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   For those who find solace in stories of people and things who do not exist in this reality.
 
   You are valid.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Trigger Warning
 
    
 
   Before moving forward please note that the themes in this book can be dark and trigger some people. The themes can include but are not limited to: Sexual assault, death, gore, domestic abuse, and violence.
 
   If you need help please reach out to the resources below.
 
    
 
   National Suicide Prevention Lifeline
 
   800-273-8255
 
   https://suicidepreventionlifeline.org/
 
    
 
   National Domestic Violence Hotline
 
   1-800-799-7233
 
   https://www.thehotline.org/
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   Prologue
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   God really fucked up when he made vampires. 
 
    Even though the house was swarming with people there was an eerie silence that hung over the property. The house had been taped off for hours now but none of the neighbors in the small cul-de-sac dared to venture out to see what was going on. 
 
    Blood attracted those monsters, it was best if they stayed inside. Three lives is more than enough for one night.
 
    No matter how much society has changed to accommodate them we will never be able to live peacefully. They took whatever they wanted and didn’t care for the people they effected.
 
    I hate those disgusting vampires almost as much as I hate myself for letting this happen. 
 
   The Order arrived less than ten minutes from when I hung up the phone and showed up with no less than twenty people all geared up in their standard all black uniforms. The reactions varied from disgust to people openly crying over the bodies. I expected more anger, especially since they had worked so closely together but each Order member seemed to accept the fact that this was a sad normal for us humans. While I may have been the only non-Order member waiting outside of the house as they walk the crime scene, I still tried to stay as far away from the bodies as possible. Seeing my families thoroughly destroyed and bloody bodies just once was already more than I could handle. 
 
   I was stuck between violently throwing up and ice cold panic. My fingernails, if they had not been so bloodied, would have been gnawed clean off with my current state. 
 
   A small group of Order members carefully bagged and removed the bloodied bodies from the house after the scene was thoroughly searched and cataloged. Some of them arrived with extra bags to pick up the excess limbs. In their carelessness, the Order members left a trail of blood that led from the house and across the yellowing grass of the front yard. 
 
   How long had they been dead for? Dad may have been busy but he wouldn’t have let the yard get this bad.
 
   My stomach clenched painfully. There was nothing left to throw up even if I wanted to. As soon as I was assaulted with the smell of rotting flesh I lost my lunch. When I saw their bodies for the first time, I lost it again.
 
   There was a numbness that swept over me in the hours I had been standing outside the house. It started in my toes and made its way slowly up my body. When it reached my head I could finally stare at the bodies without wanting to puke. But the numbness was far from pleasant. I felt lost.
 
   There was no reason for this chaos. Missing limbs and wasted blood was not how those monsters usually worked.
 
   “You should stay with The Order until the house is cleaned, Ms. Reiss.” Captain Moore said placing a hand on my shoulder. I shrugged it off. 
 
   I didn’t need his mock pity. I knew he was only playing the part The Order carefully crafted for him. I bet it was a trick to get people comfortable enough to sell their soul to him.
 
   “And add more to the debt my parents owe you?” I glared at him but I knew that paired with my tear-stained face it did not have the effect I wanted. 
 
   “We don’t have to talk about the debt now,” He said, hushing me. “Just for the night, we can plan for the future tomorrow.”
 
   I sparred a glance at the semi covered dead body. It was my sister, Jane. She was the only one that still had an arm attached and it now hung out of the black body bag. Her snow white skin was a dark contrast to the blood that was caked on it. 
 
   She was still wearing the braided bracelet that I had given her on her last birthday.
 
   I felt a stab of pain through my chest, chasing the numbness away for just long enough that tears were able to sting my eyes. 
 
    I sent her a silent goodbye then followed the captain to his car. 
 
   With each step my resolve hardened. I was going to kill as many of those creatures as I could. My parents told me to stay away from The Order if I could but their words were useless now that their debt to the selfish organization hung over my head. 
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   Chapter 1
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   I couldn’t wait to slice this one’s throat. He was one of the worse I have seen since joining The Order. 
 
   The men around the pool table laughed suddenly. It was almost comical how relaxed they were. They had no idea that their existence was about to be stomped out. They had no idea there was someone who had wiggled their way into their ranks poised to kill. But, of course, they didn’t even think that could happen to them.
 
   Who would suspect a dressed-up blood bag? They loved to play with their food and this was just another way with how they did it. An underground party filled with food for them. 
 
   I searched the room. We were in a basement of an old warehouse. It was damp and would normally be chilly for humans but with the bodies packed in here heat began to rise and the room quickly felt suffocating. There were five vampires in total and double the amount of food for them. Some humans here seemed like they’d been here for a while. They were thin and littered with different bite marks all over their body. 
 
   It was getting harder for the vampires to get blood sources. Many people volunteer for this type of work but it is nothing in comparison to how many vampires are roaming this country. The Order oversees all of the known vampires and makes sure that they are abiding by their blood contracts but there are always ones who think that they can hide from us. 
 
   I hated these jobs the most.
 
   Vampires, unlike what the legends had told us, are hard to kill. Sunlight will not kill them, nor will a stake. They can only be killed if you got close enough to slit their throat before they slit yours. Elixirs had been provided to The Order by the witches to help close the gap between vampires and humans but it’s not like many vampires would stand their while you pour it into their mouth.
 
   “It’s time, Silv.” Cain’s voice echoed through my ear. It was barely above a whisper. 
 
   We had to be careful in case the vampire senses were able to pick up the frequency, but with the loud music and people talking, I doubted they could hear anything. 
 
   My eyes narrowed at the one at the head of the table, the leader of this pitiful gang, Dimitri. His small gang has been breaking their contract for far too long. Instead of dining on the blood donations and criminals he was allotted he decided to start hording humans. He would be the first to die, the rest would follow not too long after. He was as handsome as all vampires were. Wavy black hair, a strong jaw, and hooded eyes. But there was a distinct scar on this one’s face. 
 
   His eyes drifted across the room and stopped when they met mine. No one else was daring to look, save of the few slaves who actually enjoyed their favor. 
 
   I had dressed well for the occasion; I knew what he liked. I was in a small silky, black slip and my long hair was up to show him my neck. Getting him alone was the first task and judging by the way his eyes trailed my body, it wouldn’t be hard.
 
   I gave him a smirk and then turned around to get another drink from the bartender. I pitied the shell of a human he was. He must have been here longer than the rest, while he was not as frail as the others or covered in bite marks, his eyes had no light. He had seen some things. He quickly refilled my drink and then froze when he looked behind me. 
 
   A large hand made its way up my back slowly. It took all I had not to shiver in disgust at the movement.
 
   “I haven’t seen you here before.” Dimitri’s deep voice came from behind me. “Who invited you?”
 
   I forced a small smile on my face and turned around to meet him, with drink in hand. He was as tall as the file had said but seeing it up close made my heart pick up. This one was a risky mission given how many vampires were in here. If I could not get him secluded, I may die here. 
 
   I gestured to the women who had brought me here. “I guess you could say I was curious.” I made a show of trailing my eyes down his front.
 
   “And is your curiosity satisfied?” he asked and shortened the distance between us so he was almost pressed up against me. 
 
   I locked eyes with him, his eyes turning slightly red. 
 
   Disgusting creatures. 
 
   I closed the rest of the space between us and stood on my toes in order to reach his ear. “Not yet.” I let my free hand rest on his arm. “But I am sure you could help with that.”
 
   Dimitri let out a small chuckle while his arm circled my waist, then dipped his head so he could also whisper in my ear without the transmitter. “I could do more than help with that.” He bit the shell of my ear, earning a hiss from my lips. “But your skin is so clean. This must be your first time with one of our kind.”
 
   He pulled away slightly to meet my eyes, testing me.
 
   “Maybe not…but I guess you can be the judge of that when you remove my dress.” I let my hand trail down his front. 
 
   He turned slightly to look at his gang still at the table. “Don’t disturb me.” 
 
   He spoke as if he was talking to me but I knew his voice was loud enough for the other vampires to hear. 
 
   Dimitri then motioned me to follow him into the back of the place, where the rooms were. If the map served me right, his room was toward the back. After I was done with him, I would be able to escape from there before the place was set to blow. 
 
   Given the signal earlier, I was sure that I had less than twenty minutes to kill this dude and leave. As suspected, he brought me to the back room. It was just as the map provided; I felt a twinge of guilt knowing information would be caught in the blast, but reminded myself that this was the price of working with the guild. 
 
   He did not lead me to the bed. As soon as the door shut, I was harshly slammed against the wall and his lips found mine. 
 
   I met his kiss with the same eagerness. His hand wrapped around my neck too tight for comfort, but I forced my hand through his hair and pulled him back. I felt him groan against me, his hand loosened around my neck and was replaced with his mouth. Panic shot through me when I felt his fangs against my throat. So far, the information was correct, I hope his favorite bite spots were too.
 
   I let out a small moan and arched into him. His lips curled against my throat and his large hand slipped the straps of my dress off. Shimming it off, I left myself exposed. He looked down to take in my bare chest. When his eyes met mine, they were fully red.
 
   “I heard you have a very sensitive place you like to bite,” I said through pants and bit my lip. 
 
   The bastard smiled at me.
 
   “Is that why you came? It seems like you are new to this,” he mused, letting his fingers trail over my exposed breast. 
 
   “I want my first bite to be memorable,” I responded and arched my chest closer to him. 
 
   Chuckling, he then trailed kisses down my chest. His lips enclosed around one of my nipples. I moaned and gripped his hair. 
 
   I hope the elixir is as good as the witches promised.
 
   As he sucked lightly, I watched his eyes start to close. His stance wavered slightly. I smiled and pushed his weakened body off of me. His eyes widened, but he could not find his balance and fell into a heap on the ground. 
 
   “You bitch.” He gargled as foam started coming out of his mouth. 
 
   Maybe the witches are on to something.
 
   I smiled, fixed my dress, then locked his door and searched for the window. 
 
   “It is done,” I said into my earpiece. 
 
   “Get out,” Cain said, his voice filling my ear once more. 
 
   It was not long before Dimitri stilled on the ground. The amount of elixir injected wouldn’t be enough to kill him, but the blast would be. 
 
   I found the window not long after searching and cursed. It was much smaller than I’d imagined and it was at such a high angle that I would need a chair. I searched around but the only thing I could find was a flimsy desk against the wall. I quickly dragged it across the room and prayed it wouldn’t break under my weight. 
 
   I stood unsteadily on the table and opened the window. Cold air hit me and caused me to let go of a breath I didn’t know I was holding. The window was still too high, so I clawed myself up, gripping the asphalt outside the window. 
 
   Suddenly a hand grabbed my ankle and forcefully pulled me back in. I hit my chin against the windowsill and felt the skin break, then I was flung against the floor. Dimitri’s legs straddled my hips, as his forearm pushed down and began crushing my throat.
 
   “You really think that would have kept me down for long?” His tongue lapped up the blood flowing down my chin. 
 
   He was such an idiot.
 
   I bared my teeth and he gave me a smile.
 
   “Scum.” I spat at him. 
 
   His eyes flashed dangerously. “Scum? You won’t be saying that for long.” He chuckled and his other hand pulled at my dress again. 
 
   Stupid vampires. 
 
   I didn’t even have my weapons with me. The elixir should be making its way through his body again, but he showed no signs of being affected. My vision started to get blurry but before I lost total consciousness, I saw an arrow lodge its way through his skull, effectively splattering me with vampire blood. 
 
   I pushed his now dead body off of me and looked toward the open window. Cain was there, weapon in hand, his other stretched out for me. His eyes pierced me and in that moment, I had never felt more grateful for the sociopath.
 
   I ran to him and let him help me through the window. We didn’t speak until we got into the van. Jade was there waiting in the driver’s seat with a worried expression and as soon as we closed the van doors, she sped out of the alley way. It was less than five minutes later when we heard the explosion.
 
   “Are you okay?” Cain asked. His dark eyes met mine only for an instant. 
 
   “I am fine,” I lied. In truth, I was shaken and my throat would most likely bruise. But besides that, no life-threatening injuries. 
 
   “I can’t believe the captain gave you such a stupid mission,” Jade hissed, her eyes still on the road, gripping the steering wheel tightly. 
 
   “Someone hand to do it,” Cain said, taking off the beanie that covered his cropped brown hair. “He likes the redheads.” 
 
   “It’s true.” When I spoke my voice was grainy and my throat felt like it was on fire. 
 
   “Still, there were five of them in there and you couldn’t have any weapons. We were lucky that the information was true. What if he bit her instead of licked?” Jade asked, her voice raising an octave. 
 
   “Then I would have lost some blood,” I explained. “Not the first time.” 
 
   “But—”
 
   “We all needed the money,” Cain said, cutting off Jade. “It should last us for the next month.” 
 
   We sat in silence for the rest of the ride to the base. 
 
   I was lucky to find this group. We were anything but close, however, they all knew the pains of being a part of The Order. The money was good, but it had cost many lives. Not to mention the schooling itself was enough to keep anyone in debt for a lifetime. However, for people like us, it wasn’t much of an option. We had no prospects for the outside world, and that’s how they reeled you in, with promises of stability and money. 
 
   ￼It was not ideal, yet it would allow me to live while I thought about the next steps.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   When we reached the base, we went straight for the debrief. Even though I knew I probably looked like a straight mess, the stares still bothered me. I would have liked to changed out of the torn dress and clean up my face, but protocols are protocols. Even Cain obeyed this one and that was saying something. He loved to push The Order’s limits. 
 
   Jade was the one to knock on the captain’s door. Her small hand shook as she did so. The captain scared everyone, but Jade was especially shy, she would not even dare to look him in the eyes.
 
   “Come in,” the captain’s voice called from inside. 
 
   When we opened the door, we were met with not just the captain sitting at his desk but a man dressed in a suit sitting with his ankles crossed in the chairs that were reserved for clients. He had slicked back hair and glasses covered his blue eyes. My eyes narrowed when his eyes met mine. He was a vampire. While his eyes were not red at the moment, all vampires seemed to share the same elegant features, as if they were all from one family. 
 
   Inbred probably. 
 
   I let the sneer show on my face. Jade slightly hid behind me. She didn’t scare much when it came to vampires but then again, she was scared of everything. 
 
   “It’s done,” Cain reported. 
 
   My eyes did not leave the vampires and his did not leave mine. He was sizing me up as much as I was him. I wondered if he knew how many of his kind’s blood had been spilled by me. 
 
   “Good.” The captain put an envelope on the desk. Our payment. 
 
   I went up to receive it, only tearing my eyes away from the vampire’s to meet the captain’s. Standing, he was over six feet tall. His dark hair had started graying and his face began to sag slightly. He was once rumored to be the best hunter in The Order.
 
   “The elixir sucked,” I hissed and forcefully grabbed the envelope off the table. His eyes narrowed and his lips pursed together in a hard line. “I could have been bitten.”
 
   “But you were not.” He dismissed me, then sat back in his chair. “And besides, that’s why you have a team, is it not?” 
 
   I crushed the envelope in my hand. I would love to smash his head against the desk, yet I knew that if I did, not only would I get a beating, but they would no doubt add his hospital fees to my debt. I huffed and started to leave the room, however, not without giving the vampire another sneer. He only smirked in response. 
 
   Cain and Jade followed me out. Outside, I divided up the money, satisfied that they had delivered on their word.
 
   “We should take another next week,” Cain said after placing the money in his jacket pocket. 
 
   “You shouldn’t push Silv so hard,” Jade chastised. 
 
   “I could always be the main if you let me,” Cain offered. 
 
   “No,” Jade and I said in unison. 
 
   The last time Cain was the main and I was backup, he had almost blown the whole mission. He had a tendency to get lost in the mission and became more about his own fun rather than the mission at hand.
 
   “Next week sounds fine,” I said and made my way to the elevator, pushing the button for the sixth floor.
 
   “We should get a place together,” Jade said and pushed the button for the seventh floor. 
 
   “Then we would have to pay more,” I said as we all piled into the elevator. 
 
   “The rooms aren’t that bad,” Cain said, while leaning against the wall.
 
   “I just thought it would be nice to have a place together…away from The Order,” Jade whispered, looking at her feet. 
 
   I placed my hand on her head and ruffled her messy purple hair. “It would, but that wouldn’t stop the fact that we will probably be here until we are even older than the captain.” 
 
   The doors opened and both Cain and I stepped out onto our floor. 
 
   “Don’t bother me unless you need something,” I added before Cain entered his room.
 
   “We will see,” he responded left me in the hall. 
 
   I smiled slightly and entered my own. I was lucky and unlucky to be living so close to Cain. He had a little concept of privacy yet his company was nice. 
 
   My own room was as standard as they came here. It was a small studio with a shower, small kitchen and an even smaller bed. It was graciously provided by The Order at just a slightly cheaper rate than a normal apartment in Seattle would be. I swore at times that they had cameras in here, they always eerily seemed to know what we were doing at all times and when we would be available for a mission.
 
   I quickly showered and changed into more casual clothing consisting of a band t-shirt and jeans instead of the all black Order uniform we were given. The cut on my chin wasn’t as bad as I had previously thought, yet my neck was already started to bruise. Applying the ointment, I cursed the vampire as I did. 
 
   The only thing I enjoyed about this stupid job was how I was that much closer to wiping their race off this planet. The Order didn’t go after the more powerful ones, but as soon as the smaller clans broke even the smallest rule, we would exterminate them the next day. It would have to do for now.
 
   I tried not to curse my parents because my fate here in The Order. It was inevitable that they ended up here, just like myself they found themselves drawing a short straw. They met here and died here. 
 
   They were victims too.
 
   I took a deep breath and steadied myself against the bathroom counter when a particular memory of Jane’s bloodied and mangled body flashed across my mind.
 
   “Fuck all of them.” 
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Finally, I had some time to myself. I left the compound almost immediately after the hunter had left. If they really didn’t understand by now that they do not belong here, then The Order is even stupider than they look. 
 
   I had lost count of how many Order members they sent to the compound, but each was easier to crack than the last. They seemed to really hate being disobeyed. It was good how there were some lucky ones who were easy to seduce. The last girl was by far my favorite. I almost played with the thought of obeying her just to keep her around for a good fuck. 
 
   Almost.
 
   My normal club was bustling as usual and I plastered a smile on my face as soon as I was hit with the smells of the place. Blood and sex. Vampires and humans co-mingled here. There was rarely a place left where humans accepted us anymore. I couldn’t blame them. 
 
   I ordered some blood for myself and scanned the room. Women were grinding on each other, vampires were drinking from their humans in the corner, and I could easily hear the sounds of moans coming from the couch. I felt excitement bubble up inside me.
 
   I wondered if I could still live this life when I took over for Father. If I was being honest, I didn’t want it. But if I did take it, he would no longer have any power over me. I was forced to obey him because he was my leader. Yet, when I took over, I vowed to make him hurt for the things he had put me through. 
 
   I took a greedy sip of the blood from the bartender, enjoying the sweet taste of it explode on my tongue, warming my insides. 
 
   Maybe taking over for that old bastard would be worth the inconvenience of not being able to party. 
 
   A petite human woman caught my eyes and began walking over toward me, her hips swaying seductively. Her top was purposely too tight against her breasts and her skirt was too short. I could smell her arousal from here. She didn’t stop in front of me, instead she pushed her chest on mine and her fake eyelashes fluttered over her big brown eyes. 
 
   “I’ve see you here before.” She purred, her hand slipping into my shirt. Her hand was warm against my stomach.
 
   ￼At least I could enjoy this freedom before I was forcibly shackled into a leadership position.
 
   I gripped her chin harshly and leaned down to brush my lips across hers. “So you know how this works then, hm?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Father , unfortunately, was waiting for me when I got home. He didn’t have to summon me. By the way the air still I knew that he was angry. Father had claimed his throne when he was my age, it was tradition. By the time he was my age, he had already sought out ever clan leader and challenged them to duels. It was over six-hundred years ago, and they were old fashion back then. To gain any sort of power over them you had to show them you were capable of killing them if they ever crossed you, now it was all about money. 
 
    “Barley one day without a hunter and you have disgraced us yet again.” He said into the neck of his latest victims. 
 
    “Just out for a drink.” I told him trying not to look at the girl in his arms. She was a young one this time, seemed barley over eighteen. “She seems young for a feeder.”
 
    “She’s perfectly of age, aren’t you darling?” He cooed into her neck. She shuttered in his arms and tried to verbalize her answer but it came out jumbled. Her plain white dress is stained with her own blood. If I didn’t just drink my throat would be aching at the sight. 
 
    “Did you need something, Father?” I spit the word at him. 
 
    “Don’t think that you can act like this for long . I won’t let you destroy all the work that went into this kingdom.” He said and snapped the feeder’s neck. Her lifeless body fell to the floor with a thump. “There will be more consequences than just a hunter assigned to you.” 
 
    I shuttered. His threat was clear. The dead body was carried out by a spare worker. Moments like this made me realize just how much I hated the man in front of me and how much I loathed my situation. I am the only heir to his throne so there was no way for me to back out of this situation. 
 
    If only his dick worked better. Maybe then I would have a chance to live the life I wanted to.
 
    “So just a warning.” I swallowed the knot in my throat. “Understood Father.” I said and walked out of the room before he could say anything else. I’ll probably pay for that later but I couldn’t stand to stay in that room any longer with him. 
 
    He was the disgrace.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I joined Jade and Cain for breakfast in the mess hall the next day. I piled my plate high with the tastiest slop that was being provided, then I joined them at our normal seats.
 
   “I got us coffee,” Jade said, handing me an iced latte from the coffee shop closest to us. 
 
   I grabbed it and gave her a grateful smile. “Thanks once again, Jade. But you should save your money.” I said half-heartedly. 
 
   However, I would never say no to her coffees.
 
   “I know…I always feel like you deserve a little extra for all you do.” She ate her own food without looking at me. I sighed.
 
   “It’s nothing. I would be dead without you two,” I said and took a bite of what I assumed was scrambled eggs. It would do for now.
 
   “That’s not true,” Cain said, sipping his own coffee. 
 
   I shook my head, refusing to respond. We settled in for small conversation. It was easy with them; they didn’t expect too much like the others here. The Order was too cliquish at times. Squads would always fight to see who could get the best rankings; they were in it for the glory, yet we were in it for the money and every cent went right back to The Order to repay the loans we took out for the cost of their schooling.
 
   Well…I looked toward Jade’s tiny frame. I would say she had a different kind of debt to pay back.
 
   “That looks bad,” Cain commented. 
 
   His words pulled me out of my musings. I noticed his eyes were on my neck, so I pulled my black turtleneck up further to try and cover the bruise.
 
   “Oh my gosh, Silv!” Jade began fussing, trying to pull the turtleneck down so she could get a good look. 
 
   I sighed and slapped her hands away lightly. “It’s nothing,” I muttered and leaned away from their accusing stares. 
 
   “It’s huge! He could have broken your neck!” Jade’s voice was starting to attract stares. I shushed her lightly. 
 
   “I could help,” Cain volunteered. 
 
   “Me too!” Jade piped in.
 
   I rolled my eyes at them. “Don’t use your magic on me,” I hissed. Jade’s face fell slightly. Cain just shrugged. “Save it for when you need it.”
 
   “But a small healing charm doesn’t cost much magic,” Jade insisted. 
 
   “Maybe she likes the pain,” Cain’s deadpan voice teased. 
 
   “Yep, that’s it,” I said. I waited for Jade to respond, but when I looked at her, her eyes locked onto a figure behind me. 
 
   I hesitantly turned my head and was met with the captain’s torso. I rubbed my temple, trying to stop the telltale headache from popping up.
 
   “Silvia, we have matters to discuss,” the captain said. His voice held no emotion so it was hard to tell if he was mad. 
 
   I got up, waved goodbye to my squad members, and followed the captain out of the mess hall.
 
   “I hope this isn’t about my debt,” I tested. His eyes didn’t even look toward me, he just kept them steady in front of him. 
 
   “Everything you do here is about your debt.” 
 
   I rolled my eyes at him. He may have been scary to others, but to me he was just another old man who got lucky. He played the good little hunter and the higher ups like him so much that they decided to just hand him this place on a silver platter. He was already in his position when my parents started their work at the order.
 
   Coincidentally, he had been the first person introduce me to the order after my parents were murdered. Nothing had changed much over the year despite the few wrinkles and grey hairs that popped up. He refused to mention anything about my parents when I asked and kept our relationship strictly professional. Maybe he felt bad about forcing a young women into slave work. I eyed him and noted the deadpan face he gave me when his eyes met mine. 
 
   Not likely.
 
   We ended up walking the rest of the way to his office in silence. When we reached it and stepped inside, I was met once again with the vampire from yesterday. I had a sinking suspicion that I would be very unhappy with what was about to happen. 
 
   I stayed standing as the captain made his way to his desk. He motioned for me to sit next to the vampire but I refused. 
 
   “This is Gillard,” the captain said, gesturing to the vampire.
 
   I slid my gaze to his. The vampire’s cold blue eyes met mine. They were calculating. I knew just by his look that he was dangerous. He wouldn’t be here unless he was a part of a very famous clan.
 
   “It’s an honor to meet you, Silvia.” 
 
   His voice was elegant, indicating that he must be an older vampire. Judging by his accent he was not from the Americas. 
 
   “I have heard everything about you and your missions,” he said, his voice full of distaste at every word. 
 
   “My missions. Killing your kind, you mean,” I corrected. 
 
   His eyebrow raised slightly. “And the witches and your fellow humans, if I am not mistaken.” 
 
   My eye twitched when he mentioned humans. I would not lie and say that I never did. Just last night I exploded a whole building full of them. 
 
   “Gillard hails from Raphael’s clan.” 
 
   My eyes widened. I touched the dagger that was strapped visibly to my thigh. The familiar fire started to build up in the pit of my stomach. I gritted my teeth and met his eyes again. There are thirty clans in the Seattle area and hundreds across the country, how the fuck did I end up getting paired with this one?
 
   This bastard.
 
   Raphael had been around for far too long, holding too much power. He was called a king and his family were treated as royal vampires, but it was all bullshit. There is no such thing as royalty in their world. It is all just a barbaric practice to keep other vampires in line. 
 
   “I also know of your history with my clan,” Raphael’s underling said.
 
   “History is a weird way to say their clan insignia was drawn on my walls in my parents’ blood,” I said, with venom laced on my voice. I would rather pair with whatever was left of Dimitri’s clan than partner with these monsters.
 
   “Remove your hand from your weapon, Silvia. Gillard is here to work with us.” 
 
   I slammed my hand down on the captain’s desk. He didn’t even flinch.
 
   “With you,” I hissed. “I will never work with him.”
 
   “You will. And you must.” His tone was as sharp as a knife and his eyes dared me to fight back. It was like I could literally see him holding my debt overhead with a fishing rod. It was being dangerously close to being pulled away. 
 
   “Miss Silvia, I promise you that the family had nothing to do with their deaths,” the bastard said again. 
 
   I withdrew my dagger and pointed it to his throat. It was coated with poison and burned his skin slightly. He didn’t make any moves.
 
   “The family?” I questioned. “You are doing dealings with the Royal Family?” I spat at the captain. 
 
   “Remove your weapon. I can promise you that this is a job you will want to take.” 
 
   I faltered slightly and after another look at the vampire, I sheathed my dagger. If he really came from the Royal Family then the job must be big. 
 
   “How much?” I questioned, relaxing slightly.
 
   “Your entire debt,” the vampire answered instead of the captain. 
 
   My heart stopped. “Why would the Royal Family drop that much money on me?” I asked, unable to believe a word that bastard said.. 
 
   “Because I told them you are the only one that can complete this mission.” 
 
   I eyed the captain suspiciously.
 
   “We have actually been through many hunters for this role,” the vampire said. 
 
   I raised an eyebrow at him. “So, a suicide mission,” I concluded. 
 
   The vampire had the audacity to laugh. “Not at all.” He waved his hand and to dry his mock tears. “We need you to protect the heir.”
 
   “The prince?” 
 
   It was normal for powerful clans to have an heir. Someone to continue their bloodline. But hearing that it was the prince raised red flags. I had heard of the prince but had never seen him in person. He was something of a myth. No one had seen his face and he was apparently one, if not, the most powerful vampire, save his father of course.
 
   “Why would he need protection from a human?”
 
   “I would say it’s more like babysitting with a small amount of protection. Just in case anyone would like to use one of those fancy new vampire fighting devices your kind has to generously made.”
 
   My lips twitched slightly.
 
   It was such a crude design really. They were apparently very sensitive to sound, so with a few tweaks, a vampire could be brought to their knees if played at the right frequency. Whoever made it deserved an award.
 
   “Wouldn’t a witch be better?” I felt the headache creep up at full force. 
 
   “The family doesn’t trust them,” he responded.
 
   “But they trust a human who loves to kill their kind.” 
 
   He only smiled at my words.
 
   “We need you because you hate them, Silvia,” the captain said, rubbing his forehead. “The reason the other hunters didn’t work is the heir…has a way with them. He wants this job as much as you do, so he will do anything to make them quit.” 
 
   “How long?” I asked. 
 
   The captain paused.
 
   “Just for a few months,” the vampire said. 
 
   “Months?” I gasped. “What about Jade and Cain, Captain Moore? They can’t go on missions alone.” There was a reason I was the one to head our missions. They were weak and their magic reserves were small. How did he expect them to survive?
 
   “They will be taken care of while you are gone,” the vampire said again. 
 
   I sighed. As much as I hated Raphael’s clan, this was my ticket out of this hell hole. Or at least out of the debt it caused. And the others would be taken care of. It had been a rough couple of months with The Order. With more and more hunters joining, the easier jobs were taken, so we had risked our lives time and time again for a paycheck. 
 
   I eyed the captain suspiciously.
 
   I had yet to fail a mission the entire time I was here, but I thought he had taken advantage of the influx in people to test my skills. To test how far I was willing to go for The Order. 
 
   I let my eyes trail the vampire next to me. This was another one of his tests, and he chose me. Out of all the hunters in The Order, he chose and practically handed me my freedom on a silver platter. It cannot simply be just because of my hate for vampires. I wondered if the family was aware just how extensive my kill list really was.
 
   “I will take it,” I said after a pause. 
 
   Neither the vampire nor the captain spoke for a full minute afterwards.
 
   “Great,” the vampire said, clapping once and then got up to leave. “You will start tomorrow and will live with the family while you complete your work.”
 
   I nodded. “Will I be allowed my weapons?”
 
   “Yes. The captain insisted that before you joined us. You will get to keep them.” 
 
   I didn’t spare a look toward the captain. 
 
   “See you tomorrow, Miss Silvia. We will be working closely together from now on.”
 
   I took out my anger on a pillow back in my room. 
 
   Fuck the Captain. 
 
   Fuck The Order. 
 
   The Order has really proven that they are a bunch or corrupt old bastards that didn’t care about anything other than money. And of course they would pair me with the royal family. The captain must have known how much I wanted to burn them all at the stake. 
 
   What was his motive?
 
   I growled and threw the pillow at the wall. I would do this as my last job. For them. I would accomplish what they couldn’t: a life outside the order.
 
   Freedom.
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   “I thought we were done playing with The Order,” I mused, taking a sip from the blood-filled goblet. It was barely two days since the other hunter ran away and I had only visited the club once in that time. Such a short time and I was already on another leash. I knew Father was angry but he works faster than I gave him credit for. 
 
   “It is for your safety,” Gillard said, taking a sip from his own goblet. “We need a human we can trust in case of an attack. We never expected them to get so clever, and we can’t risk anything before your coronation.” 
 
   Gillard took his glasses off and placed them in his suit pocket.
 
   “And for Father to keep his control around me,” I added for home. “I bet this one will last only a few days,” I wagered. 
 
   The Order was filled with weak humans. Each one was so easily broken. It was fun to see what would break them. They were so predictable sometimes. Even the strongest were easily played with, so I had no doubt that this girl would be any different. I would make it my mission to remove this one even faster than the last.
 
   “I think this one may surprise you.” There was a slight smile on Gillard’s face. It had been a long time since I’d seen that smile. I missed it. His cold, professional exterior was a ploy but one that he kept up. After the transfer of power I would make it my mission to bring back my old friend. 
 
   “Ohhh,” I teased, raising my eyebrows at him. “She’s caught your interest, has she?” 
 
   “Not I the slightest. I just believe you’ve met your match.” 
 
   His words intrigued me. As much as the leash around my neck bothered me, I’d accept any challenge thrown my way.
 
   “We will see.” 
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   I didn’t have much time to bid the others goodbye. The next morning I readied my weapons and got dressed in my black turtleneck and black pants. I secured my dagger on my thigh with straps and added a sword to the other side. Each of them were coated with vampire poison, so just one stab would have them burning from the inside out. 
 
   I made sure to pack all the elixirs I could get in such short notice, as well as a change of clothes. My nerves crept up steadily last night. It was hard to imagine how I would even sleep in a place crawling with vampires. However, I reminded myself that ca few months with these creatures would be worth finally being free of The Order.
 
   I met Gillard in the front of The Order’s base. He had arrived in a limo and had his vampire assistants take the stuff from my side. 
 
   “You shouldn’t sneer at them like that. They didn’t kill your family,” Gillard chastised, as I slapped the hand of the assistant away from me while I entered the back of the limo. 
 
   “You don’t know that,” 
 
   What would he know? 
 
   “All those working for us have never murdered a human in their life. That is our standards for employment,” he explained.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “That’s a pretty low standard.” 
 
   “You know, vampires are not like what you believe they are. I hope that during your stay you can realize that.” 
 
   “Never,” I muttered and pulled my sword closer to my body.
 
   Gillard didn’t speak for the rest of the long ride to their compound. Luckily, the family lived away from the rest of their clan and sat snug in the middle of a forest outside of Seattle. It was hard to believe that anyone was able to live this far out, but I reminded myself that I would most likely be the only human in the compound. 
 
   The trees became thicker as we made our way through the single road up to the compound. I was able to see forest animals roaming in between the trees, but they scurried away as the limo passed by. I had always loved the forest when I was little. It felt comforting and safe. But now, living so close to vampires all under one roof and in the middle of the forest, slightly terrified me more than it angered me. 
 
   I rubbed my neck absentmindedly; the bruise was even darker this morning. 
 
   “I am guessing that happened during a mission,” Gillard commented. 
 
   I flashed him a look and readjusted my turtleneck.
 
   Having your neck exposed was like welcoming them to take a bite. I kept my hair up for fighting, but I made sure that my neck was always covered. 
 
   The compound gates entered into view and I was taken aback by how beautifully intricate they were. It was made out of iron, but the iron was twisted in a way that made it resemble flowers. The inside of the compound was filled with many different mansions, probably from all the extended family, or the thousands of offspring they were bound to have. 
 
   “Servant quarters,” Gillard commented. 
 
   My eyes widened. Servants got their own mansions. 
 
   What the hell?
 
   As we passed them, the house became bigger. “For their offspring I’m guessing,” I said. 
 
   “Members of the Royal Family,” he corrected. 
 
   It was another few minutes until we reached where the immediate members resided. It was bigger than any mansion I’d seen before. It could probably stack up against the White House for sheer size alone, but instead of the white exterior, it was made with brick which gave it an old English vibe. 
 
   “This is not the style of Washington State,” I muttered. 
 
   Gillard chuckled. “You should know we have been around for a long time. The one thing Raphael loves is old European architecture.” 
 
   It was so out of place in the forest. There was a large lawn that surrounded the place, yet seeing something like this sitting in the middle of the forest was actually a bit creepy. 
 
   We parked right in front of the entrance. The assistants grabbed my luggage and Gillard showed me in. The first thing I noticed was how many workers here were human. I gritted my teeth at the sight of a young maid waiting for us. Her neck was clean, however, I had no doubt there were bites hiding somewhere. 
 
   “Welcome home, Master Gillard.” She smiled and bowed at him. Her eyes drifted to me. 
 
   “This is Miss Silvia,” he introduced. She gave me a polite smile and followed us.
 
   I tried not to get distracted by the inside, yet it was something else. From the old-time paintings on the walls to the floor to the ceiling windows; all of it was exquisite. 
 
   “Impressive right? Maybe not what you had imagined?” Gillard said, bringing me out of my own thoughts. 
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” I snapped. 
 
   He shook his head, then led me down some winding corridors and a few staircases. I memorized the layout as I followed him, noting escape routes. 
 
   Gillard stopped in front of one of the doors and opened it. “This is where you will stay.” 
 
   He went inside and had the assistants place my stuff in the large room. He dismissed them and allowed me to take in the room. 
 
   It was big. Much bigger than anything I had ever lived in. The bed itself was double the size I currently had. There was even a shower and closet attached to the room. Besides the standard dresser there was also a desk and small chair near the window overlooking the compound. 
 
   “This will do,” I said and Gillard let out an uncharacteristic snort.
 
   “Time to meet the heir,” he said and walked us out of the room. 
 
   We walked only one room down and stopped, then Gillard knocked before entering. He must have heard something because a moment later he opened the door. 
 
   “We put your rooms close together in case anything happens,” he explained. 
 
   I rolled my eyes and stepped into the room. It seemed that this part was an office with a few couches. There were three doors including the entrance. I assumed one went to a bedroom. I scoffed at the idea of a vampire needing a bedroom. 
 
   Gillard sat on one of the couches and motioned for me to do the same, but I refused and leaned against a nearby wall. 
 
   Not a moment later a figure entered from one of the doors. It was a person with short black hair that was neatly slicked back, with only a few strands falling onto their face. They wore a buttoned up shirt with the top buttons undone, showing off a bit of their collar bone. Dark brown dress pants hung loosely from their hips. 
 
    The person’s eyes met mine and I was taken aback by how red they were. I gritted my teeth and my hand found the hilt of my sword. 
 
   “It would be a pity for you to kill the one you were supposed to protect,” they said, their voice was deep but it was unmistakable. They were a girl.
 
   “Where is the prince?” I asked Gillard. 
 
   He smiled. 
 
   The girl also smiled, showing a bit of her fangs. She rubbed her chin in mock contemplation. “A prince? I didn’t know humans were so easily fooled,” she said and stalked over to me. 
 
   It was very clear that she would tower over my short frame, so she stopped only a foot away from me. I looked up into her eyes. My body urged me to take revenge against the vampires, but I knew this would only guarantee more trouble for myself. 
 
   “If you know what’s good for you, you will step back,” I announced. 
 
   Her smile widened and she placed a hand on the wall behind me, trapping me in. I reached for my dagger. 
 
   “You signed a contract, Silvia,” Gillard said.
 
   I cursed internally. The contract specifically stated that I could not harm the heir.
 
   “I wonder.” She leaned her face down to the crook of my neck. “Would you give your blood as easily as the others did?”
 
   Disgust filled me. 
 
   “This is a warning,” I snapped. 
 
   “Or what? You’ll kill me? Or even better, quit?”
 
   The heir will try to push you. The captain warned. He wants you to give up. She wants you to leave, but if you do your debt will only increase.
 
   A flick of her tongue on the side of my neck was the last straw. I raised my leg up and kicked her in the stomach. She hissed and backed away, freeing me. 
 
   Vampires may be strong but we spent a majority our life training in The Order to become strong enough to stand a chance against them. It was a small chance, but where it didn’t work, my dagger came in handy. 
 
   “I have a job to do here. Not even you will interfere with it.” 
 
   She paused, still clutching her stomach. “Insolence,” the heir muttered. Her eyes met mine slowly. The red had faded slightly, showing a bit of the brown that was underneath. 
 
   “I do not know why you have chosen to push away so many other hunters, but you should know that I am not like them. There are no tactics that will make me leave.” I spat at her. “You are all scum to me, so there is not a trick that I will fall for that you have up your sleeve.”
 
   The maid who had followed us gasped. 
 
   “Told you,” Gillard said, breaking the silence.
 
   The heir let out a growl. Her eyes did not waiver from mine. 
 
   “Anyone can be broken,” she muttered and left the room.
 
   “That went well,” Gillard said, as his lips twisted up into a smile.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   It was the first night and I could barely sleep. My sword was close and my dagger was even closer. I didn’t dare close my eyes. There were noises all around me, but none that seemed alarming. Footsteps traveled down the hallway. A ruffle of papers. The roar of the wind.
 
   It had to have been past two in the morning before I closed my eyes to sleep, however, that did not last long. I was awoken by a scream. Then another. All from what I assumed was the heir’s room. 
 
   I grabbed my sword and jumped out of my bed. I ran as fast as I could toward the room Gillard had showed me earlier. It was empty but another scream came from one of the closed doors. I rushed forward and opened it.
 
   When I took in the sight before me, I froze. There was two people on a bed, naked. One of them being the heir and the other a human she was drinking from. The human was blindfolded and on her knees, facing me to give me a clear view of her naked body. The heir was behind her, drinking from her neck. Her eyes met mine and she detached herself from the human’s neck, then gave me a smirk. 
 
   I took a step backwards unable to process the scene. The girl ground against the heir. I noticed how the heir’s fingers were deep inside her. She began pumping in and out of the human, her eyes never leaving mine as she did so. 
 
   I felt my face flush and my own core ached at the sight. The control she exuded; her arms were so closely wrapped around the human, but the girl did not dare move, even as the heir’s fingers pounded into her. The heir gripped at the girl’s throat tighter. 
 
   I felt desire spark through me. How long had it been since I was touched like that?
 
   She licked the side of the girl’s neck and that’s when she let out a strangled moan.
 
   Oh my God. I turned around and headed back toward my room, slapping my face. 
 
   ￼I knew there were humans that gave themselves willingly to vampires, but this was something else entirely. 
 
   I locked my door behind me. The screams did not stop until dawn.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Gillard came to me that morning after I’d only had a few hours of sleep. He was supposed to give me a tour of the mansion today. I got ready and opened the door, then was disappointed that the heir was with him as well. She sent me a knowing smile, I sneered in response. 
 
   “I hope you enjoyed the show last night,” she said. Gillard’s eyes widened and he glared at her.
 
   “You did not, Keir.” 
 
   So that's her name.
 
   She held up her hands when he glared further at her. “It’s not my fault she came in bursting down the door at three in the morning.” 
 
   I pulled out my sword and held it close to her neck. “You knew what you were doing,” I hissed. 
 
   She simply stepped away from my sword and shrugged.
 
   “Forget it.” Gillard sighed. “We have a tour today, let’s not waste time. I assume the human needs to eat something.”
 
   “Yes, humans do need to eat,” I grumbled. 
 
   “I heard you like coffee as well. We have our own cafe on the compound. I could take you?” Gillard offered. 
 
   ￼“You shouldn’t be nice to someone who called you scum, Gil,” Keir said, sending me her own glare. 
 
   “It will do,” I answered. 
 
   Gillard sent me a small smile and gestured for us to follow him. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I almost moaned as I took a sip from the latte. This had to be the best one I’d tasted in my life. I admit that I’d tended to gravitate toward cheaper coffee, but this was literally heaven. I took another bite of the chocolate croissant; it was just as good. 
 
   “Aren’t the humans here only servants? Isn’t giving them their own coffee shop a bit much?” I asked Gillard. 
 
   “We have humans and half humans here,” Gillard answered. “Not all of them are servants. Raphael’s extended family is quite large.”
 
   “Half humans?” I asked, swallowing a sliver of fear at the idea of being surrounded by the royal family. 
 
   “Yes. As you saw last night, we like to fuck our humans here,” Keir answered.
 
   “Keir,” Gillard warned. 
 
   “Disgusting,” I said and stopped sipping on my coffee, my stomach turning sour all of a sudden. 
 
   “They coming willingly. Seeing by your reaction last night, maybe you will too,” she teased, getting dangerously close to my face. 
 
   “You wish.” I glared at her. 
 
   I would rather die than get in bed with a vampire. 
 
   “Not mine, yours. I do not need an inexperienced hunter in my bed to satisfy me.” 
 
   I bristled at her comment. I was not as inexperienced as she may have thought, but I don’t know why I felt such a push to tell her I wasn’t.
 
   “That’s none of your business,” I said, trying to sip my latte in peace. 
 
   “Ohh? You have me curious now…which little hunter’s bed have you been in? Any of the ones I’ve seen?” 
 
   Gillard gave out a long sigh. 
 
   Keir began listing all the names of the previous hunters she’d met, but none stood out. 
 
   “How about Jane?” 
 
   I froze slightly at the name. She knew Jane.
 
   “Don’t,” Gillard warned.
 
   “So little Jane, huh?” Keir placed her head in her hand and watched my reaction closely. “Did you know I took her vampire virginity? She was much more complacent than you. It only took a small amount of probing and before long, she was begging for me.” 
 
   I gripped the latte cup a little too tightly and the rest of it spilled out onto the table. 
 
   “When was the last time you were with her? The last time I saw her was over four years ago. How is she doing now?” 
 
   I jumped from my seat and tackled the offending vampire to the ground. She smiled under me, enjoying the reaction. I gripped my dagger and held it close to her throat.
 
   “I am going to fucking kill you if you mention her name one more time.”
 
   “What did she do? Scream my name when you fucked her?”
 
   I prickled her skin. I wanted more than anything to bury the dagger deep inside her neck. 
 
   “She was her sister. Did you not read the file I sent you? She died shortly after she left,” Gillard said and tried to pull me off of Keir. 
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch me,” I hissed. 
 
   Keir’s eyes widened. “She died? I didn’t know.” 
 
   ￼I let out a humorless laugh. “She died because of your fucking people. They didn’t stop there, though. The only living survivor of my bloodline is me.” 
 
   It took all my strength to pull myself off of her. Maybe the debt was not worth this.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Keir was strangely quiet the rest of the day as Gillard showed us through the rest of the compound. We had strangely not met any of the rest of the Royal Family, but I was not complaining. 
 
   “What will the Heir even do all day?” I asked Gillard, fully ignoring Keir. 
 
   “Anything she pleases really, but the longer she stays away from her office the bigger the pile of documents she needs to sign gets,” he sent a glare to Keir, “There are also a few events she needs to attend in the next few weeks, you will need to attend those as well.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “This place seems relatively safe. I am not sure why you did not just ask for my services as needed for the events,” I noted. 
 
   While there were vampires crawling across the whole compound, I had not seen someone treat Keir with anything other than respect.
 
   “She also tends to sneak out at night when the rest of the castle is otherwise asleep.”
 
   “Vampires don’t sleep. Why can’t you just watch her?” 
 
   “He’s half. He needs sleep and it’s not like anyone can stop me. I mostly need someone by my side while I go out,” Keir said for the first time all afternoon.
 
   Looking at Gillard, I would not have been able to tell that he was half, but then again, I had never seen a half vampire before. 
 
   “You still live as long as them?” I asked. 
 
   “Unfortunately.” He sighed. “My mother was human. Vampire pregnancy was hard on her and she died shortly after my birth.” I shifted uncomfortably at the news. I muttered condolences. “Thank you. It may have been better that way. My previous clan was… less than agreeable.”
 
   “I guess I will have to change my own sleeping schedule then.” I said trying to change the subject. “I will go back to my room. Please wake me before you leave. I still have a job to complete.”
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The heir did not wake me up before she left. I was lucky that I had even caught her before she did.
 
   “I told you to wake me,” I said, watching as she slowly closed the door behind her. She gave me a smile, her teeth glinting in the dark. Her red eyes did not get past me. I bet if I got closer I could see the blood still staining her fangs.
 
   “I thought you would have given up by now,” she said. 
 
   I noticed that instead of her more formal attire, she was in a band t-shirt, ripped jeans, and Doc Martins. She looked strangely human.
 
   “Where do you go this late at night?” I asked, following her as she led us down the hallway. 
 
   “Many places,” she said. “None of which you would like.” 
 
   She led me down to the garage and I almost groaned when I saw her choice of vehicle. 
 
   “Pick something else,” I ordered.
 
   “But the ladies like my bike.” She pouted.
 
   “I need to keep my sword with me. Pick something else.” I closed my arms over my chest, not budging. 
 
   She sighed and looked around, trying to pick out the next suitable thing. A smile went across her face as she walked toward a Porsche. 
 
   I rolled my eyes. It was better than the bike at least. However, the inside still smelled new. I told myself that I would never be jealous of a vampire, but here I am. 
 
   It’s all the money, I reminded myself. It’s nothing to do with them. 
 
   She settled herself in feeling the steering wheel and dashboard, almost as if she was just as amazed as I was. 
 
   “This isn’t yours, is it?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at her.
 
   “Nope.” She gave me a crazed smile and floored it out of the garage.
 
   Driving with Keir had to be the scariest experience of my life. She had no care for the rules of the road or the people on it. A drive that should have lasted forty minutes lasted twenty and by the time we made it to our destination, I was about to hurl. 
 
   “Don’t be such a baby,” she said and grabbed the back of my shirt, forcing me inside the building. 
 
   I cursed as I was met with loud music and flashing lights. She brought me into a fucking bar. 
 
   “You sneaked out to go to a bar?” I asked, glaring at her. “Are you that stupid?” 
 
   “I like being around people,” she said, shrugging.
 
   “Food you mean,” I corrected, but she only smiled. 
 
   The bouncer knew her immediately and let us in with only a small glance at my sword.
 
   “A hunter?” He asked.
 
   “Obviously.” I sneered and pushed past him to follow Keir inside before the bouncer could ask me to remove my weapons. 
 
   I’d like to see him try.
 
   I was still mad at the fact that she went through all this trouble to go to a bar, when her compound had literally everything she needed. She was the next ruler and here she was spending her time in bars.
 
   “Can you even drink?” I asked.
 
   “Here, I can,” she said and I followed her into the crowd. It was hard to keep up with her, but she was tall enough so I couldn’t miss her. 
 
   It took me only a few seconds to realize that she took me to a lesbian bar, and it was obvious that I was the only hunter here. I had to keep my sword close to my body in order to stop it from hitting people. When we finally made it to the bar, I let out a sigh.
 
   “What is the point of coming here?” I asked her after she had spoken to the bartender. 
 
   Her fading eyes met mine and she gave me a smile. “Is this your first time to a lesbian bar?” she teased.
 
   No, but not like I’d tell her that. 
 
   She handed me a drink and took one for herself. I watched as she drank and her eyes turned back to bright red. I felt bile rise up in my throat and looked down at my own drink. 
 
   “Mine is blood from a drunk person, yours is Jack and Coke,” she explained. 
 
   I really needed this drink. Instead, I put it back on the counter. “I am here for work.” 
 
   She reached out like she was going to grab me and I slapped her hand away. “I will be watching from near the exit if you need me.” 
 
   She scoffed as I walked away. 
 
   I found a nice empty spot on the wall and watched her figure. It was easy to see her from the vantage point of the stairs and it was not long before she started socializing. I watched bitterly as the women fawned over her.
 
   I trained for this job for years and accumulated God only knows how much debt and the biggest job of my career was baby-sitting a grown ass vampire child. I had to admit that I thought someone rumored with her power would have been more impressive…if anyone could even call one of her kind impressive. 
 
   The vampire child had already found her victim for the night. A short blonde girl with a red mini dress that hugged her figure. Keir pushed a small girl against the dirty wall of the club. In their position Keir towered over her but I had a clear view of how starstruck the girl looked. Acid heated in my stomach at the sight. 
 
   Keir smirked and placed her long fingers on the girls’ chin forcing her to bare her neck to her. I froze as her lips came into contact with the girl’s neck. Keir’s eyes flitted to mine. She was testing me. 
 
   Would she really drink here?
 
   “Silv?” 
 
   A familiar voice tore me away from the heir. I looked down and saw Nat walking up the stairs to get closer to me. 
 
   “Nat? It’s been so…” My words trailed off as I took in the difference. 
 
   Her hair was still cropped short and her face was still filled with freckles, but her eyes were no longer the vibrant green they once were. They were red.
 
   “Silv, I heard about your family. I am so sorry. I tried to find you, but you weren’t at your address.” She tried to step closer to me, but stepped back when I placed the sword between us. “What are you doing?”
 
   “What am I doing? What happened to you?” I demanded. 
 
   Her eyebrows pulled together slightly. “I was in an accident. A vampire saved me.”
 
   “I wouldn’t call this saved.” 
 
   She frowned. “We used to be so close, don’t treat me like this,” she pleaded, covering the hand on my sword with hers. The smoothness of it felt the same as before.
 
   “You should leave,” I said, trying to look for Keir. Said vampire child was making her way toward us, with her new friend. 
 
   “No, we should talk. I haven’t been able to find you—”
 
   “Oh? Did the little hunter find someone she likes?” Keir teased, pulling up behind Nat. Nat’s eyes widened in recognition and she bowed slightly. 
 
   I rolled my eyes. Of course Nat would know this idiot. 
 
   “Don’t you think for one second you are bringing her back to the compound,” I snapped at her. 
 
   “I would never. We are going to fuck in the car.” The girl next to her giggled. I blanched at her words. 
 
   “You’ve been to the compound?” Nat asked disbelievingly. 
 
   “Unfortunately, yes.” I grumbled.
 
   “She is there for an extended stay.” Keir said her eyes twinkling. 
 
   “Wait, you are living with her?” Nat’s eyes passed between us like she was trying to make sense of whatever was between us.
 
   “Actually, she lives—” 
 
   I cut Keir off with a dagger to the throat. “You really must not care for your life.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed. Nat reached out to touch my shoulder lightly, and Keir caught the action. I pushed her hand away too slowly. It answered all that Keir needed to know.
 
   “Fine, we can stay here for now,” Keir said and sent a glance toward Nat.
 
   “We leave in another hour,” I ordered. 
 
   It was Keir’s turn to roll her eyes. She waved a hand at me and went back into the bar with the girl at her side. 
 
   “Silv,” Nat started, but I put the dagger back in its holder and glared at her.
 
   “I don’t associate with your kind anymore. Please leave.” 
 
   I felt bad when her face dropped, but I reminded myself that she was not the girl I once knew. 
 
   “You seem to associate yourself with the heir,” she said. 
 
   “Don’t mention her status here,” I said quickly, my eyes darting around to see if anyone heard her, “I am not here by choice, and I hate associating with her as much as any other vampire. Leave so I can do my job.” 
 
   After that she left without another word. I watched her form as she disappeared back into the crowd. 
 
   Was it really an accident? Would she have died without changing? 
 
   I shook the thoughts out of my head. It didn’t matter. 
 
   I looked for Keir and found her almost immediately. She was still with the girl she had picked up. They were now in a heavy make-out session. 
 
   An hour was far too long. I was way too generous. Many people had come and gone, but Keir stayed with the same girl. At the hour mark I had to go pull her from the girl.
 
   “We have to leave,” I snapped. 
 
   Keir didn’t pay attention to me. She was still groping the girl against the wall. I rolled my eyes and poked her with the hilt of my sword. Her head snapped around, her eyes wild and red. I caught the girl’s bloodstained face from underneath her. 
 
   “Leave her be,” I ordered. 
 
   “You can’t order me to do anything,” Keir responded, licking the blood around her mouth.
 
   “I can if it endangers your life. You have been here too long, with too many people coming and going. We need to leave.” 
 
   She bared her teeth at me. The girl underneath her let out a strangled moan. My blood turned to ice. I roughly pushed the vampire away and took the girls face in my hands. Her eyes were glossed over and she could barely keep herself up. 
 
   “Don’t go,” she moaned, trying to grab onto my shirt. I sighed and cleaned her face with the sleeve of my shirt. 
 
   “I can’t fucking believe you,” I muttered and turned to face Keir, but she was nowhere to be seen. 
 
   I cursed. I couldn’t just leave this girl here. 
 
   Holding her close, I brought her to the seating area. “Who are you here with?” I tried to ask, but my words had no effect on her. 
 
   She sagged against me muttering something. I couldn’t hear it clearly. I was going to fucking kill that vampire when I saw her next. This was exactly why their kind deserved to perish. Leaving a helpless girl like this in a bar no less. She would be better dead. If I wasn’t here, I wondered what her fate would have been. 
 
   Just then a bottle of orange juice and crackers filled my vision. I looked up to see Keir staring back down at me, her mouth still stained with blood. I glared and took the juice forcefully from her, then sat the girl up and forced her to drink. It was another twenty minutes before she could eat, however, she was much more alert. 
 
   “I apologize for getting carried away,” Keir said to the girl. 
 
   The girl shot her a smile. “Don’t be, I enjoyed it,” she replied. 
 
   Keir chuckled.
 
   Disgusting.
 
   “Where are your friends?” I asked her. She looked at me as if I was the bad guy. “Don’t look at me like that. If I didn’t step in you would be dead.”
 
   “No she wouldn’t—”
 
   “Shut up,” I hissed at Keir. “Where are your friends?” I demanded from the girl once more. 
 
   She pointed to two girls huddled near the other side of the bar. 
 
   “Go to them now.” 
 
   Her eyes widened at my tone, yet she obeyed, while sending a small wave to the heir. I glared as Keir sent her a wink. 
 
   “We are leaving.”
 
   She tried to object but I prodded her with my sword until she started moving. It was not long before we were back in the car and speeding toward the compound.
 
   “If you just allowed me to bring her back to the compound this wouldn’t have happened.” 
 
   My anger flared at her words. “Don’t you blame your mistakes on me. I don’t think you realize the situation you are in.”
 
   Her hands gripped tightly on the steering wheel. The forest provided almost no light. 
 
   “Don’t scold me like a child.”
 
   “Then don’t act like one.” 
 
   That seemed to hit too close to home. 
 
   Keir was silent until we made it back to our rooms. I stopped at mine and watched to make sure that she went into her room. She paused and suddenly I was pushed roughly against the wall. 
 
   My head hit the wall and it took me a moment to regain my spotty vision. I glared at Keir. She gripped the sides of my neck roughly and bared her teeth. 
 
   “You ruined my plans for tonight.” Her face was so close to mine that I could smell the blood that was drying on her face. 
 
   “You really are a child if this is how you act when you can’t get what you want,” I gasped out. 
 
   She was not crushing my windpipe, yet the grip she had on me was locked tight. I tried to push her off and kick her, but she stayed still.
 
   “Did you really think you had a chance against me?” she spat. “You are a weak human. Every time you pushed me, I have allowed it. You do not see what it would be like if I really took advantage of the situation you were in.”
 
   I struggled against her grip, as she squeezed harder. “Let go,” I ordered.
 
   “How does it feel to know your life is in my hands?” She leaned in closer and inhaled my scent deeply. “How would you feel if I took a drink?”
 
   “Don’t you dare, you filth.”
 
   “Ohh, testy,” she teased and released her grip, only to place my hands above my head. “Would you enjoy it as much as the others?”
 
   “If you think this will make me quit, you are wrong.”
 
   “Who said I wanted you to quit?” Her eyes flashed dangerously. “Now that I know your preference, I am more excited to keep you around. All the other hunters they sent me were straight. Straight people are no fun after a while.”
 
   She held my hand with only one of hers and started to feel down my side slowly.
 
   “I would never fuck trash like you.” I spat at her. “Let me go before I hurt you.”
 
   She threw her head back and laughed like she had just heard the funniest joke on the planet. That was the signal I needed. 
 
   I hit the heel of my boot against the wall and smiled when I felt the knife free itself from my sole. I went to kick her, but found the spot empty and my hands free. I saw her leaning against her door with an amused smile on her face. 
 
   “Let’s do this again sometime, little hunter.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   "Did you get kicked out of all the other places or something?” Silvia fumed as we stepped out of the car and headed once more into my favorite bar. 
 
    “Like I would show you any other secrets.” I responded and took my seat at the bar. 
 
    “Or you’re really just a reject of an Heir that got kicked out of every other place in Seattle.” She let out a little laugh. My jaw clenched. 
 
    “Let’s not get started on who the real reject is.” I whispered and leaned closer to her. Before she could take her dagger out, I pulled roughly on the end on her ponytail. “You are in more debt than I’d seen in a long time.” I dodged her incoming attack and gripped her wrist, careful not to bruise it. The fire was back in her eyes. “Not to mention the shit conditions The Order makes you live in.”
 
    “I didn’t know a hunter would be stupid enough to invite you into their bed.” 
 
    “You know by now that they all do.” I purred and pulled her flush against me. Her smell was intoxicating. “No exceptions.”
 
    A swirl of satisfaction started in the pit of my stomach when her eyes flicked down to my mouth. Instead of responding though she freed her hand and stomped away to her spot near the staircase. 
 
    The hunter was as interesting as she was annoying. Most of the others would have given up by now, but no matter what I did she would follow and clean up the mess. I was usually more caring with my girls, however, watching her sharp, icy eyes stare at me with such hatred made my head swirl with different kinds of feelings. Even now as I watched her from the other end of the bar, I couldn’t help my curiosity. 
 
   She is so obviously uncomfortable. She could at least try to fit in.
 
   Every night she would stand by the stairs and watch as I took girl after girl and fed from them. Her disgust was apparent, but I didn’t miss the way her eyes lingered when I got too close. It was like the way how she looked at me when I was fucking the girl in front of her on her first night. As much as she said she hated us I saw the longing in her eyes, I smelt her arousal. She is lying to herself. The lies are what got me most interested and what made me want to have her spill all the lies she’d been telling herself. The other hunters all lied about stupid things. 
 
   I’m not attracted to women.
 
   I am loyal to The Order. 
 
   I am doing this for the greater good.
 
   But here is a woman who doesn’t lie about anything like that. I bet she hates The Order as much as she hates vampires. A twinge of guilt hit me as I remembered the way her face twisted when I joked about her dead sister. I didn’t really know Jane, but when I heard the way her heart pounded and seeing that deliciously angry face… I got carried away. 
 
   Her strength surprised me. Especially when she tackled me to the ground, or when she tried to stab me with her concealed dagger. The Order had done well with her training. I would never tell her that.
 
   If I was honest her anger made her more attractive. I originally wanted to seduce her, but when I saw the way she reacted to our first night at the club, I changed my tactics ever so slightly. I wanted to see how long she could keep up with the erratic schedule, how long she could keep up with my endangerment of the human girls I took every night. But she surprised me each time. 
 
   Each time she hugged the girl close and watched over her until she regained her footing and left for the night. Each time she would run after me with that glare of hers resting on her face. Her sharp eyes didn’t miss anything.
 
   Nat had cornered her on multiple occasions and it was clear they went further back than Silvia liked to admit. She let Nat touch her without throwing a dagger in her face. Her sharp eyes would soften just enough for me to catch another glimpse of the longing that hid beneath the surface. 
 
   Silvia could lie very well about a lot of things, but after so long I wondered when the lies would finally overtake her. 
 
   I smiled at the thought. 
 
   I couldn’t wait to hear those lies flow out of her mouth as I rammed my fingers into her. My plan was no longer to seduce her. I would be lying if I said that I hadn’t thought about how it would feel to dominate over this hunter. A hunter that preached how much she hated vampires only to be fucked by the queen of them. I imagined how her red hair would feel curled around my hand. The way her moans would sound as I tasted her.
 
   Yes.
 
   While I had abandoned my previous plans, there was no way in hell I would let her leave without screaming my name.
 
   I downed my drink and grabbed the nearest single girl. Better enjoy this night. After this I would give the annoying little hunter what she wanted. A laugh bubbled in my chest escaping as I latched myself to the girl. The hunter wouldn’t last much longer.
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It had taken a few weeks for the heir to finally realize that I would not get fed up with her actions and leave. Every night we would go to the same club and I would watch as she buried her fangs in another human. It was a disgusting sight. Watching as the human girls practically melted in her hands. Every god damn night it was the same thing, the only difference is that she had decided that I no longer amused her. She did not fight with me and actually started to listen when I told her things. 
 
   “How did you do it?” Gillard asked, also noticing the change. 
 
   “She has to be faking it,” I said and watched as Keir brought over an iced latte for me. 
 
   “I am not,” she said, her brown eyes not leaving mine. I looked down at the latte. “A peace offering.”
 
   I raised an eyebrow. Gillard choked on his own coffee and had to beat his chest to clear his throat. 
 
   “What do you want?” I asked, suspicious of her motives. I refused to take the coffee until I knew her reasoning. 
 
   “I realized I was being immature. Starting today, I will stop going out at night.”
 
   “Don’t lie,” Gillard snapped. 
 
   “I’m not. Her dedication surprised me. And she is tired.” 
 
   She was right. The late nights tired me immensely. I was not able to adjust to the new schedule well.
 
   “So what will you do instead?” I asked, still not believing her. I took a sip of the coffee anyways. 
 
   “I am behind on paperwork. I will do that first and then prepare for the upcoming gathering.”
 
   “A gathering?”
 
   Gillard let out a heavy sigh. “I knew it wasn’t for anything.” I shot him a look. “It’s when the leaders of the clans get together and they discuss important laws. It’s just a game of social chess.”
 
   “And I will need your assistance there,” Keir said, finishing for him.
 
   “What can I do?” I scoffed.
 
   “Well, you can’t go as a hunter. That would kill our reputation for working with your organization, but that would be the best place for an attack.” She paused and roughly grabbed my hand, forcing me to come closer. “So, you will go as my date.”
 
   I ripped my hand away from hers. “Like hell I will.”
 
   “That’s actually not a bad idea,” Gillard said. 
 
   “You can’t be serious.” I whined.
 
   “Very. And that’s what we will be doing in our free time. You will be learning how to be presentable to other vampires.” 
 
   “I don’t give a fuck about those scum.” 
 
   “But your employer does,” Gillard said, his voice lowering. “And this is exactly what we hired you for.”
 
   He hasn’t used that tone since we first met. I swallowed the knot in my throat. I knew my debt was hanging on a string. 
 
   “Fine.” 
 
   Keir gave me a sinister smile.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch me,” I snapped at Keir. 
 
   She ran her hand through her hair and let out an exasperated sigh. We were alone with Gillard in an empty dance room. They had decided that now was the best time for me to learn how to dance. 
 
   “But you have to learn,” Gillard insisted. 
 
   “Then send a human,” I said and crossed my hands across my chest.
 
   “You will have to touch me at the ball, you might as well get over it now,” Keir said and forced me back against her body. She gripped one of my hands roughly and placed it on her shoulder. I reluctantly placed the other on her waist. “See? Not bad. And I didn’t even have to play the debt card that time.”
 
   “Shouldn’t you be dancing with a man?” I jabbed at her as she pulled me closer. I gritted my teeth, trying to ignore the shiver of disgust that went through me.
 
   “They know my sexual preference and even if they didn’t, I have nothing to hide.” Her eyes lingered on my lips for a moment too long.
 
   I rolled my eyes at her. Gillard walked us through the steps, but he was barely needed since Keir already knew all the steps. Her hand was on my waist and in my hand, which made me too uncomfortable to focus. I continued to mess up. It is not that there was anything wrong with her hands…yet there was the problem. Her hands felt human and they left waves of fire in their wake. It was disgusting how a vampire’s touch could make it feel like I was burning from the inside out.
 
   “You have to look at her,” Gillard ordered from his seat. 
 
   I sighed and met her eyes instead of looking at my feet. I felt my heart skip a beat. 
 
   “Don’t look so confused,” Keir said with a playful tone. “It’s not like this is the first time you have seen me.” I pouted slightly and averted my gaze. She growled lightly. “Look at me.”
 
   I looked back up at her and tried to keep her gaze as long as possible. Looking at her now, it almost felt like she was a human. Her eyes were no longer red. Her face had a small smirk etched into it. She lacked the blood lust that was that seemed to surround her kind. As I looked at her longer, I felt myself relax against her.
 
   “Is my touch as disgusting as you thought it was?” 
 
   Before I could respond she pulled me against her, causing my face to go straight into her chest. Her shirt was unbuttoned slightly and I felt the hot skin of her chest against my cheek. Until now she had taken precautions to only touch my skin where was needed, but having her chest against me seemed too intimate. The hand that was on my waist started roaming slightly downward. 
 
   “Well?” 
 
   “Spin her,” Gillard commanded. 
 
   Keir chuckled softly and did as she was told. I followed her spin but was caught off guard when she harshly snapped me back to her and suddenly dipped me. Her hand slowly made its way up my stomach, then over my breasts and finally gripped my neck roughly and forced my chin up to expose my neck. I felt her bury her head in my neck and inhale deeply. Against my better wishes I felt another shiver pass down my body. This one was definitely not from disgust.
 
   “Enough,” I snapped. 
 
   She slowly let me up but kept her face only a few inches from mine. I glared at her.
 
   “Don’t look so scary,” she teased. “It’s so unbecoming of a lady.”
 
   “Good thing I am not one,” I said and put some distance between her and myself. “I will be checking in at the base tomorrow.” 
 
   “Can’t you just call them?” Keir asked. 
 
   I raised my eyebrow at her. “Afraid I’ll quit?” I challenged. 
 
   Her brows furrowed at my words and her eyes searched mine.
 
   ￼“I will have someone give you a ride,” Gillard said, interrupting the awkward silence between us. 
 
   I was about to say thank you, however, I caught myself before and left the room, heading to my own.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Silv, you’re alive!” Jade almost screamed as I entered the base. She ran at me almost as fast as a vampire. I held my arms out and gave her a hug.
 
   “It’s only been a few weeks,” I reminded her.
 
   “I know, but I was so worried,” she said, sounding like she was going to cry.
 
   As Cain slowly walked up to us, he gave me a nod. 
 
   “Are you getting taken care of?” I asked him.
 
   “It’s not much, but better than having to go on actual missions for money. We will be fine until you get back,” he said, his tone honest. 
 
   I nodded and detangled Jade from myself. I patted her on her head and gave her a smile. “Come, I need to debrief and head straight back.” I grabbed her arm and pulled them to the captain’s office. 
 
   I walked slower and let Jade fill me in on the happenings since I’d been gone. 
 
   “We’ve been working on this new project since you have been gone.” Jade gushed. “You would not believe how ingenious it is.”
 
   “You can’t talk about it, Jade.” Cain commented. 
 
   I frowned slightly.
 
   “Why not?” I looped my arm around Jades, “We are team mates you can tell me anything.”
 
   “I can’t, Silv.” Jade pouted and tried to removed her arm from mine but I held tight. “It’s top secret! Captain made us swear!”
 
   “Speaking of top secret,” Cain nudged my side. “How’s the Royal Family treating you?” 
 
   I gritted my teeth at the reminder of Keir. I was not excited about the event and I really was starting to regret taking such a stupid job.
 
   “Fine,” I said, “nothing exciting.” 
 
   We reached the captain’s office before Cain could say any more. I gave Jade a quick hug and went to enter for my debrief.
 
   “Can we visit you?” Jade asked, making my hand pause on the door handle. 
 
   “No, they do not trust witches apparently.” 
 
   Her face fell and Cain gave her a pat in mock sympathy.
 
   Without another word I entered the office. The captain greeted me and asked for me to sit. 
 
    “How is the job? Any mistreatment of humans?” He inquired. Straight to the point.
 
    “No sign, yet.” I said. “There is an event coming up apparently that the heir needs protection for. Besides that it really is just like baby-sitting.”
 
    He rubbed his chin and let out a humming noise.
 
    “The Royal Family has only just recently began working with us. And on top of that they have been paying more than any of our other clients.”
 
    I shifted in my seat. “Because the transfer of power?” I offered.
 
   “Only time will tell.” He sighed, “If you really do accomplish this it will be nothing short of amazing. There have been far too many hunters that have failed. It is giving The Order a bad look.” 
 
   I didn’t know if I should be happy about the compliment or panic about the additional weight he just dumped on my shoulders. There was still a long time to go and given how she’d been acting I was scared that this was just the calm before the storm. 
 
   “That’s kind of you… sir. I should get back though.” He nodded and dismissed me.
 
   It was even more of a battle to leave Jade the second time, but I reminded her I would be back in another few weeks and she reluctantly let go. The way back seemed quicker than the other times and before I knew it, I was being shown to a sitting room where Keir and Gillard apparently were. 
 
   The maid opened the door.
 
   SLAP.
 
   SLAP.
 
   SLAP.
 
   Keir was being held up by an older man and was slapped not once but three times. His long dark hair was pulled in a loose ponytail that rested at the nape of his neck. His wild red eyes snapped over to us as I stepped through the door. Keir’s eyes were downcast and she refused to look at me. I met the man’s gaze straight on.
 
   “I seemed to have missed something while I was gone,” I commented coolly. 
 
   The man unhanded Keir and moved toward me. Keir didn’t move from her spot. 
 
   “My apologies that you had to see that.” He bowed slightly and gripped my hand as if he wanted to kiss it. I yanked my hand out of his grip. He smiled slightly. “I was just teaching my daughter a lesson.”
 
   His daughter. 
 
   My eyes narrowed at him and I gritted my teeth as I bowed in front of him. It made my blood boil to have to show any submission to their kind but he was no one to mess with. He could snap my neck in an instant and if he treated his daughter with such violence… I didn’t have to guess what he did to humans. He dismissed my bow.
 
   This was the man who had a choke hold on the entire vampire race. They feared him and did his bidding. If he was unhappy, so was everyone else. The rumor was that he had become tired of ruling after all these years, but I could see right through him. 
 
   He would not be able to overpower the vampires for long. He was weakening. You could tell by his hollowed eyes and in the way he tried to overpower her. A coward if I had ever seen one. It was a pity that someone like him had such a power over people. 
 
   “May I ask what lesson she needed to be taught?” I looked toward Gillard and he was shaking his head at me. Keir still didn’t meet my eyes.
 
   “You should, very well.” He stalked back toward Keir. “She has been sneaking out again.”
 
   “Where did you hear that from?” I interjected. 
 
   “I have eyes everywhere,” he said, watching Keir closely.
 
   “She has been behaving.” I tried not to shrink when his head snapped over to me. “I have been keeping an eye on her and she has not been going out. I even switched my sleep schedule to make sure she did not.”
 
   “So my eyes have been lying?” he asked me as if I dared lie for her. Looking at Keir now, I still wasn’t sure why the words even came out of my mouth.
 
   “I would say they are mistaken, not lying.”
 
   “I thought you said she was the one, yet here she is fighting for her,” he spat at Gillard. 
 
   “She is, sir,” he said, his voice shaky. 
 
   “If it is about my hate for your kind,” I started and held my sword at my side. “Then that is not a lie. Every minute I am here I rethink if being here is worth the hell that I put myself through having to see your kind every waking minute of the day. I just want to make sure everyone’s facts are straight, but if you don’t believe me then hit her some more. I have been dying to do it myself.”
 
   Keir’s eyes met mine.
 
   Raphael laughed loudly, causing me to jump slightly. He clapped a hand on Keir’s shoulder and made his way to the door where I was standing. 
 
   “Maybe you were the correct choice. If you would like to deliver the next punishment, I would gladly give it to you.” 
 
   His words twisted my stomach. This was the vampire I despised. He was the real filth. 
 
   “If I am here, that will not be necessary,” I said. 
 
   He chuckled and left the room. 
 
   We all stood still without talking. I waited for their signal. Waited for Raphael to leave within hearing range. The signal I was given was being slammed against the wall by Keir. The wind was knocked out of me and I was met with her snarls. Her face was inches away from mine. Her eyes were as crazed as her fathers were.
 
   “Do you understand what you have just done?” she snarled. The hand that had felt so human was now wrapped around my neck.
 
   “Saved you from a beating apparently.” I pushed out through my gasps of air. 
 
   It was Gillard who pulled Keir off of me. 
 
   “Lying to him was stupid,” he said, agreeing with Keir. 
 
   “It wasn’t a lie,” I said, trying to calm my heart. 
 
   Keir stood a few feet away from me, still breathing heavily. Her cheek was still red. 
 
   “It doesn’t count as sneaking if I let her go. I knew where she was going and who went with her. No sneaking involved.” 
 
   “Why did you interfere?” Gillard asked softly. 
 
   The softness and change in his demeanor made me want to tell him that the real vampires who were scum were people like Raphael, but I clamped down on that feeling and locked it deep down inside.
 
   “It does matter,” I responded and left the room without another word. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next time I saw Keir, she refused to look at me. I followed her around all day but she did not look at me or talk to me. It was not until late that night when she was shuffling through paperwork and I was reading a book that she make any conversation. 
 
   “I didn’t have sex with your sister,” she whispered. 
 
   I paused afraid I heard her misspoke. 
 
   “I said that to get on your nerves. I actually just met her in passing, I didn’t know what became of her.”
 
   I took a deep breath. I wasn’t close to my sister but knowing this calmed me slightly. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” Keir said after a pause. 
 
   I watched her carefully, her brown eyes met mine and my heart skipped a beat once more. 
 
   “I didn’t know your kind was capable of feeling sorry,” I said and went back to my book, uncomfortable with the feeling her words brought. 
 
   “If you weren’t so disgusted with my kind, I could show you how sorry I am.” Her voice did not have a teasing edge. It was totally serious and made my heart skip another beat. My hair stood on end. 
 
   “No need,” I responded thickly. 
 
   She chuckled. 
 
   I reread the same paragraph on the page multiple times, trying to get over the tension that filled the room. 
 
   What was happening to me? 
 
   I let out a sigh and leaned back on the couch, trying to regain myself. 
 
   “We are not as bad as you may think,” Keir said after another short pause, then added, “My father may be, and the people who killed your family, of course. But we are not. Most are not.” She paused one more time. “I am not.”
 
   “I’ll believe it when I see it.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Her actions infuriated me. Started a fire so deep and so potent that I truly believe it would burn me from the inside out. No self-preservation tactics. Such a stupid reckless hunter. 
 
    After her actions I couldn’t help but feel even worse about what I had said regarding Jane. I didn’t understand why her actions made me feel so strongly. One moment I was ready to tear her limb from limb and the other I wanted to beg her to believe me. I don’t understand why I wanted her to believe me so much. I don’t know why that every time her eyes soften, I got addicted to the feeling. It was about sex, I tried to remind myself. That’s what I was after. But the more I saw her unusual reactions, the more unsure I became. 
 
   It was fear, I realized. When I saw her stand up to Father, a new type of fear filled me. If I was being logical, I should have pushed her to disobey Father even more and get her fired. It would be the easiest way out of it. But when I saw her blue eyes steel and her hand grip her sword, I was overcome with emotion. I thought for sure she would just watch, but she even interfered on my behalf. 
 
   No one has ever stopped him before. Even when I was just a child and was beaten and starved by him, no one would step in. They would let the small sad child cry herself to sleep. They would let the child that was begging and screaming continue to starve until she almost wasted away.
 
   But Silvia. The person who hated our kind with such a fiery passion was the only one to stop his assault. A few slaps were nothing compared to what he had done before, but the humiliation of it was far more potent. When she spoke out, all the fear and anger hardened and felt like a weight in my stomach. When his red eyes met with her unwavering stare, I thought for sure that I could see the thoughts in his head. 
 
   Hunter or not, he would make her scream for him. Make her regret her actions, no matter the cost. He was the only one in this family that still loved to use and abuse humans. He was the real scum. 
 
   As soon as he left the fear that filled me turned into anger. I was ready to give her the beating myself. 
 
   Even after she had left for the night the events played in my mind on repeat. My fear and anger mixed and made a violative combo. 
 
    
 
   How dare she put herself in harm’s way like that?
 
   How dare she endanger her life like that?
 
   Did she know that my father would love to keep her as his pet?
 
   But then she met me with more lies. We knew she was lying, that much was too obvious to deny…but why?
 
   Why did she endanger herself like that? Did she really have no self-preservation tactics? 
 
   The apology came naturally. I was sorry, and did feel bad that I threw her dead family like that in her face after she had stood up to Father for me. 
 
   I hoped I had the balls to do the same one day.
 
   “Gillard,” I called and in less than a minute Gillard was walking into my room with a strained smile on his face. “Get me all the files you have on her family’s murder.”
 
   His eyes widened and he paused. I could feel his brain trying to work at a thousand miles a minute. “Are you sure you should be getting involved to this extent?”
 
   “I owe her for what she did with Father,” I explained. 
 
   Gillard hung his head low. I knew why. He had never once dared to openly go against Father. He was afraid, but so was I. The only one who seemed not to be was Silvia, and I desperately hoped she would not live to regret it. 
 
   It was not an hour later that I had the files in my hand. I looked over them with Gillard. It was hard to hold back my disgust after looking at the pictures. The murders were brutal. No vampire would even dare to leave a mess like this for a feeding. 
 
   No, there was much more to this. 
 
   “Silvia found the bodies,” Gillard whispered and handed me a picture of a younger bloodstained Silvia. Her blue eyes that were normally filled with a spark of defiance were dead. 
 
   “It wasn’t a feeding.”
 
   “No…my guess is revenge. Her whole family were hunters,” he said, reading over the papers in front of him. “Great ones at that. Over three hundred missions between them. The Order gave them a medal of honor when they died.”
 
   I scoffed at the actions of The Order.
 
   “Yet they gave Silvia her family’s debt,” I mused and ran my finger over Silvia’s bloodstained cheek. The Order were worse than Father.
 
   “Probably to keep her with them. They were reluctant to hand her over if we paid for her full debt. Rumor has it she has yet to fail a mission.”
 
   Until this one, a voice whispered in the back of my head. I wasn’t so sure of my plans anymore. 
 
   “How did you get them to agree?” I peered at him and he met me with a smile. 
 
   “I told him if we did not get the best, we would cut ties with The Order for good.” He paused. “Not like we would ever get out of that contract.”
 
   I let out a laugh at his coyness. “You devil.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   On the day of the event, I was awoken by Keir storming into my room with boxes in her arms. I groaned and sat up quickly, grabbing my dagger and holding it out toward her. She ignored it completely and sat down on the bed with the boxes. 
 
   “I hope you remember what we have been preparing for,” she reminded me. 
 
   I nodded and slowly got out of bed, far too aware of what I was wearing and how trained her eyes were on me. Her tongue drafted out and dragged across her bottom lip. 
 
   “Maybe I should wake you up more often if you were in this flimsy thing to bed.”
 
   The flimsy thing fun question was a light blue night slip that barely covered anything. I ignored the urge I had to cover up and started looking through the boxes she brought. I refused to let her know that she had any sort of impact on me. As I pulled out the dress I was supposed to wear, I felt her hand gently curl around my hair. My heart skipped a beat again. I cursed internally. She lightly brushed my hair off my shoulder, making me shiver at the contact.
 
   “Don’t touch me,” I muttered.
 
   “We have to act the part, remember?” she teased and yanked my hand harshly, making me drop the dress. 
 
   She used the chance to pull me between her legs. I tried to move back, but her hands gripped my hips tightly. I could feel the heat off her skin seeping into mine, leaving trails of fire in their wake.
 
   “In public. This is private,” I reminded her, avoiding her gaze like the plague. 
 
   One of her hands brushed the side of my thigh softly, making another round of shivers go through me. Her hand slipped under the hem of the slip and got dangerously close to the parts that mattered. My breath caught and I glared down at her, but her gaze was elsewhere. 
 
   I gripped her shoulders tightly. “Stop.”
 
   “But they are so perfect,” she whined and leaned closer to my breast. 
 
   The shivers had caused my nipples to harden and they now stood out clear as day against the fabric. She saw them too and her mouth was heading right for them. I felt heat pool in my stomach at the thought of her mouth on me. 
 
   I should stop her.
 
   I could stop her; she wasn’t holding me very tightly. But a part of me didn’t want to. 
 
   She took one nipple into her mouth through the shirt and gave it a soft bite. The feeling went straight south and I had to close my eyes to recenter myself. 
 
   “I don’t want to be touched by your kind,” I complained, yet I didn’t push her away. 
 
   She noticed as well and softly sucked on my nipple once more. Her hands trailed further up and under my slip, playing with the lace underwear I had on. She bit my nipple once more and this time I couldn’t stifle the moan. She paused.
 
   “It seems like your mouth tells lies,” she said, her words muffled by my nipple. Her hands moved themselves from under my slip and onto my shoulders, slipping off the night gown, exposing my breasts to her. The familiar sensation was what called me back to reality. 
 
   The image of Dimitri pulling of my dress in the same manner filled my head. I snapped out of whatever trance her lips had put me under and pushed her away for real this time. She let me. 
 
   I put my slip back on and took a calming breath glaring at her. “Don’t do that again,” I warned. 
 
   She watched me in amusement, then leaned back on the bed now. Her head tilted and clear amusement played on her face. Her shirt was widely open, showing me a dangerous amount of bare chest. I swallowed thickly.
 
   “You don’t hate us as much as you say you do.” Her fangs showed as she flashed me a smile. 
 
   It would be a lie if I didn’t admit how attractive Keir was. Her sharp jaw, straight nose, and hooded expression that could make anyone’s knees weak. She topped that off with the sinful outfits she wore, which even gave me a heart attack. 
 
   “I would rather die than let you touch me like that again,” I hissed and unboxed what I was going to wear.
 
   “We will have to see, won’t we?”
 
   I blamed my lapse on the lack of sleep. 
 
   After getting ready I met Keir in the hallway. She was dressed in a way that made my mouth dry. She was dressed in the same opened chest shirt, showing off the long golden chain necklace she wore. The pants hugged her figure lightly and rings decorated her fingers. Her hair was slicked back and she was even wearing eyeliner. I swallowed the knot in my throat and held my head up high. I was wearing a silk ankle length, deep blue gown and a white shawl. We matched. 
 
   Gillard was also dressed up slightly, but did not look as different as Keir did. 
 
   “You look nice,” he commented.
 
   “So do both of you,” I said and quickly froze when I realized what I’d said. “For scum that is.” 
 
   My face felt hot.
 
   Keir grabbed my arm and laced it through hers. “Time to pretend,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
   I cleared my throat and gave her a smile. She took a moment to regain herself and then we were off. 
 
   The ball was worse than I thought. Vampires littered the place and many have brought their slaves as dates. There were bites marring their skin, it was almost like they were showing off their food. As long as it’s consensual the law allowed it, but I wondered how many of them lost their reasoning after the first bite. I realized that I was in the same situation, I was on the arm of a vampire and a very powerful one at that. 
 
   “Let’s dance,” Keir whispered in my ear. 
 
   I gulped and nodded, letting her guide me to the dance floor. Gillard has left us long ago to mingle. 
 
   I followed Keir’s steps like we had practiced, making sure to keep her eyes. I forced a smile on my face. She gave me a devious smirk.
 
   “Don’t get any ideas,” I warned.
 
   “It’s not me who has any ideas, I assure you.” She chuckled and squeezed my waist. “Just remember how willing you were for my mouth on you.” I was about to open my mouth to yell at her, but she interrupted me. “Remember our deal.” 
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Yes, I remember.” I sneered, keeping the fake smile on my face. “I can’t wait until you try that again and see what happens to your throat.”
 
   “Maybe we can ditch this early and you can show me.”
 
   Before I could speak again, we were interrupted by Gillard. “It’s my turn to dance with Miss Silvia.” He smiled at both of us. 
 
   Keir frown but passed me to him. 
 
   Once she was gone, he spoke again. “I hope she has not bothered you too much.” 
 
   My fake smile faltered when I remembered what transpired this morning. Not only that, but I was so close to all these vampires and was even dancing with a few.
 
   “No, I am still good to finish this mission,” I assured him. 
 
   “Good, I do believe you are the only hunter able to put up with her. And one of the only ones not to fall for her acts.” 
 
   My blood froze at the underlying meaning of his words. 
 
   “Yes, I could see how her acts could be convincing.” 
 
   It was not long after our conversation that they allowed me to take a break from dancing. As we did, I surveyed the crowd. There were so many influential vampires here, it was the perfect opportunity to take them all out. If I was lucky enough to have joined the rebellion I would have salivated at the chance. 
 
   Just then, in the corner of my eye, I saw a figure sneak out of the ballroom and into a dark corridor. My heart rate picked up. Both Keir and Gillard were occupied by other vampires, I used this chance to sneak away and follow the person. 
 
   The corridor was darkened, but it was light enough to see a woman at the end of the corridor. She was dressed in a floor length gown and she was covered in bite marks. I walked toward her quickly. My heels alerted her to my presence. I let out a sigh when I realized she was just another food for them and not a part of the rebellion.
 
   Her eyes widened when she saw me.
 
   “Ma’am are you okay?” I asked. 
 
   Her eyes shifted behind me slightly and that was when I saw the device in her hand. Blood started rushing through my ears. 
 
   Everything was moving in slow motion. Her crazed expression turned into a smile and she pressed the button on the device and the hallway filled with the loudest, most ear piercing noise imaginable. I ran and tackled her to the ground, then wrestled her for the device. With the noise the vampires should all be forced to their knees. It would be the perfect time to kill anyone of the clan heads.
 
   Or Keir.
 
   I punched her in the face and gripped for the dagger strapped to my thigh, and placed it up to her throat. She froze and I grabbed the device, pushing the button once more and caused the screeching to stop. 
 
   “Are you a part of the rebellion?” I questioned. 
 
   Her eyes widened and then narrowed at me. “Why are you protecting those monsters?” 
 
   I was caught off guard by her question. “I am just doing my job.”
 
   Not a moment later we were surrounded by vampires. I sighed and slowly lifted up the device for one of them to grab without looking away from the girl I was currently straddling. 
 
   “You are a race traitor.” 
 
   I was pulled off of her by a familiar body. I did not push Keir’s hands off me. I watched as her eyes widened at who was next to me. Raphael signaled for some vampires and they gripped her harshly and forced her up.
 
   “Bring her to the jail until the order can get here.” His eyes passed over me and sent me a nod. 
 
   “Fucking traitor!” she screamed, as she was dragged down the hallway. 
 
   I stood still while the other vampires around us left. Her words would not leave my head. 
 
   I was a traitor. 
 
   I had killed hundreds of other humans, but I never had their words stuck with me as much as hers did. The way the tears and anger mixed with her face as she screamed at me created a coldness in my core that was hard to shake. 
 
   ￼Keir’s hands squeezed me. I realized how close she was. I blinked a few times and pushed her hands off me. I turned and met her eyes, she flinched slightly.
 
   “Don’t you ever touch me again.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I could not sleep that night. Not with the look of her face in my mind. She was right. I was a human working for the worst of the vampires out there. 
 
   The captain met with me before he left today. Said Raphael sang praises for me. I plastered a fake smile on my face and thanked him, but my stomach twisted painfully at the thought of what I had done. I wondered if she would even live the night. I wondered if Raphael had killed her as soon as she was in the jail. 
 
   A soft knock sounded at my door. I ignored it.
 
   “I know you’re awake,” Keir said. She paused, waiting for my response, but I did not say anything. “Do you want to go get drunk?”
 
   I got up faster than I ever had in my life.
 
   Not twenty minutes later we were back in the lesbian bar and I had already downed three shots of vodka. Keir did not drink this time. Instead, she just watched me.
 
   “You should go find a human to fuck out your feelings to,” she suggested. 
 
   Race traitor.
 
   I shook my head and signaled for another shot. 
 
   “You were just doing your job,” she continued.
 
   “I don’t need you to comfort me,” I muttered and threw back another shot. 
 
   “Which is why I said you should find a human,” she shot back. I glared at her, but quickly looked away when I met the intensity of her stare.
 
   “It doesn’t feel right after what I did,” I said and took another shot.
 
   “Slow down,” she chided and stopped me from taking another shot by putting her hand on mine. I jerked away, almost spilling the alcohol. “So, I see a vampire is a no go. I would suggest your ever-loving ex.” 
 
   Keir pointed toward the entrance. I looked and cursed once Nat met my eyes. Not a moment later she came to talk to me. 
 
   “Silv, it’s nice to see you.”
 
   “She had a bad day,” Keir interjected. I glared at her. “I told her to fuck it out with a human, but she refused.”
 
   “Stop fucking talking.” I took the shot.
 
   “I don’t get the big deal,” Keir continued. “Who cares what others call you?” 
 
   “What did they say?” Nat inquired. I felt her hand on my back, but I didn’t push it away.
 
   “Race traitor.” The words out of Keir’s mouth ignited another wave of self-loathing through me. I was too aware of how close Nat was. 
 
   She was a vampire, I reminded myself.
 
   But does it even matter if you are a traitor? a small voice whispered in the back of my head.
 
   “Silv…” Nat trailed off. 
 
   I felt tears prick at my eyes, frustration getting the best of me. 
 
   “I ruined a plan that I would have been overjoyed to see go through.” I noticed Keir had stiffened in her chair. “Vampires are filthy creatures that only know how to kill, and I decided to save every last one of the important ones for money.”
 
   Nat removed her hand from my back. 
 
   Good.
 
   I took one last shot and slowly walked out of the bar, not caring who followed. As soon as the cool air hit me, I felt it go straight to my head. I wobbled on my feet but felt arms circle me.
 
   “For what it’s worth I am grateful for what you did,” Keir whispered.
 
   It’s not worth much. 
 
   I let her guide me back to the car and did not speak to her for the rest of the ride. She had to help me up to our rooms, stopping every few minutes when my head got too dizzy. 
 
   She brought me into my room and paused near my bed. 
 
   “You should change,” she suggested and sat me down on the bed. 
 
   I was becoming more sober by the minute and I hated every thought that rushed through my head.
 
   She came over with a slip that I had worn the previous night. Without even a pause I started to undress. She did not stop me. Instead, she knelt down and helped me untie my shoes and gently take them off. I unzipped my pants and laid back, then slipped them over my butt. She pulled them off. I didn’t meet her eyes as she did so. 
 
   “I hate you,” I said.
 
   “Sit up,” she commanded. I listened to her.
 
   “I hate you,” I said louder. 
 
   “Arms up.” I obeyed again. She slipped the dress over my head.
 
   “I hate you.” 
 
   “Get under the covers.” 
 
   I did not obey her this time. Instead, I stood up and reversed our positions. I climbed on top on her lap. Only then did I meet her eyes. Her eyebrows were pushed together and her lips were pouted.
 
   “I hate you,” I reminded myself. 
 
   “I know,” she finally responded. 
 
   Her hands slowly made their way up my thighs. The feeling of fire seeping into my skin returned and I felt myself wanting more. At the moment I didn’t care about what she was, only the way she made me feel. The way how her long, roaming fingers made my breath hitch and my heart beat faster. 
 
   I leaned closer to her face; our lips so close to touching. They were so inviting. The normal smirk was gone now. Her tongue swiped over her lips once more, almost touching my own. 
 
   “I hate you,” I whispered. 
 
   “Prove it,” she dared. 
 
   My heart skipped another beat. Without wasting a second, my mouth claimed hers. With each movement of her tongue I felt something rise up in me. I gripped her cropped hair as much as it would let me and pushed myself closer to her. Her soft lips parted and I dived my tongue in, not caring if I hit her fangs. 
 
   Never once had I felt this way with a human before. Never once had I felt such a strong need to be touched by someone. I ached for her to touch me. 
 
   Her hands moved underneath my slip, one cupping my backside and the other coming up to twist my nipple. I moaned against her mouth. She left my mouth and trailed wet, hot kissed against my throat but she didn’t stop there. She quickly slipped off my slip and enveloped my nipple with her mouth. 
 
   I moaned at the feeling of her hot mouth. My core tighten and I knew that if her hand traveled, she would feel how wet I was. She moved to the other nipple and bit down slightly. I moaned even louder and arched into her. Her hand finally moved to cup my core. 
 
   I heard her suck in a sharp breath.
 
   “You don’t feel like you hate me,” she said, teasing my swollen slit with her fingers being careful not to apply too much pressure.
 
   “I hate you so much,” I assured her. 
 
   A long finger slipped into my underwear and played with my wetness. Her fingers teased my entrance and made their way back up to my oversensitive clit. I shuttered and began grinding against her as she rubbed circles on my clit. Her mouth found my nipples once more and I felt like I would be consumed by the fire she was sparking within me. 
 
   Her hand left me just as I felt my orgasm come and a ripping sound filled the room. I shot her a glare as she threw my underwear away, but it was short-lived because almost immediately, she plunged two fingers inside me. 
 
   “Fuck,” I groaned and ground against her fingers. 
 
   She began pumping in and out of me with ease. I started to match her rhythm, but she gripped my hip, threw me back on the bed, and crawled on top of me. Her fingers were back to relentlessly pounding against my core. Her lips found my neck and she began sucking.
 
   “Tell me again,” she ordered, but my mind was too preoccupied with how her fingers moved inside me. I felt myself tighten around her fingers, but she did not slow. Instead, her fingers pounded into me harder and her thumb brushed across my clit with each thrust.
 
   “I…” I couldn’t finish the words as I felt myself easily spill over the edge. I met her red eyes. “Hate you.”
 
   She gave me a smile, showing she didn’t believe me one bit.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   I regret everything I did yesterday. From giving the rebel over to engaging in…those acts with Keir. I felt disgusting. 
 
   How could I let one of their kind touch me like that? 
 
   After last night I had pretended to fall asleep not long after our encounter, and she had ended up leaving. I am not sure how I would face her…or Gillard. 
 
   And be one of the only ones not to fall for her acts.
 
   I failed my hunter duties so spectacularly after the captain had insisted that I was the only one for the job. My heart started pounding in my chest.
 
   My debt.
 
   If Gillard and the captain found out…would they take me off this job? Would they make Cain and Jade pay back what they were earning during this time? Thoughts raced through my head at a thousand miles per hour. I royally fucked up. 
 
   Not a moment after I had woken up to these thoughts, there was a knock at my door.
 
   “Miss Silvia, let’s go get us some coffee.” It was Gillard.
 
   I got up and opened the door for him, ignoring the pounding in my head. He was primed and ready as always, but his busy eyes were watching me intently. 
 
   “Come in and wait while I get ready.”
 
   “You look like shit,” he said, but came in and sat down on one of the chairs.
 
   “You could say that after yesterday, I needed to drown my sorrows.” I searched for my normal clothes and went to the bathroom to freshen up. When I came out Gillard was staring at my bed with his brows furrowed. 
 
   “Is there a problem?”
 
   “It smells like Keir,” he stated and his eyes slowly made their way to mine.
 
   “She dropped me off last night while I was drunk.”
 
   “You got drunk on duty?” 
 
   I shrugged and secured my weapons on my belts. Gillard was in front of me in an instant and placed a firm hand on my shoulder. I refused to look up at him and instead focused on the intricate details of his tie. “You need to be careful. You are here for a job and nothing else. We have spent a lot of money on you, don’t forget that.”
 
   “I have not forgotten anything,” I insisted, my heart speeding up at the thought of all my efforts here being for naught. 
 
   “I will let that slide and keep it from Raphael for now, given by your heroic efforts yesterday.”
 
   I swallowed loudly this time.
 
   Blood traitor.
 
   “Am I interrupting something?” Keir voice broke the tension in the room. 
 
   I slowly looked over at her. I wondered if she could feel the fear radiating off me. 
 
   “I was just telling Miss Silvia that we will not accept any more drunken nights on duty,” Gillard answered, squeezing my shoulder tight enough to bruise. “Right, Miss Silvia?”
 
   “Right,” I confirmed. “I apologize for my weakness last night. Won’t happen again.”
 
   Gillard finally removed his hand and beckoned for me to follow him. Keir stayed near the door, letting Gillard through but when I passed, she slipped her arm around my shoulders. I froze as she did so.
 
   “You were pretty drunk last night. I wonder how your head feels?” she asked, her teasing voice coming from above me. 
 
   I pushed her away roughly. Her eyes widened and her mouth opened slightly.
 
   “It is fine. You would do well to remember not to touch me,” I threatened. 
 
   “Coffee, Miss Silvia. Let’s go,” Gillard called out. 
 
   I left a confused Keir frozen by the door and joined Gillard down the hallway.
 
   Keir was silent for the rest of the day, but I did not miss the looks that she gave me. I pretended not to see them. However, I knew that as soon as Gillard left she would jump on the questioning. It took me all day to think of what to say to her when we were finally alone, yet I couldn’t think of any good excuses. 
 
   I even flirted with the idea of quitting for real, but it only took a second for me to figure out that would be the last resort. I also wondered briefly what Raphael would say if he found out. I shivered at the thought. 
 
   It only took a few looks from Gillard for me to realize that he was too smart for his own good. I regretted letting him into the room this morning. He must have figured it out as soon as he stepped in. 
 
   Stupid vampire senses. I had gotten too close to him anyways. 
 
   I don’t know when I had stopped looking at him like a vampire. He was but it was too soon. 
 
   It wasn’t until later in the evening the Gillard left us alone in Keir’s study together with a final warning. “Remember my words, Miss Silvia.” And with that, he left the room. 
 
   I focused on my reading, hoping that Keir would stay silent. And she was for about five minutes. But as soon as those five minutes passed, my book was ripped out of my hands and her mouth was on mine. It took me a few seconds to recover, but I filled with panic when I realized what was happening. She let me push her away. When her eyes met mine, they were a dull red. 
 
   “What do you think you are doing?” I snapped at her, ignoring the heat that filled my body at the feeling of her against me. 
 
   “Continuation of last night,” she said, giving me a smirk. She then went in to kiss me again.
 
   “Stop.” 
 
   She stopped mere centimeters away from my lips. 
 
   “What do you mean by ‘a continuation of last night’?” 
 
   Her eyes snapped to mine and she pulled away slightly to watch my face. I begged that she would take the lie at face value, but her eyes narrowed.
 
   “So, we want to pretend that nothing happened?” she asked, fisting her hand in my hair and pulling roughly. 
 
   A guttural moan left my throat as she did so.
 
   “I am not pretending,” I moaned. 
 
   She leaned down but instead of meeting my lips, her teeth tugged at my ear. 
 
   “Don’t,” I warned.
 
   “You disappoint me,” she whispered in my ear.
 
   “Join the club.” 
 
   “What if I told you we could keep this little relationship to ourselves?” 
 
   Her mouth trailed down my neck, leaving wet, hot kisses as she went. I subconsciously tilted my head to give her more access. 
 
   “What if I told you that we could pretend that you hate my kind in public.” She paused and let her other hand trail up my thigh and into my shirt. “But in private, you’re mine.”
 
   My heart skipped a beat and I felt my stomach tighten at her words. I swallowed thickly, trying to regain my thought process, but I was lost in the patters her tongue drew on my skin. 
 
   “Do you do this to all your hunters?” I asked and she paused slightly. “Is this the game you play with them?” 
 
   “This is no game,” she responded, then pulled back so she could meet my eyes once more. “I want to keep this hunter around as long as possible.” 
 
   “Why?” I gasped, as her long fingers cupped my breast.
 
   “You are more interesting than the rest.” 
 
   I would have rolled my eyes if we were in any other situation. 
 
   “I am not playing this game with you,” I snapped and with whatever strength I had, I pulled her hand from under my shirt. 
 
   She sighed and left me on the couch to go back to her desk. 
 
   “My offer will stay open as long as you want it.” She started looking over papers once more. “Hand me the book by you, would you?”
 
   I almost didn’t understand her. I was too stuck on what had just happened and the feeling that she left raging in my body. I found the book that she mentioned, then jerkily stood up and gave it to her. She grabbed my wrist instead and pulled me in closer.
 
   “Clean yourself up before you see Gil next. We can smell your arousal.”
 
   I felt my cheeks flame almost immediately. I removed my sword from it sheath and pointed it under her chin. She only gave me a smirk.
 
   “I refuse your deal. Don’t bring it up again unless you want this through your throat,” I threatened.
 
   “Think about it,” she merely responded, almost daring me to act on my threats.
 
   I pushed the sword against her throat harder and watched as a slither of blood ran down her neck.
 
   I sighed, then turned and left her room without another word. I decided to shower shortly after, vigorously scrubbing where her lips had made contact with my skin.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   I knew Gillard was just trying to make sure that I didn’t get in too deep with the little hunter, but I was beyond pissed that he literally cock blocked me. 
 
   “If we want to fuck you shouldn’t stand in the way,” I said glaring at him.
 
   Silvia had gone to bed long ago, however, I didn’t want her to hear any of our yelling, so I waited until she was fully asleep to start my fight with him.
 
   “It’s not safe for her or you.” He huffed and put his glasses in his jacket pocket so he could rub his eyes. “Raphael would not be happy to find out you were fucking our last hunter.”
 
   “Then help me cover it up!” I snapped. 
 
   I was growing more frustrated by the minute. Silvia had finally let me touch her. Her moans were some of the most delectable once I had ever heard and even just thinking about them excited me. Not to mention the look she gave me as she came on my fingers.
 
   “Find another person to fuck, Keir. You know what Raphael will do to you when he finds out.”
 
   “He won’t find out,” I grumbled, but even I didn’t believe myself. 
 
   He had eyes everywhere and I knew they were probably watching and waiting for us to fuck up. He loved to give out punishments left, right and center. To know that I had failed was the only thing I really had to do before the transfer of power. It would royally piss him off.
 
   “You have less than two months until you transfer of power, Keir,” he said, thinking the same thing I was. “Just do it peacefully.”
 
   I paused. Gillard was always right and I knew that he only put on a front when he knew we would be safe. It was also obvious that he really did like Silvia, his actions proved that just as much.
 
   “What if I like this one?” I ventured. Gillard’s eyes snapped up to meet mine. I did not back down, I wanted to show him how serious I was. 
 
   “Don’t play that game,” he growled. 
 
   I knew that I was wearing his patience thin. He’d been with me for years and I have only seen him flustered a handful of times. 
 
   “You can leave. I won’t sneak into her bedroom tonight.” I sighed and waved him off. 
 
    He paused before leaving, his mood sobered. His fingers tightened around the door handle. 
 
    “Do her words ever hurt you?” He whispered.
 
    “She has to get a better insult than scum to hurt my feelings.” I said truthfully. “Do they hurt you?”
 
    His eyes remained glued to the door handle. “Sometimes.” He admitted. “I don’t want to be a monster.”
 
    Like your Father. The unspoken words hung in the air around us leaving a suffocating feeling.
 
    Before I could respond he pushed his way out the door.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “We will have another event,” Gillard said the next morning over our routine coffee. 
 
   “Same as last?” I asked. 
 
   He nodded. “We will be hosted by the Kazimir’s clan.” 
 
   Keir groaned at the mention of the clan name. 
 
   “I didn’t know your kind disliked each other,” I said. 
 
   Gillard’s jaw twitched, but he sipped his coffee instead of speaking.
 
   “His son is worse than me,” Keir explained. “And he always fights me over women.”
 
   I felt a twinge of annoyance fill me. “You dislike him because he steals your women?”
 
   “The other way around,” Gillard said. I almost inhaled my coffee. “Keir likes to see how many of his girlfriends she can turn gay.” 
 
   I rolled my eyes at her childishness. 
 
   “Does your kind have nothing better to do than to have sex and fight?” I asked. 
 
   She just shrugged at me. 
 
   “Disgusting,” I whispered, not fully meaning it. I tried to stay away from the images of Keir that filled my mind.
 
   “That’s more on brand with how you should be acting. I thought it was suspicious that she was being so nice to us,” Gillard said. I shifted uncomfortably. “Was it what happened with her father?”
 
   “Gil,” Keir warned. 
 
   My eyes shifted to hers and I felt a sense of guilt fill me. I wondered how often her dad had hit her. When it was happening it looked like she had just given up. There was no fight left in her, none of the Keir that we saw now.
 
   “I may have just gotten too comfortable,” I explained, tearing my eyes away from Keir. “And forgot myself. Forgot what your kind has done to me.”
 
   “But it wasn’t us,” Keir insisted.
 
   “It was your people,” I said, daring her to say that she had no involvement. She did not. Instead, she backed down and sighed. 
 
   “It’s better this way,” Gillard said, his eyes shifting slightly. His cold mask was firmly in place, barely giving a hint of his true feelings.
 
   “So, can I bring my weapons this time?” I asked, changing the subject.
 
   “No, you must play the same role.”
 
   “But they should know after the last event,” I muttered.
 
   “They do not. They just thought you were in the right place at the right time. Raphael made sure of that.” Gillard threw his empty coffee cup away.
 
   “Right. Okay,” I said. 
 
   Keir sent me a mischievous smile.
 
   ￼“I hope you can play the part again,” Keir said and tugged lightly on my hair. “Try not to fall in love with me.” 
 
   I smacked her hand away and left the table with my coffee. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was time to check in again but before I did, I made sure to stop by Cain’s place to say hello.
 
   When I reached our floor, I knocked on his door twice. I looked toward mine and felt a sense of longing. I hated the stupidly small living areas here, but it’d been the first place I had lived other than my parents’ house.
 
   I heard some shuffling in his room and then Cain’s flushed face and messy hair came into view. As soon as he saw me his eyes widened. I raised an eyebrow at him. 
 
   “We didn’t know you were coming today,” he said and blocked the inside of his room with his arm. 
 
   “It’s my check in. I told you that I would be back in a few weeks.” 
 
   I heard shuffling and not a second later Jade’s flushed face made its way into view. 
 
   I looked toward Cain and then back at Jade, and then back to Cain. A light bulb went off in my head.
 
   “Oh shit.” I gasped. “When did this start?”
 
   “A few weeks ago,” Cain answered. 
 
   Jade blushed even more than what she already was. I smiled softly at her and ruffled her hair.
 
   “You should have told me so I could congratulate you two.”
 
   “You’re not mad?” she whispered, looking up at me as if she was afraid I was going to yell at her. 
 
   I was really in no way able to be the one yelling. I swallowed thickly. 
 
   “No, you guys are adults. And I am glad you both have someone. You have both been alone for a long time,” I said honestly. “I only came to say hi and then go debrief before heading back, so anyways, glad to find both of you.”
 
   “It’s good to see you in one piece,” Cain said. “And when you get back, I hope you are able to find someone as well.”
 
   I tried to steel my face but Jade saw through it instantly. “You already have someone.” 
 
   “I do not,” I denied. 
 
   “Then what’s that hickey on your neck?” Cain asked. 
 
   My hand flew up to where Keir’s lips had been once. 
 
   “Oh my God, you do!” Jade nearly squealed. 
 
   I cursed when I realized that they had set me up.
 
   “I don’t. Besides that, I am already late for my debrief, so I will have to talk to you next time,” I said and hurried back down the hallway, cursing my stupidity with every step. 
 
   When I walked into the captain’s room, I was surprised to see another vampire. This time it was a young man with dark brown hair that was tied at the nape of his neck, much like Raphael had. His eyes were red still and I gritted my teeth as his eyes met mine.
 
   “Well, it seems like your next appointment is here,” he said and stood up.
 
   “Yes. We can discuss more thoroughly during your next appointment, Vance,” the captain said and gestured for me to come closer. 
 
   I obeyed, but did not take my eyes off the man in the room with us. The air around him didn’t seem right. The air was sticky and my hair stood on end.
 
   As I came closer his eyes narrowed slightly, then he inclined his head and inhaled deeply. His lips twitched. He walked closer to me and I stiffened, putting my hand on my dagger as a warning. 
 
   He did not say anything, only clapped his hand on my shoulder, not once but twice. If the captain’s eyes were not burning holes in mine, I would have sliced his hand off. He hesitated for only a second longer and then left the room.
 
   “Go on,” the captain prompted as the door shut, but I paused. 
 
   Would that vampire try and listen in? 
 
   I did not speak for a moment. The captain sighed in frustration and rubbed his head. “Don’t tell me you messed up.”
 
   “I did not,” I lied. “Just don’t want any prying ears.” 
 
   The captain took my explanation and waited in silence for as long as I needed. I walked over to the window and watched as the man from earlier was leaving the building. I could have sworn he glanced back up to this window, but from this angle I was unsure. 
 
   “Nothing of note since I last saw you. There will be another event hosted by the Kazimir clan which I will need to attend.”
 
   “What a coincidence. That was their heir.”
 
   So that was the man Keir seemed so intent on annoying. 
 
   “Of course it was. Apparently, the heirs do not like each other.” 
 
   “Not our problem,” the captain grumbled. 
 
   I walked back in front of his desk. 
 
   “They had asked for some hunters at the same event and I assumed you would be going. Ours will be standing guard outside, but I assume we can use you as ears inside.”
 
   I sighed loudly. “You assume correct. Same as last time, though I think my cover is now blown thanks to the Kazimir heir.”
 
   “Let’s hope he does not recognize you.”
 
   ￼“Let’s hope.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was getting dark by the time I headed back but I knew that Keir would still be in her study, so I headed there before my own room. 
 
   I didn’t knock and instead just opened the door; I knew she heard me coming up anyways. She was still sitting at her desk but instead of looking at the papers, her head was resting back against her chair, showing off her elongated neck. She was wearing her normal button up and slacks, but there was something slightly disheveled about her. Her hair was gelled back but some pieces fell into her face, covering her eyes. Her shirt was partially unbuttoned but the collar was slightly lopsided. I didn’t ask about her appearance and instead just stood near the entrance.
 
   She lifted her nose in the air and took a deep inhale. Her eyes became slightly red and her head snapped toward mine.
 
   “Who did you see today?” She growled.
 
   “The captain,” I responded and lifted my eyebrow at her. 
 
   What was her deal?
 
   “You lie.” She growled and stalked over to me. I stood still, rooted to my spot. She stopped in front of me and sniffed my right shoulder lightly. “You saw Vance,” she concluded.
 
   “He was at the base,” I said and tried to step away from her, but she grabbed my arms and forced me to stay.
 
   “Did he see you?” she demanded, gripping me even harder. 
 
   I wondered if she knew how hard she was gripping me.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “What is going on here?” Gillard’s voice demanded from the open door.
 
   “You heard her. Vance saw her.” Keir growled and she began rubbing my clothes where Vance had touched me. “Her cover is blown.”
 
   “Stop that.” Gillard’s voice was cold and Keir stopped rubbing the area almost immediately. “She is a hunter. It doesn’t matter who she smells like. And besides, Vance has nothing to gain from telling anyone.” 
 
   Keir looked like she wanted to say something, but she unhanded me and put space between us.
 
   “I will retire for the night,” I said and left both of them standing in her office alone. 
 
   ￼That night, when I checked myself in the bathroom, I saw three sets of bruises. One on my right shoulder that was not yellowing, where Gillard had squeezed when he found out what I had done that morning. And two on either side of my arms where Keir had grabbed me not long ago. 
 
   I prayed that they cleared up before the event.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The days before the event passed slowly but before I knew it, Keir was once again storming into my room with a handful of boxes.
 
   I groaned and sat up just as she sat down on my bed. I rubbed my eyes and met her already red ones.
 
   “Do you have to do this every time?” I asked.
 
   “This is the only time I am allowed to see you in that skimpy dress of yours. I wouldn’t miss that for anything.” 
 
   Her tone was playful but her eyes were sharp and watched me like a hawk. She was already dressed similarly to last time. 
 
   My eyes trailed down the patch of skin that was showing. 
 
   “If you wanted to see more just ask.” She chuckled and began pulling at her shirt.
 
   “Stop,” I said and rushed to get out of bed. 
 
   Her long fingers circled around my wrist and we were suddenly back in the same position we were weeks ago.
 
   My breath got caught in my throat as her hand made its way up my back and to my neck.
 
   “Your hair looks good down.” Her voice was husky as she spoke. Her hand gripped tightly at the hair at the base of my neck, forcing me to expose my neck. She leaned forward and I felt her wet tongue drag itself across my neck.
 
   “I am going to kill you one day,” I muttered and the door opened once more. 
 
   Gillard stormed in looking angrier than I’d ever seen him. Panic flooded through me and I tried to push Keir away, but she held me tightly against her hands, tightening around my hair even tighter. I let out a pained whimper.
 
   “Keir, I swear to God,” Gillard called out to her, but she kept up the motions. 
 
   I felt myself start to get uncomfortably hot and I knew that at any moment Gillard and Keir would know how I felt about her actions. 
 
   “I’m marking her,” she explained matter of factly. She moved to the other side of my neck and did the same thing. “You may be convinced that Vance won’t do anything, but I am not. He found someone that smelled like me and went out of his way to mark her. That doesn’t bode well with me.”
 
   “Stop it and get out,” I snapped, almost feeling relieved when I finally felt her tongue leave my neck.
 
   “Outside now,” Gillard demanded and almost dragged Keir out once she removed herself from me.
 
   “Don’t shower,” Keir called back, giving me a shit eating grin just before my door was slammed shut. 
 
   I let out a breath and tried to steady myself. I almost wished Gillard didn’t interrupt us, but beat myself up internally as soon as that thought popped into my head. I decided to ignore what Keir had asked and showered. Not just showered, but vigorously scrubbed my entire body.
 
   I was disappointed that the dress I wore showed the bruises that were left on my arms, but I covered it with a shawl. I also decided that I would leave my hair down today.
 
   As I walked outside, I was met with a disgruntled Keir and a glassless Gillard. I had to do a double take at Gillard. Without his glasses, he looked like a totally different person. 
 
   “No glasses works for you,” I said to him and he gave me a strained smile. 
 
   “I told you not to shower,” Keir grumbled and moved toward me, however, Gillard held her back.
 
   “It was good that she did. If anyone else found out you scented her, there would be too many rumors.”
 
   “She’s my date,” Keir hissed back. 
 
   “And if Vance has his way, a known hunter.”
 
   I sighed and waved my hand, dismissing the two. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
   We piled into the car and Gillard practically forced Keir into the front so she would not be able to sit next to me.
 
   “Make sure to address her as ‘my Lady’ when speaking to her,” Gillard explained, as we pulled away from the compound. “It was my oversight last time. This time, we are in the company of many others and there will be many more prying ears. Call Vance as ‘my Lord’ as well.” 
 
   I nodded, not saying anything. My stomach twisted uncomfortably at the idea of seeing that man again. There was something off about him.
 
   It took over an hour to get to the venue and as soon as we did, I saw hundreds of my fellow Order members dressed in their uniforms and guarding the perimeter. 
 
   “You didn’t tell me your friends would be here,” Gillard grumbled next to me.
 
   “You didn’t ask,” I said simply. 
 
   Many of these people I had seen during my training with The Order, but there were many I did not recognize. I wondered how much Vance had to fork over to get that many hunters to stand guard.
 
   We stopped in front and were helped out by vampires. I reluctantly took their hand and tried to keep the smile on my face. Keir grabbed my arm almost as soon as I stepped out and wrapped it around her own. 
 
   “What will your friends think when they see you on my arm?” she whispered in my ear. 
 
   Gillard covered my other side and I could almost feel the disapproval radiating off of him.
 
   “Many do not hate your kind as much as I do, but if they see me here, then they know that they shouldn’t fuck around,” I explained. 
 
   Even now I caught the stares of some of the fellow Order members. I ignored them and moved inside with Keir. The inside was huge and was decked out with floor to ceiling crystals. There was a large dance floor surrounded by tables decked in dark red cloth and each was already set with glasses for the guests. The only thing that threw off the beauty of the place where the Order members stationed at the exits. Before going into the main room Order members were waiting for guests and every human was pulled aside and patted down. 
 
   I left Keir’s side and stepped forward to meet with my fellow Order member. His messy, dark auburn hair was combed back, showing off his freckled skin and hazel eyes. He’d been in a majority of my classes at the school The Order forced us to attend. He was quiet and never talked too much about his motives for joining, but his company was far better than a majority of people there. 
 
   “Silvia,” Damon greeted. 
 
   “Damon.” I nodded at him and stood with my arms and legs open for him to pat me down. 
 
   “I assume you have something hidden on you,” he asked politely and began patting down my right leg. He paused when he found what he was looking for. “I have to take it.” 
 
   I gritted my teeth. “Go ahead.” 
 
   His hands dipped under my dress and removed the dagger strapped to my tight, quickly trying to avoid unwanted attention.
 
   “I apologize,” he whispered when he patted down my arms once more. 
 
   “I understand.” 
 
   He paused when he saw the bruises on my arms but did not mention them. 
 
   “Stay safe,” he said and waved me through. 
 
   Keir was waiting for me on the other side with Gillard. 
 
   “The bruises…” Gillard trailed off.
 
   “You were both there for them,” I stated plainly and rejoined my arm with Keir’s. I pulled them forward, ending the conversation. 
 
   We were quickly surrounded with all types of vampires. Many of them had human slaves of their own, however, none of them dared to talk to me. None of the vampires dared to touch me either. That is until Vance found us. 
 
   “Keir, nice to see you again,” he said to Keir, but his eyes were trained on me. “Who is this lovely human?” 
 
   I gritted my teeth. I knew he recognized me by the look in his eyes, but he must be doing this because so many people were around. 
 
   “Silvia, my Lord,” I said, bowing like I had seen the others do to Keir not too long ago. Instead of bowing back, he took my free hand and brushed his lips lightly across my knuckles. My fake smile faltered slightly.
 
   “A pleasure,” he said against my hand, his eyes coming back up to meet mine. 
 
   There was something sickly sweet about his tone that made me feel like a film was placed wherever he had touched. 
 
   “It is nice to see you as well. Glad to finally show you the women who have been taking up so much of my time.” Keir said politely but it was so fake sounding that it was hardly believable.
 
   “Is that so?” he mused, running his fingers through the hair that sat on his shoulder. 
 
   The people who were waiting for the two vampires dispersed as if they knew they may not want to stick around for this conversation. 
 
   “Yes, now if you excuse us, I would like to dance with her,” Keir said, then dragged me to the dance floor. I followed her lead but did not speak. “Remember to look at me.” 
 
   I did as she said and felt my heart jump at the face she was giving me. 
 
   “You shouldn’t have showered my scent off.” 
 
   “You shouldn’t have scented me in the first place,” I interjected.
 
   “You liked it,” she whispered, leaning forward so her lips were at my ear. “My offer still stands you know.”
 
   “I don’t want it,” I lied. 
 
   Here, so close to me, she was already making my body react in disgusting ways. Keir pulled me even closer and she spun us around. I inhaled the perfume she was wearing and felt my body heated up.
 
   “I want it,” she whispered. “I’ve been thinking about the way your face looked when I took you that night.” 
 
   I gripped her shoulder tightly and felt my stomach clench, remembering the way her skillful fingers filled me. As we spun again, I caught sight of Cain at one of the exits. He was watching me. 
 
   “The way you tasted. The sounds you made as you climaxed.”
 
   “Stop it,” I snapped. “Aren’t you afraid that they will smell me?”
 
   “So you admit I turn you on,” she teased. 
 
   I had never wished for a blade more in my life than in that moment. 
 
   “I want them to smell,” she admitted. 
 
   “It’s my turn,” Gillard said from behind me. 
 
   I let out a loud sigh and practically pushed Keir away. I reached out to grab Gillard’s hand and didn’t look back at Keir.
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered and fell into step with him.
 
   “No need to thank me. If anything, I am hindering you,” he admitted. The cold exterior he held faltered only slightly and I could see something softer there.
 
   “It’s better this way,” I said.
 
   His icy eyes searched my face and suddenly his hand gripped me tighter. 
 
   “Agreed.” He paused. “Vance will come over to ask you to dance. Please remember what I said to you.” His voice was low, careful. 
 
   A warning.
 
   Gillard was gentle as he moved us around the dance floor. He had lost whatever anger he’d previously had and even gave me a slight smile. If I was being truthful, I would say I missed the softer side of him. 
 
   I cursed when I saw Vance making his way toward us just as Gillard had predicted. Not a few minutes later I felt his presence beside us and he had that sickly expression on his face again.
 
   “May I have the next dance?” he asked politely. 
 
   I pulled myself away with once last glance at Gillard and turned toward Vance. I gave him a smile and put my hand in his. He smiled back and roughly pulled me toward him. He was much more brutish in his dancing than either Gillard or Keir, but it wasn’t hard to follow. He leaned down toward in my ear. It was an act that reminded me too much like Keir. 
 
   “I didn’t know a hunter wormed its way into the Royal Family,” he whispered, his words making my heart pound in my chest.
 
   “What can I say? Keir swept me off my feet,” I said, trying so desperately to keep the smile on my face.
 
   I searched around for Keir or Gillard, but I could not see either of them around his form.
 
   “Oh, so you are not hired help?” he asked, squeezing my hip. 
 
   I bit the inside of my check to ground myself. The film felt like it was traveling across my skin.
 
   “Nope,” I confirmed.
 
   “Are you aware of the relationship between Keir and myself?” he asked, digging for more information. He was moving us across the dance floor and I assumed away from where Keir and Gillard were. 
 
   Panic shot through me. “Can’t say I am.” 
 
   “She has a game where she likes to take what’s mine.”
 
   “So it’s about women,” I summarized, still trying to look for those stupid vampires.
 
   “Everything is.” He let out a small chuckle. “When you live as long as we do, there is rarely anything to look forward to other than blood and getting off.”
 
   “That’s crude,” I said, meeting his eyes. They were dangerous.
 
   “Even so, Keir should know not to overstep the lines.” He inhaled my scent deeply. “Maybe I should return the favor. An eye for an eye.”
 
   “If they left so easily, are they are really yours?” I snapped, getting tired of the way his slimy hands traveled along my body. I regretted my words as soon as they left my mouth. 
 
   His hand gripped my hip painfully. “And it seems that this is the first time I have been able to get a hold of what is hers,” he whispered huskily and inhaled my scent once more.
 
   “I am not hers, so save your breath,” I hissed, not liking where this was going, especially when I didn’t have a dagger.
 
   “She didn’t scent you, so I assume she mustn’t care that much.” I almost let out a sigh at his words. “But the way she is glaring daggers at me right now tells me otherwise.”
 
   “I am tired of dancing,” I said, trying to cut the conversation short. 
 
   “Yes, humans do tire easily. I forgot.” He sighed and stopped dancing. He walked me to the edge of the dance floor where Keir and Gillard were waiting. Keir was not happy. 
 
   “Here is your human,” Damon said, dismissing me as if he was handing off a toy he was bored with. 
 
   I grabbed Keir’s outstretched hand with a shaky one of my own. 
 
   There were little words exchanged before Vance left but as soon as he did, I was whisked away to a less crowded corner of the room. 
 
   “What did he say?” Keir demanded.
 
   “He asked about me being a hunter,” I whispered, trying to keep my voice low enough for the vampires not to hear. I relayed the rest of the information and watched as Keir got noticeably angrier. 
 
   “I can’t believe you just handed her over,” Keir whispered angrily to Gillard.
 
   “She’s a hunter. She can defend herself. And it’s not our job to keep her safe, it’s the other way around,” he shot back at her.
 
   “I don’t have my dagger,” I explained. “I am at a disadvantage.”
 
   “Humans are what we need to fear here. Not the vampires,” Gillard growled, also getting angrier as the conversation went on. 
 
   I rolled my eyes at them both and left to an empty table near the corner of the room away from the other vampires. I tried to find Cain again, but I could not see him among the faces. 
 
   I sat down with a loud sigh and drank a glass of water on the table to calm myself. Vance was a dangerous one. I hoped it was obvious that Keir hated me because if not I would be in trouble.
 
   “Gil, I will guard her. Go get her a drink to calm her nerves. I can hear her heart across the room,” Keir ordered. 
 
   Gillard narrowed his eyes and did as he was told. She brought her chair closer to mine and stared at me.
 
   “What?” I snapped, not liking the way she looked at me.
 
   “I am disappointed that I can’t smell how much you want me anymore,” she mock whined. 
 
   I rolled my eyes at her. “I never wanted you,” I muttered, wanting to give her a glare but knowing better. 
 
   “Give me your hand,” she ordered. I paused. “For the pretending, of course.”
 
   “Fine.” 
 
   I gave her my right hand and she turned it over so my pulse was facing her. Her eyes gleamed as she brushed her lips against the inside of my wrist. They stayed there for a second too long and parted for her tongue to taste. I pulled my hand away from her. 
 
   I felt a blush creep up on me. “Don’t do that when he’s watching,” I muttered at her, looking around and noticing Vance’s stare from across the room.
 
   “Don’t act like you don’t like it,” she teased, seemingly not caring what Vance thought. 
 
   “It doesn’t matter what she likes,” Gillard interjected, handing me champagne. I took a generous gulp.
 
   “Buzz kill,” Keir groaned. 
 
   I sighed and excused myself to the bathroom where I promptly splashed water on the back of my neck, praying the flushed skin would disappear. Whatever part of me that was allowing to not wanting Keir to touch me like that needed to be shut down quickly. 
 
   She’s a vampire.
 
   “Miss?” An Order member who I didn’t recognize appeared behind me in the mirror. “The heir was asking for you.” 
 
   I nodded and followed her out into the hallway but instead of going back to the ball room that housed everyone, she headed in the opposite direction.
 
   “The party is the other way,” I said, not following her. 
 
   She gave me a smile. “The heir was tired of the party and found a resting room. She asked me to bring you there.” 
 
   I nodded and followed after her. If Keir was done with this party, I was more than happy to get away from it. I hated all those eyes on me. 
 
   It was short walk to the sitting room. She held the door open for me and gestured me inside. I gave her a smile and stepped in and she almost slammed the door after me. It was not a second later that I heard it lock with a loud click. 
 
   “That was easier than I thought.” Vance suddenly appeared in front of me. I gripped for my dagger but found nothing.
 
   “What do you want?” I muttered and stepped back, trying to put space between us, but he only mirrored my steps. I searched for an exit. The room had no other doors attached to it and the windows were behind the person currently blocking my path.
 
   “That’s not a way to talk to a lord,” he chided and backed me up to the wall. I gritted my teeth and tried to push him. Even giving all my strength, he barely budged. “Hunters are weak without their weapons.”
 
   “Don’t touch me,” I shouted and smacked his hand as it came toward me. 
 
   He only wrapped his fingers around my wrist and twisted it up painfully above my head. 
 
   “I usually don’t take human lovers. They are weak.” 
 
   I slapped him hard. His eyes narrowed and he slammed the offending hand against the wall, causing me to cry out in pain. 
 
   “You are already testing me. I was going to try to be gentle, but if you want it rough, I am willing to oblige.”
 
   “I am not interested in men,” I spat at him.
 
   “Even better, none of mine were interested in women and look how that turned out.”
 
   “That was consensual.” 
 
   I connected my knee with his groin and took my chance to kick him off when he crumpled down in pain. I ran toward the door, trying to unlock it, but he caught up to me too fast and slammed my head against the door.
 
   “You fucking bitch,” he growled from behind. 
 
   I sent my elbow flying back and it hit his face with a satisfying crunch. He howled in pain but did not release his grip. Instead, he slammed my head once again against the door, then pulled my hair back painfully, exposing my neck to him. Without pause, he sank his fangs into my neck. 
 
   My scream was cut short by his hand covering my mouth. 
 
   I never knew what a vampire bite felt like. I had assumed it would be the most painful thing I would experience. And it was at first. The pain felt like my neck was on fire. I imagined this was what it felt like when I would slice someone’s neck open. If it was just pain, I would endure it. However, the pain did not stay for long. 
 
   With stunning clarity I realized why the human slaves never left their vampires. With stunning clarity I realized why Keir used the bites during sex. With stunning clarity I was hit with the fact that I was no different from the other humans I had seen clinging to the vampire’s arms.
 
   It started slowly from the wound. Instead of the burning pain I felt, it was chased by the most pleasant warmness. It commanded my muscles to relax and my vision became cloudy. It was like I was dunked into a warm bath. 
 
   He removed his hand then, but I couldn’t bring myself to scream now. Slowly the warmth made its way across my body and I felt my stomach flip. I couldn’t even panic at what I was feeling. All I knew was that my core started swelling. Vance slowly removed his fangs.
 
   “I am surprised that was your first bite with the way Keir looks at you.” He chuckled and helped my struggling body to the desk in the room. 
 
   I tried to force my mouth to make a sound, but it was hard when my mind felt so fuzzy. I couldn’t tell if it was because of his bite or the fact that he slammed my head into the wall. 
 
   He lifted me up onto the desk and spread my legs. He positioned himself between them and grabbed my face with his hands, wiping away the tears that wet my cheeks. “Why are you crying? Does it not feel good?” he asked in mock concern. 
 
   One of his hands was left tangled in my hair and exposed the side he had already bitten. The other made its way to cup my core under my dress. 
 
   “You are so wet already.”
 
   “Don’t.” It took all my strength to force that one word out. I wanted so badly to submit to the warmth in my body.
 
   “You won’t say that for long.” He chuckled and pierced my neck once again. I let out a pained moan and he must have taken that as a sign. 
 
   His fingers made their way around my underwear and he pulled them down enough so his fingers could easily slip through. My tears came out harder when I felt his fingers enter me. Against my own feelings, I let out a strangled moan. 
 
   He pulled his mouth from my neck and nibbled my ear. “I’ll show you what you are missing.” 
 
   His fingers began pounding into me harder and the moans slipped out of my mouth without my permission. I closed my eyes getting lost in the feeling. Part of my brain was still screaming, but a majority of it was begging for more.
 
   “See, you like it,” he cooed and gave a final hard thrust with his fingers. He removed them and began unzipping his pants. “I’ll have you screaming in no time.” 
 
   His fingers found their way back to my wetness as he pulled out his erection. I watched in muted horror as he rubbed my own wetness down his length.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   “Where is Silv?” an unfamiliar hunter asked as I sipped on my blood. 
 
   I looked at his form. While he didn’t seem to be much, the blank stare he gave me showed me otherwise. I could also smell the faint scent of burning wood radiating off of him. A witch.
 
   “Who are you?” I raised a brow at him.
 
   “I’m her partner.” He growled. “This place is filled with vampires and she has been gone for far too long.”
 
   “She has been gone for a while now,” Gillard echoed. He had lost his angry act and his eyebrows were now pulled together as he searched the room. 
 
   I looked around for Vance and I felt rage begin to fill me, realizing he was no longer in the room. I tried to strain my hearing, but the music and chatter was too loud for me to hear anything. 
 
   The witch cursed and started walking toward an adjacent hallway. I followed behind him trying to pick up any sound from Silvia in hopes to find her whereabouts. As soon as we entered the hallway I inhaled deeply and was assaulted by the scent of Silvia, but not just any scent. It was her blood and the scent of her arousal. I gritted my teeth and froze. My vision turned red and I felt my hair stand on edge. 
 
   I ran down the hallway. Gillard was behind me in an instant but I didn’t pay attention to him. I could hear the noises coming from the room. Her noises, her moans. There was no way she would let Vance touch her. 
 
   I reached the door in an instant and kicked it open. It felt off its hinges and landed on the floor. 
 
   I was met with the Vance’s back. I could see Silvia’s tear-stained face, but I could tell by her vacant stare that Vance had already drunken more than enough of her blood. His head fell back just enough for his eyes to meet mine. 
 
   He gave me a shit eating grin. “Just a few more minutes and we will be done here,” he said, his voice strained. 
 
   Before I could react, Silvia let out a strangled moan as he moved against her. I didn’t even have time to think about my actions. I ran toward him and threw him off her. I was about to run toward Silvia, but the hunter came and pulled her into his arms. 
 
   I growled and tackled Vance once more against the bookshelf. He let out a growl and tried to punch me back, however, I easily dodged it and threw him across the room once more. 
 
   “Take it outside,” Gillard yelled at us. 
 
   I grabbed Vance by the shirt and threw him into the corridor. He had tried and failed to pull up his pants so he wasn’t exposed to everyone, but I ran over and stomped on his still erect dick. 
 
   “You will never have children,” I growled, putting more pressure on the flap of skin under my foot.
 
   “Stop! Stop!” he begged, his eyes bloodshot. Tears started coming out of his eyes. “Please, I’m sorry! Never again!” 
 
   “You sexually assaulted her! You think you can apologize and be done with it?” I punched him straight on the nose and heard his bones crack under my fist. 
 
   Vance’s father rushed into the hallway with a panicked look. “Keir, what the fuck are you doing?”
 
   I glared at his father and removed my foot from his crushed genitals. I was daring him to come at me. I could quite literally destroy their bloodline with just a bit more pressure. “He decided to sexually assault my date when I wasn’t looking.”
 
   Ian’s eyes widened. Yes. My date
 
   “She wanted it.” Vance spat the blood out of his mouth and glared at me. I lifted my foot and kicked him straight across the face. He blacked out, leaving him exposed and bloodied, slumped against the hallway.
 
   “I thought your clan had more values than this,” I growled at the clan head. “I hope this won’t be what divides our clans. I would hate to see all our work go to waste.”
 
   His face was buried in his hands and he refused to look at the disappointment his son was. My father joined not a moment later. Looking toward the end of the hallway I realized the hunters had blocked this area off, only allowing a few in. I would be grateful to that little witch for as long as I lived. 
 
   “I am sorry Raphael. Keir,” Ian, Vance’s father said. “My son has made a grave mistake. I will discipline him appropriately.”
 
   Father’s eyes met mine yet his face remained blank. “Yes, well.” He paused and sniffed the air. “Let’s get this cleaned up.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 16
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   There was a loud bang and he was pulled roughly away from me. Without his arms holding me up, I fell backwards only to be caught by familiar arms.
 
   “It’s okay,” Cain whispered and brought me back up to a sitting position. He quickly helped me pull my panties back on and hugged me against him tightly. His movements were so intimate, but I knew I was in good hands. 
 
   The heat left quickly after that and it was not long until the haze cleared from my mind. I began sobbing against Cain. 
 
   “I know, you’re safe now.” He rubbed my back in a soothing motion and let me grip his shirt as hard as I needed.
 
   “We need to take her to a doctor,” Gillard said, his voice breaking through my sobs. I froze.
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch her. How could you allow this to happen?” Cain shouted, covering my head, protecting me from seeing them. 
 
   “She shouldn’t have wandered off,” Gillard shot back.
 
   “She didn’t sexually assault herself and drink her own blood. Listen to yourself.” Cain was almost shaking. “I am taking her back home. I don’t care what the consequences are, Silv is no longer working with the family.” 
 
   “You are not making decisions for her. She will be safe at the compound.” 
 
   “You really want to take her back to your compound? She needs to heal.”
 
   “She can do that and still do her job.”
 
   “You fucking—”
 
   “Stop.” My voice was horse and burned my throat as I spoke. They silenced immediately. “Bring the doctor here. After I get checked I will decide the next steps.”
 
   “But Silv—” 
 
   “Please Gillard. Go get the doctor. Cain, I need to move somewhere other than here.” 
 
   I admitted felling a sense of disgust fill me as I realized what had happened in the same spot just a moment before. Cain slowly lowered me down from the desk and sat me down in a chair. 
 
   I was relieved to see that the room was empty besides the two of us. Looking around, it looked like most of the room was in shambles. Wallpaper was torn off tables and chairs lay broken on the floor. I was able to sit by myself now. I met Cain’s worried eyes. 
 
   “Please don’t tell me Jade is here,” I begged.
 
   “She is not,” Cain replied softly. He gripped my hands and kneeled down next to me. “I am so sorry I wasn’t here sooner.”
 
   “It’s not your fault. I shouldn’t have—”
 
   “Don’t you dare finish that sentence,” he interjected. “Let me use my magic to heal you.”
 
   I thought to refuse, but the bite on my neck sent a fresh wave of pain up my neck and down my arm. “Just the bite.”
 
   He nodded and covered the bite area with his hand and I felt a cooling sensation fill me. Not a second later he pulled away and in walked Gillard and a doctor. 
 
   “I wasn’t able to heal all of it, but give it a week and it’ll be gone,” Cain said and then made room for the doctor.
 
   “You are a human,” I noted and she gave me a smile.
 
   “Yes, Master Gillard specifically asked for a human.” 
 
   I nodded. 
 
   “Now, I see your friend has healed the majority of the bite, however, I recommend we still clean and wrap it up. Is there any other place he hurt you?”
 
   I frowned at the way she said ‘he hurt you’.
 
   “My head and my wrist,” I said softly.
 
   “And…are you sure nowhere else?” she probed. 
 
   I shifted uncomfortably. “The other places were not hurt,” I confirmed. 
 
   “Boys, please leave us and close the door,” she ordered.
 
   They both left without a word. 
 
   “I know you said it was not hurt…but would you like me to check for tearing?” 
 
   “I appreciate you sending them away, but it is okay, really,” I insisted. I didn’t want to expose myself any further. 
 
   She didn’t push anymore and began cleaning my neck. I let out a hiss when she started.
 
   “He said a week, but I think it may take longer. I have seen fresh ones last for months. I am hoping this one doesn’t scar.” 
 
   I swallowed thickly when she mentioned scarring. Tears pricked my eyes. She moved onto my wrist but noted that it was fine, just bruised. 
 
   “I assume you do not want to go to an actual hospital, so would you mind if I asked your witch friend to come in and assist with your head?”
 
   “Sure.” 
 
   Not a moment later Cain was sent in, followed by a very disheveled Keir. I averted my gaze from hers. 
 
   “I am sure they told you I asked,” the doctor said to Cain. 
 
   He nodded, then placed his hands over my head and the cooling sensation returned. 
 
   “No more missions. Stay home and replenish your magic.” I ordered him.
 
   He let out a small chuckle. “You must think me weak if you think this is all the magic I hold.”
 
   “No, but if you have to protect yourself and Jade you need as much magic as you can get.” 
 
   The tension in my head that I didn’t realize I had begun to lift.
 
   “She is a witch too.”
 
   “Don’t get me started on her magic reserves,” I muttered.
 
   “Yes Mom,” he teased grimly. 
 
   Everyone was silent while he healed my head. After a while his breath became labored.
 
   “You can stop,” I offered.
 
   “I cannot,” he said, his voice strained.
 
   “How bad was it?” the doctor asked softly.
 
   “Fractured in two places,” Cain said after a pause. 
 
   An awkward silence filled the air. 
 
   “What did he do to cause that?” Cain asked softly.
 
   “Slammed my head against the door after I kneed his balls, and then again when I cracked his nose.” 
 
   There was a pause.
 
   “Good girl,” Keir praised from across the room. 
 
   I froze, but her words caused tears to gather in my eyes once more. 
 
   It’s her fault, my mind whispered.
 
   The words played through my head over and over again. I closed my eyes harshly to shut them out. I didn’t have the strength to fight her now.
 
   “I am just about done. We will go home after this,” Cain insisted. 
 
   “I have a job to do,” I replied.
 
   “It’s not worth this,” he hissed.
 
   “It is.”
 
   “How much?” he inquired.
 
   “Everything.” I paused. “Plus whatever they are giving you and Jade during this time.”
 
   “We can make it on our own.”
 
   “I cannot.”
 
   “You can,” he said, his voice rough. 
 
   His magic was pulled back and he kneeled in front of me so his eyes met with mine. “We can find other ways to pay the debt.”
 
   “My parents were indebted to The Order as well, Cain.” 
 
   His eyes widened as I spoke. 
 
   “They offered to pay for all of it. I cannot refuse.” I paused. “That is if I am still allowed back at work after this.”
 
   “You have the job as long as you want it,” Gillard said from the entrance.
 
   ￼I ruffled Cain’s hair gently and gave him a small smile. “Take care of Jade for a little while longer and I will be back soon.” 
 
   Without hesitation, he pulled me into another hug. 
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Gillard let Keir sit next to me on the way back, but I kept ample space between us. I couldn’t even look at their faces. It was a mix of shame and anger at their kind that kept me from doing so. I wondered how many people saw what he’d done to me and saw how I reacted. Rage was dull next to the amount of shame I felt. 
 
   They didn’t try to talk to me the entire time, not until Keir walked me up to my room. 
 
   “I grabbed your dagger for you,” she whispered and held it out to me. 
 
   It was too fast of a moment for me and I found myself involuntarily flinching. I grabbed my dagger from her hand and hurried into my room, then made sure to lock the door. Once I was finally alone the feelings of the day rushed through me and became unbearable. All I could think about was the way his hands felt on my body, felt inside me, and how his greasy, slimy moans did whatever he wanted to do to me. 
 
   In a frenzy I dropped my stuff to the ground and turned on the shower. I disrobed and unwrapped the bandage from my neck. I did not get back out of the shower until I felt like my entire body had been scrubbed clean of the film his hands had left behind.
 
   Even with my dagger and sword next to me I could not sleep for even a moment. My mind was racing, unable to rest and unable to forget.
 
   I’ll show you what you are missing. 
 
   Bile rose up in my throat and I ran to the bathroom just in time. There was a knock at the door after emptying the contents of my stomach.
 
   “Go away,” I muttered.
 
   “I just want to check on you,” Keir’s voice said, muffled by the door.
 
   “I am fine,” I said and climbed into bed.
 
   “Please.”
 
   “You are the last person I want near me right now,” I said truthfully.
 
   She did not ask to come in again after that.
 
   The next time, I heard a knock when it was light out. I’d only had a few hours of sleep last night and even those were plagued with dreams. I deeply regretted not going back to base.
 
   “I came to see if you would like to get coffee with me,” Gillard’s hesitant voice said from outside.
 
   I would need coffee if I really wanted to work today. I dressed as normal but kept my hair down to provide extra coverage for my neck. I winced as my hand brushed across the bite mark. It had bled lightly in the night.
 
   I grabbed my weapons and met Gillard outside. His glasses were gone again and there were large dark circles under his eyes.
 
   “I didn’t know your kind could get dark circles,” I said and his lips twitched.
 
   “I am half remember,” he reminded me.
 
   We began to walk down the hallway, but I paused. 
 
   “She is waiting for us at the spot,” he explained and continued with his walk. 
 
   I walked faster to keep up with him and was met with my usual order, where Keir sat at the cafe we frequented. I sat down and took the coffee that was waiting for me, but did not dare touch the food. 
 
   “Silv—” Keir started but I cut her off.
 
   “What’s the plan today?” I asked Gillard, fully intending to ignore Keir.
 
   “She has a negotiation with a small clan leader today, so you will need to act as guard once again.” He finished, also intent on leaving her out of the conversation. 
 
   “Her clan is the most agreeable to work with,” Keir explained. “She doesn’t allow for the mistreatment of humans in her clan.”
 
   “What she does with her clan does not concern me,” I replied, ending the conversation. 
 
   We were shown through a smaller compound. The architecture was traditional Chinese with vibrant greens and reds painted on the wooden buildings. It was peaceful and even the vampires seemed way more relaxed than at any of the compounds I’d been to before. 
 
   “Keir, you made it,” a woman said, meeting us as we entered the biggest building. She was dressed in a loose sweater and jeans, surprisingly casual clothes for a negotiation. Her dark hair was tied up in a messy bun on the top of her head and her reddened eyes watched us closely. 
 
   I tried to push down my uneasiness but kept a hand planted firmly on my sword. 
 
   “Of course. I always look forward to our talks.” Keir went in for a hug and the other vampire’s eyes met mine as she looked over Keir’s shoulder. 
 
   “And you brought a hunter,” she said, removing herself from Keir and walking over to stand in front of me. 
 
   “Yes, Father has unfortunately deemed it necessary that I have one at all times.” Her words sent a twinge of annoyance through me. It was not like I wanted to be there either. 
 
   “My name is Xin,” she said, introducing herself and held her hand out for mine.
 
   “I wouldn’t do that. She literally hates every single one of us,” Gillard said, but Xin’s face did not drop.
 
   “Maybe it is because of your attitude, Gillard,” she remarked and I felt my lips turn up slightly. “I hated our kind when I first turned as well. I can understand the feeling.” 
 
   “You were not born a vampire, yet you are in a position of power,” I remarked, not fully trusting her words.
 
   “Well, they don’t trust me for a lot of reasons, but I proved to them that I was capable. And don’t get it wrong, we are a small clan and barely hold a candle to that sorry sack of an heir.” Keir made a disgruntled noise but didn’t say anything else. 
 
   I slowly took Xin’s hand and gave it a quick shake. Hers felt cleaner than the ones that plagued my mind.
 
   “Silvia,” I said and tore my hand away almost as fast. Her smile reached her eyes. 
 
   “Perfect.”
 
   She guided us down the hall and took great lengths to explain the history of how her clan had migrated so far. I nodded while she spoke, trying to act as nonchalant as possible, but my inner history nerd was screaming.
 
   “Before the humans knew about us this compound was much smaller and we would allow them tours. It was a way to get money, but also to interact with the population. Imagine the surprise of our normal customers when they put the pieces together.” 
 
   She showed us to a small room just big enough for the four of us. 
 
   “Did they ever try to come back?” I don’t know why I asked, but she didn’t act too surprised when I did.
 
   “Many.” 
 
   She sent me a smile and motioned for me to take a seat. I refused and stood against the wall. 
 
   “Though they did stop bringing us food. Pity, the dogs quite liked it too.”
 
   I gave her a forced smile but did not respond. 
 
   “All right, let’s get to it,” Gillard said, interrupting the conversation. He straightened out his suit. 
 
   “You are so impatient, Gillard. That’s not going to get you a husband anytime soon,” Xin chided. 
 
   I had to force my smile down. 
 
   “I heard there was a small gang on your territory that was taken out,” Keir said. 
 
   Another vampire entered with four cups. They handed mine to me first and then handed some to the others. Theirs was obviously blood, but mine was a fragrant green tea. I eyed it suspiciously.
 
   “Yes well, I wouldn’t say I am too upset about it. Though I do wish whoever had killed Dimitri had at least saved the humans in the building as well.” 
 
   Something tickled the back of my mind as she spoke, but I didn’t get why the name was so familiar. 
 
   “Were the humans a part of your clan as well?” Keir asked and took a sip of her drink, her brown eyes already red.
 
   “Yes, but many of them were stolen from their positions and were forced to serve.” She sighed. “They even took Pen. I had wished she’d gotten out alive, but they damn near blew up the entire block.”
 
   My heart started pounding in my chest and I tightened my grip on the cup of tea. I should have known as soon as they mention Dimitri. It was me. I was the one that blew up that building, along with Cain and Jade. And Pen was the informant that I didn’t pay any attention to. 
 
   I focused on controlling my breathing, but they had already paused and looked my way. They could probably hear my heart racing. Gillard’s eyes narrowed at me, but Xin looked at me with sad eyes. 
 
   “Tell us what you know,” Gillard said, almost growling at me. 
 
   “I cannot,” I forced out.
 
   “I never suspected The Order to be so cruel,” Xin murmured. 
 
   I had the sudden urge to beg for her forgiveness. I had already blamed my unstable emotions.
 
   “Can you at least tell us why?” Keir asked without looking at me.
 
   “If you knew Dimitri you would know why,” I said and gripped my sword. 
 
   “Did you know Dimitri?” Xin asked. Her lips were placed in a slight frown. 
 
   “I met him once,” I confirmed. 
 
   “And Pen?” she asked softly. 
 
   The skip of my heart told them all they needed to know. 
 
   “There is no need to bring up the past, but it does disappoint me greatly. We have fought for years to ensure that the humans are safe not just because of The Order’s rules. But now I see we may have to keep them safe from the people who were supposed to protect them.”
 
   I don’t know why her tone made my heart hurt. I don’t understand fully why I even cared about her words to begin with. I wanted to tell her that everything I did at The Order was because I needed money.
 
   But was killing human lives worth that?
 
   It wasn’t, I suddenly realized. 
 
   “It was you, wasn’t it?” Gillard asked. He had to have known with the pounding of my heart meant.
 
   “I was sent to kill Dimitri,” I confirmed.
 
   “How did you even get in a place like that?” Xin questioned. 
 
   “I acted as a new slave,” I answered truthfully. 
 
   “That must have been hard for you.” Her sympathy felt real.
 
   “It was not,” I spluttered, trying to find the words. “Pen was…she was…” I couldn’t formulate the words with Xin staring at me with those eyes. 
 
   “You feel bad all the sudden?” Gillard asked, his voice had an edge to it. 
 
   “Gil,” Keir warned.
 
   “No, where does she get off on calling us scum, but it was her all along?” Gillard’s fist hit the table. “Did you ever look in the mirror once in your entire pathetic life, Silvia?” 
 
   I didn’t get angry at his words since I knew they were justified. I just never knew that someone of his kind would be so affected by the human lives lost.
 
   “They picked me as the last resort for a reason,” I told him. 
 
   “Because if it was humans that tried to kill us, you wouldn’t hesitate to bring them down?” he accused.
 
   Blood traitor.
 
   “I think you should wait outside,” Xin said to me. 
 
   I nodded, then quickly left the room and didn’t stop until I was at the end of the hall, where I assumed I was out of hearing range. I remembered the mission all too clearly. Gillard had even commented on my bruises. 
 
   No one in The Order had ever questioned about the fairness of my actions. It was always a job well done and that was the end of it. 
 
   Did you ever look in the mirror once in your entire pathetic life, Silvia?
 
   I was too distracted to notice the small vampire girl who had moved past me until she was almost out of reach. She was not carrying any trays and I assumed that this area was off limits to most.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked and she froze. “Turn around.” 
 
   She did not. Instead, she just stood there. I walked over and grabbed her shoulder and turned her to face me. It wasn’t the snarl on her face that sent panic rising through me, but the device in her hand. 
 
   I sent my fist straight to her face, but she dodged it with her vampire reflexes. I pulled out my dagger and slashed at her face. Before I could stop her, she pressed the button. A shrill sound emulated from the box and she dropped to the ground. I scrambled for it, but when I pushed the button nothing happened. 
 
   “How do you turn it off?” I yelled at her, gripping her by the shirt and shaking her harshly. 
 
   Her face was pained, yet there was a smile resting on her lips. I slapped her and still, she had no response. I gathered the box in my hands, trying to ignore the ear splitting headache it caused. The box was made of reinforced steel, which was much stronger looking than the one at the last event. 
 
   I gripped it and tried to break it against the floor, but it stayed strong.
 
   “Come on!” I yelled and hit it on the floor over and over again. 
 
   However, there was no change. I grabbed the vampire by her shirt and dragged her out of the building with the device. It was slow work, but I wouldn’t dare leave her in the hallway alone. 
 
   I placed it on the ground outside and with the hilt of my sword I tried to break it once more. No luck. My own headache began to cloud my vision. I couldn’t imagine what the vampires must go through if this is the human reaction. 
 
   Spotting a lotus pond not too far away, I tried to throw the box into it. It landed with a splash and the shrill sound disappeared. I was about to crawl over and end the vampire’s life for good, but people began surrounding me. They were dressed in all black and had silver masks covering their faces. I couldn’t tell whether they were vampire or human. 
 
   “Bloody traitor,” the man in front spat out and held a sword much like my own at my neck. 
 
   I didn’t move nor did I grab for my weapons. A thought flirted around in my mind. One so sinful that it almost brought tears to my eyes. 
 
   He could free you.
 
   “Do it,” I said and threw my head back even further so he would have a better shot. 
 
   He faltered. 
 
   “Do it,” I demanded harder this time and pulled down the fabric on my neck, hoping they could see the bite mark. 
 
   “We know who you are,” a girl from my right said. “And we know the countless human lives you have killed. We know you work for the heir.”
 
   “If you know so much then stop talking,” I snapped and pushed the edge on the sword into my neck. I felt it slice open my skin and it was not too much different than when Vance had used his teeth. 
 
   “We have space for you if you are willing to right your wrong doings,” the man in front of me said.
 
   “I don’t want it. Just do what you came here to do,” I spat. “It’s me, right? Why else would you send a vampire to their own death? You must be mad that I ruined your little plan last time.”
 
   It was not a moment later when the vampires came out. The others looked up to them, but the one holding the sword did not look away. His brown eyes peered into mine even as I heard the vampires advancing. 
 
   “I will kill her,” he said.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “They are vampires. You should know they don’t care. Just do it, I have lived long enough.” 
 
   I grabbed the blade and begun pushing it further into my neck. It sliced through my hand and felt like it was burning its way through my neck. 
 
   One of the rebels held up another box. “Back away. Let us escape or we will use this.” 
 
   The man’s eyes didn’t leave mine. 
 
   “Coward,” I whispered and removed my bloody hand off his sword. 
 
   He slowly removed the sword from my neck. I felt my skin pull and had to grit my teeth from screaming. 
 
   I replaced the bandages on my neck and put pressure on the wound, but I still felt blood starting to seep out. The humans ran away and the vampires were at my side in an instant. Keir was in front of me and replaced my hand on my neck with hers. 
 
   “You have a death wish,” she growled at me.
 
   “Never said I didn’t,” I argued, as the pain traveled up the side of my face. “They wouldn’t kill a human. It’s not in their rebel handbook.”
 
   “But it’s in yours,” Gillard shot back. 
 
   “Everyone is fair game.” It felt like a lie coming out of my mouth. 
 
   “The wounds bleeding too much. I need to close it,” Keir said and I blanched. 
 
   “I do not want to see your sewing skills. Go get a witch if you have any,” I snapped. My head began to feel light as dark spots started to crowd my eyes. 
 
   “You know that’s not what I mean,” she whispered. 
 
   “She can stop the bleeding with her saliva until we get a witch. I could do it if you feel uncomfortable,” Xin said from behind me.
 
   I cursed. I would rather die than have her lips on my neck again, but I did not trust Xin as much. A part of me whispered that I would not mind as much as I thought.
 
   “Do what you must,” I said to Keir, trying to act as though my vision wasn’t getting worse by the second. 
 
   I felt her pull at my bandages and move my head slightly so she could get better access. She paused, then ran her tongue across my skin. I bit my tongue as I felt the same heat spread over me as it did with Vance. Tears pricked my eyes but I did not move as she ran her tongue up and down my wound. 
 
   Keir pulled back and told me that she was done, but I was too weak and achy to answer. I heard her talking to me yet I couldn’t listen. I succumbed to the darkness not a moment later. 
 
   The next time I awoke I was met with Keir’s unreadable expression. 
 
   “You should resign,” she said harshly
 
   “I should, shouldn’t I?” I groaned and sat up. 
 
   “We can get another hunter to fill in for you,” she said and ran a hand through her hair. 
 
   I guess I’d really been avoiding her all day if I didn’t realize her hair was different until now. It wasn’t gelled back like normal, instead the short strands on top waved slightly and it seemed that she got her undercut touched up.
 
   “You changed your hair,” I said. My comment made her pause. “And you are telling me that you changed so much that you would not try to push away the next hunter just as hard?”
 
   “If I had my way, I wouldn’t have any hunter around me at all.” She huffed and crossed her arms over her chest. Her head was turned away from me. “I can’t even drink anymore.”
 
   “You should try harder to get rid of me then.” I sighed and stood up to stretch, then accidentally brushed an arm across her leg. “I am getting bored.” 
 
   Keir started, spluttering at my words. 
 
   I raised an eyebrow and grabbed my sword nearby, then did something that surprised both of us. I used the hilt of my sword to pat her back lightly. 
 
   “You just begged them to kill you and you are saying you are bored?” I didn’t miss the confused expression she gave me while looking at my sword. 
 
   “All I want in this life is to pay off my debt. If they decide that my life ends here…well, it’s not like I have kids for my debt to pass on to.” 
 
   I strapped my sword back where it belonged and rubbed my sore neck. To my surprise I didn’t feel the sword wound or the bite wound. 
 
   “And they really wouldn’t have killed me. They wanted to recruit me apparently.”
 
   I thought about joining them for a second too. What a life…kill any vampire you want. And yet, it was suspicious. They could have taken me but instead they had left me here with the vampires. 
 
   “You’re something else.” She sighed. This was the first time I had seen her react like this. It unsettled me.
 
   “Is Gillard still pissed?” I asked and not a second later the devil himself walked in. 
 
   “You owe me.” He gestured to Keir and she grumbled and handed him a crinkled ten. 
 
   “What bet was that?” 
 
   “See who’s name you would call first.” 
 
   By the look on Keir’s face, I knew she meant it in a different way than what he had. 
 
   “And yes, I am pissed.”
 
   “At himself,” Keir said, placing her hand on his shoulder and squeezing. I lifted my brow.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Gillard said, his voice barely above a whisper.
 
   “I never thought I’d hear one of your kind apologize to me,” I said, not fully understanding what he was apologizing for.
 
   “I am sorry for what I said last night and for letting him take you. I am sorry I didn’t catch him in time to save you.” The words did stop flowing out of his mouth. 
 
   I looked around, panicked. I am not sure what to do. Keir patted his back but he did not stop his word vomit.“ I knew that it is The Order who forces you to kill those humans. I knew that when I hired you. I’m sorry… I just—"
 
   I ran my hair through my hair and made my way over to him without meeting their eyes. 
 
   I cleared my throat and tapped him with the hilt of my sword. “Don’t apologize to someone who hates you. Also, it’s that idiot’s fault.” I gestured toward Keir.
 
   “No, I was the one that—”
 
   “She’s right,” Keir said and for once the smile was wiped off her face. “He saw it as a challenge and a way to get back at me.” She paused and set her hand down on my head. “I am sorry, Silvia.”
 
   The way my named rolled off her tongue set butterflies off in my stomach.
 
   “Doesn’t stop me from hating you,” I muttered and smacked her hand away.
 
   “I know.”
 
   “I hate you. I reminded her. 
 
   “I know,” she finally responded. Her hands slowly made their way up my thighs.
 
   I leaned closer to her face; our lips so close to touching.
 
   “I hate you,” I whispered. 
 
   “Prove it,” she dared.
 
   I walked away from them, quickly hoping that the tightening in my stomach was not something they could smell.
 
   I had never been so happy to see a vampire until Xin walked in. I let out a sigh.
 
   “Good to see you recovered,” she said. “But that was a bit dramatic, no?” 
 
   I gave her a small smile. “Life would be boring without a bit of flavor every now and then.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “It just doesn’t make sense,” Gillard mumbled as he looked over the files on Silvia’s family murder. “No one in our clan would dare to do this.” 
 
   “It had to be a revenge killing. But all of them were so powerful… how many vampires did they bring to take down a family of this caliber?” I mused I could not stop staring at Silvia’s haunting face in the photo. It was not much different to the time I saw those rebels put a sword in her throat. “Were you able to find anything out about their past jobs?” 
 
   “No, The Order has everything locked up tight.” He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. Gillard had eased up on Silvia after his anger subsided, but this case seemed to weigh on him. “I am not sure if even Silvia would be able to find anything out.”
 
   “The attack was a little odd,” I murmured. My thoughts went from the murder case to the rebels who infiltrated Xin’s compound. “How did they even get a hold of a vampire?” 
 
   “Maybe they turned a human for the cause,” Gillard offered. 
 
   I wouldn’t put it past them, but it didn’t sit right with me.
 
   “They should have killed Silvia,” I pointed out. “The rebels do not have a use for her. They knew she wouldn’t defect, so why not just take her out?” 
 
   “Maybe they knew they couldn’t kill her?” 
 
   His voice told me he didn’t believe that either. 
 
   “They were not there for me.” 
 
   “No.” He closed the file and leaned back on the couch he was sitting on. “I don’t think they were, even if that is how they tried to play it off.” 
 
   ￼His normal button down was unbuttoned. I saw a bit of bruised flesh poking out of his shirt collar, but I didn’t mention it. I was glad he would be otherwise preoccupied. 
 
   “It’s weird.”
 
   Gillard hummed in agreement. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next day I set out to question Silvia. I did it when we were at our usual coffee place and I didn’t dare mess with her before she’d taken at least three sips. It was when she was the testiest, I noticed. 
 
   “Would you join the rebellion if you had a chance?” I asked her and she began choking on her latte. 
 
   Gillard reached a hand over and lightly patted her back. She shot him a glare but it was halfhearted. I felt a small amount of bitterness pool in my stomach. 
 
   “Once upon a time I thought so,” she said without hesitation, her eyes caught mine. She was suspicious. 
 
   “Not now?”
 
   “I am tired of fighting,” she answered, her voice suddenly hollow. 
 
   The vision of her tear-stained face as she clung onto that witch hunter filled my mind as she spoke. I wanted to reach out and pull her into a hug, to make her forget all the things that had happened in her life. I wanted to be the one to comfort her, not the witch. It wasn’t a rational feeling yet I didn’t push it away.
 
   “It almost sounds like you’ve forgiven us,” Gillard said, his voice playful but soft. 
 
   He must see himself in her. I forget how pitiful Gillard once was. A young vampire with nowhere to go and who was absolutely starved.
 
   “Was it really you guys who had hurt me?” she asked, as a forced smile appeared on her face. 
 
   ￼Electricity played at my spine when her eyes met mine. It took all I had to not jump over the table and kiss those pouted lips of hers. 
 
   We said nothing more and I let the two enjoy their coffee. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “It’s a surprise,” I said for the fifth time as both Gillard and Silvia let out exasperated sighs. I smiled. “You will not be disappointed.” 
 
   We needed to leave the compound for something other than business. I was itching to leave but wanted to do something that I hoped they would both enjoy.
 
   “If we are going to a bar…” Silvia trailed off, shooting me a glare. Her expression made me smile even more.
 
   “Don’t worry,” I said and pulled the car out of the compound. “It’s much better than a bar.”
 
   It was a short drive through the forest and they didn’t stop asking questions the entire time. I almost thought to turn the car around because they were annoying me so much, but I saw the turn and made a sharp left, which caused both Gillard and Silvia to let out a loud yelp. I gave out a small laugh and stopped the car.
 
   “You’re crazy. We are not even on a goddamn road,” Silvia hissed, her eyes flaring. 
 
   I missed that look.
 
   I got out of the car without another word and they followed. 
 
   “She’s lost her mind,” Gillard muttered. 
 
   “Is she going to kill me?” Silvia asked in mock fear as they followed me into the forest. 
 
   “I wouldn’t need to bring you out here to do it,” I shot back, then sighed.
 
   “Oh my, it’s me.” I heard a faint smack and Gillard paused in his walking. I ignored him and continued on.
 
   “Here.” I stepped aside and let my guests enter the clearing before me. 
 
   The first time I had entered here was after I had ran away from home the first time after starvation. I made it as far as this clearing and after I dried my tears, I was taken aback by the sunset, forgetting everything I’d just gone through, forgetting my pain.
 
   I watched as both Silvia and Gillard stared off at the edge of the clearing and into the lake below. The sun had set and just enough so that instead of blue, the water shined a bright orange which matched the color of the sky. 
 
   Silvia stepped further out into the clearing and wrapped her arms around her small frame. I wanted more than anything to peer inside that mind of hers and understand what she saw when she looked out at the setting sun. 
 
   Did she find comfort in it like I once had? Did she forget her pain?
 
   “This is beautiful,” Gillard said, the first one to break the silence. 
 
   Silvia continued to look out at the vastness of the space, but I looked back at Gillard. He was already looking at me. I didn’t need him to tell me what he was thinking. I already knew. 
 
   You are in trouble.
 
   “The best part is the night sky, but I am sure it will be too cold. We can come back another time,” I said softly to Silvia. 
 
   Only then did she look at me and I was taken aback by how unshielded her eyes were. It was like I was seeing her for the first time. Her face had softened, her normally angry scowl was replaced with a small smile, and her stance had relaxed. She no longer had one hand on her weapon at all times.
 
   “It’s nice to get out,” she said. “Thank you for bringing us here, even for a few minutes.”
 
   She said thank you.
 
   If Gillard wasn’t here, I am not sure I would be able to control myself with her. I cleared my throat and took them back to the parked car, while ignoring the Gillard’s accusing stare. 
 
   “We are having words when we get home,” Gillard whispered from the back seat. 
 
   I sighed and purposefully drove slower.
 
    
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
   “Out with it.” I sighed and sat down on the couch, wishing I could get as drunk as humans could. 
 
   “You know how Raphael would react,” Gillard chided. “This is our last hunter. And you can’t court one of her kind. Do you not understand the shit you are getting into?” 
 
   He began pacing. Within a second, his glasses were off and he buried his head in his hands with a loud groan. 
 
   “I don’t want to court her,” I scoffed and ran a hand through my own hair. He was thinking far too hard about the things I wanted to do to her. 
 
   “You took her to see the sunset!” 
 
   He said it as if that made sense with what he was talking about.
 
   “I took you too,” I said, raising an eyebrow at him.
 
   “Besides the point. For the last time Keir, don’t get involved with her,” he growled.
 
   “But I like this one.” I tried to give him my best pout, but he seemed unmoved. “Just her body really. Just turn a blind eye.” 
 
   “What will I say if Raphael finds out?”
 
   “That you didn’t know. That we went around you.” I sighed, being already tired of the conversation. “Act like you knew nothing and that we were both so good at hiding it that you are shocked.”
 
   There was a pause.
 
   “Why did you show her that place?” 
 
   I shifted uncomfortably. How could I tell him that it was because I wanted her to forget her pain?
 
   “I wanted to go outside,” I lied.
 
   “If you tell me the truth, I will go along with this stupid plan of yours.”
 
   His eyes were sharp and his mouth was in a straight line. He was serious. I took a deep breath. 
 
   “It is a comforting place.” I paused. “I wanted it to take her away from her pain.”
 
   He nodded and left the room without another word. I was shocked that it had even worked, however, I decided not to count my blessings and went to visit Silvia.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   That night I still could not sleep. Even after the visit to the clearing I still felt the memories cling to me. The clearing was a nice and unexpected gesture from Keir. I knew she was probably going stir crazy in this house, but it meant a lot to be shown that view. It was so peaceful and calming. When you were looking over at the lake the memories couldn’t bother you, like they were stuck behind an invisible wall, waiting for you to leave the clearing.
 
   As soon as we left the clearing the thoughts of the past few weeks came back in full force. They were always worse at night, where it felt like they’d hunted my being, as if the real monsters had come out to play. 
 
   Vance’s fangs and touches were still burned into my skin. They visited me in my dreams and refused to let me forget. It was tiring. 
 
   When I told Keir that I was tired, it was true. I was tired of feeling the film he’d left on my skin. Tired of remembering the way his saliva felt when it entered my system.
 
   I thought of how different it was when I felt Keir’s saliva. Vance was dirty but when Keir’s did it, it felt comforting, like family. I did not try to fight the feeling because I knew that she would not have taken advantage. Her hooded expression in the clearing earlier forced its way to the front of my thoughts. 
 
   A familiar heat crept across my body as I imagined what thoughts hid behind that look. It was easy to imagine a world where she was human, where she acted more like one the more I was around her. 
 
   What kind of vampire acted the way she does? 
 
   If she was a human I would have fallen for her long ago. I wondered if she was human, would I even be an able to approach her? She gave off such an intimidating vibe that I am not sure I would have it in me. Would someone like Keir even look twice at me if I was not holding a dagger to her throat?
 
    I let my mind drift off to what it would be like to meet Keir as a human.
 
   Maybe at a bar, but I preferred something cuter like a cafe. She would be nose down in whatever she was working on at that moment, with her brows creasing lightly like they did when she was concentrating. She would be blind to the world around her, or at least she would act like it. 
 
   Keir never let her guard down, even just a shuffle of papers would cause her to twitch. She would feel me watching, and like always her eyes would meet mine and she would smirk like she knew exactly what was going on in my mind. Like she knew every dirty thought I had and loved to see me squirm.
 
   I hated that smirk.
 
   I would not have the nerve to ask her out, so I would just sit there for as long as I could and hoped that she would come up to give me her number. 
 
   She would simultaneously annoy and intrigue me at the same time. She would act like she didn’t feel my stare after a while, purposefully not making eye contact. But then, out of nowhere, her eyes would drill into mine and cause me to blush.
 
   If we grew close would she tell me how she grew up? If she was a human would her father still treat her so awfully? Maybe in another life she could be happier. Maybe in another life we could be— 
 
   “Silvia?”
 
   Speak of the devil. I swallowed and pushed down the sudden feelings that sprang up on me. I was far too involved in my own daydream. 
 
   “Yes?” I answered back hesitantly. 
 
   “Would you like to join me in my study for a drink?”
 
   God yes. “Sure.”
 
   I didn’t bother getting dressed. Instead, I walked out in my silk pajamas that she loved so much last time. The little daydream in my head left me feeling bold. Keir’s face was priceless and her eyes widened almost comically.
 
   “Can your kind even get drunk?” I asked and led the way to her study.
 
   “If the blood has enough alcohol content, yes,” she said, her voice strained. 
 
   “Would you be able to eat food if it had blood mixed with it?” I opened the door and popped down on her couch. 
 
   “I suppose,” she mused, handing me an already filled glass of wine. “I just hate the texture.”
 
   “Classy tonight,” I said and took a big gulp of my wine, liking the sweetness of it as it washed my nerves away.
 
   Keir moved to sit on the same couch as me. I was grateful she kept her distance, especially after all the thoughts I’d had about her earlier. I let my eyes roam down her relaxed form. She was in the band t-shirt and ripped jeans again. The clothes that made her look so human, that made her look too approachable.
 
   “You haven’t been sleeping well,” she remarked, sipping her blood-filled cup.
 
   “No,” I confirmed. “I still feel his hands sometimes.” 
 
   I finished the glass faster than anticipated. Keir already poured me another before she spoke. 
 
   “Let’s not get too drunk, like last time.”
 
   I felt my body flush just thinking about it. Was her offer still valid? 
 
   Looking at the expression she gave me, I knew I couldn’t imagine she’d retracted it. I felt butterflies take off in my stomach under her piercing red gaze.
 
   “How did you plan to keep it from them?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
   “A shower,” she said simply.
 
   “A shower?” I asked, eyeing her suspiciously. 
 
   “I also have a tub if that’s more to your liking.” She sent me a wink and her eyes trailed over my body. The predatory glance in her eyes made me shiver. “Anything that can be cleaned would not carry your scent.”
 
   “You couldn’t just wash your bed sheets in the middle of the night?”
 
   “Your smell would be far too potent, trust me.” 
 
   I took another gulp of wine. 
 
   “Even just sitting here now, with your level of arousal, Gillard would not be fooled.”
 
   My stomach twisted painfully and I clenched my thighs together. The movement did not go unnoticed by her and she also shifted. She spread her legs, inviting me in.
 
   “Why did you give up?” I asked.
 
   “You don’t let me touch you.”
 
   “I mean trying to get me to quit. Or is this your way to get me fired?” 
 
   She let out a small laugh. “If I wanted to get you fired, I wouldn’t have offered to cover it up.”
 
   I weighed my options carefully. I knew I was attracted to her for a while now, even before our first encounter I was far too aware of how she made me feel. But seeing how human she acted, seeing how attainable she could be, made this all too real. 
 
   I cursed internally. I really was about to throw away my job for this woman. It was far too easy to make my decision.
 
   “I want you to replace the feeling he left on me.” I downed the rest of my wine and climbed over her. 
 
   Keir’s mind was still catching up to what I was saying. I used that as a chance to take the offending cup and place it on the table next to mine. 
 
   “Wait what?” she asked, still not processing what was happening. 
 
   Her hands grabbed my hips. I ran the pad of my thumb over her soft stained lips, enjoying the shaky breath she let out. Her eyes searched my face for an answer, but I didn’t think she’d be able to find what she was looking for.
 
   I tangled my hair in her hands and in an instant, covered her lips with mine. She didn’t have a hard time catching up. She opened her mouth for me and I tried not to grimace from the blood that coated her mouth. Her hands trailed up my back and pushed me closer so our fronts were flush. 
 
   I bit her lip, goading her. I wanted her to take control. I wanted her to slam me against the wall once more. I wanted the danger that came with kissing someone I vowed to hate. The kiss easily became heated and I rocked my body against hers.
 
   “Replace his touch with yours,” I gasped out.
 
   She paused. “I wasn’t kidding about the shower.” 
 
   “Then take me there.”
 
   She wrapped her arm around my waist and hoisted me up with her. I did not remove my lips from hers as she walked through the room and into her bathroom. I expected her to put me down, but instead she walked up and went straight into the shower, turning on the almost ice-cold water. 
 
   I gasped and finally removed my lips from hers. She smirked. The water had already wet my slip, making it almost translucent. 
 
   “Are you kidding me?” I asked, shivering lightly at the cold water. 
 
   “Are you sure?” she asked cautiously. 
 
   I paused. Was I?
 
   “Yes,” I whispered and that was all the encouragement she needed. 
 
   Keir attacked my lips once more. When the water began to heat, she removed herself from my lips and trailed kisses down my throat. I let out a moan at the feeling of her tongue over my pulse. Her fingers came up and rolled my erect nipple lazily in her hand.
 
   I pulled at her soaked shirt. She chuckled against my neck and allowed me to remove it, then let my eyes trail over her exposed breasts. I bit my lip and felt my core tighten; I needed her more than I realized. Trailing my hands over her erect nipples, a shaky moan left her lips. I smirked and took it more forcefully by squeezing it between my fingers. She attacked my mouth once more with a hiss.
 
   Keir did not remove my slip. Instead, she removed my underwear. Her fingers were over my aching slit in seconds. She rubbed down its length teasingly. She used enough pressure to send shocks through me, but not enough to provide any relief. I whimpered and tried to grind against her hand.
 
   “Patience,” she cooed. 
 
   Her fingers moved to the bundle of nerves between us and I threw my head back, not caring for the pain that went through my head when it made contact with the shower wall. She rubbed circles, picking up the pace and making me moan and wither beneath her, but as soon as I felt any build up, she would pull back and I would be left without release.
 
   “Please,” I moaned as she started again. 
 
   Her mouth clamped back on my neck, her fangs teasingly scraping against my skin. 
 
   Did she know how much I wanted it?
 
   “On one condition,” she said, running her two long fingers down my slit, teasing my entrance but being gentle enough to not provide any relief.
 
   “Anything,” I panted. “Please.” I gripped her hair tightly.
 
   “Say my name.” 
 
   I paused and her fingers went back up to my nerve’s bundles. I whimpered at the feeling, bucking my hips. “Say it or I will leave you here in a panting, wet mess.” She growled and it only excited me more.
 
   “…Keir,” I said, my voice almost a whisper.
 
   “Louder.”
 
   “Keir,” I moaned, as her fingers teased my entrance again.
 
   “One more time.”
 
   “Keir!” 
 
   Her two long fingers slowly sank into me. Her thumb played with my overly stimulated nerve endings as her fingers relentlessly pounded into me. 
 
   “Fuck,” I moaned and arched into her, begging for her lips to touch my skin once more. 
 
   Her teeth found my ear and she bit painfully. The pain only added to the pounding of her fingers.
 
   “Is this what you wanted?” she asked, scowling. 
 
   “No…faster,” 
 
   She laughed in my ear. She went even slower after I spoke. 
 
   “Did you think of me tonight?” she asked, almost stilling.
 
   “Please, don’t stop.”
 
   “Answer and you’ll get rewarded.” 
 
   She moved her fingers.
 
   “Yes, I did,” I growled and was rewarding with her lightly massaging my g-spot. My breath caught and I felt like I couldn’t breathe.
 
   “What did you imagine? Was it me fucking you like this?” 
 
   I swallowed, trying to form the stance but with each stroke of her fingers, she changed it away.
 
   “No,” I choked out. She rewarded me with a thrust. “It was…” And another slower one, coaxing the words out. “It was meeting you again.”
 
   “Again?” she mused and continued with her lazy motions, clearly enjoying the struggle she was putting me through. 
 
   Another brush against my g-spot caused me to forget my thoughts.
 
   “In a time, a place where we could be together,” I moaned. 
 
   Her thrusts became faster. 
 
   “Be careful of your next sentences. You are playing a dangerous game,” she growled and nipped harshly at my neck.
 
   “A place where you were human. A place where we could have a normal relationship.” She paused, almost completely. Stilling. “A place where I could just be with you.”
 
   “Why are you doing this to me?” she moaned, her lips finding mine once more. She began pounding into me again at an imaginable pace. “Why do you give me hope?” 
 
   I couldn’t answer her, I was lost in her fingers. I felt myself clench around her. My release was coming up faster than I had ever experienced. 
 
   I couldn’t stop the words as I came. “Fuck, Keir.”
 
   Her assault didn’t stop there, though her fingers kept pounding into me and I felt myself start to shake. 
 
   “Why couldn’t you just stay away for your own good?” she growled and bit down on my nipple through the slip. Water was running cold, but I barely noticed. Her motions were heating me up enough as it was. 
 
   “Say it again,” she demanded.
 
   “Keir.”
 
   “Again.” 
 
   With each thrust she hit my g-spot over and over.
 
   “Keir.” 
 
   She bit on my other nipple and I let out a small scream. Her fingers pounded into me relentlessly and my toes began to curl once more. She must have felt it because her thumb started to circle my nerve endings. 
 
   “Keir…I can’t,” I panted.
 
   “You can,” she growled and covered my mouth with hers to swallow my screams. 
 
   I shuddered as I was hit hard with the next orgasm. Her fingers slowed but she didn’t remove them. Instead, she kept them going, riding out my orgasm. She left kisses all over my face and slowly removed her fingers. Even with her holding me I felt my legs shake violently. 
 
   She turned off the shower and I watched her face intently.
 
   “If you keep giving me that face, I may think that you no longer hate me.”
 
   I don’t really.
 
   I didn’t answer. I just kissed her. She set me down slowly but when my feet finally hit the cold floor, my knees almost buckled, which caused me to grip onto her for support. 
 
   “Sorry,” I murmured. 
 
   She helped me dry off in front of the mirror and gently rubbed the towel in my hair. I watched her motions and felt a tinge of pain in my chest as she did so. There was a smile on her face but it was not her normal one, this one was soft. She was looking at me differently. It hurt. 
 
   I grabbed her wrist and slowly moved her in front of me, placing her between the counter and myself. I ran my hand up her bare chest and up her neck. Her nipples had already hardened.
 
   “You are going to spoil me with these touches,” she joked, but I didn’t miss how her breath caught. 
 
   I leaned forward and planted kisses at the base of her throat. 
 
   Then lower.
 
   Then lower.
 
   I engulfed her nipple in my mouth. Her response was a small hiss and a hand tangled in my hair. I began swirling my tongue over the sensitive bud and ran the other between my thumb and forefinger. Her hand gripped the counter and she arched into my mouth. Her soft delicious moans filled the air. 
 
   My hands came down to her soaked pants and I began unbuttoning them. Her hands stopped mine. 
 
   “You don’t have to,” she said. 
 
   “You act like this is my first time with a woman,” I said, giving her nipple a small bite. She growled and forced my lips to hers. She quickly lifted me up and placed me on the cold counter. 
 
   “Tonight is about you.” 
 
   Keir pulled me closer so I was almost fully off the counter. She slowly kissed her way down to my core. I was already ready for her. 
 
   “Take off the rest,” she ordered, her voice vibrating against me. 
 
   I did as she asked and leaned back on my elbows. She smiled against my folds and gently lifted one leg over her shoulder. Her hands teasingly ran over my stomach as she gripped my arm and pushed it up to my breast. I watched intently as she began pinching my nipples. 
 
   “Good girl.” 
 
   She hummed and her tongue attacked my core. 
 
   Her eyes never left mine as her long fingers moved in long strokes against me, which the feelings more intense. Embarrassment flooded my system as she sucked on the bundle of nerves and I let out something akin to a scream, but she only continued. I closed my eyes and began rolling my nipples in my fingers, enjoying the sensation. 
 
   “Look at me,” she demanded, stopping completely. 
 
   I forced my eyes open and was rewarded with her fingers thrusting deep inside me. 
 
   “Fuck, Keir,” I moaned as she picked up the pace. I was hit by my end far faster than I realized. With one carefully well-timed thrust, my whole body clenched.
 
   She laughed at my reaction and left her position to pull me into her arms. I was surprised by the action, but by now my whole body was shaking. Her hands ran themselves softly through my wet hair, trying not to pull too harshly.
 
   “You know I am never going to let you go after this, right?” Her tone was light, but I knew she was not joking. 
 
   “I bet you say that to all your women.” 
 
   “Maybe if I did, they would stay longer,” she mused and lifted my chin up with her finger so she could stare deeply into my eyes. “So, I must ask now…do you still hate me?” 
 
   My heart skipped when she spoke.
 
   No, not really.
 
   “Yes,” I lied.
 
   “Good. Good,” she hissed and attacked my lips once more.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 19
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I watched as Silvia was in conversation with her fellow Order members. She acted like a totally different person when she was talking to them, like there wasn’t a vampire hot on her heel. She would send me a glare every once in a while to keep up her image. I loved it. Loved the way she panicked when I told her that I would be joining her today. I told her it was to meet the captain, but in reality it was because I wanted to fuck her in some place other than a shower. 
 
   Gillard found out the morning after, he smelt her on the couch. He gave me a look but didn’t mention it. I was grateful because after the night we’d shared, I did not know if I could stop. The way she moaned my name sounded like honey. I wanted to make her scream it, and I couldn’t do that very well when I had to keep her a secret. It was infuriating and exciting all at the same time. I loved to see her squirm as she tried to hide her obvious arousal in public.
 
   I had cornered her this morning before coming here, showering her with kisses and left her panting against her bathroom sink. I didn’t let her finish and I knew she was angry about it. 
 
   Almost as if she had heard my thoughts, she glared at me as we rode the elevator up to the captain’s office. I chuckled and followed her. Even in the vampire community the captain was somewhat of a mystery. Maybe that’s why he was in the position he was in. I had heard of him from Gil, and others, but I had never met him in person. Seeing him now, he was just as disappointing as I had imagined he would be. He was an old sack of bones that seemed far too entitled to be in a position of power. 
 
   “What a surprise,” he said, watching me as I followed Silvia into the room. 
 
   “Yes, I thought I would come and let you know how happy we have been with your hunter’s service,” I said, giving Silvia a sly grin. 
 
   Very satisfied indeed. 
 
   “She had saved me from another attack. I thought you should know.”
 
   “I also ran low on supplies, so I needed to stock up. She begged me to come,” Silvia grumbled, crossing her arms over her chest, causing her breasts to strain against the black material of her turtleneck. 
 
   I couldn’t wait to have my mouth over them once more. 
 
   “I am glad to hear everything is going smoothly. Please, if you would like to discuss more, my office is open any time for you or your family.” 
 
   I bristled slightly when he mentioned my family, but I gave him a smile anyways.
 
   “I will leave you two to discuss. I will wait by the elevator,” I said to Silvia and left the room. 
 
   It was surprisingly easy to hear even as far as the elevator. You would think with how often they worked with vampires that they would have better common sense. 
 
   “I heard you were stabbed,” his gruff voice said. 
 
   I almost rolled my eyes at his crassness. 
 
   “Yes. Unfortunately the rebels got wind of me being a blood traitor and cornered me,” she shot back. 
 
   I felt a sense of satisfaction rise in me. I loved her attitude. 
 
   “I am healed now.”
 
   “Good. Anything to report?” 
 
   “No, they are obeying the laws. They have done no mistreatment of humans that I have seen.”
 
   The image of my father snapping the neck of his feeder forcibly pushed itself to the front of my mind.
 
   He gave a grunt. “Are you able to keep a handle on her?”
 
   There was a pause. How much did Gil tell them about this job.
 
   “Yes, you saw her. She’s just excitable.” My face twitched at her response. 
 
   “Glorified baby-sitting.” He huffed. 
 
   I saw her walk out of the room not a moment later. 
 
   She made her way down the hallway, then glared at me when her eyes met mine. I could smell her arousal as she got closer. 
 
   “Let’s stop by your room for supplies,” I said in a cheerful tone. 
 
   A red blush tinted her cheeks and I had trouble keeping my hands to myself. A short ride later and she was unlocking the door to her room. 
 
   “Is Cain in this room?” she whispered as she shut the door softly.
 
   “The little witch?” 
 
   I listened but I heard nothing from across the hall. The other rooms were a different story, but I decided not to mention it. Inhaling deeply I could now tell that there was a very distinct earthy smell that seemed to waft out of the closed door.
 
   “Not that I can tell.”
 
   She nodded and left me to my own devices as she rummaged around in the small loft. I almost felt bad seeing how small her room was. If she stuck around, I vowed that she would get a room ten times this size if she wanted it. 
 
   I walked around, letting my hand trail on the table where she kept near the kitchen. I smiled as a thought appeared in my head.
 
   “This will do nicely. Silvia, what is on this table?” I asked, feeling a sense of mischief overtake me.
 
   She hurried over to my side and searched the table of whatever I was pointing at.
 
   “What do you—” 
 
   Her words were cut off as I stood behind her, taking her in between myself and the table. I ran my hands up her side and felt her shake. I loved the way she reacted to my touches. It was like her body was waiting for me.
 
   “Bend over,” I commanded. I heard her swallow but she obeyed. “Good girl.” 
 
   I ran my hands across her back, pushing her shirt up slowly as I went. I felt her shiver once more and the scent of her arousal filled the air.
 
   “I always thought they had cameras in here,” she said, her voice muffled by her position, but I heard her loud and clear. 
 
   I unhooked her bra, but did not take it or her shirt off. I pulled them both up high enough so that her exposed breasts spilled over onto the table. She hissed as they made contact with the cold surface. 
 
   “I guess they are in for a show, huh?” 
 
   I grinned into her backside and slipped my hands underneath her just enough so that I could pinch her nipples. She let out a soft moan. 
 
   “Do you want it rough or sweet?” I asked, while pinching one of her nipples.
 
   “Rough. We shouldn’t waste time here,” she said, her voice grainy. The sound of it made my own stomach clench.
 
   I chuckled at her actions, 
 
   “No one will come looking for us,” I said, but I still obeyed her wishes. 
 
   I pulled down her pants, exposing her wet core to me. She sucked in a sharp air. I licked my lips at the sight of her, all exposed and ready for me. She must have been aching since we left this morning. 
 
   I hit her cheeks with just enough force that her skin started to redden. She yet out a yelp but widened her legs for me.
 
   “You have been waiting for this, haven’t you?” I asked and let my two fingers massage her lips. 
 
   She let out a louder moan and pushed herself against me. I paused and roughly pushed her back into place.
 
   “Yes,” she groaned and arched her back. 
 
   I smiled at her actions and decided not to waste a second longer. I pushed two fingers into her painfully slow and was rewarded with a groan. 
 
   “Faster.” 
 
   “I did say you would get it rough, huh?” 
 
   I didn’t expect her to answer. I used one hand to keep her back down and pounded my two fingers into her, being careful not to hurt her with my strength but enough so that when we were done here, she would be left sore. 
 
   Silvia threw her head back and her loud moans began to fill the room. I pushed her shirt up as my fingers fucked her from behind and I bent down to bite her back. She yelped at my actions, but I felt her walls tighten around me. I picked up the pace. 
 
   “Fuck, Keir,” she moaned. 
 
   I pulled on her hair, forcing her head to tilt back. She hissed but I covered her exposed neck with my lips. I used this chance to fit a third finger inside her. 
 
   “Yesss,” she moaned. 
 
   I knew she was close. I felt my control slip just slightly and pounded my fingers into her a bit harder than what I had wished. I was worried if I had hurt her, but I felt her wall close in on me. 
 
   “That’s it,” I coaxed, allowing myself to go harder. “Come, Silvia.” 
 
   With another few pumps she was coming in my hand. I had to clamp my hand over her mouth to stop her loud moan. I could still hear her neighbors through the wall. I pumped out of her slowly, helping her come down from her high. 
 
   “Did I hurt you?” 
 
   Silvia turned around in my arms. Her eyes were wide and her face was flushed. Her lips met mine and I felt her pushing off the rest of her pants and taking off her top. 
 
   I smiled against her lips. 
 
   “I will need to teach you the definition of rough.” 
 
   I felt my own arousal skyrocket at her words. 
 
   “But that’s for another time. Let me taste you.” 
 
   Silvia pushed me toward the bed that was close by. I fell on top and let her hands travel up into my shirt. They found my nipples easily and I moaned when she pulled on them. Her lips trailed fire down my throat, where she only stopped to remove my shirt. 
 
   In an instant her lips were back on my skin and she easily took one of my nipples in her mouth. I let myself arch into the feeling and lay back against the soft bed. I unbuckled my pants and her hands replaced mine to pull them down. Her lips trailed down my stomach and she stopped at my mound to look up at me. Her eyes were absolutely feral and her hair was like thick mane. 
 
   I loved every moment of it. Her lips descended on my aching core and I had to close my eyes against the feeling of her tongue inside me. 
 
   “Fuck,” I cursed as her thumb found my clit. I bucked against her as her tongue entered me once more. 
 
   I should have never doubted her experience with women. Her fingers and mouth switched and she began sucking on my clit, while two of her fingers slowly pushed their way through my walls. I began losing myself in her motions, bucking my hips to meet her thrusts. She softly nibbled on my clit and I found my hand in her hair, pushing her into me. 
 
   ￼She moaned against me and I felt my own climax rush. Even as she pushed me over the edge, her mouth did not stop until she cleaned up every ounce of wetness that had formed. 
 
   I sat up, completely out of breath. She looked up at me with twinkling eyes. I pulled her in for a kiss, enjoying the taste of myself on her tongue.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Keir.
 
   “Rest early, Silvia.” Gil said as we walked the hallways of the house. The sun was just beginning to set. Realistically, it was too early for her to retire but I heard the same call Gil did. Silvia remained blissfully unaware due to her stunted human hearing. It was better that way.
 
   “Sure but don’t think I won’t awake if you try to sneak out again.” She said eyeing me suspiciously. 
 
   “We both know that I am far past that by now.” I joked but my panic rose when I heard the call once more. “Gil and I have something to take care of.” I said and hung my arm over Gils form. He sent her a strained smile and pushed my arm away.
 
   “Okay.” She walked back to her room without another look back at us. 
 
   As soon as she rounded the corner Gil and I both silently stalked towards Fathers’ voice. 
 
   “I thought I would have to drag you in here.” Father said as I entered his dining room. His hair was unusually messy. There was another dead human not a foot away from where he sat. Another young one. 
 
   I felt Gil shutter. Father’s red eyes narrowed on him. I side stepped so he would be locking eyes with me instead. 
 
   “Just want to remain on good terms with The Order, that’s all.” I explained. “What can I assist with Father?”
 
   His lips curled into a disgusting smile. “Malik’s clan will be coming soon.” Another feeder walked in. She didn’t even look at the dead body on the ground as she stretched herself over Fathers lap. “Your presence will, obviously, be required.”
 
   He lifted her chin and cooed to her. I felt bile rise in my throat. 
 
   “What is the topic of this meeting?” I asked. The Malik clan was not one that we were too close with. 
 
   “Blood.” He said and sank his fangs into the girl on his laps. 
 
   “Cause you keep killing all the feeders?” The words came out before I could stop them. 
 
   He removed his fangs and sent me a sneer. Gil’s hand pulled on my shirt harshly. 
 
   “An act of kindness.” He hummed his eyes flitting over the dazed girl. “Malik’s clan is running low.” There was no such act that would ever come from that man. He wanted them to owe us. I have no doubt in my mind that he had a hand in causing them to run low. He loved to back people into a corner. Make them rely solely on him. Just like the small feeder in his arms now, he would lull them into a false sense of security and strike when they were least expecting. 
 
   “Understood.” I said and pushed Gil towards the door before he could kill the feeder on his lap.
 
   “Also, bring the little hunter of course.” He called as we left. 
 
   Fuck you. 
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
   Silvia’s POV 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “We have another meeting to go to,” Gillard said the next morning as he handed me my coffee. 
 
   I gave him a small smile. 
 
   “But this time it will be here. You will need to guard the door,” he explained.
 
   I nodded and took a sip of my coffee, trying to not look at Keir or think about how it felt to be pushed against a table and be fucked relentlessly by her. “Understood.”
 
   “This time, Raphael will be there, so you need to be on your best behavior as well,” Gillard added, but it seemed more like he was talking to Keir than he was to me. 
 
   Keir shrugged him off and gave me a smirk. 
 
   An hour later I found myself once against pinned against my bathroom sink while Keir was undressing me. 
 
   “He said to behave,” I snapped, as her hands made their way up into my bra. 
 
   She grinned against me and her lips found my neck. “But you look so delicious.” Her hand trailed down my stomach and caused me to inhale sharply. Her long fingers teased the hem of my underwear. 
 
   “Of course I would,” I said. 
 
   She let me push her away. I turned to her, trying to steady myself on the counter behind me. She crossed her arms and gave me a small pout. 
 
   “You are a vampire after all.”
 
   “Silvia,” she chided, but she was in no way serious given the smile that played at her lips. My name on her mouth caused butterflies to soar in my stomach. 
 
   “Leave, because now I need to shower your scent off.” 
 
   “Can I watch?” she teased, her eyes shining once more.
 
   “No,” I muttered. “We can meet tonight once there is less suspicious.”
 
   She huffed but agreed, then walked her way out of the bathroom. “Don’t miss me too much,” she called out.
 
   “I hate you,” I murmured and faintly heard a laugh in the hallway. I scrubbed her scent off of me and dressed in my usual uniform. This time, I wore my hair up, unafraid of anyone trying to bite my neck once more.
 
   Like they would even dare.
 
   I tried to steel myself before I went out to see the other vampires. If Raphael was coming today it meant that this was a pretty important meeting. I still couldn’t get the image out of my mind of him slapping Keir. 
 
   Was he always like that?
 
   I took a deep breath and joined Gillard and Keir in the hallway. Gillard had his cool persona locked into place, but he gave me a forced smile as I met his eyes. Keir still had her shit eating grin on her face. I hated that stupid smile. 
 
   “Let’s go,” Gillard said and pushed me forward with a hand in my shoulder. 
 
   I didn’t push his hand off this time. Instead, I allowed him to gently guide me throughout the mansion. When we reached what I assumed to be the meeting room, he positioned me in a way that I would have full view of all the hallways connecting to this room. 
 
   “We don’t expect anything to happen,” he said and stood in front of me, but didn’t remove his hands from my shoulders. “But as you know things can happen.”
 
   Has he ever tried to touch me this much? 
 
   It wasn’t uncomfortable. It was friendly, but it was odd coming from Gillard. Even if his cool persona was just a front, he had rarely ever been this friendly with me. 
 
   “I understand,” I said and leaned back against the wall, slipping out of his grasp. 
 
   I hugged my sword to my chest, making sure to have it ready if needed. Gillard nodded and motioned for Keir to follow. She gave me another smirk and left with a wave. I rolled my eyes at her. 
 
   Just as they entered the meeting room a figure dressed similarly to me made their way out of the room. I was met with familiar hazel eyes that I had seen not too long before. Damon made his way toward me but instead of standing next to me, he leaned on the wall opposite to me. He was careful to position himself so he would not be leaning on his weapon; a bow and arrow. His hair was back to its messy rolled out of bed look, but his sharp eyes told me nothing got past him. He was probably even more alert than what I was. 
 
   “Which clan are you with?” I asked, unsure that another clan would even want to hire a hunter. 
 
   “Malik’s,” Damon responded. 
 
   He was never much of a talker in our schooling days, so I wasn’t surprised with his short response. I nodded and watched the door they just went into. 
 
   “Your last incident was with a vampire?” he suddenly asked. I was unsure where he’d heard that information from.
 
   “Yes,” I confirmed, but did not go into any detail. 
 
   “The captain almost threw a fit when he realized the rebels wanted you.” 
 
   I raised my eyebrow at his response. “The captain didn’t give a shit.” 
 
   “But he did.” Damon’s eyes were hard on mine. I was about to ask his motives when a human came down the hallway. 
 
   “State your business,” I growled and fixed my stance. The human girl didn’t seem to be too much of a threat, but I didn’t judge a book by its cover. 
 
   “I am for feeding,” she said and shifted slightly on her feet. Her eyes did not meet mine.
 
   “Are there other clans in the room, Damon?” I asked and walked toward the human.
 
   “No, just the two.” He paused. “They don’t have slaves.”
 
   I stopped in front of her and began patting her down. She was in a dress that showed much of her skin so there was not much to hide. I gripped her chin and forced her brown eyes to meet mine.
 
   “You aren’t going to do anything stupid, are you?” I asked, my voice low. 
 
   She swallowed. 
 
   “Let the poor dear go,” Raphael said from behind me. “She is for me.” 
 
   Her panicked expression slightly calmed. I let go of her chin and stood back watching as she walked toward Raphael’s outstretched arms. I felt a sneer make its way to my face.
 
    Just before she reached his arms her head jerked to the side as a bullet flew through the window and buried itself in her head. 
 
   My blood ran cold.
 
   “Get down!” I yelled at him and ran toward him. 
 
   Raphael ducked just before another bullet shot through the window and embedded its way into the wall where he was just standing.
 
   “Sniper! Third building to your left!’ Damon yelled. He was crouching by the window, his eyes barely peering over. “Get down Silvia!” 
 
   I almost scoffed at him. They didn’t want me obviously. 
 
   “Can your arrows reach him?” I asked, while covering Raphael’s crouching body with my own. I tried not to look at the dead girl whose blood was pooling on the floor.
 
   “If I can break the window,” he said and hit the glass window with the hilt of his dagger. It barely left a crack.
 
   I ran into the meeting room after a split second and was met with surprised faces. I didn’t spare any of the vampires a second glance and grabbed one of the heavy chairs, pulling it out into the hallway with me. I had to dive forward as a bullet narrowly missed my face, grazing the skin on my cheek. 
 
   Since when did the rebellion try to maim hunters?
 
   Looking at the dead human girl on the ground I realized this may not be the same people who we were dealing with before. I lifted the chair and threw it against the window that was already cracking due to the bullet holes. 
 
   “These are some quality fucking windows!” I shouted as the chair left the window cracked yet bounced off. 
 
   I dove again as another bullet came through an adjacent window. I quickly lifted the chair once more and this time, the glass shattered. I crouched down and tried to peer over the broken window. Just like Damon had said, there was a sniper on one of the mansions too far away from here. You could only tell because of the glare that bounced off of their silver mask. 
 
   But that was a rebellion mask.
 
   Damon ran over to the open window and stood up with his arrow fully drawn. He let go of the arrow and in return a bullet lodged itself into his shoulder. Damon’s body flung back against the wall, giving the sniper a clear view of his head. 
 
   I cursed and dived toward his foot. I was just able to yank his body fast enough that a bullet barely missed his head. 
 
   And now, the bullets came at us faster. 
 
   “Silvia!” Keir yelled from the room. 
 
   My eyes met her fathers, he was sitting against the wall underneath the windows. He gave me a sinister smile. 
 
   I grabbed the bow and arrows from Damon’s hands. His hand reached to swat mine away but I bared my teeth at him and he flinched back. 
 
   Crawling over to the window, I saw that the sniper was now running across the building’s roof. I took a deep breath and readied the bow, trying to follow the figure. 
 
   I wished Cain was here. I had no idea if I could reach that far.
 
   I let the arrow go and watched in surprise as it soared across the space and hit the target right in the arm, stopping the shooting entirely. 
 
   I looked toward Damon for an explanation. His pained face gave me a small smile.
 
   “The witch helped craft it.” 
 
   I looked toward Raphael. By now, there should have been vampires right around the corner. 
 
   “I would suggest you have the vampires go after the sniper.” 
 
   His eyes narrowed at me. Keir and Gillard finally came back into the hallway now that the bullets had stopped. They both had panic written all over their face. I rolled my eyes at them. 
 
   “Get a medic for Damon,” I ordered. 
 
   The other pair of vampires came out and gasped at the bloody sight before them. 
 
   I sighed and went to go prop Damon up on my lap.
 
   “Thank you,” he groaned, his hand still clamped on the bullet wound.
 
   “They were shooting to kill,” I said, then wiped the sweat off his forehead and gave him a small smile. “You were lucky.”
 
   “They missed you on purpose.” He groaned as I pressed down on his wound to stop the blood flow. 
 
   “They seem to have taken an interest in me.” 
 
   A vampire medic was at my side in an instant and ripped Damon’s shirt open, exposing his wound. They brought out a vial of clear liquid and poured it on the wound. Blood slowly started to clot and a fine film of skin formed over the wound in less than a minute. 
 
   “I will take him from here,” the medic said to me with a soft voice. 
 
   I nodded and let him pick Damon up and carry them down the hallway to what I assumed was a medical bay. 
 
   “Are you—”
 
   “I am fine, Keir. Glad to see Raphael is unharmed,” I said and gave him a pointed look. 
 
   ￼He leaned against the wall nonchalantly as if there had not just been a shoot-out in his own home. Another vampire came and picked up the dead body of the feeder. 
 
   “Good work,” Raphael said. “The chair was a nice touch.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After an hour of questioning I found myself sitting next to a bandaged-up Damon in the medical bay. Color had started to come back to his face, and he began chatting far more than what I was used to back when we were in school together. 
 
   “That was weird,” he murmured, looking out the window, straight to the building where the sniper was hidden. 
 
   I hummed in agreement, not ready to put my thoughts into sentences. 
 
   “They knew he was going to come out at that time. And if they wanted us dead, they could have shot us much sooner. They only shot me after I fired at them.”
 
   “They fired a warning shot at me, but killed the feeder,” I murmured. “They shouldn’t have missed Raphael.”
 
   “Maybe he wanted someone inside the room instead,” he offered. 
 
   “I don’t…” 
 
   The captain himself walked through the doors of the desolate medical bay. I didn’t bother to get up but Damon tried. I pushed him back against the bed. 
 
   “I am glad to see the both of you are alive.” His eyes met mine slowly. I shrugged him off. “I was thinking of offering to up the hunter count for this job, but wanted to run it by you, Silvia.”
 
   I didn’t like the way this was going. The whole situation left me feeling that something was off. 
 
   “I don’t see that as necessary,” I said slowly. “The attack was odd. I am not sure if I believe that this is enough to request for more men.” 
 
   He shifted his stance, weighing my words. 
 
   “Are you saying the attack was staged? A human died,” he said, while grabbing a spare chair and sat across from me. 
 
   “Not staged, but it lacked motive. They could have easily killed Raphael and both of us yet they only killed a feeder,” I said, chewing on my fingernails as I said my thoughts out loud. “Also, there is not much time left on the contract.”
 
   “Then at least for the few days let Damon stay here to watch over the grounds with you,” the captain insisted. 
 
   “He’s hurt.”
 
   “I’m going to be fine.”
 
   “Also, given your reports, it’s not like the heir runs around as much as she used to,” the captain said. 
 
   It looked like I was going to lose this argument. 
 
   “Fine,” I huffed and crossed my arms. 
 
   “Great. I will make the agreements,” the captain said with a small smile, and he was out as fast as he came in.
 
   ￼“Sounds like you don’t want to share,” Damon teased. 
 
   I froze.
 
   “Just don’t need help,” I grumbled.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “You will stay on the same floor as Miss Silvia,” Gillard said, 
 
   showing Damon to his room after insisting he would not be left in the medical bay all night. 
 
   Damon was sweating by the time we made it through the house and up to our rooms. He was so silent and watched our interactions so closely that I was afraid he would catch on even sooner than Gillard would. 
 
   “Will we need to patrol?” Damon asked me, fully ignoring Gillard. 
 
   “We have people for that,” Gillard cut in, giving Damon a strained smile. 
 
   “They didn’t do very good this afternoon.” His tone was not angry, but I could tell it rubbed Gillard the wrong way.
 
   “It’s glorified babysitting,” I said to him. “You’ll see more tomorrow. Sleep early tonight.” 
 
   I gestured for him to go into his room. He eyed me and then at the two vampires by my side. 
 
   “Understood.” And with that, he disappeared into the room.
 
   Gillard turned to me. “We need to talk.” 
 
   I sighed and walked down the hallway to Keir’s study. As soon as the door was closed, I was hit by a thousand questions per minute.
 
   “Whoa, calm down,” I said to them both. “The captain will have him here for the next few days to ensure nothing goes wrong.”
 
   There was a sigh of relief from the two vampires. 
 
   “We thought you were trying to leave,” Keir explained, her dark eyes catching mine. She was daring me to say I wouldn’t.
 
   “We only have a short time left and my debt will be cleared, like hell I would leave now.”
 
   “We didn’t find the sniper,” Gillard said, taking off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “He was taken by car. Not even sure how he got into the compound.” 
 
   I felt my suspicion rise at the new knowledge. “But none of your other people were hurt?” 
 
   “No,” Gillard said slowly, like he was also realizing how odd it was. 
 
   “The attack doesn’t make sense.” I tugged at my hair, thinking through my conversation with Damon earlier. “They could have killed Raphael if they really wanted to.”
 
   “Let’s not dwell on the why,” Keir said and forced a glass of wine in my hand. “Let’s just be happy that the casualties were minimal.” 
 
   I took a drink of my wine, not wanting to look into Keir’s eyes when she got so close. 
 
   “I swear Gil was going to cry when we smelt your blood.”
 
   “I was not!” Gillard snapped, also taking a glass of wine from Keir’s hand.
 
   He flushed slightly at her accusation. I felt a small amount of warmth blossom in my chest.
 
   “Gillard was worried?” I teased, watching his face turn even brighter. “I didn’t know you could care.” 
 
   Keir let out a small laugh. “When will you realize vampires are more human than what you believe?” 
 
   “When I am proven wrong,” I said, finishing off the glass of wine and placed the glass gently on the table. “I will also be off to bed. Don’t do anything stupid.” 
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 21
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “You’ve hid it better than I thought you could,” Gillard said, sipping on his wine. His face was still lightly flushed.
 
   “We fuck in the bathroom,” I told him, enjoying the way he flushed.
 
   “I don’t need to know the details,” he hissed, the disgust evident on his face. “You will need to be even more careful now that the other hunter is here.” 
 
   I shrugged. From the look on his face I wouldn’t say that he really cared, but it sure wouldn’t look good for Silvia if he told on her. I may have teased Gil about the way he reacted when we smelt Silvia’s blood, however, he was not the only one freaking out. 
 
   I’d only felt real fear a handful of times and that time was one of them. When she hauled ass into the room with blood on her face I could almost cry in relief, I almost stopped her from going back out if it was not for Gil’s hand catching me before I outed us.
 
   ￼“He will only be here for a few days.” I paused. “Keep him distracted for me, would you?”
 
   Gillard choked on his wine.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Enjoy the break while you can,” Silvia told Damon as she handed him a cup of coffee. “It really is like babysitting.”
 
   “Save for the occasional shoot out,” Damon muttered, not looking entirely pleased with the situation at hand.
 
   “Or the sword to the neck,” I chimed in. 
 
   Silvia gave me a satisfying glare. 
 
   “So you sit here. Drink coffee. And get stabbed.” Damon’s lips twisted upward. “And what does the dear heir do?”
 
   “Paperwork,” Silvia answered for me. I was met with a raised eyebrow.
 
   “What vampire heir needs to do paperwork?” he asked, as if he couldn’t imagine vampires being used for anything other than sucking blood.
 
   “I run the various businesses my clan has taken over throughout the centuries.” 
 
   Silvia turned toward me intrigued. 
 
   “Of course, I have people on the ground who help but someone still has to sign the checks.”
 
   “How many?” Silvia asked.
 
   “A few.”
 
   “Don’t be modest,” Gillard huffed, slowly sipping his own coffee. His eyes shifted back to the newest hunter every now and then. 
 
   Interesting.
 
   “A few thousand,” I corrected. 
 
   Silvia’s eyes widened. I wondered what she was thinking behind those wide eyes.
 
   “Any coffee shops?” she asked hesitantly.
 
   “Not of recent, but we deal with shipping and online trade mostly,” I responded. “But if you know a good one, we could always look to expand.” 
 
   She shook her head. “Just wondering.”
 
   “How did you get into your profession?” Gillard asked Damon. 
 
   The hunter hesitated.
 
   “I didn’t have a plan for myself, so I decided to go to school for something I thought was lucrative. Isn’t killing vampires what every college dropout dreams of?”
 
   “But they ended up throwing you in debt,” Silvia hummed, as if she already knew the story. 
 
   Damon nodded.
 
   “Is that how it is for all hunters?” Gillard asked, genuinely curious.
 
   “Most of the time. Many witches–if from a good family–get offered a free ride.” 
 
   Silvia snorted at Damon’s answer. I raised my brow at her.
 
   “It can be seen as an offense if you decline their offer,” she explained. 
 
   The boy witch she knew, Cain, came to mind.
 
   “Cain?” Gillard asked before I could.
 
   “No, but it is also not my place to divulge that information.”
 
   The three continued to make small talk, but I focused solely on Silvia. It was not surprising to see how easily she talked to Damon, however, it made me feel like I was missing a part of her that only her Order members have seen. 
 
   Her expressions were less guarded when he was around. They talked easily about their lives and ways of The Order. And most importantly, she had yet to remind us of our vampire status since he came around. She seemed to be relaxing around him. 
 
   Until he ruined it.
 
   “You know, I think that the captain delivered you to your own hell if you think about it,” Damon said after Silvia had given him a run-down off her first week. After no one spoke he continued. “I mean, no one in The Order hates vampires more than you.” 
 
   He put his coffee cup down on the table, getting more animated by the second. 
 
   “He could have sent you on the most dangerous missions. You have literally blown-up buildings for him and he sent you to act as a babysitter.” 
 
   Silvia fidgeted as he spoke. 
 
   “Ah yes. Blowing up the humans,” Gillard muttered, his eyes trained on the cup in his hands. 
 
   I put my elbow on the table and leaned forward, inhaling Silvia deeply. Her scent was also so sweet and free of toxins.
 
   “It’s because we ran through all the other hunters,” I said and reached out to pull on Silvia’s red locks. “Apparently she was the only one who could gain my respect. Right, Silvia?” 
 
   She flushed slightly and slapped my hand away. I saw Gillard look at me in my peripheral vision, but my gaze was set on Silvia’s deliciously flushed cheeks. I could smell her blood rushing through them. 
 
   “She annoyed so many of them that they just quit,” Silvia huffed and crossed her arms over her chest. She only did that when she felt defensive, I’d noted.
 
   “What made you respect her so much?” Damon asked. 
 
   I remembered the first time she attacked me after I pushed her too far. The fury laced in her eyes. I swear I could see fire behind them sometimes. 
 
   “I like her anger,” I said honestly. “Even when she tried to hide it, it’s like a fire burning inside her.” I gave her a smirk. “I just wanted to keep her around long enough so I had a chance to see what that fire looked like when it was finally released.” 
 
   No one spoke for a long time after my words.
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “We should spar.” Damon’s voice tore my eyes from the paperwork in front of me. I tried not to let my intrigue show. 
 
   “You are injured,” she said, not looking up from her book.
 
   “Then it will be easy for you,” he said, goading her.
 
   “It would be easy anyways,” she responded.
 
   I felt a smile tug at my lips. 
 
   “Now this is something I would like to see.” 
 
   Silvia shot me a glare, obviously not wanting to spar.
 
   “Come on,” he uncharacteristically whined. “The vampires have spoiled you. I wouldn’t be surprised if you could even keep up with me now.” 
 
   Silvia’s jaw twitched in response. 
 
   “Don’t complain when you reopen your wound.” 
 
   Damon let out a chuckle and pushed Silvia out of the room. Gillard shot me a questioning look.
 
   “Should be fun.” I shrugged and followed them out. 
 
   And fun it was. Within the first ten minutes we had developed some sort of a crowd after people had heard the noise of the hunters. The indoor gym they were in had just enough space for them. Gillard and I stayed outside, but the vampires peered around corners and peeped through windows. Even from my position I felt them around me, even while my eyes were on the two hunters. 
 
   There was murmurs of excitement filling the halls and people were already placing bets. I wouldn’t blame them; we didn’t easily allow hunters into the compound so any type of peek inside their world was a treat to the vampires here. Silvia was slightly sweating and I watched as she restudied herself after blocking a blow from Damon. 
 
   Without a doubt, Damon’s wound was a hindrance. He was sweating more than Silvia and his chest rose and fell rapidly with every movement. Every hit she threw would be met with a block and in turn, she would dodge all his punches. He was bigger than her, but she was by far faster. Even still, his eyes were shining. 
 
   Damon was enjoying this despite the pain it may have caused him. He let out a throaty laugh as Silvia began circling his form once more. They read each other’s movement too well, I assumed it was because of the training that The Order gave them. 
 
   As if on cue Silvia rushed toward Damon but instead of punching him, she had to quickly dodge his punch. I felt myself step forward when I saw how close it had gotten to her face, but it didn’t take long for me to notice the smile that graced her face. In an instant, she gripped his outstretched arm, so he could not retract it. His eyes widened as her elbow snapped back and landed squarely on his chest. Damon was thrown off of his feet and crashed against the wall of the gym. Silence settled around the spectators. Blood pricked at my senses. 
 
   “I told you I would reopen your wound,” Silvia chided and walked over to help him up. 
 
   Damon groaned and reached for her outstretched hand, but instead of letting her pull him up, he pulled her down to him. Damon changed their positions by rolling her to the ground and onto her back, then his hands wrapped around her slim neck. 
 
   I felt a growl make its way up my throat. She let out a small laugh.
 
   “Is that all?” he teased, his face getting dangerously close to hers. 
 
   Jealously raged inside me. I could tell he was enjoying this far more than what his facial expression let on. 
 
   Silvia’s forehead collided with Damon’s, causing him to jerk back in surprise. She used this to hook her arm around his neck and twist them once more. She moved so she could wrap her arms around his throat while pinning an arm against her. 
 
   “Tap out,” she commanded, as a twinkle in her own eye shone. “You are lucky I didn’t aim for your nose.” 
 
   He struggled for a moment longer and slapped his palm against her leg three times. Damon gulped in air and shot Silvia a glare.
 
   “I guess I was wrong to think you lagged on training.” He let Silvia help him up this time, but winced when he rolled his shoulders.
 
   “Let’s get that checked,” she offered and he nodded. Their eyes came over to us and it seems like they had now realized they had a small audience. 
 
   “That was shorter than I expected,” I said, feeling my lips curl at the sight of her sweaty and panting figure. It was too easy to create parallels of our times in the bedroom together when she looked like this. 
 
   “A prolonged fight could kill humans. Y’all have more stamina than what we do,” Damon said, walking toward us. His step faltered slightly and blood continued to fall from his wound. 
 
   “Let’s hurry,” Gillard said and went over to Damon’s side. He surprised us all by wrapping an arm around the hunter’s waist and helping him stand straight. The hunter’s eyes flashed but he allowed himself to be held. 
 
   “Alright, shows over.” I clapped and the crowd scurried away as fast as they came. 
 
   After Gillard and his hunter passed me, I wrapped my own arm around Silvia, enjoying the way she blushed slightly at the movement. “I would be more than happy to carry you to the healer as well.”
 
   “Don’t you dare,” she grumbled. 
 
   She kept my arm there for a second too long, almost like she was basking in the touch, and then shook me off to follow Gillard down the hall. 
 
   I was unaware that Damon was watching us until his piercing eyes caught mine.
 
   I gave him a shit eating grin.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 22
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Keir had to be purposefully pushing him. Whatever was keeping her from hiding our agreement had all but fizzled away after Damon and I were spared. Her jokes were cruder, her touches lingered longer, and her eyes darkened. She was not hiding anything around Damon. 
 
   I had caught Gillard giving her a few glares, but he refused to say anything. It was him that scared me the most, however, if Damon got word back to The Order about what was really happening, the captain would pull me away from the job faster than what I could punish Keir for her behavior.
 
   “Silvia, accompany me to my room,” Damon said, his demand clear.
 
   I was confused at his actions and ready to fight back until I met his eyes. They met me head on and even had a slight narrowing to them. It would probably be in my best interest to follow him. My heart pounded in my chest.
 
   “Didn’t know you swung that way, Silvia,” Keir said, as I got up to walk Damon out of the study.
 
   “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
   Gillard was the one to respond to her. His mask was back in place, but no one would have guessed that he was the same person who’d laughed with us over coffee. Now, he was the person who had first met me in The Order’s base.
 
   “He’s right,” I said and left without another glance toward them. 
 
   Even without looking, I knew her eyes were burning holes in the back of my head. 
 
   The walk was silent on the way to his room. He kept his gaze ahead, lips pushing tightly together and fists clenched as we walked. 
 
   I have never seen him this up tight before.
 
   “Even though they can probably still hear us in the room,” he murmured. 
 
   Pausing to open his door, Damon invited me inside. I stepped in without hesitation, even though every part of my body was screaming to get out of there, screaming that I brought this on myself. 
 
   “But nonetheless, I wanted to ask about your contract details.”
 
   His questioning caught me off guard. “Three-month period of babysitting the heir.” 
 
   “I know.” He clicked his tongue and sat down on his bed. His room was much like my own. Barely anything was out of place. “But your duties, do they intend for you to serve the heir?”
 
   “Serve?” I echoed, my mind reeling. When it clicked, I felt my face flush.
 
   “I didn’t know The Order would stoop so low,” he said, the obvious disgust was heavy in his words.
 
   “N-N-No,” I stuttered, trying to find the words. “They wouldn’t. I was just taken aback by your questioning. The heir has many suitor’s human and vampire, so there is no need to supply her with another.”
 
   “But she did sleep with the hunters before you,” he noted. His eyes felt like they could see into my mind. I prayed that he could not.
 
   “Yes, but not just that. Her motives were to get them fired or to get them to leave. She would stop at nothing.”
 
   “Then why you?” 
 
   I fidgeted under his stare. 
 
   “I don’t believe that she’s just thought that you are special.” His words did not sting but only played on my own suspicions. 
 
   “I have no clue,” I said truthfully.
 
   “And you are not sleeping with her?”
 
   “You know how I feel about vampires,” I growled at him. 
 
   Could he see right through me?
 
   “Let me rephrase.” He got up from his bed and came to clamp his hands down on my shoulders so I had no choice but to stare into his eyes. “Is she forcing herself on you?” 
 
   I wondered if the laugh I heard in my mind was made up or if Keir really was laughing so loud that we could hear her.
 
   “No,” I answered.
 
   “I see the way she looks at you. And I see the way you push her away.” 
 
   It would not look good for me to fight for her, so I kept my mouth shut. 
 
   “I’ve also seen the way Gil looks at her and you when it happens.”
 
   “It’s nothing like that,” I insisted. 
 
   I wanted to look away from his eyes so badly. I felt my mask slowly crack. 
 
   “While The Order may have objections to this relationship, I wouldn’t if it’s consensual. But if it’s not…”
 
   I cursed internally. 
 
   Maybe I should have told him from the start?
 
   I hate her and her kind so much, but every now and then we fuck.
 
   No, I couldn’t. Instead, I opted for, “Don’t worry about me.” I patted his arm and removed myself from his grip. “I am just here to babysit and nothing more.”
 
   His facial expression showed that he didn’t believe me, however, he waved me away and took his position back onto his bed.
 
   “I will be leaving tomorrow afternoon. Let me know if you would like to come back to The Order with me.” 
 
   I nodded and made my way out of the room. 
 
   “If I find evidence that you are being manipulated, I will tell the captain.” 
 
   “I would hope you would,” I said after a pause, then left the room for my own. 
 
   I shouldn’t have been surprised to see Keir sitting against my bed, waiting for me to come back from my talk. 
 
   “It’s enduring to see the hunters take care of their own,” she teased, her gaze predatory.
 
   “You shouldn’t be in here,” I muttered, unhooking my weapons and placing them near the bed. 
 
   I let myself get close enough to slightly brush across her. She pushed my hips against the bed and stood flush against my back, pinning me in place. 
 
   “I thought we would finish what we started,” she said, her voice almost a purr. Her long fingers trailed up my arm, to my shoulder, and then found their home around my neck. “I’ve been thinking about the beautiful sounds you made as I fucked you across the table. Thinking about the way your breath stops and your heart races whenever you see me.” 
 
   Her lips found my ear. I let out a shaky breath as her teeth grazed my lobe. A whisper of a chuckle floated through my head. 
 
   “Even now your body is reacting.” 
 
   Her other hand trailed across my stomach and I felt goosebumps rise across my skin, my nipples hardening with them. 
 
   “And your lying was excellent to that annoying hunter.” 
 
   “It’s not safe to do this here,” I snapped. “Stop it.”
 
   Her hand trailed inside my shirt but instead of making its way up, it made its way behind and unclasped my bra. 
 
   Keir took the time too slowly, too painfully, to draw patterns on my skin. Leading her fingers to the underside of my breast, her fingers just lightly grazed my nipple. I shifted against her, grinding my backside into her. 
 
   “I don’t care,” she murmured and buried her face in the crook of my neck, inhaling deeply. “You smell so good.” Her wet tongue traced the area of my neck. “Your arousal. Your blood. My scent mixed with yours.” I felt the butterflies that had gathered in my stomach go straight to my core. “So good. Will you show me how good you can be tonight?” 
 
   A part of me fluttered when I heard her words. A part of me desperately wanted her to praise me. But also a part of me wanted to punish her for how horrible she had acted today. 
 
   As her delicate fingers played with my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through me, the want to disobey her became smaller and smaller. I moaned against her, twisting my head so she had more access to my throat. It was a submissive act.
 
   “I wanted to punish you,” I groaned against her as the hand that wrapped around my throat made its way down and began unbuttoning my pants. “I wanted to let you know how unhappy I was with you almost blowing our cover.”
 
   Her fingers made their way to cup over my underwear. I groaned again and pushed myself into her. I realized that I really didn’t care about it anymore, that I would shout her name from the rooftops if those damn fingers would just move. 
 
   “Oh?” she said, her voice having a playful edge to it. “Should I make it up to you then?” 
 
   She slowly started trailing her fingers up and down my already wet core, but she was careful to keep her touches gentle. Her other hand continued to play with my nipple. I bucked my hips against her hand and she pinched my nipple in response. I yelped. She applied a bit more pressure to the fingers that were circling my clit. 
 
   It was easy to get lost in the waves of pleasure that were shooting through my body. She rubbed just hard enough for me to feel a small build up, but it was gentle enough that I felt the need for more.
 
   “Please,” I moaned against her, gripping her wrist tightly. 
 
   “If you sit pretty on the desk, I will make it up to you,” she said in a husky tone and nipped at my neck. 
 
   Keir let go of me and removed her hand from my underwear. I hurried over to the desk that was against the wall and braced against it. The absence of her fingers was driving me insane. 
 
   “Not like that.” 
 
   Her voice came from behind but in an instant, she turned me around and lifted me so I was sitting in place and facing her. 
 
   “Take off your clothes,” she ordered.
 
   I pulled off my top as she slowly undid my right shoe, then my left. Keir made a show of slowly pulling down my pants, leaving my underwear on. She stepped back to look at me. Her eyes were glowing red and they hungrily took in every ounce of my body. Instead of feeling self-conscious, I felt myself become heated under her stare. I knew she was thinking of all the ways she could fuck me. 
 
   She stepped forward, careful not to touch my overheated body. Her hands slowly wrapped around my underwear and pulled them off, exposing how wet I was for her. Once off, she threw them to the floor and spread my legs for a better view. Her fingers ran teasingly across my entrance. I had to lean back onto the cool wall to get a grip on my body. 
 
   “Please, don’t tease me like that,” I moaned as she circled my clit. 
 
   Her eyes snapped up to mine and she slowly entered two fingers into me, watching my face as they started to stretch me. I arched toward her as she pulled out and slowly entered her fingers in once more.
 
   “It has to be something about those damn eyes,” Keir growled and started pounding her fingers into me. I gripped her shoulders as she picked up the pace. “I see them even when you aren’t around.” Her thumb found my clit. I cursed and brought my own hands up to squeeze my nipples. “What are you doing to me?”
 
   “What are you saying?” I gasped out as her fingers found my most sensitive spot. 
 
   It was hard to keep my thighs from shaking as I felt myself tighten around her fingers. Those damn fingers were causing all the words to exit from my mind.
 
   “I am saying.” Her motions became harder, causing the desk to bang against the wall. There was a slight panic alarm that went off in my head, but it started to cloud as I felt my climax build up. “That no matter how long I may live, you will haunt me.” 
 
   I felt myself quickly tip over the edge. Her fingers slowed as she rode out my climax. 
 
   “We are not finished,” she growled and pulled me closer, this time causing me to lay flat on the desk. She hooked my shaking thigh over her shoulder and pushed the other aside. I gripped the sides of the desk. My fingernails dug into the wood as her fingers found my clit. 
 
   “Keir,” I warned, giving her a weak glare. 
 
   Her lips twisted and she began to kiss my thigh, her tongue darted out to wet the space. I bucked my hips against her fingers as I felt myself heat up once more. 
 
   “Tell me,” she coaxed. “Tell me you don’t want this.” Her fingers entered me once more and I cried out in response. “Tell me so when I see those eyes again, I can hear that instead of the sounds you are making right now.” 
 
   She thrust against me. 
 
   “Say it.”
 
   “I can’t,” I croaked. 
 
   The pounding of her fingers quickened. 
 
   “Don’t tell me the little hunter has forgotten her hate,” she teased, her eyes holding a small ounce of emotion that I couldn’t read. 
 
   She entered a third finger. Her teeth trailed against the skin of my thigh. I was almost worried that, with the pounding of the desk, she would break through the damn wall.
 
   “I didn’t—”
 
   I tried to force the words out, but she started massaging my clit again and I lost myself.
 
   “Tell me how much you hate me then. If you don’t, I will assume I have won this battle.” Keir nipped harder at my thigh, clearing some of the fog that clouded my thoughts.
 
   With her fingers pounding into me and the looks she was giving me; I couldn’t decide if I hated her or not. I couldn’t decipher if the heat I felt when staring at her was hate or want. I couldn’t decipher if the squeezing in my chest was because of the hurt or something else entirely. 
 
   “I—” 
 
   She pounded harshly against me. 
 
   “Fucking hate you,” I growled at her. 
 
   Her smirk faltered as I spoke but her movement quickened. 
 
   “Then come on the hands of the person you hate most.” 
 
   Keir knew how close I was because with a flick of her thumb against my clit, I was pushed so far over the edge that black dots filled my vision. I sat up removing my leg from her shoulder and attempted to kiss her, but her hand on my throat stopped me. 
 
   “Open.”
 
   I obeyed and her finger forced its way into my mouth. I could taste myself mixed with the taste of her skin, and I sucked them dry. She pulled her fingers out with a pop.
 
   “I hate you,” I muttered. 
 
   Her hand tangled itself in my hair and forced my head back, baring my neck to her. 
 
   “Again,” she growled against my neck, as she bit my skin. 
 
   “I hate you,” I said louder, as I felt her fangs trail along my neck. 
 
   She groaned at the feeling. Her mouth finally connected with mine and I worked fast to tear off her clothes.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 23 
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   That little hunter brat heard everything last night. If I hadn’t heard him through the walls, then the way he glared daggers at me this morning while we got our regular coffee was a telltale sign that I was on his shit list. I wanted to throw his own words back at him so badly.
 
   While The Order may have objections to this relationship, I wouldn’t if it’s consensual.
 
   The way she screamed my name was far from non-consensual. Gillard handing Damon a coffee was the thing that broke our stare down. 
 
   “Thanks.” He deadpanned. “When do you feed?” Damon asked, giving me a pointed look. 
 
   My fangs ached when I remembered the feeling of her skin beneath them. I so wished that I could feed from Silvia, but I refrained myself, knowing that she would probably hate me even more afterwards. 
 
   “I drink periodically throughout the day. Your concern warms my undead heart.” I smirked at him, knowing how it was pissing him off. 
 
   “From live humans?” he pried. 
 
   “Sometimes.” I shrugged. Silvia burned holes through my head. “But mostly from the banks.” 
 
   He huffed, seemingly satisfied with my answer. 
 
   “Let’s spare again,” he said, directing the command toward Silvia. 
 
   Who was he to command her to do anything?
 
   “We have an appointment today in which we will need protection,” Gillard said, breaking the tension that was developing around the table. “We may not be back until late.” 
 
   “So, this may be our goodbye,” Silvia piped up. 
 
   I looked toward her then, she had a polite smile on her face. She always had that smile when dealing with non-vampires. I felt a twinge of annoyance prick at my senses. 
 
   “My offer still stands,” he said, his eyes narrowing. 
 
   Silvia shifted slightly. 
 
   I wondered briefly if she’d felt sore from last night. 
 
   “Wouldn’t want any communication wires to get crossed, it may be best if you debrief with me.”
 
    The Order may have objections…He wouldn’t dare, would he?
 
   “There is not much to report on my end.” She hummed and sipped her coffee. If she was panicked, I couldn’t sense it from her, so I relaxed a little. 
 
   “You’re a big hunter,” I jabbed. “You even need help with a debrief now?”
 
   “Keir,” Gillard warned. 
 
   “Just want to get the facts straight,” Damon mused, also taking a sip of his coffee. His eyes met mine and I knew what he was trying to say. 
 
   I should tell Silvia. 
 
    
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I didn’t have time alone with Silvia. Gillard was always there and I didn’t want to spill that Damon was in the know. It was important that we kept this as small as possible. 
 
   I knew that when I came to her room last night I was doing it to spite the hunter after his words about our relationship. I would show him that she begged for me to fuck her. Show him that I was the one who would make her scream. 
 
   It was jealousy. I knew that. After I saw how close he’d gotten to her while sparring, I had made up my mind. But I didn’t know that this would happen, that he would snitch on her. 
 
   Our car stopped in front of a run-down building that was smack dab in the middle of downtown Seattle. The outside looked abused and barely stood, but the vampires around would know the underground was a bustling scene of tunnels and all sorts of people. 
 
   “This is where you have your meeting?” Silvia asked in disbelief. 
 
   “You will see,” I said and stepped out of the car, taking her with me. 
 
   It was chilly but I wasn’t worried about me. Her black turtlenecked uniform barely held against the chill. As soon as we stepped out goosebumps rose across her skin. 
 
   “Here,” Gillard said, stepping out of the car as well. He held a flannel in his hand that was stowed in the car. 
 
   I raised my eyebrow at him, the scent that wafted off of it was my own. 
 
   Did he really steal the flannel just to give to her? 
 
   His look told me yes. 
 
   “You are a smart bastard,” I complimented. 
 
   Silvia looked confused, but I just pushed her inside, enjoying the way Gil’s smile spread across his face. 
 
   We made our way into the abandoned building and were met by two guards. They stood as tall as I did, but they were far more muscular, which made them fit the part.
 
   “What’s with the hunter?” the one with a shaved head asked. His face was twisted in a scowl at the sight of Silvia. 
 
   I bared my growl at him. I heard vampires below began to scurry as they heard of a hunter in their safe space. 
 
   “Protection, of course,” Gillard said, flashing a small smile. “Tobias is expecting us.” 
 
   “Let them pass,” Tobias said, his voice echoing out from below us. It was loud enough for only vampires to hear. They reluctantly let us pass at the sound of his order. 
 
   We made our way down the stairs. Silvia’s hand lightly brushed mine and I had to resist the urge to grab her hand. She was driving me crazy. I tried to focus on how disgusting this place still was after the years I’d been away. It was damp and stank of rotting bodies and blood. How people lived here was beyond me.
 
   Tobias’s scared face and black eyes met us as soon as we turned the corner into the long underground hallway. His white curly hair was a mane around him, not too much, unlike Silvia. I heard her heart flutter and understood her reaction. 
 
   Tobias had a blank stare that was similar to a ghoul than a vampire, not to mention the scars that littered his face, which didn’t help the look.
 
   “Long time, Tobias,” I said, but I did not go to hug him. 
 
   “Nice to see you, Keir,” he said, his airy voice filling the silent hall. His soulless eyes narrowed in on Silvia. “What I would give to get such a talented hunter at my side.” 
 
   Silvia’s face was pleasantly dusted pink and her eyes darted to the floor.
 
   I should complement her more if that’s the face she makes. 
 
   “She will guard the door,” I explained and pushed her slightly behind me. Tobias seemed like his head was in the clouds, but there was another more calculating side that I didn’t want to see. He had run the underground for years; he was more than what met the eye. 
 
   “Understood.” He nodded and brought us down the hall without another word. Gil gave me a look, but I shook my head and followed the white puff of curls. 
 
   Tobias showed us into his office and I tried not to gag at the scent. 
 
   Why did he have to kill in his study?
 
   “Stay here,” I ordered, pushing Silvia against the wall and following Tobias inside. 
 
   He softly shut the door and made his way to his chair. 
 
   “I hope you have better insulation than the rest of the underground,” I muttered, unwilling to sit down. Even though the surfaces of his dark furniture and floors seemed clean, I felt as though there was a line of grime on anything. 
 
   “You shouldn’t waste hope on such a stupid thing,” he responded, cocking his head to the side. “Everyone who comes here knows that risk.” 
 
   “Yes. We come to inquire about the Reiss murder,” Gillard said, pulling the file from inside his coat and handing it to Tobias. 
 
   Tobias pinched it with the tips of his fingers and carefully turned the pages, as if he didn’t want to get germs on his fingers. Yet, he was willing to live in this filth.
 
   “Your clan emblem is painted on the walls,” he remarked, as if it was the solution to the case.
 
   “That’s the problem. No one in the clan would be that stupid.”
 
   His eyes searched the page. I purposefully left out the picture of Silvia from the file, but from the way his lips slowly curled and how his eyes narrowed, it gave me all the signals that pointed to him already knowing. 
 
   “The hunter is lucky to have the attention of someone like you,” he murmured and closed the file. His eyes met mine. 
 
   This was the Tobias I didn’t want to see. He changed from an airhead to a panther in an instant. Gillard retrieved the file and put it back in his jacket.
 
   “We need your contacts to track down the killers,” I said to him.
 
   “Can I keep your hunter?” he asked, his voice dangerously low. 
 
   “I will offer a blind eye to this place and its dealings,” I said, glaring at him. “I will take over for my father soon. I was planning to crack down on the stuff in my domain, but if you are willing to help, I will turn a blind eye.”
 
   “That’s no fun.” He gave me a mock pout and watched to see if I would crack. 
 
   “Then don’t take it,” I said, walking toward the door. 
 
   “Oh, I will take it,” he said, then stopped me as I was about to walk out. “But a word of advice. A warning, if you will.”
 
   “About the case?” I asked, not looking back at him. 
 
   “About your father’s dealings.” 
 
   I glanced at him then. His eyes were still narrowed. It felt like the panther in him was circling me, waiting to strike. 
 
   “Go on,” I forced through gritted teeth.
 
   “He will not go out without a fight. He has something planned.” He paused. “Remember this for when you turn a blind eye. I am giving you this warning in good faith that you will remember it well.”
 
   ￼I left the room without another second, grabbing Silvia and forcing us down the hallway. She was smart enough not to say anything and just follow Gillard and I. The residents had yet to venture out of the concrete rooms. We passed the guards and loaded back into our car, daring not to speak until we were closer to home. 
 
   “He’s dangerous,” Silvia said quietly. 
 
   “You have no idea.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I knew we were fucked as soon as we got back to the compound. Everything had gone silent. The guards didn’t meet my eyes as I passed them. I looked toward Gillard to see if he’d caught on as well. His cold eyes met mine and his lips pushed together into a thin line. 
 
   “Go up to my study and wait for us, Silvia,” I said, letting my hand linger on her back. “Gil and I will be up in a moment.” 
 
   She nodded and followed my order as if she could not feel the shift in the air. As soon as she was out of hearing, Gillard spoke. 
 
   “It must be your father.” 
 
   “Must be,” I agreed and started the long walk up to his study. 
 
   Even the maids seemed too still. It was dark but not close to bedtime, so whatever happened caused a chill to echo through the house. I clamped down on my own fear. Father was…disagreeable at best and a cold-blooded killer at worst. Something having this type of effect on him and the household was no small feat. 
 
   The only sounds that came out of his study were the sounds of him drinking his blood. Even the vampires we stationed in the room barely breathed. 
 
   I slightly hesitated with my hand on the door. The last time I’d felt like this was when I was much younger. 
 
   “You’re a disgrace.” Father said, his foot kicking me in the stomach. 
 
    Father had been grooming me to take over the family business since I was born but this had been the first time that he had stated it in front of such a large group. 
 
    “I don’t want to rule.” I coughed and tried to steady myself on my hands and knees but another kick to my stomach sent me across the room. I landed against the hard wall with a thud and felt a sharp pain make it’s way up my back.
 
    “You have no choice.” He spat and stalked over towards my huddled form. “You are the only heir and you will act like one.” 
 
    I pushed myself up and tried to run towards the door. I was still slower than him and hadn’t yet been able to hone my strength so his hand easily shot out and yanked my hair before I got too far.
 
    “Go knock up another woman, then.” I groaned. He pulled my hair back so that my eyes locked with his.
 
    “You will be punished for your behavior.” He vowed.
 
   I made it a point not to cross him since. 
 
   Upon opening the door, I was met with his cold face. I stood near the entrance and bowed my head to him; Gil did the same but bowed lower than necessary. 
 
   “I will not ask where your extracurriculars took you this afternoon.” He paused and stood up from his seat. Each step was another work that seared within my chest. “The Order called; they demand their hunter back.”
 
   “Father—” 
 
   He slapped me hard across the face. I didn’t fight it or the sting that it left in my eyes. A slap was nothing.
 
   “They say we have taken advantage of her,” he spat. “Forced her to do things against her will.” He slapped the other side of my face again. 
 
   “You didn’t react this way to the other hunters.” I couldn’t help the venom that seeped into my words. He grabbed the hair on top of my head and forced me to look him in the eyes.
 
   “This was supposed to be our last hunter. The best hunter. I asked for one thing of you for as little as a year and you couldn’t even do that.” His eyes flashed. “This just proves how valuable she is to The Order and you fucked it up.”
 
   There was a pause. I couldn’t respond. I only thought of how much I regretted taking the risk I had the night before. 
 
   “Does this mean we will cut the contract?” Gillard asked from my side. If there was any type of fear in his voice, he did not show it. 
 
   “No.” His hand tightened in my hair. “Thankfully, I was able to tell them off from the ledge. But I had to degrade myself to apologize to them. They seem to think that she may have wanted it. Which brings us to the next question and will determine our course of action.” 
 
   His lips curled at the edges. I wanted nothing more than to smack that smile off his face. I swear that I would bring him down once I forcefully tore his position away from him. 
 
   “Did the little hunter beg for it?” 
 
   It disgusted me to hear him speak like that. I didn’t know what would be worse. If she did consent would The Order take her off the contract? Would Father? On the other hand, if I did say I took advantage of her I knew that I would take the brunt. And they didn’t expect anything less of me. 
 
   I hate you. 
 
   I knew without asking that the damn hunter told The Order. And it was my fault. I was the one who got us in this situation because I wanted him to hear her. It was my own stupid jealously that fueled this. Even as my blood boiled at the thought of him selling her out, I could not stop the heavy feeling in my stomach that came with the realization that she was in a dangerous position. A position I gave her. 
 
   “I forced her,” I spat at him. “There was never a time where she willingly gave in and each time, she would remind me of how much she hated our kind.” Hated me. “I told her if she did not go along, we would not pay her debt.”
 
   His response was the click of his tongue and then the words, “She will leave to go back to her precious Order tonight. She will stay there to recuperate and probably be given the option to quit.” 
 
   I almost hoped she would. 
 
   “After she returns you are to cease whatever you have been doing with her and ride out the contract until the transfer of power.” 
 
   He let me go and made a show to push me so I would stumble out of his way. He smiled at the move. “If you cannot complete this task, I will disown you before I step down.”
 
   “I understand,” I said but did not move. 
 
   “She is important to The Order, therefore she is important to us. Be thankful that old sack of meat is easily manipulated.” 
 
   I nodded, not paying attention to his words. The only thing racing through my mind was how I would explain this to Silvia. Would she be grateful that she no longer had to deal with my constant touches? 
 
   Her words rang through my head.
 
   A place where I could be with you.
 
   When she said those words to me, I felt something bubble up inside me and try to force its way out. But I ended up feeling the same thing after every time Silvia reached her delicate hand out to touch me, or when her eyes lingered for just a second longer than she was supposed to. 
 
   I hoped that feeling was true. I needed it to be to get through this.
 
   We were dismissed by Father, so Gillard pushed me out into the hallway. He took me in the opposite way of my study and out onto the ground of the compound. It was a place where we could be alone. 
 
   “We should tell her the truth,” he said, his voice almost pleading. “If she knows she can play along until you take over.”
 
   “And then what, Gil?” I said, my voice harsh. I knew he was trying to help but his words angered me. “And then I steal her for myself?”
 
   “She at least deserves the truth about how you feel,” he said, placing his hand on my shoulder. 
 
   I growled and gripped his shirt roughly. “I feel nothing for her. She was just a good lay.” I forced the words out and prayed they would stick.
 
   “Lies,” he hissed back.
 
   “She hates us.”
 
   “More lies. Just tell her.” 
 
   “If Father thinks there is anything else between us, he will make this worse for both of us, do you understand Gil?” My voice finally lost its edge and it was I who was pleading. His eyes widened and I felt the tears that were building up fall over. 
 
   “Then what do you suggest?” 
 
   “Tell her it was my idea to send her away. Leave Father’s part out of it.”
 
   “The captain will tell her what the real issue is.”
 
   “She hates us, Gil. She will go with it.”
 
   “So your choice is to just make yourself the bad guy?” he said, his voice rising as he pushed me back. “Your plan is stupid, Keir.”
 
   “We will iron out the details when she leaves, but for now, keep it vague.” 
 
   I ran a hand over my cheek. I hoped she would buy it. For her future. She didn’t belong here. I wouldn’t force this on her nor would I make her a target. 
 
   “Please, Gil.” 
 
   His eyes softened, then he let out a loud sigh.
 
   “Fine.”
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 24
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I had made my way to Keir’s study, surprised by the lack of people who were awake in the house. I didn’t care too much though. I was happily wrapped in Keir’s flannel. It was odd how Gillard had wrapped it around me, but I was glad he did. It took me less than a minute to find out that it smelt like the cologne Keir constantly wore. It was a deep husky scent that reminded me of the clearing she took us to. 
 
   I was careful not to show the satisfaction on my face. This feeling reminded me vaguely of when someone finally got a piece of clothing from the person they were dating. I chased the thoughts out of my head as soon as they entered. I was thinking far too often about that stupid vampire. It felt like I was chasing my hate for them now rather than being surrounded by it. I couldn’t tell if I liked the feeling.
 
   Both Keir and Gillard made their way back into the room looking slight disheveled, but both had masks on that showed a cool, emotionless expression. 
 
   “Miss Silvia?” Gillard called.
 
   “Yes?” I asked, tearing my eyes away from the way Keir stalked into the room and sat down in her chair. Her fingers began to tap against the desk as if she was impatiently waiting for something.
 
   “I was saying that you should take a few days off,” Gillard said, which caused my stomach to twist. “It’s been a while since you came here and I am sure you would like to see your friends.” 
 
   My eyes shot toward Keir. Her face did not hold a smirk and she was watching me intently. 
 
   “What about her?” I asked, as if unaffected. I scrambled my brain to remember how I would have acted in this situation because all I wanted right now was for Gillard to be gone and for Keir’s long fingers.
 
   “I got her,” he said. “I’ll have a rotating shift with another guard.”
 
   “You already planned it I see,” I murmured and gripped the flannel’s edges.
 
   “Are you saying you don’t want a break?” Gillard asked. His tone was the same as always, but I knew this was not the reaction he’d expected. 
 
   “No, I do. I just want to make sure I won’t get blamed for anything that happens while I am gone.”
 
   “You won’t,” he insisted. “Raphael already knows, and agreed to give you three days off.” 
 
   “That’s very generous of you, Gillard.” 
 
   “It was Keir’s idea.” 
 
   “That’s not suspicious,” I said, shooting daggers at Keir. This time, she gave me a weak smile. 
 
   “What can I say? I need a break as much as you do.” 
 
   I frowned at her words. They didn’t match the way she spoke to me last night. But it’s not like they really meant anything, right?
 
   “Alright, I will leave in the morning,” I said, looking away from Keir, unable to understand her motive.
 
   “No, tonight,” Gillard said. “We have a car waiting out front already. You will come back at the same time on Tuesday night.”
 
   I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t understand why they were sending me away, and I feared that this was them firing me politely. 
 
   “All right,” I said and rose from my seat.
 
   “I will walk you to the car,” Gillard offered. 
 
   Keir oddly stayed in her seat. I nodded and decided to only bring what was absolutely necessary and was off down the hall with Gillard. He was silent and tense the entire way down.
 
   “Will you tell me the real reason you are sending me away?” I mused, as we made our way down the stairs to the front entrance.
 
   “No,” he responded coldly. 
 
   “At least you are honest about your lie.” 
 
   I let him help me in the car. Before I was able to sit down comfortably, he grabbed me and his lips lingered by my ear. 
 
   “Don’t be as stupid when you come back.” 
 
   I froze, but he did not pull away. 
 
   “This is a reminder that however smart you may be, you will never outsmart Raphael. The only reason you are not fired is because of Keir. Remember your debt lies in the palm of Raphael’s hands.” 
 
   I swallowed and sat down in the seat. His face was strained.
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “I hope you do. Because I was actually starting to like you,” he said, then slammed the door shut. 
 
   I couldn’t even form a coherent thought as we drove silently back to The Order. My mind was whirling with possibilities. 
 
   Gillard obviously knows about Keir and I. And now I am being sent back for a ‘vacation’.
 
    Is this a polite was of being fired?
 
   My stomach turned and I felt the bile rise up in my throat. My already pounding heart was making my head dizzy and my palms were already thick with sweat. 
 
   I licked my lips as I watched the buildings slowly enter into view. 
 
   What would happen to my debt? 
 
   ￼I was so close to getting to all paid for. Years of my parents. My sister, and my work would all be for nothing. All of the human lives lost at my hands would be for nothing. I would never pay off The Order for as long as I lived. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “It’s a disappointment,” the captain said as soon as I shut the door for our debrief. 
 
   “Captain Moore, I—”
 
   “I don’t care, Silvia. You have no good reason. You are The Order’s last hope to have made this mission a success. You have less than a month left and you cracked?” He threw his hands up in the air. “You are lucky that the heir confessed. If not, you would not be allowed back.”
 
   “Confessed to what sir?” I asked, not understanding. 
 
   He scoffed.
 
   “Of course.” He ran his hands through his graying hair. “The heir said that she had forced herself on you. And that she blackmailed you to keep you from telling.”
 
   “That’s not—”
 
   “Don’t you dare finish that sentence.” He made a shooting motion with his hand. “This is for your recovery and for her punishment. You will take the three days, go back to their compound and then come back here.”
 
   I was so shocked by his words that I couldn’t even move. 
 
   Forced?
 
   Wouldn’t want any communication wires to get crossed, it may be best if you debrief with me.
 
   I felt like my brain was short circuiting. Fucking Damon. I was going to kill that bastard.
 
   All of the anxiety that had filled me until then was now quickly being burned by the overwhelming anger I felt.
 
   “Don’t stand there. Leave,” the captain ordered. 
 
   ￼I forced my unsteady feet to the door and walked all the way to my room, then fell to the ground as soon as I shut the door. 
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Cain and Jade were surprised to see me and asked why I was here, but I could not force the words out of my mouth. Even just thinking about the situation made my mouth dry. I had yet to spot Damon and I didn’t want to stir anything up by asking too much. It took all I had to not go knocking on doors and stomp through the hallways. It was hard enough to be in the same room as when Keir came here last.
 
   “Does this have anything to do with that incident?” Cain asked, when Jade had left us for a bathroom break. The mess hall was bustling and I could barely hear his words over the noise. 
 
   She forced you.
 
   “Not entirely,” I said truthfully. 
 
   “The vampire likes you,” he said. His tone was cold, dejected like an observation. 
 
   “Don’t be stupid,” I spat at him.
 
   “You should have seen the anger in her eyes when we found you.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” I asked, my mind still searching for Damon in the crowd of hunters.
 
   “At the event. She was the first one in the room. She beat him into a bloody mess. I only got to see his state when I was leaving. If he was human, I bet he would have died.”
 
   My nails dug into my palms, remembering his hands all over me. 
 
   “He deserves it.”
 
   “Yes, but that’s not what I am getting at.” He gave me a hard look.
 
   “Keir is the biggest playboy I have ever seen. When I first started this mission, she had a different woman every night. She would not fall for a lowly human.” 
 
   I felt something twist inside me at my words. I remembered the soft look she gave me after we finished for the night, the way her hands ran gently through my hair.
 
   “Have you seen her with other women since that night?”
 
   No.
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” I huffed.
 
   “It seems like you may not hate vampires as much as you used to,” he noted.
 
   ￼I was about to respond but Jade sat down at our table once more and gave me a big smile. “Let’s go shopping today.”
 
   Cain and I groaned.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Shopping was something Jade loved. I did too on occasion but with my debt hanging over me, I chose to skip it more often than not.
 
   Today she took us both along to a trendy store and forced Cain to give her opinions on the outfits she tried. I had missed the weight of my weapons as we decided to forgo them today and try and act as normal as possible. The world obviously knew about our job, but sometimes it was nice to walk around and not have people look at you as if you were a murderer. 
 
   I wondered briefly if that was what it felt like to be a vampire as well.
 
   I made myself busy and began walking through the aisles of the store, but nothing caught my attention. Instead, my gaze was pulled to the windows of the store that faced a plaza. It was filled with people shopping and chatting and eating, however, there was one person who stood out from the rest.
 
   They were tall and wore a long coat, but underneath I could tell they had clean formal clothing. Their hair was a stark contrast to their otherwise put together outfit. It stood up in all different ways and looked like someone had ran their fingers through their hair multiple times. Their eyes were hard and their lips were pushed in a hard line. 
 
   It was Keir. She looked worse for wear than I had seen her before.
 
   I looked back to see if Cain and Jade were still preoccupied and let out a sigh when I saw they were. I turned back to Keir, fully intent on going out there and ask her the questions that swirled within my head. 
 
   But she was gone.
 
   Maybe I just imagined it. I hope I did because it also meant that she had successfully ran away from home again. 
 
   Regardless of if what I saw was real or not I was so unsettled that I gave a half-assed excuse about my stomach hurting and returned back to The Order alone. 
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 25
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   My throat was aching. They had taken blood away from me for the last three days since Silvia had returned to The Order. 
 
   It was a punishment. 
 
   It wouldn’t have been much of a punishment if I hadn’t been skimping as much as I had. I stopped drinking from live humans after I got involved with Silvia and only drank blood when I was offered or when she was asleep. The week before I had spent more nights with her than I planned to, and that caused me to not fully be able to drink my fill and left me thirsty. 
 
   It didn’t help that Father decided to beat me to an inch of my life either. He’d always thought a punishment was best be served with pain. 
 
   The sound of the whip hitting my back and the opening of a new wound forced a groan out of me. 
 
   “Five,” I grunted. 
 
   “Good.” I could hear the smile in Father’s voice as I complied to his sick demands. “I have never seen you more obedient.” 
 
   He cracked the whip again and searing pain made its way up my back. I had to bite back my scream. I was healing far too slow for a vampire’s body. The more I was injured, the more blood I craved. 
 
   “Six,” I spat out. My fingers dug themselves into the dirt beneath me. 
 
   Of course we had to do this in public. How else would he humiliate me? 
 
   To distract myself I imagined the day I would kill him. It would be slow and painful. I would make him endure all the same years of torture I had. 
 
   “Don’t think that once you take over, I will not be able to do this if you step out of line.” 
 
   My blood ran cold at his words. How dare he? 
 
   This time, when the whip cracked, he aimed for my lower back, which was the only place that still had clean skin. 
 
   “Seven.” My vision clouded. 
 
   How much longer could I stand? 
 
   I panicked when I thought of what Silvia would see. I panicked even more when I realized that if I hadn’t been fed by then, I would probably attack her. 
 
   As if the heavens heard my thoughts one of Father’s feeders entered my hearing range. I pushed myself up off the dirty ground. 
 
   “I didn’t say you could move,” Father growled, readying his whip. With the last of my strength I ran over to the feeder that was making their way on the outside of the compound and wrapped my arms around her slim frame. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” I murmured and sunk my fangs into her exposed neck. 
 
   She struggled for a moment, but relaxed as soon as she felt my saliva warm up her body. Her blood was slightly bitter and had a hint of jasmine mixed in it. However, it was not as sweet tasting as Silvia’s, but it would do. 
 
   I drank greedily, ignoring Father’s shouts. The woman was soon groaning under me. I groaned as well, feeling the warm rush of her blood through me. My wounds began to heal and my strength came back. Her moans became strained, but my thirst was far from gone. 
 
   “Keir.” It was Gil. His hand clamped down on my shoulder, pulling me out of the addictive blood frenzy I was in. 
 
   I dislodged my fangs from the woman and let her fall into a heap on the floor. Father’s vampires were at her side in a second, and helped her up. I watched them take her away with a feeling of numbness, it took me a second to realize that I didn’t really care for her health. 
 
   “I should have known that would have happened,” Father said, his voice echoing from behind me. He sounded more amused than angry. 
 
   Maybe this was the type of vampire he liked to see me behave like. Maybe he was just pushing me to a point where I didn’t care for the humans we feared on. Looking at how his eyes twinkled now, it seemed like that was exactly what he wanted.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 26
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The three days sped by and each day I was frantically searching for Damon, hoping I would catch a glimpse of that bastard. 
 
   It happened on the third day right before I was set to leave. His dark auburn hair stuck out over the many people in the cafeteria. He must have caught sight of me because he was tried to get out of there as fast as possible. 
 
   I muttered quick goodbyes to my teammates and chased after him, while pushing people out of the way. I trailed after him down a few hallways, and he stopped once he reached a dead end, but I did not. I used the opportunity to pounce and tackle him down to the ground with his hand twisted painfully behind his back. 
 
   “I should have broken this fucking arm when we were sparring,” I said, the venom in my voice even surprising me. I didn’t fully understand just how pissed I was at him. “Do you understand you could have cost me my entire debt?”
 
   “I did what I thought would keep you safe,” he said, his voice muffled by the ground. 
 
   I ripped his head back by his hair, enjoying the hiss of pain he let out.
 
   “Stay out of it,” I growled.
 
   “What’s done is done, Silvia.” His Adam’s apple bobbed as he tried to swallow. “If you were just honest with me about your relationship, I wouldn’t have told the captain.” 
 
   “It wasn’t your business to begin with,” I exclaimed, wanting so badly to slam his face into the polished floor.
 
   “What do you want me to say?” he hissed. “You can beat me up, but that doesn’t stop the fact that those vampires have turned you into a puppy who is being fed right out of their palm.”
 
   “Shut up,” I growled, letting go of his head and stood up from his form.
 
   “It’s true, and it is only you who cannot see it.” He wiped the drool off his face and stood there glaring daggers at me. “I wouldn’t be surprised if you went to work for those blood suckers once your contract is up. Who knows? Maybe Keir needs another whore. Sounds like you enjoyed yourself enough.”
 
   I flushed with anger and embarrassment but right as I was about to charge, a clearing from behind me caused me to stop. In all his suit and tie glory stood Gillard. He had obviously heard us and came to find me. In his hand was the bags I had packed earlier this morning. His expression was grim. 
 
   “Aw,” I jabbed at him. “I should be honored you came to pick me up.”
 
   His fist clenched the straps of my bags then he threw them at my feet. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
   “That’s right,” Damon yelled as I picked up my bags and walked towards the elevator. “Be a good dog and go back to your owner.”
 
   Gillard was silent at his words. His only warning to me was a slight narrowing of his eyes and his continued steps.
 
   It was a long ride and neither of us dared to speak.
 
   “We will see Raphael,” Gillard said as soon as we drove through the forest surrounding the compound. 
 
   “Why?” I asked, not looking at him. Even his presence started to annoy me. 
 
   “Just a check in.” 
 
   I sighed. 
 
   When we were shown to the office that Raphael was in, I was met with not just him but Keir as well. She was in the corner and her eyes never left the ground as I entered and stood in front of Raphael. I bowed slightly. 
 
   “I hope the vacation treated you well?” Raphael asked, his red eyes trained on me. 
 
   “Yes,” I said, not allowing any other words to leave my lips. I needed to confirm with Keir what the story was. 
 
   “Good. You see you also came just in time. I am sure you are going to love this.” He motioned to Keir. “Keir.” 
 
   Keir moved silently, still not looking at me, and kneeled in front of me. 
 
   “I have come to beg for your forgiveness. I have stained the name of our family and caused tension between The Order and the Royal Family.” 
 
   I froze as she spoke. 
 
   What the hell is this? I had never seen Keir act like this nor did I want to. This was not the woman I knew.
 
   “If you do not accept her apology, a punishment is fine as well.” 
 
   Keir’s body stiffened as Raphael spoke.
 
   I met Raphael’s eyes. He was testing me. I looked back at Keir’s frame. 
 
   I wonder how much Raphael has already done to her? 
 
   “While I do not accept the apology, I assume you have already punished her accordingly. My only wish is that we can continue the work that is needed.” 
 
   Gillard’s hand rested on my shoulder, but I brushed it off. 
 
   “I do not want to dwell on issues like this for too long. I am merely here to get my debt paid.” 
 
   Raphael’s eyes lost their gleam and I swear I could hear his teeth grinding from across the room. 
 
   ￼“Very well.” He huffed, then stood up from his seat. He slowly walked over to Keir’s crouched form and gave her a harsh kick to the side. I had to look away. 
 
   “You are all dismissed.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The walk up to the room with Gillard and Keir was slow and awkward. Keir was obviously in pain, but Gillard made no movement to help her. When we were up in the hallway of our rooms, that was when I decided to act. I slammed Gillard’s side and pushed him into the wall. He was too stunned to push me back and before he knew it, I had a poison coated dagger against his throat.
 
   “You have one minute to explain, or I will cut your throat out. How long did you know and what the fuck did he do?” I spat out. 
 
   Gillard’s eyes were wide and I almost felt bad for my harshness.
 
   “You think I didn’t try to hide it?” he growled. “Don’t forget that it was your fucking hunter that told on you.”
 
   “Gil,” Keir warned.
 
   “Don’t take your anger out on others.” I slowly pulled the knife away from his throat. “First, you cornered Damon and now me. You blame everyone but yourself. You are as much to blame as anyone else is. You don’t deserve what Keir went through to keep this contract.”
 
   “That’s enough,” Keir voice bounced off the walls. She yanked me away from Gillard. 
 
   “Tell her.” Gillard’s fist hit the wall behind him. “Tell her that for three days you were starved and beaten.”
 
   “Why would he do that to his own heir?” 
 
   “Because you didn’t do your fucking job.” Gillard grabbed my shirt, then pulled me to him. “You really think we needed you to protect her from humans? Your main job is to babysit her so she does not fall into Raphael’s bad graces.” 
 
   Keir grabbed Gillard away from me and tried to come between us. 
 
   “He is not someone to play with and that’s why we needed someone to keep her in line. She might not give a shit what he does to her, but others do.” 
 
   “Don’t speak,” Keir growled. “Inside, both of you.”
 
   I felt disgusted when her demanding voice made me shiver. Nonetheless, I followed them into her office but did not dare sit on the couch. Keir practically threw Gillard on the couch and leaned against her desk with her arms crossed over her chest.
 
   “I did not mean for this relationship to go this far,” Keir explained.
 
   “Keir—” 
 
   She silenced Gillard with a glare.
 
   “Silvia.” 
 
   Her eyes met mine and my heart stopped. They were cold and unfeeling. 
 
   “Before you get any ideas about what I went through to keep your contract know this: I have no feelings for you as much as I or Gillard may have led you to believe. The point was to get you fired. That was always the point. But I found out that you were a better fuck than what I originally believed.” 
 
   My whole body felt cold. I knew there was nothing between us. I am the one who was supposed to hate her.
 
   “I swear—” Gillard tried to interrupt, but the look she gave him even stilled my own heart.
 
   “You are lucky that Damon came along to twist the story. If he had not, you better bet that once I was bored I would have spilled our secret. You were supposed to be the best, and many still believe it. 
 
   “However, you have showed me just how weak The Order really is. I will keep you around to show Father that I can obey his order one last time until I take over, but after that I will cut ties with you and The Order. Don’t expect me to touch you in that way ever again.” 
 
   Why did it feel like I had led in my stomach? 
 
   Her words and the disgust she held in her voice filled me with shame and embarrassment. I refused to meet Gillard’s eyes and focused slowly on the hem of my shirt. I could not respond, so I tried to replay the moments we shared, but it almost started to get too painful.
 
   “Miss Silvia,” Gillard whispered. 
 
   I hoped my face did not give away too much of the sudden emotions burning through me. I shoved my feelings deep down, trying to lock them away. I brought this on myself. I knew the type of person–vampire–she was.
 
   “I knew I was right to hate you,” I said, then laughed bitterly. 
 
   My heart hurt. Her words hurt.
 
   ￼“Yes, you were.” She said with a hum. “Both of you may leave. We will resume normal schedule tomorrow. We will not speak of this again.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   That night the screaming returned. I knew this time that the screams were not from pain and some sick twisted version of myself wished that they were. 
 
   I was filled with rage and hurt, even though I knew it was stupid. She was a heartless vampire and she has only proven to me as such. 
 
   Gillard tried to talk to me about Keir after we left, but I didn’t want to. Instead, I locked myself in my room and tortured myself to the screams of the women in the next bedroom. 
 
   I had no doubt that what she said was true, but why did she visit me back near The Order base?
 
   Whatever the reason, I knew it did not matter now. 
 
   I should be glad really. Now I didn’t have to entertain those stupid vampires anymore. I didn’t have to pretend. 
 
   The screaming stopped soon enough and I was grateful for the break.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 27 
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I watched as the human woman sloppily tried to go down on me. She was rushed and somewhat inexperienced. Her skin was soft though, and I enjoyed the feel of it against mine. 
 
   Silvia’s red mane flashed through my mind. Her daring tongue. Her strong presence.
 
   Watching the girl in between my legs only made me wish that it was Silvia now, but I knew I couldn’t have her. I knew that if it was her fingers entering inside me, there would be no way to save us.
 
   “Yes, like that,” I cooed to the girl and watched her smile in satisfaction.
 
   That smile looked so much like Silvia’s. That’s why I picked this one. I imagined it was her fingers that plunged deep within me. Her mouth that sucked on my clit. Her hair that I buried my fingers in. Her words…those words. She said that I would never forget. 
 
   A place where you were human. A place where we could have a normal relationship. A place where I could just be with you.
 
   I wanted more than anything to give her that, but I knew I could never be the person she dreamed of nor would anyone allow it. 
 
   The girl’s movements sped up and I let myself fall into it, imagining Silvia was the one doing in. I came to the sound of her chuckle in my ear. 
 
   I cleaned us both off and sent the girl on her way. It was hard not to pause at the sounds of Silvia in her room. I knew she heard, I wanted her to. It was my own selfish desire that caused us to be in this situation and this was the only way I could get us out. 
 
   The last few days have been hell. I was surprised the lashings were able to heal as well as they did. I almost felt as though I was young again, and Father was punishing me for being the outspoken child that I was. He would not stop until he got his way. 
 
   A warning…about your father.
 
   Maybe Tobias wasn’t as crazy as I believed. But what could he be planning? What would even benefit him now that he was on his way out?
 
   I laid back in my bed, listening to the sound of Silvia breathing deeply through the walls. She began sleeping soundly after our escapades, but now I heard the sound of her restlessly moving around in the sheets.
 
   I wondered what it would take to get her over her hate for my kind. Every time I asked those damn words, I would get my hopes up that maybe she would say something else, but she never did. Her lingering looks and kisses definitely did not seem like someone who hated me. I tried to pinpoint the exact moment that she became okay with me touching her, but it felt like a distant memory that got lost in my sea of thoughts. 
 
   When I saw the way her and Gillard fought my stomach twisted painfully. I had high hopes for a friendship between them. They were so similar yet so different, even though they were both plagued by the same loneliness that came with losing their families. They both deserved a friend who would cheer them up. 
 
   I got out of bed and went to my desk to dig up the files I kept stashed in the bottom corner. Opening it, I was met once again with the blood splattered floors of the Reiss household. 
 
   Tobias saw what we wanted him to, but as far as I know he has yet to get back to us with an actual lead. If there was one thing I could do for Silvia, I would want to do this for her.
 
   “Gillard,” I called out louder than necessary. The blue-eyed vampire entered my room not too long after.
 
   “Caught me just in time. Was about to awaken Miss Silvia,” Gillard explained, like I could not just hear him walking down the hallway.
 
   “Did Tobias find any leads?” I asked, pinching the bridge of my nose as I tried to concentrate. 
 
   “Nothing yet,” he responded, shifting his weight. He seemed uncomfortable. 
 
   “I hope my investment into him was not a wasted one.” I closed the file and secured it back in the desk.
 
   “He hasn’t let us down yet. If there is anyone who can find a lead, it would be him.” He paused. “Do you really believe it wasn’t someone from our clan?”
 
   “Who would be stupid enough to draw our clan crest on the damn wall?” I hissed. 
 
   I left Gillard to go change into fresh clothes. My fingers lingered on the band t-shirt that Silvia seemed to like so much. Smirking, I slipped it over my head. 
 
   “Will you continue to treat Miss Silvia the same as last night?” Gillard asked softly. 
 
   “You know it cannot be any other way with Father watching us. You’ve said it yourself multiple times.” 
 
   I sighed and went into the bathroom to wash my face. It stilled smelled faintly of Silvia. Not that I ever cleaned it well enough to get rid of her scent to begin with. 
 
   “You can drop your act though,” I offered. “I appreciate you helping, anyways.”
 
   “I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
   I imagined Gillard pouting as he spoke. “I only said a few choice words. No other acting.”
 
   “You want to be her friend,” I said as I reappeared into the study. Gillard was indeed pouting. “She is the one person who probably understand you the most.”
 
   “It is of no use for me to get close to Miss Silvia if you cannot.” He turned to the door. “And I am sure she hates our kind even more now.” 
 
   I didn’t respond. So, he was mad with how I handled it too.
 
   I followed him out and waited against the wall. 
 
   “Miss Silvia.” Gillard knocked on the door. Silvia gave her groan of acknowledgment and I heard her start to get up. “We will get our coffee and prepare for a meeting. Today we will need your help to stand guard.”
 
   I heard her sigh an okay and leave to go to the bathroom.
 
   “Why don’t you go inside?” I asked, noting the hand on the doorknob.
 
   “I don’t need to,” he responded and joined me on the wall to wait for her. “Have you prepped?” 
 
   “Yes,” I muttered and focused on the trees outside the window. 
 
   Today was one of the more important meetings, one of the last ones before taking over the family business. A handful of powerful clan leaders would be joining us. This was their time to vet me and make demands for the transfer of power. 
 
   “You know you will need to change, right?” 
 
   I rolled my eyes at his words. 
 
   “Just another month, Keir. Obey your father for one more month. Act like the heir he expects you to. And then you will be free.”
 
   Silvia was almost ready. I wondered if she would be happy to be rid of us after the transfer of power. 
 
   “We should discuss what you want out of the transfer as well.” 
 
   Gillard opened his mouth to respond, however, Silvia had already opened the door. She was wearing the same black turtleneck she always did, but her hair was down once more. 
 
   I loved it when she had her hair down. It was so wild and it surrounded her like a cloud of red. There was a small smudge of purple under her eyes and her lips seemed dry. 
 
   I knew I was right to hate you.
 
   Her eyes met mine and sent shivers down my spine. There were so many emotions behind those eyes. I wished for the opportunity one day to force her to divulge all the secrets she kept behind those eyes.
 
   I kept my face purposefully blank and looked away from her. I didn’t want to make her hate me.
 
   “Today is an important day,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “You will need to be at your best. There will also be many clan leaders visiting. You are not to engage with them. They are now aware of the relationship we have with The Order, so if you do not want to ruin further business deals, I suggest you be on your best behavior.”
 
   I began walking down the hallway, not caring to look at her reaction.
 
   “She is right, Miss Silvia,” Gillard said softly and they followed me. 
 
   “Right.” Her voice had a hint of anger in it.
 
   We reached the cafe in silence. Gillard and Silvia got their coffees and I sat with them, trying not to pay attention to the way Silvia enjoyed her coffee. I wondered what made it so delicious for her. Maybe one day there would be a way for vampires to enjoy it as well.
 
   “Also…” Gillard said, looking down at his hands. Silvia raised her brow at his actions. “I apologize for my harsh words and behaviors recently.” 
 
   I heard her heart skip a beat and forced my smile down. She was so predictable; I knew she did not really hate Gillard.
 
   “You were right,” she said and took another sip of her coffee. “I had a job to do and I messed it up.”
 
   “No, Miss Silvia. I was just angry,” he insisted, as his eyebrows pushed together. He so clearly wanted to be her friend that it was almost painful. 
 
   “Angry words hold more truth than what we would like to believe,” she mused. “I apologize for trying to cut your throat.”
 
   Surprise tickled my senses. Gillard’s eyes widened and they met mine for only a second. 
 
   “Apology accepted, Miss Silvia.”
 
   “Silvia,” she corrected. “Just Silvia.”
 
   Gillard sent her a small smile that was returned. It was not even forced; the smile was natural. It seemed to even reach her eyes.
 
   A burning, bitter fire coiled in my stomach. When had she smiled at me like that before? I knew my jealously was unwarranted, yet it didn’t stop me from wishing that I could share a moment like this with her. It was like the Damon situation all over again and this time, I would not be able to touch her ever again.
 
   ￼“It’s time to get ready for the meeting,” I reminded them and left the table without another word. I tried to calm the fire in my stomach, but I couldn’t understand how her face just looked out of my mind.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “You will stand here,” Gillard said. He placed his hands on Silvia’s shoulder, then moved her into a space where she would have a view of the room and the hallways which lead to it. She didn’t push his hands away this time. “Once we leave, you will follow. The meeting will start in twenty minutes. Stay here until then.”
 
   “I understand,” she said and stood straight up with a hand on her sword. 
 
   Gillard smiled at her and removed his hands. He let her go to meet the guests and I followed without a glance at Silvia.
 
   “Seems you took my words to heart,” I said just outside the double doors. I could hear various vampires on the other side. Fixing the collar of my shirt, I made sure that I was presentable. 
 
   “We just have her for such a short time, so we might as well make the most of it,” he said with a sad smile. 
 
   I nodded and without another word I opened the doors. 
 
   Instantly, I was met with stares from all the clan heads, but only one stood out. The Kazimir clan head and Vance’s father, Ian. His son was almost a carbon copy of him, but this man was much more respectful in my opinion. He was the one to make it to us first. 
 
   “Keir, good to see you,” Ian said and bowed to me. I returned the bow. “I apologize for my son’s actions last time and hope that it has not strained our future relationship.” 
 
   Ian was nowhere near the scum Vance was, but even just a mention of what that sorry sack did to Silvia made anger flash through me. I had to push down my feelings and push out he image of Vance’s disgusting form over Silvia. 
 
   “Yes, it was unfortunate, but I have never had issue with you, Ian,” I said and gave him a small smile. “If issues like that do not occur again, you can rest assured knowing that our alliance will stay strong.” 
 
   Relief washed over his face. Before he could respond Xin came over to greet me. Her hair cascaded down her back like a dark curtain. It paired well with the blood red dress she was wearing and made her skin stand out in a way that made is almost look like she was glowing.
 
   “Keir, looking good as always,” she said, side eyeing Ian. Ian took the hint and left after a short goodbye. “I wanted to check on your hunter. Is she well?”
 
   I swallowed. 
 
   “She is fine now, my Lady,” Gillard said for me. “She is guarding outside, but I ask that you leave her to her duties.”
 
   Xin gave me a suspicious look. “Did something happen between you two?” she said, her voice lowered. “I thought we liked the human.” 
 
   I looked around the room for Father. He was chatting with Ian now, with a fake smile plastered on his face. His eyes met mine. 
 
   It was a warning. 
 
   “She is just a hunter. No need to bother yourself with her,” I said, giving Xin a harsh look. Her lips pursed together. 
 
   “Xin, is there anything we should discuss about the power transfer?” Gillard asked.
 
   “No. Just for you to visit me more with that little hunter. I quite like her.” 
 
   Xin was trying to test me. She knew that as soon as the words left her mouth I would want to refuse that she ever see Silvia again.
 
   “You can have her when her contract is up,” I said, keeping my voice steady.
 
   Xin didn’t reply. She only hummed softly and bid us goodbye before going off to speak to the other clan heads.
 
   Gillard forced a glass of blood in my hands. “Your eyes are red,” he whispered as low as he could.
 
   I sighed and downed the glass, enjoying the explosion of sweetness on my tongue. This blood was more along the lines of what I assumed Silvia to taste like.
 
   Father called the meeting not a few moments later, and all the relevant clan heads made their way down the hall toward the meeting room. Almost no one paid mind to Silvia except Ian.
 
   “Silvia is your name, is that correct?” Ian asked. 
 
   Panic shot through me. 
 
   “Yes, my Lord. And I am to assume you are the Kazimir clan head, am I correct?” She bowed politely. Her voice was sweeter than I had ever heard it before..
 
   “You are a bright human,” he said. 
 
   Silvia showed no sign that the comment bothered her. 
 
   “The resemblance is uncanny,” she said, not losing her smile. 
 
   “I wanted to apologize for my son’s actions. I hope that you do not bare any grudge against our clan. I hear that you are quite a skilled hunter.”
 
   Gillard tried to push me into the room but I stood still, watching Ian.
 
   “I am just doing my job,” One hand hovered over his arm and the other gestured for him to go into the room. “But that does entail making sure you are able to join the meeting. I see most everyone is in. Please do not let me hold you.” 
 
   I wanted to commend her brilliance. Instead, I walked into the meeting room and took my seat next to Father. His hand landed on my shoulder; it would look like a fatherly gesture to those who did not know him, but his fingers dug harshly into my shoulder. 
 
   Another warning. 
 
   “Thank you for coming,” he announced, his voice booming authority. I felt insignificant in comparison almost immediately. “As you all know my reign is coming to an end and my heir will be taking over. Keir, let’s start.”
 
   I nodded and followed Father’s lead. 
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 28
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   It has been two hours since they started the meeting. I couldn’t hear what they said, but I could almost feel the tension seeping out behind the double doors that hid them. 
 
   There was a part of me that was intimidated by the number of high-ranking vampires who stood before me, yet the other part chastised their stupidity. The rebellion should have tried harder to recruit me, because this is too sweet of a deal to pass up. No one had even ventured in the hallway for the last two hours. I looked out the window behind me. No one was even on the grounds today. 
 
   Did they send everyone away? 
 
   I tried not to let my paranoia kick in. This was going too well. 
 
   I heard some shuffling in the room and stood upright, straight eyes trained on the door. The first one out was Xin, she gave me a small smile. The others started to pile out, none looking particularly angry. In fact, many left with satisfied grins. 
 
   Raphael, Keir, and Gillard did not leave the room. They stayed there for another few moments and Raphael left. He stopped before me, his eyes caught mine. There was something dark in them that I couldn’t name. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand on edge…I bowed before him and watched as a grin slowly spread across his face. He left the hallway without another word.
 
   Keir made her way through the doorway. She stood tall as she left the room, oozing with confidence which seemed to roll off of her in waves. It was only now did I see what her father pushed her to be. She was not the same person who was sulking at the cafe in a band t-shirt and ripped jeans. Now standing before me in a suit, commanding people’s attention as she walked by, was the leader she was made to be. And she looked damn good in that suit.
 
   Keir left without a glance toward me. Gillard motioned for me to follow them and I obeyed. People parted as Keir walked through; everyone was watching her now. Whatever she did in that meeting only proved to these people that she was the rightful heir. 
 
   Her words last night were right, I realized. 
 
   Keir’s world was much vaster than mine. I couldn’t begin to imagine what it took to run an entire empire. She easily conversed with others, so I stayed far away to make sure I was not hindering her discussion, but stayed close enough to watch how she captivated the group. 
 
   I wondered what had changed from the last event to this one. Each time she would come in and laugh and joke around, that person was a shadow compared to what we saw before. 
 
   I had no way to fit in this world. This was not somewhere I belonged.
 
   I will keep you around to show Father that I can obey his order one last time until I take over, but after that I will cut ties with you and The Order. Don’t expect me to touch you in that way ever again.
 
   I had gotten too into my feelings and let myself go too much. I should have known that someone like her would have found a way to mess with me. I was stupid to think she was not as horrible as the other vampires. She had disguised herself too well, she knew exactly what to say to get me to believe her. But this didn’t make me mad. Instead, I am disappointed in how stupid I was. 
 
   “Silvia, I am glad to see you are well.” Xin came up to me, smiling softly. I let myself smile at her. 
 
   “Yes, Xin. Thank you. Nice to see you here,” I said in a polite tone but as soon as I was finished, I trained my eyes back on Keir. 
 
   There was still no sign of hostility amongst the people here nor were there really any humans. I saw a few being taken around by their vampires, but none were suspicious enough to linger on.
 
   “I am surprised to see you here on duty and not a date,” she said. 
 
   “I was always on duty,” I corrected. 
 
   Keir’s face angled toward me ever so slightly. She was checking in on me, I stiffened. I had a job to do. 
 
   “I apologize Xin but as a hunter on duty, I must refrain from being distracted. Please forgive me,” I said and moved away from her to get a better view of Keir’s moving body. 
 
   Gillard was by her side like another guard. His eyes met mine briefly as I made my way across the room with them. 
 
   You think I didn’t try to hide it?
 
   I always thought his loyalties laid with Raphael, but I am not so sure after last night. 
 
   Was it another front?
 
   I pushed the thought out of my mind. It was none of my business. 
 
   “When you are done with Keir I would like to pay for your services,” Xin said from behind me. 
 
   I didn’t realize she was following me until she spoke. I cursed internally.
 
   “You can talk to The Order if you need the hunter’s services,” I said, trying to keep my voice emotionless, however, her persistence was getting on my nerves. I did like her but this was not the time. 
 
   “Not a hunter. Yours.” 
 
   Keir came to a halt to talk to another clan leader who I recognized from the first event. He was a long blond-haired vampire with deep brown skin. Keir smiled at him and even gave him a hug. A little bit of the more playful self seemed to be pushed to the front. 
 
   “I am not sure that is an option,” I replied. 
 
   Gillard’s eyes met mine once more.
 
   “Why is that?” Xin asked and tugged on a strand of my hair. 
 
   “If my debt is paid, I no longer have a need to stay at The Order.”
 
   “Did you not do it to avenge your family?” she asked and Gillard’s eyes shot toward Keir. They were, of course, listening. 
 
   “I did it because I wanted to rid the earth of vampires who were like the ones that killed my family.”
 
   Keir’s eyes met mine now, the man she was talking to did not seem to notice and continued laughing with her. I felt a shiver go through me at her stare. It was cold.
 
   “So, I assume those vampires exists still?” Xin paused. “Or is it that you lost your hate for them? Maybe understand them a little more?”
 
   “No,” I forced out, unable to look away from Keir’s stare. 
 
   “Retirement at such a young age. Maybe freelance?” 
 
   I sighed at her persistence. I looked to her and saw a small smile play on her lips. 
 
   “I will let you know when I decide. Nothing is set until this contract is ended. If this contract does not go through, I will be a slave to The Order for the rest of my life and maybe then I will consider entering in another contract with you.”
 
   She let out a small laugh. “I would say that I hope this contract does not go through then, but I am not that coldhearted.” 
 
   “You don’t need The Order anyways,” I reminded her. 
 
   “No, but a friend would be nice.” 
 
   I felt my face get hot at her words. 
 
   “Maybe you can give me a tour of your compound after this is done.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan.” Xin went back into the crowd seemingly satisfied with my answer. 
 
   I watched her small frame disappear and let a small smile grace my face. She was an odd one. I still felt a pang of guilt when I thought about what I’d done to her clan, but I was glad that she did not harbor any ill feelings toward me. 
 
   “Friends with vampires now, huh?” Keir’s voice snapped me out of my musing. I tried not to react to her sudden presence. Her face was unreadable and her eyes were so intense that I had to look away.
 
   “Hunters don’t have friends,” I muttered.
 
   “Poor Gil, he would be disappointed to hear that,” Keir remarked. I tried not to roll my eyes at her words. “We are done here.” 
 
   Keir made her way out of the room and Gillard lightly pushed me forward to follow her. It seemed like the other clans were leaving as well, but a majority stayed and began chatting once more. 
 
   We settled in her study for the night. Instead of sitting on the couch I forced myself to stand near the wall and read. I felt the tension in the air rise as the night went on. Anyone barely spoke and I thought it may be best if I had excused myself.
 
   “Silvia, would you like to join me for a game of chess?” Gillard asked just as I worked up the nerve to excuse myself. Peering over my book I could see that he had already set up the board. 
 
   “I do not know how to play,” I admitted and turned back to my book.
 
   “I will teach you,” he offered. 
 
   I paused and looked back at the board. Was this type of interaction okay? My eyes met with Keir’s and if she heard the question in my head, she gave me a short nod.
 
   I sighed and plopped down on the couch across from Gillard. I was black. 
 
   “So these are your pieces, they each have names and roles. You have your Knight, Bishop, King, Queen, Pawn, Rook.” He held up a King. “Your goal is to get this guy.” 
 
   I regretted saying yes to this almost instantly. Gillard jumped into the rules and strategies, and I felt like my mind was about to explode. 
 
   “No, the Bishop can’t move that way,” he said softly. 
 
   I sighed.
 
   “Let’s play a game to show her first,” Keir said from her desk. 
 
   Gillard’s face broke into a big smile. “Great,” he said and motioned for me to come sit next to him. 
 
   I reluctantly got up and sat next to him, however, I left enough space between us so we were not touching. His body heat was pleasant next to me, but I hadn’t realized how cold I was until I felt his heat. 
 
   Gillard set up the pieces back to their starting positions and Keir sat in the space that I once occupied. She had taken off her dress clothes long ago and was back in the band t-shirt she wore this morning. She looked so normal sitting across from us, but the image of her today with the other clan leaders popped up in my mind once more. 
 
   I would not allow myself to be fooled. She was nothing close to normal. 
 
   “So like I said, white moves first,” Gillard said and brought the pawn that was directly in front of Raphael forward two spaces. Keir moved her queenside bishop pawn forward two spaces as well. Her elbows rested on her knees and her gaze was hyper focused on the board. 
 
   After a few moves I didn’t even try to bother remembering them. Gillard was still explaining every move with excitement, but they were both really serious about the game. Keir’s concentration never waned, even when Gillard tried to distract her. 
 
   “You see she’s trying to trick me, if I fall for her move the game will be over before you even know it,” Gillard said excitedly. His eyes were wide and there was a light in them that I hadn’t seen before. 
 
   He was really enjoying himself. I was now also leaning on my knees for support, mostly watching his and Keir’s reactions. I had seen some glimpses of this before, yet I never saw him so excited. It stirred something unexpected in me and almost made me uncomfortable. I couldn’t name what was so uncomfortable about watching these two play chess so intently. 
 
   “Are you surprised?” Keir asked. 
 
   My eyes were torn away from Gillard’s concentrated face. 
 
   “That vampires can play chess?” I asked, not sure where she was going with her line of questioning. 
 
   “That it’s so human.” 
 
   All the thoughts in my mind came to a complete halt. 
 
   Human? 
 
   I looked at Gillard. He paid no mind to our conversation and continued to stare at the chessboard. His eyes were darting back and forth, he was playing out the moves in his head like he had been for the past hour.
 
   Keir was right, but it wasn’t that I was surprised. It’s that I was uncomfortable that a vampire could be so human. That a creature like them, a blood sucking, soulless monster, could seem so…human. I was uncomfortable because it felt like a lie.
 
    Don’t expect me to touch you in that way ever again.
 
   They all lie. 
 
   Gillard suddenly cried out, “Checkmate!” His shining eyes met mine. He’d taken off his glasses long ago and now I could fully see all the emotion showing in his eyes. 
 
   Why did this feel so real then?
 
   “Good job,” Keir praised him with a hint of smugness in her voice. She leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest.
 
   “Do you want to try?” Gillard asked. His smile dropped slightly when he saw my face. 
 
   “I’d like to watch you again,” I said truthfully. “I never imagined you were such a chess fan.” 
 
   “Keir and I played all the time over the years. She is the one who taught me, so if I can beat her it shows that all those years losing never went to waste.” 
 
   Gillard set the board once more but allowed Keir to be white this time.
 
   “It only took a few hundred years.” Keir jabbed and Gillard had the audacity to pout. 
 
   I felt like I was seeing a well-kept secret. He was such a different person when we were outside the walls of these rooms. 
 
   ￼I sat back and this time instead of Gillard, I focused on Keir. She shifted slightly under my gaze, but her eyes never left the board. 
 
   Let’s see what kind of secrets she could show. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Turns out Gillard was not the only one who loved their games. The next game Keir won faster than expected. Over the next hour they played five games each, moving faster than what I could keep up with. I realized before that they were slowing down not just for the sake of my learning, but it seemed that Keir let Gillard win. 
 
   Gillard had lost all the games after that and his mood had plummeted. 
 
   “You let me win, didn’t you?” Gillard said after he lost yet another game. He ran his hands through his hair for the tenth time. 
 
   Keir actually gave him a full smile, one that I hadn’t seen in a while. Her hair was also a mess, but she was way more relaxed than what he was. Throughout the game I would see a glint in her eyes and then a smirk, but before I knew it the game was over. 
 
   Her eyes had met mine far too many times. I hated to admit that I was entranced by her. Not just by her performance today, but the whole juxtaposition between the two personas that gave me whiplash. There was the Keir who was cold and heartless, also dressed to impress. The one fit to rule the kingdom her dad made. And then there was this one. It was messy and relaxed, she smiled and joked, and wore casual clothing that was a far cry from what someone in her position should be wearing. 
 
   “You haven’t practiced enough,” she chided. “I gave you so many chances, yet you didn’t see any of them.” 
 
   Gillard groaned. “Show off,” he muttered and buried his head in his hands.
 
   “The human must be tired,” Keir said. 
 
   The human. 
 
   Right. No matter what I just witnessed they were still vampires. 
 
   “Yes, it is late,” I said and got up, stretching my cramped sides. “See you in the morning.” 
 
   There was a good night from Gillard and then I heard the board being reset once more as I went back to my room. I felt relieved that I would not be woken up by excessive screaming tonight.
 
   My bed was too comfortable to even try and stay awake. It was not long after I tucked myself in that I found myself falling asleep.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 29
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Do you think she enjoyed herself?” Gillard asked as he cleaned up the chessboard. He had lost yet again and had finally decided to give up.
 
   “Was that your plan?” 
 
   His light blush gave me the answer I needed. 
 
   “I just wanted to show her something fun. She looked so…off today,” Gillard said, his voice somber. 
 
   She did look off, but we both knew why that was. 
 
   “You should try and find out what other things she enjoys,” I offered.
 
   “She likes coffee,” he said decisively. 
 
   I rolled my eyes. 
 
   “And you buy her coffee every morning,” I noted. “You know if I didn’t know any better, I would say you are trying to date her.”
 
   “You know that’s not what I am trying to do,” he objected, but his face slightly softened. “Must you push her away so much?”
 
   “You know the answer to that and it will not change because of a chess game.” I let the annoyance show in my voice. “Do not push it. You were the one who said she was supposed to save me from Raphael. Let her do that.”
 
   “Maybe we could—”
 
   “No,” I said, much louder than necessary. “Why are you so insistent today?”
 
   “Because I saw how you looked at her when we talked. You only tried to win because she was watching. You stared at her more than the board. You may have said it was all a lie, but I don’t believe you.” His fists were clenched at his sides and his breathing came out rougher. “I just…never saw you look at someone like that before.”
 
   “Let’s not go down this road.” I sighed. 
 
   ￼Gillard thankfully dropped it and left not too long afterward. Silvia had been asleep for a while now and it seemed like she was finally able to get a decent night’s sleep. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I am not going.” 
 
   “You have to. It was requested by Raphael.” Gillard sighed and sat down on the couch with a huff. It was early and I was already given such rotten news.
 
   “Silvia stays here.”
 
   “You know you can’t do that.” 
 
   “I can and I will.” 
 
   “Raphael will assume you cannot handle it,” Gillard pointed out. “It is three days. You go there, give them some flattering words about the future of the two clans, then leave.”
 
   “They are dangerous to humans.” I slammed my hand down on my desk, knowing that I would have dented it. 
 
   “She is a hunter; she will have her weapons and she will have you,” he said. 
 
   “But not you.”
 
   “I am not welcome there.” Gillard sighed. “Ever since I had left, they found any reason to attack me when they are near. I am more of a danger than having a human there.”
 
   I pushed the air out of my lungs. This was a mess. Father did this on purpose, he was testing me. He knew I hated the Noctis, who was the oldest clan out there. While I had no personal grudge against them, it would be hard to stand there and watch the way their stares devoured Silvia.
 
   Even though Gillard was once a part of their clan, but left because he could not handle their blood thirstiness, they did not take traitors lightly.
 
   “We will leave in two hours. I want to get this over with as soon as possible. We will be back on Wednesday. No, make it Tuesday night. We will leave as soon as we can.” I paused. “I will give Silvia the news. Please prepare the flight tickets.”
 
   Gillard nodded and quickly left the room. I sighed and followed him out, then paused at Silvia’s door. 
 
   This was a bad idea. 
 
   I knocked lightly.
 
   “Silvia, we have to do something urgent. Can you get ready quickly?” I asked and heard her sheets ruffle, but she did not get up. Usually she was a light sleeper. “Silvia?” I heard her rustle some more, however, she still did not awaken. 
 
   I sighed and let myself into her room. She was surrounded by blankets and her long hair was fanned out across her pillows. She was still sound asleep. 
 
   I almost didn’t want to wake her, yet I walked over and shook her arm. Her eyelids fluttered open and as soon as they did, her heart sped up. I kept my smile.
 
   ￼“We have urgent business. Please get ready and meet me outside.”
 
   She nodded and quickly got up. I tried not to focus on the way the slip she wore barely covered her body. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Two hours passed and we were already in the plane before Silvia was fully awake. It seemed like she really couldn’t function without coffee. I was thankful that my family owned a private jet, but having her so close to me set me on edge. I almost wished that there were more people around. It was so easy to imagine all we could do in this confined space.
 
   She did not look any different than normal, however, this was the first time we’d been alone together since the incident. No one would know if I brushed the hair off her sleeping face right now. No one would know if I planted a small kiss on the crease of her brow. We have complete privacy now, even cameras were not allowed on this jet. 
 
   The pilot let us know we would be landing soon and Silvia stirred awake. Her eyes were wide open when she had realized she’d dozed off yet again. When her eyes met mine her heart started pounding again. I almost groaned.
 
   I pulled my eyes painfully away from her, watching the clouds as they rolled across the plane’s wings.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “They are not like other clans. You must remain with me at all times,” I said to Silvia before we got off the jet. 
 
   The air here was already more polluted than back in Seattle and the air was just slightly warmer. I wrinkled my nose at the feeling. The sun was setting so it was easy to still see the vampire that awaited us.. 
 
   “Do not speak to them unless I give the okay.”
 
   She only nodded at my words. I inhaled a deep, calming breath and regretted it when her scent hit me like a truck. I cleared my throat and headed off the plane with her close by. 
 
   “Keir, I am so happy you decided to grace us on such short notice,” Victor said, coming up to give me a hug. 
 
   His youthful looks always surprised me. Unlike most heirs he was a made vampire. The previous clan head preferred them young, hence why Victor was turned at seventeen. I hoped that would not fool Silvia. He was older than me, and I didn’t need the stories to tell me how brutally he had murdered the clan head. It was written all over that lying face.
 
   I returned his hug and let out a small laugh. “I am not sure I will have time after this month, so now is as good a time as any.” 
 
   Victor’s eyes caught Silvia immediately. “You have a little hunter,” he said, his red eyes narrowing. 
 
   I pushed my panic down.
 
   “Yes,” I said, matching his tone. “Father has requested for her presence until the transfer of power, in case those pesky humans try their new device on me.”
 
   “A smart man,” he said, his eyes not moving from Silvia’s. He inhaled deeply. “She smells nice.”
 
   I saw Silvia’s jaw twitch slightly and she looked at me. I shook my head. 
 
   “Yes, but she is a dangerous one. Don’t push her too hard,” I said and pulled Victor to the limo. 
 
   When he finally pulled his eyes away from her, he shot me a smile. “Understood,” he said and chuckled darkly.
 
   Victor and I fell into easy conversation throughout the ride. I was happy to see that he had almost completely ignored Silvia’s presence. 
 
   “Seattle to New York is not an easy trip. Your human must need rest,” he said, his eyes trained on Silvia. 
 
   “Yes, I am feeling a bit tired myself so I will rest as well,” I responded. Given his look there would be no way that I would let her go by herself. 
 
   ￼“Oh yes. I see,” he mused and gave me an almost sinister smile. “I have just the room for you two.” 
 
   Silvia stiffening was seen by both of us and it seemed to excite Victor more. I cursed Father silently.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Victor showed us to a lavish room. Their bed was too big for just a mere human, so I knew which conclusions he gathered. Good. He needed to know to stay away. 
 
   Silvia went into the room and put down the backpack of stuff she was carrying. 
 
   “You haven’t scented her,” Victor remarked. “You of all people should know that is dangerous in this compound.”
 
   I swallowed my words. He was right, but I hated the way he’d said it. 
 
   Your fight has never been with him, I reminded myself.
 
   “I will have to change that,” I murmured too low for Silvia to hear.
 
   “Hmm. Yes, if not I suspect that she may get an unexpected visitor tonight. You know how we love our humans here.” 
 
   Victor laughed and left after a pat on my back. Silvia heard his words clearly and she met me with wide eyes. I closed the door behind me and sighed. 
 
   “This is not how I wished for this to go,” I admitted. Her heart sped up again. “I will need to scent you.”
 
   I watched her swallow. She was contemplating what I was saying. I didn’t want to tell her that she didn’t have a choice.
 
   “Let me wash first,” she said and quickly disappeared into the bathroom after gathering her sleep wear. 
 
   It was a smart move that surprised me. She would probably not be able to shower until we left here unless she wanted to be scented a second time.
 
   I felt a tightening in my stomach at the thought. I wanted to do more than scent her. 
 
   Sitting down on the bed, I waited patiently for her to get out of the shower. It was hard not to remember our last time in the shower.
 
   You have free reign of the room here, a voice whispered in the back of my head. He expects it from you.
 
   I wondered if this was what Father’s test was. Did he really expect me to not scent her?
 
   She came out in her silk slip. Her hair was still wet and some droplets fell onto her slip. I swallowed. What was her issue with not wearing a bra to sleep? Her nipples were poking out of the slip like they were begging to be set free. 
 
   Without a word she moved her hair to one side and positioned herself in front of me so I had access to her neck. The submissive nature of the pose ignited a fire in my veins. 
 
   “It may be a trap from Father,” I said, my voice betraying all the feelings that were bottled up inside me. 
 
   “Then don’t do it,” she said simply. Her voice was unwavering, her eyes daring, but she did not move. 
 
   “You will shower before we leave on Tuesday,” I said and gripped the opposite side of her neck, pulling her closer to me. Even if I couldn’t hear how fast her heart was, I could see it through her neck. 
 
   “Yes.” 
 
   I didn’t delay any longer. In one swoop I grabbed my tongue across her neck and tasted her skin. Times like these I wondered how she would react to my bite. I wanted to taste her blood again but would not dare to cross that boundary. 
 
   Silvia braced herself on the bed as I dragged my tongue against her neck again and almost made it to her ear. Against my better judgment I bit it lightly. She sucked in a sharp breath and not a moment later I smelt her arousal. I gripped tighter at her throat. Her hand gripped at my shirt and pulled me in closer. 
 
   “That should suffice,” I lied, barely able to force the words out of my dry throat. I didn’t want to remove my hand from her skin. It was so soft and so warm; I had longed to touch her and now that I had the chance, I didn’t want to let go. However, I didn’t have to make the choice. She did for me. 
 
   Silvia slowly stood up straight and refused to look at me as she walked around the bed and climbed in. Her heart was too loud for me to concentrate. I cleared my throat and stood up to leave the room. 
 
   You know how we love our humans here.
 
   I forced myself out of the room without looking back. 
 
   “Playing with fire, Keir.” Victor chuckled as I entered the dining room. He motioned for me to sit down next to him. 
 
   I obeyed and let out a loud sigh. Blood was poured into a glass for me and I took a greedy gulp.
 
   “Hunters,” I spat out, like it was a curse. 
 
   Hunters I did hate, but maybe just not that specific hunter. I still had to force myself to calm down.
 
   “We have some humans here you could borrow for the night,” he offered. 
 
   I felt my mouth go dry.
 
   “No need,” I waved him off. “Let’s get to the point. My father will be stepping down at the end of the month, which means your business dealings will be going through me from now on.” 
 
   Victor hummed as he drank his own cup of blood. 
 
   “Yes. I was thinking about changing the terms,” he stated and ran the tip of his finger around the rim of his cup. “My men want free reign of the cities humans. New York is terribly populated with them. I’m not sure a few more going missing would be an issue.”
 
   I gritted my teeth. I knew the bastard was up to no good.
 
   “You know The Order would have our heads for that,” I warned
 
   “It’s great that you have one of their playthings then, right?” He let out a dark chuckle. 
 
   “She is hardly a decision maker,” I said, fighting the urge to pummel the young heir into the ground. 
 
   “But she is important.” His eyes narrowed. “Use her to get more relaxed laws on our people. Not just for my clan but for all clans.”
 
   “The other clans follow the rules,” I growled at him. 
 
   His eyes glinted against the dim lighting of the dining room light. “They do, but they have asked me to bargain with you. You see they are afraid to, however…I am not.” He leaned his head back, looking relaxed, yet like his words, his eyes were dangerous. 
 
   “Did my father put you up to this?” I squeezed the glass tightly in my hand, trying to get a hold on my breathing. Anger flowed freely through my veins. 
 
   “It would be a lie if I told you he was not involved. But getting something so close to The Order. I didn’t know how he did it.” 
 
   I cursed. This whole time I thought I was just rebelling against Father. Instead, I played right into his hand. 
 
   “I refuse.” 
 
   “If you do, I will take her myself.” 
 
   My glass broke at his word, blood spilling all over the white tablecloth. “If you do that, I will take it as if you want to sever our alliance.” 
 
   “Go ahead. Then we wouldn’t have to abide by your rules.” He smiled at me. “Even more humans for us to harvest.” 
 
   “How long have you been planning this?” I got up, throwing the chair out of my way. It took all the strength I had not to launch across the table and tear the bastards throat out.
 
   “Long enough,” he answered, his smile dropping. “You either have us run free, killing however we please, or you will blackmail The Order into expanding our harvests.”
 
   Maybe I could negotiate with The Order before it’s too late.
 
   “How big?” 
 
   “That’s more like it,” he said and gave me a mocking clap of his hands. “Right now we are limited to criminals, but many of them are too old for our taste and their blood is rotten. Or, of course, those humans who willingly provide blood, but they are in high demand.” 
 
   “Get on with it.”
 
   “We want orphans.” 
 
   I felt my stomach turn. 
 
   “We want to take them in and have them serve as fresh blood banks and when they are old enough, we want to breed them.” 
 
   “You’re disgusting,” I spat out. “We don’t feed on minors nor should we treat humans like cattle. How do you expect to repair our relationship with humans with this plan?”
 
   “I don’t.” His eyes narrowed. “We need blood, Keir. So, it’s either this plan or you can give us full reign of the cities. Make a curfew, anything out past a certain time is free game.”
 
   “This isn’t a game.” I slammed my fist on the table, splitting it.
 
   “Then use your brain to think of something better. We don’t care how we get it, but this will not suffice.”
 
   I growled and showed myself out, then ran back to the room Silvia was in. I let out a sigh of relief when I saw that she was in her bed unharmed. 
 
   Use her as blackmail.
 
   I couldn’t. Looking at her sleeping face now I felt my chest squeeze painfully. 
 
   Would she forgive me if I let them reign free? They would take far too many lives. There would be no stopping them. 
 
   I felt sick thinking of their proposal to take the orphans. 
 
   Disgusting. 
 
   I let out a pitiful laugh, sounding too much like Silvia. 
 
   I collapsed onto the cold ground. There had to be a better way.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 30
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was awoken by Keir shaking me lightly. When I opened my eyes I was met with her serious face.
 
   “Did something happen?” I asked. 
 
   Suddenly, panic shot through me. It was still dark.
 
   Without another word she slowly leaned down and pressed her lips to mine. I was surprised by her actions but I didn’t question them. I’d wanted more than anything to feel her again, even if it was temporary, even if I had to hate her again in the morning. 
 
   Her kisses turned from slow to heated very quickly and she climbed on top of me. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I tried,” she said and kissed down my neck. “I’m sorry.” Kiss. “I’m sorry.” 
 
   She pulled my slip up and exposed my breast. I threaded my finger through her hair and her lips closed around my nipple.
 
   “It’s okay,” I groaned and arched into her mouth, feeling my core clench. 
 
   Her hands gripped my hips tightly. She bit down on my nipple and I let out a cry. One hand came to cover my mouth.
 
   “Vampire hearing,” she mumbled against my nipple. She trailed kisses down my stomach and her free hand yanked down my panties as she went. She kissed my mound, while looking up at me through hooded eyes. 
 
   I felt myself flush under her stare but it made her action more arousing. With her eyes still connected to mine, her lips found themselves on my wetness. 
 
   I moaned against her hand and felt her smile against me. Her tongue darted out and she begun lazily lapping up the wetness that gathered. Her hand that had taken my panties off came around to rub circles against the bundle of nerves at my core. I bucked into her hand and felt her speed up her motions.
 
   I cursed against her hand, but she only gripped my mouth harder. Her fingers were replaced with her mouth and she plunged them into me. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said once more and began pumping in and out of me. She kept murmuring against me, but I couldn’t hear her over my own moans. 
 
   Her thrusts became hard and I found myself quickly falling over the edge, which sent shock waves through my body. 
 
   But Keir didn’t stop. 
 
   She continued pumping in and out of me as she trailed kisses up my body. When she finally reached my mouth, she pulled her hand away and crashed her lips with mine. She was desperate. Her movements were harsh and rushed. It felt like this would be the last time we were together like this, like she was trying to race the clock. 
 
   That’s probably for the best.
 
   She slightly pulled back, allowing my noises to fill the room. Her eyes watched me intently and my stomach began to coil once more.
 
   “Keir, I—”
 
   “Do you hate me?” she asked, pumping harder than before. My mind searched for an answer. “Do you hate me?”
 
   “I can’t—” 
 
   I was so close I couldn’t think straight.
 
   “Answer,” she growled and nipped my neck.
 
   “No,” I forced out and came once more in her hands.
 
   Keir laid down next to me and pulled me closer. She pulled her fingers out and rubbed circles on my clit. 
 
   “Don’t lie.” She growled but kept her pace. Popping her head on her hand, she stared down at my body, taking in every movement and squirm she caused with her fingers.
 
   “I’m…not,” I answered. 
 
   Her face was unreadable. I suspected once she heard what I had to say, she would be happier.
 
   “You should hate me,” she said and picked up her pace just enough for me to lose my breath. “It’s better that way.”
 
   “I don’t want to,” I admitted, spreading my legs further. 
 
   She smirked at my actions and slipped her finger lower. 
 
   “I don’t want you to either,” she said and captured my lips once more.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 31
 
   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
   Ugh, I felt like shit. Propping my head up on my hand, I watched Silvia finally fell asleep. I don’t know how many times I’d apologized to her last night. My only hope was that she wouldn’t forget them.
 
   My heart broke when she told me she no longer hated me. It was all I wanted to hear but I hoped she would still have enough in her to hate me. I didn’t care about covering anything up now. There were bruises left on her neck and she reeked of my scent.
 
   I didn’t plan to go as far as we had but after I had made the decision, I knew this may be the last time we could be this way. She would go back to hating me soon, yet hearing the way she moaned my name made me almost forget it all, made me almost forget what pushed me to give in.
 
   I kissed her forehead before leaving the bed once more. I pulled my clothes back on and made my way out of the room. It was easy to find Victor. He was in the garden and stank of blood.
 
   “Aren’t you making it harder on yourself?” he mused, sending me a wicked smile. 
 
   “When do you need this done by?” I asked, not getting any closer to him than necessary. 
 
   “Before the transfer of power, or we will publicly say we do not support you as king.”
 
   I clenched my fists at my side. “I will fight to expand the reach to all prisons, giving you more than enough blood. But I refuse to give you orphans.”
 
   “Really, that’s it?” he whined and then pouted. 
 
   “You do not need more. You already have people willing to donate to you as well.”
 
   “Curfew or no deal.”
 
   I wanted so badly to throttle him. One look in his eyes told me he would not be playing this game. 
 
   “Fine, but there has to be exemptions.”
 
   “No exemptions,” he muttered, fighting back.
 
   “You are being too difficult.” I sighed. 
 
   He smiled in response. “Take it or leave it.”
 
   “Fine,” I growled. 
 
   ￼“Did you tell her what you are about to do while you were fucking her?” he asked, the amusement clear in his voice. “Did you tell her that you’re willing to trade her life to get your way?”
 
   “Shut up,” I snapped. “Call your car, we are not waiting until tonight. We are leaving now.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was a tense plane ride back home. We were back in our roles but as promised, she left my scent on her. If someone could not smell us, they would think from the outside that we had nothing to do with each other. 
 
   It was better this way.
 
   We were home before sunset. 
 
   “Go to your room, I need to talk to Father,” I hissed at Silvia as soon as we arrived home, then I left her without another word. 
 
   I kicked Father’s study door open. He met my stare with his own narrowed eyes. 
 
   “What do you think you are doing?” he growled.
 
   “How long have you been planning to use the hunter as bait?” I growled back, stomping over and pushing all the papers off his desk. I bared my teeth at him. 
 
   His lips twitched. “Since I ordered you to get a hunter. You are too predictable. Of course, you would plow through them like they were nothing. It was only a matter of time before we got one of any use.”
 
   “It doesn’t make any sense when the sound devices are a real threat.”
 
   “They are not. The rebellion isn’t that smart,” he scoffed.
 
   “They broke into our event!” The desk cracked under me. “They shot at you!”
 
   “I paid them to do it,” he explained. It suddenly felt like time had stopped. “The threat needed to seem real to keep them around.”
 
   “I can’t believe you. That’s why you were so pissed that The Order wanted her back.”
 
   “By next week I expect the preparations to be made,” he said without remarking on my comment. 
 
   “Or what?” I dared
 
   “Or I kill her myself,” he answered and leaned back in his chair. There was a full-blown grin on his face. “You seem to like her an awful lot for being a hunter.”
 
   Gillard rushed into the office and tried to grab me, but I pushed him away.
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch her.”
 
   “Then follow through with the plan. If you do that you will become king and we will be able to get more blood.”
 
   I spat in his face and stormed out of the room.
 
   Gillard was understandably confused. He followed me demanding answers, but I didn’t stop walking until I was safely on the edge of the compound away from everyone. If anyone else came to me now I was sure I would kill them in my rage. 
 
   “Did you know?” I questioned Gillard, turning to grip the front of his shirt.
 
   “What are you talking about?” he asked, his eyes wide.
 
   “The plan to use Silvia against The Order?” I growled at him. 
 
   His eyes searched my face as if it could provide him the answer to all the nonsense I was spewing. 
 
   “No. I never knew of such a plan,” he admitted. 
 
   I relaxed my grip on him and let him go. I took in a deep breath, then recapped the last twenty-four hours for him, reciting all the information I was told. With each sentence said, his face lost its light.
 
   “Orphans?” he echoed.
 
   “A whole farm.” I let out a bitter laugh. “A curfew and expansion to all prisons.”
 
   “A curfew would be chaos.” Gillard’s eyebrows pushed together. “Does Silvia know?”
 
   “No,” I said. “That would defeat the purpose of blackmail, no?”
 
   “There has to be another way,” Gillard muttered. 
 
   “There is no other way. I have tried to think of one, but I can’t.” My voice came out hoarse and I felt the back of my throat burn. “We will go to The Order in two days after the contracts are prepared and demand the changes.”
 
   “And if they refuse?”
 
   “Then we will tell them we will kill their most valued hunter, but only after we have drained all the useful knowledge of The Order from her.” 
 
   I tried not to imagine what she would look like once we were done with her. 
 
   ￼“Keir…”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After the two days were up, I went to The Order personally and requested a meeting with the captain. I twitched in the hallway waiting for the guard to send me in. I’d been ignoring Silvia as best I could and each moment weighed on my conscience. 
 
   “Heir. What an unexpected visit,” he said, then motioned for me to sit across from him. I dropped the stack of revised contract papers on his desk and was met with a raised brow.
 
   “We need to discuss changes to our agreement.” I sat down and watched as he slowly picked up the stack and looked through it.
 
   “This is not about Silvia,” He trailed off.
 
   “It affects her,” I corrected. “ My Father and a few other concerned parties are asking for a change in our contract. Not enough quality blood they say.”
 
   His eyes narrowed and then met mine. 
 
   “You know there is no way we will agree to this, right?” His voice was cautious. He crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back, waiting for me to speak.
 
   “I know.”
 
   “Then why are you here?” He asked raising an eyebrow at me.
 
   “I need your help.” I paused. “Silvia, will need your help.”
 
   He leaned closer suddenly very interested in what I had to say.
 
   “What did you do to her?” I saw anger flash his eyes. Even with the nervousness I was feeling, a smile played at my lips. I knew the old bastard would care. 
 
   “Nothing, yet.” I cleared my throat . “But if this works, Silvia will be safe and Father will be out of the picture.” 
 
   His heart picked up speed.
 
   “You are going to kill him.” He summarized.
 
   I gave him a smile in response.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 32
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I have been stuck in my room for three days. Keir nor Gillard had been in to see me, but I had heard the door to her room open and close multiple times.
 
   When I try to leave, I am met with the faces of vampire guards who I have never seen before. They asked me politely to go back into my room. I knew better than to force my way out. 
 
   “Food, Miss Silvia,” Emma, my new babysitter, said in a cheery voice as she slowly entered. She seemed young and had kind brown eyes. She was the only one to give me the time of day. 
 
   I felt a twinge of guilt when I saw her.
 
   “Emma, you are too kind,” I said with a fake smile. She returned a real one to me. “You should keep me company while I eat. It’s been lonely.” 
 
   Her smile faltered a bit. “That may not be best,” she said, shifting uncomfortably. 
 
   “Please,” I said, giving her a pout. 
 
   She sighed and begun to sit down. My lips twitched and my fingers found the hilt of my dagger I’d hidden in my clothes before she came in. 
 
   “Emma, get out there,” Luther scolded, peeking through the open doorway. 
 
   He was the far less agreeable one. His deep green eyes glared daggers at me that was only obstructed by the brown hair which flopped into his eyes. 
 
   Disgusting.
 
   Before Emma could move, I lunged at her, tackling her to the ground. I pressed my dagger up against her neck, then looked up, satisfied to see that he was a weak vampire. 
 
   “Tell me what is happening,” I demanded Luther, pricking the sides of Emma’s throat. She whimpered but did not move.
 
   “You are not privy to that knowledge,” Luther said and stalked toward me. I drew blood from her neck.
 
   “Please Silvia, we are just doing our job,” Emma begged.
 
   “Tell me what you know,” I demanded, pushing my knife further into her throat and letting the blood pool and stain the carpet.
 
   Luther let out a growl and moved forward. I dragged my knife across Emma’s neck just as Luther pinned me to the ground. I saw Emma get up clothing her neck, her eyes wide as blood leaked out of her neck. Just a quick look told me it would not be deep enough to seriously maim.
 
   Luther’s face was twisted into a feral snarl over me. He was using all his strength to keep me down. I tried not to hiss at the feeling of him crushing my wrists.
 
   “Luther, up,” commanded an all too familiar voice. 
 
   Luther let go of me easily. I rolled my wrists and scrambled to my feet, glaring daggers at Keir’s form. 
 
   “Explain,” I demanded. 
 
   Her red eyes took in the bloodstain on the carpet and then met mine. Her eyes were the same as the night in New York. Unreadable, but there was something going on behind them, calculating something unknown. 
 
   “Take her,” she ordered and suddenly four more vampires ran at speeds I couldn’t keep up with. 
 
   My arms were forcefully pinned behind me and I was pushed forward. I let out a screech and hit my heel against my other shoe, releasing the hidden blade. I used the arms that were holding my own to steady myself and swung my foot toward the nearest vampire. They didn’t have enough time to dodge and the blade tore through the fabric covering their chest. 
 
   “Don’t touch me,” I snapped and headbutted the vampire who held my arms behind me. I felt my head explode in pain, but heard a satisfying crunch and a pained groan from the vampire. Their hands loosened just enough for me to pull myself free. 
 
   I dove for my dagger. One of the vampire’s hands wrapped around my ankle trying to stop me, but my fingers just reached the dagger’s hilt. I gripped it tightly and turned around to face the male vampire who was scrambling over me. I smiled and threw the dagger, hitting him straight in the head. His body slumped over me. I pushed him off and pulled my dagger out of his head. The other vampires kept some space between us.
 
   “Don’t do this,” Keir’s voice said from behind me.
 
   I gritted my teeth and turned around to meet her.
 
   “What is the meaning of this?” I demanded. 
 
   I waved my dagger back around at the vampires who were around us, but that didn’t stop them from closing in. I was cornered.
 
   “You are no longer under contract with us,” she explained. Her eyes bore into me. 
 
   I don’t want you to either.
 
   “Then let me go,” I begged, stalking closer to her. 
 
   Keir took a small step back. 
 
   I felt my stomach twist at her movement. 
 
   “I can’t,” she said, her voice finally showing emotion. 
 
   I’m sorry.
 
   I’m sorry.
 
   I’m sorry.
 
   “You planned this since New York,” I said, putting the pieces together.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “Go with them. What happens now is inevitable.” 
 
   “You’re the same as your father,” I spat. 
 
   In a last-ditch effort I lunged at her. She held out her arms like she was going to embrace me. I slammed into her and pushed us into the wall behind her. I brought my dagger up to her neck and pushed hard enough to break her skin. 
 
   “I will kill you,” I rasped, my throat closing painfully. 
 
   “An honor,” she whispered. Her eyebrows were pulled together. And with her hands on my waist, she was letting me do all this. 
 
   “Fight me,” I hissed, pushing the blade further. Blood came out steadier and flowed down her shirt, staining the fabric. 
 
   Anger and hurt filled me. It felt like I would explode with it. But I couldn’t push the blade further. I had her right where I needed, but I couldn’t end her life when she gave me such a pitiful look.
 
   “Take her,” she ordered again. 
 
   This time I let the vampires take me. They promptly grabbed my weapon and took off my shoes. Keir watched the whole process and I watched her. They pushed me out of my room and down to the basement of the house. I knew where I was going. 
 
   I didn’t understand the turn of events that would cause them to null my contract and keep me in their dungeons. Was it New York? Because I was with Keir again? I started to feel sick. She told me it was a ploy. I was stupid to believe that it was not. 
 
   The vampire holding my arms pushed me roughly into the dungeon entrance and my stomach turned to lead when I saw what was before us. 
 
   It was a chair. A chair with straps. It was inclined back to give people a full view of the person who was to be strapped there. 
 
   And that person would be me.
 
   I screamed and dropped to my knees, pulling on the vampires’ hands. They knew this time to keep them tight. I kicked and screamed, trying to free myself, trying to run away from what was about to happen. 
 
   Turning my head around, I glared at Keir. “I should have fucking killed you!” 
 
   A vampire dragged me closer to the chair. I jerked violently, trying to free myself. The other vampire came over and tried to grab my legs, but I sent a kick their way and threw them off balance. 
 
   “I trusted you!” I yelled at her. I felt tears fall down my cheeks. 
 
   Keir refused to meet my eyes. She found the floor more worthy.
 
   “Stop struggling,” the vampire holding me grunted, then he jerked me forward again.
 
   “Look at me!” 
 
   The other vampire finally got a hold of my flailing legs and both of them carried me toward the chair. 
 
   “Fucking coward! I’ll kill you!” 
 
   They threw me against the cold metal chair and two other vampires came to strap me in. They pulled the leather straps across my skin and tied them as tight as they could, then did the same for my head. I couldn’t move. All I could do was stare at the monster in front of me. 
 
   “I’ve been waiting for this,” Raphael said, stepping into the dungeon with a smirk on his face. 
 
   He was followed by Gillard, who took one look at me and covered his mouth. 
 
   “What did The Order say?” Raphael asked Keir. He stalked over to the holding area, making sure to stay far away from me. 
 
   “They refused our terms,” Keir answered. Her eyes finally met mine. 
 
   I wanted to scream at her. She had the audacity to wear such a pained expression when she was the one who’d done this. 
 
   “A pity,” Raphael murmured, but from the way his eyes roamed my form, I knew it was a delight rather than a pity. 
 
   “They will change their mind when they see what becomes of her,” Keir said.
 
   Disgusting.
 
   “The Order won’t bend over backwards for me if that’s what you are thinking!” I shouted, jerking against my restraints. “You might as well kill me.” 
 
   “Even so.” Raphael walked over and ran his hand down my stomach. “We will get all the information we can out of you about them. Once we do, we will destroy them.” 
 
   I swallowed the bile that rose up within me.
 
   “I am nothing but a pawn. Try your best. I am not privy to any information that would benefit you,” I lied. 
 
   I was a pawn but there was a lot of information from the past missions I’d been on. They could easily blackmail The Order with the list of clients I had worked with. 
 
   Good riddance, a voice whispered in the back of my mind. 
 
   “We will see.” He let out a small laugh and joined Keir. “Start.” 
 
   The same vampires who’d tied me down swarmed around me. 
 
   Gillard never once looked up as they cut my skin, or as they beat me. Keir on the other hand, never took her eyes away from mine. Even as I screamed and cried, she would watch me intently. I don’t know how long it lasted but I had blacked out multiple times. The Order had prepared us for events like this. I had once laughed because it felt like they were training us like cheap assassins but I was grateful for it now.
 
   There was a voice telling me in the back of my mind that I should just give the whole Order up. That I should tell them anything they wanted. Give them the client lists. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. These were the type of people The Order was founded to bring down. They may have slipped through the cracks but after this, there would be no doubt that even if I died, an army of hunters would be sent to take them out. 
 
   I thought of my parents when the pain got too much. It was hard to remember their smiles, even harder to remember Jane’s. It had only been a few years but my memories were getting fuzzy. I could barely remember their voices now. I focused on the parts I remembered the most, the late nights staying up with Jane eating whatever we could get our hands on, the rare day off with Mom and Dad, birthdays. Maybe it’d best they weren’t here any longer, I would hate for them to see the disappointment I have become. 
 
   I don’t know how long we stayed underground, but I knew it spanned across multiple days only because there was a small beam of light that was hellbent on burning my eyes out. It was not long until they would get back to work. It became routine for them. They would laugh at my pain. I wondered what the captain would think if he could see me now, would he be just as disappointed?
 
   You did this, I imagined. 
 
   I couldn’t trust the voices, though. There were stupid ones. Ones that made me want to cry out for my dead mother. Ones that begged Keir to stop this madness. Ones that begged Gillard to just fucking look at me. But I bottled those up, or at least I tried to. I knew I let some slip, much to Luther’s liking. I knew he was a slimy little bastard but seeing him here take so much pleasure in what he was doing solidified my feelings. 
 
   They waterboarded me for the first time today, not knowing that it was The Order’s favorite torture technique. It had been a while but I understood the basics. Didn’t help the fact that growing–almost drowning–was the worst way to go. The water pushed through every crevice and burned its way through. It was not a fire burn, But a burning that felt like it stripped away everything inside me. A burning that left me empty.
 
   “Just tell me you biggest jobs. We already know the number you did on Dimitri but who hired you?” Luther urged as I coughed my lungs out yet again. 
 
   “Your mom after I fucked her in your childhood bed,” I spat back. 
 
   My throat was burning so bad that it felt like sandpaper.
 
   He growled and tipped the chair back and covered my face again. 
 
   I blacked out shortly after. I wished it was a real death but sadly I was woken up to his favorite hobby, cutting. And this time he was carving a line down my face. 
 
   “Your eyes are too pretty to ruin.” He purred as a groan escaped from my lips. “I want to see both of them when I can finally fuck you.” 
 
   “You seem to be enjoying this a little too much, Luther.” I laughed and spat blood in his face. My stomach rolled when he licked it off his lips. He moved down to carve a line down my stomach, laughing as he did so.
 
   “Oh, I do.” He chuckled. “I wanted to drink from you but they said I would have to wait.” He pouted, looking like a child. 
 
   I fought against the shivers that filled my body. I was losing heat and knew I would pass out again. However, I refused to look at Keir. Every time I did, I felt her words take over my mind. 
 
   “If you talk, they will stop,” Gillard’s pained voice said from behind the vampires that were currently hunched over my body. 
 
   “Looks like we will be here awhile then,” I said sarcastically. 
 
   I wouldn’t be surprised if he left soon. Given his reaction he seemed to not be able to handle this type of interrogation. 
 
   “Don’t you want to live?” Keir asked. 
 
   I stared at the ceiling, hating the way her voice brought tears to my eyes. 
 
   “I never did.”
 
   My head was covered with a cloth and not a moment later water was poured on my face. It infiltrated my nose and mouth, burning as it forced its way down my throat. 
 
   This time it feels more serious than the rest, I realized. Then so be it. 
 
   I tried to relax and let my consciousness slip. The water stopped and the cloth was pulled off of me. I coughed up the water that made its way down my lungs. 
 
   “Send the videos to The Order,” Raphael commanded. “We may need to try a different method.”
 
   “Can I taste her?” Luther asked. I glared at him but he only seemed to enjoy it. 
 
   “Sure,” Raphael said, then let out a small chuckle.
 
   “Let me,” Keir said a little too quickly. There was an awkward pause. “I have been holding back given her status in The Order but given the current circumstance, I don’t think that matters.”
 
   I would rather have Luther do it, I thought. I couldn’t even look at Keir and now she had the audacity to put her hands on me.
 
   “Go ahead,” Raphael said. 
 
   The vampires around me moved and Keir walked closer. She paused before her hand gripped my neck and turned it to the side, allowing her to have more access to my throat. At her touch my eyes blurred again. I couldn’t stop the tears from flowing. 
 
   Raphael let out a satisfied hum. 
 
   I wanted to tell her to stop but I didn’t want to give them any ammunition to use against me. Her breath wafted across my neck and she slowly sank her teeth into my neck.
 
   I let out a strangled, pained moan. I felt blood flow from my neck as she lapped it up greedily. She moaned after her first sip and I felt shame rack my body. It wasn’t long until heat began spreading its way through my body. My head became dizzy and instead of pain, I was filled with pleasure. 
 
   Disgusting.
 
   Keir’s hand gripped my shoulder and I felt myself wanting it to go lower. 
 
   “We may have found our method,” Raphael said, then chuckled at my tears. 
 
   Keir took another mouthful of blood and I felt myself became aroused by her actions.
 
   Stop it, I commanded myself but I couldn’t stop the emotion that ran through me. 
 
   Black spots slowly filled my vision. I felt my consciousness falter. She was going to make me black out. I was almost relieved. 
 
   “That’s enough, Keir. Keep her awake,” Raphael said.
 
   It was too late. I was already slipping. 
 
   “Apologizes, it was better than I expected.”
 
   Her tongue in my neck was the last thing I felt before succumbing to darkness.
 
   ￼
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   Keir’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Father eyed me suspiciously when Silvia blacked out again, but I just shrugged him off. I hoped she would stay out longer this time. At least they had the decency to leave her alone when she was out. But Luther was getting ballsy. He wanted to take it further. I was afraid when he spoke about what he wanted to do to her, she was already in enough pain. Each scream felt like it was carved in me. And looking at her bruises and bloodied face, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of regret.
 
   Gillard’s tear-filled eyes met mine. As soon as they started, he began crying. He felt responsible for all this. He tried his best to hide everything but it was my own stupidity that caused this. Seeing him like this crushed my heart even more.
 
   Gillard gave me a nod and passed me a phone. I dialed the captain. 
 
   “I assume you got the videos,” I said before he could.
 
   “This is not something your clan can come back from,” he warned. “Even if the terms go through The Order will get revenge.”
 
   “So, have you thought about the terms.” My eyes lingered on Silvia’s bloodied mangled body. Her blood was still sweet on my tongue. “Have you made a decision?”
 
   “We agree as long as we do this in person and you hand her over safely.”
 
   “Agreed.” 
 
   “Gillard,” I called. “Get Victor. He needs to witness this deal as it effects them the most.” I turned toward Father. “Anyone else that needs to be there, Father?”
 
   “I will join for the fun,” he said and then he gave me a wicked smile. 
 
   He called his lackeys to follow him out of the dungeon. Luther passed me with narrowed eyes. I growled at him. 
 
   Gillard and I stayed still until the group was out of hearing range. Even then we waited an additional five minutes. When the five minutes were up, I rushed back toward Silvia’s body and begun licking the cuts, hoping to stop the bleeding. 
 
   My heart broke to see her like this, to see the way she looked at me. This had been the first time in days that they were leaving her for more than five minutes and now that they got what they wanted, they’d left.
 
   “I’m so sorry,” I whispered against her stomach, licking a particular deep cut, then her face. 
 
   I loosened the restraints slightly and winced when I saw how they cut deep into her skin. Almost all of her visible skin was covered in either blood or cuts. 
 
   “I’m so sorry,” I whispered once more and rubbed her wrist lightly, trying to circulate the blood flow.
 
   Silvia groaned and her eyes slowly fluttered open. Her bloodshot eyes went straight to mine, but she moved them away just as quickly to stare in the opposite direction. I smelt her tears form before I could see them. 
 
   “Don’t touch me,” she said, her voice cracking. She only cried when I was the one near her. 
 
   I swallowed. She would yell and scream and jab at the others, even Luther. No matter what he did she fought him. But she cried when I touched her now.
 
   “I was stopping the bleeding. Let me wrap them,” I said to her softly. 
 
   With shaky hands, Gillard handed me the supplies. I lifted her shirt up to address the cut on her stomach. Silent sobs began to wrack her body.
 
   “Silvia…” Gillard whispered, reaching out to touch her head. She jerked in her restraints. 
 
   “You touch me and I kill you,” she snapped at him. His hand paused but still landed softly on her hair, smoothing it down. 
 
   “I’m sorry I brought you into this, Silvia,” Gillard apologized, staring into her eyes. His own tears started running down his face. I moved on to her arm. I held a cut closed in hopes that it would begin repairing itself with the help of my salvia. My chest ached seeing them like this. My hand brushed across an open cut and she let out a groan.
 
   Gillard shouldn’t be apologizing; it should be me. But even a thousand apologizes would not be enough. I’d have to spend my life making this up to her, and I gladly would do all that and more to see her smile again. 
 
   I almost wanted to laugh. What a stupid time to realize I loved someone. 
 
   “The trade will take place tomorrow morning,” I informed her, breaking the intense staring contest her and Gillard were having. “After that, you will never have to see us again.” 
 
   I moved to bandage her legs. They would be sure to scar.
 
   “You should have killed me,” she said, still staring at Gillard. He flinched and stepped away from her. “You knew this would happen the entire time. You led me on and I was stupid to believe the both of you.” 
 
   I wanted to tell her it wasn’t true, but the words died on my tongue. 
 
   “You made me trust you. Vampires. And now I realize you are all monsters. I should have never been swayed.” 
 
   There was a long pause. Silvia sighed and her sobs came slower. I couldn’t tell if she was calming down or just holding it in.
 
   “Let’s bring her upstairs for the night,” I said to Gillard. He weighed my words but nodded and started to slowly remove her restraints. 
 
   I expected her to hurl herself at me. Slam her fists into my face, scream at me. I wished she would. I wanted her to take it out on me. I was lucky it stopped at this, and was lucky that she was alive. 
 
   But she did none of that.
 
   She accepted Gillard’s touch and slowly stood on shaky legs. I knew better than to go to her side. I knew better than to get closer to her than what I already was. 
 
   I was selfish. 
 
   “Silvia, may I carry you so we move faster?” Gillard asked after it had taken too long to reach the dungeon door. 
 
   We didn’t have time for Father to catch her like this. Her voice was so soft I almost missed the small yes she’d breathed out. 
 
   After carrying her we moved throughout the house. I was listening for footsteps but it seemed Father was far from here. He was satisfied for now. 
 
   When we finally got up to the rooms Gillard tried to bring her to her own room, but I stopped him.
 
   “My room so I can watch her,” I explained. 
 
   He nodded and made his way through my study and to my room, then put her down gently on the bed. She did not even make a sound or look around at the room. She kept her eyes unfocused. 
 
   It’ll be over soon.
 
   Gillard shot me a concerned stare. I motioned for him to join in the study with one last glance at Silvia’s still body.
 
   “You should have given her a heads up,” Gillard whispered, as if Silvia could hear us through the closed door.
 
   “It’s not like I knew she would try to kill a guard,” I hissed. “I thought that…. I don’t know. Father expects me to play the part, he can’t know our plan” 
 
   That she would trust me. That she would see through the sham. 
 
   “She was not supposed to be harmed. Even if we get out of this there is no way she will trust us ever again.” Gil rushed out.
 
   “I know, Gil.” I cleared my throat. “I know.”
 
   ￼
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   I wondered if the captain would really agree to such barbaric terms just for my safety. They kept saying I am the best, but I don’t really believe that. Captain Moore wouldn’t do this. Maybe this was my last moment on earth and tomorrow Captain Moore wouldn’t even show up. 
 
   At least I would be with my family.
 
   I can’t believe at one point I even wanted Keir to bite me. It felt as good as I had imagined, but I was disgusted with myself. With her. The bed was too soft. I felt myself fade. 
 
   My dreams were filled with family, but they were not happy dreams. They looked at me with such pity, such sadness that I felt like I had failed them. The family of hunters, the best hunters and now they looked at what became of me and showed pity.
 
   I was awoken after what felt like a minute later by Gillard shaking me lightly. My response was to tackle him to the ground, yet when I tried to jerk up my vision swam and I was being pushed back into bed. 
 
   “We need to clean you,” he whispered. “Choose who you want.”
 
   “So, I get a choice now?” I scoffed. “I’ll do it myself.” 
 
   I raised myself from the bed, slowly trying not to move too quickly. My feet planted on the ground but as soon as I let go of the bed, I fell toward the floor. Two strong hands caught me before I hit the ground. It was Keir, of course. 
 
   “Gillard has stayed awake for three days. He needs to rest.” Keir was talking to me but Gillard obeyed her orders. He left toward the study. “I will help you.”
 
   “I don’t want your help,” I groaned and tried to push her away, but my strength failed me. Whatever strength I thought I had was now like jelly. I could barely control the movement of my limbs as she picked me up and set me in the bathtub in her bathroom. 
 
   I didn’t ask when she removed my clothes nor did I care at this point. The water was already hot and waiting for me, but it stung as I was lowered into it. I bit my lip hard to stop myself from screaming at the pain.
 
   “This bath is mixed with some herbs from the witches that should help with the healing process.” 
 
   The Royal Family doesn’t trust the witches, rang through my head. 
 
   A shaky breath escaped my lips as she poured water over me. The blood that was caked onto my skin was making the water murky. Soon enough, I felt like I was bathing in my own dirt. I tried not to think about what her hands made me feel. I tried not to think of the way how her fingers brushed across her own bite mark. Even after all this, I was still her bitch ready to turn over for the slightest attention.
 
   “Are you done?” I asked, after her hand brushed across her marks for the second time.
 
   “Yes, let’s shower you off and wash your hair,” she said, her voice still softer than I had ever heard it before. 
 
   Keir brought me over to the shower. I flinched remembering what we used to do. There was a new stool in there that she sat me down on. Detaching the shower head, Keir lightly washed off the rest of whatever the bath water contained off of me. Her long fingers hesitantly and gently made their way through my messy hair. As she was watching, she hit a sore spot that caused my eyes to water.
 
   “Be careful,” I snapped.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she whispered.
 
   My memory was attacked with the flurry of apologies she spewed as she fucked me. 
 
   “Sorry means shit.” I decided to ignore her then. 
 
   Keir made no effort to respond. She finished her work and helped me into some of her clothes. I almost laughed when she pulled the band tee over my head. 
 
   Disgusting.
 
   She helped me to the bed after that and I fell asleep in an instant.
 
   The next time I woke up I was being carried through the house. I knew what was happening so I chose to keep my eyes closed and hoped that Keir didn’t notice the shift. I was curled into her chest and it seemed like she draped a blanket over my form. 
 
   I felt her make her way into the car and only then did she acknowledge me. 
 
   “You can stop pretending now,” she murmured against my hair. 
 
   I cleared my throat and peered up at her. The dark circles under her eyes were far more prominent than I remembered in the haze of consciousness. I wondered how vampires could look like that even if they didn’t get sleep.
 
   “Okay let’s do this,” Gillard said from the front seat, his voice pulling me out of our staring contest. “Change into this quickly.” 
 
   Gillard threw back some black clothing and a pair of shoes onto the seat next to me. He started the car and sped off.
 
   I did as he said and was happy to find that I had a bra, pants, underwear, and my boots. “Will they meet us there?”
 
   “Yes,” Keir said, knowing who I was referring to. 
 
   It was a long silent drive but when we pulled up to an abandoned looking warehouse, I was surprised to see that it was desolate. 
 
   Keir gripped me hard enough to pull my attention away from the window. “When you see the signal, use this.” 
 
   I felt her slip a familiar hunk of metal into the back of my pants and my heart stilled. I looked at her for an answer, but Gillard spoke before I could.
 
   “They are coming.” 
 
   We piled out of the car. Keir kept my arms behind my back and pushed me toward the building. The familiar evil trio showed their faces one after another. Raphael, Luther, and Victor. They each had at least one other vampire to accompany them. 
 
   My mind was still trying to catch up. Were we really trying to fight these people? What signal was I looking for?
 
   “Wow, she looks much prettier like that,” Luther said. 
 
   Victor let out a small chuckle at his words.
 
   “I see I am not the only one interested in this little hunter,” he said, his voice sounding like he was talking to a child. “Should have tried her while I had the chance.” 
 
   “You will have another.” Raphael said with a smile.
 
   Keir’s hand tightened on my wrists. 
 
   “We should get inside gentlemen,” Gillard said, his cool mask easily falling into place. 
 
   I envied his acting skills. 
 
   They pushed forward and we all piled into the warehouse. It was unlike the place they’d brought me to meet that creep Tobias. And it smelt like it too. Keir roughly pushed me to my knees and put her foot in between my legs, resting right on the dagger she’d left me. 
 
   What was her plan? 
 
   I looked to Gillard, but he was looking at the door. The other three vampires were watching me with mild interest.
 
   “Maybe Keir broke her,” Luther said.
 
   “Fuck you,” I spat at him.
 
   “Oh I will,” he mused, coming over to me and leaning down so those murky green eyes were level with mine. His hand roughly grabbed my chin. “After all this, did you really think you would go home? Once we kill that bastard, I will take you myself right here on this dirty ground over your bosses dying body.”
 
   It took all I had in me to not launch at him.
 
   Wait for the signal.
 
   Keir’s knee dug into my back. 
 
   A warning. 
 
   Could I really trust her with this, though? After all the things she’d said? And now she just expects me to accept the dagger and trust her word?
 
   Her word was shit.
 
   “They will be here any minute. Leave the goods be for now,” Keir said from above me; her voice held no emotion. 
 
   Luther sighed and rejoined his spot near the other vampires. True to her words I heard another car pull up and Captain Moore’s aging face made its way through the entrance…but he wasn’t alone.
 
   Damon, Jade, Cain and two other hunters were with him that I had never seen before. I heard a hiss make its way out of Raphael’s lips. 
 
   The Royal Family doesn’t trust witches. 
 
   Everyone’s eyes were trained on me. Of course, Jade looked like she was about to cry, but Cain and Damon held anger. 
 
   Why the fuck was Damon here anyways? 
 
   “We have agreed to your terms. Hand her over,” Captain Moore said, his voice booming throughout the empty space. 
 
   “I will walk forward with the hunter and you will walk forward with the contract,” Keir announced to the captain. 
 
   His eyes narrowed at her. 
 
   “No, I’ll do it,” Luther said from the side. 
 
   I felt Keir shift and release her hold on me. Luther’s sweaty hand clamped on the back of my neck and he forced me up toward the group. His lips were suddenly at my ear. 
 
   “Are you ready to see him die?” 
 
   I felt like a bucket of cold water was dumped on me. 
 
   Where was the signal? How would she give it to me if I was so far away from her? 
 
   My eyes shifted from the captain, to Jade, to Cain, and then finally to Damon. Damon had a smile on his face. 
 
   Suddenly there was a rumbling sound beneath our feet and an ear-piercing sound filled the abandoned warehouse. Luther dropped his grasp on me and fell to the ground. 
 
   This was it.
 
    I freed the dagger and stabbed it into Luther’s throat, but I didn’t stop there. I pulled it out and brought it down into his head not once, twice, but three times. His body stopped twitching after the first one. 
 
   Order members rushed around me and surrounded the six vampires that were on their knees, trying to cover their ears. Gillard and Keir were off to the side and were seemingly weren’t phased. Jade and Cain began weaving their spells, while Damon and the two other hunters aimed their weapons at them. A green light the width of a rope began weaving itself around the offending vampires. 
 
   The captain helped me up and started to walk me over to Gillard and Keir. They had smiles on their faces. 
 
   “I am glad you trusted us,” Gillard said and rushed toward me, then grabbed my hands. “Silvia, I promise you that I will live the rest of my live with the sole purpose of making this up to you.” 
 
   What was this?
 
   “You planned all this?” I asked, the disbelief evident in my voice.
 
   “Keir came to me after New York,” the captain said beside me. “I didn’t believe her when she told me about her plan..” 
 
   “The witches also helped us with spells for our ears,” Gillard chimed in with a smile.
 
   “I’m sorry, Silvia,” Keir said. “I really never meant for it to go that far. My plan was always to save you.” 
 
   My heart twisted painfully. Was that what this was? Is that why she acted the way she did?
 
   “They are ready!” Jade called out from the other side of the warehouse. 
 
   The vampires were all bound together with magic. They tried and failed to counteract it. 
 
   When had they gotten that strong? Had I really been so blind to everything?
 
   “We will pay your debt, Silvia,” Gillard promised. “And after that you can come back and stay with us. You won’t have to hide anymore.”
 
   I paused, completely overwhelmed by his words. 
 
   They wanted me to stay with them?
 
   “Gil I—” 
 
   My words were cut off by a loud gun shot. Searing pain flared in my neck. I registered the shocked faces in front of me before I realized what had happened. My knees buckled and I began falling to the floor. 
 
   They fucking shot me.
 
   Keir got to me first. Her strong arms circled around me and she moved us out of the way from the incoming bullets. My vision swam but I could see the others take cover. There seemed to be more Order members than I remembered coming in at first. 
 
   Keir’s face blocked my vision as she tried to speak to me. I felt blood soak up the shirt I wore. 
 
   Damn, this was Keir’s shirt. I liked this one.
 
   “That hurt,” I said, then gargled. I felt blood infiltrate my throat. “Fucking rebellion.” 
 
   “Don’t speak,” Keir said as she tried to place pressure on my wound. “Witches! Witches! Cain!” 
 
   She cried desperately for them, but I doubted they heard due to the number of bullets coming through the building. I lifted my hand up to her cheek and cupped the bloody skin. She leaned into me, giving me a painful look. Tears started streaming down her face.
 
   “I never hated you,” I said to her. The sudden realization that I was dying forced the words forward.
 
   “Don’t talk please,” she said through her sobs. “I’m sorry. This was my fault.” 
 
   “I would have stayed with you if you let me.” I tried to laugh but couldn’t.
 
   “Silvia. Please don’t hate me for this,” she begged.
 
    My vision began to blacken and her face became blurred. The last thing I saw was her biting her own wrist, blood pouring from her wound. After that it was just darkness.
 
   A comforting darkness. I welcomed it.
 
   I am tired.
 
   ￼
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   “Keir, look how lucky we have been,” Tobias’s airy voice rang out. He showed me once again to his office. 
 
   I was vaguely aware of three vampires who were bound and gagged behind the cold cement walls. I could hear their pleas. 
 
   Opening the door I was met with exactly that. Three vampires were in a mulled mess on the floor and were bound and gagged with metal cords. Tobias certainly outdid himself. It was sad to say though, I didn’t know these people. 
 
   “Which clan did they belong to?” I asked, walking over to the smaller framed man with cropped hair. I pushed his head around with my shoe, not wanting to touch his kind. 
 
   “Oddly enough, they were of Dimitri’s old gang,” he said, his voice getting that dangerous end. 
 
   “Who sent you to kill the hunter family?” I demanded, looking at the shaking man near my shoe. 
 
   One of Tobias’s men came to untie the gag around his mouth so he could speak. 
 
   “It was all Dimitri’s doing!” he exclaimed, knowing that his life hung on the words he said. 
 
   “You cannot blame a dead man and think we would accept that.” I purred and sent a kick straight to the side of his face. “What was the motive?”
 
   “Revenge.” The man spat blood on the already dirtied carpet of Tobias’s office. 
 
   “For?” I pried. I was beginning to lose my patience. 
 
   “The father was the one who had begun to move on our gang. He killed many of our people.” His eyes met mine, then he smiled. “An eye for an eye. Certainly a father killer like yourself would understand.” 
 
   “Untie the others’ mouth. See if they have anything else to say.” 
 
   The vampires did as I said but the other two had nothing else to say. 
 
   “Tobias, did you find anything else out, or do you think what they say is true?”
 
   “An unsatisfying answer, isn’t it?” he said, his eyes narrowed once again, watching the bodies hungrily. “The only information I had found was that they took part in the crimes. Or at least the only alive ones. Others died in explosion with Dimitri.” He paused. “And that it was petty act of revenge on a family who took out misbehaving vampires.”
 
   I nodded, hoping there was more to it. Silvia would not be satisfied with this answer. If she was here now, I wondered what she would do to this group.
 
   No use dwelling in the past.
 
   “Do what you will. Just make sure they are dead after you are done,” I said, leaving with a flurry of shouts behind me.
 
   Gillard was waiting for me outside with the car. He had obviously heard what had happened. 
 
   “Do you think we should have left them for when Silvia wakes up?” he asked. He was worried about her reaction to us since he still hoped to be friends with her. 
 
   Poor boy.
 
   “It’s better this way.”
 
   ￼Gillard climbed in the back seat with me. The driver pulled away from the abandoned building. 
 
   “Let’s go back to the compound.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Cain was in his normal position near the open window. Almost every day he would sit by the window and read next to Silvia. He once told me that she would appreciate the company, appreciate the fresh air of the open window, appreciate a family member being there. He had taken a habit to read all the books that Silvia had owned. I don’t know if it was grief that pushed him, but I let him be. 
 
   His little girlfriend came almost as often, but she had taken up more low-level missions at The Order to keep busy. I told them they could stay here, however, they refused. I think Jade just wanted to be busy, she was often sad when I saw her. Luckily, today she wasn’t here. 
 
   I sat down next to Silvia with a long sigh. Her form had not changed in the three months she’d been here. Besides, her hair was growing longer and there was no change to her scarred face, or it was at least being subtle. 
 
   “Maybe your blood wasn’t strong enough,” Cain jabbed. 
 
   He was as annoying as Silvia used to be sometimes. Maybe it was something in those damn books. It had been three months for her to take my blood and there was no sign of her waking. Even her being unconscious for this long was unnerving. Vampires didn’t sleep and for all intents and purposes, she should be a vampire by now.
 
   “Maybe she doesn’t want to wake up,” I muttered. 
 
   I wouldn’t put it past her to so stubbornly hate vampires that her body rejected my blood. 
 
   “I killed your families murders,” I said aloud, hoping she could hear me from wherever she was.
 
   Cain let out a whistle. “You should have let her do it.”
 
   “Maybe she’ll be angry enough to wake up,” Gil said as he made his appearance. 
 
   “There was three of them.” I started watching her to see if she had any reaction. “Apparently, it was out of some petty revenge for your father.” 
 
   I let out a small laugh. Cain glared at me from his seat at the window. 
 
   “The funniest thing is you already killed their ringleader. It was Dimitri!”
 
   “No way.” Cain put his book down, his eyes now wide open. “How did Dimitri even fit into this?”
 
   “He was the gang leader that separated us from one of the clans. He was known for stealing humans and enslaving them. Apparently, her father killed some of their men. Dimitri got mad and retaliated.” I grabbed Silvia’s hand, surprised to find it warm. “You were the one who killed him. Before I even met you, you had already gotten revenge on him.”
 
   “We spent all these resources to only find out he was already dead.” There was a smile in Gil’s voice. We did not regret what we did to get this information. 
 
   A moment without anyone talking passed by. Silvia did not stir. Whatever hopes that were building up inside me crashed down hard.
 
   It’s been three months, Silvia. Please.
 
   As if she’d heard my prayers, one of the fingers I was holding onto twitched. I froze and stared at her small hand. It was just as scarred as the rest of her body but I did not care. It was perfect and I begged for it to move again. Her finger twitched once more.
 
   “Her finger moved,” I whispered. 
 
   It moved again. There was a pause in the room. We didn’t dare speak. A small groan came from Silvia’s throat. 
 
   “Silvia.”
 
   Her eyes slowly fluttered open, the once blue-gray eyes that were a cold intensity were now a deep red. 
 
   It worked.
 
   “Silv,” Cain breathed and scrambled down to her bed side. 
 
   Her eyes shifted toward him and she inhaled deeply. 
 
   I panicked, wondering if she would try to feed from him. She tried to speak but it was garbled. I shot Gillard a look and he ran to get supplies. 
 
   “Don’t speak,” I said to her. Her eyes met mine, then I felt a shiver run down my spine. 
 
   Gillard came in with a cup ready for her. Cain understood immediately and lifted her into a sitting position, tearing her hand from mine. Her form had noticeably became skinnier, but the vampire blood running through her veins sustained her enough to live. Her eyes were already trained to the cup in his hands, but instead of feeding her, he gave it to me. I was surprised by his actions and gave him a look. He responded by pushing it into my hands. 
 
   I moved to sit by her. The feeling of her against me once more was almost too much to bear. Her eyes watched the cup. I was surprised she was able to hold back as much as she did. 
 
   Bringing the cup to her lips, she gulped it down in less than a second. Her eyes glowed and there was a small growl forming in the back of her throat. Her head snapped toward Cain. I wrapped my arm gently around her form, careful not to scare her. She was not the first turned vampire I’d been around, but I was still in unknown territory. She was my first that I’d changed with my own blood. 
 
   “Cain, you should come back in another day or two,” Gillard said softly. “She will need time to adjust.” 
 
   Cain looked torn and even a little hurt if I was being honest. But instead of saying anything he just left. Gillard also left to get more blood. I suspected this time he would bring a whole pitcher. 
 
   “You did this,” Silvia said, her voice still grainy but more coherent. It didn’t have an edge to it, if anything her tone was numeral. An observation but I immediately felt bad. 
 
   “Yes.” I paused trying to find the right words. “Our plan was to get you out of here as soon as we had a chance. Captain Moore was in on it. We wanted to take them down once and for all… but there were complications.” 
 
   “I died.” 
 
   “Almost.” I sighed. “You have been here for three months.”
 
   “I know.” She also sighed and relaxed a little in my arms. 
 
   “You know?” I asked as Gillard entered with a pitcher of blood. 
 
   She didn’t seem to want to speak anymore and held out her hands for the pitcher. I helped her bring it to her lips and watched in fascination as she gulped it down. She was dangerously beautiful as a vampire. She once had a soft edge to her face but now her cheekbones were sharper, her eyes more volatile, and you could feel the power radiating off of her in a way that would never have happened if she was a mere human.
 
   She was going to be fun to fight.
 
   “I could hear you sometimes,” Silvia explained.
 
   “That must have been comforting to know your friends were safe,” Gillard said. “I hope I didn’t say anything embarrassing.” His cheeks flushed slightly. 
 
   “You did cry a lot,” I said.
 
   “No, I meant just Keir.” 
 
   My name on her mouth made my heart still. 
 
   “I only could hear her when she talked, and not all the time.”
 
   “Ah.” 
 
   I said a lot to her in the middle of the night. I would come to her room after everyone was asleep and just talk to her. I don’t know how many secrets she heard, but I hoped she wouldn’t mention them any time soon. 
 
   “Probably because the bond between maker and vampire.” 
 
   “You are a turned vampire so you will be tied more closely to Keir than vampires usually are to people,” Gillard explained. “But it’s nothing crazy. You probably will feel more comfortable in her presence. It really shouldn’t affect you too much.” 
 
   He was spewing words like he usually did when he was nervous.
 
   I hope she doesn’t hate us.
 
   There was a pause between us. I could almost hear the way her mind was putting things together.
 
   “Oh.” Her movements were too fast for me to catch and before I could register it her fist crashed straight into my jaw. The now empty pitcher clanged loudly to the ground as I also fell off the bed.
 
   “I probably deserved that.” I groaned pushing myself off the ground and crawled back to her side. She let me but didn’t say anything and simply just stared at her hands.
 
   I was about to demand her to say something or at least take her anger out on me once more but then she opened her mouth to say the words I lasted expected her to say.
 
   “Thank you.” She whispered. “For saving me. But I wished you would have saved the men for me.”
 
   So she did hear it. I felt the weight fall off my shoulders at her words.
 
   “You’re not mad?” I asked softly. Her blood red eyes met mine again. “About being a vampire, I mean?”
 
   She gave me a small smile and I became enamored by the small fang that poked out of her lip. 
 
   “I don’t think I ever really hated your kind.”
 
   “Our kind,” I corrected her, finding a small smile on my own face.
 
   ￼
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
   Silvia’s POV
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It had been three years since I had become a vampire. I ended up quitting The Order–obviously they didn’t want my kind there anyways–and opened a coffee shop. Even though I couldn’t enjoy the coffee, I found solstice in just being around a place that smelt like coffee. It’s also been my mission to find a way for vampires to drink coffee. Every new concoction was a huge failure, but my lab rats were more than happy to assist. 
 
   “Silv,” Xin said, her voice snapping me out of my musing. 
 
   She’d been surprised when she first walked into my coffee shop. At first, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to breach a friendship with her. I knew she was most likely a good choice, but now that I was a vampire it was easier to determine who could absolutely slaughter me in the blink of an eye. She was one of them. 
 
   “This one is worse than the last.” Her piercing words were set with a small smile. 
 
   Gillard made a gagging noise. 
 
   “Gil,” I hissed at him. He sent me a sheepish smile and pushed his glasses forward. “You should be the easiest to please. You don’t have to have it infused with blood.”
 
   “It just doesn’t go together, Silv,” he admitted. “It’s just…gross tasting.”
 
   “Even the blood lost its sweetness,” Xin added.
 
   “Taste like dirt,” Gillard chimed in after her. 
 
   I sighed and ran my hand though my hair. This had been my pet project for a few years in between my normal work. Thanks to Keir’s generous donation, business took off in the first store. The least she could do after what had transpired was to help me open this shop. It was a cheap shot but it worked out better than expected. In our second year I had a chance to open another location. It was on the outskirts of Seattle and a much easier place for people like Xin and Gillard to get to. It was away from the hustle and bustle of city life. 
 
   I was worried about humans accepting a vampire owned coffee shop, but some of our regulars even joked about it. The other one was managed by Jade, who I wanted to convince to quit The Order. It didn’t take much convincing. She was willing to leave once I did. We tried to convince Cain, but he stayed on with The Order, stating that he could never enjoy this type of work. 
 
   “Hey Silv, didn’t know you were coming in today,” Tracey remarked as she entered the shop. 
 
   She was my human employee. Her heart rate picked up as she saw Xin and in return her eyes narrowed slightly. 
 
   “Just continuing to experiment,” I joked and she sent me a small smile and got ready for her shift. 
 
   There were a few humans in the shop right now, so it shouldn’t have been too busy a day for her. 
 
   “Don’t think about it,” I whispered to Xin. 
 
   She sent me a sweet smile as if she was not planning on ruining that girl’s life. There had been more than one occasion that Xin had left the humans at my shop heart broken. 
 
   “She’s so cute, though. Better than the last boy,” she said. “You couldn’t bring me down anyways.”
 
   “But I could.” Keir’s voice so close behind me and sent shivers down my spine. 
 
   I didn’t even hear her move from her corner. She hated to be a part of these experiments, so she tried to get as far away as possible. 
 
   Her arms circled around me and she tucked her chin in the crook of my neck, inhaling as she did.
 
   “Get a room,” Gillard teased. 
 
   “Certainly,” she said, and a deep laugh vibrated in her chest. 
 
   “You just want to stop the experiments.” I glared at Gillard but made no move to push Keir away. I enjoyed her like this, enjoyed the attention she gave me. 
 
   It was hard to forgive her at first. In all honestly it took the better part of our first year for me to even hear her out. But after I did—and with the bribe money for the store of course—I decided that I had nothing else to lose. She was the one who’d saved me and she would be the one who cared for me until our days were up.
 
   And I would do the same for her. 
 
   “I just want to take you home and show you how much I missed you,” Keir said, a twinkle in her eye. 
 
   The two vampires groaned and almost ran away from us. I laughed at their antics. 
 
   There was no more hiding. We didn’t need it nor did we want it. I wanted everyone to know that the Vampire Queen would forever be tied to me and there was no way I would let anyone get between us again. 
 
   I was done lying to myself.
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