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Dedication


This book is dedicated to anyone who's ever fallen in love with someone your mind made up in a dream. 
The best fictional characters are the ones your subconscious mind custom-tailors for you.
I don't know what it says about me that mine are never human…






Content Warning


A NOTE FOR SENSITIVE READERS
This book is intended for mature readers. It contains content which may be upsetting to some. 
Content warnings are listed on the following page. If you don't want any spoilers, skip past it. 
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Content Warning List


This story contains the following (spoilers ahead): 
Explicit Sexual Content, Graphic Violence, Kidnapping/Held Captive, Physical Harm Inflicted Upon The Main Character,
Graphic Blood Depictions, References To Suicide (In The Past, No Main Characters), References To Terminal Illness (In The Past, No Main Characters),
Cliffhanger





Chapter 1


You belong to me now . 
The vampire’s words echoed in my mind as all other sounds faded away. The world around me began to spin, and I prayed I wouldn’t pass out. His dark eyes held mine, and I was trapped, unable to look away. Finally, he turned away from me to address another and I quickly looked back to Adam. He lay unmoving on the floor, surrounded by the guards who'd beaten him. Please be alive! I stared at him, willing him to open his eyes. 
Two guards approached me and I became aware that the other vampire was looking at me again. Julian. My new master. 
“What’s happening?” I asked, stepping away from the guards. My eyes darted from the guards to Julian to Adam. One guard grabbed my arm roughly.
“Don’t touch me!” I shrieked, yanking free of him. 
I scrambled backwards, frantically looking for an escape route. I saw the guard reach for the electric baton hanging at his side and my eyes widened. God no. He smiled at my obvious fear as he pulled the baton free. I blinked, and Julian was there, holding the man's heart in his fist. I watched in slow motion as the guard crumpled to the ground, his cruel smile still frozen on his lips. 
“Let this be a reminder," Julian said loudly, holding the bloody heart high for all to see. “You do not touch what is mine.” 
He opened his fist and let the heart fall. It hit the stone floor with a sickening splat. I watched as he pulled a pocket square from his suit jacket and casually wiped the blood from his hand. 
He nodded at the remaining guard by my side. “Take her to my room.” He looked at me then, as if daring me to resist, but I knew there would be no fighting this man. 
[image: image-placeholder]A short while later I stood alone in Julian’s room, too stunned by everything that had happened to acknowledge my luxurious surroundings. The guard that led me here hadn’t spoken at all and had never moved to touch me. I assumed that after witnessing his coworkers gruesome death he was as frightened as I was. Or maybe he was angry. Maybe the other guard was his friend, and he blamed me for his death? 
I shook my head. Why was I thinking about that? What did the guard’s feelings matter when Adam could be dead for all I knew! 
I sat down on the edge of the bed. Oh Adam. I sniffed, watching a red tear land on the back of my hand. 
The door swung open and I leapt to my feet as a middle-aged woman entered the room. She was a few inches shorter than me, with tanned skin and dark brown hair that was twisted up in a tight bun. She wore black slacks and a dark blue blouse that was buttoned all the way up. A small gold cross hung on a dainty chain around her neck. She stopped short when she saw me, her eyes widening.
“Goodness!” She exclaimed, looking me over from head to toe. “We’ve got to get you cleaned up!”
What? 
I watched as she closed the bedroom door and walked briskly across the room, disappearing through another doorway. 
“Come along then,” she called, from the other room. 
Confused, I followed her into what turned out to be a bathroom. The woman was turning on the water in the large glass shower as I entered the room.
“Well, come on.” She stepped back from the shower and waved a hand towards me. “Get undressed. We haven’t got all night.”
“I don’t understand what's happening,” I mumbled. 
“I’m Maria. Julian has sent me to prepare you for your journey.”
“What journey?” 
“Your journey home, to his estate.”
He was taking me to his house! I had to escape now! 
“Please!” I begged her. “You have to help me!”
She rolled her eyes. “You can save your pleas for Julian. I’m just here to get you cleaned up.”
“But-”
“But nothing. Have you seen yourself?” She motioned to the mirror over the double sinks. 
I glanced over and flinched at the sight of myself. My face was caked with dried blood from my tears, and the front of my shirt was torn, revealing half of my bra. 
“Now hop in,”  she said over her shoulder as she exited the room. “I’ll go find you some clean clothes.” 
It felt strange, doing something as ordinary as showering, after what I’d just endured. But I couldn’t bear the sight of my face covered in blood. I undressed quickly and jumped in the shower. I faced the door while I scrubbed at my skin, not wanting to be caught unawares. 
Maria still hadn’t returned when I turned off the shower, so I dried off quickly and grabbed a fluffy white robe off a hook by the door. I shoved my arms into it and cinched the tie tightly around my waist. I used my fingers to comb through my hair before heading back into the bedroom. 
The room was empty. I looked at the door and wondered if it was unlocked. Not that it mattered. I wasn’t about to wander around a house full of vampires wearing nothing but a bathrobe. If I was going to escape I’d have to be smart about it. 
I walked over to the large windows and looked out. I was on the second floor, overlooking a large circular driveway with endless manicured lawns stretching into the distance. A dozen guards stood in the driveway. 
“I hope you're not thinking about jumping.”  
I spun around at the sound of a voice behind me, and saw Julian standing at the foot of the bed. I took a step back, bumping against the window.
My heart hammered as he crossed the room towards me. He came to a stop directly in front of me, and I pressed myself back against the window until I feared the glass would break. I stared straight ahead, my eyes level with his chest, until he took my chin in his hand and lifted my face. Our eyes met, and I quickly looked away, not wanting to be caught in his hypnotic stare again. Instead, I focused on his mouth as he spoke.
“You have piqued my curiosity,” he said softly. “For two hundred years Adam has safely hidden himself away. He knew discovery would lead to his death, and yet he took that risk for you. Why? What’s so special about you?” 
I was too terrified to respond.
“Sa-rah” He drew my name out, rubbing his thumb across my lips as he spoke. 
Without thinking I bit him, hard. But he only laughed. I watched him raise his thumb to his lips and slowly lick the blood from it. He finally stepped away, and I let out a shaky breath. He crossed the room and sat down on a loveseat in front of the fireplace. 
“Join me,” he said, motioning to the chair across from him. 
I stared at him, his large frame sprawled so casually on that dainty little couch. It appeared almost comical, but I knew the danger that lurked there. 
He sighed loudly. “It’s been a long night and my patience wears thin.”
I pushed myself away from the window and slowly walked towards him, the hem of my robe brushing the tops of my feet. I nervously perched on the edge of the chair, and my robe parted as I sat down, exposing my bare legs. He looked at my legs and I quickly yanked the robe closed.
“I have questions,” he began, “and as I said, it’s been a long night, so I’ll get right to it. How did you wind up with Adam?”
I hesitated, unsure of how much to reveal. If I spoke the truth, would it help my case or hurt it? 
His eyes narrowed. “Speak the truth. Lies will only anger me.”
I looked down at my hands in my lap, nervously twisting the tie to my robe. “I met Adam a few nights ago. I’m not sure- how long I’ve been here.” I shook my head. “I was in the park, and I just killed a man.” I glanced at him to see his reaction but he simply watched me, waiting for me to continue. 
“So, yeah, I killed a guy,” I continued, “and a woman saw it and she wouldn’t stop screaming. Then Adam appeared out of nowhere and grabbed me and flew us out of there.” I glanced at him nervously, then back at my lap. 
“He took me to his house and told me about vampires and their rules and how I was in danger for being illegally turned. He said I could stay with him a while, and he’d teach me how to survive. I was frightened and alone, and he offered to help.” I looked at Julian then, desperate for him to believe me. “Adam offered to help me, a complete stranger, even though it put him at risk. He shouldn’t be punished for that! We have to help him!”
Julian stared at me. “You can’t truly be this naive.”
“I-” What? 
He rubbed a hand over his face and sighed heavily. “Adam is the one who changed you. His meeting you in the park was a farce.”
I shook my head. “That’s not true. Adam-”
“Adam is a liar,” he said, cutting me off. “And a murderer.”
“You’re lying,” I said angrily
“I never lie, Sarah. Know that about me.” His voice was sharp, causing me to hesitate. I was so caught up in my emotions over Adam, I’d momentarily forgotten to be afraid of this man, who had just ripped the beating heart out of someone. 
“I’m sorry,” I said quickly, looking down at my lap again. “But Adam-” 
Julian cut me off again. “When Adam was changed, he lost all of his humanity. It's something that happens to vampires over time, but with Adam it happened instantly. His thirst for blood controlled him completely. He killed without thought, not even trying to remain hidden from humans. When his master tried to stop him, he killed her with a brutality that shook the entire vampire world. He’s been in hiding ever since, so you can see why I’m shocked to find him playing house with you.”
“I don’t believe you,” I said, without looking up. 
“Look at me.” He snapped. I raised my head and our eyes met. “Adam took your life, without your consent. Then he left you to go through the transformation alone. Something that must have been terrifying for you. It’s his fault you killed that man, and it's his fault that you're here now.”
Julian stood, and I shrank back in my chair. For a moment he just stood there, looking down at me. Then he turned and walked out of the room, closing the door firmly behind him. 
I sat there, not knowing what to think. Why did everyone here think Adam changed me? Adam saved me. He loved me. Didn’t he? 
I pondered the question until fatigue overtook me. I tried to fight it, but my internal clock was telling me that sunrise was approaching. I moved to the bed and lay down on top of the covers. I fought to keep my eyes open, drifting in and out of sleep. At one point I opened my eyes and saw Julian standing beside the bed, looking down at me. But no, It must have been a dream. I let my eyes close once more. 




Chapter 2


I was shaken awake by Maria.  
“Wake up,” she said, releasing my shoulder when she saw my eyes open. “Julian will be here shortly, and he wants you dressed and ready.”
I sat up in bed and pushed my hair out of my face. 
She tugged on the blanket. “Come on now. Unless you want him to catch you dressing.” She shot me a suggestive look that had me leaping out of bed. 
“Hmph.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Your clothes are in the bathroom. I suggest you hurry. Julian is in a mood tonight…” 
She didn’t finish her thought, and I took it as a bad sign. I rushed into the bathroom and saw a sheer red slip hanging there for me. 
“I don’t think so!” I shouted. 
A second later Maria poked her head through the doorway. 
“Are you serious with this?” I asked, flicking the flimsy material with my hand.
“I’m afraid Julian insists.” She frowned, and I felt a flare of hope. Did she disagree with how Julian was treating me? Could I convince her to help me?
“Why would he want me to wear something like this?” I didn’t have to fake the fear in my voice, though I might have laid it on a little thick for her benefit. “I’m scared, Maria.”
Her face softened. “There’s no reason to be scared. Julian is better than most of this lot, believe me. The sooner we leave this place the better. And we’re not leaving until you get dressed.” She glanced at the slip then disappeared into the bedroom. 
“I refuse to wear this!” I shouted. She didn’t respond. With a huff I leaned against the sink counter and glared at the slip. No way in hell was I putting that on. Minutes passed, and I eventually sat down on the edge of the tub. Okay, so what was my plan? Was I going to hide in the bathroom all night? 
I heard the bedroom door slam, and I scrambled to my feet just as Julian stormed into the bathroom. His eyes met mine, and I swallowed at the fury I saw there.  
“I’m not-”
“Put on the damn dress.” He ground out. 
Despite my fear, I raised my chin. “No.”
He crossed the room in two steps, grabbed the shoulders of my robe and ripped it from my body. I gasped as the robe was torn in two and tossed to the floor. I fought the urge to cover myself. Julian glanced down at my body, then his eyes went back to mine. I watched as his pupils slowly dilated until his eyes were completely black. I felt my nipples harden and prayed he wouldn’t look down again. 
“Then you will wear nothing,” he said quietly. 
He turned and walked out of the bathroom. I listened for the sound of the bedroom door, to indicate he was leaving, but it never came. I looked at the red slip, because it definitely was a slip, not a dress, and goosebumps broke out all over my body. I briefly considered wrapping myself in a towel, but didn’t want to anger Julian further. Defeated, I put it on.  
It had spaghetti straps and came down to my knees. The fabric was blood red, and so sheer you could see every detail of my body beneath. I was given no undergarments. 
I took a deep breath to brace myself before going back into the bedroom. Julian was standing at the window with his back to me. I imagined rushing at him and shoving him through the glass, hopefully to his death, then I frowned at my stupidity. A second story fall wouldn’t kill a vampire, it would only make him mad. He turned to face me and I saw he was holding a black leather belt in one hand. 
His eyes roamed over me. “Perfect.” He walked towards me, and I wanted to retreat, but I forced myself to stand still. He came to a stop directly in front of me and lifted the belt. I jerked away, afraid he was about to strike me. 
“Hold still.” His voice was firm. I was shaking as he lifted the belt again, and that's when I realized it wasn't a belt at all. It was a thick leather collar, with a metal ring in the front. 
My eyes shot to his and his lips curled into a truly terrifying smile. I began to shake as he fastened the collar around my throat. I swallowed. It felt too tight. I reached up to grab it but he pushed my hands away. He attached a long slender leash to the ring and took a few steps back, holding the end of the leash in his fist. 
I was terrified. And furious. My breath was coming in harsh bursts, causing my chest to rise and fall dramatically. 
He tugged on the leash, causing me to stumble towards him. “Come, pet.”
I glared at him. “I hate you.” 
“Good.”




Chapter 3


Julian led me through the house like a dog on a leash. Barefoot, with every inch of my body on display. The few times we encountered someone they stepped aside and bowed their heads as we passed by.  
The house was enormous, and I was hopelessly lost, until we came to the staircase leading down to the dungeon where I had been kept before. 
“No!” I shouted, digging my feet into the stone floor. I grabbed the leash with both hands and pulled, but I might as well have been trying to move a mountain. 
“Stop,” he said harshly, yanking on the leash. My neck cracked as I stumbled forward, nearly colliding with him.
“Come.” He turned and started walking down the stairs. 
“Please,” I begged, stumbling down the steps behind him. “Don’t lock me in here again.”
He led me down the hall of steel doors. Two guards were stationed at the end, in front of a cell that was enclosed with thick metal bars, rather than a door. 
“Open the door and leave us,” Julian told them. One guard quickly unlocked the cell door, and they both disappeared down the hall, leaving me alone with Julian.
“Please don’t!” I struggled as he pulled me closer to the cell. 
“Sarah?” The voice was faint and raspy, but it was Adam’s. 
I rushed towards the opening, just getting a glimpse of Adam before Julian yanked on the leash, pulling me back. 
“Sarah!” Adam yelled. 
Julian casually strolled over to stand in front of the cell, taking me with him, and I could finally see Adam clearly. 
"Adam!" I cried out at the sight of him. He was leaning against the far wall of the cell, bound at the wrists and ankles by thick chains that were attached to the wall. His shirt was gone, and his torso was covered in  cuts, crusted with dried blood. 
“Adam!” I cried again, as hot tears rolled down my face. I pulled at the leash, stretching my arms towards him. 
His body was slumped as far as the chains would allow, and he squeezed his eyes shut for a moment before opening them again, as if he was having a hard time focusing. Then his expression cleared and his face hardened. I knew he was taking in my revealing dress and the collar around my neck. He pushed himself upright, still leaning heavily against the wall. 
He looked past me at Julian. “I’ll kill you for this.” 
Instead of responding Julian yanked on the leash, causing me to stumble backwards.
I yelped, more from shock than pain, and Adam tried to rush towards me. He pulled at his chains, causing the muscles in his arms and chest to flex, and fresh blood trickled from his wounds. 
“Let her go!” he snarled. 
Julian gave the leash another little tug. “Not until I’ve had my fun.” 
“Why aren’t you healing?” I cried, looking at the blood running down Adam’s chest.
His body slumped, and he leaned back against the wall again. His eyes met mine. “I’m alright.” 
“They’re starving him,” Julian said casually. “He can’t heal unless he feeds.”
I sobbed and tried to reach for him again, but Julian yanked the leash. Snarling, I spun around to scratch his eyes out. He moved so fast I didn’t even see it. He grabbed my face with one hand, gripping painfully. 
“Let her go!” Adam shouted.
Julian held my face close to his. “I’ll enjoy breaking this one.”
“You have me, Julian, let her go.” Adam’s voice broke as he spoke. “Please. I’ll do anything. Just let her go.”
Julian released my face, and I scrambled as far away as the leash would allow. He looked at Adam for a moment, as if considering his words. “Relinquish control to me, and perhaps I’ll be merciful.”
“Never!” Adam snarled, yanking on his chains again. 
“Relinquish control, or what was done to Valentina will be done to her.” 
Adam made a choking sound and bowed his head. For a few moments everyone was silent. The only sound was my heavy breathing. 
Then, Adam lifted his head and looked directly at Julian. “Promise you won’t hurt her and I’ll relinquish control.”
“I promise,” Julian agreed. 
What was happening? My eyes darted back and forth between them. Whatever they were talking about, Julian agreed too quickly for me to believe him. 
Adam’s eyes bore into Julian. “You never lie. Remember that.”
Julian nodded and stepped towards the cell. “Come,” he said, without looking at me. Not having any choice, I followed him into the cell. I had no idea what was happening, and I was terrified that he was about to kill Adam. 
My eyes darted around, looking for a weapon, but of course there were none. Fine, then I’ll jump on his back and tear his throat out. Just as I was preparing to leap, Julian looked over his shoulder at me.
“Come,” he said again. I stepped closer, and he grabbed my wrist tugging me to him. He released the leash and lifted his hands to remove my collar. 
“What are you going to do?” my voice wavered.  
“It’s okay Sarah,” Adam said. 
As soon as the collar was gone, I threw myself at Adam. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed myself against his chest. To my surprise Julian allowed it. Then I felt his body at my back, pressing me harder against Adam. I gasped in shock as my body was pinned between the two of them. 
“What are you-” I shrieked as Adam sank his fangs into the side of my neck. “Stop!” I tried to yank away, but Julian pressed me closer, holding my body still. Why was Adam doing this? And why was Julian helping? 
I tried to struggle, but feelings of pleasure quickly overrode my fear. 
“Stop.” The word came out as a sigh this time, and my eyelids fluttered shut. Involuntarily, my body relaxed, melting against Adam. Arousal began to curl low in my belly, and I hated myself for it. How could I feel this way when Adam was chained to the wall, beaten and bleeding, and Julian, whom I despised, was pressed against my backside? 
I tried again to tell Adam to stop, but the words would not come out. Instead, I rubbed myself against him. My dress was so thin it felt like there was nothing between us, and I loved it. I felt my legs give out, but the pressure of Julian’s body held me upright. I writhed and moaned as Adam’s lips pulled my blood from me. 
It seemed to go on forever, and I never wanted it to stop. I started to feel lightheaded, and the thought flitted through my mind that Adam was taking too much. Then I was lost to my pleasure once more. My ears began to ring, and I struggled to open my eyes. The world around me had faded into shadows. There was nothing, except the three of us. Three? Why were there three of us? That was strange, wasn’t it? 
I tried to focus, but my thoughts were fuzzy. My head fell back against Julian’s chest, but still Adam did not stop. Something inside of me knew he should. I looked up and saw Julian looking down at me. His eyes were black and his fangs were exposed. Was he going to drink too? Were they going to kill me? 
I watched Julian raise his wrist to his mouth and bite himself. No, that couldn’t be right. Was I hallucinating? I could smell the tang of his blood. It was sharp and spicy, and I wanted it. I struggled to focus as he brought his wrist to my mouth. I drank greedily, moaning at the taste of him. 
Strength was slowly returning to my body. Feeling returned to my legs, and I knew I could stand if I wanted. Instead, I chose to remain held up by Julian. I tried not to give that too much thought. I could feel Julian’s blood pumping through my veins, mixing with my own. 
Adam lifted his head, pulling his fangs from my neck, but I hardly noticed. I grabbed Julian’s wrist with both hands, clasping it against my mouth as I drank. I moaned loudly and rubbed my ass against him. He stiffened and stepped back, pulling his wrist away from me. I spun around, desperate for more. 
“No.” He stepped back, pressing his other hand to his bleeding wrist. “You’ve had enough.” 
I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. What just happened? My arousal was fading fast, and fear was replacing it. I felt cold now, and scared. I looked at Adam, still chained to the wall, his mouth smeared with my blood. Then I looked back at Julian, who looked smug and satisfied. Warning bells went off in my head. 
“Why did you do that?” I asked, not sure which of them I’m talking to. 
“You belong to me now,” Julian said. “Truly.”
“I don’t understand.” I looked at Adam and was astonished to see his wounds heal in real time.  
“Adam!” I cried, throwing myself at him. I hugged him and kissed his face. “You’re healing!” 
He didn’t kiss me back. “I’m sorry,” he murmured, bowing his head to rest against mine.  
“It's okay,” I assured him. “We’ll get out of this somehow, now that you're getting stronger.” 
He shook his head. “I’m sorry, Sarah. I’m so sorry.” 
I leaned back to look at him, and his expression filled me with dread. 
“Touching,” Julian said mockingly from behind me. “But it's time to go. Come, Sarah.”
I felt his words, like a whip against my skin. My body stiffened and my eyes widened. I whispered Adam’s name, even as my hands released him. I tried to stay with him, but my body moved as if someone else was controlling it, my feet carrying me towards Julian.

“Adam,” I whispered, terrified by what was happening to me. 
“I’m sorry!” he shouted. 
My body came to a stop in front of Julian. He raised a hand to touch me, letting his fingertips brush across my collarbone. I was trembling with fear. 
“You know, on second thought,” Julian said. “I think I’ll continue with my original plan. What was done to Valentina will be done to Sarah. After I've had my fun that is.” 
Adam roared and yanked against his chains. “I’ll kill you!” The concrete wall cracked where the chains were attached. “Julian! You promised! You never lie!” He yanked again and one chain came bursting free from the wall, showering the cell with bits of concrete. 
Fully healed by my blood, those chains were no match for him. Julian seemed to realize that, because he reached past me to slide the cell door closed, locking it. 
Adam’s shoulder’s sank when the door slammed shut. “You gave your word, Julian!” he panted, his chest heaving from exertion, and rage. 
“Yes.” Julian agreed. “And I never lie. I will not harm Sarah. I will use her beautiful body until I tire of it, then I’ll turn her over to the Strategoi.” 
Adam roared again and yanked his other hand free. “I’ll kill you!” He pulled at the chains on his ankles. 
Unperturbed, Julian brushed his hand across my shoulder, causing the strap of my dress to fall. The flimsy material sagged in the front, exposing one of my breasts. I gasped and tried to yank it back up, but Julian grabbed my wrist, stopping me. Adam raged against his chains, and tears welled in my eyes. 
“I hate you.” I hissed, choking on a sob.  
“I know.” He smiled cruelly before releasing me. I yanked my strap up and rushed to the cell. I reached between the bars, trying to get to Adam. 
He stopped fighting his chains, and his shoulders slumped in defeat. “I’m so sorry, Sarah.” 
Julian turned and walked away. “Come, Sarah.” 
I once again lost control of my body. I screamed Adam’s name as my body turned and walked away from him.
Adam screamed my name, until we exited the dungeon and Julian closed the door, cutting off his voice. He glanced at me briefly after shutting the door, then turned and walked back up to his room. I followed, like the slave I was. 




Chapter 4


When we got back to Julian's room Maria was there waiting.  
“Get her cleaned up,” Julian said to her. “We leave in thirty minutes.” He left, closing the door behind him. 
I stood there, staring at Maria, too overwrought to say anything. 
She gave me a sympathetic look. “Go wash your face. There are clean clothes in the bathroom.” 
Numbly, I walked to the bathroom. I glanced at myself in the mirror. Once again, I was covered in blood. My face from my tears, and my chin and neck from the feeding that took place in the dungeon. Whatever that was, it had somehow given Julian power over me. I prayed there was a way to reverse it. 
Once cleaned, I dressed in the clothes laid out for me. Black leggings, a silk camisole, and an oversized sweater. I slipped my feet into the black flats that were provided, still in too much shock to notice that everything fit perfectly. 
Maria was still waiting in the bedroom. I followed her downstairs, and this time we didn’t encounter anyone else. We exited the building, and I shivered when the night air touched my skin. After being locked in that house for so long, being outside felt wonderful. 
We started to descend a large stone staircase, and that's when I noticed the helicopter. Julian stood beside it, talking to another man. 
He was taking me away from Adam. My steps faltered, and his head snapped towards me. Even from this distance I could feel his dark eyes boring into me. I continued down the steps and followed Maria across the lawn. 
The helicopter ride was unpleasant, to say the least. Neither Julian nor Maria spoke as we flew. The sound was deafening, even with the protective headphones I wore. I tried to focus my senses, like Adam taught me, but I was too upset. 
We landed on a runway beside a private jet. 
In a matter of minutes I found myself back in the air, seated in a plush leather chair across from Julian. Maria had disappeared into a room at the back of the plane, leaving the two of us alone. Julian watched me silently, and I looked down at my lap, avoiding his gaze. 
“We’re flying to Madrid, in case you’re wondering.” He said, finally breaking the silence.
My eyes shot to his. “Why?”
“That’s where I live. Therefore, that’s where you live now.” 
“You want me to live with you?” I didn’t bother hiding my distaste. 
“It’s what's expected.”
By who?  “What did you do to me, earlier?”
“Adam relinquished his control over you to me.”
I shook my head. “I don’t understand. How did you make me follow you like that?” 
He sighed and looked at me in a way that suggested I should already know the answer. “A master can call their newborn to them. Adam had that power, since he created you, and now he has given it to me.” 
I frowned. “Adam didn’t have that power.” 
“Yes, he did. He didn’t use it because he didn’t want you to know he was the one who changed you.”
“I don’t believe you.”
He tilted his head as he looked at me. “I think you do.”
I looked away. Did I? Whatever went on in that cell, Adam had taken part willingly. I swallowed at the lump in my throat and curled my hands into fists, digging my nails into my palms. I would not cry in front of him. 
I took several deep breaths before I trusted myself to speak. “Who is Valentina, and what happened to her?”
A muscle in his jaw twitched. “Valentina is none of your concern. But you needn't be afraid, I have no intentions of harming you.”
“Then why did you say those things to Adam?”
“Because I wanted his last hours to be filled with sorrow and fear for you.”
His last hours? “What’s going to happen to him?”
“He’s going to be executed. Tonight, probably.” 
I screamed and flew at him, but he caught me easily. He pushed me back into my seat, looming over me. 
“Do not test me," he snarled, his face inches from mine. “I have no intentions of hurting you, but there are other ways to assert my control over you.” He lowered his face, and I turned away. He pressed his face to my neck and inhaled deeply. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for his bite. But it never came. I cautiously opened my eyes to see him back in his own chair, his completely black eyes the only sign that I hadn't imagined the whole thing. 
[image: image-placeholder]We arrived in Spain just before sunrise. We climbed into the back of a limo that had special windows to block out the sun, making it impossible for me to see outside. I wondered how the driver was surviving on the other side of the partition, but I didn't ask. 
When we arrived at Julian’s home, we exited the car into an underground parking garage. Julian told Maria to take me to my room and promptly walked away. 
I followed her through the house, which was even larger and more luxurious than the last place. We passed many windows, but all I could see through the glass was what looked like dark gray metal. 
“Steel shutters protect us during daylight hours,” Maria explained, noticing my stare. 
I followed her up a large curved staircase and down a long hall. We eventually came to a door which led to the most beautiful suit of rooms imaginable. 
“This is you,” She stepped aside, allowing me to enter the room. She followed me in, and I noticed she didn't bother closing the door behind her. 
I tried not to stare at the doorway as she told me about the room. Closet through here, bathroom through there. Yeah, yeah. Was my door going to remain unlocked? Could I possibly escape?
“And of course, the shutters will automatically open after sundown,” Maria said, motioning to the wall of windows on the far side of the room. “You have a lovely view from this room.” 
I nodded, as if I’d been paying attention all along. 
I planned on escaping as soon as she left, but my internal clock had other ideas. I barely made it to the bed before I passed out. How was Maria still so wide awake? I wondered, before slipping fully into sleep.





Chapter 5


A noise woke me, like the soft click of a door closing. My eyes shot open, but I was alone in the room. It had been the shutters opening. I rushed to the window and looked out. The moon was full, and the sky was littered with stars. I could see other parts of the building, as it seemed to be shaped like a horseshoe around an enormous manicured garden. The building itself was made of stone, and there was a tower at the far end. It looked like a castle.  Was I in a castle? 
I stepped back from the window and looked around the room. To say it was luxurious would be an understatement. I wandered through a door to my left and saw the bathroom, which was enormous. The tub looked like it could hold four people. A second door led to the closet, which was nearly the size of my apartment. It was completely empty. 
I went back into the bedroom, just as Maria was entering. A younger woman walked in behind her, carrying a tray which she set down on the table near the windows. 
“Good evening,” Maria said cheerfully. “I hope the room is to your liking.”
I nodded. “Sure.” 
“This is Helen.” She motioned to the other woman, who smiled nervously at me. “She’ll be your personal maid. She’ll assist you with your clothes, meals, and whatever else you might need.”
I looked at Helen. “Hey.”
She bobbed her head. “Hello miss.”
I looked at the tray, which held a wine decanter and a crystal glass. But I knew it wasn’t wine. 
“I’m sure you’re hungry.” Maria nodded at Helen, who filled the glass and offered it to me. I took it and forced myself to drink slowly. 
Maria watched me with a thoughtful expression." Julian is busy, but he instructed me to show you around. Or you can explore on your own, if you prefer. It's quite safe. No one here will harm you.” 
I tried to hide the hope her words gave me. “Um, I’ll explore on my own, thanks.” This was my chance to escape! 

[image: image-placeholder]There was no way I was escaping. 
There were guards everywhere outside. None of them tried to stop me, they only nodded respectfully as I walked by. Giving up, I headed back inside. 
I wandered through the house, which as it turned out was an actual castle. A sprawling medieval structure from the outside, but elegant, modern luxury on the inside. I walked through countless rooms, encountering several servants along the way. They were all in uniform, looking like the maids and footmen from historical movies. Except they were vampires, of course. Some smiled in greeting, but most just bowed their heads. Which was very weird. Why was everyone bowing?
I passed through several living rooms. Most of them were formally decorated, but one looked more modern, with a large sectional sofa and a massive TV on the wall. I found an office, which I assumed was Julian’s, a library with floor-to-ceiling shelves containing more books than I could possibly count, and a music room, with a piano and a harp. I ran my fingers softly over the harp strings, longing for my violin, before continuing on. 
I discovered a long hall of paintings that looked old and priceless, and an actual ballroom, complete with crystal chandeliers. I finally headed back to my room to find piles of boxes scattered all over the place. Some looked like the kind of boxes you’d store a wedding dress in. I heard a noise coming from the closet so I popped my head in. Helen was there, hanging up clothes. 
“Oh hello, Miss,” she said, smiling cheerfully. 
“What is this?” I asked, stepping fully into the closet. The shelves that were empty last night were now nearly full. 
“Your new wardrobe.”
I frowned. “Where did it come from?” 
“Mostly Prada and Dior, I think, but-”
“No.” I held up a hand to stop her. “I meant, who bought all this?” 
Helen blinked. “Julian.”
“Why?” I narrowed my eyes at her and she looked down, nervously running her hands down the front of her uniform. I paused. Was she scared of me? “Never mind. Thank you for your help.”
She smiled, looking relieved. “It's my job, Miss.” She turned back to the pile of clothes in front of her. 
I went back out into the bedroom, making my way through the scattered boxes. I saw labels that read Chanel, Dior, Prada, and Versace. On the bed were several pink boxes tied with black ribbon. I slid the ribbon off one and lifted the lid. A pile of black lace was nestled in pink tissue paper. It was a bra and panty set, with a matching garter belt. 
“I hope it's to your liking,” Julian drawled from behind me.
I yelped and dropped the bra, spinning to face him. 
He was standing just inside the doorway, his hands in his pants pockets. He was wearing a black suit again, with a white shirt this time with the top three buttons undone. 
We stared at each. 
“Why did you buy all this?” I finally asked.
He glanced down at the boxes as he strolled further into the room. “You need clothes, Sarah. Unless you plan on wearing that every day?” He glanced at me, as I was still in my same clothes from the night before. Point taken.
“But why so much? And why so expensive?”
He sat down in one of the chairs in front of the window and leaned back casually. “Nothing is expensive to me. I could dress you in diamonds if I wanted to. Which reminds me…”
I clenched my fists at my sides. “You’re wrong, if you think this is going to win me over. I still hate you. I’ll hate you forever.”
He sighed and rubbed a hand over his face. “Forever is a long time. Believe me, I know.” He looked at me. “I’m not your enemy. I know you think I am, but I’m not. I did not discover you. I did not capture you. All I did was volunteer to take you. If I hadn’t, you would have been executed. Which, might I remind you, is what Adam wanted. When they told him you could be saved through metapherus archond, he asked that you be killed instead.” 
Julian tilted his head. “Is that what you’d have wanted? Would death be preferable to this?” He gestured to the boxes on the floor.
“Death would be better than being owned by you.” I snapped. Would it really? I put my hands on my hips. “So what now? Now that you own me, what do you intend to do with me?”
“Nothing.”
I blinked. I hadn’t been expecting that. 
“In the eyes of the vampire community, you are my property,” he said. “Which means you will reside here with me. It also means you are under my protection, which is no small thing. No one can touch you now.”
“No one except you.”
“Correct.” He stood and walked towards me. “I can, but I won't.” He came to a stop in front of me, and I had to tip my head back to look at him. He did that a lot, like he was trying to intimidate me with his size. 
“Not until you ask me to,” he said softly. 
“I’ll never ask you to!” 
His lips slowly curved into a smile. “We’ll see.”




Chapter 6


The next few nights passed without incident. Julian had disappeared, busy with “business matters,” according to Maria. Another load of boxes arrived. It was shoes this time, everything from Nikes to Jimmy Choos. Twenty-two pairs in all.  
I eventually got up the courage to question the servants. They all adored Julian, much to my annoyance, and absolutely refused to talk about Valentina. Whenever I asked about her, they clammed right up. One night I was in the music room, missing my violin, when Maria walked in. She knew I’d been questioning the servants about Valentina and wasn’t pleased.
“I warn you, not to bring up the subject again,” she said, her tone firm.
“I feel like I have the right to know,” I told her. “Since Julian said what was done to her will be done to me.”
Maria’s eyes widened, and she put a hand to her throat. “You must be mistaken. Julian would never-”
“He said it right in front of me,” I said, interrupting her. 
She seemed flustered by this news. “No one here will talk about Valentina. If you want to know, you’ll have to ask Julian.” 
“And when am I supposed to do that? He’s never here!” 
“He’ll be back tomorrow night. That’s what I came to tell you. We’re hosting a ball.”
I frowned. “A ball.”
“Yes.”
“An actual ball.” 
“Balls are very common in our world,” Maria said. “Vampires are creatures of habit, and since most of us are centuries old…” She shrugged.
Okay then. I was going to a vampire ball.
[image: image-placeholder]I stood in my closet the following night, staring at my reflection in the full-length mirror. I could hardly believe it was me looking back. 
My gown was emerald green, which made my eyes pop. It was off the shoulder, with a sweetheart neckline that came to a low V in the front, exposing more of my chest that I was comfortable with. It was form fitted to the waist, with long flowing skirts made of silk so fine that they swirled and floated around me when I walked. 
Helen had styled my hair, piling it high on my head. I feared if I turned my head too fast it would come tumbling down, but she assured me it would stay put the entire evening. On my feet were gold Jimmy Choo stilettos, covered with sparkling crystals. 
I twirled slowly from side to side, mesmerized by the way my dress moved. For a moment I felt like Cinderella. Then I remembered it would be Julian escorting me, not a handsome prince. Not Adam. I stopped twirling. Adam was dead, and here I was playing dress up. I felt tears well, and I blinked furiously. 
The sound of someone clearing their throat snapped me out of my melancholy. I walked into the bedroom and Julian was there, wearing a black tux. He looked gorgeous, damn him. 
His eyes traveled over me. “You’re breathtaking.” 
I snorted. “I don’t understand why I even have to go to this thing.” 
He nodded once. “I know, I apologize.”
Why was he agreeing with me? It was so much easier to stay mad at him when he showed his true horrible self. 
“This ball was planned long before you came into the picture,” he explained. “Everyone is curious about you, and our situation. If I canceled now, it would raise suspicion.”
“About what?” I asked, genuinely confused. 
“About you. Everyone would assume I was hiding you away for some reason. Or that I’d killed you.”
My eyes widened. “Why would they assume that?”
He shrugged. “Vampires are suspicious creatures, and they love to gossip. The best thing we can do tonight is present ourselves as an amicable couple.”
I narrowed my eyes. “But we’re not a couple.” 
“No.” 
He stepped closer, and I noticed that thanks to my five-inch heels he was only a couple inches taller than me now. Ha! No more intimidating me with your height! I decided right then to wear high heels more often. 
He lifted his hand and ran his fingertips over my collarbone, then lower, brushing the swell of my chest. I held my breath, hating that his touch felt good. He pulled a sparkling necklace from his pants pocket and fastened around my neck. It felt heavy, and I raised a hand to touch it. 
He stepped back and offered me his arm. “Shall we?”
The moment we stepped into the hall I could hear the sounds of the party below. 
“Tonight will probably be overwhelming for you.” He spoke quietly as we walked. “But you have absolutely nothing to fear. We’ll mingle and dance, just like at a human party.”
I hadn’t been to many human parties, but I knew this would be nothing like them. 
When we reached the top of the stairs, I saw a crowd of vampires standing around at the bottom. They all turned as one to watch us come down. I gripped Julian’s arm tightly, deciding he was the lesser of two evils tonight. Better the vampire you know, right? 
The ballroom was like a scene from a movie. A string quartet was set up at the far end, and an entire wall of french doors stood open, allowing the night breeze in. It carried the scent of roses with it, and I inhaled deeply. 
There were hundreds of vampires present. The men all wore tuxes, but the women were dressed in a variety of styles. Some wore sleek modern dresses, others wore full ball gowns. I couldn’t help but stare at the jewels the women were wearing. I raised a hand to touch the necklace I wore, wishing I’d gotten a better look at it before Julian put it on me. 
The other vampires treated Julian like royalty, stepping aside and bowing as he passed. Some women actually curtsied. I gripped his arm, trying to appear calm, even though my heart was pounding. The people were beautiful, but that didn’t make me forget they weren’t actually people. They were monsters. 
A waiter passed by and Julian snagged two glasses off his tray, handing me one. Of course it was blood. I wondered where it all came from, enough blood to serve a crowd this size. I took the glass, trying not to think about it. I didn’t want to drink here, in front of everyone, and was grateful I’d had a glass in my bedroom before getting dressed. 
We stopped several times so Julian could talk to people. Everyone looked at me with curiosity, so I kept my eyes on my wine glass. Everyone wanted a chance to speak with Julian. They hung on his every word like a bunch of groupies. 
I stood at his side for what felt like hours, watching the dancers while he talked. Watching vampires dance was hypnotic. They moved with inhuman grace, seeming to float on the air as they spun around the room. It made me wonder how Adam and I had appeared to the humans in the club the night we went dancing. 
The thought of Adam brought me back to reality like a slap to the face. Adam, my love, had been executed less than a week ago and here I was at a ball. My chest began to feel tight, and my breathing quickened. Julian glanced at me. 
“Excuse me gentlemen,” he said, still looking at me. “I think my companion would like to dance.” He took me by the hand, and the three vampires he’d been talking to bowed as we walked away. Julian led me to the floor, and the other dancers fell back, leaving a large space cleared for us in the center of the room. 
“I don’t know how to dance this way.” I whispered, knowing that everyone in the room could still probably hear me. 
The corner of his mouth curled up as he took me in his arms. “It's easier than it looks.”  
He swung me in a circle, causing my dress to swish around us like a cloud of silk. I gasped and gripped him tighter. He moved us around the room, guiding me with ease. I was astounded at how easily it came to me. Did becoming a vampire somehow come with the ability to waltz? 
“Are you alright?” he asked, looking down at my face. “You seemed upset before.” 
I wasn’t about to discuss Adam with him, so I lied. “It's a lot to take in. Remember, two weeks ago I was human, living in my crappy little apartment.” 
He nodded. “This must be difficult for you. I’m sorry, I should have been more sensitive.” I stared at him, surprised by his kindness. “So much time has passed since I was changed, I’ve all but forgotten what it was like.”
Then I was swept away once more. We were in a sea of silk, dresses in every color swirling around us. Jewels sparkled under the chandeliers. And despite myself, I began to have fun. 
Julian spun me faster and faster, smiling at me in such a devilish way that I actually laughed. 
He pulled me closer. “I love the sound of your laugh.”
“Oh, really?” I arched an eyebrow at him.
“Really.” His tone changed, and I feared we were heading into dangerous territory, so I attempted to change the subject. 
“Where have you been all week? It's like you’ve been avoiding me.”
“I have been.”
I frowned. “You’ve been avoiding me? Why?”
“Because I want you, and I know you don’t feel the same.”
My steps faltered, and I quickly glanced away. 
“When I’m with you, I feel-” he paused, as if searching for the right word. “Feral. Like I might lose control.” 
Oh. Damn. 
His eyes fell to my mouth. “It seemed like a good idea to stay away.”
My heart was pounding, and I told myself it was from fear. Liar. I laughed nervously. “You find me so desirable you had to stay away? I doubt that.” Was I trying to provoke him? Shut up Sarah! 
“I told you, I never lie.” 
When the song ended Julian led me off the floor. We headed towards the exit, and I feared he was taking me somewhere to act on his desires. Just as we made it to the doorway, Maria stepped out of the crowd.
“That dress is amazing,” she said, smiling at me. 
Julian stopped walking. “Maria, please escort Sarah to her room.” 
Her smile froze, and her eyes moved back and forth between us. “Of course.” 
Julian looked at me for a moment, then turned and walked back into the crowd. 
“Well.” Maria huffed. “Come on.”
I followed her out of the ballroom, totally confused.
“Did you have a good time?” She asked, looking over her shoulder at me. 
I caught up to her, so we were walking side by side. “Yeah, I guess.” I glanced at her. “You look incredible, by the way.”  
She was wearing a black sparkly dress that hugged her body, revealing curves I’d never noticed before. Her hair was loose, hanging in dark waves halfway down her back. Her eyes were heavily lined, and her lips were painted red. She looked ten years younger, and sexy as hell.
She laughed softly. “Thanks.”
We walked the rest of the way in silence. She left me at my door and headed back downstairs. I locked my door after she left, even though I knew it wouldn’t stop any of the vampires that were downstairs from entering if they wanted to. I just had to hope that Julian was telling the truth when he said no one would harm me. 
I undressed, washed my face, and took my hair down. Helen had been right, it had remained beautifully in place the entire evening. I put on some pajama shorts and a camisole top before climbing into bed. I lay there a while, staring up at the ceiling, before getting back up. I was way too wound up to sleep. I sat in one of the chairs in front of the windows and stared out into the night. 
I replayed the evening in my mind, feeling confused. Being surrounded by that many vampires had been frightening, but they treated me respectfully. I wondered how they would treat me if Julian wasn’t at my side. 
The dancing had been dreamlike, and wonderful. I’d actually enjoyed myself. Then Julian told me he wanted me. And that was bad. Wasn’t it? I pressed my hands to my face, hating the direction my thoughts were heading in. How could his words excite me? I flung myself out of my chair and started pacing. 
I loved Adam. It had to be some kind of vampire thing that had me wanting Julian all the sudden. I stopped pacing as it dawned on me. I drank Julian’s blood. That’s what was causing these feelings. Or maybe he was using his mind control powers to make me feel this way. Was that even possible? Until now, he’d only used his power to call me to him. That's all he said he could do. But what if he lied? I shook my head. He never lies. Okay, what if he left that part out? 
I flung myself onto the bed and buried my face in my pillow. I pictured Adam’s face and remembered sitting on the porch steps with him at night. I thought about the night at the pond, and when we went dancing. 
I rolled onto my back and looked up at the ceiling. I fell in love with Adam after just two nights, but it was real, wasn’t it? Or did I have those feelings because Adam was the one who changed me? Was he the one? I didn’t want to believe it, but after what happened in his cell, I could no longer deny it. Adam changed me. He attacked me in my apartment, and left me to deal with the change alone. I killed a man because of him. I was now the property of another vampire because of him. I’d never see Allie again because of him. 
I punched the mattress with my fists and jumped up from the bed. I grabbed a pillow and ripped it half, sending feathers flying everywhere. But it wasn’t enough. Rage was boiling up inside of me, and I had to let it out. With a scream, I grabbed a chair and smashed it against the wall, breaking it to pieces. God, that felt good. I grabbed the other chair and smashed it, then I picked up the table and threw it across the room. It hit the wall, cracking the plaster. 
I continued to demolish my room, destroying everything in sight. I shredded the green dress, littering the floor with torn silk. Then I picked up the loveseat and threw it out the damn window. I heard shouts from below and looked out to see several guards looking up at me. Two disappeared, and I assumed they were going to tell Julian. Good. I needed to release some rage at him. I leaned back against the wall and waited, but he never came. 
Eventually my rage wore off, and all that was left was exhaustion. I made my way over to the bed, stepping carefully over pieces of broken furniture. I lay down on the bare mattress, having shredded all the bedding, and curled myself into a ball. A moment later the steel shutters closed over the windows. I closed my eyes and soon fell asleep. 




Chapter 7


I woke to the sound of Julian's voice. I opened my eyes, but he wasn’t there. I sat up on the bed and pushed my hair out of my eyes. I glanced at the windows and saw that the steel shutters were still in place.  It was daytime. I could have sworn-
"Come Sarah."
I stiffened at the sound of his voice in my head. Damn him! My body slid off the bed and walked towards the door. I tried to force my body to stop. I almost screamed, but didn’t want to draw the attention of any other vampires. As I headed downstairs, I was acutely aware that I was barefoot in my pajamas. 
"Come to me." I heard his voice again and felt myself being pulled towards him. Why was he doing this? Was he angry because I trashed my room? Of course those guards had told on me. 
I walked further through the house. The lights were all off, and with the shutters closed it was pitch black. But I could see clearly. I was in a long hallway, with a closed door at the end. I knew he was there, waiting. 
"Come".
I neared a door, and my hand lifted to the knob. My heart was pounding so hard, he could probably hear it through the door. As if in slow motion, my hand turned the knob and pushed the door open, and nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. 
The room was draped in jewel colored silk, swaths of it hanging from the ceiling and walls. Small couches were scattered around the room, and the floor was covered with large cushions. It was like stepping into a sheikh's harem tent. The room was full of vampires, all naked, caught up in the throes of passion. In the center of it all stood Julian. He was naked, with a gorgeous woman bent over a chair in front of him. My eyes widened, and I took a step backwards.
"Stay."
His lips never moved, but I heard his command clearly. I was frozen to the spot, unable to tear my eyes from his. His eyes were completely black, and his fangs were visible through his parted lips. He held my gaze as he continued to fuck the woman. The sound of her moans filled my ears, and my nipples hardened. Unable to look away, I watched his body move behind hers, his muscles flexing with every thrust. My breathing quickened, and I felt heat curl low in my stomach. 
I squeezed my thighs together, and without thinking spoke aloud. “Let me go.” 
At the sound of my voice, every head in the room whipped towards me. Shit. That was a mistake. 
My eyes flew back to Julian’s. He moved faster, his fingers digging into the woman's hips as he pounded into her. I was breathing harder, practically gasping, as if I were the one getting fucked. I began to wish I was. I wanted to tear him off that woman. I wanted to take her place. 
Julian’s body tensed, and he groaned my name. Aloud, not in my head. Then he released me. 
I turned and ran from the room. I ran all the way back to my bedroom and slammed the door shut behind me. What the fuck just happened! I leaned back against the door, listening to see if Julian had followed me. After a few minutes I knew he hadn’t. I told myself it wasn’t disappointment I felt. I eventually went to bed, and though I’d never in my life wanted to masturbate so badly, I refused to.
When I finally fell asleep, I dreamed I was back in that crowded room, and Julian had me bent over the chair. He fucked me until I came, and suddenly the other vampires disappeared and it was just the two of us. We were laying on the floor, and he was on top of me. We made love slowly, never breaking eye contact. I love you. 

[image: image-placeholder]My eyes shot open, and I flew upright in bed. I was breathing hard and my chest was heaving. Who had spoken in my dream? I remember the words, I love you, but did Julian say it, or was it me? I took a deep shuddering breath and tried to calm down. It shouldn’t matter who said it. It was a dream. It didn’t mean anything. But I couldn’t get the words out of my mind. 
I got up and showered and got dressed. By the time I was done, the shutters had opened for the night. There was a soft knock at my door, and Helen walked in carrying a tray for me. She stopped, her mouth dropping open as she saw the destroyed room. 
“Uh, yeah, sorry about all this,” I said. “Don’t worry, I’ll clean it up.”  
She just stood there, continuing to stare at the room, so I walked over and took the tray from her. “Thanks for breakfast, I’ll take it from here.” 
She gave me a bewildered look, then left, closing the door behind her. I sat the tray on the floor and picked up the glass of blood. I sat on the edge of the bed while I drank, waiting to see who’d arrive next. Helen was going to tell someone. Plus the guards had seen me throw the couch out the window. I’d expected Julian to come up and scold me right after that, but now I knew why he didn't. He'd been busy with other things. 
I finished drinking and sat there holding the empty glass. A short while later the door swung open and Julian walked in. He stopped, taking in the destruction, then looked at me. 
He blew out a breath. “I’m sorry,” he said, rubbing a hand over his jaw. 
I blinked.
“I should have never called you last night,” He continued, stepping into the room. “I wasn’t in my right mind-”
I snorted. “No kidding.”
“I was high, Sarah. I drank nectar. It's a vampire drug, the only drug that affects us. I was out of my mind. I don’t know why I called you. I don’t know why I even drank it to begin with. But that’s no excuse. I was way out of line, and I’m sorry.”
I stared at him, stunned that he was actually apologizing. 
He looked around the room. “I can see it upset you.” 
“Actually, this all happened before that.”
He jerked his head back towards me. “What happened?”
“I lost my temper, but not with you.”
His face hardened. “Who upset you?” His voice was dangerously low. 
“No one!” I rushed to say. “I was just thinking about stuff and got upset.”
He seemed to relax a little. “Can I ask what you were thinking about?”
I looked down at the empty glass I still held. I didn’t want to tell him I’d been thinking about Adam.
He let out a breath. “Can we start over?”
I looked up at him.
“Our time together has been-” He paused. “I know I haven’t made the best impression. My behavior last night has only made things worse.”
“I am pissed about that.” I told him.
“You should be. But do you think we could start fresh? We’re going to be stuck together for some time, we might as well try to get along.”
I nodded. “Okay.” 
He smiled, looking relieved, and sat on the edge of the bed next to me. “You know, you have a calmness and a level of restraint that is very unusual for a newborn. If it weren’t for your scent, I’d have guessed you to be centuries old.” 
His words were so similar to what Adam once told me, that I felt sad again.
“What is it?” He asked, seeing my expression. 
“Is Adam dead?” I asked, fearing his answer.
His expression went blank. “Yes.”
“Did you kill him?”
His jaw clenched. “No. But I wish I had.”
“How can you say that to me!” I cried, jumping up from the bed. 
He stood, his face hardening with anger. “You have no idea what kind of monster he was.” 
I threw my empty glass to the floor. “He wasn’t a monster!” 
“Do you forget he’s the one that changed you? The pain you felt that night was your body dying. He left you to face death alone, and still you defend him?”
“I love him!” I shouted.
Julian’s hand shot out and grabbed my chin, his fingers digging into me painfully. He leaned over me, bringing his face close to mine. “If you ever say his name again, I’ll cut out your tongue.” 
He released me with a shove, and I stumbled backwards before catching myself. He glared at me for a moment, before walking out of the room. He didn’t close the door behind him, and I stood there, stunned, staring at the doorway. 
What just happened? Why was I defending Adam, when just last night I was so angry at him I trashed my room? Did I just say it to taunt Julian? After what he did to me last night, he deserved it! And one minute he’s telling me he wants to start over and become friends, then he’s threatening to cut my tongue out? What the actual fuck! 
I tried pacing, but my room was too cluttered with broken furniture. I clenched my fists in frustration. Julian is the monster, not Adam. I saw him rip a man’s heart out. And yet everyone seems to worship him? They probably treat him that way because they fear him! Well I don't, and I’ll prove it if he ever threatens me again! 
I screamed with frustration and kicked a piece of broken chair. It flew across the room and shattered the one remaining window. Fuck. 




Chapter 8


The next night Julian came to my room to apologize again. My room had been cleaned up and was now bare other than the bed, which I refused to sit on with him, so we stood in the middle of the room facing each other.  
I crossed my arms and waited for him to speak. 
“Adam is a sore subject for me.” He looked around the room as he spoke. “It would be best if you didn’t mention him around me. And since he’s dead now, there’s really no point in discussing him further.”
I screamed and flew at him as my tears began to fall. “I hate you!” I screamed, as I hit him over and over. 
For a moment he stood there, taking my fury. I raked my nails across his face, leaving trails of blood, and he grabbed my wrists and shook me hard. 
“Enough!” He shouted.
I screamed in his face. “I hate you!”
“I don’t believe you.” He yanked me against him and slammed his mouth against mine. I could taste his blood as he kissed me, and I struggled to break free. Still pressing his mouth to mine, he backed me up until I was pinned against the wall, then he shoved my head to the side and bit my neck. 
“Stop!” I gasped, as desire instantly flared. I knew it was a reaction to his bite, the same thing happened when Adam bit me in the dungeon. But I shouldn’t be feeling it with Julian. I wanted to keep struggling, but my body relaxed against his. He pressed his hips against me and I moaned, spreading my legs to let him get closer.  
He grabbed my ass with both hands, lifting me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. He pulled his fangs from my neck and kissed my mouth again. I kissed him back, tasting my blood, mixed with his. I moaned into his mouth as I grabbed him by the hair and held him close. 
He pulled his head back, breaking the kiss. I leaned forward, trying to reclaim his mouth, but he pulled away again. I whimpered with frustration as he slowly lowered me to the floor.
“What's wrong?” I asked, reaching for him again. 
He put his hands on my shoulders, gently holding me back. “You’re reacting to my venom. This isn’t really what you want.”
“It is.” I insisted, trying to kiss him.
“It's not.” 
He left after that, and when I finally regained my senses, I was disgusted with myself. Feeling the need to clear my head, I went outside to walk in the gardens.
The guards paid me no mind as I passed, as though I hadn’t nearly smashed them with a flying couch the night before. I wandered into the gardens until I found a private spot with a stone bench, where I sat down with a sigh. 
Being a vampire was hard. I had no control over my emotions. I was falling in and out of love in the blink of an eye. Or maybe it was never love. Maybe vampires couldn’t love. Maybe they just gave in to the desires that arose when they fed from each other. I wished there was someone I could ask about these things. I felt like a girl, going through puberty, without a mother to talk to. Who was going to teach me the birds and the bees, vampire style? 
I spent the rest of the night sitting in the garden, feeling sorry for myself. 
[image: image-placeholder]The following night when Helen arrived with my tray, she informed me I needed to get ready because Julian was taking me on a trip. She packed my bags while I showered and dressed, and a short while later I was heading downstairs to meet Julian. I found him talking to another vampire, who I’d seen around the house a few times. 
Julian smiled when he saw me, and the other guy walked away. 
“Hey.” I was feeling awkward after throwing myself at him the night before. “Where are we going?”
“To an island I own, about an hour from here.”
I stared at him. “You own an island?”
“Two, actually. One’s off the coast of Ireland.”
We went down into the parking garage, climbed into a limo, and headed for the airport. Before long we were in his jet, flying over the ocean. We didn’t speak for most of the flight, but I felt his eyes on me as I stared out the window. The sea sparkled in the moonlight, and it wasn't long before I saw an island in the distance. It was much larger than I’d imagined, and as we neared, I could see a long stretch of beach, and several buildings.
A jeep was waiting for us when we landed. Julian got behind the wheel and I climbed into the passenger seat. 
“Ready?” He flashed me a grin, and I nodded. His good mood had me flustered and confused. 
As we drove off the runway, the road headed into what looked like a tropical jungle. Palm trees swayed overhead, and lush vegetation lined the sides of the road. I looked out into the trees as we drove, keeping my face turned away from him. 
After a few minutes we pulled up in front of a large house made of dark reddish brown wood. A line of servants stood out front, in their neatly pressed uniforms. 
Julian turned off the engine before hopping out and coming around to open my door. “You’re going to love it here,” he said, taking my hand. 
He nodded to the servants as he led me up the stairs into the house. When we entered the building, I stopped in my tracks. It was stunning. The ceilings soared at least 20 feet high, and large leaf shaped ceiling fans lazily stirred the air. The wood floors gleamed, and the entire far wall was a water feature, with water cascading down into a bed of smooth polished stones.  
Julian turned to look at me. “Should I show you to your room, or would you like a tour?”
“A tour, definitely.” After seeing how stunning the entry was, I couldn’t wait to see the rest of the place. 
We spent the next couple of hours walking around the property. We started in the main house, with the stunning water feature, then Julian showed me several smaller guest villas. Stone pathways cut through the jungle, connecting all the buildings, and at the center of it all was an enormous infinity pool, overlooking the ocean. 
“How do you afford all this?” I asked, looking past the pool to the sea beyond. “Do you have a job? Or is this all from vampire investments?” Adam had told me that's how most vampires made their money. 
Julian laughed and sat down on a lounge chair. “I inherited a rather enormous fortune from my master, who was killed long ago.”
I sat on a chair next to him and twisted sideways to face him. 
He crossed his arms behind his head and leaned back in his chair. “But, yes, I have many investments and businesses that continue to grow my fortune.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “It seems like you have enough to retire at this point.”
He glanced at me. “I’m the head of a large family, responsible for nearly six hundred vampires.”
My mouth dropped open, and he chuckled. “Yeah, I know. It's a lot.” 
A lot? “You changed six hundred people into vampires?” 
“God no! But I’m the eldest of my siblings, therefore responsible for them and any vampires they create.” 
“Oh. How many siblings do you have?” 
“Ninety-one.” 
“Damn, that’s a lot. I only have one.”
He lowered his arms, and his expression turned thoughtful. “Would you like to talk about them?”
I looked away. “No.” I stared at the ocean, picturing Allie’s face, remembering her laugh, and I realized I did want to talk about her. Badly. 
“My sister’s name is Allie,” I said, without looking at him. “She’s two years younger than me, and…. perfect.” I laughed, sadly. “I don’t mean that in a snarky way. She really is perfect. She’s the warmest, kindest, person I’ve ever known. She always puts others before herself, and she’s so optimistic, no matter how bad things get. She’s funny, and beautiful-” I stopped, blinking at the tears in my eyes. “And now she’s all alone.”
“What about your parents?” he asked softly.  
I just shook my head, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. We sat quietly for a while, while I regained control of my emotions. 
“How old are you?” I asked after a while. 
“I am one thousand and ninety years old.”
I shot upright on my chair. “Are you serious!”
He laughed. “Yeah, I’m old.”
“Damn!” I leaned back in my chair again. “I can’t even wrap my mind around that.” I turned on my side to face him. “What’s it like? I mean, how does it feel? You’ve lived through so much of history. You’ve seen the world change. It must have been amazing.” Then I frowned, thinking of all the wars that took place over the last thousand years. “And scary. And sad.”
He stared at me. “I couldn’t have described it better myself. It has been amazing, and scary, and sad.”
The way he said it made me want to reach out and touch his hand. To comfort him somehow. Instead, I changed the subject. 
“So I guess you can fly, then?” 
The corner of his mouth curled up. “Yes. I can daywalk too.”
“You can go out in the sun?” Adam told me only the oldest, most powerful vampires could do that.
“I can.”
“How old do I have to get before I can daywalk?” Adam was over two hundred years old and he still couldn’t.
Julian shrugged. “It's different for everyone. It's not just about age, it also depends on how powerful the vampire who changed you was. My master was changed by one of the original eight, so it happened sooner for me than most.”
“What’s the original eight?”
“The first eight vampires, changed by our king.”
My eyes widened. “Um, I’m going to need a lot more information about that.” 
Julian chuckled. “Our king is the original vampire. No one knows how he was created, or even if he was created. Maybe he was never human. Maybe he’s a god.” He shrugged. “He is the most powerful of us all, by far. He has power over everyone, vampire and human alike. He can control our bodies, our thoughts, and our emotions. He can turn a vampire to dust, just by looking at them.”
I shuddered. “I hope I never have to meet him.”
“You don't need to worry about that. He never leaves his estate. It's been hundreds of years since anyone’s seen him.”
Thank god for that! “So the original eight, do I have to worry about them?”
“You already meet three, at your trial.”
I looked at him, confused, before it dawned on me. “The Strategoi.”
He nodded. “The original eight became the Strategoi. Since they were turned by our king, they are the most powerful in the world. Two have since died, and their positions were given to the next in line.”
“So you were created by a vampire, who was created by one of the original eight, which means the vampire king is your… great-grandfather?”  
He laughed. “Yeah, I guess. I certainly wouldn’t address him as such.”
“Is that why everyone bows to you, and acts like you're something special?” 
He arched an eyebrow. “You don’t think I’m special?”
I rolled my eyes. 
“Yes.” He said. “They show respect because I’m next in line should one of the Strategoi die.”
Damn. 
We talked all night, out by the pool. I wanted to know absolutely everything about the world of vampires, and he answered every question I had. When it was time for bed, he walked me to my room and left me at the door. As I lay there, waiting to fall asleep, I couldn't stop thinking about the fact that the ninth most powerful vampire in the world was sleeping down the hall from me. It had been such a pleasant night. Maybe we actually could be friends. 




Chapter 9


I dreamed of Julian that night. Of his dark eyes and his sexy mouth. I was lying on the bed and he was kneeling over me. His fingers were inside of me, teasing me, torturing me. I arched my hips off the bed, shouting his name as I came apart.  
A loud bang woke me, and I shot up in bed. My bedroom door was still shaking from being flung against the wall, and Julian stood in the doorway, his fangs descended.
I shrieked and scuttled back against the headboard.
Julian’s eyes swept the room before landing on me.
“You screamed.” He stepped into the room and started walking towards the bed. His fingers were curled, and I saw claws at their tips.
“No.” I shook my head quickly. 
He stopped walking and inhaled deeply. His lips parted. He knew.
“You screamed my name.” He said softly, coming to stand beside the bed.
“I had a nightmare,” I lied. “I was scared.”
He inhaled again, and a wicked smile spread across his face. “You don’t smell scared.” 
I squeezed my thighs together, and his eyes fell to my lap. He grabbed the edge of the sheet and slowly pulled it off of me. He stood there, looking down at my body, and his chest began to rise and fall more rapidly. I felt my own breath quicken in response. I shifted on the bed, fighting the urge to spread my legs for him.
His hands fisted at his sides. “Tell me to stay,” he said, his voice rough. 
My heart was pounding. I wanted him to stay. “Leave.” 
For a moment I thought he’d refuse. He stared at me, the muscle in his jaw ticking. Then he turned to go.
“Stay.” My voice was barely a whisper, but he heard it. His body tensed and he slowly turned back around. I knew then I was in trouble.
In one smooth motion he grabbed my hips and pulled me away from the headboard so that I was laying across the bed. He climbed up over me, bracing his hands on either side of my head. He lowered his head and pressed his mouth to mine, parting my lips with his tongue. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down against me, needing to feel his body. I arched against him, and he cupped my breast with his hand, rubbing his thumb over my hard nipple. 
He broke our kiss and sat back long enough to pull my camisole over my head. Then he lowered his mouth to my breast, taking my nipple in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it, and I moaned, grabbing his head to hold him close. He pulled back, and I whimpered in protest, but he was only moving to my other breast. He nipped at my nipple with his teeth and I cried out. I felt dizzy with lust.
“I want you now,” I panted, reaching for his shorts. 
“Mmmm,” he growled against my nipple. “So impatient.” He sat up once more to pull my underwear off, and I took advantage of his upright position to yank his shorts down. My eyes widened at the sight of his erection, then flew to his. His lips slowly curved into a sinful smile. He knew what he was packing. 
He tossed my underwear over his shoulder and leaned back down, pushing me back against the mattress once more. He kissed me again and began to move against me, sliding his length against my wetness. And god I was wet. I bent my knees, lifting them, wanting him inside of me. 
I could feel his lips move against mine, and I knew he was smiling. 
“Not yet,” he murmured against my mouth. 
He kissed his way down my neck, and I turned my head to the side, hoping he would bite me. 
He growled again. “So tempting.”He moved lower, teasing my nipples for a moment before continuing down my body. 
Fuck yes. I closed my eyes, ready for what I knew was coming. He kissed his way down my stomach, stopping to lick my navel. 
“Julian.” I breathed, wanting more. 
“I love hearing my name on your lips,” he whispered against my skin. “I want you to say it when I make you come.” He lowered his head further and wrapped his powerful hands around my thighs. He inhaled deeply and when he exhaled I could feel his breath on my clit. Then I felt his tongue. 
I moaned loudly at his first touch. I was so aroused I felt like I was already about to come. He ran his tongue down my center, then back up, circling my clit. 
“Fuck.” I breathed, grabbing his head, holding him where I wanted him. 
He dipped lower and pushed his tongue inside of me, groaning as he did, causing my pussy to vibrate.
I gasped and arched off the bed. He gripped my thighs tighter, holding me in place, and swirled his tongue around my clit. Small circles that drove me insane. 
“Don’t stop!” I gasped. I was breathing so hard I could barely speak. He lifted his head, and I cried out in protest. 
“I want to be inside of you when I make you come for the first time.” He moved up, positioning himself, and looked into my eyes as he slowly slid into me. 
“Fuuuuck.” I moaned, feeling him stretch me. 
His lips curved into a sinful smile. He knew what he was doing to me. He moved slowly, sliding almost all the way out before pushing back in, making me gasp with every thrust. It was a lot to take, but I wanted more.
“Faster,” I breathed, digging my finger into his hips. “Faster.”
He obeyed, quickening his pace until I could take no more. 
I screamed his name when I came, my body tightening around his cock. I felt his teeth pierce my neck, and I cried out again. Stars exploded behind my eyelids as my senses spun out of control. I could hear my blood rushing through his veins. Everywhere our bodies touched, my nerve endings were vibrating with pleasure, and my pussy continued to clench around him from an orgasm that seemed to have no end. Just when I thought I could take no more he stiffened and moaned against my neck. 
He retracted his fangs and licked the wounds on my neck. I lay beneath him, panting, feeling dazed. He kissed my mouth and I could taste my blood. Slowly he slid out of me, his movement making me quiver again. 
I looked up at him, not knowing what to say. What was there I possibly could say? 
He looked into my eyes, his expression serious. “You belong to me.” 
“Yes.” In that moment I did belong to him. And he belonged to me. 




Chapter 10


When I woke up, he was gone. I stared at the ceiling wondering how I would face him again. How was I supposed to act now? Were we a couple? Had I really moved on from Adam that fast? Then again, what was there to move on from? I’d only known Adam a few days, and he’d lied to me the entire time. 
I threw off the blankets and got out of bed, but my troubled thoughts followed me as I went into the bathroom to take a shower. Afterwards, I put on some shorts and a tank top, and went in search of Julian. 
I found him in the kitchen, placing a bottle of blood and two glasses on a serving tray. He was barefoot, wearing loose black shorts and no shirt. My mouth watered at the sight of him. 
He smiled when he saw me. “I was just coming back.”
I tore my eyes away from his bare chest and continued into the room. 
“About what happened.” I said, looking anywhere but at him. “It didn't mean anything, right? It was just sex.” I glanced at him, but his expression was unreadable. “I mean, I was all worked up from my dream. I think we both know it wasn’t a nightmare.” I looked at him expectantly, but he remained silent. “It's just that I just met you and we don’t really know each other, and everything is changing so fast, and I don’t know what I’m feeling, and I’m super confused about you, and about Adam, and why aren’t you saying anything?”
“I think you’ve said it all,” he said quietly. He poured blood into the two glasses before walking over and handing one to me. I took it, and he continued past me out of the room. 
I stood there like an idiot, not knowing if I should follow. Was he angry? Did I hurt his feelings? I shook my head and downed the blood, feeling more confused than ever. I put my glass down and went after him. I searched all over the house, and out by the pool before finally asking one of the servants where he was. They told me he was probably at the beach, so that's where I went. 
I walked down onto the beach, but he wasn’t there. I saw something dark in the sand and walked over to it. As soon as I picked it up, I realized it was Julian’s shorts. My eyes darted around and there he was, coming up from below the surface, about thirty feet offshore. 
He saw me right away, and lifted his hands to push his wet hair back from his face as he walked towards the shore. The water became more shallow as he approached, exposing more and more of him, until it became apparent that he wasn't wearing a swimsuit. Because I was holding his shorts. I looked away as he approached, staring off into the distance until I felt him tug his shorts out of my hand. 
“Sarah.”
I shot him a quick glance and saw that he’d put his shorts on. 
“I want to talk.” I blurted, before he could say anything. 
“Me too.” 
“You do?”
He nodded. “I answered all of your questions last night. Now it's your turn to answer some of mine.”
I’d intended to talk about what happened between us, but okay. “Fire away,” I said, sitting down in the sand. 
He sat down next to me and leaned back on his elbows, stretching his long legs out in front of him. “I want to know about your life, before you were changed. I want to know about your family, and Allie.”
So I told him. I skimmed over the sad parts about my parents, choosing instead to regale him with funny stories about Allie and I as kids. I told him about my violin, and how much my music had meant to me. How sometimes when I played, I felt like my mother was with me. 
I grew quiet after that, and he moved closer and wrapped an arm around me. I rested my head against his shoulder, grateful for the comfort he provided. We stayed that way for hours, silently watching the ocean. Just before dawn we walked back to the house. We didn’t speak or touch on the way back, but it felt nice just being next to him. 
He walked me to my bedroom door and said goodnight. Just as he was turning to leave I blurted out, “Tell me about Valentina.”
He stiffened, but didn’t turn back around. 
“Who was she? What happened to her?”
“She’s not your concern.” He said, his back still to me. “Do not ask again.” 
I watched him walk away, and wanted to scream with frustration. I’d just poured my heart out to him on the beach and he wouldn’t answer one stupid question! I went into my room and slammed my door behind me. I slammed it so hard the frame cracked and the door bounced back open and flew backwards into the wall. 
“Shit.” I mumbled, seeing the hole the doorknob left in the wall. I went over and tried to close the door, but it wouldn't latch due to the broken frame.
[image: image-placeholder]When I woke the next night, I didn't know what to expect. Was Julian going to be in a good mood when I saw him, or was he still pissed? Life with him was an emotional roller-coaster. 
I showered and dressed, choosing a white camisole and a flowy blue skirt that hit just below my knees. Deciding to forego shoes, I went in search of Julian. 
I found him in the living room, sitting on a dark leather couch, with a bunch of papers spread out on the coffee table in front of him. He was reading something, but he dropped the paper when I entered the room. 
“I-”
“I’m sorry,” he said, interrupting me. 
I paused, not sure what to say. 
He ran a hand over his jaw. “I feel like I’m always apologizing to you. You have every right to ask about Valentina. Please sit down.”
I perched on the edge of a leather armchair. Was he finally going to tell me about her? I was positively buzzing with anticipation. 
“Valentina was changed by her sister, who was one of the original eight. When I met her she’d been a vampire for one hundred and sixty years. We fell in love, and she changed me. For the longest time it was just us, and we were happy. There weren't many of us back then, a couple hundred maybe. As more vampires were created, a hierarchy fell into place, and not everyone was happy about it. A few vampires started changing humans like crazy, creating families so large and powerful that no one could control them. They were creating armies. Feeling threatened, Valentina decided to do the same. But It changed her.” 
He tipped his head back and looked up at the ceiling. “The world was a cruel place back then. She lost a little of her humanity with every vampire she created. But I still loved her.” He looked at me. “Until Adam killed her.”
I stared at him. I couldn’t be true. Adam would never kill someone. “Why?” I whispered. 
“Because he blamed her for his fiance's death.”
“Why? I don't understand.” My heart was thundering. 
“Valentina changed Adam, but he did not transition well. Vampires lose their humanity over time, but with Adam it happened instantly, all at once. He killed his fiance, and blamed Valentina for it, since she was the one who made him a vampire.”
My mind was buzzing. “I don’t believe you. He would have told me.”
Julian laughed harshly. “Because he was so honest with you about everything else?” 
Point taken.  
“He killed Valentina, in such a horrific way-” He closed his eyes, his expression pained.
Seeing him like that did something to me. I stood and walked around the coffee table to sit down beside him. I put my arms around him and laid my head against his chest. After a moment he wrapped his arms around me, hugging me back. He rested his head atop mine.
I wasn't about to apologize for what Adam had done. If Valentina hadn’t changed him, he wouldn’t have killed his fiance. Adam once told me he wasn’t given a choice when he was changed. If that was true, Valentina was one hundred percent to blame. But Julian had loved her, so I offered him comfort. 
I could feel Julian’s heartbeat against my cheek as I held him, and my own heart began to beat in tune with his. That always seemed to happen when we were close. 
After a while he lifted his head and I leaned back to look up at him. “I have a gift for you.”  
I leaned back further, releasing him. He had a gift for me? 
He slid to the edge of the couch and reached down to lift something off the floor. It was a violin case. My eyes widened when I saw it. He handed it to me and I ran my hand over the case before opening it. 
I gasped when I saw the instrument. It was a Palo Greiner violin. An instrument I had only ever dreamed of playing. 
“Where did you get this?” I ran my fingertips over the smooth wood, in awe of its beauty.  
He looked at me hopefully. “Do you like it?”
“I love it,” I breathed. “How did you get this so fast? I only told you I played violin last night.”
He smiled. “You can thank Maria for that. She’s a miracle worker.” 
I shook my head in disbelief.
He lifted a hand to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Would you play for me?” 
I nodded and carefully took the violin out of its case. My heart began to pound as I stood. I felt suddenly shy, and was confused by it. I’d never been shy or insecure when it came to my music. Why was I feeling that way now? 
“Any requests?” I half-joked, trying to shake my nerves. 
He just smiled and leaned back against the couch. 
I took a few steps away, fidgeting. God, what was wrong with me? I felt bare and exposed. I closed my eyes and imagined that I was alone. I drew the bow across the strings, and as soon as I heard those first notes, I was calm. The violin felt like it was made for me. Like it was part of me. The rest of the world faded away, until I was alone in with my music. When the song ended, I opened my eyes and looked at Julian. 
His eyes were focused on my face, his expression intense. “Play it again.”
I looked at him with confusion. “The same song?”
“Yes.”
I played it again. Then I played another song, and another. I played for hours, at Julian’s urging, until my internal clock told me that sunrise was approaching. 
I stopped mid-song and looked at him with wide eyes. I had played the entire night, and my hands weren’t sore or tired. 
“You’re incredible,” he said, standing. “The way you play- I was transported.”
My heart swelled with pride at his words. 
“I mean it Sarah. Talented musicians are a dime a dozen in our world. Vampires have centuries to master their craft. But you… Watching you play felt like magic.”
I didn’t know what to say. His words touched me. I felt so close to him at that moment, I was afraid if I spoke I’d say something I’d regret. 
I looked away. “I think it's almost sunrise.” I gently placed the violin in its case and laid it on the coffee table. 
“You can take that to your room if you want.” He nodded towards the case. “It belongs to you.”
Neither of us spoke as he walked me to my room. We were so close as we walked, our bodies nearly touching. Thoughts were flying through my mind a million miles per second. Naughty thoughts. Memories of the night before. When we got to my door, I looked up at him. He looked down into my eyes, and I wanted so badly to know what he was thinking.
“Well, goodnight.” I finally said.
“Can I stay?” 
His words nearly made my legs give out. “Yes.”
He lowered his head and brushed his lips softly across mine. I rose on my tiptoes and wrapped one arm around his neck, my other hand still holding the violin. I pressed my lips to his, and he groaned. He grabbed me and lifted me off the floor, deepening our kiss. I wrapped my legs around his waist and moaned. 
Without breaking our kiss, he opened the door with one hand and kicked it closed behind us. It bounced off its cracked frame and swung back open, but neither of us cared. 
His tongue swept into my mouth as he carried me towards the bed. He stopped kissing me long enough to lay me down on the bed. He stood at the edge of the mattress, looking down at me, and his eyes went completely black. I shuddered at the sight of them darkening. I knew what it meant. 
He roughly yanked his shirt over his head, and I went to do the same before realizing I still had the handle of the violin case clasped in my fist. I released it and pushed it towards the bottom of the bed before yanking my tank top off. 
He leaned over to grab the waistband of my skirt, and I lifted my hips, allowing him to pull it off me. He tossed it to the floor, then he wrapped his hands around my legs and pulled me towards him. I let out a yelp of surprise, and his mouth curled into a wicked grin. 
He pulled me snug up against him, my legs spread wide and dangling off the bed on either side of him. He grabbed my underwear with both hands and tore the fabric, ripping them right off me. 
He looked down to where our bodies meet, and I wriggled my hips, wishing his shorts weren’t in the way. He ran his hands up my thighs, then he pushed my legs wide. I started to sit up, to reach for his shorts, but he pushed me back against the mattress. 
“Not yet,” he murmured. Then he dropped to his knees.  
My eyes closed as he brought his mouth down on me. He moaned against my flesh, and his hands slid under my ass, lifting me off the bed. He pushed his tongue inside of me, and my hands fisted in the blankets. 
He tortured me with his tongue, until I screamed his name, then he turned his head slightly and sank his fangs into me. I grabbed his head, holding him to me as he drank.
The tremors from my orgasm were just beginning to fade when he pushed two fingers deep inside of me. I gasped, my eyes flying open. Tension immediately started to build again as he slid his fingers in and out of me. My body tightened around his fingers, and I knew I was about to come again. He must have known it too, because he withdrew his fangs from my body and flicked his tongue over my clit. I went spiraling over the edge, lifting my hips to thrust against his hand. My body was still throbbing when he removed his fingers and slid his cock into me. 
There was no slow teasing this time. He pounded into me with inhuman speed, never giving my body time to recover. He stood at the edge of the bed, gripping my thighs, holding my legs up and spreading them as he wrecked me. I watched him through the red haze of lust, marveling at the site of his body. After two powerful orgasms, and the effect of his venom, I was too weak to do anything but lay there as he sought his release. I watched his face as he came, loving that I was the cause of his pleasure. 





Chapter 11


The next few nights flew by. We swam naked in the ocean, which of course led to other things. I played violin for him, and he taught me a dice game from the middle ages which quickly turned naughty. I discovered gambling could be fun when the loser had to pay up with sexual favors. I began to suspect he was losing on purpose. Every night we talked for hours, and when dawn approached, I fell asleep in his arms.  
One night, while we were lounging by the pool, Julian informed me we’d be returning home the following evening. One of his siblings was getting married and there would be a week-long celebration. His announcement surprised me. I hadn’t realized vampires got married. When I said as much, he laughed.
“It's not as common for us, as it is for humans, but it lasts a lot longer.”
I rolled my eyes playfully. “Sure, when you’re immortal.”
He turned his head to look at me, his expression becoming serious. “Vampires take their vows seriously. Divorce doesn’t exist in our world.” 
I rolled onto my side on my lounge chair, so I was fully facing him. “How do you know you're choosing the right person? Staying married for a few decades is hard for humans. How do you manage it for centuries? People change. What if you grow apart?”
“We’re not human, Sarah. We don’t love the same. When two vampires fall in love, something inside of them clicks, like two halves of a whole coming together.”
I’d had that exact thought about Adam, that I became whole when I was with him. The reminder tugged at my heart and I rolled onto my back to look up at the sky. 
“What is it?” Julian asked.
I just shook my head.
“Sarah.” He swung his legs off his lounge chair and sat up, facing me.
I shook my head again. “I’m so confused, and have no one to talk to.”
“You can talk to me.” 
I laughed, harshly. “Can I?” I shot him a look. “About Adam?”
A muscle ticked in his jaw. “Yes.”
I sat up and turned sideways on my chair so that I was facing him.
“Okay.” I paused, not knowing where to begin, or how much I should reveal. “I thought I loved Adam, after only two nights. When I was human, I would have laughed at that. I’d have said it was impossible to fall that fast. But when I was with him it felt real.” 
Julian opened his mouth to say something, but I cut him off. “And now I’m with you, and I feel-” I looked away.
“How do you feel?” He asked softly.
“I feel… A lot.” I threw my hands up in frustration. “How can I feel this way with you, when I felt that way with Adam? And if what I felt with him was only a reaction to his blood, how do I know my feelings for you aren’t the same? The second I tasted your blood I wanted you. I wanted you so bad I’d have let you fuck me right there in that cell, with Adam chained to the wall. And what happens if I drink from another vampire? Will I fall in love with him too? How can I tell what's real?”
Julian held up a hand to stop me. “First of all, you will never drink from another vampire. You belong to me, for better or worse.” 
Part of me wanted to slap him for reminding me of that, but another part of me was thrilled. 
“Maybe you did love him,” he said, his tone surprisingly gentle. “Vampires fall fast, and hard. It's like our animal side instinctually recognizes our mate when we meet them. But it's also true that our blood is an aphrodisiac to other vampires. That's why we feed during sex. You would desire Adam as soon as you drank his blood, which happened when he changed you.”
I was confused. “What do you mean, I drank his blood when he changed me?”
“When Adam changed you he drank nearly all of your blood. When you were at the verge of death, he would have cut or bit himself and fed you his own blood. That is how we are created. When his blood filled your veins, you were changed.
I squeezed my hands into fists and felt my nails cut into my skin. “None of it was real. He orchestrated everything, and I fell for it.”
Julian reached over and took my hands in his. “There’s no way you could have known. You weren't even aware vampires existed.”
I stared at our clasped hands. “Then how can I trust what I feel for you? Is it real? Or is it because I drank your blood?” 
“What do you feel for me?” His voice was thick with emotion. 
I wasn’t going to admit that it felt like love, so I lied. “I don’t know.”
He gave my hands a little squeeze. “Then say nothing. Let's just enjoy being together.” 
I knew it wouldn’t be that easy, but I nodded. “Okay.”
[image: image-placeholder]The next night we flew home. When we arrived back at the house, Maria was waiting. 
“I need to speak with you,” she told Julian, the second we walked in the door. 
He sighed heavily. “Can it wait?”
She glanced at me, then back at him. “No.”
He pressed a kiss to my hair. “You head up. I’ll be up shortly.”
I nodded and headed for the stairs as Maria followed Julian down the hall towards his office. I didn’t have to wait long. Julian walked into my room only a few minutes after me. 
I smiled as he entered, then I saw his expression. “What's wrong?”
“Nothing serious,” he said, looking around the room. “But we need to leave again. There’s been some trouble with one of my businesses. I need to go handle things.”
“And you want me to go with you?”
His head jerked towards me. “Yes.” 
I blinked, surprised by his tone. “Okay.”
He ran a hand over his jaw. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be snapping at you.” He gave me a small smile and stepped towards me, reaching for my hands. “I want you to come with me. When I’ve handled my business, we can enjoy ourselves. London is wonderful this time of year.” 
“London!” A smile spread over my face. “I’ve always wanted to go to London!”
“Good!” He pulled me closer, wrapping his arms around me. “I can’t wait to show you around.” He dropped a kiss on the tip of my nose. “I’ll send Helen up so she can help you get packed.”
“Now?” I asked, wanting more than a nose kiss. 
“Yep.” He swatted my ass before walking out of the room. 
Okay. I was going to London. 




Chapter 12


Maria, Helen, and three male vampires flew with us. I’d seen the guys around the house a few times, but wasn’t sure who they were or what exactly they did for Julian.  
Julian’s London home was the penthouse of a luxury high-rise building. The entire outer wall was glass, giving us an unparalleled view of the city. It was stunning. Maria and the three guys left as soon as we arrived, and Julian gave me a tour while Helen disappeared into the bedroom to unpack our things. 
We climbed into bed just before sunrise. I was nervous about the lack of steel shutters over the windows, but Julian assured me that the drapes were one hundred percent blackout. I was still scared though. What if someone came in and opened the blinds when we were sleeping?
He’d laughed then. “What, like vampire hunters? You’ve seen too many movies.” 
Then he found a way to distract me from my fear.
[image: image-placeholder]The next night Julian had to leave, to take care of his business problem. I stayed home, watching Netflix all night. I watched four hours of Schitt’s Creek, then just for laughs, I decided to watch Dracula. Only I didn’t laugh. 
I made it halfway through before I shut off the tv and threw the remote on the floor. The violent scenes seemed too real now, and the romance too sad. I thought about putting Schitt’s Creek back on to cheer myself up, but decided against it. Instead, I curled up in a chair and stared out the window. 
I realized something was wrong when the drapes automatically closed over the windows, blocking my view. It was almost sunrise and Julian wasn’t back. I stood up and started pacing. When I heard the door open, I spun around, relieved. But it was only Maria.
She paused when she saw me. “Julian has been detained.”   
“With what?” I asked. “The sun is almost up!”
She frowned. “I’m sure he’s told you he’s a daywalker.” 
“Yeah.”
“Well, there you have it. He’ll be fine.”
“When will he be back?” I asked. 
She slid her feet out of her high heels and bent to pick them up. “I don’t know.” 
“Well, where did he go?”
“I don’t know.” 
“You don’t know or you won’t tell me?” 
She sighed, sounding tired. “I work for Julian, Sarah. I can’t discuss his private matters with anyone. Not even you. Goodnight.” She walked away, down the hall towards the room she was staying in. 
I went into my room, Julian’s room, and closed the door. I glanced nervously at the closed drapes, before changing into my pajamas and climbing into bed. I thought about slipping between the sheets naked, then decided Julian didn’t deserve to come home to that, after making me worry. 
[image: image-placeholder]When I woke up the next evening Julian’s side of the bed was still empty. I got up and went out into the living area. Helen and Maria were in the kitchen, and they both stopped talking when I walked in.  
“Good morning, I mean-.” I shrugged. I looked around the kitchen, suddenly wishing I could have a cup of coffee. 
“Julian already left again? Or did he never come home?”  
“He’ll return as soon as he’s able,” Maria said. 
“O-kaay.” I drew out the word. “So what’s the plan for tonight then? Do you guys want to go out? You could show me around?” I looked at them hopefully. 
Maria shook her head. “I’m sorry. You are to remain here until Julian returns.”
“And when will that be?”
She gave me a look. “I don’t know.” 
I looked at Helen, hoping for support, but she quickly looked away. What the hell was going on? 
“Okay.” I said, with a shake of my head. I turned around and went back to the bedroom, where I started to pace. 
Where was he? What kind of business meeting lasted twenty-four hours? And why couldn’t I go out without him? Was he afraid I’d run away? Was that how it was going to be with us? I’d never get to go anywhere without him because I was his property? After our time on the island, I thought things would be different. 
The more I paced, the more I thought, the more worked up I got. I was so mad when the bedroom door finally swung open that I bared my fangs. But it was only Helen.
She stepped backwards quickly. "I'm sorry!"
I covered my mouth with my hand. “I’m sorry! I thought you were Julian!” I tried to make my fangs retract, but they wouldn’t. 
“It's okay.” She hesitantly stepped into the room. She held out the glass she was carrying. “I thought you might want this.”
I took the glass with one hand, still covering my mouth with the other. “I’m sorry, I don’t know how to make them go away.”
She smiled kindly. “You have to relax.” She stepped closer, looking more at ease. “Feeding will help.” She pointed at the glass I held. 
Feeling foolish, I took a drink. When the glass was empty, she held out a hand, and I gave it to her. She was right, I did feel calmer. I felt my fangs retract, and I flopped down on the foot of the bed. 
“I’m sorry,” I said again. “I don’t know why I’m so upset. I don’t know what's wrong with me.” 
She smiled again. “When two vampires have mated, they can become… possessive over one another. It’s natural for you to be upset when you don’t know where he is or what he’s doing. Just like it's natural for him to want you to stay here, where it's safe, when he’s not around to protect you.”
I sighed. “Now I feel foolish.” Then I narrowed my eyes on her. “What do you mean when two vampires have mated? Are you talking about sex?”
She opened her mouth then closed it again. “Don’t get mad at me,” she said, holding up a hand. “But I think you should ask Julian about that.” 
I rolled my eyes, then gave her a half-smile to show her I wasn’t really upset. 
I wasn’t upset then, but when dawn approached again and Julian still wasn’t back, I was pissed. And terrified. What if something happened to him? Something must have happened. He wouldn’t leave me here, without saying anything, over a stupid business problem. I crawled into bed and buried my face in his pillow, inhaling his scent. When I finally fell asleep, I dreamed I was back at my trial, watching Julian rip the guard’s heart out.
When I woke the next night I felt troubled by my dream. I didn’t bother leaving the bedroom to talk to Maria. I knew I’d get no information from her. I was standing at the window when Helen came in with breakfast. I was angry and didn’t want to take it out on her, so I never turned around. She quietly set the glass down and left. I spent the entire night in my room. 
[image: image-placeholder]When I woke on the fourth night, I knew I wasn’t alone. I opened my eyes and saw him sitting in a chair by the window, watching me. I sat up and pushed my hair out of my face. I’d been so angry, but seeing him now all I felt was relief that he was safe. 
I looked him over, noticing his dirty clothes and rumpled appearance. “What happened?”
“Nothing. I’m fine.”
Well, so much for relief, now I was pissed. “You're not going to tell me anything?” I let him know by my tone how I felt about that. 
His eyes narrowed, ever so slightly. “My business doesn’t concern you.”
“Business. Right.” I flung the blankets off me and got out of bed on the opposite side, away from him. I put my hands on my hips as I faced him. “Business that kept you away for three nights and made it impossible for you to call? Business so secretive that apparently Maria isn’t allowed to tell me about it? And why the hell couldn’t I go out without you?” I was nearly shouting by that point. 
Julian pushed himself out of his chair. “I don’t have to explain myself to you.” He snapped. 
“Why are you keeping secrets?” I cried.
“There’s no secret!” He shouted, stepping towards me. “It's just none of your damn business!” 
“Of course not.” I sneered. “I’m just your property! You can keep me locked away forever if you want, can’t you?”
“Yes.” His voice was dangerously low. “You are my property. I’ll keep you where I want, for however long I want, because I own you.”
“I hate you!” I shouted, my body shaking with rage.
He laughed. “Keep telling yourself that.” He walked out of the room, closing the door behind him. 
I wanted to scream, but I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. So I clenched my jaw until it hurt. I stayed in my room all night, fuming. Julian’s mood swings were seriously pissing me off. First, he treats me like a slave, parading me though the house on a leash. Then he's spoiling me with expensive clothes, and we spend a week making love on his island. And now he's acting like he wants nothing to do with me! Was this my life now? I was so mad I wanted to start throwing furniture again, but the lack of steel shutters made me reluctant to break a window. 




Chapter 13


The next night Helen woke me, telling me we were leaving. When I asked for more details, she told me I’d have to ask Julian.  Of course. After I showered and got dressed, I left the bedroom and saw Julian standing in front of the windows with his hands clasped behind his back. 
He turned when I walked into the room, his eyes moving over me. “Are you ready?” 
I nodded. “Where are we going?”
“New York.”
I blinked, surprised. “Why? We just got here. I thought we were going to a wedding?”
“The wedding is in New York.”
I was confused. “Then why did we come to London?”
He put his hand in his pants pockets and stared at me.
“What?” I snapped angrily. 
“I’m trying to decide how much to tell you.”
I snorted. “How about everything?”
He looked at me silently for several moments before speaking. “We came to London because I only recently purchased this property, so few know about it. I thought this would be the safest place for you.”
“Why were you concerned for my safety?” I asked slowly. 
“There was a threat made by another vampire. I had to keep you safe until I took care of things.” 
My mind was spinning. He had only wanted to keep me safe? “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I didn't want to frighten you.”
I took a step towards him. “Disappearing without a word for three nights frightened me. I didn’t know if you were hurt, or if you’d just gotten tired of me.”
He crossed the distance between us and lifted a hand to brush his fingers over my cheek. “I will never tire of you.”
And just like that my anger was gone. I melted against him, lifting my face for a kiss. He lowered his head and brushed his lips across mine. 
Someone behind me cleared their throat, and Julian slowly lifted his head. 
“The jet is waiting,” Maria said.
Julian took my hand in his. “We’re ready.”
[image: image-placeholder]Maria rode with us in the limo to the airport, and Helen followed in another car with the three male vampires who’d accompanied us from Madrid. 
After a short drive to the airport, we boarded Julian’s private jet and took off. Helen and Maria disappeared into the room at the back of the plane, but the three guys sat in the main cabin with us so I never got a chance to speak privately with Julian. Or to kiss him again.
“Who’s getting married?” I asked, finally breaking the silence.
Julian smiled fondly. “My younger sister, Adeline.” 
My eyebrows shot up. “Your younger sister?”
He chuckled. “Well, my sister, in the sense that we were both changed by the same vampire. She was changed four hundred years after me”
“So quite a bit younger.” I wondered if I’d ever get used to the fact that the people around me were hundreds of years old. How would I feel when I was that old? “Tell me about the wedding,” I said, to distract myself from my thoughts. “You said there would be seven days of entertainment?”
He frowned. “Unfortunately, we’ve missed most of it. We’ll only be there for one night, for the wedding ceremony.”
We’d missed his sister’s wedding festivities because he’d spent the last four nights dealing with a threat against me. I wish I’d gotten the chance to ask him more about that. Although he probably would have refused to tell me, and then I’d have gotten pissed and we’d have ended up in another argument. 
I frowned and turned to look out the window, wondering if our relationship would always be that turbulent. I don’t know what I expected. We only met a couple of weeks ago. 
It was strange to remember that. Sometimes I felt so close to him, like I’d known him forever. Sometimes he acted like he cared about me, and other times he acted like he hated me. We’re all vampires like that? Moody and temperamental? Adam hadn’t been. He’d always been kind. He would never have locked me away or kept secrets from me. 
Except he did. A traitorous voice in my head whispered. He kept the biggest secret of all.
[image: image-placeholder]We landed at a private runway in New York and drove half an hour to the estate where the wedding was being held. It was a three-story mansion made of light-colored stone that gleamed in the moonlight. Every light in the house was on, and I could hear music before we even got out of the car. 
Julian wanted to avoid the crowd, so we entered through the backdoor and took the servants’ stairs up to our room. The sounds drifting upstairs from the party sounded a lot more boisterous than the ball I’d attended, and I briefly wondered if a vampire orgy was taking place. 
When we got to our room Julian ushered me inside and closed the door behind us, cutting off the sounds from below. 
“Well,” I said with a little laugh. “It sounds like a real party down there.”
He shrugged out of his suit jacket. “You have no idea. Vampire weddings can get very…” He laughed and shook his head. “Let's just say it’s probably a good thing we missed most of it.”
I smiled suggestively. “Well now I need all the details.”
He tossed his jacket onto a chair and walked towards me. “I’ve got a better idea.” He unbuttoned the cuffs of his shirt and my heart sped up. 
“I want to talk first.” I held up a hand to stop him, even as my body began to respond to his suggestion. 
“Talk?” He stopped in front of me and lowered his head to press a kiss to the side of my neck, before inhaling deeply. “I don’t want to talk.” He murmured, his lips moving against my skin as he spoke. 
I shuddered with pleasure. I knew what he wanted. I wanted it too. But we had some things to hash out before I gave him access to my body again. 
I pressed my hands to his chest and halfheartedly tried to push him away. He grabbed my hips and pulled me tight against him. He kissed his way across my neck and my head fell back. 
“I mean it.” I breathed, my eyes fluttering closed. 
One of his hands slid up my body to cup my breast and my nipples hardened instantly. He growled in response, his thumb brushing over my nipple. 
“Julian,” I gasped, fighting the urge to give in. “I need to know what I am to you.”
His hand stilled, and he raised his head from my neck to look at me. 
“What is this between us?” I asked, afraid of what his answer would be. 
He looked at me for the longest time before answering. “I don’t know.”
“You don’t know how you feel?” I tried to hide my disappointment.
He frowned slightly. “I feel very protective of you. And very possessive.” His hand was still cupping my breast, and he squeezed it gently. “You belong to me, Sarah. Your body belongs to me.”
I squeezed my thighs together, hating how much his words turned me on. I didn’t want to be his property, or his plaything. I wanted- I frowned at my thoughts. What did I want?  
“I take care of my possessions, Sarah. Let me take care of you.” He slid his hand down my body and rubbed me between the legs. 
My body jerked in response. “I don’t want to just be your property.” I breathed, staring at his lips. 
He went to unfasten my pants, and I grabbed his wrists. “Julian.”
He kissed me, silencing me. My body grew weak, and he took the opportunity to unfasten my pants. He slid a hand inside, going right for my pussy. I was shamelessly wet already, and he slid two fingers inside of me. I moaned into his mouth, and he nipped at my lower lip. 
“Julian,” I gasped, grabbing his biceps to steady myself. 
“Yes.” He said, pushing his fingers deeper. “Say my name.”
I gave in to the pleasure, forgetting all about the conversation I wanted to have.





Chapter 14


The following night was the wedding. Helen styled my hair again, braiding it into a crown atop my head and holding it in place with diamond pins that sparkled in the light when I turned my head.  
I wore a black satin gown that was fitted to the waist before flowing loosely to the ground. Even in my stilettos, the gown brushed the floor when I walked. It had a slit on one side that went all the way up to my hip bone, making undergarments impossible. It was sexy and daring, and entirely inappropriate for a wedding, but Julian insisted I wore it. He told me I’d fit right in at the wedding, and if that was true, I couldn’t imagine what everyone else would be wearing. 
Before we went down, Julian fastened a necklace around my neck. I stood in front of the mirror and watched as he put it on me. It was a thick diamond choker, with an enormous diamond pendant hanging in the front.
He ran his hands down my bare arms and leaned down to press a kiss to my neck, just below my ear. 
“You look stunning,” he murmured against my skin, causing a shiver to run through me. He turned me to face him and my eyes moved over him appreciatively. 
He wore an all black tux, with black diamond cufflinks nearly as big as the pendant at my throat. The black collar of his shirt against the tan skin of his throat made my mouth water. I wanted to scrape my fangs across his neck, and mark him as mine for all to see. 
My nipples hardened at the thought, and his eyes fell to my chest. The satin material made my arousal far too obvious. 
“The night hasn’t even begun and I already want it to be over.” He brushed his knuckles back and forth over one nipple as he spoke. “When we get back to this room, I’m going to taste every inch of your body.”
I couldn’t wait. “Promise?” 
[image: image-placeholder]Nothing could have prepared me for the wedding. The ceremony itself was held in a separate building which looked like a gothic church with no windows. Tall candelabras illuminated the space and there was a large stone altar at the front of the room that made me wonder what they used it for. The vampire who officiated the wedding was dressed in a robe and tall pointed hat that reminded me of the pope, except the material was blood red with black trim. 
The bride was stunning, in a black ball gown with a long, lace train. She had the palest skin, and blonde hair so light that it reminded me of Allie. The groom was surprisingly average looking, at least as far as vampires were concerned. Julian and I were in the front row, and as the head of the family he had to step forward to give his official consent. 
Instead of exchanging rings and making vows, the bride and groom cut their wrists with a gold dagger and let their blood flow into a golden chalice. Then, while the vampire pope said a bunch of stuff in a language I didn’t recognize, the bride and groom took turns drinking from the cup. 
After the ceremony, we all moved to the ballroom, where nearly six hundred more guests were waiting. I almost stopped in my tracks when I saw the size of the crowd, but Julian swept me into the room with a confidence I envied. 
It wasn’t long before I started to relax. With Julian at my side I felt safe, and his casual attitude had a calming effect on me. We mingled and danced, and before long I was having a wonderful time. 
Julian spun me so fast when we waltzed that I tossed my head back and laughed, unaware of the attention we were getting. When we were mingling, he’d stand with his hand at the small of my back and move his fingers in small circles, often dipping lower than was proper. 
After a few hours had passed, I was standing with Julian while he spoke with several other guests, and I kept a pleasant smile on my face, pretending to listen while I secretly watched the room. Julian didn’t seem to notice that the atmosphere was changing, but I did. The dancers were still waltzing, but it was different now. More erotic somehow. They held each other closer and spun faster. At times I could swear their feet weren’t touching the floor. People's eyes were darkening, and couples were embracing and kissing in the corners of the room. I stared at one couple, trying to decipher if the man was kissing his companion’s neck or feeding, and reluctantly tore my eyes away from them when Julian said my name. 
“Sarah, I’d like to introduce you to my brother Hector, and his lovely wife Olivia.”
I smiled. “It's nice to meet you both.”
“We’ve heard so much about you,” Olivia said, taking my hand in hers. “I hope we can be friends.”
“I’d like that,” I said, trying not to show how surprised I was by her friendliness. The vampires I’d meet so far were not nearly so open with their feelings.
“Sarah.” Hector bowed his head to me, and my eyes widened with surprise. Julian was usually the one they bowed to, not me. 
Hector turned to Julian. “May I speak with you privately?”
Julian frowned slightly, but nodded. He looked down at me. “I’ll just be a moment. Olivia will keep you company until I return.” He gave Olivia a look, and when she grinned back at him he scowled playfully. “Don’t cause trouble.”
“I wouldn’t dream of it,” she said sweetly. I decided right then that we would be friends. 
Julian brushed his hand across my ass as he walked away and I glanced quickly at Olivia to see if she noticed. Her grin told me she had. 
“So what do you think?” She asked brightly.
“About what?” 
She waved a hand towards the dancers. “This. The ball. The wedding. Vampires. Julian?” She looked at me sideways. 
I laughed. “Well. That's a loaded question.”
She scrunched her nose. “Sorry. I know I’m being nosy. It's just that Julian hasn’t been like this for so long. It’s gotten our hopes up.”
I looked at her. “Like what?” 
“Happy.” She turned away to watch the dancers again, as if she hadn’t just dropped a bomb on me.
I stared at her until she looked at me again.
“Sorry," she said again. “I shouldn’t have said anything. But you’re happy, right? With Julian?” When I didn’t answer she continued. “Because you sure seem happy.”
I suddenly wanted to confide in her. To pour my heart out and tell her everything I’d been through. Instead, I only nodded. “Yes. I’m happy.”
She looked relieved when I said it. “I’m so glad.” She linked her arm through mine. “Now,” she said, turning to face the crowd again. “Let's see what kind of trouble we can get into.”
Olivia led me through the room, pointing out people and filling my ear with juicy gossip. Before long we were laughing like old friends. After a while the groom approached and told Olivia the bride needed her. Olivia made me promise to remain where I was before leaving. I stood where she left me, near some open french doors leading out onto a balcony, until a familiar scent drifted in on a breeze. Julian. 
Thinking this would be the perfect opportunity for a moonlit kiss, I ducked outside. The night air felt so wonderful after being in the crowded ballroom, that I briefly wondered why vampires didn’t hold their parties outdoors. Then I heard Julian’s voice. 
I stepped to the balcony rail and looked down. Below me was a wide stone patio with stairs leading down into a garden. I could hear Julian and Hector talking, but I couldn’t see where they were. I was just about to call out to them, when Hector's words stopped me.
“So Adam escaped again.” 
I froze, not even daring to breathe. 
“Yes.” I heard Julian say. “Whoever is helping him seems to have endless resources.”
My heart began to pound, beating louder and louder until it was all I could hear. It drowned out Julian’s words and the sounds of the party. Adam was alive. I was still standing there when Julian found me. He took one look at me and knew that I’d heard him.
Before I even had time to speak he grabbed me in his arms and flew us both up over the house. We came down in a courtyard on the other side, far from the ballroom. As soon as my feet hit the ground, I shoved him with all my strength. He stumbled backwards several feet, but did not fall.
“Adam is alive!” I shouted, pressing my hands to the sides of my head. 
Julian’s expression was unreadable. “Yes.”
“How?” 
“Someone helped him escape.”
My blood was pumping so fast I felt dizzy. “Where is he?” 
“I don’t know.”
I shook my head. “I don’t understand! You said he was going to be executed the night we left! When did he escape? How are we just now finding out?” I looked at him with wild eyes and his expression told me everything. 
“You already knew.” My voice was barely a whisper. 
He stepped towards me, holding out his hand. “This changes nothing between us.”
“This changes everything!” I screamed. I tore the choker off my neck and threw it at him. “When did you find out?” I shouted the question at him. “When?”
He let his hand fall to his side. “It doesn’t matter when.” 
“How could you keep this from me?” I cried, my voice breaking.
“Telling you would have only caused you more pain,” he said, stepping closer. “Adam escaped, but when they find him again he’ll be executed. They will find him, Sarah.”
“When?” I asked again. “When did you know?” 
Julian straightened. “When we returned home from the island.”
I stared at him, too stunned to speak. Then a realization hit me. “That was the threat, wasn’t it? You hid me away in London because Adam escaped.”
“Yes.” 
Oh my god! I felt like I was going to hyperventilate. “Did you go looking for him? Is that why you disappeared?” Then I remembered how messed up he’d looked when he returned. “Did you find him?”
“I don’t know where he is. I swear it.” 
I blinked furiously, trying to hold back my tears. “I don’t believe you.”
“I never lie.” He said quietly.
“Everything you’ve done has been a lie!” I shrieked. “You kept this from me! Last night- Last night, when we made love you knew Adam was alive! You kept it from me so I’d stay with you! You only wanted me as part of your sick revenge against him!” I shoved him, and he stumbled backwards again before steadying himself. 
“You never wanted me! You only wanted to hurt him!” I shoved him again. “The only time you’ve ever been honest was when you put that fucking collar on me and paraded me down to Adam’s cell!” I tried to shove him again, but he grabbed my arms and yanked me against him.
He leaned over me until our faces almost touched. “I never lied to you!” he snarled. “When we were on the island, I thought Adam was dead! There were no tricks! Everything that happened between us was real!” He shook me for emphasis. “I was told the night we returned to Madrid, and I didn’t tell you because it changes nothing between us. Adam is the one who lied to you. He took your life, Sarah, and continued to keep that from you, even after he fucked you!” 
I surged forward with my fangs bared, intending to tear his throat out, but he jerked back. He released me and stepped back. He stared at me, his expression unreadable, and I stared back angrily, my chest heaving with every breath. I wanted to kill him, but I also wanted to lay my head on his chest and cry. 
“Go to the room,” he finally said. “We’re leaving tomorrow. I’ll come for you when it's time to go.”
“So that’s it?” I asked, with disbelief. “We’re just supposed to go on like nothing’s changed?” 
“Nothing has changed.” He clenched his fists at his sides. “You still belong to me.”
I spun away from him and ran into the house. I ran to the bedroom, encountering no one besides a couple surprised servants. I flung the bedroom door open and slammed it shut behind me. I felt so consumed by my anger that I squeezed my eyes shut and screamed. 
“Sarah.” 
My eyes flew open, and there he was. Adam! 




Chapter 15


With a sob I flung myself at him. He caught me in his arms.  
“It’s okay,” he whispered, stroking my hair. “You’re okay now. I’ve got you.”
Tears ran down by face, but for once I didn’t care. Adam was alive, and he’d come for me. 
“Oh my god!” I sobbed, covering his face with kisses. 
He gently pulled away. “We have to leave. Now.”
I nodded and wiped at my tears. “I have friends waiting, who’ll help us.” He took me by the hand. “We’ll go out the window and I’ll fly us off the property. There’s a car waiting for us out on the main road.”
I let him pull me towards the window, then I remembered. I stopped walking, and he looked at me questioningly.
“You changed me,” I said, watching his face.
He tugged on my hand, glancing nervously towards the door. “We have to hurry.” 
I pulled my hand free. “You changed me, didn’t you?”
“Sarah!” His expression was panicked. “We have to go now! We can talk when we get to the car.”
I shook my head. “I’m not going anywhere until you tell me the truth. About everything.”
He reached for my hand again, but I stepped away. He looked at me with wild eyes. “There’s no time for this! We have to go!” He looked at the door again. 
“Tell me!” I shouted. 
“Shhhh!” He looked at the door. We both did, waiting for someone to come bursting through. When no one appeared he shoved his hands through his hair. “What do you want me to say? You already know the truth.”
A lump formed in my throat, but I refused to shed any more tears for him. “Why?” I asked, my voice breaking. “Why did you do this to me?” 
“Because I loved you.”
I grew still. He loved me?
He took a deep, shuddering breath. “I was turned against my will, by one of the oldest vampires, Valentina Velasco. I hated her for it. I tried to kill her, but she was so much stronger. I tried to run away, but she caught me and dragged me back. She wanted me to worship her like the others did, but I refused. I begged her to let me go. I told her I was engaged to a woman I loved, but that was the worst thing I could have said. She starved me for three nights, then brought in my fiance. I tore her to pieces, and Valentina watched, laughing. She’d starve me until I was out of my mind, then she’d feed me her blood. When I was high on her venom, she fucked me. Can you imagine how I felt when I came down from that high?” Adam looked at me with such anguish, that my heart broke for him. He glanced at the door again before continuing. 
“I tried to end my life by going out in the sun, but she sent daywalkers after me. They healed me completely, then whipped my back until my skin hung in ribbons. They starved me for days so my wounds wouldn’t heal. After that she kept me chained during daylight hours. Usually in her bedchamber. 
“Eventually one of the others took pity on me and agreed to help me escape. They unchained me so I could run. But I didn’t run. Not until after I killed her. I knew Julian would hunt me for the rest of my existence. Hiding was easy in the beginning. But with the technological advances in the human world over the last few decades, security cameras and cell phones, the only way to remain hidden was to live as a recluse. For the last sixty years I’ve been completely alone. Sometimes I’d luck out and find an abandoned house to live in for a while, but more often than not I lived in the woods, like an animal. I was losing my last shred of humanity. Whenever I encountered a lone hiker in the woods, I killed them. I was turning into a monster, like Valentina. So I decided to end it. But I was going out with a bang."
Adam laughed, and the sound sent a chill through me. "I was going to walk into the middle of the city, where a hundred cameras would be pointed at me, and take out as many humans as possible. I was going to bathe the streets in blood. Cause a scene that would prove to the world that vampires existed. What would the police think when they emptied their guns into me, and still I stood? Eventually, the Strategoi would find me and kill me. And I’d finally be free.”
Adam stared at me, his expression eerily blank. I couldn’t believe what he’d told me. The Adam I knew seemed like a completely different person from the one he described. I’d never be able to comprehend the depths of his pain, after everything he’d been through, but was he really planning on massacring a bunch of humans? 
“But things didn’t go as planned,” he continued, smiling sadly. “When I walked into the center of town that night, I saw you. You were playing your violin, and for some reason I decided to wait. To listen for just a moment before choosing my first victim. Only I ended up listening all night. I followed you home, confused by how easily you’d distracted me from my plans. There was something about you…” 
He stepped closer to me and lifted a hand to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. I remained still, allowing him. He cupped my cheek with his hand. “I returned the following night, and the night after that. Slowly, I felt my humanity returning to me. I fed without killing again. I followed you home every night to make sure you were safe. When you were attacked, I was there. I pulled him off you and snapped his neck. I flew his body out of the city and dumped it, before returning to you. I sat on your fire escape and listened to you cry. Your pain made me want to burn the city to the ground.”
“You were there?” I asked, my voice thick with emotion.
He nodded. “I followed you to your sister’s house. I was there, when you stood in the field. I heard your plea, Sarah. You said you couldn’t handle it anymore. You needed it to be over. You had a hard, thankless job, a crappy apartment, no money, no hope, no joy. I thought I could give you a better life. And yes, I wanted to be with you. I loved you already.” 
I was stunned. “You loved me? Before ever even talking to me?”
“Yes. And I love you still. And I know you love me too.”
“I don’t know what I feel!” I cried, pulling away from him. “How do I know it's real love, not just a reaction to your venom?”
Adam held his hand up, then dropped it again. “I don’t know. But I know what I feel is real. I’ve fed from many vampires, and I’ve never felt this way before.”
I laughed harshly. “That's exactly what Julian said. I think you’re both full of shit!”
Adam went still, and his eyes filled with fury. “Julian told you he loves you.”  
I swallowed, feeling afraid of Adam for the first time. “Not exactly.”
His eyes darkened until no white showed. “What did he say?” He stepped closed. “What did he do?”
“I-”
The door burst open, flying off its hinges, as Julian flew into the room. He slammed into Adam, flying across the room with him, slamming him in the far wall.
“Julian!” I screamed, scrambling out of the way.
Adam roared and shoved off the wall, taking Julian with him. They flew across the room and slammed into the other wall, cracking the plaster. 
“Stop!” I shrieked. But they would never stop. This was a fight centuries in the making. I backed away until I bumped into the wall.
They fought like animals, with their claws and teeth. They moved so fast it was hard for my eyes to follow. It was terrifying. Even more terrifying was the fact that I didn’t know who I wanted to win. 
They went crashing through the door into the bathroom, and I saw my chance. I ran. Down the stairs, and back out into the courtyard where Julian and I had just argued. I never slowed to see if any guards were nearby. I bolted across the courtyard, across the lawn, and into the treeline. Still, I did not stop. Even when my instincts told me that dawn was approaching. Not until I saw the sky began to lighten. 
I stumbled to a stop and leaned heavily against a tree. I was gasping for air, and my dress was in shreds. I had no idea how far I’d run. I’d never once even slowed down to listen, to see if anyone followed. But I listened now. 
I forced myself to breathe quietly, but all I heard was the morning chorus of the birds in the trees. I strained my ears, but I was alone. I was alone, in the woods and the sun was coming up. 
I pushed off the tree and started to jog, my eyes darting from side to side, looking for shelter, but finding none. Was this the end for me? 
Soft rays of light were beginning to fall through the leaves overhead. I quickened my pace, fighting the panic that threatened to overtake me. I needed to stay calm, and focus. A sob escaped me, the sound echoing in my ears. Then there was another sound. A dog’s bark. 
I skidded to a halt, tilting my head from side to side as I strained my ears. I heard it again, and my head snapped to the side, looking in that direction. Where there were dogs there were people, and where there were people there was shelter. 
I ran towards the sound, not knowing what I’d do when I reached my destination. I slowed when I saw light ahead. The trees had thinned, and I could see an open area ahead. And a house. I froze, all of my senses suddenly kicking into overdrive. 
The dog barked again, then someone whistled. “Come on, Sunny!” A woman called. The dog barked again, and a few moments later I heard a car door shut. I crept forward slowly. I was approaching the back of the house and could not see the woman or the dog. 
I heard the engine turn on, then saw the car appear. It drove down the driveway, away from the house. I remained where I was for several minutes after it disappeared from sight, listening for any sounds that would indicate there was still someone home. On the far side of the house, the first rays of sun peeked over the trees, and I knew I had to act.  
I ran towards the house at full speed. My skin began to burn as I tore across the back lawn. When I jumped up onto the back porch, I was gasping in pain. I threw open the door, thanking god it was unlocked. I shut it behind me, and froze, listening, but the house was empty. 
I moved quickly, looking for a place to hide until nightfall. I searched for a basement door, but there was none. Finally, I went upstairs into what appeared to be an unused guestroom. I stepped into the small closet and closed the door. Several winter coats were hanging in there, and I pulled them down, stuffing them against the crack at the bottom of the door. Satisfied that no sunlight would make its way in, I sat on the floor and leaned back against the wall. 
The closet was too small for me to stretch out my legs, so I bent them in front of me and wrapped my arms around them. That's when I realized I was barefoot. I blinked, surprised. When had I lost my shoes? I leaned my head forward against my knees and forced myself to think.
I thought about the fight, remembering how Adam and Julian had torn into each other. I’d been sure they were going to kill each other, and maybe they had. Maybe one of them was dead now. But who? And what happened when the survivor realized I was gone? Did they chase after me? Did I want them to? And what would I do when night came? I couldn’t keep running forever. I needed a plan, but the sun was now up, and I could fight sleep no longer. 
[image: image-placeholder]I woke with a start, my body tense, my senses alert. I could hear sounds from below. A woman was talking, but the conversation was one-sided, so I knew she was on the phone. I could smell food cooking, so I assumed she was in the kitchen. I’d come in through the kitchen this morning, so I’d have to find a different way out. 
I pulled the coats away from the door, and no light came in. I slowly cracked the door open and saw the room was dark. Night had fallen. I stood and pushed the door open. I glanced down at my body, at the shredded gown I still wore. I needed clothes. 
Only coats hung in the closet, so I grabbed the longest one, a puffer jacket that hung almost to my knees. I shrugged into it, then paused to listen again. Not knowing where the dog was, I was hesitant to go downstairs. 
I went to the window and unlocked it before pushing it open. I pushed myself through, landing silently on the grass below, my body tucking into a crouched position. I waited, listening, but no one had heard me. 
I bolted across the front lawn and the driveway, into the woods on the opposite side, and still I continued to run. 
I kept to the woods as much as possible, but at times I was forced to cross roads or fields. I fed off a deer I encountered, and hid in a shed when dawn approached. I curled up in a ball between the wall and a riding lawn mower and prayed the rickety building would keep out the sun. 
[image: image-placeholder]The following night, as I ran, I began to recognize my surroundings. I was getting close. I stopped after a while, knowing I needed to feed before facing Allie. I killed a cow, feeling guilty about killing a domesticated animal. But it was better than killing a human.
When I reached the back field, I slowed to a normal walk. My heart was hammering. Was I making the right choice?
It was the middle of the night when I approached the house, but she was sitting on the back porch, wrapped in a blanket. With my vampire sight, I could see her long before she saw me.
When I reached the back lawn, I knew she saw me. I saw her eyes focus on me and heard her heartbeat speed up. She stood up slowly, the blanket falling from her shoulders. The wind carried her scent to me and I wanted to weep. I was home. 




Next in Series


Sarah's story continues in  Ruled By Eternal Darkness
They have found me. I would rather be killed than captured again, but Allie was taken to ensure my cooperation. Once more I was forced to stand trial, but this time I captured the interest of a different vampire. One who was far deadlier than Adam or Julian. 
He was Marius, the vampire king. The original, from which all others were created. And he was certifiably insane. No one had seen him since he stepped out of the spotlight three hundred years ago, but now he was reemerging to rule once more, with me by his side. 
I knew I could never escape him. My only hope of surviving and saving my sister was to win his favor. But his madness terrified me. Did I have the courage to seduce him? And what would happen if he saw through my lies?


Pre-order Ruled By Eternal Darkness now.  
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Author's Note


Thank you for reading  Bound By Eternal Darkness. If you enjoyed this part of Sarah's journey, please consider leaving a review on Amazon or Goodreads. As a new author, reviews are so very important. 
The idea for the Eternal Darkness series came to me in a dream, almost five years ago. I dreamed of a violent fight between two vampires. Adam and Julian. First thing I woke up I wrote down every detail I could remember, desperate to retain the image in my mind. For days, I obsessed over the two gorgeous vampires from my dream. What were they fighting about? Who won? What happened afterwards? By this point, I was half in love with both of them. 
I had the bad habit of starting books but never finishing them, and that's exactly what happened with this story. Fast forward four years and I learned about self publishing, and the fact that authors could publish shorter books. (Shorter than the 400-800 page traditionally published books I was used to reading.) This knowledge was exactly what I needed to motivate me. Writing a 700 page tomb is a daunting task, but a 100-200 page story is the attainable goal that keeps me writing. 
So my advice to you is, don't feel like you have to do things the traditional way. Think about what's holding you back, and tweak it. Change the rules. Do whatever it takes to make your dreams feel more attainable. Because if you believe your dreams are within reach, you will make them come true. 
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