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Gracie hadn’t seen Donovan since he rendered her and her charges unconscious, except to sense him 

speaking to Henry earlier in the day. He appeared to be his normal, arrogant self then, but right now 

he looked a bit wild. He was truly splendid like an untamed avenger, and she was a little in awe of the 

warrior coming towards her. Again, it was unfortunate for Gracie that she wasn’t as quick as her little 

beasties and didn’t think to try making herself scarce. She had never mastered that skill as a mortal or 

as a warrior. Drama followed her wherever she went. She met Donovan’s stare head on, shoulders 

back. 

He stopped, breathing hard, hands on his hips, not far from where she stood, and now she 

realized Donovan wasn’t just angry, he appeared almost unhinged, and something else, some other 

undefined sentiment, which he quickly tried to hide. She caught the emotion with her amplified senses 

but failed to decipher it before it disappeared. Her elder’s appearance perplexed and confused Gracie. 

He was pale, and it was no small thing for a man so bronzed to look like a ghost. As if on cue, the 

wind picked up upon his arrival, and his hair whipped around his face. Donovan held Gracie’s stare 

until she dropped her eyes because the residual fire in his unnerved her. 


