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This story contains the following (spoilers ahead): 
Explicit Sexual Content, Graphic Violence, Murder, Kidnapping, Physical Harm Inflicted Upon The Main Character, Dubious Consent, Graphic Blood Depictions, References To Suicide (In The Past, No Main Characters), References To Terminal Illness (In The Past, No Main Characters), References to Infertility And Loss Of A Child (In The Past, No Main Characters)
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Chapter 1


I was home.  
I spent the last two nights running, wondering what I would say to Allie when I saw her again. How would she react when she saw what I’d become? 
When I approached the house and saw her sitting on the back porch, emotions flooded through me. Love, happiness, doubt, fear. Was coming home a mistake? Would she be terrified of me? Would I lose control and hurt her? 
Allie stood as I crossed the lawn, her eyes wide with disbelief. I wanted to run to her, but feared I’d move too fast and frighten her. So I forced myself to maintain a steady human pace. I stopped at the bottom step and her face crumpled with emotion. She launched herself at me and I caught her easily, holding her tight to me as she sobbed. The lump in my throat nearly choked me as I fought to control my emotions. I wanted to weep with her, but blood tears were the last thing I needed at that moment. 
I held her until she cried herself out. When she finally pulled back to look at me, her face was red and puffy from crying. But she’d never looked more beautiful to me. I smoothed her hair back from her face and she grabbed my hand and held it against her cheek. 
“I thought you were dead,” she whispered. “Where have you been?” 
I’d practiced over and over what I would say, but in that moment words failed me. 
Her brow creased as she frowned. “Where have you been? They said you were dead.”
The more she spoke, the more panicked I felt. I should never have come back. I stared at her, fighting the urge to turn and run.
“I thought you were dead Sarah!” she exclaimed, releasing my hand. She took a step back, but her eyes bore into mine. “Say something!” she shouted. “I thought you were dead!”
“I am,” I whispered. My eyes welled with tears, and this time I let them fall. 
Allie froze. Her eyes swept down my body, then back to my face. 
“I’m not who I used to be,” I said shakily. I drew in a deep breath and held it, preparing to run if she screamed. 
Instead, she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me again. I quickly wiped my cheeks with my hands, not wanting my tears to fall on her.  
“I’m sorry,” I whispered. 
She squeezed me tighter. “All that matters is that you're home.”
I told Allie everything as we set up a space for me in the basement. We carried down the mattress and blankets from my old room, and Allie brought down a lamp, even though I told her I wouldn’t need it.
We sat on the mattress and continued to talk for the rest of the night. I told her about Adam and Julian, and she held me when I cried again. When I felt dawn approaching, I told her I needed to sleep, but she refused to leave me. Instead, she lay down on the small mattress beside me and held me while I drifted off. 
[image: image-placeholder]The smell of coffee woke me. I opened my eyes and saw a lawn chair beside the mattress, with an open book laying on the seat. I smiled at the thought of Allie sitting by my side, quietly reading while I slept. I sat up, stretching my arms over my head. I inhaled deeply, relishing the smell of the coffee, then froze. There was another scent in the air. 
I leapt up and tore up the stairs at full speed. I threw open the door and skidded to a halt when I saw Julian, leaning against the kitchen counter with his arms casually crossed in front of him. 
“As dramatic as always,” he drawled.
“Where’s my sister?” I tried to sound strong, but my voice shook with fear for Allie.  
Julian’s eyes bore into mine. His appearance was casual, but I wasn’t fooled by it. The silence stretched on, the tension in the room rising with every passing second. 
I felt my fangs descend. “Where is my sister?”
He uncrossed his arms, and I tensed at his movement. “She’s safe.”
He never lies. “Why have you come here?”
“You know why.” He spoke softly, but a shiver of fear ran through me. “You belong to me Sarah. I will always be able to find you, no matter how far you run.”
My body began to tremble. “Why can’t you just let me go?” 
His face hardened, finally showing the fury behind his casual facade. “I will never let you go.”
I clenched my hands into fists and felt my nails dig into my palms. 
“Are you sorry it's me?” he asked, his voice dangerously calm. “Do you wish it was Adam standing here?” 
Adam. “What happened to him?” I asked, my voice cracking. 
“He was recaptured, of course.” My heart stopped beating, and Julian laughed coldly. “Did you really think he’d beat me?” He shook his head, smiling at me mockingly. “They won’t give him time to escape a second time. He’s probably dead already.” 
I screamed and flew across the room at him, but he was too fast. In a blur of motion he caught me by the throat with one hand, spun me around and slammed me against the wall. I clawed at his hand, desperate for air. His eyes narrowed, and he tightened his grip a fraction more. He meant to kill me.
Then he released me. I fell to the floor, gasping for air. 
Julian stared down at me, his face blank. “Get up. We’re going home.” 
Still trying to catch my breath, I pushed myself into a sitting position. “Where’s my sister?”
“She’s already on the plane.”
“What?” I cried. “No, Julian!” Unsteadily, I pushed myself to my feet. “Please!” I begged. “Let her go and I promise I’ll never run from you again!” I reached out to him, but he didn’t take my hands so I let them fall. “She won't tell anyone. No one would believe her anyway.” 
He shook his head. “This one’s on you Sarah. Her fate was sealed the moment you revealed yourself to her.”
“Julian, please!” I grabbed the front of his shirt and looked up at him through the red haze of tears. “Please, I’ll do anything you ask!”
His lips slowly curved into a cruel smile. “Yes, you will.”




Chapter 2


When we boarded the plane, the whole crew was there. Maria, Helen, and the three guys that had traveled with us since we left for London. Allie was huddled fearfully in her seat, her face red from crying. She sat up straight when she saw me, and I gave her a reassuring smile. 
Maria stood, allowing me to sit by Allie, and Helen followed Maria into the room at the back of the plane. 
I sat and wrapped my arms around her. “It’s okay,” I told her. “No one will hurt us.”
She started to say something, but fell silent when Julian stepped onto the plane. She watched him with wide eyes. He took his seat, ignoring both of us.
A few minutes later we were in the air. Two of the male vampires started playing cards, and the third put earbuds in, leaned back in his seat, and closed his eyes. 
I turned my attention back to Allie, who had my hand in a death grip. There was so much I wanted to say to her, but I wasn’t about to pour my heart out with Julian right there. 
After a while, Helen came back out carrying a tray with five glasses. She made her way down the plane, like a vampire flight attendant, handing out blood. When she offered me a glass, I shook my head. I didn’t want to freak Allie out by drinking blood in front of her. 
“Drink,” Julian said curtly, drawing the attention of everyone on board.  
I raised my chin. “I’m not thirsty.” 
He shrugged. “I only assumed you’d want to remain well fed, so you don’t turn on your sister. But it's entirely up to you.”
Beside me, Allie’s heartbeat sped up. Without thinking, I inhaled deeply, and I swear I could smell her fear. I grabbed the glass and turned my back to her before quickly downing it. Helen watched me with a sympathetic expression, and I avoided her gaze as I set the empty glass back on the tray. 
Allie placed her hand against my back. “It’s okay.”
I glanced at Julian, but he was looking out the window. I wiped my mouth with my sleeve, before turning back towards Allie. 
She leaned close, and I held my breath, not wanting her to smell the blood
“Do you know where we’re going?” she whispered. 
I didn’t tell her that everyone on the plane could hear her, no matter how quietly she spoke. Instead I whispered back, “We’re going to Julian’s house, in Madrid.”
Her eyes widened. “We’re going to Spain?” She shook her head in disbelief. “To think, this is what it took for me to finally see Europe.” Her response startled a laugh out of me, and she leaned even closer, until our heads were nearly touching. “So that’s Julian. Damn, Sarah, no wonder you fell so fast.”
I cringed, knowing he could hear her. “Yeah, well…” 
“So we’re going to his castle?” Allie whispered, with awe.
I stared at her. “You’re taking this remarkably well, being abducted by vampires and all.”
She shrugged a shoulder. “I’m scared, sure. But I’d rather be scared here with you, then be safe back home by myself.”
My heart swelled at her words, and I had to admit that I was also glad we were together. Deep down I knew Julian would never hurt her. I snuck a glance at him, and saw that he was watching me. Our eyes met and held for the longest time before I finally looked away. 
Eventually Allie fell asleep, leaving me alone with my thoughts, which were confusing, to say the least. I was so angry with Julian. Angry that he lied to me about Adam, and left me locked up in his London penthouse. Angry because he dragged Allie into this mess, and because he still treated me like I was nothing more than a possession. 
And I was angry because I still wanted him, despite everything he’d done. I wanted him so bad it scared me. I wanted to hit him, and hurt him, but I also wanted to hold him and kiss him. I wanted to feel his body on top of mine. To feel his lips on my skin. Being near him now was torture. 
I glanced at him and saw that his attention was fully on me. I scowled before turning to look out the window, and I heard him chuckle softly. Damn him. 
[image: image-placeholder]We arrived in Madrid, and Allie and I rode in the limo with Julian back to the house. The rest followed in another car. We parked in the underground garage and went inside, and I almost smiled at Allie’s expression when we entered the house. 
Julian’s home was impressive. I’d looked around with those same wide eyes when I was first brought here, though I was mainly looking for an escape route. 
Without asking for permission, I led Allie upstairs. As soon as we were safely enclosed in my bedroom, she spun around to face me.  
“Jesus, Sarah! I can’t believe this place! And Julian! Oh my god, he’s intense!”
I huffed a laugh. “Once again, I can’t believe how well you’re taking this.”
“Oh, woe is us,” she said, rolling her eyes dramatically. “We’ve been kidnapped by a hot billionaire, and forced to live in his castle. The only bad part in all of this is that Julian doesn’t have a twin brother.”
A surprised bark of laughter escaped me, and Allie grinned. I smiled back and shook my head. “Man, I missed you.” 
She grinned wider and turned away to look around the room. “So I’m bunking with you?”
I blinked. I thought she’d be too scared to be on her own, but obviously I was wrong. “Um, I’m sure you’ll get your own room.” 
A loud yawn escaped me, and I blinked rapidly, feeling suddenly drained. “I need to sleep.” I said, moving towards the bed. “Will you be okay?”
Allie nodded. “I’ll be right here.”
I kicked off my shoes and flopped down on the bed. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled into the pillow. “Once it's daytime, my body kinda just shuts down.”
“No worries,” I heard her say as my eyes closed. “I’ll just check out your closet.”




Chapter 3


“Sarah.”   
I opened my eyes. The room was dark, and the steel shutters still covered the windows. Allie was asleep on the bed next to me, her heartbeat slow and steady. 
“Come, Sarah.”
Julian. Damn him! I sat up and quietly slid off the bed, glancing at Allie once more before walking out of the room. It was dark in the hall, but I could see clearly. Julian didn’t call me again, but I still felt the tug. I followed it through the halls, before coming to a stop in front of his bedroom door. I lifted a hand to knock, then paused, my hand suspended mid-air. 
The door swung open, and there he was. He was wearing loose black pants and no shirt. His feet were bare, and his hair was slightly messed, like he’d been laying down. 
His scent enveloped me, and I wanted to throw myself at him. Instead, I narrowed my eyes angrily. “You called?” 
He stepped closer, grabbed me by the hips and yanked me against him. He crushed his mouth to mine, his fangs scraping my lips, and that was all it took. 
I moaned against his mouth, lifting on my toes to get closer to him. He grabbed my ass and lifted me, and I wrapped my legs around his waist. He kicked the door shut and carried me to the bed before tossing me onto the mattress. I shrieked with surprise as I bounced, then he dove on me, tearing at my clothes like an animal. 
In seconds I was naked, my clothing in tatters on the floor. He pushed me back against the mattress before yanking his pants off and crawling up over me. He grabbed my thighs, lifting my legs and spreading them. His eyes fell to my pussy, then he lined his cock up with my entrance and thrust into me. I cried out as my body stretched to encompass him, but he didn’t pause. He drove into me, pounding me into the mattress. I was panting, my breath coming in harsh bursts with every thrust. 
Tension immediately began to build inside of me. I tried to lift my hips to meet his thrusts, but he pinned me to the bed with his body. I gasped his name, and he growled and sank his fangs into my neck. I cried out as I came, my pussy clenching around his cock. His venom spread through me, intensifying my orgasm until it was almost unbearable, and still he didn’t stop. He continued to fuck me, and drink from me, as I gasped his name, over and over. Just when I thought I could take no more, his body tensed. He slid his fangs from my body and moaned against my neck as he came. I could feel his cock pulsing with his release. 
I held him on top of me, listening to his heartbeat. My body was still throbbing, and I was floating in a haze of euphoria from his venom. 
After a few moments, when his heartbeat had calmed, he lifted his head to look down at me. His eyes were completely black, and his lips were smeared with my blood. 
“I’m sorry,” he said, his voice rough. “I should have been more gentle. Are you alright?”
Too overcome with emotion, I just nodded. 
He closed his eyes and lowered his head to rest his forehead against mine “When I realized you were gone…” He let out a shaky breath. “Don’t ever run from me again.”  
I brushed my lips against his, and he finally slid out of me. 
He rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him. I rested my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. 
We stayed like that until the shutters opened, and moonlight poured into the room. 
I lifted my head and looked at him. “I should go check on Allie.” I slid off him and stood, looking down at my shredded clothes on the floor. “Um, my clothes…”
He chuckled. “Sorry about that.” 
“Do you have a robe or something?” 
“I’ve got a better idea.” He slid off the bed and scooped me up in his arms. I squealed with surprise and wrapped my arms around his neck as he carried me into the bathroom. He put me down long enough to turn on the shower, then he stepped inside and pulled me in with him. 
It was a massive glass enclosure, with shower heads spraying in every direction. He grabbed the soap, and I stared at his hands as he rubbed it, creating a lather. He stepped close to me and began to rub his soapy hands all over my body. 
He turned me, so that my back was to him, and I leaned back against him as he reached around to lather my breasts. He lowered his head to kiss my neck and slid one hand down my stomach to cup me between the legs. 
I rocked my hips forward, pressing myself into his hand. He slid his hand up and began making slow circles around my clit with his fingertips. Then he stopped, and I whimpered in frustration. 
He turned me around, so we were facing again, and lowered his head to gently kiss my mouth. He brushed his lips over mine, teasing me. He moved, guiding me back until my body was up against the glass. He broke our kiss and lifted his head to look in my eyes. He smiled, slowly and sinfully, and dropped to his knees.
He lifted one of my legs and hooked it over his shoulder before leaning in to slide his tongue up the center of me. 
I moaned loudly and grabbed his head, holding him where I wanted him. He flicked his tongue across my clit with a speed that would have amazed me if I was capable of coherent thought.
I panted, and rocked against his mouth, crying out as I came apart. “Oh! Fuck! Julian!”
My body collapsed against him, and he caught me easily, lifting me as he stood. He guided my legs around his waist and arched to slide his cock into me. I gasped as he filled me, my pussy still throbbing from my orgasm. 
I let my head fall back as he did all the work, lifting my body, sliding me up and down on his cock. The water cascaded down on us, making our body slippery, and the sensation of my wet skin sliding against his was almost too much to take. My fangs came down, and without thinking I sank them into Julian’s neck. And in that instant, a memory flashed through my mind, of when I bit Adam in the pond. My eyes flew open, but before I could react, Julian began fucking me harder, driving the memory from my mind. 
I let my eyes close again as I sucked at his flesh with my lips, feeling his blood course through me. He moaned loudly, and I knew he was feeling the effects of my venom. 
I pulled my fangs free and let my head fall back in ecstasy. 
“Fuck me Julian!”
I’d heard him growl before, but the sound that came out of him then was something different. Something terrifying, and exciting. He pushed me back against the shower wall and pounded into me. I screamed his name as I came again, my pussy clenching his cock so tightly the friction was torture. 
“It’s too much.” I gasped between breaths. “I can’t take anymore.” I squirmed, but he gripped my hips, holding me tight. 
He straightened, putting a distance between us so he could look down at where our bodies met. He slowly slid out of me, nearly all the way, before burying himself deep again. I lay back against the glass wall, unable to move. I no longer had the strength to wrap my legs around his waist, so he hooked his arms under my knees and held me up.
His movements stilled, and our eyes met. He bit his lip, then drew it into his mouth sucking his blood. He dipped his head and spat a mouthful of blood on my pussy. My eyes widened, and the corner of his mouth slowly curled. I looked down and watched his cock slide into me, lubed with his own blood. My pussy tingled with sensation. It was indescribable. 
He continued to fuck me, lifting my body and lowering it again so that his cock slid in and out of me with long, languid strokes. I was panting heavily, and I knew I was going to come again, but it felt different from before. More powerful. 
Julian closed his eyes and tipped his head back. His mouth was parted, revealing his fangs. My eyes moved over him, taking in every beautiful detail. A rush of emotion flooded through me. He was mine. 
“Look at me,” I whispered huskily. He did, and his movements slowed as our eyes held. I wrapped my legs around his waist again, squeezing him tight. “You belong to me.” 
A muscle in his jaw twitched. “Yes.” He lowered his mouth to mine and kissed me with a tenderness that almost shattered me. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him back. I whimpered into his mouth as I neared the edge, and he broke our kiss.
“Come for me.” he growled, quickening the pace of his thrusts. “Now.”
I don’t know if it was compulsion, or lust, but my body followed his command. I screamed and dug my nails into him as my world exploded. Then everything went dark. 
The sound of the shower faded into the background until all I could hear was a heartbeat. Julian’s or mine, I didn’t know. I floated in the darkness, feeling currents run through my body that were almost electric, but far more pleasurable. My body was gone. I was immaterial. 
“Sarah.”




Chapter 4


I opened my eyes and saw the ceiling above me. I was in Julian’s bed. I turned my head and saw him sitting on the bed beside me. He was leaning against the headboard, looking through a stack of papers in his lap.   
When he noticed I was awake, he smiled softly. “Hi.” 
I sat up, confused. “What happened?” I asked, pushing my hair out of my face. 
He raised an eyebrow. “You passed out.” 
My eyes widened. “During sex?”
“Yep.”
I looked away, shocked and embarrassed. “That can’t be normal.”
He chuckled. “Nothing about you is normal, and I mean that in the best possible way.”
I shot him a look, then I remembered Allie. “How long was I out? I need to check on my sister.”
“Allie’s fine.” He said, placing the stack of papers on the bedside table. “Maria is showing her around. You were only out for an hour.” 
“Oh.” I shook my head. “I can’t believe I passed out.”
He smiled suggestively. “If I were an arrogant man, I’d take it as a compliment.”
I laughed and punched his thigh. “If you were an arrogant man.”
I slid off the bed, taking the comforter with me. He watched me with an amused expression as I wrapped it around my naked body. 
“I’m gonna get dressed and go find Allie,” I said, hugging the blanket to my chest.  
I left the bedroom, praying no one was in the hall. Everyone knew what was going on between Julian and I, but I still didn’t want them to see me like this. 
I got back to my room and quickly dressed before going in search of Allie. I found her with Maria in the ballroom. They were both laughing when I walked in. 
“Hey,” I called, interrupting them. 
Allie grinned and threw her hands up in the air. “I mean, come on! An actual ballroom?” 
I chuckled as I crossed the room towards them. “Yeah, I know.”
Maria clasped her hands in front of her. “It’s good to have you home, Sarah.”
I rolled my eyes. “Yeah. Home sweet home.”
“Home sweet castle,” Allie said, and we all laughed. 
“I’ll leave you now,” Maria said, before turning to walk away.
“Bye!” Allie called after her. “Thanks for the tour!”
As soon as Maria left, Allie turned to me with wide eyes. “I can’t believe this place. I mean, you told me, but I can’t believe it. And why is every vampire gorgeous? Have you seen the guys outside?”
I laughed and held up my hands to stop her. “Easy, Allie. Remember, they’re not human. And to them you’re basically food.”
She wiggled her eyebrows at me. “I wish one of those guys would eat me.” 
I burst out laughing, the sound echoing in the empty ballroom. “Jesus, Allie!” I gasped between laughs. “What happened to you?” My laughter died down, and I looked her over from head to toe. “You’re different from when I last saw you.”
Her expression sobered instantly. “I thought I lost you, Sarah. First mom, then dad, and then you.” She reached out and took my hands. “But now you're back. And you're immortal.” She squeezed my hands for emphasis. “I never have to worry about losing you again. And honestly, our lives were crap.”
I blinked at her bluntness. That was probably the first negative thing Allie had ever said to me. 
“We were orphaned, and broke,” she continued. “You were about to be evicted, and who knows where I would have ended up once they took the house.”
I nodded. “I’m actually surprised you were still there when I got back. I half expected it to have been sold already.”
Allie waved a hand in the air. “Oh, I used your life insurance money to pay off the mortgage.” Then her eyes widened. “Will we have to give back the money now?”
I frowned. “I didn't have any life insurance.”
Allie shrugged. “Mom and dad must’ve got it for you. All I know is, after the police declared you dead, a guy from the insurance company came by with a big fat check.”
I narrowed my eyes. “How big?”
“A million dollars,” Allie said slowly. 
I let out an exasperated sigh. “You didn’t think it was strange that I had a million dollar life insurance policy?” 
“Well now I do!” she exclaimed. “But I wasn’t thinking straight then. I was hanging on by a thread, Sarah.”
I sighed and pulled her in for a hug. “I’m sorry,” I said, pressing a kiss to her hair. 
She pulled away to look at me. “So then where did the money come from?”
Our eyes met, and we both answered at the same time. “Julian.”
I turned away, struggling to hold back tears. Julian had taken care of my sister, without being asked, and he never sought praise or credit for it. 
“Well look at us now,” Allie said softly, spreading her arms wide as she looked around the room again. “We never have to worry about bills or money again. We can live happily ever after in an actual castle. This is literally every girl's dream.”
“Except prince charming is a vampire,” I reminded her. 
“So are you.” She shrugged. “Maybe I’ll be one too?”
“What? No!”
She frowned. “Why not? If I was a vampire, you wouldn’t have to worry about me being food.” 
Point taken.
“And I’d never get sick, like mom.” 
Her words hit me like a punch to the stomach. The idea of losing Allie was too much to bear. 
“We don’t have to decide right away,” I told her. “You haven’t even been here 24 hours.”
She tilted her head. “True. I could wait a bit. At least ‘till after my birthday, which is right around the corner, in case you forgot.” She grinned at me. “A ball in my honor would be a nice gift.”
I laughed and linked my arm through hers. “Let me tell you what happened at the last ball we had here.”
[image: image-placeholder]We spent the rest of the night wandering through the castle, while I filled her in on vampire life. We ran into Helen at one point, and she told us Julian had ordered clothes for Allie, and they would be delivered the next day. Allie squealed with excitement at the thought of a designer wardrobe. 
We walked through the gardens several times, so Allie could ogle the guards patrolling outside. All I could do was laugh. She was going to be trouble. 
By two in the morning, Allie was starting to lag. She insisted she was fine, but I insisted she go to bed. She had plenty of time to adjust to a nocturnal schedule. 
She was given the room right next to mine, which pleased us both. When she was snug in her bed, I went to find Julian. I ran into Maria first, and she told me Julian was in his office with important visitors, so I decided to go sit in the garden for a while. If the guards outside thought it was strange, seeing me for the fourth time that night, they didn’t let on.  
I wandered down the flower-lined paths for a while, before finding a bench to sit on. I lay down on the stone surface, letting my legs dangle off the side. I looked up at the sky, marveling at its beauty. I wondered if I’d ever get used to the way the stars glittered now. I became lost in thought, and was surprised when I realized dawn was approaching. 
I went inside and wandered past Julian’s office. The door was closed, so I turned to leave. 
“Come.” His voice whispered in my mind. I smiled and opened the door. 
“You like doing that, don’t you?” I asked as I stepped into his office. He sat behind his desk, and the look on his face had me instantly on edge. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked quickly.
He leaned back in his chair and rubbed a hand over his jaw. “I’ve received a message from the Strategoi.”
My heartbeat sped up, but I waited for him to continue. 
“We’ve been summoned. Apparently, Adam killed quite a few vampires in his attempt to rescue you.”
Adam. 
Julian’s eyes narrowed a fraction. “Yes, he’s still alive.”
I let out a shuddering breath and stepped forward to grip the back of the chair closest to me. “Why do they want us?”
“Well, you’re the reason he went berserk, and I’m your new master, so I guess we’re all in trouble.” Julian shook his head. “Damn him.” 
My hands tightened on the chair. “He was trying to save me.” 
Julian’s eyes narrowed even more, but I didn’t back down. “He thought you were going to kill me. You told him, remember? What was done to Valentina would be done to me. That’s what you said.”
Julian’s face hardened. “I can’t believe you’re still defending him.” 
“What would you do?” I asked softly. “If someone took me from you, and promised to kill me?”
His eyes flared. “I would destroy them, and any who stood in my way.” He placed his hands on the desk as he stood. “But you belong to me now. What happens to Adam is no longer your concern.”
“I do belong to you.” I said, struggling to control my growing anger. “But I still care for Adam. I’m sorry if that upsets you, but I’m not going to lie and pretend I don’t care if he lives or dies.” 
Julian’s eyes went black. I knew I was in dangerous waters, but I was tired of tiptoeing around the subject of Adam. I raised my chin defiantly.
“What about Allie?” He asked, his voice dangerously calm. “Do you care if she lives or dies?” 
I froze, all bravado gone. “Allie has nothing to do with this.” 
“Allie is to stand before the Strategoi.” 
“No!” I cried, rushing around the desk to throw myself at him. “Don’t let them take her! Please, I’ll do anything!” 
He wrapped his arms around me. “I’m sorry, Sarah, but even I must answer to the Strategoi.”
I pulled back and looked up at him through the tears in my eyes. “You could tell them we escaped?” 
“We?”
Shit, that was the wrong thing to say. “I’ll come back!” I assured him. “I promise! Just let me get her someplace safe!”
Julian grabbed my arms roughly. “You will never leave me.”
My body tensed. “You’re hurting me.” 
He released me instantly, and I fell back against the desk. 
We stared at each other angrily. 
Fuck him. I was done begging. Done crying. “If anything happens to Allie,” I growled, feeling my fangs descend, “I’ll kill you.”
He huffed. “I almost believe you.”




Chapter 5


We flew to Rome the following night. Maria, Helen, and the same three guys traveled with us. The plane ride was silent and tense. Allie put on a brave face, but I could hear her heartbeat. I knew she was scared. So was I. I no longer cared what happened to Adam, or myself. Allie was all that mattered.  
We arrived at the estate where the trial would be held, and were shown to our rooms. I was worried we’d be locked in cells, like before, but my fears were unnecessary. Julian was a powerful vampire, and they treated him with reverence. 
I was to share a room with Julian, and Allie was in the one next to us. I wanted to stay with Allie instead, but Julian wouldn’t allow it. So I stayed with Allie until she fell asleep, then went to my own room. I expected Julian to be waiting, and I was ready for a fight. But he was gone. Deflated, I sat on the edge of the bed and wondered what would happen to us all? 
I knew Adam would be executed. He’d already been sentenced to death for killing Valentina, and now he killed even more vampires. Julian wouldn’t lift a finger to help him, and what could I possibly do? Becoming a vampire had made me fast, and strong, but I was nothing compared to the others. Any one of the Strategoi could kill me with one strike. Not that they’d bother. One guard with an electric baton is all it would take to bring me down. 
I sighed and laid back on the bed, then I heard the door open and I shot back upright to see Julian enter the room.
“I’ve spoken with one of the Strategoi,” he said, as he sat on the edge of the bed beside me. “You have nothing to fear.”
I let out a shaky breath. “What did they say?”
He looked away and rubbed a hand over his jaw. “Adam is the one on trial, and there’s nothing I can do about that, so don’t even ask.”
I clenched my jaw, hating that he always seemed to know what I was thinking.
“We’ve been called here because of Allie.” I opened my mouth to speak, but he held up a hand to stop me. “I will claim her, through metapherus archond, just as I claimed you.”
I slowly shook my head. “What does that mean? Will you have to change her?”
“That would be the wisest course, and I’m sure the Strategoi will request it.”
I chewed my lip. “If you change her, she’ll want you. Like I want you.” 
He reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, brushing his fingers across my cheek. “You could do it.”
“Me?” I looked at him, aghast, and he chuckled softly.  
“Don’t worry, she won’t desire you. Shared DNA prevents that from happening. I’ve seen it many times.” He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me tight against him. “It’s almost sunrise.” He placed a finger under my chin and lifted my face. “Will you rest with me?” I nodded, and he kissed my lips softly. 
We undressed and climbed under the covers. As I snuggled against him I thought of Allie again and sat up. 
“Allie will wake up and we’ll still be sleeping,” I said. “We can’t leave her alone here.”
Julian pulled me back down beside him. “I’ll hear her when she wakes and send Maria to her.” 
“What if you’re asleep?”
“I won’t be.”
“But-” 
He silenced me with a kiss, then he lifted his head. “I’ll be awake, and I’ll hear her. I promise. Now sleep.”
I grumbled, but snuggled against him and quickly fell asleep. I dreamed I turned Allie into a vampire, and she became a monster. I woke at one point, and Julian was holding me, stroking my back with his fingertips. I sighed and fell back asleep and thankfully did not dream again. 
[image: image-placeholder]Julian woke me when it was time, and we showered and dressed with care. He wore a black suit, with diamond cufflinks, and I wore a floor-length gown made of midnight blue silk. Diamonds graced my neck and wrists. Appearances were everything, he told me. We were the elite. The untouchable. And it was good to remind them of that. 
We stopped by Allie’s room to get her, and I was stunned at the sight of her. Her gown was the palest pink, and it flowed around her when she moved. Her hair was braided into a crown atop her head, and she wore no jewelry. But she didn’t need it. She looked enchanting. And innocent. Julian was right. Appearances were everything. 




Chapter 6


I entered the trial room with Allie at my side. Julian walked ahead of us with an arrogant ease that I tried to emulate.  
Allie’s heart was beating furiously, and I feared the effect it might have on the other vampires in the room. And there were a lot of them. 
The crowd was far larger than my last trial. Julian warned me it would be. There were a lot more vampires in Europe, and this trial would provide them with the drama they loved. I could hear Allie breathing, and I knew she was struggling to appear calm. She kept her eyes downcast, as Julian instructed. 
I kept my eyes glued to Julian’s back as we walked through the crowd to take our places at the front of the room. No one hissed or cursed me this time. No one would dare, now that I belonged to Julian. 
At the front of the room, five of the Strategoi sat in their fancy chairs, looking down at us with their strangely blank expressions. When we finally reached the front of the room, I saw Adam. Our eyes met, and though it pained me to do so, I turned my face away. 
But the image of him was seared in my mind. He was in chains like before, only this time they were attached to bolts in the floor, holding him in place. His clothes were torn and bloody, and he’d looked at me with such pained emotion that I wanted to weep. Instead, I stared at Julian’s back, and took deep, slow breaths to calm myself. Oh, Adam.
One of the Strategoi was speaking, but I couldn’t hear him over the ringing in my ears. It was so loud, it even drowned out Allie’s heartbeat. I wanted to look at Adam again. I wanted to go to him, and wrap my arms around him. I wanted to kiss him and tell him I forgave him for changing me. For everything. 
“Sarah.”
I blinked. Julian was looking at me. They all were. Shit. I opened my mouth then closed it again. Then someone rushed onto the stage to whisper something to one of the Strategoi. All eyes turned to the distraction on the stage. All but Julian’s. His eyes bore into mine with warning. 
The male Strategoi who received the message stood, silencing the whispers in the room. “This trial has been postponed. You may all go.” The room became loud as the vampires in the crowd voiced their displeasure. 
“Take him back to his cell.” The Strategoi told the guards beside Adam. 
Without thinking, I looked at Adam. Our eyes met again, then I felt a hand on my arm. I looked up into Julian’s face. 
“Come.” He said tersely. 
“The girl stays,” the Strategoi said loudly, getting the attention of everyone in the room. 
My eyes flew to Allie, then back to Julian. “Don’t let them take her!” 
The Strategoi pointed to me. “Sarah Hughes, of House Velasco.” 
Julian went still. He slowly turned to face the Strategoi. Allie moved closer to huddle against my side. All pretense of calmness gone.  
“I am Sarah’s master.” Julian’s voice rang out in the room. “What business do you have with her?”
The Strategoi raised his chin. “You may go.”
Julian shifted his stance. “I don’t think so.” 
The room fell silent, and the vampires closest to us backed away. The hair on the back of my neck stood up. 
“Do you challenge the Strategoi?” The vampire asked, his voice dangerously calm.
Julian's body radiated power. “The girl belongs to me. She has broken no laws. You have no right to hold her.” 
The Strategoi pointed to a guard. “Escort Master Calahorra back to his room.”
The guard didn’t move. He stared at Julian with horror, knowing his life was on the line. 
“Sarah, Allie, we’re leaving.” Julian never took his eyes off the Strategoi as he spoke. 
Another member of the Strategoi stood angrily. “Guards!” he shouted, waving a hand towards the frightened guards. “Lock him in a cell. And the human girl too.” He pointed at Allie. 
“No!” I cried, and the room erupted into chaos. 
Julian’s fangs descended as he roared with fury, and claws appeared at his fingertips. Adam was snarling like an animal, yanking at his chains with such force that the guards surrounding him all stepped back. The crowd of vampires that had come for the show were now pushing and shoving, trying to flee through the doors at the back of the room.
The first Strategio who had spoken jumped down from the stage, landing on his feet in front of Julian, and the others quickly followed. They spread out, surrounding us. 
“Stop!” I cried. And everything did.
Every vampire in the room froze, like someone had hit pause on a movie. They were stuck in various stages of motion, in poses that should have been impossible to hold. 
Bewildered, I looked at Allie. Her mouth was open, like she was saying something. The tears on her cheeks were frozen in place. Even her heart had stopped beating.
“Allie!” I ran my hands over her face and shoulders. “Allie, wake up!”
“She’s fine,” a voice behind me said. 
I spun around, but there was no one. “Who said that?” 
“Who are you?” The voice said, seeming to come from all around me. “How did you, a newborn, weak and insignificant, manage to cause so much trouble?”
“Who are you?” I asked, my eyes darting wildly around the room. 
A sound filled the room, almost like a purr, and a shiver ran down my spine. I stepped closer to Allie, preparing to shield her from this unknown threat. 
“What did you do?” The voice asked, “To cause such strife between these two vampires?”
“I did nothing! I’m no one!” I grabbed Allie’s hand and tugged, praying she’d respond. 
“No.” The voice breathed. “You are definitely someone.”
My breath was coming in bursts. I’d never been so terrified. “What did you do to them?” I cried. “What do you want?”
“I want you to tell me the truth.” The voice curled around me like a living thing, rubbing against my flesh. I arched away from it, and it laughed darkly. 
“I’m telling you the truth,” I said, choking on a sob. I rubbed my throat, feeling its presence there. 
“I don’t think you are,” it purred. “What witchcraft have you used on my children?”
I felt a touch on my shoulder and I spun around, bearing my fangs. But it only laughed again. 
“So fierce,” it whispered. I could feel its breath on my ear. 
“Stop!” I cried. 
“Will you tell me your secrets, witch?” 
I spun around again, and came face to face with him. The terrifying stranger who’d frozen time. He was tall and lean, with dark hair falling to his shoulders. His jaw was sharp, and his eyes were like liquid gold. He dressed in black, with his sleeves rolled up, exposing his forearms. 
I swallowed nervously. “I’m not a witch. Witches aren’t real.” 
He tilted his head, like a hawk watching a mouse. “Are you sure about that?” 
No, I wasn’t. I wasn’t sure about anything anymore.
He took a step towards me, and I quickly stepped back. One step was all I got before my body froze. I strained with all my strength, but couldn't move. 
“Stop!” I shouted, panicked. “Let me go!”
He took another step closer. I tried to tell him to stop again, but could no longer open my mouth. I was held in place, with no control over my body. 
One more step and he was right in front of me, our bodies almost touching. In my mind I was screaming, but on the outside I could do nothing as he raised his hand to touch me. He grasped my chin gently, and ran his thumb over my mouth, parting my lips. Slowly, he leaned towards me, lowering his face to my neck. He was going to bite me!
He pressed his face to my skin and inhaled deeply. But no bite came. 
He lifted his head and looked into my eyes. “I will learn the truth,” he whispered. “One way or another.”
Instantly, my world went dark. So dark, that even with my vampire vision I could see nothing. The floor beneath my feet disappeared, and I was flying, and falling. The wind tore at me, whipping my hair around my face. Then it was over. 
I fell to my knees, stunned and disoriented. I blinked as the room around me came back into focus. But I was no longer in that room. I was in a small room made entirely of gray stone. And I was alone. I struggled to stand, feeling unsteady, and nauseous. How did I get here?
I looked around the room as strength returned to my body. There was no furniture. The room was completely empty, aside from me, with a wood door on one side and a window on the other. I rushed to the door, but it was locked.
“Open the door!” I screamed, beating my fists against the wood. I slammed my body against it, but it didn’t budge. I turned and ran to the window, which was really just a hole in the wall. There was no glass covering it. I looked out and gasped when I saw a dark, turbulent ocean. This wasn’t Rome.
I hung my head out to get a better look. I was in a stone tower, which was built into the side of a cliff. The tower itself was at least three stories, but the cliff went on forever. I looked down to where the waves crashed against large jagged rocks. Jumping was out of the question. 
Frustrated that I couldn't fly yet, I pulled my head back inside and looked around the room. Think, Sarah. 
What was happening back in Rome? Was everyone still frozen? What would happen when they returned to normal and found me gone? Julian said he’d always be able to find me, but what if he was imprisoned? What if he was killed? What if Allie was killed? 
That thought propelled me into action. I wasn’t going to sit around and do nothing while my sister was in danger. I went back to the open window and looked out again. This time, I turned my head to look up. 
It was difficult to tell how much higher the tower went, but it was definitely a story or two. I thought about when I caught the owl and tried to remember how high I’d jumped. But it was hard to tell. I’d been so focused on the hunt, I hadn’t thought about anything else. Plus, I had a running start. But I was determined. 
I kicked off my heels, then grabbed the front of my dress and ripped the bottom part off, leaving a ragged edge at knee level. I climbed onto the window ledge, holding onto the side as I stood. It wasn’t tall enough for me to stand straight, so I had to crouch over, which put me at another disadvantage. I looked at my hands, willing claws to appear, but nothing happened. My nails remained short and blunt. I remembered what the man called me, a weak, insignificant newborn, and I clenched my jaw. Fuck him. 
I coiled myself and leapt. I was surprised by how far I made it, before I started to fall again. I grabbed at the side of the tower, my hands scraping against the stone as I fell. My fingertips snagged on a stone that stuck out a couple inches further than the rest, and my body jerked, my arms pulling. I hung from my fingertips, my bare feet scrambling for a ledge to stand on, but there was nothing. 
I heaved myself up with one hand, stretching the other higher, feeling for another hold. And I found one. Slowly, I made my way up the side of the tower. Adrenaline replaced my fear, and before long I reached the top. There were wide notches at the top, and I grabbed the sides and pulled myself through, nearly sobbing with relief when I finally lay flat on the stone surface. I rolled onto my back and looked up into the face of my tormentor. 
“That was entertaining.”
I scrambled to my feet, stepping quickly away. He was leaning against the stone wall, watching me with those strange golden eyes. 
I looked around and saw that I was at the top of an enormous, sprawling castle. To one side were the cliffs, and the sea. In the other direction was an endless forest. 
Determined not to cower, I raised my chin. “Where am I?” 
He tilted his head. “Does it matter?” 
Of course it matters! “What did you do to the others? Where is my sister?”
“They are where I left them.”
I narrowed my eyes. “What did you do to them? And why did you bring me here? How did you bring me here?” 
“So many questions,” he said, pushing off the wall. He walked toward me slowly.
“Stay away from me!” I shouted, scrambling backwards. 
He continued towards me. “Or what? Will you use your magic on me witch? Will you put me under your spell as well?”
He was insane. “Yes!” I pointed a finger at him, and he paused. “I am a witch! Let me go, or you’ll be sorry!”
For a moment we were at a standoff, neither of us daring to move. Then in a blink, I found myself back in the tower. 
I stumbled and fell back against the wall. He stood by the door, watching me. 
“Stop doing that!” I shrieked, trying not to vomit.
He only titled his head in that strange, birdlike way of his. “Do it.”
The lightheadedness left me, and I stepped away from the wall. 
“Use your magic on me.” The gold in his eyes swirled as he spoke, and I looked away quickly. 
“Do it!” His voice snapped through the room like a whip, and I flinched.
I closed my eyes, defeated. “I’m not a witch.” 
“Mmmm.” He purred. “We shall see.”




Chapter 7


“Open the fucking door!” That bastard had left me hours ago, vanishing like a ghost before my eyes. Now dawn had come, and there were no drapes or steel shutters to protect me from the rising sun. I cowered against the door, terrified as the room began to lighten.  
“Please!” I screamed, banging my fists against the door. “Help me!” I watched in horror as the first rays of light landed on the stone floor, just inside the window. On the far side of the room, I was still in the shadows. But even that small amount of indirect light made my skin burn. 
“Please!” I sobbed. “Open the door!”
He appeared suddenly, in front of the window. The sun hit his back, illuminating him. “Are you ready to confess, witch?” 
I flinched away from him. “I’m not a witch! Let me go!”
He leaned back against the edge of the window and turned his face into the sun. “For your sake, I hope you're lying.”
The air in my lungs felt like fire, choking me with every breath. “You’re going to kill me?” I gasped. “Let the sun burn me to death?”
“If necessary.” 
A small flame erupted from my forearm, and I screamed in agony. I pressed my arm against my stomach to smother it. I could feel my strength leaving my body. My tattered gown did nothing to protect me, and I watched in horror as my red skin started to flake away. 
“Please.” I fell to my knees, curling into myself. 
In a blink he was in front of me. “Confess!” He roared, his voice shaking the room. I wanted to cover my ears, but I hadn’t the strength. Flames erupted from my legs and I screamed. 
Then we were gone, flying through the darkness. I couldn’t see anything, but I could feel his arms around me. Then there was nothing. 
[image: image-placeholder]I lay in the dark, comforted by softness. Was I dead? I cracked my eyes open and saw him, sitting in a chair in front of an empty fireplace. He turned his head towards me, his movements sharp. 
I pushed myself into a sitting position and looked around, confused. I was in a bed, and I was naked. I gasped and yanked the blanket up to cover my chest. My heart pounded, and his gaze sharpened. 
I looked down at my bare arms. My skin was smooth and perfect. Whatever damage the sun had done was gone. 
He saved me. He was the one who hurt me in the first place, but he saved me. 
“Thank you.” 
His eyes narrowed a fraction. “Not a witch then.” 
He stood and crossed the room towards me. I scooted back against the headboard, clutching the blanket tighter.  
He stopped at the edge of the bed. “Not a witch, but something… How do you have this hold over us?”
Us?
He reached out and lifted a strand of my hair, twisting it between his fingers. “You’re unlike any I’ve encountered before.” I held my breath and watched in terror as his lips parted revealing his fangs. Then he was gone. He disappeared as fast as a shadow when the lights came on. 
I gasped and scooted to the far side of the bed. My eyes darted around the room, expecting him to reappear. But he didn’t. I slid off the bed, pulling the blanket to wrap around me. I looked around the room for a way out. There were no windows, or doors. I went to the fireplace and bent to look up the chimney, but it was too narrow for me to fit through. Not wanting him to come back and catch me in bed, I sat down in the chair he’d been sitting in. I tried to stay awake, to think of a plan, but the daylight hours were against me. I closed my eyes and fell asleep. 
[image: image-placeholder]The smell of blood woke me. I jerked awake and saw a glass on the small table next to my chair. I leapt to my feet, letting the blanket fall. Naked, I spun around, looking for him. But I was alone. I grabbed the blanket and pulled it around myself. 
“Hello?” I called. But no one answered. I scowled and sat back down. What the hell was happening? I grabbed the glass and took a tentative sip. It tasted normal, not that I’d know what abnormal blood tasted like. I drank it all and set the glass down. Now what?
I glanced around the room again, wondering what I was supposed to do with myself, when I noticed something on the bed. I stood and walked over to it. It was a pair of pants and a shirt, folded neatly. 
I looked around again before quickly dropping the blanket and yanking the clothes on. It was a pair of soft black pants, and a loose black shirt that laced up the front. It was far too large, and it looked like part of a pirate costume, but it was better than a blanket. I pulled the laces tight, to make sure no part of my chest was visible, then I sat on the bed and crossed my arms. 
“Are you ready?” He said, appearing in front of me. 
“Jesus!” I jerked back, pressing a hand to my chest. 
He laughed darkly. “Not even close.” 
I scrambled off the bed and hurried to the other side of the room, putting as much distance between us as possible. 
His eyes roamed over me before settling on my face. “I’ll give you one last chance,” he said, looking directly into my eyes, “to tell me what you are.” 
I shook my head. “I don’t know what you mean! I was a human, now I’m a vampire. That’s it!”
His expression hardened. “You lie.” He stepped towards me. “No normal vampire could have this effect.”
“What effect?” I cried. I stepped backward and came up against the wall. There was nowhere left for me to run. 
He took another step, and I shook my head fearfully. “I’m not doing anything!”
One second he was in the middle of the room, and the next he was looming over me. He slammed his hand against the wall beside my head. “Confess!” 
I squeezed my eyes shut and turned my face away, preparing for the worst. He grabbed me roughly, and I gasped, my eyes flying open. 
He lowered his face, until our heads were nearly touching, and growled. Then he was gone. 
I crumpled to the floor and began to cry. There was no way I’d ever escape him. 
He left me alone for the rest of the night. When I felt the morning approaching, I lay on the bed, fully dressed and went to sleep. I dreamed about Allie, and when I woke, my face was wet with tears. I sat up and rubbed my face with my sleeve, not caring if I smeared blood all over myself. 
A moment later, he appeared. I stared at him, too emotionally drained from my dream to feel fear. He was holding a glass of blood in his hand. 
He tilted his head as he looked at me. I knew I looked a mess, but I didn’t care. 
“Are you ready to confess?” he asked softly. 
I glared at him through my tears. “Fuck you.” 
He set the glass on the table and disappeared. 
This went on for two weeks. Thirteen more times he appeared in my room with a glass of blood in his hand. He’d ask me to confess, and I’d respond in my own way, then he’d set the glass down and disappear. 
Sometimes when he asked, I’d beg him to free me. Sometimes I’d curse him. Once I just flipped him off. But when he came the last time I didn’t even acknowledge him. I lay on the bed, curled on my side, and stared at the wall until he disappeared. His games were pointless. He could pop in and out of my room for a hundred years, and it wouldn’t make a difference. Nothing I could say would make him happy. 
The next night when he appeared I was sitting on the bed, curled up against the headboard. I intended to ignore him again, but he stalked across the room towards me. I scrambled to get away, but he was too fast. He grabbed me and together we disappeared. 
Thankfully, it was a brief trip this time. I didn't even have a chance to get nauseous. One moment we were in the bedroom, the next we were in a bathroom. He released me and stepped away. I looked around, confused. There was an enormous tub, filled with steaming water. 
“Get in.”
What? My eyes flew to him. 
“You stink.”
I opened my mouth, then closed it again. He kept me imprisoned for two weeks and then had the nerve to tell me I needed a bath?
“Get in,” he repeated.
“Get out,” I replied, lifting my chin.
He smirked, then turned and walked out of the room. I watched him go, surprised that he actually used the door instead of disappearing again. I waited a moment, to see if he’d return, then tore off my clothes and jumped in the tub. 
I sighed as I sank into the water, and lay back, submerging myself. I resurfaced after a moment and immediately looked to the door, but I was still alone. There were several bottles on the edge of the tub, and I grabbed one and removed the lid. The scent of roses hit me, and I inhaled. It was lovely. I used the soap to wash my body, then lathered my hair before submerging myself again to rinse. 
The water felt heavenly, and I wanted to linger. But I forced myself to get out as soon as I was done washing. I grabbed a towel and quickly wrapped it around my body. Then I grabbed another and twisted it around my head to dry my hair. 
I glanced at my dirty clothes on the floor, considering whether I should put them back on. No one had come with clean clothes, and I didn’t want to be standing there in a towel when he came back. 
I tiptoed to the doorway and peeked out to see an enormous bedroom. It was elegantly decorated, with three large windows on the far wall. The windows were open, allowing the breeze in. 
Cautiously, I walked into the room. I saw the door on the far side and headed straight towards it. When I passed the bed, I saw a dress laid across it, and I paused. Was that for me? I walked over and ran my hand over it. Fuck it. I’m taking the dress.
I yanked the towel off my head and pulled the dress on. When it was bunched under my armpits, I dropped the other towel, glancing quickly at the door as I did so. It was cut like a slip, the silky fabric gently skimming my body as it fell to the floor. It was red, so dark it almost looked black. It had a modest scoop neckline, and it covered everything, so I was satisfied. 
I combed my fingers through my wet hair, waiting for him to return. I didn’t wait long. He strolled in through the bedroom door a few minutes later. He stopped when he saw me, his eyes moving over me. 
“I’m glad it fits,” he said, stepping further into the room. He inhaled deeply. “And you definitely smell better.”
I scowled at him, but said nothing. 
“Are you ready, then?” He asked, stepping closer. 
I wanted to retreat, but forced myself to stand still. “Ready for what?”
His lips curled, and the gold in his eyes glimmered. 
I didn’t see him reach for me, but I felt his touch as the world disappeared and we spun wildly through the darkness. I dug my nails into him, to hold on, but to hurt him as well. I was furious that he took me away like this again. 
When we came to a stop, my legs gave out, but this time I didn’t fall. He caught me, holding me against him. I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the dizziness and nausea to pass. I wondered where I would be when I opened my eyes. He released me, and my eyes shot open. We were in a dark hallway, in front of a set of huge double doors. 
He titled his head, watching me. “It is time, witch.”
I clenched my fists at my sides. “My name is Sarah. We both know I’m not a witch.”
His expression didn’t change, but a sound like a purr filled the air. A shiver ran down my spine, and I arched my back, trying to escape it.  
He held out a hand. “Come, Sarah.”
Reluctantly, I took his hand and let him lead me through the doors. 
We stepped into a massive throne room, filled with hundreds of vampires. I stumbled and tried to yank my hand from his, but he tightened his grip and continued to pull me along. As one, the crowd turned to us and sank to their knees. Silence filled the room, and my heart beat wildly as the truth dawned on me. He was the king. 
We were on a raised level with wide stone steps leading down to the crowd. A massive throne was placed in the center, and he led me to it. He released my hand as he sat, and I stood there, not knowing what to do. He rested his arms on the armrests, and curled his fingers around the carved wooden ends. 
He let his gaze move over the crowd before turning his head to look at me. “Sit.”
“Where?” There was only one chair, and I wasn’t about to sit on his lap.
He pointed to a spot on the floor, by his feet, and I snorted in disbelief. 
“Sit.” His voice said in my mind. Under his command, my body moved forward and gracefully sank to the floor. My legs stretched out, resting my bare feet on the stairs. 
In my mind, I called him every foul name I could think of. He didn’t respond, which either meant he couldn’t read my mind, or he didn’t care what I thought of him. 
“Rise,” he said loudly, and as one the crowd stood. 
All at once, music started playing, and the party started back up. People started talking and dancing, all the while casting glances in our direction. Through it all, I sat at his feet, bewildered. Was I meant to stay on the floor all night, while the rest of them had a great time? 
Someone approached with a tray and offered the king a crystal goblet filled with blood. He took, but did not drink. He nodded his head towards me, and the guy came over and offered me a glass. I shook my head, and he bowed and walked away. 
A vampire stepped out of the crowd and approached the stairs. He was one of the Strategoi. I recognized him from my trail with Adam. He bowed at the waist, waiting for the king to acknowledge him.
“Come.” The king said, and the man straightened and climbed the stairs. He glanced at me once, then quickly away. 
“My King,” he said, bowing again when he reached the top of the stairs. “Everything has been done, as you asked.”
My tormentor nodded once. 
“And might I say,” the Strategoi continued. “How good it is to have you with us once more.”
The king looked at him sharply, and the man swallowed. I could hear his heartbeat speed up. Apparently that had been the wrong thing to say. I almost smirked at his discomfort. 
“Bring them,” the king said, looking back to the crowd. 
The Strategoi slumped with relief when the king turned his gaze away. He bowed again. “Yes, My King.” 
He scurried back down the stairs and disappeared into the crowd. I watched him go, hating him for the part he took in sentencing Adam to death. 
The king drummed his fingers on the armrest. I stared at his fingers as they moved, the tapping of his nails growing louder and louder. Then they stopped. 
“I have a gift for you,” he said in my mind. 
My eyes flew to his face, but he stared straight ahead. I followed his gaze and saw the doors at the back of the room open. Then Adam and Julian walked in.
Their eyes immediately went to me, and I wanted to stand up and run to them. But I could not. The king held my body in place. 
The crowd parted, creating an open path down the center of the room, from them to us. I held my breath as they started towards us, my eyes moving over them. Both of them were dressed for the occasion, in dark designer suits. 
I was shocked to see Adam unchained. In fact, they weren’t even accompanied by guards. I frowned and looked around, suddenly realizing there were no guards present. My eyes flew back to them, thinking this might be our chance. 
They both stopped at the bottom of the stairs and bowed at the waist. But I saw Adam’s expression before he lowered his head. His eyes were blazing with fury. 
“Rise,” the king said, and they both straightened. 
For a moment we all looked at each other silently. 
“Julian Calahorra,” the king said. “It has been a long time.”
Julian bowed his head a fraction. “Your presence has been missed, My King.”
The king scoffed. “My King. Since when have you addressed me as such.”
The corner of Julian’s mouth ticked up. “Marius.” 
I watched Julian as he spoke, but he never glanced at me. Adam, on the other hand, stared directly at me. I looked at him and our eyes met. I couldn’t possibly describe what I felt, seeing him alive, and unharmed. 
“Yes,” Marius said, drawing my attention. “It seems I’ve missed quite a bit of excitement.” He looked at Adam “You changed this girl, did you not?”
Adam glared back, making no effort to hide his hatred. “You know I did.”
“And then she belonged to Julian.” Marius looked at Julian as he said it. “And now she belongs to me.”
Julian showed no reaction, but Adam’s eyes went black.
“Careful, boy,” Marius said softly. 
“It’s true,” Julian said, interrupting the tense moment, “you have been gone a while.” Marius looked back to Julian as he spoke. 
“Many things have changed,” Julian continued. “And not for the better. The community needs you, Marius. Without your guidance, quite frankly, things have gone to shit.”
Marius laughed, and I looked up at him with surprise. “I could always count on you for the truth.” 
Julian’s mouth twisted into a devilish grin. “I am ever at your service. Let me handle this mess with Adam and the girl.” He waved a hand in my direction. “You’ll have enough to deal with in the coming weeks.”
Marius drummed his fingers against the wood again, and we all waited for his response. Would it really be that easy?
“A kind offer,” he finally said. “But I’ve grown fond of my new pet.” He looked at me then, and I was caught, trapped by his gaze. 
I heard a growl come from Adam, and Marius turned his head sharply towards him.
“As you say,” Julian said, bowing his head again. “If you have no further use for us, I believe the Madrona sisters are waiting.” He raised his eyebrows suggestively, and Marius chuckled. 
“Go,” he said, waving them away. “Enjoy the party.”
Julian clasped Adam’s shoulder. “Come on. We can’t keep the ladies waiting.”
I watched, stunned, as Julian led Adam away. It was all an act, wasn’t it? Julian would never truly give me up?
“Are you pleased, witch?” Marius asked, and I glanced up at him. “To see your lovers alive and well?” He leaned forward, bringing his face closer to mine. “Their lives are my gift to you. What will you give me in return?”
My heart hammered. “Anything.” 
His face hardened. “Then tell me the truth.”
I felt my hopes plummet. We were back to this. 
“You have until the end of the night,” he said, straightening. He turned his attention back to the crowd below. “Then I’ll kill them both.”
For hours, my mind raced. What could I possibly tell the king that would make him spare Julian and Adam? I watched Julian with disbelief as he mingled and danced as if he were having a great time. I assumed it was an act. At least, I hoped it was. But if I had to watch him flirt with one more woman, I’d scream. 
Adam spent the entire night standing by a stone pillar at the edge of the room, watching me. Every time I glanced his way, our eyes met, and I became overwhelmed by my emotions. Fearing tears, I could never hold his gaze for long. 
All night long, people approached the throne, attempting to curry favor with the king. I was grateful that they kept his attention off me. 
I was inwardly fuming, watching Julian dance with a stunning redhead, when Marius finally spoke to me again. 
“It is time, witch.” I jerked my head towards him, my eyes widening with fear. He leaned towards me. “Will you confess?”
“I don’t know what you want me to say!” I cried. 
His hand shot out, and he grabbed my arm, yanking me closer. “Tell me what you are,” he hissed. 
I closed my eyes, knowing there was nothing I could say that would please him. 
“Confess!” He roared, surging to his feet. I cowered on the floor as the party came to a screeching halt. Everyone in the room turned towards us in surprise, and fear. 
“Get out!” Marius shouted at them.
People began fleeing through the doors at the back of the room, terrified of the king's wrath. The room emptied quickly until all that remained was us. Or so I thought. 
“You dare defy me?” Marius shouted. I turned my head and saw Julian and Adam, standing in the center of the room. 
“Sarah belongs to me,” Julian growled. Beside him, Adam looked wild. His eyes were black, his fangs were showing, and he had claws at his fingertips. 
Marius smiled terrifyingly. “Now we speak the truth.” 
He looked at Adam. “Where did you find her? What is she?”
Adam was breathing heavily, and I saw his claws twitch as he stared at the king. 
“You’ve already read our minds,” Julian said. “So why all the questions?”
Suddenly Julian and Adam’s bodies jerked, and they both fell to their knees. Julian clenched his jaw, and Adam howled with fury. I leapt to my feet, and Marius jerked his head towards me. 
“Let them go,” I hissed, feeling my fangs descend. 
“Confess, witch, and they live.” He tilted his head. “Or don’t, and they die.”
I clenched my hands into fists. “I’ve already told you the truth. You can read minds, right?”
His face hardened, and Julian and Adam howled. I looked at them and saw their bodies twist and contort in ways that would kill a human. Marius turned away from me and started down the stairs. I watched in horror as Adam and Julian’s bodies lifted off the floor. They hung in midair, snarling and screaming. He was going to kill them!
Without thinking, I leapt on Marius’ back and sank my fangs into his neck. His body jerked with surprise, and we were gone.
We landed back in the bedroom where I’d been kept the last two weeks. He threw me off him, and I flew across the room and slammed into the wall before falling to the floor. 
Gasping, I pushed myself up on shaking arms, then collapsed again. My vision was blurred as I watched him stalk towards me. 
He crouched down in front of me and grabbed me roughly by the hair. “Have it your way.” 
He yanked me to him and sank his fangs into my neck. His venom hit me instantly, but it was nothing like Julian’s or Adam’s. It felt like lightning shooting through my body, and I screamed as my body jolted and arched up off the floor.  
He released me instantly, stumbling back, with a wild look in his eyes. My body convulsed on the floor as his venom tore through me. The edges of my vision went dark, and I feared I was dying. 
I felt him touch my hand. “Phaedra.” 




Chapter 8


I jerked awake, gasping. Marius was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching me. He reached towards me and I flinched.  
He let his hand fall and looked at me regretfully. “I’m sorry, my love.”
I was so frightened, his words barely registered. 
“I had no way of knowing,” he whispered. “How is this possible?” He looked at me, as if expecting an answer, but I had no idea what he was talking about. “Where have you been all this time?”
He reached for my hand again and I pulled back. His eyes filled with tears, and I stared at them. He had human tears, not blood tears. He reached for my hand again, and I was so distracted by his tears that I let him take it. 
“Phaedra,” He breathed, holding my hand to his cheek. He turned his head and pressed a kiss to my palm. A single tear rolled down his cheek, and I watched it, mesmerized. 
“I’m so sorry,” he murmured against my hand. “I should have never brought the child. Forgive me.” He looked at me in anguish, and my mind raced. I was afraid that whatever I said would set him off. 
“It’s okay,” I said, pulling my hand away.
He frowned. “Why didn’t you tell me it was you? Why did you let me hurt you?” When I remained silent, his eyes narrowed. “You don’t remember, do you? You don’t know me.”
I hesitated. As long as he believed I was this Phaedra person, I was safe. “I’m confused.”
He stared directly into my eyes. “You don’t remember now, but you will.” 
He left me then, telling me it was still daytime and I should rest. After he disappeared, I sat in stunned silence, frantically trying to think of a way to use his madness to my advantage. I could play along, and pretend to be Phaedra, but Julian said he could read minds. He’d know I was lying. But if he could read minds, he’d know I wasn’t Phaedra. And he’d have known I wasn’t a witch. The more I thought, the more confused I became. But it was daytime, and I could only fight sleep for so long. 
[image: image-placeholder]I stood to the side, watching the others dance around the fire. The air was heavy with the scent of lavender, and the sky was clear and full of stars. The gods had blessed us with the perfect night. 
The music was lively, and wine flowed heavily. Everyone was having a wonderful time. I tapped my toe to the beat of the drums, growing impatient. Then I saw him, coming towards me through the crowd. 
I scowled when he reached my side. “You’re late.”
He grinned and swung me into his arms. “Forgive me, wife.”  
I laughed. “Just this once.” 
I rose up on my toes to kiss him, and he pulled me tight against him. 
“Will you dance with me?” He asked, against my lips. I nodded, and he pulled me closer to the fire. 
We joined the other dancers, twirling, and clapping along to the music. Marius tipped his head back and laughed, and I watched the shadows from the flames dance over his face. He saw me watching him, and his lips slowly curved. I knew what that smile meant.
I grabbed his hand and pulled him through the crowd. He laughed, allowing me to drag him along. When we reached the edge of the crowd, I smiled at him over my shoulder, and broke into a run. He whooped and gave chase. He could have caught me easily, but where was the fun in that? 
When we reached the edge of the field, he grabbed me and swung me in a circle. I shrieked and laughed as we tumbled to the ground. He rolled on top of me, still laughing, and I reached up to move his long dark hair out of his face. 
His laughter faded as he looked down at me, and his face grew serious. He lowered his head and brushed his lips across mine. 
“Phaedra.”
I jerked awake, flying upright in bed. I looked around, panicked, but I was alone. I pressed a hand to my chest, struggling to control my rapid heartbeat. Marius’ voice still echoed in my mind, calling me Phaedra. 
I kicked the blanket off me and slid out of bed. I was still wearing my dress from the night before, and I ran my hand over the wrinkled fabric, thinking of Julian and Adam. The last time I saw them, the king had them in the grip of his power. I thought he was killing them. But where were they now? Had Marius gone back to finish them off? 
I looked around the windowless, doorless room. 
“Hello?” I called. Instantly, he appeared in front of me, and I stumbled back, startled. 
He grasped my arms gently to steady me. “I’m sorry to frighten you.”
I took a step back, and he released me. “A room with a door would be an improvement,” I said without thinking. 
He laughed, startling me again. “Yes,” he nodded. “You shall have a room with a door. Let me take you from this place.” He held a hand out to me, and I stared at it, not trusting him.
I didn’t want to take his hand. I knew he was going to fly us out of there, if what he did even was flying. How could you fly through stone walls? Reluctantly, I placed my hand in his.
He pulled me close, and I stood very still while he wrapped his arms around me. He placed a hand on the back of my head and gently pulled me to his chest. “Take a deep breath.” 
I inhaled, filling my lungs with air, and then we were gone. It was a moment of darkness, then we were at our new location. I blinked, stunned by how different the flight was this time. There was no wind, no wild spinning. I wasn’t nauseous or disorientated. 
“That was different,” I said, confused. 
He looked at me with regret. “I’m sorry, I made no effort to shield you before.” He raised a hand to brush a strand of hair off my face. “If I had known it was you… Will you forgive me?”
I nodded and looked away. I fully intended to use his madness to my advantage, but it was unsettling when he spoke to me like that. 
I looked around at the room we’d landed in. It was a massive room, with soaring ceilings, and an upper balcony on one side. The plaster walls were chipped and faded, and the few pieces of furniture looked like they’d crumble if I sat on them. There were no windows, only a large doorway on both ends of the room, and a massive fireplace on one wall. 
“Where are we?” I asked. 
“Still at the castle,” Marius replied. “In Germany.”
Germany! I turned away to hide my disappointment. How was I supposed to get home from Germany?
“I’m ashamed to admit that I’ve let my home fall into disrepair,” he said, looking around the room. “It’s been so long since I’ve entertained.” He shrugged. “I didn’t see the point in renovating.” He turned to me and smiled. “But have no fear. Work will begin immediately. And I’ll hire more staff.” He stepped closer and took my hand. “You can decorate our home however you please.”
I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded. He reached up, and I froze, fearful. He brushed my hair back over my shoulder, letting his fingers graze my neck. I held my breath, waiting, but then he lowered his hand. 
His smile disappeared, and he looked almost sad. “I’m sorry for what I did.” 
I swallowed nervously. 
“I let the sun burn you.” He shook his head, then he looked at me and frowned. “What happened to your power, Phaedra?”
“My name is Sarah,” I said hesitantly. 
He shook his head again. “No. You are Phaedra. I knew it the moment I tasted your blood.” Suddenly, his gaze sharpened. “You must drink from me.”
I started to shake my head, but he grabbed my arms, pulling me closer. “I knew the truth when I tasted your blood,” he said excitedly. “The same will happen for you, when you drink mine.”  
I slowly shook my head. I knew what would happen if I drank from him. He was trying to make me desire him. 
He squeezed my arms and shook me. “You must, Phaedra!” 
“Will you force me?” I asked fearfully. 
Instantly he released me, and his expression softened. “No, my love. I would never force you to do anything.”
Freed from his grip, I stepped away.
“It would be the fastest way to regain your memories,” he continued, “but I will be patient.”
“Thank you,” I murmured, relieved that he wouldn't drug me with his blood. 
He stared at me for the longest time, and I began to fidget under the intensity of his gaze. The silence between us stretched on, and I grew more worried with every passing second. Why was he staring at me like that? 
“You were born in Andros,” he said softly, finally breaking the silence. “A small village, that lay in the shadow of the sacred mountain. We knew each other all our lives, but you never truly saw me until the night of harvest festival, in your seventeenth summer. I don’t know what made you finally notice me that night, but whatever it was, I was grateful. Because I had always noticed you.”
Marius was looking at me as he spoke, with a mixture of hope and sadness. I remained silent, too frightened to say anything. 
“When I approached your father for your hand, he threw me out of the house. But you badgered him endlessly, never giving him a moment's peace until he gave his approval.”
He smiled softly, a far off look on his face. “We had a modest home, near the lavender fields. I was a carpenter, and you played the lyre. Shortly after we wed, I made a cradle for the babe we hoped to have. But that babe never came.” 
He stepped closer, and I swallowed. His words were drawing me in, making me wonder if he was using his power on me. 
“You grew sadder with each passing year. You prayed to the gods, we both did, but they did not answer. One year, on the night of the winter solstice, you went to the temple and offered a sacrifice to Demeter, and she finally answered your call.”
I watched Marius’s face harden, my heart beating frantically in my chest. 
“She cursed you, Phaedra. For daring to ask for a child, she cursed you. You nearly killed me that night.”
I was picturing it, as he spoke. I knew he was mad, that it wasn’t real, but his words still affected me. 
“It was different for you then, then it is now. You had incredible abilities. The sun didn’t bother you. But you needed blood to survive. As the years passed, it became obvious you weren’t aging. So you changed me, so we could be together forever.”
He shook his head in amazement. “Neither of us understood how you knew how to do it. It just came to you, instinctively. Then we were both immortal. For almost a century, we were happy. But you never stopped longing for a child. Then a fever swept through town, killing so many. There was a child, barely four years old.”
“Stop!” The word burst out of me, surprising us both. I looked away, unsettled. 
“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “I only wanted to help you remember.” We both stood silently for a moment before he spoke again. “Will you walk with me?” 
I nodded.
Marius led me through the castle, pointing out various things. He started telling me what each room was used for, and spoke of the gatherings that used to take place there. He pointed out areas that needed repairs, and assured me that shutters would be installed immediately. I listened with half an ear, making a mental note of where all the exits were. We were just headed outside when a roar filled the air, causing me to freeze in my tracks. 
“It’s alright,” Marius said. “Come.” He beckoned me to follow, and I nervously stepped out into a huge courtyard. Two male vampires were fighting, tearing at each other, while a group watched from the sides. I gasped, and one of the fighters jerked his head towards me. The other took advantage of his distraction, and kicked him in the back, sending him flying forward. 
The vampire flew across the courtyard, slamming into the ground and sliding several feet before coming to a stop in front of us. 
I quickly stepped behind Marius, terrified, but he only grinned. “Bested again, Alfred?”
The vampire pushed himself to his feet and smiled ruefully. “I was distracted by a heavenly vision.” 
He bowed his head to me, and Marius chuckled. “Did a heavenly vision distract you last time as well?”
The guys standing on the other side of the courtyard started laughing, and I looked around bewildered. What was happening? 
The vampire in front of me, Alfred, only grinned. “No. Last time Eskel cheated.” 
The others crossed the courtyard to join us, and I tried not to tremble. They were all massive. I could feel the power radiating off them. 
I was still cowering behind Marius, and he took my hand, tugging me forward. “Sarah, these are my most trusted friends, formally, the King’s Guard.”
“Not that he needs one,” someone muttered, eliciting laughs from the others. 
“May I present Eskel, their fearless leader, Michael, Gregor, Hugh, Godwin, Harold, Marc, and Alfred.”
Alfred grinned. “He always saves the best for last.”
They all looked at me expectantly. I didn’t know what to say, so I just said hi. Apparently that was enough, because they all grinned at me. 
Marius chatted with them for a bit, and I watched silently, astounded by their lightheartedness. Watching Marius joke with them was confusing. I’d only ever seen him be cruel. He tortured Adam and Julian, and he almost burned me alive. But now he was like a totally different person. I wondered if it was due to his madness. Like he had split personalities or something.
We eventually left, so the guys could get back to their training. What they were training for, I had no idea. Marius led me back inside, showing me to an interior that would be my temporary bedroom, until the shutters were installed. He left me for a while, and I sat on the bed and stared at the wall, trying to think of a way to ask about Allie. 
As luck would have it, Marius brought the subject up himself, when he returned a while later with a glass of blood. 
He offered it to me, and as I took my first sip, he said, “I’ve sent for your sister.”
Surprised, I choked and almost spit out the blood. I coughed a few times, blinking rapidly. 
“Allie’s coming here?” I asked when I could finally speak. 
“Yes. She’ll be here by the time you wake tomorrow.” 
I stared into my cup. Allie was coming. I was relieved to know she was safe, but I planned on escaping. Getting us both out would be a lot harder. With her human speed and strength, I didn’t know how we would manage it. 
“I thought this would please you,” Marius said softly, making me realize I’d been quiet too long.
“It does,” I said quickly. “Thank you.” I took a long drink, emptying my cup. 
Marius sat down in a wooden armchair and stretched his legs out in front of him, crossing them at the ankles. “Tell me about yourself,” he said. “Where have you been all this time?”
All what time? “There’s not much to tell.” 
He frowned. “It’s been over two thousand years since you left me. There must be something to tell.”
He was talking about Phaedra. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t want to piss him off when Allie was coming, but I didn’t want to play along and have him read my mind and know I was lying. 
“I want to hear about you,” I said, sitting on the edge of the bed. He glanced at the empty chair next to him, and I pretended not to notice. “You said it's been two thousand years. What have you been doing all that time? 
“What have I been doing?” He leaned his head back against the chair and looked up at the ceiling. “I have been trapped in this hell, tormented by guilt, unable to atone for my sins.”
Well fuck. What was I supposed to say to that? 
He straightened his head to look at me, and his expression was so intense I almost flinched. “Say you forgive me.” His voice was thick with emotion.
“Sure.” I looked down and ran my hand over the bedspread, trying to escape his gaze. 
I heard the chair scrape against the stone floor and my head jerked up to see him walking towards me. I forced myself to remain still as he fell to his knees at my feet. He grabbed my hands and brought them to his chest, pulling me forward so that I was leaning over him. His face was anguished when he spoke. 
“I should have never brought the child. I only wanted to make you happy. Say you forgive me Phaedra.”
“My name is Sarah,” I whispered fearfully. 
“You are Phaedra.” He said roughly, squeezing my hands. “You must remember.”
I tried to pull away. “You said you wouldn’t pressure me.” 
He squeezed his eyes shut, and the muscle in his jaw clenched. Then he slowly released my hands and stood. “You’re right. I apologize. I will leave you now.” 
I watched him leave, stunned by his sudden change in behavior. When the door closed behind him I flopped back on the bed. “Fuck!”




Chapter 9


When I stepped out of my room the following night, I was surprised to see one of the King’s Guards, standing in the hall, in front of the door next to mine.  
“Hey,” I said nervously.
He smiled and bowed his head to me. “Good evening my lady, your sister has arrived and is resting within.” 
I looked to the door behind him. “She’s in there?”
“Yes.” 
“Can I-” I hesitated, and he stepped to the side, freeing my path to the door. “Thank you,” I said, stepping past him to open the door. 
I entered the room and saw Allie sprawled sideways across the bed, fully dressed, and snoring softly. She looked younger when she slept, reminding me of when we were kids, and I smiled at the memory. 
I crossed the room silently and sat on the bench at the foot of the bed. Probably two hours passed before she woke up, but I was content to watch her sleep. 
When she finally opened her eyes and saw me, she smiled sleepily. “Hey.”
“Hey,” I replied, smiling back. Then my smile fell. “I’ve been so worried about you.”
Allie sat up and pushed her hair out of her face. “Me too.”
I swallowed at the sudden lump in my throat, and Allie scooted towards me and pulled me into a hug. 
“What happened to you?” She mumbled against my shoulder.
I glanced at the door, knowing the guard outside could probably hear us through the door. “Let’s go for a walk and I’ll tell you all about it.”
Allie pulled back to look at me, and I held a finger to my lips, telling her to be quiet, then I pointed to the door. She frowned, then nodded. 
“Come on,” I said as I stood. “I’ll show you around. You’re not gonna believe this place.” 
We walked out of the room and Allie froze when she saw the guard. He smiled, and she looked back at him fearfully. 
“I’m gonna show my sister around.” I told him, taking Allie by the hand.
He nodded. “Of course my lady.” 
I started down the hall, pulling Allie along after me, and quickly realized the guard was following us. We headed down the hall, and turned towards the stairs, and he did too. When we reached the great hall, I turned to look at him. 
“Um, did you need something?”
“No, my lady.”
We stared at each other for a moment, then Allie and I started walking again. I heard him follow, and I spun back around. “Sorry, I forgot your name.”
“I am Godwin, my lady.”
“Okay. Well, my name is Sarah, not my lady. And my sister and I would like some privacy.” 
Godwin smiled ruefully. “I’m sorry, Sarah, but I have orders to guard Allie with my life, and I can’t do that if I’m not with her.”
Beside me, Allie gasped, and I squeezed her hand to let her know it was okay. “That's kind of you Godwin, but I can look after her.”
“I must follow my orders,” he replied. 
I exhaled roughly, growing angry. “My sister has been through a lot, Godwin. She is understandably frightened, and your presence is only making things worse.”
His lighthearted demeanor instantly turned serious. “I am sorry, my lady. I would never wish to cause discomfort to you or your sister.” He glanced at Allie, then back to me. 
I sighed heavily, annoyed. “Can you at least give us some space? You guys move fast enough, if we were in trouble you’d get to us in time.”
He bowed his head. “Of course, my lady.”
“Sarah.” I ground out through clenched teeth. I tugged Allie’s hand. “Come on.” We started walking away, and I glared at Godwin over my shoulder, making sure he stayed back. He nodded, understanding. 
“Well, fuck,” I muttered, when we were finally far enough away. Allie glanced at me nervously. “It’s okay,” I assured her. Then I had an idea. 
I took Allie up to the walkway at the top of the castle. Godwin followed us, and I made him wait at the top of the stairs. The walkway went all the way around the castle, and you could see straight across from one side to the other, so Allie and I were able to get quite a ways away. 
“Oh my god!” Allie exclaimed, when she saw the cliffs below us. 
“Yeah,” I said, remembering my climb up the side of the tower. I glanced across the distance to where Godwin stood, hoping he wouldn’t be able to hear us. 
Allie leaned against the stone half-wall and looked at me. “Have you been here all this time?”
I nodded. 
“With the king?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. 
“Yeah.” I swallowed. “What about you? I was so worried, not knowing what happened after I left.”
Allie’s eyes widened. “Julian went crazy, Sarah. You just disappeared into thin air, and he went ballistic. Adam too, but he was chained to the floor, so…”
“What happened?” I asked, terrified.
“Julian fought like eight vampires at once.”
I raised a shaking hand to my mouth. “Is he dead?”
“No!” she exclaimed. “No. Someone took me into the basement and locked me in a room, like a prison cell, and a while later they brought Julian and Adam down too. I could hear them talking.” 
I let out a shaky breath. They were both alive. 
“Julian knew the king took you,” Allie continued. “He said he could feel his power in the room. Him and Adam got into a huge argument. It sounded like they were trying to break through the wall to get to each other.”
“What were they saying?” 
Allie gave me a sad look. “They were blaming each other for what happened to you. And they kept talking about someone named Valentina. Apparently Julian was in love with her and Adam killed her.” 
I frowned. They were fighting about Valentina? I was being tortured by an insane monster, and they were fighting over a dead woman?
I stepped away and started pacing. I knew their history with Valentina, but was this really the time to fight about it? I could be dead for all they knew. What the actual fuck!
“Your eyes are black,” Allie whispered, and I stopped pacing. “Like, completely black.”
“It’s okay,” I assured her. “Don’t be scared.”
“I’m not scared. I was just letting you know.”
I huffed and shook my head. “How did you get so brave?”
She shook her head. “I wasn’t though. I thought I’d lost you again, and it terrified me. I pretty much cried the whole time.” 
I stepped closer and wrapped my arms around her. “You’ll never lose me. I promise.” She snuggled against me, and I looked over her head, across to where Godwin stood. He had his back to us, probably trying to give us a semblance of privacy. 
After a moment, Allie pulled back and looked at me. “What happened with you?”
I rolled my eyes. “God, where do I start?” I filled her in on everything, and her eyes grew wider with every detail. I told her about the king’s powers, and how in the beginning he thought I was a witch and almost killed me, but now he thought I was his dead wife, so he was being nice. By the end of it, Allie’s face had gone so pale I feared she was going to pass out. 
“Are you okay?” I asked, touching her arm.
She nodded. “Yeah, it's just a lot to take in.”
I huffed. “You’re tellin’ me.” 
“So what now?”
I shrugged. “I honestly don’t know.” I glanced at Godwin again before lowering my voice to a whisper. “I planned on escaping, but now you're here, and I don’t know what to do.”
Allie frowned, and for a while we both stood quietly thinking. 
“I say you play along,” she whispered, breaking the silence. “Stay on the king’s good side, and eventually he’ll let his guard down. Then, when we see our chance to run, we run.”
[image: image-placeholder]I dreamed of Marius again. He looked younger this time. We were in a house, in a room with mosaic tile floors. The windows were open, and the curtains were blowing in the breeze. We were kissing, passionately, when I heard footsteps approaching.
“It’s my father!” I whispered, pushing him away. “You must go!” 
He kissed me one last time before rushing to an open window. He flashed me a grin as he climbed through, disappearing from sight. 
When I woke the next night, a bevy of servants were waiting for me. There were interior decorators, with designs on their laptops, and fabric swatches for me to look through. There was a team of personal stylists with enough clothing to stock an entire boutique, and six women applying for the position of my personal maid.
What did I know about decorating a castle, or hiring a maid? Everyone looked so hopeful, I didn’t have the heart to turn anyone down. I assured them all that positions would be found for them, then Allie and I closeted ourselves away with the stylists. 
That was the fun part, at least for Allie. It reminded me of when Julian bought me all those fancy clothes, and thinking of him broke my heart. Then, I remembered when Adam took me shopping at Walmart. Walmart was nothing compared to Dior or Chanel, but it had meant something to me. Adam wasn’t rich like Julian, but he took care of me as best he could, and remembering my short time with him made me sad. I wondered if I’d ever see either of them again. I wondered if they were still alive. 
“Are you okay?” 
Allie’s voice startled me, and I looked at her, not realizing how long I’d been silent. The stylist women were all watching me nervously. 
“Yes,” I said, forcing a smile. The women in the room relaxed and continued to hold dresses up for me to see. 
Several hours later, Allie and I were fitted with new wardrobes, and the stylists departed. 
“Whew!” Allie exclaimed, flopping down on the bed. “That was exhausting!” She turned her head to look at me. “Are all vampires rich or something?” 
I shook my head. “No, just the one’s I get stuck with.” 
She laughed, and I flopped down on the bed next to her. We chatted for a while, then Marius came and told me he wanted to speak with me. I tried to make excuses, saying my sister needed me, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. 
After leaving Allie, Marius told me he wanted us to spend some time together each night. He believed that if we talked about my old life, it would help me remember. I didn’t want to spend any time with him, especially alone, but I remembered Allie's words about playing along until his guard was down. So I sat quietly while he told me stories about his life with Phaedra before they became vampires. 
As the dawn approached, he stood and told me he’d escort me to my room. We walked in silence, and when we reached my door, he said goodnight and turned to go.
“Marius,” I called, stopping him. He turned and looked at me questioningly. My heart was pounding, fearing the reaction I'd get for what I was about to ask him. He titled his head, waiting.
“I want to ask you something,” I said quietly. “I want you to do something for me.”
Hope flared in his eyes. “Anything.”
“Release my friends.” 
His eyes hardened instantly. “Your lovers, you mean.”
“Ex-lovers,” I said, refusing to back down, even though I was terrified of angering him. 
His eyes flashed with fury. “I can’t believe you would ask this of me. You’re lucky I haven’t already killed them.” He stepped closer, backing me up against my door. “The thought of them touching you…” 
He leaned over me and I forced myself not to shrink from him. 
“But they will never touch me again,” I whispered. “I’m with you now.”
“Are you?” he purred, his breath warm on my cheek.
“If it wasn’t for Adam, I’d still be human, and you would never have known I existed. And if it wasn’t for Julian, the Strategoi would have executed me.”
“So I should thank them?” he murmured.
A shiver ran through me. “No.” Why did that come out so breathy? “No, but you should free them. For me.”
“And what will you do for me in return?”
“Anything.” 
He pressed his lips to my neck, just below my ear, and my eyes closed. He pressed his body against mine, and growled against my neck. I gasped, then he was gone. My eyes flew open, and I was alone in the hallway.
With shaking hands I pushed open my door and hurried into my room. 




Chapter 10


After that, each night was the same. I’d spend the first half with Allie, exploring the castle from top to bottom, always with a member of the King's Guard trailing behind us. They were all cheerful, sometimes annoyingly so, and we eventually got used to their presence. We took long walks outside, along the tops of the cliffs, and I hated that I didn’t have the ability to fly us out of there.  
I spent the second half of each night with Marius. He informed me that Julian and Adam had been released, and all previous charges against Adam were dropped. But if they ever tried to contact me, he would kill them. I almost wept when he told me. After that, he spent each night telling me more stories about Phaedra. He was always kind, and he never tried to touch me, but the more stories he told me, the more unsettled I became. 
His words infiltrated my subconscious, making me dream of him, and of Phaedra. Most of the dreams were sexual, which made me feel awkward around him. Sometimes, though, I would dream of Julian, or Adam, and I would wake up crying. 
Enormous changes were made to the castle. Renovations were happening at an amazing pace, and countless truckloads of furniture had arrived. After a few weeks, it looked completely different. 
One night when we were walking along the cliffs, Marius told me he would hold a ball, to announce his return to society. I asked him why he stepped away in the first place, and his answer surprised me. 
“Shame,” he said, looking out at the sea. “I was ashamed of what I’d created.” 
I frowned. “I don’t understand. What did you create?”
He looked at me. “Vampires. I never intended to change anyone. I was alone for over a thousand years after you left me. Until one night, I came upon a cottage near the river. It was on fire, and a woman’s screams came from within. It reminded me of what happened to you, and I acted without thinking. I pulled her from the fire, but she was so badly burned, I knew she would never recover. I changed her, without her consent. Luckily, she did not hate me for it. Over the next century, I changed seven more. Each was on the brink of death, but I made sure I got their consent.”
“The Strategoi.” I murmured. 
Marius nodded. “Yes. But it was quite some time before the council was formed. There was no need for it in the beginning. There were so few of us, and we were mostly peaceful. We needed blood to survive, but we did not kill for it. Eventually the vampires I changed began changing others, and so it went until there were tens of thousands of us. That's when the Strategio was created. 
“Each generation became more violent. I can’t know for sure, but I assume it's because their blood became more diluted with every generation. You were changed by a goddess, and I was changed by you. Vampires today have only a miniscule amount of your blood. 
“Sadly, the part of their humanity that stayed with them the most, was their hunger for power. Some vampires changed hundreds. They created armies in their pursuit of power.”
Marius shook his head sadly. “I never meant for any of this to happen. I only wanted to save them.”
His words moved me, and I wanted to comfort him, but I didn’t. I just stood there. 
“Vampires have potential for greatness,” he continued. “Our powers evolve over time. I could fly and daywalk since the beginning, but reading minds and stopping time came much later.”
“How do you do that?” I asked. “How do you stop time?”
“I don’t know how to explain it,” he said with disbelief. “It's incredibly difficult. It takes an enormous amount of strength and concentration.” 
“It looks easy when you do it,” I muttered.
The corner of his lips curved. “That is my intention. People fear my power, and that fear keeps them in line. Who would dare plot against me, knowing I can read their mind?” He shrugged. “They don’t realize how hard it is to keep track of who’s thinking what. In a large crowd that power is basically useless.”
I stared at him, shocked that he was admitting that to me. Wasn’t he worried that I’d tell someone?
“Turning someone to dust is easy.” He said it casually, as if it weren't a horrifying ability. “I can only do one person at a time,” he shrugged, “but it's easy.”
My feelings must have shown on my face, because he laughed and said, “And now I have frightened you enough for one night. Let us return to the castle.”
I tried to process everything he’d told me as we walked back, but I was still baffled when I lay in bed two hours later. Was Marius actually a good guy? It was hard to believe, after what he’d done to me in the beginning. I was still thinking of him when I finally drifted off. 
[image: image-placeholder]I looked at my reflection in the mirror as I nervously awaited Marius. My gown was deep blue with black velvet trim. It had a low, square neckline and skirts that swirled around my ankles when I walked. My hair hung loose down my back, and was held back from my face by two diamond crusted combs. I looked like someone out of a historical movie. 
I focused on my appearance, trying to keep my mind off the evening to come. Marius told me the most powerful vampires from across the globe were gathered downstairs.  
When he first said it, I wondered if I’d see Julian. Marius must have seen the hope on my face, because he then told me Julian had not received an invitation. Having your lover present would spoil my evening, he’d said. The only thing that wouldn’t spoil my evening, was the fact that Allie would remain safely in her room, with two of the King's Guard stationed at her door. 
A knock at the door startled me from my thoughts. 
“Come in,” I called, bracing myself. 
The door swung open, and Marius stepped into the room. He stopped, his eyes sweeping over me. “You are beautiful,” he breathed. 
I turned away, towards the mirror, under the pretense of smoothing my hair. “Thanks.”
“It is time.”
I took a deep breath and turned towards him, struggling to keep my nerves under control. 
Marius was wearing black pants, and a loose black shirt that laced in the front. The laces were loose, allowing glimpses of his chest, and the shirt's collar was trimmed with blue fabric that matched my gown. His dark hair hung loose around his shoulders. I thought I looked old-fashioned, but he looked positively medieval. 
He offered me his arm, and I reluctantly took it, placing my hand in the crook of his elbow. He led me through the castle, and before long I could hear the sounds of the festivities below. 
We finally arrived at the ballroom, the last to arrive, and made our grand entrance. A servant announced us as we stepped through the doorway, and hundreds of vampires bowed low. Which was impressive considering some of the gowns the women wore. 
Without telling them to rise, Marius led me down the center of the room. At the far end, four steps led to a higher level. Only when we stood there, looking down on the bent crowd, did he tell them to rise. 
As one, they stood, and cast their eyes upon us. Silently, they waited for Marius to speak. 
“Welcome,” he said, his strong voice reaching to the farthest corners of the room. “I have gathered you all here tonight so that you may look upon your future queen.”
My eyes widened, and I released his arm, letting my hand fall to my side. I knew I must look as stunned as the vampires looking up at us. They all stared at me, and I could see many struggling to maintain their neutral expressions. 
Marius continued to speak, as though he hadn’t just shocked the entire vampire community. “I have been remiss in my duties of late,” he said, “but rest assured that I am ready to take command once more, with my new bride by my side.” The room was so silent, you could have heard a pin drop. “Now bow to your queen.” 
There was something in his voice when he said it that terrified me. It was almost as if he was daring someone to protest. But no one did. 
They all bowed to me, and while they were bent in their positions of fealty, Marius looked at me and raised his chin almost defiantly. I stared back, in too much shock to do anything else. Then I flinched when I heard his voice in my mind. 
“They will remain this way until you tell them to rise.” 
My heart was pounding. I wanted to run from the room, but I knew it would be pointless to resist. 
“Rise,” I said, trying to sound confident, rather than terrified. 
When I spoke, Marius looked at me with satisfaction, the corner of his mouth lifting into the faintest smile. I wanted to slap that look right off his face. Instead, I did nothing. 
The crowd finally straightened.
“Let the celebration begin,” Marius called out, and the musicians in the corner of the room began to play.
I stood there, stunned, as the crowd of vampires turned away, and started to talk amongst themselves. The center of the room cleared, allowing space for couples to waltz, while the rest of them stood in clusters around the edges of the room. In just a few moments, the room had gone from stunned silence to ready to party. 
“Are you pleased, my love?” Marius asked softly, startling me. 
I’d been so focused on the crowd's behavior, I’d momentarily forgotten he stood beside me. I stared at him, wondering how to answer. 
He titled his head. “No, I don’t think you are.”
I swallowed nervously. “It would have been nice if you’d told me beforehand.”
He raised his eyebrows. “Would that have made a difference?”
“Well can you blame me?” I snapped, and he looked at me with surprise. “You’re keeping me here against my will. Should I be grateful for your company?” His face hardened, and I regretted my outburst. 
“Have I not been agreeable?” he purred. “I have freed your sister, as you asked. I have brought her here, to live under my protection.” He stepped closer, bringing his face close to mine, and my body started to tremble. “I have freed your lovers,” he hissed. “Even though I know they plot against me. They should be killed for their treason, and yet they walk free, because you asked it of me.”
I nodded quickly, not wanting him to focus his anger on my loved ones. “Yes, and I’m grateful.”
“Are you?” He straightened and looked down his nose at me. 
I forced myself to smile. “I am grateful, Marius. I was just shocked by your announcement. And I don’t like being up in front of a crowd like this.”
He stared at me for a moment, and I wondered if he was reading my mind. Then he reached for my hand. “I apologize. Let us put it behind us and enjoy the evening.” 
I nodded and gave him what I hoped was a pleasant smile. We descended the stairs hand in hand, and Marius led me to the center of the room. He swept me into his arms and the other dancers fell away as we started to waltz. I hated to admit it, but he was a wonderful dancer. His eyes were on me, as he twirled me around the room. It reminded me of when I first danced with Julian, and I kept my eyes downcast to hide my emotions. We danced three songs in a row, before stepping from the floor. 
One by one, people approached us to congratulate us on our upcoming nuptials. It started with the Strategoi, then other brave souls followed suit. Marius accepted their well wishes with grace, and I stood by silently, with an artificial smile plastered on my face. None of them would have guessed I was screaming on the inside. 
Marius actually believed I was going to marry him? I had no desire to be queen. All I wanted was to be free.
As the night wore on, the crowd relaxed in the king’s presence. Servants passed with crystal wine glasses, filled with blood. I declined each time, having fed before coming down. I don’t know why I was so uncomfortable drinking blood in front of others, but I was. At one point, someone passed by with a tray, and the scent from the glasses piqued my interest. 
“Wait,” I called, waiving them back to me. Marius turned to me, abruptly cutting off the conversation he was having with some high-ranking vampire whose name I couldn’t remember. 
“That’s nectar,” he said quietly. “You don’t want it.”
Nectar. My mind instantly went back to the night when Julian drank it. When he made me watch him fuck that woman. So many emotions slammed into me, that I suddenly did want it. I wanted to drown myself in it, and hopefully forget the heartache I was feeling. Instead, I turned away from the servant, pasting a fake smile to my face once more. After an endless tirade of well wishes, I was surprised when someone I knew appeared in front of me. 
“Olivia!” I exclaimed, grabbing her hands. 
She smiled and leaned in to kiss my cheek. “It’s good to see you Sarah.” She shot a glance at Marius, who was standing nearby. “I was worried about you. But I can see you’re doing fine.” 
I nodded and glanced at the woman she was with. 
“This is Natalia,” Olivia said. 
“Congratulations on your engagement,” Natalia purred, leaning in to give me a hug. 
“Thanks,” I murmured, surprised by her friendliness. Did she just smell me?
“It's nice to meet you, officially,” she gave me a conspiratorial smile. “Since we didn’t get a chance to talk when we first met.” 
“I’m sorry.” I smiled apologetically. I didn’t remember meeting her before, but she did look familiar. 
Olivia glanced between us with surprise. “I didn't realize you’d already met.” 
“Yes,” Natalia purred. “After a ball at Julian’s.” 
I blinked as it dawned on me. She was the woman Julian fucked when he was high on nectar. She watched my face, smiling slyly when she realized I remembered. I stared at her, remembering how Julian’s fingers had dug into her hips as he pounded into her from behind. Natalia’s smile widened, and I felt my hands curl into fists. 
“Olivia Pratt,” Marius said, appearing at my side. Olivia and Natalia both sank into a deep curtsy. 
“None of that, now,” he said with an amiable smile. “Rise.” 
The two women rose, and Olivia glanced at me nervously before turning her attention to Marius. Natalia, on the other hand, gave him a wide smile. 
“My King. I offer my congratulations. You have chosen very well indeed.” Natalia fluttered her eyelashes at Marius, and he chuckled. 
“Congratulations to you as well, Natalia. It seems you’ve finally got what you’ve been after all this time.”
Natalia smiled seductively. “Yes. Things have worked out nicely for both of us, haven't they?” She shot me a glance, and it took all my strength not to claw her beautiful brown eyes out. 
“We should be going,” Olivia said, shooting me a worried look. “Hector will wonder where I wandered off to.” She grabbed Natalia’s arm and bowed her head to Marius before pulling the other woman away. 
As I watched them go, Marius stepped closer. He leaned down to speak softly to me. “Olivia is a true friend. One you can trust. She is concerned for your well being.” 
I looked up at him, surprised, and he continued. “Natalia is a viper. She’s delighted that I’m keeping you here, because it has cleared her path to Julian.” 
My pulse thundered, and I fought to appear calm. “How do you know?”
“I read their minds,” he said nonchalantly, glancing at them through the crowd. “It seems I overestimated Julian’s feelings for you.” He looked at me and raised his eyebrows. “We should have invited him after all.” 
He turned away to speak with someone else, and I stared at his back, wishing I could stab him. Was he telling me the truth? Was Julian really with Natalia now? He had forgotten me already? 
I felt my eyes water, and I blinked rapidly. The music swelled, and I flinched at the sound. I stared across the room, focusing on a tapestry on the wall, and tried to regain control of my senses. But it was no use. The harder I tried, the worse it got.
Two men walked past me, and one of them was holding a glass of nectar. Without thinking, I snatched it out of his hand. He looked at me with surprise, then immediately bowed, as did his friend. 
Ignoring them both, I downed the glass, then choked. It was like swallowing fire! Someone was speaking to me, but it sounded like it was coming from far away. Heat spread through me, and a soft buzzing began in my ears. I shook my head, trying to clear it, then saw Marius watching me. His gold eyes bore into me, but I turned my back to him and walked away. 
I pushed my way through the crowd, not caring if I was drawing attention. I needed to get out of there until I regained control of myself. I stopped short when Olivia stepped into my path, inadvertently blocking my exit. 
“I’m so sorry Sarah!” she exclaimed, grabbing my hand. “I didn’t know about Natalia, I swear! I mean, everyone knows she has a thing for Julian, but I didn't know they were together!” 
I looked at her, noticing for the first time how pretty she was. “Your hair is beautiful,” I murmured, reaching out to touch a curl just under her ear. My fingertips brushed her skin, and my eyes widened. “Did you feel that?” I looked at her in amazement and ran my fingers down the side of her neck. 
She grabbed my hand and looked at me with confusion. Then her eyes widened. “You drank nectar.”
I grinned and tried to touch her hair again with my free hand, but she pulled back. “We need to get you out of here.” 
I pulled my hand free. “No. I want to dance.” I smiled at her playfully. “Dance with me Olivia”
She shook her head. “Have you ever had nectar?”
“Nope! But now I see why it's so popular.” I lifted my arms and spun in a circle, accidentally slapping a woman who was walking by. “Sorry!” I sang, grinning at her. 
She gasped and sank into a curtsy. I rolled my eyes and wandered further into the crowd. 
“Sarah, wait!” Olivia called, hurrying after me.
“Come on!” I called over my shoulder as I continued walking. This is a beautiful song. Has the music been this nice all night? 
I felt someone touch my arm, and I glanced over at them. “Olivia! I missed you!” I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her tight. 
“I missed you too. Why don’t we go somewhere quiet and catch up?” 
I pressed my face to the crook of her neck and inhaled deeply. “God, you smell good.” She struggled out of my grasp, and I frowned. “What’s wrong? Are you mad at me?” 
“No,” she said quickly. “But you need to get out of here. It takes years to build up a tolerance to nectar. If it’s your first time, it's going to mess you up. People are already starting to stare.”
“Fuck ‘em!” I shouted. Then I burst out laughing. When’s the last time I laughed? My body was tingling, and I ran my hands over my bare arms. “Do you feel that? Come on! Let's dance!” 
Without waiting to see if she followed, I ran to the center of the room and threw my hands up over my head as I moved to the music. I’d never heard music like this before. It was hypnotic, caressing my body like a lover. I closed my eyes, and let my hands move over my body.
“Sarah!”  
I felt a tug on my arm again, and I opened my eyes, smiling when I saw Olivia. 
“The king is watching you,” she whispered. “And he doesn't look happy.” 
“Fuck him!” I said, laughing. Olivia gasped with fear and yanked hard on my arm. I kept laughing as she pulled me towards the back of the room. 
We were nearing the musicians, and I craned my neck to get a look at the violinist. Whoever it was, they were very good. I closed my eyes and let Olivia pull me along. It felt like I was on a boat, swaying on the water. 
“The King looks pissed!” she whispered frantically. “Everyone in the room is staring at you!”
“Of course they are,” I drawled, without opening my eyes. “Vampires love drama.” I remembered when Julian told me that and stumbled to a halt. It was like I could hear him now. I opened my eyes and glanced around, expecting to see him, and I noticed for the first time that everyone was staring at me. The musicians were still playing, but no one was dancing. They were all watching me. Fine. You want drama? I’ll give you drama. 
I marched towards the musicians, and their music faltered as I neared, their expressions turning fearful. I almost laughed at the idea of them, being afraid of me. The violinist’s eyes widened as I walked up and yanked his instrument from his hands. The other musicians stopped playing, and the room was completely silent. The only sound was the beating of my heart. 
I raised the violin to my shoulder, and drew the bow across the strings, feeling the vibrations through my entire body. That was new. I shuddered with pleasure and did it again. 
Olivia rushed to my side and tried to grab my arm again, and I hissed at her, baring my fangs. Why were my fangs down? She backed away fearfully, and I closed my eyes and drew the bow across the strings again. 
I started to play, choosing the piece I wrote that earned me a full ride to Julliard. I hadn’t played it in years, not since turning down the scholarship, but I hadn’t forgotten. 
It was a tempestuous song, wild and dramatic, but the way I played it now was astonishing. My fingers moved over the strings like never before, the vibrations whipping me into a frenzy. I arched my back, wanting more. 
By the time the song ended, my breath was coming in fast bursts, causing my chest to heave. I opened my eyes and saw Marius, standing right in front of me, blocking out the rest of the room with his body. His pupils were dilated, with only a tiny ring of gold visible around the edge. It was the first time I’d ever seen them like that, and I knew I was the cause. 
I let my arms fall to my sides, still grasping the violin and the bow. My body was still thrumming from the vibrations, and I wanted him to touch me so badly. Did I say that out loud?
The look on his face told me I had. He lifted a hand to touch my arm, and the room went dark. 
He kissed me roughly, backing me up until my legs hit the side of the bed. Why was there a bed? Part of my mind realized that we were no longer in the ballroom. But the other part was too far gone to care.  
I dropped the violin and wrapped my arms around his neck, arching my chest against him. We fell back onto the bed, and I parted my legs, wanting his touch. 
Without breaking our kiss, he lifted my dress. Slowly sliding the fabric up my legs. Why was there so much damn fabric? I groaned with frustration, and when I finally felt his hand on my thigh, I grabbed it and pulled it to my crotch.
My underwear was wet with arousal, and Marius groaned when he felt it. He slid his hand inside and pushed two fingers inside of me. My pussy clenched around his fingers, and I gasped against his mouth. 
He moved his fingers in and out of me, and I lifted my hips, wanting more. I turned my head, breaking our kiss. “Fuck me,” I begged, squeezing my eyes shut. “Now!”
He removed his fingers and ripped my underwear, pulling them off me. I heard a rustling of fabric, then felt his cock slide into me with one great thrust. My eyes shot open, and I arched up off the bed, crying out. He reclaimed my mouth, thrusting his tongue inside with every thrust of his cock. The pleasure was so intense, I’d never felt anything like it. 
His mouth moved to my neck, kissing me and nibbling on me. Each tiny bite sent a spear of pleasure straight to my core. He quickened his pace, and I bucked beneath him, wishing our clothes were gone.
“Harder!” I gasped, and he obeyed my command. He pounded into me, with a force that would have hurt if I were human. “Don’t stop!” I cried, as my body exploded with pleasure. “Fuuuuuck,” I groaned, as my pussy clenched his cock. He slowed his thrusts, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in, prolonging my orgasm in the most delicious way. 
Then he pulled out of me, and my eyes opened to look at him with surprise. Why didn’t he finish? He slid off my body and stood at the side of the bed, yanking his shirt over his head. My eyes fell to his chest before moving lower. When I saw his erection, wet from my pussy, I wanted it back inside of me. 
“I’m not done with you,” he said huskily, sliding out of his pants. He climbed back on the bed and knelt over me. He grabbed the neckline of my dress with both hands, ripping the fabric down the middle. 
I gasped as my breasts were freed, and he continued to rip the dress all the way down, pushing the fabric to either side of my body. He moved, so that he was kneeling between my legs, and I bent them, spreading them wider for him. He took his cock in his hand and slowly slid it across my pussy. My body jerked at the sensation, and I reached up to grab him and pull him down on top of me. I needed to feel his skin against mine. 
I moaned loudly when he slid deep inside of me. He lay on top of me, bracing himself on his forearms on either side of my head. Our bodies were touching everywhere, and the feel of his skin on mine was incredible. 
He kissed my lips, my jaw, and my neck. He was speaking to me softly, but I couldn’t make out the words. The nectar was affecting me strongly, magnifying the pleasure derived from every move he made. The slightest touch, the softest kiss. It was sweet torture, and I never wanted it to end.  
His fucked me slowly, his body sliding across mine with every stroke. I was wetter than I’d ever been before, and I briefly wondered if it was due to him or the drug. I could feel tension building again, and I closed my eyes, sending my world into darkness. 
“Don’t stop.” I breathed. “Don’t fucking stop.”
“Never,” he growled against my lips as he kissed me again. 
I don’t know how long it went on. I had no sense of time. All I knew was pleasure. And love. Julian. 
[image: image-placeholder]Marius lay back on the grass, and I straddled his naked body. His cock was deep inside of me, and I rocked back and forth, rubbing my swollen flesh against him. His hands were cupping my breasts, and when he gently pinched my nipples, I cried out with pleasure. We could be as loud as we wanted, no one would hear us over the music.
I bent over to kiss him, and my long dark hair fell forward like a curtain surrounding us. Marius grabbed my hips and rocked me back and forth, moving me faster. I sat up, so I could look down into his face when he found his release. 
His face was tense, and his breath was coming in harsh bursts through his parted lips. Gods, I loved him. 
“Do you like that?” he purred.
“Yes.” I gasped, nearing my peak. 
“Do you want me to make you come?”
“Yes!”
“Open your eyes.” 
My release eluded me, and I squeezed my eyes shut, concentrating. 
“Open your eyes Sarah.”
My eyes flew open, and I looked up into Marius’ face. 
“There you are,” he purred.
Reality hit me like a slap to the face. We were in bed, naked, and his fingers were inside of me. 
My body jerked as I slammed my thighs together, but that only pushed his fingers deeper. 
“Get off me!” I exclaimed, shoving against his chest. 
“I don’t think so,” he said, pushing his fingers deep again. “I played along with your drug-induced fantasies last night. Now I will have you when you are lucid, and fully aware of who’s fucking you.” 
He removed his hand and pushed one knee between my legs, parting them. I tried to kick him, but that only gave him the opportunity to push his other leg between mine. 
“Get off!” I shouted, trying to push him away. He grabbed my wrists in one hand and pinned them above my head. 
With his other hand, he positioned his cock at my entrance and thrust all the way in. 
“Marius!” I gasped, bucking again. But my struggles were pointless. He was far too strong, and I was already so aroused from my dream and his fondling that I was quickly losing the will to fight. I was scared, and confused, but it felt so good. He thrust against me again and again, and my eyes fluttered closed. 
“Look at me,” he snapped, slamming into me. 
My eyes shot open. He was leaning over me, with his face close to mine and his gold eyes glowing. 
“Look at me and know that I am the one giving you this pleasure. It is your husband’s cock inside of you.” 
I stared into his eyes, unable to look away as he fucked me. His cock felt so good. I bent my legs, spreading them wider for him. I was panting and writhing beneath him. 
“Please,” I begged. “Don’t stop.” 
He lowered his head and kissed me savagely. I cried out as I came, the sound muffled by his kiss. He thrust into me a few more times, and stiffened, groaning as he came inside of me. He buried his face in the crook of my neck and continued to lie on top of me. My body was throbbing from my orgasm, and I hated myself for it.  
When he finally rolled off of me, I had to fight the urge to pull him back. He climbed off the bed and grabbed his pants off the floor, putting them on before turning back to look at me.
“I will not force you to drink my blood,” he said. “Or pressure you to remember more quickly. But I will share your bed from this night forth.”
I lay there, stunned, as he turned and walked out of the room. What the fuck just happened? I pushed myself up to a sitting position and looked around. I was in Marius’ bedroom, but had no memory of how I got there. I pushed a hand through my hair, trying to remember. 
Last night was a blur. My memories were fuzzy and jumbled. I closed my eyes, trying to make sense of them, and images flashed through my mind. I was dancing with Julian. No, it was Marius. And Olivia? I couldn’t quite remember. But I remembered fucking Marius. I remembered riding him, and fisting my hands in his hair when he went down on me. 
I opened my eyes and groaned. What the fuck did I do? I punched the mattress with my fists. Why would I do that? Then I froze, remembering. Julian. 
Julian had moved on. I was trapped with a madman, praying Julian would rescue me, and he was back home fucking that woman. A sob burst out of me and I slapped a hand over my mouth, squeezing my eyes shut to prevent tears from falling. 
Oh Julian. 




Chapter 11


The second I walked through her door, Allie bombarded me with questions about the ball. I grimaced, and she frowned.  
“That bad?” she asked.
“Worse,” I groaned, flopping down on the bed. 
I told her about Marius’ surprise announcement, and she gasped, covering her mouth with her hands. 
“What are you going to do?”
I shook my head. “I don’t know.”
I went on to tell her about Natalia and Julian, and how I’d consumed nectar and made an ass of myself. I left out what happened after, in the bedroom. My feelings about that were still too raw. 
“I can’t believe Julian got over you so fast,” Allie said, shaking her head. Then she scrunched her face. “Actually, I don’t believe it.” She looked at me. “What if it's an act? Like he’s trying to throw Marius off, so he can rescue you?”
I sighed heavily. “I wish it was, but Marius read Natalia’s mind. He’d know if she was lying.”
Allie frowned and chewed her lip. “I still don’t believe it. Julian was obsessed with you.”
I stared up at the ceiling, trying not to cry. It felt like crying was all I’d done since becoming a vampire. “Can we talk about something else?”
Allie huffed. “Yeah, like how you're about to become the queen of vampires?”
I clenched my fists. “Not if I can help it.”
[image: image-placeholder]Marius never came to collect me for our nightly talk, which made me feel both relieved and nervous. Why the sudden change in behavior? When I felt dawn approaching, I went to my room and got ready for bed. I was just sliding beneath the covers when Marius appeared beside the bed. 
“I don’t think so,” he said, grabbing my wrist. There was a moment of darkness, and then I found myself sitting on his bed.
“Would you stop doing that!” I shouted angrily, yanking out of his grasp. 
His eyes glowed. “Take it off.” He nodded towards me, and I glanced down at my nightgown.
I raised my chin. “No.”
“Take it off, or I’ll rip it off.” His voice was calm when he spoke. Too calm. 
I shook my head. “Marius, please.”
“Please?” he repeated, raising his eyebrows. “Will you beg me now? You do it so prettily.”
My eyes narrowed. “Fuck you.”
In an instant he was on top of me, pushing me down against the mattress with his body. He crushed his mouth to mine, and I tried to shove him away, even as desire spread through my traitorous body. I wanted him to stop, but my body was remembering the pleasure he’d given me the night before. 
As he kissed me, he cupped my breast with his hand, rubbing his thumb across my hard nipple. I arched against him, wishing my nightgown wasn’t in the way. Was I really giving in that easily? He gently pinched my nipple, and I cried out, grinding my hips against his hardness. 
He pulled my nightgown over one shoulder, stretching the fabric to free my breast. He broke our kiss and moved lower to take my nipple in his mouth.
“Yess.” I hissed, grabbing his head. He teased my nipple with his tongue for a moment before reclaiming my mouth. I kissed him hungrily as he lifted my nightgown to pull my underwear down. I lifted my hips off the bed so he could pull them off easier, and he groaned against my mouth.
“Phaedra.”
I froze, then shoved him with all my strength. Surprised, he rolled off me.
“Are you fucking kidding me!” I screeched, shoving him again. “If your gonna try to fuck a girl, you could at least call her by the right name!”
His expression went from surprised to regretful in an instant. “Sarah.”
I sat up, shaking my head angrily. “Its too fucking late for that.” I pointed to the door. “Get out.”
His eyebrows shot up, and I screamed, “Get out!” My chest was heaving with every breath, and it took all my strength not to hit him. But even in my fury I knew not to push him too far. 
He stared at me for a moment, then got off the bed and walked out of the room. When the door closed, my anger at him deflated. All that was left was anger at myself. I shouldn't be upset that he called me the wrong name! I should be upset that he was touching me to begin with! I hated him! 
I punched the mattress with frustration. Then I punched it again, and again. A sob escaped me, and I squeezed my eyes shut. What was wrong with me? 
[image: image-placeholder]It took hours to fall asleep, and when I finally managed it, I was tormented by dreams of Marius. 
We were standing in a dining room, arguing about something. Then our arguing turned to kissing, and before I knew it I was laid across the table with my dress bunched around my waist. My legs dangled over the side, and Marius stood between them with his cock inside of me. I moaned and gasped with every thrust, watching his face as he fucked me.
I jerked awake, then froze. Marius was laying behind me, his body spooning mine. His arm was draped over my hip, and his hand was in my crotch, rubbing me. I jerked back, trying to get away from his hand, but that only pushed my ass harder against his erection. 
“Stop.” I tried to sound angry, but it came out as a sigh.  
He nuzzled my neck. “You started it.”
“I did not!” I exclaimed, then he rubbed his fingertips over my swollen clit and I gasped, my hips jerking. 
“You did,” He murmured against my skin. “How am I supposed to resist, when you’re moaning my name and rubbing your ass against me?”
He continued to rub me as he spoke, and my hips started to rock. I pressed forward against his hand, then back against his cock, my breath coming faster with each swipe of his hand. 
“I didn’t,” I breathed, feeling my body tighten. 
He ground his hips against my ass. “You did.”
“You made me do it,” I gasped. “You use your powers to put those thoughts in my head.”
He chuckled against my neck, and a shiver of pleasure shot down my spine. “You give me too much credit. Your dreams are your own doing, and it pleases me greatly to hear you moan my name in your sleep. To smell your desire.”
I was so far gone, his words barely registered. I grabbed his hand and pressed his fingertips hard against my clit, crying out as my orgasm finally hit me. He pulled his hand away, and I voiced my displeasure. Then he bent my leg up and slid into me from behind. 
I cried out as his cock filled me. My orgasm instantly started up again, and it was all I could do not to scream. His fingers dug into my hip as he thrust against me. I arched my back, pushing my ass towards him, wanting him deeper. 
I was gasping his name , over and over until he finally stiffened and I felt his cock pulse inside of me. He remained inside of me for several moments before pulling out. He pressed his face to the back of my head, kissing my hair. 
My pleasure subsided slowly, and my body gradually relaxed as my heartbeat slowed. Behind me, Marius was so quiet I thought he’d fallen asleep. Then he spoke, startling me. 
“I can’t read your mind,” he said quietly. His words shocked me, making me instantly alert. “When I try, pain lashes through me like a hot knife. I’ve pushed past it several times, only to have your thoughts fly at me in a chaotic tangle that I can make no sense of.”
“Why are you telling me this?” I whispered, not understanding why he’d admit it to me.
He exhaled, his breath warm against my hair. “Because I know it bothers you, thinking that I can do it. And I hope knowing the truth will bring you comfort. Your thoughts are your own, Sarah. Though I hope someday, you’ll share them with me.”
I lay there in shock, staring at the wall, until Marius’ breathing deepened telling me he was asleep. How could he just fall asleep after saying that? He had laid himself bare to me. He told me his weaknesses, not caring that I might tell someone, or use the knowledge to escape. I didn’t understand him at all. But his embrace was warm, and the feel of his heartbeat against my back was comforting. Before long I joined him in sleep. 




Chapter 12


Time passed quickly. I spent each night with Allie, usually listening to her complain about her guards. She said they followed her around like a bunch of creepy stalkers, but I suspected she wasn’t as annoyed as she let on. They were a good-looking bunch, and I caught  her watching them on several occasions.
Marius no longer made me spend half the night with him. He was content with our time in bed together. Every morning played out the same. I’d tell him I would never marry him, and he’d silence me with kisses and lovemaking. Afterwards, I’d feel angry and disgusted with myself, and I’d try to start a fight. Sometimes it worked, but more often than not, he’d just pull me down next to him and tell me to sleep. 
One night, just before dawn, he asked if I would play the violin for him again. I was confused. What did he mean again? How did he even know I played? He told me about the night of the ball, and I couldn’t believe I had no memory of it. When he asked again, I said no. My music was too personal. I refused to share it with a man holding me prisoner. Even if that prison felt less like a prison with every passing day. Marius looked disappointed, but didn’t press me. That was the only night he didn’t touch me, and I told myself I wasn’t disappointed. 
Wedding preparations were underway, but I refused to take any part in them. Invitations went out, and before I knew it, the ballroom was being decorated.
Two nights before the wedding, guests started to arrive. Allie was tucked away in her room, as we all agreed it wouldn't be wise to have her walking around in a castle full of vampires. And by the end of the night, the castle was full. There were people everywhere. Strangers, smiling and bowing, and trying to kiss my ass. As if I gave a shit about them. I grew angrier every time someone bowed until I felt like I was going to blow up at someone. So I snuck out while no one was looking. 
Now I stood on the cliffs staring out at the sea. It was rough, as it often was, matching my mood perfectly. The sky darkened, telling me that dawn would be approaching soon. But I didn’t go in. I needed a few more minutes. Hopefully, if I stayed out there long enough, everyone would be in their rooms when I went in. 
I heard a footstep, and I jerked my head in that direction to see Marius approaching. 
“It’s almost dawn,” he said, as if I didn’t know. Without answering, I turned back towards the sea. 
He came to stand beside me. “What’s wrong?” 
I shook my head sadly. “I want to be free.”
He brushed my hair over my shoulder. “You are free.” 
“No. I’m your property. Just like I was Julian’s property. I wish I were still human, living in ignorance, thinking vampires didn’t exist.”
“Don’t you think I wish that?” Marius asked. His words surprised me, and I turned my head to look at him. “Many of us do,” he continued, “but everyone knows about you now. Whether you believe it or not, you are Phaedra. Every vampire alive came from your blood. They will all feel the pull towards you that I feel. That Adam and Julian feel. If I let you go, you would be in constant danger. As would Allie. They would use her to get to you.”
“Isn’t that what you’re doing? You say you brought her here for me, but I think maybe you brought her here so I wouldn’t try to escape.”
Marius nodded. “Perhaps that was my original plan. But tomorrow we will wed, and Allie will become my sister. And I swear to you I will protect her with my life. I will give you both anything you desire. I will take you wherever you want to go. You wish to be free?” He laughed harshly.
“Humans are never truly free. They are slaves to their lives. Slaves to their jobs, and their debts and responsibilities. Slaves to sickness and death. You are more free now than you’ve ever been.”
He held my gaze for a moment, then bowed his head to me and turned back towards the castle. As I watched him walk away, I considered his words. And he was right about everything. Allie had said basically the same thing when Julian captured us. 
I had no desire to be queen, but if Allie and I left, we’d be running forever. Our lives before were miserable, at least mine was. When I was attacked outside my building and I scraped my face, I couldn’t even afford to go to the hospital. And look at me now. 
I stared at the ocean until the first rays of light peaked over the horizon. Then I went to find Marius. 
I told him I would become his wife, and he made love to me slowly. Afterwards, I fell asleep in his arms, and dreamed of our wedding. We exchanged our vows, and I closed my eyes as he leaned in to kiss me. When I opened my eyes again, it was Julian standing in front of me. 
[image: image-placeholder]I spent the night before my wedding with Allie, in her room, with four of the King’s Guards standing outside the door. This part of the castle was not open to guests, but we weren’t taking any chances. We talked all night, about absolutely nothing. There seemed to be some silent agreement not to bring up anything heavy. 
Marius spent the entire night closeted away with the Strategoi. Something was going on, and I fully intended to question him about it later. 
When Allie started yawning, I headed back to my room. To Marius’ room. Two of the guards tried to follow me, but I told them if they left Allie’s door my first act as queen would be to castrate them. Whether they believed me or not, they stayed put. 
As I walked to Marius’ room, I became lost in thought. My feelings were changing towards him, and it confused me. I hated that he thought I was Phaedra. Even if I eventually came to love him, he’d never love me, Sarah. 
And I still thought about Adam and Julian all the time. I was angry with Adam for changing me, but I understood why he did it. He thought he was giving me a better life. I believed he truly loved me, and part of me still loved him.
Julian was a different story. He used me to hurt Adam. He humiliated me. But he also saved me. If he hadn’t claimed me at the trial, I’d have been executed. He gave Allie all that money, without being asked, without seeking thanks for it. When we first arrived in Madrid, we got into a fight and he bit me. I fell under the spell of his venom, and was literally begging him to fuck me. But he refused to take advantage of me. I was angry with him for so many things, but I loved him. Knowing that he moved on so quickly broke my heart. 
I was so lost in thought, that when I rounded a corner, I ran straight into someone. I looked up, startled, and saw Adam. 
“Sarah! Thank god!” He wrapped his arms tightly around me, and I stood still, too shocked to move. Adam was here? Was this real?
“We have to hurry!” he whispered, taking me by the hand. 
“What’s happening?” I asked, stumbling after him as he pulled me along. “How did you get in here?”
“We’ve come to rescue you,” he said, keeping his voice low. “Julian has gone to get your sister, and there are others waiting outside.”
Julian. “There are guards at Allie’s door!” I exclaimed, trying to pull my hand free. “They’ll kill him!”
Adam suddenly stopped, holding a finger to his lips. I froze, listening. I could hear people talking, but their voices grew quieter as they walked away. 
He glanced around the corner, then back at me. 
“He’ll be okay, trust me. Come on.”
He tugged on my hand again, and we rushed forward. We hurried through the castle, stopping now and then to wait for our path to clear. My heart was pounding with fear. Not for myself, but for Adam and Julian. If they were caught, they’d be killed. Marius would not be merciful a second time. 
We moved lower through the castle, finally ducking through a door leading down to the cellars. As soon as the door closed behind us, I stopped, pulling my hand free. 
“Where are we going?” I whispered.
“To the cellars,” Adam explained. “There’s a tunnel leading down to the beach, where the others are waiting. We have to hurry.” He started down the stairs, and I followed. 
The stairs seemed to go on forever, and the air grew colder the lower we went. We finally reached the bottom, and I looked around in awe at the cavernous space. The cellar was nearly as big as the ballroom, with ceilings that were easily thirty feet high. There were barrels and crates stacked high in one corner, and directly across from us was the tunnel. 
Adam tried to pull me towards it, but I yanked free. 
“I’m not leaving without Allie.” 
He shoved a hand through his hair, shooting a glance towards the stairs. “They’ll meet us down there. We should hurry.”
I shook my head and took a step back. “I’m not stepping into that tunnel until my sister is with me.”
Suddenly, a noise came from the tunnel, and Adam spun around to face it. A group of vampires came running into the cellar, and I tensed, but Adam relaxed. 
“What are you doing, David?” he asked. “You were supposed to wait on the beach.” 
“We got worried.” The guy said, jogging across the room towards us. He came to a stop next to Adam and glanced at me. “You took longer than expected. We thought something happened.”
Adam shook his head. “We’re waiting on Julian.”
David looked past us to the stairs. “He’s not with you?”
“Obviously not,” Adam said with annoyance. Then he looked towards the stairs with worry. “I don’t know what’s taking him-” Adam’s words broke off as his eyes widened. “Run Sarah!” 
Adam spun around to face David, and that’s when I saw the knife in David’s hand, and the bloodstain spreading quickly across Adam’s back. Instantly, the others surrounded us. There were at least twenty of them, against the two of us. 
“You bastard,” Adam growled, backing towards me. “I’ll kill you for this.”
I heard a dramatic sigh, and I spun around to see Natalia stepping out of the tunnel. “You were supposed to kill the girl, not him.” She said, crossing the room towards us. 
The circle of vampires parted, and she stepped through them, coming to stand by David’s side. Adam growled in warning, and claws appeared at his fingertips. 
The vampires surrounding us hissed and bared their fangs. Then, with no warning, David lept at Adam, knocking us both to the ground. They rolled right over me as they wrestled, and I gasped as their combined weight pushed the air from my lungs. They rolled across the floor, with their teeth and claws sunk into each other. 
I scrambled back across the floor, never taking my eyes off them. Then I heard a shout and saw Allie and Julian appear at the bottom of the stairs. Julian flew across the room, leaping into the fight and tearing David off Adam. He threw David across the room, sending him flying into the crates on the far side, and just as Adam was climbing to his feet, the rest of the vampires converged on them. Allie started screaming, and I jerked my head towards her. 
“Run!” I screamed, pushing myself to my feet. I’d only taken a step when I felt a knife sink into my back. Over and over, they stabbed me. It happened so fast, I didn't even have time to scream. I fell to my knees, and Allie rushed towards me. I tried to tell her to run but when I opened my mouth blood came gurgling out. I fell to the floor and felt the knife stab into me four more times. This couldn’t be happening. Vampires are immortal. 
Through the red haze of blood, I saw someone grab Allie. My baby sister. I coughed, and blood came spurting out of my mouth.
“Why won’t you die, bitch?” Natalia growled from behind me. 
I closed my eyes, bracing for the knife, and in my mind I screamed Marius’ name. 
Everything happened in an instant. Marius appeared in the room, his eyes landing on me. His guards came flying down the stairs, and at that exact moment another group of vampires came running out of the tunnel. 
Marius fell to my side, yelling at someone to get Allie out of there, and the room fell silent as time froze. 
“Drink!” Marius exclaimed, bringing his wrist to my mouth. I opened my mouth to bite him, but coughed up blood instead. Time unfroze, and the room erupted in shouts for a moment before it stopped again. 
“Drink!” Marius shouted, his voice breaking. I looked up at him, and his face was wet with tears. Screams rang out again, and there was a clashing of steel. He was having a hard time holding them. He couldn’t concentrate, because of me. 
Marius bit into his wrist, tearing a chuck out of it. He spat his flesh on the ground and held his wrist over me, letting his blood pour into my mouth. I choked and finally swallowed. Then a spear came bursting through Marius’ chest, nearly impaling my head. His eyes widened with shock, before the spear was pulled back through, leaving a huge gaping hole in his chest. Blood gushed out of him, covering me. 
He fell forward, landing on top of me. Blood was pooling on the floor around us. And once more time froze. 
“Drink.” He gasped, trying to lift himself off me. 
“No!” I cried “You first!” I struggled to raise my wrist to his mouth, but he turned his face away. 
“I can’t hold them much longer.” He whispered. His hand slipped in the blood and he fell against me again, causing us both to cry out in pain. He shifted, positioning his neck in front of my face, and with a sob I bit into him. 
Awareness hit me. In a fraction of a second, thousands of images flew through my mind. I remembered my past life, and our love. I remembered everything. 
I pulled away quickly. “Bite me!” I shouted, turning my head to the side, so he could reach my neck. But he didn’t bite. Strength was returning to me at an incredible rate. I lifted him off me, and pushed myself into a sitting position, cradling his head in my lap. 
I held my wrist to his mouth again, but he still didn’t bite. I watched his eyes slowly change from gold to brown. 
“Phaedra.” 
With his last breath, his power died and the vampires surrounding us were released from their hold. Everyone stumbled, confused, and they all turned to stare at us with disbelief. Marius’ guards roared with fury and anguish, and I felt their pain. I cradled his body to me and threw back my head and screamed. 
The sound that came out of me was like a thousand nightmares. Everyone in the room covered their ears and doubled over in pain. The walls shook, and large stones fell from the ceiling, crushing several people. My scream ended in a sob, and I started rocking back and forth.
Then I saw him. He was standing a few feet away, holding the spear that was still dripping with Marius’ blood. And I turned him to ash. As his body dissipated, the spear fell to the floor, the sound echoing in the now silent room. Not a soul moved. Still rocking Marius’ body, I looked around the room. I saw Julian, dripping in blood, and our eyes met. 
He was the first to kneel, placing his fist over his heart, offering his fealty to me. Then Adam and the King’s Guard, then everyone else. 
I lowered my head and pressed a kiss to Marius’ lips, and then I began to cry. 




Next In Series


Sarah's story continues in  Queen Of Eternal Darkness
I had the shadow of another living inside of me. Phaedra, the original vampire. Her memories haunted me, causing me to rage against a goddess I'd never heard of, and mourn a man I barely knew. It was exhausting. 
When I slept, I re-lived her life, falling deeper in love with Marius every day. But each night when I woke, it was Julian I thought of. Or Adam. How was it possible for me to love three men? Three men I hardly knew, who had each hurt me in some way. 
And as if my love-life wasn’t providing enough drama, I had Allie to worry about. My beautiful, fragile, human sister. I'd dragged her into a nest of vipers, waiting to strike. I knew I had to change her. It was her only chance of survival. A war was coming, and she was my only true weakness. They would hurt her to get to me. 
So, no, I would not hide her. Neither of us would ever hide, or cower again. I was the vampire queen. The most powerful creature on earth. And I would use my power to protect the ones I loved. 
Pre-order Queen Of Eternal Darkness now. 




Author's Note


Whew! That was intense! I admit I cried when I wrote that last scene. And again when I re-read it for edits. I hope you'll forgive me for what happened to Marius. I rewrote this book so many times, going back and forth on his fate. In the end, I decided it was necessary in order for Sarah to rise to power. And this is Sarah's story, after all.  
If you enjoyed this book (and I hope you did), please consider leaving a review. As a new indie author, reviews are so very helpful. 
Stay in Touch!
Visit Amy on the web at amyatley.com
Follow Amy on TikTok
Follow Amy on Goodreads
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