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            CHAPTER ONE

         
 
         On stage in the cavernous jazz club below Montreal’s street level, a crimson-lipped singer drawled into the microphone about the cruelty of love. Although her sultry voice was pleasant enough, the lyrics about blood and pain and pleasure clearly heartfelt, Nikolai wasn’t listening. He wondered if she knew – if any of the dozens of humans packed into the intimate club knew – that they were sharing breathing space with vampires.
         
 
         The two young females sucking down pink martinis in the dark corner banquette sure as hell didn’t know it.
         
 
         They were sandwiched between four such individuals, a group of slick, leather-clad males who were chatting them up – without much success – and trying to act like their bloodthirsty eyes hadn’t been permanently fixed on the women’s jugulars for the past fifteen minutes straight. Even though it was clear that the vampires were negotiating hard to get the humans out of the club with them, they weren’t making much progress with their prospective blood Hosts.
         
 
         Nikolai scoffed under his breath.
 
         Amateurs.
         
 
         He paid for the beer he’d left untouched on the bar and headed at an easy stroll toward the corner table. As he approached, he watched the two human females scoot out of the booth on unsteady legs. Giggling, they stumbled for the restrooms together, disappearing down a dim, crowded hallway off the main room.
         
 
         Nikolai sat down at the table in a negligent sprawl.
 
         ‘Evening, ladies.’
 
         The four vampires stared at him in silence, instantly recognizing their own kind. Niko lifted one of the tall, lipstick-stained martini glasses to his nose and sniffed at the dregs of the fruity concoction. He winced, pushing the offending drink aside.
         
 
         ‘Humans,’ he drawled in a low voice. ‘How can they stomach that shit?’
         
 
         A wary silence fell over the table as Nikolai’s glance traveled among the obviously young, obviously civilian Breed males. The largest of the four cleared his throat as he looked at Niko, his instincts no doubt picking up on the fact that Niko wasn’t local, and he was a far cry from civilized.
         
 
         The youth adopted something he probably thought was a hardass look and jerked his soul-patched chin toward the restroom corridor. ‘We saw them first,’ he murmured. ‘The women. We saw them first.’ He cleared his throat again, like he was waiting for his trio of wingmen to back him up. None did. ‘We got here first, man. When the females come back to the table, they’re gonna be leaving with us.’
         
 
         Nikolai chuckled at the young male’s shaky attempt to stake his territory. ‘You really think there’d be any contest if I was here to poach your game? Relax. I’m not interested in that. I’m looking for information.’
         
 
         He’d been through a similar song-and-dance twice already tonight at other clubs, seeking out the places where members of the Breed tended to gather and hunt for blood, looking for someone who could point him toward a vampire elder named Sergei Yakut.
         
 
         It wasn’t easy finding someone who didn’t want to be found, especially a secretive, nomadic individual like Yakut. He was in Montreal, that much Nikolai was sure of. He’d spoken to the reclusive vampire by phone as recently as a couple of weeks earlier, when he’d tracked Yakut down to inform him of a threat that seemed aimed at the Breed’s most powerful, rarest members – the twenty or so individuals still in existence who were born of the first generation.
         
 
         Someone was targeting Gen Ones for extinction. Several had been slain within the past month, and for Niko and his brothers in arms back in Boston – a small cadre of highly trained, highly lethal warriors known as the Order – the business of rooting out and shutting down the elusive Gen One assassins was mission critical. For that, the Order had decided to contact all of the known Gen Ones remaining in the Breed population and enlist their cooperation.
         
 
         Sergei Yakut had been less than enthusiastic to get involved. He feared no one, and he had his own personal clan to protect him. He’d declined the Order’s invitation to come to Boston and talk, so Nikolai had been dispatched to Montreal to persuade him. Once Yakut was made aware of the scope of the current threat – the stunning truth of what the Order and all of the Breed were now up against – Nikolai was certain the Gen One would be willing to come on board.
         
 
         First he had to find the cagey son of a bitch.
 
         So far his inquiries around the city had turned up nothing. Patience wasn’t exactly his strong suit, but he had all night, and he’d keep searching. Sooner or later, someone might give him the answer he was looking for. And if he kept coming up dry, maybe if he asked enough questions, Sergei Yakut would come looking for him instead.
         
 
         ‘I need to find someone,’ Nikolai told the four Breed youths. ‘A vampire out of Russia. Siberia, to be exact.’
         
 
         ‘That where you’re from?’ asked the soul-patched mouthpiece of the group. He’d evidently picked up on the slight tinge of an accent that Nikolai hadn’t lost in the long years he’d been living in the States with the Order.
         
 
          
         Niko let his glacial blue eyes speak to his own origins. ‘Do you know this individual?’
         
 
         ‘No, man. I don’t know him.’
 
         Two other heads shook in immediate denial, but the last of the four youths, the sullen one who was slouched low in the booth, shot an anxious look up at Nikolai from across the table.
         
 
         Niko caught that telling gaze and held it. ‘What about you? Any idea who I’m talking about?’
         
 
         At first, he didn’t think the vampire was going to answer. Hooded eyes held his in silence, then, finally, the kid lifted one shoulder in a shrug and exhaled a curse.
         
 
         ‘Sergei Yakut,’ he murmured.
 
         The name was hardly audible, but Nikolai heard it. And from the periphery of his vision, he noticed that an ebony-haired woman seated at the bar nearby heard it too. He could tell she had from the sudden rigidity of her spine beneath her long-sleeved black top and from the way her head snapped briefly to the side as though pulled there by the power of that name alone.
         
 
         ‘You know him?’ Nikolai asked the Breed male, while keeping the brunette at the bar well within his sights.
         
 
         ‘I know of him, that’s all. He doesn’t live in the Darkhavens,’ said the youth, referring to the secured communities that housed most of the Breed civilian populations throughout North America and Europe. ‘Dude’s one nasty mofo from what I’ve heard.’
         
 
         Yeah, he was, Nikolai acknowledged inwardly. ‘Any idea where I might find him?’
         
 
         ‘No.’
 
         ‘You sure about that?’ Niko asked, watching as the woman at the bar slid off her stool and prepared to leave. She still had more than half a cocktail in her glass, but at the mere mention of Yakut’s name, she seemed suddenly in a big hurry to get out of the place.
         
 
          
         The Breed youth shook his head. ‘I don’t know where to find the dude. Don’t know why anyone would willingly look for him either, unless you got some kind of death wish.’
         
 
         Nikolai glanced over his shoulder as the tall brunette started edging her way through the crowd gathered near the bar. On impulse, she turned to look at him then, her jade-green gaze piercing beneath the fringe of dark lashes and the glossy swing of her sleek, chin-length bob. There was a note of fear in her eyes as she stared back at him, a naked fear she didn’t even attempt to hide.
         
 
         ‘I’ll be damned,’ Niko muttered.
 
         She knew something about Sergei Yakut.
 
         Something more than just a passing knowledge, he was guessing. That startled, panicked look as she turned and broke for an escape said it all.
         
 
         Nikolai took off after her. He weaved through the thicket of humans filling the club, his eyes trained on the silky black hair of his quarry. The female was quick, as fleet and agile as a gazelle, her dark clothes and hair letting her practically disappear into her surroundings.
         
 
         But Niko was Breed, and there was no human in existence who could outrun one of his kind. She ducked out the club door and made a fast right onto the street outside. Nikolai followed. She must have sensed him hard on her heels because she pivoted her head around to gauge his pursuit and those pale green eyes locked on to him like lasers.
         
 
         She ran faster now, turning the corner at the end of the block. Not two seconds later, Niko was there too. He grinned as he caught sight of her a few yards ahead of him. The alley she’d entered between two tall brick buildings was narrow and dark – a dead end sealed off by a dented metal Dumpster and a chain-link fence that climbed some ten feet up from the ground.
         
 
         The woman spun around on the spiked heels of her black boots, panting hard, eyes trained on him, watching his every move.
         
 
         Nikolai took a few steps into the lightless alley, then paused, his hands held benevolently out to his sides. ‘It’s okay,’ he told her. ‘No need to run. I just want to talk to you.’
         
 
         She stared in silence.
 
         ‘I want to ask you about Sergei Yakut.’
 
         She swallowed visibly, her smooth white throat flexing.
 
         ‘You know him, don’t you.’
 
         The edge of her mouth quirked only a fraction, but enough to tell him that he was correct – she was familiar with the reclusive Gen One. Whether she could lead Niko to him was another matter. Right now, she was his best, possibly his only, hope.
         
 
         ‘Tell me where he is. I need to find him.’
 
         At her sides, her hands balled into fists. Her feet were braced slightly apart as if she were prepared to bolt. Niko saw her glance subtly toward a battered door to her left.
         
 
         She lunged for it.
 
         Niko hissed a curse and flew after her with all the speed he possessed. By the time she’d thrown the door open on its groaning hinges, Nikolai was standing in front of her at the threshold, blocking her path into the darkness on the other side. He chuckled at the ease of it.
         
 
         ‘I said there’s no need to run,’ he said, shrugging lightly as she backed a step away from him. He let the door fall closed behind him as he followed her slow retreat into the alley.
         
 
         Jesus, she was breathtaking. He’d only gotten a glimpse of her in the club, but now, standing just a couple of feet from her, he realized that she was absolutely stunning. Tall and lean, willowy beneath her fitted black clothing, with flawless milk-white skin and luminous almond-shaped eyes. Her heart-shaped face was a mesmerizing combination of strength and softness, her beauty equal parts light and dark. Nikolai knew he was gaping, but damn if he could help it.
         
 
         ‘Talk to me,’ he said. ‘Tell me your name.’
 
         He reached for her, an easy, nonthreatening move of his hand. He sensed the jolt of adrenaline that shot into her bloodstream – he could smell the citrusy tang of it in the air, in fact – but he didn’t see the roundhouse kick coming at him until he took the sharp heel of her boot squarely in his chest.
         
 
         Goddamn.
         
 
         He rocked back, more surprised than unfooted.
 
         It was all the break she needed. The woman leapt for the door again, this time managing to disappear into the darkened building before Niko could wheel around and stop her. He gave chase, thundering in behind her.
         
 
         The place was empty, just a lot of naked concrete beneath his feet, bare bricks and exposed rafters all around him. Some fleeting sense of foreboding prickled at the back of his neck as he raced deeper into the darkness, but the bulk of his attention was focused on the female standing in the center of the vacant space. She stared him down as he approached, every muscle in her slim body seeming tensed for attack.
         
 
         Nikolai held that sharp stare as he drew up in front of her. ‘I’m not going to hurt you.’
         
 
         ‘I know.’ She smiled, just a slight curve of her lips. ‘You won’t get that chance.’
         
 
         Her voice was velvety smooth, but the glint in her eyes took on a cold edge. Without warning, Niko felt a sudden, shattering tightness in his head. A high-frequency sound cranked up in his ears, louder than he could bear. Then louder still. He felt his legs give out beneath him. He dropped to his knees, his vision swimming while his head felt on the verge of exploding.
         
 
         Distantly, he registered the sound of booted feet coming toward him – several pairs, belonging to sizable males, vampires all of them. Muted voices buzzed above him as he suffered out the sudden, debilitating assault on his mind.
         
 
         It was a trap.
 
         The bitch had led him there deliberately, knowing he’d follow her.
         
 
         ‘Enough, Renata,’ said one of the Breed males who’d entered the room. ‘You can release him now.’
         
 
         Some of the pain in Nikolai’s head subsided with the command. He glanced up in time to see the beautiful face of his attacker staring down at him where he lay near her feet.
         
 
         ‘Strip him of his weapons,’ she said to her companions. ‘We need to get him out of here before his strength returns.’
         
 
         Nikolai sputtered a few ripe curses at her, but his voice strangled in his throat, and she was already walking away, the thin spikes of her heels clicking over the field of cold concrete underneath him.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER TWO

         
 
         Renata couldn’t get out of the warehouse fast enough. Her stomach roiled. A cold sweat popped out along her forehead and down the back of her neck. She craved the fresh night air like her last breath, but she kept her stride even and strong. Her fisted hands held rigidly at her sides were the only outward indicator that she was anything but calm and collected.
         
 
         It was always like this for her – the aftermath of using her mind’s crippling power.
         
 
         Outside now, alone in the alley, she gulped in a few quick mouthfuls of air. The rush of oxygen cooled her burning throat, but it was all she could do not to double over from the rising pain that was coursing like a river of fire through her limbs and into the center of her being.
         
 
         ‘Damn it,’ she muttered into the empty darkness, rocking a bit on her tall heels. Taking a few more deep breaths, she stared at the black pavement under her feet and focused simply on holding herself together.
         
 
         Behind her came the swift, heavy shuffle of booted feet from out of the warehouse. The sound drew her head up sharply. Forced a look of cool apathy over the hot tightness in her face.
         
 
         ‘Careful with him,’ she said, glancing at the slack bulk of the big, nearly unconscious male she’d disabled, and who was now being carried like felled game by the four guards working with her. ‘Where are his weapons?’
         
 
          
         ‘Catch.’
 
         A black leather duffel bag came sailing at her with barely a warning, heaved toward her by Alexei, the appointed leader of tonight’s detail. She didn’t miss the smirk on his lean face as the heavy duffel full of metal crashed into her chest. The impact felt like the pounding of a thousand nails into her sensitive skin and muscles, but she caught the bag and swung the long strap up over her shoulder without so much as a grunt of discomfort.
         
 
         But Lex knew. He knew her weakness, and he never let her forget it.
         
 
         Unlike her, Alexei and her other companions were vampires – Breed, all of them. As was their captive, Renata had no doubt. She’d sensed as much when she’d first seen him in the club, a suspicion confirmed by the simple fact that she was able to take him down with her mind. Her pyschic ability was formidable, but not without its limitations. It only worked on the Breed; the more simplistic human brain cells were unaffected by the high-frequency blast she was able to mentally project with little more than a moment’s concentration.
         
 
         She herself was human, if born slightly different from basic Homo sapiens stock. To Lex and his kind, she was known as a Breedmate, one of a small number of human females born with unique extrasensory skills and the even rarer capability to successfully reproduce with those of the Breed. For women like Renata, ingesting Breed blood provided even greater strength. Longevity too. A Breedmate could live for some long centuries with regular feedings from a vampire’s nourishing veins.
         
 
         Until two years ago, Renata had no idea why she was different from everyone else she knew, or where she might belong. Crossing paths with Sergei Yakut had quickly brought her up to speed. He was the reason that she and Lex and the others were on guard tonight, prowling the city and looking for the individual who’d been asking around for the reclusive Yakut.
         
 
         The Breed male Renata found at the jazz club had been so careless with his inquiries all night, she had to wonder if he was trying to provoke Sergei Yakut into coming to him. If so, the guy was either an idiot or suicidal, or some combination of both. She’d have her answer to that question soon enough.
         
 
         Renata took her cell phone out of her pocket, flipped it open, and speed-dialed the first number on file. ‘Subject retrieved,’ she announced when the call connected. She gave their location, then snapped the phone closed and put it away. Glancing over to where Alexei and the other guards had paused with their limp captive, she said, ‘The car’s on the way. Should be here in about two minutes.’
         
 
         ‘Drop this sack of shit,’ Lex ordered his men. They all released their grasps on the Breed male, and his body hit the asphalt with a jarring thud. Hands on his hips, fists framing his holstered pistol and a large hunting knife sheathed on his belt, Lex peered down into the unconscious face of the vampire at his feet. He pulled in a sharp, disapproving breath, then spat, narrowly missing the blade-sharp cheek below. The foamy white glob of his saliva landed with a wet splat on the dark pavement not an inch away from the man’s blond head.
         
 
         When Alexei glanced up again, there was a hard glint in his dark eyes. ‘Maybe we should kill him.’
         
 
         One of the other guards chuckled, but Renata knew that Lex wasn’t joking. ‘Sergei said to bring him in.’
         
 
         Alexei scoffed. ‘And give his enemies another chance to take his head?’
         
 
         ‘We don’t know that this man had anything to do with the attack.’
         
 
         ‘Can we be certain he didn’t?’ Alexei turned to stare unblinkingly at Renata. ‘From now on, I trust no one. I would think you’d be as unlikely to risk his safety as I am.’
         
 
         ‘I follow orders,’ she replied. ‘Sergei said to find whoever was in town asking about him and bring him in for questioning. That’s what I intend to do.’
         
 
         Lex’s eyes narrowed under the severe brown slashes of his brows. ‘Fine,’ he said, his voice too calm, too level. ‘You’re right, Renata. We have our orders. We’ll bring him in, like you say. But what are we going to do while we wait out here for pickup?’
         
 
         Renata stared at him, wondering where he was heading now. Lex strolled around to the side of the unconscious Breed male and gave an experimental jab of his boot into the unprotected ribs. There was no reaction at all. Only the soft rise and fall of the male’s chest as he breathed.
         
 
         Alexei peeled his lips back and grinned, jerking his chin toward the other men. ‘My boots are dirty. Maybe this useless baggage will clean them off while we wait, ah?’
         
 
         At the encouraging chortles of his companions, Lex lifted one of his feet and let it hover over the unresponsive face of their captive.
         
 
         ‘Lex—’ Renata began, knowing he would ignore her if she tried to persuade him to stop. But it was at that precise moment that she noticed something strange about the blond male lying on the ground. His breathing was steady and shallow, his limbs unmoving, but his face … he was holding himself too still, even if he truly was unconscious. He wasn’t.
         
 
         In a split second of clarity, Renata realized without a shred of doubt that he was very much awake. Very much aware of everything that was happening.
         
 
         Oh, Christ.
         
 
         Alexei chuckled now, lowering his leg as he started to bring the thick sole of his boot down onto the man’s face.
         
 
         ‘Lex, wait! He’s not—’
 
          
         Nothing she could have said would have changed the resulting explosion of chaos.
         
 
         Lex was still in motion as the man brought his hands up and caught him at the ankle. He clamped down and twisted hard, sending Lex flying off him and howling in agony on the ground nearby. Not a second passed before the man rolled up onto his feet, fluid and strong, like nothing Renata had ever seen in a fighter before.
         
 
         And holy shit – he had Lex’s pistol.
 
         Renata dropped the cumbersome duffel and grappled for her own gun, a. 45 concealed in a holster at her back. Her fingers were still sluggish from her earlier mental exertion, and one of the other guards responded before she could free her weapon. He squeezed off a hasty round, missing his target by half a foot.
         
 
         And faster than any of them could track him, the former captive returned fire, putting a bullet squarely in the front of the guard’s skull. One of Sergei Yakut’s hand-picked, longest-serving bodyguards went down on the pavement in a lifeless heap.
         
 
         Oh, Jesus, Renata thought in mounting worry as the situation rapidly headed south. Could Alexei have been right? Was this Breed male the same assassin who had tried to strike here before?
         
 
         ‘Who’s next?’ he asked, one foot planted on the center of Lex’s spine while he coolly swung the pistol from the other two guards to Renata. ‘What, no takers now?’
         
 
         ‘Kill this son of a bitch!’ Lex roared, writhing like a trapped bug under the heavy heel that held him down. His cheek mashed against the pavement, fangs emerging in his rage, Lex threw a slivered glare at Renata and his men. ‘Blow his head off, goddamn it!’
         
 
         Before the command was totally out of Alexei’s mouth, he was yanked up onto his feet. He screamed as his weight shifted to his injured ankle, but it was the sudden presence of his own pistol nuzzled behind his ear that really made his amber eyes go wild with panic. His captor, on the other hand, was as calm and steady as could be.
         
 
         Oh, sweet Mother Mary.
         
 
         Just who the hell were they dealing with?
         
 
         ‘You heard him,’ Lex’s captor said. His voice was low and unrushed, his gaze piercing even in the dark. He stared straight at Renata. ‘Bring it on, if any of you are man enough. Then again, if you’d rather not see his brain splattered all over this building wall, then I suggest you drop your weapons. Down on the pavement, nice and easy.’
         
 
         Beside her in the alley, Renata registered the low grunts and snuffles of transformed Breed males. Individually, any one of the vampires was physically far stronger than she was; as a pair, they might be stronger than Lex’s attacker, although neither of them seemed willing to find out. A soft clack of metal sounded as a weapon was placed carefully on the asphalt. That left only one guard on backup with her. A second later, he surrendered his gun too. Both vampires retreated a couple of slow paces, surrendering in wary silence.
         
 
         And now Renata stood alone against this unexpected threat.
 
         He gave her a half smile in acknowledgment, baring his teeth and the tips of his emerging fangs. He was angry; those lengthening canines were evidence of that. As was the amber light that was beginning to fill his eyes as they too began to transform with his Breed features. His smile broadened, twin dimples appearing beneath his razor-sharp cheekbones. ‘Looks like it’s down to you and me, sweetheart. I’m not going to ask any more politely the longer you make me wait. Put your fucking gun down or I’ll waste him.’
         
 
         Renata quickly considered her options – what few she had at the moment. Her body was still as raw as an exposed nerve, the aftershocks of her mental exertion still battering her, beating her down. She could attempt another assault on his mind, but she knew she was operating on fumes. Even if she hit him with all she had, she wouldn’t be able to take him down again, and once she was spent to that degree, she would be of no use to anyone.
         
 
         Her only other option was an equally large risk. Ordinarily she was a crack shot, reflex fast and sniper accurate, but she couldn’t count on either skill when it would take a great deal of her focus just to command her limbs and fingers to work. No matter what she did, right now it seemed pretty slim odds that Alexei might come out of this in one piece. Hell, the chances of her or anyone else walking away from this situation were looking nil.
         
 
         This Breed male was holding all the cards, and the look in his eyes as he watched, waited for her to decide her fate, seemed to say that he was very comfortable in his power position. He had Renata, Lex, and the rest of them right where he wanted them.
         
 
         But she’d be damned if she’d go down without a fight.
 
         Renata inhaled to gather her resolve, then she brought her gun around and leveled it on him. Her arms screamed with the effort it took to hold them out and steady, but she sucked up the pain, pushed it aside.
         
 
         She flipped off the gun’s safety. ‘Release him. Now.’
 
         The muzzle of Lex’s weapon remained jammed up tight behind his ear. ‘You don’t actually think we’re negotiating here, do you? Drop. Your. Weapon.’
         
 
         Renata had a clean shot, but so did he. And he had the added benefit of superhuman speed. He might be able to dodge her bullet since he’d easily see it coming. There was a fraction of a second delay between chambering rounds, even at her best time. That meant ample opportunity for him to open fire as well, whether he chose to shoot Lex first or after he took her out. In another second, they might all be eating lead. This man was Breed; with his accelerated metabolism and healing power, he stood a decent chance of surviving getting shot, but her? She was staring at certain death.
         
 
         ‘You got a problem with me specifically, or is it him you really want to see dead tonight? Maybe you just hate anything with a dick. That it?’
         
 
         Although he kept his aim locked, his tone was light, as if he were only toying with her. Not taking her seriously at all. The arrogant prick. She didn’t answer, just cocked the pistol’s hammer back and rested her index finger lightly on the trigger.
         
 
         ‘Let him go. We don’t want any trouble from you.’
 
         ‘Too late for that, don’t you think? All you’re looking at is trouble now.’
         
 
         Renata didn’t flinch. She didn’t dare so much as blink for fear that this man would sense it as weakness and decide to act.
         
 
         Lex was shaking now, sweat pouring down his face. ‘Renata,’ he gasped, but whether he wanted to tell her to stand down or make her best move, she wasn’t sure. ‘Renata … for fuck’s sake …’
         
 
         She kept a steady aim on Alexei’s captor, her elbows locked, both hands gripped on her gun. A light summer breeze kicked up, and the soft gust of air raked over her hypersensitive skin like jagged shards of glass. In the distance she could hear the pop of fireworks from the finale of the weekend’s festival, the muted explosions vibrating like thunder in her aching bones. Traffic buzzed and braked on the street outside the alley, vehicle engines throwing off a sickening melange of exhaust fumes, heated rubber, and burning oil.
         
 
         ‘How long do you want to drag this out, sweetheart? Because I gotta tell you, patience isn’t one of my virtues.’ His tone was casual, but the threat couldn’t have been more dire. He brought the pistol’s hammer back, prepared to bring the night to its bloody end. ‘Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t fill this asshole’s brain with lead.’
         
 
          
         ‘Because he is my son.’ The low male voice came from halfway up the darkened alley. The words were devoid of emotion but ominous in their cadence and thickly accented with the cold rasp of Sergei Yakut’s Siberian homeland.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER THREE

         
 
         Nikolai swung his head around and watched Sergei Yakut approach in the narrow alleyway. The Gen One vampire strode ahead of two anxious-looking bodyguards, his stark, unblinking gaze moving casually from Niko to the Breed male still being held at gunpoint. With a nod of acknowledgment, Niko clicked the pistol’s safety back into place and slowly lowered the weapon. As soon as he loosened his grasp, Yakut’s son threw him off with a growled curse and moved himself well out of reach.
         
 
         ‘Insolent bastard,’ he snarled, all venom and fury now that he was standing some safe distance away. ‘I told Renata this cur was a threat, but she wouldn’t listen. Let me kill him for you, Father. Let me give him pain.’
         
 
         Yakut ignored both his son’s plea and his presence, instead striding in silence up to where Nikolai stood waiting.
         
 
         ‘Sergei Yakut,’ Niko said, turning the disarmed gun around and offering it to him in a gesture of peace. ‘Hell of a welcome wagon you’ve got here. My apologies for taking one of your men. He left me no choice.’
         
 
         Yakut merely grunted as he took the pistol and handed it off to the guard standing nearest to him. Dressed in a cotton gauze tunic and worn leather pants that looked more like weathered hide, his light brown hair and beard wild and overgrown, Sergei Yakut had the look of a shrewd feudal warlord, centuries out of his time.
         
 
          
         Then again, despite his unlined face and tall, muscular build, which aged him in the vicinity of his early forties at most, only the Breed male’s thick pattern of swirling, interlocking dermaglyphs tracking down his bared forearms gave any indication that Yakut was an elder member of the Breed. As a Gen One, he could be a thousand years old or more.
         
 
         ‘Warrior,’ Yakut said darkly, his stare unwavering, twin lasers locked on target. ‘I told you not to come. You and the rest of the Order are wasting your time.’
         
 
         In his peripheral vision, Niko caught the exchanged looks of surprise that traveled between Yakut’s son and the rest of his guards. The female especially – Renata, she was called – seemed completely taken aback to hear that he was a warrior, one of the Order. Yet as quickly as the surprise registered in her gaze, it vanished, gone as though she had forced all emotion from her features. She was placid calm now, cold even, as she stood a few feet behind Sergei Yakut and watched, her weapon still in hand, her stance tentative and ready for his any command.
         
 
         ‘We need your help,’ Nikolai said to Yakut. ‘And based on what’s been going down near us in Boston and elsewhere within the Breed population, you’re going to need our help too. The danger is very real. It’s lethal. Your life is at risk, even now.’
         
 
         ‘What would you know about that?’ Yakut’s son scowled at Niko in accusation. ‘How the fuck can you know anything about that? We’ve told no one about the attack last week—’
         
 
         ‘Alexei.’ The sound of his name on his sire’s lips shut the younger Yakut up as if a hand had been clamped over his mouth. ‘You do not speak for me, boy. Make yourself useful,’ he said, gesturing toward the vampire Nikolai had shot dead. ‘Take Urien up to the warehouse roof and leave him there for the sun. Then sweep this alleyway clean of evidence.’
         
 
         Alexei glared for a second, as if the task were beneath him but he didn’t quite have the guts to say so. ‘You heard my father,’ he snapped to the other guards standing around idle with him. ‘What are you all waiting for? Let’s get rid of this worthless pile of rubbish.’
         
 
         When they started to move off at Alexei’s bidding, Yakut glanced toward the female. ‘Not you, Renata. You can drive me back to the house. I am finished here.’
         
 
         The message to Niko was clear: He was uninvited, unwelcome to stay in Yakut’s domain. And, as of now, summarily dismissed.
         
 
         Probably the smartest thing to do would be to check in with Lucan and the rest of the Order, tell them that he had given it his best shot with Sergei Yakut but came up empty, then leave Montreal before Yakut decided to hand him his balls on his way out. The short-tempered Gen One had done worse to others for far lesser sins.
         
 
         Yeah, packing it in and heading out was definitely the wisest course of action at this point. Except Nikolai wasn’t accustomed to taking no for an answer, and the situation facing both the Order and the whole of the Breed – hell, humankind as well – was not going away anytime soon. It was growing more volatile, more distastrous with every passing second.
         
 
         And then there was Alexei’s careless blurt about a recent attack …
         
 
         ‘What happened here last week?’ Nikolai asked, once it was just Yakut, Renata, and himself in the dark alley. He knew the answer but posed the question anyway. ‘Someone tried to assassinate you … just as I warned would happen, isn’t that right?’
         
 
         The aged Breed male swung a glower on Niko, his shrewd eyes flinty. Niko held that challenging stare, seeing a long-lived, arrogant fool who believed himself beyond the reach of death, even though it had likely been knocking on his door only a few days ago.
         
 
          
         ‘There was an attempt, yes.’ Yakut’s lip curled in a mild sneer, one thick shoulder lifting in a shrug. ‘But I survived – just as I assured you I would. Go home, warrior. Fight the Order’s battles back in Boston. Leave me to look after my own.’
         
 
         He jerked his chin at Renata, and the wordless command put her in motion. As her long legs carried her out of earshot up the alleyway, Yakut drawled, ‘My thanks for the warning. If this assassin is idiot enough to strike again, I will be ready for him.’
         
 
         ‘He will strike again,’ Niko replied with total certainty. ‘This thing is worse than we first suspected. Two more Gen Ones have been killed since you and I last spoke. That brings the count to five now – out of less than twenty of your generation still in existence. Five of the oldest, most powerful members of the Breed nation, all dead in the space of a month. Each one apparently targeted and taken out by expert means. Someone wants all of you dead, and he has a plan already in play to make it happen.’
         
 
         Yakut seemed to consider that, but only for a moment. Without another word, he pivoted and began stalking away.
         
 
         ‘There is more,’ Niko added grimly. ‘Something I wasn’t able to tell you when we spoke on the phone a couple of weeks ago. Something the Order discovered hidden in a mountain cave in the Czech Republic.’
         
 
         As the elder vampire continued to ignore him, Niko exhaled a low curse.
         
 
         ‘It was a hibernation chamber, a very old one. A crypt where one of the most powerful of our kind had been tucked away in secret for centuries. The chamber had been made to protect an Ancient.’
         
 
         Finally Niko had his attention.
 
         Yakut’s steps slowed, then stopped altogether. ‘The Ancients were all killed in the great war within the Breed,’ he said, reciting the history that had until very recently been accepted by all the Breed as irrefutable fact.
         
 
         Nikolai knew the story of the uprising as well as anyone else of his kind. Of the eight savage otherworlders who had fathered the first generation of the vampire race on Earth, none survived the battle with the small group of Gen One warriors who’d declared war against their own fathers for the protection of both Breed and humankind alike. Those courageous few warriors had been led by Lucan, who to this day retained his role as leader of what was to become the Order.
         
 
         Yakut slowly turned to face Nikolai. ‘All of the Ancients have been dead for some seven hundred years. My own sire was put to the sword back then – and rightly so. If he and his alien brethren had been left unchecked, they would have destroyed all life on this planet in their insatiable Bloodlust.’
         
 
         Niko nodded grimly. ‘But there was someone who disagreed with the edict that the Ancients should be destroyed: Dragos. The Order has uncovered proof that instead of taking out the creature who fathered him, Dragos instead helped to hide him. He made a sanctuary for the creature in a remote area of the Bohemian Mountains.’
         
 
         ‘And the Order knows this to be true?’
 
         ‘We found the chamber and saw the crypt for ourselves. Unfortunately, it was empty by the time we got there.’
         
 
         Yakut grunted, considering. ‘And what about Dragos?’
 
         ‘He is dead – killed in the old war – but his line lives on. So does his treachery. We believe it was Dragos’s son who located the chamber before we did and freed the Ancient from his sleep. We also suspect Dragos’s son is the one behind the recent assassinations among the nation’s Gen Ones.’
         
 
         ‘To what gain?’ Yakut asked, arms crossed over his chest.
 
         ‘That’s what we intend to find out. We’ve got some good intel on him, but it’s not enough. He’s gone to ground, and it’s going to be harder than hell to flush him out. But we’ll get him. In the meantime, we can’t afford to let him make any progress with whatever plans he’s got in motion. That’s why the Order is reaching out to you and the rest of the Gen Ones. Anything you might hear, anything you may have seen—’
         
 
         ‘There was a witness,’ Yakut said, interrupting Niko with the abrupt admission. ‘A young girl, a member of my household. She was there. She saw the individual who attacked me last week. In fact, she startled the bastard enough that I was able to break away and escape.’
         
 
         Nikolai’s head was spinning with this unexpected news. He doubted very much that a child could scare off a seasoned, skilled assassin, but he was interested enough to hear more. ‘I need to talk to this girl.’
         
 
         Yakut nodded vaguely, lips pressed flat as he glanced up at the dark sky overhead. ‘It will be dawn in a few hours. You can wait out the daylight at my home. Ask your questions, do your business for the Order. Then, tomorrow night, you leave.’
         
 
         As far as cooperation went, it wasn’t much. But it was more than he’d had even a few minutes ago from the cocky Gen One vampire.
         
 
         ‘Fair enough,’ Niko replied, as he fell in beside Sergei Yakut and walked with him to the waiting black sedan that idled at the curb.
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            CHAPTER FOUR

         
 
         Renata had no idea what the blond stranger might have said to persuade Sergei Yakut into inviting the outsider home to his private compound north of the city. In the two years since Renata had been introduced to life as a member of Yakut’s personal guard, no one outside the vampire’s small circle of servants and private security detail had ever been permitted on the secluded woodland grounds of the lodge.
         
 
         Suspicious by nature and reclusive, cruel to the point of tyranny, Sergei Yakut’s world was one of scrutiny and mistrust. God help you if you crossed him in any way, for when the fist of his rage came crashing down, it came down like an anvil. Sergei Yakut had few friends and even fewer enemies; neither seemed to survive long in the chill of his shadow.
         
 
         Renata had come to know the male she served well enough to sense that he was not exactly amenable to the notion of uninvited company, but the fact that he hadn’t killed this interloper – this warrior, as he’d referred to him back in the alleyway – seemed to indicate at least some small degree of respect. If not for the warrior himself, then for the group he belonged to, the Order.
         
 
         As she swung the armored, custom Mercedes up to the entrance of the rough-timbered main house at the end of the long drive, Renata couldn’t resist flicking a glance in the rearview mirror to the two vampires seated in silence behind her.
         
 
          
         Ice-blue eyes met her gaze in the glass. He didn’t blink away, not even as the seconds stretched beyond curiosity to that of bald challenge. He was pissed off, his ego no doubt still bruised by the fact that she had duped him in the alley and led him into a trap. Renata feigned polite ignorance as she broke the heavy hold of his stare and brought the car to a halt in front of the lodge.
         
 
         One of the Breed males on guard at the entrance came down the wide plank steps to open the back door of the sedan. Behind him a few paces stood another guard, this one holding a pair of leashed Russian wolfhounds. Their bared teeth gnashing, the big watchdogs barked and growled like savages until the moment Sergei Yakut came out of the car. The animals were as well trained as the rest of the vampire’s household: one look from their master and they fell into an instant, submissive silence, massive heads held low as he and the warrior stalked into the house.
         
 
         The guard standing near the car closed the open back door and shot a questioning glance at Renata through the tinted glass of the window.
         
 
         Who the hell is that? was the obvious look on his face, but before he could motion for her to roll down the window so he could ask it, she put the sedan into gear and tapped the gas.
         
 
         As she eased the car off the gravel drive and took it around to the garage in back of the lodge, the pain and tension she’d been feeling earlier began to creep back into her body. She was tired from the whole confrontation tonight, her limbs and mind equally wrung out. All she wanted was her bed and a long, hot soak in the tub. She really didn’t care which came first.
         
 
         Renata had her own small quarters in the lodge, a luxury that Yakut did not afford any of the males who served him. Even Alexei bunked with the other guards in common quarters, sleeping on fur pallets spread out on the floor, like a garrison straight out of the Middle Ages. Renata’s room was only fractionally better than that: a narrow space big enough only for the twin bed, nightstand, and the trunk that held her meager clothing. A bathroom with a footed tub was located down the hall and shared with the only other female in Sergei Yakut’s charge.
         
 
         The amenities were rustic at best, as was the rest of the hundred-year-old log compound, and the furnishings were sparse. Not to mention a bit revolting.
         
 
         Although Yakut once told her he and his household had only been living there for the past decade, the old hunting lodge was filled with what seemed to be half a century’s worth of animal pelts, stuffed game, and mounted antlers. She assumed the taxidermy decor had belonged to the previous owner, but Yakut didn’t seem to mind sharing his home with all the morbidity. In fact, he seemed to relish the primitiveness of the place. Renata knew the Siberian vampire was older than he appeared – much, much older, as those of his kind often were. But it didn’t take a lot to imagine him clothed in skins and furs, armed with steel and iron, and wreaking bloody havoc on the defenseless villages of Russia’s remote northern regions. Time hadn’t smoothed away any of his edge, and Renata could testify firsthand to Yakut’s deadly nature.
         
 
         That she could serve someone like that made her gut twist with regret. That she was pledged to protect him, to be loyal to him, both in thought and action, made her feel herself a stranger in her own skin. She had her reasons for staying – especially now – but there was still so much she wished she could change. So much still to regret …
         
 
         She pushed aside the thoughts that were too dangerous to even let form in her mind. If Sergei Yakut were to sense the slightest weakness in her allegiance to him, there would be swift, severe repercussions.
         
 
         Renata closed her door after she entered her room. She unfastened her weapon holsters and laid the guns and knives neatly on top of the old trunk at the foot of the bed. She ached all over, muscles and bones screaming from the earlier tax on her mind. Her neck was stiff, full of knots that made her wince as she tried to massage them away.
         
 
         God, she needed some peace from the pain.
 
         A gentle scratching noise started up on the other side of the wall. It grated in her ears like nails on a chalkboard, her head feeling as fragile as a glass bell.
         
 
         ‘Rennie?’ Mira’s girlish voice was soft, just a meek little whisper coming through the gaps in the logs. ‘Rennie … is that you?’
         
 
         ‘Yes, mouse,’ Renata answered. She moved up to the head of the bed and rested her cheek against the rounded timber of the wall. ‘It’s me. What are you doing still awake?’
         
 
         ‘I don’t know. Couldn’t sleep.’
 
         ‘More nightmares?’
 
         ‘Uh-huh. I keep … seeing him. That bad man.’
 
         Renata sighed, hearing the hesitation in the soft admission. She thought about the warm bath that was only a few minutes out of her reach. It was a welcome solitude she needed more than anything at times like this, when the aftermath of her psychic ability – the very thing that had spared her life two years ago on this plot of remote, wooded land – seemed determined to kick her ass.
         
 
         ‘Rennie?’ came Mira’s quiet voice again. ‘Are you still there?’
 
         ‘I’m here.’
 
         She pictured the innocent face through the knotted pine. She didn’t have to see the child to know that Mira had probably been sitting there in the darkness all this time, waiting to hear Renata come back so she wouldn’t feel so alone. She’d been pretty shaken up the past few days – understandably, given what she’d witnessed.
         
 
         Oh, screw the damn bath, Renata thought harshly. Swallowing down the pain that ran over her skin as she stood up, she reached over and pulled a Harry Potter novel out of her nightstand drawer.
         
 
         ‘Hey, mouse? I can’t sleep right now either. How about if I come over and read to you for a little while?’
         
 
         Mira’s joyful shriek sounded muffled, as though she’d had to cover her mouth with her pillow to keep from alarming the entire household with her outburst.
         
 
         Despite her pain and fatigue, Renata smiled. ‘I’ll take that as a yes.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         Sergei Yakut led Nikolai into a large, open room that might have been a banquet hall when the old hunting lodge was in its heyday. Now there were no rows of tables or benches, only a pair of big leather club chairs arranged in front of a towering stone fireplace at the far end of the room and a massive wooden desk crouched nearby.
         
 
         The pelts of bears and wolves and other, more exotic predators lay spread out as rugs on the wood plank floor. Mounted to the stone above the fireplace was the head of a bull moose with a huge rack of broad bone-white antlers, his dark glass eyes fixed on some distant point across the wide expanse of the hall. His long-gone freedom? Niko thought wryly as he followed Yakut to the leather chairs at the hearth and sat down at the Gen One’s gestured invitation.
         
 
         Nikolai idly glanced around, guessing the lodge to be at least a century old, and built for human residents originally, although the sparse windows were currently rigged with crucial UV-blocking shutters. It wasn’t the sort of place you might expect a vampire to settle in as his home. The Breed tended to prefer more modern, luxurious surroundings, living in family groups or communities called Darkhavens for the most part, many such places equipped with perimeter alarms and security fences.
         
 
          
         As civilian Breed domiciles went, Yakut’s rustic camp, while remote enough for a good amount of privacy from curious humans, was anything but typical. Then again, neither was Sergei Yakut himself.
         
 
         ‘How long have you been in Montreal?’ Nikolai asked.
 
         ‘Not long.’ Yakut shrugged, his elbows braced on the arms of the chair he was slouched into. His posture may have been relaxed, but his eyes had not stopped studying Niko – assessing him – since the moment they sat down. ‘I find it to my benefit to keep on the move and not get too comfortable in any one place. Trouble has a way of catching up to you when you overstay your welcome.’
         
 
         Nikolai considered the comment, wondering if Yakut spoke from personal experience or if it was meant as some kind of warning to his unexpected guest.
         
 
         ‘Tell me about the attack on you,’ he said, unfazed by either the flat stare or the obvious suspicious nature of the Gen One. ‘And I’ll need to talk to that witness too.’
         
 
         ‘Of course.’ Yakut motioned over one of his Breed guards. ‘Fetch the child.’
         
 
         The tall male nodded in acknowledgment, then left to carry out the order. Yakut sat forward in his chair. ‘The attack occurred here in this room. I had been sitting in this very chair, reviewing a few of my accounts when the guard on watch heard a noise outside the lodge. He went to investigate, and returned to tell me that it was only raccoons that had gotten into one of the sheds out back.’ Yakut shrugged. ‘This was hardly unusual, so I sent him out to drive the pests away. When several minutes passed and he did not come back, I knew there was trouble. By then, no doubt, the guard was already dead.’
         
 
         Nikolai nodded. ‘And the intruder was already inside the lodge.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, he was.’
 
          
         ‘What about the girl – the witness?’
 
         ‘She had taken her evening meal and was resting in here with me. She’d fallen asleep on the floor near the fire, but she awoke just in time to see that my assailant was standing directly behind me. I hadn’t even heard the bastard move, he was so stealthy and quick.’
         
 
         ‘He was Breed,’ Niko suggested.
 
         Yakut inclined his head in agreement. ‘No question, he was Breed. He was dressed like a thief, all in black, his head and face covered with a black nylon mask that left only his eyes visible, but there is no doubt in my mind that he was our kind. If I had to guess, I would say he might even have been Gen One himself based on his strength and speed. If not for the child opening her eyes and crying out a warning, I would have lost my head to him in that next instant. He brought a thin wire garrote down on me from behind the chair. Mira’s scream drew his attention away for a crucial second, and I was able to bring up my hand to block the wire from slicing across my throat. I twisted out of his range, but before I could leap on him myself or call in my guards, he escaped.’
         
 
         ‘Just like that, he turned tail and ran?’ Nikolai asked.
 
         ‘Just like that,’ Yakut replied, a slow smile teasing at the corner of his mouth. ‘One look at Mira, and the coward fled.’
         
 
         Niko swore under his breath. ‘You were damn lucky,’ he said, finding it hard to reconcile that the sight of a mere child could cause such a distraction for what had to be a highly trained, expert assassin. It just didn’t make sense.
         
 
         Before he could point that out to Yakut, footsteps approached from the other end of the long room. Walking in ahead of the guard Yakut had dispatched was Renata and a delicate waif of a girl. Renata had shucked her weapons somewhere, but she strolled alongside the child protectively, her cool gaze wary as she brought Mira farther into the room.
         
 
         Nikolai couldn’t help staring at the girl’s odd attire. The pink pajamas and bunny slippers were unexpected, but it was the short black veil that covered the top of her face that he found most jarring.
         
 
         ‘Renata was reading me a story,’ Mira supplied, her soft voice chiming with a bright innocence that seemed so out of place in Yakut’s crude domain.
         
 
         ‘Is that so?’ the Gen One asked, a slow reply that seemed directed more at Renata than the child. ‘Come closer, Mira. There is someone who wants to meet you.’
         
 
         The guard stepped back once Mira stood before Yakut, but Renata’s booted feet held steady at the girl’s side. At first Niko wondered if the child might be blind, but she moved without hesitation, walking the few remaining steps to where Yakut and Nikolai now stood.
         
 
         The small head pivoted toward Nikolai without error. She definitely was sighted. ‘Hello,’ she said to him, and gave a polite little nod.
         
 
         ‘Hello,’ Nikolai replied. ‘I heard what happened the other night. You must be very brave.’
         
 
         She shrugged, but it was impossible to read her expression when just her small nose and mouth were visible beneath the hem of the head covering. Nikolai looked at the young girl – the impish, three-and-a-half-foot waif who had somehow driven away a Breed vampire on a mission to kill one of the most formidable members of their kind. It had to be a joke. Was Yakut jerking him around somehow? What could this child possibly have done to thwart the attack?
         
 
         Nikolai looked to Yakut, ready to call him out for what had to be a line of pure bullshit. There was no way in hell the attack could have gone down the way he’d described.
         
 
         ‘Remove your veil,’ Yakut instructed the girl, as if he knew the line of Niko’s thinking.
         
 
         Her small hands reached up to grasp the edge of the short black strip of gauze. She swept the veil back off her face but seemed careful to keep her eyes downcast. Renata stood very still beside the child, her expression placid even while her fingers curled into fists at her sides. She seemed to be holding her breath, waiting with an air of wary anticipation.
         
 
         ‘Lift your eyes, Mira,’ Yakut commanded her, his mouth curving into a smile. ‘Look at our guest, and show him what he wants to know.’
         
 
         Slowly the fringe of dark brown lashes came up. The girl raised her chin, tipping her head up and meeting Niko’s gaze.
         
 
         ‘Jesus Christ,’ he hissed, hardly aware that he was speaking at all as he got his first glimpse at Mira’s eyes.
         
 
         They were extraordinary. The irises were so white they were clear, as liquid and fathomless as a pool of colorless water. Or, rather, a mirror, he amended, looking deeper into them because he couldn’t help it, drawn closer by the startling, unusual beauty of her gaze.
         
 
         He didn’t know how long he stared – couldn’t have been more than a couple seconds at most – but now her pupils were getting smaller, shrinking down to tiny pinpricks of black within the endless circle of silvery white. The color shimmered, rippling as though a breeze had skated across the tranquil surface. Incredible. He’d never seen anything like it. He peered deeper, unable to resist the strange play of light in her eyes.
         
 
         When it cleared, Nikolai saw himself reflected there.
 
         He saw himself and someone else … a woman. They were naked, bodies pressed together, sheened with sweat. He was kissing her heatedly, burying his hands in the dark glossy strands of her hair. Pushing her down beneath him as he thrust deep inside her. He saw himself baring his fangs, lowering his head and placing his mouth to the tender curve of her neck.
         
 
         Tasting the sweetness of her blood as he pierced her skin and vein and began to drink –
         
 
         ‘Holy hell,’ he ground out, tearing his gaze away from the startling, all-too-real reflection. His voice was rough, his tongue thick behind the sudden emergence of his fangs. His heart was racing, and farther down, his cock had gone stiff as stone. ‘What just happened?’
         
 
         Everyone was staring at him except for Renata, who seemed more concerned with helping Mira replace her veil. She whispered something in the girl’s ear, soothing words, by the soft tone of them. Sergei Yakut’s low, rumbling chuckle was echoed by a few amused chortles from the other men.
         
 
         ‘What did she just do to me?’ Niko demanded, not the least bit entertained. ‘What the fuck was that?’
         
 
         Yakut leaned back in his chair and grinned like a tsar making a public joke of one of his subjects. ‘Tell me what you saw.’
         
 
         ‘Myself,’ Nikolai blurted, still trying to make sense of it. The vision was so real. As if all of it were truly happening just then, not the mirage it had to be. God knew his body was convinced it was real.
         
 
         ‘What else did you see?’ Yakut asked blithely. ‘Tell me, please.’
         
 
         Fuck that. Niko mutely shook his head. He’d be damned if he was going to lay the whole salacious thing out for everyone in the room. ‘I saw myself … some vision of myself, reflected in the girl’s eyes.’
         
 
         ‘What you saw was a glimpse of your future,’ Yakut informed him. He motioned for the girl to come to his side, where he wrapped his arm around her thin shoulders and pulled her close, like a prized possession. ‘One look into Mira’s eyes and you see a vision of events in your life that are destined to come.’
         
 
         It didn’t take much to conjure the image back into his head. Oh, hell no, not much at all. That picture was as good as permanently burned into his memory and all of his senses. Nikolai willed his thrumming pulse to calm. Called his raging hard-on to heel.
         
 
          
         ‘What did Mira show your attacker last week?’ he asked, desperate to turn the attention away from himself now.
         
 
         Yakut shrugged. ‘Only he can know. The girl has no knowledge of what her eyes reflect.’
         
 
         Thank God for that. Niko hated to think of the education she might have just gotten otherwise.
         
 
         ‘Whatever the bastard saw,’ Yakut added, ‘it was enough to make him hesitate and give me a chance to escape the death he came to deliver.’ The Gen One smirked. ‘The future can be startling, especially when you are not expecting it, yeah?’
         
 
         ‘Yeah,’ Nikolai murmured. ‘I suppose it can be.’
 
         He’d just gotten a decent dose of that knowledge firsthand.
 
         Because the woman who’d been wrapped around him, naked and writhing so passionately in his arms? It was none other than cold, beautiful Renata.
         

      

      
    

  


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/a328_1_online.png
NAME (block letters):
ADDRESS:

POSTCODE:

I enclose a cheque/PO (payable to “I'BS Direct’) for the amount of £
[ wish to pay by Switch/Credit Card
Card number:

Expiry date: Switch issue number:,






OPS/9781849018746_cover_epub.jpg
The New York Times bestselling Midnight Breed series

LARA

™

VEFE

=QFE=

MIDNIGHT

s






OPS/logo_1_online_online.jpg





OPS/a323_2_online.jpg
The New York Times bestselling Midnight Breed series

LARA ADRIAN

SHADLS

IDNIGHT

‘DARK, EDGY AND PASSIONATE, AN IRRESISTIBLE
VAMPIRE ROMANCE.”  CHICAGO TRIBUNE






OPS/insertSpan.js
function setSpanIGP(){var clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-num');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-sub');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-author');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-contributor');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-other');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('caption');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);}function setSpaninPara(pClassList){for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){if(pClassList[i]){var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;}}}function init(){setSpanIGP();}window.onload=init;




