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      Her body tingled, ready for the change. Myka’s heart raced; she wouldn’t let herself become a victim to Preston. She’d die before she let him take her again. She sat on her haunches, ready to change into her wolf form.

      Brent walked through the door, and her breath rushed out in one quick motion.

      She stood and took in his appearance. He came in wearing a smirk and dressed in a black t-shirt and ripped jeans. He held his muddy boots in his hands, his bare feet just as dirty as his boots.

      When he shut and bolted the door, she relaxed and lay back down on the bed, working hard to calm her heavy breathing and racing heart. Myka stared at the water rings on the ceiling of the cheap motel room in Missouri.

      “Sorry, kid. Didn’t mean to startle you,” he said, tossing his boots under the table.

      “It’s fine,” she answered, wondering if she’d ever shake the fear of being hunted. “How was your run?”

      “Exhilarating.”

      Myka wished she would’ve joined him, but she wanted to give him some alone time. Brent risked everything to protect her, and the least she could do was give him this run.

      “I’m going to hit the showers. Need anything before I go?” he asked.

      “Nope. I’m good,” she said, sitting up to look at him.

      He nodded, grabbed a change of clothes, and walked into the bathroom. Myka heard the water start and rolled over in bed. There wasn’t much she had been able to do while in hiding—or even wanted to do. She didn’t want to paint or draw. She didn’t read. Nothing could keep her mind off of the hunt.

      She had to stay hidden because Preston could have eyes anywhere. Brent didn’t let her do much besides stop at a motel every once in a while for a shower and a bed to sleep in.

      Preston had been hot on their trail for two months now. The werewolves hoped the venom would be out of her system soon. Apparently, Preston had been filling her full of it since she’d first been assigned to him. It bothered her that she hadn’t known what he was doing, and even now, the memories weren’t accessible. The only memory she had left of one of his bites was when he’d kidnapped her and tried to make werewolf/vampire babies with her. For all she knew, they still planned on capturing her and using her for exactly that, and that’s why she had to go on the run with Brent. There was something he wasn’t telling her, though. She had gathered that much, but Brent wouldn’t let on to the real reason he had run away with her. It had something to do with her birthmark, though he never opened up about it.

      The worst part about being on the run was not knowing when—if ever—she’d be able to see the people she cared about most. She had to leave everyone behind: Jilly, Barry, and Olivia. Milo. What was worse, she had to leave a stupid letter about running away because she was adopted. She couldn’t care less about that. Barry and Jilly were her parents.

      And then there was Milo. He knew the truth, but it didn’t matter. Myka knew they couldn’t be together. He was a hybrid; she was a werewolf. It wouldn’t work, no matter how much she wanted it to. She exhaled slowly and closed her eyes.

      Brent’s phone rang, distracting her from her pity-party. She stood from the bed and wondered if she should pick it up or not. Brent would be angry if she did. She walked to it, knowing that she should let it go to voicemail, but when she saw who was calling, there was no way she could ignore it.

      “Hello,” she said, her voice shaking and her heartbeat pounding in her ears.

      “Myka?” Milo whispered her name, and tears stung her eyes. “How are you?”

      “I’m fine.” Ugh, that was lame, she thought. She was far from fine.

      He hesitated before asking, “Where’s Brent?”

      “In the shower. You want me to get him?”

      “No. I’ll call back.”

      She nodded, fully aware that he wouldn’t be able to see her, but she couldn’t speak. All the emotions she’d been holding back wanted to burst out right then, and she wanted to say so much. I miss you was on the tip of her tongue, but she couldn’t say the words. It made everything seem too final.

      “Myks, you still there?” he asked.

      “Yeah.” She wiped away a tear rolling down her cheek. She refused to cry. “How’s Liv?”

      “She’s good. Fighting mad that you left.” Milo laughed, and she had forgotten how much she’d missed hearing it. She could almost see the rare smile of his, the one he had around her and no one else.

      “Will you tell her that I’m sorry?” Myka asked.

      “I will.”

      “Who did you call?!” Brent’s angry voice made her jump. She turned around to see Brent, soaking wet and in nothing but a towel.

      “No one. Milo called. I just answered.”

      Myka put her hand on her hip, frustrated at the way Brent was acting. He held out his hand, and she placed the phone in it.

      “What do you want, bloodsucker?” Brent asked, annoyance heavy in his tone.

      Myka stared at Brent, her frustration faded as she watched his chest move up and down with each breath he took and how the water dripped off his body. The man was ripped. He was probably around six-foot-three and around 220 pounds of pure muscle. His abs were well defined, extremely well defined. She turned her head away as a hot blush burned her cheeks.

      Brent swore, and Myka turned back to face him, curiosity and fear coursing through her. His body was the last thing on her mind at that moment. His eyes narrowed as he watched her, and she hoped that anger wasn’t directed at her.

      “Thanks for calling,” Brent said before hanging up the phone and tossing it on the bed.

      “Why did you answer?” he asked, his anger rising.

      “I wanted to talk to him.”

      Myka wasn’t backing down from Brent. She didn’t regret her decision. Well, not much, at least.

      “I told you that life is over. Stay away from him.”

      Brent stormed back into the bathroom, and Myka jumped as he slammed the door. Hot tears rolled down her cheeks, and she buried her face in her hands. Something was going on at the academy, and Brent hadn’t told her what. Was Olivia okay?

      When Brent came back out, he had put on his jeans and t-shirt, but his hair was still a wild mess. He looked sexy, but she pushed that thought aside, focusing on her anger at him.

      “You should never answer my phone again. What if that hadn’t been Milo? What if it had been Preston instead?” Brent ran his hands through his wet hair, making it stand on end.

      “But—”

      Myka was about to go off on him about how he wouldn’t let her talk to Milo and that’s all she wanted, but he interrupted her.

      “Stop thinking about how much you miss that bloodsucker and get over him. He’s not good for you, Myka. I don’t know why you can’t see that!” He paused and paced the tiny space between her bed and the bathroom. “I’m just trying to protect you.” His last words were barely a whisper.

      “I know. Thank you,” she whispered, matching his tone. She knew everything he had risked for her, but she didn’t like being told who she could and couldn’t talk to.

      “Just be careful, kid. We can’t lose you to them.” Brent walked to Myka and leaned close to her face. Her breath caught when he wiped away the tears on her cheeks. “You’re too important.”

      Her stomach fluttered, and the breath in her lungs wouldn’t escape. Was she important to him, or was she important to the pack? Both thoughts terrified her.

      She nodded slowly as his hand lingered on her cheeks. She looked into his brown eyes that had softened since he’d gotten off the phone with Milo. Maybe he wasn’t too angry with her for answering the phone. Maybe it was something more.

      “We’d better pack up and head out, kid,” Brent said, removing his hand. Her cheek was now cold, and she resisted the urge to touch the spot where his hand had been. And when would she stop being kid to him? He was only twenty-one, three years older than she was.

      “We just got here.”

      “Sorry, but Milo said that Preston is under orders to find you and find you fast.”

      “Great.”

      He patted her shoulder before turning around to throw his belongings into his bag.

      “Go shower,” he said. “I don’t know when we’ll see one again—if we do at all—before heading back to the pack.”

      Myka felt sick to her stomach, but she did as she was told.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Myka tossed the backpack with her meager belongings into the back of Brent’s not-so-conspicuous bright green Mustang. She stared at the motel, wishing they could’ve had a few more nights of peace there, but Myka supposed that wasn’t possible. They couldn’t be around any humans in case they were found. Brent didn’t want to risk any human lives. The fight was between the wolves and vampires. Plus, they needed to preserve their secret. They couldn’t have the humans knowing Myka and Brent were werewolves. Humans would fear what they didn’t understand.

      The Mustang roared to life, and Myka took a seat, shutting the door behind her. Brent sped away, leaving Myka feeling worse than she had before. She sighed and rested her forehead against the window.

      Brent drove for hours, and they hardly spoke to one another. Instead, they let the sound of the radio fill the silence. Myka’s rear was sore, and she was starving. She hoped they stopped soon, but knowing Brent, he wouldn’t stop until they reached wherever he was taking them.

      She wondered if he was still worrying about earlier. Myka knew she shouldn’t have answered the phone, but all reason went out the window when she saw Milo’s name. There wasn’t anything she could do about it now. She had to hear Milo’s voice, had to know that he was okay and still alive. If they found out he helped her escape, there was no doubt Headmaster Knight would kill him—if Preston didn’t get to him first.

      Myka still didn’t know what the big deal was with her answering the phone anyway. If Preston had gotten ahold of Milo’s phone and called Brent, it would have still been easy to track them no matter who answered. If they suspected Brent had taken her away, they’d find him anyway. Was there another reason he was angry with her? Ignoring the question that formed in her mind, she closed her eyes.
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      Tires crunching on gravel alerted Myka. She woke with a start and stared at an empty field. Brent went down a drive that looked like it was just a worn path from a tractor. He parked his car behind some trees, and Myka jumped out, ready to stretch.

      She bent over and stretched her tired and aching muscles while Brent dug around in the trunk. She longed to shift and change into the wolf and go for a run, but she’d wait until they were settled in.

      She stood again and glanced around, taking in the small field behind the larger one. It wasn’t planted, so she knew it was more than likely a forgotten treasure at the back of some property. The trees were dense enough to keep them concealed, and she hoped they wouldn’t be found out here in the middle of nowhere.

      “Is this where we’re staying?” she asked, as Brent tossed the tent on the ground.

      “Yep.”

      “Whose land are we on?”

      “It’s a guy, a lone wolf. He lets me crash out here when I need to.”

      “Even though it’s dangerous for him?”

      “It’s not dangerous. That’s why we’re here.”

      He then tossed her their meager supply of junk food they’d bought the night before at the motel. Myka supposed they’d be hunting and scavenging for food before long. How she longed for something more substantial than powdered doughnuts.

      Brent carried the tent and a few more bags to the center of the small field and began pitching the tent. He hadn’t even looked at Myka, so she felt like he might need some time alone.

      “I’ll go get some firewood.”

      He grunted in response, and she set the food down and headed into the woods. Myka had to get away from Brent. She knew he was upset with her and having to spend who-knows-how-long alone with him in the woods was going to be torture if they couldn’t figure out a way to work through their problems. Myka felt bad enough for taking him away from his family and the pack. She didn’t need to be constantly reminded of it because he was angry.

      The dead leaves crunched beneath her feet as she walked through the woods, looking for sticks and logs that were dry enough to start a fire with. She wasn’t even trying to be stealthy. If the vampires were out here, she and Brent were dead anyway. Plus, Brent had so eloquently reminded her that this wasn’t dangerous. She rolled her eyes at the thought of his impertinence.

      Myka sank down on the damp ground. She crossed her legs and closed her eyes, focusing on the noises around her. She needed to clear her mind, but instead, she thought of Milo.

      The sound of Milo’s voice filled her with longing. She missed him more than she’d ever imagined possible. Hot tears rolled down her cheeks, leaving a cold path in the winter wind. She longed to be wrapped in his arms and away from all of this madness. Why did her life have to be so complicated? They should’ve run away together and forgotten all of this. They could have made a new life for themselves, together and not apart.

      Hard sobs shook her body as her thoughts wandered toward everything she’d lost. What had she done to deserve this life? A vicious vampire wanted to use her in ways that made her skin crawl, and she could transform into a dog at will. This wasn’t exactly how she pictured her life. She wanted to go away to college and study art, spend her time in a rundown apartment trying to make ends meet with her paintings, maybe find the love of her life and get married. But it wasn’t this. This wasn’t what her future had looked like in her mind.

      Myka pulled her knees up and rested her head on them. She tried to stop the torrent of tears before going back to Brent. If he saw her crying, it would make him angrier than he already was. She didn’t want to add fuel to the fire.

      A twig snapped behind her, and Myka jumped up, her body tense and ready for the change. Her skin prickled, and she felt the hair begin to grow.

      “Calm down, kid. It’s just me,” Brent’s rough voice said.

      She calmed her nerves and resisted the change. He stepped out from behind some bushes and stared at her. Myka wiped away her tears.

      She picked up a log at her feet. “I was just getting—”

      “I know what you were doing,” he said, watching her. She felt nervous and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Why are you apologizing for having feelings, Myka? It’s okay to cry.”

      Great. Now Myka couldn’t stop the tears that fell. Brent walked closer, his hand out like he was unsure what to do next. He placed it on her shoulder, and even she wasn’t sure what to do about his little display of affection.

      Deciding to be brave, she wrapped her arms around him, needing to feel some type of human contact, even if they were technically werewolves. She wanted to pretend her whole life wasn’t in shambles. He gingerly put his arms around her waist, holding her in an awkward embrace as she cried onto his chest.

      It wasn’t like being held by Milo, but there was still something comforting about being in Brent’s arms. She felt a kindred spirit in him, and she liked it—more than she should.

      “I’m sorry about earlier. I was upset about the news. I shouldn’t have taken it out on you.”

      “It’s okay. I understand.”

      “You love him. I get love, but maybe it’s best you move on. He’s not good for you. He’s a bloodsucker. You’re too different.”

      “I know.”

      Myka buried her face in his chest again. She focused on the movement of his chest beneath her as he breathed. His heartbeat soothed her nerves; her tears subsided for the time being. He was right of course, and she knew that. She didn’t want for it to be true because she couldn’t imagine loving anyone else the way she loved Milo, but he was right.

      “Fancy a run?” he asked.

      She looked at him, and he wore a lopsided grin. This was who they were. This was where they belonged—in the woods, running until their hearts were content.

      “Always,” she said, her body itching for the transformation since that morning.

      Even though she wasn’t numb to her human emotions as the wolf, it made them easier to bear when she was. She needed the stress release of a good run.

      Brent stepped behind the tree, disrobing, and her mind wandered back to just that morning when he’d walked out of the bathroom in nothing but a towel. She shook her head and walked behind a tree as well, taking off her clothes.

      Her skin tingled as the hairs of the wolf began to cover it. Her bones rearranged themselves into a different form. Even her organs switched around. It was still a painful process, but it was so worth the pain.

      Brent, in his wolf-form, walked up to her and yipped, playfully biting at her nose. She howled, and he took off in a blur of black fur. She ran after him, tracking him as the night closed in around them.
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      Marcus crossed his legs as he sat in the overstuffed chair in his house. He touched the tips of his fingers together and stared Preston down with his dark, piercing eyes.

      “Preston, tell me what’s happening with that werewolf girl.” He licked his lips, which were as red as the blood he drank, and bared his fangs, trying to intimidate Preston.

      Milo chanced a glance at his mom as she sat on the floor, leaning against his legs grading papers. It disgusted him, so he looked to Preston to see him grimace. Milo hid his smirk and watched Preston’s body tense. Myka had been a thorn in his side ever since she fled with Brent. Luckily, Preston didn’t know how he had ended up with an arrow where his heart once had been or how she’d escaped, but what he did know was that he was having a hard time tracking her down. And for that, Milo was grateful.

      Preston grunted, even in the presence of Marcus, and Milo looked away. Hiding his grin was getting difficult.

      “I can’t get a good sense on her,” Preston admitted, but his voice was tight. “She keeps changing from human to wolf. When she’s a wolf, I can tell nothing. As a human, it’s more difficult to pinpoint her because she’s still part wolf!”

      Milo stared at Marcus. He was snarling, and his eyes narrowed at Preston. They even grew darker as he said, “We need that wolf, Preston. We haven’t had such an opportunity in a long while. She has your venom. Find her.”

      Milo cringed at the finality in those words. As he spoke find her, Milo knew what that meant, for Preston and for Myka. Even he wouldn’t wish what his father did to those who betrayed him on his worst enemy. And in his old age, Preston was still afraid of Marcus, as he should be. Marcus didn’t just kill people; he tortured them until they begged to die. And then he started all over again.

      “Yes, sir,” Preston complied.

      “Go.” Marcus waved his hand in the air. “The next time I see you, it better be with you dragging that girl by the head of her hair to me. You’ll be lucky if you’re the one who gets to procreate with her. That may be your punishment for losing her. I’ll keep you away from her.”

      Preston lowered his head in compliance and stood. Milo watched him hurry away into the dark night. Milo wondered just how Preston was going to find Myka. Would he start tonight? Would he wait until daylight? He wanted to run after him and ask questions, but that would be too suspicious, to both Marcus and Preston.

      Milo stood, ready to follow him. He didn’t care what the repercussions would be. He needed to warn Myka and Brent, but his father said, “Sit, son. Have another glass of blood with your old man.” Marcus laughed, and Milo forced a friendly smile.

      His mom looked at him, but he looked away from her. He couldn’t pretend that things were good between them.

      She had been seeing Marcus again, and that was killing him. Marcus was only using her as means for fresh blood and would probably use her to bear another one of his precious little hybrids, his army for the new world he was dreaming up. But, Mom couldn’t see that. She was in love with Marcus; she was delusional and crazy. All Milo wanted was to take his mom and run away with her. He could find Myka, and they would all live a happy life together. But that wasn’t true. As soon as they stepped foot off the campus, Marcus would know, and he would track his mom. A human could be tracked as easily as fresh blood in the snow.

      “Darling,” Marcus said in a sweet voice, “why don’t you get us something to drink? Milo and I have some things to discuss.”

      Milo watched Marcus, hoping that he didn’t know anything about Myka’s escape. He calmed his racing heart. He couldn’t let Marcus know what he might be thinking. He had to be cautious; he couldn’t let his heartbeat or facial expressions give anything away, so he took a deep breath and focused on something calming, like Myka’s laugh. His mom nodded and walked toward the kitchen, her soft footsteps descending down the hardwood floor of the hallway.

      “What do we need to discuss?” Milo asked, hoping to end this conversation soon.

      Marcus sighed and asked, “What’s the deal with Luka and his girl? Olivia, am I right? I noticed you two were quite friendly with one another.”

      “Things are progressing rather well for him,” Milo said. “Olivia already loves him.”

      “Good, good. Things should go in his favor. It’s about time he was of some use.” Marcus rolled his eyes and spat out those last few words.

      “What do you mean?” Milo narrowed his eyes at his dad and tried to get a reading from him. He was anxious to know what had happened between the two of them. Luka wasn’t telling Milo, and he had a feeling that his dad wouldn’t either. Didn’t mean he wouldn’t try to get one of them to talk.

      “What do you mean?” Milo asked again.

      “Nothing. Nothing at all.”

      Milo wanted to know more. It had something to do with the fact that Luka was here working off a debt, but Milo wanted to know what debt that was.

      “Do you know anything about the Myka situation?” Marcus asked, his beady eyes narrowing at Milo.

      “How would I know?”

      “You and she were friends, were you not?”

      “I guess we were, but we aren’t any longer.”

      “So she hasn’t been in contact with you?”

      “Of course not.”

      Marcus nodded. “And if she is…”

      “You’ll be the first to know.”

      He grinned ever so slightly. “Good.”

      Milo’s mom walked back into the living room carrying two glasses of warm blood. She handed one to Marcus and the other to Milo.

      “Thank you, dear,” Marcus said.

      Milo continued to ignore her, raising the glass to his lips and downing the warm, red liquid in one drink.

      “You should learn to savor your meal, son,” Marcus said.

      “I can’t stay. I have homework to do.”

      Marcus nodded. “Very well then.”

      “Goodnight,” Milo said and walked to the door. His mom whispered, “I love you,” and Milo paused, his hand on the doorknob. She knew he could hear her. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door and stepped out into the cold night.

      He hurried to his room, locking the door behind him and throwing himself on his mattress. He thought of Myka and how she’d sounded depressed earlier. He wanted to comfort her in any way possible, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t be around her.

      Milo wondered if she hated being a werewolf. She was terrified of turning into a werewolf as it was, but now, she was isolated from everyone and everything that was important to her. She had a new life that she didn’t understand and was on the run from a vampire who at this point would rather see her dead than use her like Marcus wished. Milo was bound and determined not to let that happen. He would protect her one way or another.

      He wondered where Brent and Myka were and what they were doing. Brent was very careful not to tell Milo anything which upset him more than he let on, but he was pretty sure Brent had them somewhere semi-deserted. They were wolves after all. They loved the woods and being out in the open.

      Milo laid there and tried to get a sense on Myka. He had drunk her blood before which had put his venom into her. If there was any trace of his venom left, it was gone because he couldn’t feel her.
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      “Milo!” Olivia called out to him from across the hallway. She hurried toward him, followed by a hesitant Luka. Crap. Luka had told her. Milo turned away from her, hoping she would leave him alone, as he left his book in his locker and rummaged around, making it look like he was busy.

      Milo had confided in Luka, his only friend at the school now that Myka was gone, that he had spoken with Myka. Even Brent seemed to have shut him out. He wasn’t sure what was going on there, and he worried that Myka and Brent found solace in one another. He tried to push that thought out of his mind. If she was happy with Brent, then, by all means, he would try to be happy for her, but he couldn’t guarantee he would succeed at it.

      Milo closed his locker door and turned back around to face the oncoming storm that was Olivia. Her long red hair was curled today, which reminded him painfully of Myka. Although Olivia was beautiful, she didn’t hold a candle next to Myka. Olivia’s green eyes, which were sad since Myka left, were now filled with excitement. Myka’s leaving had affected her almost as much as it had him. Milo looked toward Luka who mouthed, “Sorry.”

      “Well?” Olivia asked.

      “Well, what?”

      “Why didn’t you tell me you heard from her?”

      “Because I didn’t talk to her long.”

      “Is she at least safe?”

      “She is.”

      Luka stared at Milo, but Milo tried not to look him the eyes. He didn’t want Olivia to see something there and start connecting the dots. Eventually, Olivia would know, but not until they were ready to leave the school. It was best that way.

      “Good. If you talk to her again, will you tell her I miss her and want to hear from her?”

      “I will.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Liv,” Milo said.

      “Yeah?”

      “Myka said she was sorry.”

      A single tear rolled down her cheek. She sighed and wrapped her arm around Luka’s waist. With adoration shining in his old eyes, Luka held her close, kissing the top of her head. Milo looked away from the private scene. This was the last thing he wanted to witness. Between missing Myka and his conversation about Luka and Olivia with Marcus, he hated to see them clinging to each other and being utterly happy in love. In this school, no one could ever be happy without consequences.

      The bell rang, and Milo said, “See ya later, guys,” and hurried away before they could say anything else to him. He wanted to keep walking, straight on outside and away from the school, but he stopped at his classroom and went inside. This was his way of keeping his mind occupied and off of his thoughts and memories that ran circles around his brain.

      “Good morning, Mr. Farrah.”

      “Mr. Reed.”

      They nodded, and Milo took a seat in the very back to avoid any conversation before his Economics class began. He stared ahead of him. All of his senses picked up on conversations and anything else that was happening around him. He watched the vampires pretend to care about the humans, charming them. Their sole purpose to use them to breed and then kill them or use them as prey to feed on.

      Usually when someone ended up at Knight’s Academy, they were never seen again. Either they died or turned into vampires themselves. The men turned, and the women bore them babies to raise until the women were too old to have kids. Sometimes, if the women were lucky, they would be turned into vampires themselves, but it was only to lure in young men to turn into vampires. It was a vicious cycle here, and no one was free of Marcus’s grasp.

      What Marcus had planned, Milo wasn’t entirely sure. Milo didn’t think anyone outside of this town worked with his dad, so he had no idea what the logic behind Marcus’s reasoning was. It was something he had to figure out and stop. He exhaled. The tardy bell rang, and when Mr. Reed stood in front of the class, everyone fell silent.

      He made it through economics and every other class without running away. His mind was still on Myka. Maybe they could be together after everything calmed down. He was only half vampire. It wasn’t unheard of, was it? But what if they had children and Marcus found out? He would capture the child and raise it as his own. That in itself was way too dangerous. A vampire/werewolf/human in the hands of Marcus Knight was like placing a nuclear weapon in a terrorist’s hands and saying, “Here you go. Kill whomever you wish. No consequences.” And given that gift, who wouldn’t kill without consequence? Except, Marcus didn’t care about consequences. He just wanted to kill—plain and simple.

      After classes, Luka and Milo met up in the library. Milo couldn’t help but think of the first time that he and Myka kissed. Unfortunately, she’d forgotten it, due to his venom, but he still remembered the taste of her kiss and blood on his tongue. He took a seat at one of the tables in the back, far away from anyone else in the library. It was still too dangerous to talk about it all directly, but they could skirt around the finer details.

      Luka showed up five minutes later.

      “You got a little pink on your lips,” Milo said, laughing.

      Luka laughed and wiped the remaining lip gloss off. He tossed his bag on the table and took a seat. He looked tired, and Milo wondered how much sleep he’d actually been getting. Even vampires needed rest.

      “How are you?” Luka asked.

      “I’ve been better,” Milo answered.

      “Is it her or everything else?”

      “Mostly her,” Milo whispered. “Marcus told Preston to double his efforts and find her.”

      Luka shook his head. “You know what that means.”

      Milo nodded, and Luka shook his head again. “What are you going to do?”

      “I told Myka and Brent. That’s all I can do for now. If I leave, it might look suspicious.”

      Luka fell quiet for a moment and then said, “We have to know more about what is going on here before we can leave and protect her ourselves.”

      “We?”

      Luka lowered his voice further. “I’m leaving here with Olivia, and I was kind of hoping they would take us in and protect her.”

      “They probably won’t take too kindly to that, Luka. In case you haven’t noticed, we’re enemies.”

      “Not when it comes to humans.”

      “They’ll take Olivia, sure,” Milo said, “but you—”

      “They don’t need to take me. Just as long as she’s safe.”

      “She will be. Especially if Myka has any say so.”

      Luka nodded. “I’m sure she does.”

      “Brent seems to think she will.”

      “Does she know yet?”

      Milo shook his head. “Last I heard, he hasn’t explained anything further to her. Right now, his job is to protect her.”

      A human walked by, and they fell quiet. She looked at them curiously and hurried on toward her destination.

      “Do you think she’s safe?” Luka asked.

      “I hope so. There should only be another month of hiding if I’ve calculated it correctly.”

      Luka looked at Milo and said, “So what’s our game plan?”

      “Meet me in our usual spot at midnight tomorrow. We’ll discuss from there.”

      Luka nodded and picked up his things and left. Milo figured he was going back to Olivia. What Milo would give to go back to Myka. He rested his forehead against the cool table top and closed his eyes and saw her beautiful face smiling at him.
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      Brent’s body was warm against hers in the bed. His arm stretched out across her stomach. Had they been like that all night? They certainly hadn’t fallen asleep like that.

      Myka knew she should move his arm, but she didn’t want to. She felt safe and protected, but it also made her feel lonely. This was an accident on Brent’s behalf. It had to have been. Even if he was a tiny bit interested in her, Myka knew he would never show it.

      She closed her eyes and hoped sleep would come again, but she was too aware of his presence next to her. She thought of his muscular body he worked hard to keep in shape. She opened her eyes; she couldn’t think about things like this right now. He called her kid for goodness sake. She shook her head and tried to think of other things which proved more difficult than it needed to be. His breath tickled her ear as he exhaled.

      She needed a distraction. She couldn’t afford to have her mind clouded. Especially since they didn’t know when Preston and his minions would attack without notice. She closed her eyes and mentally sang every song she could think of, focusing on the words and the words alone.

      Brent stirred. He moved his arm, and Myka resisted the urge to bolt out of her sleeping bag before he spoke. She turned her head to look him. He stared at her with a confused expression on his face. His hair was ruffled, and his brown eyes were not only confused but still sleepy. She wanted to reach out and touch his cheek.

      Myka bit her lower lip and turned her head away. She sat up on the cold ground and tried to convince herself that the only reason for her thoughts about Brent was from a tired mind.

      She could feel Brent’s eyes on her, but she didn’t dare look at him. She was afraid she might kiss him.

      “Morning, kid,” he said, sitting up next to her.

      “Morning.”

      “How’d you sleep?” he asked

      “Pretty good. You?”

      She didn’t want to tell him that she’d slept better wrapped in his arms than she had in a very long time, even before she had to flee Knight’s Academy.

      “Good. That run wore me out.”

      They had run for hours, forgetting all about their worries, and pretending they weren’t running from vampires who wanted to kill Brent and use her. As soon as they made it back to their clothes and campsite, they crashed in the tent and fell asleep.

      Myka’s stomach growled, and she wondered what they could eat for breakfast. They didn’t have much more than powdered doughnuts and chips to eat. She wanted eggs, bacon, and a hot cup of coffee.

      “Let’s find some food,” Brent suggested.

      Brent opened the bag with the food in it and tossed a cinnamon roll and a bottle of water at Myka.

      “Thanks.”

      He nodded and pulled out the same for him. “I need to go into town and get us some things.”

      “Can I come with you? I’m so sick of wearing the same thing over and over.”

      “We’ll see.”

      “Come on, Brent. I need some semblance of being normal again.”

      “Don’t you think that I’m sick of this too?” His voice rose. “Do you honestly believe I want to do this? Do you think that I like leaving my family and friends for months on end just to protect a new werewolf because she fell in love with a vampire?”

      It felt like steel hands wrapped around her heart about the same time someone punched her in the gut.

      She stood and fled outside. Her socks were wet and cold from the dew covered grass. She wrapped her arms around her chest, keeping away the chill of the wind.

      “Wait!” Brent called after her, but she sped up. He was still faster than her. He grabbed her shoulder and stopped her.

      “I’m sorry, Myka. I didn’t mean what I said.”

      “Yes you did. You meant every word.” She turned to stare at him. “I hated Preston, Brent. I didn’t even know he was drinking my blood! That scares me to think about. I don’t even know what Milo did to me. I couldn’t trust anyone there, and the last place I want to be is on the run. I want a life and not this one.” Myka’s voice began to waver, and she fought back more tears.

      “I know,” Brent replied. “I was a jerk.”

      “Yeah. You were.”

      “I know you couldn’t help your situation there. Milo should’ve warned you sooner about Preston. Heck, Milo should’ve kept you away from him. Instead, he pushed you toward that idiot, toward the abuse he was putting you through without your knowledge.”

      Brent tightened his hands into a fist. He was ready for a fight, and she believed that he was ready to fight Milo as well as Preston.

      “I really am sorry,” he said.

      Brent’s large brown eyes didn’t hold any hostility in them, as he looked back at her. “I know,” she said.

      She sidled up next to him, and he pulled her into his chest. “We’ll get through this,” he said.

      “I hope you’re right.”

      He let go of her and then took her hand in his as he led her back to the tent. It was rough and warm—very warm—just like the rest of his body when he was holding her.

      “We’ll get you some new clothes,” he said.

      “I don’t have to have new clothes. I’m just tired.”

      “So am I.”

      He held back the flap on the tent, and she crawled inside. She curled up on the sleeping bag, pulling off her socks and slipping on
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