I tried to catch my breath. Black blood caked my arms and was smeared across my clothes. 
 
    “Get her out,” Rockley demanded and the guard kicked a rope ladder into the pit. 
 
    I steadied my hands on the rungs, climbing up, wanting to be away from the stench of death. The guard hauled me up by my arms and Rockley snapped his fingers, pointing to his chair. 
 
    The man released me, moving swiftly to the chair and carrying it back to its place amongst a ring of furniture.  
 
    Rockley moved to my side, pressing my elbow as he guided me toward the seats. He gestured for me to sit and I slumped into a chair, too exhausted to protest. He poured a glass of wine and pushed it toward me. “Drink,” he encouraged. 
 
    I shook my head. “I'm pregnant.” 
 
    He chortled softly. “From what Silas has told me, your baby will be replaced soon enough. So why not enjoy de fruits of your labour.” He gestured to the glass again and I ignored him, folding my arms. Scratches and bite marks lined my skin, but there was nothing life-threatening. 
 
    “Suit yourself.” Rockley picked up his own glass, sipping. When he planted it down, he threw a glance over his shoulder as one of the doors opened at the back of the room. A guard stood sentinel beside it and as a girl followed Silas from the room, the guard placed a mask forcefully over the girl's face. 
 
    Siren. 
 
    Silas walked toward us, rubbing his neck which was lined with love-bites. I wrinkled my nose as he planted himself in a seat opposite us, snatching up a glass of wine. 
 
    “Enjoy yourself?” Rockley asked with a sly grin. 
 
    Silas didn't meet his eye, drinking a deep glug of wine. “I'm not sure how to feel about what just happened.” 
 
    Rockley barked a laugh. 
 
    I raised my brows and Silas finally looked at me, taking in my blood-soaked clothes and bruised skin. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked, his brow furrowed. 
 
    I tsked. “Sorry, did I disturb your sex party, Silas?” 
 
    He gave me a guilty frown. “We didn't have sex.” He cleared his throat, looking away, suggesting he had done something with the girl. He gazed at Rockley. “I have the distinct feeling I've just been molested.” 
 
    Rockley laughed harder. “You enjoyed yourself, did you not?” 
 
    “I only went with her because she was a Siren, Rockley. I don't think that counts as willing.” 
 
    Rockley shook his head. “You think too much, friend. What is de phrase? Ah yes, you need to take a chill pill.” 
 
    I glanced between them, the tension in the room rising. It was clear Silas didn't want to be here. I had no idea why Rockley was so insistent on him staying either. 
 
    “I don't sleep with prostitutes,” Silas bit out. “And thankfully she backed off when I found enough willpower to make that clear.” 
 
    “She's not a prostitute,” Rockley said dismissively. “Only humans can be prostitutes. She's not human, therefore, it does not count.” 
 
    “You have one seriously twisted view of the world,” I remarked. 
 
    Rockley glanced at me and I wondered why the hell he was letting me join in with this conversation at all.  
 
    “Cassandra,” Rockley tasted my name on his lips, saying it slowly. “Go with Silas to the bathroom over there. He's going to wash you up. When you're done, you'll come back here.” 
 
    “I can wash myself,” I said, standing. A guard drew closer, but Rockley held up a hand. 
 
    “I want Silas to do it.” He grinned, gazing between us. This was an obvious test. He knew how much I didn't want Silas to touch me. 
 
    Silas stood quickly however, gesturing for me to follow. 
 
    I stepped after him with a scowl on my face, following him to a bathroom where several cubicles ran side by side opposite a row of urinals. At the far end of the grand space, filled with gold taps and sparkling ceiling tiles, was a large shower. 
 
    Silas shut the door behind us, gazing around the room then up at the ceiling. I followed his gaze, listening, wondering if he was searching for cameras. My senses picked up nothing, so I assumed we were totally alone. And that didn't comfort me much. Especially as he was clearly making sure we were alone, too. If he touched me, I'd damn well kill him. 
 
    He took my arm, but I shrugged him off, marching to the end of the room and stepping into the shower. I sharply tugged the curtain over to conceal myself, finding a large space with towels piled at one end. Why Rockley's guests would need a shower here made me kind of ill, but I didn't let myself dwell on it as the heated stream of water fell over me. 
 
    I sighed, dipping my head to let the shower run over my hair, washing away the blood. The water turned black at my feet, circling around the plug and draining away. 
 
    I remained in there for as long as I could before Silas hissed, “Hurry up,” beyond the curtain. I sighed, grabbing a towel and tying it around my hair before wrapping another around my body. They were as soft as wool, hugging my skin like a cloud. 
 
    I stepped out of the shower, meeting Silas's intense expression. 
 
    “I need to talk to you. And I need to do it fast,” he whispered. 
 
    Something in his gaze halted my retort. I nodded and he stepped closer, lowering his tone even further. 
 
    “I'm on your side,” he whispered and I fought the urge to laugh. 
 
    “Sure you are,” I snarled. 
 
    “No – listen.” He took my arm, his fingers squeezing hard. His eyes were full of desperation and I was forced to bite my tongue and let him go on. 
 
    “Do you know what Rockley offered when I spoke to him the night we arrived at the institute?” 
 
    I shook my head, my frown deepening. 
 
    Silas went on. “He tried to make a deal with me for you, for ten million pounds. Ten million, for one girl. And I knew, in that second that he was going to do anything – anything – to get his hands on you.” He gave me a wide-eyed look. “So I told him about your baby, that I wanted it to be born for the sake of my projects. I was thinking on my feet, started telling him about Emma, and suddenly I was weaving this lie that was getting bigger by the second. Because admitting I cared about you was never going to be enough. I needed a valid goddamn reason for holding onto you. So I bought us four months. Till you had that baby. I told him he could have you after that. I thought it had worked, but he clearly got impatient.” He stepped closer, his eyes hopeful. “And if you didn't believe the lie, too, no one else was gonna buy it either. I had to let Ulvic take Jameson, had to let him wipe his memory. I figured all of that stuff was fixable, reversible. But your death wasn't. And I just couldn't bear it Firefly-ah- Cass. I couldn't let that happen.” 
 
    Shock flooded me, followed by doubts upon doubts. 
 
    “You're lying,” I said immediately. 
 
    “No, I swear it.” He pressed a hand to his heart. “On my life, on Emma's. I swear, Cass. I never meant any of this to happen. I was going to tell you, but I never got a chance.” He reached out, his eyes boring into mine. “I am on. Your. Side.” 
 
    Rage consumed me. I struck Silas as hard as I could across the face. His head wheeled sideways and his expression grew taut. “I deserved that.” 
 
    “More than that, a hell of a lot more. You told me you were going to cut out my baby, Silas. Who lies about something like that?” I struggled to keep my voice below a whisper, but my mind was spinning out of control. Mad as I was, it didn't come anywhere near to the relief I felt. 
 
    Silas gave me a guilty look. “I know it's messed up, but it came out of my mouth and then I had to stick to it. What was I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Oh- I dunno? Tell me the truth maybe?” I shoved him hard in the chest, but he didn't stumble, evidently ready for my attack this time. 
 
    “If I'd told you the truth, you would have tried to keep Jameson at the institute. You'd never have let him go. And if I'd helped him, Ulvic and Rockley wouldn't have trusted me.” 
 
    “People died. Jameson and I killed your guards.” My voice was rising, but I couldn't help it. 
 
    Silas bit his lower lip. “Things got out of hand. I'm not exactly used to ordering you around. And I didn't realise I'd have to tell you not to rip everyones heads off, Cass. I thought I could keep the situation contained. Obviously I was wrong.” 
 
    “You let them take away Jameson's memories,” I said, tears welling, burning my eyes. 
 
    “Easily fixed, I promise.”  
 
    I shook my head, overwhelmed. “I don't know what to believe. What if you're lying to me now?” 
 
    He moved closer, gently taking my hand and pressing it over his heart. “Because you know me, deep down. I'm sure you do. The real me. And you know I'd never hurt you or your child. Everything I said back out in that jungle was true. I didn't know Jameson was under Ulvic's command. I wanted to offer you the home I didn't think he was going to give. I realise that's not true now, but I meant it. You must know that.” 
 
    I felt the thrum of his heart beating beneath my fingers, frantic and pounding.  
 
    “Silas,” I breathed, my shoulders slumping as I accepted the truth. “You are such an arsehole. And if you ever lie to me again-” I pounded his chest softly, tears spilling over. Apparently I was a serial crier these days. “Then I'll kill you.” He drew me into his arms and I slumped against him, gripping him firmly. Impossibly, I'd gotten the old Silas back. The one I cared about. The one who truly wanted to protect me. Even if he had caused this situation in part. 
 
    “I didn't lie about one thing though. I am the CEO if IDAHO...and I'm sorry. For what I did to you. To The Sanctuary...shit. That alone is enough for you to hate me. And I didn't plan to get your obedience. It just happened and then...I dunno...I had to use it to gain back control when you and Jameson tried to escape. Ulvic had already found you and I had to prove I was on his side. But more importantly, on Rockley's side.” 
 
    I frowned, pressing my face into his shirt, unable to move from his hold. I desperately needed comfort. It had been so long since I'd felt I had a friend nearby, and it turned out I'd had one close all along. He drew me closer and the strength of his arms around me felt like a life jacket in a stormy sea. 
 
    “I can forgive that...in time. Especially if you get me and Jameson out of here. I mean, you do have a plan, right?” I gazed up at him, squeezing him tighter.  
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. He gave me a taut smile. “There was another reason I needed to delay Rockley taking you. And why I had to let Jameson go.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “To develop the cure to the Werewolf obedience curse.” 
 
    My brows shot up. “Is that possible?” 
 
    His smile dropped. “Yes, I've been working on it for years, but I had my team triple their efforts when you told me about Jameson. I really do want to help him. But the problem is, it's at the lab I was taking you to before Rockley caught us. That was where I was going to tell you all of this. I thought we could get Jameson back together. I could undo the memory erasion at the lab...but now everything's gone to shit.” 
 
    My heart plummeted like a stone. At least there was a chance. However small it seemed now. But how were we ever going to get our hands on that cure if it was miles away in a lab somewhere? 
 
    “Why didn't you tell me any of this sooner? Back at the institute, after Rockley left?” I pleaded, wishing I could have been saved the heartache. 
 
    Silas frowned. “I'd been informed some of my workers were disloyal. One of my most trusted employees told me there were spies amongst us, reporting to Rockley. That's why I was so ruthless to the men who gave him free rein of my institute. And it looks like I was right. I wanted to get you out of there, away from where he'd been, to ensure I wasn't being bugged. I couldn't even trust my helicopter pilot. And I thought if I showed you the cure in person, it would give you proof of all this. You know...damage control.” He rubbed his eyes and I could see the stress this had caused him. I reached out, taking his wrist to draw his hand away from his eyes. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered. “I mean, it was a messed-up lie, but hell, I'm glad you're not who I thought you were. That you were going to...” I couldn't finish that sentence, resting a hand on my expectant bump. 
 
    Silas cautiously reached out, laying his hand atop mine. “I'm not insane. And it wasn't all bullshit either. I have been working on the technology to create a clone of Emma's embryo for years. That's probably why the idea came to mind. But if she's ever brought to term, it'll be with a willing mother, I assure you.” He smothered a laugh and I punched his arm. 
 
    “I hate you,” I said through a smile. 
 
    “You really did a few minutes ago. And shit, Cass, I don't ever wanna be on the wrong side of you again. Did anyone ever tell you you're kinda scary when you're mad?” 
 
    I laughed softly, leaning back. “Well you're kinda scary when you're pretending to be a mad scientist.” 
 
    Someone pounded on the door, breaking the illusion of safety I'd been under. I gripped Silas's arm a moment longer before we walked to the door. A guard opened it, holding out a bunch of clothes.  
 
    Just joggers thankfully, no more dresses. 
 
    “Two minutes. Rockley's waiting,” the guard said before slamming the door shut again. 
 
    I moved into one of the stalls with a sigh, dragging on the clothes before stepping back out.  
 
    Silas gave me a tense look. “I can't protect you here. It kills me what he's put you through.” 
 
    I nodded, my brow lowering. “It's alright, so long as he doesn't hurt the baby, I can cope.” 
 
    He nodded stiffly, guiding me to the door. 
 
    I halted him before we exited, whispering, “Have you seen my family, Silas? Can you get them out?” 
 
    His brows knitted together. “I'll try, I promise. I've sent a message to your friends. To Selena Grey. I gave them the address to my institute in London where the cure to the Werewolf curse is being made.” 
 
    Hope rose in my chest like a rainbow in a storm. A smile lifted my lips high and wide. “Then they'll save us. I know they will.” 
 
    Silas squeezed my wrist. “I hope they're as strong as you say they are.” 
 
    “Oh they are.” My grin widened further. Silas moved to exit and I halted him one last time, fixing him with a stare. “Silas, do whatever Rockley wants. You have to keep him on side. Don't ever let him find out you're not with him.” 
 
    Silas looked like he was about to argue, then nodded. “I'll try.” 
 
    He opened the door and we stepped through it, walking toward Rockley. I moved away from Silas, proving my contempt for him to Rockley as he watched us. 
 
    “Have fun?” Rockley asked as we joined the seating area. Two guards stood near to where I'd been sitting before. 
 
    “Hanging out with a baby-killer isn't exactly what I'd call fun,” I snipped and Rockley grinned. 
 
    “No, dat's why I sent him with you.” Rockley smiled then clicked his fingers at the guards. 
 
    At once they dove at me, wrestling me down onto the table which had now been cleared of wine. 
 
    I gasped as they held my arms either side of me, keeping me in place. I gave in, knowing it was a pointless fight. 
 
    Rockley rose to his feet, taking out his switch knife. He gestured for Silas to approach and passed him the knife.  
 
    “V for victory,” he muttered, then nudged Silas forward. 
 
    “I said I wouldn't hurt her,” Silas growled, looking to Rockley. 
 
    “And I am saying otherwise.” Rockley smiled. “Besides, it's de baby you care about, no? I am not asking you to skewer her belly.” 
 
    Silas gritted his teeth, kneeling down beside me. 
 
    I caught him in my gaze and hoped he knew what I was trying to say. 
 
    Do it. 
 
    He dug the blade into my arm. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Varick 
 
      
 
    Brendan had been doing tests on Selena and I day and night. The conclusion he was drawing frightened me, but it gave me peace too. We were Immortal, it seemed. With strength and healing abilities equal to that of a well-fed Vampire. Brendan believed it had something to do with the combination of our blood. The fact I'd not let Selena drink from anyone else but myself, had passed the same gift to her that she had bestowed on me. 
 
    I sat in our room alone. Selena was preparing some food down in the kitchens, alongside her mother. I'd left them be, knowing they needed the time to reconnect. 
 
    A dark mood was descending on me as I thought of Jameson and Cass, even Kodiak and Thames. Somewhere, they were in trouble. And I longed to find out where so we could help them. As a breeze rattled against the window pane, I moved to my bag, rifling through it for a jumper. I'd been cold-blooded for nearly two centuries, so it was strange to be affected by the cold again. 
 
    I tugged a jumper free and a piece of paper was dislodged, dropping down to land by my boots. 
 
    I frowned, stooping to pick it up, recognising the letter Mercy had given to me before we'd departed The Sanctuary all those weeks ago. A small tug of guilt hit me as I realised I'd forgotten all about it, having stuffed it into my bag without another thought. 
 
    I dropped onto the edge of the large bed, unfolding the page. 
 
      
 
    Dearest Varick, 
 
    I have little hope that you won't share this with Selena. But I'll ask you not to anyway, to spare me the embarrassment. I doubt you feel you owe me anything. And I understand that. Really, I do. 
 
    Firstly, I want to apologise. Sincerely, from the deepest regions of my heart, I am so sorry for what my family and I did to you. It took me too long to realise that what my family did for a living was wrong. I probably won't ever be able to shake off the feeling of regret. Since I made the decision to go against them, I've been in turmoil about everything. But most of all you. 
 
    You were our prisoner. My prisoner. And I know I taunted you. But please know this: I always saw you as a friend. In fact, when I was a young girl, you were the only friend I truly had. And maybe that's why things got out of hand when I grew up. 
 
    This is the part where I get really embarrassed. But I owe you the whole truth, no matter what you think of me afterwards. 
 
    When I grew up, my feelings changed towards you. I used the men to try and make you jealous, I grew obsessed with the idea of you loving me. Trying to gain the attention of the one man who never looked at me with lust or affection. When Selena arrived at the castle, I saw how you looked at her differently and my jealousy got out of hand. In hindsight, it makes me cringe to even think of it. But I only did it out of love. Yes, I love you. I almost didn't want to write it in this letter. But the admission is more for me than you. To get some peace inside me. I don't want you to choose me. Not that I expect you would. I simply want you to know, that my actions toward you were from love. No matter how twisted they were. 
 
    Perhaps our friendship was always one-sided. And perhaps you will never call me a friend. I would understand that completely. But a part of me hopes, that one day you will be able to see me as such. 
 
    I also want you to know that I admire Selena (it pains me to say that, trust me). And I see now that the two of you are meant for each other. She brings out your light in a way I never could. Don't let her go. 
 
    My final ask of you, is that you don't forget about me entirely. I know it's selfish. I'm sure you want to move on from the life you led in my family's home. But I don't want to be forgotten. I'm not sure I know where my place in the world is anymore. But I hope you and the other Immortals will one day forgive me. Accept me even. A small hope, but one I will cling onto for the rest of time. 
 
    Enjoy your freedom. I hope it lasts a hundred lifetimes. 
 
    Goodbye Varick, 
 
    Mercy. 
 
      
 
    My mouth pressed into a firm line. Sadness weighed inside me. It was true that a part of me had always cared for Mercy. I'd seen the way her family had turned her into the woman she was. But that attachment had dwindled and died when she'd reached adulthood. Her daily taunting and the way she seemed to disregard the games made me despise her. Pity filled me now. At least she had done some good in the end. Friendship was not an easy thing to offer her. But perhaps, in time, I would.  
 
    The letter made it easier to forgive her, and it soothed an old wound in my chest. That at least someone had cared during my years of imprisonment. That I hadn't been completely alone in my time under Abraham's rule. 
 
    The door opened and I glanced up, finding Selena walking in with two plates of pasta. 
 
    “I thought we could eat alone tonight,” she said, then her bright expression dropped as she caught sight of mine. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    She set the two plates down on an oak table and moved to my side. 
 
    I held out the letter and she took it with a curious look before reading it. When she finished, she breathed a sigh. “I'm glad she wrote this.” She glanced up with a sad smile. “I feel sorry for her.” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. “I do too, I think.” 
 
    Selena brushed my arm. “It takes a strong person to forgive. And I'm not sure I can do so entirely, but maybe you can.” 
 
    I gazed down at her soft features, pulling her closer to me. “You see too much good in me that isn't there.” 
 
    She shook her head, reaching up to trace her thumbs over my cheeks. “No, I see the truth.” She grinned and I dipped my head to kiss her. 
 
    “What did I ever do to deserve you?” I murmured against her mouth. 
 
    “Well you saved my life more times than I can count. You weathered the Helsings longer than I could have. And you have a heart of gold Varick, if only you'd see that.” 
 
    I gripped her firmly, turning and pressing her down onto the bed, the heat in my veins rising. “You help me see it. Without you, there'd only be darkness.” 
 
    “I don't mind a little darkness,” she teased as I weighed her down, moving her further up the bed. 
 
    “Our dinner will get cold,” she said, giggling. 
 
    My mouth hooked up at the corner. “Then let's eat it cold.” 
 
    I tangled her legs around me, running my hands up her thighs until I gripped her waist. Being with her felt like a thousand suns beating down on my back. She was life itself. And now we might have an eternity to share together. Immortality had once been such a curse, but with her it was a sweet blessing. A single lifetime wouldn't ever have been enough with Selena. And knowing she would never fade and die was a gift of an impossible magnitude. 
 
    She gripped my hair, drawing my mouth down to hers. The kiss grew heated and I lost myself, needing to be closer to her. I half-ripped her clothes from her body, painting trails of kisses over her alabaster skin. 
 
    She moaned my name until it sounded reverent. I soon claimed her fully, knowing I would never get enough of this woman or her body. I was halfway to ecstasy when a knock came at the door. 
 
    “Go away,” I growled, lifting my head from Selena's neck. 
 
    Selena laughed. 
 
    “I think you'll want to see this!” Twyla-Rae called from the corridor. 
 
    I grumbled my frustration. “Can it wait?” I called. 
 
    “Not really, sweet cheeks.” 
 
    “Come on.” Selena pressed me back and I sighed, getting up and grabbing my boxers from the floor. 
 
    We tugged on some clothes before I opened the door. Twyla stood there grinning, a small, rolled up piece of paper in her hand. She looked the same as ever with her gleaming dark skin and short-cropped hair. A ring in her ear was being investigated by a large crow on her shoulder. 
 
    “What the-” I started, but Twyla talked over me. 
 
    “This crow brought us a message. I think you're gonna wanna read it.” She held out the little scroll and I took it, unfurling it. 
 
    Selena gazed around me, reading the words too. 
 
      
 
    I need your help. 
 
    Jameson and Cass are in trouble. I'm with them in Rockley Jones' new resort. We landed somewhere in Wales and I have since obtained the exact address. 
 
    My name is Silas Madigan, I run a company called IDAHO. I need you to go to my institute in England where my staff are working on the cure to the Werewolf obedience curse. If you can obtain it, your friends may be saved. Jameson and his pack are under the control of Ulvic Hund. A man who has hurt them in ways I cannot even begin to write in this letter. Cass is being kept prisoner, tortured daily. I cannot leave. But if you can bring the cure to Jameson and his pack, perhaps we stand a chance of escaping. I know it is a lot to ask, but from what I have been told of you, I believe you are up to the challenge. You can find both addresses below. 
 
    And please, hurry. 
 
    SM 
 
      
 
    Site F IDAHO Institute: 
 
    45 King William's Street Station 
 
    Access through Regis House 
 
    Give the password: Ever-Earth to the receptionist 
 
      
 
    Rockley's Resort: 
 
    Halkyn Flint Mine 
 
    Hollywell 
 
    Wales 
 
      
 
    I clenched the scroll in my fist. 
 
    “Can we trust him?” Selena glanced up at me. 
 
    My brow creased, the task weighing on me like a tonne of lead, my heart galloping in my chest. “I don't think we have a choice.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    Rockley took us on a tour of the resort. Us meaning Ulvic and my pack, plus some random guy who'd won the appearance lottery for the male species. Barring me of course. I had more of the rough, run-for-the-hills look, whereas he was sporting the business bastard style. Complete with brooding expression. 
 
    Once we'd completed a tour of the newly built part of the resort, Rockley led us out to the building site beyond the mine. It was so good to get some fresh air. The hotel was vented, but nothing beat the crisp taste of oxygen fresh from the nearest tree. Not that there were many trees about.  
 
    We followed a path leading us into the expansive quarry, then climbed up the steep outer ring toward a towering structure surrounded by scaffolding and plastic sheets, concealing whatever was inside. I'd seen it when we'd arrived, but not thought much of it. Now, as we approached it, a nagging feeling pulled at my gut that I didn't want to find out what was in there. 
 
    Rockley wore a hard-hat. He'd handed us all one and I'd tossed mine the second he wasn't looking. My skull was its own hard hat. A sentiment not shared by Ulvic who had his strapped up nice and tight under his chin. Everyone else wore one too, but most of them were undone. If Ulvic had ever gone to school, I'd bet he'd have been top of the class, sitting upright in a chair, arms folded. 
 
    As Rockley rambled on about how he'd acquired the land, I let my imagination carry me away on that school fantasy. Nadine would have been the hot cheerleader. Even now she had her toned belly on show beneath a black crop top. Mekiah would have been a pro at rugby, and Reason would have been the bookish library girl. I, of course, would have been the most sought after guy in school. Throwing parties every weekend. Had the hottest girl hanging off my arm. Yup. That would have been sweet. 
 
    “Hey.”  
 
    I glanced around, finding the new guy moving to my side. His hard hat was unstrapped. He had a commanding aura about him that made my eyes narrow. I liked being an Alpha in all respects. And this guy had an air of top dog about him I didn't like. 
 
    “Yo,” I said casually as we fell behind the line, trailing toward the building site ahead. 
 
    “I'm Silas, you're Jameson right?” 
 
    “Uhuh,” I said vaguely. 
 
    “We've actually met before.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I narrowed my gaze. Didn't think I'd forget a face like that. Those cheekbones were a God-given gift. I wasn't into men, but you didn't forget a face like that too easily. “I don't recall.” 
 
    “No...well, it was before you lost your memories.” 
 
    I almost halted in my tracks, but felt Ulvic's eyes wheeling our way and kept moving. “Oh yeah?” I pressed. 
 
    “I'm a friend,” he said, lowering his tone. 
 
    “I seem to have a lot of friends around here I don't remember,” I remarked. 
 
    His brows raised. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Means some crazy girl shoved her tongue in my mouth the other night then told me we're in love.” I barked a laugh but Silas didn't look amused. 
 
    “You saw Cass?” he asked, his eyes wide. 
 
    I nodded, growing suspicious. “You know her?” 
 
    “Yes and Jameson-” He gripped my arm and the hairs prickled where his hand lay. “What she said is true.” 
 
    I cleared my throat, glancing ahead, finding Ulvic's eyes back on Rockley. “Say I believe you- which I'm not decided on by the way – what exactly is it you want me to do about it?” It wasn't that I'd forgotten about the red-haired girl. In fact, I was mildly obsessed with thinking about her. But the longer I spent in Rockley's resort, the more I realised how difficult it was going to be to break her out. 
 
    “Nothing. Not yet anyway. But when the time comes...I'm going to help you and I'll need you to cooperate.” 
 
    “Help me?” I laughed. “Why? Am I in trouble?” This was getting crazier and crazier. 
 
    “Yes,” he hissed. “I need you to trust me.” 
 
    I shook off his arm. “I don't know you.” 
 
    “You do,” he growled, his eyes growing desperate. “You just don't remember.” 
 
    “Okay.” I shrugged. “Prove it.” 
 
    His Adam's apple bobbed as he gazed off into the deep quarry to our left. “You have a friend called Varick. You were pirates together a long time ago.” 
 
    My gaze narrowed. “Well that's common knowledge, you could have heard that from anyone.” 
 
    “He's alive, Jameson. You reunited in the V Games.” 
 
    My brows lifted at that. Varick was alive? And I'd actually seen him? 
 
    I shook my head. “Come on bro, how am I supposed to believe that?” 
 
    Silas's brow grew taut. “What explanation has Ulvic given you for you losing your memories?” 
 
    “He said Ignus Helsing did it, so I wouldn't remember the games.” 
 
    Silas halted me, his gaze unfaltering. “And why would he do that? What would Ignus Helsing gain from that? You're walking amongst your enemies, Jameson. Ulvic is lying to you.” 
 
    Anger rumbled through me like an oncoming thunder storm. “And how would you know?” 
 
    “Because-” He hesitated as if he didn't want to reveal what he was about to say next. He lowered his tone to a whisper. “Because I was the one who removed them. I run a company who specialises in Immortal technology. I gave the order which allowed Ulvic to do it.” 
 
    A jagged lump rose in my throat. “If that's true, then why do you think we're friends?” 
 
    “We have our issues, trust me. I only did it to buy Cass time. Rockley was going to take her away and I needed you out of the picture for a while until I could figure out what to do.” 
 
    “Seems a bit extreme.” 
 
    “You don't know what happened. We were in up to our necks in shit. I had to get us out of it somehow. I know it wasn't perfect and Christ, I'm starting to regret a lot of the actions I took, especially considering it's all gone to hell now. But you have to believe me, I did it for your own good, Jameson. To help Cass. And if you remembered her, you would have willingly given up your memories to save her. You love her.” 
 
    There was that word again. And it unravelled his whole argument. Because I didn't fall in love. I knew that about myself. I didn't get attached to women beyond one night. Even if she was a stunning redhead with a mouth that could light a fire in my chest. 
 
    “I don't fall in love,” I said simply. “Sorry Silas. It's a simple fact. I don't know what your angle is, or that girl's. But your story just doesn't add up.” 
 
    “And Ulvic's does?” he snarled. 
 
    I thought on that. And he was right. There were more holes in Ulvic's story than there was in Silas's. 
 
    “Hurry up back there!” Ulvic called to us. “We're about to go in.” 
 
    I nodded, half jogging to catch up with the group. Silas kept pace, giving me a hard stare. I turned away, weaving between my pack and moving to Nadine's said. “You enjoying the tour, sugar-puff?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, like I enjoyed the way you rocked my world the other night.” 
 
    I pressed my lips together. “That was a one time thing. Alcohol induced, I reckon.” 
 
    She laughed, glancing back at Silas. “Did you have a nice chat?” 
 
    “Not really. That guy's weird.” 
 
    “What did he say?” she lowered her voice, her eyes intense. Something told me she had a few nuggets of information up her own sleeve. 
 
    I kept my tone casual as I muttered, “Says I'm in love with the redhead being kept here. That he took my memories. But he's trying to help me now. And some other bullshit I don't remember.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “He's trying to help?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She opened and closed her mouth, seeming frustrated then fell back in the line, moving to Silas's side. I craned my head in their direction, taking in their whispered conversation. 
 
    “-he doesn't understand,” Nadine was saying in a hushed voice. 
 
    “I know. Have you got any idea how to convince him?” Silas asked and my stomach churned. 
 
    “I can't say anything,” Nadine whispered, so low I barely caught it. 
 
    What did that mean? Only one thing came to mind. That Ulvic had ordered her to keep quiet. And shit, if that was true, maybe there was some truth in all this craziness. 
 
    We arrived at the scaffolding and Rockley pulled back one of the plastic sheets hanging from a railing, gesturing for us to go inside. 
 
    Ulvic fell back, moving to my side as we headed under the sheet. “Everything alright?” 
 
    “Yeah, Silas was just boring my ear off about his work with Rockley,” I lied. 
 
    Ulvic nodded, seeming satisfied. We walked together through a wooden door and stepped into a huge amphitheater. It practically sparkled. The seats were plastic, the top of the huge crescent of chairs fitted with large brackets, looking ready to hold screens. Without the scaffolding I'd guess the theatre would overlook the quarry. At the bottom of the seats was a large stage before a deep pit of sand. But that wasn't what drew my attention most. It was the redhead girl, strung up above the pit, dangling in a harness of chains. Her hands were tied above her to a single chain which hung from the arm of a crane. 
 
    “The seats will be inlaid with cushions once the roof is in place,” Rockley explained, glancing at the girl. “But we will have to make do for today's entertainment.” He grinned, gesturing for us to file into the seats before the suspended girl. I spotted an old man high up in the seats sitting next to an armed guard. A flock of crows flew around him, which would have been alarming had the whole situation not already been weird as shit. 
 
    I dropped into a chair beside Ulvic, gazing across the pit toward the girl. Her eyes met mine and my gut spiralled. I felt like I'd been punched in the heart. Like some part of me really did know her. And whatever was about to happen to her was not going to be pretty. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
    I gazed across at the row of people seated opposite me. My arms were taut from where they were chained above my head. My heart beat a rapid tune as my gaze locked with Jameson's. He was the last piece of my puzzle. There was an open wound cut jaggedly into my heart. And I knew with all my soul, that the only man who could fill that hole, was him. 
 
    Fear trickled through me at the thought of whatever I was about to be subjected to. But it gave me a small slice of hope, knowing it might gain me some sympathy from Jameson. I needed him on my side. And at heart, he was a good man. A damn heroic man. And it wasn't in his nature to stand idly by whilst someone was hurt before him. 
 
    He muttered something to Ulvic, looking tense but Ulvic waved him down. 
 
    Rockley moved to the stage in front of me, raising his arms wide as he faced his audience. “Today, you will witness the beautiful brutality of the games. Sit back and relax, dear friends. Whilst I give you a show to remember!” 
 
    I spotted armed guards moving into the amphitheater. Two manned the doors whilst the others surrounded Jameson and the rest of their group. It was clear Rockley didn't expect them to sit through this quietly. Jameson started to look anxious, talking with Nadine beside him. She looked equally worried, and though I didn't know the girl well, I reckoned she wouldn't be too happy about seeing me tortured. 
 
    The old man with the crows high up in the stands was given a signal and in a swarm of black feathers, the flock flew toward me. 
 
    Music filled the air on Rockley's command, and I had a few seconds of surreal fear as an electronica tune pounded in my ears, followed by the harsh cawing of twenty crows. 
 
    They collided with me hard and their sharp beaks started tearing and pecking my exposed skin. Everywhere but my belly. So at least Rockley was keeping his word on that. They picked the scabs off of the newly marked Vs on my arms, put there by Silas. He'd muttered apologies as he did it, even though I knew it would be better if Rockley thought he was into it. But maybe Rockley knew that Silas's heart wasn't up to his blood sports. 
 
    Black feathers was all I could see as a crow perched on my neck and flapped its wings to keep its balance. I wriggled wildly, but there was no way to defend myself against them. It took a few moments to register the shouting that was coming from the stands. 
 
    Jameson's voice. “What the hell is this?!” 
 
    “Sit down and shut up,” Ulvic snapped at him and he fell quiet. Evidently it was an order. Which gave me a strange kind of hope. Because if Ulvic started ordering him around again against his will, it wouldn't matter about his lost memory. Jameson would fight back. I knew it from the deepest regions of my heart. 
 
    A beak burrowed into my neck and I released my first scream. I tried to swallow it, but the pain kept coming. I was being mauled, ripped apart, eaten alive. I thrashed as hard as I could, trying to knock them off, but it was useless. I couldn't stomach it. I wasn't strong enough not to be afraid. 
 
    The music built to a crescendo, raking against my ear drums. I'd always hated electronica. Now I had a good reason to. 
 
    A mechanical whirring sounded and the chain dropped. I cried out as I descended at a rapid pace, plummeting toward the pit far below me. The birds flew away, circling me in a wide arc as they tried to continue their attack. One of them took a peck at my face and I screwed my eyes up just in time to avoid losing an eye. 
 
    A gash on my cheek oozed blood. 
 
    “Stop it!” Nadine's voice filled the air. 
 
    “Sit down!” Ulvic barked. 
 
    Rockley was laughing. 
 
    “Ulvic – please!” Reason begged. 
 
    The chain went taut and my arms yanked in their sockets as I was halted a couple of feet from the ground. A clink sounded and the binds on my wrists released. I swung forward in my harness and managed to smack one of the crows away as it flew at me. 
 
    The chain lowered slower and my feet met the sandy ground of the pit. I threw off the harness, stumbling away from it, looking up as the crows circled me, landing on the edge of the pit, gazing down at me with beady eyes. 
 
    I eyed the doors around the edge of the pit, my heart pounding loudly in my ears, matching the pulsing beat of the music. 
 
    Rockley moved to the edge of the stage, watching me. I could still see the small audience surveying me from their seats. Jameson seemed to be fighting to get up. Ulvic leant close, muttering something in his ear and he fell still, his face turning deathly pale. 
 
    Rockley smiled at me before turning to the crowd, arms wide. “This is the beginning of a new era. When the Immortals are revealed to the world, showing them for what they are – a threat to humanity - thousands will come to watch them be killed. To rid the world of their infection. To give humans a chance at fighting back!” 
 
    My eyes met Silas's, his gaze dark as he watched me. Vengeance flared in his eyes and I shook my head, frightened of what he was about to do. 
 
    The doors flew open all around me. Silas got to his feet the same moment Vs poured out of the doors, desperate for blood, snarling and drooling. 
 
    Silas started running. He hit the stage. A guard fired a warning shot. 
 
    I gasped, my heart flying upwards in alarm. 
 
    Silas collided with Rockley and the two of them fell backwards into the pit, slamming to the ground beside me. 
 
    “Madigan!” Rockley roared, throwing a punch at his face. 
 
    Silas was ready for it, lurching aside, rolling and gaining his feet in the same movement. 
 
    I lowered into a fighting stance, snapping a V's neck as it came at me, my heart thumping in my ears. What is Silas playing at?! 
 
    Silas ran toward me, but he didn't make it before a Vampire collided with him. Five more of them sped out of the doors, snarling and growling, barely clothed. They surrounded us in seconds. 
 
    The guards ran to the edge of the pit, firing bullets at the Vs closest to Rockley. 
 
    I ran to help Silas, throwing the Vampire off him to the ground, adrenaline surging through my blood. A guard shot a bullet into its head and it fell still. 
 
    I brought my fists up, ready to fight, but bullets circled around me, cutting down the Vs in quick succession. 
 
    Rockley got to his feet, panting and frustratingly unharmed. 
 
    I ran at him, my muscles pounding with pure energy, but before I got there, bullets were fired at my feet, making me stumble back. My stomach sank like a brick in water. 
 
    Someone threw a rope down into the pit and Rockley took hold of it before being hauled out. 
 
    He gazed down at us with a sneer and my stomach twisted sharply. “Get them out. Now. And send our guests back to their rooms.” 
 
    Oh god, what's going to happen to Silas? 
 
    By the time I'd been dragged out of the pit, Jameson and the others were gone. 
 
    Rockley strode toward Silas and grabbed his collar in his fist. “You dare defy me?” 
 
    Fear drilled a hole in my chest. 
 
    “You expect me to sit here and watch whilst you kill her and that child? I won't do it anymore, Rockley. You're the one breaking your deal with me. And I've had enough.” Silas looked wild, fearsome. 
 
    A growl left Rockley's throat as he shoved Silas away from him. 
 
    “Get him on de ground,” he commanded two of his guards. 
 
    No no no. 
 
    They moved forward, throwing Silas to the floor face down. 
 
    Two guards restrained me and I swallowed the urge to shout out, my palms slick with fear. 
 
    Rockley placed his boot on Silas's cheek, pressing down hard. “You work for me now, Silas. You do not call de shots in dis arrangement.” He removed his boot then slammed it into Silas's ribs. Again and again. Over and over until Silas coughed blood. 
 
    Panic flared through me, but I didn't beg. I had to keep up the ruse that I didn't care for Silas, but my heart was screaming the truth. Tears stung my eyes as Rockley kicked him over and over, surely breaking bones. I blinked hard, keeping my face perfectly composed. 
 
    Rockley turned to me, a sneer twisting his features. He ran his thumb across his lower lip, deliberating something. 
 
    “Get him up,” he commanded and the guards hauled Silas to his feet, blood dripping from his mouth. He wheezed a heavy cough and my stomach writhed. 
 
    “What do you say, little vixen? What do I do with people who defy me?” He stepped closer and I lifted my chin to gaze at him. 
 
    I took a slow breath, knowing I had to show no mercy to Silas.  
 
    “You kill them,” I said, calling his bluff. 
 
    He chuckled a laugh. “We are not so different, you and I.” He turned to Silas, considering him. “Unfortunately, I need Silas and his work. So...just this once.” He moved toward him. “Your equipment has arrived. You will do your experiment. I know when to pick my battles. And if you are willing to throw me into a pit of Vampires wid yourself to get your way, den fine. You win.” 
 
    Silas's eyes widened as he gazed at Rockley. “I win?” he confirmed, his voice raspy. 
 
    Relief poured through me. Thank God. 
 
    “Yes, I admire your courage, Madigan. I need men like you in my business. We shall make good partners, no?” 
 
    “Yes,” Silas breathed and the guards released him at Rockley's nod. Rockley reached out a hand and Silas shook it. 
 
    I couldn't believe he'd gotten away with it. My heart wouldn't settle. 
 
    “Then let's not waste another minute. Despite de turn of events, I believe dat was quite de climax to my little show.” Rockley laughed and I saw in him a true maniac. If gaining this man's trust was achieved by nearly killing him, then I wondered what he thought of me and my friends. Maybe he did respect us in some small way. 
 
    “Take her back to her cell,” Rockley commanded, eyeing the gashes on my body from the birds. “And give her some Larkspur.” His smile broadened as he eyed me. We both knew what that meant:  fresh skin was just a new canvas for him to paint. 
 
    I was dragged away, my eye catching Silas's over the guard's shoulder. I gave him a small smile, my heart filling with hope. We had a plan. Now I just needed my friends to show up and execute it. 
 
    Thank you, Silas. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    After I was healed in my cell, Jessie escorted me upstairs at gun point, throwing snide remarks at me all the way. I was brought to a room that resembled an operating theatre, with bright lights shining down at me from the ceiling. A large refrigeration unit sat in one corner beside a metallic sink. 
 
    Jessie directed me onto the gurney, chaining my wrists down. I gazed at the stirrups by my feet with a scowl. I didn't put my legs up, but the shackles on them proved I could be immobilised if needs be. A knock came at the door and Silas stepped into the room with a doctor's bag in his hand. 
 
    “Leave us,” he commanded Jessie. 
 
    She skulked out of the room, slamming the door shut behind her. I strained my ears for signs of cameras, but there was nothing. Silas gazed up at the ceiling too and when he was satisfied there were none, his shoulders slumped. 
 
    He hurried to my side, dropping the bag beside me and cupping my cheek. “How are you?” 
 
    “I'm fine. Christ, Silas, I can't believe you pushed Rockley into that pit.” We both stifled laughs and he gripped my hand, squeezing. 
 
    “So are you here to do your procedure?” I asked dryly. 
 
    Silas's gaze darkened. “You know I'm not going to hurt you. But we have to make this look real.” 
 
    I nodded as he lifted his bag and propped it on a nearby trolley. He pursed his lips, drumming his fingers on the metal. 
 
    “So...what are we gonna do in here?” 
 
    “I could scream?” I offered. 
 
    He grinned. “Perfect, go ahead.” 
 
    He took out a syringe, drawing liquid up into it from a small bottle, then gently exposed my swollen belly, pushing my vest up. 
 
    “Just in case someone comes in,” he murmured and I nodded. 
 
    I started screaming for help, doing my best to sound convincing. No one came, which was probably a good thing. 
 
    “Shut up!” Silas roared and I fell quiet, fighting a smile. He lowered his tone when he spoke again. “I spoke to Jameson. I think he's starting to have doubts about Ulvic.” 
 
    “That's good.” I nodded firmly. 
 
    Silas turned my arm over, gazing at a jagged V I'd evidently missed when applying the Larkspur. He frowned, running his thumb over the shallow cut. “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “No, only when they're being sliced into me.” 
 
    His frown deepened. “I'm so sorry.” 
 
    “Don't be. There's nothing you could have done.” I flexed my fingers, brushing his side, unable to do more with the shackles holding me in place. 
 
    “You know...these cuts don't have to represent Rockley's victory.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I know a thing or two about mindset. I can be a bit of a workaholic, but that doesn't mean it's always easy for me to work fifteen hours straight then get up and do the same the next day. It's how you perceive things that matter. I can complain about having to work for that many hours. Or I can focus on how much I love my job, therefore I get up and work.” 
 
    “I'm not sure that applies here, Silas.” I gazed at the scabbed-over V etched into my arm. 
 
    “It does.” He unbolted the shackle on my right hand, raising it and lifting my index and middle finger, forming the shape of a V. He turned them toward himself so I was swearing at him. “All you have to do, is see things from a different perspective. Change the meaning, then it can't hurt you anymore.” He grinned. “You see, it doesn't have to be V for Victory.” 
 
    A smile hooked up my lips. “V for vengeance,” I murmured and he nodded, a grin lighting his gold-flecked eyes. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    I glanced at the door. “I should probably scream again for a while.” 
 
    “Or beg, whatever floats your boat.” He winked and I started wailing, begging and pleading for him to stop something that definitely wasn't happening 
 
    Silas walked to the fridge across the room, opening it, taking a thick glove from a box beside it. He extracted a small test tube coated with condensation.  
 
    “I have to get rid of her,” Silas whispered and my begging halted. 
 
    “That's Emma?” 
 
    He nodded, turning to me. “I have more embryos cloned.” 
 
    He walked to the small sink, opening the tube and washing the contents away. He dried it before placing it on the trolley beside me. 
 
    “Done,” he announced, with only a hint of sadness. 
 
    I reached out, squeezing his arm. “You'll bring her back some day. I know you will.” 
 
    “It's harder to find a surrogate than you might think. I need an Immortal. I don't want Emma being brought into this world as a human. I know that sounds selfish but I just...can't lose her again.” 
 
    “Is that possible?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes...I could use the mother's stem cells to alter her form. Make her into an Immortal being.” 
 
    “What kind of Immortal?” I teased. 
 
    He shrugged. “I suppose I'm kind of fond of the Werewolves.” He brushed a lock of hair from my face. “They sure are feisty.” 
 
    I laughed softly, then placed my hand on my stomach. “I thought you were looking for the cure to humanity?” 
 
    “It seems a long way off. If I can bring her back, I'd like to do so as soon as possible. No point waiting on a cure that might never come.” 
 
    I thought of Brendan Grey, realisation hitting me that Silas must have been the man he'd been imprisoned by. I drew my hand away from him and he gave me a curious look.  
 
    “What's wrong?” he asked. 
 
    “I was just thinking...you knew Brendan Grey, didn't you?” 
 
    Silas released a small hmph. “You don't miss a trick.” 
 
    “No.” I gave him a sly smile. “So?” 
 
    “Like I've said before, I'm not always proud of the way I conduct my company. Back when we acquired Brendan-” 
 
    “Acquired?” I jabbed. 
 
    “Alright, kidnapped. I was desperate to find the cure to humanity, still holding onto the hope that I could bring Emma's original body back to life. I don't know...I had some ideas that got a little out of hand, I guess.” 
 
    “Yeah, you could say that.” I pursed my lips. 
 
    He gave me a guilty look. “Well, Brendan got the better of me in the end. Took off with half my work toward the cure and a bunch of Immortals to boot.” 
 
    “He's a good man,” I said firmly. “He helped me. All of my friends...” I thought of Selena. Brendan's daughter was someone I would be friends with for the rest of time. And her father was someone I trusted wholeheartedly. 
 
    “I don't doubt it. I was angry about what he did. But perhaps it was wrong of me. He helped me for a time, became interested in the cure. But I suppose I can't hold onto you all forever.” He gazed at me, sorrow in his eyes. “I know you'll leave me too one day.” 
 
    I considered his words. Silas was not a good person in a lot of ways. But he'd pulled through for me too, righted some of his wrongs. “I don't know about that.” 
 
    “You think we can be friends?” he asked a little vulnerably. 
 
    “I think if you get me and Jameson out of here, I'll be your best friend,” I said, laughing softly. 
 
    A key turned in the lock and Silas slammed the shackle closed on my right wrist. 
 
    I rested my head back against the bed, fixing a broken expression on my face. 
 
    Rockley stepped into the room, gazing between us. “How are we getting on?” 
 
    “It's done,” Silas said and I let out a sob, holding my belly as if something terrible had happened to me. 
 
    “It's not done er- internally?” Rockley asked, eyeing my jogging bottoms which were still in place. 
 
    “No.” Silas cleared his throat. “It's a simple procedure.” 
 
    “So there's no blood?” Rockley gazed around, looking mildly disappointed. 
 
    Silas shook his head. 
 
    Rockley glanced at me then shrugged. “Alright. Can she go back to her cell?” 
 
    “She needs somewhere comfortable to rest,” Silas said, surprising me. “Perhaps if she stayed in my room for a day or two? I could monitor her better that way.” 
 
    My heart beat faster as Rockley considered it. 
 
    “Alright, I'll have the arrangements made to prepare your room.” 
 
    Rockley eyed me and I forced out a couple of tears, dropping my gaze. 
 
    “Never mind my dear, it would only have been another monster anyway.” He headed from the room and I glared at the door as it closed. 
 
    “Ignore him,” Silas muttered as he unshackled me. 
 
    “I'll smash that man's face in one day.” 
 
    We waited for someone to call us and it wasn't long before Jessie hammered her fist on the door. “Let's go!” 
 
    Silas helped me to my feet. “Hunch over, pretend you're in pain.” 
 
    I did as he said, holding my belly as he guided me forward. 
 
    Silas opened the door and Jessie strode forward, gesturing for us to follow, guiding us upstairs into a long corridor with exposed stone walls and white carpet. We soon arrived at Silas's hotel room and Jessie left us to it as we headed inside. 
 
    A second bed had been moved into the room, opposite the king-size. 
 
    Silas planted his doctor's bag down on the larger bed. “Get some rest,” he said. “You're going to need your strength tonight.” 
 
    “Why?” I frowned. “What happens tonight?” 
 
    Silas grinned. “We're going to bring Jameson's memories back.” 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Selena 
 
      
 
    As we took a boat toward England, I wondered if my friends and I were ever going to be safe. There were so many people after our blood, it felt like we were trapped on a never-ending road with death hiding around every corner. 
 
    I distracted myself with the view of the churning sea, sitting in the cabin behind Varick as he steered the motorised yacht. My father had stayed back at the castle with everyone else, intending to test out the Vampire cure on Twyla and the others. He'd taken more of my blood and a good measure of Varick's too. If he could do it, we'd have a small army at our backs when we went after Rockley. For now, Varick and I were going to London to seek out the cure to Werewolf obedience. Brendan had found a couple of old mobile phones stashed amongst the Helsings' things. Varick and I had one and he had the other. So as soon as we had the cure in our hands, I'd contact him. 
 
    I read over Silas Madigan's note again and again, trying to find any information we'd missed. The more I read it, the more worried I became that it was a trap. But Varick had insisted the instructions seemed too convoluted for such a thing. Why send us to the institute first if Rockley wanted us? It didn't make sense. So I had to accept this Silas guy was telling the truth. Which hadn't been helped by the fact that Brendan had been a prisoner to him for years. But even he'd admitted the note seemed genuine. 
 
    We were already a day and a half into the journey. We'd dock at Immingham on the east coast of England then use the credit card my father had given me to get a train to London. Neither Varick or I had a driver's license to rent a car. 
 
    “I hate how long this is going to take,” I said and Varick glanced back at me with a frown. “It could be days before we can head to Wales. And God knows what'll happen to Cass and Jameson in that time.” 
 
    “It's the best we can do,” Varick said softly. “They'll be alright. They're tough. I'm sure they're looking after each other.” 
 
    I bit my lip. Who knew if they were even together? What if they were being tortured? Or worse? Thrown into Rockley's games. 
 
    My stomach churned. I'd barely eaten since we'd left Raskdød. I couldn't bear to eat, knowing my friends' fates were currently in Rockley Jones' hands. 
 
    “It's going to be okay, Selena,” Varick assured me. His eye was set on the horizon. He was the perfect companion for this situation. Hardy, determined and as tough as an ox. I didn't feel quite the same about myself. Even though Brendan had told me my strength was equal to that of a V now.  But it was hard to accept that that was true, despite the fact I'd seen it with my own eyes. Brendan had had me lift heavier and heavier things to prove it. I could carry near to a tonne on my back without losing my breath. It was Varick's gift to me somehow, through his blood. Or the combination of both our blood, I wasn't really sure. And how long had I been this way? Surely not long. I hadn't felt the strength during our fight against the Helsings. 
 
    Admittedly, it was a blessing. And the timing couldn't have been better now that we might have a battle on our hands in the not-so-distant future. 
 
    Varick stepped away from the helm, flipping on the auto-pilot. He sat at my side, taking my hand. 
 
    “I don't need comfort,” I said, my frustration rising out of control. “I need you to teach me to fight.” I'd been tossing the idea around in my head all day. If I was strong, I could fight. And I wanted to be ready to do so for the sake of our friends. 
 
    Varick raised his brows, a smile pulling at his mouth. “Alright.” 
 
    “What? No lecture?” I teased. 
 
    “Not from me. I'd rather you were able to defend yourself, sweetheart.” 
 
    I pushed him lightly. 
 
    “You'll have to try harder than that,” he growled, getting to his feet. “We've got a while before I'll need to steer again. So let's begin.” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    He shook his head. “On the deck.” 
 
    “It's freezing out there,” I protested. 
 
    His grin grew. “Well I'd better get you warmed up then.” He leant in as if to kiss me, then pulled my leg so I fell onto my butt on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, you fight dirty,” I accused, taking hold of his ankle and yanking. 
 
    Surprisingly, he slid forward, but caught himself at the last second. “You're strong. But not as strong as me.” He stood, scooping me up into his arms and I laughed in surprise, grabbing his neck for support. 
 
    Outside, he planted me down on the deck and cold air whipped around us. A chill fled up my arms and I wrapped them across myself. Beyond the boat, the waves were choppy and deepest blue, but the yacht cut through them with ease. 
 
    Varick stood before me and raised his palms. “Try out some punches. Plant your feet side-on. You want to keep your body at an angle to make yourself a smaller target.” 
 
    I nodded, doing as he said. 
 
    “When you throw a punch, push through from your back leg, that's where the force comes from.” 
 
    I nodded, raising my hands and curling them into fists. 
 
    “Go ahead.” Varick grinned. 
 
    I threw a right punch into his palm and a slap sounded as it hit. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “Again.” 
 
    We continued on whilst Varick corrected my stance and tactics. By the time we were done, I wasn't feeling that cold anymore. 
 
    “Turn around,” he ordered and I did so, gazing out at the morning sun rising from the horizon. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me, his mouth dropping to my ear. “Do you remember this one?” 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed, recalling the time he'd taught me a few tricks to kill a Vampire back in the V Games. 
 
    His grip around me tightened. “Then show me,” he growled and electricity surged through my veins. 
 
    I lifted my arm, dropping it behind him, gripping the back of his neck. “I had a stake last time.” 
 
    “And this time you'll have a knife,” he said. He released me, spinning me around. “In all honesty, our main problem is going to be guns, but if anyone does get this close to you, I'd prefer if you were ready.” 
 
    I nodded, folding my arms. “So what's next?” 
 
    “I think we need to test out that new agility of yours.” Mischief sparkled in his eyes. 
 
    He stepped back into the cabin and returned with a little blue sock from my luggage. He tucked it halfway into his waistband and I raised a brow. 
 
    “Come here.” He beckoned me. 
 
    I stepped forward. 
 
    “All you have to do is get the sock.” His smile grew as he took a fighting stance. 
 
    Adrenaline surged through my veins at the challenge. I set my eye on it, shifting closer and he moved back. I threw a punch at his chest and he batted my arm away. But that had been my plan. I ducked under it, reaching for the sock, but he caught my waist. “You'll have to try harder than that. You can't hurt me, Selena.” He laughed, before shoving me forward, making me stumble. 
 
    I turned, biting my lip as I gazed at the sock.  
 
    “Oh can't I?” I teased, then lunged forward and slammed my boot on top of his. As he moved to push me off, shifting his weight from his other leg, I kicked out the back of it.  
 
    He stumbled and I pressed my advantage, grabbing hold of his leg and pulling. He almost fell and I leapt onto him, forcing him to the floor. 
 
    I reached for the sock as I straddled him and he snatched my wrists. He was impossibly strong. I struggled and he rolled, pinning me down so his weight pressed me into the hard deck. 
 
    “I win.” He smirked and I sighed, pretending to be defeated. I tangled my hands in his hair, lifting my chin and releasing a small sigh. 
 
    His lips met mine and I wrapped my legs around his waist. I pushed one hand between us, travelling down his stomach and his kiss deepened. 
 
    Sliding my palm to the left, I snatched the sock and laughed in his face. 
 
    “No, I win,” I said triumphantly. 
 
    His lips pressed together. “Cheat. You can't use that tactic in a real fight.” 
 
    “Why not? None of Rockley's men have any morals. It could be a winner.” 
 
    His gaze darkened and he dropped his mouth to mine, pausing millimetres from my lips. “Well if it saves your life, I approve. But I think you need to show me that move again.” 
 
    A smile tugged at my lips. “You're a very hands-on teacher.” 
 
    “I try my best.” His hand slid up the back of my top and my spine arched in surprise at his cool fingers. His other hand snaked around my wrist and his hips pressed down to hold me in place. His kisses trailed from my mouth to my jaw, running down my neck until I couldn't feel the cold at all anymore. I shut my eyes as a sigh parted from my lips. 
 
    His hand slid up my wrist and in a flash, he snatched the sock and got to his feet. 
 
    My eyes flew open and I pouted. 
 
    “Up. You still have a lot to learn, sweetheart.” He held out a hand and I took it, a smile igniting on my lips. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    We arrived in London after an arduous four hour train journey from Immingham. It was late afternoon, but we had no time to spare, taking the tube towards King William's Street. We soon arrived on the busy road which was bustling with people, the grand old buildings rising up around us toward the coal-grey sky. Couples were sitting outside cafes sipping coffees. It looked so...normal. I suddenly felt like an alien amongst them. Despite the fact we'd been travelling around the Mediterranean for over a month, we hadn't spent much time amongst the locals. This was like stepping back into my past. A life that didn't seem to fit me anymore. 
 
    Varick took my hand and we headed up the street with our backpacks on our shoulders. I'd felt overly self-conscious on the train, knowing I was carrying around an arsenal of weapons. If a policeman had pulled us aside, we'd have been arrested. 
 
    I spotted Regis House across the road, just a tower block of offices, standing sentinel between two similar postmodern buildings. 
 
    We walked confidently into the foyer, meeting no resistance as we entered a wide lobby of tiles. A curved desk stood ahead of us with a receptionist behind it. He was young with bright eyes that ran smoothly up and down us. 
 
    “Can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    “Um, yes.” I approached. “We're looking for...Ever-Earth?” 
 
    His brows raised and he shot a glance toward the stairwell. “Of course,” he said, his tone lower. “Follow me.” 
 
    He moved around the desk, moving at a brisk pace as he led us to a bolted door across the room. Unlocking it, he pointed. “Head down to the basement. There's a shaft under a hatch that will let you into an old train station.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Varick muttered as we headed through the door and the receptionist shut it behind us. 
 
    A steep stairwell with iron railings led us into a dark space, lit by a couple of exposed bulbs hanging from the ceiling. A red manhole cover sat in the centre of the dank space with a crowbar beside it. The place was cool, sending a little shiver down my spine. 
 
    Varick picked up the crowbar, jamming it into a ridge in the cover and heaved it up whilst I helped push it aside. 
 
    Bright fluorescent lights illuminated a white stairwell leading further beneath the building's foundations. Varick took the lead and I headed after him. We emerged in an ancient tunnel, curving overhead, the stone walls holding old posters from war-times. We hurried along, meeting a security access door and Varick pounded his fist on it. A hatch snapped open in the centre and two dark eyes appeared. “Password?” 
 
    “Ever-Earth,” Varick said. 
 
    Locks clicked and whirred within the door and it swung open, revealing a guard in a white shirt with a pistol at his hip. I glanced past him curiously. 
 
    “Welcome to Site G. Can I help you with something?” 
 
    I took Silas's note from my pocket, handing it to him. His eyes scanned over the words and he nodded stiffly. “Right this way.” He shut the door as we stepped through and led us along the rounded tunnel. 
 
    We emerged in an ancient train station, the tracks stretching into a dark tunnel on either side of us. Large machines sat on the tracks, hissing and humming as they did God-knows-what. 
 
    The guard led us out of the station through another door and we emerged in a vast room that had been converted into a laboratory. Workers sat at long work counters filled with equipment, all dressed in lab coats with their hair in nets. 
 
    The guard went ahead of us, speaking with a dark-haired woman who was standing before a microscope. He showed her the note before glancing back at us and the woman nodded. He gestured for us to approach and handed me the note before heading away again. 
 
    “I'm Jennifer, nice to meet you. So Mr Madigan needs your help?” she asked. Something in her warm gaze made me trust her. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “We were expecting his arrival a few days ago, but he never showed,” Jennifer said, chewing on a ring in her lip. “The cure to Werewolf obedience is still in its prototype form. We haven't had enough wolves under the curse to test it on.” 
 
    “We'll need to take it anyway,” Varick urged. 
 
    She nodded, heading across the room to a large cabinet. Rifling through it, she produced a small plastic container with a handful of pills inside. She returned to us with a frown. “It's not protocol to hand out untested drugs to the public...” She glanced over at a man in a suit across the room. “I should probably check with my supervisor.” 
 
    “Silas is in trouble,” I pressed, my pulse rising. “And so are our friends.” 
 
    “We weren't expecting you. We have a client picking up equipment on Mr Madgian's behalf this afternoon. We usually get advanced warning. Perhaps if we could make a call...” 
 
    “Can you do that?” I asked uncertainly. 
 
    “Perhaps...but we haven't been able to contact him since he went AWOL. If he's in trouble then today's visitors are going to be a problem.” 
 
    “Who are the visitors?” Varick asked. 
 
    “Rockley Jones is sending some men to collect equipment on Silas's behalf. We have authorisation to give Mr Jones what he needs. But you...” She shook her head, glancing at her supervisor again who was looking our way. 
 
    A bang sounded out in the station and I jerked around to face the door, my heart rate rocketing. 
 
    “What was that?” the supervisor demanded, marching in that direction. 
 
    More bangs sounded, confirming it was gunshots and I backed up instinctively. Varick caught me in his gaze, his eyes fearful. 
 
    Jennifer tucked the bottle of pills into her pocket. 
 
    The door flew open and several men poured in dressed in black. Machine guns were in their hands, pointing at the scientists. I sucked in a breath, panic darting through me. 
 
    The supervisor approached them, raising his palms. “Please, we don't want any trouble.” 
 
    “Shut up!” the ringleader barked. He had a thick beard and eyes too far apart. He plucked at a lanyard around the supervisor's neck, reading it. “No one else gets shot if you cooperate, Hank. You got the memo from Rockley, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, you're Elias?” Hank asked and the man nodded. “Rockley has given you authorisation, there's no need for force. The equipment is already packed up for you.” 
 
    “Then get it,” Elias snarled. 
 
    My heart beat out of rhythm. 
 
    Varick took a protective stance beside me. 
 
    What do we do? 
 
    Hank gestured to some of his workers and they hurried to produce several metal cases. The armed men snatched them, then Elias pointed his gun at Hank's face. “We're taking the clones. All of them.” 
 
    “No – that's impossible!” Hank balked. “They're under strict protection.” 
 
    “You do as I say or I'll start planting bullets in people's skulls.” 
 
    My mouth grew dry. 
 
    Hank pressed his shoulders back. “You wouldn-” 
 
    BANG. 
 
    I pressed back into Varick as a scientist next to Hank was shot dead, hitting the floor, blood oozing from a wound in his head. My ears rang, my heart raced. 
 
    We have to get out of here – now. 
 
    Panic bled through my veins. 
 
    Jennifer had crouched down behind the counter beside us. I pulled Varick down to the floor and we shuffled towards her. 
 
    “They're in cryo-chambers. You'll never get them out of here!” Hank yelled. 
 
    “Show me,” Elias commanded and he was led across the room through a large, metal security door. 
 
    My breathing increased. I eyed Varick as he slid his hand into Jennifer's coat pocket, passing the tablets behind his back. I took them, tucking them into his pack as another shot was fired. I winced, trying to keep my thoughts aligned. 
 
    Just stay calm. We've been in worse situations. 
 
    I glanced over the bench, spotting a woman dead on the floor, looking like she'd run toward the exit. 
 
    The scientists returned through the metal door and Elias waved his men forward. Several of them followed, leaving just three to guard the doors. 
 
    I slid my hand into Varick's bag, taking out a pistol and handing it to Varick before retrieving another for myself. The handle was cold against my burning palm, its solid weight comforting me a fraction. 
 
    Varick gave me a nod and we edged closer to the door. Jennifer let out a murmur of fear as we headed away from her. 
 
    Men appeared from the metal door, carrying huge chambers on their shoulders, two men to each one. 
 
    I spied a figure through the glass of one of the containers, spotting a man inside who appeared to be sleeping. Condensation collected on the glass, shrouding his face. 
 
    Four more containers were carried into the train station beyond the lab. As the men filed out, we were left with three gunmen once more, gazing menacingly toward the scientists. 
 
    An ear-rattling boom shook the ceiling and sediment cascaded down on us. I ducked my head, clinging to Varick's arm. It sounded like a bomb had gone off in the station. 
 
    “No!” Hank cried as he gazed out of the door. He tried to push past one of the armed men and he fired a shot, bringing him to his knees. My throat constricted at the sight. 
 
    Another blast followed the first and Varick took my arm, keeping me close. The exit was several paces away, but I didn't want to go out there with all those armed men around. Even if we did have guns of our own. We might have been capable of healing now, but that didn't mean we couldn't die. 
 
    “We wait,” I whispered to Varick. “There's no point in fighting.” 
 
    He nodded, his jaw ticking as he pulled me even closer. 
 
    A lot of shouting sounded out in the station, then one of Elias's men called, “All up. Let's go!” 
 
    The armed guards backed out of the room. We waited a full minute, then Varick moved into action, tugging me towards the exit. Adrenaline bled through my veins, giving me courage. 
 
    We moved at a crawl, then rose to our feet as we reached the door, creeping closer to see out. A massive hole had been ripped through the roof of the station. Sirens blared from above, joined by screams up on the streets. 
 
    “Terrorists!” someone wailed up on the road. 
 
    Varick gripped my hand, dragging me through the now-vacated station. I spotted a truck blocking the light from the street. Its engine grumbled to life and it pulled away at speed, followed by a huge black SUV. 
 
    We started running back toward the security door, finding the guard who'd let us in dead on the ground. We didn't slow, charging through the doorway and sprinting up the stairs to the hatch. Varick climbed up first and I hurried after him. We tore through the basement and back up to the metal door. I hammered my fist on it, crying out for the receptionist to open it. 
 
    Come on! 
 
    When no one came, Varick pressed me back, aiming his gun at the lock and taking a shot. The bang made my ears ring as the handle flew clean off. The door swung open and we charged out into the chaos in the lobby. Men, women and children were taking shelter inside the building. I frantically tucked my gun into my waistband, pulling my shirt over it and Varick did the same. We didn't stop running, charging toward the glass exit doors which were coated in dust. 
 
    “It's not safe!” a man shouted at us, but we didn't slow, darting outside onto the street. 
 
    We had to get out of there. 
 
    The muscles in my legs burned as we sprinted down the street, away from the giant hole ripped into the ground, joining the masses as they fled from the scene. 
 
    The tube stations were being cordoned off all around us by police, so we had to power on until we found another escape. We fled up the street and police cars whizzed past us in the opposite direction, their lights flashing and sirens whirring. 
 
    Just keep going. Don't stop. 
 
    My heart spun wildly in my chest as we continued running on and on, blending in with the panicked crowd, never halting for even a second. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    I was done with the secrets. Done with Ulvic keeping the truth from me. I was going to get answers. Tonight. And I was going to get them from the girl who made my heart beat funny and my stomach feel weird. Watching her be mauled by crows was the last straw. So Rockley Jones was now my number one enemy. I didn't care who he was, or what that girl had done, no one deserved that kind of treatment. 
 
    By the time night had fallen, I'd practically worn my bedroom floor down a few inches from all the pacing I'd been doing. I'd find Cass. Break her free. Then deal with the consequences. 
 
    It was after midnight and I was priming myself up for a rescue attempt, when a knock came at my door. 
 
    My brows pulled together as I moved to the door, tugging it open. 
 
    Silas stood there, glancing warily back and forth down the corridor. “Jameson, you need to come with me,” he whispered. 
 
    After witnessing him nearly killing Rockley by rugby-tackling him into a pit of Vs, I'd decided to trust him. But I was still cautious as I stepped into the corridor, pulling the door shut behind me. 
 
    “I'm busy,” I stated. 
 
    “Doing what?” He frowned. 
 
    I swallowed, wondering if I should tell him. “I'm going to see Cass,” I settled on a half-truth. “I need to talk to her.” 
 
    “Well then, you'll want to come with me. She's in my hotel suite.” He took my arm, gazing in the direction of Ulvic's room. “Come on.” 
 
    I nodded, my heart cartwheeling at the thought of seeing her again. What was it about her that set my pulse racing? 
 
    As we rounded a corner, I decided to tell him more. “I'm going to get her out of here, Silas.” 
 
    He glanced at me, brows raised. “Well I'm sure she'll be happy to hear that.” 
 
    We reached his room and he slid a key card into the door, pushing it open. And there she was, her eyes immediately wheeling to mine, as bright as jade.  
 
    My throat constricted. 
 
    She rushed forward, pausing seconds before she crashed into me. Some part of me wanted to pull her into my arms, but I still didn't understand this strange connection we had. 
 
    Cass glanced at Silas. “What if Rockley comes?” 
 
    “He probably won't. Checking up on people isn't really his thing,” Silas replied, locking the door. 
 
    She nodded, looking to me. “Hi,” she breathed, stepping closer. 
 
    “Hi,” I replied, my eyes tracking over her, taking in ever inch of her body. 
 
    Silas marched over to a doctor's bag on his bed. “We're gonna get that chip out of your head, Jameson.” 
 
    “What chip?” I frowned, suddenly cautious. 
 
    Cass reached for my hand and I let her take it, the feel of her skin so familiar. 
 
    “The one that's blocking your memories,” she said softly. 
 
    “I had Rockley bring the equipment here unwittingly,” Silas said, waving me over. “Lie down on the bed Jameson.” He produced a scalpel and my instincts made me stiffen. 
 
    “Er- no?” I said, backing up toward the door. I might have been starting to trust these two, but I wasn't going to let them start cutting me up. 
 
    Cass squeezed my fingers and my mouth dried up. “Don't you want your memories back?” 
 
    I gazed between them, unsure what to do. Course I wanted my memories back. But despite my heart urging me toward Cass, what if this was all some trick? 
 
    Cass sighed, her shoulders dropping. “We'd never hurt you. We just want to help.” 
 
    “Ulvic said the same thing,” I muttered, feeling conflicted. Without my memories how could I make a sound decision anymore? But if they really could bring them back, then surely I had to trust them? 
 
    “You must know...in your heart.” Cass ran her hand up my arm and my insides melted like hot wax. 
 
    I was so drawn to her, like no girl I'd ever met before. But now I was questioning everything. What if she was lying to me now? Manipulating me? 
 
    And what if she's not? 
 
    I lowered my voice as I replied, “The night you came to my room I looked into your eyes and I saw the whole world staring back at me. But I'm afraid you're just a stranger with beautiful eyes. I'm not sure who you are, Cass. But...” 
 
    “But what?” she pressed. 
 
    “I think I want to know,” I admitted. 
 
    “Then come on,” Silas said. “We don't have time to waste.” 
 
    I let Cass draw me toward the bed, my decision made. My heart told me this was the right thing to do. So I had to trust it, even if it led me down the wrong path. But it had never let me down before. 
 
    I lay on the bed, gazing at the two of them as they stood around me. 
 
    “Roll over,” Silas commanded and I reluctantly complied, battling my instincts. It made me vulnerable and I didn't like it. But I damn well had to do this. 
 
    “Cass, hold his arms down in case he struggles,” Silas murmured. 
 
    I stiffened, but let her climb on top of me. I was strong enough to fight her off if I had to. 
 
    Silas pulled on some surgical gloves, taking out a scalpel and a small set of tweezers from his bag before moving in front of me. 
 
    “You better know what you're doing, bro,” I said, my heart pounding harder. 
 
    Silas gave Cass a guilty look over my head. “I'm not much of a doctor. But I know the logistics of this procedure. I think I can do it.” 
 
    “Comforting,” I grumbled 
 
    Cass laid a hand on my back, rubbing softly and my heart rate slowed in response. This girl was special and maybe in a minute I'd know why. 
 
    “It won't take long,” she promised. 
 
    Silas laid the scalpel against the shaved piece of hair at the back of my head. “Try not to scream.” 
 
    “Got it,” I growled, bracing myself, my hands curling into fists. 
 
    Nothing ventured, nothing gained, I guess. 
 
    Cass reached down, sliding her hand around mine and I unfurled my fingers, locking them between hers. Calm poured through me. Yeah, I trusted her. It was a strange, intangible feeling, like the one I'd gotten the day Nadine had hit on me. In a moment of clarity, I realised this girl must have been the reason. Nothing else could explain it. And I suddenly wanted my memories of her back more than I wanted anything in the world. 
 
    Silas pressed the scalpel down and I stiffened against the pain, but didn't move. Took more than a single cut to break my willpower. Silas cut a flap in the skin before peeling it back and I winced, grinding my teeth. Okay, now he was taking the piss. Ever heard of anesthesia, buddy? 
 
    Silas probed around in the wound and I grunted, half tempted to punch him for it. Cass squeezed my hand tighter as Silas placed his tweezers into the cut and tugged. 
 
    Holy mother of god, hurry up! 
 
    Silas slid the scalpel in again, gently cutting something out of my goddamn head. I was two seconds from punching him in the nuts, when my brain flared with a hundred flashes of the past. My stomach roiled as I tried to make sense of it all.  
 
    An enormous castle, a cage, an island. Blood...so much goddamn blood. Then Varick in a cell – Varick! My heart crushed like a grape as I saw Cass for the rest time. Those eyes. 
 
    “You look like a Firefly; the first light I've seen in all this godforsaken darkness.” 
 
    Another island, more blood, the breakout. My home, the cabin. The Helsings. Ulvic. 
 
    I jerked violently as pain exploded through my chest. All of it came back at once, the memories suddenly making sense. 
 
    My teeth sunk into the throats of my family. Emerico. 
 
    The Sanctuary, Mercy, the Helsing castle. Me ripping it all to hell. Rockley's resort. 
 
    Then Cass. Lord, Cass. Kissing me, smiling, laughing. Firefly, my Firefly. Her velvet skin against mine, her voice sighing my name. Then Ulvic's command to stay away from her. It was a tsunami of a thousand events, some more horrible than I ever could have imagined, others more beautiful, more perfect. 
 
    The cruise ship, the jungle. Our baby. Silas's betrayal. 
 
    “Silas!” the word left my mouth as I flew upright, knocking Cass off of me, flying at him with fists swinging. 
 
    “You arsehole!” I bellowed, throwing a punch at his face. He avoided it by an inch. And only because my mind went suddenly dark. My vision followed. And I crashed face first onto the floor with a loud bang. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    “Jameson!” I jumped to the floor, kneeling beside him. He was out cold. 
 
    I glanced up at Silas, panicking. 
 
    Silas took a tube of Larkspur from his bag, dropping down beside Jameson and rubbing it over the wound. “He'll be alright. His mind was probably overwhelmed.” 
 
    He glanced at me with a frown. “He's going to hate me again.” 
 
    “We'll explain,” I said softly, tears pricking my eyes. “He'll understand.” 
 
    Jameson groaned and my hands began to shake as he rolled over, his eyes still closed tight. 
 
    I gazed down at him, desperate to know if he remembered everything. “Jameson?” 
 
    His eyes flew open and their deep, metallic colour shone at me like molten bronze. 
 
    “Firefly?” he breathed, his eyes roaming over me. 
 
    “It's me.” I nodded, tears blurring my vision. I wiped them away. “Do you remember?” 
 
    In answer, he grabbed me, dragging me down into the fiercest of kisses. I squealed in delight, wrapping my whole body around his. 
 
    He kissed me until I couldn't draw breath, rolling us over and pinning me down to the floor. 
 
    Silas cleared his throat. 
 
    Jameson glanced up at him, his face turning to stone. “You.” 
 
    “No Jameson, it's okay.” I quickly explained about Silas's lie. How he'd never meant to hurt us – despite his seriously messed up way of achieving that. 
 
    Jameson nodded once then said, “Okay. Now get out.” 
 
    “Jameson we don't have time to-” Silas started, but Jameson cut him off. “Out. Now.” 
 
    Silas rolled his eyes, heading from the room. “Ten minutes,” he hissed before shutting the door. 
 
    Jameson bore down on me, his hands trailing over my sides, pausing on my belly. He groaned, moving down my body, pushing up my top and placing kisses all over my bump. 
 
    I laughed with my glee, running my fingers through his hair. “I thought I'd lost you.” 
 
    He glanced at me, a heavy weight in his eyes. “I did lose you. They carved you out of my head.” He dropped lower, his mouth running all over my skin, worshiping each inch of exposed flesh. 
 
    “I'll kill them all,” he swore, speaking to himself. “Every last one of them who touched you.” 
 
    “I don't care,” I moaned as his kisses moved lower. “I have you back, that's all that matters.” 
 
    “I care,” he growled, brushing his fingers over my waistband. 
 
    He rose above me, his arms tense as he held his weight off of me. I gripped the back of his neck, drawing him down, but he resisted. 
 
    “I'll crush the baby,” he muttered. 
 
    I shook my head, but he snatched my hand, tugging me upright. He lifted me off of my feet, tangling my legs around his waist and walking me to a dresser where Silas's work things were laid out. He swept them to the floor with a swipe of his hand, resting me against the ledge. 
 
    I fought a laugh and he devoured it with another kiss. He dragged my top over my head, spying some of the scabbed over Vs I hadn't managed to heal. He dropped his head to them, kissing every one until they burned with a heat that would never die. 
 
    “I can't bear what they did to you,” he growled into my neck. 
 
    “I can. For us. I can bear anything for us.” I pressed one hand to my tummy and the other to his burning chest. 
 
    He smirked, tugging my trousers down and stepping between my legs. “You're so strong,” he murmured, kissing me again. “I'll never be as strong as you.” 
 
    I pulled his shirt off, needing to feel his skin against mine, hungry for it in a way only he sparked in me. I ran my hands over his firm muscles, breathing in his mellow scent. It was heaven. 
 
    He released a low noise in his throat, reaching down to unbuckle his jeans. “I love you,” he said, sounding desperate. 
 
    He gripped my hips and I gasped as he claimed me, holding me impossibly close, his body moulding perfectly against mine. 
 
    I clung to his neck, sighing his name. 
 
    Heat pooled at the base of my spine, spreading through me like a wildfire. This man was a forest fire in human form. 
 
    His mouth met mine and I lost myself in the heat, the intense pleasure, the feel of our bodies merging into one. 
 
    “I'm yours, Firefly.” He rested his forehead against mine, his eyes boring into my soul. “I want you to know that. Don't ever forget it.” 
 
    I nodded, devouring another kiss, my body alive from his touch. Our passion grew out of hand until I'd marred his back with scratches and his fingers dug bruises into my hips. He was trying to be gentle, but I urged him on, wanting to feel the full-force of his love for me. 
 
    I clung to him as if I could make this moment last forever, knowing this time was evaporating by the second. That we soon had to return to the real world. Had to discuss plans of escape. 
 
    He panted, drooping against me, sweaty and burning hot. I ran my palms down his back, keeping him close. “I love you, Jameson,” I whispered into his skin as if I could brand the words there.  
 
    A little thump resounded within my tummy and Jameson lurched back. “Woah, was that him?” 
 
    I gasped, holding my belly.  
 
    “It could be a girl you know,” I teased, smiling as I felt the kick again. 
 
    “Maybe.” He grinned, dropping to his knees and pressing his ear to my stomach. “Sorry I woke you up, bro,” he whispered. 
 
    “Jameson!” I giggled. “Don't even say it.” 
 
    “What? I'm sure I'd be pissed if I was woken up by a massive-” 
 
    I slammed a hand to his mouth. “Don't you dare,” I laughed. “He is not aware of what just happened.” 
 
    “See, he is a boy.” Jameson stood, looking triumphant as he tugged up his fly. He picked up my clothes, helping me into them, planting little kisses on me as he did so. 
 
    I gazed at him, in awe of how much this man loved me. Of how much he'd been through. It pained my heart to think of it. 
 
    “What are we going to name him?” he asked, tugging on his shirt. 
 
    I shook my head. “I thought you were keen on Jameson Junior?” 
 
    His grin widened. “Sure am, but I reckon it'd get shortened to JJ. And I'm not having a kid who sounds like a pet dog.” 
 
    “Says the Werewolf,” I teased. 
 
    He rubbed his thumb over my cheek, his smile growing further. “Why don't you think of a name? Reckon you've earned it, baby.” 
 
    “Baby?” I furled a brow, mock-offended. 
 
    “Yes, my baby.” He placed a kiss on my forehead. “That a problem?” 
 
    “Only if I can call you snookums,” I jibed. 
 
    He barked a laugh. “Alright, I'll try and stick to Firefly.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    Silas opened the door a crack, poking his head around it with his eyes closed. “Can I come in now? I've been standing in the corridor. And no, this door is not soundproof. And yes, I'm going to have nightmares forever.” 
 
    “Weird kinda nightmares, bro. Unless you're not into hot Werewolf sex.” 
 
    I punched Jameson's arm, but couldn't fight a grin. 
 
    Silas stepped into the room fully, shutting the door. “Thankfully for you, there's no one staying in the rooms around us. Otherwise I'd have had to walk in and shut you both up.” 
 
    “Well, if that had happened, I'd have slammed your head into a wall, so I guess it's your lucky day.” Jameson beamed, dropping an arm around my shoulders. 
 
    It felt so good to have him back. Despite our current situation, I was over the moon. Even Rockley Jones and his pen knife wouldn't be able to stamp out the fire in my soul after today. 
 
    Silas's gaze dropped to his possessions that Jameson had swept onto the floor. “You arsehole, that equipment is expensive.” 
 
    “Well it was either that or screw in your bed.” Jameson shrugged. 
 
    “There's another bed right there!” Silas pointed to the single bed, his left eye twitching. 
 
    “Yeah I just didn't really feel like using that bed,” Jameson taunted. 
 
    Clearly there was still a lot of tension between them. I'd hoped they might have put aside their differences considering our circumstances. 
 
    “Can we just move on please?” I folded my arms, not wanting to discuss mine and Jameson's sex life a moment longer. “We need to make a plan.” 
 
    Silas sighed, moving to collect his things from the floor. He went to put them back on the dresser then decided better of it and stowed them in his doctor's bag. Jameson was grinning and I pinched him to try and wipe the smug expression from his face. 
 
    “We have a plan,” Silas said. “We just have to wait for your friends to show up.” 
 
    “And what if they don't come?” I questioned. “What if they didn't get the message or- I don't know, they can't get in when they arrive.” 
 
    “Who's coming? Varick?” Jameson bounced up and down on his heels, his gaze bright. 
 
    “Hopefully,” I said with a smile. “Silas sent them a message.” 
 
    “Oh...thanks man,” Jameson said, dropping his bravado. “I mean, ya know, I'm not overly thrilled about the memory removal stuff, but I guess you pulled through in the end.” 
 
    Silas stood upright, smiling and I hoped they were finally making bridges. 
 
    “Must have been hard, pulling your head out of your own arse long enough to help someone else though,” Jameson said and I sighed, giving up on their relationship entirely. 
 
    Silas rolled his eyes. “Drop the shit, Jameson. You need to get ready for what's coming. You shouldn't let Ulvic know that you've got your memories back, not until we can figure out an angle here to work.” 
 
    Jameson's hands curled into fists. “Oh yeah, that prick. Guess I can play along for a while. So long as this plan results in me ripping his head from his shoulders and throwing it into a vat of hot tar.” 
 
    “That's so specific,” I said, eyeing him. 
 
    “What can I say? I'm creative.” Jameson smirked and I couldn't fight a laugh. 
 
    I started telling Jameson everything, from Rockley capturing me, to us pretending Silas had removed our child. 
 
    “You should go back to your room,” Silas said eventually, his eyes on Jameson. “Just lay low for a while until I can come to you again.” 
 
    Jameson eyed me longingly. “I don't want to leave.” 
 
    I reached out for him, looping my arms around his shoulders. I brushed the loose strands of hairs away from his temple, gazing into the pools of his eyes with a smile. “We'll be together again soon.” 
 
    He gripped my waist. “Forever.” 
 
    I nodded, emotion squeezing my heart. “Yes. Always.” 
 
    Silas eyed us with a sad frown on his face. “I'm going to do everything within my power to help you both. I promise.” 
 
    Jameson nodded, kissing me lightly before moving to Silas. He hesitated a second, then dragged him into a hug. 
 
    I watched with raised brows as Silas patted his back and Jameson released him. “See ya Silas.” He walked back to me, dipping me low and planting a world-spinning kiss on my lips. 
 
    I nuzzled into him, dragging him closer until nothing seemed to exist but us. 
 
    He pulled me upright and I walked him to the door, gripping his fingers. He lifted my hand to his mouth, pressing his warm lips to the back of it. “See you soon, baby.” 
 
    I shook my head at him. “See you soon, snookums.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    I was back. Like the terminator. Only better. And more badass. I was primed to rip off Ulvic's head right then, if only I hadn't still been bound by his command. Arsehole had it coming though. One day soon, there was some serious head ripping to be had. And I was gonna relish every moment. 
 
    Nothing could shake the foundation of Cass and I's relationship anymore. We were a mountain. No scrap that, mountains could be eroded. We were energy. Pure, unwavering energy that surged through this world like a life force. Yep. Unbreakable. And that meant it was only a matter of time until our enemies fell at our feet and begged for us to spare their pathetic lives. 
 
    I was unable to communicate any of that as I arrived back at my room and Ulvic appeared from the lift at the end of the corridor. He was in a fancy suit I was sure didn't belong to him. A-hole much? 
 
    “Oh Jameson, there you are. I've been looking for you.” He seemed in a jovial mood, a little skip in his step. 
 
    “I went for a walk,” I lied. 
 
    He nodded. “Well, would you like to go for another one? Rockley's set up a party downstairs. The rest of the pack are already there.” 
 
    “A party?” I asked as if I was excited. 
 
    “I know how much you love a disco. I didn't want you to miss out.” 
 
    Who says disco? He was such a douche. 
 
    I slapped a broad smile onto my face. “Sure, let's go.” Seeing as I was mega-satisfied from my recent encounter with Cass, it wasn't too hard to fake a good mood. 
 
    I headed after him into the glitzy lift and we took it down a few levels before stepping out into a huge casino. Everything was coloured red. As if red was the new black. Definitely wasn't. Had Rockley not heard of the rainbow? 
 
    There's other colours in the world, bro. I'll send you a Dulux paint swatch in the mail from my new life abroad. Far away from you and your sucky taste. 
 
    “Cool, huh?” Ulvic nudged me. 
 
    Why was he acting like an excitable kid today? 
 
    “Yeah,” I said vaguely. 
 
    I spotted Nadine and the other Werewolves around a table with Rockley Jones. Waiters were topping up their glasses with champagne. Admittedly, I fancied a drink. 
 
    “Good evening, friends,” Rockley said, rising to his feet. “How do you like my casino?” 
 
    “Oh it's delightful,” I said, a little too sarcastically for him not to notice. 
 
    A waiter handed me a glass of champagne and I knocked it back before gesturing for him to refill it. Ulvic dropped into a seat beside Rockley, looking a tad too comfortable for my liking. 
 
    Enjoy the power-trip, Hundy-pie. It ain't gonna last long. 
 
    Rockley clapped his hands. “Music,” he demanded and thumping electronica music filled the air. 
 
    Yay. 
 
    Doors opened in the wall behind us and several men and women exited, dressed in next to nothing. Two of the men were white-blonde with slim, muscular frames, their chests bare. Ulvic's type. 
 
    The women were just as scantily dressed, wearing nothing but lacy underwear. 
 
    “Dey are human,” Rockley muttered to Ulvic. “I had to give Silas a Siren. You should have seen his face, my friend. It was most amusing.” 
 
    Ulvic laughed, sipping his wine. 
 
    Oh lovely. Let's all have a good laugh about how Silas got molested. 
 
    Even though I wasn't massively keen on the guy, I wouldn't celebrate him being lured in by a Siren for the sake of Rockley's entertainment. 
 
    “Where is Silas?” Ulvic asked. 
 
    Rockley waved a hand. “Busy with the redhead. She had a procedure today to replace that baby of hers.” 
 
    No she didn't, sucker. 
 
    “What?” Nadine asked in alarm. 
 
    Rockley laughed. “Oh does everyone around here have to be so damn moral? It's so dull.” 
 
    Nadine glanced at me, reaching out and resting a hand on my arm. 
 
    One of the white-blonde men slid into Ulvic's lap and I watched with undisguised disgust as he began to stroke Ulvic's chin. That hair was no coincidence. I'd met Ignus in the past. Knew Ulvic had a relationship with him. That probably should have been my first clue toward his true nature. How could you love a psycho creep like Ignus Helsing? 
 
    Mekiah went rigid in his chair as one of the girls dropped into his lap. “Hey, big boy,” she purred. 
 
    He remained still, trying not to touch her as much as possible. 
 
    “Mekiah is pair-bonded with Reason,” Ulvic said. 
 
    “Oh let dem have a little fun,” Rockley said. “It's not every day I allow Werewolves to have free rein of my resort. Dey are privileged here because of you.” 
 
    Mekiah turned his head away as the girl tried to kiss him. 
 
    One of the girls made a move toward me and Nadine stood, planting herself in my lap before she could get there. 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered. 
 
    “Anytime,” she said, moving her head to my ear. “Where did you sneak off to today?” she breathed against my neck. 
 
    I looped my arm around her waist, glancing at Rockley and Ulvic. They were chatting casually as the men and women flirted and moved in and out of their laps. Apparently Rockley swung both ways. 
 
    I turned my head toward Nadine, dropping my voice to a breath of a whisper. “Went to fetch my memories.” 
 
    Her eyes widened with hope and she planted a kiss on my cheek. “Thank god,” she sighed. 
 
    Reason was drinking copious amounts of alcohol, fending off the half naked guy who was trying to entice her into a dance. I gave her a look of pity and she rolled her eyes. My pack were strong as hell. This was child's play. Rockley could be doing a whole lot worse to us. 
 
    “Do you have a plan?” Nadine whispered, shifting closer to me still. 
 
    I pressed my lips together, nodding. I couldn't go into the details then, but hoped it gave her strength to know I had a plan. Nadine wanted out of this shit-astrophe as much as I did. 
 
    My ear was drawn to Rockley and Ulvic's conversation as they spoke openly in front of us about their future plans. “So I've deposited two million into your account. That should be enough to get you set up as the Lord of Hund manor. I've invited a group of Hunters here in a few days time to discuss our future business. I've started building resorts all over de world. With deir help, we'll be Gods amongst men by de time de Immortals are revealed to de general population.” 
 
    “Mr Jones, sir?” a guard stepped into the room. “You have some visitors. Shall I bring them through?” 
 
    Rockley shifted the blonde girl out of his lap, rising to his feet. “I'm not expecting visitors.” 
 
    The guard waited for him to make a decision. 
 
    “Alright, bring dem in. At gun point mind.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” The guard scurrried away, returning a minute later with a lift of guests. I gazed past Nadine's head, my stomach swooping at the sight of the three people being escorted by the guard. 
 
    The arsehole Lynch, some dark-skinned dude I didn't recognise, and my little friend Mercy Helsing. 
 
    “Accolt,” Rockley blurted, seeming thrown. “Jesus Christ, you didn't tell me you were coming.” 
 
    “You always loved a surprise, Dad,” Accolt moved across the room and Rockley gave him a hug. 
 
    A mother-effing hug. The only thing I'd ever seen Rockley embrace was a Vampire whilst he buried a blade in its belly. 
 
    Mercy's eyes fell to me, widening. She looked a little thinner than the last time I'd seen her, but at least she was standing upright, her leg evidently healed. I moved Nadine out of my lap, standing and moving forward, catching myself at the last moment. 
 
    You're not supposed to know who she is dip-shit. 
 
    “Hey mutt, how's those fingers of yours?” Lynch approached. 
 
    Rage poured through me in waves, but I had to give him a blank stare instead of what I really wanted to give him - a broken neck. “I'm sorry, who are you?” 
 
    “Wow, ugly and stupid.” Lynch laughed. 
 
    Oh what the hell? I beamed then headbutted him in the face. 
 
    “Jameson!” Ulvic barked as Lynch stumbled back, cupping his nose. 
 
    “Holy shith! He bwoke my nose!” Lynch wailed, holding his face with both hands. 
 
    I backed up, shrugging. “No one calls me ugly. This face is a god-given gift.” 
 
    Rockley silently took a bottle of V blood from his pocket and handed it to Lynch, laughing and clapping me on the shoulder. “I do love dese wolves sometimes. Dey are so feral.” 
 
    Lynch downed the blood, glaring at me through narrowed eyes. 
 
    Mercy moved smoothly past him, throwing her arms around me. I pretended to be surprised, but gave her a little squeeze before pressing her back. I'd kinda grown found of Baby H. And I was sure glad she was alive. 
 
    “Thought you might be dead,” she said, gazing up at me with those sparkling blues of hers. 
 
    I shrugged. “Still here. Do we er, know each other?” I threw a cursory glance at Ulvic. 
 
    “What?” She frowned. 
 
    I was saved from answering as Lynch barrelled toward me, looking ready to fight me to the death.  
 
    I'm game if you are, buddy. 
 
    Rockley stepped between us, laughing like this was a lovely reunion between friends. “Ah Mercy Helsing. De blood traitor.” 
 
    “Leave her, Rockley,” Ulvic said, surprising me. “She's been through enough.” 
 
    “Dat so?” Rockley pressed his tongue into his cheek. “Alright den, you're all welcome to my party.” 
 
    Shit, how much power did Ulvic have over Rockley? 
 
    “Come, come, sit.” Rockley gestured to all the chairs. “Colt, you can sit wid me.” He dropped into his chair, patting the one beside him. “I want you to tell me everything. I know you wouldn't come here unless it was absolutely necessary.” 
 
    “We want our money,” Lynch growled, dropping into a seat and grabbing a glass of champagne as a waiter offered it to him. “The homo owes us since his dad's gone and died.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Rockley snarled, his eyes narrowing. “Say dat again.” 
 
    Lynch downed another glass of wine, glaring at Ulvic. “I said. That homo owes us our money.” 
 
    Rockley turned to me and I raised my brows. “Jameson, dat your name?” 
 
    “Uhuh,” I grunted. 
 
    “Well, Jameson, I see you have a little dislike for dis man here.” 
 
    I shrugged. “He called me ugly.” And made me break most of my fingers. And put out cigarettes on my chest. And frankly, his moustache alone is enough of a reason to hate him. 
 
    Rockley looked to his guards, beckoning one closer and whispering in his ear. In a flash the guard moved to Lynch, seizing him and dragging him to his feet.  
 
    “Woah what the f-” Lynch started but the guard smashed a fist into his face then hauled him across the room toward a large pit. He shoved him in and a crack sounded as he hit the bottom. 
 
    My heart danced in my chest. 
 
    Rockley turned to me again. “Fancy joining him in dat pit? We'd be mighty grateful for de entertainment.” 
 
    Nadine raised her brows at me, shaking her head, but I got to my feet, cracking my neck. “Oh, why not?” Ulvic didn't need to know my real intention here. He knew I could be volatile, even if he did think this was a little extreme for one insult. 
 
    “Off you go,” Rockley said and I marched toward the pit, rolling my shoulders to loosen my muscles. 
 
    I didn't much like Rockley's games, and I would never have seen myself taking part in one willingly. But I had a score to settle and I wasn't gonna pass up the opportunity. 
 
    I heard footsteps following me and as I turned, lowering myself into the pit, I spied Rockley and Ulvic moving closer to watch. Some of his guards drifted towards us too. 
 
    I hit the floor, finding Lynch on his back, his leg twisted awkwardly beneath him. Did I care? Not one bit. 
 
    Rockley threw a knife into the pit and I scooped it up, weighing it in my palm. 
 
    I crouched down, gripping hold of Lynch's hair. 
 
    “Remember what I said I'd do to that moustache?” I whispered so Ulvic wouldn't hear. 
 
    “No – no please,” Lynch begged, trying to push me away. 
 
    I dropped down over him, gripping his hair tighter to make him look at me. “You sure you don't remember?” 
 
    I dug my blade into his upper lip. 
 
    Lynch screamed, writhing beneath me. But I was stronger. Much stronger. And he was about to find out what happened to people who messed with me and my friends. 
 
    I made short work of the moustache. Blood poured down his upper lip and heat surged along my spine in response. 
 
    I was satisfied with the moustache removal as payback, but then Lynch started spewing poison at me. “You piece of shit. I'll kill you and your filthy pack of mutts. I'll rip out their throats with my bare hands.” 
 
    Time to go wolf. 
 
    I stood, shedding my clothes. Lynch got up, raising one fist, his other hand holding his messed-up face. 
 
    I rolled my neck as pain rippled down my back and my form changed, my bones twisting and elongating until I was nothing but a giant black wolf, gazing at my enemy. 
 
    I peeled my upper lip back on a snarl, launching myself at him. 
 
    He tired to shove me away, but I was stronger, slamming him to the ground. His hand reached for the knife I'd abandoned and I sunk my teeth into it, making him scream. 
 
    “Get off me you freak!” he yelled, rolling beneath my paws. 
 
    I gazed down at him, licking my lips and anger gripped his features. “Disgusting, waste of space animal. I'll gut you like-” 
 
    I didn't let him finish that sentence, biting and ripping into his body until his begging turned to screams. Then I took his neck in my jaws and clamped down hard until his cries were cut-off. 
 
    Rockley was clapping. 
 
    I didn't feel any shame at what I'd done. I was tired of being trodden on by arseholes. And despite the fact Rockley was cheering me on now, that wouldn't last long. 
 
    I returned to my human form, tugging my clothes back on and one of the guards kicked a rope ladder into the pit. 
 
    Rockley rested a hand on Ulvic's shoulder. “Your enemies are my enemies, Ulvic. Remember dat.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Ulvic breathed and for a moment I saw the appeal in his current situation. For a man who'd been trampled on his whole life, it must have felt good to have a powerful friend like Rockley at his side. But I'd always been there. I would have done anything for Ulvic had we still been friends. If he hadn't betrayed me body and soul. He was long past forgiveness, but maybe I understood his actions a little more today. 
 
    “Now,” Rockley said. “We can relax and enjoy our evening. Tell me, Colt, are you well?” He dropped into the seat next to his son. 
 
    “Yes. I'm sorry for coming here, I had nowhere else to go,” Colt said, glancing at Mercy. 
 
    Ulvic seemed a little wary of the guy, not joining in with their conversation. Which was odd considering he was sat next to Colt's murderous father. 
 
    “Not to worry. You're safe here for now. But you will have to leave before my Hunter friends arrive. I will not risk de Watchers being informed of your whereabouts. I am, as you know, supposed to be unaware myself.” 
 
    “Of course,” Colt said. 
 
    “So Mercy.” Rockley turned to her. “Have you seen de error of your ways?” 
 
    She considered that and I wondered if she'd lie. Rockley might have her locked up if she said the wrong thing. 
 
    “If by the error of my ways you mean realising these blood games are twisted and wrong, then yes. I have,” she said, tilting up her chin. 
 
    Had to hand it to her, the girl had balls. 
 
    “Hm,” Rockley growled, glancing at Ulvic. “Dis is uncomfortable for me.” 
 
    “She's no threat, Dad,” Colt said. “The girl's weak. She's not gonna be a problem here, are you?” He gazed at Mercy who glared back at him before shaking her head. 
 
    “Seems you have a fan-base here, Miss Helsing.” Rockley turned to Colt. “You haven't been screwing her have you?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Colt snapped. 
 
    Rockley raised his hands in innocence. “It was a valid question.” 
 
    “I wouldn't screw him if he was the last man on earth,” Mercy muttered. 
 
    “I didn't assume he would have done so with your permission, dear.” Rockley smiled at her. 
 
    “Is that how you got his mother into bed?” Mercy asked coolly.  
 
    Way to poke a tiger, Merce. 
 
    The silence that reigned was painful. 
 
    Colt shut his eyes to hide from it. 
 
    Rockley stiffened in his chair. “Enough of dis. You will stay here as my son's prisoner.” 
 
    Mercy sighed. “Can't I just leave?” 
 
    “Yeah and can I go with?” I asked. 
 
    Rockley tsked in answer. 
 
    “Shut up, Jameson,” Ulvic muttered, but it wasn't a command. 
 
    Mekiah snorted a laugh. He had at some point removed the half-naked girl from his lap. 
 
    “And you,” Ulvic added, glaring at Mekiah. 
 
    I stood. “Well, I'm pooped. Think I'm gonna head to bed.” And stop by Silas's room for a late-night rendezvous with Cass. 
 
    Ulvic's jaw tensed then he nodded. The other wolves stood immediately, evidently wanting out of there as much as I did. 
 
    “Go on then.” Ulvic ushered us away. 
 
    “Can I go too?” Mercy asked. 
 
    “No, you will stay with my son so he can keep an eye on you,” Rockley snarled. 
 
    She threw me a longing glance and I had to fight the urge to return it. 
 
    I'll help you get out of here, don't you worry. 
 
    We headed back upstairs and the smell of that room seemed to linger on me. Wine, sex and blood. Real nice combo. 
 
    I dragged my heels as we moved along the corridor.  
 
    “I don't know why Ulvic sucks up to him,” Mekiah growled, turning to us. 
 
    Reason sighed, flicking a strand of white hair over her shoulder. “He's just lost his way.” 
 
    “Stop defending him,” Nadine snapped. “We need to start thinking about leaving.” 
 
    Mekiah gave me a sweeping glance. “What about his little problem?” 
 
    “Solved.” I beamed. “Got my memories back, didn't I?” 
 
    “So you know the truth?” Mekiah asked in surprise. 
 
    “Sure do. Just leave all of this shit to me.” 
 
    “You are so arrogant sometimes,” Nadine sighed. “We're stronger together.” 
 
    “It's not that,” I breathed. “I just... think it might be best to keep my plans hush hush. Ulvic could order any of you to talk to him, so...” I shrugged. “I'm gonna keep it to myself for now.” 
 
    “Alright,” Nadine agreed, heading into her room. “But you'd better hurry up. I'm hungry for blood.” 
 
    “We all are,” Mekiah said and he and Reason stepped into their rooms. 
 
    I ran my tongue over my teeth. Definitely had pieces of Lynch stuck in them. He tasted like old tuna. Cass probably didn't fancy tasting him in my mouth, so I headed into my room to brush my teeth. 
 
    Gut drop. Chest punch. 
 
    Cass was sitting on my bed, legs folded. She looked up, smiling mischievously as she spotted me. I locked the door behind my back. 
 
    “I couldn't wait to see you again,” she breathed. “Silas was given a security card that opens all the doors in the resort. When he fell asleep I-” 
 
    I didn't let her finish that sentence, rushing toward her and dragging her into my arms. Mouth to mouth. Lynch taste and all. 
 
    “Wait- wait- I gotta brush my teeth.” I stuck out my tongue, heading to the bathroom. 
 
    “Do I wanna know why?” she called. 
 
    “Um...I don't think so,” I answered, before shoving a toothpaste-laden brush into my mouth. 
 
    She appeared behind me in the mirror, looking so beautiful that it felt like several drills were burrowing holes into my heart. I kept her in my gaze, scrubbing my teeth before spitting the remains of Lynch into the sink. 
 
    I turned, bearing my pearly whites. 
 
    She laughed and I ran to her, scooping her into my arms. 
 
    “Better keep quiet this time,” I growled, nuzzling her neck as I planted her on the bed. 
 
    “Then we'd better not have sex,” she whispered. 
 
    I pouted and she buried her face in a pillow, smothering a laugh. 
 
    I crawled onto the bed, tugging her into my arms. 
 
    “I have to go back before morning,” she whispered, curling up beside me, her head on my chest. 
 
    I grabbed an alarm clock from the bed-stand, setting it for four am. “Done.” 
 
    She nodded, a grin encompassing her features as she looked up at me. I doubted Rockley would come looking for either of us whilst his party was still going on. 
 
    I drank in her scent, her sweet-smelling hair. She must have washed it since I'd last seen her. And her skin tasted of almonds. I was never going to manage to keep my hands off of her, and the way she was running her fingers all over me made me think she felt the same. 
 
    “I have an idea...” I reached for the TV remote beside me and switched it on, turning it up as an action film played. 
 
    I pressed my tongue into my cheek. 
 
    “You're quite the problem solver,” she teased, crawling up me and sitting with her legs either side of my hips. 
 
    I gripped her waist, fighting a grin. “You know me. Mr Fix-it.” 
 
    “Mr Trouble, more like.” She leant down, her hair falling around us like a curtain as her lips brushed mine. 
 
    “Did you eat someone?” she asked, lifting a brow. 
 
    “Yes, but he was an arsehole, so it's okay.” 
 
    She laughed, tossing her hair back. 
 
    I grew hungry for her skin against mine. 
 
    “This imprisonment thing isn't so bad,” I said, tugging her top over her head. 
 
    Her smile widened. “Not for you anyway.” 
 
    I didn't laugh, frowning as I ran my thumbs up her arms, remembering the marks that had covered her the night she'd found me. “When we get out of here, I want us to start up somewhere fresh.” 
 
    “Where are we going to get the money for that?” she asked, lowering herself over me and running her mouth down my throat. 
 
    I skated my palms across the silky skin of her back, trying to keep my thoughts aligned as her mouth took a trip further south. “I dunno, I'll rob a bank.” 
 
    She glanced up from my abs, her hair a fan crimson around her. “Sounds like something you'd do.” She grinned, kissing my stomach again. 
 
    A niggling feeling of guilt reminded me of when Nadine had done the same thing. I gripped Cass's arm to get her attention. She sat up, awaiting an explanation. 
 
    “Hey, um...back when I lost my memories, Ulvic tried to get Nadine and I together again. It's not her fault, I think he ordered to...” 
 
    “To what?” she asked, a frown forming a little crease between her eyes. 
 
    “She tried to er...come on to me.” 
 
    “Tried to?” She didn't sound angry, in fact, I reckoned she would have accepted it even if we had slept together considering the circumstances. But that would have killed me. I was so glad my body had had some memory of Cass. Of course that was the reason I'd had a major fail. It was obvious now. And I was damn grateful for it. 
 
    “Yeah...I couldn't get things, ya know...working.”  
 
    Cass burst into laughter and I hit her with a pillow. 
 
    “You don't know what that's like for a guy!” I accused. 
 
    She cupped her hands to her mouth, snorting one more laugh. 
 
    I grabbed her, rolling over and pinning her down, keeping my weight off of her belly. 
 
    “Alright, I'm sorry,” she said through a smile. 
 
    She's so adorable, I could eat her up. Not literally like Lynch, but still. 
 
    “My body belongs to you. It knew it even when I didn't.” 
 
    “Oh,” she breathed, pressing a kiss to my lips. Taking my waist, she drew me down, flush against her body. “It's alright,” she promised, biting her lip. 
 
    A lump rose in my throat. “You sure?” 
 
    She nodded, giving me a shy smile. And that was it for me. I unravelled, losing myself in her kisses, her soft, velvet flesh. She was my Goddess, and I had until four am to worship her. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    I woke naked, curled up at Jameson's side, my hand resting on his slowly rising and falling chest. Peace encircled my heart. This was where I was supposed to be in the world: at his side. Every fibre of my being hummed with that truth. 
 
    I blinked, glancing at the time. It was nearly seven. 
 
    “Shit!” I flung back the covers, gathering up my clothes and tugging them on. 
 
    Jameson bolted upright, blurry eyed. “Whasappening?” 
 
    “The alarm didn't go off,” I hissed, dragging on my top. 
 
    Someone hammered on the door and both of us froze. 
 
    “Who is it?” Jameson called, his voice gruff. 
 
    “Your fairy Godmother. Who the hell do you think?” Silas's voice reached us. 
 
    I sagged in relief, hurrying to the door to let him in. 
 
    “What the hell are you playing at?” He stepped into the room, shutting the door sharply behind him. “If Rockley found you two together, I don't know if I could protect you.” 
 
    “I'm sorry. I meant to come back,” I said, exasperated. “The alarm didn't go off.” 
 
    Silas took my arm. “You can't take risks like this, Cass. We have to keep our heads screwed on until your friends come for us.” 
 
    I nodded, knowing he was right. I felt stupid for being so reckless. But Jameson had called to me like a song in my heart last night. I'd simply had to see him. I'd only just gotten him back. 
 
    Jameson stepped out of the bed, butt naked, the quilt pooling at his feet. 
 
    Silas cringed away, lifting a hand to his eyes. “For God's sake.” 
 
    “I know, I know. It's a lot to take in,” Jameson said with a wolfish grin. 
 
    “This is not the time for jokes.” Silas pulled me toward the door. “Come on, we need to get back before someone realises you're here.” 
 
    “Wait-” Jameson jogged toward us, pulling on a pair of boxers. 
 
    He slid a hand around the back of my neck, pulling me into a sweet kiss a couple of inches from Silas's face. He had nowhere to go, stuck between us and the door. And I immediately felt guilty. But was certain Jameson knew what he was doing. 
 
    A blush heated my cheeks and I pulled away. 
 
    Jameson threw me a mischievous wink as Silas tugged me out of the door. I felt like a giddy child. 
 
    That feeling was stolen, drowned and stamped on by the sight of Ulvic in the corridor. 
 
    He looked tired as hell, stepping out of the elevator in a suit as if he hadn't been to bed. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I breathed. 
 
    “Let me do the talking,” Silas muttered. 
 
    Ulvic marched toward us, his eyes honing in on me like a missile locking on a target. “What the hell is this?” 
 
    “She got out of my room,” Silas said, the lie floating easily from his lips. “I caught her before she reached Jameson.” 
 
    Ulvic's shoulders tensed. “That so, huh?” 
 
    “Yes,” Silas said firmly. 
 
    “Well, let's see.” Ulvic walked to Jameson's room, banging his fist on the door. He had to do so twice more before the door opened. 
 
    Jameson yawned broadly. “What's going on? It's so early.” 
 
    “Have you been with that girl again?” Ulvic demanded. 
 
    “What girl?” 
 
    “That one.” Ulvic pointed at me and Jameson's gaze travelled lazily in my direction. 
 
    “Oh the crazy one? Nope. Hasn't been here. Was she trying to break in?” 
 
    Ulvic's mouth pressed into a thin line. He glanced at Silas. “Fine. Go.” 
 
    Silas dragged me along a little roughly, guiding me further down the corridor. 
 
    His jaw was ticking like mad as he led me to his room, releasing a breath of relief as we entered. 
 
    He pressed his back to the door as it shut. “Don't do that again. I can't protect you if you get caught, Cass. Do you understand that?” 
 
    I nodded, guilt twisting my tummy. “I'm sorry. I was an idiot.” 
 
    “It's fine, okay? Just keep it together until your friends show up.” 
 
    “What if they didn't get the message?” I asked. The worry had been floating around in my mind since the moment Silas had told me about it. 
 
    “I don't know...maybe we need a plan B,” Silas said, thoughtful. “We could make a run for it? Maybe if we got a couple of guns...” 
 
    My heart stumbled at the idea. “No way, we'll never get past the guards.” 
 
    “We might, if we caused a distraction.” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, my hand drifting to my tummy subconsciously. 
 
    “I haven't thought that far ahead.” 
 
    I sighed, moving across the room to the small bed, tiredness tugging at me. “I'm gonna get some sleep.” 
 
    “But you just woke up – oh. Never mind.” He shook his head at me and I couldn't fight a smile as I slid under the covers. 
 
    “I've never met a couple like you two. Bloody obsessed with each other.” 
 
    I yawned broadly, the cool sheets feeling good against my heated skin. “It's called love Silas, you should try it sometime.” I immediately felt bad at the dig, gazing across the room at him.  
 
    His face was dark as he strode into the bathroom and shut the door. The shower started running and I sighed. 
 
    Hard as I tried, I couldn't get to sleep after the remark I'd flung at Silas. 
 
    Bitchy move, Cassandra. 
 
    When he reappeared with a towel around his waist, revealing the rows and rows of neat scars across his body, I sat upright to let him know I was still awake. 
 
    “Hey...sorry for what I said,” I tried. 
 
    He shrugged, turning his back on me as he rifled through a drawer for some clothes. 
 
    “I'm sure you've been in love before. With Emma's mum, right?” 
 
    He turned, a pair of trousers curled in his fist. “Yeah, we were in love once.” 
 
    “What you said about her before...that wasn't true, was it?” 
 
    He shook his head, perching on the edge of the bed. “No, she was a good mum. She left after Emma died...blamed me I guess. I probably would have too.” 
 
    “It wasn't your fault,” I breathed, gazing at his pained expression. 
 
    He sighed heavily. “Yes it was. I was planning to start this company before she died. I could have got my hands on some V blood in time...” He glanced up at me, his eyes glistening. “She died in my arms, Cass. She was so small. She'd always seemed to be growing before, and I'd wished that she would stop sometimes, to keep her as my little baby.” He released a bitter laugh. “Guess I got my wish, huh?” 
 
    I slid out of bed, moving toward him, the pain in his eyes burrowing a hole in my chest. “Oh Silas. I'm so sorry.” I sat beside him, resting a hand on his back. 
 
    He glanced away. “It's fine. I mean, it's not, but maybe I can bring her back one day, maybe there's still hope.” 
 
    I nodded, rubbing his spine, leaning my head against his shoulder. I remained like that and he soon dropped his arm around me, pulling me closer. I wondered how many people in Silas's life he could confide in. Perhaps none. 
 
    “Where are your parents?” I asked softly. 
 
    “They died a long time ago.” He gave me a sad smile. “I tried to get them involved in my company. I wanted them to become Immortal, but they chose not to.” His brow furrowed. “They had a good life. Sometimes I wonder...maybe that's the way it's supposed to be. That's all I want for Emma really. A good life. A full one. She got taken too soon. It wasn't fair,” he spat the last word. 
 
    I rubbed his arm softly. 
 
    “My mum was in the V Games, you know? My father saved her from it. They ran away to Italy together. That's where they had me.” 
 
    I raised my brows in surprise. “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, hence why I hate the games. Well that and the fact they're abhorrent anyway. Makes my skin crawl what Rockley does here.” He shuddered, flattening his trousers on his lap. “I should get dressed.” 
 
    I frowned as he walked away, snatching some more clothes before heading back into the bathroom, the lock on the door clicking through the air. 
 
    My thoughts slid to my own family. I wondered where Curt and Dad were being kept. I hoped Rockley wasn't hurting them. Perhaps he wouldn't bother unless I was there to watch... 
 
    How was I ever going to get access to them? And unless I knew if or when my friends were coming, how would I know when to act anyway?  
 
    It hit me in a moment of swelling hope, that if Selena had gotten Silas's message, she was definitely on her way. She was just too damn noble not to come. 
 
    Hope to see you soon, little killer. 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Varick 
 
      
 
    I stole a car. We hadn't had much choice in the matter. We needed to get into the depths of Wales undetected and journeying on foot from a train station wasn't worth the delay. The Helsings had taught me how to drive their SUVs so I could ferry them around Raskdød when the games weren't running. Funny how things worked out sometimes. Without them, I would never have met Selena either. And that just wasn't a life worth dwelling on. 
 
    Selena called Brendan as we sailed down the M40 in a stolen Land Rover. I'd pinched the keys out of a guy's pocket whilst he'd been queuing up in a cafe. 
 
    Selena put the phone on speaker as Brendan answered. 
 
    “We got the cure to Werewolf obedience,” Selena told him after a round of hellos. 
 
    “Thank the Lord. Are you on your way there now?” Brendan's voice sounded through the car's speakers. Selena had hooked it up to the dashboard with Bluetooth. 
 
    “Yes, how are things? Any progress with the Vampire cure?” Selena asked. 
 
    “Well...we've had a bit of a blip I'm afraid. Darrell took the cure this morning...” He cleared his throat. “We euthanised him, but he hasn't woken up since.” 
 
    “Shit,” I swore. I didn't know Darrell that well, so I couldn't say I cared exactly. I was more frustrated about the fact the Vampire cure was so damn impossible to decipher. “How the hell does it work?” 
 
    “I have a theory,” Brendan said. “But I'll need to move Darrell's body from Raskdød to test it out.” 
 
    “What is it?” Selena asked. 
 
    “The sun. I've been thinking on it for some time. I believe it may be the catalyst to the reaction. You laid Varick in the sun before he woke up. And Selena, you wouldn't have been in the sun until we returned to The Sanctuary, perhaps sparking the change in you also. It's the only variable that I can come up with.” 
 
    Selena bit her lip, glancing at me. “And what if it doesn't work? Or even if it does? We don't have time to waste, we could use the support here if it comes to a fight.” 
 
    “Which it will,” I supplied dryly. 
 
    Selena frowned. 
 
    “Sorry sweetheart, but it's true. We're walking into an ant's nest. We're not going to get out of there without crushing some ants.” And since I'd had my Vampire strength returned to me, I was rather looking forward to getting some revenge on those bastards. 
 
    “Leave it to me,” Brendan said. “Call me when you're there. I'll start heading your way soon. When you get to Wales, find the nearest town to Rockley's resort and lay low. I'll need a couple of days to get to you with the others.” 
 
    “A couple of days?” Selena gasped. “What if we don't have that long?” 
 
    “You can't walk in there alone,” Brendan growled. 
 
    Selena pursed her lips and I laid my hand on her knee. “He's right. We'll have to wait for backup.” Much as I longed to storm in there and take our friends back, I knew it would be a foolish move. I'd conducted more raids in my pirate days than I could count. Of course, the prize had been jewels back then, not people. Which made the stakes a lot higher this time. 
 
    “Fine,” she gave in. “I'll call you when we're there.” 
 
    “Alright, stay safe.” Brendan hung up and Selena dropped the phone into her lap. 
 
    She wore a dark expression and I reached over, placing a hand on her leg.  
 
    “I don't want to wait,” Selena said. 
 
    I frowned. “I know how hard this is, but we have to be smart. We can't go barreling in there alone.” 
 
    “But what if we wait too long and we're too late to help them?” Selena looked to me, her eyes watering. 
 
    I squeezed her knee, my heart twitching. “They'll be okay. Rockley likes to play with his food.” 
 
    Selena winced. 
 
    “Sorry, but it's true. He's not going to kill them until he's had his fun.” It pained me to say it, but Jameson and Cass were tough as hell. Another day or two wouldn't make a difference to their resolve. 
 
    Selena glared at me. “We don't know how long they've been there, Varick. What if it's already been a month? Rockley could be bored already!” 
 
    “I cannot lose you,” I snapped. She was my world. My everything. I would not lose her. 
 
    I placed my hand back on the wheel, shaking my head, fear spilling through me like a dam had broken in my chest. “Not again, Selena. I cannot risk you, for anything. Or anybody. I love our friends, I do. But I am not going to sacrifice you to the hands of Rockley Jones. You know what he's capable of. The thought of him even touching you makes me want to- argh.” I slammed my palm against the wheel, my rage reaching boiling point. 
 
    Selena gently touched my arm. “Alright,” she sighed. “We'll wait for the others.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said through my teeth. “Promise me.” 
 
    She sighed. “I promise. But I think we should scout out the quarry tonight, before it gets dark. See what we're dealing with.” 
 
    I resigned myself to that idea. She was right. The more information we had, the better. “Agreed.” 
 
    “Are we compromising?” Selena teased, breaking the tension between us. 
 
    I eyed her grin in my periphery and my own smile grew. “I think we are.” 
 
    I thought of the question I'd hoped to ask her on our trip to Greece. That time seemed a world away already. I didn't know when I was ever going to get another chance like that. This trip was the exact opposite of romantic, peaceful mornings and glorious sunsets. We were on the road to hell. And there was a small chance we wouldn't come back. I snuffed that thought out like a candle. 
 
    No one had to die. We could handle this. We were Immortal now. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    A few more hours passed before we arrived in Wales, heading north into the countryside, using the sat-nav in the dashboard to guide our way toward the address Silas Madigan had given us. We wound through rolling hills and steep valleys, eventually nearing an old lead mine. Rusted metal signs pointed in its direction and I decided to park up a mile or so from where I guessed the entrance was, not wanting to be spotted by Rockley's men. 
 
    It was getting dark, but we probably had half an hour before dusk descended. I was glad for the heavy clouds hanging overhead to give us some cover. 
 
    Exiting the car, I moved to the boot, popping it open and taking a couple of black jumpers from our bags. Most of what we'd brought with us was black. I guessed we'd both surmised this task was going to need some incognito clothing. I took out a pair of binoculars that Brendan had given me, hanging them around my neck. 
 
    We walked up the road, veering off of it when I caught sight of floodlights up ahead. We curved around a hill that must have overlooked the mine. At its peak, we dropped down to an army crawl, moving through the damp grass to look over the edge. 
 
    The first thing I saw was a large area of scaffolding high up on one side of the quarry, then my eyes were drawn to the road, leading all the way down a steep path toward a large iron door. I placed the binoculars to my eyes, getting a closer look. There were no guards, but I didn't imagine that was true beyond those doors. 
 
    I passed the binoculars to Selena so she could see and she angled them toward the large building site on the hill. 
 
    “What do you think that is?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing fun,” I muttered, gazing down at the door again. 
 
    It seemed to be the only entrance. But perhaps I was wrong. There had to be old mines leading underground all over this hill. 
 
    “Perhaps we can find another way in,” I said. 
 
    “We need a map,” Selena said, her eyes brightening. 
 
    “I doubt Rockley's handing them out at the door.” 
 
    She slapped my arm. “There must be a map of this site. It will have been used once. Maybe online, or there could be an old library record, I don't know.” 
 
    I realised she was right and I stole a quick kiss to tell her that. “Sorry, sweetheart. I forgot that my girlfriend is a genius.” 
 
    She grinned triumphantly, before returning her gaze to the large door. “Do you think we should hang around? See if anyone comes out?” 
 
    “I doubt there's any point. That door is as good as ten guards standing in our way. I don't think that will be our entrance point.” 
 
    “Okay, let's go back.” She started edging down the hill and I followed.  
 
    When we were out of sight of the resort, we stood up, heading back in the direction of the car. Headlights flared further along the road. 
 
    “Shit,” I hissed, grabbing Selena's arm and darting toward a large boulder, pulling her down behind it. 
 
    “What if they check the car?” Selena gasped. “The guns!” 
 
    I gripped her hand. “They won't,” I growled, praying I was right.  
 
    I glanced around the rock, spying the SUV slowing as it drew up parallel to our Land Rover. A squeal of brakes followed. 
 
    Selena squeezed my fingers, her knuckles turning white. 
 
    I chanced another look around the rock, spying the SUV heading up the road in our direction.  
 
    I released a heavy sigh, ducking back out of sight. “They drove past it.” 
 
    “What if they come back?” Selena asked. 
 
    “We'll be long gone by then.” 
 
    We shimmied around the rock as the vehicle drove by. When it had disappeared into the quarry, I stood, dragging Selena up after me. We started sprinting as fast as we could toward the car. The ground was boggy in parts, but we traipsed over it as fast as humanely possible, hurrying to rejoin the road. When solid ground met my feet, I ran flat out toward the car, keeping Selena at my side. 
 
    We hurried to get in and I kicked the engine into gear, turning and driving off down the narrow lane. I kept the headlights off in case we were being watched. Dusk was nearly upon us, the sunlight dying in a flare of deepest red on the horizon. My keen eyesight picked out the way forward. I didn't dare turn the lights back on until we met the main road, hurtling toward the town we'd passed through earlier. 
 
    “Do you think we're safe?” Selena glanced over her shoulder. 
 
    “Yes,” I said firmly. “No lights followed us.” 
 
    “Let's find a hotel,” she suggested and I couldn't think of anything better. 
 
    However, when we reached the small town, it was obvious it wasn't big enough to support a hotel. The closest thing to it was a small inn above a pub called the Drunken Duck. 
 
    I parked the car around the back of it, off of the road, just in case someone came looking for us. Grabbing our bags, we headed inside the old stone building. 
 
    A wave of warmth washed over me from a roaring fire. There was one man in the pub, looking slightly drunk already. Little trinkets lined a shelf above the bar, an array of mugs, bottles and jars, all covered in a thick layer of dust. 
 
    A portly woman stood behind the counter, raising her brows at us. We probably didn't look like the usual type to come here. 
 
    “Can I help you, loves?” she asked in a Welsh accent. 
 
    Selena stepped forward. “We'd like a room for the night, if you have one? There was a sign for an inn outside...” 
 
    The woman nodded, the motion folding the excessive skin on her neck. “I do. But for a price, like.” 
 
    “How much?” Selena asked, taking out her father's credit card. 
 
    The woman eyed it eagerly. We were probably about to be ripped off, but I'd rather the woman was kept happy. We didn't need more trouble than we were already walking in to. 
 
    “A hundred,” she said, glancing at me as if I might protest. 
 
    “Let's call it one-fifty.” I feigned a smile and the woman's brows raised. 
 
    Selena glanced at me, thumbing the credit card. It wasn't exactly my money to spend, but still, I had an angle to play. 
 
    I moved toward the bar, gesturing for the woman to come closer. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn't catch your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Mrs Merrick. But you can call me Doris, love.” 
 
    “Well, Doris. We've come quite a long way. We actually took a turn up the wrong road on our way here. Came across a big mine. Looked like some renovation work was going on.” 
 
    “Oh that.” Doris rolled her eyes. “Some big-shot bought the place a few years back. God only knows what he's doing with it. I've seen armed men walk through our village. Armed men, all the way out here? Can you imagine?” 
 
    “That's terrible,” Selena caught on, moving to my side. “It must have been quite frightening.” 
 
    “Oh yes. There were kiddies out in the streets too. Not that they cared one bit.” 
 
    “Can't you call the police?” Selena asked. 
 
    Doris shook her head. “It's private protection that guy's hired. Perfectly legal. Though I have no idea who he is, and I don't fancy finding out, either.” 
 
    “Do they come up this way often?” I asked. 
 
    Doris considered it. “Once or twice a week. Some of the men drink here sometimes.” 
 
    “We'd appreciate it if you didn't mention we were here.” I gave her a small, apologetic smile. “We drove onto their land earlier. They weren't best pleased.” 
 
    She beamed conspiratorially. “Consider it done. I never saw you, Mr and Mrs – ah?” 
 
    “Grey,” I supplied, taking the credit card from Selena's hand. We couldn't use a fake name considering Brendan's name was etched across it. I handed it over and the woman processed the payment before passing it back. “Right. Here's your room key. There's only one room, through the hall, up the stairs and to the left. You can't miss it.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Selena said with a bright smile and we headed out into the hall and up the narrow staircase. I had to duck my head a few times so as not to hit the low beams running across the ceiling. 
 
    Selena opened the door and we headed into a small room of antique furniture with a large bed dressed in green sheets and a fan-heater opposite it. Selena strode across the room to turn it on, sighing when it didn't work. 
 
    I dumped my bag on the bed, unzipping it and eyeing the haul of weapons inside. “Better call your father,” I said. “Maybe he's made some progress with the cure.” 
 
    My hopes were short-lived, however, as Selena had a brief conversation concluding that Brendan was now on a boat travelling in our direction. Twyla-Rae, Sakura, and Nirena all accompanied him alongside a host of other Immortals below the decks of one of the Helsings' vessels. Darrell lay atop the deck. They wouldn't reach sunlight until tomorrow, so we would have to wait. And if his theory didn't work, I had no idea if they could come at all. Transporting the Vampires in daylight hours wasn't worth the risk. And we couldn't wait for days on end whilst they travelled by night. 
 
    I sighed, dropping down onto the bed and Selena sat next to me, searching the internet on her phone to find maps of the mine. 
 
    By the time she found anything, I was laid back on the bed, reading an old copy of Treasure Island to occupy myself. 
 
    One day I'm going to check if Melwick's gold is still where my father buried it. 
 
    “Here – look!” Selena crawled up the bed, dropping down next to me and showing me the phone. 
 
    Maps of the quarry's tunnels and entrances shone back at me from an old surveillance website. 
 
    Hope swelled in my chest. “Brilliant,” I gasped, squeezing her leg. I searched the map for various entrance points. “They could be blocked off. We'd better check them out tomorrow.” 
 
    Selena nodded firmly. 
 
    My heart hammered. “But we'll have to be careful. If we're seen again-” 
 
    “We won't be. Look there's an old track on the other side of the mine. We can approach it from that side this time. I doubt they use anything but the main road to get in and out.” 
 
    It was a decent enough plan. If we could find a way in, we had a chance. Perhaps only a small one. But that was better than nothing. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    I was dozing in bed when heavy footfalls pounded through the room. 
 
    I blinked awake just as hands seized me, hauling me to my feet. My heart stuttered into top gear. 
 
    I came face to face with Rockley Jones, my arms held by two guards as they presented me to him. Today, he wore a white shirt with a sparkly red neckerchief that made him look like a theatrical cowboy.  
 
    He held a glass of murky water in his hand which he thrust toward me. “Drink.” 
 
    I searched for Silas in the room, his arms folded and his brow creased. He mouthed, “Larkspur,” and I took the cup from Rockley, knocking back the solution. 
 
    Jasmine flooded my senses as it tingled all the way down my throat.  
 
    “Good. Now you'll be bright and breezy for today's games,” Rockley purred. 
 
    I ground my teeth, staring evenly back at him, determined not to let him see me scared. 
 
    Silas cleared his throat and Rockley threw him a brief glance. “She'll be fine, Madigan. You're welcome to watch if it comforts you.” 
 
    Silas immediately followed as the guards escorted me after Rockley. 
 
    I was taken downstairs along a dark corridor with animated images hanging on the walls in gilded frames. The short clips inside them showed highlights of Rockley's old games. A girl was being eaten alive by Vampires on a dark grassy knoll with lightning striking above her in the night sky. I grimaced, trying to avoid the others, but couldn't help noticing a few: women charging across a plain of land in an array of colourful gowns. Another of a man fighting for his life against four Vampires in a damp cave, blood staining his shirt, his arms marred and scratched. 
 
    “I was in de process of introducing men to de games before you and your friends decided to disrupt things,” Rockley said, eyeing my expression. “Ah dis is my personal favourite.” He took my shoulders, making me face one of the images. 
 
    Selena was standing on a podium above a sparkling amphitheater, her face illuminated on screens surrounding her. Her white dress glimmered under the lights, her eyes just as fierce. 
 
    “Wait for it,” Rockley said, moving me closer. 
 
    Selena's eyes flickered, betraying her fear. 
 
    “Dere,” Rockley sighed. “De fear in her, I captured it in dis image. I will see dat again one day. I will break her...but it is you I will break first.” He chuckled darkly, guiding me onward. My heart swelled at seeing Selena's ferocity. Her fear was beautiful to me. It proved how strong she was. How much she had faced despite her terror. 
 
    Rockley led me through a door and we arrived in a room that resembled a cinema. Red velvet seats ran down toward a large screen encompassing the far wall. Before it, was a chair with a large headset perched atop it. 
 
    I was escorted down to it and Rockley gestured for the guards to strap me in. 
 
    As they did so, I spotted Ulvic sitting in one of the aisles, half his face shrouded in shadows. He sat up straighter, letting me see him and the smile sliding onto his face. 
 
    Silas edged into the aisle beside him, dropping down with a heavy sigh. “Remember your promise to me, Rockley,” he called. 
 
    “Dis is not going to hurt her,” Rockley assured him as my arms were strapped in place with heavy shackles. “Not physically anyway,” he murmured to himself. 
 
    Rockley picked up the headset hanging on the headrest, planting it over my head and flipping down a glass visor.  
 
    Blue lights illuminated the inside of it. I glanced at Rockley as he pressed a button on the chair and something sharp dug into my neck. 
 
    I gasped, jolting in my seat. 
 
    “Bye bye,” Rockley said, stepping before me as he waved. The visor lit up, so bright it was all I could see, then my vision cleared and I blinked as the light seemed to turn to sunshine. 
 
    I was standing in a forest, the morning light casting shafts through the lush green leaves above me.  
 
    I was in a virtual world, constructed by Rockley. And that fact was something I clung onto hard. 
 
    No matter how real it felt, it wasn't. But my pounding heart obviously hadn't gotten that message. 
 
    I glanced down at myself, finding my body clad in the dark green gown from the games. My feet were bare and I could feel every piece of shredded mulch between my toes. I crept forward, following the track further into the woodland, gentle birdsong caressing my senses. 
 
    A cool breeze raised the hairs on my arms and I swallowed hard. This all felt too real. 
 
    I continued walking, quickening my pace, wondering what I was supposed to do, or where I was supposed to go. The logical part of my brain reminded me that I wasn't really here, I was strapped to a chair back in Rockley's resort, but somehow that fact gave me little comfort now. 
 
    The sky began to darken, turning to dusk quicker than should have been possible. I followed the path, emerging in a large park where kids played on swings and couples strolled hand in hand. 
 
    My heart thumped hard in recognition and I paused, stiffening. I knew this park. It was close to my home, back in England. And suddenly it all felt too familiar. 
 
    As if by instinct, my feet carried me toward a winding concrete path that ran toward a stone water fountain. I spotted a couple up ahead, the blonde girl leaning her head against the man's shoulder. 
 
    I'd done this before. I'd followed them, all those years ago. After I'd found out my boyfriend had been cheating on me and I couldn't let it go. Creeping around, practically stalking them to try and see what she had that I didn't. 
 
    My ex's arm snaked around the girl's waist, holding her close before stealing a deep kiss. I remembered the pain, the anger. But it didn't hurt me now in the same way. It was an old wound, knitted over from time. Just a scar. I loved Jameson now. I'd moved on. This wasn't going to hurt me. And the moment I realised that, the world around me began to spin, faster and faster until all I could see was a blur of green. 
 
    Suddenly, I was standing in a kitchen, a match in my hand as I struck it over and over again. My hands were possessed. I couldn't stop them as fire bloomed at the end of the match. 
 
    Panic ripped at my heart. This place. I knew it so well. This moment was etched into my mind like it had been carved there with a hot poker. 
 
    I turned, gazing into my ex's apartment. I'd soaked everything in petrol, the bed he'd slept in with her. The sofa, the coffee table. The clothes I'd bought him, the little teddy he'd given to me. All of it was evidence of a life I'd left far behind. But there I was again, forced to face it once more. 
 
    That night, I'd been riding the first high of my life, taken the drugs my brother had tried to save me from. I felt that madness in me now like it still lived there. I was trapped inside the person I'd once been, throwing the match and watching as the sofa burst into flames. The heat of them warmed my face, drying the tears on my cheeks. 
 
    Pain flared inside me. What had happened next was the worst night of my life. I'd run from the building, hid out until I'd sobered up. When I found out about all the people who'd died in that building, I'd tried to end it. Kill myself for the nightmare I'd caused. The lives I'd destroyed. 
 
    No, this isn't me anymore. I'm not that girl. 
 
    The harder I focused, the more control I gained over my body, my emotions. 
 
    As I found my strength, I raised my head upwards and shouted, “I'm not her anymore! This doesn't scare me.” 
 
    The door to the apartment flew open and my heart plummeted. 
 
    I stumbled back as two Vampires darted into the room, one after the other as if they'd come straight from the V Games. They were barely clothed, their bodies emaciated and their expressions snarling. But their faces were ones I knew well. My ex, Blake, and his girlfriend. 
 
    Damn you Rockley Jones. 
 
    With a spurt of adrenaline, I fled back into the kitchen, dragging the cutlery drawer open and snatching out a knife. The moment I turned, the first of them collided with me full-force. 
 
    My back hit the counter as I struggled to push him off, terror spiking through me. Blake's eyes were wild. Eyes I'd gazed into dreamily once. What an idiot I'd been. 
 
    With a shout of effort, I jammed my knife into his chest, twisting it hard. It was only a little satisfying... 
 
    I threw him aside, though he wasn't dead, but I had bigger problems as the girl came at me in a whirl of blonde hair. 
 
    Steeling myself, I grabbed her locks in my fist, wrenching her head back with a yell. I whipped the blade across her throat and let her drop to the ground, my hands trembling. 
 
    The two of them writhed on the floor at my feet, their wounds healing over. 
 
    I swallowed the sharp lump in my throat then lifted the knife and slammed the blade into the girl's skull. Blake dove at me. I wasn't ready for the attack; my knife was stuck in the girl's head- hell, what had been her name? 
 
    I lost my grip on the knife as Blake fell atop me, his teeth sinking into my neck. I cried out, flailing around for a weapon, trying to reach something. Desperation made me strong, but it wasn't enough. 
 
    My fingertips grazed the can of petrol. 
 
    Oh hell. 
 
    I dragged it toward me, tipping it up and soaking his back in it. It spilled over me too and I coughed as it splashed onto my face, the thick scent consuming my senses. Blake ripped his fangs free and turned my head sharply, sinking them into my shoulder instead. I was in agony, flailing, panicked. 
 
    I punched and kicked, but I couldn't get him off. 
 
    Reaching down for the matches, I pushed my fingers into my pocket and tugged them free. Wrapping my arms around him, gritting my teeth against the pain, the fear, I struck a match against the box. 
 
    FWOOMPH. 
 
    Flames roared. I screamed as Blake's body caught light. 
 
    He screeched and wailed, flying off of me. I scrambled away, the fire nearly licking my clothes. One spark and I'd go up like a bonfire. 
 
    My thoughts realigned and I ran for the door as Blake's whole body was consumed. 
 
    My shaking legs somehow carried me from the apartment and I fled downstairs, panting and spluttering from the fumes following me. I passed an old woman in the lobby. I remembered her face like it was yesterday I'd seen her. Curling grey hair, her eyes soft, kindly. I'd not thought of anyone but my ex that night. I hadn't even considered the fire would spread. That other people might be affected. 
 
    “Are you alright, dear?” she called as I ran past her, heading out into the cold night air. 
 
    No point in warning her. This isn't real. Though it was getting harder and harder to remember that. 
 
    As I stepped outside and the breeze twisted my hair into wild strands, the guilt found me. I'd never truly get over what I'd done that night. Being back there was threatening to break my heart all over again. It was suffocating, a pain like that. Regret was built from many layers. First the guilt, the anguish. Then the what ifs? All the ways I should have acted. I'd relived the small events that had led up to that single moment of madness a thousand times. 
 
    Eventually, I'd accepted that what I'd done wasn't cruel, it was just a side effect of stupidity, of recklessness. My time in the V Games had taught me that, when I'd had to kill with intention. But that night, I'd only wanted to hurt Blake to make him feel what I had. Instead, I'd destroyed the lives of innocent people. And for what? 
 
    There was no real answer to that. And perhaps that was the hardest part of regret. What was done, was done. And I'd have to live with that for the rest of my life. The only thing I could do in the meantime was learn from my mistakes, and I hope I never made them again. 
 
    A bright light came into view and I squinted as it consumed everything before me, swallowing the virtual world whole. 
 
    When the light eased, I found Rockley before me, clapping. 
 
    Sickness took hold of my stomach and as someone released the chains on my arms, I lurched forward and vomited on the floor. 
 
    Rockley stepped back, his expression unchanging. “Dat was quite de show.” 
 
    I locked eyes with Silas up in the row of seats. Ulvic was pale beside him. 
 
    “We watched everything on de screen, through your eyes,” Rockley announced and I coughed a little, bile rising in my throat again. I didn't know exactly what had caused it. The experience? Some simulation drug they'd injected me with? My hormones? 
 
    Rockley pulled me to my feet and I stumbled a little, having to lean against him for support. 
 
    “You are de first to trial dis new game. It feeds off of your innermost fears to create a terrifying reality. The pain is real, the emotions. It is a beautiful thing, no?” 
 
    I stepped back, not wanting to touch him a moment longer. “Well at least no one can actually die in this. So I guess it's an improvement.” I gave him a dark look. 
 
    His smile grew. “Dat is true. But my games will never be entirely virtual. Plus, I can always hook dese machines up to a lethal injection. Die in de virtual world, die in reality. Dat would give de contestants a little more...incentive to play.” 
 
    I folded my arms. “Can I go now?” 
 
    Rockley chuckled softly. “No. I have one more surprise for you, my dear. And your imagination has proved a rather perfect entree for what I have planned.” 
 
    I frowned as he took my arm, his warm fingers curling around my wrist. I didn't bother to ask what he had in store for me. Rockley loved his surprises. And frankly, I wanted to hold off the reveal for as long as I could. It certainly wasn't going to be a plate of cookies. 
 
    Silas and Ulvic rose from their seats, following us out of the cinema. We didn't walk for long as Rockley guided me into a room just outside the door. It was divided in two by a large screen. Beyond the glass, was Blake. Bloodied, thin and sobbing. 
 
    My heart beat rapidly and I turned to Rockley in alarm. “What is he doing here? 
 
    From the way Blake was gazing vacantly around his cell, I guessed it was one-way glass parting us, so the only thing he could see was his reflection.  
 
    Rockley placed his hand on the base of my spine, guiding me toward a handle on the glass that would evidently open a door. I shook my head, digging my heels in. Seeing Blake was not something I ever wanted to do, let alone here, under these circumstances. 
 
    Rockley moved his mouth close to my ear, whispering, “I'd attack him while he's down, Cassandra, before he hears the terms of dis game.” He opened the door and shoved me inside before I could resist any further. 
 
    The door snapped shut behind me and Blake's eyes wheeled to mine. “Cass?” he asked in horror. “What the hell?” His eyes dropped dramatically to my stomach. He shuffled back onto his knees, pulling himself together as he got up. His dark hair was overly long and matted with sweat. 
 
    I was choked, unable to say anything. What the hell was I supposed to say to an ex who I'd wanted to kill a few years back?  
 
    Rockley's voice boomed through the room. “Only one of you will leave dis room. Whoever kills de other will go home...be free.” The words weren't for me. They were for Blake. And they were damn lies. But the look in his eyes told me he bought them. 
 
    He swallowed, gazing at me, looking uncertain of what to do. 
 
    “I'm not going to hurt you,” I promised. 
 
    He coughed a laugh. “Hurt me? I'm the one who has the upper hand here.” 
 
    “Not true,” I hissed, glaring at him. “I'm not human, Blake. I can kill you.” 
 
    His nose wrinkled. “You were always crazy but...Jesus, Cass. What's wrong with you?” 
 
    The words scorched a mark on my heart. I ground my teeth, glancing at the glass reflecting us. “This isn't going to work, Rockley. We're not going to fi-” Blake slammed into me, knocking me back a few steps. I shoved him hard away and he fell back, gazing at me with wide-eyes, unable to believe my strength. 
 
    “No,” he growled, throwing himself at me again. He locked his hands around my throat and I knocked him off again, shoving my shoulder into his. 
 
    He stumbled, looking anxious. 
 
    “What the hell, Blake?” I snapped. 
 
    “You don't understand,” he said, running a hand into his sweaty hair. “They torture me. They don't leave me alone, not even to piss. I can't be here anymore. I have to go home. I have to get out of here.” He was panicked, his movements jerky as he stepped toward me again. 
 
    “You'd really kill me?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    His jaw ticked, his eyes flipping left and right. He looked maddened and that was dangerous. But I could keep him at bay if I had to. 
 
    A hatch opened in the wall behind Blake and a shimmering silver gun presented itself. 
 
    I gasped, Blake's eyes locking with mine for a fraction of a second before he made a dash for it. I charged forward, but he was closer, and despite my speed, he got there first, turning the gun on me. 
 
     I threw myself at him full-force and we crashed into the back wall. He angled the gun at me and I grabbed his wrist, pinning it against the wall. “Stop,” I snarled through my teeth. 
 
    “You're pregnant,” he whispered, his breath like a stagnant fog. 
 
    I grimaced. “Yes. So you won't kill me, will you?” 
 
    He nodded, his arm going slack, but his hand was still gripping the gun. 
 
    I released him slowly, prising the gun from his fingers. He took a steadying breath, eyeing the gun in my hand. He lunged for it. 
 
    I brought it up as he caught my wrist, trying to wrestle it out of my grip. “Stop!” I screamed, but he bit my arm, digging his teeth in hard, trying to make me release it. 
 
    I brought my fist into his side and he wheezed, but didn't let go. His teeth drew blood and I groaned with pain, grabbing the back of his neck and dragging him off me. 
 
    I raised the gun, pointing it at him to hold him at bay. “Screw you,” I growled. “What the hell are you thinking?” 
 
    I couldn't believe he'd tried to kill me. Sure, he was an arsehole, but a murderer? Rockley Jones' treatment of him had most-likely been brutal. Of course he wanted to go home. But was he actually willing to kill me to do it? 
 
    “I knew you'd come back to haunt me,” he snarled. “I had nightmares of you burning our home down. Coming for me and Amelia in the night. She left me, you know? Because of you. She said I never shut up about you. But that was because of what you did!” 
 
    Amelia, that was her name. I took in a deep breath, calming my thoughts. “I wasn't in my right mind when I burned your flat. I took drugs...it was stupid. I regret it so much Blake. I'm sorry for what I did. If I could take it back, I would. I'm not that person anymore.” 
 
    He gazed at me evenly, then his features twisted into disgust. “No, you're worse. Because you didn't rot in that prison. You're here, trying to kill me again. I wished you'd died in that fire. Maybe it would have saved the poor guy you've got yourself knocked up by.” 
 
    My stomach burned with rage. I couldn't take it. I'd imagined being reunited with Blake in the past. In prison, thinking about what I'd say. I never imagined he'd forgive me, but maybe I thought he'd try to understand. 
 
    “I'm not trying to kill you,” I said, lowering the gun a fraction, not letting my anger spill over. He  had a right to hate me. But god-dammit, I had a right to hate him too. He'd broken my heart. He'd made a fool out of me. But it was in the past. Wasn't this as good a time as any to put our differences aside? It was the only way we were both going to walk out of that room alive. 
 
    Blake tsked, glaring at me. “You're going to shoot me the second I get close.” 
 
    “No, I'm not.” I tucked the gun into the back of my jeans. 
 
    Blake took that as a green light to run at me again. I was ready for him this time, blocking his punches and throwing him away from me. 
 
    “I hate you!” he roared and it angered me so much that I struck him, slapping him hard across the face, leaving a glaring red mark on his cheek. 
 
    “You hate me?” I shouted, suddenly losing it. “You were the one who cheated on me, Blake. I hate what I did after. I hated myself for so long. But that doesn't excuse what you did. It just doesn't.” 
 
    I stepped back, recomposing myself, panting a little from stress. I had to keep it together. I wasn't going to hurt him. 
 
    I turned toward the mirrored wall, frowning. It was almost certainly bulletproof, but there was a minuscule chance Rockley hadn't thought of that. I took the gun from my waistband, aiming at the mirror at an angle in case the shot went through and killed Silas. Had he not been present, I would have been more than happy to fire at random. 
 
    Pulling the trigger, the gun recoiled in my palms. My heightened eyesight was able to follow the bullet. It hit the mirror, deflected and shot back across the room. 
 
    With a sharp inhale, I turned to shout a warning, but Blake was already falling to his knees, his eyes blank, a bloody hole in one side of his forehead. As he slammed to the ground, I clapped a hand to my mouth, stepping back, speechless at what I'd done. 
 
    The door opened and two guards swarmed in, guns raised, disarming me in moments. Rockley stepped in after them, clapping loudly. 
 
    I shut my eyes, trying to will Rockley away from me with pure desire. 
 
    Guilt dug a hole in my chest, but Blake's death didn't cause me the kind of discomfort it should have. 
 
    I hadn't hated Blake. Not anymore. And I would never have hurt him by choice. But he'd been more than willing to kill me and my baby. So I wasn't going to lose sleep over it. Perhaps my heart had been hardened to killing now and I had to accept it was a part of who I was. 
 
    “Dat was rather amusing, no?” Rockley mimed the bullet ricocheting from the mirror and hitting him in the head, then laughed obnoxiously. 
 
    I glowered at him. “You know I didn't mean to do that.” 
 
    Rockley shrugged. “Dat's what makes it so fantastic.” 
 
    “You're disgusting.” I folded my arms, looking away, my hands still tingling from the reverberation of the gunshot. I shut my eyes a moment, willing my heart beat to slow. Blake hadn't deserved that. No one deserved to die in these games. There was no point in it. Just another body, another casualty for the sake of Rockley's amusement. 
 
    At Rockley's signal, the guards hauled me out of the room, passing by Silas and Ulvic. Ulvic looked to Rockley who gave him a nod of approval and he ran after me as the guards led me toward the staircase. 
 
    Ulvic fell into pace beside us, eyeing me warily. “Cassandra,” he acknowledged me stiffly. 
 
    “Hey life-ruiner, have you come to ruin more lives?” I asked, adopting the sarcastic tone Jameson used to rile him. 
 
    Ulvic scowled. “I don't have time for this,” he muttered. 
 
    “What are you here for then? Because as you can see, I'm quite busy being a tortured prisoner at the moment.” 
 
    Ulvic shifted closer, but not so much that I could reach him if one of the guards let me go. “Look, you're probably going to rot in this place, so I don't know if this needs to be said. But I know you Vs are slippery-” 
 
    “I'm only half V now actually,” I corrected him. 
 
    “You will always be a loathsome bloodsucker though, won't you?” He pinned me in his dusky irises and I remained silent. “So, I'm asking you, that if you ever get out of here, you leave my pack and I alone. We're a family. Some of us have been together for nearly a hundred years, Jameson included.” 
 
    I swung my eyes forward, trying my best to ignore him, but he stepped into my path, forcing me and the guards to a halt. One of them huffed a sigh, but let him have his way. 
 
    Ulvic's eyes darkened to coal. “Jameson and I have been friends since I saved him 1924. Do you hear that? Is that sinking into your head? That is nearly one hundred years, Cassandra, how long have you known him? And how much danger has he been in since he met you?” 
 
    His questions forced a reaction out of me and it wasn't a pretty one. Doubt. “You made him kill his pack,” I said at last, remembering myself. 
 
    Ulvic bowed his head, pain flashing through his gaze. “I know. And it eats me alive every day. I was a coward, I know that. I gave them up to save my neck and turned Jameson into their executioner. It. Kills. Me.” He glanced up, his eyes watering and I frowned in surprise. Ulvic shifted forward, hesitantly reaching out and laying a hand on my arm. “I know we don't see eye to eye. But the one thing we both have in common is our love for Jameson.” 
 
    My stomach knotted tightly. “But the difference is, he loves me back.” 
 
    The light in Ulvic's eyes extinguished. “Stay away, Cassandra. Do us all a favour.” He strode off, taking a sharp left at the end of the corridor, the tail of his trench coat whipping out behind him. 
 
    I sighed and the guards urged me forwards again. 
 
    I was soon back in Silas's room, my heart a little heavier, but my soul was weightless. Because if Ulvic was reaching out to me, that meant he was scared. He was clinging onto the last threads of his relationship with the wolves. But they were slipping out of his grip, one at a time. And soon, nothing would be left to hold him up. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Selena 
 
      
 
    We headed out the next morning, taking the Land Rover up the main road toward the dirt track. It would hopefully lead us to the mine a little more surreptitiously this time. The road was even rougher than I'd expected, but Varick traversed it with expert skill. I guessed he'd had a lot of practice out on Raskdød. 
 
    We soon drove through a small group of trees and from the map on my phone, I could tell we were getting close. 
 
    “We should leave the car and walk from here. It'll be hidden amongst the trees,” I suggested. 
 
    “Good idea, sweetheart.” He pulled over to the side of the track and we exited the Land Rover. I had a knife and a gun as protection and Varick brought a backpack stashed with more weapons in case we met any trouble. 
 
    We started walking up a steep hill, following the track of a winding path toward the mine. From the map, I could see the first entrance wasn't far, but as we arrived at a steep path that led down to it, it was clear it had been destroyed. Probably a long time ago, too. Huge rocks blocked the passage and I didn't reckon we'd have any luck trying to dig our way in. 
 
    “There's another one close, but it's nearer to the mine,” I said, eyeing the map on my phone. The hill leading up to the quarry shielded the sight of the scaffolding, but I was sure it wasn't far from where we were. 
 
    We wound along the base of the slope before heading up its steep bank. From the look of the map, I guessed the entrance was close and we soon found it between two large boulders. It was just a hatch in the ground. Locked. Varick tried to prise it open, but it was no good. 
 
    Voices carried from beyond the hill's peak and we ducked low, listening. I recognised Rockley Jones' theatrical tone, but the words were distorted as they reached us. 
 
    “Let's get a look,” Varick whispered, leading the way forward. We crawled up the hill to the edge of the quarry, over-looking its vast depths. The scaffolding was close and I spotted Rockley thirty feet from us, standing on a platform beside it. With him, was a bronze-skinned boy. They both gazed across the quarry, their backs to us as they chatted. 
 
    “-should have everything ready within a year if all goes to plan,” Rockley was saying. 
 
    “Are you set on revealing the Immortals to the world?” the young man asked. I couldn't see his face from the angle we were at, but his hair was cut short and he had a thick black jacket on to protect himself against the harsh wind sweeping across the valley. 
 
    “Of course,” Rockley replied. 
 
    “What about the Watchers? They won't allow it if they find out. They'll arrest you.” 
 
    “The Watchers will not find out until it is too late. And den dey will have to accept de change. It is time dat de world learned de truth.” 
 
    “For what purpose?” the boy demanded. 
 
    “We Hunters are under de worst threat since the Vampire wars a thousand years ago. We must change wid de times. Adapt and prosper, lest we be eradicated by the de rising Immortals. People like Selena Grey are a danger to us now. She is a symbol of defiance dat we need to eradicate. We cannot allow another rebellion to happen.” 
 
    The boy ran a hand over his hair. “But revealing the Immortals to the world is going to cause chaos.” 
 
    “Chaos is only a threat to dose who have no power. To me, it will mean freedom. We will show de humans de true threat of de Immortals. Den, when dey beg for our help, we will step in and become Gods amongst men. Humans will flock to my resorts worldwide. Dey will pay a great price for us to keep de Immortals under control. To keep dem and deir families safe. De Hunters will rise once more, and no one will stand against us ever again.” 
 
    The boy turned to gaze up at the scaffolding and Varick sucked in a breath as he caught sight of his face. 
 
    Varick quickly drew me down the hill and we headed back to the cover of the boulders below. We dropped to a crouch and Varick gave me an intense look. 
 
    “That's Accolt Jones, Rockley's son. The Watchers have been searching for him for years.” He rattled off a quick explanation of how the guy had brutally killed eight Hunters and been in hiding ever since. 
 
    “Why is Rockley helping him then?” I asked. “If he's a Hunter killer, isn't he technically on our side?” 
 
    Varick shook his head, having no answer. “I don't know, but it gives me a rather crazy idea.” His eyes lit with a manic kind of fire that sparked hope in me. 
 
    “What?” I pressed. 
 
    “If we can contact the Watchers, they'll rain down hell on this place. It could give us time to get inside whilst Rockley's under attack.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “Okay...but who are these Watchers, how can we contact them?” 
 
    “They're an elite race of Hunters. I don't know much about them, they're pretty illusive. But Mercy once told me they're ruthless to Immortals and Hunters alike. They strive to keep balance between the races, appointing the Hunters to keep them under control. So anyone who opposes the Hunters, like Accolt, is in serious shit. Plus, if Rockley is planning on revealing the Immortals to the world, the Watchers will want to stop him.” 
 
    “What about us?” I hissed. “They sound like our enemy, too.” 
 
    “Yes, maybe. But we could avoid them, simply use the time they buy us to get inside and break out our friends.” 
 
    I nodded firmly. “Okay, but how do we contact them?” 
 
    “Perhaps Brendan will know...” 
 
    I took out my phone, but had no signal to make a call. I'd had to screen-shot the map before we left town so we'd been able to use it. 
 
    The hatch near our feet flew open. 
 
    My heart froze into a lump of ice as I came face to face with a guard. He looked completely thrown by the sight of us and Varick pressed our brief advantage, launching forward and slamming a hand to his mouth before he could scream. Varick wrenched him out of the hole and the man flailed, trying to get a hold of the machine gun which had slid around his body. I hurried forward, snapping the strap and pulling it out of his reach, my heart pounding in my ears. 
 
    Varick gave me an apologetic look as he dragged the man into his lap and wrenched his head sideways. A snap sounded his death and he fell limp in Varick's arms. 
 
    My breathing came in rapid pants. I clawed a through my hair, glancing up toward the top of the hill, expecting Rockley to appear at any moment. 
 
    “What now?” I breathed, my heart fleeing into top gear. 
 
    Varick stood and rolled the dead guy over, checking his pockets and taking out a key card and an iPhone. He stuffed them into his back pocket before heaving the man into his arms. He gave me a firm look. “We have to hide the body.” 
 
    I nodded, moving forward and closing the hatch, but wedging it open with a rock so it didn't lock again. Varick hurried off down the hill toward the track and I sped after him, continually throwing glances over my shoulder to ensure we hadn't been spotted. 
 
    I didn't relax until we reached the trees and slipped into the shade between the boughs. 
 
    “What if someone comes looking for him?” I hissed. 
 
    “We can't help that,” Varick said gruffly, moving into the trees until he was out of sight.  
 
    A moment later, he reappeared without the body. 
 
    “Varick, someone's going to notice he's missing. Then they'll know something's up.” Panic reared its head inside my chest. 
 
    Varick moved toward me and cupped my cheek. “I know. So we're now on a time limit. We need to get Brendan to contact the Watchers. Bring them here ASAP.” He heaved a sigh. “And now we're going to have to do this alone. We can't wait for the others to get here. We can get in through that hatch.” 
 
    “We don't know where it leads!” I gasped. “What if more guards are down there?” 
 
    “We were never going to get far without a fight.” Varick frowned. “You don't need to come, I'll go in alone, you can-” 
 
    “No.” I swatted his hand away. “Of course I'm coming.” 
 
    He looked like he was about to argue further, then sighed. “Okay. We'd better get back to town. Call Brendan. I doubt we have more than half a day before someone comes looking for that guard.” 
 
    “Brendan's not going to like this,” I murmured. 
 
    “I don't like it either,” Varick growled. “But we are where we are. We'll have to handle this ourselves.” He looked horribly upset by that fact. 
 
    We hurried into the car and were soon hurtling back in the direction of the small town. 
 
    I gazed at my phone, waiting for the signal bars to appear. When one flashed up, I immediately called Brendan. 
 
    After I'd rambled through an explanation, his voice boomed through the car speakers, “WHAT?!” 
 
    “Brendan, there's no point in getting angry, I need you to do as I say,” Varick stepped in before my father's fury got out of hand. 
 
    “I'm still several hours away from you. If you can just hang on-” Brendan pleaded. 
 
    “No,” Varick snapped. “We cannot wait or we'll miss our chance. Can you contact the Watchers or not?” 
 
    Tense silence spanned through the car. 
 
    “Yes,” Brendan sighed at last. “But you have no idea what they're like, Varick. If they find you and Selena, they'll have no mercy. You are no doubt already on their most-wanted list for attacking the Hunters.” 
 
    “They won't see us,” I promised. “We can get in through a back door.” 
 
    Brendan grumbled something, then said, “Fine. I'll tip off the Watchers, but I can't exactly phone them up. I'll have to make port in Scotland.” 
 
    “What's in Scotland?” I asked. 
 
    “I have an old friend. A Viden. She'll be able to send a message to them.” 
 
    “Alright, how long will it take?” Varick asked, his brow creasing. 
 
    Brendan paused a moment before answering. “Give me five hours.” 
 
    Varick sighed, then said, “Alright. Message us when it's done.” 
 
    “Okay...” Brendan sounded worried. “But if you come up against one of the Watchers, get the hell out of there. Don't fight them. You can't win. They're ten times as powerful as a Hunter.” 
 
    My gut twisted sharply and I shared a concerned look with Varick. 
 
    “Alright. Thank you, Brendan,” Varick said. 
 
    “Okay...be safe,” Brendan said, sounding defeated, then the line went dead. 
 
    I shut my eyes a moment and tried to will my heart to slow down. “Is this a good idea?” 
 
    “No,” Varick admitted. “But I think it's worth the risk. I wouldn't suggest the two of us do this alone if we didn't have a good chance. And if the Watchers find out Rockley's plans, perhaps they'll arrest him along with his son. It might not only buy us time, it could save the whole world from his plans. I can't even begin to tell you the shit we'll be in if he goes ahead and reveals Immortals to the human population.” 
 
    I nodded, opening my eyes, finding us driving into the car park to the Drunken Duck. Five hours seemed like an eternity. “Then we have to pull this off.” 
 
    Varick pulled up the handbrake before leaning over and pressing a firm kiss to my mouth. “We will, Selena. We have to.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Mercy 
 
      
 
    Staying in a room with Colt was better than I'd expected. He gave me my own space and pretty much stuck to his no-talking rule most of the time. I'd given up trying to get a conversation out of him, so as I combed my recently-washed hair in front of the fine dresser, I was surprised when he spoke to me. 
 
    “You need to go,” he growled. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder. He'd been out in the resort somewhere this morning and I didn't bother to ask where. 
 
    “Oh do you wanna get changed?” I glanced at the bathroom, figuring I'd head in there to get some space. I wasn't allowed out of the room and didn't bother to try anyway. There was nowhere to go. And the last thing I wanted was to run into Rockley again. The fact that he hadn't had me executed on sight was nothing short of a miracle. I didn't know why Ulvic had spoken up for me, but I guessed he liked me enough to ask Rockley to spare my life. Strange that he'd listened though... 
 
    “No, I mean you need to leave the resort. I'm going to get you out of here.” Colt folded his muscular arms, his expression unreadable. 
 
    “You are?” I asked, surprised. I still didn't know what Colt's opinion of me was. He was so cagey, I couldn't have deciphered him with the help of the best code-breakers in the world. 
 
    He nodded once, then took a step closer. The air between us was weighed with something, but I wasn't sure what.  
 
    “My father won't let you live. I know him, he's biding his time. And I know he won't forgive what you did to your family.” 
 
    There was no accusation in his tone and it prompted me to ask something I'd been longing to know since I'd discovered who he was. “Why did you kill those Hunters, Colt? And why has Rockley let you away with it? I know he's your father but the man's cold-blooded. I can't believe he cares for you.” 
 
    Colt frowned and my heart dipped with concern. Had I gone too far? 
 
    He cleared his throat, glancing away. “He does care for me. Perhaps I'm the only thing he cares about...” There was a hint of resentment in his tone, but I wasn't sure why. 
 
    “You didn't answer my other question,” I said, turning back to the mirror, focusing on my hair. It was dead straight, like always and gleamed like sunshine. I could see something of my mother in my looks lately and part of me feared that. 
 
    Colt remained silent so long, I thought he'd never speak again, but eventually he said, “I killed them for the same reason you turned against your family.” 
 
    I snapped around, my gaze narrowing. “But you didn't turn on Rockley? He's worse than all the Hunters you killed put together.” My heart hammered in my chest. I knew I was walking on thin ice, I could practically feel the crack of it beneath my feet. 
 
    Colt's eyes darkened to pitch. “Perhaps I'm not as brave as you.” 
 
    My eyes rounded, my gut swooped diagonally. “Brave? You think I was brave?” 
 
    He nodded stiffly. 
 
    “I don't know what to think anymore. I wanted to save them, not kill them...” Guilt wound its way around my heart. Although they hadn't died at my hands, my betrayal had led to their deaths. Selena Grey had been the one to land the blows. But could I really blame her? After all my parents had done to her? 
 
    When Varick had killed Ignus, I thought I'd wanted her dead. But something had changed in me. Deep down, I'd known they were in the right and my family were in the wrong. 
 
    “I don't know the details of what happened at my father's old resort, but I do know you stood up to him. To all of them. And that is a kind of courage I never had. I killed covertly. I didn't want to be discovered.” 
 
    “What did Rockley do when he found out?” I asked quietly, my eyes fixed on him in the mirror. 
 
    Colt's expression never changed as he spoke. “Had his guards beat me. Half killed me. I thought he'd finish the job, but he couldn't do it. He called them off before it was too late and gave me V blood. Then he sent me away to Alfric Hund. Paid him off with a lot of money, gave him weapons and bombs when he requested them. I don't know what for, but apparently it was enough to keep him quiet.” 
 
    I thought on that a moment, deciding I trusted him a little more for the admission “So what are you doing here? What's your plan?” 
 
    Colt sighed, sinking down onto the edge of the bed. He'd made up a bed on the floor where he slept during the night. “I came here for money, that part was true. I need to go undercover again. I want to get out of the UK, head as far away from the Watchers as I can. They reside up North, so I want to head south, go west. But my father has other plans. He won't give me money. He wants me to hideout in England until he...” He pressed his lips together, halting his sentence. 
 
    “Until he what?” I asked. 
 
    Colt cleared his throat. “He has some big ideas for the future. Says I won't need to hide once the world's changed. But I don't trust him. And I don't want to be a part of his plans to introduce Immortals to the human world.” 
 
    I sucked in a breath. “He can't do that, the Watchers will arrest him.” 
 
    “He believes he'll be untouchable once the situation is out of hand. He'll be needed to control the aftermath.” 
 
    I released a dry laugh. “That sounds insane.” 
 
    “Yes...well my father's always been forward-thinking.” He got to his feet. “So I need to get you out of here before I steal money. Because if he catches me, you're dead too. No question about it.” 
 
    I swivelled on my seat, gazing at him. “Why do you care?” 
 
    My heart thumped against my throat as he considered me. 
 
    “Because you're like me. And I want to do for you what no one could do for me. I'll always be under my father's rule, but you don't have to be a slave to anyone anymore.” He pinned me in his gaze, no ounce of embarrassment passing through his expression. 
 
    “Oh,” I breathed, my face heating up. “Well...thanks.” 
 
    He jerked his head toward the door. “Come on. It's time to go.” 
 
    I stood, surprised as I followed him across the room. I glanced back as he opened the door, but I had nothing to bring with me. I didn't have any possessions anymore, but I could return to Raskdød, find my parents' credit cards, take some clothes. Then I could either go into hiding or return to Varick and the others. I wasn't sure if I wanted to go back to them, or if they'd even want me back.  
 
    Escape first, figure out the rest later. 
 
    “What if someone catches us?” I breathed as Colt guided me down the hallway. 
 
    “I have free rein of this place. We'll be fine.” 
 
    I kept to his side as we took the lift upstairs to the gold and ebony lobby, walking by the receptionist who smiled at us as we passed. The guards manning the second lift were more hesitant to let us proceed. 
 
    “I have permission to show Mercy the amphitheater out in the quarry,” Colt said with so much authority, even I believed him. 
 
    The guards glanced between each other then let us pass. We stepped into the lift and ascended to a large car park. Colt strode straight over to one of the black SUVs that were lined up against one wall of the expansive room, taking out a key and opening the door. 
 
    I raised my brows. “Where'd you get that?” 
 
    “Stole it,” he muttered as he walked to the boot and popped it. He pointed into the dark space. “Get in.” 
 
    “What?” My brows lifted. 
 
    “You're not allowed off-site. If anyone stops us going forward, they won't let you pass.” 
 
    I nodded, climbing into the roomy space and ducking my head as Colt slammed it shut. 
 
    A moment later, the engine rumbled to life, vibrating the floor of the boot. My heart galloped as the car moved.  
 
    I could taste my freedom, but it wasn't entirely sweet. Once I got out of there, I'd be truly alone. I'd have no one to rely on and that terrified me to my core. 
 
    The car soon bumped along a rockier terrain and hope flared inside me like starlight. 
 
    The brakes whined as we came to a halt and shouts sounded beyond the vehicle. My gut writhed as I listened, holding my breath as heavy footfalls crunched on gravel outside the car. 
 
    Someone thumped their fist to the side of the SUV and Colt's voice sounded from the front seat. “Problem?” 
 
    “You aren't authorised to take this vehicle,” a gruff voice answered. 
 
    “I can do what I like, I'm the son of the man who runs this place,” Colt snarled. 
 
    “Be that as it may, Mr Jones has given us strict orders to keep you on site.” 
 
    Silence reigned. My heart thundered in my ears. A sneeze tickled my nose and I held it back with all my might. 
 
    “Pop the boot,” the guard demanded. 
 
    Colt's door opened and a scuffle sounded. 
 
    A gun was fired and my heart free fell in my chest. 
 
    The boot flew open and I squinted against the sun, spotting a brutish guard above me. Colt was on the ground behind him, a bloody welt on his head. It looked like he'd been hit with the butt of a machine gun. 
 
    The guard grinned at me, snatching my arm. “Well, looky here. Let's see what Rockley Jones makes of this then.” 
 
    I was dragged from the car and I spotted several more guards surrounding us. One of them kicked Colt in the side to get him up. 
 
    We were bundled into the backseats of the car and driven back toward the resort. My heart thundered in my chest. I glanced at Colt and he mouthed an apology to me, his hand sliding toward mine across the seat. His little finger curled over mine and my gut clenched in surprise. 
 
    I pulled away from him, remembering myself and gazed out at the sunshine, bathing the quarry in an amber hue. Panic tore at my chest. Was this the last time I'd see sunshine? 
 
    Back in the resort, we were taken to a grand office, full of disgusting body parts in jars. Rockley was behind his desk, glancing up as the beefy guard stepped ahead of us. “I found your son trying to smuggle the Helsing girl out of the resort.” 
 
    Rockley tilted his head to look at Colt. “Is dat true?” 
 
    Colt nodded. 
 
    “Dismissed,” Rockley addressed the guards and they filed out of the room. 
 
    I threaded my fingers together, anxiety blooming in my chest. 
 
    Rockley flexed his index finger at Colt. “Come here.” 
 
    Colt strode toward him, pressing his shoulders back. 
 
    “What's de meaning of dis?” Rockley demanded. 
 
    “There's no need for her to stay here,” Colt growled. “She has a right to leave.” 
 
    “Dat is not for you to decide.” Rockley's eyes flipped to me, a sneer on his face. “She is a blood traitor.” 
 
    “As am I,” Colt remarked. 
 
    Rockley's brows raised then he threw his head back on a laugh. He abruptly stopped laughing, violently slamming his hand down on the desk and rising to his feet. “Yes you are! And you continue to defy your birthright, son. I will not have you bring more shame on our family name than you already have. Why do you not repent your sins?” 
 
    Colt stiffened and my gut coiled tightly as I awaited his response. 
 
    “Because I don't regret what I did,” Colt answered evenly. 
 
    Rockley bared his teeth. “You have de same bloodlust as I, why not indulge in my games? Why not enjoy dat thirst? Must you aim it your own kin?” 
 
    “I won't hurt innocent people,” Colt breathed. 
 
    Rockley gazed at me, moving around the desk. “Innocent? Is dat what you believe dis girl to be?” He approached me at a steady pace, then slid his finger under my chin. 
 
    I gritted my teeth, gazing at him as calmly as I could manage. 
 
    “She's just a girl,” Colt said. 
 
    “No, she is a Hunter. Like me. More so than you, Accolt. Her betrayal runs deeper than even yours because of dat.” Rockley sighed, stepping away from me and a choked breath left my lips. He moved to his son's side, placing both hands on his shoulders as he looked into his eyes. “De wildness in you is your most blessed gift from me. But it is your mother's soft heart dat betrays you.” 
 
    My ears pricked up with curiosity, the rumours of Colt's mother being a contestant in his games running through my mind. 
 
    “My mother would have let Mercy go free,” Colt said quietly. 
 
    Rockley sighed, returning to his desk and dropping into the large leather seat behind it. “Yes, perhaps dat is true. And perhaps dere was a time I would have done de same.” 
 
    My heart fled into top gear. How was that possible? That Rockley could have once felt compassion for anyone? 
 
    “She loved me,” Rockley mused. “I am not sure how, or why. But she did. She was one of my most prized contestants. The way she fought...it held a kind of beauty in it dat enraptured me.” 
 
    “But you let her die in the games...once she'd had me,” Colt bit out. 
 
    “She enjoyed de games,” Rockley said simply. “I would not have denied her dem. It was her choice to play. And all contestants die if dey play long enough...” He glanced away, a flicker of emotion passing through his gaze. 
 
    Colt shot a look back at me, his expression taut. 
 
    “You may go,” Rockley said, ushering us away. “I wish to be left alone wid my thoughts.” 
 
    I couldn't believe my luck as Colt moved to my side, taking my arm. 
 
    Rockley's voice sailed to us as we exited, turning my insides to stone. “If you try and help her escape again, son, I will kill you both. Do not test me. You are playing your final game.”
  
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Varick 
 
      
 
    When Brendan finally texted us to say the Watchers had been informed of Accolt Jones' whereabouts, I knew we didn't have much time to waste. The ancient race of Hunters were an illusive people, but I was aware of some of their unusual skills. The most important at that moment, was the fact that they could travel through the Ianuae Magicae. It was an ancient Immortal gift only few creatures still possessed. The Watchers were amongst them. Practically, it meant they were able to teleport from one place to another instantaneously. I knew little other than that. But it meant they could arrive at the mine at any moment. Hence why Selena and I were currently speeding toward the dirt road that led around the back of the quarry. 
 
    We were laden with guns, knives and even a few grenades. It felt much too like the last time we'd encountered Rockley Jones for my liking. But we didn't have much choice in the matter. The Watchers may only have provided us a brief window of distraction to save our friends and I wanted to take full advantage of it. 
 
    When we reached the copse of trees I'd hidden a body in just that morning, I pulled the Land Rover over and we exited the car. 
 
    Selena had a fierce look in her eyes, reminding me of the first time we'd met. 
 
    “Ready?” I asked, tucking a free lock of hair behind her ear. She was dressed in black, like me. A weapons belt was tied around her waist and a pistol was in her grip. 
 
    She nodded firmly. “We get in, we get out. Simple.” 
 
    A deep chuckle rolled up my throat. “Ever the warrior.” 
 
    “You can talk, Captain Varick.” She pressed my chest, urging me on in the direction of the hill that climbed toward the mine. 
 
    There was a cold breeze fighting its way under my clothes, but from the way my heart was pumping, I didn't think it would be long before I couldn't feel it. Adrenaline was the cure to all human discomfort. 
 
    We took the hill at a jog, passing by the hatch that would lead us inside. We planned to check out the mine again first. I wanted to see the Watchers arrive, to know they were occupying Rockley's full attention before we stepped a foot inside his home. 
 
    Before we crested the hill, we dropped down to a crawl and I tugged the binoculars up from around my neck, pressing them to my eyes. I twisted the dial atop it to bring the iron doors into focus. 
 
    All was still. Straining my ears only intensified the caw of nearby crows and the rustling of leaves as the wind rushed through them. 
 
    The hairs on my arms prickled to attention. 
 
    “What if they've already come?” Selena whispered and I dropped the binoculars, turning to her. 
 
    “I believe there would be more of a panic,” I answered. Even the Helsings had trembled at the mention of the Watchers. If they were here, we'd surely know. 
 
    We lay there a while, the minutes passing by, the pounding pulse in my ears like the ticking of a clock hand.  
 
    At once, the wind dropped and my stomach swiftly followed. 
 
    The sun was sinking on the horizon but thick clouds hung low in the sky, letting the light bleed through them in deepest magenta. 
 
    Tension rippled through the air. 
 
    Something was about to happen, I was certain. My pirate life had taught me to taste an expectant storm on the wind. And that feeling disturbed my senses now, predicting an oncoming hurricane in the form of the Watchers. 
 
    Before the iron doors, the air seemed to bend and shudder. A strange and unpleasant ripping sound sliced through the atmosphere. It seemed as though an invisible hand was pulling apart the very fabric of the world, tearing a hole into the wind and stretching it wide. Black figures emerged, like dark chess pieces, all clad in metallic clothing. The first six to appear had jackal-shaped masks covering their entire heads, the long snouts smooth and rounded at the end. Their clothes were made of a slim, malleable kind of armour, as black as death. Each carried an enormous, double-headed axe, their blades glinting under the dying sun. 
 
    A final Watcher appeared, female and forbidding. She wore the same amour, though hers was bent at sharp angles to accommodate her feminine curves. Her face was the only one on show, though her hair was concealed beneath an elaborate headdress, the top half of which was constructed from bone with two curving devil horns protruding from it. A train of black chains fell down her spine from the jagged spikes that rimmed the back of the headdress like a crown. She was surely their leader. And the six Watchers surrounding her soon confirmed that by parting into a V shape, allowing her to step to the forefront of the two lines, connecting them.  
 
    They moved with the grace of swans, their movements seeming unearthly in a way I couldn't quite comprehend. The female guiding them produced a glinting sword from its sheath. She lifted it high, pausing before the iron doors. She raised her chin and I caught sight of her face. She was frightening to behold, her sharp features seeming cut from stone, her eyes as blank and lifeless as a corpse's. Two streaks of black were painted down her cheeks, flowing along the line of her tear-ducts down to her jaw as if she'd been weeping soot. 
 
    Selena's fingers curled around my arm and I stole a glance at her, seeing the same fear reflected in her eyes that certainly shone from my own. No matter what happened, we had to avoid the Watchers. They would have no mercy on us. 
 
    The Watcher woman spoke and though she didn't raise her voice, it carried to me like the wind brought it to my ears. “Accolt Jones you are hereby arrested by the Servators of Dødstårn. Watchers of the Immortal realm. By I, Priestess Mortifer of the Northern Clan. Come to us and there shall be no fight. If we are forced to come to you, payment will be taken in blood.” Her voice was cold and as sharp as a knife. 
 
    I eyed the doors, but they didn't move. Surely Rockley would come? What choice did he have? 
 
    Time ticked by, but no one appeared. 
 
    The woman, Mortifer, eventually moved toward the door, jamming her sword into the gap between them. A ringing of metal on metal cut through the air. She stepped back and the six men in jackal masks ran forward, slamming their axes between the gap the sword had made and wrenching the iron doors apart with barely a huff of effort. 
 
    They were frighteningly strong. And I started to wonder if this had been a good plan after all. 
 
    Two guards darted out of the tunnel, looking somehow diminished before the Watchers. 
 
    Two of Mortifer's men moved forward at speed. A spray of the guards' machine gun bullets rattled through the air and pinged uselessly off of the Watchers' armour. The two Jackals cut the men down in merciless blows of their axes, hacking limbs and spilling blood. 
 
    My mouth dried up as the second man's screams were cut brutally short. 
 
    “Oh my god,” Selena breathed in my ear. 
 
    As one unit, the Watchers moved into the tunnel, trampling through the broken bodies of the men and stamping bloody footprints across the stone floor inside. 
 
    Selena tugged my arm and I dropped the binoculars. 
 
    “We have to go - now,” she hissed, as if she feared the Watchers would hear her. “And we have to hurry.” 
 
    I rose to my feet, knowing she was right and terrified of what might happen to us now the Watchers were inside. 
 
    “We get in and out,” Selena reiterated. 
 
    “As fast as bloody lightning, sweetheart.” We tore toward the hatch and I threw it open before lowering myself into the dark space. 
 
    Selena followed and I held out my arms to catch her, helping her down. Shutting the hatch, we were plunged into darkness. It only took a moment for my eyesight to adjust. We kept together, jogging down the narrow passage, the damp hanging in the air like an ocean fog. I could taste it in the back of my throat, musty and wet. 
 
    The passage dropped steeply beneath our feet and we were soon moving at a rapid pace. 
 
    I spotted another hatch up ahead and halted Selena just before it. Tugging it open, I found an endless metal ladder reaching far down into the shadows below. The shaft was narrow, barely wide enough to fit my frame, but I managed with a few choice swear words. 
 
    Selena's boots dropped onto the rungs above my head and we started descending, moving slowly so as not to alert anyone to our presence with the clatter of our shoes on the ladder. 
 
    I listened for sounds below us, but not much carried our way. 
 
    The weight of my pack would have been a burden had I been a normal human, but my new strength was a blessing in this task, allowing me to carry a host of weapons without bother. 
 
    The ladder descended much farther than I'd anticipated. We must have travelled a few hundred feet below the hill before my boots hit solid ground. Selena dropped off of the ladder at my side and I turned to face the metal door barring our way forward. I took out the key-card I'd stolen from the guard I'd killed earlier that day, moving toward it.  
 
    Whistling filled my ears, alerting me to someone's presence. 
 
    I took a large hunting knife from a sheath on my hip, turning to Selena and whispering, “We do this covertly for as long as we can manage.” 
 
    “Hopefully the whole time,” she breathed back in answer. 
 
    I gave her a smile before yanking the door open and grabbing the guard standing beyond it. I slammed a hand over his mouth, tugging him backwards and dragging the knife over his throat in the same movement. The cut was viciously deep. I offered a quick death. The man was just a worker in this place. But killing wasn't going to be avoidable on this mission. 
 
    Selena checked the hallway to be sure no one had been alerted to our presence. I lowered the guard to the ground, pushing his body into the shadowy depths of the tunnel. 
 
    “All clear,” Selena whispered and I followed her out of the door, wiping my bloody hands down my jeans. 
 
    Now all we had to do was find our friends and get out of there. 
 
    I'm here, brother. Hold tight. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    Staying away from Firefly required a lot of willpower. And I wasn't exactly privy to buckets of the stuff. Especially when it came to her. So I found myself wandering toward Silas's room in the early evening. 
 
    When I reached his room, no one answered my knocking. Which made me worry in a way that almost crippled me. My mouth was dry. I considered breaking the door down just to be certain Cass wasn't there. But my gut told me they were gone. 
 
    That left two options: either they'd run off without me in a daring escape plan. Or Rockley Jones had taken them somewhere. They wouldn't have wandered off without a reason. They were relatively safe in Silas's room, so why risk it? I settled on option B being the more likely. Cass wasn't going anywhere without me by choice. Girl had it bad for me. Not that I was tooting my own horn or anything. But if I had been, it would have been a foghorn with strobe lights and one of those batman projections in the sky. 
 
    Two guards stepped out of the lift, both female, their eyes narrowing on me. “Mr Jones wants you downstairs immediately.” 
 
    “Oh?” I inquired, but my casual expression did not reflect the war breaking out inside my chest. 
 
    “Now,” commanded the elder of the two. 
 
    Guessing I didn't have much choice, I headed after them into the lift. We descended a few levels before exiting into a space that looked like it would have been more fitting on the Death Star. Black, shiny walls were coupled with an equally dark carpet running down the centre toward a door at the far end. 
 
    My heart beat out of tune. I was worried as hell for my girl. If Rockley was torturing her again, I was going to break off his knee caps and ram them down his throat. 
 
    The guards guided me down the corridor and one of them unlocked the door with a security card. They gestured for me to go through and I marched into the room beyond it. 
 
    The sight before me stopped me in my tracks and turned my blood to acid. The room was a wide circle of black stone, making me feel like I was in a fish bowl from hell. 
 
    Rockley was sitting on a throne – an actual throne – made of black onyx with thick, metallic spikes protruding from the top of it in a fan. 
 
    Silas was sitting beside him in a smaller version of the grand chair, his hands laced nervously together in his lap. 
 
    Two guards flanked them. But none of this was what upset me the most. It was the sight of Cass on Rockley's lap, his hands wrapped around her waist, his fingers resting on her belly. On the baby. My baby. I was two seconds from losing it, when Rockley spoke, “Hello, Jameson.” 
 
    I stepped closer, my boots pounding across the stone floor. I wasn't supposed to have my memories back, but the game was up if he hurt her. 
 
    “Ulvic has made me aware of a little problem dat he has. He was very forthcoming with information last night during my party. Rest assured, he does not know you are here. I know how precious you are to him. What lengths he has gone to to help you...” 
 
    I ground my teeth at his words, waiting for the penny to drop. What the hell was going on? 
 
    “So I have decided to take it upon myself to help him wid dis...problem.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. “I don't follow.” 
 
    Rockley chuckled, the sound ricocheting off of the walls like a sick kind of music. “I disagree. I believe you follow perfectly, in fact. I have not yet wired in the CCTV in my hotel, but I had my men install it in de corridor where your pack is staying just yesterday. Call it a hunch which paid off. 'Cause dis girl came to your room last night and didn't leave until de morning. Thanks to Silas, she was found.” Rockley cast a glance at Silas who nodded stiffly. “A fact which seemed honourable until I started to piece de puzzle together.” 
 
    “What puzzle?” I snarled. 
 
    Silas's face paled. 
 
    Cass gave me a desperate look, one which begged me not to talk my way into trouble. But that was the problem with being me. My mouth generally caused me more problems than I could keep up with. 
 
    Rockley took hold of Cass's thigh, shifting her legs apart and she tried to shove him away. My skin prickled all over. I was ready to rip this guy limb from limb. “You care for dis girl, don't you? I can see it in your eyes dat you do, how you despise my hands on her. Somehow...you have remembered dat fact.” 
 
    His hand slid further up her leg and Cass tried to slap him but he caught her wrist. “Touch me again and I'll kill you,” she snarled, but Rockley only chuckled. 
 
    I was either going to throw up or kill somebody. It was yet to be seen which. 
 
    Rockley's gaze shifted to his guards. “Get him on his knees.” 
 
    I braced myself, thinking they meant me, but it was Silas who was dragged from his chair and planted before Rockley on the floor. 
 
    “Rockley!” Silas gasped, but Rockley simply glared at him. 
 
    “You are de only one with de capabilities and de equipment to reverse de procedure conducted on de Werewolf. Do not lie to me, Madigan.” He shoved Cass from him and Silas lurched forward to catch her before she hit the floor. 
 
    I squared my shoulders, marching closer and both guards raised their guns at my head. 
 
    I paused, my mind pin-balling with panic. 
 
    Rockley stood, lifting his pistol and casually resting the barrel against Silas's forehead. 
 
    Cass sucked in a breath, but made no move toward him. Everything hung in the balance. We couldn't reveal our alliance with Silas. It would be a death sentence for him. 
 
    “De truth,” Rockley snarled. 
 
    Silas took a steadying breath and I had to admire the guy for not shitting his fancy grey slacks. “I didn't do anything. The memory disc must have failed. It was in the experimental stages – I didn't help him, I wouldn't.” Had to hand it to him, he was a damn good liar. 
 
    Rockley's eyes flipped to me, dark and scolding. “Is dat de truth?” 
 
    I dropped my shoulders, feigning defeat. “Yeah...my memories returned a couple of days ago. But please feel free to bury a bullet in Silas Madigan's face all the same, it would massively improve my day,” I bluffed. Not that I cared about the guy. I mean, okay, maybe I one-percent cared... 
 
    I curled my upper lip back on a sneer and Rockley eyed my expression, dropping his arm to his side. 
 
    Silas sagged with relief. “How many times are we going to go through this, Rockley?” 
 
    Rockley dropped back down into his throne. “My gut tells me not to trust you, friend. And try as I might, I cannot shake de feeling. So I have taken some precautions of late to ensure you keep your word to me as my business partner.” 
 
    The room began to spin. At first I thought I was imagining it, but the circular room was definitely turning. I wobbled on my feet as we did a one-eighty and a gap opened up in the wall behind me. I turned, taking in the new room stretching out before us; a vast rectangle of black stone. It rose up out of sight, high into the resort. Between two stretches of empty plastic seating, was an enormous pyre of wood, built into a colossal V. Resting against the logs at its base were four bodies. All of which were exact clones of Silas. 
 
    I squinted, unsure what I was seeing. 
 
    “Bastard!” Silas roared, getting to his feet as he spotted them. 
 
    Rockley waved a hand and one of his guards walked toward the pyre, picking up an enormous flame thrower at the base of it. An actual flame thrower. Rockley didn't do anything without dramatics. 
 
    “Wait!” Silas bellowed, moving forward, looking desperate. 
 
    Rockley caught his arm, holding him back. “I cannot have you un-killable, my friend. Dat is no way to secure a relationship.” 
 
    “Those clones cost over eighty grand each,” Silas snarled, his left eye ticking. 
 
    Ho-ly shit. 
 
    “Of course. And now dat I know whose side you are on, I will have de money transferred to your account as compensation.” Rockley smiled eerily, patting his shoulder. “Dis is for de best, Silas. Now we'll be on equal ground.” 
 
    The guard leant down, igniting the flame thrower as he aimed it at the pile of bodies. Heat surged through the air, followed by the sickly smell of petrol. 
 
    Cass backed up and I dragged her into my arms. What did it matter now? Rockley knew the truth about my memories. But it was Ulvic I was more concerned about learning that fact. 
 
    The flames took root in the pyre, sending a billowing cloud of smoke up toward the ceiling. The smell of burning bodies crawled into my nose and Silas gazed on hopelessly as his clones were devoured by fire. 
 
    “I imagine you'll want to be very careful with dat final body of yours, Silas,” Rockley taunted. 
 
    Silas shot him a glare, his lips pursed with anger. “This no longer feels like a partnership, it feels like blackmail.” 
 
    “I like to have a little sway over my investments, dat is all,” Rockley purred. 
 
    I dropped my head, resting my forehead against Cass's. “Are you alright?” I murmured. 
 
    “Yes.” She looped her arms around my waist, holding me tighter as if I might be dragged away at any moment. Which was exactly what I expected to happen. I didn't want to dwell on the shit-storm that would come after this. When Ulvic found out I had my memories back, he'd probably order me to castrate myself so I could never indulge in my desire for her ever again. At that thought, I held her tighter, using her partly as a human shield for my crotch. 
 
    A sharp female voice suddenly sounded through the room as if through a speaker. “Accolt Jones you are hereby arrested by the Servators of Dødstårn. Watchers of the Immortal realm. By I, Priestess Mortifer of the Northern Clan. Come to us and there shall be no fight. If we are forced to come to you, payment will be taken in blood.” 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    In a flash, Rockley's eyes grew wide, terrified even. He swore so loudly, I dragged Cass another measured step away from him. Guns were still pointed at us. One wrong move and I doubted we'd continue breathing in that smoky-fleshy-burny air. Which wouldn't be the worst thing in the world, considering my sensitive nose was making me want to gag. 
 
    Rockley rounded on his guards. “Take those two downstairs. Put them in a cell.” 
 
    “Sir?” one of them questioned. 
 
    “NOW!” Rockley bellowed. 
 
    Two men grabbed hold of me and Cass – separating us of course. 
 
    We were hauled out of the room and my gut spiralled. I shared a glance with Cass as her eyes glimmered with fear. 
 
    We were dragged to a cell several floors down and shoved inside it together before the door slammed in our faces. 
 
    I turned to Cass, beaming. “They didn't split us up,” I announced brightly. 
 
    She fought a grin. “That's what you're focusing on right now?” 
 
    “Hell yes, baby.” I reached into my pocket, taking out the key card Cass had left in my room that morning, waving it in front of her nose. “Because they didn't search me either and Rockley is currently distracted by the Watchers. Maybe even long enough for us to escape.” 
 
    Cass's eyes widened. “Who are the Watchers?” 
 
    I rattled off a quick explanation then she flung her arms around me. I figured 'screw it' and slammed her against the nearest wall, kissing her until she growled, “Jameson.” 
 
    Was I beyond having wild, hot sex in this damp, dank cell that had blood stains marking the floor? Nope, not even a little bit. I lifted her into the air, wrapping her thighs around my waist. 
 
    “Jameson,” she said firmly. 
 
    “Yeah, say my name, baby.” 
 
    “No, you idiot! Jameson – stop.” She pushed me back, shaking her head at me. “We aren't going to have sex right now, are you crazy? We have bigger problems.” 
 
    “Are you sure we have bigger problems?” I glanced down and she followed my gaze before slapping my arm. 
 
    “You are such a pig.” 
 
    I snorted a couple of times in response and she laughed as I reluctantly let her drop to the floor. 
 
    “Okay party-pooper,” I sighed. 
 
    “Jameson, if we get out of here you can have me every single night for the rest of time.” She grinned wickedly and I wanted to devour her like the wolf had red-riding hood. Except, less eating, more licking. 
 
    “That a promise?” I grinned hungrily. 
 
    “Cross my heart, wolf boy.” 
 
    She walked toward the door, ignoring me as I figuratively mopped up the drool at my feet and hounded after her. She pressed her ear to the metal door, listening. I did the same, gazing at the back of her head as I did so. Mmm...she smelled like almonds. The roasted kind. Dusted with sugar. 
 
    “Two guards.” She stepped back. “I can't hear any more than that.” 
 
    I flexed my fingers and rolled my neck side to side. “Are we doing this wolf-style or keeping our clothes on?” I glanced down at her body with a smirk. “I vote for option A.” 
 
    She planted a hand on her hip. “I can't control it. I only seem to turn when I'm majorly pissed off.” 
 
    “That so?” I hooked up a brow. 
 
    “And what about the baby?” she went on. “Turning can't be good for it.” 
 
    “Na, you're a Werewolf. I'm sure it's fine. Maybe it morphs too? Like into a little cub?” I thumbed my chin and she shook her head. 
 
    “Don't be ridiculous.” 
 
    “It's possible,” I said. 
 
    “We don't even know what this baby will be. It's part Vampire, who knows what abilities it will have?” 
 
    “Yeah you're right...” I said, catching on to a way I might be able to get a rise out of her. “It could have a wolf head and a human body.” 
 
    “Jameson! Don't say that.” She clutched her belly as if shielding the baby from my words. 
 
    I went on, fighting a smile. “Or, it could have a wolf tail which would make nappies a real issue.” 
 
    She scowled at me. 
 
    “And what if it's hungry for blood all the time? We won't be able to send him to school if he keeps feasting on all the other kids-” 
 
    “Shut up!” she demanded. 
 
    “And what if it has a wolf brain so it's running around eating people and it's not even intelligent enough for us to tell it not to?” I gave her a that-would-be-dreadful expression and she lost her shit. 
 
    “Shut. Up,” she snarled, but I could see her trembling, the flare in her eyes predicting the wolf change. 
 
    I dropped my final blow. “It'll be alright, Firefly. We can build a cage for it outdoors. Give it room to roam.” 
 
    “My baby is not going in a cage!” she screeched, shoving me. 
 
    She stumbled forward, crying out suddenly as her body shifted, falling to her knees. 
 
    She gazed up at me and I offered her a wink in explanation for my jibes. 
 
    “You arsehole,” she muttered, falling to the floor. 
 
    I tugged my shirt off, even though I didn't give a shit about ruining the clothes. We wouldn't be coming back for them. But hey, far-be-it from me to forgo a moment to show off my abs. 
 
    I bashed the key card against the lock then placed it around my neck where it hung on a lanyard. I dropped to the ground, my back arching. Cass had already turned, her fiery red fur like a sunset before me. 
 
    A moment later I was my usual furry wolf self and nudged my nose against the door. It swung open and we dove out of the room, expecting a fight. 
 
    A blonde girl rounded on us, eyes wide with fright. The man beside her cried, “Jessie!” just as Cass cut her down with vicious snaps of her jaw, breaking bones before she finished the job. I dove atop the other guard, knocking his gun aside as he fired, planting a bullet in the wall behind me. 
 
    I tore into his throat and blood smeared my muzzle. Cass nudged me away and we sped in the direction of the nearest stairwell. I jumped up, resting my paws against the door and the key-card swung against the key-pad, unlocking it (#wolfskills). 
 
    I took the lead, lifting my nose and letting my senses take over as we stepped through the door. A rush of scents found me from around the resort. The most pungent being the fire engulfing Silas's clones. It lingered in the air like a fog and I struggled to block it out, focusing on the more subtle smells beneath it. 
 
    The aftershave of a guard sailed into my nostrils. I never wore the stuff. Any kind of perfume to me was like a vomit-bomb waiting to go off. Too pungent for my sensitive nose. Which was why I was glad Cass never wore perfume either. Nope, I preferred the sweet scent of her sweat. Yup, creepy. But she made me that way. Girl was practically edible. 
 
    A scent reached me that brought me skidding to a halt on the stair landing. Cass swerved around me, turning and giving me a quizzical look, her pointed ears flicking. I couldn't use my words to convey my joy, so I licked the side of her face instead. 
 
    Varick was here. And Selena too. They smelt like a rainbow on Christmas morning smothered in melted chocolate. 
 
    I barged through the door opposite us, following the scent like a bloodhound after an escaped convict. Cass bounded after me, her paws pattering on the tiled floor. 
 
    Guards darted across a T-junction in the corridor ahead of us, guns raised. But not at us. They looked panicked, tearing toward some unknown enemy, eyes forward. 
 
    Cass and I held back, waiting for them to pass. A woman strayed behind the group, glancing down the corridor and spotting us. I snarled, my hackles rising as I readied to attack. 
 
    She lifted her machine gun just as the door behind her flung open, knocking her to the ground. 
 
    Varick stepped out, looking like a warrior, his eyes fierce as he dropped down, finishing the woman off with a knife between the ribs. 
 
    Selena appeared and Cass released a small whine, charging forward to greet them. I was hot on her heels, but the moment Cass reared up and planted her front paws on Selena's shoulders, I realised they had no idea Cass was a Hybrid now. Selena looked confused as Cass nuzzled her face. 
 
    I dove on Varick, knowing he'd hate it as I ran the whole pad of my tongue up his cheek. He tasted like freedom. And moisturiser. Had Selena been man-scaping my bro? 
 
    “Jameson – Christ!” Varick pushed me down, but a smile hooked up one corner of his mouth. 
 
    I sat down, wagging my tail like a puppy. Cass dropped down beside me doing the same. 
 
    “Who's your friend?” Selena rubbed Cass's ears and she whimpered to try and communicate the truth. 
 
    Footsteps pounded through the air. I turned, spotting another wave of guards pouring through the door at the end of the corridor, one after the other. Too many to fight at once. 
 
    I barked and Varick shouted, “Go!” 
 
    We fled in the direction the other guards had taken, just as one of the men shouted, “Hey!” 
 
    We darted through the door as bullets sprayed, peppering holes across the walls. We were in another stairwell. There was no time for a discussion. We ran up it, grouping together, pressing our advantage of speed as we fled up several levels. 
 
    I caught Ulvic's scent and veered sharply to the right, adrenaline surging through my veins. Hope shone in my heart. I might not have been able to kill him, but my friends sure as hell could. 
 
    We emerged in the corridor which contained our hotel rooms and my heart slammed into my lungs as I spotted Ulvic there, surrounded by my pack in their wolf forms. He was heading toward the lift, but at the sound of our arrival, turned. 
 
    His eyes widened. Cass started running toward him, her lips peeled back on a snarl, her body primed for the kill. 
 
    Selena and Varick raised their guns. 
 
    “Protect me at all costs!” Ulvic ordered the wolves. 
 
    The command hit me in the heart and took over my movements. As Varick took aim at Ulvic, I threw myself at him, knocking him to the ground. I pinned him down with my full weight and he shoved me in frustration. 
 
    “Kill him, Jameson!” Ulvic bellowed. 
 
    No no no no. 
 
    My muscles tensed. I was in hell again, dragged back to the moment he'd ordered me to kill my pack. My family. Varick was about to be another casualty. And I couldn't bear it. 
 
    But Varick was strong as hell and it took me by surprise as he shoved me aside, rolling to try and gain his feet. I fell atop him again and he rolled beneath me, grabbing hold of my throat as I snapped my jaws an inch from his face. He was fighting back and not in a useless human way, but with Immortal strength. 
 
    “Varick!” Selena cried and I spotted Reason's white body in my periphery, pinning her down. 
 
    Cass was brawling with Mekiah and Nadine, the sounds of snapping teeth and snarls filling the air. 
 
    Selena threw something in our direction and a small bottle of pills rolled into Varick's side. 
 
    He tried to reach for them and I clamped my jaw around his arm. He gasped in pain. 
 
    Sorry bro. 
 
    I gnawed on it until he slammed a punch into my head. My world spun. I stumbled to the side, my paws jabbing clumsily into his chest. 
 
    Varick got hold of the bottle and I couldn't help but wonder what the hell was in it. He threw his weight at me and two hundred pounds of pure muscle knocked me to the ground. He clambered atop me, uncorking the bottle with his teeth and spitting the cap onto the floor.  
 
    I writhed madly beneath him as he tried to lock me in place with his thighs. 
 
    Cass let out a high-pitched whine and my heart turned into a lump of ice. 
 
    Varick took hold of my throat, pressing me down to the ground.  
 
    How are you so strong? 
 
    Had to admit, I was bloody glad he was. Killing him would have shattered my heart. I couldn't lose him. Not again. 
 
    My claws tore his shirt, ripped up his arms, but he barely flinched, hissing through his teeth as he took a pill from the bottle. I knocked his arm and the remaining pills scattered across the floor. The bite I'd inflicted on his arm was healing, knitting over as if he were still a Vampire. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    I lunged upwards, trying to bite him again, Ulvic's order still running thick in my veins. 
 
    Someone's hands clamped over my head and I caught sight of Selena's dark hair as she held me down. 
 
    Growling and barking still reached me. Cass must have been holding off my pack alone. But at what cost? 
 
    My heart hammered out of tune. I tried to betray the command and go to her. I found enough strength in me to turn my head toward her. Varick prised my jaws open and something small and vile-tasting dropped to the back of my tongue. 
 
    He clamped my jaws shut, wrestling me down. I tried to gag, but the pill was sliding down my throat, the bitter taste filling my mouth, swamping my senses. 
 
    What the actual crap? 
 
    “Stay still, dammit,” Varick growled between his teeth. 
 
    Selena's hands were still locked around my head. She was scary-strong too. She might have been tough for a human, but never enough to hold a Werewolf down. What on earth was going on? 
 
    As the pill hit my stomach, something weird happened. A small chunk of willpower came back to me. I fell still in Varick's arms, the need to kill him easing a fraction. Enough to hold off the urge. 
 
    Varick raised his brows, looking hopeful as he glanced at Selena. 
 
    Cass howled in pain and a thump sounded her hitting the ground. 
 
    Panic rose in me. I turned sharply and Selena released me, standing and raising her gun. She fired two shots toward my pack and I howled in warning. I was torn between needing her to save Cass and not hurting my family. 
 
    Please don't kill them. 
 
    Paws thundered in our direction, surely Mekiah's. 
 
    “Stay back!” Selena demanded, firing a shot toward the ceiling. Chunks of rock crumbled over us. 
 
    I glanced around. None of my pack were hurt. Even from my upside-down view I could tell that the only one in trouble was Cass, lying on the ground unmoving. Reason's muzzle was stained red and my heart hammered out of control. Ulvic was gone. They no longer had to protect him. But was it too late? 
 
    The longer Varick held me down, the easier it became not to attack him. Hesitantly, he released my muzzle and I fought him off with a wild jerk of my body. I lurched away, sprinting toward Cass. I dropped down, pressing my nose into her neck. Still alive. She was breathing, but she had a deep wound on her flank. 
 
    She raised her head, rubbing her muzzle against mine to reassure me. Reason and Nadine stood before the lift doors, gazing at us with apologetic expressions. Mekiah was still standing between us and Selena and Varick, stopping them from approaching. 
 
    I let my body shift, my spine arching as the black fur receded into my body, revealing my naked skin. 
 
    The second I was human, I scooped Cass into my arms, marching straight to my door and breaking the lock with a sharp kick. Shouldering my way inside, I laid her on the bed. I tugged on some boxers as I took a tube of Larkspur from my bag. 
 
    When I turned to Cass, I found her back in her human form, draped across the bedsheets like a goddess. 
 
    I hurried to her, rolling her over and rubbing the Larkspur into her wounds. 
 
    “Thank you,” she sighed as I wrapped my arms around her, pressing kiss after kiss to her face. 
 
    She laughed softly then wrapped a sheet around herself, getting to her feet. 
 
    A knock came at the door and I answered it, letting in Selena and Varick. 
 
    I barred the way to the wolves, but they weren't feral now that the command wasn't necessary anymore, hanging their heads in shame. 
 
    “Shift,” I ordered. “And Nadine bring Cass some clothes.” I ushered them away and they headed for their rooms. 
 
    Shutting the door, I rounded on Varick. “What the hell did you feed me?” 
 
    “The cure to your obedience,” Varick announced, his chest puffing out. 
 
    “The what?” Cass asked in disbelief. 
 
    Selena beamed, embracing Cass, shaking her head as she stood back. “You're a Werewolf?” 
 
    Cass smiled. “Sort of. A lot has changed since I last saw you.” She shared a look with me and I gave her a roguish smile. 
 
    “So this cure?” I asked, dragging my gaze back to Varick. “It really works?” 
 
    “Well you didn't kill me, did you brother?” Varick smirked and I wrapped an arm around him, clapping him on the back. 
 
    Hope bloomed inside me like blossoms in spring. 
 
    “So I can kill Ulvic now?” I asked as if I was a kid begging for candy. 
 
    Cass released a light, musical laugh. “I want in.” 
 
    “It's a date, Firefly.” I grinned darkly. Yes, revenge was soon mine. I'd feast on Ulvic's body until there was nothing left of him. I grabbed some clothes from my bag, tugging on a black shirt and jeans, mimicking Selena and Varick's attire. Now we looked like superheroes. The low-budget kind. 
 
    Nadine entered, dressed in a tank top and jeans, holding a similar array of clothes in her hands. She bowed her head guiltily. “I'm so sorry about that.” 
 
    I snatched the clothes, hugging her before taking them to Cass. “No problem, Dina. Because guess what we've got?” 
 
    “What?” She frowned, glancing at Varick as he took a couple of loose pills out of his pocket; evidently he'd gathered them up from the floor. 
 
    “The cure to obedience,” I announced just as Mekiah and Reason appeared behind Nadine. 
 
    “There's only two left,” Varick said with a frown. 
 
    Reason tucked her hands into her pocket. “I'll go without, you guys are the best fighters anyway.” 
 
    My gut tugged uncomfortably. I didn't like the idea of one of us still being vulnerable to Ulvic if we ran into him. 
 
    “It's the only option we have,” Reason said when no one answered her. 
 
    “Fine,” I said at last. 
 
    Whilst Varick handed out the cure to Mekiah and Reason, Cass headed to the bathroom to get dressed. 
 
    “We should wait a little for the pills to take effect,” Selena suggested. 
 
    I nodded before following Cass into the bathroom, needing a brief moment alone before we made a plan. Because this was it. The moment we'd been waiting for. We were teetering on the edge of victory and I was ready to free-fall. 
 
    Cass dropped the sheet around her body onto the white tiles and a lump rose in my throat. I grinned wolfishly, dropping onto the toilet seat as she got dressed, enjoying the show. 
 
    “Pervert much?” she teased. 
 
    “Well I'm allowed to perve over my own mate, aren't I?” I'd used the word without thought, but her brows raised in response. 
 
    “Is that what I am?” She beamed. I swear she hid sun-rays in that face of hers. 
 
    I stood, taking her hand as she finished buttoning up her jeans. “We've done everything backwards. If I could start over, I'd do it all different. I'd never have let you out of my sight back in The Sanctuary. I would have-” 
 
    She pressed a finger to my lips, halting me. She swayed her hips as she moved into my arms, sliding her hands around my neck as she gazed up at me. “It's done. And I know it's not perfect, but it's our story.” 
 
    A smile took over my face and I bent my head to brush my lips over hers. “So do you wanna be my mate?” 
 
    “Yes,” she breathed and I stole a kiss to shame all other kisses. 
 
    When I finally let her go, I rubbed my hand over her tummy and said, “I can't wait to see Varick's face when I tell him I'm going to be a father.” 
 
    The door swung open and Varick stood there, arms folded, a smirk on his face. “Is this the look you were hoping for?” His eyes dropped to Cass's belly and Selena appeared at his side, taking in the bump. Her bright grey eyes flipped to Cass's for an explanation and I draped an arm over her shoulder, grinning smugly. 
 
    I gazed between the two of them. “Are you going to explain how you guys are super strong, can heal like Vampires and apparently have excellent hearing?” 
 
    Selena laughed. “Are you going to explain how Cass is a Werewolf and apparently pregnant with your baby?” 
 
    My grin grew and I gestured for Cass to go ahead. When she was done, Selena threw her arms around her, looking on the verge of tears. Happy tears, I hoped. I wasn't exactly a class A boyfriend, but still, I'd do anything for Cass and our child. Anything. 
 
    Varick explained about their miraculous shift into Immortal...what? Humans? Shit, that was gonna change things.  
 
    He clasped the back of my neck, shaking his head at me. “So...been busy, have we?” 
 
    I gave him a guilty look. He was one of the few people in the world whose approval I desired. 
 
    “You don't do things by halves, do you Jameson?” 
 
    “Are you just figuring that out now?” I tongued my cheek. 
 
    Varick laughed. “I suppose not. Which is why I know you'll make a fine father. I can't say I'm not surprised to see you falling for someone after all those years of bachelorhood. But much as you never thought yourself capable, I always knew you were.” 
 
    My heart did something weird. Part bungee jump, part cartwheel. 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered, pride swelling my heart. “You'll be the Godfather of course.” I grinned and Varick's eyes widened. “A pirate Godfather is about the coolest thing that could happen to a kid.” 
 
    “Barring his pirate stroke Werewolf father.” He nudged me and I elbowed him back harder. 
 
    “I think that's enough time. We can't waste another minute,” Mekiah called from the bedroom. 
 
    We returned to the room and I gazed at my pack, their expressions resilient and determined. 
 
    “We're really free from Ulvic?” Nadine asked, looking to me, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. 
 
    A smile caught one side of my mouth. “Guess there's only one way to find out...” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    Selena and Varick had come prepared with an arsenal so by the time we left the bedroom, each of us were laden with guns and knives. Even a few grenades. Most of which Jameson had tucked into his pockets. I had a pistol in one hand and a machete in the other. Things might have been about to get messy, but I was okay with that.  
 
    As we hurried into the stairwell, a black shadow swooped overhead and I glanced up in time to spot the crow dropping onto my shoulder. I flinched, my fear of the creature sharp from what a flock of them had done to me. Its talons didn't sink in as it perched on my shoulder though. 
 
    Everyone gathered around me, gazing at it and the small crow lifted a leg, cawing harshly in my ear. 
 
    “Someone get if off,” I said through my teeth, my heart pounding frantically in my chest. 
 
    Jameson reached out, cooing softly as if it was a baby. The crow hopped onto his hand and I spotted a blood-speckled piece of paper wrapped haphazardly around its leg. 
 
    Jameson took the note, unfurling it in his palm and I leant closer to read the message. 
 
      
 
    I came for you, but you were gone. I'm praying that means you escaped. 
 
    Meet me in the casino. I have your family. 
 
      
 
    -Silas 
 
      
 
    “It's from Silas.” I looked to the others. “He's a friend. We can trust him.” 
 
    “How do we know he wrote this note?” Jameson scrunched it up in his hand. 
 
    The bird wobbled precariously on his outstretched arm. 
 
    Selena dipped a hand into her pocket, taking out a similar note. “Someone called Silas wrote us this.” 
 
    She passed it to me and I held it next to the new note, comparing the handwriting. 
 
    “It's his,” I said, my spirits lifting. “Let's go.” 
 
    “What if it's a trap?” Mekiah growled. “We need to get out of here as soon as possible.” 
 
    Nadine shared a concerned glance with Reason. I didn't want my actions to get them hurt. This was my choice. But I could see in Selena and Varick's eyes that they weren't going anywhere. 
 
    “I'm not leaving my family,” I said firmly. “If you want to go, then you should.” I gestured for Mekiah to leave, but he remained rooted to the spot, looking to Jameson. 
 
    “Alpha?” he asked, his broad shoulders tensing. 
 
    “Cass is my mate now, so she's part of this pack,” Jameson said and the wolves immediately fell into line. 
 
    “We stay together then,” Mekiah replied, seeming completely at ease with that decision. 
 
    Satisfied, I led the way forward, hurrying up another few levels before heading through the door and guiding everyone into the red-walled casino. 
 
    The crow took off from Jameson's arm, flapping its wings as it soared across the room and landed on a little old man's shoulder. Beside him was Silas, Curt and my father. 
 
    I gasped in relief, running to them, hugging my family. 
 
    “Are we getting out of here?” Curt asked hopefully. He looked surprising well all things considered. 
 
    “Yes.” I beamed, my heart aching at the thought. We were so close to freedom. 
 
    I turned to Silas, taking in his white shirt, speckled with blood. “How did you get them out?” 
 
    Silas shrugged. “You know me, resourceful.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I breathed, relief filling me. 
 
    “You're not usually one to get your hands dirty,” Jameson poked at him as he moved to my side. 
 
    The old man chuckled darkly. “I suppose I was of no help?” 
 
    Silas smirked. “Like I said, resourceful. I freed Dresdon here and his birds took care of the guards.” 
 
    I glanced at my father who was sweating profusely. He looked like he had when I was a little girl, hankering for his next hit. 
 
    A loud bang sounded from the floor above us and everyone tensed. 
 
    “Let's go,” Varick growled. “I don't want to be here when those Watchers start searching the place.” 
 
    “The Watchers are here?” Silas asked in alarm. 
 
    I nodded, letting Varick explain as we started moving back toward the stairwell. Before we reached the door, two people burst through it. Jameson looked ready to tear off their heads, but relaxed at the sight of Mercy with a young man I didn't recognise. 
 
    “Baby Helsing.” Jameson beamed, pulling her into his arms. She was so small, she was immediately diminished by his folding muscles.  
 
    She pushed away from him, her bright blue eyes frantic. “The Watchers are here.” 
 
    “They're here for him,” Varick snarled at the man beside her. 
 
    “We need to hide,” Mercy urged, glancing into the casino over our shoulders. “They're after Colt. But if they find me, I'm screwed too.” 
 
    “We're not hiding, we're escaping,” Jameson announced. 
 
    “Is that possible?” Colt asked, his heavy brow dropping down to shadow his silvery eyes. 
 
    “If we hurry, come on,” Selena said, ushering them in the other direction. 
 
    No one complained. We headed into the stairway, charging back down, letting Selena and Varick guide the way toward the exit they'd discovered. Jameson stayed at my side and with every step we took, hope bloomed in my chest. 
 
    We're getting out. We're going to be free at last. 
 
    We ran into the corridor we'd found Selena and Varick in previously and they led us to the door at the far end of it. 
 
    The air shuddered around me and a chill spread over my skin, warning me danger was close. 
 
    Varick slammed to a halt as a dark figure twisted into reality before us, the air seeming to bend and morph around them. A man appeared, barring our way to the door. He was dressed in black armour with a jackal mask on his head, covering every inch of his face. He held an axe aloft, looking sharp enough to cleave a person in two. 
 
    “The prisoner is here,” he spoke in a gravelly tone, but the words resounded through the entire resort, echoing back to us like his voice was capable of moving through the air itself. 
 
    His long snout angled toward Selena and a heavy breath sounded from within his mask. “Selena Grey. Enemy of the Hunters.” 
 
    Varick shifted closer to Selena, raising his gun to point at the Watcher. “Let us pass.” 
 
    The Watcher shifted his attention to Varick. “Hm.” He lifted his axe, gazing across our group. “A fine catch. Most of you oppose the Hunters, and you shall pay the price. Come quietly, and your lives will be spared.” 
 
    My lungs compressed as panic fluttered my heart. 
 
    “Not gonna happen.” Jameson lifted his pistol and fired. 
 
    The Watcher shifted like lightning and the bullet planted in the door behind him, ripping through it with a loud crack. 
 
    He moved in a flash, raising his axe and charging toward Jameson like a deadly storm. I cried out, lifting my own gun, pulling the trigger again and again. The Watcher evaded the bullets, bringing his axe down hard. 
 
    Silas shoved Jameson aside and the axe split the ground apart between them. The Watcher wrenched it free and everyone in the group started firing their weapons. The bullets that managed to find their targets pinged harmlessly off of the Watcher's amour.  
 
    Dresden cried out, “Devil!” and his flock of crows swarmed toward our assailant, circling and pecking him. But the attack was useless, no skin was on show and if our bullets couldn't penetrate the armour, there was no way their beaks could. 
 
    The Watcher raised his arms wide, small sparks spraying from his armour as the bullets impacted. 
 
    The air around us shifted and the lights dimmed and flickered. I was plunged into darkness, my feet leaving the ground. I flailed before me, trying to find something to hold onto, then my feet slammed into the ground and my eyesight returned. Somehow, our group had been transported to the golden entrance hall where six more Watchers awaited us, standing in a crescent around a bloody man on his knees. Rockley Jones. My stomach lifted. He was beaten and bruised, his mouth swollen and dripping blood. Piles of dead guards were strewn across the room, their spilled blood mingling with each other's. 
 
    A woman at the centre of the Watchers wearing a huge headdress gave us an appraising look. 
 
    My heart sunk like a stone. 
 
    She moved with grace around Rockley Jones, approaching us. No one fired. It was clearly pointless anyway. I stared at her, waiting for her next move, crows flapping in my periphery as they returned to Dresden's shoulders. 
 
    “Compliments to you, Azrael,” she spoke to the Watcher who had captured us. 
 
    He bowed his head before joining the rest of the jackal-masked men. 
 
    The woman paused before us, her cold eyes assessing as they swept over us. “I am the Priestess Mortifer. High ruler of Dødstårn. There are many amongst you who have betrayed the old laws. But some of you will go free today.” She pointed at my father and Curt. “Humans, you will not be harmed, your presence here is of Rockley Jones' doing.” Her eyes travelled to Silas then the Werewolves, all but Jameson. “And you four have caused no harm as I see it, but I sense a wrath in you that must be stilled. Remember the laws and heed this warning.” 
 
    None of them answered, glaring back at her, seeming as ready for a fight as the rest of us. My eyes were set on Rockley. I wanted him dead; I'd never seen him at this much of a disadvantage. And after what he'd done to me, I needed my revenge. 
 
    Mortifer's eyes moved from my friends to me. Her gaze slid to my belly and she sucked in a quiet breath. “The Oracles have spoken of you, Cassandra Hollins. You carry within you a cursed child. A boy. One who shall seek to overthrow us in time. But that can be avoided...” 
 
    My heart hammered furiously beneath my rib cage. A boy? Was she telling the truth? Did she really know something about my baby? 
 
    I shared a concerned look with Jameson and he side-stepped closer to me. 
 
    Mortifer pivoted to face the other Watchers, evidently having no fear about turning her back on us. “You shall be spared today Rockley, for the good you have done in the past. But do not forget your place in this world. You will be closely observed from this day forward.” 
 
    Not if I have anything to do with it. 
 
    “Of course, forgive me, my lady. But please spare my son. Take the others, but not him,” Rockley begged, pushing himself up to sit. He seemed angry, desperate, his eyes wheeling from Colt to Mortifer. 
 
    “You would protect a man who has broken a hundred laws? Killed our kind? Brutally and without mercy?” Mortifer asked, her voice slicing through the air like a blade. 
 
    Rockley began to tremble, bowing his head. “I do not forgive his actions. But as a father, I cannot bear to see him imprisoned. Hunters do not survive Dødstårn. You know that by taking him you are serving him a death sentence.” 
 
    “Immortals die there too, Rockley. He will have the same chance as them.” 
 
    Rockley bowed his head, giving in. 
 
    “Accolt Jones.” Mortifer's eyes swung to him. “We've searched for you for a very long time. And now I see you are keeping the company of other traitors.” Her eyes slid over Mercy who stiffened. 
 
    “We're not going with you,” Mercy breathed, lifting her gun. 
 
    I could sense this was about to escalate and a tingle of anticipation ran down my spine. 
 
    Mortifer released a tinkling laugh, glancing around the room. “There is one more traitor missing,” she snarled. “Where is Ulvic Hund? I have word that he is here.” 
 
    “Ulvic?” Rockley questioned, getting shakily to his feet. 
 
    At the mention of his name, Jameson's back straightened and my heart quickened. 
 
    Mortifer turned to Rockley. “The Helsings informed us of his misgivings before their untimely demise. He assisted Selena Grey and her allies in releasing hundreds of Vampires on a crowd of humans on the Isle of Lidelse.” 
 
    Rockley ran a hand over the back of his neck. “I don't know where he is.” 
 
    I tensed, wishing he was here so I could sink my teeth into him. 
 
    “No matter.” Mortifer turned toward us once more, raising her arms either side of her. “We'll come back for him.” 
 
    I knew, in that moment, we were done for. She was going to take us. Arrest us. Send us to some Immortal prison where I would have to birth my child. 
 
    Not if I can help it though. 
 
    I started running, not thinking as my eyesight began to blur. I took a knife from my hip. If bullets didn't hurt these Watchers, maybe a blade could. 
 
    “Firefly!” Jameson shouted. He was close, just on my heels. 
 
    Mortifer whipped a hand sideways to stop me. I ducked it, bringing the blade up toward her pale throat, adrenaline surging. She caught my wrist at the last second, the point of the knife touching her collar bone. A single line of blood ran down from the cut, but not nearly enough. 
 
    “You dare try to kill me?” Mortifer snarled, bending my wrist hard until it was on the point of breaking. I released a whimper of pain and the blade clattered from my hand as Jameson collided with us, trying to pull me away. Mortifer lifted her sword, swinging it at Jameson. 
 
    “No!” I screamed, lurching toward him, heart pounding. 
 
    An explosion tore through the room. I staggered from the blast, stumbling into Jameson and we crashed to the floor, avoiding the swipe of Mortifer's sword. My pulse sky-rocketed. 
 
    Jameson held me close as my ears rang and my vision trembled. Gunfire rattled around the room. 
 
    Our friends were firing, but they weren't the only ones. Confusion gripped me as I tried to work out what was happening. 
 
    Beyond us, at the far end of the lobby, people were pouring out of the golden lift doors. Brendan led the line. Behind him were our friends. Nirena, Darrell, Twyla-Rae, Sakura, even Decon who'd we'd saved from Rockley's old resort. Behind them was another line of Immortals, all armed to the teeth. The Vampires looked different, their skin warmer, flushed with a human kind of glow. I didn't have time to wonder why as Jameson dragged me to my feet and we stepped forward to help the fight. Silas ran to my side, firing his rifle again and again.  
 
    My hands trembled with adrenaline as I lifted my gun, joining the barrage of fire against the Watchers. They weren't hurt by the attacks, but it held them off, stopping them from getting too close too fast. A hole was ripped into the floor in front of the Jackals. They held their axes high, letting the bullets ricochet off of their armour as they stepped around the hole to intercept Brendan and the others. We weren't hurting them, not even a little. 
 
    “Selena!” Brendan cried. “Run!” 
 
    Someone jumped up from behind the reception desk and my heart lurched at the sight. Ulvic bloody Hund. Coward. 
 
    He fled past us and I turned my gun toward him, panic rearing through me at the thought of him escaping. Mortifer stepped into my way, raising her sword to fight me. 
 
    “No!” I gasped in alarm, lurching backwards to avoid a swing of the blade. 
 
    A ping sounded as a small metal object bounced between us, landing before Mortfier's feet. Fear sped through me as my eyes fell to it. A grenade. 
 
    Someone dragged me backwards and threw me to the ground as the blast tore through the floor. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder, finding Silas holding me down, panting in my ear. It took a moment for me to regain my senses, my breaths coming in ragged pants. 
 
     Mortifer had teleported to the other side of the room, joining the Jackals as they cut down our allies. I wanted them to run, to escape.  
 
    Several of the Immortals had fallen, their bodies bloodied and mangled on the ground, but I couldn't tell who was amongst the carnage. 
 
    “We have to run,” Silas breathed in my ear. 
 
    Hands hauled me upright and I found Jameson there, his eyes pinned on Silas. “Did you just throw a grenade at my girlfriend!?” 
 
    “Not at her,” Silas growled. 
 
    “He saved me,” I said quickly, pushing away from both of them. 
 
    Ulvic was at the lift, leaping inside. The doors slid across. 
 
    No. 
 
    I spotted Brendan being shielded by Sakura and Darrell. He had his hands raised, chanting something loudly. My mind whirled. We had to get out of there. 
 
    “Stop him!” Mortifer cried, making a beeline for Brendan. Colt sprinted toward her, looking like he was planning a rugby tackle. Mercy tore after him, firing a gun someone had given her, the shots ringing off the heads of the Jackals. 
 
    Mortifer swung her sword high above Sakura's head. She flinched, but the sword never fell. The air twisted and writhed around us. The Watchers started to disappear with screams and cries of frustration. 
 
    Mortifer turned as Colt crashed into her, but her form shuddered and trembled as if she was about to evaporate. She grabbed Colt by the arm and swung toward Mercy in the same movement. In a flash, the three of them were gone. 
 
    Silence fell in the wake of the Watchers' absence. My heart hammered in my chest. 
 
    “No!” Rockley cried. “My son!” 
 
    My eyes wheeled to him, bloody and broken on the floor. Unarmed. 
 
    I tore toward him at speed, murder on my mind. Rockley spotted me coming, scrambling to his feet and sprinting toward the reception desk. 
 
    Someone grabbed my arm, forcing me to a halt. I turned, finding Jameson there. His eyes were wild. “We don't have time.” 
 
    I gazed longingly after Rockley as he made it to the lift doors that led back into the resort. Lifting my gun, I took a measured breath and pulled the trigger. The bullet slammed into his shoulder. He cried out in anger, stumbling into the lift, the doors closing smoothly behind him. Jameson pulled me away as disappointment rolled through me. 
 
    He dragged me into a run and we sped toward Brendan and the others, my heart pattering out of control. 
 
    “What did you do?” Jameson demanded of Brendan. 
 
    Brendan opened his hand, revealing a black symbol burnt into his palm. “I banished them. But not for long. I closed the Ianuae Magicae in this area. But it won't hold. We have minutes at most.”  
 
    Selena ran forward, throwing her arms around him. 
 
    He squeezed her tight then led us toward the lift. “Everyone – this way!” 
 
    We ran after him, the survivors all piling into the lift. I eyed my friends. Everyone I loved was alive. And that was a small miracle. But I couldn't help but be angry with myself for letting Rockley go. 
 
    Jameson and I were squashed into the back of the lift next to Silas. 
 
    I eyed my family, thankful they'd survived the onslaught. Dad pressed close to Curt, holding onto him like he was the only solid thing in the world. 
 
    “So you saved Cass,” Jameson muttered to Silas as the lift rose upwards, making my stomach spin from the speed it was moving. 
 
    “Of course,” Silas muttered. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jameson said through his teeth like it pained him to do so. 
 
    Silas eyed him for a moment, a grin tugging at his mouth. “Are we having a moment?” he whispered. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jameson muttered. “Why does liking you hurt so much?” 
 
    Silas chuckled. “Cass never found it that hard.” 
 
    Jameson's lips pursed. “It's gone. I hate you again.” 
 
    Silas's laughter rang out and I shook my head at them. 
 
    “How did you get here so fast?” Varick asked Brendan. 
 
    “My Viden friend had a plane. And it was damn lucky she did, or you'd all be in prison by now.” The back of Brendan's neck turned red. 
 
    The lift jerked to a halt and the doors parted. Cool air washed over us from the enormous underground car park stretching out before us. Silence followed. 
 
    Brendan stepped out first and everyone edged after him.  
 
    “Wolves, come to me!” Ulvic's voice echoed through the chamber. 
 
    Jameson smirked, stalking forward, but Reason pushed through the group and fled across the cavern. 
 
    “No!” Jameson roared, taking chase. 
 
    A car engine roared and I spotted Ulvic in a black Volvo, accelerating toward the exit. He pulled up next to Reason, letting her in. Jameson was three feet behind, lifting his gun, but they were already pulling away. He fired shot after shot at the vehicle, crying out his fury. 
 
    The car turned into the tunnel and I lost sight of it. 
 
    “Brendan- car keys – now!” Jameson demanded, sprinting back to us. 
 
    There were three vehicles lined up next to each other. Two black vans and one red Corvette. Brendan chucked him a bunch at random and Jameson pressed a button. The lights on the Corvette flashed and he dashed inside, kicking the engine into gear. 
 
    My heart beat out of tune. I fled toward him and he drove the car up beside me, letting me in. 
 
    I barely had the door closed before he slammed the gear stick backwards and revved the engine hard, flying toward the tunnel. 
 
    “What about the others?” I glanced back over my shoulder. 
 
    “There's plenty of room in those vans. I don't need any extra people weighing us down. And I can't let him take Reason.” 
 
    I nodded, my heart beating frantically as we sped down the passageway, the ultraviolet lights flooding over us. 
 
    At the far end of the tunnel, Ulvic's car sped out into the sunlight. Jameson was driving at nearly a hundred miles an hour by the time we exited too. Ulvic was already winding up the dirt track toward the top of the quarry. We had to slow a little as we bumped over the rocky road. 
 
    Jameson leant across me, pulling my seat belt into place, his eyes firmly on the road. 
 
    “You're not wearing yours,” I said, nodding to it. 
 
    “I know,” he said. “Because I'm planning on getting out soon.” 
 
    “What?” I breathed, fear winding its way through my organs. 
 
    He offered me a cheeky grin in response. “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Well whenever you have that expression, you do something crazy. So I'm gonna say no.” 
 
    “But do my crazy plans usually pay off?” 
 
    “Well...yes, but-” 
 
    “Then you do trust me.” 
 
    I laughed. “Okay, I trust you. Just please don't get yourself killed. This baby needs its daddy.” 
 
    He raised his hand between us, his little finger extended. “Pinky promise.” 
 
    I locked my finger with his. “Break the promise and I'll break your pinky.” 
 
    “Harsh, baby. But alright. Because if I break the promise I'll be dead anyway.”  
 
      
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Jameson 
 
      
 
    This had the potential to be a shit-quake of mass proportions. But as I gained on Ulvic, flying along the road above the quarry at high-speed, I knew it would be worth it. Because if that arsehole escaped me, I was never going to live it down. Plus, he had Reason. And I wasn't going to let him hurt a single member of my pack ever again. 
 
    I placed my pistol in Cass's lap. “Give him a warning.” 
 
    She slid the window down, leaning out of it as she took aim, firing at the back of it. The rear window exploded and Ulvic swerved left and right. Bet he was sweating like a whore in a church right about now. 
 
    I'm coming for you Hundy-kins. 
 
    I flipped on the radio and the persistent, pounding bass of The Chain thrummed through the car, soaking my soul in Fleetwood Mac's finest. Seemed like fate was on my side today. 
 
    “Take the wheel, baby.” I winked at Cass beside me and she frowned, but did as I said. “Good, now climb into my seat.” 
 
    “How am I going to do that with you in it?” she questioned, but I answered by opening the driver's window, taking hold of the roof and climbing out. The car swerved violently, slowing as the acceleration dropped. 
 
    “Jameson!” Cass cried as she unclipped her seat belt and dove into my seat. 
 
    I hopped onto the bonnet, holding on with one hand as I crouched in place. We sped up and I glanced back at my girl in the driver's seat with a grin. She shook her head at me, but smiled keenly, pressing the accelerator harder so we gained on Ulvic again. 
 
    I braced myself as we got closer to the Volvo. 
 
    Now for the tricky bit. 
 
    As the two cars' bumpers almost collided, I dove forward, grabbing onto the back of Ulvic's vehicle and clambering up onto the roof. He weaved hard left and right, trying to throw me off, but I held on tight, hugging the car to my body. 
 
    I scooted forward, rolling down the windscreen and catching hold of the wipers to keep my grip, digging my heels into the bonnet. 
 
    I gazed into the car and Ulvic's terrified gaze met mine. Reason was beside him, gazing at me with an apologetic look. Ulvic sped up and Cass slowed, leaving me to it. Me and Ulvic. One on one. That was how this was gonna go down. 
 
    Adrenaline poured through me in waves. Heat spread down my spine, urging me to turn, but I wanted to be human for this. I wanted my face to be the last thing Ulvic ever saw. 
 
    “Get off the car!” he bellowed. An order. 
 
    I grinned, raising my middle finger against the window. “I'm not your wolf any more, Ulvic!” 
 
    His eyes widened in horror and he gazed at Reason who nodded to confirm it. 
 
    “Get off the car!” he tried again. And failed. That terrified expression of his was worth ten tonnes of gold. 
 
    Cass's car got lost in the dust as he sped along the dirt track, bumping wildly along the rocky terrain. 
 
    “You can't be free! It's not possible!” Ulvic cried. 
 
    I reached around to the driver's window, punching it awkwardly. It took three hard thumps to break it. The glass exploded, showering over Ulvic. 
 
    He slammed on the breaks with a cry of fright. The car skidded across the ground and as he jammed up the handbrake I was thrown from the bonnet, hitting the track and rolling across it, bumping over every stone and root as I went. Ow. 
 
    I was on my feet in a flash, storming toward the car. 
 
    He revved the engine and I grinned. “Do your worst,” I muttered to myself. 
 
    The car sped toward me and I eyed the fury in Ulvic's eyes as he tried to mow me down. I took out a gun from the back of my jeans, aiming it directly at him. He swerved to the right and he lost control of the car, nearly driving it into a ditch. 
 
    As he slammed to a halt, I ran to the driver's door, ripping it open. “That was a spectacular fail, Ulvic.” 
 
    “Get away – you can't hurt me!” he snapped. 
 
    “I'm free. You can't order me around anymore.” 
 
    I dragged him out by the collar and he was yanked backwards in the seat belt, gargling as it choked him. I reached inside, unclipping it and he slumped into the dirt at my feet. 
 
    “Jameson!” Reason cried from the car, but I ignored her. 
 
    Ulvic scrambled to his knees, gripping my jeans. “Please, please. My Alpha, forgive me. I was going to come back for you and the others. I was going for help.” 
 
    His fingers dug into my thighs, his dusky eyes wide and desperate as he gazed up at me. 
 
    I considered him, kicking him off of my legs as I stepped back. 
 
    My gaze narrowed. “Does your tongue do anything but lie?” 
 
    He crawled toward me on his hands and knees, reaching for my shoes and clinging on for dear life. I remained still as he got to his feet, trembling from head to toe, reaching out to me. “P-please, Jameson. We can still w-work things out. It doesn't have to b-be this way.” 
 
    The stutter was kind of satisfying seeing as I'd caused it. I didn't think I'd ever scared Ulvic. But things had changed. Guess he knew how powerful I was. The command he'd had over me was gone. Which made me a killing machine, capable of doing anything I liked to him. But I wasn't going to rush this meal. I deserved time to dwell on it. Enjoy it. Devour every bloody bite, medium-rare. 
 
    A bead of sweat sailed over Ulvic's brow. He looked pathetic. Which was exactly what he was. 
 
    “You just tried to run me over,” I pointed out and his face paled. 
 
    He reached for something behind his back and he extracted a large knife, pointing it at me. 
 
    “What's the plan, Ulvic?” I asked. “You gonna stab me in the back? 'Cause if you hadn't noticed, you already did that.” 
 
    “Reason, come here,” he commanded and she slid out of the car, moving around it toward us. I tensed, wondering if he was going to make her fight me. Lifting my gun, I aimed it at him. 
 
    “Jameson, don't!” Reason cried and I hesitated because of the desperate look in her eyes. 
 
    “Hold him off,” Ulvic commanded her.  
 
    She collided with me and I grabbed her arms as she tried to fight me, stumbling back. 
 
    “Reason,” I snarled as she shuddered, about to turn. “I'm sorry,” I breathed, locking an arm around her throat and squeezing. I yanked her hard back against me. She fought wildly, choking out my name. 
 
    The ticking of an ignition caught my ear. 
 
    No, no, no. This was all going up shit-creek. 
 
    Come on, pass out little cub. 
 
    Reason fell unconscious in my arms and I laid her on the side of the track with another murmured apology. 
 
    Glancing up, I found Ulvic struggling to start the car. 
 
    I rose to my feet, storming toward him, lifting my gun. I aimed at his leg, taking the shot and he cried out in pain as blood poured from his thigh. 
 
    Storming toward him, I grabbed hold of the back of his trench coat and dragged him out of the car. I hauled him around to the passenger seat, lifting him and dumping him inside. Snatching his knife, I launched it into the nearest field. 
 
    Ulvic's leg was hanging out of the car so I slammed the door on it for good measure and he screamed. 
 
    “Oops. Let me get that for you.” I grabbed his foot and shoved his leg inside before closing the door with a sharp snap. 
 
    I hurried to the driver's seat, dropping in and pressing my foot to the accelerator. 
 
    “W-where are w-we g-going?” he stuttered, holding the bloody wound on his thigh. 
 
    I ignored him, playing with the radio and halting as Ain't That A Shame by Fats Domino came on. 
 
    I threw him a smile. His face was draining of colour fast. Blood was soaking into the seat. I had to hurry up. I didn't want Ulvic to miss the finale. 
 
    Picking up my pace, I turned the Volvo onto the grass, off-roading my way across the bumpy hill. When I was a decent distance from the road, I tugged up the handbrake and pulled my belt free from my jeans. I patted the wheel and when he didn't immediately place his hand there, I snatched his wrist and tethered it to the wheel with my belt. 
 
    “Please, Jameson! Please!” 
 
    I took a grenade from my pocket and pulled the pin out with my teeth, spitting it out of the broken window. 
 
    “Ah!” Ulvic winced away from me, pressing himself against the passenger door. “You're mad – you'll kill us both!” 
 
    I kept my thumb on the trigger, taking his other hand – which was clammy as hell – and placed the grenade in it, positioning his thumb over the trigger. 
 
    “Careful with that, we don't want any accidents.” I smirked. 
 
    Tears sailed down Ulvic's cheeks and a whole lot of realisation filled his eyes. The kind of look that said I'm about to die. And what d'ya know? He was right. There wasn't a chance in hell he was going to survive the next few minutes. Possibly not even the next thirty seconds. 
 
    I leant toward him, pressing my forehead to his, my eyes boring holes into his dusky blues. “It's been fun, Ulvic. Really, we had some laughs. Shame you had to ruin it. But I don't do fourth chances. And we've done second and third I'm afraid. Plus this isn't really for me anyway. It's for them. My family, who you killed. Not me. You. And this is their revenge.” I winked, leaning back and stepping smoothly out of the car, pressing the lock button on the keys – just in case. 
 
    Taking a second grenade, I pulled the pin and chucked it into the back seat. 
 
    Ulvic turned, flailing madly as he tried to reach it, but with his arm tied and his other hand still holding the grenade, he couldn't. 
 
    I sprinted toward a mound of earth, diving behind it as his screams sailed to high heaven. “JAMESON!” The last word he'd ever say. My name. That was a sweet kind of justice in itself. 
 
    BOOOOOOOM. 
 
    Fire roared overhead, singeing my hair. But I relished every second. Every god-damn juicy moment. The burning, the smoke, the heat, the pounding of my heart like it was a horse going for gold in Royal Ascot. And most of all, the silence that followed, confirming his death. I glanced over the mound to check, and sure enough he was reduced to a skeletal husk, the car around him shredded, the metal bending and buckling above his corpse. 
 
    I stood, brushing down the dirt from my jeans and flattening my shirt as I turned to face the road. Cass had pulled up in the red Corvette, standing outside it, gazing at me as if she wasn't sure whether to run to me or stay put. 
 
    The two vans sat behind it and my pack stood beside one of them, gazing toward the burning car. Reason was with them, her face pale, tears staining her cheeks. She'd get over it. I guess she'd never really accepted Ulvic's betrayal of us. But as she turned to me, she gave me a small nod of approval and my heart swelled. 
 
    The look in Nadine and Mekiah's eyes was an even greater reward than killing Ulvic. They looked proud, satisfied, even a little weepy. Nadine took a step forward, but Cass beat her to it, finally making her decision as she sped toward me, crashing into my arms. I breathed in the sweetness of her hair, the feel of her hands clinging to me, her hard kisses pressing to my cheeks, my lips. 
 
    “It wasn't pretty,” I muttered. 
 
    “He didn't deserve pretty,” she whispered, gazing up at me with watery eyes. “I'm so proud of you.” 
 
    “Even though I went a little psycho? Do you think I overdid it?” I didn't want her opinion of me to change. Maybe she thought this was a bit extreme. Even for me. 
 
    She shook her head. “If anything you could have done worse.” She laughed through her tears and I wiped them gently from her cheeks, half-tempted to lick them just to devour this moment a little further. Yeah, psycho might have been the word for me right then. 
 
    “Oh really?” I teased.  
 
    She sniffed on another laugh. “Alright, maybe not.” 
 
    I lowered my tone, rubbing my nose against hers. “I didn't want to be like them. Like Rockley and the other Hunters. Torture isn't my thing, even for him. All I wanted was for him to know that this was it. To see the same fear in his eyes that he made me feel. Like the world was ending.” 
 
    She slammed her mouth to mine and I lifted her into my arms, marching her back to the car. I saluted my pack before planting Cass in the driver's seat and taking the passenger's side. 
 
    “I'm driving?” She grinned. 
 
    “Yeah, I wanna look at that burning wreckage for as long as I can.” 
 
    She took off down the road and I gazed at the wing mirror, keeping my eyes fixed on the billowing smoke and angry flames. It felt like that fire was going to burn on forever. And in a way, it was. I was never going to let this memory die. It was going to live in my heart always, because to me, it represented freedom. Despite having the cure to Werewolf obedience, killing him was my true salvation. That and the girl beside me who had never given up on me. And the little child in her stomach that was going to make me a father. And a damn good one at that. 
 
      
 
    *★* 
 
      
 
    We returned to London. Brendan said it was safer to stay amongst the human population for a while. The Watchers wouldn't reveal themselves in front of humans, it was one of the few defences we had against them now. 
 
    Knowing they had Mercy was a crushing blow. But there wasn't anything we could do. She would be imprisoned alongside Colt. Sent to live out a sentence in Dødstårn for God only knew how long. I wanted to help. I really did. But there didn't seem to be any way to do so. We couldn't get close to the Watchers without them taking us too. 
 
    So we checked into a hotel. Brendan paid. Legend that he was. Even got Cass and I our own room. It wasn't anything fancy. But we had a bed and a shower. Which was pretty much all I needed for the foreseeable future. I didn't care what we did next. We'd make it work. Find somewhere to go, somewhere to make a new life. For now, all I wanted was time. Time to love Cass like she deserved. Time to think about our future. Time to revel in us. Our new family. 
 
    Cass lay in my arms beneath the sheets, curled up beside me, sleeping soundly against my shoulder. Light filtered through the net curtains, shimmering across the bed, bathing us in a cloud of beauty. 
 
    I lay my fingers over her bump and the baby kicked my palm. Not hard enough to wake her apparently. Just enough to let me know our kid was going to be a little fighter. A boy, according to Mortifer and her Oracle friends. I'd always liked the idea of a son. But frankly, I wouldn't have cared what it was. I was going to love it with every inch of my heart. Even if it did have a wolf's head. 
 
    Maybe we should get a scan done... 
 
    We probably couldn't risk a human doctor prodding at Cass in case they noticed she wasn't normal. Her heart didn't beat like a human's. Maybe our kid's wouldn't either. 
 
    A knock came at the door and I slid reluctantly out of bed, pulling on a pair of boxers. 
 
    Opening it, I found Silas standing there with a bag in his hand, wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, looking unusually casual. 
 
    “New clothes?” I folded my arms, glancing down his attire. 
 
    “I went shopping,” he said simply, leaning sideways to try and get a look over my shoulder. “Is Cass here? I want to say goodbye.” 
 
    “Goodbye?” Cass appeared, tying a fluffy white dressing gown around herself. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I have to go back to work. Get things in order,” he replied with a taut frown. He reached out a hand, passing Cass a mobile phone. “My number's already on it. If you need anything, I'm just a phone call away.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, tucking the phone into a pocket in her gown. “What about Rockley? Won't he come after you?” 
 
    “I'm still going to continue with my work. He needs me for that...but I'll keep my distance.” 
 
    “When you reveal Immortals to the world, you mean?” I bit at him. “Which, by the way, if I haven't already told you is a thick-as-shit idea.” 
 
    Silas pressed his lips together. “You don't understand.” 
 
    I leant against the door-frame. “Yeah, I do. You want money. Or power. Whatever the latest world-dominating fad is. You want it. Just like Rockley.” 
 
    Silas sighed, looking to Cass then back to me. “This isn't about money. Or power for that fact. It's about finishing the work I started. Do you have any idea how many human diseases will be cured when I bring V blood onto the market?” 
 
    “If you were that much of a philanthropist, you'd hand it out for free,” I drawled. 
 
    “And how would I fund my projects? How would I continue to make these cures? I will have to expand, hire new workers, up my security-” 
 
    I lifted a hand into his face to stop him. “Save it for your speech. I'm sure you have one planned for when you deliver this news to the world. Oh and I'm sure you have quite the little line about how the Immortals won't harm any of the humans, even though when some of them get hungry, they can't help themselves.” 
 
    “And why would they even need to encounter Immortals?” Silas volleyed. 
 
    I raised my brows. “You don't honestly think the Immortals are going to stay in hiding once you tell the world about them? You're going to give them the green light to integrate with society. And some of us aren't the friendly wolf kind.” 
 
    “It will be dealt with.” 
 
    “Immortal rights,” I said. 
 
    “What?” Silas frowned. 
 
    “Have you thought about Immortal rights? You know, even animals have rights in the world. But Immortals don't have anything as it stands. What's to stop them being taken advantage of? Even you and your company don't care about rounding us up and doing experiments on us. The whole scientific world will be hankering to cut up Immortals and see how they work.” 
 
    Silas sighed heavily. “I'm working on it, really. And I'm making big changes in my company. The Immortals will be paid in future. Not forced. They will be volunteers. And that money will be useful to them when they are allowed into society.” 
 
    “Sure, Vampires will be lining up to buy a studio flat in Covent Garden,” I said dryly. “Are you even thinking about the repercussions of this Silas? Many Immortals have different needs to humans. Some of them won't want to live harmoniously alongside humans. Some of them will want to cut off their heads and eat the insides.” 
 
    “I know,” Silas snarled. “This isn't going to be easy for anyone, but the benefits will far outweigh the negatives. Vampires will be kept well-fed. Donations will be required for anyone who wishes to drink V blood to cure illness. If the subject isn't capable, then a family member will have to step forward.” 
 
    “Right,” I snarled. “Well you've got it all planned out, haven't you, bud? So you'd better get back to ruining the world as we know it.” 
 
    Silas glared at me, turning to Cass. He held out his hand. “Here. It's the obedience cure. I had one of my employees bring it here. But I wouldn't order you around anyway, I hope you know that.” 
 
    She nodded, taking the pill from his palm. “Thank you.” 
 
    Silas's expression softened. “Goodbye. I wish you every happiness.” He glanced at me, his eyes softening. “Both of you.” 
 
    He headed off down the corridor and I called after him, “Let us know when you're going to press the big red button. I'd like to find my family a cave to hide out in while we ride out the end of the world.” 
 
    Silas ignored me, stepping into a lift at the end of the hall and disappearing behind the closing doors. 
 
    I was left with a niggling feeling of worry. That man might bring a lot of good to the world, but that was all he was focusing on. Couldn't he see how messed up this could get? And once Immortals were revealed, there was no going back. There could be government breakdowns, bloody wars- 
 
    Cass touched my arm. “Hey.” 
 
    I turned to her, my muscles tense with anxiety. 
 
    “He knows what he's doing. We can't change his mind.” She linked her hands behind my neck. “We don't have to be involved.” 
 
    “That's the problem,” I muttered. “I don't know if we're going to have a choice one day.” 
 
    She hushed me with a soft kiss. “We'll figure it out.” 
 
    I knew she was right. She was the Cat Woman to my Batman. Maybe we'd save the world one day, but not now, not today.  
 
    I walked her back into the room, kicking the door shut behind us. 
 
    She loosened her gown, letting it fall open and my heart thumped excitedly against my ribcage. “Are you trying to distract me? Because it's working.” 
 
    She giggled lightly. “Who me? Never.” 
 
    I scooped her into my arms, laying her on the bed, dropping on top of her. 
 
    “Forget about Silas,” she said against my neck, running her mouth up to my jaw. 
 
    Heat surged through me, making the light of the world centre entirely on her.  
 
    I caught her mouth against mine, murmuring, “Silas who?” 
 
   


 
  

   
 
    Cass 
 
      
 
    Three Months Later
  
 
    Having a baby was not the beautiful, magical experience everyone tells you it is. It was bloody and messy and sweaty and it damn well hurt. But the end result was worth it. 
 
    Two days after the birth, I sat on the sofa, nursing my little baby boy as Jameson strode and bounced around the room like a mad thing. We'd taken up residence in Ulvic's old home. Everyone from The Sanctuary had been reluctant to return to the Helsing castle so Nadine had suggested we head here. Ulvic certainly didn't need it any more. And despite my worries about the demons that lay here for Jameson, he hadn't minded. 
 
    “We'll make new memories,” he'd said. And already, the huge cabin on the island was full of happy moments. The Immortals were busying themselves building a new house further inland big enough for everyone. Brendan told us the Vampires had been cured, incredibly with the mix of Selena and Varick's blood, plus the light of the sun. They seemed happy. Most of them spent their time outdoors, soaking in the sun's rays. 
 
    “So we can't call him Jass? 'Cause that would be a totally cool combination of our names,” Jameson suggested for the hundredth time. Two days after his birth our baby still didn't have a name. He hadn't been born with a wolf's head, thank the Lord. But we didn't know yet what he had been born with. He drank milk like a normal newborn, so I wasn't too worried about his thirst for blood, though I still needed it on occasion, which was supplied courtesy of his Daddy-kins. He liked to show me his favourite memories, of him and Varick back in their pirate days, of the times we'd spent together – some a little raunchier than I was comfortable with.  
 
    Our son had my eyes, large and round like two emeralds, but it was clear he was going to have his father's dark blonde hair and a face that I would have to hide from girls when he got older. 
 
    “Or Jirefly?” Jameson's eyes rounded as he paused before me. 
 
    “Do you want our son to get bullied?” I laughed. I'd been thinking about a name all morning. And after I'd found an old scarred V on my underarm from Rockley, I'd had an idea. I didn't see the point in healing it. Jameson said it reminded him of how strong I was. He liked to kiss it. Like a lot. And I suppose I kinda liked that too. 
 
    “I was thinking...maybe we could call him something beginning with V?  To change the meaning of this...” I ran my free hand over the V next to where my son was nestled against me. He'd fallen asleep, so I pulled up my top, trying to drag my eyes away from his beautiful face. Did everyone think their kids were this gorgeous? He looked like a Siren on steroids. I'd spent the previous evening just staring at him for a full two hours whilst he slept in his cot. I hadn't even noticed the time passing. And when I'd finally looked up, I'd found Jameson there beside me doing the same thing. I'd had no recollection of him arriving, but it had made my heart melt knowing he loved our son as much as I did. 
 
    “V? Okay...I can work with that,” Jameson said, grinning. “How about Viking? Viking Fairfax. Shit that's an awesome name.” 
 
    “We aren't married, so maybe he'll be a Fairfax-Hollins.” 
 
    Jameson moved toward me, dropping to one knee and taking out something from his pocket. “Yeah, about that...Fairfax-Hollins just doesn't have the same ring to it as Fairfax solo.” He flipped open a tiny wooden box that looked hand-crafted and inside was a ring with an emerald surrounded with a little cluster of diamonds. 
 
    “Where the hell did you get that?” I gasped. 
 
    “London.” He beamed. “Stole Ulvic's credit card during my little kill mission, didn't I? Are you mad?” 
 
    “No,” I laughed. “He owes you more than his money.” 
 
    “I'm going to split the rest between the pack. He was loaded, baby. Now we are too.” 
 
    I grinned at him as he took the ring from the box. 
 
    “Anyway...um...” He looked shy for a second and it made my heart burn like it had been set alight. Jameson shy? Not possible. 
 
    He cleared his throat, holding out the ring and meeting my eyes with an intensity that made the smile drop from my face. “I love you, hell more than that. If there was a stronger word I'd tell you it, but it's all I've got, so it'll have to do. When I first met you, you looked like the brightest, shining light I'd ever seen. That light has lived in me ever since. I can't be without it, without you. I'd die, Cass. And you know that's true, because you've seen what happens when someone takes you away from me. If things had gone any other way, that light would have fizzled out inside me and taken my heart with it. So I want you to accept this ring, not to claim you as mine – although that would be awesome – but as a promise that you'll never leave me. That you'll never take that light away. And I'll do everything in my power to be worthy of it.” 
 
    My heart crumbled to dust then reformed into something hard, strong and invincible. 
 
    I leant forward, adjusting our baby to free my hand and let him slide the ring onto my finger. “You're my light too, Jameson. Of course I'll marry you.” 
 
    “Marry you? I was just giving you a ring.” He laughed and I punched his shoulder. 
 
    “You're an arsehole.” 
 
    “Shh, Varian's listening.” 
 
    “Varian?” I questioned. 
 
    “What do you think wifey?” 
 
    I thought about it. It sounded princely, which I liked. “Varian Fairfax?” 
 
    He nodded keenly. “Varian Jameson Junior Fairfax.” 
 
    I leant back against the sofa, grinning from ear to ear. “I like it.” 
 
    “Really, baby?” He bobbed up and down on his heels. 
 
    “Yes, snookums.” 
 
    Footsteps pounded downstairs and I spotted my brother and father walking toward us. They'd seemed pretty lost since their arrival, but neither of them were keen to go home either. 
 
    “How's my little nephew?” Curt asked. He'd changed into some of the pack's clothes, his shirt a little tight for his built frame. 
 
    “Perfect,” Jameson said. “He has a name now. Varian. Oh and we're engaged by the way.” 
 
    I lifted my hand to show them the ring and my dad's eyes sparkled. 
 
    “My baby girl, all grown up.” He moved to embrace me and Varian cooed softly in his sleep. 
 
    “Anyone seen Nadine about?” Curt asked after a round of hugs with Varian. 
 
    Jameson pressed his tongue into his cheek. “Why?” 
 
    Curt shrugged. “Just thought I could help out, you know...with the building or whatever.” 
 
    Jameson jerked his thumb toward the door. “She left early with the pack. I don't think she's into humans, bro. Sorry.” 
 
    “Maybe you could make me a Werewolf then?” Curt asked, his eyes alight with excitement. 
 
    Jameson raised his brows, looking to me. 
 
    “No,” I said on instinct. 
 
    “Why not?” Curt complained. 
 
    “Because you can't make life-changing decisions like that on a whim,” I said. 
 
    “It's not on a whim. I've thought about it for weeks. It looks cool.” Curt folded his arms. 
 
    “My brother-in-law has a point,” Jameson said, grinning. 
 
    “We're not married yet, Jameson,” I said, turning to Dad. “He can't just become a Werewolf because he wants to be, can he Dad?” 
 
    “Oh I don't know...it doesn't seem all that bad.” Dad chortled softly. 
 
    “See!” Curt ran out the door, calling behind him, “I'm going to get Nadine to turn me!” 
 
    “You are not!” I cried after him, but couldn't fight a laugh. 
 
    I didn't know if more Immortals in the world was a good idea, not with the coming changes that Silas had told us about. Still, offering my family immortality wasn't the worst idea on earth either. 
 
    Jameson reached down, taking Varian from my arms and hugging him to his chest. My heart squeezed out warm goo. It was too adorable seeing them together like that. The two people I loved more than anything in the world. 
 
    “Now Varian, when you grow up, you're not going to run around chasing women like Uncle Curt.” 
 
    I raised a brow in appraisal then Jameson went on. “You're going to listen to Daddy and have the women running after you instead.” 
 
    I shook my head. “If Daddy does that, then Mummy won't let him in her bed any more.” 
 
    Jameson barked a laugh, whispering to Varian, “Don't worry about that happening, Mummy can't resist me.” 
 
    “Jameson!” I got to my feet, planting my hands on my hips. Thank God for Larkspur. I was already healed from the birth. 
 
    “I'll put him down in his cot,” my Dad offered, looking like he wanted to escape the awkward conversation.  
 
    Sorry Daddy. 
 
    Jameson kissed Varian's head, passing him to my father who headed upstairs with him. 
 
    “You know it's true,” Jameson teased, laying his palms on my waist and pushing my hands aside. 
 
    “I can be rather resilient, I'll have you know.” I couldn't fight a grin at his expression. 
 
    “I do know,” he growled, dipping his head to kiss me. “Reason number eight hundred and sixty four of why I love you.” 
 
    “You have a list?” I asked against his mouth, my thoughts growing fuzzy from his touch. 
 
    “Baby, I have a personal filofax and thirty two rooms in the national archives.” 
 
    “Oh my,” I joked. “Have you got room for one more?” 
 
    “Yes, what would you like to add? I'm quite thorough, each of your eyelashes have their own plaque.” 
 
    I laughed again, smacking his chest lightly. “Well how about this one?” I turned, rummaging under the pillows on the sofa where I'd stashed the gift. 
 
    “Are you showing me your butt? Because that's already been documented a hundred ways. You'll have to try harder.” 
 
    I laughed as I grabbed what I was looking for, turning and presenting the old pirate gun with the name J Fairfax etched on the side. “I found this in Ulvic's room, stashed in a box under the bed. I presume it's yours?” 
 
    Jameson's jaw dropped as he took the gun like it was precious treasure, delicately turning it between his palms. “That bastard. He told me it had gotten lost.” 
 
    “There's quite a few things in the box. Jewellery...clothing.” I moved across the the cupboard I'd placed the box in, taking it out and showing it to him. 
 
    As he flipped the lid open, Jameson's expression darkened. “My pack's possessions. Trophies, I'd bet. God, he really was a sicko.” His eyes flipped up from the box and his face split into a grin. “But now he's dead. C'est la vie.” 
 
    I placed the box on the sofa for the pack to find. Jameson tucked the gun into his waistband, taking my hand and dragging me toward the stairs. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I laughed. 
 
    “To screw in my old bed. Never had a girl in there before.” 
 
    “So polite.” 
 
    He threw a hungry grin back at me. “Be warned: it's about get a whole lot less polite.” 
 
    As we reached the landing, he whipped me off of my feet and carried me into his old bedroom. Band posters shone down at me. It was so very him. It smelt like him too, mellow and manly. But I didn't have much time to take it in as Jameson weighed me down on the mattress and I was soon so absorbed in the heat of his flesh and the press of his body, all I could see was stars. 
 
    Jameson was rough and demanding, his teeth dragging over my neck like he was trying to devour me. I was equally fierce. It was always like this, like we were trying to break our way inside each other's bodies. Like we could never be close enough. Stupid really. Our souls were already intertwined, our fates spun in a web so thickly woven that neither of us would ever get out. And whatever the future threw our way, I knew we'd face it, conquer it, like we always did. 
 
    Unbreakable. 
 
    Unstoppable. 
 
    Inseparable. 
 
    The wolf boy was mine to keep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



   
 
    Epilogue: 
 
    Mercy 
 
      
 
    “Mercy Helsing you are tried with assisting a rebel group during an insurgence against the Hunters. How do you plead?” 
 
    I was in gilded cage that looked more fit for a giant bird than a person. My hands were shackled behind my back, my feet chained together. Colt was parallel to me in a cage of his own, both of us facing a courtroom of white granite. Mortifer stood at the heart of the room, a ring of Watchers flanking the walls, standing regimental with their jackal masks in place. Next to her was a person in white robes, their face completely concealed apart from a slit for their eyes. 
 
    A row of Hunters were lined up on metallic seating that seemed cast from iron. I could only see the backs of their heads, but more than one set of eyes turned my way and hushed whispers broke out. I knew those people. Family friends. Attendees of the V Games. My parents' business partners. None of them rose to my defence. All of them seemed entirely comfortable to watch the daughter of their friends be sent to a prison I'd most-certainly die in. 
 
    I lifted my chin, ready to accept my fate. Colt caught my eye, shaking his head marginally. A warning? I couldn't plead innocent. It wasn't right. The lie would eat me from the inside out even if Mortifer did swallow it. 
 
    Despite that, my fear of Dødstårn was ripe. With all my heart, I didn't want to go there. But pleading innocent seemed like a betrayal to myself. Even if it would ultimately equal my death. 
 
    Fear itched at my heart as I wondered whether this was the choice the Oracle, Montague, had spoken of. 
 
    Mortifer raised her chin, her headdress clinking as the metal chains touched together. “How do you plead?” she demanded. 
 
    I shut my eyes, taking a steadying breath. 
 
    Be brave. Do what is right. 
 
    “Guilty,” I announced and I could almost feel Colt's sigh blow over me. What did he care anyway? 
 
    The Hunters began muttering, some sounded surprised. I caught words like 'blood-traitor' and 'abnormal behaviour'. 
 
    Mortifer nodded firmly, turning her attention to Colt. 
 
    Before she spoke, I cut in, “But I'd like to say something in my defence.” 
 
    Mortifer regarded me and some of the Hunters turned my way. I caught sight of my cousin, Dawn, her hair concealed in a sheath of white silk, containing her golden locks within it. She quickly redirected her gaze to Mortifer, her cheeks pinking. Was she embarrassed of me? Or did she care I was being convicted? 
 
    I took another shaky breath, digging deep for my strength. “I think the death games the Hunters host, including my parents, are outdated, barbaric practises. And it's time it was recognised. As the Watchers, isn't it your duty to protect Hunters and Immortals? They have been forced into slavery by us and I'm not sure that was ever part of the old laws.” 
 
    My voice echoed back to me through the cavernous room, reaching up to the arching ceiling of carved stone. 
 
    Mortifer's lips pursed ever-so-slightly. “The Hunters are sanctioned to keep the Immortals under control. The games you speak of lie within the law. So, Mercy Helsing, I find you guilty of your crimes and sentence you to sixty years in Dødstårn.” 
 
    My gut plummeted and panic clutched my heart with sharp talons. 
 
    Mortifer turned to Colt, my case evidently closed. “Accolt Jones you have been accused of murdering eight Hunters over a period of ten years. How do you plead?” 
 
    The chains around Colt's hands clinked as he considered the question. “Not guilty.” 
 
    A commotion broke out amongst the Hunters, some turning toward him and shouting abuse.  
 
    One man got to his feet. “You killed my uncle you disgusting half-blood! You are not even a true Hunter. You insult the half of yourself that is pure.” 
 
    Colt shrugged in answer and my eyes widened at his casual demeanour. Didn't he care about what was happening? 
 
    “Accolt Jones, you are called to the stand to be questioned in connection with your crimes before the courtroom.” Mortifer waved to one of her jackal-masked companions and he strode toward Colt's cage, unlocking it and tugging him roughly out by the arm. 
 
    Colt was dragged up to a podium beside Mortifer and the figure in white robes drifted closer to him. 
 
    Colt gazed back at the room, his mouth flat. 
 
    Mortifer turned to him. “Eye-witnesses named you as the culprit for many of the crimes. Even your own father, Rockley Jones, has denounced you as the perpetrator. Do you still plead your innocence?” 
 
    Colt cleared his throat. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then you will now be subject to the hands of the Oracle present here today, to confirm your guilt.” Mortifer waved a hand and the white-robed person moved behind Colt, laying their hands on his shoulders. 
 
    He jerked violently then fell to the floor with a loud thud, roaring in pain.  
 
    He spasmed under the touch of the Oracle and my gut writhed at the memory of how it felt to have your thoughts rifled through like that. 
 
    The Oracle eventually stood upright, speaking to the room, their voice female and soft. “I see the blood this man has spilled. I see the blade he used, I see the severed necks and I feel the lack of remorse in their killer.” 
 
    Colt was hauled to his feet by two Jackals and he gazed out at the Hunters, panting. 
 
    “Do you still deny your guilt?” Mortifer demanded harshly. 
 
    Colt took a heavy breath. “I am innocent for this reason alone: the men and women I killed were vile excuses for people on earth. I saw it fit to remove them from the world with brute force. And frankly, I would kill most of you in this courtroom if you handed me a sharp enough blade. If that makes me guilty in your eyes, then fine. But I will not admit to a crime that I believe was nothing more than justice.” 
 
    A collective inhale sounded from the Hunters. Even I was mildly surprised, despite never having doubted his guilt. But somehow, the man who stood before me, the one I'd come to know since arriving in Alfric Hund's house, didn't add up with this vicious killer. 
 
    “Then it is done,” Mortifer said. “Accolt Jones, I find you guilty of your crimes, and sentence you to one hundred and eighty years in Dødstårn.” 
 
    “The Vs will string you up and bleed you dry in the first week,” one of the Hunters said, laughing with a couple of the others. 
 
    My gut writhed. 
 
    Colt met my eye as a Jackal dragged me out of my cage, marching me toward him. Five more Jackals surrounded us, guiding us toward a door at the far end of the room. Black and ominous. Beyond it, was my fate. A fate that would certainly lead me to death. Because there was no way I would survive Dødstårn. I was an untrained Hunter. I didn't stand a chance. 
 
    But the small inch of humanity I'd had squashed inside me my whole life, bloomed and blossomed, telling me I was on the right path. However dark it may be. 
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