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“Let them go. I’ll stay.” My voice caught, and I couldn’t continue. Marla hung in the vampire’s arms, holding still so as to not provoke an attack. The rest of us hunters knelt, bound to the floor, hands behind our backs. The vampire showed us the same concern he would leashed dogs.
“Vanya, no,” our leader hissed. Larry strained against his bonds, desperate to free his wife. He would do anything for Marla. His voice echoed in the empty factory, and grimy light surrounded the middle aged hunter.
The vampire Alexander turned blue eyes on me, his attention a weight against my mind. His grip relaxed, and Marla’s body eased. “You would trade your life for her?” Blond brows drew together as he contemplated my offer.
“Yes. Just let everyone else go.” I shifted, tossing my hair back, trying to show off my neck. Entice him away from Marla before she got hurt for my foolishness.
Vampires were harder to hunt than the neospawn, but I’d convinced everyone to hunt this guy so I could get close. I had just needed a chance to convince him to take me under his wing. I hadn’t expected him to capture us all. None of this was going as planned.
“Shut your mouth, Van.” Brody, former lover, total asshole, was embarrassed to be caught, and lashed out at me. “We’ll get this fucker and burn him like the rest.” His chains rattled, and though I couldn’t see him, I knew the brawny man was straining to escape.
Our bonds were titanium, used to hold neospawn in place. We used them when we needed to confirm identity before execution. However, these belonged to Alexander, meaning he hunted the ghoul-like beings as well.
I kept the vampire’s gaze, willing him to agree. The manacles dug into my wrists as I strained forward. Alexander needed to take my offer, needed to let everyone else go. I couldn’t explain my problem while they were around. We were companions in arms, but they’d never understand that I needed to be bitten again.
“We’ll find another way,” Morris whispered. The group’s healer lay on his side next to me with a broken arm. He wasn’t going to be much use if we really intended to fight our way out.
“Have me. Let her go.” The tightness in my throat faded, allowing me to plead better. I licked my lips, lowering my eyes, trying to draw the vampire in. Tristan had loved it when I played coy. I hoped this vampire did too. “Please don’t hurt her.”
The vampire moved closer, keeping Marla tight against him. He was taller than her, looming over us on the floor. I figured he was close to six and a half feet tall, lean and broad shouldered. Somewhat like a wolf, with all the loose grace and danger. “Why should I let any of you go? Why shouldn’t I kill you all?”
Brody was never known for his wisdom, so I wasn’t surprised when he taunted Alexander. “Killing us is the only way you’ll stop us.”
“Shut up,” Larry snapped. Then he addressed Alexander. “We’ll go away if you let us go.”
The vampire chuckled, stroking Marla’s face. “Old hunters used to say that too.”
“Alexander.” He frowned sharply, gaze deepening. Glancing up through my lashes, I plied every submissive, prey-like posture I could. “We hunt only the neospawn. Coming after you was my idea. Let them go. Take me.” Bite me, and drink my blood, and feed deeply on me, and give me endless pleasure.
Marla whimpered, a tear finally slipping down her cheek. “Yeah, take her.” It was the first the psychic sniffer had said since we were taken. She was mostly an empath, but could recognize the biosigns of all beings. The vampire would be driving her crazy, because they were like nothing else.
His grip on her throat tightened, and I thought he was about to kill her. If I still had my plasma blade, I’d be out of the bonds. Free the others, and force the exchange for Marla.
Alexander and I locked gazes. His strong features and long golden hair hearkened back to a world that no longer existed. An ancient world, in the heathen past before the apocalypse. When reason was barely on the rise, before science spawned madness and genetic freaks.
I flushed, imagining his mouth on my neck. Such lovely lips, and strong teeth. Huge hands for gripping me, for exposing my body to his needs. Looking away, I attempted to control my addiction. It had been a year since I started running with the hunters, since Tristan had left, and I’d thought my need to be fed on had faded.
“You came to me because you wanted me to feed.” Alexander’s low voice revealed his surprise, but I couldn’t look back at him. He’d see my desire, and see the rest of the way through my ruse. Let him figure out I wanted to be his concubine after everyone else was safe.
A wave of unease passed through the room. Marla gave a tiny cry, and I groaned with a sudden headache. “They’re here,” Alexander hissed, looking at the exits.
Neospawn had found us.
Science had gone nuts in the last two centuries, once stem cells could be created, and genomes were playgrounds. Genetic experiments had become all the rage, all in the name of prolonging human life. Psychics had come from it, creating women like Marla and I.
But the mindless hemophages we called neospawn had also been born. They’d escaped, and started an apocalypse, throwing the east coast into disarray. Genetic ghouls rampaged, infecting humans, going pandemic.
Brody tugged hard on his chains, concrete groaning as he used enhanced strength to break free. We needed to be up and on our feet when they broke in, facing them with our plasma blades, destroying as many of the monsters as we could.
Alexander shoved Marla toward us, tossing a key at her feet. “Get your weapons and get out.” Our eyes met, and he smirked. “We’ll finish talking later.” Then he left, blurring away in an impressive display of speed.
Marla worked quickly to free us all. “At least thirty,” I said, waiting my turn. Larry was released first, Brody right after, and they both went to our pile of armaments. The vampire had dumped it all together, but hadn’t broken anything. “Make a stand or run?” I asked, rising as shackles clattered to the ground.
“Nothing with you,” Brody snapped, tightening his bandoleer of throwing knives around his chest. “You can just fuck off.”
My eyes widened, and I stared, completely taken aback. I couldn’t even ask him to elaborate, but I assumed he knew now why we’d come after the vampire.
Larry settled his gorget, protecting his jugular before anything else. “Not now, Brody. After we get out.” He settled into his heavy jacket, checking the fit of the leather.
Brody stared, kicking my gear away from the pile. “I ain’t trusting this necro bitch at my back.” He spat at my feet. “I told you not to let her in. She’s trying to get us killed.”
“I don’t want you dead,” I whispered, too stunned to even care that we were being hunted. Thirty of the neospawn moved through the complex, and my necromantic powers would only work on a couple of them. Survival instincts were already controlling my power, reaching for those few. “I don’t want anyone to get hurt.”
“Just yourself,” Marla said, shoving plasma blades back into hidden sheaths. We were well-armed; working for the corporations paid well, and always got us the best weapons. It was corporate backing that had let me find Alexander, given me his location, given me his name. “We’ve all seen the marks.” Most of them weren’t self-inflicted.
Morris approached, leaning against my back, cradling his broken arm. “We can tear each other apart after we get through the neospawn. Vanya has never betrayed us, or given a reason to mistrust her.”
His support gave me heart again, though guilt came with it. I’d joined them to fight neospawn, but mostly to find another vampire. Necromancers weren’t meant to be on their own, constantly craving the feel of death. I’d used the hunters, but not the way Brody suspected. Spearing my former lover with a nasty glare, I helped Morris get geared back up.
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