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Prologue

1911

 


Stood underneath the moonlight, the night’s warm
breeze swirled around me and ruffled the grass under the orchard
trees encouraging the subtle scents of summer to kiss my senses.
From across the nearby fields, the impending sound of thunderous
hooves stampeded closer. For several days, David and I had caught
the whispers of an infamous vampire army sweeping the land in
search of vampires to kill or capture and now they were heading
straight for our land. Yet, despite the vibrating ground beneath my
feet, I could not move.

All of a
sudden, David yelled out my name and bolted towards me. He scooped
me up over his shoulder and charged through into the old unused
barn on the outskirts of our modest estate. There we hid underneath
an old soiled blanket beneath several bales of hay to confuse the
scent. Perhaps not the most secure hiding place, but we had little
choice. We lay, as still as the dead, listening and waiting.

The faint
midnight chime of the clock on the wall at the main house broke the
silence, announcing the charge of the deadly vampire army who
crashed through our fences obliterating everything in their path.
David and I held still, forced to listen to the sounds of smashing
china, cracking wood and ripping cloth as they tore through our
farmhouse. Soon after, distressing screams from our animals
followed as the vampire army needlessly slaughtered them one by
one.

David squeezed
my hand and kissed my hair in an attempt to provide some comfort. I
tried hard not to react, yet it seemed so unfair. Ever since
vampirism cursed my brother and I, we had been careful, respectful
and discreet unlike many others of our kind who fuelled the
stereotype of nightwalkers, blood demons or
vampires and who were far more deserving of this fate than
us.

One by one
footsteps snapped outside the barn where we hid.

“The scent
leads into here. I’ll investigate. Start the fires.” Bellowed a
gravelled voice for the benefit of his fellow comrades.

The barn door
creaked open at a measured pace. The unwanted presence triggered an
icy chill skating across my skin and automatically my fingers
curled tightly around David’s hand for reassurance. The footsteps
moved inside the barn; they did not shuffle, instead they were
confident and careful. A whooshing of a cloak followed whilst the
footsteps paused and David’s hand slipped away from mine.

“Whatever
happens, stay down.” He whispered.

I grabbed his
arm to stop him, but his strength doubled mine and he easily
slipped from my grasp. A second later, he exploded to his feet,
sending bales of hay raining down around me. I stayed down but
caught a glimpse of his shadow against the wall. An axe swung in
his hand. My dark heart thudded with panic and fear.

“Come-on then
if you think you have a chance against me?” The gravelly voice
mocked. My brother’s size, usually enough of a deterrent for most,
seemed irrelevant to the heedless vampire.

A clash and
scrape of metal soon followed. I hated the noise. Part of me wanted
to cover my ears and remain buried, but a stronger part of me
needed to see what was happening. I peeped out of the hay. The
gravelly voice belonged to a hideous looking vampire even larger
than David. He possessed a magnificent sword and as it thrashed
against David’s axe, the blade reflected chinks of the moonlight
that gleamed above us through the hole in the barn roof. A further
slice of the sword and the head of the axe cluttered to the ground.
The vampire moved swiftly, leaving his dark cloak swirling around
him. I blinked once, quickly, and when I opened my eyes, the
vampire held David knelt over in position about to slice across his
neck. The terrifying scene in front of me filled my head with
explosive pressure and volcanic energy surged through my body.

“NO!” I
screamed throwing my arms out and squeezing my eyes shut, too
afraid to witness what was about to happen.

Silence fell
upon the barn. I paused, my eyes remained closed dreading the sound
of metal slicing through flesh and bone, but it did not come. After
a few more seconds, I swallowed my fear and opened my eyes. David
remained knelt over, bracing himself, yet the vampire who stood
above him, froze in place with the sword above David’s head paused
in motion waiting to swing down across his neck.

“David
move!” I shouted.

David tugged
his neck free from the vampires grip and scurried out from
underneath the glistening blade.

“You did it.”
David cried. “I thought you’d never use your power again.”

I looked at
David with a confused expression. “What?”

A sudden clank
of metal against the concrete floor interrupted us. Although David
pushed me behind him, curiosity proved a stronger master and I
peered around him to see what would happen next. The vampire stared
through him, straight to me, silent, dazed perhaps.

“My Lady,
please accept my sincerest apologies.” The vampire offered and bent
into a bow.

“You were about
to kill my brother, what made y-y-you stop?” I stuttered, crouching
under David’s protective arm.

“I’m not sure .
. . . Maybe your exquisite beauty mystified me my lady.”

A scoffing
noise slipped out under David’s breath.

I ignored him
and moved away from his protection to make a plea to the vampire.
“Can you leave us alone now? We’re discreet, we don’t court any
attention.” David yanked on the back of my dress and held on to it
to stop me from getting too close. I turned and scowled at him but
he just scowled back refusing to let go.

“No, I’m afraid
I can’t do that. All vampires must be rounded up or destroyed.
There is no escaping the First Vampires of Lilith’s Army, my Lady.
The blood wars are raging. However, I could promise to personally
ensure your safety and that you will be treated with courtesy,
if you come willingly with me now.” The vampire bowed
again.

I tugged my
dress from David’s hand and shuffled closer to the vampire who
dropped to his knee and bowed his head. I reached out with a
shaking hand, compelled to touch his hideously torn face. My
fingertips hovered over the ripples of his rough uneven skin until
he gently lifted his head and gazed up at me.

“What happened
to you?” I asked breathlessly, shocked by the extent of his
disfigurement.

“I have spent
the last one hundred years in battles, my lady. War leaves its
marks.” The vampire spoke softly with his gaze locked into
mine.

In a bewitching
moment, I travelled past his scars and into the depths of his soul
and found a glimpse of kindness hiding behind the monstrous
exterior before me. I found something in him that I believed I
could trust.

“What’s your
name sir?” I whispered.

“—Daisy!
What the hell are you doing? We can’t trust him.” David
interrupted.

I twisted
around and narrowed my eyes at my brother, warning him to trust
me.

“My name is Sir
Adam Beaumont and I promise, both of you, that if you come
willingly, I will escort you personally and you will remain under
my protection. I will make it my personal duty.”

“Escort us
where exactly?” David hissed poised to attack again.

Sir Beaumont
narrowed his eyes, but kept his tone convivial. “To where all the
vampires who are not destroyed are taken . . . to the First
Vampires of Lilith Headquarters. Your lives will be different, but
if you comply and embrace the new regime, they could be good.”

“We have no
other choice?” I mumbled, knowing defeat when it knelt before
me.

“No, my Lady.
Our race will be brought to order. Civilisation beckons.”

“I guess we
have little choice but to trust you, Sir Beaumont—” I
agreed, emphasising the Sir as if to stir him into
chivalry.

“Daisy!
What the . . .?” David snapped and shook his head aggressively.

“Ignore him.” I
told Sir Beaumont, knowing that David would follow, if only to
protect me.

* * * *

Furious did not
begin to describe David’s mood and for several days, he barely
spoke to me. However, Sir Adam Beaumont kept his word and no harm
came to us during our journey despite the threatening and
indecorous glares from the other vampire soldiers.

Our ominous
destination stood in the middle of nowhere and dominated the
horizon. When we arrived, it was just a shell of a towering
building surrounded by scaffolding with men scattered all over it.
Along with the other captured vampires, we were led into nearby
underground caves where large cells with silver bars waited to
imprison us. Whilst the rest of the prisoners were fed meagre
rations of animal blood to keep them weak, each night Sir Beaumont
slipped us extra rations of human blood that he had extracted from
his human slaves to keep us strong. Over time, the captured
population grew steadily, but the overcrowding spurred infighting
and many perished. However, thanks to Sir Beaumont, David remained
stronger than the rest and earned a reputation that ensured we were
left alone.

I don’t know
how much time passed, but eventually one night, the First Vampires
of Lilith Army ordered us out of our underground prison and herded
us into lines. I stood behind my brother, gripping his hand and
trembling. Around us, stood row upon row of bemused, weak and
scared vampires.

Sir Adam
Beaumont rode forward on his enormous black stallion. “The blood
wars have ended. The race has been cleansed.” His large voice
echoed around us. “The First Vampires of Lilith will lead our race
into a new era. Each one of you will be assigned a role and laws to
live by. Break a law and ultimate death will be the penalty. I am
one of the five, First Vampire Colonel’s. I will lead the Central
Lands. If I call your name, you will report to me and assigned a
role. The rest of you will be deployed to the Western, Eastern,
Southern or Northern Lands of our territory and given a role by my
comrades. I will now begin roll call.”

“It’ll be okay.
I won’t leave you. I’m your protector.” David promised.

I held him
tightly, listening to the list of names falling from Sir Beaumont’s
lips, whilst praying that David and I would stay together.

“ . . . Jamie
Cromwell . . . and David Love. You are now Hunters. Come
forward.”

The sound of
David’s name brought about a sharp intake of breath from me.

“It’s okay
Daisy. I will find a way out. Stay strong. I am pretty certain Sir
Beaumont will assign you to him. He’s gone to a lot of trouble to
look after us, and I doubt that was for my benefit.” David hugged
me and disappeared through the crowd to join the other hunters
forming a line behind Sir Beaumont. Alone for the first time
without my brother I held on to myself suffering with
vulnerability. More and more names tripped off Sir Beaumont’s
tongue as he assigned them to a range of roles, yet my name
continued to elude his lips. As the lines thinned around me and
across the enormous field, I caught a glimpse of my brother who
appeared as concerned as I was.

“Right that
leaves Talent Seekers. Only ten required. . .Gabriel Smythe . .
.”

My heart sank
further. It seemed more and more likely that I would be sent to
some other Colonel far away from my brother.

“And . . .
finally Daisy Love. That’s it. Over to you Samuel to select for the
Southern Lands.” Sir Beaumont concluded.

I looked up in
shock and stumbled forward towards the group of supposed Talent
Seekers - whatever that meant, forming a line near Sir Beaumont’s
dark stallion, thankfully only yards from my brother.

 


 


 



Chapter 1:
Coveted Talent

Present day,
First Vampires of Lilith (FVoL) Headquarters, Central Lands.

 


As soon as the retina scanner confirms my identity,
the door to my apartment obediently slides open and releases the
fragrance of Adam’s predictable welcome home gift. It drifts around
the place growing more potent as I wander through into the bedroom.
Seven weeks have passed since I last stood here yet the scent of
the dozen blood red roses infused with the faint smell of fabric
conditioner lingering on my bed sheets and added to the absence of
dust confirms that privacy is apparently a luxury I cannot yet
afford. After throwing my bag on to the bed into a careless heap my
gaze finds the window that surveys the FVoL estate and allows me to
absorb the familiar surroundings from the eighty-fifth floor.

“Daisy!
Daisy?” Adam yells.

“I’m here.”
Being my FVC apparently affords him the right to enter without my
permission.

“I have a new
assignment for you.” His gravelly tone rises in decibels the closer
he approaches.

“Let one of the
others do it, I’ve only just got back from the last one.” I whine,
unzipping my bag ready to unpack. Most of the other vampires in the
FVoL fear Adam and his ferocious reputation but I do not.

Adam appears in
my doorway, blocking most of the light. As always, he has undone
several buttons and loosened his tie so that it hangs low against
the curve of his chest. Adam hates shirt and ties, but he is
required to wear them. “No. I’m your FVC and I’m telling you
to do it.” His tone sharpens but I ignore it. I know he has missed
me.

I leave my bag
and sashay towards him, trailing my fingers along the soft white
cotton sheets, looking away from him until his shadow cloaks me
before I peep up beneath my lashes.

“But Adam I’ve
been away for weeks. I’ve missed you. I thought we could spend some
time . . . alone . . . and strictly speaking the rules
insist on a break between assignments.” I purr, running my hands up
along his oversized arms tracing the definition beneath his shirt
until I reach his broad shoulders. His height forces me to rise up
onto the tips of my toes to finally reach around his neck and pull
him towards me.

He sighs
contemplating whether to surrender. “I’ve missed you too, my
sweet,” his eyes dart past me towards his dozen red roses, splayed
in the crystal vase on top of my chest of drawers. “But this is
important. The Elder has approved this one. This time we’re looking
for an exceptional talent; an EC.” Adam recovers and unties my
hands from around him to avoid my distraction.

A vampire with
Emotion Control capability is the stuff of legend and coveted like
mythical fairies, “An EC?” I clarify with disbelief.

“Yes. You’re
the only one appointed to carry out this assignment. It proves your
standing as a Talent Scout and it will be very good for your career
if you’re successful.” Adam is dangling the carrot he knows will
tempt me.

I respond by
pacing so that I can mull the proposition over. I could be away for
several weeks, longer perhaps. It has already been a month since I
last caught up with David. However, on the other hand, I possess an
instinct like no other Talent Scout and success could place me high
above the rest in the eyes of the Elder. I desperately need the
acknowledgement to help elevate David so that he can have a better
life and we can see each other without having to sneak around.
Therefore, perhaps this initial sacrifice would be worth it in the
longer term.

“Daisy?” Adam
presses waking me from my consideration.

“Okay, I’ll do
it.” I expect to find Adam’s satisfied smile beaming at me, instead
his jaw tenses and he stares back with dark brooding eyes. “There’s
something else I need you to know. None of the others are aware of
this piece of information at this point in time, so what I’m going
to tell you is highly classified. You must keep it to yourself,
agreed?”

I nod and roll
my eyes at his dramatic introduction. Adam knows there is little
love lost between me and the other Talent Scouts. (Thanks to the
rumours of my forbidden relationship with him, they vehemently
reciprocate those feelings)

“There’s an
organisation of rogue vampires partaking in illegal activity. We
have reason to believe they are plotting an uprising against the
FVoL. This increases the risk for all Talent Scouts out on
assignment as they may attempt to intercept targets. If they
attempt to attack you or your target, you have my authority to
destroy them on sight. Please don’t underestimate them, they’re
highly organised.”

“Why aren’t the
Hunters going after them?” Hunters are who usually deal with
deserters or rebels, not that many vampires are brave enough to
try. Desertion or rebellion is punishable by the ultimate death and
the Hunters never fail to capture their targets, especially when my
brother is in charge.

“We are unaware
of the numbers, releasing the Hunters could send the organisation
underground. We want to ensure there are no loose ends. We have
deployed a few Elite’s to locate them. Their task will be to keep
the ones they find under surveillance until we can be certain of
the scale of the organisation and their locations. The Elder will
make an example of each and every last one of them to ward off any
further treason against the FVoL.”

I return to the
bag slumped on my bed. “Okay, well, I’ll keep an eye out for
anything suspicious.”

Adam clutches
my arms and gently pulls me down onto the bed next to him. “Please
take this seriously. You know how much you mean to me. I would be a
very lonely old vampire without you. The last thing I want to do is
send you out again so soon, especially with the potential threat
brewing, but it is out of my hands. The Elder has ordered it and
this assignment is immensely important to all of us.” Adam pauses,
visibly wrestling with his orders.

Adam rarely
reveals the depth of his feelings for me in such an open manner and
his obvious concern for my welfare is touching. I simper and drape
my arm around his neck, twisting my fingers through the bottom of
his soft brown hair. With my other hand, I stroke his scars and
gaze deep into his gentle eyes. “Surely I could delay my departure
for a couple of hours at least?” I pout. “It would be a shame to
waste the fresh bed linen.”

* * * *

Adam needed no
further encouragement and for a couple of hours we were lost in
each other. However, time could not wait forever and my departure
loomed eventually accelerated by a message from the Elder insisting
Adam activates the assignment before midnight.

“Call me every
night, so I know you’re safe and if you do get into trouble you
can’t handle, I’ll come and get you out of it. Okay?” Adam urges
before pressing his anguish spiked kiss against my lips.

“Adam I will
call you every night, like I always do and I won’t get into
any trouble I can’t handle. After all I’ve been trained by
the best.” I grumble annoyed that he thinks I might find trouble I
can’t deal with. Being five foot two with a petite frame seems to
give people the impression you can’t look after yourself, but Adam
knows better. He trained me.

Adam laughs at
my annoyance and pulls me into his oversized arms. “See you soon,
my sweet.” Then he lets me go.

 


 


 



Chapter 2 “Change
is Coming”

 


Eventually I select the ‘Cafe Rose’ in Market Square,
a pleasant establishment with a high standard of cleanliness. I
loathe anywhere with sticky tables, dirty grease ridden floors and
remnants of lipstick left on sides of cups. Inside Cafe Rose,
freshly brewed coffee fills the air with an occasional infusion of
whatever food cooks on the stove. This evening the heavily clouded
sky hides the sunset, allowing me to maximise the night hours for
observing both inside and outside the night Cafe. I have used this
place before. A mixed clientele who frequent this Cafe;
professionals killing time before they catch the train; mothers
with their infants loaded with shopping bags to ease their swollen
feet before their journey home; students sharing cups of tea and a
plate of food and then later into the night inebriated humans
looking for something other than liquid to fill their bellies. All
the while two servers shuffle amongst the tables whilst another
occupies the kitchen area. Periodically I order coffee to keep the
disinterested servers at bay and ensure my hood and hair cover my
face to avoid the interest of anyone else.

“Hey sis.”
David’s voice whispers in my ear.

I have been
anticipating his appearance. Being both twin and vampire gives us a
deeper connection, almost like an invisible thread tugging inside
when we reach close proximity of each other.

“Sit down. What
are you doing here?” I usher angrily, pulling my hair further
forward like a curtain to hide my face from the other customers yet
still allowing me to glare at David. Being small I can blend into a
corner, but David’s enormous figure always draws attention.

“I’ve missed
you too.” He replies folding his arms across his chest.

“I left you a
message.” I glare.

“Sorry, didn’t
get it. I’ve left.”

“What do you
mean left? Left what?”

“I’ve had
enough. I’ve gone underground and decided to take my chances. I’d
rather die running.” David grins, appearing too pleased with
himself.

“You can’t
leave. There’s nothing to go to. Not one single . .
.person . . . has successfully escaped in one hundred years.
Why do you have to be so impulsive? Listen, soon I’ll be
able to get you out of there and into Talent Scouting with me or
something, but you must go back before they notice you’ve
gone.”

“No Daisy, one
hunter has escaped, he’s been running for weeks without capture. I
don’t want to do anything for them. I have had enough. The
way they control everything, it’s unnatural. They starve us of
blood. Forbid us to indulge in anything remotely enjoyable and
force us to follow ridiculous oppressive rules. I hardly ever get
to see you anymore. I am sure your warden keeps you occupied on
purpose. Look, you need to wake up to it. They think they are
progressive but they’re not, they are repressive. We are
vampires for Christ sake. Children of Lilith. Our Life is
supposed to be about freedom from rules, freedom to roam, feed and
indulge in whatever we desire or otherwise what is the point?
Instead, they are caging us up, rationing the blood to the point of
starvation and discarding the weak or those that can think for
themselves. You don’t see what it’s like from on the ground having
to hunt down our own kind because they’re mad with thirst. I refuse
to do it anymore.” David shakes his head.

“Not all
vampires are like us, there needs to be order so that we can be
civilised. Can’t you remember what it was like before?—”

“Yes I
can. Can you?”

“—The darkness
within all of us has to be controlled or we’ll obliterate our food
source and each other. It may not always seem like it, but they are
keeping us strong, controlling the growth of our population and
creating a superior breed of vampires through the selection of
humans whose destiny it is to be a vampire. There has to be
discipline. They’re distilling the race so that we can protect our
territory; we’re too small compared to the others.”

“You sound just
like him and all the other sheep.” David mutters, but I
ignore him. Instead, I consider making an offer, although I am
certain he will dig his stubborn heels in.

“Listen to me,
I’ll take you back and tell Adam I needed you to help me with the
assignment or something. He won’t be happy but he’ll get over
it.”

David shakes
his head.

“Please? If you
leave, I will never see you again. If you’re lucky you’ll be living
in some other territory if not you’ll be . . . well you know what
happens.” In desperation, I tug at his emotions. “You’re my
brother. I need you.”

David shakes
his head again. “What are you looking for this time? I thought you
were spending some time with your warden. Haven’t you only
just got back?” He diverts.

In spite of the
fact Adam saved both our lives, David hates him and refuses to
understand our relationship. In fact, he grabs every opportunity to
let me know how much he disapproves.

“Yes, but I’ve
been assigned to find an EC—”

“Emotion
Controller?” Shocked and suddenly interested David leans
forward on the table to hear more.

“Yes. If I’m
successful, it’ll give me some standing with the Elder. I’m the
only one whose been asked. That is why you need to go back. Once
I’ve found them I can help you.” I urge still attempting to
persuade him to return.

“Daisy not even
you could find one of those,” He scoffs and stiffens in his seat.
“Look . . . you need to listen to me now; it’s you who doesn’t
understand. Right now, you are swept up in all their propaganda,
but one day, when the time is right, you will join me. I promise I
will not leave the territory without you. Until then I accept,
for now, you’re probably safest where you are. If nothing
else, I suppose the warden does a good job of protecting you in
that way.” David half argues, but seems to hold back before he
changes the subject. “So, anyway, why do they want an EC?”

“I dunno. I
never get reasons just orders and I didn’t have much time to
interrogate Adam.” I grumble.

David reaches
across the table to wrap his enormous hands around mine. His face
falls deadly serious. “Listen to me carefully. I am not
going back Daisy. . . I am a Hunter, I'm not tagged and I know
better than anyone does how to evade capture. I’ll find you and
check in with you as often as I can . . . but from now on, as far
as anyone else is concerned, I don’t exist. Right? I am serious.
This is not up for debate.” David warns in a rare tone that I know
is hopeless to argue with.

“Yes, yes. I
understand.” Nevertheless, I am disappointed with his actions. “I
don’t like this. It is a huge risk and you will be running forever
. . . I need you around, please, please think carefully about this
and what you’re giving up. I’ve spent all these years doing
everything I can to reach a position where I can elevate you and
I’m almost there.” I plead. “Please David, it frightens me that I
won’t know where you are or whether you’re safe.”

“This is going
to be difficult for you to understand right now. I need to do this
even though it goes against my core to put distance between us like
this, but change is coming and as much as I despise Adam, I
have to admit that he does protect you and care for you in his own
way. He won’t allow them to use you against me. I promise I will
check in with you as often as I can. I’ll keep track of your
locations and come and find you or get a message to you somehow.
When the time is right you can join me.”

I search his
eyes for sense, but my eyes fill rapidly with tears turning his
face into blurry abstract. “Join you? Join you in what?” The tears
slide down my cheeks.

“Freedom,
Daisy, Freedom.” David squeezes my hands and his face softens.

“I shouldn’t be
telling you this, but there’s some sort of rebellion going on. I
want you to promise me that you will stay away from any
revolutionaries. The FVOL are on to them and you’ll only get
yourself mixed up in a whole load of trouble that I won’t be able
to get you out of.” I glance down at his hands holding mine to
disguise my despair.

“My baby sister
getting me out of trouble, that’ll be the day.” He playfully
dismisses, in an attempt to lift the tension.

“I’m five
minutes younger than you.” I remind him, smiling through my
tears.

David laughs
too loudly encouraging the other drunken occupants inside the cafe
to notice us. “Bye Sis. Good luck finding the EC. I’ll find you
again when things settle down. Stay safe.” He kisses the top of my
head and vanishes from the cafe.

Using a
serviette I dab my cheeks to soak up my tears and although my hair
still hides my face I can feel curious eyes watching me so I leave
too much money on the table and desert the Cafe Rose for somewhere
new.

* * * *

It has been
three weeks since David told me he was deserting the FVoL and I
have heard nothing. Tonight I am engaged in surveillance assessing
the humans around me inside a restaurant draped in innovative
design with an arrogantly priced menu. I ignored Adam’s call a
moment ago and now my mobile is flashing on the table in front of
me; ‘1 missed call; 1 voicemail.’ I sigh and dial my
voicemail.

“Daisy? It’s
Adam. Your idiotic brother has deserted the FVOL. They have
instigated a search party to find him. Call me as soon as you get
this.”

I have been
waiting for Adam to call me to inform me of my brother’s desertion.
It was only ever a matter of time before it became public
knowledge. However, I suspect the agitation ringing in Adam’s tone
on the voicemail is not because of what David has done but rather
because Adam fears, quite rightly, I will assist my brother
or worse, especially considering the fact that Adam reciprocates
David’s hostile feelings and only suffers his existence because of
me.

I suppose I
should get this over and done with. As I listen to the ringing
tone, waiting for Adam to pick up, I pray he has no further updates
on my brother’s location.

“Adam what
happened? When did David disappear?” I feign urgent concern as soon
as he picks up.

“Sometime
during the last three weeks. He was released to bring back another
deserter but there’s been no communication for the last two and the
tracking on his mobile is cut dead.”

I swallow,
forcing myself to put forward a suggestion. “Could . . . . Could it
mean he’s been . . . been-killed?” Of course, I know this is not
true, but all the same, the thought is horrifying.

“Unlikely.
Knowing your brother and considering the increasing whispers of the
uprising thanks to a handful of other hunters defecting, we believe
he is alive and on the run. However, we are taking this extremely
seriously and I must warn you this will not end well for him. You
need to prepare yourself for that and do not get yourself mixed up
in it either. Do you understand me? It has been tough enough as it
is convincing them that you have nothing to do with this. I won’t
ask you if you’ve heard from him, but the best thing you can do
right now is get on with your assignment and prove your dedication
to the FVoL. There may be something we can do if you have found an
EC by the time we capture him. If I hear any news I will of course
update you.”

Being one of
the best hunters the FVoL ever had, David understands how they
think, how each hunter tracks and therefore I take some comfort
that if anyone can elude the search party, it will be him. That is,
as long as he can keep out of trouble, this for David is not so
easy.

“Okay, right,
well I guess, like you say, the best thing I can do is keep
searching then . . . and you promise to let me know as soon as you
hear anything?”

“Yes my sweet.
Don’t let me down.”

* * * *

Two and a half
more weeks have now passed bringing disappointing results. Word
from David has been nonexistent and I assume he has been forced to
flee farther away, perhaps to another area or at least I hope that
is the reason. In the meantime, I have grown bored of my
surroundings and decided to move on to somewhere different; a fresh
city with jostling bodies filled with fresh blood and
possibilities. I have travelled over the border into the Southern
Lands into the next major city and it is already late into the
night when I arrive, so it doesn’t take long to find a lively bar
to scour for talent.

Neon lighting
and tacky floors reflect the ambience of this cheap two for one
shot bar. However, the packed crowd of inebriated humans inside
make it a decent location for scouting talent. After only a few
minutes inside, I identify a female telepath dancing within a group
of other females on the dance floor. I make a note of her details
to save for any future assignments; I hope that this is a good omen
for things to come. I continue pacing around the nasty bar,
watching, listening and hoping for something that would stir inside
to indicate a possibility, but nothing emerges. When the bar begins
to empty in the early hours, I follow the intoxicated humans out
into the dark looking for one to taste. Under FVoL rules, it is
illegal to feed directly from humans due to the high risk of
killing them. Two of the original Talent Scouts were sentenced to
the ultimate death for breaking this rule. However, Adam taught me
how to feed without killing and how to use my persuasion to remove
their memory of me afterwards. It was his way of ensuring my
survival whilst out in the field, but recently after spending so
much time away from the estate, I have developed a taste for the
selection, chase and conquer of live human blood, rather than the
spoiled synthetic blood they force us to live on. In no way does it
compare to fresh warm blood pumping through the veins of a human.
So tonight I select a mildly drunk man, not too drunk otherwise the
alcohol taints the blood, but a lone, reasonably attractive and
clean looking man whom I can easily sway with my charms; a
compensatory end to another fruitless night.

* * * *

Several months
pass with little success. I have found no inkling of anything to
suggest an EC. No gut instinct. Nothing. A small seed of doubt is
growing and I am questioning whether the assignment is in fact an
impossible task. Missing David has not helped either. Perhaps I
have not applied my full attention. With no contact whatsoever from
him, thoughts of my brother’s safety continue to monopolise my
mind.

“Adam, I’ve
found nothing, I’m beginning to believe it’s unachievable.” At the
other end of the phone, silence greets my update. “I’ve been all
over. I’ve found many other talents, just no EC’s.” I add trying to
justify my failure.

After a further
period of prolonged silence, Adam finally responds. “I won’t lie to
you Daisy; this is not what I want to hear. I’ve worked hard to get
you into this position so do not let me down now, there is too much
riding on it. Remember success is the only chance you’ll have to
save your brother.”

“Oh my god have
they found him?”

“No not yet,
but it’s only a matter of time. The clock is ticking, after all it
has been four months now and we are certain he hasn’t left the
territory. I’d hate to watch you punish yourself because you were
unable to save him.”

“You’re right .
. . I’ll try harder. I’ll do this.” Adam’s words cut right to my
core.

“I want you
back here for my own selfish reasons too, I love you my sweet. It
has been hard for me not being able to see you. Unfortunately with
things the way they are here, I cannot visit.” Adam sighs. “Four
months is far too long to be without you.”

“I miss you and
I miss David, I want this to be over.” My voice trails off
collapsing under the weight of my doubts and concerns. “I’ll call
you tomorrow evening.”

“You can do
this.” Adam encourages before our call ends.

Suffocating by
my own self-doubt, I realise I need to clear my head and find a
fresh perspective to enable me to refocus. I cannot fail . . .I
am the best . . .I can do this, I repeat it over and over
turning it into a mantra as I fly away on my motorbike reaching
maximum speed as soon as I escape the city’s congestion.

* * * *

It has been
several days since I left the city for more rural surroundings
where the human population thins. It forces me to spread out a bit
more, rather than wait for the talents to come to me. I actually
prefer it this way. Some of the other scouts are lazier. They stay
in clubs cavort, drink and live the forbidden existence under the
guise of an assignment and wait for their target to stumble
drunkenly into them. In the past, I have found this method far less
successful when searching for the rarer talents, although with an
EC I actually have no idea about what I am looking for. Initially I
had thought immersing myself within crowds would help, but it
hasn’t. The pressure on me is mounting, especially with David’s
capture looming and sleep is now avoiding me too. It’s only mid
afternoon and I have already been awake for hours just staring up
at the hotel ceiling. The weather outside is becoming murky so I
think I’ll get away from the hotel standard magnolia walls and get
some fresh air.

Whilst
accelerating my bike down an endless country road that serves as a
tarmac divider between blankets of golden cornfields, I notice a
man wrestling with his bike in the distance. The lack of sun draws
the night sky in sooner than usual and the road behind and ahead
stretch out for several miles without any sign of civilisation.
Curiosity bites, so I slow the bike to a halt a few meters away
from the man. He glances over briefly before returning to the
subject of his frustration. I sit for a moment witnessing him kick
and curse his bike in an animated fashion, which I cannot help but
find amusing.

“Are you just
going to sit there and laugh at me?” The man shouts over. His tone
is light, playful maybe.

I nod and smile
back at him.

“Great. Thanks
for that. B-ig help.” His smile softens his sarcasm.

Peculiarly
during that same moment, my stomach twitches inside. He maintains
his smile as he watches me climb off my bike and wander towards
him.

“Hi. I’m
Conlan, and as you’ve seen I’m er bloody pissed off.” He laughs
half-heartedly and drops down to the side of the road rubbing his
hands over his shaven head with exaggerated frustration.

“Hi Conlan . .
. You do look pretty frustrated.” I laugh, swishing my hair to
loosen it up.

Conlan gazes up
at me from under his long brown lashes. “Well at least I’ve made
you smile.” He sighs and shakes his head in annoyance. “Aargh! I am
so stupid. It’s run out of petrol. I’m guessing I’m miles from the
nearest bloody petrol station.”

“Well, I must
say it was pretty stupid coming this far out without enough
petrol.” I tease, biting my lip and grinning at him.

“Yes well, I
got lost and wound up here in the middle of nowhere. I did actually
start out on a full tank.” Conlan rubs the stubble on his chin and
deliberates what to do next.

“I’ll give you
a ride to the next petrol station if you like? I don’t think I
could live with my conscience if I left you here alone in the
middle of nowhere and then read of your demise in the morning
papers.”

“Wait isn’t
this supposed to be the other way round?” Conlan suggests with his
smile now impish as he rises to his feet and brushes the back of
his leathers.

“What do you
mean?”

“Aren’t I
supposed to be rescuing you?”

“I’m not stupid
enough to get lost,” I laugh. “Besides, in case you hadn’t noticed,
we live in a modern age. Now are you going to accept my offer or am
I going to have to read the papers to find out whether you
survived?”

“Thank you. I
will accept your kind offer.”

“C’mon then,
make sure you hold on tight.”

As soon as
Conlan places his hands lightly on my waist, my stomach twitches
again. When I accelerate Conlan’s grip tightens around me until his
human body presses hard against my back, producing another powerful
stirring.

A swift ten
minutes later and we arrive at the first petrol station in over
twenty miles. “You’re crazy. I think I’ll be reading of your
demise.” Conlan jokes after removing his helmet.

“Never.” I
smile, enjoying my strange connection to him.

“I’ll go in and
pay for this. Are you sure you don’t mind taking me back?” He
confirms walking backwards into the shop with a stupid grin.

“No, I’ll leave
you here and let you walk twenty miles in the dark. Who knows maybe
you’ll make it back to your bike by the end of the week?” I
mock.

By the time we
return to his bike, the night sky has fallen above us and heavy
clouds scramble the moon leaving the night thick like treacle.

“So where were
you headed?” I am sure he will not find his way now that he has the
added obstacle of the dark.

“Nowhere in
particular, just out taking pictures, but I’m staying at a B&B
called ‘Jenny’s’ on Daisy Green. However, I . . . er,” Conlan
clears his throat “. . . I’m not actually sure how to get back
there.” A cute sheepish expression emerges.

“It’s your
lucky day, I know where that is. Follow me and I’ll escort you home
young sir,” I bow sarcastically. “And I promise to travel at
a more sedate pace to suit your delicate disposition.” I add to
tease him.

Conlan laughs
and for the first time I notice the sparkle in his big green eyes.
Momentarily, they distract me until he replaces his helmet and
breaks the spell. When we arrive at his temporary home, I don’t
pause for a spoken goodbye; I simply wave my hand and ride away,
checking in my mirror that he is watching me disappear from his
sight. Something about Conlan is drawing me towards him, a feeling
I have rarely experienced with such intensity. He grabs my
attention sparking furious curiosity and I crave to know more about
him.

For the next
few days, I carefully observe him from afar. I find that despite
the confidence and charm he exudes, his deep-set eyes sometimes
expose hidden shyness. His energetic hands dart in all directions
emphasising his passion and when he is lost in laughter his jade
eyes glow like cats eyes along a dark road whilst soft dimples
pierce his stubbled cheeks, which produces an infectious effect on
everyone around him. Even I smile as I watch him. Mischievous
twitches dance at the side of his mouth when his thoughts wander
somewhere they shouldn’t and yet despite all this warmth, I sense
something cold hides beneath his friendly surface.

Tonight, after
Conlan waves goodbye to friends whom he has spent the evening with
at an Italian restaurant, I watch him turn up the collars of his
shirt in defence of the falling rain and jog into the pub next
door. Whilst I follow in behind discreetly, I realise I need to get
closer to him, to dig beneath the surface and feel more of what I
experienced the night I found him so that I can gather evidence
that he might be the talent I’m searching for.

However, this
requires careful
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