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About This Book

Vampire Violet Moore is going to die. She’s been injured in a werewolf attack and she’s nearing the finale death. Watching her life slip away, her mother does the only thing she can think to save her. She whisks Violet away to the only safe place she could think of, Golden. 



The city is home to the Golden Bears, a tribe of bear-shifters. The shifters want nothing to do with the vampire as usual. But her mother’s begs for Violet’s life and mercifully, her pleas reach the heart of the only bear who can help them. 



Eric Lightfoot is the son of the alpha of the Golden Bears. He takes Violet in against the wishes of his tribe. He wants to do the right thing and pay back the vampire who helped his tribe long ago. With little support, he sets out to help Violet heal and get her back on her feet. 



As the two spend time together, Eric starts to fall for the gorgeous vampire. But shifters and vampires don’t mix and the feud that almost cost Violet her life threatens to draw them all in again. Just how far is Eric willing to go for his new friend? How far will Violet let him? Is the life of one vampire worth the safety of his entire tribe? 
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Part One

 Prologue

Melody Jobs rushed across the compound. She was crying hard and

having a difficult time casting the teleportation spell. The running was

unnecessary. She should have dragged Violet from the room and teleported

immediately but she had only been using magic for a few decades. It wasn’t

natural to her yet. Running she could do and at very high speeds. Her base

instincts told her to run and get her daughter as far away from Olaf as she

could. 

Her poor, beautiful daughter was dying in her arms. That terrible

werewolf had tossed her around like she was a rag doll. Melody had no idea

how he had even done it. Violet was barely two decades old, a child in

vampire terms, but she was strong. Melody had trained her hard and the girl

was easily one of the strongest vampires in the New World. Still, the young

werewolf had been able to best her easily. 

Melody didn’t blame the dumb animal. He was only doing what he

thought best to protect his mate. This was King Olaf’s fault. He had to make

the stupid deal with the Lost Tribe Queen and get them into this mess in the

first place. He and his brother Sven had sworn up and down to Melody that it

was a no-risk venture. The Queen had promised they would be allies once she

managed to cross over with her sister’s help. Then the vampires would reign

over the New World and the party would never stop. 

Now look where they were. The little witch had proved more powerful

than Olaf had expected and the wolf had somehow followed them. Violet had

teleported across the globe to make it hard to follow her and still he had

followed. This was not going to be an “easy venture.” She was done. Once

her daughter’s life was in danger, Melody could no longer follow her King. 

The question now was, where was she going to hide Violet while she

took care of the King? She couldn’t put her with any vampire in the area or

any of Olaf’s allies. Any of her allies were out of the question too. That

would be the first place Olaf and Sven would check. They would use Violet

to get to Melody and in this weakened state it would be easy to capture the

young vampire. No, Melody needed a place that no one would expect. There

was only one place she could think of and so she teleported to a sunlit hell. 

*

Getting to the Golden Bear’s lair wasn’t easy but Melody didn’t have

time for easy. If it was difficult for an experienced vampire like her, it would be just as hard for her enemies. All the better for her, then. The Golden Bears

lived in a snowy desert. Most of the year, their home was covered in snow

and it was freezing cold. Perfect conditions for a vampire. Unfortunately, this

was the time of year when the sun shone brightly, just like in a regular desert. 

It was incredibly hot and Melody was getting weaker by the moment. 

She had teleported two miles away from the Bears’ lair and she couldn’t just

super speed her way there since the sun was up. She had to walk like a

regular human. It took her almost an hour but she managed to drag Violet to

the edge of town. The Bears must have seen her coming because there was a

line of them waiting when she got close. 

“Turn back now, vamp,” a giant man said. “Your kind isn’t welcome

here.” 

“I’m here to collect a favor,” Melody said as loudly as she could. 

There was a small bit of shade cast by a car parked along the side of the road. 

She put Violet down out of the sun. 

The giant man laughed. “We don’t owe you anything, vamp.” 

“Yes, you do.” Melody said, drawing herself up to her full height. “I

saved the child of the alpha of this tribe over three hundred years ago. The

alpha promised that for my trouble he owed me one favor. I am here to

collect.” 

The men and women laughed. The giant spoke again. “Three hundred

years ago? There are no records of any debt owed to a vampire. We were

barely even a tribe back then. Get out of here before we finish you off in the

daylight.” 

The man made a motion to strike Melody but another to his right

caught the man’s hand. 

“What are you asking?” the younger man asked. 

“I need you to protect my daughter while I take care of something with

my King.” 

“Will there be people coming after her?” the young man asked. 

Melody shook her head. “Not up here. Nobody even knows about my

connection to this tribe.” 

The man sighed. “I’ll hide her for you, but that ends any obligation my

tribe has to you.” 

A young woman gasped. “Eric, you can’t! She’s a vampire.” 

“Not now, Cress,” the young man said, giving her a hard look. 

Melody picked Violet up and handed her to the young man. 

“I’m Eric Lightfoot, by the way,” he said, shifting Violet in his arms. 

“When are you going to be back for her?” 

“As soon as I kill the King.” Melody said grimly. 

“She got a name?” Eric asked. 

Melody nodded, eyes shining. “Violet. Violet Moore. When she wakes

up, tell her ‘bear cub.’ You must stay near until she wakes or she’ll kill

everyone here. She’ll think she’s been captured. Tell her the code word and

that I said she must wait here until I return for her. And that I said to listen to you and follow your rules.” 

Eric nodded. “Bear cub. Got it.” 

She kissed Violet on the forehead and whispered in her ear. “Be good, 

my dear daughter. I’ll be back as soon as it’s safe. I love you very much.” 

 One

“Are you out of your mind?!” Cressida Lightfoot yelled in her

brother’s face as he carried the vampire to his home. The rest of the tribe had

dispersed once he’d made his decree. Gus Macklemore was probably already

in Elder Lightfoot’s office telling him about Eric’s folly. Gus was always

quick to run and tattle to Elder when Eric did something wrong, but he rarely

challenged Eric to his face. 

Eric wished his sister would just run to their father too. It was bad

enough he was going to have to share his den with a vampire for the next few

weeks. “Cress, you know why I’m doing this and I’m not going to change my

mind. Take your insipid chatter elsewhere.” 

She stood in his path. Her golden eyes, so much like his, flashed with

rage. “That stupid story? You’re putting the entire tribe in danger because of

a stupid story Grandad made up.” 

Eric walked around her. “He wasn’t lying, obviously. How would

some random red-haired vampire know a story our Grandpa told us over a

decade ago? Explain that.” 

They were at his small, one-story house. He bent to open the door

without dropping the vampire. Cressida tried to follow him inside but he

slammed the door shut with his boot. He needed to get the vampire out of the

sun and he wanted to get a look at her. His home wasn’t equipped for a vamp

so he had to improvise. 

After putting Violet down on the couch, he drew the curtains in his

spare room and put three sheets up over the curtains. It didn’t look nice but it blocked all sun from getting into the room. He turned on the lamp on the

nightstand and made the bed up. He added masking tape to hold down the

sheets just in case any light got around the edges of his setup. 

Once he was satisfied with his work, Eric brought Violet into the room

and laid her on the bed. He closed the door behind him and turned off the

light. The room was pitch black. She would be safe to recover here. He

turned the light back on and sat on the bed. Whatever had happened must

have been terrible. There were still bite marks visible on her neck and dried

blood on her dress. Melody had been dressed in a very elaborate dress, too. 

They must have been at some kind of party when they were attacked. 

He had never seen a vampire this close before. They only had to deal

with vampires half the year and even then they were few and far between. 

The Golden Bears didn’t have much contact with other supes and that was

how they liked it. The tribe elders had moved up to this forsaken land after

the Lost Tribe had tried killing all the other supernatural creatures. They

figured it was better to isolate themselves than risk losing everything. 

It had paid off. The bears were well-suited for the harsh winters in

Alaska. They had thrived in the land. In the early days, they had had one of

the best general stores in the whole state. They were able to get supplies in

when the humans couldn’t get planes to land during snowstorms. The few

towns close to Golden knew full well that the town was inhabited by shifters

but they didn’t give a damn. Golden had a store to make money and the

humans had a reliable place to buy supplies. Everybody won. 

Eventually, humans started living in the town too. There were only so

many people up here and there were no bans on fraternizing with humans in

the tribe. They weren’t like their brethren in other areas. Up here, the bears

could make their own rules. Even in a liberal tribe like his, Eric knew he was

in violation of the unspoken rules. Vampires were out of bounds. They were

vicious and dangerous. He didn’t care. He had to help this vampire. He was

going to have to make his father understand. 

First, her mother had mentioned saving a child over three hundred

years ago. When he and Cress were little, their ancient grandfather had told

them the tale of the lost cub that had been saved by a vampire. It was an old

family story that most had discounted as lore. Eric had loved the story as a

child and had made his grandpa tell it to him over and over and over. He

could still recite it in his sleep. 

The Golden Bears had come over to what was now North America

long ago, when the Earth was young and the continents were much closer

together. Once they came here, they set up a village on the coast of what was

now Canada. They had lived off the land like all the other native people. 

They traded with the other tribes and almost never went to war. They were

safe and they were happy. 

Then, other people started coming to the New World and the tribe had

to move to another spot away from the coast. During the move, the young son

of the tribe alpha wandered off. The boy had shifted and was trying to fish in

the river. What the cub didn’t know was that the river was the home of a

water fae. She didn’t appreciate a dirty were-animal trying to eat her fish. So

the fae pulled the little cub into the river and under the water. 

As fate would have it, there was a vampire woman who happened to be

walking. It was dusk and the sun was still peeking over the horizon but the

vampire was close to full strength. She saw the cub struggling in the grasp of

the water fae and decided to help. The vampire pulled the cub out of the

water with one hand and dropped it at her feet. The cub gasped for air and

quickly hid behind the vampire’s legs. The water fae was furious that the

vampire had stopped her from killing the cub. 

The vampire picked up the cub and told the fae if she wanted to kill a

child, she was going to have to kill her first. Seeing that nightfall was upon

her, the water fae retreated. The cub was too afraid to shift back but the

vampire managed to find the tribe anyway. She dropped the cub at the edge

of the village and told them to be more careful. The land was filled with

malevolent fae who had no problem killing children. 

The alpha was so happy to have his son back alive that he promised the

vampire that he owed her a favor. Even if he died before she needed

anything, she could come and find his descendants. They would help her no

matter when she called on them. Satisfied, the vampire nodded and walked

away into the night. 

When Melody had said she’d saved a cub long ago, Eric knew she was

talking about their ancestor. If they didn’t do her the favor, it would bring bad luck to the entire tribe. His family in particular would suffer for generations if they didn’t help the vampire. Many in his tribe would never admit they

believed in all the old superstitions, but Eric would never deny his ancestry. 

Curses were real and he wasn’t going to let that happen to his tribe. 

Second, Violet was so young. Maybe she was actually a hundred years

old but she still looked like a teenager. A teenager who needed help. If

Melody had come to them, it had to be something serious. No vampire would

ever ask a were for help unless it was the end of the world. The last time that

had happened, all of the supes had almost been eradicated. 

Eric would do his best to keep the vampire safe and nurse her back to

health. Since she wasn’t breathing and had no heartbeat, the only way he

knew she was getting better was by looking at the cuts on her neck. Her dark

skin was slowly knitting itself back together. He could watch it happening in

slow motion. It was fascinating. Her hair also seemed to be getting longer, 

which made no sense to Eric. 

Vampires were dead. Their hair wasn’t supposed to grow anymore but

he could swear that her hair had been at the edge of her jaw when Melody got

there. Now it was closer to her chin. He reached out and rubbed the curly hair

between his fingers. It felt just like human hair. Unlike the vampire’s skin, 

which was freezing cold, a dead giveaway that she was no longer one of the

living. 

There was a pounding at his door. He sighed, getting up and making

sure to close the door to the bedroom tight behind him. His father was

slamming the front door as Eric left the bedroom. 

“Dad,” he greeted the tribe alpha. “Funny seeing you here.” 

“Don’t be flip with me right now, Eric Lightfoot.” Elder’s anger could

barely be contained by Eric’s small house. His father was already a big man. 

When he was angry, he seemed to be a foot taller and two feet wider. “Gus

tells me that you’ve taken a vampire into your protection.” 

Eric nodded. “I have. I had no choice.” 

“No choice?” Elder snarled. “You didn’t think to consult me or Bruno

before you made this decision?” 

Bruno Slip was the tribe beta. He was much more laid back than Elder

and usually the one to deal with the day-to-day problems the tribe had. 

“There was no time to consult anyone,” Eric said. “She just showed up

while Cress and I were coming back from lunch. It was pure coincidence that

we were even close enough to see her walking in.” 

“You could have made time. You chose not to. You’ve disrespected

me and your entire tribe by bringing this dead thing into our tribe.” 

“That wasn’t my intention. We have no choice but to help this

vampire. She’s the one who saved the alpha’s cub back in the old days.” 

Elder clenched his fists. “Are you telling me you did this because of a

stupid story?” 

Eric shook his head. “It isn’t a story. You know as well as I do that if I

didn’t make good on the alpha’s word, we would all suffer.” 

“That is a story, son! Superstitions for little old ladies.” 

“You’re wrong, but I’m not willing to test out your theory. I’m keeping

her here. You don’t have to help me. Go on and tell the rest of the tribe that

you condemn my actions. I’ll go it alone.” 

“No need to be a martyr,” Elder said through clenched teeth. “You can

keep her. She’s already here. If we put her out now and she dies, that vampire

will kill us all. I can’t be certain yet, but from the description I think she’s a very old one. We can’t risk pissing her off now.” 

“So then you agree with me?” 

Elder help up his hand. “Don’t push your luck right now. You keep the

girl because you made the stupid fucking choice to take her in the first place.” 

“Okay. Thank you, Dad.” 

“Don’t thank me yet. It goes without saying that you’re responsible for

the vampire and any of her actions while she’s here. I don’t want her feeding

on any of the tribe or our humans. You’re going to have to find some other

way to feed her.” 

Eric grimaced. He hadn’t thought about how he would feed her. He

nodded quickly. “Of course.” 

Elder slammed the door again as he left without saying goodbye. It

hadn’t gone great but Eric would take it. Now he just had to figure out how

the hell he was going to feed a vampire without using any human or shifter

blood. 

 Two

Something wasn’t right. Violet didn’t feel right. Her head was foggy, 

like she had drunk too much the night before. The room smelled wrong too. 

Her room smelled like roses. Now, all she could smell was human stink and

blood. She put her hand up to her throbbing temple and felt hair under her

fingers. 

Her eyes snapped open and she brought a handful closer to her wide

eyes. Sure enough, her hair was growing back. She sat up in bed and looked

around. She was not in her room. There were wood walls, a nightstand with a

lamp, and a bed. ‘Sparse’ wasn’t even a good enough descriptor. This looked

like a prison cell. When she moved, dried blood chipped away from her neck. 

She touched her throat and it actually hurt a little. Violet hadn’t felt real pain in over ten years. Something was very wrong. 

She was still wearing the stupid dress from Olaf’s party. She tried to

recall her last memory before everything went black. She had brought the

half-witch like Olaf had commanded and then they had a grand dinner as he

liked to do. Violet was still wearing the ball gown from the dinner. The top

was covered in blood now. Her blood. The wolf. He had come after the witch

and somehow he had bitten her. 

Violet sniffed. Wherever she was, the stink wasn’t fully human. It was

a shifter house. The windows were covered with sheets and taped shut. 

Whoever had captured her didn’t want her to die, at least not yet. She stood

up in the darkness and sat down quickly. She must have lost a lot of blood. 

She was healing but it was going very slowly. She needed to get out of here

and feed. 

She went to the window and tore off the sheet. Weak sunlight streamed

into the room. Violet sat on the floor weakened even more by the sun. It

wasn’t going to be easy to get out of here. If her hair was growing back, she

was already close to her final death. She had barely begun to enjoy being a

vampire. There was no way she was going to let some stupid shifter kill her. 

Violet got angry and pushed on. She lifted the window and climbed

outside. She was in some kind of town. It was close to nightfall. All she had

to do was hide until it was dark. Then she would kill the first living creature

she came across. She turned around a few times and smelled the air. There

were people everywhere. Not all of them were shifters, either. 

“Mom!” There was movement to her right. It had to be a child. “Mom! 

There’s a vampire!” 

Shit. Violet walked as quickly as she could manage. She looked over

her shoulder and no one was following her. When she got to a corner she

turned and stopped to rest against a garbage can. The town had to be small. 

She could see the road out of town just a few hundred feet ahead. It didn’t

look promising. She had just come from a desert to get the witch and this

looked very similar. Even animals were going to be slim pickings if she was

in a desert during the day. 

Footsteps were approaching from around the corner. Violet started

walking down the road out of town. She was in the middle of the street but it

wasn’t like she could hide. 

“Hey!” An olive-skinned boy approached with his hands up. “You’re

Violet. My name is Eric Lightfoot and Melody told me to tell you ‘bear

cub’.” 

Violet turned, fangs bared. Bear cub? That was one of their code

words. The only people who knew it were herself and her mother. They had a

dozen words that would signify a dangerous situation for Violet. Melody had

drilled them into her head starting the very first night of Violet’s new life. 

‘Bear cub’ was connected to a favor Melody was owed by a werebear tribe. 

She studied the boy. He had golden eyes and black hair. He was big

too, even taller than she was and very broad shouldered. He had to be at least

seven feet high when he shifted. “You’re a Golden Bear?” 

The boy nodded. “I am. I need you to come back to my house with me. 

I’ll explain everything then. I don’t know much about vampires but I know I

need to get you out of the sun right now.” 

She nodded. Her vision was already starting to blur. She had no choice

but to accept his help. If Melody had brought her to him, it had to be safe. 

Why would Melody leave her, though? 

They were halfway down the street when Violet faltered. The boy put

his arm around her waist. “Are you okay?” 

Violet nodded and tried to take another step and almost fell. Without a

word, the boy picked her up and sprinted for his house. He pushed the door

open with his foot and carried Violet to the bedroom she had just left. He

taped the sheets back up and then turned on the lamp. 

“You shouldn’t have gone outside.” 

“I don’t know where the fuck I am,” Violet said. “The last thing I

remember was a werewolf ripping out my throat. I smelled shifter all over

this room that happens to look like a prison cell. Why the fuck would I just sit here and wait for you to come back and kill me?” 

“I don’t like a lot of clutter,” the boy said defensively. “I can get you

some pictures for the wall or something if you’d like.” 

“I don’t need pictures.” 

“Fine. I don’t know what happened to you before you got here, but

your mother entrusted me with your protection. My tribe promised to help her

if she ever needed it and she has come to collect the debt she was owed. I

promised her I would keep you safe and I take that very seriously.” 

The boy looked very stern. Violet could tell it was going to be a real

pain in the ass to get out of here before Melody came back. “Fine. You want

to protect me? I need blood. That fucking werewolf must have nearly killed

me.” 

“You need blood now?” the boy asked, going pale. 

“Yes. I need blood now. I told you a werewolf almost killed me. I

won’t be able to fully recover without blood.” 

“You look fine to me. The wound on your neck is healing slowly.” 

Violet’s fangs came out. “I am not fine. Look at my hair! I had a buzz

cut before I woke up here.” 

He eyed her shoulder-length curls nervously. “Like I said, I’m Eric

Lightfoot and I’m the son of the alpha of this tribe.” 

“Great to meet you, Eric. Now. Get. Me. Blood.” 

“My father said you weren’t allowed to feed on any humans or shifters

in our area.” 

Violet sat up. “So then find me a deer or something. If I can’t have any

humans, I need something human-sized to drain.” 

The boy looked pained. “That’s going to take me some time. There

isn’t much to hunt in our area. I’ll need to go a few hundred miles away.” 

She closed her eyes and breathed out hard through her nose. “How

long will that take you?” 

“If I leave now, I could be back in three days with something big

enough.” 

“Three days? I could be dead by then. You need to get me something

in the next twelve hours. Where the fuck is Melody?” 

“I told you. I don’t know how you got here or where she is either.” 

“Where is here, exactly?” 

“Golden, Alaska.” 

“You have got to be kidding me! Are you fucking serious?” 

The boy nodded. “Yes. Why would I lie?” 

She rubbed her eyes. Alaska was a terrible place for vampires. It was a

desert and even when it was night, there weren’t many humans up here. It

was very easy to get caught and burned if you fed on the same humans here. 

She really should have asked Melody where all the safe houses were. This

was completely unacceptable. 

“Also,” the boy said, sitting on the end of the bed. “If I leave, there

won’t be anyone here to protect you. You would have to fend for yourself.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“No one else wants you here. The only reason my father is even letting

you stay is that I already agreed to do it.” 

“Are you saying that if you leave, someone will come and try to attack

me?” 

He nodded. “Most likely.” 

Violet narrowed her eyes. The kid had good intentions and she

probably owed him her life, but he was an idiot. She was in no condition to

take on a tribe of werebears. She could barely walk down the street. 

“You’re going to have to let me feed on you.” 

He got off the bed fast and his eyes turned a dark gold. “No! I said

you’re not allowed to feed on anyone in town.” 

Violet spoke gently. She didn’t want him to shift while she was still

weak. Normally she would be able to snap his neck before he could blink. 

One werebear was an appetizer in a fight for her. She was furious that she

was now so weak she had to beg a shifter for his blood. “Listen, I know it’s

not the best choice, but if I don’t feed on you now, I’ll probably be dead by

tomorrow.” 

“You’re getting better! You can come with me when I hunt. I’ll take

you to a motel out of town and hide you there.” 

“No. I know it looks like I’m getting better, but the blood inside of me

can only do so much. This will stop and then I’ll start getting weaker

quickly.” 

He shook his head. “When they see that you’ve fed on me, they’ll kick

you out of town. Maybe even kill you on the spot.” 

“Once I’ve fed, they won’t be able to catch me. You don’t have to

worry about that. I’ll heal you and they won’t even see the marks. It’ll be our

little secret.” 

He shook his head again. 

“Listen! You said you took your promise seriously, right? Well, then, 

you can’t just let me die when it’s completely in your power to save me.” 

The boy considered what she’d said. He sat on the bed and clenched

and unclenched his fists. “What if I say yes? How will you heal me?” 

“I’ll rub a little of my blood on the wound. You’ll heal right up.” 

Violet didn’t want to tell him that, but she had no choice. Vampires

didn’t like it getting out that their blood healed humans and shifters. She

might have to kill the kid when she left to keep the knowledge from his tribe. 

“Fine. But you have to be careful,” he warned. 

Violet’s mouth watered. “I’m not new, boy. I won’t kill you.” 

She scooted closer and wrapped one of her legs around his waist. He

tensed up immediately and growled. She patted his chest. “I know. This goes

against all your instincts. Just relax. It’ll be over before you know it.” 

Before he could think about it anymore, Violet grabbed the side of his

head and pulled hard. He growled again and put his hand up to stop her but

she was faster, spurred by the pounding of his blood. His heart was beating

fast as she sank her fangs into his throat. Tangy blood poured into her mouth

faster than she could drink and some spilled down her chin. 

She wasn’t a baby vamp but Violet had a hard time keeping her

promise. She was weak and so thirsty. He tasted like warm, moonlit nights

and fireworks. She could drink him dry…or keep him to drink every night. 

He put both hands on her face and pushed hard but it was no use. She was

already at full strength. Shifter blood was even more potent than human

blood. His own strength was flowing into her veins. 

As his taps on her face got weaker and weaker, Violet finally stopped. 

She stopped biting him and licked at his neck where she’d bitten him. She

licked her lips before biting her thumb and rubbing her blood onto his neck. 

Eric fell back on the bed, barely breathing. 

“Sorry!” she said. “You taste really really good. You’re going to have

to drink a little of my blood.” 

She put her thumb to his mouth and let a few drops fall into his mouth. 

He shuddered and then lost consciousness. She rearranged him on the bed

where she had been lying and then curled up next to him to wait for him to

wake up. 

 Three

He dreamed he was lying on ice during a snowstorm. There was a

voice calling his name but he couldn’t reach it. 

“ERIC!” A sharp slap hit his face. He blinked a few times and his eyes

focused on the ceiling in his guest room. The vampire. 

He stood fast and grabbed her around the neck, lifting her off the

ground. “You said you weren’t going to drink too much.” 

Her cold hands wrapped around his. “I know. Put me down before this

gets ugly, Bear Boy.” 

Eric growled. “Why should I? I can’t trust it won’t get ugly even if I’m

nice to you.” 

“I know. You trusted me and you think I lost control. I didn’t. You’re

still alive, aren’t you?” 

“I was unconscious!” 

“Because I gave you my blood. Even a drop was too much for you. I

didn’t think it would have that kind of effect. Still, you look great. My blood

looks very nice on you.” 

Eric put the vampire down. “I feel fine.” 

“Never been fed on, have you?” Violet smirked. “I love when I get to

be someone’s first. Maybe you’ll want to do that again?” 

He growled and bared his teeth. “Don’t push your luck, vampire.” 

“Have it your way. Your friend has been waiting outside for ten

minutes. He may have already gone to get your dad.” 

“What?” Eric bounded out of the room. His bestfriend Todd Bronson

was standing on his stoop looking concerned. 

“Eric, man, you okay?” Todd asked, looking around the living room. 

“When I got back from work, I heard you have a vampire staying here. Is it

true?” 

“It is.” 

Violet came out of the bedroom after Eric closed the front door. She

waved at Todd and showed her fangs. “Hi. I’m Violet.” 

“Whoa.” Todd took a few steps to get closer to her. “Does that hurt?” 

She shook her head and gave him a seductive look. “No. You want to

see how they feel going in?” 

“Put those away,” Eric ordered. “She isn’t allowed to feed on anyone

in the tribe or any humans in the area.” 

Todd furrowed his brow. “But she fed on you, didn’t she? There’s

blood on your shirt.” 

Eric looked down at his shirt and saw the blood trail. “Shit.” 

“It’s okay,” Todd said quickly. “Do me too.” 

Violet took a step toward Todd and Eric moved to get between them. 

“Todd! What the fuck, man? I just told you. She isn’t supposed to feed on

anyone in the tribe. I’ll be in deep shit if she does.” 

Todd only had eyes for the black vampire. “You can close all the

blinds and we’ll go in the bathroom. Nobody has to know.” 

Eric gave the vampire a look. “Don’t you move. You promised you

would follow the rules.” 

“He’s offering!” Violet protested. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Eric said sternly. “I don’t want to anger my father

any more than I already have. You’ve already eaten.” 

“She could use more,” Todd said, trying to step around Eric. “She’s a

guest in your house. You shouldn’t starve your guests.” 

Eric put a hand on Todd’s shoulder and stopped him. “Todd! What is

wrong with you?” 

“When am I going to get the chance to let a hot vampire feed on me in

a safe setting? She can’t kill me with you here.” 

“Why would you  want her to feed on you?” Eric asked, exasperated, as

his friend pushed his hand. 

“I’m curious what it feels like. In the movies, people always look like

they’re in pure ecstasy, bro. She did it to you already, so it’s easy to tell me no.” 

“Don’t worry, Eric. I won’t hurt him.” Violet licked her lips. “What if I

just bite his hand?” 

“Perfect!” Todd said, smiling at Violet. “We’ll go in the bathroom and

she’ll take a quick nip of my hand. No harm, no foul. I won’t breathe a word

of it.” 

“I thought you came here to check on me. I’m fine. You can leave

now, Todd.” 

“I’m your best friend and you’re going to deny me this dream? I would

never do this to you.” 

“We could use an ally,” Violet said. “He’s the only person in town

who isn’t terrified of me or want me dead.” 

“One bite. One little bite.” Todd clasped his hands in a prayer. “Please, 

bro. I’ll never ask you for anything again.” 

“No!” Eric roared. “She’s only going to feed on me. No one else!” 

Todd stepped back and put his hands up. “I’m sorry, man. I didn’t

realize it was like that. I’ll leave you two alone now. You coming to the bar

later?” 

Eric shook his head. “I don’t think so. Maybe tomorrow night.” 

Todd slapped Eric’s hand. “Alright, bro. Nice to meet you, Violet.” 

“Nice to meet you too. Hope to see you around soon.” Violet moved to

the couch once the door had closed behind Todd. “So I can feed on you

more?” 

“No,” Eric said, indignant. “I wanted him to leave. What the hell was

that? Did you do something to him?” 

Eric’s phone rang. It was Todd. “Yeah?” 

“Hey, man. Can I come over for beers later? I don’t want to sit at the

bar all by myself tonight. Everyone is going to be shitting on you all night. I

heard enough of that during the ride home.” 

Eric sighed. “Fine, man.” 

“I’ll be over after I shower.” 

“Who was that?” Violet asked. 

“Todd. He wants to come back for drinks tonight.” 

Violet raised an eyebrow. “Better not take any bathroom breaks.” 

“You better not feed on him. I’m warning you.” 

“You don’t want me to feed on you. You can’t get me food anytime

soon. This nice boy offers me a bite and you say I can’t feed on him. Are you

trying to starve me?” 

Eric put his hands behind his head. “Look. If you feed on him and it

gets out, my dad will make you leave.” 

“Fine by me,” Violet said, fangs showing. “Once I’ve had enough to

eat, I’ll be able to go back and find Melody.” 

“You can’t leave. I gave you the password.” 

“I don’t care!” Violet stood up. “Would you just sit here if your mother

was in danger?” 

The hairs on the back of Eric’s neck stood up. He would tear whoever

threatened his mother limb from limb. “My mother wouldn’t tell me to stay

out of danger.” 

“She thought she was protecting me. I was close to death.” 

“Just sit tight for a few days and she’ll be back for you.” Eric was

growing tired of the conversation. “Would you like a change of clothes?” 

Violet looked down at her ruined ball gown. “That would be nice. Will

your girlfriend mind if I borrow some of her clothes?” 

“I don’t have a girlfriend. I’m going to give you some of mine. They’ll

be a bit big but it’ll do for now.” 

He gave the vampire a pair of pants and a shirt. He made himself a

sandwich and grabbed a beer while she was showering. He was watching a

rerun of a comedy special on cable when she came out of the bathroom

wearing only his shirt. 

Her hair was even curlier now that it was washed and she’d cut off an

inch. He couldn’t help but notice the miles of leg showing. She was so tall. It

was easy to forget since he was still much taller than she was. But she was

tall and skinny, like a model. Like a swimsuit model, anyway. She still was

very curvy. She had ample cleavage showing. Eric looked away. 

She threw the pants on the couch between them as she sat down. “I’m

not going to wear these. They’re way too big. The shirt is just fine.” 

“You cut your hair,” Eric said. 

Violet picked up a heavy handful of curls. “I had a buzz cut before I

got hurt. It was time for a change, anyway. I like it a little shorter than the

length I had at death.” 

“When did you die?” 

“In the nineties. I was a street kid looking for food. Melody caught me

dumpster diving when she was going for a feed.” 

“Whoa. You lived on the streets?” There were no homeless people in

his tribe. Members did decide to ‘go rogue’ every now and then. They spent

the majority of their time in bear form and only stopped by the village for

holidays. That wasn’t the same thing as having no home to go to. 

Violet nodded. “I did for a very long time. Without Melody I’d

probably be out hooking somewhere with five mouths to feed.” 

“What about your parents?” 

“I never knew my mother and my father was a drunk and a drug addict. 

He was gone for weeks at a time. He would leave me with neighbors or other

junkies. Some of them were very nice but once I turned thirteen, I decided to

cut my losses.” 

“Whoa. That’s pretty terrible. I’m sorry.” 

“I’m not.” Violet grinned. “If I had nice parents and a white picket

fence childhood, I’d be almost forty years old and halfway to a pine box by

now. Look at me. I’m going to be young and beautiful forever. Your

grandbabies are going to be chasing after me at a Mars nightclub.” 

Eric laughed. “I guess that’s one way to think of it. Don’t you ever

miss being human?” 

She looked at him. “You must be out of your mind. You’re a supe too. 

It’s fan-fucking-tastic to be me. I wouldn’t trade it for the world.” 

Eric nodded. He had a better idea of where she was coming from now. 

Sharing a space with her for a few days or even a few weeks wasn’t going to

be so bad. At least Violet had been human not to long ago, so she wasn’t

completely unfamiliar with the modern world. It sounded like she was very

loyal to her maker too. He would be sure to use that whenever she got out of

line. 

Todd knocked at the door again. 

“I’ll get it!” Violet walked to open the door before Eric could stand up. 

It was amazing how fast she could move now that she was full of his blood. 

Todd looked at the vampire with wide eyes. 

“You gonna stand out there all night staring or are you gonna come

in?” Violet asked, leaning against the open door. 

Todd walked past her and mouthed ‘wow’ to Eric. 

He shook his head. She looked good, but there were a lot of pretty girls

in the village. Granted, none of them were 5’10” African goddesses, but still

there was no need to fawn over her. “You want a beer, Todd?” 

“Yeah, man.” Todd sat next to Violet on the couch and gawked at her. 

“I see you’ve changed into something more comfortable for the night.” 

She crossed and uncrossed her long legs. “That ball gown was a little

stuffy. I prefer something more casual. To be honest, my favorite is

clubwear.” 

“Clubwear?” Todd asked, eyeing Violet’s ample cleavage. 

Eric came back with beers for both of them and sat down in the space

between Violet and Todd. “Want a beer, Vi?” 

She took the cold beer and took a swig. “Thanks. Clubwear. Plastic

dresses, lots of leather, and lots of skin showing. Have you never been to a

club before?” 

“We don’t have a lot of clubs in this area,” Eric said. 

“We don’t have  any clubs in our area,” Todd corrected. “Do you go to

a lot of clubs back home?” 

“Of course! You know vampires throw the best parties. Werewolves

are a very close second. You can’t go wrong with a biker party.” Violet tilted

her head. “I love hanging with witches too. Nothing like a night of sisterhood

to have a lady swearing off men for life.” 

Todd choked on his beer. Eric did his best to keep a straight face. She

was laying it on really thick. Maybe she did swing both ways but there was

no way a witch would party with a vampire. Werewolves, maybe, but witches

hated vampires. 

It was fine. She could have all the fun she could want tonight. It was

good that Todd had come over. If he was going to have a vampire in his

house, he might as well have a little fun with it. She was cooler than he’d

thought. The week might actually be fun. 
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“YOU DON’T BELONG HERE!!!!!” 

Violet sat up in her bed. There was nothing in the darkness but she

someone was yelling at her. The night before had been fun. Todd was fun. He

was shorter than Eric but just as muscular, with deep brown eyes. Not bad to

look at. Under normal circumstances, Violet would have tasted him too, but

there was no way Eric was going to let it happen. He was much pricklier

about who she fed off and it wasn’t just about his father’s rules. He had left

for work at the cargo hanger and she had gone to bed right after he left. 

She wasn’t worried about having to fight anyone in town on her own

now that she had fed. His blood was much more potent than any shifter she’d

ever had. She could take on the whole village during daylight hours with his

blood. She peeled the sheet off the window and saw that it was evening

again. Going through the house, she was all alone. She had gone back into

her room to wait for Eric when the yelling happened again. 

“GET OUT OF HERE YOU, EVIL DEAD BITCH!” Something hit

Violet hard and knocked her off the bed. “LEAVE MY TRIBE ALONE!” 

Her fangs slid out and she crouched low to take on whatever was

coming for her. Looking around the dark room, she couldn’t see anything. 

There wasn’t a smell either. Something had hit her but Violet couldn’t see

what it was. She backed toward the door slowly and kept her eyes moving

around the space. She got to the living room without anyone screaming any

more obscenities. She stayed on the couch with all the lights on and the

curtains drawn while she waited for Eric to get home. 

She tried to stay calm. Melody had wanted her to stay hidden with the

bears. That was the ‘bear cub’ plan. Even if something wasn’t right, Violet

needed to stay put and not fuck things up in Golden. It was much harder than

it sounded. She wasn’t one to sit and wait for something to happen or

someone else to make decisions. The only person she trusted was Melody. 

Even her King had let them down and had almost gotten her killed. She had

to believe that Melody had been right in bringing her here and not just

desperate. 

It would be a lot easier if she could talk to her mother. There was no

landline in Eric’s home and he wouldn’t let her use his cellphone. He was

sure that Melody wouldn’t want to be bothered until she came back. Violet

had tried to tell him she wasn’t going to call Melody, she would call another

contact. That had only made him flip his shit even more. If she called

someone, they would find out where she was and his promise to Melody

would be broken. Violet had let it drop but it wasn’t over. She would find a

way to contact home or she would lose her mind waiting around. 

First, she had to figure out who was yelling obscenities at her. Eric

finally got home an hour after dark. Violet jumped off the couch. “Someone

is yelling shit at me! You need to figure out what idiot kid is trolling around

your house to annoy me.” 

Eric put down his travel coffee mug. “Slow down. Who’s yelling at

you?” 

“I don’t know! That’s what I’m telling you. You need to figure out

who’s doing it. Someone yelled that I was a dead bitch who needed to leave

his tribe alone.” 

“Was it a man or a boy?” 

Violet thought of anyone a decade younger than her as a boy. The

voice had been young but not that young. “I think it was a man. Maybe the

same age as me but not much older.” 

“The age you look or the age you actually are?” 

Violet clenched her jaw. “The age I am. He had to be in his early

forties but not older than fifty, I would say.” 

Eric opened the refrigerator and looked for food. “There are a few men

who live near me but most of them work with me. Are you sure it wasn’t a

kid screwing around?” 

“I know a kid when I hear it. This was no child. It made some wind

knock me out of the bed too. So they must be able to do some light spells. 

That should narrow it down for you.” 

Eric closed the fridge door hard. “Spells? Why would you say that?” 

“Unless you have a ghost problem around here, the only way to move

me without touching me is a spell.” 

“Actually, I would lean toward ghost.” 

“Fuck. You have ghosts here? Why the hell didn’t you tell me that

sooner?” Violet sat at the kitchen table. “Not that big a deal if it’s just a

ghost. You bring me any clothes?” 

“I didn’t. I’ll pick you up something first thing in the morning before I

go to work. You can come with if you don’t mind going before you sleep.” 

“I don’t care what you get me. I’m not going to be here that long. Just

get me the smallest shirts they have for women and size four jeans. You can

get two pairs of jeans and three shirts. Should be more than enough.” 

“Fine. The ghost thing is actually a problem. I don’t know if you’re not

used to dealing with a spirit, but he can make your time here a living hell.” 

Violet showed her fangs. “He can try. I think I can make his time a lot

worse.” 

“How? He can stay invisible and just yell at you all day. We’re going

to have to go to my father and ask him to ban the ghost from my property.” 

“You can ban a ghost?” 

“It’s an ancestral spirit. We only have three or four who stick around. 

I’m positive this is the ghost of Boxer Macklemore. His great-grandson Gus

is an asshole and he’s not happy you’re here.” 

“This sounds like it’s going to be a chore.” 

Eric shook his head. “It won’t be. My dad doesn’t like the spirits

bothering us. It should be a cakewalk to get him to ban Boxer.” 

“Good.” 

“I’m going to make myself something to eat now. You have anything

you want to do tonight?” 

Violet tilted her head. “What the hell are we going to do tonight here? I

don’t think I’d be too welcome at the town bar.” 

“I figured as much. I have a ton of board games. Why don’t we have a

few beers and play some games?” 

“Board games?” 

“Yeah. You know, Monopoly, Sorry, Chutes and Ladders. Whatever, I

have a ton.” 

“I haven’t played a game like that since I was alive. Sure. Why not.” 

She waited while Eric made himself dinner. Watching him cook, she

wanted to slip up behind him and sink her teeth into his neck again. She had

to get him to let her feed again. He tasted too good for her to pass up the

opportunity. It would also give her something to do while she waited. He had

said yes the first time pretty quick. Violet decided to have a challenge for

herself. She was sure she could get Eric to let her feed before the end of the

night. If she didn’t, she would put off finding a phone until the next night. 

He made himself fish and rice for dinner. They talked about his work

day and what he usually did during the evenings. He was a supervisor at the

hanger the tribe owned. They flew in supplies most of the year. It wasn’t a

job he would have picked for himself, but it was his duty to his tribe to work

the cargo hanger. 

“What would you rather do, then?” Violet asked, curious. 

“I would work as a guide for tourists during the busy season and I’d

hunt during the off season,” he replied quickly. 

“That’s it, just hunting?” 

“I like to hunt and I’m good at it. It would be a lot nicer to spend my

days outside, too. What do you do?” 

Violet laughed. “I’m a vampire.” 

“Yeah. I know that, but what do you do?” 

“We don’t have jobs like your kind or the witches. We’re like the fae. 

We don’t need money to survive and most of us are rich anyway.” 

“You’re rich?” 

“Melody is. I’m building up my fortune for the time we part ways. If

we ever do, I would have children of my own to provide for.” 

“It’s strange. When you talk about children, you’re talking about

turning a human into one of you.” 

“That’s how it works.” 

“I’m not complaining. I’m sure there are more than enough willing

humans to turn.” 

Violet shifted in her seat. “I’m sure there are.” 

“Wait. Do you still turn unwilling humans?” Eric asked, horrified. 

“I  don’t, and it’s illegal in our zone, but there are other vampires who do. It’s a controversial subject for us. I’m sure you have things that aren’t all above bar with were creatures.” 

“Not like that. Our issues are internal things that don’t affect the

humans.” 

“Don’t get all high and mighty here. I know that you have problems

with weres killing young witches.” 

Eric colored. “I forgot about that. Living up here, it’s easy to forget

about the problems in the rest of the world. I’m really glad we live this far

out.” 

He cleaned his dishes before pulling out Monopoly and a few cold

beers. “I hope you like to lose.” 

“I’m a novice, basically. Don’t feel too good about yourself for beating

a baby vamp.” 

They played for an hour before Violet beat Eric easily. He was irritated

that she was able to win so fast and pulled out Yatzee. They played best two

out of three and she beat him all three times. Eric got more and more

frustrated as the hours went by and Violet kept winning. She started getting

cockier and cockier as she beat him. 

“You’re a sore winner,” he complained. 

“There’s no such thing!” 

“There is, and it’s you,” he said hotly. “You just have beginner’s luck.” 

“I’m just better than you,” Violet said matter-of-factly. “Sorry I can’t

turn off my shine.” 

“Your luck has to run out eventually.” 

“Really? How about a friendly wager, then?” 

“Fine. Trivial Pursuit. If I beat you, you have to make me dinner every

night you’re here.” 

Violet laughed. “Lucky for you I’m going to win, because I’m an

awful cook.” 

“Whatever, vamp. Name your terms.” 

“If I win, I get to take another bite of you. Hand this time.” 

Eric weighed the terms and shrugged. “You’ve already bit me once. 

Once you broke the rule, it was done. Deal.” 

Violet smirked. Forty minutes later, Eric kicked his chair back and

stood up yelling. “You cheated!” 

“How could I cheat?” 

“I don’t know,” he sputtered. “You must have looked at the questions

ahead of time. I bet you play this all the time.” 

“Honey, I’m a vampire. Why in the hell would I waste my time with

human games? I’ve been around the block a few times. I’m going to know

more than you.” 

“I still think you cheated,” Eric fumed. 

“Now who’s being a sore loser?” It was close to four in the morning. 

He needed to get to bed soon and she needed to find a phone. There wasn’t

much time to relish her victory. “Now give me your hand.” 

Eric slowly extended his muscular forearm toward her. She snatched

his wrist and pulled him closer. His heart was beating fast and he was

watching her under his eyelashes. She looked at him and kept eye contact as

her fangs sank into the fleshy part of his palm. He flinched as she bit him. It

wasn’t the best blood flow but she wasn’t starving. She only wanted to taste

him again. 

When she had finished feeding, she licked his palm clean and watched

the wounds heal up. He took his hand out of her grasp and looked at it. “Not

even a mark left.” 

“You should get to bed,” she said, licking her lips. “You have an early

trip tomorrow. I’ll need more to wear than your shirts.” 

“We’ll go talk to my dad tomorrow.” 

She bid him goodnight and waited until he was snoring to search the

house. He had taken his cellphone with him to bed and she didn’t want to risk

walking into a sleeping bear’s bedroom. Violet quickly ran around Golden

searching for a pay phone and came up empty handed. The sun was starting

to rise when she got back to Eric’s. If she was going to call home, she would

need to steal a cellphone. Perfect. Just…perfect. 
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Eric searched through the shirts at the one store in town. He had no

idea what to get Violet. She had just said small shirts but what kind of shirt? 

He settled on regular t-shirts. He picked one in each of the primary colors and

went to look at the jeans. He just took the first pairs of size fours he found

that had no holes in them. That was a style that made no sense to him. He

wasn’t going to pay for clothes that already were worn out. 

“Eric Lightfoot, I didn’t take you for a cross-dresser. I think you’re

going to want those pants in a bigger size.” 

He didn’t have to turn around to know who was talking. Remy

Cordence was his sister’s best friend and had been chasing after Todd for

years. Remy was not a sweet girl. She was catty, shrill, and very sarcastic. It

was no wonder she and Cress got along so well. She was small like his sister

and had hair dyed bright blue. 

“Good morning, Remy.” 

“Morning, Eric.” She looked at his purchases and waited. 

“How are you doing today?” 

“Good. Picking up something to wear to the bar tomorrow night.” She

looked at the clothes. “Picking up something for your girlfriend?” 

“No, these are for the vampire staying with me.” He wasn’t going to

beat around the bush. He needed to get the clothes and get out or he would be

late for work. “It was nice seeing you, Remy.” 

“You too.” 

He didn’t bother looking back while he paid. It was no secret he had a

vampire staying at his house. Usually, he had two or three visitors during the

week and he went to the bar with Todd almost every night. He hadn’t been to

the bar in two nights. Gus Macklemore was also yelling all over town that

Eric was a vamp lover. It seemed like nobody gave a damn Violet was in

town as long as she stayed at Eric’s. 

If Remy wanted to make snide remarks about his houseguest, she could

make them to his back. He didn’t have time for it this morning. He looked at

his palm while he drove to work. The spot Violet had bitten tingled and it

was tender. He had broken his father’s rules twice and let the vampire feed on

him. The guys at work were all curious what it felt like to be bitten since

Todd wouldn’t shut up about it. 

Todd hadn’t mentioned that Violet had bitten Eric but he complained

nonstop that Eric wouldn’t let Violet bite him. It surprised Eric that so many

of his coworkers were interested in being bitten. He didn’t see what the big

deal was. More than anything else, it felt strange. Like letting somebody stab

you while you watched. It had hurt a little and he had been able to feel her

pulling the blood from his body. Under the pain, it also felt good. He would

never tell Todd that. He didn’t want to admit it to himself, even. But it did

feel good. 

When she had sucked at his palm and looked him in the eye, he had

thought for a second what it would feel like if she wrapped her pretty lips

around his hard cock. The image had made his dick get hard while she

snacked on him. He’d been glad he was wearing a long shirt or he would

have been incredibly embarrassed. Eric figured it was a normal reaction to

getting bitten. At least, he hoped it was. 

*

“Hey, big brother.” His sister and Remy were sitting in his living room

when he got home. Violet was looking bemused, sitting cross-legged on the

couch with the girls. 

“Your sister and her friend dropped by for dinner,” she told him. 

“How did you know she wasn’t dangerous?” Eric asked, annoyed. He

had had a long day at work. Todd was coming by for beers later, so he was

going to have to hustle and get the girls out before Todd got there. Eric was

in no mood to watch Remy hit on his friend all night. 

“She looks just like you,” Violet said. “Plus, if they did anything

dumb, I would’ve just snapped their necks.” 

Remy laughed. “I didn’t know vampires had a sense of humor.” 

“We’re only dead during the day, honey.” 

Eric showered, and when he came back Cress was making macaroni

and cheese. 

“You didn’t have a lot to choose from,” Cress said. “I didn’t want to go

to the store anymore.” 

“I like mac and cheese,” Eric said, stirring the pot. “You need to add

more butter.” 

“Eric, you don’t need to add a stick of butter to everything! Remy, 

please tell him this is creamy enough.” 

“You know I like butter,” Remy said. 

“See,” Eric said, adding the butter. “You’ll never be able to cook better

mac and cheese than me, little sister. You’re on this little health kick and

nothing healthy is good.” 

“Yuck.” Violet stuck out her tongue. “Healthy people taste the worst. 

It’s like eating dirt.” 

Remy looked at Violet with wide eyes. “No! Who tastes the best? Is it

babies? I bet babies taste delicious.” 

“Remy, ew,” Cress said, making a face. “Babies barely have any

blood. Why would she eat a baby?” 

“She’s right,” Violet said. “Eating a baby is a waste of time unless

you’re near death. Most vampires won’t eat a baby, though.” 

“Whaaat?” Remy said, leaning back. “Why not? Babies have to be the

easiest kill. They can’t even fight back.” 

“I want you to listen to what you’re saying,” Eric told Remy. “You’re

advocating eating helpless babies.” 

“Exactly!” Remy banged her hand on the table. “A baby is helpless! I

would go right for the first baby I could find if I were a vampire.” 

Violet shook her head. “Not if you’re in the USA. It’s illegal

everywhere. If other vamps find out you killed a kid, they would kill you. It

draws too much attention to us and the older vamps are superstitious about

it.” 

“Vampires are superstitious? I thought that was only witches?” Remy

asked. 

“Girl, vampires used to be human. The ones from the Old World are

just like the books you read in school. Those old wives’ tales? That was fact

in their day.” 

“Wild,” Remy said. 

“Yeah. King Olaf and his siblings were all turned together. The sister

went after a baby right away. Two days later, she burned up in the sun. Just

walked out all by herself. Those are the stories new vamps hear now. Makes

you think twice about eating a kid.” 

Eric and Cressida brought bowls to the table. The humans ate while

Violet told them tales of her service to King Olaf. Remy and Cress wanted to

hear all about the balls Olaf would throw three times a year. Eric liked

hearing the stories but talk then turned to decadence at the fetes. Violet had

sordid tales of orgies after the parties and blood baths. 

“You’ve been to an orgy?” Cress asked, sounding impressed. 

“A very long time ago,” Violet admitted. “I haven’t done that since I

was new. When you first die, it’s like turning twenty-one.” 

“I know what that’s like,” Cress said. Eric did too. He had never lost

his mind, because he’d been drinking since he was sixteen. Cress had gotten

blackout drunk the night of her twenty-first birthday. He’d gotten into many

fights that year when guys tried to bring his sister home. 

“I would kill to go to a vampire party,” Remy said. “We never have

anything like that in Golden. The best we can do is the bar.” 

“You can have as much fun as you want,” Violet said. “If you have an

imagination, you can do almost anything. Why don’t you throw your own

ball?” 

Remy looked at Cress. “We could!” 

“That would be so much fun!” Cress squealed. Eric hadn’t heard his

sister make that noise since she was a teenager. “I can’t believe I ever thought you were dangerous.” 

“We get a bad rep,” Violet said. Suddenly, the lights in the dining

room and living room flickered and wind blew the bowls off the table. “Shit. 

It looks like our friend is back.” 

“Get out of here, Boxer!” Eric said, standing up. The lights turned on

and off. “You’re not welcome here.” 

“SHE’S NOT WELCOME HERE! YOU’VE SOILED OUR LAND!” 

Cress rolled her eyes. “Macklemore’s Ghost? This guy is the lamest

ghost in town.” 

“You should see the one from Greenwich,” Remy said. “She’s this

crazy polar bear that goes on a rampage whenever there’s any domestic

violence in the village.” 

“Oh, yeah. Mother Mary is incredibly scary,” Cress agreed. “All of our

ancestral ghosts just annoy us and ruin shit for fun.” 

“You hear that, Boxer?” Eric yelled. “Nobody here likes you. May as

well cross over.” 

“YOU CROSS OVER!” The lights stopped flickering. 

“He’s gone,” Remy said. “You probably hurt his feelings.” 

Cress laughed. “He’s butthurt you’re in town because his descendent is

a total asshole. Their family really want the power but it’s never going to

happen. Even if my brother was a total spaz, they would still have to

invalidate me. The Macklemores make great muscle but they aren’t the

brightest stars in the sky.” 

“Girls can rule here?” Violet asked. 

“Of course. My mother is as much a leader in the tribe as our father,” 

Cress said. “It’s just a coincidence that the alpha and beta are both men right

now.” 

“Yup,” Eric agreed. “I can pick a female beta if no men are worthy.” 

“What are you going to do about the ghost?” Remy asked. “That could

get old quick if it’s for her entire stay…how long are you staying?” 

“No idea,” Violet said, sullen. “I’d be out of here now but my maker

seems to want me to stay put.” 

“It must be hard,” Cress said sympathetically. “I bet you’re starving.” 

“Nope, Eric is bringing me animals to eat,” Violet lied. “He’s such a

great hunter.” 

“That’s true,” Cress said. “He’s the best hunter in town. You’re lucky

he believed that crazy story.” 

“The bear cub story?” Violet asked, incredulous. “That’s a true story. 

Why would you think it was fake?” 

Cress looked surprised. “It sounded like an urban legend or tribal myth

that was supposed to teach a lesson. You know, don’t judge a book by its

cover. We all have to depend on each other. You’re only as good as your

word.” 

“Those are all great lessons but that story is true,” Violet said. “Melody

told me that story when I was a new vampire. We don’t kill kids and we don’t

like it when other supes do it either. We may be dead but we still have

morals.” 

There was a knock at the door. It was Todd. Eric had gotten so caught

up in the conversation he had forgotten about getting the girls to leave. He

had no choice but to let Todd in and invite the girls to stay for drinks. 

It was nowhere near as bad as he had expected. Violet suggested they

play flippy cup and everyone agreed quickly. Eric didn’t usually like drinking

games but it was a nice throwback to his high school days. Now that he was

almost thirty, he never played these kinds of games. By the end of the night, 

Todd had to walk a very drunk Cress back to his house, trailed by Remy. 

“Have those two ever slept together?” Violet asked. 

“Todd and my sister?” 

“No, him and Remy. She’s really into him.” 

Eric shook his head. “They haven’t, but she tries really hard.” 

“What about you? No girlfriend and no girl coming to the door mad

that you’ve got a woman staying here.” 

Eric blushed. “I’m keeping to myself right now.” 

Violet laughed. “You’re too good-looking to keep yourself off the

market. You better get to bed, night owl.” 

He bid her goodnight and went to his room. He had to masturbate

furiously before he was able to sleep. He hoped Violet couldn’t hear. 

 Six

She woke up just as the sun was setting. She didn’t have much time

before Eric got home. She wouldn’t be at full power but Violet needed to get

her hands on a phone before Eric got back. It had been more than two days

and she still hadn’t heard from Melody. This was going to be the fourth night

that she was in Golden and she hadn’t heard a peep about what was going on

at home. 

Violet wasn’t sure about the best way to steal a phone, since there

weren’t a lot of people in Golden. She couldn’t just pick someone’s pocket at

an outdoor café or on a busy street. She was going to have to get into

someone’s house. After thinking about it for almost half an hour, she went to

the neighbor’s just across the street where the kid had spotted her on her first day in town. 

It didn’t look like anyone was home except for the kid right now. 

She’d seen the mom come back from grocery shopping the two nights before

and hoped she was out again. Nobody would leave a ten-year-old at home

without a phone even if they were a bear shifter. The window was open

between the two houses and Violet easily climbed inside. She crouched next

to the window and listened. 

It sounded like the kid was in the living room. She searched the room

she was in and came up empty-handed. Violet went to the door and listened. 

The kid was still laughing at the TV. She cracked the door open and was

lucky to have a clear view of the living room. There was a phone sitting on

the coffee table in front of the kid. This wasn’t going to be easy. She didn’t

have much time before Eric or the kid’s mom got home. She would have to

reveal herself. 

She walked into the room confidently with her fangs showing. The kid

yelped and tried running but Violet caught him. “Not so fast, kid.” 

She put her hand over his mouth so he couldn’t scream. “I’m not going

to hurt you. I just need your phone for a minute. If you help me, I won’t hurt

you and I’ll just leave when I’m done.” 

Violet wished she could compel the kid like the vampires in the

movies. If real vampires could do that, there would be no humans or other

supes. Having control over memory was a big advantage. Unfortunately, it

wasn’t a skill she had. Even with magic, she wasn’t skilled enough to mess

with a human’s mind. 

The kid looked terrified but nodded his head. 

“Good. Now I’m going to let go of you. Just watch TV while I use the

phone.” 

She let him go and the kid scrambled far away from her on the couch

and watched as she dialed a number. She tried Sven first. He was Olaf’s

brother and lived in Canada now. It wasn’t too far from Olaf’s kingdom and

it gave the brothers a big powerbase when their territories were combined. 

Sven was at the mansion frequently. He didn’t pick up. 

Violet dialed some of the vampire minions and didn’t get an answer

from them either. She was starting to get worried. 

“I thought you were only going to call one person,” the kid said. 

“I never said that,” Violet snapped. “I’ll finish when I finish. Watch

your damn show!” 

She tried a few vampires who lived in the region before giving up and

calling some of the werewolves who worked for Olaf. It was hard to think of

the numbers. She really relied on having her phone handy to make the calls. 

The only reason she knew so many numbers was that she’d grown up before

cell phones had become popular. She had had to write down and memorize

numbers she wanted to remember for most of her life and death. 

Nobody was answering anywhere. She was about to give up when she

remembered the number of a human they partied with sometimes. He was a

drug dealer and picked up unknown numbers. She dialed, checking the clock

on the kid’s wall. Eric would be home any minute. If Dwayne didn’t pick up, 

she would have to go without making contact. 

The phone rang and went to voicemail. She tried one more time and he

picked up on the third ring. “Oh, thank god! Dwayne, this is Violet Moore.” 

“No way,” Dwayne laughed. “What’s heaven like? Are you in the

phone wires?” 

“What? Dwayne, concentrate. What’s going on at home?” 

“Well, after you died, things got really bad here. I haven’t had any

customers in days because everyone’s scared or leaving town. Man, I wish

they would just kill each other already. I need money, man!” 

Violet’s blood ran cold. “You wish who would kill each other?” 

“Melody and Olaf. Violet, I’m really sorry you died. I’m going to roll

one especially for you tonight and pour a little out.” 

“Thanks, Dwayne. I always like partying with you too.” 

She hung up and nodded at the kid. “Thanks. Don’t tell anyone I was

here.” 

He nodded. “Can I touch your fangs?” 

“Can I touch your heart?” 

The kid shrank away. “You don’t have to be mean. Come back

anytime!” 

Violet left the way she came in. Being pretty had its perks, even if you

were dead. 

Something big was going on at the compound. Melody was fighting

Olaf and everyone thought Violet was dead. Why would Melody want her to

stay away if she was fighting Olaf? There wasn’t anyone else who would

have her back like Violet would. There was no one Violet trusted with her

mother’s life, either. 

She climbed back into her room at Eric’s and waited for him to get

back. They were going to watch movies and relax after two nights of

drinking. It had sounded fun the night before but her heart wasn’t in it

anymore. She didn’t want to watch a comedy and pretend to laugh while her

mother was waging war. She wanted to go home and help. 

“I’m home!” Eric called. 

Violet came out of her room and talked with him while he unwound

from work. He’d had a hard day. A cargo plane had shown up at the wrong

time and they’d had to hoof it to get it unloaded before another plane came

in. She nodded and made the appropriate faces. He didn’t seem to notice

anything was off. 

“I thought we could watch an old movie,” he said after he’d eaten. “Do

you have any favorites? I can get anything off the web.” 

She shook her head. “You can pick anything you want to watch. I can

watch almost any comedy.” 

He turned on the TV and searched around until he found one he liked. 

Once the movie had started, he looked at her out the corner of his eye. “If

you’re hungry, you can have a bite. I don’t mind.” 

Violet perked up. “I could use a little snack.” 

She took his arm and pulled him closer. This time, she drank from his

wrist while he closed his eyes. He didn’t flinch when she bit into him this

time. She wasn’t hungry but she wasn’t going to turn down having a drink of

Eric. When she finished, he moaned. 

She arched her eyebrow. “I think you’re starting to like this.” 

“No,” he said quickly. “It’s just nice when my hand heals up quick. It

feels really good.” 

“Um-hum,” Violet said, smiling. “No need to pretend. It’s only you

and me here, Eric honey.” 

He bit his lower lip before reaching across the couch and crushing her

mouth with his. It was a teeth-clinking, awkward middle school kiss at the

start. She couldn’t help but smile. It never failed. Feed on a man long enough

and he’d start begging for it. She had only been fed on the one time by

Melody and it hadn’t been remotely pleasurable. But feeding, she loved

feeding. The way blood rushed into her mouth and warmed her. 

Eric’s hands were tangled in her hair and he was trying to pull her

across the couch to lie down. She let him and when he climbed on top of her, 

she pulled up his shirt to feel his warm body. His hard cock was already

pushing against her hip. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him

down closer to her. He was actually a good kisser, even if it had been

awkward at first. 

Once his hands started grabbing at the hem of her shirt-dress, she

stopped him. “We can’t.” 

He pulled back and looked disappointed. “Why not?” 

“It’s a bad idea. I’m sure you’ll regret this once I’m gone. It’s the

blood talking. You don’t really want to do this.” 

“I do! Even if it is the blood talking now, I’m not going to regret

having sex with a beautiful woman.” 

She pushed lightly on his shoulder so he would get off of her. “Maybe, 

but I don’t want to risk that. You’re a nice guy and I don’t want to do

anything to hurt you.” 

He went back to his side of the couch. “I’ll still want you in the

morning. What if you don’t feed on me for a day and if I still want to have

sex?” 

“Then I’d consider it.” 

He nodded. “I can live with that. Plus, it’s probably best if you don’t

feed on me before we have to go see my dad tomorrow.” 

“Why did he blow us off today?” 

“He had dinner plans. Tomorrow he’ll be free after dark. We can go

right over after I eat.” 

“Sounds great.” 

“Maybe I should bring you something nicer to wear than a t-shirt and

jeans.” 

“Oh, no! It’s not a problem. I can wear whatever. I don’t think it’ll

make a difference.” 

“It may,” Eric said, doubtful. “My mom won’t like it if you’re not

dressed up. I’ll have Cress pick something up for you.” 

“You really don’t have to go to all that trouble.” 

“It’s no trouble. Who else am I going to spend my money on?” 

Violet managed a weak smile. “Okay. Thank you.” 

They watched the rest of the movie and one more before Eric called it

an early night. He kissed her goodnight at his bedroom door. “I’m glad you

came here.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. I’ve never met anyone like you before.” 

“You mean a black person?” Violet joked. 

“Ha ha.” Eric got serious again. “You’re different than most of the

girls here. I know you’re older than you look and that’s a good thing. I like

spending time with you.” 

“I like spending time with you too,” Violet said. She kissed him on the

cheek. He went to bed and she waited for the sound of his snoring to open the

portal. 

She felt awful for doing this to him, especially after they had made out. 

It wasn’t like she had a choice, though. Melody was going to be very mad but

Violet couldn’t stay in Golden while there was a war in Iowa. Eric would

have to understand. He had kept his promise and his ancestors could be

happy that they no longer were indebted to a vampire. 

Maybe when things quieted down she could come back and see him

again. She would love to get another taste of his blood… and have sex with

him too. First, she had to make sure her mother was safe. 

With one last look around the house, Violet stepped through the portal

that would take her home. 



Part Two

 One

Violet Moore was sitting in a tree outside one of her human contacts’

house. The woman had two vampire visitors. The trio was in the bedroom

having fun and it looked like things were finally wrapping up. It was close to

dawn and Violet wanted to get inside before the sun was up and she lost all

her vampire advantages. 

She had known Daria Gains since the young woman had moved to the

town outside Olaf the vampire king’s compound. Daria was a vamp tramp

and had fucked her way through the entire compound…twice. Violet’s

mother Melody didn’t care for the vamp tramps and would never think to find

Violet here. As far as she knew, Violet didn’t even know Daria personally. 

Technically, that was true, but Violet had drunk from one of Daria’s male

friends once and Daria had been standing nearby. As far as she was

concerned, that was as good as an invitation. 

Daria knew who Violet was and knew that non-compliance would

mean death at this stage. There was a war happening and Violet didn’t have

time to fuck around with a stupid vamp tramp. Violet needed a place to stay

while she took stock of the situation. She had been out of town for a few days

while she recovered from a werewolf attack. Her mother had stashed her in

Golden Alaska with some werebears. It had been a nice place and Violet

really like the guy she had stayed with, Eric Lightfoot. 

Her mother had wanted her to stay in Golden until she came to collect

her. Violet had tried but once she heard what was happening at the

compound, she couldn’t stay. What if Melody died while Violet was off

making out with some cute werebear? Being here was dangerous, stupid, and

disobeying her mother’s wishes. Normally, Violet was a very obedient

daughter, but Melody  needed her. Violet understood why her mother wanted to protect her from the battle with Olaf but that was before Violet had fed on

Eric. 

That werebear’s blood was like magic. Were-creatures had more potent

blood to begin with but Eric’s was unlike anything Violet had ever had. She

had been near death when she had come to Golden. After one feeding, she

had healed completely and was good as new. Usually a vampire needed to

drain two or three humans completely to come back from the brink of death

quickly. With Eric’s blood in her veins, Violet knew she would be an even

greater asset to Melody in her fight. 

Before any of that, she needed to lie low for a day and get caught up on

the conflict. She watched as the couple left Daria’s as the sun was rising. 

Violet still waited until the sun had been up an hour before breaking into

Daria’s house. She had to be sure the vampire couple was far away and not

coming back before she revealed herself to Daria. 

She went to the back door of the bungalow and forced it open. It

wasn’t hard, even with regular human strength. Clearly, Daria thought

fucking vampires was a good way to stave off robbers. It wasn’t a bad

assumption. She was known to house vampires who were out late and caught

by the sun. Violet made sure to secure the door behind her so no other vamps

came looking for shelter. 

The house was much nicer inside than most tramp homes. Daria’s

home was clean and smelled like vanilla and cinnamon. Violet looked around

until she found Daria asleep on bloody sheets. There were bite marks healing

all over her body. The woman was out cold and didn’t look like she would be

waking anytime soon. The vamp couple must not have given her much blood

to heal after their fun. Violet crawled under the bed and slept too. 

Violet woke first once night had fallen. She was annoyed to see the

human still sleeping off her wounds. She wasn’t a novice vamp tramp. She

should know by now to get blood from her partners so she could heal quickly. 

It was one of the perks to fucking and feeding vamps on a regular basis. 

Violet bit her finger and let a few drops of her blood fall into Daria’s mouth. 

She waited while the human finished healing and slowly began to wake up. 

As Daria started to stretch, Violet put her hand over her mouth. Daria’s

eyes opened wide with fear. “Good morning, sleepy. If you scream or make

any kind of annoying noise, I’m going to kill you. Do you understand?” 

Daria nodded and Violet removed her hand. 

“Holy shit! Violet, is that you?” 

Violet nodded. “In the flesh.” 

“But you’re dead! Everyone’s been saying it for days. Melody is on the

warpath because of you. How are you standing here right now? And what

happened to your hair?” 

“Have you heard from Melody that I’m dead?” 

Daria shook her head. “I’m not important enough to see Melody

anymore. I’m starving. Can I eat something?” 

“Yes.” Violet wrinkled her nose. “First, you have to take a bath. You

fucking reek.” 

Daria hung her head and pulled the stained sheets off her bed. “Sorry. 

I’ll put these in the basement and I’ll shower right away.” 

Violet waited outside the door while Daria showered and she kept her

phone too. There were a dozen texts and calls from vampires looking to

spend the night with the woman. Violet turned down all the texters and let the

calls go to voicemail. It couldn’t be that bad if vampires were still looking for a warm human to spend the night with. There hadn’t been any outright

violence in the street while she had been waiting outside, either. Maybe the

“war” wasn’t as bad as the drug dealer had made it sound. 

Once she was clean, Daria fixed herself breakfast. “I still can’t believe

you’re sitting in my kitchen. This is beyond crazy. I had a couple here last

night and the woman was railing on Olaf when she wasn’t feeding on me. 

She said if her progeny was murdered, she would try to kill the king too.” 

“You said you couldn’t see Melody anymore?” 

“I don’t even know where she is. Why aren’t you with her or one of

her people?” 

“I wanted to lie low. I’ve been out of town for a few days and it sounds

like there’s been some misunderstandings.” 

“Oh, I could just call one of my paramours if you want! I bet Melody

would come right over if she knew you were here.” 

Yeah, and rip the skin off Violet’s hide. Violet wasn’t even supposed

to be in town. “You can’t let anyone know I’m here. If you tell anyone….” 

“You’ll kill me.” Daria nodded. “I get it. I assume you’re hiding out

from Melody and Olaf until things quiet down. I wouldn’t want to get in the

middle of that fight, either.” 

“What fight? I heard from one of the other humans in town that there

was some kind of war going on, but everything looks fine to me.” 

“Here it’s fine. Once you get out of town and closer to the compound, 

it starts getting crazy. There are dead bodies all over the woods. I heard that

Olaf has nature fae coming in and speeding up the decay. I went once by

accident and it’s disgusting out there.” 

“Why are they fighting?” Violet didn’t believe that Melody would turn

against her own maker. Things had gone wrong in the ballroom but it

happened. Things went bad all the time. It wasn’t bad enough to call for

Olaf’s head. 

“I thought it was because you were dead.” Daria sat down with a plate

of sausage, liver, and potatoes. “I’ve also heard that she was pissed Olaf even

made the deal. I don’t know what the deal is, but it sounds important. Sorry I

don’t know more.” 

“It’s fine. I just needed a place to stay,” Violet lied. “I’ve heard all the

same stuff, but I thought you might know something different since you were

here and I was on vacation. Guess I’ll need to go and find Melody myself.” 

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Daria shoveled food into her mouth. 

“There are Sun Riders all over town. If you’re spotted, they’ll follow you

back to Melody.” 

“They won’t find me.” Violet narrowed her eyes. “If they do, I’m

going to assume it was you who told them.” 

“And you’ll kill me, yeah. They’re everywhere in town, though. I don’t

think Melody is even in town anymore. If I were her, I would be far away and

having people do all the fighting here while I made plans from afar.” 

That didn’t sound too bad, actually. Melody wasn’t stupid and

wouldn’t put herself in unnecessary danger. She knew magic, too. She was

better at it than Olaf and would likely use that to her advantage. She could

teleport in and out for fights and stay far away from the compound most of

the time. She would be much harder for anyone to find that way, too. Even

Violet wasn’t sure how to locate Melody. Unless Melody was calling for her, 

Violet had no way to know where Melody was. 

Even magic wasn’t going to work for this one. At least, not Violet’s

magic. None of the witches Violet knew were powerful enough to track

Melody, either. Of course, if she did reveal herself, Olaf and Melody would

be hot on her tracks. She was starting to contemplate teleporting back to

Golden. At least Melody would know where she was and if she went back

now, she wouldn’t even get in trouble for leaving. 

“Does Melody have any Sun Riders on her side?” Daria asked. “Or

even humans? It would put her at a big disadvantage not being able to fight

during the day.” 

“She’s always had great connections with humans and other

supernatural creatures.” Violet smiled, showing fang. “Why do you ask?” 

“I hear the Sun Riders are going to try to take out Melody’s people

during the daylight hours. I was just wondering if I should leave town. You

know, if it gets really bad.” 

“I’m sure you’re safe. How did you hear about the Sun Riders thing?” 

“Just a rumor. I had some friends over last night and they told me to

get out. They wanted to take me with them, as like a road snack. I said no, so

they drained me good before they left. I guess I owe you a thanks for healing

me.” 

“You don’t owe me anything but your silence,” Violet said quickly. 

She knew what was coming next. The tramp was going to offer her blood up

as a thank you, maybe her body too. Violet didn’t want to dilute the werebear

blood in her body before she absolutely had to. 

“Don’t worry. I won’t say a word. I think I’ll just leave anyway. Stay

with my sister out in Illinois. You’re welcome to stay here if you want.” 

“That’s so kind of you.” 

Daria finished eating and left almost immediately after. Violet had

been sure the human would wait for daybreak, but she packed up her car and

was out of town in less than an hour. If a vamp tramp was running that fast, it

had to be worse than Violet was seeing. There was only one way to find out. 

Near dawn, Violet took a walk to the edge of town where Olaf’s land

began. She didn’t need to get close before she smelled the decay. There were

definitely dead bodies out there. It smelled like vampires, humans, and were-

creatures. She couldn’t stay long for fear of being caught but there was a tint

to the sky that human eyes wouldn’t notice. Daria wasn’t lying. There were

fae out here speeding up the decay to hide the bodies. 

She went back to Daria’s house to think. She would go back to Golden

but first, she wanted to take out a few of the Sun Riders. It wouldn’t be hard, 

even alone. It would be a secret gift for her mother. Once the Riders were

dead, she would leave town quickly and be sucking down werebear blood

before the next sunrise. 

 Two

Eric Lightfoot kicked the door to his spare bedroom. He had just gotten

home from work and had come to find Violet. They were supposed to go and

meet his father to talk about a ghost problem she was having. The night

before, they had made out after she had fed on him. He liked her and thought

she liked him too. The magic in the air told him different. She must have

teleported back to Iowa. He could just barely see the last of the portal closing in the living room. 

She must have been worried about her mother, but she should have

waited to talk to him. Now, he had no idea if she had gone of her own accord

or if she had been taken. There were no signs of struggle, but it wasn’t like

there was a lot of stuff in his home to jostle during a fight. He turned once in the living room and then kicked the couch. 

They were due to meet his father in less than an hour. He was going to

have to go alone and explain what had happened. 

“Looks like your vampire bitch flew the coop,” a voice said behind

Eric. 

“Did you see her leave, Boxer?” Eric turned quickly, trying to catch

the ghost. “If I find you chased her away, I’ll get a witch here to force you to leave.” 

Boxer appeared on the couch and kicked his feet up on the coffee table. 

“I didn’t have anything to do with that dead bitch leaving.” 

“Tell me what you know,” Eric said sternly. 

“Now look who’s glad ol’ Boxer decided to stick around.” The ghost

preened smugly. “She was up to quite a lot when you weren’t around. She

went next door and bothered that little kid. Then, after you left today, she

magiced herself right out of here.” 

Eric shook his head. “That stupid vampire.” 

“Stupid is right. It’s your problem now, bud. I was going to try and

scare her into leaving, but the ancestors are pissed at you now since she left

on her own.” 

“What?” Eric kicked the coffee table and grasped at the ghost. His

fingers moved uselessly through the air. “Why would the ancestors be mad at

me?” 

“You were supposed to protect her. Wherever she is now, she’s in big

time danger. Anything happens to her, it’s your fault and you broke your

promise and by association, the ancestors’ promise.” 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.” Eric walked back and forth. “How the hell

am I going to find her? Do you know where she went, Boxer?” 

The ghost’s face fell. “I don’t. Sorry. I wish I did. As much as I hate

that dumb dead bitch, you need to get her back here or there’s going to be

hell to pay.” 

“What house did she go and bother the kid at?” 

“The house next door.” 

Eric ran out of his house and banged on the door of the Goldshields’. 

Berna answered the door. “Where’s Presh?” 

Berna looked confused. “Hi, Eric. I think Presh is in his room. Would

you like to talk to him?” 

“I would. It’s really important.” 

“He didn’t throw stuff at your house again, did he?” 

“No, not at all. I’ll explain to both of you.” 

Berna called her son out to the living room. “Presh, Mr. Lightfoot

would like to talk to you.” 

Eric smiled at the boy. “Presh, Boxer told me that my guest came over

here yesterday and bothered you. Is that true?” 

Presh looked from his mom to Eric and back again. He shook his head. 

“Nope.” 

“It’s very important that you don’t lie to me. She’s missing and she

could be in trouble.” Eric looked the boy in the eye. “If she threatened you, 

tell me. She can’t hurt you.” 

Berna looked at her son. “Don’t lie to Mr. Lightfoot. If she was here, 

it’s okay. You won’t get in trouble.” 

Presh sighed. “Don’t tell her I told you. I really want to touch one of

her fangs. I think she likes me!” 

Eric forced a smile. “I won’t say a word. What did she do when she

was here?” 

“She used my phone to call someone. She didn’t talk long. Then she

just left.” 

“Can I see your phone?” The boy handed Eric his phone. It was easy to

find the number Violet had called. Eric called the number again and stepped

away. 

“Hey! What can I do ya for?” a lazy voice said at the other end of the

line. 

“Hi. Who am I talking to, exactly?” 

“This is Dwayne, my man. Are you looking for some edibles?” 

The guy was obviously high on something and looking to sell too. “Do

you know Violet?” 

“Whoa! Hey, this is the number she called me from yesterday! Is this

heaven, man?” 

Eric wanted to hang up. This guy was too high to be of any help. 

“Listen, why did Violet call you?” 

“Man, Violet is  dead! I think she was just looking for someone to talk

to. Is it lonely in heaven?” 

Eric’s heart skipped a beat. “When did she die?” 

“About a week ago. It was that asshole Olaf’s fault. I hope her mom

kills that guy. Melody would be such a great queen. She’s always been really

good to all the humans. Hey, can you tell your boss that? I know she’s a

vampire, man, but she’s a really nice lady.” 

“I’m sure she is. I’ll say nice things,” Eric promised. “Did Violet say

where she was going?” 

“No, man. I would go to Mars if I was dead, though. Why stay on this

shitty planet when you can go to a clean new one?” 

“That’s a really great plan. It’s been nice talking to you, Dwayne.” 

“Nice talking to you too, dead guy. Tell Violet I said hi!” 

“Will do.” Eric hung up and handed the phone back to Presh. “You’ve

helped me a lot. Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome. Just don’t tell the hot vampire!” 

Eric crossed his heart. “Never.” 

Presh ran off. Berna saw Eric to the door. “I’m glad the vampire is

gone. It’s not good having one in town. Especially since the young kids are

so impressionable. They don’t know how dangerous vampires are!” 

“Violet wasn’t dangerous. She was alone with Presh for at least ten

minutes. She could have easily killed him if she wanted to but she didn’t. Not

all vampires are bad.” 

Berna snorted. “You’re only saying that because she’s beautiful. If she

didn’t look like Jessica White, you wouldn’t be so quick to defend her.” 

“Thanks for all the help,” Eric said and went back to his house. 

It was true – Violet was beautiful. Her dark skin was flawless and her

face was a work of art. She could shave her head and put on a plastic bag and

still look like a million bucks. That wasn’t what Eric liked about her. She was

honest and didn’t pull any punches. You knew where you stood with her. She

didn’t play games. She had kissed him but she hadn’t let it go any further

because she didn’t want to hurt him. He couldn’t think of any other vampire

who would have turned down free blood and sex. 

Even if the ancestors weren’t mad, he would have gone after her. He

had to know if she was safe. Even if she didn’t want anything to do with him

again, it would be fine as long as she was alright. He checked his phone to

see where the drug dealer’s area code was. The vampire king’s compound

had to be near the small town the drug dealer lived in. Luckily, Grace, Iowa

was in the middle of nowhere. There was only one town for thirty miles in

that area code. 

There was a knock at his door. His sister and her friend Remy were

standing outside. “We came to support you!” 

Remy nodded. “Violet isn’t that bad. Boxer is way more annoying.” 

“It’s always nice to have backup when you have to talk to Mom and

Dad.” 

“Well, the dead bitch is gone!” Boxer appeared next to Remy for a

second and pulled a face before disappearing again. 

“What the hell, Boxer!” Cress yelled. 

“Is Violet gone?” Remy asked with wide eyes. “Did Boxer chase her

away?!” 

“Not me! She chased herself away!” Boxer said from the roof. 

“Come inside.” Eric said. They stood right inside the door. “Violet left

on her own. I think she went to help her mother fight the vampire king in

Iowa.” 

“What?” Cress said. “Eric, you were supposed to be watching her!” 

“That’s what I said!” Boxer was on the other side of the door. “Now

he’s in big trouble with the ancestors if she gets hurt. This is all his fault!” 

“The ancestors are mad too?” Remy said. “Eric, you really fucked this

one up.” 

“I didn’t do anything,” he complained. “I didn’t tell her to leave! I’ve

been nothing but accommodating since she got here. No one in town took her

in but me. I deserve a little credit for doing a good job here.” 

“You did a good job,” Cressida said patronizingly. “Now, how are you

going to fix this fuck-up?” 

“I’m going to fly to Iowa. If I leave tonight, I might get there in two

days.” 

Remy shook her head. “That’s way too long. You need to teleport.” 

“Great idea,” Eric said sarcastically. “Let me just whip out my magic

wand and get on it. Oh, right. Our tribe can’t do magic.” 

“You don’t have to know how to do magic,” Remy said. “You just

need a favor from someone who can.” 

Cress’s eyes lit up. “Twilla! You have to ask Twilla to teleport you.” 

Eric groaned. “Not that crazy witch. She’ll probably teleport me to the

middle of the ocean instead of Iowa.” 

“Todd goes to her all the time,” Remy said. 

“Todd is like a brother to me, but he’s a dumbass. I can’t ask Twilla. 

I’ll fly.” 

Cress put her hands on his shoulders. “Big brother. This is important. I

know that Twilla is a crackpot but she’s a decent witch. All we need is

decent.” 

“We?” 

“I’m not letting you go alone. You’re going to need help if you’re

walking into the middle of a vampire war.” 

“No way, Cressida. Mom and Dad would kill me if I took you to a war

zone.” 

“I’m a grown woman. Mommy and Daddy aren’t the boss of me

anymore,” Cress said firmly. “I’m going. End of discussion.” 

“I’m going too!” Remy said. “We need to get Todd to come too.” 

“This isn’t a fun vacation,” Eric said. “If all of us go, there’s a better

chance we’ll get seen and put Violet in more danger.” 

“Four werebears are better than one,” Cress pointed out. “I don’t know

about you, but I’d like to be sure we don’t fuck things up with our ancestors.” 

Remy already had her phone out. “Hey, Todd, we need a favor. Come

to Eric’s house now.” 

There was nothing more to argue about. It looked like he was going to

have company whether he wanted it or not. He wondered how his sister and

Remy would feel once they knew Violet had fed on him…and that he’d liked

it. He wasn’t sure Violet was going to be glad to see them all but Cress was

right. Four bears would be hard to stop, even for a vampire. 

He was going to come in guns blazing and get her back. If the witch

could get them to Iowa, that was. He wasn’t sure he trusted Twilla to get

them across the town let alone halfway across the country. Being in the sticks

left few options in terms of witches. Eric prayed to the ancestors to get them

all there in one piece. 
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Violet knew where to find the Sun Riders. They always stayed at the

same place when they came to town. Olaf used the werewolves to do the dirty

daylight work he didn’t want to trust humans with. They weren’t even very

skilled fighters or good at being covert. They had botched the job with the

baby witch. The werewolf who had taken out Violet had also helped kill

more than seven of their men. 

She went to the dingy motel and sure enough, there was a line of

motorcycles parked out front. It was night so the Riders were resting up for

the big ambush the next day. There were no humans at the motel except for

the guy at the front desk. Violet didn’t know his name but she liked the kid. 

He was working his way through college and this job let him do homework

while he “worked.” She had been in with Melody numerous times to check

on the Sun Riders and had chatted with the guy, had even fed on him once. 

He couldn’t see her but she didn’t want him to get hurt, either. Violet

went around the back of the office and saw an open door. The college boy

was a smoker. Looking around, she found a lit cigarette waiting while he was

on the phone inside. One of the Sun Riders must have called the front desk to

complain, because she could hear the kid talking loudly inside. There

probably wasn’t even a problem. The Riders just liked to make a nuisance of

themselves. She had no idea why Olaf always used the bozos. The only thing

they had going for them was the ability to shift. Even that, they somehow

managed to fuck up. 

She puffed on the cigarette as she waited for the college boy to come

back outside. She heard him hang up the phone and curse loudly in the empty

office. He must be dying for a smoke after that call. He got the door open and

managed to look at her, confused, before she knocked him out. Poor kid. He

was going to have a killer headache when he woke up and he might have

even broken his wrist when he fell, but at least he was alive. She drained him

a little just to be sure he would stay knocked out for an hour. 

Now that it was just her and the Sun Riders, she got to work. She was

going to take them out room by room. Their leader and alpha Amir Muntz

would be staying in a room on the top floor of the motel. He probably had a

woman or two with him but there would be no other wolves on the top floor

with him. He didn’t even let his beta sleep near him when they were in the

motel. He was a very vain man and constantly needed to be reminded how

awesome he was. 

Idiot. That would work immensely in Violet’s favor. It looked like

there were eighteen Riders on the ground floor. Amir must have pulled in

more guys since the last raid. Even better for Violet. There had to be at least

ten new members riding with the crew. That would slow down the attacks

and make them uncoordinated. She took a deep breath and pulled her hair up

in a high bun. There was a reason she liked her buzz cut. Never had to worry

about assholes pulling your hair when you had none. The last thing she

wanted was to get a chunk of curls ripped out and covered in blood while she

slaughtered these dummies. 

She went to the first door and kicked it in. There were three Riders still

in their leathers snorting coke off the shitty table in the room. They didn’t

even bother to get a mirror to cut their lines on. Amir really knew how to pick

winners. The first two went down without a sound. The third guy tried to turn

before she ripped his heart out but he was entirely too slow. It took less than

ninety seconds for her to kill them. 

She wiped their blood on the comforter and moved on to the second

room. There was only one guy in that room and in the next two. They were

all sleeping so it was effortless work. The fifth room was a shock for Violet. 

When she kicked in the door there were two Riders in bed together going at it

furiously. She paused for a second to stare at the scene. Had the men been

faster, they could have gotten a few shots at her while she stared. Since one

had the other’s dick in his mouth, her small pause didn’t hurt her. She

laughed while she ripped one’s heart out and then made the other choke on it. 

The kill was over the top, but there was no love lost between her and

the Riders. They were scum. The kind of werewolves who kidnapped young

witches and chased them through woods until the girls died of exhaustion, 

committed suicide, or were ripped apart by the wolves. She enjoyed killing

them and was sure no one would mourn these scum. She wasn’t a perfect

person and had done many bad things in her life but you didn’t kill kids and

you didn’t rape people. Two rules. That was it. 

There were two more rooms of single sleepers to kill before she paused

to listen. Violet had kicked in seven doors and one of the guys had screamed

before she killed him. She had expected someone to be coming by now. As

she strained her ears in the blood-soaked room, she heard nothing out of the

ordinary. The sound of cars on the highway was louder than the noise in the

lower part of the hotel. Amir was having too much fun upstairs to hear what

was she was doing. She could hear three women moaning on and off above

her. He must have paid for all the truck stop hookers to come back with him

that night. 

There were only four rooms left on the bottom floor and eight to ten

men. She was just getting warmed up. What she didn’t expect was to find

eight guys in the next room. It must have been the room for all the new guys. 

Their leather looked different than the regular members of the club. They

were all pretty young, too. Violet went for the one closest to the door first and the guy sleeping next to him turned before she had ripped out his throat. 

The young wolf bit into her ankle and held on tight. Violet gritted her

teeth and banged the wolf against the wall hard. While she struggled with

him, his friends had enough time to wake up. 

“Holy shit! It’s a vampire!” 

“Quick, get Terror!” 

“I’m getting the fuck out of here!” 

“TERROR! TERROR, THERE’S A VAMP!” 

The room was in chaos. They must be new if they were calling for

Trevor “Terror” Gunn. He was the beta and the guy with the dick in his

mouth. Violet smiled as the wolf’s brains finally mashed against the wall. 

She moved through the room like an angel of death. The young wolves put up

more of a fight than the more seasoned members of the club. She almost felt

bad about killing them all. They had joined the Riders. They knew that death

was part of the deal if they wanted to get in the club. 

Amir lost members frequently. The idiot wolves kept joining up with

him even though the club had a reputation in that part of the country. The

young guys must have really wanted to be part of the club if they were

willing to sleep eight deep in a shitty motel with more rooms to spare. 

She had to rip the teeth out of one who kept snapping at her. 

“You stupid bitch.” One was too angry to even turn right. He was hairy

all over and had claws. 

“You’re way too young to be joining a club, kiddo.” Violet smiled and

wiped blood off her mouth. She had an arm in her hand and tossed it at the

wolfman. “Should have listened to all the rumors.” 

She lunged at the kid and ripped his head clean off. As soon as she

dropped the head, terrified screams filled the air. She looked at the head on

the floor curiously. She thought he might have been voodooed but the sound

wasn’t coming from the head. She followed the scream to the bed. There was

a young guy hiding under the mattress. 

“You have got to be kidding me!” 

“Don’t kill me! Don’t kill me!” He came out with his hands in the air. 

“I can help you!” 

“How the hell are you going to help me?” She could hear people

scrambling down the stairs. The screaming must have tipped off Amir and his

hookers. 

“Amir had a secret meeting with Olaf after we got here!” 

“Big whoop.” Violet moved to kill the kid so she could move on to

Amir and get the fuck out of Grace already. Eric had to know she was gone. 

She needed to get back and explain herself. 

“It was about Melody!” 

Violet stopped. “What about Melody?” 

“I don’t know. Please don’t kill me,” the kid pleaded. “I’ll help you

torture him to find out what he knows.” 

“You’re going to what?” asked a bemused voice from behind Violet. 

Amir was standing in the door wearing only a pair of European cut

underwear. His eyes glowed yellow when he saw Violet. “I knew it! Of

course you aren’t dead. Melody would have burned this whole country if Olaf

had killed her precious daughter.” 

“Not like that information is going to help you.” 

Before Violet could move for Amir, the intern turned and jumped at

his alpha. Amir flung him against the wall with his bare hands. “Really, 

Bryce? I knew you were too weak for my club. I should have let the others

eat you.” 

Violet moved fast and pinned Amir to the wall. “You really are

disgusting, Amir. I’m not going to miss you one bit.” 

“Aren’t you curious what Olaf has planned for your beloved mother?” 

She pretended to think for a moment. “Nope. Don’t care.” 

“It’s very juicy. Diabolical, even. If you let me live, I’ll share it with

you.” 

“You tell me first and I’ll decide if I want to kill you or not.” 

“I don’t think so, princess. How do I….” 

Violet snapped his neck. “You don’t, asshole.” 

“You killed him.” The kid was sitting up, looking at Violet in awe. 

“You just killed them all. You know there are more of them in the motel.” 

“Not anymore.” Violet shrugged. “You picked a bad club to join. 

These guys had one good client in Olaf and didn’t deserve the hype they got.” 

“You killed them  all?” 

“Yup.” 

“Well, if they’re all dead, then I can’t be a Sun Rider anymore.” He

stood up and gingerly walked over the dead bodies. “They said they were

going to make me the bitch since I was the  ‘runt’ of the club. I was going to

run away in the night.” 

“Today is your lucky day, then.” Violet ran and shoved the kid against

the wall. “Where’s Olaf?” 

“Not at the compound. He’s staying ten miles east in Mud Grove.” 

Violet looked doubtful. 

“I swear! That’s where Amir said he was going.” 

“There is no Mud Grove, stupid.” Violet let the kid go. “Get out of

here before I change my mind.” 

The kid scrambled out of the room. “I’m sorry I couldn’t help you

more! Good luck!” 

There was no Mud Grove, but there was a Brown Station twenty miles

easy of Grace. Amir must have been using a sloppy codename. It didn’t

matter. She needed to leave anyway. She would get a message to Melody

about where Olaf was hiding somehow. 

Now she needed to get back to Golden. She went outside to cast a

portal to get back. 

“Running again, I see.” 

Violet looked up and let her cast drop. Eric Lightfoot was leaning

against a motorcycle right in front of her. 
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The look on her face was almost enough to break his anger. Almost. 

“Eric?” she said disbelievingly. 

“The one and only. My question is, why the fuck did you just run off

on me like that?” 

“I needed to come and help my mother. I was coming right back. You

saw me casting the spell to open the portal.” 

“You could have been going anywhere. How am I supposed to believe

you? You ran out on me once.” 

“There’s a guy with another guy’s heart in his mouth in that room.” 

Remy and Cress came out of the room where Terror’s and his boyfriend’s

bodies were. “Who did this?” 

Violet raised her hand proudly. “Me.” 

“All by yourself?” Cress asked, looking around for any more vampires. 

“There are bodies in the other rooms as well.” Todd came out of one of

the rooms, followed by a small woman. He looked at Violet admiringly. “I

knew you were a firecracker, but damn, girl. You took out a whole crew by

yourself?” 

“I sure did. They were going to attack my mother.” 

“Not the whole crew,” Eric corrected. “I saw a werewolf child running

down the side of the road.” 

“That one wasn’t really part of the crew, and he was a man, not a

child.” 

“He was a very small man, then.” 

Violet nodded. “He wouldn’t have made it a month with these guys. 

They would have raped him and humiliated him until he killed himself. They

weren’t good wolves.” 

“Weren’t they working with your kind?” the crazy-haired woman

asked. 

“They were. Who the fuck are you, again?” 

“I’m Twilla.” She wrinkled her nose. “Sorry I don’t want to shake your

hand right now but it’s a pleasure to meet you.” 

There was blood all over Violet’s hands and her clothes. Eric could

smell blood from the room she had just left. There had to be multiple bodies

in there since the smell was so pungent. 

“She helped us get here,” Eric explained. The witch had not only

teleported them to Grace but she had offered to track down Violet too. She

had wanted to come along with the group. Eric had wanted to say no but the

witch had helped them at no cost. If she wanted to see a vampire war up

close, so be it. 

“I haven’t been down here in many years.” Twilla looked around. “It’s

not much different than where we are, really. It’s a little disappointing.” 

“Well, I’m all done here. We can go back to Golden now.” 

“Really?” Twilla asked. “I would have thought you wanted to stay and

help with the big fight that’s coming.” 

“What big fight?” Violet asked. 

“I think it’s time we get back,” Eric said. “Get the portal open, Twilla. 

We’ve spent long enough down here.” 

“Agreed,” Cress said. “We found Violet and she took care of the big

bad wolves. No need to stick around and see what awful thing happens next.” 

Remy was still pale and looking at Violet with wide eyes. He

understood. They had met Violet for one day and thought she was just a cool

chick. She was a vampire, a fine-tuned killing machine. A very, very

beautiful machine, but that didn’t change the fact that she was dangerous

when she wanted to be. He wanted to get her away from the place before she

could get herself in more trouble. 

“The big fight. The dying wolf said something about a big ambush

coming up.” 

“I stopped that,” Violet said. “That’s why I’m here.” 

Twilla looked doubtful. “I don’t think so. I think they were just one

part of the plan. It sounds like it’s going to be a big push to eradicate the

other side. That would be the one your mother is leading, right?” 

Eric could have snapped the witch’s neck. 

“Why would you think that?” Violet asked. 

Twilla shrugged and looked at Todd. “He said you would pay. By

tomorrow night, you would know what it was like to have something you

loved taken away. Sounded big to me.” 

Eric looked at Todd, imploring him not to speak. Todd shook his head. 

“I don’t know. Maybe. I didn’t hear what the guy was saying too well

because there was blood in his mouth.” 

“We should just go,” Cress repeated. “The more time we spend here, 

the more likely it is that you’ll be found out. That would be bad, right?” 

“I think you should leave.” Violet looked at the werebears and the

witch. “You should all go back to Golden. I can handle this myself and then

I’ll come back too.” 

“Not a chance in hell,” Eric said. “We’re all going back together. You

can’t stay here. There’s a reason Melody brought you to me and let everyone

believe you were dead. You’re a liability. Olaf will try to get his hands on

you to hurt Melody.” 

“I know,” Violet said. “I’m not going to let myself get caught. You

think I’m an idiot? Nobody even knows I’m here except for these corpses.” 

“We should burn the building down, then, or at least burn the bodies,” 

Twilla said. 

Remy retched. “What is wrong with you?” 

“There are nature fae here who deal in death and dead beings. I would

wager that some of these men will come back as ghosts as well,” Twilla said

matter-of-factly. “If we burn the bodies, it’ll be harder for them to find their way back and the fae won’t be able to talk to them.” 

Violet smiled. “I like you. Thank you for the help. Now get them back

to Golden.” 

Eric grabbed her arm. “You’re coming with us! I’m not asking you.” 

She snatched her arm away from him and bared her fangs. “I like you, 

Eric, but if you try to get in my way, I will lay you out. You’re no match for

me.” 

Eric felt magic come between him and Violet. Her feet came off the

ground. He looked back and Twilla’s eyes were glowing red. “Maybe he isn’t

a baby vamp, but there are beings here much older than you are. You should

be nicer to your rescuers.” 

Magic surged from Violet and she touched back down on the blacktop. 

“I may be young, but I’m not stupid.” 

She opened a portal and was gone before Eric could stop her. “Fuck!” 

He could see the portal closing behind her. “Twilla! Follow her!” 

“I’ll send you through, but we need to burn these bodies.” Twilla

started the spell. “I’m also sending Remy and Cress home. It’s more

dangerous here than I expected. Todd and I will see you when we’re finished

here. Be careful.” 

Eric jumped through the portal and found himself in the backyard of a

small house in a quiet neighborhood. He was sure Violet was in the house. 

He could smell her around the place. He forced the back door open and found

himself in a very clean house. A human’s home. Must have been a friend’s

home. He looked around cautiously. When he got to the bedroom, the door

slammed shut on him, almost hitting him. 

“I told you to go home!” Violet said. She started to cast a spell. 

“You can’t force me out of here,” Eric said. He was getting angrier by

the second. She had the portal open and now she was coming toward him. 

“You’re going back whether you want to or not, Lightfoot.” She tried

to wrap her arms around him to throw him into the portal but she couldn’t lift

him. 

He wasn’t going anywhere. He started to transform. Whoever owned

this house would be coming back to a mess. As he fell to all fours, he hit the

door in front of him and the cheap wood splintered. He backed up into the

hallway, now a full-grown brown bear. He was big. Too big for the house and

too big for Violet. She was strong but the space was too small for her to get a

good grip on him. 

“Dammit, Eric! You have to leave!” She closed the portal and tried to

open another underneath him. Clever, but he just kept moving through the

house. “No! You’re going to ruin this house. Just leave! I’ll be fine by

myself. I took care of the Sun Riders and I’ll take care of the crew going for

my mother, too.” 

No, she wouldn’t. They would capture her and she would be killed. 

She was strong but she wasn’t invincible. Eric couldn’t let her go it alone. He

could hear the fear in her voice. She was worried about her mother. He would

feel the same way if it was his mom. He shifted back to human. 

“You can’t do this by yourself.” 

“Yes, I can! I can’t do it with you here. You’re not as strong as I am. 

You’ll get hurt. Eric, you need to go. Please.” 

“Don’t you think that’s how your mother felt about you when she took

you away?” 

She frowned. “No. It’s not the same. I was hurt. If I hadn’t been hurt, 

she wouldn’t have tried to hide me.” 

“I don’t think that’s true.” He got closer to her. “All I know is, if

anything happens to you, my ancestors are going to bring hell to Golden.” 

“Why? You kept your promise. You hid me and I decided to leave. 

You can’t do anything about that.” 

“Not how it works.” He took a few more steps toward her. “Melody

didn’t come back to get you herself so I didn’t keep my end of the promise. I

shouldn’t have let you leave and get into danger.” 

She put her hand on her forehead. “Damn! I’m sorry, Eric. I didn’t

realize that was part of the deal.” 

“Will you come back with me, then?” 

“I can’t. I’m sorry, I can’t. I won’t let anything happen to me. Melody

will come up with me once this is all over. I swear, Eric.” 

“That’s not good enough.” He reached out and touched her arm. “I

wasn’t lying, you know. I really do like you. I wouldn’t feel right, ancestral

curse or not, if anything happened to you.” 

She looked up at him. “I don’t want anything to happen to you, either.” 

“Good.” He leaned down and kissed her. “Now we’re on the same

page.” 

Violet nipped at his lower lip. “How do you figure?” 

“Twilla is sending Cress and Remy home. Todd, Twilla, and I will stay

here with you and try to help without putting anyone in any unnecessary

danger. Then, once we stop the ambush, we’ll all go back to Golden.” 

She bit his lip hard enough to draw blood. “I’m not sure I want you to

stay here. You’ve never been in a fight like this before.” 

He moaned as she kissed down his neck and licked at his pulse point. 

“Do it.” 

She bit into his neck and sucked hard. He rested his hand on the back

of her neck as she fed. “I can help. Todd and Twilla can too. We aren’t going

anywhere.” 

Violet stopped feeding and licked at his wound. “What’s in this for the

witch?” 

“I think she’s bored,” Eric said dreamily. “She’s been in Alaska for a

long time. I think she wants some excitement.” 

“That is one crazy bitch if that’s the case.” Violet ran her finger over

the holes in his neck. “I guess it would be useful to have food close.” 

Eric kissed her again, tasting his own blood as their tongues danced

around each other. He shivered. She was accepting his help. He would take it

one step at time. There would be no rushing his vampire. They would have to

figure out how to stop the ambush and then get back to Golden before his dad

realized they were gone. Luckily, the next day he and Todd were both off. He

hoped Remy and Cress would cover for them. After that, he wasn’t sure what

was going to happen. He only knew that the blood sucking was getting

addicting. He wasn’t sure he would be able to explain that kink to any other

girls. 

More troubling, he was starting to feel more strongly about Violet. 

Strongly enough to think that she might actually be his mate. But that was

something to think about tomorrow. Now, they had an ambush to stop. 
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“Those two did not want to go home,” Twilla said as she and Todd

came into Daria’s house. Violet jumped off Cross’s lap and pulled her pants

up. She had to be more careful. They were messing around and she hadn’t

even heard Todd and Twilla coming in. 

“Don’t get up for us,” Todd joked. “Nice to see you two were having a

good time while we were busy cleaning up your mistake.” 

Twilla looked at Todd. “I don’t know about you, but I had fun burning

those bodies! I haven’t burned a human in a very long time.” 

Todd frowned and shook his head. “Cressida and Remy are home safe. 

They’re going to cover for us tomorrow, but if we aren’t back in two days

we’re going to be in some deep shit.” 

Eric nodded. “Understood.” 

“The sun is almost up again.” Twilla said. “I don’t think the vampire is

going to be much use to us for the next few hours.” 

“I agree,” Eric said. “We should plan while Violet sleeps.” 

“I have a few ideas,” Twilla said, rubbing her hands together. 

Violet kissed Eric on the cheek and went into Daria’s room. There was

a hiding space in the closet for her to sleep without any sunlight getting in. 

Eric being outside was enough to make her comfortable to sleep. The witch

seemed like she might be way more of an asset than Violet had originally

thought. She was small and looked very young but that was probably just a

spell. Her magic was old. She was likely as old as Melody. Violet didn’t

know why Twilla wanted to help, but she could use all the help they could

find. 

*

When she woke up, the sun was still shining through the blinds and the

house smelled of food. Todd, Twilla, and Eric were in the dining room eating

pork chops and chatting about the town. 

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” Twilla chirped. “We need to get ready to

go.” 

Eric looked incredibly angry and Todd looked like he was about to

throw up. The news couldn’t be good. 

“Just tell me what you found out,” she demanded. 

“There was an attack on your mother’s people,” Twilla said. 

“Everyone is dead.” 

Violet’s heart dropped and she sat down hard in one of the chairs. 

“Melody wasn’t there!” Eric said, taking her hand. “But they suffered

heavy loses. Olaf must have had bad information.” 

“No one will be able to find your mother,” Twilla said, clearing the

plates from the table. “She has to have a very powerful witch or fae on her

side. I haven’t seen this kind of cloaking magic in years.” 

“My mother is alive?” 

“Yes,” Eric said. “But that doesn’t mean she’s out of danger.” 

“Olaf is bringing in reinforcements,” Twilla said as she washed the

dishes they had used for dinner. “There was a call among the ranks of witches

that he’s bringing in some Russian warlock. He’s bad news. He’ll do

anything to find Melody.” 

“That means sacrifice magic,” Todd said. “Real nasty stuff.” 

“We have a plan, though,” Eric assured her. “We’re going to attack his

reserve force.” 

“What good will that do? I want to get that bastard myself.” 

Eric shook his head. “We can’t go that far. People need to think you’re

still dead or we’re in big trouble.” 

“I’m going to do a cloaking spell once we get back, but if they know

you’re alive, they’ll find you,” Twilla said. “This guy is one of the best there is.” 

“How the hell is Olaf getting this guy, then? He’s a king, but a minor

one,” Violet said. “I know I’ve never heard of any Russian warlock.” 

“He probably knew the guy when they were both young,” Twilla said. 

“It doesn’t matter. If we attack the backup force, it will cripple Olaf. Then

we’ll send a message to your mother to attack with all her force.” 

“Bing, bang, boom, kill the king,” Todd said. “No one even knows

we’re coming.” 

“I don’t think you guys should come,” Violet said. “This is going to be

very dangerous.” 

“Do you have another army I don’t know about?” Todd looked around. 

“I would love to meet them. Because as far as I’ve seen, you only have us to

help you.” 

“I do. I’m very grateful you came to get me.” 

Eric slammed his fist on the table. “We went over this last night! 

We’re going and that’s final. You may be able to do it on your own but it’s

better with all of us.” 

Twilla nodded. “It should be easy, actually. With all four of us

working together, I see no reason this should take any longer than fifteen

minutes.” 

“Really?” Violet said. “Let’s hear this magic plan of yours.” 

“It is magic, actually.” Twilla smiled. “You know magic and so do I. 

Olaf’s reserve force is all vampires and shifters. Not a witch among the

bunch.” 

“How do you know that? The last time I checked, all the walking

guards were magically inclined.” 

“They were before. Olaf had to replace his entire force after your

mother was done. She killed all the magic ones. It only took a little divining

on my part to find all this out.” 

“He’s getting sloppy,” Todd said. “They haven’t found the dead Sun

Riders yet.” 

“You guys have been busy the last few hours.” Violet was impressed. 

They had found out more than she knew in the last eleven hours. 

“We have, but it’s been easy. The humans in town are afraid.” Twilla

conjured a map onto the table. “When I went to the store to get food, many of

the humans were getting out of town and gossiping about what they knew.” 

“Sounds about right for Grace. That’s why I knew I’d be able to find

out anything I needed to know.” Violet crossed her arms. “The humans here

aren’t the smartest, but they don’t scare easily. It must be bad if they’re

running.” 

“I wouldn’t stick around for a vamp war if it wasn’t for Eric, here,” 

Todd confessed. “I mean, you’re cute and all, but this is going to be nasty.” 

“No, it won’t,” Twilla promised. “We’re going to send his people to

the South Pole. We won’t have to kill anyone ourselves, but by the time Olaf

realizes they’re gone, it will be too late.” 

“It’s a pretty good plan,” Violet said. “What are these two going for, if

it’s all us?” 

“They’re going to provide a distraction.” Twilla smiled. “They’re

going to run around and cause a scene to draw the attention of Olaf’s

cameras. Then you and I are going to open a big portal and push them all

through.” 

“She really means she’s going to open the portal and you’re going to

be her magic battery,” Eric said. 

“That’s right.” Twilla snapped her fingers. “And you’re going to have

a channel open to Melody so she can attack once we get away.” 

“Sounds great.” Violet nodded. The plan was better than her idea to

charge into the compound and kill as many people as she could before

running off into the night. This could actually work and no one would get

hurt. Her mother would know she had come back, but by the time she knew, 

Violet would be long gone. 

“If everyone understands, I think we should go now,” Twilla said. 

“Olaf will be planning to send out his people in a few hours.” 

Violet stood up. “I want to thank you guys for helping me. I know this

is none of your concern and it’s impractical and dangerous beyond belief. 

Thank you.” 

“When you say it like that…where’s the next flight out of here?” Todd

laughed. “It’s not a problem. I know if my mate was in danger, Eric would

move Heaven and Earth to help me, too.” 

“Mate?” Violet looked at Eric questioningly. He was glaring at Todd. 

“He’s just using his words. Let’s get out of here.” 

Violet let the matter drop because they had work to do. She really

hoped Eric didn’t think she was his one and only. She was a vampire. She

was going to live forever and never get old. He was already physically older

than she was and getting older by the second. There was no future for a

vampire and any other living creature. They could have their fun for a year or

two but not much past that. Unless he wanted her to turn him, and that wasn’t

going to happen either. She didn’t even know if she would want to do that. 

Better to focus on the task at hand. Twilla teleported them to just

outside the compound. Violet could feel the magic all over the place. The

nature fae must have been hard at work all day. She couldn’t smell the rotting

corpses anymore. 

Eric kissed her. “We’re going to go and do our part. Be careful.” 

She grabbed him and kissed him again before he could get away. “You

be careful too. Don’t let them catch you.” 

“Can I get a good luck kiss too?” Todd looked from Twilla to Violet. 

“I’ll take that as a no. Good luck, you two.” 

“We won’t need luck.” Twilla made a flame dance on her palm. “We

have magic.” 

Todd and Eric walked along the fence of the compound and made for a

hole in the fence some distance away. 

“This is so exciting!” Twilla’s hair had turned a shade of light pink. “I

haven’t done anything like this for at least a century. I really need to get out more. It feels nice to use my magic to do more than cast love spells and cure

infertility.” 

Violet watched the two men move onto the compound grounds and

then shift to bears. Todd was a massive black bear, even bigger than Eric. 

Surprising, since Eric was the bigger man. They ran toward the main house as

floodlights came on and alarms sounded. 

“That’s our cue!” 

Violet ripped a hole in the fence and helped Twilla come through. The

witch’s eyes were bright white and she was already using Violet as a conduit

for her spell. There wasn’t much for Violet to do but lead Twilla toward the

security barracks. The witch could have found them herself since there was a

torrent of soldiers streaming out toward the disturbance. 

It was obvious the soldiers were as green as the Sun Rider interns. 

They were uncoordinated and some weren’t even wearing gear. There were at

least a dozen baby vamps who had been turned just that week. If this was the

best Olaf could do, Violet wasn’t worried for her mother at all. She had

expected more from her king. He must have lost a lot of goodwill when that

Lost Tribe deal fell through. Violet wondered how many people knew about

the failure. 

Twilla started opening portals under the soldiers’ feet. The men

screamed as they fell into an abyss. Violet laughed. This was too easy. She

was feeling weaker since Twilla was using her to cast but it wasn’t hard to

fend off the two or three men who could reach her. She looked around to try

to see Eric and Todd but there was too much commotion. She and Twilla had

taken out the entire barracks already. 

“We need to get the guys away from the grounds,” Violet told Twilla. 

“There are going to be a lot of people coming after Todd and Eric.” 

Twilla looked doubtful. “That wasn’t the plan. We need to stick to the

plan. They’ll meet us here. We should wait.” 

Violet shook her head. “It’s better if we help them. That way we can

take out more of Olaf’s men.” 

“I don’t want to deviate from the plan.” 

“You can improvise!” Violet said, annoyed. “Eric and Todd may need

our help. Let’s just go and look. If it looks like they’re coming, we stay here. 

If not, we go and help.” 

“Okay,” Twilla said reluctantly. “But we’re just looking now!” 

Violet climbed to the top of the closest tower. She could see Todd and

Eric making their way towards her and Twilla. There was a line of men

between them and this side of the compound. There must have been more

soldiers who had gotten out of the barracks area. 

“We have to get rid of some of the soldiers.” She climbed down to

Twilla. “It’s only a few steps away. You might be able to do the cast from

here.” 

Twilla nodded and began to cast. “I can feel them. I’ll pull them

through too.” 

As she cast, Violet went back up the tower and watched the men start

to fall through to the other side of the world. She whooped as the last of the

men fell away. They were in the clear. She went to climb down from the

tower to tell Twilla what a great job she had done. She jumped off the tower

to the grass but instead of her feet hitting soft grass, she hit hard marble floor. 

She blinked at the light change and looked around. 

There was clapping in the giant room. “Well, isn’t this a miracle. The

prodigal daughter is alive.” 
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Eric roared in anger. Violet was on a tower yelling in victory and then

she was gone. There were no more soldiers nearby so he turned back into a

human and ran to Twilla. 

“What the hell? Where is she?” 

The witch looked at the portal closing rapidly at their feet. “She’s

inside the compound. I suspect he knew she was here.” 

“He didn’t give a fuck about his own guys? I mean, you took out at

least two hundred of his men,” Todd said. 

Twilla walked around the portal casting some kind of spell. “This goes

into the center of the compound. She’s with Olaf now. We need to get

reinforcements.” 

“We don’t have time for that!” Eric yelled. “I’m going in to get her

now.” 

Twilla put up a magic wall to box him in and hold him in place. 

“You’ll be killed. I’m still connected to her, but the connection is waning. 

I’m going to send a distress call. It should bring Melody here. Once she’s out

of hiding, I can tell her what’s happened.” 

Todd nodded. “Sounds good to me. Do it.” 

Eric beat against the magic wall and then shifted to bear to ram it. It

wasn’t going to budge. He was insane with rage and kept ramming the wall

until he was exhausted. He lay in the box and panted on his side. He was

useless to help her. He’d never felt more helpless in his entire life. He had

just found his mate and now he was going to lose her. 

“Cheer up, sad bear,” Twilla chirped. Her hair was turning purple at

the ends. “They won’t kill her. It sounds like that Olaf is one sick bastard. 

He’ll wait until Melody is here to do it in front of her. You still have time to mount your rescue.” 

Eric’s ears perked up. He shifted back to human. “You have a plan?” 

“Of course. One needs to think on their feet in these kind of situations. 

Melody will help me guide you and I’m going to set you down right near

Violet. You’re going to save the damsel in distress.” 

“It’s a little better than my plan to destroy the whole building until I

found her,” Eric admitted. “I’ll wait…but only for so long. This is torture. 

I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop my bear from going after her much longer.” 

Twilla looked at the woods behind her. “I don’t think you’ll be waiting

long.” 

A line of figures moved from the woods. At their lead was a very

angry looking vampire with flaming red hair. 


***

Magic pinned Violet against a wall as Olaf cut at her arms and legs

lazily. “You know, dear, you could have just joined me instead of siding with

your stupid maker.” 

Violet gritted her teeth and kept silent. She wasn’t going to give him

the satisfaction of screaming. He was cutting her with an enchanted blade and

the cuts weren’t healing. They only got deeper the more he cut her. The

moment Eric freed her she was going to turn that thing on Olaf. He was going

to regret this. And Eric  would come for her. She knew it as sure as the sun would rise and Olaf would be dead before it set again. 

“I see that you’ve caused some chaos in my ranks. How did you do

that? I know you don’t have that much magic all by yourself…or were you

holding out on me?” 

Olaf cut her again and all the cuts along her body deepened. “Unlike

you, I don’t need to have other people do my dirty work.” 

“I’m doing this, aren’t I?” He cut her again. “I think that’s enough for

now. Wouldn’t want you dying before your lovely mother comes to watch.” 

Violet laughed. 

“What’s so funny?” Olaf passed the knife from his left hand to his

right. “You know I love a good joke.” 

Violet only laughed harder. 

“Come now, do share.” Olaf’s eyes glinted with suppressed rage. He

tried to act like a genteel man of the world but Violet knew who he really

was. You didn’t become a king by being sweet and nice. Olaf was a cold-

blooded killer and only cared for his own interests. That was why Melody

was going to beat him easily. Not that Violet would let Olaf know that. 

She knew this revolt was a matter of if, not when. He had angered too

many people with his stupid obsessions. She hadn’t expected her mother to

go against her own maker, though. Violet would take credit for that part of

the revolution. Once Olaf was gone, she would be princess of the land and

she couldn’t wait for all the fun she would have. This part was terrible but

she would survive. Olaf might be old but he had no idea about having a soul

anymore. He couldn’t break Violet, hard as he might try. 

He stabbed the blade into her stomach. “You really are beginning to

bore me you, stupid girl. I guess I’ll have to throw your corpse outside to

taunt your mother.” 

Violet looked down at the wound. Blood was pouring out of her in a

trickle and it hurt like fire. She bit the inside of her cheek and banged her

head against the wall softly. Wherever the rescue party was, they needed to

hurry up. 


***

“You idiot!” Melody walked through Twilla’s magic wall and slapped

Eric hard across the face. “You were supposed to protect her! It was such a

simple task. How in the hell could you mess that up?” 

“She’s much more stubborn than you realize.” 

“I know she’s stubborn.” Melody hit him again. “She was weak and

almost dead. How did she get herself here?” 

Melody lifted off the ground and flew backwards out of the box. 

“That’s enough hitting, young lady,” Twilla said sternly. “We can play

the blame game later. Now, I need you to envision the inside of the

compound. Violet is in a room with a plush white rug, marble floors, and a

painting of naiads on the wall.” 

“That’s Olaf’s torture room,” Melody said. Her fangs slipped out. She

tried to cast twice and failed. “I can’t get in! He must have beefed up his

security.” 

“Yes, but I can work around it.” Twilla’s hair was turning black at the

roots. “I’m going to send Eric in to get Violet and you are going to attack

from the outside. Should be no problem if you all work fast.” 

Melody looked like she wanted to rip out the witch’s throat and then

she looked at her hard. She hid her fangs and looked at Twilla in awe. 

“You’re Twilla Black?” 

Twilla nodded. “Who else would I be? Now concentrate, dear.” 

Eric looked at Todd but he shrugged. Their resident witch had to have

a story that he wanted to hear all about, after he had rescued his mate. And

she  was his mate. There was no doubt in his mind now. The way his bear was reacting to her capture told him as much. It was like Olaf had ripped out his

heart and was holding it captive. 

“Alright, Eric, get ready. I’m sending you over.” 

Melody bared her fangs again. “If you mess this up, I’m going to kill

your entire village.” 

“Thanks for the motivational speech,” Eric deadpanned. “You can

apologize when I bring you Olaf’s head.” 

“No, save the king for me. Just get Violet to safety.” 

Eric nodded and then the portal pulled him inside the compound. He

shifted while he was moving through. When he came out the other side of the

portal, he was in front of a set of closed double doors. There was no magic

around them so he just slammed inside. 

There were two guards talking quickly to a giant blond man and trying

to make him leave the room. 

“Take your hands off me! I need to wait for her to die. I can’t leave

now!” 

One of the men, who were dressed in black, grabbed the blond man’s

arm as Eric broke all the way through the doors. “Were-creature! They’re

getting inside, sir!” 

One of the men shot at Eric but he had terrible aim. Eric bowled the

man over and mauled him. The other man didn’t even try to shoot at Eric. He

backed the blond man up to the door on the other side of the room, keeping

his gun trained on Eric. 

“Just shoot it!” the blond man screamed. He had to be King Olaf. The

fancy outfit looked like something out of the seventeenth century. 

Eric wanted to go after him, but that was Melody’s fight. He was only

here for Violet. She was hanging up on the wall supported by magic. There

was a pool of blood at her feet and sliding down the wall. So much dark red

blood staining the carpet. Eric didn’t think there was that much blood in a

body. He nosed Violet’s foot but she didn’t move. 

Olaf was holding on to the door. “She’s dead you, stupid animal! Bring

her body back to her mother and tell her it was courtesy of her king and

maker!” 

“We need to move, sir!” The man in black shoved the king hard. 

“They’re in the house. We need to get you to a safe space.” 

“Fuck this!” Olaf grabbed the man and sank his teeth into his neck. He

drained the body and let it fall to the floor. “I’m not going anywhere. This

ends now. That bitch daughter of mine is going to pay for trying to end my

reign.” 

Violet fell from the wall and landed in a slump in front of Eric. 

Olaf looked shocked. A man dressed in red teleported in next to Eric

and Violet. “I’m leaving now, Olaf.” 

“You most certainly will not be leaving. I paid you for your service

and you will see it through.” 

“You paid me for  one night of service. The sun is now rising. Unless

you want to pay for another day, and I know you don’t have that kind of

money, my term of service is up.” 

The king screamed and moved for the man in red. A great wind picked

up in the room. Eric crouched down over Violet’s body and shielded her so

she wouldn’t move. Even his bear lost a few inches as the wind continued. 

The king’s skin was coming off in pieces. 

The man in red put his hand down. “Don’t make threats you can’t

keep, Olaf. You made this mess. You can clean it up. Call me again if you get

more money.” 

The man teleported away and Olaf fell to the floor screaming in rage. 

He looked at Eric and flew at him. “I’ll send that bitch your body too.” 

Eric braced himself for the hit but instead he heard a crack and felt

someone move past him. 

“I think I’ll send your body to Sven,” Melody said. “I’ll keep your

head for my collection.” 

Olaf was across the room. “You have no chance of beating me one on

one. You know this, my dear.” 

Eric started to drag Violet’s body from the room. He held her gingerly

in his teeth as he moved her. She left a trail of blood along the carpet as they went. He got her out the door and into the hall was greeted by a handful of

wolves, witches, vampires, and fae lined up on the wall. Since they didn’t

attack him, he knew they were Melody’s people. He shifted back to human. 

“You need to go in and help her!” he said, cradling Violet’s body in his

arms. 

A tall black werewolf shook his head. “This is Melody’s fight. We

can’t step in until one of them is dead.” 

Eric didn’t argue. They could keep up their stupid fight. He only cared

about getting Violet out. Her hair was now at the middle of her back and

curlier than ever. 

“Violet!” He slapped her pale cheeks lightly. She didn’t even stir. She

wasn’t breathing and was cold as ice. He had to do something now. He put

his hand in his mouth and bit into the fleshy skin between his thumb and

index finger. It hurt like hell but blood pooled up quickly. He put his bleeding hand into Violet’s mouth. 

The walls of the room next to him shook hard enough to crack the

marble just outside the door. He let more blood fall into Violet’s mouth. 

When his hand stopped bleeding, he bit into himself again. A hand came up

and wrapped around his wrist and pulled him close. 

Eric almost cried, he was so relieved. “Drink as much as you want.” 

The werewolf looked at him curiously but said nothing. The door to

the room kicked open. Melody came out with Olaf’s head in her hand and

blood all over her. There was even blood in her hair. 

The group in the hall cheered and stomped their feet. The wolves

howled and the witches sent up colored sparks. Someone broke out the

window closest to Eric and lit a message in the sky. Eric barely noticed. He

was starting to feel sleepy but Violet was still drinking. 

Melody came over and kicked her daughter. “No need to drain him, 

dear.” 

Violet opened her eyes and looked at Eric. Her drinking slowed. 

Finally, she took her fangs out of him. “Sorry.” She looked at her mother

holding Olaf’s head. “Damn. I wanted to torture him myself before you did

that.” 

Melody smiled. “I believe I owe this bear an apology.” 
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The cleanup up took three days. Eric reluctantly went back to Golden

with Twilla and Todd while Violet helped sort out the new regime. They

brought back the soldiers they had sent to the North Pole. Each was given the

option to swear fealty to the new queen or get sent back to the Arctic. All of

them swore loyalty to Melody. The higher-ups who had been in Olaf’s

employ were all killed the night of Olaf’s death. They had the choice to leave

with Melody and they decided instead to side with Olaf. 

The new queen went to talk to the mayor of Grace and reassured him

that the violence was over. People began returning to town on the second day

and that night there was a massive party at the compound. Melody burned

most of Olaf’s possessions in a giant bonfire. Her tastes were much more

muted than the extravagant king’s. The party went on until dawn, when the

vampires had to go to sleep for the day. When they awoke on the third night, 

the party was still raging on. The wolves and witches had just kept partying

through the day. More people had arrived during the day too. 

Violet and Melody partied for a second night. Vamp tramps were

throwing themselves at Violet left and right. She couldn’t drink from any of

them. Eric’s life-saving blood was still in her body and she wanted to wait to

feed on him again. Melody had promised they would return together once the

mess had been cleaned up. She wanted to thank the Golden Bears properly

for protecting Violet. 

At the end of the third night, the Council showed up in Grace. It was

expected that there would be something to answer for since they had just

beheaded the last king. Olaf’s brother Sven came to town with the Council

and demanded Melody’s head on a spike. Violet had to go in alone and speak

with the Council. She had never had to deal with them before and was

nervous. They set the meeting up in the throne room of the compound. Violet

didn’t think that was a good sign. 

“They just want to remind me where my power to rule comes from,” 

Melody said. “Just tell the truth. We did nothing wrong.” 

Violet nodded and went to the room. The Council’s assistant waved

her inside. The four members were seated at a simple table in front of the

throne. 

“Violet Moore, is it?” the weretiger Tran asked. 

She nodded. “It is.” 

“You were sired by Melody Jobs, who was sired herself by Olaf

Summers?” Susan, the fae representative, asked. 

“Yes, that’s correct.” 

“We have a few questions for you today, Violet,” Tran said. “We ask

that you be truthful in your answers.” 

“You aren’t on trial here,” the vampire Delilah said. “We’re just

gathering information about the events that have been transpiring on this

continent.” 

Violet nodded. “I understand.” 

She hadn’t cut her long hair since almost dying again. It was curiously

longer than it had been at her original death now. She’d always heard that

hair grew even after you were dead but this was ridiculous. She needed a

haircut but hadn’t taken the time to see a stylist while they were partying. She would get a cut before going back to see Eric. All she had to do was get

through this stupid interview and she could see him again. 

The Council members looked at their notes and shuffled paper before

Delilah spoke again. “You kidnapped the witch Aurora Silver on whose

order?” 

“Olaf’s.” 

“Did you also kill the witch Elena Gutierrez?” 

“No, I’m not sure who that is.” 

Delilah nodded. “Why were you kidnapping the witch?” 

“We were going to trade her to the Lost Tribe.” 

Tran raised an eyebrow. “Why and how were you going to do that?” 

“I’m not sure why, exactly. Olaf had some kind of deal with their

queen, Sofia. She got in contact with him. She wanted the baby witch.” 

“And what would Olaf get?” Susan asked. 

“I have no idea. I wish I could be more helpful, but I wasn’t part of that

conversation.” 

“But you kidnapped the witch anyway?” Delilah asked. 

“I did. Olaf, Melody, and Sven said it would be fine. They said it

would be easy.” 

“Was it easy?” Tran asked. 

“No. I almost died.” Violet scowled. “Some werewolf who was

helping the baby witch followed me back here. He almost killed me, but

Melody got me away in time and a werebear gave me blood.” 

“Who was the werewolf?” Tran asked. 

“I don’t know. I think his name was Cross, but I can’t be sure. I didn’t

have a lot of conversation with the baby witch before the wolf attacked.” 

“Aurora Silver wasn’t cooperating with you?” 

Violet snorted. “No, she was not.” 

“Do you know where the witch is now?” Delilah asked. 

“I would assume that she’s back with her people or with the werewolf

who tried to rescue her.” 

Tran whispered something in Delilah’s ear. She nodded. “Do you

know what the Lost Tribe did to get banished?” 

Violet shrugged. “They tried to kill a bunch of supernaturals or

something.” 

Tran raised his eyebrow again. “They tried to wipe all the supernatural

creatures off the face of the planet, actually. They would have succeeded if a

few of them hadn’t decided to help us.” 

“Okay.” That didn’t have anything to do with her, and it had happened

long before her time. Violet didn’t care for supernatural urban legends. 

People spoke about the Lost Tribe like they were super villains instead of a

fae tribe gone wrong. 

“Do you know why they wanted the witch?” 

“No.” 

“Who was this werebear who saved you?” The warlock William asked

his first question. 

“His tribe owed Melody a favor and he took me in.” Violet smiled. 

“He helped here in Grace too?” William asked. 

“Yes, he and his friend Todd.” 

Delilah nodded. “You were also helped by the witch Twilla Black. 

How do you know her?” 

“I don’t. She showed up with Eric to rescue me.” 

Delilah nodded. “Thank you for your time today, Miss Moore. We’ll

keep in touch if we need anything else.” 

Violet nodded to the Council and left the room. Melody was waiting

outside. “How’d it go?” 

“Fucking annoying. You’re going to hate it.” 

“Get ready to leave as soon as I’m done here. I already asked and we

don’t have to hang around while they question everyone. Now seems like a

great time to pay our allies in Golden a visit.” 


***

“This place is so bright.” 

They had arrived in Golden before dawn and dug into the dirt for the

night. They awoke just before sunset the next day. Violet wasn’t a fan of

camping, but Melody didn’t want to arrive in town unannounced again. She’d

sent word ahead the night before to Elder Lightfoot that she would be in town

the next night. 

They went right to Elder’s home. Cressida, Eric, and their mother

Karen were there waiting with the tribe alpha. 

“Nice to see you again, Violet,” Elder greeted her. “You look much

more alive than the last time I saw you.” 

“Thank you,” Violet said. She couldn’t take her eyes off Eric. He was

so dashing in his dress-up clothes. He was wearing a blazer, black pants, and

a grey button down. She wanted to sink her teeth into him right there, but it

would have been bad form. 

“I would like to formally thank you for watching over my daughter,” 

Melody said to Elder and Eric. “Your tribe has paid its debt to me and then

some. I am indebted to you, in fact. If you need anything, please don’t

hesitate to contact me.” 

“Please join us for dinner.” Karen extended her hand to Melody. “It’s

nice to meet the girl my son is so smitten with.” 

Melody looked at Violet sidelong before taking Karen’s hand. “We’d

love to stay for dinner.” 

It was a symbolic meal. The humans ate while the vampires talked. 

“The Council was in town as soon as Eric got home,” Elder said during

the meal. “They spoke to a handful of people in town about Violet and Eric’s

involvement with you.” 

“They even talked to me and Remy, even though we came straight

home,” Cress said. “They’re kind of intimidating.” 

“More like annoying,” Violet said. “They didn’t really ask me about

what went down in Grace. They were more concerned about another event.” 

“The one that almost got you killed?” Karen asked. 

“Yes, that one,” Violet said, unperturbed. “I kidnapped a young witch

and her werewolf boyfriend messed me up. I had it coming for getting

between a wolf and his mate.” 

“I believe we know that wolf, actually,” Elder said. “I talked with one

of the Council’s assistants and he let it slip that the wolf was part of Moon

Brothers.” 

“That’s right,” Melody said. “He’s a member of that motorcycle club.” 

“He’s missing, you know. The witch, too,” Elder added. 

“Really?” Melody sounded surprised. “I wonder where they ran off to. 

The council seemed very interested in those two.” 

The meal wasn’t that bad. After it was finished, Melody took Violet

aside. “I’ve thanked them. I don’t see any reason for us to come back here

again. You should say your goodbyes.” 

Violet raised an eyebrow. “I’ll go talk with Eric before we leave.” 

She went to his small home and didn’t even bother knocking on his

door. He was sitting on the couch. She sat down next to him. “That wasn’t so

bad.” 

“You should have seen him when I got home,” Eric said. “They were

both pissed at me. Hey, did you know Twilla was a big deal?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Like, she’s a famous witch. Well, she was a famous witch. She helped

banish the Lost Tribe.” 

“She must be old. I think every supe that was around back then claims

they helped send the Lost Tribe away.” 

“No, she actually helped open the portal that got rid of them. After

that, she came up here. This was the first time she’s committed violence since

then.” 

“Whoa. Impressive.” 

“I know. I’ve known her all this time and I had no idea. She never told

anyone. How are things in Grace?” 

“Clean. We got all the bodies cleaned up and fixed up the main house

on the compound. The town still has some damage, but it should be taken

care of in two or three days.” 

“I guess you’ll be leading the dashing life of a vampire princess now. 

How exciting for you.” 

She put her hand on his face. “You know, every princess needs a

dashing hero who’s willing to come save her at a moment’s notice.” 

“You do need a lot of rescuing.” 

“You’re very good at saving me. You can’t blame a girl for being a

damsel in distress when there’s a hot hero around.” 

He kissed her. “I’ll always come to your rescue. Violet, I think I…” 

She put her finger to his lips. “I love you too. But I’m a vampire and

you’re a werebear.” 

“So? You’re my mate. It doesn’t matter what you are.” 

“How is that supposed to work? Your mother is going to have a heart

attack if you shack up with a vampire. You need a werebear mate. Someone

like you.” 

He shook his head. “I need you.” 

“I need a vampire mate. What am I supposed to do when you get all

old and wrinkled? Eventually, you’ll die and then I’ll be all alone with a

broken heart.” 

“Or not,” Eric said. He touched her eye teeth and her fangs slipped out. 

“Why do I have to die if I want to be with you too?” 

“Eric, are you saying what I think you are? It’s a big deal to turn

someone. I’m barely old enough to do that myself.” 

“I’m not saying turn me today. I’m saying if we want to be together, 

that’s something we can do.” 

Violet’s heart was hammering in her chest. She hadn’t thought much

about having a life mate. Eventually, it was something she would look into, 

but not so soon. She liked him, though. She liked him a lot. It would be nice

to spend eternity with him. They could have so many adventures together. 

She would have to talk with Melody about it but she knew her mother would

never deny her happiness. 

“I’d like that a lot, actually.” She kissed him and dragged her teeth

along his bottom lip. “I have to go now, though. Melody is waiting for me. 

We have things to finish at home.” 

“Alright, princess. Don’t be a stranger. I know you can teleport here

whenever you want.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind.” Violet kissed him again and left. She would be

back. She would be back often. He was her life mate. Nothing would keep

him from her again. 

~*~*~*~*~*~

 Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed the story, consider joining my private mailing list  so you don’t miss any new Lola Kidd books. If you liked The Vampire and the Bear, here’s the final book in the series:



The Fae and the Dragon



Princess Lena is in for the fight of her life. Her older sister Sophia has gone on a murderous power grab and it’s cost the Northlands Fae dearly. The entire tribe has been banished from Earth to a realm where dragons roam free and magic isn’t practiced. 



In this new land, Lena meets the dashing Prince Troy and his clan of dragon-shifters. With Prince Troy’s help, Lena thinks she may have found a home for her orphaned tribe. While they try to adjust to their new home, Princess Sophia has other plans. She plots to bring them all back to Earth and so she can continue her power play. 



Princess Lena is torn. If her sister’s plans work, they’ll all be able to return home but that would mean losing her dragon-shifter forever. She’ll have to choose, her tribes happiness or her own. 
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