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“With a great cast of characters and an action packed plot I can 

honestly say I really enjoyed reading this book. Anala is a strong, 

selfless female that cares deeply for her family and friends which 

made her a very likeable heroine in my opinion.” 

—lovelaughandread.wordpress.com 

 

Oh My God!!! This book was awesome! This is the second time out 

of the 10 years I’ve had my Kindle that I felt compelled to write a 

review. I could not stop reading this book. My only complaint is that 

it ended. Please hurry (but take your time :)) with the other two 

books… kudos Jourdyn Kelly.  

—R.Spears (Amazon) 

 

“Oh man this is a fantastic book! I would recommend it to anyone 

who loves to read suspense and fantasy. Jourdyn Kelly did an 

amazing job with this book. Can’t wait for the next one.” 

 —Draftsit (Amazon) 

 

“This is a very interesting and exciting book - one of my favorites. I 

label it as a must read!”  

—Kimbra White (Amazon) 

 

 



“This book was awesome. It was very entertaining and action 

packed…”  

—Spantaliansbookreviews.blogspot.com 

 

“5 out of 5 stars. I am very impressed with this novel, and even more 

surprised with how much I liked it.”  

—thisgirlreadsalot.blogspot.com 



 

 

 

“I have to say this book is my favorite so far, Jourdyn Kelly writes in 

a way that the story flows and you just keep on reading till the end. 

She has an amazing imagination, and l love how she built her 

characters.”  

—bookenticer.com 

 

“…I really enjoyed this novel, just as much as I enjoyed the first one. 

Kelly’s writing is subtle, and realistic and it entertains you 

effortlessly. You just find that you’ve read 100 or so pages and it 

doesn’t at all feel like work…”  

—thisgirlreadsalot.blogspot.com 

 

“…a book about love and humanity. one that shows it is what is 

inside that matters and not who you are. A nice read with a great look 

at what makes us tick…”  

—hello-booklover.tumblr.com 

 

“I love Ana! She is so relatable, besides the fact that she is a vampire 

lol. Sam falls in love with her but it’s not easy for everyone that she 

loves him back. Her newly turned vampire Zac loves her and is 

struggling with seeing Ana and Sam together. They all need to stick 

together though because they have one of their biggest battles coming 

up. To make matters worse it’s against an old friend and lover. Will 



they survive? If you love paranormal, love, mystery, suspense stories 

you will love this book. Make sure you read Destined to Kill first so 

things make more sense.”  

—mullenarmyfamily.blogspot.com/ 

 

“There’s no way I can say everything good there is to say about this 

book in a limited space. Many of the characters were further 

developed in this book…”  

—Wanda Shull (Goodreads) 

 

“Jourdyn Kelly has done it again! Fantastic book. Destined to Love 

picks up right where Destined to Kill left you and takes you on 

another wild ride. Thoroughly enjoyed every word and can’t wait for 

the next one!”  

—Draftsit (Amazon) 



 

 

 

 

Destined to Meet is the third and final book in the Destined Series. 

For a complete understanding of Anala Geil and her Hunters, I 

encourage you to read Destined to Kill and Destined to Love before 

delving into Destined to Meet. The Destined Series follows Anala 

Geil on her journey as Hunter, to Cursed Hunter. All Ana wants to 

do is be a regular teenager. Problem is, she is anything but regular. 

Not only is she a Hunter (Cursed Ones beware), she is also Cursed 

(a vampire) and, well, more than 600 years old. Still, she tries her 

best to live life as normally as she can. She has just graduated from 

high school (again), and pulled her friends - and not so friends - 

along with her on a journey into her past. It just so happens those 

friends are descendants of Hunters, and Ana needs their help. 

In this final book, we’ll see if Ana, her lover Sam and her 

devoted friends/Hunters can deal with the adversities they will face 

in the land where her life began six centuries ago. One thing Anala 

knows for sure, she will do everything in her power to protect 

those she has grown to love. She’s lost too much already, and she 

doesn’t know if her immortal heart could take any more. 
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“Anala Lagan?” 

Amanda’s incredulous voice broke through my shocked 

immobility. Obviously I heard right if Amanda is saying the same 

name that is going through my head. Over and over. 

“Impossible.” My voice is barely above a whisper, and I’m 

not sure anyone is even paying attention to me. That is until I feel 

Sam’s hand resting lightly on my back. Even that gentle touch was 

enough to ground me. 

“Yes.” Tania looks confused at my reluctance to believe her. 

She turns to me, anger filling her hazel eyes. “You question my 

honor?” 

“Hold on there, Buffy.” Jenna steps between me and Tania, 

holding her hands up in a placating gesture. I can’t help but to 

snicker at her ‘Buffy’ comment, and she turns to smirk at me 

before addressing Tania again. “A…, er, Ella’s not questioning 

your honor. We just have things we need to discuss. Alone.” 

Jenna turns and walks purposefully out of the room, fully 
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expecting me to follow her. Damn. This could be complicated. I 

can’t just leave Tania here by herself without being watched. I 

haven’t known her long enough to trust her. 

“Sara?” I beckon. She strides towards me, giving Tania a 

small smile as she passed. 

“You want me to stay and keep an eye on her?” Sara asks 

quietly. 

“Please. We will fill you in on everything when we can. Is that 

okay?” 

I don’t want Sara to think she’s not part of the group, no 

matter how new she is. She has proven herself to me, and though 

we have had our disagreements, I trust her to have discretion with 

Tania. She nods slightly. 

“Come.” Sara takes Tania by the arm and leads her out 

towards the kitchen. “Let’s see if we can find something suitable to 

eat. My grandmother could make a delicious meal out of any 

scraps she found in the kitchen.” 

I wait until her voice trails off before turning to the others. 

“Let’s not keep Jenna waiting. No telling what she’ll do to 

us.” 

 

 

 

“About time. Thought I was going to have to come in there and 

drag you people out.” Jenna pops her gum for good measure, 

grinning at me when I let out a small growl. 

“How can this be possible?” Sam asks, ignoring Jenna’s 

antics. 



Destined to Meet 

3 

“It can’t as far as I know,” I answer. Then again, I had no idea 

that other Hunters - or ‘Enforcers’ - were roaming the world, 

consorting with Cursed Ones. I wonder, if my parents had lived, 

would I have learned about the others? Why did papa keep all of 

this from me? He must have known that Cursed Ones and Hunters 

existed beyond our village. Why keep me in the dark if I was to 

inherit leadership of the Society? Too many damned questions, and 

not enough answers. 

Perhaps he was trying to protect you. 

Sam’s voice in my head held understanding and compassion, 

but it didn’t help me. 

Protecting me would be giving me all of the information I need 

to protect myself. 

I touch Sam’s arm briefly, a silent apology for my attitude. It’s 

still odd to me that we can have complete communication without 

anyone else knowing. 

“I need their journals,” I say aloud. 

“Could Thomas have…” Emily’s question was hesitant. I 

wonder if it’s her shyness coming out, or if she’s loath to speak 

Thomas’s name. 

“No. He was turned not long after me.” 

“But, he could have… been with someone before he was 

turned,” Amanda counters. 

I pause, thinking of that scenario. Could he have bedded 

someone else while saying he wanted to be with me? Hell, at this 

point anything is possible. I just don’t believe it. I hear Sam’s 

thoughts stir, but he prudently stays quiet. If he feels like I’m hurt 

by the possibility that Thomas was with someone else, he isn’t 
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projecting it. Doesn’t matter. Perhaps back then I would have been 

hurt. But I carry so much hatred for Thomas now after what he did 

to Sam and Zac that I can’t find an ounce of empathy for the boy I 

knew long, long ago. 

“He could have,” I concede. “But, why call her Anala?” 

“Because he was in love with you,” Sam answers matter-of-

factly. 

“We were children, Sam.” 

“And, he allowed himself to be Cursed when he thought 

something had happened to you. He murdered your parents,” he 

finishes softly. 

The pang of guilt and sadness hit me, causing me to tremble. 

I’m sorry. Sam made the apology in my head, and I could 

plainly hear the dismay he felt in saying the words. 

It’s true. I respond in kind. It’s fine, baby. 

“Well, we won’t know much until we get the journals,” I say 

for everyone to hear. 

“We can go tonight.” Jeremy cracks his fingers, and bounces 

on his toes as though he was ready for a fight. As proud as it makes 

me, I can’t let them go. 

“I’ll go,” I say. Although my tone lets them know I want no 

arguments, they argue. What can I tell you? They are my Hunters. 

I would probably be disappointed if they didn’t argue. 

“Why should you go alone?” Jenna scoffs. 

“Ana, you can’t do this alone!” Amanda scolds. 

“No way!” 

“We’ll go with you!” 

“What if something happens?!” 
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Jeremy, Eric and Emily spoke over each other, each getting 

louder and more defiant. The only one I don’t hear from - and the 

one I’m most concerned about - is Sam. I don’t know if I’m going 

to get the agreeable Sam or the one who’s going to be pissed off at 

me for wanting to go at this alone. 

“Look, those guys over there are unpredictable. I will not risk 

your lives for a few books.” 

“All the more reason for us to go with you!” Amanda puts her 

hands on her hips and glares at me. She then turns that glare on 

Sam. “Will you talk some sense into her! I mean, you’re her 

boyfriend! Maybe she’ll listen to you!” 

All of the others look to Sam expectantly. Obviously they 

think that he can change my mind. Perhaps if I weren’t so wary                 

of Malcolm’s mental capacity, I would let Sam change my mind. 

As it is, meeting Malcolm - after flying to England to find out 

more about Hunters and Cursed Ones we recently became       

aware of - I find myself wondering if his mental state is hanging by 

a thread. 

“Will you at least let me go with you?” I hear Sam ask, 

bringing my attention back to the here and now. 

“You’re still new, Sam. I can’t take the chance…” I had to 

Curse Sam after Thomas had him beaten to the brink of death. It 

wasn’t something I wanted to do, at least not like that, and not so 

soon. However, with Amanda begging me, Sam and Amanda’s 

mother asking me for a miracle, and my own desire to keep the 

man I love with me, I had no other options. I’m still surprised at 

how well Sam is handling being Cursed. I just can’t help being 

worried that it may change at any moment. 
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“You don’t trust me?” 

“That’s not it!” I pace away, running a hand through my raven 

hair. I still have the have contacts in that I wore to hide my almost 

transparent eyes, making them closer to their original blue, and 

they’re beginning to irritate me. Sam has contacts as well, to hide 

the effects of being turned. I stand in front of him and hold his 

gaze, enjoying the fact that his eyes are close to his golden eyes I 

adored so much. “I trust you, you must know that. But you have 

been Cursed for less than two weeks. This is all still new to both of 

us. Please, Sam. If you go with me, I’ll be worried about you, not 

focused on what I’m supposed to be doing.” 

Sam’s once expressive eyes seem dull behind the contacts, but 

he still nods, acquiescing to my pleas. 

“Ugh! Fine!” Amanda throws her hands up in the air, 

frustrated by Sam’s seemingly easy surrender. Only I know that 

he’s seething in his head. “You won’t let Sam go, then you’re 

taking at least one of us.” 

“No.” 

“Ana!” 

“Enough, Amanda! For once, act like I’m your leader and not 

just your best friend.” I soften my voice when I see her flinch at 

my tone. “I’m not doing this to be difficult. Those people have 

guns. Guns, Amanda. I will not put you in danger like that. How 

do you think I would feel if you were killed because of something I 

could have easily done myself?” 

Amanda opens her mouth, then closes it again looking 

properly chastised. 

“But, they’re Hunters, Ana,” Eric tries reasoning. 
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“You think I can’t handle them?” I raise an eyebrow, putting 

my hands on my hips - much like Amanda - and dare him to say 

something I don’t agree with. 

“Of course you can. But, we are Hunters. We are your family. 

You shouldn’t have to do it on your own. It is you who thinks we 

can’t handle them.” 

Well, damn. I dared him, and he called my dare. 

Sigh. “I have faith in all of you and your skills, Eric. But, we 

are not dealing with typical Hunters here. Their guns can kill you 

without you even knowing they’re there. Guns won’t hurt me.” 

Each of them contemplates my explanation, and I hope they 

can see my side. Either way, I don’t want them putting themselves 

in danger, but I’d rather they not be cross with me. 

“She’s right,” Jenna finally says. Yeah, I know. I’m just as 

shocked as you. Jenna and I have found a tentative truce lately, but 

I’m still a little amazed when she comes to my defense. “Guns are 

no joke. As much as I hate for Ana to go by herself, she’s the only 

one - besides Sam - who can do this without being killed by the 

stupid freaks.” 

Ah, there’s my Jenna. 

Amanda sighs heavily, but she can’t argue anymore, which 

I’m sure is hard for her. Dear, sweet, blond, cheery Amanda does 

not like to lose. 

“If something happens to you I’ll never forgive you,” she 

grumbles and brushes past me to stalk back into the sitting room. 

The others look at me, then at Sam, then back to me. Their 

excuses for leaving us alone were incoherently mumbled, and I 

find myself facing an irate Sam. 
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“I know you’re not happy with me, baby, but…” 

“Why do you think they couldn’t sense me?” he interrupts. 

I take a moment to adjust to the course change this discussion 

just took. I think back to when Sam found out what I really was, 

and he asked me the same question. ‘Why can’t I sense you?’ 

I take a tentative step towards Sam and lay my palm gently on 

his cheek. 

“They can’t sense you for the same reason you couldn’t sense 

me,” I explain gently. “There’s not an ounce of evil in you, Sam.” 

“And, yet, you still think I will lose my humanity at any 

moment,” he murmurs, pulling away. “I guess I don’t blame you. 

Zac’s humanity switched off pretty quickly.” 

“Oh, baby.” I use all of my strength not to go to him and wrap 

him in my arms. “Zac already had anger issues. I don’t believe he 

was evil, but I don’t think he had a handle on his emotions.” I gave 

up trying to stay away from Sam, and pray he won’t pull away 

from me again. “I don’t think you’ll lose your humanity. I really 

don’t know what I’m afraid of. This whole thing seems way too 

easy.” 

“I understand that. I saw how Zac was, and was worried that 

would happen to me. I don’t know why I haven’t felt the intensity 

of the effects.” He looks almost defeated when he lifts his eyes to 

mine. “I’m afraid…” 

I pull Sam into my arms and hold him tight. It’s all my fault 

he’s feeling this fear. If I could just stop waiting for the proverbial 

other shoe to drop, he would be fine. Damn me and my pessimism. 

Six hundred years of pain and loss can really turn you into cynic. 

“I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” I confess. 
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“If it hasn’t happened yet, I don’t think it will. I’ve just been 

overly dramatic and overprotective. I’m sorry.” 

“So you’ll let me go with you?” 

I glance up in time to see his charming grin, and push him 

playfully. 

“Well played, troublemaker.” 

“I really was worried. But, I’m trusting your judgment. If 

you’re not concerned, I won’t be either.” 

Great. Pressure I don’t need. 

“I’m not trying to pressure you, baby,” he says gently. “Love 

means trust, right?” 

“Right,” I grumble. “And, if you go with me, you have to 

listen to me. You will stay away from the house unless I need 

you.” 

“You don’t already need me?” he asks seductively. 

“Stop it.” I tap him lightly on his taut abs. “Of course I need 

you.” I touch my lips to his, but pull away before he can deepen 

the kiss. “Do you agree with my terms?” 

“Will you kiss me if I do?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Fine. I will stay in the background. But, I will be there at the 

first sign of trouble.” 

“Deal. Just be sure to keep aware of your surroundings. 

There’s no telling what they do out there.” 

Sam nods. “Let’s talk to Tania. Maybe she can give us a 

rundown of their setup.” 

“Good idea. We’ll have to know where Malcolm keeps the 

journals, get a layout of the house.” I start walking towards the 
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sitting room. “Maybe Jenna can find the blueprints on the 

computer…” 

I stop talking abruptly when Sam tugs my arm. 

“Where’s my kiss? A deal has to be sealed you know.” 

I chuckle at his playful smirk. 

“Well, far be it from me to not seal a deal.” I thread my hands 

in his wheat colored hair, and bring his lips down to mine. Mmm. 

This is one hell of a seal. 
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“Thank you for letting Sam go with you.” 

Amanda pulls me away from the crowd after Tania had given 

us the information we needed. Jenna is currently looking for 

blueprints, and the others are milling about talking to Sam about 

plans. I keep my mind in tune with his even as I turn my attention 

to Amanda. She looks so different than the girl I met a little more 

than two years ago. She has the same tawny hair (lightened by sun 

and product), same golden eyes, but what strikes me the most is the 

hardness behind those once innocent eyes. The girl who once 

thought boys, clothes and parties were the most important things in 

the world, was now a mature young woman. It almost makes me 

sad that she had to grow up so quickly, and see so many terrible 

things. 

“I told you before, Amanda, I’m not trying to be difficult. I’m 

trying to keep you alive.” 

“I realize that. I know you’re my leader, Ana. I’ve never 

forgotten that. But I’ve never forgotten that we’re best friends, 
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either. You can’t expect me to not worry about you.” 

I squeeze her forearm gently. 

“I know. How are you doing? We haven’t really had a 

moment to just sit down and talk. I should have thought to do that 

with each of you after…” 

I feel the sting of tears as I think of Zac. I can’t believe he’s 

gone. It feels like a lifetime ago, yet it was less than two weeks 

since I killed Zac. Oh God, I killed Zac. 

“Ana?” I feel Amanda’s hand steadying me as I waver. 

Sam is next to me in three quick strides. 

“Baby?” 

“I’m fine.” I step back, creating space between us. 

“What happened?” Concerned eyes plead for her brother to 

explain what was going on. 

“She was thinking about Zac,” he relates quietly. 

“Tell her the truth, Sam.” 

“Baby, you had no choice.” 

“Okay, someone fill me in! I mean, I can’t read your mind, 

Ana.” And, there’s the hands-on-the-hips-I’m-getting-really-

annoyed Amanda. 

“What’s going on over here?” Jenna walks up carrying what 

looks like printed pages. “Here are the plans for the house.” 

I took the papers from her, thanking her before addressing 

Amanda. “I know we don’t have an actual meditation room here, 

but could you possibly set one up for us to meet in? I can’t go into 

this house,” I raise the papers, “feeling like this.” 

“Of course. Come on, Jenna.” Amanda grabs a confused 

Jenna, dragging her out of the room with her. 
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I feel guilty for my behavior. My intention was to find out 

how Amanda was handling Zac’s death, and I get sidetracked by 

my own disquiet. Mum, papa? Please help me with the strength I 

need to be there for my Hunters. Immediately I feel Sam behind 

me, wrapping his arms around my waist. With a gentle squeeze, I 

feel my anxiety fade. 

 

 

 

The room is lit by candlelight only and the gentle aroma of 

eucalyptus calms my racing thoughts. So much is going on, not the 

least of which being a ‘Priestess’ out there bearing my name, that I 

can’t seem to turn off the thoughts. Of course, it has been like that 

since Bernard found me. I thought after I killed Thomas all of this 

would be over. Why does it feel like it’s just starting? 

I glance around, awed by the job Amanda and Jenna did in 

such a short time. My small Society of Hunters sit on pillows in a 

circle surrounding a large white candle. The soft flickering of the 

flame bounces off each of their faces as they silently watch me and 

wait. Thankfully Tania had headed off to bed, citing a headache. 

With the way her temples were pulsing, I had no problem believing 

her. I am sorry she’s feeling bad, however it works out well for the 

rest of us not having to censor ourselves around her. So, we set her 

up in a room on the other side of the house while we gather 

together in our makeshift meditation room. 

“Great job,” I compliment both Amanda and Jenna, and the 

others follow suit. “I wanted to meet with you all before we get 

into all of this ‘Priestess’ business.” I take a deep breath, letting the 
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fragrance in the air envelop me like an invisible cloak of serenity. 

“The past couple of weeks have been a whirlwind, but I still should 

have made the time to check in with each of you to see how you 

were doing. I hope we can get whatever we need out in the open. 

And while it will be a long time before we begin to feel even a 

little bit back to normal, hopefully we will be able to give our full 

concentration to whatever lies ahead.” 

I pause, waiting for someone to speak up. But everyone lowers 

their gaze when I look at them. 

“Okay,” I sigh. “I’ll begin.” 

I take a moment and try to figure out how to put my feelings 

into words. How do I tell them how I ache for what I had to do to 

Zac? How do I explain the guilt? 

Open your heart, baby. They will understand. Trust them to be 

there for you as much as you want to be there for them. 

My eyes track to Sam, and I allow the intense love I feel for 

him to shine through. 

“First, I want to apologize to all of you.” I hold my hand up 

when I see them begin to argue. “Please, let me finish. I am your 

leader. It is natural for me to feel responsible for each of you. Zac 

was turned on my watch. I couldn’t save him.” I pause again, 

warring with myself about how much to tell them. And I know, 

without a doubt, they should know everything. “He told me he 

didn’t want to live… this way, but I believed that I, that all of us 

could help him make the transition. His deteriorating condition 

should have warned me to be more diligent with his care. I could 

sit here and try to analyze every single thing that I did, that he said, 

that we saw, but it all ends the same way. Zac is dead. By my 



Destined to Meet 

15 

hand. He was our friend, our family, our fellow Hunter and I failed 

him. I failed all of you. I failed Sam.” My voice wavers at this 

point, but I continue before anyone can say anything. “I swear to 

you, I will do everything in my power to keep all of you alive. You 

all deserve that and more for what you have sacrificed for me.” 

A tear slides down my cheek before I could stop it, but I don’t 

care. I want them to know that I hurt just as much as they do. This 

isn’t the time to hide my feelings from them. 

“Ana.” Amanda’s soft voice carries through the quiet room. 

The compassion and understanding I hear in just the way she says 

my name is almost my undoing. “I feel like I speak for us all when 

I say none of this is your fault.” She looks around, making sure she 

has everyone’s agreement before continuing. “I know that I was 

one of the worst when it came to blaming you, and I can’t begin to 

apologize for that.” 

When Sam was in the hospital - dying - Amanda’s emotions 

overwhelmed her when I refused to do what she asked of me and 

turn Sam. She blamed me for the things that had transpired. And 

that, along with Sam’s condition, me killing Thomas and the 

burden of Zac’s condition, my parents’ deaths and a long, lonely 

life, my humanity faltered. 

“You are the one that brought me back,” I remind her. 

“I’m the one that put you in that position in the first place. 

Wait,” she holds up a finger, effectively cutting off my rebuttal. “I 

knew you already felt guilty. I used that against you. I was so 

pissed off and scared that I would do anything to change your mind 

about Sam. What I did was wrong. They all let me know that,” she 

says, jerking her thumb towards the others. “They helped me see 
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the error of what I did. And as much as I hate what happened to 

Zac, I trust you implicitly. He was too far gone for us to save. Us, 

Ana. You may have held the sword, but we stood beside you. Yes, 

it hurts. I feel his loss every day. But, our reality… if we don’t 

move on with our lives by putting the past behind us, we will end 

up the same way.” 

Amanda leans forward, placing her hand on top of mine. 

“Your actions are made to keep us and other innocents safe. 

How can we possibly fault you for that?” 

Sam places his hand over Amanda’s, and I watch in stunned 

silence as Jenna, Jeremy, Sara, Eric and even Emily move in to put 

their hands in, an act of solidarity with me, with our Society. A 

complete and total calm that I haven’t felt since Bernard showed 

back up in my life settled over me. 

We have an enormous challenge ahead of us, but with the 

bond we had formed being fortified, I believe we will get through 

whatever we have to face. 
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Sam and I enter the woods, taking the trail Tania told us about. If 

we can trust her, the trail should lead straight to the Enforcers’… 

home? Hideout? Whatever it is to them, I want to get there 

undetected. I don’t know Tania, so my trust in her only goes so far. 

My senses take over on their own - a side effect of being worried 

about my surroundings - and, I stop so abruptly that Sam has no 

choice but to run into me. 

“Sorry,” he murmurs before I have a chance to stop him from 

speaking. 

Quiet. We’re not alone. 

Closing my eyes, I pay close attention to my heightened 

abilities trying to determine just what we’re up against. 

I sense them. They’re not… human. 

No they’re not, I agree silently with Sam. They’re cursed. 

Whether the Cursed Ones are working for the Enforcers, I don’t 

know. What I do know is that I don’t sense humans. I’m not sure 

whether to be grateful for that, or pissed off. On one hand, no 
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humans means no guns. However, on the flip side, Hunters should 

be patrolling, keeping their area safe. Sigh. I really need to find out 

what’s going on around here. 

How many are there? 

I close my eyes, distinguishing the differences in each scent. 

One thing I can tell is they are all full bloods. Five distinct scents. I 

hold up five fingers to Sam, and watch him nod. 

We can handle that. 

His confidence makes me smile. While I am sure we can 

handle it, I don’t want draw unnecessary attention in case there are 

Hunters - excuse me, ‘Enforcers’ - in the area that I’m just not 

sensing. As soon as those thoughts enter my head, my nose catches 

six more extremely familiar scents. Damn it! I tug Sam back 

towards where we entered the woods, coming up on my Hunters. 

“What are you doing here? I thought I made it clear that Sam 

and I would be doing this alone.” My tone, I’m sure, makes it clear 

that I am not a happy Leader. 

“We had a feeling you could use our help,” Amanda bravely 

answers. Her shoulders are squared, and head held high as if she’s 

daring me to argue. It takes an extraordinary amount of constraint 

not to laugh at their independence. Even if they were directly 

disobeying me. I concentrate on making my glare menacing. And 

though I don’t mean it, it makes my Hunters take a step back. 

“Lucky for you there are Cursed Ones here, and no humans 

that I can tell.” I allow a small smile to take the place of my scowl. 

“But you cannot go any further than these woods. I will take care 

of everything else. That is not up for discussion. Is that clear?” 

Jenna steps forward, her hand resting lightly on her sword. 
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“Tania mentioned something about Malcolm having Cursed Ones 

roaming the woods to keep away unwanted guests. She thought we 

should warn you.” 

“Why didn’t she mention that before?” I wonder aloud. 

“Good question. I don’t trust her,” Emily complains. “There 

are too many holes in her story.” 

“Do you think she’s setting us up?” I ask the group, anxious to 

hear their opinions. 

“I think she wants you to kill Malcolm,” Jeremy answers, and 

I can’t help but be impressed with his intuition. I had thought the 

same thing, but just because she wants something, doesn’t mean 

it’ll happen. 

“You may be correct. She saw what I did to Meathead,” I 

begin, thinking of Meathead (aka Gunner, the enormously muscled 

‘right-hand man’ of Malcolm’s). The last time we met, Gunner 

delivered a message from Malcolm to me. In other words, he 

punched me in the face. I know! What kind of ‘gentleman’ 

punches a girl? I had no other choice but to return the message. As 

far as I know, Gunner went back to Malcolm with a broken jaw 

and broken nose. “I’m sure she thinks anyone who can handle 

steroid-man can rid her of her problematic brother.” 

“Are you going to kill him?” 

My eyebrows shoot straight up to my hairline at Amanda’s 

question. I honestly thought she knew me better than that. I don’t 

kill innocents. 

“I mean, I totally would after what I’ve seen of him, and what 

he had his buffoon do to you,” she hurriedly explains. 

“No you wouldn’t. He’s an innocent. And, possibly a fellow 
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Hunter. We can’t kill him,” I say dryly, and see her shoulders 

droop at my reprimand. “That doesn’t mean I’m not going to make 

sure he got my message loud and clear if he interferes with my 

objective.” 

I smile at their chuckles thinking how great it is that we’ve 

become so close in our time together. I guess what they say about 

what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger goes for us as a group. 

“Okay, enough standing around. I’m going to let you take care 

of this mess in the woods. Be extra careful though, they’re Full 

Bloods. I’m not sure how old they are, so they could pose a 

problem with you. I will stay with you long enough to make 

sure…” 

“We know what we’re doing, Ana.” 

My eyes cut to Jenna. 

“I abhor being interrupted, Jenna. Especially when I am trying 

to explain my intentions.” 

“Sorry.” 

“As I was saying, I’ll stay with you long enough to make sure 

they don’t have guns or something more that could harm you. I 

also want to see what we’re up against with these Full Bloods to 

see if I can determine their ages. If they’re from my time, you may 

have a rough time. Not,” I say quickly at my Hunters’ narrowed 

eyes, “because I don’t think you can handle them. You’ve handled 

me just fine. But, I’m only one. There are five of them out there. 

We don’t know how trained they are or if, like Thomas’s group, 

they are swordsmen. Does that satisfy you, Jenna?” 

She shrugs, but sends me a small smile. 

“Good. Be alert. Hold nothing back. Ready?” 
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My Hunters take out their swords, pressing the buttons to 

release the blades. I nod to them, raising the hood of my cloak. If 

we somehow lose one of them, I can’t have them going back to 

Malcolm with my description as I’m quite positive they’re about to 

find out I’m one of them. 

We enter the woods silently, fanning out enough to cover 

ground, but still close enough to have each other’s backs. They 

look to me for directions, and I use hand motions to let them know 

where the Cursed Ones are located. The nearest one is a little more 

than a football field away from us. They’re spread out, staggered 

as they roam the woods. Good for us as they won’t gang up on us. 

At least not before we get to our first target. 

They may be able to sense you as you get closer. I tell Sam 

wordlessly. Cursed Ones usually feel and smell the presence of 

another Cursed One; however, none have been able to detect me. I 

can’t help but wonder if Sam will be the same way. Sam nods, but 

stays in line with me. Let them take care of them. Only intervene if 

they need it. I feel Sam’s hand brush my lower back and a jolt of 

electricity from the simple touch courses through me. Oh boy. It’ll 

be nice when we have a chance to just get acquainted with one 

another without having anything else to deal with. When Sam 

chuckles softly, I know he agrees with me wholeheartedly. 

 

 

 

I tap Amanda lightly on the shoulder and point to her left. She 

immediately takes her position while I give silent orders to the 

others. We’re effectively surrounding the first Cursed One, and I 
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ascertain that the others are still some distance away. I leave it to 

them on how to approach the situation. I’m merely here to observe. 

At least I hope so. 

Jeremy takes point with Emily and Eric flanking him. They’re 

completely in tune with each other, needing no words to 

communicate. I take a moment to be proud before being 

completely impressed with their plan. 

As Jeremy, Emily and Eric approach the Full Blood, Jenna, 

Amanda and Sara move soundlessly out of sight, but never so far 

away that they can’t be there immediately if needed. To my 

surprise, the first three hide their swords and advance amiably. Just 

a stroll in the woods. 

“Excuse me? We must be turned around. Do you know how to 

get back to the road?” 

It’s so unbelievable to me that I almost laugh out loud. My 

Hunters know that Cursed Ones can tell if one is a Hunter. 

However, if these Cursed Ones are working with the Enforcers, 

they may be respectful. Very smart, I think as more pride flows 

through me. 

“Who are you?” the Cursed One snarls. There’s definitely no 

doubting this dude is Cursed with that voice. He’s not big by any 

means. At least two inches shorter than Sam’s six foot four frame, 

and not nearly as well defined. Gangly would be the first word that 

comes to mind. But I know looks mean nothing. This Full Blood 

will be quick and nimble as well as strong. Being this close, I can 

detect more about the Full Blood, and the smell of his blood is old, 

though I don’t think he’s as old as me. Just that knowledge relaxes 

me a bit. 
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“We’re just hikers, man. No biggie. Just a little turned 

around.” 

“Are you Malcolm’s?” 

The question makes me bristle. No, damn it, they’re not 

Malcolm’s! Sam’s hand tightens around my bicep, stopping me as 

I inch forward. 

“Trying to be, man. You know how it is. They won’t take her, 

though.” Jeremy jerks his thumb at Emily. Good strategy, Jeremy! 

The Cursed One actually smiles as though he understands. 

“She’ll make a good servant,” he rasps. 

Ohh, I can see Emily stiffen from my vantage point. I don’t 

blame her. I also notice that Jeremy and Eric take a step back as 

the other girls step forward next to Emily. Huh. Interesting. 

They’re about to show this Full Blood just what girls can do. 

“Servant my ass,” Emily retorts and punches him in                           

the face, stunning him for a fraction of a second. But no                        

matter how quick he is, my Hunters are ready. The girls side-step 

his advance, and Emily - with help from Jenna - donkey                             

kicks him in the back making him stumble and fall forward. Not 

surprisingly the guys stay back knowing the girls will have no 

problems. 

The Full Blood growls, scrambling up. As much as I want my 

girls to show this ass who’s boss, I’m willing them to hurry and not 

play with him for too long. We have things to do, and we don’t 

need the other Full Bloods to show up to investigate. As if they 

read my mind, they each have their swords ready for when the Full 

Blood charges them again. Amanda rams her sword through his 

chest rendering him useless. By some silent agreement, Emily is 
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the one that makes the kill shot by bringing her sword down across 

his neck. 

“Teach you to call me a servant,” Emily mumbles before 

turning to me. “What can you tell about him?” 

“Besides his being as big an ass as Malcolm?” I ask, making 

her smile. “He’s old, but not as old as me. Not a word, Jenna!” I 

mock glare at Jenna. I just know she wants to make a smart ass 

remark about my age, but she actually stays quiet. “I’m impressed 

with all of you. Jeremy, that approach was genius.” 

Jeremy’s chest puffs out with pride before he confesses that 

they had talked about their strategy beforehand. 

“Did you notice that he seemed a bit scared of Malcolm?” Eric 

asks the group. “His eyes darted as though he were expecting 

Malcolm to just pop out.” 

The others nod their agreement. The observation doesn’t make 

me happy. If the Full Blood was expecting an appearance, that 

means Malcolm or Meathead could show up at any time. 

“Take care of the others, and do it quickly. Then I want all of 

you out of here.” 

Sam’s eyes whip to me. 

“Except for you, Sam. I’ve already agreed with that. Just 

remember what you agreed with. You can make sure everything 

goes according to plan out here, then follow me to the edge of the 

woods. I’m trusting you to stay back, Sam.” 

“I will stay back unless I feel you need help. That’s my deal, 

Anala. I will not leave you behind.” 
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One thing I can say that I completely adore about being Cursed is 

my ability to practically fly. Okay, so I’m not actually flying, I’m 

more like a spider monkey. I can use the trees to move closer to the 

house undetected. The leaves don’t make a sound as I leap from 

branch to branch. I take advantage of my vantage point, making 

sure my Hunters are faring well, and gauging the distance to the 

house. There’s a large chasm between the woods and the residence. 

It looks as though my ‘flying’ ability is about to be put to the 

ultimate test. 

I assess the strength of the branch I’m on, hoping it is sturdy 

enough to handle the force I’m about to put on it. Some of the 

English Oaks in this forest are centuries old - yes, even older than 

me - and healthily durable. I’m pretty confident that my platform 

will be more than adequate for what I need it for. 

Be careful, baby. 

Sam’s voice in my head startles me enough to almost make me 

lose my footing. 
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Sam! 

I can actually feel his humor as I hear his snickers in my head. 

Sorry. 

I smile at his extremely unrepentant apology and assure him 

that I’ll be just fine. Hell, even if I don’t make the entire distance 

to the house, I’ll still land on my feet. It’s not like a fall will hurt 

me. As soon as that thought left my mind, I see a glint of 

something in the lawn before me. I squint to focus all of my 

heightened vision onto that little glimmer. 

“What in the hell is that?” I whisper to, well, no one since I’m 

alone. 

Baby? 

I feel Sam getting closer to me… to the edge of the forest. 

Wait, Sam! Don’t move! 

I drop noiselessly down beside Sam. I wrap my hand around 

his bicep, pulling him back a step. I point towards the glint. 

“Do you see that?” 

Sam follows my finger, squinting as well. I know he’s still 

getting used to having all his new abilities, and it takes him a little 

longer to focus. 

“What is it?” 

“I believe the area is booby trapped,” I explain, now noticing 

more gleams surrounding the house. 

“Are you shitting me?” Jenna exclaims, startling me once 

again since I’m so fixated on what’s in front of me. 

“Hush!” I glare at her, not only for her practically yelling 

during a stealth operation, but for being here. “I thought I told you 

guys to finish up and leave!” I hiss through gritted teeth. 
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“We just finished, Ana. We heard you talking about booby 

traps, so we came over,” Amanda explains lightly. 

“This is just one more thing Tania didn’t tell us,” Emily 

grumbles. “Something is really wrong here.” 

“Maybe she didn’t know about it,” Sara says, playing Devil’s 

advocate. Snorts of disbelief were heard from more than one of her 

fellow Hunters. 

“Sara is right,” I say before any arguments can start. I have to 

remember that no matter how much these kids have gone through 

the past few weeks, they are still kids. Emotions and hormones are 

going to clash from time to time. They’re still developing the 

ability to control those emotions. “From what I have noticed, 

Malcolm does not share his plans with anyone of the female 

persuasion. Tania was a mere servant to him.” 

“But she’s his sister,” Jenna argues. 

“And you saw how he treated her,” I counter. “No 

acknowledgement. He dismissed her just as quickly as he did the 

rest of us. There is no love lost between the two of them. I’m still 

with Eric. I think she wants me to kill Malcolm. I don’t think she 

knows about the traps.” 

The others grudgingly accept my explanation, deciding to 

reserve judgment until they have more information. That’s really 

all I can ask of them. As for me, I don’t trust Tania one bit, but I’m 

willing to do what I ask of my Hunters until I learn everything I 

need to know. My first problem, figuring out how to get to the 

house without getting impaled by whatever is hidden in the 

ground. I really do think I can make the leap…  

“What if you miss?” Sam asks softly. 
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“Then I try to angle myself away from anything that’s shiny,” 

I answer glibly, much to Sam’s disappointment. 

“Okay, we obviously don’t know what’s going on. Which one 

of you wants to explain the plan?” Jenna asks haughtily. 

“The plan is you are going back to the house. I am going to 

find my way over there,” I point to Malcolm’s glum dwelling, “and 

get the journals.” 

“And how do you propose to get over there seeing that the 

entire yard seems to be prepared to kill you with one wrong step?” 

Amanda’s hands were on her hips, again, and the look in her eyes 

makes me think she was not happy with my plan at all. 

“I’m going to jump from up there,” I answer, gesturing to the 

branches above me. 

 

 

 

Here goes nothing. 

Much to my dismay, my Hunters disobey me - again - to stay 

behind. They said it was to be able to help in case I ‘didn’t make 

it’. But I think they just want to watch my attempt. We’re really 

going to have to have a talk about who the leader is and what that 

leader expects. Anyway, back to my task at hand. I have to clear 

my mind and concentrate. 

“Dang Hunters are going to be the death of me,” I mutter, 

causing Sam to chuckle. Yes, I see the damned irony. 

Standing on the thickest branch of the closest tree, I take a 

deep breath and bend my knees to lower my center of gravity. I 

focus on the bit of flat roof that is covering a balcony, and hope to 
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everything that’s holy that it won’t crumble beneath me if I land on 

it. 

I push off the branch with my powerful legs, and I hear it 

crack and fall behind me with the force. I lengthen my body 

making it more aerodynamic as my cloak flows behind. I know I’m 

holding my breath, willing myself to be positive as I pass the half 

way mark. Damn it, it feels like I’m flying in slow motion! In 

reality, I’m hitting the roof within seconds of my takeoff, and my 

feet immediately slide over the shingles. I use my hands, trying to 

grab anything I can to stop me from going over the edge. 

“Shit!” I feel my feet fall off the side of the balcony, and I can 

actually hear the gasps from my Hunters that are still in the woods. 

At least they better still be in the woods, I think as my hands grip 

the edge of the roof. I take a moment to breathe and take in my 

surroundings as I dangle by my fingertips. Too damned close. 

I drop softly onto the balcony, and peek in the double doors 

leading into what looks like a study. Lucky. The journals should be 

in this room, hidden behind a trick statue. That’s if Tania was 

telling me the truth. Hopefully my luck keeps going and the 

damned room isn’t tripped like the yard is. 

Make them leave. I tell Sam. I do not want them to be around 

if something goes wrong here. 

They’re going, baby. Be careful. I’m going to look around and 

see if I can find another way over there. 

No! Stay there. Please? 

Anala, you’re going to have to trust that I know what I’m 

doing. I may be newly Cursed, but I’ve been a cop for years. 

Sigh. I know he’s right, and I really don’t want to stand here 
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having a disagreement with Sam while I’m trying to break into a 

house of Enforcers. 

Fine. But I swear if you get hurt I will not forgive you. 

I feel the vibration of his soft laughter rumble through me, 

making me shiver. An entire lifetime of this feeling I have with 

Sam. That’s what I want. Don’t take that away from me, I think, 

knowing Sam would hear me. 

I place my hand on the lever style doorknob, finding it locked. 

With just a quick tug, I pull the door open. I brace myself, waiting 

to hear some kind of alarm, or maybe have poison darts come 

flying at my face. I laugh to myself at the silliness of that imagery. 

Perhaps I should have put on a fedora and carried a whip instead of 

my cloak hood and swords. I feel so Indiana Jones dealing with 

these idiotic traps in the yard. Now let’s see what I’m dealing with 

inside. 

 

 

 

Gingerly, I step over the threshold. No trip wires so far. Perhaps 

the Idiot Society is afraid of darting their own faces if they rig up 

the inside. Ooh, I wonder if anyone forgot that the yard is full of 

shiny, sharp things and went out there to take a leak. Heh. 

You’re very entertaining, baby. 

Oh lord. I forgot I had company in my brain. 

Sam. 

I know, I know. But it’s not like we’ve had time to work on me 

staying out of your thoughts. Besides, I’m making sure you’re 

okay. Obviously you are. 
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Can you get near the house? 

Yes if I walk up to the front door. They’re actually smart 

enough not to trap a way in and out of the house. But I’m staying 

back for now. And, before you ask, I’m very aware of my 

surroundings. 

I know you are. I’m going to get those journals, then I’ll be 

out. 

How will you get back to the woods? 

I’m going to go out the front door. 
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The ridiculousness of these ‘Enforcers’ is almost laughable. And I 

say almost, because really I just want to kick their asses for the 

theatrics. Seriously? The booby traps, the gothic house, the hidden 

journals. If I wasn’t standing here in this hideous house, 

surrounded by over-grown idiots and the dramatic measures 

they’re going through to seem important, I wouldn’t believe it. I 

can smell them. Either sleeping or passed out because I can smell 

the strong odor of alcohol all around. 

I move closer to the statue that Tania told me about, staring at 

it. A gargoyle? Jesus, this really is like a role-playing game to 

these weirdos. They’re going to be sorry for getting involved with 

all of this now that I’m here. 

Tentatively, I touch the statue, moving it slightly to one side. 

When it doesn’t move, I try twisting it. It makes a slight hissing 

sound like the inside is air-pressurized. I look around before 

reaching inside. There’s a stack of books, about seven of them that 

I can count. It can’t possibly be all of them if they’re supposed to 
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be as old as I am. Even though they’re thick, six centuries worth of 

information would surely fill up more than seven books. 

I shrug, hoping that since these are hidden they are the ones 

that are the most important. I extract the top book, and begin 

flipping through it quickly, stopping when I notice something is off 

with these journals. Running my fingers over the pages, I 

recognize immediately what’s wrong. These journals are not the 

originals. Mere copies. Makes sense, I suppose. I never thought to 

consider what made Malcolm important enough to the Priestess to 

have the originals. Obviously he’s not. Now the question is, does 

the Priestess give all of her ‘Rulers’ copies or did Malcolm get 

these by some other means? 

“So many damned questions and not enough answers,” I 

mumble to the empty room. 

Baby, a light just came on. South side. If I remember correctly, 

that’s the kitchen. 

Got it. Keep an eye on it. I have the journals. Once the light 

goes off, let me know. I’d like to get out of here. Gives me the 

creeps. 

I throw the books into the messenger bag I have strapped 

around me under my cloak, and put the statue back in place. 

“Ugly ass thing.” I want to smash the damned thing, but don’t 

think that would be a good idea since I’m trying to be covert. 

Sam? 

Light is off, baby. Everything looks quiet. 

Okay. I’m going to make a run for it. Meet me in the woods. 

I crack open the door to the hallway, using my heightened 

senses to make sure I wouldn’t have any company on my trek to 
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the front door. Once I’m satisfied I’m alone, I close the door 

quietly behind me, and use my speed to make it to the end of the 

hallway in less than a second. Next obstacle, stairs. I obviously 

can’t see around the corners, so I have to rely on my other senses 

to guide me. I close my eyes briefly to see the layout of the house 

in my head. Right and I’m in the living room. Left, the kitchen. So, 

I’ll go straight. Even if the door is locked, it won’t hold me back. 

With a deep breath, I secure the messenger bag and make a 

run for it. I reach for the door handle and immediately feel my 

strength diminishing. Silver. Fortunately for me, drinking from 

Sam makes silver less effective on me. Still don’t know what that’s 

about, but I’m not complaining. I contemplate just tugging the door 

open, but that would break the deadbolt and door jam. Instead, I 

take the time to unlock the door and slip out. 

 

 

 

“Hey.” 

Sam stands there with a wicked grin, and I know exactly what 

he’s thinking. Again, I’m glad I can’t blush. 

“Hey yourself,” he smirks. “I never realized how entertaining 

it is to be in your head.” 

“Ha. Ha.” I gently backhand his abs, secretly loving how hard 

they are. I see his grin widen, and I realize it’s not so secret. Sigh. 

“Let’s go before we get unwanted company.” 

“Sure. Just tell me we’ll be able to get a little time to 

ourselves. Please?” Sam becomes suddenly serious. Our bond 

grows every day, and it has been difficult to find alone time to 
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explore that bond. Not to mention our hunger for each other - in 

many ways - grows. I, for one, will be glad when all of this is over 

and we can begin our eternity together. 

“We’ll make time, baby. I promise.” 

 

 

 

I unceremoniously throw the messenger bag full of books on the 

dining room table. The others jump at the loud thump, but honestly 

I’m too irritable to care. The trek back from the Enforcers’ place 

was tense to say the least. Sam was especially quiet. Even in his 

head, which I found disconcerting. His hands, however, were not 

as quiet. He couldn’t keep from touching me. Holding my hand, 

touching my thigh, pushing my hair behind my ear, brushing my 

cheek with the back of his fingers. And I felt each one of those 

touches in my (hopefully existing) soul. 

By the time we arrived back at our rented house I couldn’t 

concentrate on anything besides being alone with Sam. This thing 

that’s between us is stronger than anything I’ve ever felt before. 

And I don’t believe that it’s just because I’m his Maker. That’s 

merely intensifying the feelings. I was destined to be a killer. It 

was why I was born. I never, even with Thomas, believed that love 

was in my future. But now, with Sam? I can’t imagine living any 

longer without it. I can’t help but think that Sam and I were 

destined to meet. 

“I would like for you all to start going through these journals. 

They’re not the originals, so I don’t know if anything has been 

altered. Just make notes about what you think is important for us to 
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know. And if there are questions, we’ll ask Tania about it.”                          

I turn my attention to Amanda. “Could I see you for a                    

minute?” 

Amanda nods, and if the others had a problem with my 

singling her out, they don’t show it. Instead, they each grab a book 

and start reading. I almost shook my head wondering if hell had 

frozen over. I gave an order and there were no arguments, no sighs, 

no rolling of the eyes? Unbelievable. 

“What’s up?” Amanda glances over her shoulder, focusing on 

the journals. If recent history is anything to go by, she can’t wait to 

get at those books. She was practically obsessed with the journals I 

wrote, needing to carefully go over every word, forgoing sleep, 

eating and even talking. You know it’s serious when Amanda stops 

talking. 

“Are you guys going to be okay going over this by yourself 

for a while?” I ask quietly. 

“Sure. I mean, it’s only been about a week since we’ve 

graduated, but I’m sure we still know how to read.” 

Her sarcasm makes me want to smile, but I give her a mock 

glare instead. 

“Funny, funny girl,” I mutter. 

Amanda glances at Sam, who was waiting patiently - or 

maybe not so patiently since he’s shifting from one foot to another. 

She leans closer, lowering her voice. “Is something wrong?” 

I wonder if she realizes that no matter how low her voice is, 

Sam can hear her. 

“We need some time. Alone.” 

Amanda just stares at me for a minute. 
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“You’re leaving us to do this because you want some nookie?” 

she asks incredulously. 

Great. The time I want her to be quiet and she nearly shouts 

my very private intentions. 

“Will you keep it down!” I whisper fiercely. Of course the 

damage is already done since I hear Jenna snicker, and a glance 

shows me the sly grins from the boys, and blushes from the other 

girls. I grab Amanda’s arm and lead her further away. “It’s not like 

that. I can’t explain this to you. At least not right at this moment, 

but it’s not about… nookie!” 

Amanda must have seen what I assume is an almost desperate 

look on my face. She hugs me briefly, then pushes me towards 

Sam. 

“We’ll be here. Take all the time you need.” 

 

 

 

Sam touches my arm lightly as I walk past him into our bedroom. I 

turn to him, wrapping my arms around his neck. 

“Ever since you turned me,” he began, burying his face in my 

neck, “I haven’t experienced the overwhelming hunger. At least 

not in the way I thought I would.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“My hunger… is for you. Your scent, your blood. Your body.” 

His arms tighten around my waist, pressing me to him. “Your 

love,” he murmurs. 

“I’ve felt the same,” I confess. The only way I can explain    

this is that I was in love with Sam when I turned him. It’s                    
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the only thing that makes sense. 

“I love you, Anala.” 

“I love you, too, Sam.” 

“When all of this is over, we need to have a serious discussion 

about the future.” 

His mischievous grin makes me chuckle. The kiss he gives me 

on my neck effectively stops that chuckle turning it into a groan. 

When I feel his teeth graze me, I lose all coherent thought 

completely. 
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“Would you like a sandwich or something?” I carefully maneuver 

the milk and water bottles in front of the bottles of blood in the 

refrigerator before turning to a surprised Tania. 

“How did you?” 

“I heard you,” I interrupt. “Are you hungry?” 

“Not really. I just came in for a water and possibly some 

aspirin.” 

I look closely at Tania and notice the veins throbbing in her 

temple. I also notice the sweat beading on her forehead. I reach 

back into the refrigerator and extract a bottle of water. 

“What did he have you on?” I ask as I hand her the bottle. I 

don’t know what has me convinced that Malcolm has something to 

do with Tania’s condition, but the feeling is strong. 

“Excuse me?” 

“You’re shaking and sweating. Your head is pounding. You’re 

going through withdrawals. What did he have you on?” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
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I study her, seeing only truth and confusion in her eyes. She 

really has no idea that Malcolm has been drugging her, and I don’t 

think she was willingly doing drugs. I wonder if that’s how he 

keeps all of his Enforcers in line. 

“Sit.” I guide Tania to a chair, feeling the clamminess of her 

skin. “This is going to get much worse for you before it gets better. 

Have you been feeling nauseous?” 

Tania nods her head weakly. I can almost hear the pounding in 

her head, and I can’t help but feel sorry for her. 

“I thought I was having a migraine,” she confides. “You really 

think my brother has been drugging me?” 

“The symptoms are there,” I shrug. I’m not 100% sure, of 

course, but close. “There’s not much I can do for you except make 

sure you stay hydrated. Water will be the best thing for you for 

now. I’m afraid you won’t be able to keep any food down, but 

would you like to try to eat something light?” 

She shakes her head and puts a hand over her stomach. “I 

don’t think that’s a good idea.” Suddenly, Tania looks up at me 

with an unreadable look. “Did you get what you needed?” 

“Yes. We were able to get the journals.” 

“Is Malcolm dead?” 

Well. Eric was right. This is not something I want to deal with. 

Don’t I have enough? 

“No,” I answer forcibly. “I was able to get in and out without 

being detected.” 

Tania’s face registers complete shock. It makes me wonder if 

she has asked others to get the books for her before with bad 

results. 
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“How?” 

Tania is unable to finish her question before she doubles over 

in pain. I’m torn. I’m angry that she used me to try and rid her of 

her brother, no matter how much I understand wanting to be rid of 

Malcolm. But I also don’t want to see her in pain. Knowing that 

there really isn’t anything I can do for her, I place the garbage can 

in front of her - just in case - and rub her back for support. 

“Try to breathe through the pain. When you can sit up again, 

drink as much of the water as you can.” 

“An…” 

Amanda stops short when she see Tania. I have problems 

remembering that I am ‘Ella’ to Tania, so I can only imagine how 

hard it is for my Hunters to get used to it. I wish I had just stuck 

with Ana. 

“What’s going on?” 

I glance up at Amanda just as Tania starts retching. Oh lord. 

Not only do I hate getting sick myself, I really don’t have the 

stomach for seeing others either. But I force myself to stay next to 

Tania, holding her blonde locks back. 

“Withdrawals,” I explain while trying to keep from joining 

Tania. 

Amanda turns around, obviously not wanting to watch what 

was going on. I don’t blame her at all. 

“I don’t understand.” 

“I think Malcolm has been drugging Tania. Whether he’s 

doing that to the others, I don’t know. Right now, we just need to 

help Tania get through this.” 

“What can I do?” Amanda rests her head on the wall next to 
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the entrance. “Ugh, so gross,” she mutters. I’m sure she                   

didn’t intend for anyone to hear, but… well, you know my  

hearing. I struggle not to laugh since the situation is so not funny at 

all. 

“Not much we can do except let her ride it out. Can you get 

another bottle of water? She’s going to need it.” 

Amanda gave us a wide berth, taking the long way around to 

the refrigerator. I’m pretty sure she’s just as grateful as I am when 

Tania finally stops dumping her guts in the trash can. 

“What else?” she asks, setting the bottle down next to me. 

“Let’s get her back to her room. She’s going to get the shakes 

soon. I want to get her as comfortable as possible.” 

“Baby?” Sam walks into the kitchen while Amanda and I are 

helping Tania stand. I could easily pick her up and carry her to her 

room, but obviously that wouldn’t be the best course of action. “I 

thought you were coming right back, so I figured I’d come look for 

you. Everything okay?” 

“Sorry. Tania needs a little help. We were just going to take 

her upstairs.” 

Sam strides over to us, his eyes narrowing as he studies 

Tania’s face. “She’s going through withdrawals?” 

I nod, slipping my arm around Tania to hold her up. 

“Here, let me.” Sam gently nudges Amanda out of the way, 

and takes Tania from me. He picks her up, cradling her against his 

chest like a baby. 

I try holding back my jealousy. I honestly do. But seeing 

Tania in Sam’s arms, and seeing her look up at him with obvious 

attraction makes my blood boil. 
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I feel nothing for her, baby. You’re the only one for me. Sam 

clearly feels my simmering rage. 

Just get her upstairs quickly. I don’t think she feels the same 

way you do. 

Sam gives me a quick nod, and heads towards Tania’s room 

with Amanda and me in tow. 

“Are you okay? You’re extremely tense,” Amanda whispers 

close to my ear. 

“Fine.” 

Amanda places a tentative hand on my arm, and she must’ve 

felt my muscles coil like a snake because she jerks her hand back 

quickly. 

“You know he would never…” 

“I know!” I don’t mean to be so harsh with Amanda, but I just 

watched Tania’s hand creep into Sam’s hair. She better watch it. 

Sick or not, I’m about to kick her ass. 

We’re almost there, baby. I’m not enjoying this any more than 

you. 

Sam’s words in my head calm me a little. Only a little. But if 

she keeps twirling her fingers in Sam’s hair…  

I push the door to Tania’s bedroom open - perhaps a little too 

forcefully - urging Sam to hurry and deposit her on the bed. When 

she holds on a little longer than respectable, I can’t help but step 

in. 

“Hands off,” I growl. “I’m trying to help you, Tania, but if 

you keep touching my boyfriend like that, I will throw you out the 

window and let you fend for yourself. Or I’ll take you back to your 

brother.” 
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Tania yanks her hands away from Sam and shrinks back into 

her pillows. She looks as if she might either get sick again or cry. 

Frankly I don’t give a damn if she does either. 

Sam begins to say something, but apparently the look on my 

face makes him think twice. He just walks to me, kisses my cheek 

before telling me he would see me in our room later, and leaves. 

Amanda, however, has no qualms about smirking at me with a 

wink. 

“I’m sorry.” Tania sounds properly contrite, though I’m not 

sure I believe she’s truly sorry. The apology doesn’t quite reach 

her eyes. There’s just something off with the true ‘Ruler’ of this 

territory. 

 

 

 

The solid smack of my fist against the plastic of the fighting 

dummy in the exercise room does nothing to quiet my rage. How 

dare she touch Sam that way? He’s mine! SWACK! I bring her in, 

help her and she repays me by being interested in what’s mine?! I 

landed a perfect roundhouse kick to the dummy, snapping it off of 

its pedestal and sending it across the room. 

“Who pissed in your bottle of blood?” 

I whirl around striking out at Jenna. I’m especially glad that 

she has extraordinary reflexes. 

“What the hell!” 

“Jesus! Jenna, I am so sorry!” I sink to my knees, trying to 

clear my mind of Tania. 

“What’s going on with you?” 
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I sigh deeply, gathering my hair in my hands to tie it back                  

in a ponytail. “Tania,” I answer as if that explains                     

everything. 

“What did Buffy do now?” 

I can’t help but laugh. Call me crazy, but I really am 

beginning to like Jenna a lot. 

“She’s going through withdrawals,” I begin, and explain 

everything that’s going on. “Buffy couldn’t keep her damned hands 

off of Sam.” 

“Wow. Chick must have a death wish.” 

“You think?” 

“So, that’s why you’re down here instead of up with your stud 

muffin?” 

“I just needed to blow off some steam.” 

“Can’t you do that with Sam?” Jenna smirks. 

“Ha.” I lay back with my hands behind my head, my knees 

bent and tap my toes. “I was afraid of what I might have done in 

my state.” It was true. I’ve never felt jealousy at this level. Hell, 

I’ve never experienced jealousy at all. It wasn’t an emotion that 

was needed in my life. I had always thought it was a foolish 

emotion. Or perhaps I have just never felt the depth of emotion I 

feel for Sam. What I know now is I hate this feeling, and it leaves 

me with enough fear of my own rage to stay away from the one I 

love the most. 

“I’m sure Sam thanks you then,” she teases. “Did you see 

Amanda yet?” 

“I saw her earlier. Why?” 

“Did she tell you anything about the journals?” 
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I sit up abruptly. “No, I haven’t given her a chance. What did 

you find?” 

 

 

 

One good thing about being a vampire, I don’t need sleep. On the 

other hand, one bad thing about being a vampire, I don’t need 

sleep. So, nights can be extremely long when I have to wait. 

I very reluctantly agreed to Jenna’s suggestion to wait until 

morning to meet with all my Hunters to discuss the journals. Each 

of them are taking turns watching Tania, and helping her through 

the withdrawals. Apparently they don’t trust me alone with her, 

and there’s no way I’m allowing Sam alone with her. Thus, you 

have two vampires that don’t need sleep waiting impatiently for 

morning and six humans that could use all the sleep they can get 

taking turns staying awake. It’s a messed up situation. 

I know that I could easily read the journals myself, and I 

seriously contemplate doing just that. Sam, on the other hand, has 

different ideas. Leave it to a man to find having a jealous girlfriend 

sexy. 

“Come back to me.” 

Sam’s husky voice brings me out of my reverie, and I turn my 

attention back to him. 

“Sorry, baby. I’m just so ready for all of this to be over.” 

“I know, Anala. But for now, let’s just look at this time we 

have together like the gift it is. Tomorrow will come soon 

enough.” 

I know Sam is worried about what’s coming. Frankly, so am I. 
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Things are certainly not as they seem around here, and until I find 

out all we need to know I don’t think my Hunters are safe. Damn 

it. If only all of this could have ended with Thomas. Unfortunately, 

I can’t keep blaming this on Thomas or even Bernard. We need to 

know who our real enemy is this time. Is it Malcolm? The 

Priestess? Tania? 

“Help me take my mind off of everything. Just for a few 

hours,” I beg Sam. I realize when Sam gathers me in his strong 

arms that nothing calms me more than the love and security I feel 

right here in Sam’s embrace. 
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“How’s Tania?” 

“Still alive,” Jenna answers. “Were you hoping for a different 

answer?” 

I shoot Jenna a death glare before pointedly ignoring her. 

“Any more complications?” I ask Amanda. 

“Not really. A few more gross moments, but once we got her 

to go to sleep it was fine.” 

“Is she still sleeping?” 

Amanda begins spreading the books over the table while 

keeping up with my questions. 

“Yes. I was ready to give her a sedative. But I think she’ll be 

out for a while. We’ll each give you our thoughts on the journals 

and then go check on her.” 

Good plan. I’m confident enough in Amanda, and even Jenna, 

to know that they have caught the others up on what we believe is 

going on. Even though I am now having second thoughts. I can’t 

help but wonder if it’s because of my inherent dislike for Tania 
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now, or if my gut is seriously telling me there’s something wrong 

here. I push back that thought for now, nod to Amanda and pick up 

one of the journals. “Who’s first?” 

“I’ll go first. I had what looks to be the first in the series,” 

Sara answers. “From what I can tell, the first born Anala Lagan is 

the direct descendant of someone named Emma Lagan.” 

“Oh God.” 

“Do you know her?” Emily looks at me curiously. They can 

obviously figure out that a Lagan would be related to Thomas. 

“Emma was Thomas’s sister.” 

The others just stare at me in utter disbelief for a moment. I 

wonder if they were thinking back to the story I told them about 

when I had been changed. It was the only time I had mentioned 

Thomas’s sister to them. She had been young then. Perhaps nine or 

ten if I recall correctly. I have trouble thinking of Emma as 

anything but the scared little girl that I almost accidentally killed 

that day. 

“But that doesn’t explain why Thomas’s sister…,” Sara 

begins. 

“I think I can shed some light on why she had a daughter and 

named her Anala,” Eric interjects. 

We all turn to him expectantly, as he opens the second journal. 

“It says here that Thomas was the only boy,” Eric glances up at me 

for confirmation. When I nod, he continues. “It also states that 

Emma became the only one who could pass on the Lagan name 

when Thomas… um… died.” 

“But that was unheard of back then,” I mutter. “Hell, it’s not 

completely heard of these days.” 



Jourdyn Kelly  

50 

“Well, we’re still going over the journals, and I honestly don’t 

think we have all of them here,” Amanda explains. “We’re just 

trying to piece everything together, but we don’t know if we have 

all of the information we need.” 

“Okay, give me what you have and we’ll go from there.” 

“Well,” Eric begins again. “It seems that Emma took your 

death pretty hard.” 

“Mine?” 

“Yes. She looked up to you. Wanted to be like you. Thomas 

wasn’t the only one who was devastated. But after her brother 

died, she changed.” 

“Changed how?” 

“She became obsessed with training. She sought out everyone 

that had trained with you, wanting to emulate you. Emma even 

trained with two swords.” 

The dual swords were my trademark. Other Hunters found the 

second sword to be redundant and cumbersome. The women 

especially. This information, though, doesn’t answer as to why 

Emma became so focused on me. 

“Apparently Thomas spoke of you often, as did his - or their - 

parents. You were said to be betrothed to him.” 

“What!” The word burst from both Sam and me at the same 

time. Eyes widen as I grab the book from Eric’s hands. 

“There’s no way! My father would never just hand me over to 

someone.” 

I flip through page after page, not really knowing what I was 

looking for, but not having the sound mind to think of that. 

Betrothed?! Not possible! Then again, I never thought someone 
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named Anala Lagan was possible. Son of a…  

“Here.” Eric calmly turns to the page I was looking for, then 

sits back silently as I read. 

Father told me about the promise of Anala becoming                        

a part of our family. It was supposed to give us the recognition 

we needed to become a ruling family in the Society of                    

Hunters. With the Geils and Lagans coming together, no one 

would be able to challenge our authority. With Anala gone, and 

now Thomas, it is up to me to keep our legacy alive. Mother and 

father agree with my plan. Now, all I need to do is find a                   

suitable beau that will not question my motives, and hope for a 

daughter. Thomas was a good enough Hunter, but Anala was the 

one people would turn to. The one people would fear. A daughter 

is the only thing that will do. I shall name her Anala and raise 

her to be as good as her namesake. If she is not, we will try 

again. 

“Why the cloak?” I ask no one in particular, and I’m not 

surprised when Eric just flips a few of the pages for me. 

The Cloaked One has all but made Hunters irrelevant here 

in the village. However, father has told me of other areas plagued 

by Cursed Ones. Once I have a daughter, we will stay here for 

training and then go to an area where we can fortify Anala’s 

abilities. The Cloaked One has not been seen in this area for 

quite some time. I think I will adopt the Cloak for my Anala. It 

will make her seem more formidable. Those who have heard of 

the Cloaked One already hold fear in their hearts. I will make 

sure to keep that fear going. No one will question my daughter’s 

power. They will flock to her for guidance. 
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This is all too much to take in. My ‘namesake’ was essentially 

created to be a ruler. But why? 

“Do I want to know how many ‘Analas’ Emma went through 

to get to the one?” 

“That’s not in any of the books we have,” Jenna answers. “It 

could be one of the parts that is missing. Or, something they didn’t 

want to write about.” 

I nod distractedly. “Well, now we know where Anala Lagan 

came from. And why.” 

“Yes,” Amanda agrees. “It makes you wonder if you had 

known about Cursed Ones in other areas if this Priestess would be 

relevant now.” 

“There’s still so much we don’t know. And, I doubt we’ll find 

the answers we need in these books.” I toss the journal back on the 

table, sitting back with a sigh. 

“Do you think the Priestess will talk to you?” Sam stumbles 

over the word priestess and I don’t blame him. If I thought the 

moniker ‘The Cloaked One’ was ridiculous when I first heard it 

whispered around, ‘Priestess’ was double that. So pretentious. I 

don’t understand it. Was she religious? Or did she just have 

enough ego to think she ‘lorded’ over all others? I think I’ll go 

with the latter if she’s anything like her mother sounded. 

“I have no idea. Damn it, there is just too much I do not know. 

Too many variables. I do not know what role Malcolm or Tania 

play. Or how many territories we are talking about here.” I feel 

Sam’s hand cover mine and gently squeeze. This is all so 

overwhelming, and I welcome the grounding sensation. 

“Do you believe Tania will tell you where to find the 
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Priestess? Or that she even knows?” 

I let out a frustrated growling noise that the others evidently 

find humorous. Not only do I not know the damned answer to that, 

I don’t want to have to rely on Tania for anything! 

Sam laughs loudly at the colorful names I call her in my head, 

while silently agreeing with me. Which, by the way, is damned 

good judgment on his part. 

“We’re not even going to ask what she was thinking,” Jenna 

chuckles. “I’m sure if it were about Tania, we can figure it out 

ourselves.” 

“Well, flirting bitch or not, I’m going to have to find out what 

she knows about Anala Lagan. But, I swear if she gets touchy-

feely again, she’s going to have to learn how to brush her teeth 

with her toes.” 

 

 

 

We decide to get some training in while we wait for Tania to 

awaken. When Amanda and Jenna had checked on her earlier, she 

seemed to be doing much better. She still had the sweats and 

shakes, but at least the nausea has subsided. I take a moment to 

wonder what could be making her sleep so much. I had expected 

her to have insomnia, but she can’t seem to stay awake. I shrug a 

little thinking I really have no idea what withdrawal really looks 

like since I’ve never been through it. 

“I could totally take your head off right now,” Jenna teases, 

breaking through my thoughts. “You’re getting sloppy.” 

I send her a mock glare, because deep down, I know she’s 
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completely right. I had let my thoughts take over and stopped 

paying attention to here and now. And this is why you’re a damned 

vampire, Anala. 

“Sorry,” I mutter. 

I feel Amanda come up beside me and lay her hand on my 

shoulder. 

“It’s understandable, Ana.” She pauses as though she’s 

waiting for me to blow up. Had it been any other time, I might 

have. They know better. I know better. But here with my friends, 

my family, my Hunters, I let my guard down and they understand 

why. “I mean, it’s not every day you find out you have a namesake 

out there.” 

“It’s not that,” I confess. “Well, not only that.” I retract my 

swords, and toss them to the side. I really should treat them better 

since they’re such antiques, I think fleetingly. With a frustrated 

sigh, I sink to the floor and sit cross-legged. “There’s something 

going on up here,” I point to my head, “and I don’t know if it’s 

skewed because of my feelings or not.” 

“Why don’t you tell us, let us help?” Emily says shyly. 

“Yeah, you know we’re here for you, A,” Jeremy concurs. 

I smile genuinely at them. It never ceases to amaze me how far 

we’ve come in what is essentially a short amount of time. I’m 

awed by my Hunters every day. 

“It’s about Tania. Something is really bothering me about 

her.” 

“Well, of course, she got all up in Sam’s business,” Jenna 

chuckles. 

“It’s more than that, though that does piss me off,” I 
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acknowledge. It would do me no good to deny what is obvious. 

“When I saw her in the kitchen last night, she asked if Malcolm 

was dead. When I told her no, she was… shocked. And, if I’m not 

mistaken, she was not happy with me.” 

“Well, he was forcing her to be a servant. And, apparently she 

is supposed to be the, um, ruler of this territory. Maybe she’s just 

tired of him.” Sara points out. 

“Yeah, I get that. But…” 

“But you have a gut feeling that there’s more,” Sam states, 

obviously knowing my thoughts, but still needing to hear more 

about my feelings. 

“Yes.” I pause, trying to figure out how to voice my feelings 

without sounding, well, like a jealous girlfriend. “I’m not really 

sure what I think is going on. Malcolm is apparently planning a 

coup, but if women are the heir apparent, how did he possibly get 

control?” 

“He over-powered her?” Jeremy suggests. 

“Maybe.” My agreement is noncommittal. I have my doubts 

about someone like Malcolm overpowering anyone. Of course, 

there is Meathead. “Or, maybe she wants him to think he’s in 

power. What if she’s leading him, and his followers, to a 

slaughter?” 

“Can’t say I would be sad,” Jenna says grumpily. She 

obviously does not like feeling like a second class citizen. 

“Jenna. I know he’s an asshole, but he’s also an innocent.” 

The others snort their disgust, but deep down I know they 

recognize the truth. 

“Tania can’t be the mastermind behind this. I mean, why 
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would she allow herself to be drugged? And why would she want 

you to kill Malcolm yourself?” Amanda questions. 

“Those are the million dollar questions, aren’t they?” I ask in 

return. “Perhaps the drugging is Malcolm’s little game? A 

punishment for his sister that is the rightful ruler? He doesn’t seem 

like the type to bow down to what he sees as the weaker sex. I 

don’t understand how Tania couldn’t know she was being drugged, 

but the withdrawals seemed to take her by surprise. I just don’t 

know if she’s acting. As for her wanting me to kill Malcolm, I 

don’t think it matters to her who does it, only that it’s done.” I 

blow out a frustrated breath. “And I have no idea if I’m making all 

of this up in my head because the tramp has eyes for my 

boyfriend.” 

“Actually, I think it makes perfect sense,” Sam says quietly. 

“There are a lot of holes that we need to fill, but I don’t think Tania 

is going to do that for us. Especially if she’s in on it.” 

The others nod in agreement, and I find myself releasing a 

breath of relief. I’m not used to these feelings of self-doubt and 

insecurity, but I really didn’t know if my gut feeling was being 

altered by my personal feelings. 

“They can’t want to get rid of all male Hunters, can they?” 

Jeremy asks weakly. 

Damn. I had only been thinking that they would want to get 

rid of those who thought the right to be the leader should be theirs. 

But what if it is all of the males? I glance over at Jeremy and Eric, 

then linger on Sam. Not going to happen. I will do whatever I have 

to do to protect what is mine. My family. 
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“So, what do we do with Buffy?” Jenna asks with her mouth full of 

hamburger. 

“Must you talk with your mouth full,” Emily complains, to 

which Jenna answers by opening her mouth wide to show everyone 

her mushy, chewed food. 

“You really are a pain in the ass aren’t you,” I smirk. 

Sometimes I marvel at the enigma that is Jenna. As a cheerleader 

in high school, she was the epitome of popularity. She dressed the 

part, acted the part, had the boyfriend. But spending the last few 

months with her, I’ve come to know the real Jenna. Closet geek, 

kinda gross and funny as hell. I’ve decided that I like this Jenna 

much more than the one she portrayed in school. 

“Yep,” she grins. “But you haven’t answered my question. 

And you can’t say throw her back to the wolves.” 

“I haven’t figured out what to do about her, actually. But we 

can’t do anything until she tells us where the Priestess is.” 

“Maybe Sara can get the info from her,” Amanda suggests. 
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Then, when she sees my confusion, she goes on: “I mean, if she 

has a… thing for Sam, she may not be as forthcoming with you.” 

“Fine,” I growl. Yes, growl. I can’t help it. Just thinking about 

Tania having feelings for Sam pisses me off. “She gets one shot. 

After that, I compel her. I don’t have time for her sh…” 

“She’ll go up now,” Amanda interrupts, nodding her head at 

Sara. 

I really need to calm down, I know. But with Tania’s little 

infatuation, Malcolm’s disregard for women, having to wear these 

damned contacts that are giving me a headache, and having this 

unquenchable desire for Sam, I’m a bit crabby. 

 

 

 

Sara walks out of Tania’s room, closing the door softly behind her. 

“She says you have to be invited to have an audience with the 

Priestess,” Sara begins explaining. She had been in there for almost 

an hour. An hour of me pacing the damned hall, practically forcing 

myself not to just push in there and take over. And all Sara could 

get out of the little tramp was I needed to be invited? 

The only thing keeping me from snapping Sara’s head off is 

the warmth of Sam’s hand on the small of my back. I can feel my 

irritation slowly starting to seep out of me. 

“And did she tell you how to get invited to have an audience 

with this Priestess?” Okay, so I still have a bit of irritation that 

comes out in the form of sarcasm. 

“No,” Sara answers carefully. “She said she would only 

tell…” 
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“Don’t tell me. She will only tell Sam?” I am so glad at this 

moment that Sam is Cursed. Otherwise, I would most definitely be 

breaking his hand as I am currently squeezing the crap out of it. 

Hey, it’s either that or lose my temper completely, and no one 

wants that. 

“Actually, you,” Sara explains. 

“She wants to talk to me?” I don’t think I could be any more 

surprised by that. Surely she knows that she is not my favorite 

person at the moment. I haven’t even tried to make it a secret. 

“Why?” 

“She said she’s only allowed to talk to the ‘ruler’ of a chapter 

of the Society.” Sara shrugs. “She obviously can see you are the 

leader, so she wants to see you.” 

Sigh. Now I have to play nice with the tramp. 

Do you want me to come in there with you? Sam asks 

wordlessly. 

Are you kidding? I need information. If you’re in there and 

she says anything or looks at you funny, I won’t get anything from 

her except blood. 

Sam’s eyes widen with shock, then he begins to chuckle. 

I think I like it when you’re jealous. 

Soak it up, pal. I’ve never been a jealous person, but I can’t 

seem to control it when it comes to you. 

Sam pulls me to him, and buries his face in my neck. I shiver 

when I feel his lips near my ear. 

“I don’t see a problem with that,” he whispers. His hot breath 

tickles my ear, and I groan as I push him away. 

“I have to take care of this, don’t distract me.” 
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He smirks, and I stick my tongue out at him playfully. 

“Keep that in mind for later,” he teases. Then, thankfully, he 

stops tormenting me. It’s nice to be able to be able to joke, if even 

for a moment. It goes a long way to releasing a lot of the stress I 

feel building up inside me. 

“Hmm. Okay, let’s get this show on the road. If you hear 

screaming, just turn a deaf ear.” I’m kidding, of course. A little. 

 

 

 

“You wanted to see me?” 

Let me just tell you, it takes a hell of a lot of willpower to be 

nice to Tania. I walk deliberately to the chair next to the window. 

It’s the farthest piece of furniture away from her, unless I want to 

sit on the dresser. 

“It is you that wants something from me, no?” she responds,            

a bit too smug for my taste, and I grip the arms of the chair             

tighter. 

“I believe you came to us for help, Tania. Of course, if you 

disagree I could take you back to Malcolm.” 

She blanches for a moment before I see her regaining her 

composure. With a wicked grin, she turns her eyes towards me. 

“You could do that, but you wouldn’t get the information you 

need.” 

Her self-satisfied attitude is seriously getting on my nerves, 

and I imagine ripping her head off and using it as a cup to drink 

her blood from. 

Anala! 
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Obviously I’m not going to do that, Sam. But she is 

dangerously trying my patience. 

I understand, baby. Just get what you need and get away from 

her. Your whole demeanor changes when you’re around her. I can 

feel it. 

I take a moment to contemplate that. He’s right. I become 

something of a monster when I’m around her. I know it started 

when she showed her attraction to Sam. So… I’m a green-eyed 

monster. Fantastic. 

“Fine,” I concede. “I’ve given you shelter and protection from 

Malcolm. You are correct in assuming that I am the Leader here. 

For what I’ve given you, I would like information about the 

Priestess and where to find her in return.” 

There. Precise and straightforward. Any leader worth what 

that power gives them would take that offer. 

“An audience with the Priestess is worth more than shelter,” 

she snaps. I note that she conveniently left out protection. 

“What do you want, Tania?” I ask angrily. 

“It is customary in these parts to give a gift to the Ruler that 

gives passage to the Priestess.” 

I stare at her, dumbfounded. What more could she possibly 

want? Of course, I know that she wanted me to kill Malcolm, but I 

can’t imagine she would hold that over me for this information. 

“What do you want?” I ask again. 

“I want Sam.” 
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What happened next was a bit fuzzy. It seemed like it happened in 

slow motion, but went by so fast at the same time. All I really 

remember is seeing red at Tania’s request. I couldn’t stop the 

change if I wanted to, and I’m not sure I wanted to. I wanted to 

tear her apart. All I could think about was sinking my teeth into her 

and ripping her throat apart, drinking her dry. 

One minute I was reaching for Tania - her eyes wide with 

shock and fear - and the next, Sam was holding me back, 

whispering soothing words in my ear. Amanda, Jenna and Sara 

were immediately at Tania’s side. Whether they were holding her 

back, or keeping me from attacking her, I don’t know. I sense the 

others waiting outside the door, and I can’t help but wonder if 

they’re prepared to kill me if I get past Sam. Thing is, I don’t want 

to get past Sam. I want to stay here in his arms, and let everything 

else just fade away. 

But now I have the problem of Tania knowing what I am. 

She’s a Hunter. I’m Cursed. I’m not afraid for my life. I’m afraid 

for hers. If I can’t calm down, she’s in serious danger from me. 

“I’ve never felt this way, Sam. Not even when I found out that 

Bernard had my parents murdered.” I shiver and try to calm myself 

by focusing on the random patterns Sam is gently stroking on my 

back. “Not even Thomas made me feel this way. The last time I 

felt this on edge was when I thought you…” 

“Shh. I’m here. I’ve got you.” 

“She… she actually wants me to hand you over to her,” I spat. 

“Is she insane? This Priestess stuff means nothing. Nothing!” 

“You know we can’t let this continue. There are too many 

killings going on. We have to regulate this.” 
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I push away from him angrily. Not believing what I am 

hearing. 

“Are you saying you want me to give in to her request!?” 

“No! Of course not. You know nothing could ever separate me 

from you.” Sam steps to me, taking me in his arms again. “She saw 

you, baby. We have to do something about that.” 

My eyes snap up to hold his gaze. I stare intently, trying to 

decipher his meaning. Knowing my Sam, he can’t mean to kill 

Tania. 

Not kill her. He assures me silently. Though if it came to either 

you or her…  

He let the statement end there, though I know instinctively 

what he wanted to say. I spare a glance over to Tania, who was still 

wide-eyed with what I’m pretty sure is shock. Amanda, Jenna and 

Sara still surround her. I notice then that they’re not protecting her 

from me, but keeping her from running. When Eric, Emily and 

Jeremy stick their heads in the door, their eyes go straight to Tania. 

It strikes me that they, too, are not there to keep her safe from me. 

They trust me, completely. And they will do whatever it takes to 

protect me. Too bad I don’t trust myself. 

I have to compel her. I tell Sam, and see him nod his head. I 

don’t know if I can. 

“Why?” he asks aloud, his eyes bemused. 

“What’s going on?” Amanda asks from the bed, her hand 

securely on Tania’s shoulder. 

“Sh-she’s…” Tania raises a hand accusingly and points at me. 

“Shut it, Buffy,” Jenna grouses, pushing Tania’s arm down. 

Tania looks at her, horrified. “How could you? You’re just 
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like Malcolm! Real followers of the Priestess do not associate with 

them!” 

“Huh. Good thing we don’t follow the Priestess. We follow 

her,” Jenna remarks snidely, jerking her chin towards me. 

Any other time, I would have taken a moment to revel in a 

Jenna compliment (because that’s certainly how I took it). I just 

don’t have a moment. 

“Find a way to keep her quiet and here. I need to talk to all of 

you,” I order and march out of the room. I need to distance myself 

from Tania before I do something I regret. 
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As I pace around the mediation room, I’m totally aware of the 

irony that the room that is used to soothe feels like a cage to me. 

“Baby, you need to calm down,” Sam soothes. “C’mere.” He 

holds out his arms, and I immediately fall into them, welcoming 

the strength. 

“I know I’m being stupid,” I begin. 

“Not stupid,” he assures me. “She knows perfectly well that 

we’re together. If anyone is being foolish, it’s her.” 

“Hmm,” is my noncommittal answer. Truth is, I feel foolish. I 

feel like a damned teenager and not a six-hundred plus year-old 

vampire that has been through so much in the past centuries. I’ve 

lived through losing my parents, plagues, wars… and the one thing 

that brings me to the brink of losing myself is jealousy. 

Actually, it’s me. 

Sam’s voice in my head startles me out of my reverie. 

“What?” 

“Jealousy isn’t what’s causing you to feel out of control. It’s 
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me,” he states quietly. When I gaze into his eyes, I see the different 

emotions he’s struggling with. Love, loyalty… guilt. Guilt? 

I place my palms on his face, and stroke my thumbs sweetly 

on his cheeks. “Why do you feel guilty, baby?” 

“I’m not sure.” He tries to turn away, but I hold him closer and 

wait patiently for him to continue. “Your humanity is in jeopardy 

because of me.” 

“That’s not true.” 

“Sure it is. Before me, you had control. You had…” 

“Nothing,” I finish for him. “I was ready to die, Sam. This life, 

this never-ending life had become too… lonely. I’ve watched 

people die all around me. I never let anyone close enough to feel 

anything because I couldn’t handle it anymore. That is what was 

making me lose my humanity, baby.” 

I reach up and kiss him lightly on the lips. 

“We’ll work on this jealousy thing. Actually, we need to work 

on the amazing connection thing that’s going on. It’s wreaking 

havoc on my senses.” 

Sam chuckles lightly. “Mine, too. Luckily for me I’m not 

dealing with someone else trying to get with you since…,” his 

voice trails off, and I know he was thinking of Zac. He pulls me 

into a hug, holding on tight until we were interrupted by the others 

pushing their way into the room. 

“Okay, we got the… are we bothering you?” Jenna comments 

sarcastically when Sam and I break apart abruptly. 

“Where is Tania?” I ask, ignoring her question. 

“We sedated her,” Amanda answers tentatively. “And kinda 

sorta tied her to the bed.” 
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Laughter kinda sorta bursts out of me at that visual. “Well, at 

least we don’t have to worry about her getting away and telling the 

Priestess that I’m a vampire,” I say. “Let’s sit.” I gesture to the 

pillows that litter the floor, and try to find the words to explain to 

them what my dilemma is. 

“The feelings are too strong for you, aren’t they?” Emily asks, 

surprising me by her perception. 

“Yes.” 

“Wait, what does that mean?” Jenna asks, leaning back on her 

hands and crossing her ankles in front of her. 

“It means that if I try to compel Tania, I may kill her,” I 

answer factually. 

“Oh my God, seriously?” Amanda leans closer to me, taking 

my hand in hers. “How? I mean, would you be telling her to kill 

herself?” 

“No! You know me better than that, Amanda.” 

“If I may?” Eric addresses the room, and continues when I 

nod. “When you compel someone, you’re using the power of your 

mind to control theirs, correct?” 

“Mmhmm.” 

“With Ana’s feelings towards Tania, she could override her 

brain, possibly, um…” 

“Frying it?” Jenna suggests with a smirk. 

“Essentially,” I admit. 

“What about Sam?” Sara proposes. 

“No!” My answer is too harsh, and I wince before 

apologizing. “First of all, that would be putting Sam in                            

danger by exposing what he is to Tania. Second he has                   
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no experience with compelling.” 

“I could try,” Sam offers. 

“I don’t want you near her, Sam.” 

“We need the information, baby. If there’s a chance I could 

get that, we need to take it,” Sam tries reasoning. 

I stand abruptly and start pacing. I know we need the damned 

information, but I do not want Sam near Tania. I’m not sure I’ll be 

able to control myself if she tries something with him. It’s true that 

he doesn’t have experience, but I know from experience that 

compulsion is easy for us. It doesn’t take much practice, but 

there’s no reason for Sam to know that… and I shouldn’t have had 

that thought. Damn it. 

“So, I could do it,” Sam says aloud. 

“If you’re going to listen in on my thoughts, Sam, listen to 

them all. Don’t pick and choose what you want to hear,” I chastise. 

“I did listen. I just have more faith in you than you seem to 

have,” he shoots back. 

“Okay, can someone please fill in us non-mind readers here? 

It’s like walking in on a conversation that we missed the beginning 

of,” Jenna complains. 

Sam sighs when I stay quiet. “She knows I can compel Tania, 

but is afraid she would try killing her if she tried anything with 

me.” 

“Tried anything?” Jeremy asks. “Like kiss you?” 

Jeremy’s mouth audibly snaps shut at my feral growl. The 

thought of Tania’s lips on Sam’s sends such an intense feeling of 

rage through me that my knees buckle. Sam is at my side 

immediately, panting slightly. When I turn my curious gaze on 
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him, I feel his mind open completely to me. He feels the rage I 

feel, and I can actually experience the virtual tug-of-war his 

humanity is having with the rage. 

“Leave,” I whisper, not taking my eyes from Sam. I hope like 

hell that at least Amanda understands, and am beyond grateful 

when she gathers everyone and quickly ushers them out the door. 

If I don’t control these issues I have with Tania, Sam could be in 

serious danger. 

“I’m sorry,” I murmur close to his ear. “Hold on to me, baby. 

Just hold on.” 

Sam holds on to me tightly, trembling. What’s happening? 

I hear the panic, and it makes me wince. 

“You’re feeling my anger towards Tania. I think it’s more than 

you expected. Maybe more than you can handle right now.” 

Sam lifts his head to look me in the eye. “You don’t think I’m 

strong enough?” 

“No, baby, it’s not that. It’s just that we haven’t had the 

chance to deal with all of this.” 

“You’re still waiting for me to lose it?” 

Sigh. 

I take a moment to think about the answer to that question. 

“No, I’m not, actually. But I’m having a hard time with these 

emotions. I can’t imagine you’re not.” 

“It’s difficult,” he admits. “I don’t want either of us around her 

any longer than we have to be. So, we need to hurry and get what 

we need from her.” 

“I know. I just don’t like how we have to do it.” 
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“So, you’re really going to let Sam…” 

Jenna stops when Amanda elbows her in the side, shaking her 

head. Jenna shrugs, but sent me a contrite look. I believe even she 

can tell that I am too stressed out for jokes right now. It took 

another thirty minutes to settle both me and Sam down after my 

little outburst (and I won’t get into how we managed to do that). 

But now I can feel myself getting tense all over again. 

“Ana, is Sam ready for this?” Amanda asks gently. 

“I hope so,” I answer distractedly. 

“Maybe he should practice,” she suggests. “I mean, it would 

probably be best if he tried with one of us before going in there.” 

It’s a good idea. I should have thought of it. But I’m not so 

arrogant that I can’t accept the help when I need it. 

“Are you volunteering?” I ask teasingly. 

“Yes. I mean, I am his sister. I suppose I can put my mind in 

his hands. So to speak,” she smiles. 

“You sure you want to do that?” Sam taunts as he walks up, 

slinging an arm across Amanda’s shoulders. “You never know 

what I might compel you to do. Maybe quack like a duck? Bawk 

like a chicken?” He grins. 

God help me, but that grin does stuff to me. I watch captivated 

as Sam’s grin widens when he looks at me. I shake my head, trying 

to clear it of the images of what Sam and I did less than an hour 

ago. Damn, I am so glad I can’t blush. 

Sam chuckles at my obvious embarrassment before turning his 
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attention back to Amanda who punches him lightly in the arm for 

teasing her. 

“You wouldn’t!” She dares. 

“Nah. I’d just make you yell out dirty words when I give a 

certain command.” 

It’s my turn to chuckle when Amanda glares mockingly at 

Sam. I’m grateful for the moment of reprieve from the seriousness 

of what’s going on around us. I take it for the gift it is, and feel the 

knot in my stomach loosen a bit. 

“Alright, children. Let’s get on with this so we can figure out 

what to do with… Buffy, as Jenna so lovingly calls her,” I 

playfully scold, placing my hands on my hips a la Amanda. 

Jenna snorts with laughter, making the rest of my Hunters 

laugh right along with her. 

“Ana is right. The quicker we get what we need from Tania, 

the quicker we can figure out what’s going on and get the hell out 

of here,” Emily announces, shocking us with her assertiveness as 

well as the expletive. Okay, so hell isn’t much of an expletive, but 

for Emily it is. 

“You don’t find my homeland to be inviting, Emily?”                             

I can’t help picking on the small Asian girl. After what                         

happened with Zac, my relationship with Emily had been 

somewhat strained. Even though I don’t blame her for trying to kill 

me, she still feels guilty and that makes her even more timid 

around me. 

“No! I mean yes. I mean…” 

“I’m teasing you, Emily,” I laugh. “I don’t find it very inviting 

at the moment myself. But maybe after all of this I can show you 
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guys around. It really is beautiful when there aren’t homicidal 

weirdos walking around.” 

Emily smiles tentatively at me, allowing her smile to widen 

when I grin and wink at her. 

“Ready?” Sam asks Amanda. I can feel his reluctance to bring 

forth the stress again, but he knows it’s time to get back to the task 

at hand. 
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“Alright, think about what you want Amanda to do,” I instruct Sam 

close to his ear. He nods slightly, letting me know he has the 

thought in his head. I almost laugh aloud when I hear the thought, 

but manage to keep a straight face. “Now look into Amanda’s eyes 

and project that thought to her. Make her think it’s her idea.” 

Sam concentrates, looking deep into Amanda’s eyes. I’m 

surprised Sam wants to try this silently. It’s more difficult, 

especially for those that are newly turned. But in a short time, I see 

Amanda’s pupils begin to dilate. In a daze, she stands up, turns 

towards Jenna and proceeds to give the startled blonde a bear hug. 

The look on Jenna’s face is what does it. I lose my battle to keep 

from laughing, and the others join in immediately with loud 

guffaws. Jenna glares at me, and I give her my most innocent look. 

“I didn’t do it!” I told her, pointing at Sam who looks away, 

whistling. I laugh harder until tears were streaking down my face. 

“Can you tell her to stop now?” Jenna grouses. 

“Say please,” Sam smirks. 
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“Please,” she snarls, trying to push a clinging Amanda away 

from her. 

“Release her, baby,” I laugh. 

“How?” he asks, still snickering at Jenna. 

“You have to make sure you’re looking into her eyes and tell 

her you release her,” I tell him, guiding him around to Jenna’s back 

so he could see Amanda’s comically giddy expression as she hugs 

an increasingly annoyed Jenna. 

“Amanda.” Sam’s voice cracks with laughter, and he clears his 

throat. “Amanda, I release you.” 

Amanda blinks, her brows furrowing as she pushes away from 

Jenna. “What the hell?” 

When she figures out what Sam had just made her do, 

Amanda’s face flushes a deep red. Whether it was from 

embarrassment or because she’s pissed, I don’t know. Maybe both 

as she turns to Sam and lets him have it. 

“You sorry piece of…” Amanda doesn’t finish her thought, 

but she begins pounding on Sam’s chest. Now perhaps if Sam 

wasn’t Cursed, I’d be a little astounded by Amanda’s response, but 

since I know she can’t hurt him, I just hide my smile. “You made 

me hug Jenna?! Jenna?! Are you crazy?? Why in the hell would 

you make me hug her?!” she shouts, pointing angrily at Jenna just 

to make sure Sam knew who she was talking about. 

“You think I liked it?” Jenna asks an irate Amanda. “I could 

have totally lived my life happily without that happening.” 

Amanda stops her tirade at Jenna’s snide remarks. “Oh 

whatever. You know you liked it.” And to my utter shock and 

amazement, she winks and blows a kiss at Jenna. 
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I don’t know whose eyes were bigger. Mine or Jenna’s. It isn’t 

until I see the mirth in Amanda’s eyes that I start laughing again. 

Jenna finally sees the hilarity of the situation, and as Jenna does, 

snorts her laughter. 

 

 

 

Everyone agreed that I shouldn’t go in Tania’s room with Sam. 

And by that, I mean they said majority rules and I was to comply 

with their vote. It’s okay. I can see it going terribly wrong if I go 

with Sam. Instinctively I know she’s going to think that I’ve given 

in to her demands and am handing Sam over to her. The thought of 

that alone pisses me off. So, I’ve conceded to staying out, but I’m 

not stupid enough to let Sam go in alone. 

I send Jenna in with him. What? Don’t agree with my 

decision? Think she’s still pissed enough by Sam’s prank that she 

would let something happen to him? Oddly enough, I trust Jenna 

completely when it comes to doing the right thing by me (and 

Sam). Weird, I know. Plus, there’s no love lost between Jenna and 

Tania, and she could knock her out if need be. A part of me hopes 

there’s a need. 

Even though I trust both Sam and Jenna, I keep my attention 

on what’s going on in Sam’s mind. I can hear everything that’s 

being said through the door because of my hypersensitive hearing, 

but I want to make sure Sam’s emotions stay calm. I turn my 

attention to what’s going on inside the room and inside Sam’s 

head. 
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“Wake her.” Deep breath. Calm yourself as you wait for Jenna to 

comply. I need to balance myself. I can do this. I’ve been a cop for 

years, and have dealt with scumbags much worse than Tania. But 

Tania grinds my nerves more than anyone ever has. I know it’s 

because of how she makes Anala feel, but I have to force my 

emotions down and get this done. Anala is counting on me. “Hello, 

Tania.” I try to stay cordial as she opens her eyes and focuses on 

me. Ugh. Don’t worry about the look, don’t think about it, don’t 

think about it. 

“She actually did it.” I wonder if she thinks that’s a seductive 

smile she’s giving me. Crap. Don’t think about it. Anala, I love 

you. 

“Did what?” I know what she’s talking about, but I need her 

relaxed enough to not think something is wrong when I get closer. 

“She gave you to me.” Man, that look gives me the heebie 

jeebies. 

Uh oh. Baby, calm down. I’ve got this under control. Please 

just trust me. If you get upset, it’ll only upset me. 

“Actually, I’m here to ask you some questions.” Okay, she’s 

frowning now. But at least Anala is calmer. 

“She thought she could send you in here to get information for 

her? It doesn’t work like that, love.” 

Damn, damn, damn. Baby, please! 

“Tania.” Do I risk sitting near her? Yes. Just concentrate on 

what you need to do. Come on, Sam. Get what you need and get 
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out. “I need you to tell me where to find the Priestess.” 

Baby, I’m concentrating, but it feels like she’s trying to push 

me out. 

Push harder. 

Damn. Just hearing her voice makes me…  

Sam. 

Sorry. Concentrating. 

“Tell me where to find the Priestess, Tania.” 

“Are you… mine?” Okay, so her voice is faltering. Does that 

mean she’s weakening? Why is this more difficult than Amanda? 

Amanda wasn’t trying to resist you. She is. You have to fight 

harder. Push harder. If she still fights you, you will have to turn. 

“You want to tell me where the Priestess is, Tania.” Harder. I 

can practically feel my thoughts drilling into hers. She’s wavering. 

Just keep eye contact. Push the thought. 

“She…” She’s shaking her head, she has to be losing her grip 

on her resistance. Push harder! “She is in the original village.” 

“Original village?” 

“Anala’s village. There is… a… secluded place.” 

“Can you show me on a map?” 

“It’s not on a map.” 

“Landmarks?” 

“Who are you? What are you? What are you doing to me?” 

That’s enough. Get out of there. Tell Jenna to put her back 

under for now. 
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“God, I’m glad that’s over.” 

I watch Sam shake his entire body like a duck shaking off 

water. 

“Me, too,” I murmur, taking him in my arms. “I’m sorry I 

almost lost it.” 

“Understandable, baby. But you did great and helped me.” 

My eyes flutter closed when he tucks a strand of my hair 

behind my ear. I take a moment to mourn the fact that we can’t just 

stay like this. I resent the fact that after centuries of being alone, 

when I finally find someone to love, my life is too hectic to enjoy 

it. Sam’s arms tighten around me, and I know he hears my 

thoughts. My Hunters intuitively know that I need this quiet 

moment with Sam and say nothing. With a deep breath, I break 

away from the embrace and give everyone a grim smile. It’s time 

to get this show on the road. 

“Alright. First on the agenda is finding where this secret 

hideaway is,” I announce with a bit of trepidation. 

Amanda steps to me, placing a hand on my forearm. “Are you 

going to be okay going back there?” 

I haven’t been back to my village since the murder of my 

parents. Will I be okay going back? I don’t know. I don’t think I 

have any other choice. Is it irony that the ‘Priestess’ has chosen 

there for her residence? Or was that by design considering who her 

ancestor is? 

“Baby?” 

“Yes. I’ll be fine. I have to be,” I answer firmly. “We can’t 

afford for me to be emotional. Any more than I already am,” I 

finish with a mutter. 



Destined to Meet 

79 

“And what do we do with Tania?” Jenna asks. I’m slightly 

concerned by the lack of her sarcasm. What happened with the 

‘Buffy’? 

“Come. Let’s get something to eat and discuss. You guys are 

going to need all your strength, and I haven’t been taking the best 

care of you.” 

“That’s not true. You always make sure we eat,” Eric 

interjects. 

“No,” I disagree gently. “You always make sure I eat. I am 

your leader, and yet it seems you’re taking better care of me than I 

am of you.” 

“We’re a family, Ana.” Amanda squeezes my arm where her 

hand still lays. “We take care of each other. We knew it would be 

difficult for you to be here. So, if we have to take up a little bit of 

your slack, that’s fine,” she says with a teasing smile. 

I do what any mature Leader of the Society of Hunters would 

do. I stick my tongue out at her. 

 

 

 

We’re gather around our favorite meeting place. The dining room 

table, which just happens to be full of Chinese takeout. What? 

Were you expecting fish and chips? I grab the spare ribs away 

from Jenna before she can eat them all. 

“Hey! It’s not like you need to eat!” she pouts. 

“So?” I shrug, my mouth full of spare ribs. “Doesn’t mean I 

don’t like ‘em.” 

The others chuckle at us, and Jenna flips me off. I roll my eyes 
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playfully and shove the ribs over to her. 

“Thanks!” she beams. 

“Did anyone happen to take food to our ‘guest’?” I ask 

nonchalantly. If it were up to me, I would let her starve. Good 

thing it’s not up to me since Sara nodded. 

“I took her some soup and a sandwich,” she confirms. Well at 

least the tramp isn’t getting any of this good Chinese food. 

“Fine. Thank you. I suppose we need to discuss what to do 

with her.” I sip from my ‘Hunter’ laced bottle of blood, passing it 

to Sam. If any of my group finds our sharing such a delicacy 

disturbing, they don’t show it. And for that, I’m incredibly 

grateful. 

“Can’t we just drop her off in the woods she found us in?” 

Jenna asks, slurping lo mein noodles from her chopsticks. 

I’m about to answer the rudeness that is Jenna when a fortune 

cookie sails through the air and catches her on the forehead. Let 

me just say, it takes a great amount of effort not to spew the 

contents in my mouth out of my nose at that moment (good thing 

since that would have been kinda gross). Howls of laughter fill the 

air, and despite everything that is going on, it feels good. No. It 

feels amazing to hear these kids laughing and having fun in 

defiance of everything they’ve been through and the things they’ve 

had to do. So, I will grant them this time, and let them be the 

young kids they deserve to be. 

“If you children are through playing around,” I bellow in 

mock annoyance, “we have a problem to solve!” I catch the flying 

fortune cookie that was on its way to my face, breaking it open 

with a flourish. “You display the wonderful traits of charm and 
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courtesy,” I read aloud. “Huh. This one certainly doesn’t belong to 

you, Jenna.” 

“Har har har.” And… she snorts. God, I really do think these 

people are growing on me. I feel - and let - the genuine smile adorn 

my face before sobering again. 

“Seriously, I’m asking all of you for your opinions on what to 

do with Tania. I don’t trust myself to make a rational decision.” 

“What options do we really have?” Emily asks. I can 

practically see the genuine concern in her eyes. She can’t seriously 

think we would hurt her, right? 

“Could you erase her memory?” Jeremy inquires, picking food 

out of a container in front of Jenna. I find it quite telling that Jenna 

makes no attempt to move it out of his way. As a matter of fact, 

she scoots it closer to him. Aww. 

“Hunters are harder to maintain a hold over,” I tell them, 

remembering the time I tried compelling Sam. It didn’t last very 

long, and when he came out of it, he was not a happy camper. Of 

course he was wary of me. My how times have changed. 

“But Zac was totally taken over,” Jenna points out, not 

unkindly. 

“I have to believe Zac was a little off balance,” I say gently, 

hoping to not offend them. “Perhaps it was his unrequited feelings. 

He was angry, and that diminished his defenses.” 

“You don’t think Tania is ‘off balance’?” Sara challenges. 

“With the drugs and her hatred towards her brother? And you?” 

“You have a point,” I capitulate. “I know she fought Sam’s 

compulsion, but if I change perhaps I could break through any 

defenses.” 
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“Aren’t you afraid you’ll fry her brain?” 

I turn my attention to Amanda, and see the concern. Strangely 

enough, I think her concern is for my humanity more than for 

Tania. 

“If she is sedated, gagged and Sam’s not in the room, I may be 

able to hold on to my anger.” I grin and wink at her. 
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“Is she sedated?” I pace nervously up and down the hallway in 

front of Tania’s door. I’m really hoping I don’t kill the tramp. I’m 

not sure I would be devastated if it did happen, but it wouldn’t look 

good to my Hunters. Jenna nods at me, her eyes keeping track of 

me as I keep moving restlessly. “Good. Gagged?” 

“Yes, she’s bound and gagged all 50 shades like,” Jenna says, 

a hint of a smirk creasing the corners of her mouth. 

That stops me in my tracks. “That’s gross.” 

“But funny,” she adds dryly. 

“Whatever,” I mutter, squaring my shoulders. “Okay. I’m 

going in.” 

“Whatever you do, don’t make it a red room.” Jenna snorts at 

her own joke while I fight the urge to groan. 

“Broaden your horizons, Jenna. Read something with a little 

more substance,” I tell her, bumping her shoulder as I walk by her. 
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I pause at the door to catch my breath, and make sure my emotions 

are in check before I attempt to face Tania. The last person I hated 

was Thomas, and look what I did to him. He tried taking Sam from 

me, as well. I can see a trend. 

“Can you hear me?” I ask Tania as I saunter over to her. Her 

eyes are glazed over from the sedation, hands are tied together and 

she has duct tape over her mouth. I briefly wonder where the hell 

my Hunters got duct tape, then let it go and focus on my task. 

Tania nods her head, and I note the fear in her eyes. I pull a chair 

over, sitting close enough to her bed that my knees touch the edge. 

I made a point of taking my contacts out before I came in, and I 

wonder what she’s thinking as she looks at me. 

“I want you to listen to me carefully. You have no idea who 

you were dealing with when you challenged me. You came to us, 

asking us to help you. We did that, and you essentially spit in my 

face for it.” 

She nods, her eyes casting down in what I read as shame. 

Whether it’s sincere or not, I don’t know. And I don’t care. 

“You have no idea how much I want to kill you right now,” I 

say, my contempt seeping out like bile. Tania’s eyes widen, 

obvious shock and terror gleaming bright. “You should never have 

expressed your interest in Sam. He is mine. He will always be 

mine. But you did. And now you’ve pissed off the one person you 

never want to piss off.” 

I close my eyes, allowing the change to take effect. I welcome 
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the burn in my eyes, the ache of my teeth. I feel the power coursing 

through my veins, and for the first time in a long time I relish that 

power. It almost feels as though a soothing balm is being poured 

over my heart. That thought was a little unsettling, but I push it 

aside as I look up at Tania. Her fear and shock doubles, and her 

eyes are comically huge. 

“You’re really regretting your choices now, aren’t you,” I 

taunt her. I know I shouldn’t, but I can’t help myself. She pleads 

with her eyes to talk. “No. You’ve said quite enough. Now, you get 

to listen to me.” 

I lean in closer, holding her gaze with mine. 

“You’re going to forget you ever met us. You don’t know me 

or what I am. You don’t know Sam. You don’t know my Hunters.” 

I turn up the intensity. “You’ve never been here. You never told 

anyone about the Priestess. You will never remember any of this. 

This memory has been erased.” 

Tania’s eyes completely glaze over before she closes them, 

letting her head fall back onto the pillow. Within seconds she was 

asleep. I take that opportunity to make my departure. 

 

 

 

“Take her back into the forest. Make sure she has warm clothes 

and something to eat. If she doesn’t go back to Malcolm, then 

maybe she’ll lead us to the Priestess. I’ll need a team to stay near 

her, but out of sight while the rest of us go to my village.” I walk 

out of Tania’s room and immediately fall into my leadership role, 

handing out orders. When no one responds to my demands, I stop 
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and face them with a eyebrow raised in question. 

“Are you going to stay that way?” Jenna asks, looking at me 

curiously. 

My eyebrows raise higher into my hairline. “Stay what way?” 

“All ‘hulked’ out.” 

Damn. I didn’t even realize I was still in Cursed mode. How 

peculiar. That’s never happened to me before. I feel so at ease. 

Usually being like this makes me feel… well, unnatural. I glance at 

Sam who has the most curious serene smile. 

“Sorry,” I murmur, willing myself to return to what they know 

as normal. I don’t give myself a chance to wonder about why I 

didn’t think of it as normal at the moment. “Better?” 

“Actually, I think we all kinda dig the ‘hulked-out’ look,” 

Jenna teases. “But this is cool, too.” 

“Yes, well, let’s suit up and get Tania out of here before she 

wakes up. Sara, I want you on the team that sticks close to Tania. 

She seemed to relate to you the most. And even though she won’t 

remember who you are, if something happens and you’re noticed, 

perhaps you’ll be able to convince her to take you to the Priestess.” 

Sara nods intensely. “I’ll get her stuff together. Maybe we can 

give her some money. Obviously we won’t be able to give her 

enough food to last her long if she doesn’t go back to Malcolm. 

But money may help along the way.” 

“Good thinking. We’ll do that. I’ll give you enough to cover 

her for at least a couple of weeks.” 

“Damn, can I get in on that?” Jenna grins slyly. 

I slant an annoyed glance at her. “Jenna you are traveling in 

style, eating like a freakin’ queen and I just bought you a butt load 
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of high-end computer equipment. You’ve ‘gotten in on that’.” 

Jenna holds her hands up in mock surrender without another 

word. 

“Amanda…” 

“Sam should be with you, Ana,” she interrupts before I can 

say any more. “Emily and Eric will go with you. Jenna, Jeremy 

and I will stay with Sara. If we see that she is going back to 

Malcolm, we will catch up to you. If it turns out the other way, we 

stick with her to see where she goes.” 

I blink. Then, I blink again. It was exactly what I was going to 

suggest, but hearing Amanda confidently spell out what she 

thought we should do made pride swell inside me. I see the proud 

grin Sam has as well as he puts his arm around his little sister. 

“Good plan,” I say, truly impressed. “Everyone else on board 

with that?” 

I’m met with affirmations by everyone while they pat a 

blushing Amanda on the back. 

“Jenna bought nifty little devices for us to use to keep in touch 

with each other. With my money, I might add.” I wink at a 

sheepish Jenna. “Let’s get suited up and wired. We need to head 

out as soon as possible. I don’t want Tania to wake up in a place 

she’s not supposed to remember.” 

 

 

 

“Amanda, do you copy?” Okay, so I feel a little silly with my 

terminology, but it seems to entertain my Hunters. ‘So covert’ they 

say. With our dark clothing, earpieces and moving around in the 
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dark of the night, my group is certainly enjoying themselves. I 

know that when the situation calls for it, they are all business, so I 

have no objections to allowing them their little dalliances. 

“Loud and clear, Selene.” 

I hear giggles in the back-ground and roll my eyes. 

“Did you just call me Selene? As in Underworld?” 

“Um. Yes.” 

“Well… I suppose if I have to be compared to a fake vampire, 

Kate Beckinsale is a good choice. She was pretty badass in that 

movie.” I pause, tapping my teeth in thought. “Well, since Buffy is 

already taken, can I call you, um, Van Helsing? Or maybe Abe 

Lincoln?” 

I hear Amanda chortle in my ear before clearing her throat. 

“Let’s stick with Beckinsale movies. I can’t be sure of the 

authenticity of Abe Lincoln being a Hunter.” 

Amanda says it with such seriousness that my bark of laughter 

fills the quietness inside the car making the other occupants look at 

me with curiosity. 

“Fine, Van. We’re about one hundred kilometers from my 

village. Has Buffy risen yet?” 

“Yep. But she has yet to do anything. She seems to be groggy 

and confused. If she’s not going back to Malcolm, she’s going to 

have to find transportation.” 

“Yes. I’m almost tempted to have you pick her up as a 

hitchhiker. Is your car secure?” 

“Yes, and we’re not far from it in case we need to make a fast 

getaway.” 

“Good. Any problems?” 



Destined to Meet 

89 

“Nope, it’s eerily quiet. I was expecting some distractions, but 

so far, nothing.” 

“Hmm. That’s disturbing.” 

“I know. I mean, you would think our buddy Malcolm would 

have his little Cursed slaves roaming around.” 

“Cursed slaves,” I repeat slowly. 

“Sorry, Ana!” Amanda whispers vehemently. “I didn’t mean 

anything…” 

“What happened to Selene?” I interrupt teasingly, trying to 

squelch Amanda’s remorse, and I immediately hear a sigh of relief. 

“Right, my bad. Okay, Sleeping Buffy is getting ready to 

move out. I’ll keep you updated. Keep this line open. Van Helsing 

out.” 

I chuckle at Amanda’s silliness. “Tania is moving.                        

Don’t know where, yet,” I tell the others. “There are no Cursed 

around.” 

“That’s odd,” Sam comments distractedly, gazing out of the 

side window. 

“Perhaps it’s because they’re missing the others from when we 

went to Malcolm’s to get the journals,” Eric suggests. 

“Yes,” Emily agrees. “They have no accounting for the others 

or what happened to them. If they’re planning something with the 

Priestess, won’t they need all of the help they can get from 

their…” 

“Cursed slaves,” I offer. Emily shrugs timidly. The demure 

gesture has me thinking of what an enigma Emily is as well. When 

she is fighting, she is a force to be sure. Don’t let her tiny stature 

fool you, the girl can kick ass. But when she puts her sword down, 
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her entire demeanor changes. She retreats into herself, and 

becomes shy and quiet. 

“You may be right,” I allow. I brief Amanda on Eric and 

Emily’s theory. She agrees and proceeds to tell me that Tania is 

not heading towards Malcolm’s. 

I find myself surprised by Tania’s decision. I wouldn’t have 

taken her for someone with any kind of true internal strength. She 

is not a leader - or ruler - she is a follower. I suppose, though, she 

is choosing to follow the Priestess over her brother. 

“Tania has made her decision. The others are about an hour 

and a half behind us.” 

“She’s going to the Priestess?” Sam inquires. 

“Seems so. She’s headed in this direction.” 

“Transpo?” 

“She’s walking at the moment, but obviously she can’t walk 

all the way. We’ll see what she does.” 

Sam nods, turning his attention back to what’s beyond the 

window. 

Are you okay? 

Sam glances at me with a small smile. 

Yes. Just thinking. 

His answer surprises me because I haven’t heard any thoughts. 

Of course, I’ve been preoccupied myself, but I can’t imagine I 

would be so out of touch with Sam. 

Are you shutting me out? I ask incredulously. 

Sam turns to me sharply. No! I don’t know how to do that. I 

don’t want to do that. 

I think about that for a moment. He doesn’t know how, but 
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that doesn’t mean he didn’t do it unintentionally. 

Are you worried about how I will feel about whatever you’re 

thinking? 

Sam shrugs, then nods. I realize then that he may have just 

inadvertently figured out how to shut me out. 

Sam, baby, let me in. 

I’m not keeping you out. I swear. 

You’re afraid of me. Afraid of my reactions. That is shutting 

me out of your thoughts. 

Sam stares at me for what seems like an eternity. 

I’m not afraid of you, Anala. But I admit I am afraid of my 

thoughts. 

Tell me. 

Sam closes his eyes and sighs deeply. 

I felt something… different when you were changed. 

Do you know what it was? 

No. Not really. It was just very…  

Calming? 

Sam’s eyes widen. 

Yes! I was afraid that maybe it meant my - or our - humanity 

was failing. 

I felt it, too. But I don’t think it’s our humanity failing. I think 

that maybe, I pause to think for a moment. Maybe for the first time 

I don’t feel… Cursed. 

“Because of me?” Sam asks softly. “Because we’re together?” 

“Yes.” 
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“She’s made a stop.” 

Amanda’s voice crackles in my earpiece, startling me. After 

my and Sam’s ‘discussion’, we both retreated into our own 

thoughts. But the difference this time was that Sam was connected 

to me. He kept his hand on me at all times, either by putting it on 

my thigh or holding my hand while gently stroking his thumb over 

my knuckles. 

“Where?” I ask quietly as Eric and Emily are napping in the 

back seat. 

“Residence. Jenna is looking it up now. From what we could 

see, occupant is female and seemed to know Buffy pretty well.” 

“Do you think it’s another Hunter?” 

“I can’t be sure, but gut says yes. I mean, if Buffy is going 

there, I can’t help but wonder if this will be her ride to Anala, Jr.… 

um, or Anala the Hundredth or whatever.” 

I chuckle at Amanda, seeing Sam shake his head with a grin. I 

know he can hear Amanda as clearly as I can with his 



Destined to Meet 

93 

hypersensitive hearing, but I also know he can feel my mirth at 

Amanda’s silliness. Apparently we are back to being completely 

connected again. Sam shrugs sheepishly. 

“Okay, we’re close to the village. We’ll find a place to 

regroup and wait for you. The twins are asleep, and you guys will 

need some rest when you get here. I’ll give you the info as soon as 

I have it.” 

“Gotcha. Are there hotels there?” 

“I’m not sure. I guess we’ll find out.” 

“Okay. Ana?” 

“Yes?” 

“Let Sam help you when you’re there. I can’t imagine this will 

be easy for you, so just let him be there for you,” she says quietly 

and I hear her concern loud and clear. I feel extremely cared for. 

Having Sam and Amanda in my life, and even the others whom 

have become an intricate part of my life, has made me feel things I 

haven’t felt since… well, since my parents. 

“I will. I promise.” 

 

 

 

Sigh. I hate this. The journey home. My apprehension grows                     

as we near my village. Of course, after centuries it looks 

completely different. But my feelings are the same as the day I left 

so long ago. The day I set my childhood home on fire. With my 

parents inside. Sam squeezes my hand, and I give him a small 

smile. 

Even with Sam beside me, silently supporting me, the pain of 
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the memories threatens to overwhelm me. To my shock I feel the 

change begin. 

“Baby, stop the car,” Sam whispers. 

I immediately do as he asks and he is out of the car and 

opening my door before I even put it in park. 

“Come here.” He holds his arms open, and I seek refuge in his 

strength. “Are you okay?” 

I nod, burying my face in his neck and reveling in the unique 

scent that is my love. With the consoling words being whispered in 

my ear, I feel myself begin to relax, the change stopping 

immediately. 

“Are we here?” Emily asks sleepily from the back seat, 

looking around at… well, nothing since I stopped in the middle of 

nowhere. “Is everything alright?” 

“Yes. Sorry.” I murmur, still ensconced in Sam’s arms. 

“No apologies are necessary, Ana.” Eric leans over to peer out 

the window. “We all had a feeling this would be difficult for you. 

Take as much time as you need.” 

If I could see Eric in any profession, it would be a                     

politician. And I mean that as a compliment, really. He says                            

all of the right words, is diplomatic and level-headed. I have                       

no doubts he would be a good choice to be in a position of               

power. 

“Do either of you have your phone with you?” I ask, and 

continue when they both nod. “Could you see if there’s a motel or 

something around here? You guys could use a bed to sleep in, and 

we can wait for the others.” 

“Sure,” Emily agrees, pulling her phone out. 
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“Sam and I will be right back. I just want to take a quick look 

around.” 

I grab Sam’s hand and lead him into the woods surrounding 

us. 

“Do you think there will be Cursed Ones out here?” he asks, 

his eyes peering intently into the depth of the trees. 

“I don’t know. I just needed to do this.” I tug Sam to me and 

kiss him deeply. 

“Mmm. I’ll do that with you whenever and wherever, baby,” 

he says huskily as we break the kiss. 

“There’s something else I need.” 

Sam’s eyebrows shoot up, and I punch him playfully in the 

stomach. 

“Not that, you deviant,” I smile. “But close.” 

Maybe he reads my mind. Maybe he sees the need in my eyes. 

Whatever it is, he bends down and offers me his neck, and my 

salvation. 

 

 

 

“Well. This is… quaint.” Eric pushes open the room door to the 

one and only place to stay here in the village. 

I told you. Eric is a total politician since the room we’re 

standing in is a complete broom closet. The good thing is there’s 

absolutely no one around and we have the place to ourselves. So, 

we rented out four rooms. I think the owners of this ‘quaint’ little 

place were a bit stunned, and completely happy to hand over the 

keys to half of their rooms. 
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“Isn’t it though?” I murmur. All I can think of is how thin the 

walls are. Somehow I doubt Sam and I will have any privacy, 

which sucks (pun intended) because feeding from Sam definitely 

makes me…  

“Ana?” 

I clear my throat as Sam laughs quietly. “Yes, Emily?” 

“Have you heard from Amanda?” 

“Yes. Assuming Tania is on her way here, they’re about thirty 

minutes out. Why don’t you two get some sleep? We’ll need to 

keep eyes on Tania at all times unless she ends up bunking down 

somewhere.” 

Eric and Emily nod, and Sam and I leave them to go to the 

farthest room away. 

Sam pushes the door close and backs me up against it. 

“Feeding from me makes you what?” he asks gruffly. 

“I’m pretty sure you know.” 

“I want to hear you say it.” 

“Well I don’t!” 

Amanda’s voice in my ear startles me so much I jump the 

entire distance of the room. Okay, it’s only like ten feet, but still. 

“Damn it, Amanda!” I put my hand over my heart. If I had any 

doubts that I had a beating heart before, I certainly don’t now. 

“It’s not my fault you left the line open! And I certainly don’t 

want to hear what goes on between you and my brother!” 

“Do you have any updates?” The question comes out harsher 

than I meant for it to, but she interrupted a nice moment that could 

have turned into really nice moments. 

“Don’t get all grumpy with me. At least you have someone to 
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do stuff with that shouldn’t be done over an open line.” 

I open my mouth to respond, then close it again. She’s right. 

Amanda finally got her crush to ask her out, and I totally ruin it for 

her by recruiting her to the Society. 

“Sorry.” 

There’s an awkward silence, and then a soft clearing of a 

throat. 

“According to Jenna’s search, Tania’s friend’s name is 

Monica McKinney. Nothing scandalous to report about her. She’s 

twenty-four and works for a bank. She’s been there since she 

graduated from high school. No arrests, no tickets. She’s an all-

around Pollyanna as far as anyone can tell. Jenna says she can hack 

into her Facebook to see who her friends are, but I doubt that 

would help us much. They’re definitely on their way there. We are 

close to your village.” 

“It’s not my village anymore, Amanda,” I inform her gently. 

“Ana, a part of you will always be there.” 

I ignore that, and move on with the conversation. “Tell Jenna 

good job on the search. Do you think Buffy and Willow will visit 

with the Priestess tonight or find a place to sleep for the night?” 

As soon as the question is out of my mouth, I realize that the 

only place they can sleep is right here where we are. Unless, of 

course, they know someone in the village. If that’s the case, we 

may get names of some of the other players. 

“I’m hoping they sleep, ‘cause I’m tired as hell.” 

I can hear the weariness in Amanda’s voice, and it makes me 

cringe. I need to remember that my Hunters need to rest. Rest, eat, 

train. It’s a simple thing to remember. Why I’m having such a          
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hard time with it, who the hell knows? 

“Sam and I will meet you and take over. You guys come back 

to the motel and sleep.” 

“We can stick it out until she…” 

“No, Amanda. Eric and Emily are sleeping. You guys need to 

as well. Tell me how far out you are and we’ll take over the tail as 

you pass by.” 

“Is that an order?” Amanda asks haughtily. 

“Yes, Ms. Crabby Pants, it is. If you’re giving me this attitude, 

you will only get worse the longer you’re awake. I don’t need that 

crap.” I make sure I put enough teasing in my voice where she 

knows I’m kidding with her. At least I hope she does. 

“Fine, Selene. We’re about twenty minutes out, coming in on 

the main road.” 

I chuckle at my ‘handle’. “We’ll be out there, hidden. I’ll 

signal you when we see you. They may head in our direction since 

this is the only place to sleep around here. If that’s the case, Sam 

and I will keep watch. If not, we will continue on with them and 

contact you after you’ve gotten some sleep.” 

“Can we be sure you and Sam won’t be…” 

“Yes!” I laugh. “We can control ourselves, you know.” 

“Sure you can. And Jenna doesn’t pop her damn gum.” 

“Whatever,” I laugh. “I have much more self-discipline than 

blondie. It’s really too bad Buffy was taken. Jenna fills that to a 

tee.” 

I hear Amanda telling Jenna what I said. “She’s giving you a 

hand gesture. I’ll leave it to your imagination what gesture it is. 

Now get going or you’re not going to make it.” 
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“Yes ma’am.” 

 

 

 

“I see headlights,” Sam announces. We’ve been waiting just under 

ten minutes before seeing the little red Toyota Amanda described 

to us. Tania and her friend will be in that car, followed by Amanda 

and the others in a silver Audi Q7. The Audi was a little 

indulgence I allowed my Hunters. It’s not as flashy as the sedan 

they were looking at, but it could still stand out. Especially out 

here in the middle of nowhere, but I gave into their whining, 

renting the SUV for them anyway. I told them to think of it as their 

graduation gift. Along with the private jet and free trip to Europe. I 

know they’re here to work and will be in what is potentially 

extreme danger. That’s why these little indulgences are easy for 

me to make. 

“Let’s pull in behind them and see where they go,” I say to 

Sam before keying the mic to talk to Amanda. “Van?” 

“Heh. Yes, Selene?” 

“There’s a road about two and a half kilometers…” 

“Ana, speak in mileage please.” 

I sigh, but smile and oblige. “A little over a mile and a half, 

there’s a road off to the right. I want you to take that road, then 

make your way to the motel.” 

“Roger.” 

I can’t help but laugh at the term. “I thought I was Selene,” I 

tease. 

“No, roger, as in got it…” she trails off when she hears                  
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my laugh. “You’re a brat.” 

“I know. You have your directions to the motel, right?” I wait 

for Amanda to answer in the affirmative and continue. “Go to sleep 

when you get there. I doubt anything will be happening tonight 

anyway.” 

“Yes, mother.” 

I bite back my retort as we pull out behind them at a 

respectable distance. I doubt Buffy and Willow will be suspicious 

since Sam and I are following in a black Jeep Cherokee. Somehow 

I just don’t see Tania being smart enough to realize she’s being 

followed. The variable, however, is her friend Monica. I don’t 

know how intelligent or trained this new player is. I hate surprises.
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