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Dedication
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To my readers – thank you for being patient with me to get the next Hallow Brother into your hands.

And to Renee – literally the best editor in the world. Love you bunches.
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Chapter One
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Being in this musty, moldy locker room beat fighting vampires any day.

Ezekiel Hallow picked at the athletic tape wrapped tight on his hands. If Josiah, his oldest brother, found him doing it he’d get his ass kicked. Micah, the second oldest of the seven brothers, spent at least twenty minutes getting it perfect. 

But unfortunately Ezekiel’s nerves took over the assault on the tape. It had been a long while since the last time he was in the cage. The late night he had defending their home from another band of vampires set on attacking his family didn’t help his anxiety either. 

The attacks started shortly after his younger brother, Abraham’s, last fight. First it was just a couple of vampires making their way into the thick woods that hid the Hallows from the rest of the world. Then it was a couple of bands of the bloodsuckers with a half dozen members a piece. As the fall passed into winter the attacks grew more frequent. 

Now that Spring was here, the only thing that assured that the family got any sleep were the UV flood lights that burned all night around the perimeter of their camp. He had no idea how the seven newest Hallows got any sleep with those fucking things beaming through the night. He didn’t.

He looked up from his seat on the bench as the locker room door opened. Josiah and Micah strode in then stopped short. The oldest Hallow shook his head as he swatted at Ezekiel’s hands. “Zeke, what the fuck? How long did Mike spend on that?”

“I’m nervous and I’m tired. Sue me,” Ezekiel protested with a scowl.

“Aren’t we all? We’re all in the same boat, Zeke.” Micah sat on the bench beside Ezekiel. He smoothed the tape out then tugged a fingerless glove onto each hand.

“This has to end,” Ezekiel replied, rubbing his brow with the heel of his hand.

“We’re trying Bro. There isn’t much more we can do at the time other than defend ourselves.”

Ezekiel turned to look at Josiah. “What about the Book of Elvesayd?”

Josiah huffed. “What about it? Eve and Delilah have been trying to trace it. They got close but now they have more important things to worry about, like newborn babies. Especially Eve. It’s a little hard to look for ancient texts while caring for three baby werewolves.”

Micah shrugged. “Sorry. Knocked that one out of the park, didn’t I?”

Ezekiel growled at Micah then shook his head in frustration. “Maybe one of us should go look for it instead of holing up in our camp.”

“Maybe you should worry about your fight instead,” Josiah chided. “Get up. Let’s warm you up.”

Ezekiel sighed as he stood. Josiah strapped pads to his forearms while Micah slipped out into the hall to monitor the fights. The younger brother threw punches at the pads as his older brother encouraged him.

Blood pumped through Ezekiel’s veins as his skin glistened with a fine sweat. Moving around woke him up, which was a good thing. With as sleepy as he was before, he was bound to get his ass kicked.

They stopped as the door opened again. “It’s time, guys. You’re up next, Zeke.”

Josiah shed the pads and tossed them on the floor beside their bags. Ezekiel bounced from toe to toe before following his older brothers into the hallway that led to the auditorium. 

Fighting in the old veteran’s hall beat the arena they were in before. Here they were safe. The vampires and other creatures that wanted them dead hadn’t discovered them yet. Those that did never managed to make their way home. Harry, the organizer of the fights, never questioned why the Hallows wanted to switch the occasional bulb in the lighting rig with an ultraviolet one. He bought their story that it illuminated the cage that much better. 

It was probably for the best he didn’t. None of them were prepared to tell them who they were or what he was dealing with. They hardly believed it most of the time themselves.

They stopped at the curtain and waited for Ezekiel to be announced. Tonight he was in the blue corner. He smiled to himself. He liked that. The Hallows typically found themselves in the red corner. It felt like they were the bad guys there. And, out of the seven brothers, he would be the last considered as the bad guy. He was accused of being the family goofball instead.

He’d be far more goofy if he could get some sleep.

An upbeat rap song blasted through the hall enough to shake the rafters overhead. Ezekiel bounced off the ball of his foot and stormed to the chain link cage in the middle of the crowd. He didn’t have to look to see if Josiah and Micah were behind them. They always had his back. 

He popped the mouthguard between his teeth at the official’s command then raised his arms for the pat-down. Once the official was satisfied, he turned to Josiah. The oldest Hallow rubbed petroleum jelly over his brother’s face as he barked out commands. Ezekiel then gave each of his brothers a hug before ascending the steel steps into the cage.

He squinted through the hot lights as the music changed to a twangy country western song. He strained to watch the fighter approach with his team. He had heard of the guy before but never met him. And maybe he fanboyed over the dude. He had his shit together tonight. It was one thing to admire him from afar. He wasn’t going to get his ass kicked by him though.

Ezekiel hopped from one foot to the other as he waited for his opponent to go through the same rituals he’d done. Once the fighter was in the steel structure with him, the door was closed.

The announcer strode to the center of the mat. “Now, for your main event, the fight for the Featherweight belt. In the blue corner from Northern Minnesota, Ezekiel Hallow. And in the red corner, from Des Moines, Iowa, Cael Dawson.”

“He’s a wrestler,” Micah warned through the chain link over the crowd.

“And you deducted that by his blond hair and pearly whites?” Josiah countered.

“Cael. Iowa. Call it an educated guess. Stay off the ground, Zeke. Your grappling isn’t that good.”

Ezekiel offered a wave before he hurried to the center of the mat for instructions from the ref. Micah wasn’t wrong. His ground game was weak as hell but his striking game was deadly. He’d have to finish this on his feet and not on his ass.

Once the referee was finished, Ezekiel offered a fist to Cael. Cael scowled but fist bumped Ezekiel anyway. Ezekiel backpedaled to his corner and dropped into his stance.

The referee glanced at each fighter before dropping his hand. “Fight.”

The men launched towards each other then circled. Ezekiel studied Cael briefly. Micah was exactly right. The fighter lumbered at him with his hands barely covering his face. It almost disappointed Ezekiel a bit. How the fuck did this guy get so many wins?

Cael charged him then dropped to the ground, wrapping his arms around Ezekiel’s legs. Ezekiel kicked his legs back to sprawl on top of Cael. It was messy but effective. He wiggled his legs free from Cael’s grip then scrambled to his feet.

Cael rose right after him and lunged. Ezekiel threw a jab, then a cross, then an uppercut. The only one that hit its mark was the uppercut but it was enough to daze the other fighter. 

Cael fell back into stance but not before Ezekiel lashed out with a leg kick to his shins. He followed up with three more like lightning, creating a lump on Cael’s shin the size of a small egg. The fifth kick dropped Cael on his ass.

Ezekiel descended on him with a flurry of punches. Cael twisted to bring Ezekiel into his guard but the Hallow’s fists were faster. The referee tugged Ezekiel off him as Cael’s head lulled to the side.

Ezekiel hurried back to his corner as the door opened and the officials, photographers and teams rushed inside. 

Micah clapped his little brother on the shoulder. “Told you to stay off the ground.”

Ezekiel cocked a grin at him. “It all worked out in the end.”

The referee motioned him back to the middle of the mat once Cael was standing on wobbly legs. He gripped each fighter’s wrist as the announcer took his place behind him.

“The winner by TKO in the first round, Ezekiel Hallow.”

The referee raised Ezekiel’s hand in victory. Ezekiel raised his arms a bit for Harry to strap the belt around his waist. Fuck, this felt good. He wasn’t sure even sex was this good, not even the mating kind. He smiled and waved for the cameras before a firm hand gripped his shoulder and maneuvered him towards the cage door.

“Enough showboating. We have to go before we can’t get back. There shouldn’t be too many bloodsuckers in the forest yet,” Josiah informed.

“Aww, my fifteen minutes of fame,” Ezekiel protested with a playful pout.

“Next time, when this nightmare is over, I’ll let you take all the pictures you want, hotshot. You can even kiss all pretty girls.”

“Can I fuck a few?”

“For fuck’s sake, Zeke.” Josiah pushed the door of the locker room open and shoved Ezekiel inside. “Just change please.”

Ezekiel chuckled to himself as he unfastened the belt and slipped it off his waist. He picked up his duffle bag then shoved his fighting shorts to the floor. Once he unwedged his cup, he tugged on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt. He’d take care of the rest when he got in the shower at home.

He tucked the rest of his things including the belt into his bag. Then he grinned at his brothers. “All ready.”

“Great. Let’s go,” Josiah replied.

The three Hallows strode from the room towards the exit. They didn’t make it five feet before Henry flagged them down. He was followed by a well-built man with shocking red hair and a physique that looked like it was chiseled from rock.

“Guys, got a minute?” Harry asked.

“Not really,” Josiah answered. “We need to hit the...”

Josiah’s words were cut off when the stranger ducked past Harry. He shoved Ezekiel against the wall before the Hallow could react.

“I want your belt,” the fighter demanded.

Ezekiel struggled against his grip until he freed himself. He raised his hands to protect himself as Micah and Harry pulled the aggressor away. “I just put it away. I don’t really want to dig it back out again.”

Harry cleared his throat. “Tyson here wants to challenge you for your belt, Zeke, if you’re interested.”

“Harry, now’s not the time,” Josiah replied.

“Sure. Name the time and place,” Ezekiel interrupted.

Ezekiel didn’t miss the eyerolls from his older brothers. Harry smiled. “Twelve weeks work for you boys.”

“Certainly.”

“Why not sooner?” Tyson demanded.

Harry glared at him. “It’s the soonest I can get everything arranged. Twelve weeks or I have you thrown out of my building.”

“Fine,” Tyson grumbled.

Harry turned back to the Hallows. “Thanks for the great night, boys. Drive safe. I’ll be in touch.”

“Night.” Micah nudged Ezekiel to the door. Josiah shook his head as he followed. 

* * * *
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JOSIAH’S TRUCK BOUNCED and swayed harder down the rut filled road than it normally did. Ezekiel was almost certain his oldest brother had the gas pedal shoved to the floor. 

It was already uncomfortable for the three large men to be stuffed in the cab of the truck with their things. Bounding off each other with every turn of the steering wheel made it ten times worse. They opted against Micah’s Jeep for the very reason Josiah was driving like a madman. The lack of windows on the Jeep made them an easy target for vampires roaming the woods.

The whack of a large branch against the windshield made Ezekiel jump out of his skin. “Think you could keep this hunk of junk a little more steady, Joe?”

“Sure,” Josiah returned. “Let me slow down. We don’t have a fucking clue what happens if a bloodsucker feeds on us. Want to be our test subject?”

“Duly noted,” Ezekiel grumbled as he gripped tighter to the armrest mounted to the door. He glanced out the window into the woods. He could see the shadows shift and by their pace they weren’t the trees swaying in the wind. A face or two, pale in the moonlight, rushed by. He couldn’t wait to get home.

The advantage of Josiah speeding through the forest was that they got home quicker than normal. The cabins lining the clearing in the forest were a sight for sore eyes. The entire area blazed with the glow of the newly installed floodlights.

Josiah pulled the truck into a spot next to the rest of the vehicles. Micah shoved at Ezekiel until the younger Hallow finally hopped out of the truck. Once his foot hit the ground, Micah sprinted to his cabin.

“Maybe we shouldn’t have taken him,” Ezekiel suggested.

Josiah shrugged. “He offered.”

The two men crossed the cabins toward the seven smaller ones inhabited by the brothers. Before they got halfway, the door to Josiah’s opened. A tall, beautiful blonde stepped outside, cradling a blue wrapped bundle in her arms. She descended the wooden porch steps and headed towards them.

Josiah pulled her into his arms and kissed her. “Sarah, why aren’t you asleep?”

Sarah smiled at him and lifted her arms a little. “Little Zane just fell asleep himself. I heard the truck arrive before I climbed into bed.” She looked at Ezekiel then pulled free from her husband’s embrace. She pressed a kiss to Ezekiel’s cheek. “I hear congratulations are in order, champ.”

“Thanks.”

Josiah nodded to him. “Great job tonight. Now go hit the shower and go to bed.”

“Sure thing, boss.”

Ezekiel watched as Josiah wrapped his arm around Sarah’s waist. Together they made their way back to their cabin. 

He couldn’t stop the jealousy that burned in his heart. Five of his brothers had found their mates and fallen in love. He had no desire to settle down. One night stands worked for him.

But suddenly the urge to have someone waiting for him with the words “I love you” on her lips was the only thing he wanted.

He shuffled across the camp to the second cabin from the end, the one he called home. He climbed the steps to the porch and slipped inside. Dropping his duffle next to the couch, he wove through the dark living room to the bathroom.

He’d planned to celebrate if he won, to hang up his belt over the mantle of his fireplace then indulge in the bottle of beer and huge piece of chocolate cake he’d been hoarding. But the ache in his heart led him into the shower instead. 

He flipped on the knobs until a steady stream of water flowed. He glanced around at the forest green, black, and white tiles, the deep green towels, the assorted bottles of soap and other necessities. Would any woman want to share this with him? He couldn’t think of any.

Once the room filled with steam, Ezekiel stepped under the shower. Squirting some bath gel on a washcloth, he scrubbed at his skin. He rinsed then followed it by pouring a little shampoo into his palm. He lathered it into his thick, dark hair then combed through it with his fingers until the very last suds were gone. 

He twisted the knob to off then grabbed a towel. Patting himself dry, he strode to his bedroom. Tossing the green and black checked comforter back, he dropped his towel on the wood plank floor and crawled, naked, onto the mattress. He’d hang it up in the morning. Right now he wanted to sleep so he could forget his lonely heart.

He buried his face in the pillow to block out the streaks of flood lamps that broke through the curtains. His muscles relaxed into the warm softness of the sheets and blankets and he felt himself drift off.

Somewhere between sleep and waking he saw her. Clothed in a leather corset, leather pants and a leather duster, she had long, almost black hair and big, blue eyes so dark they could almost be mistaken for violet. She looked like a fantasy character from a video game, one of those heroines he wouldn’t want to meet in a dark alley.

Yet he knew she was real. Somewhere, deep in his soul, he could feel something stirring in him, a pull so strong he couldn’t deny it. 

His cock thickened the longer the dream girl invaded his mind. Half asleep, he reached down and caressed it, running his palm up and down the length of him. He could feel her mouth on him, sucking, licking, bobbing up and down his erection. He dreamed that he threaded his fingers through her hair, guiding her where he needed her the most.

His release exploded through him, waking him up completely. He slumped back against the pillows with a sigh. Had it really been that long since he’d gotten laid?

Ezekiel scooted off the bed and headed towards the bathroom. His foot nudged something cold and wet. He chuckled to himself as he bent down to pick up the towel. Being a slob had worked in his favor, for once. 

He tossed the towel on the foot of the bed. If Momma had seen what he did, she’d kill him. Wet towel on anything but the rod they should hang from was a huge no-no. However, the lust he felt wasn’t gone. It wrapped tight inside him like a little serpent ready to strike. He had a feeling that he was far from done with his dream girl.

He climbed into bed and pulled the covers up to his chin. At least after all this jerking off he should get a decent night's sleep. In the midst of all this chaos, that was all he needed.
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Chapter Two
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The bright morning sun warmed Ezekiel’s skin as he crossed the lush lawn of the camp. He was right. After he’d exhausted himself three or four times, he slept the best he had in months. 

But in those brief moments before his lust raged again, he mused over the Hallow’s current situation. He could hear the rustling of leaves outside his bedroom window. The blood suckers weren’t stupid enough to come into the light. At the beginning a few of them found out the hard way what would happen if they did. The family was still in danger.

It wouldn’t hurt to find out where his sisters were on the hunt for the Book of Elvesayd. He jogged across the camp to Micah and Eve’s cabin, leaping up the steps and stopping short at the door. He knocked and waited.

“Come in,” a feminine voice called from inside.

He pried open the screen door then twisted the knob, stepping into the coolness of the cabin. Eve was seated on the couch with one of her babies in her arms. A blanket covered the child’s head while it nursed. The other two little ones, dressed in blue, were lying on a blanket spread across the floor kicking in the air and cooing at each other.

Ezekiel averted his gaze from his sister-in-law as he glanced around. “Where is my big brother?”

“Getting breakfast for us from the kitchen. I guess Kai took a stab at making cinnamon rolls this morning, with Abe’s help. Caleb told us they were good and we should get them before they’re gone. Coming from Cay, who hates nearly everything, that’s quite a compliment.” There was a pause. “Zeke, you can look at me now. Angel is done eating. Everything is back where it belongs.”

Ezekiel blew out a breath of relief as he turned his attention back to Eve. His niece sat on her lap babbling as she crunched her fingers to him. “No biggie. They got to eat too.”

She grinned at him. “Have a seat. What can I do for you?”

He slumped into the overstuffed armchair. “Who said I wanted anything? Maybe I just wanted to visit my favorite sister and her kiddos.”

“I’m your favorite. Really? Zeke, what do you want?”

He shrugged. It was best to come clean before Micah got back and kicked the shit out of him for the question he was about to ask. “I was just curious. Where are you on finding the Book of Elvesayd?”

Eve sighed. “We’ve got it tracked down to the United States. The last time it was seen it was somewhere in Tennessee. It’s in the hands of a businessman named Vincent Black. He’s a monster of sorts. Oh, yeah, and a vampire.”

Ezekiel groaned. “Another bloodsucker? Fantastic.”

“My thoughts exactly. Vincent Black has real estate and goons all over the United States, primarily the south. It could be anywhere. But then Delilah’s and my investigations got sort of derailed.” She lifted Angel up for a bit of emphasis.

The door opened before Ezekiel could speak. Micah strode in with a plate of pastries in his hand. “Hey, bro. What’s up? What are you doing here?”

Ezekiel glanced at him then back to Eve. She must have sensed his concern. “Zeke just stopped by to say hello and visit his niece and nephews.”

Micah raised an eyebrow. “Really? That doesn’t sound like my little brother.”

Ezekiel scrambled to his feet then motioned to the plate. “Those look good. I’m going to go get one.”

“Hurry. There’s like five left.”

“Will do.” He turned to Eve and waved. “See you later. Thanks for the chat.”

“Anytime.”

He hurried from Micah and Eve’s cabin towards the family building. He wove his way past the office and gym then through the dining room to the kitchen. 

Abe was elbow deep in suds as he washed dishes in the sink. Kai waddled back-and-forth, her multi-colored hair swaying against her shoulders as she put ingredients away. She was about to pop any day now. A nearly empty pan of cinnamon rolls sat in the middle of the counter.

Kai beamed at him. “Hi, Zeke. Are you hungry?”

“Starved,” he replied. “I heard you two were baking.”

Abe chuckled. “She baked. I assisted. It’s probably why they taste so good.” He glanced over his shoulder at Kai. “Baby, go sit down. I’ll finish up.”

She shook her head at him as she scooped a roll onto a plate and handed it to Zeke. “Nope. I want to be on my feet. Maybe it’ll prod our little pumpernickel to hurry up into the world.”

Ezekiel fought back a laugh. “Pumpernickel, huh?”

Abe shrugged. “I can think of other ways to get them here, if you catch my meaning.”

Kai grinned. “I hoped we would do that, too.”

Ezekiel pressed a kiss of gratitude to his sister-in-law’s cheek. “And that’s my cue to leave before you two get freaky right here in the kitchen. Thanks for breakfast.”

He munched on his roll as he left the young couple to themselves in their kitchen. As he crossed the camp back to his own cabin, his thoughts roamed. None of them were safe anymore. Nearly every brother now had a family to be concerned with. That left only him and Joshua to find a way to end the vampires prowling around their camp and the last remaining unmated Hallow wasn’t exactly one to go out and forge an adventure.

He set the plate on the counter of his kitchenette then shuffled into his bedroom. Searching under his bed for his duffle bag, he reached around blind until he found it. He opened each drawer in his dresser and tossed his essentials into the luggage. He picked up the bag then made his way into the bathroom. How long would he be gone anyway? He had to be back for his fight. He threw in bottles of soap, brushes, toothbrushes, hair gel and anything else he needed on a regular basis. He might be off on a hunt for the book but he could still look hot while he did it.

Ezekiel zipped the bag up and wove through his cabin towards the door. He waited until he saw no sign of life for a bit. If he made one motion towards his truck, Josiah and Micah would tie him down to his bed and not let him leave camp ever. He eased the door open then circled his cabin into the woods, using the trees to cover his path to the vehicles. He shuddered as he passed the piles of dust as he crept along. Nothing left piles that big other than vampires that got too close to the lights. Time was running out for the family. He had to move out now.

When Ezekiel reached his truck, he pried open the door quietly. Tossing his bag onto the passenger seat, he climbed in behind it. Firing on the old beast, he shifted into drive before he slammed the door shut. He drove down the rut filled road with branches smacking the windows, taking the corners as carefully as he could while keeping up his speed. A sigh of relief escaped his lips as sunshine filled the cab when the truck hit the pavement of the
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