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Chapter
One

The world was shaking,
shuddering under her. Liv reached out to her magic, but the spark
didn’t ignite. Memories of the last day flooded back to her, and
she knew there was nothing wrong with the world; it wasn’t breaking
apart around her–she was the one who was broken. The Trackers
Council had taken her ability to use magic from her, stripping her
of the inherent power she’d worked so hard to strengthen and
control. It was gone now, leaving her to struggle through
withdrawal like a goddamned junkie.

Her gaze drifted as she
continued to shake. The room was unfamiliar and cold. She couldn’t
force herself to lie still. The chill in the air seemed to permeate
down to the bone. Sitting up, she pulled the covers around her and
moved to the edge of the bed. On unsteady legs, she got up and
walked to the closest window. The floor felt like ice under her
feet. She had to look down to make sure it wasn’t. The rug looked
thick on the stone ground, but it didn’t seem to keep the cold from
getting through. Shivering, she wrapped the blanket around her
tighter and moved the last few steps to get to the window. The
curtains were made of thick red velvet. She pulled one of them back
and was hit by her own reflection. Her dark eyes seemed lifeless
set in the pale frame of her slack face. The fringe of her black
bobbed haircut was sticking up all over the place, mussed up from
all the shaking she’d been doing, she supposed. She smoothed it
out, but it didn’t do much to improve her overall appearance.
Without make-up, she looked like a ghost.

She frowned and moved
closer to the glass, trying to see out into the darkness, to find
out where they’d taken her. Teleportation had its downsides. Not
knowing where she was would make escape even harder than it already
would be without her magic. She narrowed her eyes as she stared out
of the window. The rural landscape that took shape before her only
made her sigh. The fields seemed to go on forever. She had to at
least be on the third floor of this building, and she was
apparently in the middle of fucking nowhere.

She pulled the curtain
shut and turned her glower onto the room. The lamp at the far end
provided the only light in the room, situated close to one of two
visible doors. Moving as quickly as she could, she went straight
for the handle, pushing it inwards. The small room appeared to be
an en-suite shower room. She went for the other door without a
second’s hesitation. The handle turned, and the door opened when
she pulled it in towards her. Letting the sheets drop from around
her shoulders, she stepped out into the darkened hallway. Decisions
were made instantly in her head, forming into certainties made more
solid by every quivering breath she took. She was getting the hell
out of there, and she was getting her magic back.

Moving quickly down the
hallway, she grimaced at the feel of the cold floor under her bare
feet. They’d put her in some kind of tracksuit bottoms and sweater
in a bland grey colour, but apparently, socks hadn’t been a
requirement. Her black-painted toenails were about the only thing
that showed any hint of her personality, but she would have killed
for her Doc Martens right now. Escaping without shoes wasn’t likely
to make for a pleasant walk home.

The sudden presence of
light made her slow her pace. The landing was dark, but the stairs
seemed to be faintly illuminated. Someone was likely down those
stairs, standing guard. Reflexively, she reached for her magic, and
it stung that she could reach nothing. There was no spark, no
ignition. The reservoir of energy stored within her blackened soul
was gone. She’d never get used to that—she refused to accept it. It
wouldn’t do to creep down those stairs without a plan. If she
couldn’t use magic, she’d just have to think of something else.
There hadn’t seemed to be anything in her room she could use as a
weapon, besides maybe the lamp, and she rolled her eyes at that
thought. It would be clunky and awkward, but it was a viable option
for braining a security guard at least.

She sighed softly,
moving back to her room as swiftly as she could. Every muscle in
her legs felt like it was on fire. She was weak right now in so
many ways, but she refused to give up, refused to be stuck wherever
the hell they’d taken her for another single minute. She gasped as
her body denied her attempts to keep up the fast pace. Her legs
gave from under her, and she collapsed onto the ground, shaking and
breathing shallowly as she cursed under her breath and tried to
massage her calves into complying with her escape plans.

“Liv?”

The sound of his voice
stopped her dead in her tracks. Brody’s here?

She turned, trying to
work out where his voice had come from.

“Brody?”

She shook her head at
her own stupidity as soon as she heard the hope in her voice. There
was no chance in hell he was here. This was some kind of fucked up
trick. Her captors were messing with her. Now she knew why they
hadn’t locked the door to her room.

“Are you okay?”

He sounded muffled, and
she realised his voice was coming from the room across from
hers.

Her heart leapt into
her throat. He’s really here? She crawled over to his door,
her legs not quite ready to be relied on yet. The handle turned
when she touched it, but the door wouldn’t be pushed inwards. He
was locked in. She frowned. What the hell was going on?

“Liv, listen to me,
it’s going to be okay. I’ll get us out of here. I promise.”

He meant every word;
she could hear it in his tone. Brody always said what he meant and
got what he wanted. He didn’t know how to give up.

She didn’t know what to
say. Her mind was still caught on why he was here. How did that
happen? She’d accepted blame for the vampire brothel. She’d told
Gwen it had been her business and hers alone.

“I don’t understand how
they got to you,” she finally said.

“That doesn’t matter.
All that matters is that I’m going to get us out of here.”

“Did they…” She
swallowed. “Did they take your magic?”

His sigh was all the
answer she needed.

“It doesn’t matter,” he
said, determination in his voice. “We’re getting out of here.”

“I can barely walk,”
she admitted, her voice barely registering above a whisper.

“Not tonight,” he said.
“But soon. I promise.”

She closed her eyes,
and hot tears dripped onto her cheeks.

“Hold on, Liv. It will
be soon. Just hold on.”

She wiped at the
wetness and struggled to get back onto her feet. If she didn’t feel
the need to collapse so strongly, she might have picked up the lamp
and staggered back down the hallway to make her attempt alone.

Closing the door to her
room, she picked up the sheets she’d discarded on the floor and
crawled back into the bed. It seemed a little warmer than before,
somehow more inviting. She had a hard time keeping her eyes
open.

***

“Wake up,” the vaguely
familiar voice snapped at her.

The sound of curtains
being flung open and feet stomping across the room made Liv groan
and crack her eyes open. A scowling woman was standing over her.
The blonde ringlets and full lips reminded her of a girl she went
to school with. Rather, a witch.

She sat up. “What’s
your problem?”

The shakes were less
obvious now, but her body was still wracked and weak. She struggled
to keep herself from shivering as she moved out of the bed. Her
feet knocked against something on the floor by the bed; shoes.
White slip-ons with no laces. What was she, on suicide watch?

“You really don’t
remember me, do you?”

Liv smirked. “Should
I?”

The witch frowned at
her. “Just get up. You need to meet with Gwen.”

She slipped into the
ugly shoes and got to her feet. Shaky or not, there was no way she
was letting this bitch help her get to where she was supposed to
meet the Council-appointed witch. She brushed off the woman’s hand
and glared at her when she grabbed her arm harshly anyway. Her
fingers tightened, and Liv hid her grimace, letting her hair fall
in front of her face.

“Let’s move, then.
Wouldn’t want to keep the Council waiting.” Liv pulled, and the
woman tripped over her own feet. That was more like it. She smiled
to herself.

“You little…” The witch
pushed her, letting go of her arm.

Liv managed to find her
balance and stay upright. She added a smirk when the woman’s gaze
locked on her face. “You have no idea who you’re fucking with.”

The witch’s face burned
red, but she didn’t try to engage her any further. She just grabbed
her by the arm, even harder this time, and dragged her, stumbling,
out of the room.

Liv’s gaze drifted to
the room across from hers, to the wide open door. Her eyes widened
as she was hauled past and down the corridor. Her mind sifted
through everything that had happened the night before. She hadn’t
dreamt it—the hallway looked the same as it had last night.

What did it mean that
Brody was out of his room? Had he been summoned to Gwen
already?

She’d find out soon
enough. There was no way she was asking the irritable bitch who’d
awoken her. She doubted she’d even get a straight answer if she
did.

***

“I thought my
punishment had already been doled out,” Liv said the second her
escort let go of her arm.

She moved to the seat
across from Gwen in a small room that looked more like a study than
anything else. She couldn’t help wondering what spells were
contained in the books stacked in the floor to ceiling shelves
along the right wall. Her heart rate quickened for a moment before
she remembered she’d been magically neutered. Her ability to store
and use magic was gone. The spells would be as useless to her as
they would be to a normal human.

The elderly witch had
long grey hair and an oddly calming presence. It was kind of
freaky. Liv had never been able to be a bitch to Gwen. Her spiky
personality took a hike whenever she was around.

Gwen looked Liv over in
concern. “Olivia, I know that being stripped of your magic must be
difficult, but this was the mildest punishment you could have been
given. I do hope that you appreciate that.”

Liv swallowed back the
answer she wanted to give. Deep down, she knew what the witch was
saying was right. She didn’t have to like it, but she didn’t want
to voice her anger to the one person who’d convinced the Council
Elders to go easy.

“I do. It just hurts,”
she said, folding her arms. “I’m still going through withdrawal.
It’ll get better.”

“I’m glad to hear
that.” Gwen clasped her hands. “Are you having any hallucinations?
Or the other side effects you were warned about?”

Liv shook her head. The
side effects’ list she’d been given was on the extensive side. But
so far, the shakes, physical exhaustion, and feeling of being cold
were the only real reactions her body was having to going through
withdrawal from magic.

“What happens
next?”

“You’ll be here for a
few weeks. That’s to help you adjust. To get you to where you need
to be before you can be assessed for release.”

A few weeks! Liv
shuddered. A few weeks of attempting to follow their rules, to
behave like a normal human… She couldn’t stomach the thought of
that. Making nice with Gwen right now was testing her resolve to
the limit as it was. She pushed down her instinctive reaction,
forcing a smile. Concentrate on what comes after. You can make
it through this. One day at a time. “Then?”

“Then, you’ll be
released to a location decided by the Council…”

Where they could watch
over her every move, no doubt.

“…and when your
probationary period is over, you’ll be allowed to decide where you
go from there.”

It all sounded so
goddamned reasonable. But it was too much to take, and she had to
struggle to contain her rising panic. Her breathing was starting to
quicken. She concentrated and forced it to slow down. She
half-wished they’d just sentence her to death. Maybe she didn’t
need to wish; she was sure to slip up at one of their hurdles, and
that would still be an option for them if she did. Despite her
lessened punishment, she wasn’t out of the woods yet, far from
it.

Creating vampires had
been highly illegal for a long time, and with good reason as far as
human laws were concerned, considering that murdering a human was
an essential part of the process. Even if said human wanted to be a
vampire. Even if they’d begged to be made. None of that mattered
when it came down to taking a life, and she’d taken more than one.
Whichever way she turned it, Gwen was right about one thing; she
was getting off easy.

It turned her stomach
to think of that word applied to her situation. Taking her medicine
like a good little girl wasn’t going to happen. There was nothing
else for it, escape was her only hope to have the life she wanted.
The life she needed.

She wanted desperately
to ask about Brody. But she was afraid to admit she knew him.
Surely, Gwen had worked it out if he was here, but still, she
hesitated. The blood brothel had been his. They knew that if they
had him. Her blood ran cold at the thought of it. If taking her
magic away was going easy on her, what was going to happen to
him?

“So what now?” she
asked, wondering if that was really all that Gwen had wanted to see
her about.

“There’s a kitchen down
the hall where you can fix your own meals or take the prepared
meals if you decide to keep regular meal times. You’ll be free to
wander the property and grounds throughout the day, and will be
confined to the house during the evening.”

She was only repeating
words Liv had heard the night before after the ‘treatment’ to
remove her magic. Though she’d barely taken them in at the time,
she recognised them now as if she’d been sharp then too.

There had also been a
folder full of information—rules—that she’d been told was next to
her bed in her room. She’d barely taken it in, too shattered to
listen properly. She supposed she’d have to check it out. It might
help her figure out a way to escape. Rules were in place for
reasons, after all. She’d pick at them until she found one she
could break to get out.

But first things first,
she needed to build her strength up. “Which way is the
kitchen?”

***

The house was really a
converted castle, something Liv learned on further exploration. The
rooms were huge, and there were a lot of them. The whole place was
pretty cold, though, which definitely wasn’t helping her recovery
along. As if she even wanted to recover from what they’d done to
her. Losing her magic wasn’t going to be a long-term thing. She’d
get it back somehow, even if it meant she had to go on the run and
keep running. No one was ever getting to tell her how to live her
life, not now, not ever again. Anger fuelled her journey through
the castle. Her body was weak, but the rage that burned through her
was potent. It was what was going to keep her going.

Another couple of
twists in the corridor, and she finally found the kitchen. The room
was the warmest she’d encountered in the entire place. It took the
venom out of her thoughts instantly as her empty stomach demanded
she find out what was in the pot on the stove. The soup was
boiling, and she couldn’t think of anything else she’d rather have
right then. She opened a few cupboards and found a bowl, managing
to make minimal mess in dishing it out. Getting to the table, she
found sliced bread under a serving tray and grabbed a piece.

Her body seemed to
relax as she warmed it with the food. Tension she hadn’t noticed
she was carrying drained from her. The shaking became less
frequent, less obvious. She sighed as she took her last
spoonful.

“I thought you might
like that.”

Brody’s voice made her
jump in her seat.

She got up as he walked
into the room from what seemed to be a door leading outside. He was
in the same bland clothes as her, but the sweater was definitely
too tight around his shoulders. He worked out, and his muscles were
well-defined. Her gaze always drifted when he was wearing a fitted
T-shirt. Right now, she was just glad to see his disgustingly
handsome face.

“Brody,” she said,
embarrassed at how happy she sounded to see him.

He smiled, his hazel
eyes seeming to light up for her. “Well, I guess we finally got
what was coming to us.”

She rolled her eyes. “I
guess so.”

Clearly, he’d gotten
the same punishment she had. Only…

“Why was your door
locked?” It seemed particularly odd since hers wasn’t.

He shrugged, going over
to the pot. “Some of us are more of a flight risk than others, I
suppose.”

She watched him,
folding her arms. The urge to run over and throw her arms around
him came and went. She couldn’t. Every time they’d gotten close,
she’d made an excuse to run away. Opening up to people wasn’t
something she’d ever be able to do. He was the one person in the
world who saw anything of the real her, and she couldn’t let him
get any closer than that. As much as she trusted him, she just
couldn’t risk it. He didn’t want that, anyway. She’d shut him down
too many times. She’d slept with one of the brothel’s vampires,
something she’d always regret doing, just to close the door to any
chance that they had to ever be more than friends.

“So, about last night…”
she started, wondering if it was wise.

He sat down with his
soup and shook his head at her. “Later.”

The promise in his tone
relaxed her. She sat back down.

“When did you learn to
cook?” She settled for a more mundane conversational route.

“I have a ton of hidden
talents,” he said, grinning. “Being human is kind of boring, but it
does mean there’s time for this kind of crap.”

“Maybe you can teach
me.”

He smiled, and she
found herself smiling back. Brody would get them out of there. She
knew it.

***

The irritable witch’s
name was Caitlin. Liv remembered her more clearly the second time
she saw her as one of the witches who’d cast the spell to strip her
magic away.

She’d been sweating in
the heat of the kitchen, and Brody had been starting to make
suggestions about walking in the gardens together. She’d realised
she had no idea when she’d last brushed her teeth, either. Even if
she wasn’t trying to lead him on, she didn’t want him going off her
because she smelled bad. So she headed to her room, a little more
energy in her step after the hot lunch.

Caitlin was making her
bed when she got to her room. Whatever her job title was, she
seemed to be pissed about being assigned to working with Liv.

“Oh, there you are,”
she said. “Wondered when you’d be done with your little imaginary
conversation downstairs. Though it was highly entertaining, I
suppose.”

Liv frowned at her.
“Get the fuck out of my room.”

Caitlin smiled at her.
“You really think Brody McIntosh got away with having his magic
stripped, for what he did? The withdrawal is really messing you
up.”

“I said, get the—”

Caitlin went to the
door, turning only once she got there. “He hung for what he did,
and he damn well deserved it.”

She closed the door
with a bang, and Liv heard a key turn in the lock.

She rushed to the door
and twisted the handle. It wouldn’t open. She curled her hands into
fists and hit hard, earning bursts of pain that flushed down to her
wrists. That fucking bitch!

Staring at the locked
door, Caitlin’s words rushed through her head on an endless loop
she couldn’t drown out.

“She’s a goddamned
fucking liar!” she growled, fighting the truth with everything she
had.

Gwen’s voice swirled
through her thoughts. Are you having any hallucinations? I got
you the mildest punishment I could for this.

Everything slammed into
place all at once. Brody was dead.

Liv ran into the
bathroom to throw up.


Chapter
Two

Five Years Ago

 

Feeling powerless had
become her default setting. It didn’t matter how much she
practiced, or how well she memorised the spells—it was never good
enough. She wasn’t powerful; her reserves were always running too
close to empty. Her spells could easily be twisted by a more
powerful witch. It felt like she had nothing.

“Might as well be
human,” she muttered, kicking at the base of the bed.

Lucas would be back
soon, and she hadn’t broken the bind he’d put her in. Two hours
she’d been trapped like this, sitting with her arms at her sides
and her magic bound by his. He was stronger, she’d known it the
instant she met him. It was what had attracted her to him in the
first place.

He’d told her he was
testing her, getting her to dig deep and untap her true potential.
She’d started to doubt his true reasons, but she was finding it
impossible to walk away from him.

Determination abandoned
her easily. She was pliable in too many ways, too ready to be used.
The world would just keep right on using her if she didn’t pull
herself together and fast. Frustration sank in as she pushed at
what little spark there was left of her stored magic, starting a
new spell she hoped would be the key to breaking her boyfriend’s
binding magic.

A knock on the
apartment door broke her concentration. Scowling, she started again
from the beginning. The knocking didn’t stop. She seriously doubted
whoever was on the other side of the door had the ability to help
her so she didn’t bother trying to call out to them. Likely if she
did, they’d be shady enough to use this to their advantage. Lucas
didn’t exactly live in a nice part of town.

The sound of the door
creaking open made her heart jump into her throat. She stared at
the bedroom door, horrified. All she could really do was yell at
them to fuck off. Shit! She trembled at the thought of a stranger
finding her like this. Hopefully, they wouldn’t know anything was
wrong. Hopefully, they’d fuck off when she told them to.

“Olivia.”

The teasing female
voice was unfamiliar to her, but the fact that the intruder knew
her name freaked her out. Who the hell was she? What was she doing
here? Had Lucas sent her?

Calm down, Liv.
Breathe. You can get this bitch to leave without magic.

“Who the hell is
asking?” she called back, finally. Managing to keep only anger in
her tone, she tried to keep her lips from quivering as she closed
her mouth.

The bedroom door swung
open, and a vampire in a tiny top and skin-tight leather skirt
slunk into the room, a nasty grin on her monstrous face. Liv
swallowed her fear and glowered back at her.

“I didn’t invite you
in, bitch. Leave before you burn up.”

“Oh, but Lucas invited
me, and this is his place,” the girl said, coming closer.
“Right?”

She was within kicking
distance now and, while she was severely tempted, Liv knew that
would only piss the damned thing off. Vampires didn’t feel pain.
Hurting her was useless. Death was the only thing that would deter
this bitch. And Liv had no way to land in a killing blow. Not while
her body and her magic was bound like this.

The vampire leaned in
and sniffed her neck. “Mmm. You smell good.”

Liv gritted her teeth.
She needed to think of something, fast.

“He told me to bite
you,” the vampire said, her tongue darting out and slithering up
Liv’s throat. “He said it would get you off.” Her hand landed on
Liv’s knee and started to move upwards, causing her skirt to push
up and show more of her thigh. “He said I could take as much as I
wanted. That you wouldn’t stop me.”

“No,” Liv said quickly,
cringing even as the points of the vampire’s fangs pinched her
skin. “I want to bite you.”

Bringing up an act that
could form a demon bond was risky. But it made the vampire pause
what she was doing. Liv only hoped it would be enough to stop her
entirely. If not, she might need to grab any chance she could get
to actually make it happen. Biting the girl’s ear sounded gross,
particularly if it had to be hard enough to cause bleeding, but
that was probably the best chance she was going to get to bite her
while her damned fangs were at her throat.

The vampire’s face
changed to human. She was pretty, and she gazed intently into Liv’s
eyes, her own sparkling blue eyes bright and full of wonder.

“You want to bond with
me?” She sounded excited at the prospect.

Shit! That so wasn’t
what Liv was going for. She nodded slowly, anyway, stumbling to
come up with another plan. A bond with a demon was the last thing
she needed. Power boost or not, those things were practically
impossible to break. She shivered.

“Let’s do this right,
then,” the vampire said, getting up and leaving the room.

Liv didn’t have time to
wonder what she was talking about. She needed help, and she needed
it now. Her bag was on the floor, and her lower legs were movable.
She kicked towards the bag, intent on reaching it and tipping it
over. Her phone might be her only chance. She’d figure out how
she’d dial with her feet once she got the damn thing out of the
bag.

The vampire came back,
a kitchen knife in her hand. If Liv had thought things couldn’t get
any worse, she’d just been proven wrong.

“I’ll cut my arm for
you and your throat for me.”

The vampire sounded
dreamy, ecstatic. If Liv didn’t know any better, she’d swear she
was high.

“Lucas won’t be happy
about this,” Liv told her, just managing to tip the bag. It flopped
over onto its side quietly. Nothing fell out. Typical.

“Who cares about
Lucas?” The vampire grinned. “He certainly doesn’t care about
you.”

Liv was seriously going
to kill him for this. It was a step too far. The vampire was
right—he didn’t give a shit about her. He was willing to risk her
life, and for what? To ‘test’ her? What an asshole. Liv’s anger was
building up fast, but it had nowhere to go. She needed to cut this
goddamn binding. Bonding to a demon would make it easy for her to
break it, but she didn’t want to go that far. There had to be a
better way.

“Lucas?” a familiar
voice called out. “You left your door open.”

Liv stared at the
vampire as the bitch frowned and turned away from her.

It was one of Lucas’
friends. She didn’t have to think twice to come up with his name.
Brody. He always sounded bright and spoke with confidence. She’d
recognise his voice anywhere. He came into view through the open
bedroom door a second later. Breathing out a relieved sigh, she
opened her mouth and called back, “Watch out for the…vampire.”

The girl had already
rushed him. Liv watched it happen through the open bedroom door.
Brody’s surprised expression melted into anger quickly. He cast a
spell Liv couldn’t hear, and the knife flew into the air and spun
before it burst through the vampire’s chest. The creature who’d
been so excited at the prospect of bonding to her was reduced to a
gunky spattering of remains on the carpet. But Liv’s attention
moved on quickly. Brody’s gaze had fallen on her through the open
doorway. A flush of shame rushed through her. He’d know she was
weak now.

“I can’t…” She shook
her head. It was too embarrassing to admit out loud.

He came into the room
and cursed under his breath. She knew he must be working out the
spell. It wouldn’t be a difficult one for him, that was for
sure.

“He never should have
done this,” Brody said, moving towards her and kneeling in front of
her. He placed his hands on her shoulders and with three low,
whispered words, the spell was broken.

She sighed, relieved
that she could finally move. “Thank—”

“Come back to the café
with me. You can tell me what happened.” He paused, his expression
softening. “Unless you have someplace else you want me to take
you.”

She couldn’t really
sink much lower than she just had, and he’d already seen the worst
of it. She got up and nodded slowly, knowing she wouldn’t be able
to trust her voice. It had shaken when she’d tried to thank him.
The lump in her throat wasn’t going to dissolve anytime soon.

He had a commanding way
about him, but he wasn’t actually commanding her. She could stomach
that, particularly since he’d just saved her from something
horrific.

He moved back, giving
her space. She was just glad to get out of Lucas’ flat. She slipped
into her shoes and picked up her bag, then pulled open a drawer and
pushed a few extra things into her bag. It wasn’t as if she had a
ton of possessions. There was nothing else she desperately wanted
to hang onto. Taking a breath, she silently said goodbye to Lucas
and their messed up relationship and followed Brody out of the
apartment.

***

The Bothy was a nice
place, and one she was familiar with. Brody was more than familiar
with it. He took her straight through the bustling kitchen, into a
back office that seemed to be his. She sat in the plush leather
seat across from him and tried to relax. Thinking about Lucas was
only making her feel worse than she already did. But she knew he
was going to ask her to talk about it.

“How long has Lucas
been doing that to you?”

She felt her skin burn.
“I don’t know. A while.”

She started to shake
under his intense gaze. Was she seriously going to admit this to
him? What exactly did he plan to do about it, anyway?

“And the vampire?”

She swallowed.
“New.”

“Why…” He took a breath
and shook his head, hesitating before he spoke again. His restraint
was visible in the tension in his neck and shoulders. “This isn’t
your fault. He’s an arsehole, always has been. Did the vampire hurt
you?”

“She said he told her
to bite me.” Liv folded her arms. “But she didn’t get the
chance.”

He nodded slowly. “Do
you have anywhere to go?”

She realised what he
meant and shook her head. She hadn’t even thought about it. All she
knew was she wasn’t going back there.

“Not your parents, or a
friend?”

“No,” she said, wishing
her parents would be a better alternative, but staying with Lucas
was less awful than that, even if he was trying to kill her
now.

As for friends, she’d
never let anyone get that close. Her cousin was the only person she
knew she could trust, if it came down to that. But she hadn’t
exactly stayed on good terms with Flicky so showing up now would
mean coming clean, and that was something that made her feel
physically ill. She couldn’t stand to have the girl look at her
like she was something to be pitied.

Brody nodded. “Okay.
Then you’re staying here.”

“Here?”

“There’s an apartment
above the café. You can use it for as long as you want.”

She blinked. “You’re
giving me a place to stay?”

“It probably needs
cleaning up a bit,” he said, taking a slow, measured breath. “But
you have to promise you’ll stay away from Lucas.”

She nodded slowly. “I
don’t want to ever see him again.”

***

Brody’s blood boiled as
he showed Liv into the apartment above the café. He’d planned on
moving into it himself, but there were other places he could use.
She needed to feel safe, and that was more important right now.

He’d known the second
Lucas introduced him to her that Liv was going to be his friend’s
new toy—it wasn’t his first time messing around with a younger
witch, and it wouldn’t be his last—but Brody hadn’t counted on
feeling something for this new girl.

The protective streak
she’d awakened in him had started the instant they’d met. She’d
barely been able to meet his gaze—she was so vulnerable, so broken.
She was attractive, too, her dark eyes compelling and her pale skin
stunning, but there was so much more to his obsession with this
girl than her looks, so much he could barely touch on with words.
It was as if he just knew the moment he met her that she was the
one for him, the girl he’d lay down his life for. Even if she
wasn’t his.

She looked around and
put down her bag. “Are you sure it’s okay for me to stay here?”

“I’m sure.” He would
probably use one of the rooms at the vampire brothel for his new
apartment. It was a little more awkward to get to, but there was no
way he could put her down there after what had just happened.

“Thank you,” she said,
her dark eyes falling on him. “For everything.”

He wanted to say it was
nothing, but that would have been a lie. He cleared his head of any
romantic notions. It was the last thing she needed. He was patient.
He’d wait for the right moment. He had a feeling it might be a
while.

“There are ways to
build up more power,” he told her. “Your reserves are low right
now, but if you want, I can show you some tricks that will
help.”

Her eyes widened
slightly. He realised it was probably a touchy subject, but it was
too late to kick himself for bringing it up.

“That sounds…good,” she
said.

He nodded. “Well. I’ll
ask Alexa to bring you up something for dinner, if that sounds
okay? And I’ll bring your things over from Lucas’ place. I need to
speak to him, anyway.”

A frown darkened her
face, but only for an instant. She gave him a tight smile he knew
was faked. It didn’t matter. She was worn out. She needed to
rest.

“Okay, cool. Just…I
should speak to him myself. Probably.”

“That’s not a good
idea,” he
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