
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Their love is forbidden, but they can’t stay away from each other.

	 

	 

	Haven is a hero. He was born to hunt and kill supernatural creatures, which is exactly what he’s done for hundreds of years.

	Until he couldn’t anymore.

	The conclave is giving him one last chance to prove to them that they can trust him. They send him to kill a leshy who kidnaps children and kills their parents.

	Or at least, that’s what Haven is told.

	Dimitri saves abused children. He kills their parents and finds them new families, and he’s not planning on stopping, not even when the conclave sends yet another hero after him.

	But this hero is different.

	Haven listens to Dimitri, which is a first for the conclave. Unfortunately for both of them, the conclave won’t listen to reason, and once they’re on the run, they can only rely on each other, especially after Dimitri is wounded. Haven steps up as his protector, but they both know it can’t last. A hero and a supernatural creature are too different to fall in love, and now that he’s realized how wrong he was, Haven needs to find his way to redemption.

	Can Dimitri really trust Haven with his life? And just as important—can he trust him with his heart?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	The sounds around Haven were familiar, as were the sights. He’d been back at the conclave building where he spent most of his time for weeks, but he was still having trouble getting used to it again. He didn’t know why. What had happened shouldn’t have changed the way he thought, the way he obeyed the conclave.

	It had.

	He didn’t want to think about Thor and Cecil. What had happened with them had been a fluke. Haven should have killed both of them, since they were supernatural creatures and it was his job as a hero, yet he’d let them leave. He’d even allowed Thor to give him his phone number. He didn’t know why. It had been a spur of the moment decision, and he would never use it. He would never allow himself to use it. He might be curious about Thor and Cecil and their world, but he knew his place in the world.

	He was a hero, and he killed supernatural creatures like Thor and Cecil.

	He hit the punching ball again, then again. He was sweating, but the physical labor wasn’t helping him as much as usual. He still needed to do it, but he wished it would stop the thoughts about what had happened and what he’d done—or rather, hadn’t done.

	He hadn’t done his job. He was a hero. He’d been born to hunt and kill supernatural creatures. Why hadn’t he been able to kill Thor and Cecil, then? Why hadn’t he been able to obey his orders and rid the world of the plague they represented?

	But Thor and Cecil weren’t a plague, were they? They hadn’t done anything wrong.

	He snorted and hit the punching ball again.

	Cecil hadn’t done anything. He had a shitty brother, but that was it. Thor, on the other hand, was a professional assassin. Haven knew enough about him to be sure of that. He should have killed him, but he hadn’t been able to. He’d allowed Thor and Cecil to convince him the best thing to do was to let them go, and now here he was. He was lucky he hadn’t been terminated as a hero. That was what happened to heroes when they went rogue and worked against orders.

	But supernatural creatures were a threat to humans. There were a few exceptions, like Cecil, but they were just that—exceptions. There could be no other reason for his behavior. Haven had been a hero long enough to know that most supernatural creatures were evil.

	His phone rang on the bench, and he froze. Only two people called him, and one of them was out on a mission.

	That left the person who gave him orders.

	He looked at the phone as if it was about to bite him. It just might. He knew he’d been lucky the conclave had allowed him to live and to continue being a hero. He wouldn’t be lucky the next time.

	That meant that next time, he had to kill whoever he was sent to kill. He couldn’t allow his feelings and his thoughts to come between him and the creature he was sent after.

	He sucked in a breath and stopped hitting the punching ball. He moved to the phone quickly, knowing Marsha didn’t appreciate having to wait, especially when he wasn’t on a job.

	“Yes?”

	“Haven. In my office. Now.”

	She hung up, leaving Haven to look at his phone screen until it went dark.

	It was Marsha’s usual behavior, so Haven wasn’t overly worried. She wasn’t one for hellos and goodbyes. She didn’t have a lot of free time, and she tended to use as few words as possible. It made her sound curt and hard, but that wasn’t a problem. They weren’t friends. She was his boss, and as such, he didn’t expect to be coddled.

	He took the quickest shower he could—Marsha wanted to see him right away, but she wouldn’t appreciate it if he dripped sweat all over her office—and headed over to her office. Her secretary waved him in, and Haven knew he was late. Maybe he shouldn’t have washed the sweat off after all if Marsha was already waiting for him.

	He quickly knocked on the door, then opened it. Marsha was behind her desk, working on something, and she waved at him without looking at him. He stayed silent, letting her finish whatever she was doing. She would talk when she was ready to talk, and not one second sooner.

	He stood there, waiting until she put down her pen and looked at him. “How are you feeling?” she asked.

	She wasn’t one to ask how one was feeling, either, so Haven knew there was something there. “I’m fine.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“I’m sure. What happened was a fluke. I had to take care of one of those creatures, and I allowed the other two to slip away. It won’t happen again.” He hadn’t told the conclave the truth, and he wasn’t planning to. He’d come up with an excuse, and since there had been a body, it had worked. It wouldn’t work a second time, though, and he had to be careful.

	Marsha nodded. “Good, because I have another job for you.” She paused, hesitating.

	Haven held his breath. She didn’t usually behave like this—hesitant and unsure.

	They weren’t friends, but they’d worked together for decades. They knew each other well, probably as well as anyone could know someone in their line of work. They weren’t close, but Marsha was the closest person he had to a friend except for Percival. Haven knew it was hard for her to juggle those opposing aspects of their relationship. Right now, though, she was his boss, and all signs of friendship were gone.

	“This is your chance at redemption. There’s a supernatural creature kidnapping children and tearing apart their parents.”

	Haven sucked in a breath. This was why he’d agreed to be a hero. Not everyone who was born with the mark wanted to do the job, but he had. He’d wanted to protect humanity, even though he wasn’t part of it anymore. He hadn’t been in a long time.

	Still, human beings were his people, and he would do everything he could to make sure they were safe. “Where?”

	Marsha raised a folder from the desk. “All the information is here. Take a moment to read it over, then head out. I don’t have to tell you we need this creature apprehended as soon as possible.” She paused. “This is your last chance. If something happens, if you don’t get rid of the creature...”

	She didn’t have to explain for Haven to know. If he didn’t do his job, he wouldn’t be a hero, and the conclave would have no need for him. They would get rid of him just like they got rid of supernatural creatures. They would kill him, and they wouldn’t have one second of hesitation or regret.

	He nodded curtly. “I’ll take care of it.”

	“See that you do. I don’t know what happened to you, but I don’t want it to happen again. I know you can do this. You’ve been doing it for hundreds of years. Don’t disappoint me.”

	“I won’t.” Because something worse than disappointing Marsha would happen if he didn’t kill the creature.

	When he left the office, he was half convinced that killing the creature was the right thing to do. His problem was that the other half of him wasn’t as convinced.

	With Thor and Cecil, he’d been able to see that not all supernatural creatures were bad. It wasn’t black and white, and he wasn’t sure what to do now. He didn’t want to hurt and kill supernatural creatures without investigating and making sure they were guilty, and he wasn’t sure he could trust the conclave when it came to that. He had a file, and he would read it, but he already knew how the conclave worked.

	They wanted him to kill this creature, and they wanted him to do it without asking questions.

	He didn’t know if he could do that, not anymore.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Dimitri watched the house, doing his best to ignore the screams coming from inside. He wanted to intervene. He wanted to see the child. He had to wait, though. One wrong move and the human would escape, and Dimitri wouldn’t be able to catch him. That meant giving him the opportunity to do this again, to hurt another child, and Dimitri couldn’t do that. No matter how hard it was to listen to the screams, he had to do this.

	He swallowed, not looking away. Even though he couldn’t intervene, the least he could do was listen to the child’s pain. What was happening wasn’t Dimitri’s fault, but he could do something to stop it, and he wasn’t.

	He tightened his hands into fists, keeping his focus on the house. It would be over soon, and he was relieved. He wanted the man to pay, to hurt him as much as he hurt the child.

	One of the wolves growled, and Dimitri shook his head. “Not yet,” he murmured.

	The wolf took a step forward, and Dimitri touched the top of his head. The wolf stopped, but Dimitri knew he wouldn’t be able to keep him and the others at bay for much longer.

	They were wolves, yet not. He could control them, and by now, they’d seen enough to understand somehow what was going on. They might not think like human beings, but they knew a pup was being hurt, and they wanted to save the child.

	Maybe it was time for Dimitri to move on and use another pack. This one was becoming too human, even though they were wolves, and he didn’t want to change them. He’d already done enough of that.

	They continued watching and waiting until the house fell silent. The only thing Dimitri could hear now was the TV blaring, and he knew it was time. He peered down at the wolf, who looked up at him, and he nodded.

	Then he took his hand away.

	He and the pack moved together. Dimitri wasn’t a wolf, but he was a leshy, and they were one. He controlled the wolves, but he didn’t need to anymore. They knew what he wanted, and they wanted it as much as him. By talking to them as much as he had, by explaining why he wanted them to kill human beings, he’d pushed his conscience into them. Now, they knew what to do without him having to say anything.

	They let Dimitri open the door. That was one thing they couldn’t do, and Dimitri was relieved. He didn’t think they would continue killing if he wasn’t there, but he couldn’t take the risk. He didn’t want any of them to be killed because of what they were doing. The situation was already bad enough as it was, but he couldn’t back down, and he knew the wolves wouldn’t, either. They might be wolves, but they still understood they had to protect puppies.

	Dimitri slipped inside the house. The wolves were right behind him, and he allowed them to move freely to find the man who’d been abusing the child. Dimitri already knew where the child’s bedroom was, and he headed straight there. The wolves went the other way, lethally silent. Dimitri had to get to the child, to protect him from what was about to happen in the other room.

	He wasn’t fast enough.

	When he opened the bedroom door, he couldn’t see anything, not at first. Then, he noticed a bundle of clothes and a trembling child pressed in the space between an unmade bed and the wall. The child’s eyes were wide, and he looked at Dimitri as if he expected Dimitri to hurt him the way his father had.

	Dimitri would never do something like that, but the child wouldn’t have a reason to believe him if he’d told him. He didn’t have a reason to trust him, and Dimitri had to change that. “My name is Dimitri,” he said.

	The child stayed silent, staring at him. Now that Dimitri’s eyes were getting used to the darkness in the bedroom, he could see the bruises, the cuts on the little boy’s face. He couldn’t be more than seven or eight, maybe even less. The sight of what had been done to him made Dimitri want to kill someone, and just then, a scream echoed through the house. It cut off quickly. Then came the sound of a pack of wolves tearing a human apart.

	Dimitri swallowed. No matter how many times it happened, it didn’t become easier to hear, and he didn’t want it to. He just wished he could shield the child from it.

	“I’m here to take you away from your father,” he explained.

	The child’s eyes were still wide, and he was staring at the door behind Dimitri. “What’s happening to him?”

	“He’s paying for what he did to you. He’ll never be able to touch you again. Come on. I’m taking you to a better place, a place where you’ll have a real family, where you’ll be happy and safe.”

	The child was still hesitant. “For real?”

	“For real.” Dimitri wished he could give the child more time, that he could gain his trust, especially since he very obviously wasn’t human, but they had to leave before someone noticed what was happening. The wolves weren’t discreet when they killed, and a neighbor was bound to realize something was going on and call the police. Dimitri couldn’t allow them to intervene, not until the child was away from the house.

	He wiggled his fingers. “Come on. I promise you’ll never be hurt again. I’ll make sure of it.”

	“Is he dead?”

	This child wasn’t the first one to ask Dimitri that question, and Dimitri had understood a long time ago that the best thing he could do was to tell the child the truth. “He is. You heard it.”

	“You didn’t kill him, though.”

	“My wolf pack did.”

	The child pressed his back against the wall. “Are they going to kill me, too?”

	“No. They’re here to save you, just like I am. You can see them, if you want.”

	It worked. It usually did. Children seemed to be fascinated by the wolves, and Dimitri had used that to his advantage several times. He already knew one of the females was just outside the door, waiting for them, so he stepped aside. She moved into the room, but she didn’t go toward the child, stopping at Dimitri’s feet instead.

	The child sucked in a breath, then wiggled his way out of the corner where he’d been hiding. “Is it real?” he asked.

	“Very much so, yes. Come on. There are more waiting for us outside. You can meet all of them before we go to a safe place.”

	“And you promise no one will hurt me ever again?”

	“I promise.” It was what Dimitri did.

	The child came closer, and finally, Dimitri could touch him. He did so, opening his arms.

	The child didn’t hesitate. He allowed Dimitri to take him into his arms, snuggling close. Dimitri could feel the child’s bones poking through his skin, and he wanted to kill the child’s father all over again. He looked at the wolf, and he knew she understood what he wanted. They always did. The wolves and Dimitri were linked by something supernatural. He didn’t have to use control, though, not anymore. They knew what he was doing, and they wanted to help.

	The wolf led the way outside the house. Dimitri could still hear the other wolves in the living room, tearing the child’s father apart. He whistled, telling them he was leaving and that the human police would probably be there soon. They had to leave now.

	They all left the house. Dimitri was grateful the child had buried his face against his neck so he wouldn’t see the blood on the wolves’ fur. He stroked a hand on the child’s back, trying to soothe him. “You’re safe now,” he promised. He was humbled by the way the child trusted him, even though he was different and clearly not human.

	He was one of the children Dimitri had saved, but there were hundreds, thousands more of them in the world, being hurt right at this moment. Dimitri wanted to do more, but he couldn’t, so he focused on this child for now. He would have time for the others soon enough.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	It was tempting to believe everything he was reading in the file. Haven always had, so why should this case be different?

	He knew why. The last time he’d been sent to kill a supernatural creature, the creature wasn’t the bad guy. The person who’d called the conclave was. Haven didn’t know if that was the case now, though.

	On paper, everything was clear. The leshy killed parents and took their children, who were never seen again. It was too easy to imagine what happened to them, and Haven did his best not to. He didn’t work with children. He avenged them and their parents, but that was it. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to help a child if he had to.

	That wasn’t what this was about, though. Things appeared clear, but Haven couldn’t help but wonder if there was more to the situation, something that hadn’t been written in the report.

	There had been with Thor, and even though Haven couldn’t begin to understand Thor and how he lived his life, he knew that even though Thor was a supernatural creature and a professional assassin, he had honor. He only killed people who deserved to be killed. He killed people who hurt other people, and in a way, he was more similar to Haven than Haven had ever thought they could be.

	What if that was the case here?

	It would be easy to ignore these feelings, and Haven wanted to. He was a hero. His job was to find supernatural creatures and get rid of them. That way, they wouldn’t kill anyone else, and they wouldn’t take other children like this one was.

	He couldn’t seem to stop thinking about what-ifs, though. What if the creature had a reason to do these things? What if he was in the right, and killing him would stop whatever he was doing to help? What if he was helping somehow, and Haven put an end to it?

	He shook his head and scowled at his thoughts. He had to stop. He was a hero, and his job, the reason he was born, was to kill supernatural creatures. It didn’t matter what they did—if they killed human beings or lived in peace. They shouldn’t exist, and Haven had been told that for hundreds of years. He’d believed it for hundreds of years.

	He headed toward the door, ready to leave the conclave building and head to the coordinates in the report. He had a leshy to catch and kill.

	The door opened before he could reach it, and a nymph was dragged in, screaming.

	Nymphs were usually peaceful, so it didn’t make sense that this one was being treated this way or that she’d been brought to the conclave building. She was sobbing and wailing that she hadn’t done anything wrong, and Haven found himself wanting to reach out, to help her.

	That would mean both their deaths, though, and he stopped himself. He watched as the nymph was taken down to the conclave jail, and he knew what would happen to her. No matter how many times she cried and told the other heroes she hadn’t done anything, she would die. The conclave had to want something from her before it happened, which was why they’d ordered her brought in, but it wouldn’t last long. The nymph would be dead before Haven came back.

	Was she innocent? Did the conclave have a reason to arrest and kill her?

	Probably not. The conclave didn’t have to have a reason. They used heroes as their military force, as their professional killers. How was Haven better than Thor when he killed people he was ordered to kill without thinking twice about it?

	He shook his head. He had to stop thinking that way. He didn’t know if dragging the nymph inside was necessary, and for whatever reason, he found himself stepping closer to one of the heroes who had brought her in. Haven knew him, even though they weren’t friends. “What did she do?”

	Mather shrugged. “What do you care?”

	“I don’t. I’m just curious.”

	“Killed someone.”

	“You saw her do it? And why did she have to be brought in?”

	Mather looked away from the form he was filling out. “What do you mean?”

	“How do you know she killed someone if you didn’t see it happen?”

	“It was in the report.”

	And Mather hadn’t stopped to wonder if the information in the report was correct. He’d obeyed his orders, just like Haven always had.

	Haven took a step back. “Of course. I was just wondering.”

	Mather looked at him like he was crazy, then shook his head and went back to his report.

	Haven should leave. He had to get out of here before he did something even more stupid than questioning this arrest. He was lucky no one else had heard him. Mather probably wouldn’t report him, but someone else might, and if that happened, it would be the end for Haven.

	Being a hero was all he knew. He’d been a hero for hundreds of years, ever since the conclave had found him and told him what the birthmark on his side meant. It would never change. Haven was immortal, just like some of the creatures he had to kill. The only way to kill him was through violence, and so far, he’d been lucky. He wouldn’t be as lucky if the conclave found out that he doubted them, though.

	He looked down at the file he was still holding. He had a job to do, and he’d better start thinking about that instead of whether or not some of the creatures they killed were innocent. He couldn’t change anything. He was a hero, and he was a killer. There was nothing else for him.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Dimitri watched the child walk away, knowing he’d done a good job once again. It was always hard to let them go, but it was the best thing he could do. Even though he wanted to keep all the children close, to make sure they were safe and happy, he couldn’t. He was a rescuer, but he would suck as a father.

	“He’ll be fine,” Clementine said. She leaned closer, and Dimitri wrapped an arm around her shoulders and squeezed. They weren’t together anymore, but they were still friends, and they were close. Dimitri wasn’t sure what he would have done without her and the others.

	They were part of the underground group that helped the children he saved. Most of them were human, like Clementine. It wasn’t a problem, though. They knew about Dimitri and what he was, and they didn’t care. They only cared about the fact that he helped children, that he saved them, and it made him feel like he belonged, even though he didn’t. He was so different from them, but since they didn’t care, he didn’t either.

	As long as they found the children a good family and made sure they couldn’t be found, he was happy.

	Sometimes, he still wished things with Clementine had worked, but she’d needed someone she could introduce to her parents, someone she could be seen with. Dimitri was nothing like that. Anyone who saw him knew he wasn’t human, and that would have been a problem to say the least.

	“I wish I could do more,” he murmured.

	Clementine pressed her cheek against Dimitri’s shoulder. “You’re already doing everything you can. Without you, this child would have continued being abused. Eventually, he might have died, or he could have grown up to be like his father. You’re giving him a chance, and he’ll never be able to thank you enough for that.”

	“I don’t understand why humans do this.” It didn’t make sense to him that they didn’t take care of their children.

	Children were the future of the human race, yet they were treated like garbage a lot of the time, and no one tried to help them. If it weren’t for Dimitri, numerous children would have died, and others might become abusers themselves. Even if they didn’t, if they grew up to be good adults, they didn’t deserve to go through this. Dimitri could think of nothing worse. He was glad he could help, but there was so much more to do, and there was only one of him.

	Clementine moved away. “People are starting to notice what’s going on,” she said.

	Dimitri nodded. “I know. I’m going to have to move on soon.”

	“I’ll miss you.”

	The first time he’d left, when they’d broken up, she’d been in her twenties. Now she was in her thirties, but she was just as beautiful as ever. She was married and she had two children, something Dimitri would never have been able to give her.

	“I don’t want you to leave,” she confessed.

	“I know. It’s necessary, though. I can’t allow heroes or the human police to find me.”

	She wrinkled her nose. “I’ve never seen one of those heroes you talk about. Are they that bad?”

	“It’s a good thing you haven’t. You don’t want to meet a hero. They are monsters who kill without thinking about what they’re doing. They obey orders, and that’s all there is to them.” And Dimitri hoped he would never meet one again.

	He knew it was a moot dream. The conclave had been after him on and off for hundreds of years, and they wouldn’t stop until they had him. They didn’t care that he was saving lives, saving children. They only cared that he was a supernatural creature who killed humans, and he had to pay for that.

	He couldn’t allow them to get to him, though. As much as he regretted it, it was time to move on.

	He cleared his throat. “I have one more child to go to in this area. Then, I’ll leave.”

	Clementine stared at him for a moment, then nodded. “All right. Call me when you have them, and we’ll be ready.”

	“I will.” It was the way they did things. Dimitri saved the child, made sure the parent who abused them was punished, and called Clementine. She told him where to go, and once there, she and the rest of her team met him. He didn’t know who else was involved. He only knew Clementine and a few other people. That way, he wouldn’t be able to give them away if he was caught by the conclave or anyone else.

	“I wish I could convince you to stop doing this,” Clementine said.

	Dimitri shook his head. “I can’t stop. I have to continue doing it for the children.”

	“I know. I’m grateful for it, and so is everyone else. I hate thinking of you putting yourself in danger, though.”

	“Don’t worry about me.” Dimitri forced himself to smile, even though he didn’t feel like smiling. “They’ve been hunting me for hundreds of years. I won’t let them stop me.”

	“You won’t be able to save all the children,” Clementine pointed out.

	“It’s not going to stop me from trying, though.” But Dimitri had been alive long enough to know that human beings never changed.

	There were always abusers, people who thought children didn’t matter, who enjoyed hurting them. Dimitri abhorred that kind of person, which was why he was getting rid of them. The world was a better place without them in it, and he wished the conclave would understand that. He wished the conclave understood a lot of things, but he knew better. They’d been after him for a long time, and no matter how many times he tried to reach out and explain what he was doing, they didn’t listen.

	This time wouldn’t be any different. They were coming, and Dimitri had to make sure he left before they arrived. His life depended on it, but more importantly, children’s lives depended on it.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Haven had read the file. He’d read it three times.

	He wasn’t surprised the conclave had tried catching the leshy several times over the years. He was surprised to find out they been trying for hundreds of years—literally. Usually, they managed to catch supernatural creatures eventually. The creatures made a mistake, let down their guard, and the conclave was there to kill them. The leshy was different, though. Every time the conclave tried to catch him, he managed to escape, or he wasn’t there at all when the hero arrived. Haven wasn’t sure what it meant, but he was about to find out.

	He’d found the leshy.

	He had to be careful, because there were humans around, so he was watching the leshy from afar. The leshy was outside a house, and everything was silent. Haven wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but since this leshy was apparently kidnapping children and killing their parents, he was pretty sure the next few hours would be interesting. His job wasn’t to save humans, just to catch and kill supernatural creatures, but if he could save lives while he did his job, he would be more than happy to do it.

	There was still a niggle of doubt in the back of his mind, but he did his best to ignore it. Whatever was going on, he couldn’t allow the leshy to kidnap a child.

	That was what happened, though, right in front of Haven’s eyes.

	Haven watched as the leshy and a pack of wolves entered the house. The screams that came next were horrifying, but Haven waited. He didn’t want to attack the leshy inside the house, and if the leshy behaved as he apparently always did, he would take the child outside. It was sad that someone had to die, but if Haven did his job right, it would be the last person who would. Once he caught the leshy, he would kill him, and everything would go back to normal.

	Well, except for the child.

	Eventually, the leshy came out of the house, a small child in his arm. The child’s long blond hair was a stark contrast with the leshy, who was darker, except for his pale skin. Haven wished he had a photo, but he didn’t. That meant that if the leshy managed to lose him, he would be hard to find a second time.

	Haven had to stay close.

	He waited until the leshy and the wolves moved away from the house, then he followed them. He had to stop the leshy before he hurt the child, but so far, he wasn’t doing anything, so Haven waited. He wanted to be sure that when he caught the leshy, the child would be safe and he would be able to kill the creature. He could have done that right now, and the conclave wouldn’t have said anything. They didn’t care about humans much, not even children. Haven did, though, and this child was already going to be traumatized enough. The last thing she needed was to go through even more pain.

	He had almost reached them when he heard a sound behind him. He tensed, knowing he’d made a mistake, even though he wasn’t sure what that mistake was. Somehow, though, the leshy had realized what was happening, and he was behind him.

	Haven slowly turned around.

	It wasn’t a leshy hunting him, though. It was one of the wolves, and it looked ready to tear him apart just like it and the others had done to the man inside the house.

	Haven unsheathed his sword. If he was going down, he would go down fighting.

	Movement around him made him realize the entire pack had surrounded him. He briefly closed his eyes, murmuring a prayer to a God people didn’t believe in anymore, then opened them again to face his fate. Whatever happened, this was his destiny. It always had been.

	The first wolf jumped, and Haven barely managed to escape his fangs. He moved to the side, swinging his sword and hitting the wolf in the stomach. The wolf whimpered and rolled to the ground, but Haven hadn’t managed to hurt it badly. Blood dripped to the ground, but the wolf still moved toward him.

	Haven readied his sword, even though he didn’t want to kill animals. He knew the leshy was
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